
CEHM
Microfiche

(Monographs)

ICIVIH

Collection de
microfiches
(monographles)

Canadian ln»tituta for Historical IMicroraproductions / Inst/ at Canadian da microroproductions historiquas

1996



Technical and Bibliographic Notes / Notes technique et bibliographiques

The Institute has attempted to obtain the best original

copy available for filming. Features of this copy which
may be bibliographically unique, which may alter any of

the images in the reproduction, or which may
significantly change the uf -I method of filming are
checlted below.

^ Coloured covers /

Couverture de couleur

I I

Covers damaged /

'—

'

Couverture endommagje

I I

Covers restored and/or laminated /
'—

'

Couverture restaur^ et/ou pellicula

I

1 Cover title missing / Le titre de couverture manque

I I

Cokxjred maps/ Cartes g6ographiques en couleur

r^ Coloured ink (i.e. other than blue or black)/— Encre de couleur (i.e. autre que bleue ou noire)

V^ Cotoured plates and/or idustratkxis/
'—

'

Planches et/ou illustrattons en couleur

I

I Bound with other material /
'—

'

Reli6 avec d'autres documents

D
D

D

Only editton available /

Seule Edition disponible

Tight binding may cause shadows or distortion

along interior margin / La reliure serr6e peut
causer de I'ombre ou de la distorston le long de
la marge intdrieure.

Blank leaves added during restorations may appear
within the text. Whenever possible, these have
been omitted from timing / II se peut que certair'^

pages blanches ajout^es tors d'une restauration

apparaissent dans le texte, mais, kxsque cela ettrit

possible, ces pages n'ont pasM fibnees.

L'Institut a microfilm^ le meilleur exampiaire qu'il lui a
6X6 possible de se procurer. Les details de cet exem-
piaire qui sont peut-6tre uniques du point de vue bibli-

ographique, qui peuvent modifier une image reproduite,

ou qui peuvent exiger une modifications dans la m6th-
ode nomiale de tilmage sont indiqu^s ci-dessous.

r~] Cotoured pages/ Pages de couleur

I

I

Pages damaged / Pages endommagdes

I I

Pages restored and/or laminated /
'—

'
Pages restaurees et/ou pellnuiees

r7| Pages discoloured, stained or foxed /
'—

'
Pages decolorees, tachet^es ou pk)uees

I I

Pages detached/ Pages ddtachdes

HtT Showthrough/ Transparence

I

I Quality of print varies/
'—

' Quallt* indgale de I'impression

I I

Includes supplementary material /
'—

'
Comprend du materiel suppidmentaire

I I

Pages wholly or partially obscured by errata
'—

' slips, tissues, etc., have been refilmed to
ensure the best possible image / Les pages
totalement ou partiellement obscurcies par un
feuillet d'enata, une pelure, etc., ont etd filmees

k nouveau de fa^on d obtenir la meilleure
image possible.

I I

Opposing pages with varying colouration or
'—

' discolourations are filmed twtoe to ensure the
best possible image / Les pages s'opposant
ayant des colorations variables ou des decol-

orations sont filmees deux fois afin d'obtenir la

meilleur image possible.

D Addttlonal comments /

Commentaires suppKmentaires:

This item i* filmad at th« raduetion ratio chcekad faaktw/

Ce dociinwnt art fiima au taux da raductioii indiqui ct-daMO«M.

10X UX 18X

n J
MX 16X 20X

22X 2€X SOX

24X 28X 32X



TlM copy filmad h«r« hu b««n r«predyc«d thanks

to tho gonorooitv of:

National Library of Caxiada

L'axamplaira filing fut raproduit grteo * la

S*n4roaitA do:

Bibliothoquo nationalo du Canada

Tho imago* appoarins hora ara tho boat quality

posaibio conaidoring tho condition and logibility

of tho original eopy ond in kooping with tho

fuming oonuoot apoeificationa.

Original eopios in printad papar covara ara fllmad

baginning with tha front covar and anding on

tha laat paga with a printad or illustratad impraa-

sion. or tho back covar whan appropriata. All

othor original copioa ara filmad boginning on tho

first paga with a printad or illustratad impras-

•ion. and anding on tha last paga with a printad

or illuauatad imprassion.

Tho lost recorded frsmo on aach microficho

shall conuin tho symbol -^ (moaning "CON-

TINUED"!, or tho symbol V (moaning "END").

whiehovor appliaa.

Maps, plataa. charu. ate. may ba fllmad at

diffaront raduetion ratios. Thoso too larga to bo

antiroly includod in ona sjiposuro ara fllmad

baginning in tha uppar laft hand cornar. laft to

right and top to bonom. as many framas as

raquirad. Tho following diagrams illustrata tha

mattiod:

Las imagas suivantaa ont OtO roproduitos avac la

plus grand soin. compta tanu da la condition at

da la nanatO da I'aaamplaira film*, at an
conformltO ovoc loo eonditiona du contrat da
filmago.

Laa aaamplalros originaua dont la eouvartura ^n
papiar aat ImprimOa sont filmOs an commandant
par la pramiar plat at an tarminant soit par la

darniOra paga qui comporto una smprainta
d'Imprassion ou d'illusuation, soit par la sacond

plat, salon lo cos. Tous los autras axamplairas

originauM sont filmOs on commoncant par la

pramiOra paga qui comporto uno amprainta
d'impraaaion ou d'illustration ot an tarminant par

la darni*ra paga qui comporto uno tollo

omprointo.

Un doa symbolos suivonts apparaitra sur la

darni«ra imaga da chaqua microficho. salon la

cas: la symbolo «^ signifio "A SUIVRE". lo

symbolo signifio "FIN".

Los cartaa. planchaa. ublaaus. ate. pauwant atra

fllmOs i das uua da rOduction diffOronts.

Lorsquo lo documont ost trop grand pour Stra

raproduit an un saul clichO. il ast filmO S partir

da I'angia supOriaur gaucha. da gaucha a droita.

at da haut an baa. an pronant la nombro

d'imogoa nOcaaaaira. Laa diagrammaa suivants

iilustront la mOthodo.

1 2 3

4 5 6



**'aocofY anoiuTioN tbt chart

(ANSI ond ISO TEST CHART No. 2)

m jMu ^
Ui 1^

|16
IK
IB 1^U
Uk ..mui

2^

2.0

x^PPLIED IM/1GE Inc
1653 East Main Slri.t
Roch«iter. New York 14609 USA
(716) 482 - 0300 - Phone
(716) 288 - S989 - Fo«



Mf





SIXES
AND SEVENS

BY

O. HENR '

Author qf "Tht Four M^^ion," "Tk* Foiw <^tk$

City," -Th* Tfimwud Lamp." "StriMy
Burintu: "WUrUgitB."

TOBONTO
McClelland & goodchild

PVBLISHEBS



P:it j(^

wiinTD IN oAiDKir crrv, n. v , n. «. a,

AU uovn tEinvKo, ractoniNo that or nANRtAnow
IMTOrOUIOMLAMIiaAacil, IMCLUDINUTHK tCANDINAVIAN

('

«0u502



CONTENTS

I. Thb Lait or THB Tboubaooum 8

II. Th» Slbuthb 21

ni. Witches' Loavu 8t

IV. Thb Prjdb or thb CrrBB ...... 38

V. Holding Up a Tbain 48

VI. Ulysses and thb Dooman 64

Vn The ChamnoN of thb Wbathbr ... 74

Vni. BiAKBS THB WhOLB WoBLD Kxm ... 81

IX. At Arms with Morpheub 88

X. Thb Ghost or a Chancb on

XI. JnofiB Hatbs and Musibl 108

XII. Thb Door or Unrbbt 117

XIII. Thb Dupucitt or Haboratbb .... 188

XIV. Lbt Mb Fbbl Youb Pdlbb 154

XV. OCTOBEB AND JUNB 174

XVI. The Church with an Overshot Wheel . 178

XVn. New York by Cajiptirb Light .... 197

XVni. The Adventures of Shambock Jolnbs . 904

XIX. The Ladt Higher Up f14

XX. The Greater Conet 8t0

T



CONTENTS
XXI. Law and Oboer ^^
XXn. TrANBFOBMATION OF MaBTIN BUBNJST . . 250
XXm. Thb Cauph and the Cad 258
XXIV. The Diamond OF Kau ......' 205
XXV. Thb DAT Wb Celebrate . .... . 275



SIXES AND SEVENS



I



THE LAST OF THE TROUBADOURS

Inexorably Sam CaUoway saddled his pony.
He was going away from the Rancho Altito at the
end of a three-months' visit. It is not to be expected
that a guest should put up with wheat coffee and
biscuits yellow-streaked with saleratus for longer
than that. Nick Napoleon, the big Negro man cook,
had never been able to make good biscuits: Once
before, when Nick was cooking at the Willow Ranch,
Sam had been forced to fly from his cuisine, after
only a sis-weeks' sojourn.

On Sam's face was an expression of sorrow, deepened
with regret and slightly tempered by the patient
forgivene«is of a connoisseur who cannot be understood.
But very firmly and inexorably he buckled his saddle-
cinches, looped his stake-rope and hung it to his
saddle-horn, tied his slicker and coat on the cantle,
and looped his quirt on his right wrist. The Merry-
dews (householders of the Rancho Altito), men.
women, children, and servants, vassals, visitors, em-
ployes, dogs, and casual callers were grouped in the
"gallery " of the ranch house, all with faces set to

8
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^ tune of md„d.,ly „d grfrf. For, « the comingrf&m GaUow to«v «nch. c«np. or cabin betweenU» nve« Pno or Bravo del Norte .rou«d joy, „ba departure caused mourning and distress
And tlien. during absolute silence, except for the

. WKked flea Sam tenderly and carefully tied hisgmur «,oss h,s saddle on top of his slicker and coat.

tt. .C^™ '". ' *^'' """^ »«= -^ » yo- catchthe significance of it, it eiphiins Sam
Sam Gal.o„ay was the Last of the Troubadours.

Of course you know about the troubadours. The

!^7fir'^"^'K""^
^'"^^ '«"'~" tic eleventh^the thmeenth centuries. What they flourisheddo«n t seem clear- you may be pretty sure it wasn't^oM: maybe ,t was , Sddlebow, or a forkful of^hetf

,
or a lady's scarf. Anyhow, Sam Gallowaywas one of 'em. ^

Sm, put on a martyred expression as he mounted

compared w,th the one on his pony's. You see apony gets to know his rider mighty well andt •

a gmt«. player mstead of by a rollicking, cus^in,

hor^ And even an escalator in a department store"..ght be excused for tripping up a troubado^
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Oh, I know I'm one; and so are you. You remember
the stories you memorize and the card tricks you
study and that little piece on the piano — how does
it go?— ti-tum-te-tum-ti-tum — those little Arabian
Ten Minute Entertainments that you furnish when
you go up to call on your rich Aunt Jane. You should
know that omme personce in trea partes divisce sunt
Namely: Barons, Troubadours, and Workers. Barons
have no inclination to read such folderol as this; and
Workers have no time: so I know you must be a
Troubadour, and that you will understand Sam Gallo-
way. Whether we sing, act, dance, write, lecture,

or paint, we are only troubadours; so let us make
the worst o^^ it.

The pony with the Dante Alighieri face, guided by
the pressure of Sam's knees, bore that wandering
minstrel sixteen miles southerjtward. Nature was
in her most benignant mood. League after league
of delicate, sweet flowerets made fragrant the gently

undulating prairie. The east wind tempered the

spring warmth; wool-white clouds flying in from
the Mexican Gulf hindered the direct rays of the April

sun. Sam sang songs as he rode. Under his pony's
bridle he had tucked some sprigs of chaparral to keep
away the deer flies. Thus crowned, the long-faced

quadruped looked more Dantesque than before, and,
judging by his countenance, seemed to think of

Beatrice.
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Staught « topography penaitted, S«n rod. totl»d,«p™rt<rf„y^j, Araitto^^

«v« corfer^d upon old ».» EIli«.„^W^

u>e Workers brmg boars' heads and flagons If th.Baron nods bnce or twie. In n.
""s"™- " Me

he does not do itZZZ7 '^" "^"
ad n^ Effison Roomed the .roub«.our flatter.

/«f .r "^ '"*^ P"*"" of Sam GaUoway

cjd ^ EB^n r^lJ JthTZo^-S«»»e, Mr. Bulwer-I^ton Hved too earlyTiowwl™. or he wouldn't have confe^d that sTbriTJ^pon W^ek m ae it is the duty and the7S^rf the B«^n to provide work for the Worker,Zlodgmg and shelter for the Tmubadoms.
Old m«i Ellison was a shrunken old man. with a^ort. yellow-white beard and a face lined and sZed
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hy past-and-gone smiles. His ranch was a little
two-room box house in a grove of hackbeny trees in
the lonesomest part of the sheep country. His house-
hold consisted of a Kiowa Indian man cook, four
hounds, a pet sheep, and a half-tamed coyote chained
to a 1.ace-post. He owned 3,000 sheep, which he
ran on two sections of leased land and many thousands
of acres neither leased nor owned. Three or four times
a year some one who spoke his language would ride
up to his gate and exchange a few bald ideas with
him. Those were red-letter days to old man EUison.
Then in what illuminated, embossed, and gorgeously
decorated capitals must have been written the day
on which a troubadour— a troubadour who, according
to the encyclopaedia, should lave flourished between
the eleventh and the thirteenth centuries~ drew
rein at the gates of his baronial castle!

Old man Ellison's smUes came back and filled his
wrinkles when he saw Sam. He hurried out of the
house in his shuffling, limping way to greet him.

^^

"HeUo, Mr. Ellison," called Sam cheerfully.'
"Thought I'd drop over and see you a while. Notice
you've had fine rains on your range. They ought
to make good grazing for your spring lambs."
"WeU. weU, well," said old man EUison. "I'm

mighty glad to see you, Sam. I never thought you'd
take the trouble to ride over to as out-of-the-way an
old ranch;as this. But you're mighty welcome. 'Light
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I've got a sack of new oats in the kitchen -- ,h«li tbnng out a feed for your hoss?"
'^^" '

Oats for him?" said Sam. derisively. "No sir^He s as fat as a pig now on grass. He donW IT"enough to kp«.n »,;«, ; .. .
^ * ^^ "^eu«« lo Keep tim m condition. I'll iu«t . ...m i,:

-See strong. Inerad.:'^ -itV^*-^"-"^

cooked, abundant meal a hnct V**^' ^^ ''^^11-

ment, mmdyou - neither Sam Galloway „„rT-vottr;



The La.Ht of the Troubadours 9

scure Mother Goose. Tommy Tucker sang for his
supper. No true troubadour would do that. He
would have his supper, and then sing for Art's sake.
Sam Galloway's repertoire comprised about Gfty

funny stories and between thirty and forty songs.
He by no means stopped there. He could talk through
twenty cigarettes on any topic that you brought up.
And he never sat up when he could lie down; and
lever stood when he could sit. I am strongly disposed
to linger with him, for I am drawing a portrait as
well as a blunt pencil and a Uttered thesaurus will
allow.

I wish you could have seen him: he was small and
tough ard inactive beyond the power of imagination
to conceive. He wore an ultramarine-blue woollen
shirt laced down the front with a pearl-gray, exag-
gerated sort of shoestring, indestructible brown duck
clothes, inevitable high-heeled boots with Mexican
spui-s, and a Mexican straw sombrero.
That evening Sam and old man Ellison dragged

their chairs out under the hackberry trees. They
lighted cigarettes; and the troubadour gaily touched
his guitar. Many of the songs he sang were the
weird, melancholy, minor-keyed condones that he
had learned from the Mexican sheep herders and
vaqueros. One, in particular, charmed and soothed
the soul of the lonely baron. It was a favourite song
of the sheep herders, beginning: "HuUe, huUe,
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pahmiia,** which being traiulated means, "Fly, fly,
litiJe dove." Swn sang it for old num EUison many
t'uei that evening.

The troubadour stayed on at the old man's ranch.
There was peace and quiet and appreciation there,
auch as he had not found in the noisy camps of the
catUe kings. No audience in the world could have
crowned the work of poet, musician, or artirt with
more worshipful and unflagging approval thau that
bestowed upon his efforts by old man Ellison. No
vWt b, a royal personage to a humble woodchopper
or peasant could have been r'tjeived with more flatter-
ing thankfulness and joy.

On a cool, canvas-covered cot in the shade of the
hackbeny trees Sam GaUoway passed the greater
part of his time. There he roUed his brown paper
cigarettes, read such odious Uterature as the ranch
afforded, and added to his repertoire of improvisations
that he pkyed so «ixpertly on his guitar. To him, as
a slave ministering to a fereat lord, the Kiowa brought
cool water from the red jar hanging under the brush
shelter, and food when ha caUed for it. The prairie
aephyrs fanned him mildly; mocking-birds at morn
and eve competed with but scarce equaUed the sweet
melodies of his lyre; a perfumed stillness seemed to
fill all his world. While oW man ElUson was pottering
among his flocks of sheep on his mile-an-hour pony,
and while the Kiowa took his siesta in the burning
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unihine Rt the end of the kitchen, Sam would lie

on his cot thmking what a happy world he lived in,

and how kind it 'i to the ones whose mission in life

it is to give entertainment and pleasuiw. Here
he had food and lodging as good as he I ad ever longed
for; absolute immunity from care or exertion or

strife; an endless welcome, and a host whose delight

at the sixteenth repetition of a song or a stoty was as

keen as at its initial giving. Was there ever a trouba-

dour of old who struck upon as royal a castle in his

wanderings? While he lay thus, mediti»»ing upon
his blewings, little brown cottontails would sl^ly

frolic through the yard; a covey of ^hite-topknotted

blue quail would run past, in single file, twenty yards
away; a pauano bird, out hunting for tarantulas,

would hop upon the fence and salute him with sweeping
flourishes of its long tail. In the eighty-acie horse

pasture the pony with the Dantesque face" grew fat

and almost smiling. The troubadour was at the end
of his wanderings.

Old man Ellison was his own vadero. That means
that he pupplied his sheep camps with wood, water,

and rations by his own labours instead of hiring a
vaciero. On small ranches it is often done.

Doe morning he started for the camp of Incamacidn
Felipe de la Cruz y Monte Piedras (one of his sheep
herders) with the week's usual rations of brown beans,

coffee, meal, and sugar. Two miles away on the trail
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from old Fort Ewing he met. face to face, a terrible
being caUed King James, mounted on a fieiy, prancing
Kentucky-bred horse.

——•.
King James's real name was Tames King; but

people reversed it because it seeme. > fit him better,
and also because it seemed to please his majesty!
Kmg James was the biggest cattleman between the
AI mo plaza in San Antone and Bill Hopper's saloon
n. Brownsville. Also he was the loudest and most
offens-e bully and braggart and bad man in southwest
Texas. And he always made good whenever he
bragged; and the mor^ noise he made the more dan-
gerous he was. In the story papers it is always the
quiet, mild-mannered man with light blue eyes and
a low voice who turns out to be really dangerous;
but in real life and in this story such is not the case.
Give me my choice between assaulting a large, loud-
mouthed rough-houser and an inoffensive stranger
with blue eyes sitting ..uietly in a comer, and you wiU
see something doing in the comer every time.
King James, as I intended to say earlier, was a

fierce, two-hundred-pound, sunburned, bloi.l man,
as pi. k as an October strawberry, and with two hori

*

zontal slits under shaggy red eyebrows for eyes. On
that day he wore a flannel shirt that was tan-coloured,
with the exception of certain large areas which were
darkened by transudations due to the summer sun
There seemed to be ether clothing and gamishings
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about him, such m brown duck trousers stuffed into
immense boots, and red handkerchiefs and revolvers-

Wt lit"^^
••id -cross has saddle and a leathe;

belt with miUions of cartridges shining in it -but
your mmd skidded off such accessories; whict held
your gaze was just the two Uttle horizontal sliU that
he used for eyes.

This was the man that old man EUison met on the
trail; and when you count up in the baron's favour
that he was sixty-five and weighed ninety-eight
pound, and had heard of King James's record and
that he (the baron) had a hankering for the tntanm^ and h^d no gun with him and wouldn't have
iwed K if he had, you can't censure him if I teU you
that the smile, with which the troubadour had filled
his wnnklea went out of them and left them plainwmUes again. But he was not the kind of baron
that flies from danger. He reined in the mile-an-hour
pony (no difficult feat), and saluted the formidable
monarch.

Kng James expiessed himself with royal directness.
You re that old snoozes that's running sheep on

this range, ain't you? "said he. "What right have you
got to do It? Do you own any land, or lease any?"

I have two sections leased from the state "
said

old man Ellison, mildly.

^
"Not by no means you haven't," aaid King James
Your lease expu^ yesterday; and I had a man at
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the land office on the minute to take it up. You
don't control a foot of grass in Texas. You sheep
men have go* to git. Your time's up. It's a catUe
country, and there ain't any room in it for snoozers.
This range you've got your sheep on is mine. I'm
puttmg up a wire fence, forty by sixty miles; and if
there's a sheep inside of it when it's done it'U be a
dead one. I"l give you a week to move yours away.
If they am't gone by then. I'll send six men over here
with Winchesters to make mutton out of the whole
lot. And if I find you here at the same time this is
what you'U get."

King James patted the breech of his shot-gun
wamingly. '

Old man ElHson rode on to the camp of Incamaddn.
He sighed many times, and the wrinkles in his face
grew deeper. Rumours that the old order was about
to change had reached him before. The end of Free
Grass was in sight. Other troubles, too, had been
'accumulating upon his shoulders. His flocks were
decreasing instead of growing; the price of wool
was declining at every clip; even Bradshaw, the
storekeeper at Frio City, at whose store he bought
his ranch supplies, was dunnmg him for his last six
months' biU and threatening to cut him off. And
so this last greatest calamity suddenly dealt out to
him by the terrible King James was a crusher.
When the old man got back to the ranch at sunset
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he found Sam Galloway lying on his cot, propped
against a roll of blankets and wool sacks, fingering

his guitar.

"Hello, Uncle Ben," the troubadour called, cheer-

fully. "You rolled in early this evening., I been
trying a new twist on the Spanish Fandango to-day.

I just about got it. Here's how she goes— listen."

"That's fine, that's mighty fine," said old man
Ellison, sitting on the kitchen step and rubbing his

white, Scotch-terrier whiskers. "I reckon you've
got all the musicians beat east and west, Sam, as far

as the roads are cut out."

"Oh, I don't know," said Sam, reflectively. "But
I certainly do get there on variations. I guess I

can handle anything in five flats about as well as any
of 'em. But you look kind of fagged out. Uncle
Ben— ain't you feeling right well this evening?"

"Little tired; that's aU, Sam. If you ain't played

yourself out, let's have that Mexican piece that

starts ofiF with: 'HuUe, huile, jxdomita.' It seems
that that song always kind of soothes and comforts

me after I've been riding far or anything bothers me."
"Why, seguramente, se/hor" said Sam. "I'll hit

her up for you as often as you like. And before I

forget about it. Uncle Ben, you want to jerk Bradshaw
up about them last hams he sent us. They're just

e little bit strong."

A man sixty-five years old, living on a sheep ranch
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I

s

a^d beset by a complication of disasters, cannot
successfully and continuously dissemble. Moreover
a troubadour has eyes quick to see unhappiness in
others around him -because it disturbs his own
ease. So. on the next day, Sam again questioned the
old man about his air of sadness and abstraction.
Then old man Ellison told him the story of Kinir
James s threats and orders and that pale melancholy
and red rum appeared to have marked him for their

r°K It^ *f"'^^dour took the news thoughtfuUy.
He had heard much about King James
On the third day of the seven days of'grace allowed

him by the autocrat of the range, old man Ellison
drove his buckboard to Frio City to fetch some neces-say supplies for the ranch. Bradshaw was hard
but not implacable. He divided the old man's orderby two, and let him have a little more time. One
article secured was a new. fine ham for the pleasure
of the troubadour.

Five miles out of Frio City on his way home the
old man met King James riding into town. His
majesty could never look anything but fierce and
menacing but to-day his slits of eyes appeared to be
a little wider than they u.,uaUy were.
"Good day." said the king, gruffly. "I've been want-mg to see you. I hear it said by a cowman from Sandy

yesterday that you was from Jackson County. Mississ-
ippi, origmally. I want to know if that's a fact"
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"Bom there," said old man Ellison, "and raised
there till I was twenty-one."

"This man says," went on King James, "that he
thinksyou was related to the Jackson County Reeveses
Was he right?"

"Aunt Caroline Reeves," said the old man, "was
my half-sister."

"She was my iunt," said King James. "I run
away from home when I was sixteen. Now, let's
re-talV over some things that we discussed a few days
ago. Jhey call me a bad man; and they're only
half right. There's plenty of room in my pasture
for your bunch of sheep and their increase for a long
time to come. Aunt Caroline used to cut out sheep
m cake dough and bake 'em for me. You keep your
sheep where they are, and use all the range you want.
How's your finances?

"

The old man related his woes in detail, dignifiedly,
with restraint and candour.

"She used to smuggle extra grub into my h hool
basket— I'm speaking of Aunt CaroUne," said King
James. "I'm going over to Frio City to-day, and
I'U ride back by your ranch to-morrow. I'U draw
$2,000 out of the bank there and bring it over to you;
and I'll teU Bradshaw to let you have everything you
want on credit. You are bound to have heard the
old saying at home, that the Jackson County Reeveses
and Kings would stick closer by each other than
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chestnut burrs. Well, I'm a King yet whenever I

run across a Reeves. So you look out for me along

about sundown to-morrow, and don't worry about

nothing. Shouldn't wonder if the dry spell don't

kill out the yoimg grass."

Old man Ellison drove happily ranchward. Once
more the smiles filled out his wrinkles. Very suddenly,

by the magic of kinship and the good that lies some-

where in all hearts, his troubles had been removed.

On reaching the ranch he found that Sam Galloway

was not there.' His guitar hung by its buckskin string

to a hackberry limb, moaning as the gulf breeze blew

across its masterless strings.

The Kiowa endeavoured to explain.

"Sam, he catch pony," said he, "and say he ride

to Frio City. What for no can damn sabe. Say
he come back to-night. Maybe so. That all."

As the first stars * came out the troubadour

rode back to his haven. He pastured his pony
and went into the house, his spurs jingling mar-

tially.

Old mar. Ellison sat at the kitchen table, having

a tin cup of before-supper coffee. He looked contented

and pleased.

"Hello, Sam," said he, "I'm darned glad to see ye

back. I don't know how I managed to get along on
this ranch, anyhow, before ye dropped in to cheer

things up. I'll bet ye've been skylarking around
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with some of them Frio City gals, now, that's kept

ye so late."

And then old man Ellison took another look at

Sam's face and saw that the minstrel had changed
to the man of action.

And while Sam is unbuckling from his waist old

man Ellison's sis-shooter, that the latter had left

behind when he drove to town, we may well pause

to remark that anywhere and whenever a troubadour

lay.'- 'own the guitar and takes up the sword trouble

is sure to follow. It is not the expert thrust of Athos
nor the cold skill of Aramis nor the iron wrist of

Forthos that we have to fear— it is the Gascon's

fury— the wild and unacademic attack of the trouba-

dour— the sword of D'Artagnan.

"I done it," said Sam. "I went over to Frio City

to do it. I couldn't let him put the skibunk on you.

Uncle Ben. I met him in Summers's saloon. I

knowed what to do. I said a few things to him that

nobody else heard. He reached for his gun first —
half a dozen fellows saw him do it — but I got mine
unlimbered first. Three doses I gave him— right

around the lungs, and a saucer could have covered

up all of 'em. He won't bother you no more."

"This— is— King— James— you speak— of?
"

asked old man Ellison, while he sipped his coffee.

"You bet it was. And they took me before the

county judge; and the witnesses what saw him draw
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his gun first was all there. Well, of course, they put
me under $300 bond to appear before the court, but
there was four or five boys on the spot ready to sign
the bail. He won't bother you no more, Uncle Ben.
You ought to have seen how close them bullet holes
was together. I reckon playing a guitar as much as
I do must kind of limber a fellow's trigger finger up a
little, don't you think. Uncle Ben?"
Then there was a little silence in the castle except

for the spluttering of a venison steak that the Kiowa
was cooking.

"Sam," said old man Ellison, stroking his white
whiskers with a tremulous hand, "would you mind
getting the guitar and playing that 'Huile, huile,

palomita' piece one or twice? It always seems to
be kind of soothing and comforting when a man's
tired and fagged out."

There is no more to be said, except that the title

of the story is wrong. It should have been called

"The Last of the Barons." There never will be an
end to the troubadours; and now and then it does
seem that the jingle of their guitars will drown the
sound of the muffled blows of the pickaxes and trip

hammers of all the Workers in the world.
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THE SLEUTHS

IN THE Big City a man will disappear with the

suddenness and completeness of the flame of a candle
that is blown out. All the agencies of inquisition —
the hounds of the trail, the sleuths of the city's laby-

rinths, the closet detectives of theory and induction
— will be invoked to the search. Most often the
man's face will be seen no more. Sometimes he
will reappear in Sheboygan or in the wilds of Terre
Haute, calling himself one of the synonyms of "Smith,"
and without memory of events up to a certain time,

including his grocer's bill. Sometimes it will be
found, after dragging the rivers, and polling the res-

taurants to see if he may be waiting for a well-done

sirloin, that he has moved next door.

This snuffing out of a human being like the erasure

of a chalk man from a blackboard is one of the most
impressive themes in dramaturgy.

The case of Mary Snyder, in point, should not be
without interest.

A man of middle age, of the name of Meeks, came
from the West to New York to find his sister, Mrs.

n
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I

Mary Snyder, a widow, aged fifty-two, who had bMn
living for a year in a tenement house in a crowded
neighbourhood.

At her address he was told that Mary Snyder had
moved away longer than a month before. No one
could tell him her new address.

On coming out Mr. Meeks addressed a policeman
who was standing on the corner, and explained his

dilemma.

"My sister is very poor," he said, "and I am
anxious to find her. I have recently made quite a
lot of money in a lead mine, and I want her to share my
prosperity. There is no use in advertising her, be-

cause she cannot read."

The policeman pulled his moustache and looked
so thoughtful and mighty that Meeks could almost
feel the joyful tears of his sister Mary dropping upon
his bright blue tie.

"You go down in the Canal Street neighbourhood,"
said the policeman, "and get a job drivin* the biggest

dray you can find. There's old women always gettin'

knocked over by drays down there. You might see

'er among 'em. If you don't want to do that you
better go 'round to headquarters and get *em to put
a fly cop onto the dame."

At police headquarters, Meeks received ready
assistance. A general alarm was sent out, and copies

of a photograph of Mary Snyder that her brother had
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were dutributed among the ststioiM. In Mulberry

Street the chief assigned Detective MuIIins to the case.

The detective took Meeks aside and said:

"This is not a very difficult case to unravel. Shave

off your whiskers, fill your pockets with good cigars,

and meet me in the caf6 of the Waldorf at three

o'clock this afternoon.'*

Meeks obeyed. He found Mullins there. They

had a bottle of wine, while the detective asked ques-

tions concerning the missing woman.

"Now," said Mullins, "New York is a big city,

but we've got the detective business systematized.

There are two ways we can go about finding your

sister. We will try one of 'em first. You say she's

fifty-two?"

"A little past," said Meeks.

The detective conducted the Westerner to a branch

advertising office of one of the largest dailies. There

he wrote the following "ad" and submitted it to

Meeks:

"Wanted, at once— one hundred attractive chorus

girls for a new musical comedy. Apply all day at

No. Broadway."

Meeks was indignant.

"My sister," said he, "is a poor, hard-working,

elderly woman. I do not see what aid an advertise-

ment of this kind would be toward finding her."

"All right," said the detective. "I guess you
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don't know New York. But if you've got a giv i

against this scheme we'll try the other one. It's

a sure thing. But it'll co^t you more."
"Never mind the expense. ' said Meeks; "we'll

try it."

The sleuth led him back to the Waldorf "Engage
a couple of bedrooms and a parlour," he advised,
"and let's go up."

This was done, and the two were shown to a superb
suite on the fourth floor. Meeks looked puzzled.
The detective iu k into a velvet armchair, and pulled
out his cigar case.

"I forgot to suggest, old man," he said, "that you
should have taken the rooms by the month. They
wouldn't have stuck you so much for 'em."

"By the month!" exclaimed Meeks. "What do
you mean?"

"Oh, it'll take time to work the game this way.
I told you it would cost you more. We'll have to
wait tiU spring. There'U be a new city directory out
then. Very likely your sister's name and address
will be ip it."

Meeks rid himself of the city detective at once.
Cn the next day some one advised him to consult
Shamrock Jolnes, New York's famous private detec-
tive, who demanded fabulous fees, but performed
miracles in the way of solving mysteries and crimes.

After waiting for two hours in the antstoom of
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the great detective"* apartment. Meeks waa shown into
his presence. Jolnes sat in a purple dres&ing-gown at
an inlaid ivory chess toble, with a magazine before him,
trying to solve the mystery of "They." The famous
sleuth's thin, intellectual face, piercing eyes, and rate
per word are too well known to need description.

Meeks set forth his errand. "My fee, if successful,

vill be 1500," said Shamrock Jolnes.

Meeks bowed his agreement to the price.

"I v'ill undertake your case, Mr. Meeks," said
Jolnes, finally. "The disappearance of people in this

city has always been an interesting problem to me. I

remeirber a case that I brought to a successful outcome
a year ago. A family bearing the name of Clark dis-

appeared suddenly from a snail flat in which they
were living. I watched the flat building for two
months for a clue. One day it struck me that a certain

milkman and a grocer's boy always walked backward
when they carried their wares upstairs. Following
out by induction the idea that this observation gave
me, I at once located the missing family. They had
moved into the flat across the hall and changed their

name to Kralc."

Shamrock Jolnes and his client went to the tene-

ment house where Mary Snyder had lived, and the

detective demanded to be shown the room in which
she had lived. It had been occupied by no tenant
since her disappearance.
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The room wm smmll, dingy, and poorly fumiahed.
Meeks wftied himielf dejectedly on « broken dutir,

while the great detective searched the walk and floor

and the few sticks of old, rickety furniture tor a clue.

At the end of half an hour Jolna had collected

a few seemingly unintelligible articles— a cheap
black hat pin, a piece torn off a theatre pn^amme.
and the end of a small tora card on which was the word
"left" and the characters "C 1«."

Shamrock Jolnes leaned against the mantel for ten
minutes, with his head resting upon his hand, and
an absorbed look upon his intellectual face. At the
end of that time he exclaimed, with animation:

"Come, Mr. Meeks; the problem is solved. I can
take you directly to the house where your sister ib

living. And you may have no fears concerning her
welfare, for she is amply provided with funds— for

the present at least."

Meeks felt joy and wonder in equal proportions.

"How did you manage it?" he asked, with admira-
tion in his tones.

Perhaps Jolnes's only weakness was a professional

pride in his wonderful achievements in induction.

He was ever ready to astound and charm his listeners

by describing his methods.

"By elimination," said Jolnes, spreading his clues

upon a little table, "I got rid of certain parts of the

city to which Mrs. Snyder might have removed. You
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ee thw hatpin? That eliminates Brooklyn. No
woman attempt! to board a car at the Brooklyn
Bridge without being sure that she carries a hatpin
with which to fight her way into a seat. And now I
will demonstrate to you that she could not have gone
to Harlem. Behind this door are two hooks in the
wall. Upon one of these Mrs. Snyder has hung her
bonnet, and upon the other her shawl. You will
observe that the bottom of the hanging shawl has
gradually made a soiled streak against the plastered
wall. The mark is clean-cut, proving that there is

no fringe on the shawl. Now, was there ever a case
where a middle-aged woman, wearing a shawl, boarded
a Hariem train without there being a fringe on the
shawl to catch in the gate and delay the passfca*iers
behind her? So we eliminate Harlem.

"Therefore I conclude that Mrs. Snyder has not
moved very far away. On this torn piece of card
you see the word "Left," the letter "C," and the
number "12." Now. I happen to know that No. 12
Avenue C is a first-class boarding house, far beyond
your sister's means— as we suppose. But then I
find this piece of a theatre programme, crumpled into
an odd shape. What meaning does it convey. None
to you, very Ukely, Mr. Meeks; but it is eloquent to
one whose habits and training take cognizance of the
smallest things.

"You have told me that your sister was a scrub
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woman. She scrubbed the floors of offices and hall-
ways. Let us assume that she procured such work to
perform in a theatre. Where is valuable jewellery lost
the oftenest, Mr. Meeks? In the theatres, of course.
Look at that piece of programme, Mr. Meeks. Ob-
serve the round impression in it. It has been wrapped
around a ring — perhaps a ring of great value. Mrs.
Snyder found the ring while at work in the theatre.
She hastily tore off a piece of a programme, wrapped
the ring carefully, and thrust it into her bosom. The
next day she disposed of it. and, with her increased
means, looked about her for a more comfortable place
in which to live. When I reach thus far in the chain I
see nothing impossible about No. 12 Avenue C. It
is there we will find your sister, Mr. Meeks."
Shamrock Jolnes concluded his convincing speech

with the smile of a successful artist. Meeks's admir-
ation was too great for words. Together they went to
No. 12 Avenue C. It was an old-fashioned brown-
stone house in a prosperous and respectable neighbour-
hood.

They rang the bell, and on inquiring were told
that no Mrs. Snyder was known there, and that not
within six months had a new occupant come to the
house.

When they reached the sidewalk again, Meeks
examined the clues which he had brought away from
his sister's old room.
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"I am no detective." he , .mntked to lolnes as he

raised the p,ece of theatre r.,ran.me .o his nose.
but It seems to me that instead of a ring having been

wrapped m this paper it was one of those round pepper-
nunt drops. And this piece with the address on it

Shamrock Jolnes had a far-away look in his eyes,

said he
^°" ^"""^^ ^"^ ""^^ *° ''°'^"^* Juggins."

"Who is Juggins?" asked Meeks
"He is the leader." said Jolnes, "of a new modern

school of detectives. Their methods are different from
ours, but It IS said that Juggins has solved some ex-
tremely puzzling cases. I will take you to him."
They found the greater Juggins in his office. Hewas a small man with light hair, deeply absorbed in

nr^w "' "^^
"^"^'^r

^^^^^ ^' ^^^^-^^^

h.!?' *^u
^'** ^^^^^^^ of different schools shookhands with ceremony, and Meeks was introduced.

^State the facts." said Juggins, going on with his

"Do I understand that your sister is fifty-two

and that she ,s a very poor widow, making a scanty
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living by scrubbing, and with a very homely face and

figure?"

"That describes her exactly," admitted Meeks.

Ju^ins rose and put on his hat.

"In fifteen minutes," he said, "I will return, bringing

you her present address."

Shamrock Jolnes turned pale, but forced a smile.

Within the specified time Juggins returned and

consulted a little slip of paper held in his hand.

"Your sister, Maiy Snyder," he announced calmly,

"will be found at No. 162 Chilton street. She is

living in the back hall bedroom, five flights up. The

house is only four blocks from here," he continued,

addressing Meeks. "Suppose you go and verify the

statement and then return here. Mr. Jolnes will

await you, I dare say."

Meeks hurried away. In twenty minutes he was

back again, with a beaming face.

"She is there and well!" he cried. "Name your

fee!"

"Two dollars," said Juggins.

When Meeks had settled his bill and departed.

Shamrock Jolnes stood with his hat in his hand before

Juggins.

"If it would not be asking too much," he stammered
—"if you would favour me so far— would you object

"Certainly not," said Juggins pleasantly. "I will
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tcU you how I did it. You remember the description
of Mrs. Snyder? Did yon ever know a woman I'ke that
who wasn't paying weekly instalments on an enlarged
crayon portrait of herself? The biggest factory of
that kind in the country is just around the comer.
I went there and got her address oflF the books That's
all"
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m
WITCHES' LOAVES

Miss MARTHA MEACHAM kept the Uttle bakeiy
on the corner (the one where you go up three steps,
and the bell tinkles when you open the door).

Miss Martha was forty, her bank-book showed a
credit of two thousand dollars, and she possessed
two false teeth and a sympathetic heart. Many
people have married whose chances to do so were
much inferior to Miss MariJia's.

Two or three times a week a customer came in in
whom she began to take an interest. He was a middle-
aged man, wearing spectacl3s and a brown beard
trimmed to a careful point.

He spoke English with a strong German accent.
His clothes were worn and darned in places, and
wrinkled and baggy in others. But he looked neat,
and had very good manners.

He always bought two loaves of stale bread. Fresh
bread was five cents a loaf. Stale ones were two for
five. Never did he call for anything but stale bread.
Once Miss Martha saw a red and brown st«un on

his fingers. She was sure then that he was an artist

S2
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and very poor. No doubt he lived in a garret, where
he painted pictures and ate stale bread and thought
of the good things to eat in Miss Martha's bakery
Often when Miss Martha sat down to her chops and

light roUs and jam and tea she would sigh, and wish
that the gentle-mannered artist might share her tasty
meal instead of eating his dry crust in that draughty
attic. Miss Martha's hea/.. as you have been told
was a sympathetic one.

In order to test her theory as to his occupation,
she brought from her room one day a painting that
she had bought at a sale, and set it against the shelves
behind the bread counter.

It was a Venetian scene. A splendid marble
palazzio (so it said on the picture) stood in the fore-
ground -or rather forewater. For the rest there
were gondolas (witL the lady trailing her hand in the
water), clouds, sky. and chiaroKjscuro in plenty. No
artist could fail to notice it.

Two days afterward the customer came in.

'•Two loafs of stale bread, if you blease.
"You haf here a fine bicture,madame,"he said while

she was wrapping up the bread.

"Yes?" says Miss Martha, revelling in her own
cunning. «'I do so admire art and" (no. it would not
do to say "artists" thus early) "and paintings," she
substituted. "You think it is a good picture?"

Der balace," said the customer, "is not in good
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drawing. Der bairspecUve of it is not true. Goot
morning, madame."
He took his bread, bowed, and hurried out.
Yes, he must be an artist. Miss Martha took the

picture back to her room.

How gentle and kindly his eyes shone behind his

spectacles! What a broad brow he had! To be able
to judge perspective at a glance— and to live on stale
bread! But genius often has to struggle before it

J3 recognized.

What a thing it would be for art and perspective
if genius were backed by two thousand dollars in bank,
a bakery, and a sympathetic heart to— But
these were day-dreams. Miss Martha.

Often now when he came he would chat for a while
across the showcase. He seemed to crave Miss
Martha's cheerful words.

He kept on buying stale bread. Never a cake,
never a pie, never one of her delicious Sally Lunns.
She thought he began to look thinner and dis-

couraged. Her heart ached to add something good
to eat to his meagre purchase, but her courage failed at
the act. She did not dare aflfront him. She knew
the pride of artists.

Miss Martha took to wearing her blue-dotted silk

waist behind the counter. In the back room she
cooked a mysterious compound of quince seeds and
borax. Ever so many people use it for the complexion.
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One day the customc- came in as usual, laid his
nickel on the showcase, and called for his stale loaves.
While Miss Martha was reaching for them there was
a great tooting and clanging, and a fire-engine came
lumbering past.

The customer hurried to the door to look, as any
one will. Suddenly inspired, Miss Martha seized
the opportunity.

On the bottom shelf behind the counter was a pound
of fresh butter that the daiiyman had left ten minutes
before. With a bread knife Miss Martha made a
deep slash in each of the stale loaves, inserted a
generous quantity of butter, and pressed the loaves
tight again.

When the customer turned once more she was tying
the paper around them.

When he had gone, after an unusually pleasant little
chat. Miss Martha smiled to herself, but not without
a slight fluttering of the heart.

Had she been too bold? Would he take oflfense?
But surely not. There was no language of edibles.
Butter was no emblem of unmaidenly forwardness.
For a long time that day her mind dwelt on the

subject. She imagined the scene when he should
discover her little deception.

He would lay down his brushes and palette. There
would stand his easel with the picture he was painting
in which the perspective was beyond criticism.
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He would prepare for his luncheon of dry biMd
and water. He would slice into a loaf— ah!
Miss Martha blushed. Would he think of the hand

that placed it there as he ate? Would he
The front door bell jangled viciously. Somebody

was coming in, making a great deal of noise.

Miss Martha hurried to the front. Two men were
there. One was a young man smoking a pipe— a
man she had never seen before. The other was her
artist.

His face was very red, his hat was on the back
of his hepd, his hair was wildly rumpled. He clinched
his two fists and shook them ferociously at Miss
Martha. At Miss Martha.

"Dummkopf!" he shouted with extreme loudness;
and then " Tausendonferl" or something like it in
German.

The young man tried to draw him away.
"I vill not go," he said angrily, "else I shall told

her."

He made a bass drum of Miss Martha's counter.
"You haf shpoilt me," he cried, his blue eyes blazing

behind his spectacles. "1 vill tell you. You vas von
meddingsome old cat!"

Miss Martha leaned weakly against the shelves
and laid one hand on her blue-dotted silk waist. The
young man took the other by the collar.

"Come on," he said, "you've said enough." He
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'digged the angry one out at the door to the sidewalk,
and then came back.

^^

"Guess you ought to be told, ma'am." he said,
"what the row is about. That's Blumberger. He's
an architectural draftsman. I work in the same
office with him.

"He's been working hard for three months draw-
ing a plan for a new city hall. It was a prize
competition. He finished inking the lines yesterday.
You know, a draftsman always makes his drawing
in pencU first. When it's done iie rubs out the pencil
lines with handfuls of stale bread crumbs. That's
better than India rubber.

"Blumberger's been buying the bread here. Well,
to-day— well, you know, ma'am, that butter isn't—
weU, Blumberger's plan isn't good for anything now
except to cut up into railroaa sandwiches."
Miss Martha went into the back room. She took

off the blue-dotted sUk waist and put on the old brown
serge she used to wear. Then she poured the quince
seed and borax mixture out of the window into the
ashcan.
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THE PRIDE OF THE CITIES

Said Mr. KipUng, "The cities are full of pride,
challenging each to each." Even so.

^ York was empty. Two hundred thousand
of Its people were away for the summer. Three
million eight hundred thousand remained as care-
akers and to pay th^ Mils of the abseutees. But
the two hundred thoisa i are an expensive lot.
The New Yorker sat at a roof-garden table, ingest-

ing solace through a straw. His panama lay upon
a chair. The July audience was scattered among
vacant seats as widely as outfielders when the cham-
pion batter steps to the plate. Vaudeville happened
at intervals. The breeze was cool from the bay-
around and above -everywhere except on the stage
-were stars. Glimpses were to be had of waitere
always disappearing, 'ike startled chamois. Prudent
visitors who had ordered refreshments by 'phonem the morning were now being served. The New
Yorker was aware of certain drawbacks to his com-
fort, but content beamed softly from his rimless eye-
glasses. His family was out of town. The drinks
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were warm; the ballet was .suffering fr«n, lack of
both tune and talcum - but hi, family would not
return until September.

Then up into the garden stumbled the man from
Topaz City. Nevada. The gloom of the solitary sight-
seer enwrapped him. Bereft of joy through loneliness,
he stalked with a widower's face through the halls of
pleasure. Thirst for human companionship possessed
him as he panted in the metropolitan draught.
Straight to the New Yorker's table he steered
The New Yorker, disarmed and made reckless by

the lawless atmosphere of a roof garden, decided upon
utter abandonment of hi« life's tradition^s. He re-
solved to shatter with one rash, dare-devil, impulsive,
bair-brained act the conventions that had hitherto
been woven into his existence. Carrying out this
radic

\ precipitous inspiration he nodded slightly
to the stranger as he drew nearer the table.
The next moment found the man from Topaz Citym the list of the New Yorker's closest friends. He

took a chair at the table, he gathered two othei. for
his feet, he tossed his broad-brimmed hat upon a
fojorth. and told his life's histoiy to his new-found

The New Yorker warmed a little, as an apartment-
house furnace warms when the strawberry season
begins A waiter who came within hail in an un-
guarded moment waa captured and paroled on an
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errand to the Doctor Wiley experimental sUtion. Th«
ballot was now in the mid«t of a niualcal vagary, and
danced upon the stage programmed as Bolivian pea*,
ants, clothed in some portions of its anatomy aa
Norwegian fisher maidens, in others as ladies-in-waiting
of Marie Antoinette, historically denuded in ether
portions so as to represent sea nymphs, and present-
ing the tout ensemble of a social club of Central Park
West housemaids at a fish fiy.

"Been in the city long?" inquired the New Yorker,
getting ready the exact tip against the waiter's com-
ing with large change from the bill.

"Me?" said the man from Topaz City. "Four
days. Never in Topaz City, was you?"

"I!" said the New Yorker. "I was never farther
west than Eighth Avenue. I had a brother who died
on Ninth, but I met the cortege at Eighth. There
was a bunch of violets on the hearse, and the under-
taker mentioned the incident to avoid mistake. I
cannot say that I am familiar with the West."
"Topaz City," said the man who occupied four

chairs, "is one of the finest towns in the world."
"I presume that you have seen the sights of the

metropolis," said the New Yorker. "Four days is
not a sufficient length of time in which to view even
our most salient points of interest, but one can pos-
sibly form a general impression. Our architectural
supremacy is what generally strikes visitors to our
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dty mort forcibly. Of course you have seen our
PUtiron Building. It is considered "

"Saw it," said the man from Topaz City. "But
you ought to come out our way. It's mountainous,
you know, and the ladies all wear short skirts for
climbing and "

"Excuse me." said the New Yorker, "but that isn't
exactly the point. New York must be a wonderful
revelation to a visitor from the West. Now, as to
our hotels "
"Say," said the man from Topaz City, "that re-

minds me- there were sixteen stage robbers shot last
year within twenty miles of

"

"I was speaking of hotels." said the New Yorker.
We lead Europe in that respect. And as far as our

leisure class is concerned we are far
"

"Oh, I don't know," interrupted the man from To-
paz City. "There were twelve tramps in our jail
when I left home. I guess New York isn't so "

"Beg pardon, you seem to misapprehend the idea.
Of course, you visited the Stock Exchange and vVall
Street, where the

"

"Oh, yes," said the man from Topaz City, as he
hghted a Pennsylvania stogie, "and I want to tell
you that we've got the finest town marshal west of
the Bookie.. BiU Rainer he took in five pickpockets out
of the crowd when Red Nose Thompson laid the comer-
stone of his new saloon. Topaz City don't allow "
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"ftive another Rhine wine and seltzer." suggested
Uie New Yorker. "I've never been West, as ?!!!S.
but there can't be any place out there to compa,^'
with New York. As to the claims of Chicago I—"
"One man." said the Topazite- "one man only

has been murdered and robbed in Topaz City in the
last three "

V "?^' ' ^"^ "^^^^ ^^^^«° "•" ^terposed the New
Yorker. Have you been up Fifth Avenue to see
the magnificent residences of our mil "

"Seen 'em all. You ought to know Reub Stegall
the assessor of Topaz. When old man Tilbury, that
owns the only two-story house in town, tried to swear
his taxes from $«.000 down to $450.75. Reub buckled
on his forty-five and went down to see "

"Yes, yes. but speaking of our great city— one of
Its greatest features is our superb poUce department.
There is no body of men in the world that can equal
it for

"

"That waiter gets around like a Langley flying ma-
<^ine. remarked the man from Topaz City, thirstily.
We ye got men m our town, too. worth $400,000.

There s old BiU Withers and Colonel Metcalf and "
"Have you seen Broadway at lu^i?" asked theNew Yorker, courteously. "Theic bio few streets

in the world that can compare with it. When the
electees are shining and the pavements are alive
with two hurrying streams of elegantly clothed
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men and beautiful women attired in the costliest
costumes that wind in and out in a close maze of
expensively "

"Never knew but one case in Tcpaz City." said
the man from the West. "Jim Bailey, oar mayor
had his watch and chain and $235 in cash teken from
his pocket while "

"That's another matter," said the New Yorker.
While you are in our city you should avail yourself

of every opportunity to see its wonders. Our rapid
transit system "

"If you was out in Topaz." broke in the man from
there. I could show you a whole cemeteiy full of
people that got killed accidental'y. Talking about
manghng folks up! why. when J.rry Rogers turned
loose that old double-barreUed shot-gun of his loaded
with slugs at anybody "

"Here, waiter!" called the New Yorker. "Two
more of the same. It is acknowledged by every one
that our city is the centre of art. and literature,
andlearmng. Take, for instance, our after-dinner^ers Where else in the country would you
find such wit and eloquence as emanate from Depew
and Ford, and " ^

"If you take the papers." interrupted the West-

T^w r"T* ^^"^^"^ ^' ^**^ Webster's daughter,
rhe Websters hve two blocks north of the court-housem Topaz City. Miss TilHe Webster, she slept forty
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dBYB and nights without wddng up. The doctort
«aia that "

••Pass the matches, please." said the New Yorker.
Have you observed the expedition with which new

buildings are being run up in New York? Improved
mventions in steel framework and "

••! noticed," said the Nevadian, « that the statistics
of Topaz City showed only one carpenter crushed by
falling timbers last year and he was caught inacyclone."

They abuse our sky line." continued the New
Yorker, 'and it is likely that we are not yet artistic
in the construction of our buildings. But I can safely
assert that we lead in pictorial and decorative art
fa some of our houses can be fomid masterpieces in
the way of paintings and sculpture. One who has the
entree to our best galleries wiU find "

•'Back up," exclaimed the man from Topaz City.

imZT * 5T' ^* "*'"*^ in our town in which
JpwU.OOO Changed hands on a pair of " ~

••Ta-romt-tara!" went the orchestra. The stage
curtain, blushing pink at the name "Asbestos" in-
scribed upon it. came down with a slow midsummer
niovement. The audience trickled leisurely down
the elevator and stairs.

On the sidewalk below, the New Yorker and theman from Topaz City shook hands with alcohoUc
gravity. The elevated crashed raucously, surface
cars hummed and danged. cabmen swore, newsboys
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*riekcd. wheels clattered ear-piercingly. The New
Yorker conceived a happy thought, with which heaspn^d to chnch the pre-eminence of his city
;'You must admit." said he. "that in the way of

noise New York is far ahead of any other "
"Back to the everglades!" said the man frem Topaz

City. In 1900. when Sousa's band and the repeating
candidate were in our town you couldn't "
The rattle of an express wagon drowned the rest of

tne words.



HOLDING UP A TRAIN

,^,^^:u^ °^ "J^.
^°^ "* *•"*** "'*°«» "" '<» ««*•«' y«« «« outlaw iathe S«.thwe.t and . foUower of the pumit he 8o fmnkly deKrib... Hb toerip!UoB of the ««,fau operandi .hould pn,ve intemtin,. hi, couwd of viJue to thepotentW paMicer in tome future " hold-up," while hit ettimate of the J««,r.,of tnun robbing wfll hardly Induce «,y one to adopt it as a profcttion. iJ^Z

•toty in almoat exactly hii own word..
i«»«-wn. *»v^the

Most people would say, if their opinion was asked
for, ti: rit iiDlding up a train would be a hard job. Well,
it isu f; it's easy. I have contributed some to the
uneaamess of railroads and the insomnia of express
companies, and the most trouble I ever had about
a hold-up was in being swindled by unscrupulous peo-
ple while spending the money I got. The danger
wasn't anything; to speak of, and we didn't mind the
trouble.

One man has come pretty near robbing a train by
himself; two have succeeded a few times; three can
do it if they are hustlers, but five is about the right
number. The time to do it and the pUce depend
upon several things.

The first "stick-up" I was ever in happened in 1890
Maybe the way I got into it will explain how most
tram robbers start in the business. Five out of six
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Western outlaws are just cowboys out of a job and
gone wrong. The sixth is a tough from the East who
dresses up like a bad man and plays some low-down
tnck that gives the boys a bad name. Wire fences and
n«rtew"madefiveofthem;abad heartmade thesixth.
Jun S and I were working on the 101 Ranchm Colorado. The nesters had the cowman on the

go. They had taken up thr 'ind and elected officers
who were hard to get along with. Jim and I rode
mto La Junta one day. going south from a round-up
We were having a Kttle fun without malice toward any-
body when a farmer administration cut in and tried
to harvest us. Jim shot a deputy marshal, and I
land of corroborated his side of the argument. We
skirmished up and down the main street, the boomers
having bad luck all the time. After a while we leaned
forward and shoved for the ranch down on the CerisoWe were riding a couple of horses that couldn't
fly, but they could catch birds.

A few days after that, a gang of the La Junta boom-
ers came to the ranch and wanted us to go back with
them. NaturaUy, we declined. We had the house
on them, and before we were done refusing, that old
dobe was plumb full of lead. When dark came we
fagged em a batch of bullets and shoved out the back

w J*^' ^^r^^'
'^^^ '"^ «°^«J^«1 "« ^ we went.We had to drift, which we did. and rounded up downm Uklahoma.
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Well, there wasn't anything we could get there,

and, being mighty hard up, we decided to transact

a little business with the railroads. Jim and I

joined forcra with Tom and Ike Moore— two brothers

who had plenty of sand they were willing to convert
into dust. I can call their names, for both of them are

dead. Tom was shot while robbing a bank in Arkansas

;

Ike was killed during the more dangerous pastime of

attending a dance in the Creek Nation.

We selected a place on the Santa F6 where there was
a bridge across a deep creek surrounded by heavy
timber. All passenger trains took water at the tank
close to one end of the bridge. It was a quiet place,

the nearest house being five miles away. The day
before it happened, we rested our horses and "made
medicine" as to how we should get about it. Our
plans were not at all elaborate, as none of us had ever

engaged in a hold-up before.

The Santa F6 flyer was due at the tank at 11.15 p. m.

At eleven, Tom and I lay down on one side of the

track, and Jim and Ike took the other. As the train

rolled up, the headlight flashing far down the track

and the steam hissing from the engine, I turned weak
all over. I would have worked a whole year on the

ranch for nothing to have been out of that affair right

th«D. Some of the nerviest men in the business have
told me that they felt the same way the first time.

The engine had hardly stopped when I jumped
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on the running-board on one side, while Jim mounted
the other. As soon as the engineer and fireman saw
our guns they threw up their hands without being told,
and begged us not to shoot, saying they would do
anything we wanted them to.

"Hit the ground," I ordered, and they both jumped
off. We drove them before us down the side of the
train. While this was happening, Tom and Ike had
been blazing away, one on each side of the train, yelling
like Apaches, so as to keep the passengers herded in
the cars. Some fellow stuck a little twenty-two
calibre out one of the coach windows and fired it

straight up in the air. I let drive and smashed the
ghiss just over his head. That settled everything like
resistance from that direction.

By this time all my nervousness was gone. I felt
a kind of pleasant excitement as if I were at a dance or
a frolic of some sort. The lights were all out in the
coaches, and, as Tom and Ike gradually quit firing
and yelling, it got to be almost as still as a graveyard.
I remember hearing a little bird chirping in a bush at
the side of the track, as if it were complaining at being
waked up.

I made the fireman get a lantern, and then I went
to the express car and yelled to the messenger to open
up or get perforated. He slid the door back and stood
in it with his hands up. "Jump overboard, son,"
I said, and he hit the dirt like a lump of lead. There
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50 Siaxt and Smetu
w«e two Mfe. in the c«- . big „« «h1 , littb on.By tte w^. I flrrt loct«l the m«««,ng.r'.««J T.
.Uurty^,ghtm.d«wer. I d«w the e.rtridgrf«,m
the Aot-pm, p«ieted the pfatol, ^.l cUed T, me.-

2T "de. I A„v«i my gun .«.!«« hi. „„„":^

r.^.1. I^'if-
" "»'''»•' »Pe» the big ,.,e,bt^he d,d the httk one. There w« «nfy nine hundreddolI^.n,t. That,,, mighty «uJl,imring, for^^uW^«, „e decided to go th„.ugh the Zenge"We took our p„»ner, to the .moking^. „dXmtAere «nt the engineer through the tndn to light udthe coaches Begmning with the tot one, we pUceSan,™ .t «ch door .nd ordered the p„«ng„. to rt«dbetween the seats with their hand, upM you want to find out what cowarf, the majorityo* men are. all you have to do is reb a passenger tr^nI don t mean b«=a«»e they don't rerist- VU teU you

f«l «my for them the way they lose their head..

h^-coUared dudes and sport, that, a few mom«rt.Wore, were flMing the car with noise ««i bragging,
get so scared that their ears flop.

-tf^

tha?ulT "J '"" i^"* " 1» day «»ch,. atthat t,me of mght. so we made a slim haul until w,got to tte sleq»r. The PuUm«. conductor met meat one door whUe Jim was going round to the other
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one. He very politely informed me that I could not
go mto Out car. as it did not belong to the railroadcomply. «nd besides, the passengers had already^ ^Uy disturbed by the shouting and firini
Never ,n all my We have I met with a finer instance S
official digmty and reliance upon the power of Mr Pull-man s great name. I jabbed my six-shooter so hard
against Mr. Conductor's front that I afterward found
one of his vest buttons so firmly wedged in the end of
the barrel that I had to shoot it out. He just shut up
Iikeaweak-^^^knifeandroUed down the car steps

A w'^f M*
"^^ ""^ ^' '^"^^^ "^^ »^PP«d inside.A big fat old man came wabbling up to me, puffingand blowmg He had one coat-sleeve on and was try-

ing to put his vest on over that. I don't know whohe thought I was.

"Youi^ man. young man." says he. "you must

un" 'J^'Xl'^^'/'
"^^«*«»»-"t'« i"«t eating meup^ And then I let out a yeU and turned loose my

forty-five through the skylight.

That old man tried to dive into one of the lower
^rths. but a screech came out of it and a bare foot
that took him m the bread-basket and landed him on

ft^ri, / "^"^ ^'"^ "^^^ ^^ *^^ ^^^^^ door, and
1 hoUered for everybody to climb out and Une up
They commenced to scramble down, and for a while
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jr^hMd • three-rmged dreui. The men looked m
frightened and Ume a« a lot of rabbit, in a deep mow.
Ihey had on. on an average, about a quarter of a suit
of clothe- and one shoe apiece. One chap was sittin*
on Uie floor of the aisle, looking aa if he wei.. working a
hard summ arithmetic. He wa. trying, very solemn, to
puU a lady s number two shoe on his number nine foot.
The Udies didn't stop to dress. They were so curiou.

to see a real. Uve train robber, bless 'em. that they just
wrapped blankets and sheets around themselves and
wune out, squeaky and fidgety looking. They alwaya
thow more curiosity and sand than the men do.
We got them all lined up and pretty quiet, and I went

through the bunch. I found veiy uttle on them-

1

mean m the way of valuables. One man in the line
wa. a sight. He wa. one of those big. overgrown,
solemn snoowr. that sit on the pktform at lecture,
and look WW. Before crawling out he had managed
to put on his long, frock-tailed coat and his Wgh silk
hat. The rest of him was nothing but pajamas and
bumon.. When I dug into that Prince Albert. I ex-
pected to drag out at least a bloc\ of gold mine .took
or an armful of Government bonds, but aU I found wa.
ahttle boy's French rp about four inches long.
What ,t was there for. I don't know. I felt a litUe
mad because he had fooled me so. I stuck the harp
up against his mouth.

"If you can't pay— play, " I .ay..
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"I can't play," »ayi he.

"Then learn right off quick," gays I, letting him
amell the end of my gun-barrel.

He caught hold of the harp, turned red as a beet,
and commenced to blow. He blew a dinky Uttle tune
I remembered hearing when I wa« a kid:

Prettieat Uttle gal in the country—oh!
Blammy and Daddy told me so.

I made him keep on playing it aU the Ume we were
in the car. Now and then he'd get weak and off the
key, and I'd turn my gun on him and ask what was
the matter with that UtUe gal, and whether he had
any intention of going back on her, »">H would make
him start up again like sixty. I think that old boy
standing there in his silk hat and bare feet, playing his
Uttle French harp, was the funniest sight I ever saw.
One little red-headed woman in the line broke out
laughing at him. You could have heard her in the
next car.

Then Jim held them steady while I searched the
berths. I grappled around in those beds and
fiUed a piUow-case with the strangest assortment
of stuff you ever saw. Now and then I'd come
across a UtUe pop-gun pistol, just about right
for plugging teeth with, which I'd throw out the
window. When I finished with the collection, I
dumped the pillow-case load in the middle of the aisle.
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Tliere were a good many watches, braceleU, rings, ud
pocket-booka, with a sprinkling of false teeth, whiakiy
flaaks, face-powder boxes, chocolate caramels, and
heads of hair of various colours and lengths. There
were also about a dozen ladies' stockings into wh Ji

jewellery, matches, and rolls of bills had been stuffed

and then wadded up tight and stuck uicler the mat-
tresses. I offered to return what I ctuU u the **

scalps,

"

saying that we were not Indians on the war-path, but
none of the ladies seemed to know to whom the hair

One of the women — and a good-looker she was —

>

wrapped in a !^;:;ped blanket, saw me pick up one of

the stockiitgt uiat was pretty chunky and heavy about
the toe, aiiu she snapped out:

"That's mine. sir. You're not in the business of

robbing women, are you?"

Now, as this was our first hold-up, we hadn't agreed

upon any code of ethics, so I hardly knew what to

answer. But, anyway, I replied: "Well, not as a
specialty. If this contains your personal property

you can have it back.

"

"It just does," she declared eagerly, and reached

out her hand for it.

"You'll excuse my taking a look at the contents,"

I said, holding the stocking up by the toe. Out
dumped a big gent's gold watch, worth two hundred,

a gent's leather pocket-book that we afterward found
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to conUin «x hundred dolli«. . 8«-<»Iib« wvolver-
•nd the only thing of the lot that could have been i

about fifty centa.

handed her the bracelet. "Now." I went on. "how
can you expect u. to act Kjuare with you when you
try to deceive ua in this manner? Tn, .urpriied atsuch conduct.

"

h ««* »i

The young woman flushed upas if she had been
caught doing something dishonest. Some other womandown the Ime caUed out; "The mean thing!" Inever knew whether she meant the other lady or me.When we finished our job we ordered everybody
back to bed told 'em good night ve^r poUtely it the

iTr' f:.T^
"^* '''^^ »"- »-'o- d«yCand then divided the stuff. Each one of us got

$1,752.85 mmoney. We lumped the jewellery around,men we scattered, each man for himself
That was my first train robbery, and it was aboutM easily done as any of the ones that followed. Butthat was the Ust and only Ume I ever went through

Uie passengers. I don't like that part of the busing.
Afterward I stuck strictly to the express car. During
thenext eight years I handled a good deal of money
The best haul I made was just seven years afier

the first one. We found out about a train that was
going to bnng out a lot of money to pay off the soldiers

wm
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at a Government post. We stuck that train up in

broad daylight. Five of u.<i lay in the sand hills near

a little station. Ten soldiers were guarding the money
on the train, but they might just as well have been at

home on a furlough. We didn't even allow them to

stick their heads out the windows to see the fun.

We had no trouble at all in getting the money, which
was all in gold. Of course, a big howl was raised at

the time about the robbery. It was Government stu£f,

and the Government got sarcastic and wanted to know
what the convoy of soldiers went along for. The
only excuse given was that nobody was expecting an
attack among those bare sand hills in daytime. I

don't know what the Government thought about the
excuse, but I know that it was a good one. Th**

surprise— that is the keynote of the train-robbing

business. The papers published all kinds of stories

about the loss, finally agreeing that it was between
nine thousand and ten thousand dollars. The Gov-
ernment sawed wood. Here are the correct figures,

printed for the first time— forty-eight thousand
dollars. If anybody will take the trouble to look over
Uncle Sam's private accounts for that little debit to
profit and loss, he will find that I am right to a cent.

By that time we were expert enough to know what
to do. We rode due west twenty miles, making a
trail that a Broadway policeman could have followed,

and then we doubled back, hiding our tracks. On the
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•eeond «igit after the hold-up. while po«e, we«^«u« the om.^ to every directio».'X. JH
house m the town where the darm started fromOm^fnend pointed out to „,. iu an office «,ro^Te
street, a pruitag press at work striking off handbillsoffering a reward for our captttiB
I have been asked what we do with the money we

rl.. f•
'"^" ""^^ °^'^' '»' a tenth p^ ofIt after ,t was spent. It goes fast and freefe ;Uoutlaw h«, to have a g«Kl many friends. A WgU^«speeted dtizen may. and often does, get alongTi

Mdefackers W.th angiy p«,^ and reward-hungry
officers cutting out a hot tr«l f„r him. he mu^Z^
« few places scattered about the countw whe«. 1..
can stop and feed himself and his hor^e aid ^t :fewhours- sleep without having to keep both eye,nlnWhen he md.es a haul he feels like dropping ^.mHi

Somehmes I have, at the end of a hasty visit ,iZ
^ these havens of refuge, flung a handful of gold ^dWb n.t. the aps of the fads playing „„ tfe fl»r?without knowmg whether my contribution wTihundred dollars or a thousand.

on was a

When old-timers make a big haul they generallygo f„ away to one of the big cities to fp^d tCmoney. Green hands, however successful a hol*^
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they make, nearly always give themselves away by
showing too much money near the place wherQ they
got it.

I was in a job in '94 where we got twenty thousand
dollars. We followed our favourite plan for a get-away
— that is, doubled on our trail — and laid low for a
time near the scene of the train's bad luck. One
morning I picked up a newspaper and read an article

with big headlines stating that the marshal, with eight

deputies and a posse of thirty armed citizens, had the
train robbers surrounded in a mesquite thicket on the
Cimarron, and that it was a question of only a few
hours when they would be dead men or prisoners.

While I was readingthat article I was sitting at break-
fast in one of the most elegant private residences in

Washington City, with a flunky in knee pants standing

behind my chair. Jim was sitting across the table

talking to his half-uncle, a retired naval officer, whose
name you have often seen in the accounts of doings
in the capital. We had gone there and bought
rattling outfits of good clothes, and were resting from
our labours among the nabobs. We must have been
killed in that mesquite thicket, for I can make an
affidavit that we didn't surrender.

Now I propose to tell why it is easy to hold up a
train, and, then, why no one should ever do it.

In the first place, the attacking party has all the
advantage. That is, of course, supposing that they are
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oW-timers mOx the necessary experience and courage.
Tbey have the outside and are protected by the dark-
ness, while the others are in the light, hemmed into
a smaU space, and exposed, the moment they show a
headat a wmdow or door, to the aim of a man who isa
dead shot and who won't hesitate to shoot.

But. in my opinion, the main condition that makes
train robbing easy is the element of surprise in con-
nection with the imagination of the passengers. If
you have ever seen a horse that has eaten loco weed
you will understand what I mean when I say that the
Pa-sengers get locoed. That horse gets the awfuUest
imagmation on him in the world. You can't coax
hun to cross a Uttle branch stream two feet wide It
looks as big to him as the Mississippi River. That's
just the way with the passenger. He thinks there are
a hundred men yelling and shooting outside, when may-
be there are only two or three. And the muzzle of
a forty-five looks like the entrance to a tunnel. The
passenger is all right, although he may do mean little
tncks, hke hidmg a wad of money in his shoe and for-
gettuy to dig-up until you jostle his ribs some with the
end of your six-shooter; but there's no harm m him
As to the train crew, we never had any more trouble

with them than if they had been so many sheep. I
don t mean that they are cowards; I mean that
they have got sense. They know they're not up
agamst a bluff. It's the same way with the officers.
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I've seen secret service men, marshals, and railroad

detectives I'jrk over their change as meek as
Moses. I saw one of the bravest marshals I ever
knew hide his gun under his seat and dig up along
with the rest while I was taking toll. He wasn't
afraid; he simply knew that we had the drop on the
whole outfit. Besides, many of those officers have
families and they feel that they oughtn't to take
cliances; whereas death has no terrors for the man
who holds up a train. He expects to get killed

some day, and he generally does. My advice to you,
if you should ever be in a hold-up, is to line up with
the cowards and save your bravery for an occasion
when it may» be of some benefit to you. Another rea-
son why officers are backward about mixing things with
a train robber is a financial one. Every time there
is a scrinunage and somebody gets killed, the officers

lose money. If the train robber gets away they
swear out a warrant against John Doe et al. and travel
hundreds of miles and sign vouchers for thousands on
the trail of the fugitives, and the Government foots
the bills. So, with them, it is a question of mileage
rather than courage.

I will give one instance to support my statement
that the surprise is the best card in playing for a
hold-up.

Along in *9« the Daltons were cutting out a hot trail

for the officers down in the Cherokee Nation. Those
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«« U,«r lacky day,. «ul they g„t «, ^kfe„ ^
Ob a,ey w.« going to underUkc. One. ,h«r !„*
.t out that U,.y were going to hold up the M. K. S Tflyer ou . oertaio »ight .t the .ution of Pryor C^k'm Indian Territoiy.

'

™.^'l"*'.*^
""^^ """P"^ «»' «ft«« deputym«rf.d, m Mu«.g« and put them on the tmin

tm.^. *L X .
Aoair, six miles away.When the trajn reached there, and the deputies we«having a good time explaining what they would IZ

ft'oV^^ ""1:1^ ''''^ ^ '""'^ ^-* turn-up Tl^at once it sounded Uke an army firing outside 'Zconductor and brakeman came runiU^g into the «Lyellmg. "Train robbers!"
^o ine car

Some of those deputies lit out of the door, hit theEr ^^i'"r"°«-
Some of them hid their

Winchesters under the seats. Two of them made afight and were both kiUed.

^^hZ^l '^^- ^ *--ty -inutes moreth^ robbed the express car of twenty-seven thousanddoUars and made a clean get-away
My opimon is that those deputies would have putup a stiff fight at Pryor Creek, where they we^ ex!
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pecting trouble, but they were taken by auptiae imd
"locoed" at Adair, just as the Daltons, who knew
their business, expected they would.

I don't think I ought to close without giving some
deductions from my experience of eight years "on th?
dodge." It doesn't pay to rob trains. Leaving out
the question of right and morals, which I don't think
I ought to tackle, there is very UtUe to envy in the
life of an outlaw. After a while money ceases to have
nay value in his eyes. He gets to looking upon the
radroads and express companies as his bankers, and
Ws six-shootirt- as a cheque book good for any amount.
He throws away money right and left. Most of the
time he is on the jump, riding day and night, and he
lives so hard between times that he doesn't enjoy the
taste of high life when he gets it. He knows that his
time is bound to come to lose his life or liberty, and
that the accuracy of his aim, the speed of his horse,
and the fideKty of his "sider, " are aU tiiat postpone tiie

inevitable.

It isn't that he loses any sleep over danger from the
officers of the law. In all my experience I never knew
officers to attack a band of outiaws imless they out-
numbered them at least three to one.
But the outlaw carries one thought constantiy in

his mmd— and that is what makes him so sore against
life, more than anything else— he knows where the
marshals get their recruits of deputies. He knows
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OM the majority of the« upholden of M,. ione. lawbreaker,, hon» thiev« Zt.» v >.

"^
•nd outlaw, Kkehiu«B a^ rt?,^K

'"!'"«''™«'.

by tu™i«g t^itor «.d de«vX * 1"^ '""»«•
to impriMoment and deaU,^* ? «>« comrade,

day -unle« he i, AoH^i ^^ ^T *^^ *>"«

-^ the trap
w,->rbetdfrd";e*::;fl'"bj^*"' *^ *"

n»te«l of a ,„,pri,er at I ,tic^^ ^ *^"^"^

con.^»y",^S'a""rz:iru.:'' *^.^* "^

« careful girl choose, « T ^^'^ "^^^^ ^^ich«" Biri cnooses a sweetheart TKo* : t. .

».«» hto«elf trom hi, blankT^,. T^ " "'^ •"

to the tread of everv l^, VT^,"' "«'"» «"' listen,

Th»t i. wt, heZoSr ' ^~'' °'' "» •'ist.nt «,«).

"nuBde. or the Zl^Tlu,,"^' "' * "«!
Wend, deeping by h^^"

"°""'""«' »' "^ do«»t

^r^tlZ^T,;^^ «« '"•--b'-ing

coUateral br^nchLl^^tT * "'" " ''*" »' it,orancfte,- pohtic, or cornering the narket
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ULYSSES AND THE D06MAN
Do YOU know the time of the dogmcn?
When the forefinger of twilight begins to smudge

the clearKlrawn lines of the Big City there is inaugu-
rated an hour devoted to one of the most mehmcholy
sights of url^ life.

Out from the towering flat crags and apartment
peaks of the cliflF dweUers of New York steals an army
of beings that were once men. Even yet they go
upnght upon two limbs and retain human form and
speech; but you will observe that they are behind
ammak in progress. Each of these beings follows
» dog. to which he is fastened by an artificial
ugament.

These men are aU victims to Ciice. Not willingly
do they become fiunkeys to Rdo, beU boys to buU
terriers, and toddlers after Towwjr. Modem Circe, in-
stead of turning them into animals, has kindly left
the difference of a six-foot leash between them. Every
one of those dogmen has been either cajoled, bribed,
or commanded by his own particular Circe to take
the dear household pet out for an airing.

M
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iJ^ ^dto'.LT "'\'^ -" "»' «»
»«>"«« come wT.dr?,!'"'''"''*--'- Never
tke-peU.

"" • ''"«^'«k., Wy«. to ™„ove
The /«je, of MBe ,„ ^^

'ellow-being,. Ye«, oTZ^ • ^ "•" "^ *fc«^

or the enm.«d leg, ^ „Zf.™^ '"^ '«»? Port.,

ti«r kit.,.
^^™" ™»'P»l«ti»g the rtring, <rf

wr^z ':^"i.r'^.
*»«••«-» o,

«« "ith the^Z Wt h^K™ -^ *"" "^ «•"
•^ catch., '«.rbr„^h^fc^ *''''*'""«'"'•-

b* tkeir delight .^ kt Z^^" "?• " " » ""uld

"""""tinordog^ If* 1"*" "' '™- The* are

-i" do w.« „„t3StSrT ^''T'"^'
"<' ^o-

""•ad your ankle,
^^' ''"'"'"' ""ey ,niff

""opiogeiga^te,^^™""- "i"" ^o'" «P» and
*«»• The ani^it^ef""*

',"'»'''"» with their

» their «*:rrd u,T™!^
"*" "'' •»-

•"iduoiuly that you TJT* ^ '"*' ""^ »
^'"' "' *<"»Pted to the theory
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th*t^ pewond «Iv„t.ge. contingent upon

'^e do0i thu. personally conducted are of manyvam^; but th^ ^ one in fatne«. in pampe^
<li«eased vUeness of temper, in imwlent, snarling capri-
aou«,e« of behaviour. They tug at the lea«h frac
tioudy. th^ make leisurely nasal inventoiy of every
door step, railing, and post. They sit down to rest
When th«?y choose; they wheeze like the winner of a
Third Avenue beefsteak^ting contest; they blunder
dumsdy mto open ceUars and coal holes; they lead
the dogmen a meny dance.

Tliese unfortunate dry nurses of dogdom, the cur
cuddlers. mongrel managers, Spitz stalkers, poodle
pullers. Skye scrapers, dachshund dandlers, terrier
tiaUers and Pomeranian pushers of the cliff^welling
Ciroes foUow their charges meekly. The doggies
neither fear nor respect them. Masters of the house
these men whom they hold in leash may be. but they
are not masters of them. From cosey comer to fire
wcape. from divan to dumbwaiter, doggy's snarl easily
dnves this two-legged being who is commissioned
to walk at the other end of his string during
his outing. ^
One twilight the dogmen came forth as usual at

then- Circes' pleading, guerdon, or crack of the whip
One among them was a strong man, apparently of
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too Mlid virtues for thi. airy voction n-won WM meknchobV hi-

^«»twn. Hw exprw-

waddled beTo« hi.^;::,^ ^J;! r••*-* "^
labour of motion. ^ ^^ 'P^^" "-^^ th«

Suddenly the dog stopped A x-M u^. wide.b„J«, .^^'t.t'^'""*-

^eu, 1 m a son of a gun'"

^oii':si^,:s:^ r-"™ '^- •*'« '«^-« wuiy wauoo, give us your lioofi"Their hands clasped in th.. hri^t Tl

coming?" """' ^^^ «« they
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lewied againrt Jim's leg imd chewed hi* trouaen with
a yeasty growl.

"Get to work." said Jim, "«kI expkin thi* yard-
wide hydrophobia yearUng you've throwed your Imso
over. Ar« you the pound-raaster of this burg? Do
you call that a dog or what?"
"I need a drink." said the dogman. dejected at

the remmder of his old dog of the sea. "Come on."
Hard by was a cal6. Tis ever so in the bin

city.
^

They sat at a table, and the bloated monster yelped
and scrambled at the end of his leash to get at the
caft cat.

"Whiskey," said Jim to the waiter.
"Make it two," said the dogman.
"You're fatter." md Jim, "and you look subju-

gated. I don»tKttim about the East agreeing with
you. AU the boys asked me to hunt you up when
I started. Sandy King, he went to the Klondike.
Watson Burrel. he married the oldest Peters girl.
I made some mon^ buying beeves, and I bought
a lot of wild land up on the LitUe Powder. Goin«
to fence next fiUl. Bill Rawlins, he's gone to farming.
You remember BiU. of course -he was courting
Marcella- excuse me, Sam — I mean the lady you
married, while she was teaching school at Prairie
View. But you was the lucky man. How is Missis
Telfair?"
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ffve It « name."
•-«*«*« uie wiuter;

"Whi-key." «ud Jim.
••Mdteittwo/ ,aidthedofm«,.

refitted to hve anywhere but in New \ar\r u.he cume from. We live in • fl.t EvJ.
"^

•i- I take that dog out for a wdk 2 M "'"n
"'

P«. There never wei*. »»» j i

'^'I'lia..

^iSieT^^^^^teat^^^^^^ '^ --
of them. Jim?"

"^^ **' ***»We dote, fiver tiy one

"No, I never," said Jim. "I seen »h« •

I thought they «aid 'table de hTe • T .T\
''"'

w« French for pool tables Hn 1 -

^°"«'^' '*

"If v«..'«. •

"**"" ^"^ »t taste?"

U.« T°»"^/^" "^'"« '»' •"'»« "•» evening „„

^«lk dow. to .he ,.„y ^u, ^„„,. „., ^^
The dog had bound a \ett eii/>h «/ i- . .
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the street again, "what's to hinder you from run-
nmg that habeas corpus you've got around his neck
over a hmb and walking off and forgetting him?"

"I'd never dare to," said the dogman, awed at
the bold proposition. "He sleeps in the bed. Isle«)
on a lounge. He runs howling to Marcella if I look
at him. Some night. Jim. I'm going to get even with
that dog. I've made up my mind to do it. I'm go-
ing to creep over with a knife and cut a hole in his
mosquito bar so they can get in to him. See if I
don't do it!"

"You ain't yourself. Sam Telfah-. You ain't what
you was once. I don't know about these cities and
flats over here. With my own eyes I seen yo- -tand
off both the Tillotson boys in Prairie View v, ili the
brass faucet out of a moksses barrel. And I seen
you rope and tie the wildest steer on Little Powder
in 39 1-2."

"I did. didn't I?" said the other, with a temporary
gleam in his eye "But that was before I was dog-
matized."

"Does Misses Telfair "— began Jim.
"Hush!" said the dogman. "Here's another caf6."
They lined up at the bar. The dog fell asleep at

their feet.

•Whiskey." said Jim.

•Make it two," said the dogman.
"I thought about you." said Jim, "when I bought

<ii

«i
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Wo oi-. 7 ^ '°' cream in my coff«»«.He always gets the cream.

"

"You'd like Prairie View now." said Jim "Th.

LThr On
"""'-"^^ ^^' ^*^ -"- --<* 'id"* tnere. One corner of mv nastn^. ;„ • • /

^^^ o, the to^. T,.j^.'zz"z;'x« wire on one side of it."

«»«''""^rth'^°"*'
"' '^'^ to get to the bed.

through fhfy- • "" '°°°'' ""* y™ "««* out

^zzr" '^'"'"^ "«"• "" S:' sn.?^m the park on account of hi, asthma."
Don't Mfarf, Telf.fr" -began Jim.

^Oh.d.ut up." said the dogman. -What i, it this

"Whiskey," said Jim.
••Make it two." said the dogman

»id«,?i'"''°^''°°«^»-'-'«'tl.efe,^."

I.eld^'"b.th1'"'j?
"^'^- t^tl-backed, smjre-

and a new Jiand on the leash T»wa j ."»e leasfl. The dog scrambled

'wmavm vflfj?**-
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-^^r;^ .iT""^- "---•"-

J-Mt chance," said ie. -SDeakiin"
"Whiskey," said Ji„

"^^ "P-

"Makeit two," said the dogman.

Powder outfit rT » ^ "''"«= -' "« I^tU*

-.o«t. KnttstirorSLd^x^"""*^'"^
«>-^ted you. eye over, ^^1^:^;^'J^Jr:
"^^.l^""^'" -•«' "« <^». "the

I ^ock^
. ;t;r4LTwsr "^^ -^-^

be cautemed,' says Mam^Ilo ^T' °"«^* *«

wnies MareeUa savs to m. .d ,
' ''°'' "'''«° h"

dear while the dXL?.- ""'' "' '""'' ""^ ^'
m no virus onC ot^^ s t^""*", "^J

' ""'^ "^

Now what doyouTu^'X^f """=" "^ "' ^O"-

_

Doe, Mis^i,Tettah."_ began Jim.Oh, drop rt," said the doeman -o
••^-w^key," said Jim *^ ' '^°™ *""•'

"Make it two," said the dogman.
They walked on to the ferrv Tl..

'tepped to the ticket window
"""'"""'

Suddenly the swift hu.ding of three or four heavy
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'-iu»''^de';:L;,""'""«' "" "^o*""-- ««hi„g
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THE CHAMPION OP THE WEATSER

If you shotiM speak of the Kiowa Reservation

to the average New Yoricer be probably wouldn't
know whether ^bu were referring to a new political

dodge at Albany or a leitmotif from "Parsifal." But
out in the Kiowa Reservation advices have been re-

ceived concerning the exist^ce of New York.

A party of us were on a hunting trip in the Reser-
vation. Bud Kin^bury, our guide, phifesopher, and
friend, was broiling antelope steaks m camp one night.

One of the party, a pinkish-haired young man in a
correct hunting costume, sauntered over to the fire

to light a cigarette, asd remarked careles^ to Bud:
"Niee night!"

"W^, yes," said Bud, " as nice as any night could be
ftat am't received the Broadway stamp of approval,"
Now, the young man was from New York, but the

rest oi as woaabred how Bud guessed it. So, when the
steaks were dane. we besought him to lay bare his

system of ratMexaation. And as Bud was something
of a TensliBaBl talking machine he made otatioo as

follows:
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"How did I know he was from New York? WeU Ifigured It out as soon as he sprung them two words

ago and I noticed some of the earmarks and hooftracks of the Rancho Manhattan "

handle, didn't you. Bud? " asked one of the hunters
Can t say that I did," answered Bud; "anvwavs

not mo,, than some. The main trail i; thrf":;'
wlud, they call Broadway is plenty travelled, b^

lid rl
*'' '^"^^ '""' "' """^^ *^-t trampamund m Cheyemie and Amarillo. At first I was

sort of rattled by the crowds, but I soon sa,vs to mysetf
Here, now, Bud; they're just plain folks like you andGerommo and Grover Cleveland and the Watson

boys, so don't get all flustered up with consternation
under your saddle blanket.' and then I feels calmand peaceful, like I was back in the Nation again at aghost dance or a green com pow-wow.
" I'd been saving up for a year to give this New York

awhu-I I knew a man named Summers that lived
there, but I couldn't find him; so I ph,yed a lonehand at enjoymg the intoxicating pleasures of the
corn-fed metropolis.

"For a while I was so frivolous and bcoed by thee^tnc lights and the noises of the phonographs and
the second-story railroads that I forgot one of thecrymg needs of my Western system of mitual require.
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mente. I never was no hand to deny myself the
pleasures of sociable vocal intercourse with friends and
strangers. Out in the Territories when I meet a man
I never saw before, inside of nine minutes I know
his mcome, religion, size of collar, and his wife's
temper and how much he pays for clothes, ahmony.
and chewing tobacco. It's a gift with me not to be
penunous with my conversation.

"But this here New York was inaugurated on the
Idea of abstemiousness in regard to the parts of speech
At the end of three weeks nobody in the dty had fired
even a blank syllable in my direction except the
waiter m the grub emporium where I fed. And as
bis outpourings of syntax wasn't nothing but plagia-
risms from the bill of fare, he never satisfied my yearn-
ings, which was to have somebody hit. If I stood
next to a man at a bar he'd edge off and give a Baldwin-
/legler look as if he suspected me of having the North
Pole concealed . . my person. I t^gan to wish thatId gone to Auih ae or Waco for my paseado; for
the mayor of them places will drink with you. and
the first citizen you meet will tell you his middle
name and ask you to take a chance in a raffle for a
music box.

"Well, one day when I was p^ular hankering for
to be gregarious with somethinjf^ore loquacious than
a lamp post, a feUow in a caffy says to me, says he:

"Nice day!'

mm.
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W . f«. like a^^Z^^CZ "Tr «'
"P«d put ,„.^^^,^J^'

'<^. but I ^,
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"" -"^
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°
"T"

"''^
to ha hon« and has a good ,.M ^ f',.

*°^ "P
'<*.. A«l I tell, Sumn.rtw r' f "'"" *''

ooyote in the caffv ^ Z." **' ^^'o"" »' thi,

"•Ol, • T^' ^""^ "nterpretation.
Oh, says Summers, 'he wasn't ;», j-

"P . convention with vou t^
" "* '» "'"k*

Vork style. He'd see^ you^ was a r^^,"
""* ''"' ^''

ke spoke a word or twoC, t™i,
^

.
"""""^ »"<'

your custom. You ouihl ^fT ^°" ""^ "PP^ciated

Tw, about as rrrd'toT^n:' ""•

A word or «. about the weather ZTVZZ.

=. niya^s*-:?r.
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but we don't genenUly make it the basii of an
acquaintance.'

"'Billy,' says I, 'the weather and its ramificaticms

is a solemn subject with me. Meteorolc^ is one of
my *we points. No man can open up the question of
temperature or humidiiy or the glad sunshine with
me. and then turn tail on it without its leading to
a falling barometer. I'm going down to see that man
again and give hun a lesson in the art df continuous
conversation. You say New York etiquette allows
him two words and no answer. Wdl, he's going to
turn himself into a weather bureau and finish what
he begun with me, besicbs indulging in tteighbouriy
remarks on other subjects.'

"Summers talked agin it, but I was irritated some
and I went on the street car back to that cafl^.

"Hie same fellow was there yet, walking round m
a sort of back corral where there was tables and
chairs. A few people was sitting aromid having
drinks and sneering at one aaother.

"I called that man to one side and herded him into
a comer. I unbuttoned enmigh to show him a thirty-

eight I carried stuck under my vest.

"'Pardner,' I says, 'a brief space ago I was m heie
and you seized the opportunity to say it Wis a nice

day. When I attempted to corroborate yoiu* -weather

signal, you turned your back and walked <^. Now/
says I, 'you frog-hearted, language-shy, stiff-neciGed
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croM between a Spitzbergen sea cook and a mimled
«Vrter. you resume where you left off in your discourse
on the weather.*

"The feUow looks at me and tries to grin, but he
aees I don't and he comes around serious.

"•Well/ says he, eyeing the handle of my gun.
it was rather a nice day; some warmish, though.'
"'Particulars, you /.v^aly-mouthed snoozer,' I says—

let's have the specifications — expatiate— fiU in the
outlines. When you start anything with me in short-
hand It's bound to turn out a storm signal.'

"'Looked like rain yesterday,' says the man, 'but
It cleared off fine in the forenoon. I hear the farmers
are needing rain right badly up-State.'

""Kiat's the kind of a canter,' says I. 'Shake the
New York dust off your hoofs and be a real agreeable
kind of a centaur. You broke the ice. you know,
and were getting better acquainted every minute.
Seems to me I asked you about your family?

'

"'They're all weU, thanks,' says he. 'We — we
have a new piano.'

"*Now you're coming it.' I says. 'This cold reserve
IS breaking up at last. That little touch about the
piano almost makes us brothers. What's th^ youngest
kid's name?' I asks him.

"'Thomas.' says he. 'He's just getting well from
the measles.'

,
***I fed Uke I'd known you always,' says I. 'Now
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there wbs juat one more— are you doing right well
with the caffy, now?*

"'Pretty well,* he says. 'I'm putting away a little

money.'

"'Glad to hear it,' says I. 'Now go back to your
work and get civilized. Keep your hands off the
weather unless you're ready to follow it up in a per-
sonal manner. It's a subject that naturally belongs
to sociability and the forming of new ties, and I hate
to see it h^ded out in small change in a town
like this.'

"So the next day I rolls up my blankets and hits
the trail away from New York City."

For many minutes after Bud ceased talking we
lingered around the fire, and then all hands began to
disperse for bed.

As I was unrolling my bedding I heard the pinkish-
haired young man saying to Bud, with something like

anxiety in his voice:

"As I say, Mr. Kingsbury, there is something really

beautiful about this night. The delightful breeze
and the bright stars and the clear air unite in making
it wonderfully attractive."

"Yes," said Bud, "it's a nice night."
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MAKES THE WHOLE WORLD KIN

«d tten h. took hi. u™. A bu.«I„ who T^u

The house wm . private raidence. B. it. boanJedW d<K„ .„d untrimmed Bo^n ivy the bu^I^et
«de puuza telling . .ymp.thetic man in a y«4tin,

«.<! w«Jd »on extinguiri, hi. light and retire Tj
.t wa, S^tember of the year and of the J^wlJl•^ the hou»-. good n.an come, to coniderl^^en. «.d rtenographe™ a, vanitie,, and to de^the return of ha mate and the n,ore durable ble«iZof decorum and the moral ejceUencie..

^
TOe burglar lighted a cigarette. The guarded glowof the mateh iUuminated hU «diem ^u,„ ,tZmoment. He bdonged to the thiri typc"^ bur^
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This third type has not yet been recognized and
accepted. The police have made us familiar with the

first and second. Their classification is simple. The
collar is the distinguishing mark.

When a burglar is caught who does not wear a

collar he is described as a degenerate of the lowest

type, singularly vicious and depraved, and is suspected

of being the desperate criminal who stole the hand-

cuffs out of Patrolman Hennessy's pocket in 1878

and walked away to escape arrest.

The other well-known type is the burglar who wears

a collar. He is always referred to as a Raffles in

real life. He is invariably a gentleman by daylight,

breakfasting in a dress suit, and posing as a paper-

hanger, while after dark he plies his nefarious occu-

pation of burglary. His mother is an extremely

wealthy and respected resident of Ocean Grove, and
when he is conducted to his cell he asks at once for

a nail file and the Police Gazette. He always has a

wife in eveiy State in the Union and fiancees in all

the Territories, and the newspapers print his matri-

monial gallery out of their stock of cuts of the ladies

who were cured by only one bottle after having been

given up by five doctors, experiencing great relief

after the first dose.

The burglar wore a blue sweater. He was neither

a Raffles nor one of the chefs from Hell's Kitchen.

The police would have been baffled had they attempted
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to classify him. They have not yet heard of the
respectable, unassuming burglar who is neither above
nor below his station.

This burglar of the third class began to proWl. He
wore no masks, dark lanterns, or gum shoes. He
earned a 38-caUbre revolver in his pocket, and he
chewed peppermint gum thoughtfully.

The furniture of the house was swathed in its summer
dust protectors. The silver was far away in safe-
deposit vaults. The burglar expected no remarkable
"haul." His objective point was that dimly Ughted
room where the master of the house should be sleep-
ing heavily after whatever solace he had sought to
lighten the burden of his loneliness. A "touch " might
be made there to the extent of legitimate, fair pro-
fessional profits -loose money, a watch, a jewelled
stick-pm— nothmg exorbitant or beyond reason. He
had seen the window left open and had taken
the chance.

The burglar softly opened the door of the Kghted
room. The gas was turned low. A man lay in the
bed asleep. On the dresser lay many things in con-
fusion— a crumpled roU of biUs, a watch, keys, three
poker chips, crushed cigars, a pink silk hair bow, and
an unopened bottle of bromo-seltzer for a bulwark
in the morning.

The burglar took three steps toward the dresser.
The man in the bed suddenly uttered a squeaky groan
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and opened his eyes. Gxs right hand slid under his

pillow, but remained there.

"Lay still," said the burglar in conversational

tone. Burglars of the third type do not hiss. The
citizen in the bed looked at the round end of the

burglar's pistol and lay still.

"Now hold up both your hands," commanded the

burglar.

The citizen had a little, pointed, brown-and-gray

beard, like that of a painless dentist. He looked

solid, esteemed, irritable, and disgusted. He sat up
in bed and raised his right hand above his head.

"Up with the other one," ordered the burglar.

"You might be amphibious and shoot with your left.

You can count two, can't you? Hurry up, now."

"Can't raise the other one," said the citizen, with

a contortion of his lineaments.

"What's the matter with it?"

"Rheumatism in the shoulder."

"Inflammatory:

"

"Was. The inflammation has gone down."

The burglar stood for a moment or two, holding his

gun on the afflicted one. He glanced at the plunder

on the dresser and then, with a half-embarrassed air,

back at the man in the bed. Then he, too, made a

sudden grimace.

"Don't stand there making faces," snapped the

citizen, bad-humouredly. "If you've come to burgle
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why don't

around."

;, I^"*r/ '"'' *" *""«'"• "!" « g'ta; "but.t Just ««ked me one. too. If, g«Kl foryou th»trheumatism and me happen, to be old pah. Tg^un my left arm. too. Most anybody I me would

ct:^.'^""
""'" '"" '""""'- <^- ^^

;;How long have you hU ft?" i„,^^ ^^ ^^Pour years. I guess that ain't aU. OnceyouVegot
ft. rt, you for a rheumatic life- that-, my,4nl?;'

tereX -^ "'^"^ "'"" "'"^ "" "•'^- -

u«7tte^;" f" "" """'"• ""«» «'« »«k« I've"^ the od of was strung out in a row they'd «ach

beWd at Valparai,o. Indiana, and baek."

No ^*^ iT."'"'"*'"-
"Took -em five months.No good. 1 had «,me relief the year I tried Knkel-

P^ Pulvenzer; but I think ft was the buckeye Iearned m my pocket what done the trick."

the dt^r
"""" " *"' '"""^^ "" "» "<""" "•'«•

"Ni^t," said the buiglar: "just when I'm bi«ie,tS^. Uke down that arm of yours- 1 gne» you wWtSay! did you ever try Blickerstaff's Blood Builder?
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I never did. Does yours come in paroxysms or is

it a steady pain?"

The burglar sat down on the foot of the bed and
rested his gun on his crossed knee.

"It jumps," said he. "It strikes me when I ain't

looking for it. I had to give up second-story work
because I got stuck sometimes half-way up. Tell you
what — I don't believe the bloomin' doctors know
what is good for it."

"Same here. I've spent a thousand dollars without

getting any relief. Yours swell any?"

"Of mornings. And when it's goin' to rain — great

Christopher!"

"Me, too," said the citizen. "I can tell when a

streak of humidity the size of a table-cloth starts

from Florida on its way to New York. And if I

pass a theatre where there's an 'East Lynne' matinee

going on, the moisture starts my left arm jumping
like a toothache."

"It's undiluted — hades!" said the burglar. -

"You're dead right," said the citizen.

The burglar looked down at his pistol and thrust

it into his pocket with an awkward attempt at ease.

"Say, old man," he said, constrainedly, "ever try

opodeldoc?"

"Slop!" said the citizen angrily. "Might as well

rub on restaurant butter."

"Sure," concurred the burglar. "It's a salve suitable
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'n^^rX-^'"'^'""*'^" ""'"^'P you get
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flooHnI .1,. .-.•
"lomea as a tidal wave andnooaed the citizen. He stmlrMi h:<, u ,

beard. ^ brown-and-gray
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IX

AT ARMS WITH MORPHEUS

I NEVER could quite uuderstand how Tom Hopkins
came to make that blunder, for he had been through

a whoit: term at a medical college— before he inherited

his aunt's fortune — and had been considered strong

in therapeutics.

We had been making a call together that evening,

and afterward Tom ran up to my rooms for a pipe

and a chat before going on to his own luxurious apart-

ments. I had stepped into the other room for a

moment when I heard Tom sing out:

"Oh, Billy, I'm going to take about four grains of

quinine, if you don't mind — I'm feeling all blue and
shivery. Guess I'm ticking cold."

"All right," I caUed back. "The bottle is on the

second shelf. Take it in a spoonful of that elixir

of eucalyptus. It knocks the bitter out."

After I came back we sat by the fire and got our

briars going. In about eight minutes Tom sank back

into a gentle collapse.

I went straight to the medicine cabinet and
looked.
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»uuve, ana sent him for old Dnntn. r> i

aquares away. Tom H«,.f T ^^^ ^*'*'*» '^o

.»^^a:.:r:t':?::;l:rfu.'"'-"'™
l»™it. Aft„ the mo" dl^"^°' "*""'«'''"

rus.-r '^'- -^^ SI ;sr
"Couldn't help it," he said -r

-.other opportunity."
^

' ""^ '"™' •»«

are normal t}iA« i«* i.- ,
° respiri.cion

you no^ "* "^ ""P- I'U '"^ hhn with

I wa, left done with Tom. whom we h«l hUd on .
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couch. He lay very still, and his eyes were half closed.

I began my work of keeping him awake.

"Well, old man," I said, "you've had a narrow

•queak, but we've pulled you through. When you

were attending lectures, Tom, didn't any of the pro-

fessors ever casually remark that m-o-r-p-h-i-a never

8p< quinia,' especially iu four-grain doses? But I

won't pile it up on yo» until you get on your feet.

But you ought to have been a druggist, Tom; you're

splendidly qualified to fill prescriptions."

Tom looked at rne with a faint and foolish smile.

"B'ly," he murmured, "I feel jus' like a hum'n

bird flyin* around a jolly lot of most 'shpensive roses.

Don* bozzer me. Goin' sleep now."

And he went to sleep in two seconds. I shook him

by the shoulder.

"Now, Tom," I said, severely, " this wm't do. The

big doctor said you must stay awake for at least an

hour. Open your eyes. You're not entirely safe yet,

you know. Wake up."

Tom Hopkins weighs one hundrftd and ninety-eight.

He gave me another somnolent grin, and fell inlo

deeper slumber. I would have made him move about,

but I might as well have tried to make Cleopatra'^

needle waltz around the room with me. Tom's

breathing became stertorous, and that, in connection

with morphia poisoning, means danger.

Then I began to think. I could not rouse his body;
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down among thoM loneMome Southerr pines — the

girl that you've forgotten since you oune into your

confounded money? Oh, I know what I'm talking

about. While you were a poor medical student dhe

was good enough for you. But now, since you are a

millionaire, it's different. I wonder what she thinks

of the performanres of that peculiar class of people

which she has been taught to worship— the Southern

gentlemen? I'm sorry, Hopkins, that I was forced

to speak about these matters, but you've covered it

up so well and played your part so nicely that I would

have sworn you were above such unmanly tricks."

Poor Tom. I could scarcely keep from laughing

outright to see him struggling against the effects of

the opiate. He was distinctly angry, and I didn't

blame him. Tom had a Southern temper. His

eyes were open now, and they showed a gleam or two

of fire. But the drug still clouded his mind and bound

his tongue.

"C-c-confound yo " he stammered, "I'll s-smash

you."

He tried to rise from the couch. With all his size

he was very weak now. I thrust him back with one

arm. He lay there glaring like a lion in a trap.

"That will hold you for a while, you old loony,"

I said to myself. I got up and lit my pipe, for I was

needing a smoke. I walked aruund a bit, congratu-

lating myself on my brilliant idea.
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hTuL ^ over and puncheu him on the jaw

idio. I chewed ,ny,pe and gave it to him hard.
1 want you to recover yournelf and get out of mv~on.. a. «oon as you can." I ,aid. insultingly t^

toldyouwhatl ainkofyou. If you have any ^ ,. ,or honesty left you will think twice ..fo7yc Ittempt again to associate with gentlemen. She', apoor rl.isn'tsheP'Iweered ••«« u\
RTiH ... r I.- L. .

sneered. Somewhat too p ain•nd unfashionable for us since we got our money Zasham^ to walk on Fifth Avenue with her. wTuldn^

bet th.t ? TT '^'" ^''"'' "°"«y? I don't, rube hat g,rl don't. Perhaps if you didn't have ityou d be more of a man. As it is you've made Icurof yourself and" - I thought that quite dTamltl 1
perhaps broken a faithful hear ' (Old TomH

kins breaking a faithful heart..) •li^me^^ "d^^;you as soon as possible."
I turned my back on Tom. and winked at myself ina mirror. I heard him moving, and I tumT

J

ouiVIflv T A-j u
*""""»». ana i turned again

Z„H f n-
""^^ * ^""^""^ «"d ninety-efghtpounds falling on me from the rear. But Tom hadody tu^ed partly over, and laid one arm a^^s bi^Z beti^'"'^

^ '^" '^'^^^ ^'^^^ -- ^^tinctly

"I couldn't have- talked this way- to you. BiUy.

4 } -5;
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even if I'd heard people— lyin' 'bout you. But jus*

soon's I can s-stand up— I'll break your neck—
don* ffeet it."

I did feel a little ashamed then. But it was to save

Tom. In the morning, when I explained it, we would
have a good laugh over it together.

In about twenty minutes Tom dropped into a sound,

easy slumber. I felt his pulse, listened to his respira-

tion, and let him sleep. Everything was normal, and
Tom was safe. I went into the other room and
tumbled into bed.

I found Tom up and dressed when I awoke the next

morning. He was entirely himself again with the excep-

tion of shaky nerves and a tongue like a while-oak chip.

"What an idiot I was," he said, thoughtfully. "I
remember thinking that quinine bottle looked queer

while I was taking the dose. Have much trouble

in bringing me 'round?"

I told him no. His memory seemed bad about the

entire affair. I concluded that he had no recollection

of my efforts to keep him awake, and decided not to

enlighten him. Some other time, I thought, when he

was feeling better, we would have some fun over it.

When Tom was ready to go he stopped, with the

door open, and shook my hand.
"Much obliged,old fellow," he said,quietly," for tak-

ing so much trouble with me— and for i^hat you said.

I'm going down now to telegraph to the little girl."
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^ebrow. Thus d,e expressed condolence and agenerous amount of apparent ,un.rise.

EnlS '^!^f
eveiywhere," recapHulated Mrs.

srtrScd^reir 'cf
°"." '"^ '"^"»"'

.rh^ct . ,
choicest guest-room— aghost carrymg a hod on its shoulder- the ghost ofan ojd .an in overalls, smoking a pipe and f;;l;'a hod! The very absurdity of the thing show7hef

c:^^7l.Tl '^^----aKinLvingtht
earned a hod. Every one knows that Mr. Ensolving's
fether accumulated his money by large buHding con-

oh. a hod! Why need she have been so crueland malicious?"
™®^

"It is reaUy too bad." murmured Mrs. Bellmore.w^h ^ approvmg glance of her fine eyes about tr^vast chamber done in lilac and old gold. "And it

as
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was in this room she saw it! Oh, no, I'm not afraid

of ghosts. Don't have the least fear on my account.

I'm glad you put me in here. I think family ghosts

so interesting ! But, really, the story does sound a little

inconsistent. I should have expected something better

from Mrs. Fischer-Suympkins. Don't they carry

bricks in hods? Why should a ghost bring bricks into

a villa built of marble and stone? I'm so sorry, but

it makes me think that age is beginning to tell upon
Mrs. Fischer-Suympkins."

"This house," continued Mrs. Kinsolving, "was
built upon the site of an old one used by the fam'ly

during the Revolution. There wouldn't be anything

strange in its having a ghost. And there was a Captain

Kinsolving who fought in General Greene's army,

though we've never been able to secure any papers to

vouch for it. If there is to be a family ghost, why
couldn't it have been his, instead of a bricklayer's?"

"The ghost of a Revolutionary ancestor wouldn't

be a bad idea," agreed Mrs. Bellmore; "but you know
how arbitrary and inconsiderate ghosts can be. May-
be, like love, they are 'engendered in the eye.' One
advantage of those who see ghosts is that their stories

can't be disproved. By a spiteful eye, a Revolu-

tionary knapsack might easily be construed to be a hod.

Dear Mrs. Kinsolving, think no more of it. I am sure

it was a knapsack."

"But she told everybody!" mourned Mrs. Kin-
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solving, inconsolable. "She insisted upon the detaUs.
There ^ the pipe. And how are you going to get out
of the overalls?"

"Shan't get into them." said Mrs. BeUmore. with
a prettily suppressed yawn; "too stiflF and wrinkly
Is that you. Felice? Prepare my bath, please. Do
you dme at seven at CUflftop. Mrs. Kinsolving?
So kmd of you to run in for a chat before dinner' I^ve those little touches of informality with a guest.
They give such a home flavour to a visit. So sorry-
I must be dressmg. I am so indolent I always post'
pone it until the last moment."

Mrs. Fischer-Suympkins had been the first large
plum that the Kinsolvings had drawn from the social
pie. For a long time, the pie itself had been out of
reach on a top shelf. But the purse and the pursuit
had at la^t lowered it. Mrs. Fischer-Suympkins
was the heliograph of the smart society parading corps.
The ghtter of her wit and actions passed along the
Ime. transmitting whatever was latest and most daringm the game of peep-show. Formerly, her fame and
leadership had been secure enough not to need the
support of such artifices as handing around live frogs
for favours at a cotUlon. But. now. these things were
necessary to the holding of her throne. Beside,
middle age had come to preside, incongruous, at her
capers. The sensational papers had cut her space
from a page to two columns. Her wit developed

III
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a sting: her manners became more rough and incon-

siderate, as if she felt the royal necessity of estab-

lishing her autocracy by scorning the conventionalities

that bound lesser potentates.

To some pressure at the command of the Kin-

solvings, she had yielded so far as to honour their house

by her presence, for an evening and night. She had
her revenge upon her hostess by relating, with grim

enjoyment and sarcastic humour, her story of the

vision carrying the hod. To that lady, in rapturies

at having penetrated thus far toward the coveted inner

circle, the result came as a crushing disappointment.

Everybody either empathized or laughed, and there

was little to choose between the two modes of

expression.

But, later on, Mrs. Kinsolving's hopes and spirits

were revived by the capture of a second and greater

prize.

Mrs. Bellamy Bellmore had accepted an invitation

to visit at Clififtop, and would remain for three days.

Mrs. Bellmore was one of the younger matrons, whose

beauty, descent, and wealth gave her a reserved seat

in the holy of holies that required no strenuous bolster-

ing. She was generous enough thus to give Mrs.

Kinsolving the accolade that was so poignantly

desired; and, at the same time, she thought how much
it would please Terence. Perhaps it would end by
solving him.
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Terence was Mrs. Kinsolving's son. aged twenty,
mne, quite good-looking enough, and with two or
three attractive and mysterious traits. For one.
he was very devoted to his mother, and that was
sufficiently odd to deserve notice. For others, he
talked so little that it was irritating, and he seemed
either very shy or very deep. Terence interested Mrs.
Bellmore. because she was not sure which it was
She intended to study him a lu Je logger, miless she
forgot the matter. If he was only shy. she would
abandon him. for shyness is a bore. If he was deep,
shewould also abandon him. for depth is precarious.
On the afternoon of the third day of her visit.

Terence hunted up Mrs. BeUmore. and found her in a
nook actuaUy looking at an album.

"It's so good of you." said he."to come down here
and retrieve the day for us. I suppose you have heard
that Mrs. Fischer-Suympkins scuttled the ship before
she left She knocked a whole plank out of the bottom
with a hod. My mother is grieving herself ill about
It. Cant you manage to see a ghost for us while you
are here. Mrs. Bellmore-a bang-up, swell ghost,
with a coronet on his head and a cheque book unde-
his arm?"

"That was a naughty old lady. Terence," said Mrs.
Bellmore. "to tell such stories. Perhaps you gave her
too much supper. Your mother doesn't really take
it seriously, does she?"
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**I think she does," answered Terence. "One

would think every brick in the hod had dropped on

her. It's a good mammy, and I don't like to see her

worried. It's to be hoped that the ghost belongs

to the hod-carriers' union, and will go out on a

strike. If he doesn't, there will be no peace in this

family."

"I'm sleeping in the ghost-chamber," said lars.

Bellmore, pensively. "But it's so nice I wouldn't

change it, even if I were afraid, which I'm not. It

wouldn't do for me to submit a counter story of a

desirable, aristocratic shade, would it? I would do

so, with pleasure, but it seems to me it would be too

obviously an antidote for the other narrative to be

eflfective."

"True," said Terence, running two fingers thought-

fully into his crisp, brown hair; "that would never do.

How would it work to see the same ghost again, minus

the overalls, and have gold bricks in the hod? That

would elevate the spectre from degrading toil to a

financial plane. Don't you think that would be re-

spectable enough?

"

"There was an ancestor who fought against the

Britbhers, wasn't there? Your mother said some-

Ijiiing to that effect.

"

"I believe so; one of those old chaps in raglan vests

and golf trousers. I don't care a continental for a

Continental, myself. But the mother has set her
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heart on pomp and heraldry and pyrotechnics, and
I want her to be happy."

"You are a good boy, Terence," said Mrs. Bellmofe,
sweeping her silks close to i.ne side of her, "not to
beat your mother. Sit here by me, and let's look at
the album, just as people used to do twenty years
ago. Now, tell me about every one of them. Who
is this tall, dignified gentleman leaning against the
horizon, with one arm on the Corinthian column?"
"That old chap with the big feet? " inquired Terence,

craning his neck. "That's great-uncle O'Brannigan.
He used to keep a rathskeller on the Bowery."

" I asked you to sit down, Terence. If you are not
going to amuse, or obey, me, I shall report in the
morning that I saw a ghost wearing an apron and
carrying schooners of beer. Now, that is better. To
\ . shy, at your age, Terence, is a thing that you should
blush to acknowledge."

At breakfast on the last morning of her visit, Mrs.
Bellmore startled and entranced every one present
by announcing positively that she had seen the ghost.
"Did it have a— a— a—?" Mrs. Kinso] ngi

in her suspense and agitation, could not bring ouv tne
word.

"No, indeed— far from it."

There was a chorus of questions from others at the
table. "Weren't you frightened?" "What did it

ifi
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do?" "How did it look?" "How was it drewed?"
"Did it say anything?" "Didn't you scwamP"

"111 try to answer eveiything at once," said Mrs.
Bellmore, heroically, "although I'm frightfully hungry.
Something awakened me— I'm not sure whether
it was a noise >r a touch — and there stood the phan-
tom. I never bum a light at night, so the room was
quite dark, but I saw it plainly. I wasn't dreaming.
It was a tall man, all misty white from head to foot.
It wore the full dress of the old Ct'onial days—
powdered hair, baggy coat skirts, lace ruffles, and a
sword. It looked intangible and luminous in the dark,
and moved v/ithout a sound. Yes, I was a little

frightened at first— or startled, I should say. It
was the first ghost I had ever seen. No, it didn't say
anything. I didn't scream. I raised up on my dbow,
and then it glided silently away, and disappeared
when it reached the door."

Mrs. Kinsolving was in the seventh heaven. "The
description is that of Captain Kinsolving, of General
Greene's army, one of our ancestors," she said, in a
voice that trembled with pride and relief. "I really

think I must apologize for our ghostly relative, Mrs.
Bellmore. I am afraid he must have badly disturbed
your rest."

Terence sent a smile of pleased congratulation toward
his mother. Attoinment was Mrs. Kinsolving's,

at last, and he loved to see her happy.
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M«. Be)ln„.« who w« now «„,„yi„g h„ fc^^..^
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Suymphns. But one or two pre»nt perceived thathar ^sseruon, bore the genuine stamp of her o™oon™t.ons. Truth and candour seemed to atu™upon every wo«i. Even a scoffer at ghos^-ahe were voiy observant- would have been forced^«inut that die had, at least in a ve^, vividd^been honestly aware of the weird visitoT
Soon Mrs. BeUmore's maid was packing. In two

station As Terence was slroUiag up„„ ^.^

flZL vf^T" '""' "" *° "» -">
«^naential sparkle in her eye.

but I wUl teU you. In a way, I think you shouldbe held respondble. Can yo„ g„ess in w4 mamjthat ghost awakened me last night?"

It;

Wl i
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"Rattled chaini," suggested Terence, after some

thought, "or groaned? They usually do one or the

other."

"Do you happen to know," continued Mrs. Bell-

more, with sudden irrelevrncy, "if I resemble any one

of the female relatives of your restleM ancestor.

Captain Kinsolving?"

"Don't think so," said Terence, with an extremely

puzzled air. "Never heard of any of them being

noted beauties.'

"Then, why," said Mrs. Bellmore, looking the

young man gravely in the eye, "should that ghost

have kissed me, as I'm sure it did?"

"Heavens!" exclaimed Terence, in wide-eyed amaze-

ment; "you don't mean that, Mrs. Bellmore! Did

he actually kiss you?"

"I said it" corrected Mrs. Bellmore. "I hope the

impersonal pronoun is correctly used."

"But why did you say I was responsible?"

"Because you are the only living male relative of

the ghost."

"I see. 'Unto the third and fourth generation.'

But, seriously, did he— did it— how do you ?"

"Know? How does any one know? I was asleep,

and that is what awakened me, I'm almost certain."

"Almost?"

"Well, I awoke just as— oh, can't you understand

what I mean? When anything arouses you suddenly.
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you an not p^itive whether you dreamed, or- and
yet you know that- De«r me, Terence. mu.t I
diMect the most elementary sensations in order to
acoomttodati. your extremely practical intelligence?"

But. aboui kissing ghosts, you know," said Terence.
humbl<- "» -— .L - -

»

in !

'it require the moat primary instruction!
I never kissed a ghost. Is it— is it ?"
"The sensation." said Mrs. Bellmore, with deliber-

•te. but slightly smiling, emphasis, "since vou are
-eekmg instruction, is a mingling of the material and
the spiritual."

^
"Of cour-," said Terence, suddenly growing serious,

It was a dream or some kind of an hallucination.
Noboay believes in spirits, these days. If you told
the tale out of kindness of heart. .\Trs. Bellmore, I
cant express how grateful I am to ym. It has mademy mother supremely happy. Tnat RevoluUonaiy
ancestor was a stunning idea."

Mrs. Bellmore sighed. "The usual fate of ghost-
eers is mme," she said, resignedly. "My privileged
encounter with a spirit is attributed to lobster salad
or mendacity. Well. I have, at least, one memory
Mt from the wreck - a kiss from the unseen world.
Was Captain Kinsolving a very brave man, do you
know, Terence?"

"He was licked at Yorktown. I believe,' said
Terence, reflecting. "They say he skedaddled with
his company, after the first battle there."
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**l thought he muit have been tinUd,'* uid Mn.
Bellmore, dbsenily. "He might h«ve hmd another."

"Another battle?" asked Terence, dully.

"Wh'-t elie could I mean? I must go and get

ready l ; the auto will be here in an hour. I've

enjoyed Clifftop immensely. Such a lovely morning,

un'w it, Terence?"

On her way to the ivtation, Mrs. BeUmore took

from her bag a silk handkerchief, and looked at it

with a little peculiar smile. Then she tied it in sev-

eral very hard knots, and threw it, at a convenient

moment, over the edge of the cliff along which the

road ran.

In his room, Terrence was giving somt. directions

to his man. Brooks. "Have this stuff done up in

a parcel," he said, "and ship it to the address on

that card."

The card was that of a New York costumer. The

"stuff" was a ^mtleman's costume of the days of

'76, made of white satin, with silver buckles, white

silk stockings, and white kid shoes. A powdered wig

and a sword coin!>leted the dress.

"And look about. Brooks," added Terence, a little

a'-udously, "for a silk handkerchief with my initials

in one comer. I must have dropped it somewhere."

It was a month later when Mrs. Bellmore and one

or two others of the smart crowd were making up a

list of names fur a coaching trip through the Catskills.
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M«. BeUmore looked over the Ii.t for . find ceiuoring.
Tfce n.me of Terence KiWIving w« there. Z.
thfrre

"" P~W»>'tive penca UghUy through

"Too^r At, murmured, .weet^y. " explanation.



XI

JIMMY HAYES AND MURIEL

Supper was over, and there had fallen upon the

camp the silence that accompanies the rolling of

corn-husk cigarettes. The water hole shone from the

dark earth like a patch of fallen sky. Coyotes yelped.

Dull thumps indicated the rocking-horse movements
of the hobbled ponies as they moved to fresh grass.

A half-troop of the Frontier Battalion of Texas Rangers

were distributed about the fire.

A well-known sound— the fluttering and scraping

of chaparral against wooden sarrups— came from

the thick brush above the camp. The rangers listened

cautiously. They heard a loud and cheerful voice

call out reassuringly:

"Brace up, Muriel, old girl, we're 'most there now!

Been a long ride for ye, ain't it, ye old antediluvian

handful of animated carpet-tacks? Hey, now, quit

a tryin' to kiss me! Don't hold on to my neck so

tight— this here paint hoss ain't any too shore-footed,

let me tell ye. He's liable to dump us both oflF if

we don't watch out."

108
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Two minutes of waiting brought . tired "paint"pony smgle-footing into camp. A gangling youthof twenty loUed in the saddle. Of t^ "M^erwhom he had been add^ssing, nothing was to be ^n.a, fellows! shouted the rider cheerfully. "Thishere s a letter fer Lieutenant Mamung ••

He dismounted, unsaddled, dropped the coUs of

hom ^r;'"'' *"* ''' '"•''"'' '"" the saddle-hom. WbJe laeutenant Mamung, m command, wasreadmg the letter, the newcomer, rubbed s^licttously at some dried mud in the loops of the hobbtesh„™g a consideration for the forelegs of his mount
Boys, said the lieutenant, waving his hand to the

™ge«,"thisisMr.JamesHayes. He^anewmemL
of the company. Captain McLean *nds him down

sZefH
'^' "^'^ ^"^ «»' y- k-e^supper, Hayes, as soon as you get your pony hobbled. "

SmlrZ ™ '«*'''«' «>«fi»Uy by the rangers.
StJl. they observed him shrewdly and with suspendedju^ent Picking a <»mrade on the border"« hjen t,mes the c^ and discretion with which ag«l chooses a sweetheart. On your "side-kicWs "
nerve loyalty, aim, and coolness your own life maydepend many times. ^

about the fire His appearance did not settle all the
questions m the minds of his brother rangers. Theysaw simply a loo^. lank youth with tow-coloureX

II

IfH

'II "ss'im
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sun-buraed hair and a berry-brown, ingenuous face

that wore a quizzical, good-natured smile.

"Fellows" said the new ranger, "I'm goin' to inter-

duce to you a lady friend of mine. Ain't ever heard

anybody call her a beauty, but you'll all admit she's

got some fine points about her. Come along, Muriel!

"

He held open the front of his blue flannel shirt.

Out of it crawled a horned frog. A bright red ribbon

was tied jauntily around its spiky neck. It crawled

to its owner's knee and sat there, motionless.

"This here Muriel," said Hayes, with an ora,torical

wave of his hand, "has got qualities. She nevei

talks back, she always stays at home, an ^he's satis-

fied with one red dress for every day and Sunday, too."

"Look at that blame insect!" said one of the rangers

with a grin. "I've seen plenty of them homy frogs,

but I never knew anybody to have one for a side-

partner. Does the blame thing know you from any-

body else?"

"Take it over there and see," said Hayes.

The stumpy little lizard known as the homed frog

is harmless. He has the hideousness of the prehistoric

monsters whose reduced descendant he is, but he is

gentler than the dove.

The ranger took Muriel from Hayes's knee and went

back to his seat on a roll of blankets. The captive

twisted and clawed and struggled vigorously in his

hand. After holding it for a moment or two, the

^t^>.



Jimmy Hayes and Muriel m
ranger set it upon the ground. Awkwardly, but swiftly
the frog worked its four oddly moving legs until it
stopped close by Hayes's foot.

"Well, dang my hide!" said the other ranger. "The
httle cuss knows you. Never thought them insects
had that much sense

!

"

n

H "^IT ^^^.^*°»« « '^vourite in the ranger camp.
lie had an endless store of good-nature, and a mild
peremnal quality of humour that is well adapted tocamp We. He was never without his homed frog
In the bosom of his shirt during rides, on his knee or
shoulder m camp, under his blankets at night, the ugly
hltle beast never left him.

^

Jimmy was a humourist of a type that prevailsm the rura South and West. Unskilled in originating
methods of amusing or in ^;^ty conceptions, he had
hit upon a comical idea and clung to it reverently.
It had seemed to Jimmy a very funny thing to have
about his person, with which to amuse his friends, atame homed frog with a red ribbon around its neck.
As It was a happy idea, why not perpetuate it?
The sentiments existing between Jimmy and the

frog cannot be exactly determined. The capability
of the horned frog for lasting affection is a subject
upon which we have had no symposiums. It is easier
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to guess Jimmy's feelings. Muriel was his chef

d'^xuvre of wit, and as such he cherished her. He
caught flies for her, and shielded her from sudden

northers. Yet his care was half selfish, and when the

time came she repaid him a thousand fold. Other

Muriels have thus overbalanced the light attentions

of other Jimmies.

Not at once did Jimmy Hayes attain full brother-

hood with his comrades. They loved him for his sim-

plicity and droUness, but there hung above him a great

sword of suspended judgment. To make merry in

camp is not all of a ranger's life. Ti..,'e are horse-

thieves to trail, desperate criminals lo nm down,

bravos to battle with, bandits to rout out of the

chaparral, peace and order to be compelled at the

muzzle of a six-shooter. Jimmy had been '"most

generally a cow-puncher," he said; he was inex-

perienced in ranger methods of warfare. Therefore the

rangers speculated apart and solemnly as to how he

would stand fire. For, let it be known, the honour and
pride of each ranger company is the individual

bravery of its members.

For two months the border was quiet. The rangers

lolled, listless, in camp. And then— bringing joy

to the rusting guardians of the frontier— Sebastiano

Saldar, an eminent Mexican desperado and cattle-

thief, crossed the Rio Grande with his gang and began

to lay waste the Texas side. There were indications
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that Jimmy Hayes would soon have the opportunity to
show his mettle. The rangers patrolled with alacrity,
but Saldar's men were mounted like Lochinvar, and
were hard to catch.

One evening, about sundown, the rangers halted
for supper after a long ride. Their horses stood
pantmg, with their saddles on. The men were frying
bacon and boiUng coffee. Suddenly, out of the brush,
Sebastiano Saldar and his gang dashed upon them with
blazing six-shooters and high-voiced yeUs. It was
a neat surprise. The rangers swore in annoyed tones,
and got their Winchesters busy; but the attack was
onlj' a spectacular dash of the purest Mexican type.
After the florid demonstration the raiders galloped
away, yeUing, down the river. The rangers mounted
and pursued; but in less than two miles the fag-
ged ponies laboured so that Lieutenant Manning
gave the word to abandon the chase and return to
the camp.

Then it was discovered that Jimmy Hayes was
missing. Some one remembered having seen him run
for his pony when the attack began, but no one had
set eyes on him since. Morning came, but no Jimmy.
They searched the country around, on the theory
that he had been killed or wounded, but without suc-
cess. Then they foUowed after Saldar's gang, but it
seemed to have disappeared. Manning concluded
that the wily Mexican had recros^ed the river after
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his theatric farewell. And, indeed, no further

depredations from him were reported.

This gave the ranger.*? time to nurse a soreness they
had. As has been said, the pride and honour of the
company is the individual bravery of its members.
And now they believed that Jimmy Hayes had turned
coward at the whiz of Mexican bullets. There was
no other deduction. Buck Davis pointed out that not
a shot was fired by Saldar's gang after Jimmy was
seen running for his horse. There was no way for

him to have been shot. No, he had fled from his first

fight, and afterward he would not return, aware
that the scorn of his comrades would be a worse thing

to face than the muzzles of many rifles.

So Manning's detachment of McLean's company.
Frontier Battalion, was gloomy. It was the first

blot on its escutcheon. Never before in the history

of the service had a ranger shown the white feather.

All of them had liked Jimmy Hayes, and that made
it worse.

Days, weeks, and months went by, and still that

little cloud of unforgotten cowardice hung above
the camp.

m
Nearly a year afterward— after many camping

grounds and many hundreds of miles guarded and
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defended -Lieutenant Manning, with almost the
janie detachment of men. was sent to a point only afew miles below their old camp on the river to iL
after some smuggling there. One afternoon, whilethey were ndmg through a dense mesquite flat, theycame upon a patch of open hog-wallow prairie. Therethey rode upon the scene of an unwritten tragedy
In a big hog-wallow lay the skeletons of three

M^«cans. Their clothing alone served to identify

^Z'r « :T' °^ *^' ^^^^ ^^ °nce beenSebasuano Saldar. His great, costly sombrero, heavy
w^th gold ornamentation -a hat famous all along

A^ong the ndge of the hog-wallow rested the rusting
Wmchesters of the Mexicans - all pointing in thesame direction. 6 " me

The rangers rode in that direction for fifty yards.
TJere n a httle depression of the ground, with his
nfle stUl beanng upon the three. lay another skeleton.
It had been a battle of extermination. There was
nothing to Identify the solitary defender. His clothing-such as the elements had left distinguishable

-

seemed to be of the kind that any ranchman or cowboy
might have worn.

"Some cow-puncher," said Mamiing, "that they
caught out alone. Good boy! He put up a dandy
«.rap before they got him. So that's why we didn't
hear from Don Sebastiano any more!"



116 Sixes and Sevens

And then, from beneath the weather-beaten rags of

the dead man, there wriggled out a homed frog with

a faded red ribbon around its neck, and sat upon the

shoulder of its long quiet master. Mutely it told the

story of the untried youth and the swift "paint"
pony— how they had outstripped all their comrades
that day in the pursuit of the Mexican raiders, and
how the boy had gone down upholding the honour
of the company.

The ranger troop herded close, and a simultaneous

wild yell arose from their lips. The outburst was at

once a dirge, an apology, an epitaph, and a psean of

triumph. A strange requiem, you may say, over the

body of a fallen .comrade; but if Jimmy Hayes could

have heard it he would have understood.



xn

THE DOOR OF UNREST

I SAT an hour by sun. in the editor's room of the
Montopolis Weekly Bugle. I was the editor.

The saffron rays of the declining sunlight filtered
through the cornstalks in Micajah Widdup's ga;den-
patch, and cast an amber glory upon my paste-pot.
I sat at the editorial desk in my non-rotary revolving
chair, and prepared my editorial against the oligarchies.
The room, with its one window, was already a prey
to the twiUght. One by one, with my trenchant
sentences, I lopped off the heads of the political hydra,
while I listened, full of kindly peace, to the home-com-
ing cow-beUs and wondered what Mrs. Flanagan was
going to have for supper.

Then in from the dusky, quiet street there drifted
and perched himself upon a comer of my desk old
Father Time's younger brother. His face was beard-
less and as gnarled as an English walnut. I never
saw clothes such as he wore. They would have re-
duced Joseph's coat to a monochrome. But the
colours were not the dyer's. Stains and patches and
the work of sun and rust were responsible for the

117
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diversity. On liis coane shoes wm the dust, conceiv-
ably, of a t' uand leagues. I can describe him
no further, except to say that he was little and
weird and old— old I began to estimate in cen-
turies wh-n I saw him. Yes. and I remember that
there was an w»-ur, a faint odour like aloes, or
possibly like myrrh or leather; and I thought of
museums.

And then I reached for a «ad and pencil, for bus-
iness is business, and visits of the oldest inhabitants
are sacred and honourable, requiring to be ch.'onicled.

"I am glad to see you, sir," I said. "I would offer

you a chair, but— you see, sir," I went on, "I have
lived in Montopolis only three weeks, and I have not
met many of our citizens." I turned a doubtful eye upon
his dust-stained shoes, and concluded with a news-
paper phrase, "I suppose that you reside in our
midst?"

My visitor fumbled in his raiment, drew forth a
soiled card, and handed it to me. Upon it was written,
in phiin but unsteadily formed characters, the name
"MichobAder."

"I am glad you called, Mr. Ader," I said. "As
one of our older citizens, you must view with pride
the recent growth and enterprise of Montopolis.
Among other improvements. I think I can promise
that the town will now be provided with a live, enter-
prising newspa "



The Door 0/ Unre»t 119

"Do ye know the name on that card?" asked my
caller, interrupting me.

"It is not a familiar one to me," I said.
Again he visited the depths of his ancient, vestments.

This time he brought out a torn leaf of some book or
journal, brown and flimsy with age. The heading
of the page wai the TurkUh Spy in old-style type;
the printmg upon it was this;

"There is a man come to Paris In this year 164S
who pretends to have lived these sixteen hundred years.
He says of himself that he was a shoemaker in Jem-
salem at the time of the Crucifixion; that his name is
Michob Ader; and that when Jesus, the Christian
Messias, was condemned by Pontius Pilate, the
Boman president, he paused to rest whUe bearing his
cross to the place of crucifixion before the door of
Michob Ader. The shoemaker struck Jesus with his
fist, saying: *Go; why tarriest thou?' The Messias
answered him: 'I indeed am going; but thou shalt
tarry until I come'; thereby condemning him to live
until the day of judgment. He Uves forever, but
at the end of every hundred years he falls into a fit
or trance, on recovering from which he finds himself
in the same state of youth in which he was when
Jesus suflFered, being then about thirty years of age.
"Such is the story of the Wandering Jew, as told by

Michob Ader, who relates " Here the printing
ended.
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I muft have muttered aloud something to myielf

•bout the Wandering Jew, for the old man spake up,

bitterly and loudly.

"Tb a lie," said he, "like nine tenths of what ye
call history. Tis a Gentile I am, and no Jew. I am
after footing it out of Jerusalem, my son; but if that

makes me a Jew, then everything that comes out of

a bottle is babies' milk. Ye have my name on the

card ye hold; and ye have read the bit of paper they

call the Turkish Spy that printed the news when I

stepped into their office on the 12th day of June, in

the year 164S, just as I have called upon ye to-day."

I laid down my pencil and pad. Clearly it would

not do. Here was an item for the local column of

the Bugle that— but it would not do. Still, frag-

ments of the impossibic "personal" began to flit

through my conventionalized brain. "Uncle Michob
is as spry on his legs as a young chap of only a thousand

or so." "Our venerable caller relates with pride

that George Wash no, Ptolemy the Great — once

dandled him on his knee at his father's house." "Un-
cle Michob says that our wet spring was nothing in

comparison with the dampness that ruined the crops

around Mount Ararat when he was a boy "

But no, no— it would not do.

I was trying to think of some conversational subject

with which to interest my visitor, and was hesitating

between walking matches and the Pliocene age, when
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the old man suddenly began to weep poignanUy and
distreufuUy.

"Cheer up, Mr. Ader," I said, a little awkwardly;
"this matter may blow over in a few hundred years
more. There has already been a decided reaction
m favour of Judas Iscariot and Colonel Burr and the
celebrated violinist. Signor Nero. This is the age of
whitewash. You must not aUow yourself to become
down-hearted."

Unknowingly, I had struck a chord. The old man
blinked belligerently through his senile tears.

"TU time," he said, "that the liars be doin* jusUce
to somebody. Yer historians are no more than a
pack of old women gabblin' at a wake. A finer man
than the Imperor Nero niver wore sandals. Man, I
was at the Ki::uin' of Rome. I knowed the Imperor
well, for in them days I was a well-known char-acter.
In thim days they had rayspect for a man that lived
forever.

"But 'twas of the Imperor Nero I was goin* to tell
ye. I struck into Rome, up the Appian Way. on the
night of July the 16th, the year 64. I had just stepped
down by way of Siberia and Afghanistan; and one
foot of me had a frost-bite, and the other a blister
burned by the sand of the desert; and I was feelin' a
bit blue from doin* patrol duty from the North Pole
down to the Last Chance comer i Patagonia, and
bein* miscalled a Jew in the bargain. Well. I'm tellin*

hi¥ 1*

i



122 Sixes and Sevens

ye I was passin' the Circus Maximus, and it was dark
as pitch over the way, and then I heard somebody
sing out, 'Is that you, Michob?'

"Over ag'inst the wall, hid out amongst a pile of

barrels and old dry-goods boxes, was the Imperor Nero
wid his togy wrapped around his toes, smokin' a long,

black segar.

'•"'Have one, Michob?' says he.

" 'None of the weeds for me,' says I— 'nayther pipe

nor segar. What's the use,' says I, 'of smokin' when
ye've not got the ghost of a chance of killin' yeself

by doin' it?'

'"True for ye, Michob Ader, my perpetual Jew,'

says the Imperor; 'ye're not always wandering. Sure,

'tis danger gives the spice of our pleasures — next to

their bein' forbidden.*

•"And for what,' says I, 'do ye smoke be night in

dark places widout even a cinturion in plain clothes

to attend ye?*

'"Have ye ever heard, Michob,' says the Imperor,

*of predestinarianism?'

"'I've had the cousin of it,' says I. 'I've been on
the trot with pedestrianism for many a year, and more
to come, as ye well know.'

" 'The longer word,' says me friend Nero, 'is the

tachin' of this new sect of people they call the

Christians. *Tis them that's raysponsible for me
smokin' be night in holes and comers of the dark.'
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" Ard then I sets down and takes off a shoe and rubs
me fo<»i that is frosted, and the Imperor tells me about
it. It seems that since I passed that way before, the
ImpCi-or had mandamused the Impress wid a divorce

suit, and Misses Poppsea, a cilibrated lady, was in-

gaged, widout riferences, as housekeeper at the palace.

*A11 in one day,' says the Imperor, 'she puts up new
lace windy-curtains in the palace and joins the anti-

tobacco society, and whin I feels the need of a smoke
1 must be after sneakin' out to these piles of lumber
in the dark.' So there in the dark me and the Imperor

sat, and I told him of me travels. And when they

say the Imperor was an incindiary, they lie. 'Twas
that night the fire started that burnt the city. 'Tis

my opinion that it began from a stump of segar that

he threw down among the boxes. And 'tis a lie that

he fiddled. He did all he could for six days to stop

it, sir.

And now I detected a new flavour to Mr. Michob
Ader. It had not been myrrh or balm or hyssop that

I had smelled. The emanation was the odour of bad
whiskey— and, worse still, of low comedy— the sort

that small humorists manufacture by clothing the

grave and reverend things of legend and history in

the vulgar, topical frippery that passes for a certain

kind of wit. Michob Ader as an impostor, claiming nine-

teen hundred years, and playing his part with the de-

cency of respectable lunacy, I could endure; but as a
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tedious wag, cheapening his egregious story with song-

book levity, his importance as an entertainer grew less.

And then, as if he suspected my tlioughts, he sud-

denly shifted his key.

"You'll excuse me, sir," he whined, "but sometimes

I get a little mixed in my head. I am a very old man;

and it is hard to remember everj ching."

I knew that he was right, and that I should not try

to reconcile him with Roman history; so I asked for

news concerning other ancients with whom he had

walked familiar.

Above my desk hung an engraving of Raphael's

cherubs. You could yet make out their forms, though

the dust blurred their outlines strangely.

"Ye calls them 'cher-rubs'," cackled the old man.

"Babes, ye fancy they are, with wings. And there's

one wid legs and a bow and arrow that ye call Cupid

— I know where they was found. The great-great-

great-grandfather of thim all was a billy-goat. Bein'

an editor, sir, do ye happen to know where Solomon's

Temple stood?"

I fancied that it was in— in Persia? Well, I did

not know.

"'Tis not in history nor in the Bible where it was.

But I saw it, meself. The first pictures of cher-rubs

and cupids was sculptured upon thim walls and pillars.

Two of the biggest, sir, stood in the adytum to form

the baldachin over the Ark. But the wings of thim
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sculptures was intindid for homs. And the faces was
the faces of goats. Ten thousand goats there was in
and about the temple. And your cher-rubs was billy-
goats in the days of King Solomon, but the painters
misconstrued the horns into wings.

"And I knew Tamerlane, the lame Timour, sir,

very well. I saw him at Keghut and at Zaranj.
He was a little man no 'arger than yerself. with hair
the colour of an amber pipe stem. They buried him
at Samarkand. I was at the wake, sir. Oh, he
was a fine built man in his coffin, six feet long, with
black whiskers to his face. And I see 'em throw turnips
at the Imperor Vispacian in Africa. All over the world
I have tramped, sir, without the body of me findin'
any rest. 'Twas so commanded. I saw Jerusalem
destroyed, and Pompeii go up in the fireworks; and I
was at the coronation 'of Charlemagne and the lynchin'
of Joan of Arc. And everywhere I go there comes
storms and revolutions and plagues and fires. 'Twas
so commanded. Ye have heard of the Wandering
Jew. 'Tis all so, except that divil a bit am I a Jew.
But history lies, as I have told ye. Are ye quite sure,
s' ', that yt haven't a drop of whiskey convenient? Ye
well know that I have many miles of walking
before me."

" I have none," said I, "and, if you please, I am about
to leave for my supper."

I pushed my chair back creakingly. This ancient fff

k
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landlubber was becoming as great an affliction as any

cross-bowed mariner. He shook a musty effluvium

from his piebald clothes, overturned my inkstand, and

went on with his insufferable nonsense.

"I wouldn't mind it so much," he compldned, "if

it wasn't for the work I must do on Good Fridays.

Ye know about Pontius Pilate, sir, of course. His

body, whin he killed himself, was pitched into a lake

on the Alps mountains. Now, listen to the job that

'tis mine to perform on the night of ivery Good Friday.

The ould divil goes down 'n the pool and drags up

Pontius, and the water is bilin' and spewin' like a wash

pot. And the ould divil sets the body on top of a

throne on the rocks, and thin comes me share of the

job. Oh, sir, ye would pity me thin— ye would pray

for the poor Wandering Jew that niver was a Jew if

ye could see the horror of the thing that I must do.

'Tis I that must fetch a bowl of water and kneel down

before it till it washes its hands. I declare to ye thai

Pontius Pilate, a man dead two hundred years, dragged

up with the lake slime coverin' him and fishes wrigglin*

inside of him widout eyes, and in the discomposition of

the body, sits there, sir, and washes his hands in the

bowl I hold for him on Good Fridays. 'Twas so

commanded."

Clearly, the matter had progressed far beyond the

scope of the Bugle's local column. There might have

been employment here for the alienist as for those
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who circulate the pledge; b'lt I had had enough of it.

I got up, and repeated that I must go.

At this he seized my coat, grovelled upon my desk,

and burst again into distressful weeping. Whatever
it was about, I said to myself that his grief was genuine.

"Come now, Mr. Ader," I ^aid, soothingly; "what
is the matter?"

The answer came brokenly through his racking sobs:

"Because I would not. . .let the poor Christ

. . . rest. . . upon the step."

His hallucination seemed beyond all reasonable
answer; yet the effect of it upon him scarcely merited
disrespect. But I knew nothing that might assuage ^t;

and I told him once more that both of us should be
leaving the office at once.

Obedient at last, he raised himself from my dishev-
elled desk, and permitted me to half lift him to the
floor. The gale of his grief had blown away his words;
his freshet of tears had soaked away the crust of his

grief. Reminiscence died in him— at least, the
coherent part of it.

"'Twas me that did it," he muttered, as I led him
toward tbe door— "me, the shoemaker of Jerusalem."

I got him to the sidewalk, and in the augmented
light I saw that his face was seared and lined and
warped by a sadness almost incredibly the product of
a single lifetime.

And tiien high up in the firmameatal darkness we

4
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heard the clamant cries of some great, passing birds.

My Wandering Jew lifted his hand, with side-tilted

head.

"The Seven Whistlers!" he said, as one introduces

well-known fi lends.

"Wild geese," said I; "but I confess that their num-
ber is beyond me,"

"They follow me everywhere," he said. " 'Twas so

commanded. What ye hear is the souls of the seven

Jews that helped with the Crucifixion. Sometimes

they're plovers and sometimes geese, but ye'U find

them always flyin' where I go."

I stood, uncertain how to take my leave. I looked

down the street, shuflSed my feet, looked back again

— and felt my hair rise. The old man had disappeared.

And then my capillaries relaxed, for I dimly saw him

footing it away through the darkness. But he walked

so swiftly and silently and contrary to the gait prom-

ised by his age that my composure was not all

restored, though I knew not why.

That night I was foolish enough to take down some

dust-covered volumes from my modest shelves. I

searched "Hermippus Redivvus" and "Salathiel"

and the "Pepys Collection" in vain. And then in a

book called "The Citizen of the World," and in one

two centuries old, I came upon what I desired. Mi-

chob Ader had indeed come to Paris in the year 1643,

and related to the Turkish Spy an extraordinary



The Door oj Unrest 129

«tory. He claimed to be the Wandering Jew, and
that

But here I fell asleep, for my editorial duties had
not been light that day.

Judge Hoover was the Bugle's candidate for congress
Having to confer with him. I sought his home early
the next morning; and we walked together down town
through a little street with which I was unfamiliar
"Did you ever hear of Michob Ader?" I asked him

smiling.
*

"Why, yes," said the judge. "And that reminds
me of my shoes he has for mending. Here is his
shop now."

Judge Hoover stepped into a dingy, small shop.
1 looked up at the sign, and saw "Mike O'Bader
Boot and Shoe Maker," on it. Some wild geese
passed above, honking dearly. I scratched my ear
and frowned, and then trailed into the shop.
There sat my Wandering Jew on his shoemaker's

bench, trimming a half-sole. He was drabbled with
dew, grass-stained, unkempt, and miserable; and on
his face was still the unexplained wretchedness, the
problematic sorrow, the esoteric woe, that had been
written there by nothing less, it seemed, than the sty-
lus of the centuries.

Judge Hoover inquired kindly concerning his shoes
The old shoemaker looked up, and spoke sanely enough.
He had been ill, he said, for a few days. The next

m
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day the shoes would be ready. Ka looked at me, and

I could see that I had no place in his memory. So out

we went, and on our way.

"Old Mike," remarked the candidate, "has been on

one of his sprees. He gets crazy drunk regularly once

a month. But he's a good shoemaker."

"What is his history?" I inquired.

"Whiskey," epitomized Judge Hoover. "That
explams him."

I was silent, but I did not accept the explanation.

And so, when I had the chance, I asked old man Sel-

lers, who browsed daily on my exchanges. ,

"Mike O'Bader," said he, "was makin* shoes in

Montopolis when I come here goin' on fifteen year

ago. I guess whiskey's his trouble. Once a month
he gets oflp the track, and stays so a week. He's got

a rigmarole somethin' about his bein* a Jew pedler

that he tells ev'rybody. Nobody won't listen to him

any more. When he's sober he ain't sich a fool —
he's got a sight of books in the back room of his shop

that he reads. I guess you can lay all his trouble to

whiskey."

But again I would not. Not yet was my Wandering

Jew rightly construed for me. I trust that women
may not be allowed a title to all the curiosity in the

world. So when Montopolis's oldest inhabitant (some

ninety score years younger than Michob Ader)

dropped in to acquire promulgation in print, I

_4^



The Door of Unrest ISl

siphoned his perpetual trickle of reminiscence in

the direction of the uninterpreted maker of shoes.

Uncle Abner was the Complete History of Tlon-

topolis, bound in butternut.

"O'Bader," he quavered, "come here in '69. He
was the first shoemaker in the place. Folks generally

considers him crazy at times now. But 'le don't

harm nobody. I s'pose drinkin' upset his mind —
yes, drinkin' very likely done it. It's a powerful bad
thing, drinkin'. I'm an old, old man, sir, and I never

see no good in drinkin'."

I felt disappointment. I was willing to admit drink

in the case of my shoemaker, but I preferred it as a

recourse instead of a cause. Why had he pitched upon
his perpetual, strange note of the Wandering Jew?

Why his unutterable grief during his aberration?

I could not yet accept whiskey as an explanation.

"Did Mike O'Bader ever have a great loss or trouble

of any kind?" I asked.

"Lemme see! About thirty year ago there was

somethin' of the kind, I recollect. Montopolis, sir,

in them days used to be a mighty strict place.

"Well, Mike O'Bader had a daughter then —

a

right pretty girl. She was too gay a sort for Montop-
olis, so one day she slips oflf to another town and runs

away with a circus. It was two years before she comes

back, all fixed up in fine clothes and rinps and jewellery,

to see Mike. He wouldn't have nothin' to do with

f\m
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her, so she stays around town awhile, anyway. I

reckon the men folks wouldn't have raised no objec-

tions, but the women egged 'em on to order her to

leave town. But she had plenty of spunk, and told

'em to mind their own business.

"So one night they decided to run her away. A
crowd of men and women drove her out of her house,

and chased her with sticks and stones. She run to

her father's door, callin' for help. Mike opens it, and

when he sees who it is he hits her with his fist and

knocks her down and shuts the door.

"And then the crowd kept on chunkin' her till she

run c'ear out of town. And the next day they finds

her drowned dead in Hunte. 's mill pond. I mind it all

now. That was thirty year ago."

I leaned back in my non-rotary revolving chair and

nodded gently, Uke a mandarin, at my pastepot.

"When old Mike has a spell," went on " \e Abner,

tepidly garrulous, "he thinks he's the ,«anderin'

Jew."

"He is," said I, nodding awa;'.

And Uncle Abner cackled insinuatingly at the editor's

remark, for he was expecting at least a "stickful"

in the "Personal Notes" of the Bugle.
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THE DUPLICITY OF HARGRAVES

When Major Pendleton Talbot, of Mobile, sir,

and his daughter. Miss Lydia Talbot, came to Wash-
ington to reside, they selected for a boarding place a
house that stood fifty yards back from one of the
quietest avenues. It was an old-fashioned brick
building, with a portico upheld by tall white pillars.

The yard was shaded by stately locusts and elms.
and a catalpa tree in season rained its pink and white
blossoms upon the grass. Rows of high box bushes
lined the fence and walks. It w the Southern style
and aspect of the place that pleased the eyes of
the Talbot s.

In this pleasant, private boarding house they en-
gaged rooms, including a study for Major Talbot,
who was adding the finishing chapters to his book,
"Anecdotes and Reminiscences of the Alabama Army,
Bench, and Bar."

Major Talbot was of the old. old South. The pres-
ent day had little interest or excellence in his eyes.
His mind lived in that period before the Civil War.
when the Talbots owned thousands of acres of fine

188
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cotton land and the slaves to till them; when the

family mansion was the scene of princely hospitality,

and drew its guests from the aristocracy of the South.

Out of that period he had brought all its old pride and

scruples of honour, an antiquated and punctilious

politeness, ami (you would think) its wanlrobe.

Such clothes were surely never made within fifty

years. The major was tall, but whenever he made

that wonderful, archaic genuflexion he called a how,

the comers of his frock coat swept the floor. That

garmcBt was a surprise even to Washington, which

has long ago ceased to shy at the frocks and broad-

brimmed hats of Southern congressmen. One of

the boarders christened it a "Father Hubbard,"

and it certainly was high in the waist and full in the

skirt.

But the major, with all his queer clothes, his immense

area of plaited, ravelling shirt bosom, and the little

black string tie with the bow always slipping on one

side, both was smiled at and liked in Mrs. Vardeman's

select boarding house. Some of the young depart-

ment clerks would often "string him," as they called

it, getting him started upon the subject dearest to

him— the traditions and history of his beloved South-

land. During his talks he would quote freely from

the "Anecdotes and Reminiscences." But they

were very careful not to let him see their designs, for

in spite of his sixty-eight years, he could make the
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boldest of them uncomfortable under the steady regard
of his piercing gray eyes.

Miss Lydia was a plump, little old maid of thirty-

five, with smoothly drawu, tightly twisted hair that

made her look still older. Old fashioned, too. she

was; but ante-bellum glory did not radiate from her

as it did from the major. She possessed a thrifty

common sense; and it was she who handled the fi-

nances of the family, and met all comers when there

were bills to pay. The major regarded board bills

and wash bills as contemptible nuisances. They kept
coming in so persistently and so often. Why, the

major wanted to know, could they not be filed and paid
in a lump sum at some convenient period — say when
the "Anecdotes and Reminiscences" had been pub-
lished and paid for? Miss Lydia would calmly go on
with her sewing and say, ** We'll pay as we go as long

as the money lasts, and then perhaps they'll have to

lump it."

Most of Mrs. Vardeman's boarders were away dur-
ing the day, being nearly all department clerl^ and
business men; but there was one of them who was
about the house a great deal from morning to night.

This was a young man named Henry Hopkins Har-
graves — every one in the house addressed him by
his full name— who was engaged at one of the popular
vaudeville theatres. Vaudeville has risen to such a
respectable plane in the last few years, and Mr. Har-
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graves was such a modest and well-mannered person,
that Mrs. Vardeman could find no objection to en^
rolling him upon her list of boarders.

At the theatre Hargraves was known as an all-round
dialect comedian, having a large repertoire of Ger-
man, Irish, Swede, and black-face specialties. But
Mr. Hargraves was ambitious, and often spoke of his
great desire to succeed in legitimate comedy.

This young man appeared to conceive a strong fancy
for Major. Talbot. Whenever that gentleman would
begin his Southern reminiscences, or repeat some of
the liveliest of the anecdotes, Hargraves could always
be found, the most attentive among his listeners.

For a time the major showed an inclination to dis-
courage the advances of the "play actor," as he pri-
vately termed him; but soon the young man's agree-
able manner and indubitable appreciation of the old
gentleman's stories completely won him over.

It was not long before the two were like old chums.
The major set apart each afternoon to read to him the
manuscript of his book. During the anecdotes Har-
graves never failed to laugh at exactly the right point.
The major was moved to declare to Miss Lydia one
day that young Hargraves possessed remarkable
perception and a gratifying respect for the old regime.
And when it came to talking of those old days— if

Major Talbot liked to talk. Mr. Hargraves was en-
tranced to hsten.



The Duplicity of Hargraves 137

Like almost all old people who talk of the past, the
major loved to linger over details. In describing the
splendid, ahnost royal, days of the old planters, he
would hesitate until he had recalled the name of the
Negro who held his horse, or the exact date of certain
minor happenmgs. or the number of bales of cotton
raised m such a year; but Hargraves never grew
mipatient or lost interest. On the contrary, he would
advance questions on a variety of subjects connected
with the life of that time, and he never failed to
extract ready replies.

The fox hunts, the 'possum suppers, the hoe downs
aad jubUees in the Negro quarters, the banquets in
the plantation-house haU, when invitations went for
fifty miles around; the occasional feuds with the neigh-
bourmg gentry; the major's duel with Rathbone
Culbertson about Kitty Chalmers, who afterward
marned a Thwaite of South Carolina; and private
yacht races for fabulous sums on Mobile Bay; the
quaint beliefs, improvident habits, and loyal virtues of
the old slaves-all these were subjects that held both
the major and Hargraves absorbed for hours at a time.
Sometimes, at night, when the young man would be

coming upstairs to his room after his turn at the
theatre was over, the major would appear at the door

^ his study and beckon archly to him. Going in,
Hargraves would find a Uttle table set with a decanter'
sugar bowl, fruit, and a big bunch of fresh green mint!
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"It occurred to me," the major would begin— he

was always ceremonious— "that perhaps you might

have found your duties at the— at your place of occu-

pation— sufficiently arduous to enable you, Mr.

Hargraves, to appreciate what the poet might well

have had in his mind when he wrote, 'tired Nature's

sweet restorer,'—one of our Southern juleps."

It was a fascination to Hargraves to watch him make

it. He took rank among artists when he began, and

he never varied the process. With what delicacy he

bruised the mint; with what exquisite nicety he es-

timated the ingredients; with what solicitous care he

capped the compound with the scarlet fruit glowing

against the dark green fringe! And then the hospital-

ity and grace with which he offered it, after the selected

oat straws had been plunged into its tinkling depths!

After about four months in Washington, Miss

Lydia discovered one morning that they were almost

without money. The "Anecdotes and Reminiscences"

was completed, but publishers had not jumped at the

collected gems of Alabama sense and wit. The rental

of a small house which they still owned in Mobile was

two months in arrears. Their board money for the

month would be due in three days. Miss Lydia

called her father to a consultation.

"No money?" said he with a surprised look. "It

is quite annoying to be called on so frequently for

these petty sums. BeaHy, I
"
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The major searched his pockets. He found only
a two-doUar biU, which he returned to his vest
pocket.

^^

"I must attend to this at once, Lydia," he said.
"Kindly get me my umbrella and I will go down town
immediately. The congressman from our district.

General Fulghum, assured me some days ago that he
would use his influence to getmy bock published at
an early date. I will go to his hotel at once and see
what arrangement has been made."
With a sad little smile Miss Lydia watched him

button his "Father Hubbard" and depart, pausing at
the door, as he always did, to bow profoundly.
That evening, at dark, he returned. It seemed that

Congressman Fulghum had seen the publisher who had
the major's manuscript for reading. That person
had said that if the anecdotes, etc., were carefully
pruned down about one half, in order to eliminate the
sectional and class prejudice with which the book
was dyed from end to end, he might consider its

publication.

The major was in a white heat of anger, but regained
his equanimity, according to his code of manners, as
soon as he was in Miss Lydia's presence.

"We must have money," said Miss Lydia, with a
little wrinkle above her nose. "Give me the two
doUars, and I will telegraph to Uncle Ralph for some
to-night."
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The major drew a small envelope from his upper

vest pocket and tossed it on the table.

"Perhaps it was injudicious," he said mildly, "but

the sum was so merely nominal that I bought tickets

to the theatre to-night. It's a new war drama, Lydia.

I thought you would be pleased to witness its first

production in Washington. I am told that the South

has very fair treatment in the play, I confess I should

like to see the performance myself."

Miss Lydia threw up her hands in silent despair.

Still, as the tickets were bought, they might as well

be used. So that evening, as they sat in the theatre

listening to the lively overture, even Miss Lydia was

minded to relegate their troubles, for the hour, to

second place. The major, in spotless linen, with his

extraordinary coat showing only where it was closely

buttoned, and his white hair smoothly roached, looked

really fine and distinguished. The curtain went up

on the first act of "A Magnolia Flower," revealing a

typical Southern plantation scene. Major Talbot

betrayed some interest.

"Oh, see!" exclaimed Miss Lydia, nudging his

arm, and pointing to her programme.

The major put on his glasses and read the line in

the cast of characters that her finger indicated.

Col. Webster Calhoun. . . . H. Hopkins

Hargraves.

"It's our Mr. Hargraves," said Miss Lydia. "It
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must be his first appearance in what he caUa 'the le-
gitimate.' I'm so glad for him."
Not unta the second act did Col. Webster Cal-

houn appear upon the stage. When he made his
entry Major Talbot gave an audible sniff, glared at
him, and seemed to freeze sc»lid. Miss Lydia uttered
a little, ambiguous squeak and crumpled her pro-
gramme in her hand. For Colotel Calhoun was made
up as nearly resembling Major Talbot as one pea does
another. The long, thin white hair, curly at the
ends, the aristocratic beak of a nose, the crumpled,
wide, raveUing shirt front, the string tie, with the bow
nearly under one ear, were almost exactly duplicated.
And then, to clinch the imitation, he wore the twin
to the major's supposed to be unparalleled coat.
High-coUared, baggy, empire-waisted, ample-skirted,
hanging a foot lower in front than behind, the garment
could have been designed from no other pattern.
From then on, the major and Miss Lydia sat
bewitched, and saw the counterfeit presentment
of a haughty Talbot "dragged," as the major
afterward expressed it, "through the slanderous mire
of a corrupt stage."

Mr. Hargraves had used his opportunities well.
He had caught the major's little idiosyncrasies of
speech, accent, and intonation and his pompous court-
Uness to perfection— exaggerating all to the purposes
of the stage. When he performed that marvellous

a.
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bow that the major fondly imagined to be the pink
of all salutations, the audience sent forth a sudden
round of hearty applause.

Miss Lydia sat immovable, not daring to glance
toward her father. Sometimes her hand next to him
would be laid against her cheek, as if to conceal the
smile which, in spite of her disapproval, she could not
entirely suppress.

The culmination of Hargraves's audacious imitation
took place in the third act. The scene is where Colo-
nel Calhoun entertains a few of the neighbouring
planters in his "den."

Standing at a table in the centre of the stage, with
his friends grouped about him, he delivers that inimi-

table, rambling, character monologue so famous in
"A Magnolia Flower," at the same time that he
deftly makes juleps for the party.

Major Talbot, sitting quietly, but white with m-
dignation, heard his best stories retold, his pet theories

and hobbies advanced and expanded, and the dream
of the "Anecdotes and Reminiscences" served, ex-

aggerated and garbled. His favourite narrative—
that of his duel with Rathbone Culbertson— was not
omitted, and it was delivered with more fire, egotism,

and gusto than the major hunself put into it.

The monologue concluded with a quaint, delicious,

witty little lecture on the art of concocting a julep,

illustrated by the act. Here Major Talbot's delicate
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but showy science waa reproduced to a hair's breadth
-from his damty handling of the fragrant weed -
the one-thousandth part of a grain too much pres-

sure, genUemen, and you extract the bitterness, in-
stead of the aroma, of this heaven-bestowed plant"— to his solicitous selection of the oaten straws.
At the close of the scene the audience raised a tu-

multuous roar of appreciation. The portrayal of the
type was so exact, so sure and thorough, that the
leading characters in the play were forgotten. After
repeated calls, Hargraves came before the curtam and
bowed, his rather boyish face bright and flushed with
the knowledge of success.

At last Miss Lydia turned and looked at the major.
His thm nostrils were working like the gills of a fish.
He laid both shaking hands upon the arms of his chair
to rise.

"We will go. Lydia." he said chokmgly. "This
is an abominable— desecration."

B^ore he could rise, she pulled him back into his seat.
We will stay it out." she declared. "Do vou want

to advertise the copy by exhibiting the original coat?"
So they remained to the end.

Hargraves's success must have kept him up late
^at night, for neither at the breakfast nor at the
dmner table did he appear.

About three in the afternoon he tapped at the door
Df Major Talbot's study. The major opened it. and

'ail'

I



144 Sixes and Sevens

Hargraves walked in with his hands full of the morning

papers— too full of his triumph to notice anything

unusual in the major's demeanour.

"I put it all over 'em last night, major," he began

exultantly. "I had my inning, and, I think, scored.

Here's what the Pott says:

His conception and portrayal of the old-time South-

em colonel, with his absurd grandiloquence, his

eccentric garb, his quaint idioms and phrases, his

moth-eaten pride of family, and his really kind heart,

fastidious sense of honour, and lovable simplicity, is

the best delineation of a character role on the boards

to-day. The coat worn by Colonel Calhoun is itself

nothing less than an evolution of genius. Mr. Har-

graves has captured his public.

"How does that sound, major, for a first nighter?"

"I had the honour"— the major's voice sounded

ominously frigid
—"of witnessing your very remark-

able performance, sir, last night."

Hargraves looked disconcerted.

"You were there? I didn't know you ever— I

didn't know you cared for the theatre. Oh, I say,

Major Talbot," he exclaimed frankly, "don't you be

offended. I admit I did get a lot of pointers from you

that helped me out wonderfully in the part. But

it's a type, youJmow— not individual. The way the

audience caught on shows that. Half the patrons of

that theatre are Southerners. They recognized it."
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"Mr. Hargravea," said the major, who had remained
standing, "you have put upon me an unpardonable
insult. You have burlesqued my person, grossly

betrayed my confidence, and misused my hospitality.

If I thought you possessed the faintest conception of

what is the sign manual of a gentleman, or what is

due one, I would call you out, sir, old as I am. I will

ask you to leave the room, sir."

The actor appeared to be slightly bewildered, and
seemed hardly to take in the full meaning of the old

gentleman's words.

"I am truly sorry you took offence," he said regret-

fully. "Up here we don't look at things just as you
people do. I know men who would buy out half the

house to have their personality put on the stage so the

public would recognize it."

"They are not from Alabama, sir," said the major
haughtily.

"Perhaps rot. I have a pretty good memory,
major; let me quote a few lines from your book. In
response to a toast at a banquet given in — Milledge-

ville, I believe— you uttered, and intend to have
printed, these words:

The Northern man is utterly without sentiment or
warmth except in so far as the feelings may be turned
to his own commercial profit. He will suffer without
resentment any imputation cast upon the honour of
himself or his loved ones that does not bear with it
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the coiuequence of pecuniary lou. In his duirity,
he gives with a liberal hand; but it must be heralded
with the trumpet and clm>nicled in brass.

"Do you thmk that picture is fairer than the one you
saw of Colonel Calhoun last night?"

"The description," said the major frownmg. "is
— not without grounds. Some exag —• latitude must
be allowed in public speaking."

"And in public acting," replied Hargraves.

"That is not the point," persisted the major, un-
relenting. "It was a personal caricature. I posi-

tively decline to overlook it, sir."

"Major Talbot," said Hargraves, with a winning
smile, "I wish you would imderstand me. I want you
to know that I never dreamed of insulting you. In my
profession, all life belongs to me. I take what I want,
and what I can, .d return it over the footlights.

Now, if you will, /s let it go at that. I came in to
see you about Siimething else. We've been pretty
good friends for some months, and I'm going to take
the risk of offending you again. I know you are hard
up for money— never mind how I found out; a board-
ing house is no place to keep such matters secret

—

and I want you to let me help you out of the pinch.

I've been there often enough myself. I've been
getting a fair salary all the season, and I've saved
some money. You're welcome to a couple hundred
— or even more— until you get "
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•*Stop!'* commanded the major, with his arm out-
•Iretched. "It seem* that my book didn't lie, after
•U. You think your money aalve will heal all the hurta
d honour. Under no circumstances would I accept
a loan from a casual acquaintance; and as to you, sir,

I would starve before I would consider your insulting
offer of a financial adjustment of the circumstances
we have discussed. I beg to repeat my request rela-
tive to your quitting the apartment."
Hargraves took his departure without another word.

He also left the house the same day, moving, as Mrs.
Vardeman explained at the supper table, nearer the
vicinity of the down-town theatre, where "A Magno-
lia Flower" was booked for a week's run.

Critical wa« the situation with Major Talbot and
Mias Lydia. There was no one in Washington to
whom the major's scruples allowed him to apply for a
loan. Miss Lydia wrote a letter to Uncle Ralph, but
it was doubtful whether that relative's constricted
affairs would permit him to furnish help. The major
was forced to make an apologetic address to Mrs.
Vardeman regarding the delayed payment for board,
referring to "delinquent rentals" and "delayed re-
mittances" in a rather confused strain.

Deliverance came from an entirely unexpected source.
Late one afternoon the door maid came up and

announced an old coloured man who wanted to see
Major Talbot. The major asked that he be sent up
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to hii ftiidy. Soon an dd darkey Appeared in the

doorway, with hit hat in hand, bowing, and icrai^ng

with one clumsy foot. He wu quite decently dressed

in a baggy suit of black. His big, coarse shoes shone

with a metallic lustre suggestive of stove polish.

His >>ushy wool was gray — almost white. After

middle life, it is diflScult to estimate the age of a Negro.

This one might have seen as many years as had Major

Talbot.

"I be bound you don't know me, Mars' Pendleton,"

were his first words.

The major rose and came forward at the old, famil-

iar style of address. It was one of the old plantation

darkeys without a doubt; but they Lad been widely

scattered, and he could not recall the voice or face.

"I don't believe I do," he said kindly—"unless you

will assist my memory."

"Don't you 'member Cindy's Mose, Mars' Pendle-

ton, what 'migrated 'mediately after de war?"

"Wait a moment," said the major, rubbing his

forehead with the tips of his fingers. He loved to recall

everything connected with those beloved days. "Cin-

dy's Mose," he reflected. "You worked among the

horses— breaking the colts. Yes, I remember now.

After the surrender, you took the name of— don't

prompt me— Mitchell, and went to the West— to

Nebraska."

"Yassir, yassir," — the old man's face stretched

.
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with a delighted grin— "dftt't him. dst's it. New-

bnska. Dat'a me— Moue Mitchell. Old Uncle

Mom Mitchell, dey calU '^ now. Old mars', your

pa, gimme a pah of dem mule cdta when I lef fur to

staht me goin' with. You 'member dem colts. Man*
Pendleton?"

**I don't seem to recall the colts," said the major.

**You know I was married the first year of the war and

living at the old FoUinsbee place. But sit down, sit

down, Uncle Mose. I'm glad to see you. i hope you

have prospered."

Uncle Mose took a chair and laid his hat carefully

on the floor beside it.

"Yassir; of late I done mouty famous. When I

first got to Newbraska, dey folks come all roun' me to

see dem mule colts. Dey ain't see no mules like dem

in Newbraska. I sold dem mules for three hundred

dollars. Yassir— three hundred.

"Den I open a blacksmith shop, suh, and made some

money and bought .<x)me Ian*. Me and my old 'oman

done mised ttp scb'm chillun, and all doin' well 'cept

two of 'em what died. Fo' year ago a railroad come

along and stuht a io^vn slam ag'inst my Ian', and, suh.

Mars' Pendleton. Uncle Mose am worth leb'm thousand

dollars in money, property, and Ian'."

"I'm glad to hear it." said the major heartily.

"Glad to hear it."

"And dat little baby of yo'n, Mars' Pendleton —

If

f '14

m
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one what you name Miss Lyddy~ I be bound dat
little tad done growed up tell nobody wouldn't
know her."

The major stepped to the door and called: "Lydia,
dear, will you come?"

Miss Lydia, looking quite grown up and a little

worried, came in from her room.

"Dar, now! What'd I tell you? I knowed dat
baby done be plum growed up. You don't 'member
Uncle Mose, chUd?"

"This is Aunt Cindy's Mose, Lydia," explained the
majcr "He left Sunnymead for the West when you
were two years old."

"Well," said Miss Lydia, "I can hardly be expected
to remember you. Uncle Mose, at that age. And, as
you say, I'm 'plum growed up,' and was a blessed long
time ago. But I'm glad to see you, even if I can't

remember you."

And she was. And so was the major. Something
alive and tangible had come to link them with the
happy past. The three sat and talked over the olden
times, the major and Uncle Mose correcting or prompt-
ing each other as they reviewed the plantation scenes
and days.

The major inquired what the old man was doing
so far from his home.

"Uncle Mose am a delicate," he exphiined, "to de
grand Baptis' convention in dis city. I never preached
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none, but bein* a reaidin* elder in de church, and able
fur to pay my own expenses, dey sent me along."
"And how did you know we were in Washington?"

inquired Miss Lydia.

"Dey's a cuUud man works in de hotel whar I stops,
what comes from Mobile. He told me he seen Mars*
Pendleton comin' outen dish here house one mawnin'.
"What I come fur," continued Uncle Mose, reaching

into his pocket— "besides de sight of home folks—
was to pay Mars' Pendleton what I owes him."
"Owe me?" said the major, in surprise.

"Yassir— three hundred dollars." He handed
the major a roU of bills. «When I lef ' old mars* says

:

Take dem mule colts, Mose, and, if it be so you gits

able, pay fur 'em*. Yassir— dem was his words.
De war had done lef * old mars' po' hisself. Old mars*
bein* 'long ago dead, de debt descends to Mars' Pen-
dleton. Three hundred dollars. Uncle Mose is plenty
able to pay now. When dat railroad buy my Ian' I
laid oflF to pay fur dem mules. Count de money. Mars'
Pendleton. Dat's what I sold dem mules fur. Yassir."
Tears were in Major Talbot's eyes. He took Uncle

Mose's hand and laid his other upon his shoulder.
"Dear, faithful, old servitor," he said in an unsteady

voice, "I don't mmd saying to you that 'Mars' Pen-
dleton* spent his last doUar in the world a week ago.
We wiU accept this money. Uncle Mose, since, in a way,
it is a sort of payment, as well as a token of the loyalty

|S,:
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and devotion of the old rtgime. Iydia» my dear, take

the mon«7. You are better fitted than I to manage
its ocpenditure."

"Take it, honey," said Uncle Mose. "Hit belongs

to you. Hit's Talbot money."

After Uncle Mose had gone. Miss Lydia had a good

cry— for joy; and the major turned his face to a

comer, and smoked his clay pipe volcanically.

The succeeding days saw the Talbots restored to

peace and ease. Miss Lydia's face lost its worried

look. The major appeared in a new frock coat, in

which he looked like a wax figure personifying the

memory of his golden age. Another publisher who
read the manuscript of the "Anecdotes and Beminis-

cences" thought that, with a little retouching and

toning down of the high lights, he could make a really

bright and salable volume of it. Altogether, the situ-

ation was comfortable, and not without the touch

of hope that is often sweeter than arrived blessings.

One day, about a week after their piece of good luck,

a maid brought a letter for Miss Lydia to her room.

The postmark showed that it was from New York.

Not knowing any one there. Miss Lydia, in a mild

flutter of wonder, sat down by her table and opened

the letter with her scissors. This was what she read:

Deab Miss Talbot:
I thought you might be glad to learn of my good

fortune. I have received and accepted wa. offer of
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two hundred dollars per week by a New York stock
company to play Colonel Calhoun in "A Magnolia
Flower."

There is something else I wanted you to know. I

guess you'd better not tell Major Talbot. I was
anxious to make him some amends for the great help
he was to me in studying the part, and for the bad
humour he was in about it. He refused to let me, so

I did it anyhow. I could easily spare the three
hundred.

Sincerely yours,

H. Hopkins Habobaves.
P. S. How did I play Uncle Mose?

Major Talbot, passing through the hall, saw Miss

Lydia's door open and stopped.

"Any mail for us this morning, Lydia, dear?" he

asked.

Miss Lydia slid the letter beneath a fold of her dress.

"The MchUe Chronicle came," she said promptly.

"It's on the table in your study."
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LEt ME FEEL YOUR PULSE

So I went to a doctor.

" How long has it been since you took any alcohol
iiito your system?" he asked.

Turning my head sidewise, I answered, "Oh, quite
awkile."

He was a young doctor, somewhere between twenty
and forty. He wore heliotrope socks, but he looked
like Napoleon. I liked him immensely.
"Now," said he, "I am going to show you the effect

of alcohol upon your circuktion." I think it was
"circuktion" he said; though it may have been
"advertising."

He bared my left arm to the elbow, brought out a
bottle of whiskey, and gave me a drink. He began to
look more like Napoleon. I began to like him
better.

Then he put a tight compress on my upper arm,
stopped my pulse with his fingers, and squeezed a
rubber bulb connected with an apparatus on a stand
that looked like a thermometer. The mercurjf
jumped up and down without seeming to stop any-

IM
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where; but the doctor said it registered two hundred
and thirty-seven or one hundred and sixty-five or
some such number.

"Now," said he, "you see what alcohol does to
the blood-pressure."

"It's marveUous," said I, "but do you think it a
sufficient test? Have one on me, and let's try the
other arm." But, no!

Then he grasped my hand. I thought I was doomed
and he was saying good-bye. But aU he wanted to
do was to jab a needle into the end of a finger and com-
pare the red drop with a lot of fifty-cent poker chips
that he had fastened to a card.

"It's the hasmoglobin test," he exphiined. "The
colour of your blood is wrong."
"WeU," said I, "I know it should be blue; but

this is a countiy of mix-ups. Some of my ancestors
were cavaUers; but they got thick with some people
on Nantucket Island, so "

"I mean," said the doctor, "f at the shade of red
is too light."

"Oh," said I, "it's a case of matching instead of
matches."

The doctor then pounded me severely in the region
of the chest. When he did that I don't know whether
he reminded me most of Napoleon or BattUng or Lord
Nelson. Then he looked grave and mentioned a
string of grievances that the flesh is heir to— mostly

i^ ii
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ending in "itis." I inunediately paid him fifteen

dollars on account.

"Is or are it or some or any of them necessarily

fatal?" I asked. I thought my connection with the

matter justified my manifesting a certain amount
of interest.

"All of them," he answered cheerfully. "But
their progress may be arrested. With care and proper

continuous treatment you may live to be eighty-five

or ninety."

I began to think of the doctor's bill. "Eighty-

five would be su£Scient, I am siwe," was my comment.
I paid him ten dollars more on account.

"The first thing to do," he said, with renewed
animation, "is to find a sanitarium where you wiU
get a complete rest for a while, and allow your nerves

to get into a better condition. I myself will go with

you and select a suitable one."

So he took me to a mad-house in the Catskills. It

was on a bare mountain frequented only by infrequent

frequenters. You could see nothing but stones and
boulders, some patches of snow, and scattered pine

trees. The young physician in charge was most
agreeable. He gave me a stimulant without applying

a compress to the arm. It was Itmcheon time, and
we were invited to partake. There were about

twenty inmates at little tables in the dining room.

The young physician in charge came to our table
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and said: "It is a custom with our guests not to
regard themselves as patients, but merely as tired
ladies and gentlemen taking a rest. Whatever
slight maladies they may have ai« never aUuded tom conversation."

My doctor called loudly to a waitress to bring some
phosphoglycerate of lime hash, dog-bread, bromo-
seltzer pancakes, and nux vomica tea for my repast
Then a sound arose like a sudden wind storm among
pme trees. It was produced by every guest in the
room whispering loudly, "Neurasthenia!"— except
one man with a nose, whom I distinctly heard say.
Chrome alcoholism." I hope to meet him again.

Ihe physician in charge turned and walked away.
An hour or so after luncheon he conducted us to

the workshop -say fifty yards from the house.
Ihither the guests had been conducted by the physi-
cian m charge's understudy and sponge-holder- a
man with feet and a blue sweater. He was so taU
«iat I was not sure he had a face; but the Armour
Fackmg Company would have been delighted with
his hands.

"Here," said the physician in charge, "our guests
find relaxation from past mental worries by devoting
themselves to physical labour- recreation, in reaUty."
There were turning-lathes, caipenters' outfits, clay-

modelling tools, spinning-wheels, weaving-frames,
treadmills, bass drums, enlarged-crayon-portrait ap-*
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paratuaes, blacksmith forges, and everything, seem-

ingly, that could interest the paying lunatic

guests of a first-rate sanitarium.

"The lady making mud pies in the comer," whis-

pered the physician in charge," is no other than— Lula

Lulington, the authoress of the novel entitled 'Why

Love Loves.' What she is doing now is simply

to rest her mind after performing that piece of

work."

I had seen the book. "Why doesn't she do it

1^ writing another one instead?" I asked.

As you see, I wasn't as far gone as they thought

I was.

"The gentleman pouring water through the funnel,"

continued the physician in charge, "is a Wail Street

broker broken down from overwork."

I buttoned my coat.

Others he pointed out were architects playing with

Noah's arks, ministers reading Darwin's "Theory of

Evolution," lawyers sawing wood, tired-out society

ladies talking Ibsen to the blue-sweatered s|M)nge-

bolder, a neurotic millionaire lying asleep on the

floor, and a prominent artist drawing a Uttle red wagon

around the room

"You look pret strong," said the physician in

charge to me. "I link the best mental relaxation

for you would be throwing small boulders over the

mounUunside and tlion bringing them up again."
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I was a hundred yards away before my doctor
overtook me.

"What's the matter?" he asked.

"The matter is," said I, "that there are no aero-

planes handy. So I am going to merrily and hastily

jog the foot-pathway to yon station and catch the
first unlimited-soft-coal express back to town."

"Well," said the doctor, "perhaps you are right.

This seems hardly the suitable place for you.
But what you need is rest— absolute rest and
exercise."

That night I went to a hotel in the city, and said

to the clerk: "What I need is absolute rest and
exercise. Can you give me a room with one of those
tall folding beds in it, and a relay of bellboys to'

work it up and down while I rest?"

The clerk rubbed a speck off one of his finger nails

and glanced sidewise at a tall man in a white hat
sitting in the lobby. That man came over and asked
me politely if I had seen the shrubbery at the west
entrance. I had not, so he showed it to me and then
looked me over.

"I thought you had 'em," he said, not unkindly,

"but I guess you're all right. You'd better go see a
doctor, old man."

A \iVTek afterward my doctor tested my blood
pressure ^ain without the preliminary stimidant.
He looked to me a little less like Napoleon. And his

H
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•ocks were of • shade of tan that did not appeal

to me.

"What you need," he decided, "is sea air and

companionship."

"Would a mermaid—" I began; but he slipped

on his professional manner.

"I myself," he said, "will take you to the Hotel

Bonair off the coast of Long Island and see that you

get in good shape. It is a quiet, comfortable resort

where you will soon recuperate."

• The Hotel Bonair proved to be a nine-hundred-

room fashionable hostelry on an island off the main

shore. Everybody who did not dress for dinner was

shoved into a side dining-room and given only a terrapin

and champagne table d'h6te. The bay was a great

stamping ground for wealthy yachtsmen. The Corsair

anchored there the day we arrived. I saw Mr. Mor-

gan standing on deck eating a cheese sandwich and

gazing longingly at the hotel. Still, it was a very inex-

pensive place. Nobody could afford to pay their prices.

When you went away you simply left your baggage,

stole a skiff, and beat it for the mainland in the night.

When I had been there one day I got a pad of

monogrammed telegraph blanks at the clerk's desk

and began to wire to all my friends for get-away money.

My doctor and I played one game of croquet on the

golf links and went to sleep on the lawn.

When we got back to town a thought seemed to
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occur to him suddenly. "By the way," he asked,

"how do you feel?"

"Relieved of very much," I replied.

Now a consulting' physician is different. He
bn't exactly sure whether he is to be paid or not,

and this uncertainty insures you either the most
careful or the most careless attention. My doctor

took me to see a consulting physician. He made a
poor guess and gave me careful attention. I liked

him immensely. He put me through some coordina-

tion exercises.

"Have you a pain m the back of your head?" he
asked. I told him I had not.

"Shut your eyes," he ordered, "put your feet close

together, and jump backward as far as you can."

I always was a good backward jumper with my
eyes shut, so I obeyed. My head struck the edge of

the bathroom door, which had been left open and was
only three feet away. The doctor was very sorry.

He had overlooked the fact that the door was open.

He closed it.

"Now touch your nose with \ our right forefinger,"

he said.

"Where is it?" I asV^^d.

"On your face," saiu he.

"I mean my right forefinger," I explained.

"Oh, excuse me," said he. He reopened the bath-

room door, and I took my finger out of the crack of it.

U

UiJ
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After I had perfonned the marvelloui digito-iuuMl

feat I Mid:

"I do not wish to deceive you as to symptoms.

Doctor: I really have something like a pain in the

back of my head." He ignored the symptom and

examined my heart carefully with a Utest-popular-

air-penny-in-the-slot ear-trumpet. I felt like a ballad.

"Now," he said, "gallop like a horse for about

five minutes around the room."

I gave the best imitation I could of a disqualified

Percheron being led out of Madison Square Garden.

Then, without dropping in a penny, he listened to

my chest again.

"No glanders in our family. Doc," I said.

The consulting physician held up his forefinger

within three inches of my nose. "Look at my finger,"

he comnuinded.

"Did you ever try Pears* " I began; but he

went on with his test rapidly.

"Now look across the bay. At my finger. Across

the bay. At my finger. At my finger. Across the

bay. Across the bay. At my finger. Across the

bay." This for about three minutes.

He explained that this was a test of the action of

the brain. It seemed easy to me. I never once

mistook his finger for the bay. I'll bet that if he had
used the phrases: "Gaze, as it were, unpreoccupied,

outward— or rather laterally — in the direction of



Let M- r,^el Y&ur FvUe 163

the horixon, underlaid, so to speak, with the adjacent

fluid inlet," and "Now, returning— or rather, in a
manner, withdrawing your attention, bestow it upon
my upraised digit" — 1*11 bet, I say, that Hcniy
James himself could have passed the examinatiou.

After asking me if I had ever had a grand uncle

with curvature of the spine or a cousin with .swelled

ankles, the two doctors retired to the bathroom and
jf>.t OL tlic (Jgo of the bath tub for their consultation.

I aLA tin apple, and gazed first at my finger and then

acio>5 t'lc bay.

Ihe doctors cume out looking grave. More: they
looked tombstones and Tennessee-papers-please-copy.

They wrote out a diet list to whiv ii T w^a to be re-

stricted. It hud everything '& a hm] ever heard
of to eat on it, except snails Av \ I i.

unless it overtakes me an^?

"You must follow this

doctors.

"I'd follow it a mile if I could get. !' i !h ci what's
on it," I answered.

"Of next importance," they went on, "is outdoor
air and exercise. And here is a prescription that

will be of great benefit to you."

Then all of us took something. They took their

hats, and I took my departure.

I went to a druggist and showed him the presoip.
tion.

Jji'i'S urst.

eat a snail

nud the

i «-3
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"It will be $2.87 for an ounce bot^e," he said.

"Will you give me a piece of your wrapping cord?"

said I.

I made a hole in the prescription, ran the cord

through it, tied it around my neck, and tucked it

inside. All of us have a little superstition, and mine
runs to a confidence in amulets.

Of course there was nothing the matter with me,

but I was very ill. I couldn't work, sleep, eat, or

bowl. The ordy way I could get any sympathy was
to go without shaving for four days. Even then

somebody would say: "Old man, you look as hardy

as a pine knot. Been up for a jaimt in the Maine
woods, eh?"

Then, suddenly, I remembered that I must have

outd air and exercise. So I went down South to

John's. John is an approximate relative by verdict

of a preacher standing with a little book in his hands

in a bower of chrysanthemums while a hundred

thousand people looked on. John has a country

house seven miles from Pineville. It is at an altitude

and on the Blue Ridge Mountains in a state too

dignified to be dragged into this controversy. John

is mica, which is more valuable and clearer than

gold.

He met me at Pineville, and we took tiie trolley car

to his home. It is a big, neighbourless cottage on a

hill surrounded by a hundred mountaias. We got
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off at his little private station, where John's family
and Amaiyllis met and greeted us. Amaryllis looked
' ' me a tnfle anxiously.

A rabbit came bounding across the hill between
us and the house. I threw down my suit-case and
pursued ,t hotfoot. After I had run twenty yards
and s^n it disappear. I sat down on the grass and
wept disconsolately.

"I can't catch a rabbit any more." I sobbed. "I'm
ofno further use in the world. I may as well be dead."

Oh. wJaat is it -what is it. Brother John?" I
heard Amaryllis say.

"Nerves a little unstrung." said John, in his calmW. Don't worry. Get up. you rabbit-chaser.
and come on to the house before the biscuits get cold

"
It was about twilight, and the mountain came up
nobly to Miss Murfree's descriptions of them.
Soon after dinner I announced that I believed I

wuJd sleep for a year or two. including legal holidays.
bo I was showu to a room as big and cool as a flower
gMden where there was a bed as broad as a lawn.
Soon afterward the remainder of the household re-
tired, and then there fell upon the land a silence.

1 had not heard a silence before in years. It was
absolute I raised myself on my elbow and listened
to It Sleep! I thought that if I only could hear a
star twinkle or a blade of grass sharpen itself I could
compose myself to rest. I thought once that I heard
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I

a sound like the sail of a catboat flapping as it veered

about in a breeze, but I decided that it was probably-

only a tack in the carpet. Still I listened.

Suddenly some bdated little bird alighted upon the

window-sill, and, in what he no doubt considered

deepy tones, enunciated the noise generally translated

at "dieep!"

I leaped into the air.

"Hey! what's the matter down there?" called

John from his room above mine.

"(Ml, nothing," I answered, "except that I acci-

dentally bumped my head against the ceiling."

The iMxt morning I went out on the [porch and

looked at the mountains. There were forty-seven

rf them in sight. I shuddered, went into the big

hdll sitting room of the house, selected "Pancoast's

Family Practice of Medicine" from a bookcase, and

began to read. John came in, took the book away

from me, and led me outside. He has a farm of three

hundred acres furnished with the usual complement

of bams, mules, peasantry, and harrows with three

front teeth broken off. I had seen such things in my
childhood, and my heart began to sink.

Then John spoke of alfalfa, and I brightened at

once. "Oh, yes," said I, "wasn't she in the chorus

of— let's see
"

" Green, you know," said John, " and tender, and you

plow it under after the first season."
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*I know," said I, "and the gass grows over her."
*'Right," said John, "You know swmething about

fanning, after all."

"I know something of some farmers," said I, "and
a sure scythe will mow them down some day."
On the way back to the house a beautiful and inex-

plicable creature walked across our path. I stopped
irresistibly fascinated, gazing at it. John waited
patiently, smoking his cigarette. He is a modem
farmer. After ten minutes he said: "Are you going
to stand there looking at that chicken all day? Break-
fast is nearly ready."

"A chicken?" said I.

"A White Orpington hen, if you want to particu-
larize."

"A White Orpington hen? " I repeated, with intense
interest. The fowl walked slowly away with graceful
dignity, and I followed like a child after the Pied
Piper. Five minutes more were allowed me by John,
and then he took me by the sleeve and conducted
me to breakfast.

After I had been there a week I began to grow
alarmed. I was sleeping and eating well and actually
beginning to enjoy life. For a man in my desperate
condition that would never do. So I sneaked down
to the trolley-car station, took the car for Pineville,
and went to see one of the best physicians in town.
By this time I knew exactly what to do when I needed

I
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medical treatment. I hung my hat on the back of a

chMT, and said rapidly:

"Doctor, I have cirrhosis of the heart, indurated

arteries, neurasthenia, neuritis, acute indigestion, and

convalescence. I am going to live on a strict diet.

I shall also take a tepid bath at night and a cold one

in the morning. I shall endeavour to be cheerful,

and fix my mind on pleasant subjects. In the way

of drugs I intend to take a phosphorous pill three

times a day, preferably after meals, and a tonic com-

posed of the tinctures of gentian, cinchona, calisaya,

and cardamom compound. Into each teaspoonful

<rf this I shall mix tincture of nux vomica, beginning

with one drop and increasing it a drop each day imtil

the maximum dose is reached. I shall drop this with

a medicine-dropper, which can be procured at a trifling

cost at any pharmacy. Good morning."

I took my hat and walked out. After I had closed

the door I remembered something that I had forgotten

to siiy. I opened it again. The doctor had not moved

from where he had been sitting, but he gave a slightly

nervous start when he saw me again.

"I forgot to mention," said I, "that I shall also

take absolute rest and exercise."

After this consultation I felt much better. The

reestablishing in my mind of the fact that I was hope-

lessly ill gave me io much satisfaction that I almost

became gloomy again. There is nothing more alarm-
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ing to a neurasthenic than to feel himself growing welJ
and cheerful.

John looked after me carefully. After I had evinced
so much interest in his White Orpington chicken he
tried his best to divert my mind, and was particular
to lock his hen house of nights. Gradually the tonic
mountain air, the wholesome food, and the daily
walks among the hills so alleviated my malady that
I became utterly wretched and despondent. I heard
of a country doctor who lived in the mountains near-
by. I went to see him and told him the whole story.
He was a gray-bearded man with clear, blue, wrinkled
eyes, in a home-made suit of gray jeans.

In order to save time I diagnosed my case, touched
my nose with my right forefinger, struck myself
below the knee to make my foot kick, sounded my
chest, stuck out my tongue, and asked him the price
of cemetery lots in PinevSle.

He lit his pipe and looked at me for about three
minutes. "Brother," he said, after a while, "you
are in a mighty bad way. There's a chance for you
to pull through, h\\\ it's a mighty slim one."

" 'WTiat can it be.' " I asked eagerly. " I have taken
arsenic and gold, phosphorus, exercise, nux vomica,
hydrotherapeutic baths, rest, excitement, codein, and
aromatic spirits of ammonia. Is there anything left

in the piiarmacopcaa? "

"Somewhere in ti&ese mountains," said the doctor,
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"there** a plant growing— a flowering plant thatTI

cure you, and it*a about the only thing that will. It's

of a kind that's as old as the world; but of late it's

powerful scarce and hard to find. You and I will

have to hunt it up. I'm not engaged m active prac-

tice now: I'm getting along in years; but I'll take

your case. Youll have to come every day in the

afternoon and help me hunt for this plant till we find

it. The city doctors may know a lot about new scien-

tific things, but they don't know much about the

cures that nature carries around in her saddle-

bags."

So every day the old doctor and I hunted the cure-

all plant among the mountains and valleys of the

Blue Ridge. Together we toiled up steep heights

so slippery with fallen autumn leaves that we had

to catch every sapling and branch within our reach

to save us from falling. We waded through gorges

and chasms, breast-deep with laurel and ferns; we

followed the banks of mountain streams for miles;

we wound our way like Indians through brakes of

pine—road side, hill side, river «de, mountaia side we

explored in our search for the miracvdous plant.

As the old doctor said, it must have grown scarce

and hard to find. But we followed our quest. Day

by day we plumbed the valleys, scaled the heights,

and tramped the plateaus in search of the miraculous

planL Mountain-bred, he never seemed to tire. I

m
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often reached home too fatigued to do anything except
faU into bed and sleep until morning. This we kept
up for a month.

One evening after I had returned from a six-mile
tramp with the old doctor, Amaryllis and I took a
little walk under the trees near the road. We looked
at the mountains drawing their royal-purple robes
around them for their night's repose.

"I'm glad you're well again," she said. "When
you first came you frightened me. I thought you
were really ill."

"Well again!" I almost shrieked. "Do you know
that I have only one chance in a thousand to live?"

Amaryllis looked at me in surprise. "Why,"
said she. "you are as strong as one of the plough-
mules, you sleep ten or twelve hours every night,
and you are eating us out of house and home. What
more do you want?"

" I teU you," said I, " that unless we find the magic —
that is, the plant we are looking for — in time, nothing
can save me. The doctor tells me so."

"What doctor?"

"Doctor Tatum — the old doctor who lives half-
way up Black Oak Mountain. Do you know
him?"

"I have known him since I was able to talk. And
is that where you go every day— is it he who takes
you <m these bng walks and climbs that have brou^t

|i
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back your health and stroifth? God bless the old

doctor."

Just then the old doctor himself drove slowly down

the road in his rickety old buggy. I waved my hand

at him and shouted that I would be on hand the next

day fct the usual time. He stopped his horse and

called io Amaryllis to come out to him. They talked

for five minutes while I waited. Then the old debtor

drove on.

When we got to the house Amaryllis lugged out an

encyclopsedia and sought a word in it. "The doctor

said," she told me, "that you needn't call any more

as a patient, but he'd be glad to see you any time as a

friend. And then he told me to look up my name

in the encyclopsedia and tell you what it means. It

seems to be the name of a genus of flowering plants,

and also the name of a coimtry girl in Theocritus and

Virgil. What do you suppose the doctor meant by

that?"

"I know what he meant," said I. "I know

now.**

A word to a lMX)ther who may have come under the

q>efl of the unquiet Lady Neurasthenia.

The formula was true. Even though gropingly at

times, the physicians ai the walled cities had put their

fingers upon the specific medicament.

Aid so for the exercise one is referred to good Doctor

Tatum on Black Oak Mountun— take the road to
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your right .t the Methodic meeting hou.e in the
pine-gTove.

Absolute rest and exercise!

What rest more remedial than to sit with Amaryllis

T)^. '.^^"^1^ * '^'^ ^°^' ''^ *^« cordless
Theocntan idyl of the gold-bamiered blue mountains
nuurchmg orderly into the dormitories of the night?



XV

OCTOBER AND JUNE

The Captain gazed gloomfly at his sword that hung

upon the wall. In the closet near by was stored his

faded uniform, stained and wonj by weather and

service. What a long, long time it seemed since those

old days of war's alarms!

And now, veteran that he was of his country's

strenuous times, he had been reduced to abject sur-

render by a woman's soft eyes and smiling lips. As

he sat in his quiet room he held in his hand the letter

he had just received from her— the letter that had

caused him to wear that look of gloom. He re-read

the fatal paragraph that had destroyed Ws hope.

In declining the honour you have done me in asking

me to be your wife, I feel that I ought to speak frankly.

The reason I have for so doing is the great difference

between our ages. I like you very, very much, but

I am sure that our marriage would not be a happy

one. I am sorry to have to refer to this, but I believe

that you will appreciate my honesty in giving you the

true reason.

The Captain sighed, and leaned his head upon hb

174
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h«ul. Yeg, there were many yean between their
•fet. But he wai itrong and rugged, he had position
and wealth. Would not his love, his tender care,
and the advantages he could bestow upon her make
her forget the question of age? Besides, he was almost
sure that she cared for him.

The Captain was a man of prompt action. In the
field he had been distinguished for his decisiveness
and energy. He would see her and pleat! his cause
again in person. Age!— what was it to come be-
tween him and the one he loved?

In two hours he stood ready, in light marching
order, for his greatest battle. He took the train
for the old Southern town in Tennessee where she
lived.

Theodora Deming was on the steps of the handsome,
porticoed old mansion, enjoying the summer twilight,
when the Captain entered the gate and came up the
gravelled walk. She met him with a smile that was
free from embarrassment. As the Captain stood on
the step below her, the difference m their ages did not
appear so great. He was tall and straight and clear-
eyed and browned. She was in the bloom of lovely
womanhood.

"I wasn't expecting you," said Theodora; "but
now that you've come you may sit on the step. Didn't
you get my letter?"

"I did," said the Captain; "and that's why I
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now, Theo, reconsider your answer.
came. I say,

won't you?"

Theodora smiled softly upon him. He earned his

years well. She was really fond of his strength, his

wholesome looks, his manliness— perhaps, if -

"No, no," she said, shaking her head, positively;

"it's out of the question. I Uke you a whole lot, but

marrying won't do. My age and yours are— but

don't make me say it again— I told you in my letter."

The Captain flushed a little through the bronze

on his face. He was silent for a while, gazing sadly

mto the twilight. Beyond a line of woods that he

could see was a field where the boys in blue had once

bivouacked on their march toward the sea. How

long ago it seemed now! Truly, Fate and Father

Time had tricked him sorely. Just a few years in-

terposed between himself and happiness!

Theodora's hand crept down and rested in the clasp

of his firm, brown one. She felt, at least, that senti-

ment that is akin to love.

"Don't take it so hard, please," she said, gently.

"
It's all for the best. I've reasoned it out very wisely

aU by myself. Some day you'll be glad I didn't marry

you. It would be very nice and lovely for a while—

but, just think! In only a few short years what

different tastes we would have! One of us would

want to sit by the fireside and read, and maybe nurse

neuralgia or rheumatism of evenmgs, whUe the other
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would be crazy for balls and theatres and late suppers.

No, my dear friend. WhUe it isn't exactly January
and May, it's a clear case of October and pretty early

in June."

"I'd always do what you wanted me to do, Theo.
If you wanted to

"

"No, you wouldn't. You think now that you
would, but you wouldn't. Fiease don't ask me any
more."

The Captain had lost his battle. But he was a
gallant warrior, and when he rose to make his final

adieu his mouth was grimly set and his shoulders were
squared.

He took the train for the North that night. On the

next evem'ng he was back in his room, where his sword
was hanging against the wall. He was dressing for

dinner, tying his white tie into a very careful bow.
And at the same time he was indulging in a pensive
soliloquy.

"Ton my honour, I believe Theo was right, after

all. Nobody can deny that she's a peach, but she
must be twenty-eight, at the very kindest calculation."

For you see, the Captain was only nineteen, and his

sword had never been drawn except on the parade
ground at Chattanooga, which was as near as he ever
got to the Spanish-American War.

£



XVI

THE CHURCH WITH AN OVEl,SHOT-WHEEL

Lakelands is not to be found in the catalogues of

fashionable summer resorts. It lies on a low spur

of the Cumberland range of mountains on a little

tributary of the Clinch River. Lakelands proper is

a contented village of two dozen houses situated on a

forlorn, narrow-gauge railroad line. You wonder

whether the railroad lost itself in the pine woods

and ran into Lakelands from fright and loneliness,

or whether Lakelands got lost and huddled itself

along the railroad to wait for the cars to carry it

home.

You wonder again why it was named Lakelands.

There are no lakes, and the lands about are too poor

to be worth mentioning.

Half a mile from the village stands the Eagle House,

a big, roomy old mansion run by Josiah Rankin for

the accommodation of visitors who desire the mountain

air at inexpensive rates. The Eagle House is delight-

fully mismanaged. It is full of ancient instead of

modem improvements, and it is altogether as comforta-

bly neglected and pleasingly disarranged as your own

178
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home. But you are furnished with clean rooms and
good and abundant fare: yourself and the piny woods
must do the rest. Nature has provided a mineral
spring, grape-vine swings, and croquet— even the
wickets are wooden. You have Art to thank only for
the fiddle-and-guitar music twice a week at the hop
in the rustic pavilion.

The parous of the Eagle House are those who
seek recreation as a necessity, as well as a pleasure.
They are busy people, who may be likened to clocks
that need a fortnight's winding to insure a year's
running of their wheels. You will find students there
from the lower towns, now and then an artist, or a
geologist absorbed in construing the ancient strata
of the hills. A few quiet families spend the summers
there; and often one or two tired members of that
patient sisterhood known to Lakelands as "school-
marms."

A quarter of a mile from the Eagle House was what
would have been described to its gues^s as "an object
of interest" in the catalogue, had the Eagle House
issued a catalogue. This was an cM, old mill that was
no longer a miU. In the word, .i Josiah Rankin,
it was "the only church in the United States, sah,
with an overshot-wheel; and the only mill in the worid,
sah, with pews and a pipe organ." The guests of the
Eagle House attended the old mill church each Sabbath,
and heard the preacher liken the purified Christian

' 'I
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to bolted flour ground to usefulness between the

millstones of experience and suffering.

Every year about the beginning of autumn there

came to the Eagle House one Abram Strong, who
remained for a time an honoured and beloved guest.

In Lakelands he was called "Father Abram," because

his hair was so white, his face so strong and kind and

florid, his laugh so merry, and his black clothes and

broad hat so priestly in appearance. Even new guests

after three or four days' acquaintance gave him this

familiar title.

Father Abram came a long way to Lakelands. He
lived in a big, roaring town in the Northwest where

he owned mills, not little mills with pews and an

organ in them, but great, ugly, mountain-like mills

that the freight trains crawled around all day like

ants aroimd an ant-heap. And now you must be

told about Father Abram and the mill that was a

church, for their stories nm together.

Li the days when the church was a mill, Mr.

Strong was the miller. There was no jollier, dustier,

busier, happier miller in all the land than he. He
lived in a little cottage across the road from the mill.

His hand was heavy, but his toll was light, and the

mountaineers brought their grain to him across many
weary miles of rocky roads.

The delight of the miller's life was his little daughter,

Aglaia. That was a brave name, truly, for a flaxen-
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haired toddler; but the mountaineers love sonorous
and stately names. The mother had encountered
It somewhere m a book, and the deed was done. Inher babyhood Aglaia herself repudiated the name
as far a^ common use went, and persisted in calling
herself •'Dums.'' The miUer and his wife often^^d
to coax from Aglaia the sou«.e of this mysterious
name, but without results. At last they arrived at
^ TT\ I^*^'

""'" «"^^^ ^^^'""^ the cottage wasa bed of rhododendrons in which the child took a
pecuhar dehght and interest. It may have been that
she perce,ved m "Dums" a kinship to the formidable
name of her favourite flowers.

When Aglaia was four years old she and her father
used to go through a little performance in the mill
every afternoon, that never failed to come off. the
weather permitting. When supper was i^ady her
mother would brush her hair and put on a clean apronand sendher across to the miU to bring her fatherhome When the miller saw her coming in the milldoor he would come forward. aU white with the flour
dust and wave his hand and sing an old miller'ssong^at was familiar in those parts a J ran something

'^* wheel goes round.
The grist is ground,
The dusty miller's merry.

He smgs all day.
His work is play.

While tfainkiiig of hia dearie."
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Then Aglaia would run to him laughing, and call:

"Da-da, come take Dums home;" and the miller

would swing her to his shoulder and march over to

supper, singing the miller's song. Every evening

this would take place.

One day, only a week after her fourth birthday,

Aglaia disappeared. When last seen she was plucking

wild flowers by the side of the road in front of the cot-

tage. A little while later her mother went out to see that

she did not stray too far away, and shewas already gone.

(>f course every effort was made to find her. The

neigh' «ours gathered and searched the woods and the

mountains for miles around. They dragged every

foot of the mill race and the creek for a long distance

below the dam. Never a trace of her did they find.

A night or two before there had been a family of wan

derers camped in a grove near by. It was conjectured

that they might have stolen the child; but when their

wagon was overtaken and searched she could not be

found.

The miller remained at the mill for nearly two

years; and then his hope of finding her died out. He

and his wife moved to the Northwest. In a few

years he was the owner of a modem mill in one of the

important milling cities in that region. Mrs. Strong

never recovered from the shock caused by the loss of

Aglaia, and two years after they moved away the miller

was left to bear his sorrow alone.
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VVhen Abmm Strong became prosperous he paid a

vi«t to Lakelands and the old mill. The scene was a
sad one for him. but he was a strong man. and always
appeared cheery and kindly. It was then that he
wa^ inspired to convert the old miU into a church
Li^kelands was too poor to build one; and the still
poorer mountaineers could not assist. There was no
place of worship nearer than twenty mUes.
The miller altered the appearance of the mill as

little as possible. The big overshot-wheel was leftm Its place. The young people who came to the church
used to cut their initials in its soft and slowly decaying
wood. The dam was partly destroyed, and the clear
niountain stream rippled unchecked down its rocky
t>ed. Inside the mill the changes were greater. The
shafts and millstones and belts and pulleys were, of
course. aU removed. There were two rows of benches
with aisles between, and a little raised platform and
pulpit at one end. On three sides overhead was a
gallery containing seats, and reached by a stairway
mside Ihere was also an organ- a real pipe organ
-- m the gaUery. that was the pride of the congrega-
tion of the Old Mill Church. Miss PhcBbe Summers
was the organist. Th. Lakelands boys proudly took
turns at pumping it foi her at each Smiday's service.
Ihe Rev. Mr. Banbridge was the preacher, and rode

• .wn from Squirrel Gap on his old white horse without
ever missmg a service. And Abram Strong paid for

III "
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everything. He paid the preacher five hundred
dollars a year; and Miss Phoebe two hundred <! 'liars.

Thus, in memory of Aglaia. the old mill was con-

verted into a bles. ing for the community in which
she had once lived. It seemed that the brief life of

the child had brought abou; >ore good than the thr^e

score years and ten of many. But Abram Strong

up yet another monument to her memory.

Out from his mills in the Northwest came the

"Aglaia" fl^^'-r, made from the hardest and finest

whefit that could be raised. The country soon found

out that the "Aglaia" fiour had two prices. One was
the highest market price, and the other was— nothing.

Wherever there happened a calamity that left

people destitute— a fire, a flood, a tornado, a strike,

or a famine, there would go hurrying a generous con-

signment of the "Aglaia" at its "nothing" price. It

was given away cautiously and judiciously, but it

was freely given, and not a penny could the hungry
ones pay for it. There got to be a saying that whenever
there was a disastrous fire in the poor districts of a city

the fire chief's buggy reached the scene first, next me
"Aglaia" flour wagon, and then the fire engines.

So this was Abram Strong's other monument to

Aglaia. Perhaps to a poet the theme may seem too

utilitarian for beauty; but to some the famjy will

seem sweet and fine that the pure, white, virgin flour,

flying on its mission of love and charity, might be
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likened to the spirit of the lost child whose memo /
It signaliz'^d. '

There came a year that brought hard times to the
Cumberlands. Grain crops everywhere were light
and there were no local crops at all. Mountain floods
had done much damage to. property. Even game in the
woods was so scarce that the hunters brought hardly
enough home to keep their folk alive. Espe ially
about Lakelands was the rigour felt.

As soon as Abram Strong heard of this his messages
flew; and the little narrow-gauge cars began to unload
Agiiia flour there. The miller's orders were to

store the flour in the gallery of the Old Mill Church-
and that every one who attended the church was to
carry home a sack of it.

Two weeks after that Abram Strong came for his
yearly visit to Eagle House, and became "Father
Abram again.

That season the Eagle House had fewer guesU
than usual. Among them was Rose Chester. Miss
Chester came ^o Lakelanc's from Atlanta, where she
worked m a department rtore. This was the first
vacation outing of her life. The wife of the store mana-
ger had once spent a summer at the Eagle House,
bhe had taken a fancy to Rose, and had persuL .ed
Her to go there for her three weeks' holiday. The
mwager's wife gave her a letter to Mrs. Rankm, who
gladly received her in her own charge and care.
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Mias ChcBtcr was not very strong. She was about

tweuty, and palo and delicate from an indoor life.

But one week of Lakelands gave her a brightness and
spirit that changed her wonderfully. The time was
early September when the Cumberlands are at their

gretAest beauty. The mountain foliage was growing

brilliant Arith autumnal colours; one breathed serial

chamnAgne, the nights were deliciously cool, causing

one to snuggle cosily under the warm blankets of

the Eagle House.

Father Abram and Miss Chester became grer.t

friends. The old miller learned her story from Mrs.

Rankin, and his interest went out quickly to the slender,

lonely girl who was making her own way in the world.

The mountain country was new to Miss Chester.

She had lived many years in the warm, flat town of

Atlanta; and the grandeur and variety of the Cumber-

lands delighted her. She was determined to enjoy

every moment of her stay. Her little hoard uf savings

had been estimated so carefully in connection with her

expenses that she knew almost to a penny what hei

very small surplus would be when she returned to

work.

Miss Chester was fortunate in gaining Father

Abram for a friend and companion. He knew every

road and peak and slope of the Ciountains near Lake-

lands. Through him she became acquainted with the

solemn delight of the shadowy, tilted aisles of the

- 0^
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pine for.,U the dignity of the bar, cmg., ,he cy.tj.lon.0 B..r„,ng,. ,h. dr.«„y, g<Jd» .,,.„„,,J ,^-

»J her .p,rit, grew light. She h«l . Uugh «3
•^ and both knew how to p,«.„t . .«,«,. f iCheerful face to the world.
One day Mk, Chester learned from one c f the guest,the h»to,y of Father Abram's lo«t child. Q^l^kly.he hurned away and found the miller seated on his^avounte rustic bench near the chalybeate springHe was surpnsed when las little friond slipped herhand mto h.s. and looked at him with tears b her

T^ou wdl find h.r yet ,ome day -Oh. I hop. you

re^y™t" "^ "'"" " "" «'" "» »««-*.

"Thank you. Mia Rose." he said, in his usual
^«^ tones. "But I do not expect to find Agt.

vag^nts. and that she still lived; but I have lost thaihope. I believe that she was drowned "

dolbtf "I"*""""'-"
"i" Mi« Chester, "how thedoubt must have made it so hard to bear. And yet

1 '
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you are so cheerful and so ready to make other people'*

burdens light. Good Father Abram !

"

"Good Miss Rose!" mimicked the miller, smiling.

"Who thinks of others more than you do?
"

A whimsical mood seemed to strike Miss Chester.

"Oh, Father Abram," she cried, "wouldn't it be
grand if I should prove to be your daughter? Wouldn't
it be romantic? And wouldn't you like to have me
for a daughter?"

"Indeed, I would," said the miller, heartily. "If

Aglaia had lived I could wish for nothing better than
for her to have grown up to be just such a little woman
as you are. Maybe you are Aglaia," he continued,

falling in with her playful mood ;
" can't you remember

when we lived at the mill?
"

Miss Chester fell swiftly into serious meditation.

Her large eyes were fixed vaguely upon something
in the distance. Father Abram was amused at her

quick return to seriousness. She sat thus for a long

time before she spoke.

"No," she said at length, with a long sigh, "I can't

remember anything at all about a mill. I don't

think that I ever saw a flour mill in my life until I

saw your funny little church. And if I were your little

girl I would remember it, wouldn't I? I'm so sorry,

Father Abram."

"So am I," said Father Abram, humouring her.

But if you cannot remember that you are my little
«
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™^?'- Y'" «»«""»' your own p.^^, .,

"Oh, yes; I remember them verv well — ..™.- tt

^father. He w.., a hit Uhe y^theX":!'Oh. I™ oDiy makmg believe. Come, now youCe|«ted long enough. You promi.«l to shl'me th™pool where you can see the Irout playing. thiTIfUrnoon. I never saw a trout."
'" ^ «• ">» "to-

Late one afternoon Father Abram set out for theM mJI alone. He often went to sit and thinl. of tte

Zf^ he lived in the cottage across thel^'^e had smoothed away the sharpness of his g^"n^ he ^ bnger found the memo^ of those fWPamfnl. But whenever Abram Strong sat in tfc.
mdanoholy September afternoons on Z ^tl^Dmns • used to run in every day with h« y^U^

.-f .iT . t 7.
crowded so dose to the edze of^hat he walked in their shade, with hi, hatThL

f^ ^^ "^ """^""y "Po» the old rl^^h^^ "«k'- Quaik were calling to their youMb««ds m the wh.^t stubble. The Tow sur^nH
^t. EMiy September!- it was within a few days-Jy of the amnversary of Aglaia's disappeZS!

Hi: I
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The old overshot-wheel, half covered with mountain
ivy, caught patches of the warm sunlight filtering

through the trees. The cottage across the road was
still standing, but it would doubtless go down before
the next winter's mountain blasts. It was overrun
with morning glory and wild gourd vines, and the
door hung by one hinge.

Father Abram pushed open the mill door, and
entered softly. And then he stood still, wondering.
He heard the sound of some one within, weeping
inconsolably. He looked, and saw Miss Chester
sitting in a dim pew, with her head bowed upon an
open letter that her hands held.

Father Abram went to her, and laid one of his

strong hands firmly upon hers. She looked up,
breathed his name, and tried to speak further.

"Not yet. Miss Rose," said the miller, kindly.

"Don't try to talk yet. There's nothing as good for

you as a nice, quiet little cry when you are feeling

blue."

It seemed that the old miller, who had known so
much sorrow himself, was a magician in driving it

away from others. Miss Chester's sobs grew easier.

Presently she took her little plam-bordered handker-
chief and wiped away a drop or two that had fallen

from her eyes upon Father Abram's big hand. Then
she looked up and smiled through her tears. Miss
Chester could alway.. smile before her tears had dried,
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Miss Chester began to tell him.
It was the old atoiy that always ae,m. <„ k-

important to the y„„n. and Zfl,^ ^* ""*

-les to their el.^r'we Z^Z"""^'

that M«s Chester al«, possessed these qualitie. .bo«

land to Patagonia. She showed Father AbnTrt.letter over which she had been weepi^. ftL !
^y. tender letter, a Uttle superlaL and JZtwter the style of love let+pro w^** l

"rgent,

M .f gJness and t^ ;:r "
'l^""^T

«^ Chester's hand in n^" .t'' ^^"^ t»«l. smoe her departure for a tSree-wX^ vi^ 'wL

WeCr* ' ^''«»"«!« "itoad. at onee to

tl,r^°n "T "'*" ^"^ «"' """We eome in?" askedthe mUler when he had read the letter.
t cannot many him." said Miss Chester.Do you w,«t to marry him? " asked Father Abram

went h: I. !
^"'- '^^ '^™'«'- "'•»»—" SZwot her head and she sobbed again.
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"Come, Miss Rose," said the miller; "you can give

me your confidence. I do not question you, but I

think you can trust me."

"I do trust you," said the girl. " I will tell you why
I must refuse Ralph. I am nobody; I haven't even

a name; the name I call mysek la a lie. Ralph is a

noble man. I love him with all my heart, but I can

never be his."

"What talk is this?" said Father Abram. "You
said that you remember your parents. Why do you
say you have no name? I do not understand."

"I do remember them," said Miss Chester. "I re-

member them too well. My first recollections are

of our life somewhere in the far South. We moved
many times to different towns and states. I have
picked cotton, and worked in factories, and have often

gone without enough food and clothes. My mother

was sometimes good to me; my father was always

cruel, and beat me. I think they were both idle

and unsettled.

"One night when we were living in a little town on a

river near Atlanta they had a great quarrel. It was

while they were abusing and taunting each other

that I learned— oh. Father Abram, I learned that

I didn't even have the right to be — don't you un-

derstand? I had no right even to a name; I was

nobody.

"I ran away that ni|^t, I walked to Atlanta and
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young man « , nun at all h,Z7' / '"'''^

.' b«n f„, yourCy t^'^nl M-T " """^

'ranUy, iurt as you have told mTld rill

l«v. not the riX"
"^ '^ "" "V »>« el». I

MiM Phoebe Snm^' ^' '"'«'*«'<>""«« made by

tkeXterX;,^!*
::L T

'".'"'«"-«"« '«
fte organ for St Ph^bTa^Tr' t"'

*" ""-"-

»P»™ed the dn* of thT-l^d ^ '"^ """""»'

MUe curt hwiguig over each ear, courtesied
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low to Father Abram, and shook her curls ceremoni-

ously at Miss Chester. Then she and her assistant

climbed the steep stairway to the organ loft.

Tn the gathering shadows below, Father Abram and

Miss Chester lingered. They were silent; and it is

likely that they were busy with their memories. Miss

Chester sat, leaning her head on her hand, with her

eyes fixed far away. Father Abram stood in the next

pew, looking thoughtfully out of the door at the

road and the ruined cottage.

Suddenly the scene was transformed for him back

almost a score of years into the past. For, as Tommy

pumped away. Miss Phoebe struck a low bass note

on the organ and held it to test the volume of air

that it contained. The church ceased to exist, so

far as Father Abram was concerned. The deep,

booming vibration that shook the little frame building

was no note from an organ, but the humming of the

mill machinery. He felt sure that the old overshot

wheel was tumiug; that he was back again, a dusty,

merry miller in the old moimtain mill. And now

evening was come, and soon would come Aglaia with

flymg colours, toddling across the road to take him

home to supper. Father Abram's eyes were fixed

upon the broken door of the cottage.

And then came another wonder. In the gallery

overhead the sacks of flour were stacked in long rows.

Perhaps a mouse had been at one of them; anyway
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the jar of the deep organ note shook down between
the cracks of the gallery floor a stream of flour, cover-
ing Father Abram from head to foot with the white
dust. And then the old miller stepped into the aisle,

and waved his arms and began { sing the miller's
song:

"The whed goea round.

The grist is ground.

The dusty miller'i meny."

—and then the rest of the miracle happened. Miss
Chester was leaning forward from her pew, as pale
as the flour itself, her wide-open eyes staring at Father
Abram like one in a waking dream. When he began
the song she stretched out her arms to him; her lips

moved; she called to him in dreamy tones: "Da-da,
come take Dums home !

"

Miss Phoebe released the low key of the organ.
But her work had been weU done. The note that she
struck had beaten down the doors of a closed memory;
and Father Abram held his lost Aglaia close in his
arms.

When yor visit Lakelands they will tell you more
of this story. They will tell you how the lines of it

were afterward traced, and the history of the miller's
daughter revealed after the gipsy wanderers had
stolen her on that September day, attracted by her
childish beauty. But you should wait until you sit

comfortably on the shaded porch of the Eagle House,
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and then you can have the story at your eaie^ It

seems best that our part of it should close while Miss

Phoebe's deep bass note was yet reverberating softly.

And yet, to my mind, the finest thing of it all hap-

pened while Father Abram and his daughter were

walking back to the Eagle House in the long twilight,

almost too glad to speak.

"Father," she said, somewhat timidly and doubt-

fully, "have you a great deal of money? "

"A great deal?" said the miller. "Well, that de-

pends. There js plenty unless you want to buy the

moon or something equally expensive."

"Would it cost very, very much," asked Aglaia,

who had always coimted her dimec so carefidly, "to

send a telegram to Atlanta?
"

"Ah," said Father Abram, with a little sigh, "I

see. You want to ask Ralph to come."

Aglua looked up at him with a tender smile.

"I want to ask him to wait," she said. "I have

just found my father, and I want it to be just we two

for a while. I want to tell him he will have to wait
."
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NEW YORK BY CAMP FmE UGHT
Away out in the Creek NaUon we learned things
about New York.

We were on a hunting trip, and were camped one
mght on tho bank of a little stream. Bud Kingsbury
'vas our skiUed hunter and guide, and it was from his
hps that we had explanations of Manhattan and the
queer folks that inhabit it. Bud had once spent a
month m the metropolis, and a week or two at other
times, and he was pleased to discourse to us of what
he had seen.

Fifty yards away from our camp was pitched the
teepee of a wandering family of Indiana that had
come up and settled there for the night. An old.
old Indian woman was trying to build a fire under
an iron pot hung upon three sticks.

Bud went over to her assistance, and soon had her
fa« gomg. When he came back we comphmentedmm playfully upon his gallantry.

"Oh," said Bud. "don't mention it. It's a way I
have. Whenever I see n lady trying to cook thingsm a pot and having trouble I always go to the rescue.

197
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I done the tame thing once in a ^'igh-toned houaift lo

New York City. Heap big so^rety teepee on Fifth

Avenue. That Injun lady kind of recalled it to my
mind. Yes, I endeavours to be polite and help the

ladie& out."

The camp demanded the particulars.

"I was manager of the Triangle B Ranch in the

Panhandle," said Bud. "It was owned at that time

by old man Sterling, of New York. He wanted to

sell out, and he wrote for me to come on to New York

and explain the ranch to the syndicate that wanted

to buy. So I sends to Fort Worth and has a forty

dollar suit of clothes made, and hits the trail for the big

village.

"Well, when I got there, old man Sterling and his

outfit certainly laid themselves out to be agreeah'^.

We havi business and pleasure so mixed up that you

couldn't tell wb^ther it was a treat or a trt/.U half

the time. We had trolley rides, and cigars, and

theatre round-ups, and rubber parties."

"Rubber parties?" said a listener, inquiringly.

"Sure," said Bud. "Didn't you never attend 'em?

You walk around and try to look at the tops of the

skyscrapers. Well, we sold the ranch, and old man

Sterling asks me 'round to his house to take grub on

the night before I started back. It wasn't any high-

collared affair— just me and the old man and his

wife and daughter. But they was a fine-haired outfit
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•n right, and the liliei of the field wa.n't in it. Thev

/I ? lu", ^"P*'"' '"''*» «*»^^"' »°d ti^ore wa.

Youd have thought you wa. fixed out to burglarize
.restaurant before you could get your grub. But
I d been m New York over a week then, and I wa.

^d J TkJ!?
:'^"

V*^^--
I ^^^ of trailed behind

JBd then I tackled the chuck with the same weapo.s.
It amt much trouble to travel with the high-flyers
after you find out their gait. I got along fine IWM feehng cool and agreeable, and pretty soon I wa.taUcmg away fluent a. you please. aU about the ranch
•nd Ae West, and tilling 'em how the Indians eatpopper stew and .mikes, and you never saw
people no mtererted.

"But the real joy of that feast wa. that xVIis. Ster-
hng. Ju.t a httle trick she was. not bigger than two
biti worth of chewmg plug; but she had a way about
her that seemed to say she was the people, and youbeheved .t. And yet. she never put on ^y airs.Z-he .miled at me the same as if I was a millionaire
while I was teUmg about a Creek dog feast and listened
uke It was news from home.
"By and by after we had eat oysters and some

watery wup and truck that never was in my repertory.

f-<fl
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1

a Methodut preacher bringi in a kind of camp itove

Arrangement, all tilver, on kmg legi, with a lamp
under it.

"MiM Sterling lights up and begins to do lome

cooking right on the supper table. I wondered why
old man Sterling didn't hire a cook, with all the money
he had. Pretty soon she dished out Mme cheesy

tasting truck that she said was rabi '
. but I swear

there had never been a Molly cotton ^ in a mile of

it.

"The last thing on the programme was lemonade.

It was brought around in little flat glass bowls and set

by your plate. I was pretty thirsty, and I picked up

mine and took a big swig of it. Right there was

where the little lady had mode a mistake. She had

put in the lemon aii right, but she'd forgot the sugar.

The best housekeepers slip up sometimes. I thought

nuiybe Miss Sterling was just learning to keep house

and cook— that rabbit would surely make .vou think

so— and I says to myself, 'Little lady, sugar or no

sugar I'll stand by you,' and I raises up my bowl

again and drinks the last drop of the lemonade. And
then all the balance of 'em picks up tl eir bowls and

does the same. And then I gi 'es Miss Sterling the

laugh proper, just to carry it off like a joke, so she

wouldn't feel bad about the mistake.

"After we all went into the sitting room she sat

down and talked to me quite awhile.
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to bnng „y blunder off «, nicely. It w« «, .tupMof me to forget the «ugar.'

keeper lorae day, not far from here.'
"'If you mean me. Mr. KIngahury/ mvs .1.,.UugW^g out Ioud.;i hope he wil.C aTlenren't wUhmy poor hous. keepmg aa you have been.'
Don't mention it,' says I 'Anvfk.'^- » li-

the ladies."*
^ Anythmg to obhge

J.S'^hrl.^A'*"'"'"""""
A"^ »h- -me one«ked h.m what he considered ti.. most striking andprominent trait of New Yorken.

•The most visible and peculiar trait of New YorkfolW' answe.^ Bud. "is New York. Most of ^r™h« New York on the brain. They have heard of

tr^T 'Tr^"^' ^"'^ ^""-' -'^ ««* Spring«ad London; but they don't believe in 'em. Th^thmk that town is all Merino. Now to show you howmuch t. ,y ,„r their village I'll tell you ^Wone of em that strayed out as far as the TriangleB while I was working there.

1-nh T^,.^*'' T'*'*'""
"^"^ °"* ^^^'^ 'coking for a

rider and\r'- «! ^^ »»«--- «ood hoLbacknder, and th-re was pieces of tanbark hanging on hisclothe, yet from his riding school.
«^ *>» *»•

"WeU, for a while they put him to keeping books in
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the ranch store, for he was a devil at figures. Biit

he got tired of that, and asked for something more

in e line of activity. The boys on the ranch liked

him all right, but he made us tired shouting New
York all the time. Every night he'd tell us about

East River and J. P. Morgan and the Eden Musee

and Hetty Green and Central Park till we used to

throw tin plates and branding irons at him.

"One day this chap gets on a pitching pony, and

the pony kind of sidled up his back and went to eating

grass while the New Yorker was coming down.

"He come down on his head on a chunk of mesquit

wood, and he didn't show any designs toward getting

up again. We laid him out in a tent, and he begun

to look pretty dead. So Gideon Pease saddles up and

bums the wind for old Doc Sleeper's residence in

Dogtown, thirty miles away.

"The doctor comes over and he investigates the

patient.

"'Boyi>,* 8?ys he, 'you might as well go to playing

seven-up for his saddle and clothes, for hb head's

fractured and if he lives ten minutes it will be a re-

markable case of longevity.*

"Of course we didn't gamble for the poor rooster's

saddle— that was one of Doc's jokes. But we stood

aroimd feeling solemn, and all of us forgive him for

having talked us to death about New York.

"I never 86w anybody about to hand in his checks



^'^ york by Camp Fire Light 203«t more peaceful than this felln» n-
feed -miy up in the .ir a l

°" 'y" ""»
words to hi^B S .r, ^' ™ -""K '""M-g

"ike dying was a pleasii
*" "" «^"«

--.on,e..s.1-:tr--wa.

pocket four days afterward!"
"^'^ '° ^

B
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THE ADVENTURES OF SHAMROCK JOLNES

I AM so fortunate as to count Shamrock Jolnes, the

great New York detective, among my muster of

friends. Jolnes is what is called the "inside man"

of the city detective force. He is an expert in the

use of the typewriter, and it is his duty, whenever

there is a "murder mystery" to be solved, to sit at a

desk telephone at headquarters and take down the

messages of "cranks" who 'phone in their confessions

to having committed the crime.

But on certain "oflE" days when confessions are

coming in slowly and three or four newspapers have

run to earth as many different guUty persons, Johies

will knock about the town with me, exhibiting, to

my great delight and instruction, his marvellous powers

of observation and deduction.

The other day I dropped in at Headquarters and

found the great detective gazing thoughtfully at

string that was tied tightly around his Uttle finger.

"Good morning, Whatsup," he said, without turning

his head. "I'm glad to notice that you've had your

house fitted up with electric lights at last."

204
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"Wai you please teU me." I said, in surprise, "how
you knew that? I am sure that I never mentioned
the fact to any one, and the wiring was a rush order
not completed until this morning."
"Nothing easier," said Jokes, genially. "As you

camem I caught the odour of the cigar you are smoking.
I know an expensive cigar; and I know that not
more than three men in New York can afford to
smoke cigars and pay gas bills too at the prese^. time
That was an easy one. But I am working just now
on a httle problem of my own."
"Why have you that string ou your finger?" I

asked.

"That's the problem," said Jolnes. "My wife
tied that on this morning to remind me of something
I was to send up to the house. Sit down, Whatsup,
and excuse me for a few moments."
The distinguished detective went to a waU telephone,

and stood with the receiver to his ear for probably
ten minutes.

"Were you listening to a confession?" I asked,
when he had returned to his chair.

"Perhaps," said Jolnes, with a smile, "it might be
called something of the sort. To be frank with you
Whatsup, I've cut out the dope. I'- , been increasing
the quantity for so long that morphine doesn't have
much effect on me any more. I've got to have some-
thing more powerful. That telephone I just went

if 4
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to is connected with a room in the Waldorf where

there's an author's reading in progress. Now, to

get at the solution of this string."

After five minutes of silent pondering, Jolnes looked

at me, with a smile, and nodded his head.

"Wonderful man!" I exclaimed; "already?"

"It is quite simple," he said, holding up his finger.

"You see that knot? That is to prevent my forgetting.

It is, therefore, a forget-me-knot. A forget-me-not

is a flower. It was a sack of flour that I was to send

home!"
" Beautiful !

*

' I could not help crying out in admira-

tion.

"Suppose we go out for a ramble," suggested Jolnes.

"There is only one case of importance on hand just

now. Old man McCarty, one hundred and four

years old, died from eating too many bananas. The

evidence points so strongly to the Mafia that the

police have surrounded the Second Avenue Katzen-

jammer Gambrinus Club No. 2, and the capture of

the assassin is only the matter of a few hours. The

detective force has not yet been called on for assist-

ance."

Jolnes and I went out and up the street toward the

comer, where we were to catch a surface car.

Half-way up the block we met Rheingelder, an

acquaintance of ours, who held a City Hall position.

"Good morning, Rheingelder," said Johies, halting.
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"Nice breakfast that was you had this morning."
Always on the lookout for the detective's remark-

able feats of deduction, I saw Jolnes's eye flash for
an instant upon a long yellow splash on the shirt

bosom and a smaller one upon the chin of Rhein-
gelder— both undoubtedly made by the yolk of an egg.
"Oh, dot is some of your detectiveness," said Rhein-

gelder, shaking all over with a smile. "Veil, I pet
you trinks und cigars all round dot you cannot tell vot
I haf eaten for breakfast."

"Done," said Jolnes. "Sau . je, pumpernickel and
coflfee."

Rheingelder admitted the correctness of the surmise
and paid the bet. When we had proceeded on our
way I said to Jolnes:

"I thought you looked at the egg spilled on his chin
and shirt front."

"I did," said Jolnes. "That is where I began my
deduction. Rheingelder is a very economical, saving
man. Yesterday eggs dropped in the market to
twenty-eight cents per dozen. To-day they are
quoted at forty-two. Rheingelder ate eggs yesterday,
and to-day he went back to his usual fare. A little

thing like this isn't anything, Whatsup; it belongs to
the primary arithmetic class."

When we boarded the street car we found the seats
all occupied— principally by ladies. Jobes and I
stood on tbe pear pbtlorm.

I
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About the middle of the car there sat an elderly

man with a short, gray beard, who looked to be the

typical, well-dressed New Yorker. At successive

corners other ladies climbed aboard, and soon three

or four of them were standing over the man, clinging

to straps and glaring meaningly at the man who

occupied the coveted seat. But he resolutely re-

tained his place.

"We New Yorkers," I remarked to Jolnes, "have

about lost our manners, as far as the exercise of them

in public goes."

"Perhaps so," said Johies, lightly; "but the man

you evidently refer to happens to be a very chivahous

and courteous gentleman from Old Virginia. He is

spending a few days in New York with his wife and

two daughters, and he leaves for the South to-night."

"You know him, then?" I said, in amazem^at.

"I never saw him before we stepped on the car,"

declared the detective, smilingly.

"By the gold tooth of the Witch of Endor!" I

cried, "if you can construe all that from his appearance

you are dealing in nothing else than black art."

"The habit of observation— nothing more," said

Jolnes. "If the old gentleman gets off the car before

we do, I think I can demonstrate to you the accuracy

of my deduction."

Three blocks farther along the gentleman rose to

leave the car. Jolnes addressed him at the door:
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"Pardon me, sir, but are you not Colonel Hunter, of
Norfolk, Virginia?"

"No, suh," was the extremely courteous answer.
"My name, suh, is Ellison— Major Winfield R.
Ellison, from Fairfax County, in the same state. I
know a good many people, suh, in Norfolk — the
Goodriches, the Tollivers, and the Crabtrees, suh,
but I never had the pleasure of meeting yo' friend.

Colonel Hunter. I am happy to say, suh, that I am
going back to Virginia to-night, after having spent a
week in yo* city with my wife and three daughters.
I shall be in Norfolk in about ten days, and if you
will give me yo' name, suh, I will take pleasure m
looking up Colonel Hunter and telling him that you
inquired after him, suh."

"Thank you," said Jobes; "tell him that Reynolds
sent his regards, if you will be so kind."

I glanced at the great New York detective and saw
that a look of intense chagrin had come upon his

clear-cut features. Failure in the slightest point al-

ways galled Shamrock Jolnes.

"Did you say your three daughters?" he asked of
the Virginia gentleman.

"Yes, suh, my three daughters, all as fine giris as

there are in Fairfax County," was the answer.

With that Major Ellison stopped the car and began
to descend the step.

Shamrock Jolnes clutched his arm.

ii
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"One moment, sir," he begged, in an urbane voice

in which I alone detected the anxiety—"am I not

right in believing that one of the young ladies is an

adopted daughter?"

"You are, suh," admitted the major, from the

ground, "bu: bow the devil you knew it, suh, is mo'

than I can tell."

"And mo* than I can tell, too," I said, as the car

went on.

Jolnes was restored to his calm, observant serenity

by having wrested victory from his apparent failure;

so after we jot off the car he invited me into a caf6,

promising to reveal the process of his latest wonderful

feat.

"In the first place," he began after we were com-

fortably seated, "I knew the gentleman was no New

Yorker because he was flushed and uneasy and restless

on account of the ladies that were standing, although

he did not rise and give them his seat. I decided

from his appearance that he was a Southerner rather

than a Westerner.

"Next I began to figure out his reason for not re-

linquishing his seat to a lady when he evidently felt

strongly, but not overpoweringly, impelled to do so.

I very quickly decided upon that. I noticed that

one of his eyes had received a severe jab in one comer,

which was red and inflamed, and that all over his face

were tiny round marks about the size of the end
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of an uncut lead pencil. Also upon both of his patent
leather shoes were a number of deep imprints shaped
like ovals cut off square at one end.

"Now, there is only one district in New York City
where a man is bound to receive scars and wounds
and indentations of that sort— and that is along the
sidewalks of Twenty-third Street and a portion of
Sixth Avenue south of there. I knew from the im-
prints of trampling French heels on his feet and the
marks of countless jabs in the face from umbrellas
and parasols carried by women in the shopping dis-

trict that he had been in conflict with the amazonian
troops. And as he was a man of intelligent appear-
ance, I knew he would not have braved such dangers
unless he had been dragged thither by his own women
folk. Therefore, when he got on the car his anger
at the treatment he had received was sufficient to
make him keep his seat in spite of his traditions of
Southern chivalry."

"That is all very well," I said, "but why did you
insist upon daughters— and especially two daughters?
Why couldn't a wife alone have taken him shopping?"
"There had to be daughters," said Jolnes, calmly.

"If he had only a wife, and she near his own age, he
could have bluflFed her into going alone. If he had a
young wife she would prefer to go alone. So there
you are."

"I'll admit that," I said; "but, now, why two
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daughters? And how, in the name of all the prophets,

did you guess that one was adopted when he told

you he had three?
**

"Don't say guess," said Jolnes, with a touch of

pride in his air; "there is no such word in the lexicon

of ratiocination. In Major Ellison's buttonhole there

was a carnation and a rosebud backed by a geranium

leaf. No woman ever combined a carnation and a

rosebud into a boutonni^re. Close your eyes, Whatsup,

and give the logic of your imagination a chance.

Cannot you see the lovely Adele fastening the carna-

tion to the lapel so that papa may be gay upon the

street? And then the romping Edith May dancing

up with sisterly jealousy to add her rosebud < the

adornment?"

"And then," I cried, beginning to feel enthusiasm,

"when he declared that he had three daughters"

"I could see," said Jolnes, "one in the background

who added no flower; and I knew that she must

be
"

"Adopted! ' I broke in. "I give you every

credit; but how did you know he was leaving for the

South to-night?"

"In his breast pocket," said the great detective,

"something large and oval made a protuberance.

Good liquor is scarce on trains, and it is a long journey

from New York to Fairfax County."

"Again, I must bow to you," I said. "And tell
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me thia, ao that my Uat shred of doubt will be
cleared away; why did you decide that he was from
Virginia?"

"It w^^ very faint, I admit," answered Shamrock
Jolnes, "but no trained observer could have failed
to detect the odour of mint in the car."

H
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THE LADY HIGHER UP

New YOUK city, they said, was deserted; and

that accounted, doubtless, for the sounds carrying so

far in the tranquil summer air. The breeze was south-

by-southwest; the hour was midnight; the theme was

a bit of feminine gossip by wireless mythology. Three

hundred and sixty-five feet above the heated asphalt

the tiptoeing symbolic deity on Manhattan pointed

her vacillating arrow straight, for the time, in the

direction of her exalted sister on Liberty Island. The

lights of the great Garden were out; the benches in

the Square were filled with sleepers in postures so

strange that beside them the writhing figures in Dora's

illustrations of the Inferno would have straightened

into tailor's dummies. The statue of Diana on the

tower of the Garden — its constancy shown by its

weathercock ways, its innocence by the coating of

gold that it has acquired, its devotion to style by its

single, graceful flying scarf, its candour and artlessness

by its habit of ever drawing the long bow, its metro-

politanism by its posture of swift flight to catch a

Harlem train— remained poised with its arrow pointed

ei4
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acroM the upper bay. Had that arrow sped truly and
horizontally it would have passed Bfty feet above the
head of the heroic matron whose duty it is to offer
a cast-ironical welcome to the oppressed of other Und».
Seaward this lady gazed, and the furrows between

steamship lines began to cut steerage rates. The
translators^ too, have put an extra burden upon her.
"Liberty Lighting the World" (as her creator christ-
ened her) would have had a no more responsible duty,
except for the size of it, than that of an electrician or
a Standard Oil magnate. But to "enlighten" the
world (as our learned civic guardians "Englished" it)

requires abler qualities. And so poor Liberty, instead
of having a sinecure as a mere illuminator, must be
converted into a Chautauqua schoolmaam, with the
oceans for her field instead of the placid, classic lake.
With a fireless torch "nd an empty head must she dis-
pel the shadows of the world and teach it its A, B, C's.
"Ah, there, Mrs. Liberty!" called a clear, rollick-

ing soprano voice through the still, midnight air.

"Is that you, Miss Diana? Excuse my not turning
my head. I'm not as flighty and whirly-whirly as some.
And 'tis so hoarse I am I can hardly talk on account
of the peanut-hulls left on the stairs in me throat by
that last boatload of tourists from Marietta, Ohio.
'Tis after being a fine evening, miss.

"

"If you don't mind my asking," came the bell-like
tones of the golden statue, "I'd like to know where

III
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you got that City Hall brogue. I didn't know that

Liberty was necessarily Irish.

"

"K ye'd studied the history of art in its foreign

complications ye'd not need to ask," replied the

offshore statue. "If ye wasn't so light-headed and

giddy ye'd know that I was made by a Dago and pre-

sented to the American people on behalf of the French

Government for the purpose of welcomin' Irish

immigrants into the Dutch city of New York. *Tis

that I've been doing night and day since I was erected.

Ye m !st know. Miss Diana, that 'tis with statues the

same as with people — 'tis not their makers nor the

purposes for which they were created that influence

the operations of their tongues at all — it's the asso-

ciations with which they become associated, I'm telling

ye."

"You're dead right," agreed Diana. "I notice it

on myself. If any of the old guys from Olympus were

to come along and hand me any hot air in the ancient

Greek I couldn't tell it from a conversation between

a Coney Island car conductor and a five-cent fare.

"

"I'm right glad ye've made up your mind to be

suciable, Miss Diana," said Mrs. Liberty. "'Tis a

lonesome life I have down here. Is there anything

doin' up in the city. Miss Diana, dear?"

"Oh, la, la, la!— no," said Diana. "Notice that

'la, la, la,' Aunt Liberty? Got that from 'Paris by

Night' on the roof garden under me. You'll hear that
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•la, la, la* at the Cafe McCann now, along with 'gar-
song.' The bohemian crowd there have become tired
of 'garsong' since O'Rafferty, the head waiter, punched
three of them for calling him it. Oh, no; the town's
stnckly on the bum these nights. Everybody's
away. Saw a downtown merchant on a roof garden
this evening with his stenographer. Show was so dull
he went to sleep. A waiter biting on a dime tip to
see if it was good half woke him up. He looks around
and sees his little pothooks perpetrator. 'H'm!'
says he, 'will you take a letter. Miss De St. Mont-
morency?' 'Sure, in a minute,' says she, 'if you'll
make it an X.'

"That was the best thing happened on the roof.
So you see how dull it is. La, la, la!

"

" 'Tis fine ye have it up there in society. Miss Diana.
Ye have the cat show and the horse show and the
military tournaments where the privates look grand
as generals and the generals try to look grand as
floor-walkers. And ye have the Sportsmen's Show,
where the girl that measures 36, 19, 45 cooks breakfast
food in a birch-bark wigwam on the banks of the Grand
Canal of Venice conducted by one of the Vanderbilts,
Bernard McFadden, and the Reverends Dowie and
Duss. And ye have the French ball, where the origi-
nal Cohens and the Rob. rt Emmet-Sangerbund Society
dance the Highland fling one with another. And
ye have the grand O'Ryan ball, which is the most

if
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beautiful pageant in the world, where the French

students vie with the Tyrolean warblers in doin*

the cake walk. Ye have the best job for a statue in

the whole town, Miss Diana."

" 'Tis weary work," sighed the island statue, "dis-

seminatin' the science of liberty in New York Bay.

Sometimes when I take a peep down at Ellis Island

and see the gang of immigrants I'm supposed to light

up, 'tis tempted I am to blow out the gas and let the

coroner write out their naturalization papers."

"Say, it's a shame, ain't it, to give you the worst

end of it?" came the sympathetic antiphony of the

steeplechase goddess. "It must be awfully lonesome

down there with so much water arovmd you. I don't

see how you ever keep your hair in curl. And that

Mother Hubbard you are wearing went out ten years

ago. I think those sculptor guys ought to be held for

damages for putting iron or marble clothes on a lady.

That's where Mr. St. Gaudens was wise. I'm always

a little ahead of the styles; but they're coming my way

pretty fast. Excuse my back a moment— I caught

a puff of wind from the north— shouldn't wonder if

things had loosened up in Esopus. There, now! it's

in the West— I should think that gold plank would

have calmed the air out in that direction. What were

you saying, Mrs. Liberty?
"

"A fine diat I've had with ye. Miss Diana, ma'am,

but I see one of them European steamers a-saaHn'
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up the Na rows, and I must be attendin' to me duties.
'Tis me job to extend aloft the torch of Liberty to
welcome all them that survive the kicks that the
steerage stewards give 'em while landin.' Sure 'tis
a great country ye can come to for $8.50, and tlie doctor
waitin' to send ye back home free if he sees yer eyes
red from cryin' for it.

"

The golden statue veered in the changing breeze,
menacing many points on the horizon with its aureate
arrow.

"So long. Aunt Liberty," sweetly called Diana of
the Tower. "Some night, when the wind's right, I'll

call you up again. But— say! you haven't got
such a fierce kick coming about your job. I've kept a
pretty good watch on the island of Manhattan since
I've been up here. That's a pretty sick-looking
bunch of liberty chasers they dump down at your end
of it; but they don't all stay that way. Every little
while up here I see guys signing checks and voting the
right ticket, and encouraging the arts and taking a
bath every morning, that was shoved ashore by a
dock labourer born in the United States who never
earned over forty doUars a month. Don't run down
your job, Aunt Liberty; you're all right, aU right.

"

tt
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THE GREATER CONEY

"Next Sunday," said Dennis Carnahan,'*I'U be after

going down to see the new Coney Island that's risen

like a phcenix bird from the ashes of the old resort.

I'm going with Norah Flynn, and we'll fall victims

to all the dry goods deceptions, from the red-flannel

eruption of Mount Vesuvius to the pink silk nbbons

on the race-suicide problems in the incubator kiosk.

"Was I there before? I was. I was there last

Tuesday. Did I see the sights? I did not.

" Last Monday I amalgamated myself with the Brick-

layers' Union, and in accordance with the rules I was

ordered to quit work the same day on account of a

sympathy strike with the Lady Salmon Canners'

Lodge No. 2, of Tacoma, Washington.

" 'Twas disturbed I was in mind and proclivities by

losing me job, bein' already harassed in me soul on

account of havin' quarrelled with Norah Flynn a week

before by reason of hard words spoken at the Dauymen

and Street-Sprinkler Drivers' semi-annual ball, caused

by jealousy and prickly heat and that divil, Andy

Coghlin.

MO
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"So, I says, it will be Coney for Tuesday; and if
the chutes and the short change and the green-corn
silk between the teeth don't create diversions and get
me feeling better, then I don't know at all.

"Ye wiU have heard that Coney has received moral
reconstruction. The old Bowery, where they used
to take your tintype by force and give ye knockout
drops before having your palm read, ia now called
the WaU Street of the island. The wienerwurst stands
are reqmred by law to keep a news ticker in 'em; and
the doughnuts are examined every four years by a
retired steamboat inspector. The nigger man's head
that was used by the old patrons to throw baseballs
at IS now iUegal; and, \y order of the Police Com-
missioner the image of a man drivin' an automobile
has been substituted. I hear that the old immoral
amusements have been suppressed. People who used
to go down from New York to sit in the sand aud dabblem the surf now give up their quarters to squeeze
through tumstUes and see imitations of city fires and
floods painted on canvas. The reprehensible and de-
gradm* resorts that disgraced old Coney are said to
be wiped out. The wipin'-out process consists of
raism' the price from 10 cents to 25 cents, and hirin'a
blonde named Maudie to seU tickets instead of Micky
the Bowery Bite. That's what they say -I don't
know.

"But to Coney I goes a-Tuesday. I gets off the

ill

WKl
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*V end starts for the gUtterin' show. 'Twas a fine

right. The Babylonian towers and the Hindoo roof

gardens was blazin' with thousands of electric lights,

and the streets was thick with people. 'Tis a true

thing they say that Coney levels all rank. I see

millionaires eatin' popcorn and trampin* along with

the crowd; and I see eight-doUar-a-week clothin*-

store clerks in red automobiles fightin' one another

for who'd squeeze the horn when they come to a comer.

" 'I made a mistake,' I says to myself. 'Twas

not Coney I needed. When a man's sad 'tis not scenes

of hilarity he wants. 'Twould be far better for him

to meditate in a graveyard or to attend services at

the Paradise Roof Gardens. 'Tis no consolation

when a man's lost his sweetheart to order hot corn

and have the waiter bring him the powdered sugar

cruet instead of salt and then conceal himself, or to

have Zozookum, the gipsy palmist, tell him that he

has three children and to look out for another serious

calamity; price twenty-five cents.

"I walked far away down on the beach, to the ruins

of an old pavilion near one corner of this new private

park. Dreamland. A year ago that old pavilion was

standin' up straight and the old-style waiters was

slammin' a week's supply of clam chowder down in

front of you for a nickel and callin' you 'cully' friendly,

and vice was rampant, and you got back to New York

with enough change to take a car at the bridge. Now
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they teU me that they serve Welsh rabbits on Surf
Avenue, and you get the right change back in themovm -picture joints.

"I sat down at one side of the old pavilion and looked
at the surf spreadin' itself on the beach, and thought
about the time me and Norah Flynn sat on that spot
last summer. 'Twas before reform struck the island-
and we was happy. We had tintypes and chowder in'
the ribald dives, and the Egyptian Sorceress of the
Nile told Norah out of her hand, while I was waiUn* in
the door, that 'twould be the luck of her to marry a
red-headed gossoon with two crooked legs, and I was
overrunnin' with joy on account of the allusion. And
twas there that Norah Flynn put her two hands in
mine a year before and we talked of flats and the things
she could cook and the love business that goes with
such episodes. And that was Coney as we loved it.
and as the hand of Satan was upon it. friendly and
noisy and your money's worth, with no fence around
the ocean and not too many electric lights to show the
sleeve of a black serge coat against a white shirtwaist.

I sat with my back to the parks where they had
the moon and the dreams and the steeples corralled,
and longed for the old Coney. There wasn't many
people on the beach. Lots of them was feedin'
pennies into the slot machines to see the 'Interrupted
Courtship' in the movin' pictures; and a good many
was takin' the sea air in the Canals of Venice and some
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was breathin* the smoke of the sea battle by actual

warships in a tank filled with real water. A few was

down on the sands enjoyin* the moonlight and the

water. And the heart of me was heavy for the new

morals of the old island, while the bands behind me

played and the sea poimded on the bass drum in

front.

"And directly I got up and walked along the old

pavilion, and there on the other side of, half in the

dark, was a slip of a girl sittin' on the tumble-down

timbers, and unless I'm a liar she was cryin' by herself

there, all alone.

"•Is it trouble you are in, now, Miss,* says I; 'and

what's to be done about it?'

"• 'Tis none of your business at all, Denny Cama-

han,' says she. sittin' up straight. And it was the

voice of no other than Norah Flynn.

"'Then it's not,' says I, *and we're after having a

pleasant evening, Miss Flynn. Have ye seen the

sights of this new Coney Island, then? I presume ye

have come here for that purpose,' says I.

"'I have,* says she. 'Me mother and Uncle Tim

they are waiting beyond. 'Tis an elegant evening

I've had. I've seen all the attractions that be.'

'"Right ye are,' says I to Norah; and I don't know

when I've been that amused. After disportin' me-

self among the most laughable moral improvements

of the revised shell games I took meself to the shore
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'And did ye observefor the benefit of the cool air.

the Durbar, Miss Flynn?'

"'I dit!,' says she, reflectin'; *b»it 'tis not safe, I'm
thmkin", to ride down them slaatin* things into the
water.'

'"How did ye fancy the shoot tbo chutes?* I asks.

"True, then, I'm afraid of guns,' says Norah.
They make such noise in my ears. But Uncle Tim,
he shot them, he did, and won cigars. 'Tis a fine time
we had this day, Mr. Carnahan.'

"'I'm glad you've enjoyed yerself,' I says. 'I

suppose you've had a roarin' fine time seein' the sights.

And how did the incubators and the helter-skelter

and the midgets suit the taste of ye.'*

"1— I wasn't hungry,* says Norah, faint. 'But
mother ate a quantity of all of 'em. I'm that pleased
with the fine things in the new Coney Island,' says
she, 'that it's the happiest day I've seen in a long time,

at aU.'

'"Did you see Venice?* says I.

'"We did,* says she. 'She was a beauty. She was
all dressed in red, she was, with

*

"I listened no more to Norah Flynn. I stepped
up and I gathered her in my arms.

""Tis a story-teller ye are, Norah Flynn*, says I.

Te've seen no more of the greater Coney Island than
I have meself. Come, now, tell the truth— ye came
to ait by the old pavilion by the waves where you sat
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last summer and made Demiis Camahan a happy man.

Speak up, and tell the truth.*

"Norah stuck her nose against me vest.

" 1 despise it, Denny,' she says, half cryin'. 'Mother

and Uncle Tim went to see the shows, but I came down
here to chink of you. I couldn't bear the lights and the

crowd. Are you forgivin' me, Denny, for the words

we had?'
"

' 'Twas me fault,' says I. 'I came here for the

same reason meself. Look at the lights, Norah,' I

says, turning my back to the sea — V' ^'t they pretty?'

"'They are,* says Norah, with her eyes shinin';

'and do ye hear the bands playin*? Oh, Denny, I

think I'd like to see it all.'

"'The old Coney is gone, darlin*,' I says to her.

'Everything moves. When a man's glad it's not

scenes of sadness he wants. 'Tis a greater Coney
we have here, but we couldn't see it till we got in the

humour for it. Next Sunday, Norah darlin', we'll

see the new place xrom end to end."
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LAW AND ORDER

I POUND myself in Texas recently, revisiting old
places and vistas. At a sheep ranch where I had so-
journed many years ago. I stopped for a week. And.
as aU visitors do. I heartily plunged into the business
at hand, which happened to be that of dipping the

Now, this process is so different from ordinary
human baptism that it deserves a word of itself A
vast iron cauldron with hJf the fires of Avernus be-
neath it is partly filled with water that soon boils
furiously. Into that is cast concentrated lye, lime
and sulphur, which is allowed to stew and fume until
the witches' broth is strong enough to r. the third
arm of Palladino herself.

Then this concentrated brew is mixed in a long
deep vat with cubic gallons of hot water, and the sheep
are caught by their hind legs and flung into the com-
pound. After being thoroughly ducked by means
of a forked pole in the hands of a gentleman detailed
for that purpose, they are allowed to clamber up anmdme mto a corral and dry or die. as the state of their

S27
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oonstitutions may decree. If you ever caught an abto-

bodied, two-year-old mutton by the hind legs and felt

the 750 volts of kicking that he can send through

your arm seventeen times before you can hurl him
into the vat, you will, of course, hope that he may die

instead of dry.

but this is merely to explain why Bud Oakley and

I gladly stretched ourselves on the bank of the nearby

eharco after the dipping, glad for the welcome inanition

and pure contact with the earth after our musde-
racking labours. The flock was a small one, and we
finished at three in the afternoon; so Bud brought

from the morral on hb saddle horn, coffee and a coffee-

pot and a big hunk of bread and some side bacon.

Mr. Mills, the ranch owner and my old friend, rode

away to the ranch with his force of Mexican trabch

jadores.

While the bacon was frizzling nicely, there was the

sound of horses' hoofs behind us. Bud's six-shooter

lay in its scabbard ten feet away from his hand.

He paid not the slightest heed to the approaching

horseman. This attitude of a Texas ranchman was so

different from the old-time custom that I marvelled.

Instinctively I turned to inspect the possible foe that

menaced us in the rear. I saw a horseman dressed

in black, who might have been a lawyer or a parson or

an undertaker, trotting peaceably along the road by
the arroyo.
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Bud noticed my precautionary movement and smiled

aarcaatically and sorrowfully.

"You've been away too long." said he. "You
don t need to look around any more when anybody
gallops up behind you in this state, unless something
hits you m the back; and even then ifs liable to be only
a bunch of tracts or a petition to sign against the trusts.
I never looked at that hombre that rode by; but I'll
bet a quurt of sheep dip that he's some double-dyed
son of a popgun out rounding up prohibition votes.

"

Times have changed. Bud." said I, oracularly.
Law and order is the rule now in the South and the

Southwest.

I caught a cold gleam from Bud's pale blue eyes.
Not that I "I began, hastily.

"Of course you don't." said Bud warmly. "YouImow better. You've lived here before. Law and
order, you say? Twenty years ago we had 'em here.We only had two or three laws, such as against murder
before witnesses, and being caught stealing horses,
and voting the Republican ticket. But how is it now?AU we get is orders; and the laws go out of the state.Them legislators set up there at Austin and don'tdo nothing but make laws against kerosene oil and
schoolbooks being brought into the state. I reckon
they was afraid some man would go home some even-mg after work and light up and get an education and
go to work and make laws to repeal aforesaid laws

Si
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Me, I'm for the old days when law and order meant
what they said. A law was a law, and a order waa a
order."

"But "I began.

"I was going on," continued Bud, "while this coffee

is boiling, to describe to you a case of genuine law and
order that I knew of once in the times when cases was
decided in the chambers of a six-shooter instead of a
supreme court.

"You've heard of old Ben Eirkman, the cattle

king? His ranch run from the Nueces to the Rio
Grande. In them days, as you know, there was cattle

barons and cattle. Ipngs. The difference was this:

when a cattleman went to San Antone and bought
beer for the newspaper reporters and only give them
the number of cattle he actually owned, they wrote

him up for a baron. When he bought 'em champagne
wine and added in the amount of cattle he had stole,

they called him a king.

"Luke Summers was one of his range bosses. And
down to the king's ranch comes one day a bunch of

these Oriental people from New York or Kansas City

or thereabouts. Luke was detailed with a squad to

ride about with 'em, and see that the rattlesnakes got

fair warning when they was coming, and drive the

deer out of their way. Among the bunch was a black-

eyed girl that wore a number two shoe. That's all

I noticed about her. But Luke must have seen more.
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toh* ""ried Wone day Mor^M^caiaU^,,^^
tact ^d went over on Canada Verfe «,d «,t up a

rtdf onpu^ becau«. I never »w or wanted to «»any of It And Luke takes me along with him becausewe_«« „M Wends and I handled cfttle to s^t^^
1 never saw or wanted to see any of it -bat threeyj^s^terward «.e« was a boy kid stumbl^tSbh^bermg «ound the galleries and iloors of Luke's«nch I never had no use for kids; but it seems theydid. And I m skipping over much what folbwed unta•ne day out to the ranch drives in hacks and buctboards a k>t of Mrs. Summers's friends from thel^t-a sjster or so and two or thiee men. One l«>ked

W T^ *» ^-ebody; and one looked like not^H«; and the other one had on corkscrew pants and^k. m a tone of voice. I never liked a man 2,•poke m a tone of voice.

"I'm skippmg over much what foHowed; but onerftemo» when I rides up to the r«,ch hoiLe to «t"meorder, about a drove of beeves that was to^
tw L^h""'"r >*- POP-PU. go oJ^ I

^™te affau^ fc , mtl. while Luke comes out and

Sr.?"!;r!'" «" «""« «' "^ M«ican hands, and
d hitch up sundry and divers vehicles- -J

' soon —"mighty
I

;
conies one of the sisters or so and some
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of the two or three men. But two of the two or three

men carries between 'em the corkscrew man who spoke

in a tone of voice, and lays him flat down in one of the

wagons. And they all might have been seen wending

their way away.

"'Bud,* says Luke to me, 'I want you to fix up

a little and go up to San Antone with me.'

"'Let me get on my Mexican spurs,' says I, 'and

I'm your company.'

"One of the sisters or so seems to have stayed at

the ranch with Mrs. Summers and the kid. We
rides to Eucinal and catches the International, and

hits San Antone in the morning. After breakfast

Luke steers me straight to the office of a lawyer. They

go in a room and talk and then come out.

"'Oh, there won't be any trouble, Mr. Summers,'

says the lawyer. 'I'll acquaint Judge Simmons with

the facts to-day; and the matter will be put through

as promptly as possible. Law and order reigns in

this state as swift and sure as any in the coimtry.'

'"I'll wait for the decree if it won't take over half

an hour,' says Luke.

"'Tut, tut,' says the lawyer man. "Law must take

its course. Come back day after to-morrow at half-

past nine.'

"At that time me and Luke shows up, and the law-

yer hands him a folded document. And Luke writes

him out a check. '^
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J^ of aWlute div.™ ^u. ^.^ ^

I Z!?""'^-°T "'"'* "*"' •"" "^PP*-"! of which

L^Zt^th^- "^' '• '" '~''" *» »« ae a split,^^dn t the l.„y„ man have made it a ,trilie for

S^'^'iT ""*'
!^

* P^"" "y'«- «>»» o™ is the

fa^ *K r ^"™ '"• **" "'^ «»= '"'t the boy

-^n' t^ "' "r ' "" ""'"^ of the child/

it Zti^l:- ^^' ' ,'" "' '^^ "" '«' •''id. by
rt. But I thmt- »ay, I, 'that Judge Simmons mightWe „^ exempla.y demency. or whatever fa L
legal term, in our case.*

S C ^ ^^^'^e^^e^ ^d seU for so much on thehoof when they grow up. But Luke was struck withthat sort of parental foolidmess that I never could un-
dei^tend. AU the way riding from the station backto the randi. he kept pulling that decree out of his^ket and laying his finger on the back of it and read-

of the child. Bud,' says he. 'Don't forget it-
to-dy of the child

CUS'

'But when we hits the ranch we finds our decree

i
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of court obviated, noUe proased, and remanded for

trial. Mrs. Summers and the kid was gone. They

tell us that an hour after me and Luke had started for

San Antone she had a team hitched and lit out fcr the

nearest station with her trunks and the youngster.

"Luke takes out his decree once more and reads

off its emoluments.

"'It ain't possible. Bud,' says he, 'for this to be.

It's contrary to law and order. It's wrote as plain

as day here— "Cus-to-dy of the child.*"

'"There is what you might call a human leaning,'

says I, 'toward smashing 'em both— not to mention

the child.'

" 'Judge Sinmaons,' goes on Luke, 'is a incorporated

officer of the law. She can't take the boy cway. He
belongs to me by statutes passed and approved by

the state of Texas.'

"'And he's removed from the jurisdiction of mun-

dane mandamuses,' says I, 'by the ur.earthly statutes

of female partiality. Let us praise the Lord and be

thankful for whatever small mercies * I be^ns;

but I see Luke don't listen to me. Tired as he was, he

calls for a fresh horse and starts back again for the

station.

"He come back two weeks afterward, not saying

much.

"'We can't get the trail,' says he; 'but we've done

aU the telegraphing that the wires'll stand, and we've
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got these city rangers they caU detectives on the
lookout. In the meantime. Bud.' says he. Ve'U
round up them cows on Brush Creek, and wait for the
law to take its course.' "

And after that we never aUuded to aUusions. as you
might say.

"Skipping over much what happened in the nert
twelve years. Luke was made sheriflF of Mojada County.He made me his office deputy. Now. don't get in
your mmd no wrong apparitions of a office deputydomg sums in a book or mashing letters in a cider
press. In them days his job was to watch the back
windows so nobody didn't plug the sheriflF in the rear
whde he was addmg up mileage at his desk in front.
And m them days I had qualifications for the job.And there was law and order in Mojada County, and
schoolbooks, and aU the whiskey you wanted, and the
Govermnent built its own battleships instead of col-
lecfang mckels from the school children to do it withAnd as I say. there was law and order instead of enact-
ments and restrictions such as disfigure our mnpire
state to-day. We had our office at Bildad. the comity
seat, from which we emerged forth on necessary oc-
casions to soothe whatever fracases and unrest that
might occur in our jurisdiction.

"Skipping over much what happened while me and
Luke was sheriflT. I want to give you an idea of how the
law was respected in them days. Luke was what
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you would call one of the most conscious men in the
world. He never knew much book law, but he had the
mner emoluments of justice and mercy inculcated into
his system. If e respectoble citizen shot a Mexican
or held up a train and cleaned out the safe in the ex-
press car, and Luke ever got hold of him, he'd give the
guilty party such a reprimand and a cussin' out that
he'd probable never do it again. But once let some-
body steal a horse (unless it was a Spanish pony),
or cut a wire fence, or otherwise unpaur the peace and
indignity of Mojada County, Luke and me would
be on 'em with habeas corpuses and smokeless
powder and all the modem inventions of equity and
etiquette.

"We certainly Had our county on a basis of lawful-
ness. I've known persons of Eastern classification
with little spotted caps and buttoned-up shoes to get
off the train at BUdad and eat sandwiches at the
raihroad station without being shot at or even roped
and drug about by the citizens of the town.
"Luke had his own ideas of legality and justice. He

was kmd of training me to succeed him when he went
out of office. He was always looking ahead to the time
when he'd quit sheriffing. What he wanted to do was
to build a yeUow house with lattice-work under the
porch and have hens scratching in the yard. The
one mam thing in his mmd seemed to be the yard.

"•Bud,' he says to me, 'by instinct and sentiment
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or teaching school— something to make 'em forget.

Well, I guess that was the way with Luke. But,

as he couldn't paint pictures, he took it out in round-

ing up horse thieves and in making Mojada County
a safe place to sleep in if you was well armed and not

afraid of requbitions or tarantulas.

"One day there passes through Bildad a bunch of

these money investors from the East, and they stopped

off there, Bildad being the dinner station on the I. &
G. N. They was just coming back from Mexico look-

ing after mines and such. There was five of 'em—
four solid parties, with gold watch chains, that would

grade up over two hundred pounds on the hoof, and
one kid about seventeen or eighteen.

"This youngster had on one of them cowboy suit9

such as tenderfoots bring West with 'em; and you
could see he was aching to wing a couple of Indians

or bag a grizzly or two with the little pearl-handled

gun he had buckled around his waist.
*' T walked down to the depot to keep an eye cm the

outfit and see that they didn't locate any land or

scare the cow ponies hitched in front of Murchison's

store or act otherwise unseemly. Luke was away
after a gang of cattle thieves down on the Frio, and I

always looked after the law and order when he wasn't

there.

"After dinner this boy comes out of the dining-room

while the train was waiting, and prances up and down.
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Ubertien like that with my face agftiii. When I woke

up, the whole outfit— train, boy, and all— was gone.

I asked about Pedro, and they told me the doctor said

he would recover provided his wounds didn't turn

out to be fatal.

"When Luke got back three days later, and I told

him about it, he was mad all over.

*"Why'n't you telegraph to San Antone,' he asks,

'and have the bunch arrested there?'

"'Oh, well,' says I, *I always did admire telegraphy;

but astronomy was what I had took up just then.'

That capitalist sure knew how to gesticulate with his

hands.

"Luke got madder and madder. He investigates

and finds in the depot a card one of the men had

dropped that g^'ves the address of some hombre called

Scudder in New York City.

"'Bud,' says Luke, 'I'm gomg after that bunch.

I'm going there and get the man or boy, as you say

he was, and bring him back. I'm sheriff of Mojada

County, and I shall keep law and order in its precincts

while I'm able to draw a gun. And I want you to go

with me. No Eastern Yankee can shoot up a respect'

able and well-known citizen of Bildad, 'specially

with a thirty-two calibre, and escape the law. Pedro

Johnson,' says Luke, 'is one of our most prominent

citizens and business men. I'll appoint Sam Bell

acting sheriff with penitentiary powers while I'm
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'"Luke,* sayi I. 'm office deputy and from a Uw
tandpoint. it don't look to me like this place is properly
and legally in the jurisdiction of Mojada County,

Texas.*

'"From the standpoint of order.* says he, 'it's

amenable to answer for its sins to the properly ap<
pointed authorities from Bildad to Jerusalem.*

"'Amen,' says I. 'But let's turn our triek sudden,
and ride. I don't like the looks of this pUce.'

'"Think of Pedro Johnson,' says Luke, 'a friend of

mine and yours shot down by one of these gilded

abolitionists at his very door!*

'"It was at the door of the freight depot,' snya I.

'But the law will not be balked at a quibbl*' V.ke that.*

"We put up at one of them big hotek vi Broadway.
The next morning I goes down abouL two miles of

stairsteps to the bottom and hunts for Luke. It

ain't no use. It looks like San Jacinto day in San
Antone. There's a thousand folks milling around in

a kind of a roofed-over plaza with marble pavements
and trees growing right out of 'em, and I see no more
chance of finding Luke than if we was hunLing each
other in the big pear flat down below Old Fort Ewell.

But soon Luke and me runs together in one of the turns

of them marble alleys.

'"It ain't no use. Bud,' says he. 'I can't find no
place to eat at. I've been looking for restaurant

signs and smelling for ham all over the camp. But
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"Thanky, ma'am,' says I, and I takes up the trail

again.

"By and by I thinks I'll shed etiquette; and I picks

up one of them boys with blue clothes and yellow

buttons in front, and he leads me to what he calls the

caffay breakfast room. And the first thing I lays

my eyes on when I go in is that boy that had shot

Pedro Johnson. He was setting all alone at a little

table, hitting a egg with a spoon like he was afraid he'd

break it.

"I takes the chair across the table from him; and

he looks insulted and makes a move like he was going

to get up. ,
,

"'Keep still, son,' says I. 'You're apprehended,

arrested, and in charge of the Texas authorities. Go
on and hammer that egg some more if it's the inside

of it you want. Now, what did you shoot Mr. John-

son, of Bildad, for?'

"'And may I ask who you are?' says he.
"

' You may,' says I. 'Gro ahead.'

"*I suppose you're on,' says this kid, without

batting his eyes. 'But what are you eating? Here,

waiter!' he calls out, raising his finger. 'Take this

gentleman's order.'

'**A beefsteak,' says I, *and some fried eggs and a

can of peaches and a quart of coffee will about su£Sce.'

"We talk awhile about the sundries of life and then

he says:



Lav) and Order

"What
245

are

••W.'ii 1 . ,
"™' e'« «>uld I do?'

__

WeU h.v. to take you b«k to T«a,.-
'
i

Idhke.»g„b«V„y,u,eboy.with'aSof.

"'WK^ », XL

.

"*** * *»*» remember '

trip^°T„t *"''
"' "°''* -""« ^- '^'tki-

took that m. po2;t^w^"- T I- W I

a with. And whSTdST J .^°" ""' y- ^
little .ca« ta a «r.L^„~ ^"<-! ««« "r f.„

b.^i-^okusbefo^.K;:^:;.''^'""-- ^°"'™

gue„Ilj;.t7 ^ *'* P"^' ""t^- But I

She d,ed five yean ago,' „y,l,,.
Skippuig over the most of what followed- -1,Mm came back 1 tiini«i n- t-j

™""™' ™«i
' ™°«' the fad over to him. He



246 Sixes and Sevens

had seen Scudder and told him what he wanted;

and it seems that Scudder got active with one of these

telephones as soon as he left. For in about an hour

afterward there comes to our hotel some of these

city rangers in everyday clothes that they call detec-

tives, and marches the whole outfit of us to what they

call a magistrate's court. They accuse Luke of at-

tempted kidnapping, and ask him what he has to say.

"'This snipe,' says Luke to the judge, 'shot and

wilfully punctured with malice and forethought one

of the most respected and prominent citizens of the

town of Bildad, Texas, Your Honor. And in so doing

laid himself liable to the penitence of law and order.

And I hereby make claim and demand restitution of

the State of New York City for the said alleged crimi-

nal; and I know he done it.'

"•Have you the usual and necessary requisition

papers from the governor of your state?* asks the

judge.

"'My usual papers,* says Luke, 'was taken away

from me ai the hotel by these gentlemen who represent

law and order in your city. They was two Colt*s

.45's that I*ve packed for nine years; and if I

don't get *em back, there'll be more trouble. You can

ask anybody in Mojada County about Luke Sum-

mers. I don't usually need any other kind of papers

for what I do.'

"I see the judge looks mad, so I steps up and says:
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body tftlk to him about that business, and he never

mentioned it himself.

" loe the mark,' says I. 'Do you remember when

he M IS toddling around on the porch and fell down on

a paiiT of Mexican spurs and cut four little holes over

tis v^iit eye? Look at the prisoner,' says I, 'look at

iu5 nuee and the shape of his head and— why, you old

fool, don't you know your own sor?— I knew him,*

says I, *when he perforated Mr. Johnson at the

depot.'

"Luke comes over to me shaking all over. I never

saw him lose his nerve before.

"•Bud,' says he^ .'I've never had that boy out of my

mind one day or one night since he was took awi^.

But I never let on. But can we hold him?— Can we

make him stay ?— I'll make the best man of him that

ever put his foot in a stirrup. Wait a minute,' says

he, all excited and out of iiis mind— 'I've got some-

thing here in my desk— I reckon it'll hold legal yet—
I've looked at it a thousand times

—"Cus-to-dy of

the diild," says Luke
—

"Cus-to-dy of the child. " We
can hold him on that, can't we? Le'me see if I can

find that decree.'

"Luke begins to tear his desk to piecM.

"'Hold on,' says I. 'You are Order and I'm

Law. You needn't look for that paper, Luke. It

ain't a decree any more. It's requisition papers. It's

on file in that Magistrate's office in New Yoric. I took

*' »v 'i
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TRANSFORMATION OF MARTIN BURNEY

In behalf of Sir Walter's soothing plant let us

look into the case of Martin Bumey.

They were constructing the Speedway along the

west bank of the Harlem River. The grub-boat of

Dennis Corrigan, sub-contractor, was moored to a tree

on the bank. Twenty-two men belonging to the

little green bland toiled there at the sinew-cracking

labour. One among them, who wrought in the kitchen

of the grub-boat was of the race of the Goths. Over

them all stood the exorbitant Corrigan, harrying them

like the captain of a galley crew. He paid them so

little that most of the gang, work as they might, earned

little more than food and tobacco; many of them were

in debt to him. Corrigan boarded them all in the

grub-boat, and gave them good grub, for he got it

back in work.

Martin Bumey was furthest behind of all. He was

a little man, all muscles and hands and feet, with a

gray-red, stubbly beard. He was too light for the

work, which would have glutted the capacity of a

9te9pi ahQv^l,

m
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not even tobaccy, my son. No more tobaccy on

account. If ye want to work on and eat, do so, but

the smoke of ye has all ascended. 'Tis my adviQe

that ye hunt a new job."

"I have no tobaccy to smoke in my pipe this day,

Bir. Corrigan," said Bumey, not quite understanding

that such a thing could happen to him.

"Earn it," said Corrigan, "and then buy it."

Bumey stayed on. He knew of no other job. At

first he did not realize that tobacco had got to be his

father and mother, his confessor and sweetheart, and

wife and child.

For three days he managed to fill his pipe from the

other men*s sacks', and then they shut him off, one and

all. They told him, rough but friendly, that of all

things in the world tobacco must be quickest forth-

coming to a fellow-man desiring it, but that beyond

the immediate temporary need requisition upon the

store of a comrade is pressed with great danger to

friendship.

Then the blackness of the pit arose and filled the

heart of Bumey. Sucking the corpse of his deceased

dudheen^ he staggered through his duties with his

barrowful of stones and dirt, feeling for the first time

that the curse of Adam was upon him. Other men
bereft of a pleasure might have recourse to other

delights, but Bumey had only two comforts in life.

One was his pipe, the other was an ecstatic hope that
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he owed Corrigan? Any man'« work wm worth Wi

keep. But then he hated to go without getting even

with the hard-hearted screw who had put his pipe out.

Was there any way to do it?

Softly stepping among the clods came Tony, he of

the race of Goths, who worked in the kitchen. He

grinned at Bumey's elbow, and that unhappy man.

full of race animosity and holdmg urbanity in con-

tempt, growled at hun: "What d'ye want, ye

Tony also contained a gnevance— and a plot.

He, too, was a Corrigan hater, and had been primed to

see it in others.

"How you like-a Mr. Corrigan?'* he asked. "You

think-a him a nice-a man?"

"To hcU with 'm," he said. "May his Uver tuin

to water, and the bones of him crack in the cold of his

heart. May dog fennel grow upon his ancestors'

graves, and the grandsons of his children be bom

without eyes. May whiskey turn to dabber in his

mouth, and every time he sneeaes may he blister the

soles of his feet. And the smoke of hb pipe— may it

make his eyes water, and the drops fall on the grass

that his cows eat and poison the butter that he

spreads on his bread."

Though Tony remained a stranger to the beauties

of this imagery, he gathered from it the conviction

that it was sufficiently anti-Corrigan in its tendency.
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pwMribed by the itage. He puUed from his shirt

bow>m « long, black, beautiful, venomous dgw, tnd

handed it to Burney.

"You like-a smoke while we wait?** he asked.

Burney clutched it and snapped off the end as a

terrier bitea at a rat. He laid it to his lips like a long-

lost sweetheart. When the smoke began to draw h«

gave a long, deep sigh, and the bristles of his gray-red

moustache curled down over the cigar like the talons

of an eagle. Slowly the red faded from the whites of

his eyes. He fixed his gaze dreamily upon the hills

across the river. The minutes came and went.

•' 'Bout time to g6 now." swd Tony. "That damn-a

Corrigan he be in the reever very quick."

Burney started out of his trance with a grunt. He

turned his head and gazed with a surprised and pained

severity at his accomplice. He took the cigar partly

from his mouth, but sucked it back agwn immediately,

chewed it lovingly once or twice, and spoke, in virulent

puffs, from the comer of his mouth:

"What is it, ye yaUer haythen? Would ye lay

contrivances against the enlightened races of the

earth, ye instigator of Ulegal crimes? Would ye seek

to persuade Martin Burney into the dirty tricks of an

indecent Dago? Would ye be for murderin' your bene-

factor, the good man that gives ye food and work?

Take that, ye punkin-colonred assassin!"

The torrent of Bumey's mdignation carried with it



'transformation
qf Martin Bumey m

to renuun
'' '"'''-'"Wi h. w« ,tnid

orove the birda from the road«id« ;«« ! . "
^j^j^^j^^^

« Mie roadside into the deepest

i :
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THE CALIPH AND THE CAD

oURELY there is no pastime more diverting than that
of mingling, incognito, with persons of wealth and
station. Where else but in those circles can one see
life in its primitive, crude stete unhampered by the
conventions that bind the dwellers m a lower sphere?
There was a certam Caliph of Bagdad who was

accustomed to go down among the poor and lowly for
the solace obtained from the relation of their tales and
histories. Is it not strange that the humble and
poverty-stricken have not availed themselves of the
pleasure they might glean by donning diamonds and
silks and playing Caliph among the haunts of the
upper world?

There was one who saw the possibilities of thus
turning the tables on Haroun al Raschid. His name
was Corny Brannigan, and he was a truck driver for a
Canal Street importing firm. And if you read further
you will leam how he turned upper Broadway into
Bagdad and learned somethmg about himself that he
did not know before.

Many people would have called Corny a snob—
808
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position-^«^*:^ *" P"** l^tt in jurt..

people o, fa,h"„tr::!'«^'
»<^ to .ni^_ ^U.

»P«=i»Ity. he would clotte hfm^ ""-ediateneM .

he would betie MZ^if! ?*'^'°"°"- Then

~ad™ydevJS^oXi3 1^* "7>' ~*-'
Foratim^Ko ,°P"*^^*"'«»d Bacchus.

best"oulTiLtr^r^tS."'' ""'"- °' ""
tiful women, cooimrllk^V,."'^''*""- Bean-

Courtly p-Me„e„,,^„d^ IZ"^,"*^^'^'^

SirUnoelof,.J^eXr^Jr "t"^
"""

and Mid: "Corny u/ZT^ to hu„„ ie pi^ed

the tad!"
"* "^ » "t gaUerie, with the b^t in

nore. Long anT^ ^tr':"" •"""• " "o""^

-.««ouit„xi:r-:c:'::d'r.-
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Now and then in the hoteb Corny had "'nnagri
conversation and tempofary acquaintance with sub-
stantial, if not distinguished, guests. With many of
these he had exchaafed cards, and the ones he received
he carefully treasured for Ids own use Uter. Leaving
the hotel lobbies. Corny would stroB leisurely about,
linftering at the theatre entrance, dropping into the
fashionable restaurants as if seeking some friend. He
rarely patronized any of these places; he was no bee
come to suck honey, but a butterfly flashing his wings
among the flowers who* calyces held no sweets for
him. His wages were not large enough to furnish him
with more than the outside gwb of the gentleman.
To have been one of the beings he so cunningly
imitated. Corny Brannigan would have given his right
hand.

One night Corny had an adventure. After absorb-
ing the delights of an hour's loui^g in the principal
hotels along Broadway, he passed up mto the strong-
hold of Thespis. Cab drivers hailed him as a likely
fare, to his prideful content. Languishing eyes were
turned upon him as a hopeful source of lobsters and
the delectable, ascendant globules of eflFervescence.

These overtures and unconscious compliments Corny
swallowed as manna, and hoped Bill, the off horse,
would be less kme in the left forefoot in tiie morning.
Beneath a cluster of milky globes of electric light

Corny paused to admire the sheen of his low-cut

. >'»KSr'<l3T<X<
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P^"* leather dioo, Tfc. i. ,.
^, -« a Prete" oJ^/""^" -""^^ th.
couple, a lady in. white «>hu,. °' ^^ <»»« «
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-"'""^ly. "You

"I ordered it for nme-thirfv » -j ,
should be here now.-

^' '*•** *^« ™». "It
A familiar note in tht^ i„j,

.
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^^^ "^ * """^
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"" »"'•'«• "" •
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-' '"™""'' '«««.
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^'^« ^^^e
do you act so?

"
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"I'm not blamiiig you. I*m only tT3ruig to

you happy."

"You go about it in a very peculiar way."
" Y«i have been cross with me all the evening with-

er any cause."

"(Mi, tbeie isn't aay cause except— you make

me tin^
Conqr todc out his card case and looked over his

eoUectian. Bie selected one that read: "Mr. R.

liond Whyte-Melville, Bloomsbury Square, London."

Tys card he had inveigled from a tourist at the King

Edward Hotel. Corny stepped up to the man and

inre9i»ted it with a correctly formal air.

"May I ask why I am sdected for the honour?"

asked the lady's escort.

Now, Mr. Corny Brannigan had a very wise habit

of saying little during his imitations of the Caliph of

Bagdad. The advice of Lord Chesterfield: "Wear

a black coat and hold your tongue," he believed in

without having heard. But now speech was demanded

and required of him.

"No gent," said Corny, "would talk to a lady Eke

you done. Fie tipon you, Willie! Even if s^ hap-

pens to be your wife you ought to have more i«e^)ect

for your clothes han to chin her back that way. M^-
be it ain't my butt in, but it goes, anyhow— jrou

itrike me as bein' a whole lot to the wrong."

The lady's escort indulged in more degMit^ «-
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""M m polite phra^'i^' ^^.^ '^^^ " ^
were .«,^; th.^. S'k I'^^T*'"'

"''"o""

other tlun orj 17" .
"* ^""^^ "**" "'«
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''^ '^'''""
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"The driaka for us," said Corny "me and mj^

friend."

"You're a queer fdler," said the lady's late escort

—

"lick a man and then want to set 'em up."

"You're my best friend," said Corny exultantly.

"You don't understand? Well, listen. You just put

me wise to somethin'. I been playin' gent a long time,

thinkin' it was just the glad rags I had and nothin'

else. Say— you're a swell, ain't you? Well, you

trot in that class, I guess. I don't; but I found out

one thing— I'm a gentleman, by— and I know

it now. What'll yov have to drmk?
"
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THE DIAMOND OF KALI

I^JT^t '!"''' **^" concerning the diamond of^e goddess Kah was handed in to the city editor.He smded and held it for a moment above the wast^

outrf it*"

^^^''' *^^^ "^^^ '''''^ somethmg

The Sunday editor glanced the item over and said:

a1 w
^^^^"^^'^ *»« ««°t for a reporter and ex-

panded hig comment.
"You might see General Ludlow," he said, "andmake a sto.y out of this if you can. Diamond .tories

are a drug; but this one is big enough to be found by a

tucked under the corner of the hall linoleum. Findout first rfthe General has a daughter who intends to goon the stage. If not. you can go ahead with thestor^

tlT ! ; 't
^"^'"""^ ^"^ ' P- ''^-^--'^ -n^

tion. and work m pictures of the Kimberley mines and^ey Bamato Fill in with a tabulated comparison
of the values of diamonds, radium, and veal cutlets
smce the meat strike; and let it run to a half page."

fltt



266 Sixes and Sevens

On tl^e following day the reporter turned in his
story, the Sunday editor let his eye sprint along its

lines. "H'm!" he said again. This time the copy
went into the waste-basket with scarcely a flutter.

The reporter stiffened a Uttle around the lips; but
he was whistling ioftly and contentedly between his
teeth when I went over to talk with him about it an
hour later.

"I don't blame the 'old man'," said he, magnani-
mously, "for cultbg it out. It did sound like funny
business; but it happened exactly as I wrote it. Say,
why don't you fish that stoiy out of the w.-b. and use
it? Seems to me it's as good as the tommyrot you
write."

I accepted the tip, and if you read further you will

learn the facts about the diamond of the goddess
Kali as vouched for by one of the most reliable re-

porters on the staff.

Gen. Marcellus B. Ludlow lives in one of those
decaying but venerated old red-brick mansions in
the West Twenties. The General is a member of an
old New York family that does not advertise. He is

a globe-trotter by birth, a gentleman by predilection,

a miffionaire by the mercy of Heaven, and a con-
noisseur of precious stones by occupation.

The reporter was admitted promptly when he made
himself known at the General's residence at about
d^t thirty on the evening that he received the assign-
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m«it In the magnificent libr«y he was greeted by the
distmgu^hed traveUer and connoi«e«r, . toH.L
gentleman m the early fifties, with a nearly white
moustache, and a bearing «, soldierly that one per-
ceived in hmi scarcely a trace of the National Guardsman. His weather-beaten countenance lit up with acharming smile of interest when the reporter madeknown his errand.

"Ah. you have heard of my latest find. I shallbe glad to show you what I conceive to be one of the
SIX most valuable blue diamonds in existence "
The General opened a small safe in a corner of th«^y and brought forth a plush-covered box.Opemng this, he exposed to the reporter's bewUdered

gaze a huge and brilliant diamond - nearly as large
as a hailstone. *

"This stone," said the General, "is something
more than a mere jewel. It once formed the centrj
eye of tne three-eyed goddess Kali, who is worshipped
by one of the fiercest and most fanatical tribes of
India. If you will arrange vourself comfortably I
will give you a brief history of it for your paper."

General Ludlow brought a decanter of whiskey and
glasses rom a cabinet, and set a comfortable armchair
for the lucky scribe.

"The Phansigars, or Th.igs, of India," began the
General, are the most dangerous and dreaded of the
tribes of North India. They are extremists in
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religion, and wtwdiip the horrid godden KiH in th«

form of images. Their rites are interesting and

bloody. The robbing and murdering of travellers are

taught as a worthy and obligatory deed by their

strange religious code. Their worship of the three-

eyed goddess Kali is conducted so secretly that no

traveller has ever heretofore had the honour of wit-

nessing the ceremonies. That distinction was re-

served for myself.

"While at Sakaranpur, between Delhi and Khelat,

I used to explore the jungle in every direction in the

hope of learning son^e|thing new about these mys-

terious Phansigars.

"One evening at twilight I was making my way
through a teakwood forest, when I came upon a deep

circular depression in an open space, in the centre of

which was a rude stone temple. I was sure that this

was one of the temples of the Thugs, so I concealed

myself in the undergrowth to watdi.

"When the moon rose the depression in the clearing

was suddenly filled with hundreds of shadowy, swiftly

gliding forms. Then a door opened in the temple,

exposing a brightly illuminated image of the goddesss

Kali, before which a white-robed priest began a bar-

barous incantation, while the tribe of worshippers

prostrated themselves upon the earth.

"But what interested me most was the central eye

of the huge wooden idol. I could see by its flashing
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The priert rtood for , few^l^J^^ ?™-

K.K with hi ,^„ qf •*,^?'"''« «""»' 'y »'

with hi, „,^ p'T'-Tn^r^':j°xr• '-
I rose to mv fw.* on^ i . .

'"^^^n two paces

between thTeJ:* "^t S:.
""

f"
""' '•""

-Plendid blue di.,„„„d y„„ i„,W ;«,!*•* "/»
worthy of a mon«eh', .iown."

"^ "*" " « »*»'><'

"That'aacorkingstoiy," said the renorter "Tl, .
«l«=anter i, ««ctly like the one thatTCw g?..Jway,«u out during an interview."

"""" ^- <^"«

•«»» Tn'tr"
*"•"" '''"""'• "'"'orgetting

;;H«^'s looking at you." said the reporter.
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most sacred symbol. Somehow the tribe suspected

me of having it; and members of the band have followed

me half around the earth. They are the most cimning

and cruel fanatics in the world, and their religious vows

would compel them to assassinate the unbeliever who

has desecrated their sacred treasure.

"Once in Lucknow three of their agents, disguised

as servants in a hotel, endeavoured to strangle me

with a twisted cloth. Agun, in London, two Thugs,

made up as street musicians, climbed into my window

at night and attacked me. They have even tracked

me to this coimtry. My life is never safe. A month

ago, while I was at a hotel in the Berkshires, three of

them sprang upon me from the roadside weeds. I

saved myself then by my knowledge of their customs."

"How was that. General? " asked the reporter.

"There was a cow grazing near by," said General

Ludlow, "a gentle Jersey cow. I ran to her side and

stood. The three Thugs ceased their attack, knelt

and struck the ground thrice with their fore-

heads. Then, after many respectful salaams, they

departed."

"Afraid the cow would hook?" asked the reporter.

"No; the cow is a sacred animal to the Phansigars.

Next to their goddess they worship the cow. They

have never been known to commit any deed of violence

in the presence of the animal they reverence."

"It's a mighty interesting story," said the reporter.
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B I were you," advis«l «..
tlKit ,parUer to TexT^, "•"*"•' "^''^ ^^
and the PWisee, -J'. '

'"' " ""^ '™<* there,

;;PWiga«" corrected the General
.

Oh, yea; the /anqr „„. „„„,f
Who™eve^„„,^,^7;^,up ^^ .

«SX^^''^»-'«-<^»<'-»dthr..

f«mB„ with tte l^f^^"^
"^ *^ ««"«• -rm

"<• I toow that !y ev^^r'
°' """'"»»«.

Tley will undoubted IZrr'l " ''*'^«'-

me here."
^ "tempt to rob and murder

'oud cra^lLTth^r:;lr '''"' "" «

««- Lud,o. hur«,i^tr.ryr
But the reporter clutched him

in,

sprang
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firmly with one hand, while he held the decanter with ^

the other.

"Tell me before we fly," he urged, in a voice thick

with some inward turmoil, "do any of your daughters

contemplate going on the stage?"

"I have no daughters— fly for your life— the

Phansigars are upon us!" criea the General.

The two men dashed out of the front door of the

house.

The hour was late. As their feet struck the side-

walk strange men of dark and forbidding appearance

seemed to rise up out of the earth and encompass them.

One with Asiatic features pressed close to the General

and droned in a terrible voice:

"Buy cast cloM"

Another, dark-whiskered and sinister, sped lithely

to his side and began in a whining voice:

"Say, mister, have yer got a dime fer a poor feller

what
"

They Lurried on, but only into the arms of a black-

eyed, dusky-browed being, who held out his hat

under their noses, while a confederate of Oriental hue

turned the handle of a street organ near by.

Twenty steps farther on General Ludlow and the

reporter found themselves in the midst of half a dozen

villainous-looking men with high-turned coat collars

and faces bristling with unshaven beards.

••Bun for it!" hissed the General. "They have
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dtrZr^.*'^
P~ o^ the diamond of the god-

alw^t'h—^•'"^^""'^^^^'^P^^^' "there isn'ta^ this side of Brooklyn. We're lost'"

obiVtlT" *^' '°™'' *^'^ ^°t^ ^^» over an ironobject that rose from the sidewalk close to the guttTChn^g to It desperately, they awaited their fat

another •? V°^'' "
"^°^^^ t^« ^-porter- "oranother nip from that decanter. General '"

As soon as the pursuers observed where their victimshad found refuge they suddenly fell back and ret^eSto a considerable distance.
« ^treated

attZt
'^ r Z"^""^

^°' reinforcements in order toattack us." said General Ludlow
But the reporter emitted a riuging laugh, and hurledhis hat tnumphantly into the air
"Guess again." he shouted, and leaned heavily uponthe iron object. "Your old fancy guys or thugsWhatever you call 'em. are up to date. Dear Genera

'

this IS a pump we've stranded upon- same as a cowm New York (hicO see? T' . why the 'nfu^aTedsmoked guys don't attack us -see? Sacred"
the pump m N' York, my dear General!"

w/r'''' ^T ^^ *»^««h«d«>^«of Twenty-eighth
Street the marauders were holding a parley.

Come on. Reddy." said one. "Let's go frisk the
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old 'uu. He's been showin' a sparkler ^ big as a hen
egg all around Eighth Avenue for two we is past."

"Not on your silhouette," decided Reddy. "You
see 'em rallyin' round The Pump? They're friends

of Bill's. Bill won't stand for nothin' of this kind in

his district since he got that bid to Esopus."

This exhausts the facts concerning the Kali diamond.

Bu^ it is deemed not inconsequent to close with the

folloyirig brief (paid) item that appeared two days

later in a morning paper.

"It is rumored that a niece of Gen. Marcellus B.

Ludlow, of New York City, will appear on the stage

next season. '^

"Her diamonds are said to be extremely valuable

and of much historic interest."
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THE DAY WE CELEBRATE

In the tropics" ("Hop-along" Bibb, the bird
fancier, was saying to me) "the seasons, months, fort-
nights, week-ends, holidays, dog-days, Sundays, and
yesterdays get so jumbled together in the shuffle that
you never know when a year has gone by until you're
in the middle of the next one."

"Hop-along" Bibb kept his bird store on lower
Fourth Avenue. He was an ex-seaman and beach-
comber who made regular voyages to southern ports
and imported personally conducted invoices of talk-
ing parrots and dialectic paroquets. He had a stiflf

knee, neck, and nerve. I had gone to him to buy
a parrot to present, at Christmas, to my Aunt
Joanna.

"This one," said I, disregarding his homily on the
subdivisions of time— "this one that seems all red,
white, and blue— to what genus of beasi!^ does he
belong? He appeals at once to my patriotism and
to my love of discord in coir j schemes."

" That's a cockatoo from Ecuador," said Bibb. "All
he has been taught to say is "Merry Christmas." A

875
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seasonable bird. He's only seven dollars; and I'U
bet many a human has stuck you for more money by
making the same speech to you."
And then Bibb laughed suddenly and loudly.
"That bird," he explained, "reminds me. He's

got his dates mixed. He ought to be saying 'E
pluribus unum; to match his feathers, instead of trying
to work the Santa Claus graft . It reminds me of the
time me and Liverpool Sam got our ideas of things
tangled up on the coast of Costa Rica on account of
the weather and other phenomena to be met with
in the tropics.

"We were, as it were, stranded on that section of
the Spanish main with no money to speak of and no
friends that should b6 talked about either. We had
itoked and second-cooked ourselves down there on a
fruit steamer from New Orleans to try our luck,
which was discharged, after we got there, for lack of
evidence. There was no work suitable to our instincts;
so me and Liverpool began to subsist on the red rum'
of the country and such fruit as we could reap where
we had not sown. It was an aUuvial town, called
Soledad, where there was no harbour or future or
recourse. Between steamers the town slept and drank
rum. It only woke up when there were bananas
to ship. It was like a man sleeping through dinner
until the dessert.

"When me and Liverpool got so low down that the
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whll'^'^f • «"'»-'"»™ lady n«.«i ChicWHO kept a nim-ahop and a ludi^i' .„j . .

'

«t in a .tr«t calJeS M^o^^^^iT^^ ""T
oo,».labIe &u„a When our c^fpuXuTlWerpool. whose stomach oveMh«l„J^ .7

'"'

of «o«..„ Mi,., married CWc"'Sr°""™
and fried nlanfam * ''®P' "* *» "ce

Pound^tfi '" " '""""= ""• "» Chic,

'or fifteens~rr' 'l'^""
'""""'^

'«.o. the stone .^.n^Vk^Tifhld'T
welcomed our livpr tKo* • i.

"*^ °"*-

ment with Don Jail ^ ^^ "' """'^ "" '°^^«"

fancier of the nl^T ^"^P^°°««' « Vbrid banana

nine ^ri tt '^^2. ^te^had^'l*
"^^^^^^^

reduced to sea water^nH Tu^ **° '* ""^ ^
-lumber.

^** ^~^*° ^**^ °^ ^e«d and

fireKlamp is what he's got LTk fuTf^" b'
^^ ^'

natural American th„t'o
""^^^^ *

^thnTl ""^ ^^^ "^"^^ ^ «>°^n»on. We werewithout decorous clothes or ways and m«L ^J
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editence; and, as the Mtying goet. misery certain^

does enjoy the society of accomplices.

"Our job on old McSpinosa's plantation was chop*

ping down banana stalks and loading the bunches of

fruit on the backs of horses. Then a native dressed

up in an alligator hide belt, a machete, aad a pair of

AA sheeting pajamas, drives 'em over to the coast and

piles *em up on the beach.

"You ever been a banana grove? It'« as -4olemn

as a rathskeller at seven a. m. It's like I g lost be-

hind the scenes at one of these mushroom musical

shows. You can't see the sky for the foliage above

yoc and the ground is knee de*n in rotten leaves;

and it's so still that you can hear the stalks growing

again after you chop 'em down.

"At night me and Liverpool herded in a lot of grass

huts on the edge of a lagoon with the red, yellow, and

biack employes of Don Jaime. There we lay fighting

mosquitoes and listening to the monkeys squalling

and the alligators grunting and splashing in the lagoon

until daylight with only snatches of sleep between

times.

"We soon lost all idea of what time of the year it

was. It's just about eighty degrees there in December

and June and on Fridays and at midnight and election

day and any other old time. Sometimes it rains more

than at others, and that's all the rMfference you notice.

A man is liable to live along there without noticing
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••ng of tempu. until wme day the undertaker
^o'»»'UJu.t when he', beginning to think .bout

cutUng out the gang and wving up « little to investm real estate.

but It was thix>ugh two or three rainy spelh, eight or ten
Wcut..andthelifeofthreepairsofsan.i;thtrolt
AU the money we earned went for rum and tobacco;
but we ate, and that was something.
"AU of a sudden one day me and Liv -pool find the

trade of committing surgical operations on banana
•talks turnmg to aloes and quwne in our mouths.
Its a seizure that often coxces upon white men in
Latin and geographical countries. We wanted to be
addressed again in language and see the smoke of a.te^er and read the real esute transfers and gents'
outfittaig ads m an old newspaper. Even Soledad
•eemed hke a centre of cl^ization to us. so that
evening we put our thumbs on our nose at Don

foT*'
"* »**"d '«»<J «took his grass burrs off our

"It was oni^' twelve mile, to Soledad, but it tookme aad Liverpool two days to get tL .-«. It was
l-anana grove nea/ly aU the way; and we got twiated
time and agam. It was like paging the palm room of
8 New York hotel lot a man named Smith.
"When we saw the houses of Soledad between the

trees aU my disincUnation toward this Liverpool Sam
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TOM up in me. I stood him while we were two white

men against the banana brindles; but now, when there

were prospects of my exchanging even cuss words with

an American citizen, I put him back in his proper

place. Aad he was a sight, too, with his rum-painted

nose and his red whiskers and elephant feet with leather

sandals strapped to them. I suppose I looked about

the same.

"*It looks to me,' says I, Mike Great Britain ought

U be made to keep such gin-swilUng, scurvy, unbecom-
ing mud larks as you at home instead of sending 'em

over here to degrade and taint foreign lands. We
kicked you out of America once and we ought to put

on rubber boots and do it again.'

"'Oh, you go to 'ell,' says Liverpool, which waa
about all the repartee he ever had.

"Well, Soledad, looked fine to me after Don Jaime's

plantation. Liverpool and me walked into it side by
aide, from force of habit, past the calabosa and the

Hotel Grande, down across the plaza toward Chica's

hut, where we hoped that Liverpool, being a husband
of hers, might work his luck for a meal.

"As we passed the two-story little frame house

occupied by the American Club, we noticed that the

balcony had been decorated all around with wreaths

of evergreens and flowers, and the flag was flying from

the pole on the roof. Stanzey, the consul, and Ark-

right, a gold-mine owner, were smoking on the balcony.
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Me and Liverpool waved our dirty hands towar'
em and smUed real society smiles; but they ^umed
the^ backs to us and went on Ulkii

rf. And we had
played whist once with the two of 'em up to the time
When Liverpool held aU thirteen trumps for four
h%nds in succession. It was some holiday, we knew;
but we didn't know the day nor the year.
"A little further along we saw a reverend man named

Pendergast, who had come to Soledad to build a church,
standing under a cocoanut palm with hw 'JHle black
alpaca coat and green umbrella.

^
"'Boys, boys!' says he, through his blue spectacles,

"m " .***** ** *^^ ^" ^°" *° '*' reduced?

'

''•We're reduced,' says I, 'to very vulgar fractions.'
'It is indeed sad.' says Pendergast, 'to see my

countrymen in such circumstances.'

•"Cut 'arf of that out, old party,' says Liverpool.
Cawn't you tell a member of the Pritish upper classes
when you see one?'

'"Shut up,' I told Liverpool. •You're on foreign
sod now, or that portion of it that's not on you.'
"'And on this day, too !' goes on Pendergast,

grievous— 'on this most glorious day of the year when
we should aU be celebrating the dawn of Christian
civilisation and the downfall of the wicked.'

•••I did notice bunting and bouquets decorating
the town, reverend,' says I, 'but I didn't know what
it was for. We've been so long out of touch with
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.u.

^1^^

oUendars that we didn't know whether it was summer
time or Saturday afternoon. v

'"Here is two dollars/ says Pendergast digging up
two Chili silver whceb and handing 'em to me. 'Go,
my men, and observe the rest of the day in a befitting
manner.'

"Me and Liverpool thanked him kindly, and walked
away.

"'Shall we eat?' I asks.

'"Oh, 'ell!' says Liverpool. 'What'" money for?'
'"Very well, then,' I says, 'since you insist upon it,

we'll drink.'

"So we pull up in a mm shop and get a quart of it

and go down on the beach under a cocoanut tree and
celebrate.

"Not having eaten anything but oranges in two
days, the rum has immediate eflFect; and once more I
conjure up great repugnance toward the British
nation.

'"Stand up here,' I says to Liverpool, 'you scum
of a despot limited monarchy, and have another dose
of Bunker HiU. That good man, Mr. Pendergast,'
says I, 'said we were to observe the day in a befitting

manner, and I'm not going to see his money mis-
applied.'

'"Oh, you go to 'ell!' says Liverpool, and I started
in with a fine left-hander on his right eye.

"Liverpool had been a fighter once, but dissipation
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and bad company had taken the nerve out of him.
In ten minutes I had him lying on the sand waving
the white flag.

"*Get up,* says I, kicking him in the ribs, 'and come
along with me.'

"Liverpool got up and followed behind me because
it was his habit, wiping the red off his face and nose.
I led him to Reverend Pendergast's shack and called
him out.

'"Look at this, sir,' says I — 'look at this thing
that was once a proud Britisher. You gave us two
dollars and told us to celebrate the day. The star-
spangled banner still waves. Hurrah for the stars
and eagles!*

•"Dear me,* says Pendergast, holdmg up his hands.
'Fighting on this day of aU days! On Christmas
day, when peace on '

•"Cauistmas, hell!* says I. «I thought it was the
Fourth of July.***

"Meny Christmas!** said the red, white, and blue
cockatoo.

"Take him for six dollars,** said Hop-along Bibb.
**He*s got his dates and colours mixed.**

VHB oouMTur ura OABinnr ort, h. t.




