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Whistling Dick’s Christmas Stocking 
 
IT was with much caution that Whistling Dick slid back the door of the 
box-car, for Article 5716, City Ordinances, authorized (perhaps uncon-
stitutionally) arrest on suspicion, and he was familiar of old with this 
ordinance. So, before climbing out, he surveyed the field with all the care 
of a good general. 

He saw no change since his last visit to this big, alms-giving, long- 
suffering city of the South, the cold weather paradise of the tramps. The 
levee where his freight-car stood was pimpled with dark bulks of 
merchandise. The breeze reeked with the well-remembered, sickening 
smell of the old tarpaulins that covered bales and barrels. The dun river 
slipped along among the shipping with an oily gurgle. Far down toward 
Chalmette he could see the great bend in the stream outlined by the row 
of electric lights. Across the river Algiers lay, a long, irregular blot, made 
darker by the dawn which lightened the sky beyond. An industrious tug 
or two, coming for some early sailing ship, gave a few appalling toots, 
that seemed to be the signal for breaking day. The Italian luggers were 
creeping nearer their landing, laden with early vegetables and shellfish. 
A vague roar, subterranean in quality, from dray wheels and street cars, 
began to make itself heard and felt; and the ferryboats, the Mary Anns of 
water craft, stirred sullenly to their menial morning tasks. 

Whistling Dick’s red head popped suddenly back into the car. A 
sight too imposing and magnificent for his gaze had been added to the 
scene. A vast, incomparable policeman rounded a pile of rice sacks and 
stood within twenty yards of the car. The daily miracle of the dawn, now 
being performed above Algiers, received the flattering attention of this 
specimen of municipal official splendour. He gazed with unbiased dignity 
at the faintly glowing colours until, at last, he turned to them his broad 
back, as if convinced that legal interference was not needed, and the 
sunrise might proceed unchecked. So he turned his face to the rice bags, 
and, drawing a flat flask from an inside pocket, he placed it to his lips 
and regarded the firmament. 

Whistling Dick, professional tramp, possessed a half-friendly 
acquaintance with this officer. They had met several times before on the 
levee at night, for the officer, himself a lover of music, had been attracted 
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by the exquisite whistling of the shiftless vagabond. Still, he did not care, 
under the present circumstances, to renew the acquaintance. There is a 
difference between meeting a policeman on a lonely wharf and whistling 
a few operatic airs with him, and being caught by him crawling out of  
a freight-car. So Dick waited, as even a New Orleans policeman must 
move on some time—perhaps it is a retributive law of nature—and 
before long “Big Fritz” majestically disappeared between the trains of 
cars. 

Whistling Dick waited as long as his judgment advised, and then slid 
swiftly to the ground. Assuming as far as possible the air of an honest 
labourer who seeks his daily toil, he moved across the network of 
railway lines, with the intention of making his way by quiet Girod Street 
to a certain bench in Lafayette Square, where, according to appointment, 
he hoped to rejoin a pal known as “Slick,” this adventurous pilgrim 
having preceded him by one day in a cattle-car into which a loose slat 
had enticed him. 

As Whistling Dick picked his way where night still lingered among 
the big, reeking, musty warehouses, he gave way to the habit that had 
won for him his title. Subdued, yet clear, with each note as true and 
liquid as a bobolink’s, his whistle tinkled about the dim, cold mountains 
of brick like drops of rain falling into a hidden pool. He followed an air, 
but it swam mistily into a swirling current of improvisation. You could 
cull out the trill of mountain brooks, the staccato of green rushes shivering 
above chilly lagoons, the pipe of sleepy birds. 

Rounding a corner, the whistler collided with a mountain of blue and 
brass. 

“So,” observed the mountain calmly, “You are already pack. Und 
dere vill not pe frost before two veeks yet! Und you haf forgotten how to 
vistle. Dere was a valse note in dot last bar.” 

“Watcher know about it?” said Whistling Dick, with tentative famil-
iarity; “you wit yer little Gherman-band nixcumrous chunes. Watcher 
know about music? Pick yer ears, and listen agin. Here’s de way I 
whistled it—see?” 

He puckered his lips, but the big policeman held up his hand. 
“Shtop,” he said, “und learn der right way. Und learn also dot a 

rolling shtone can’t vistle for a cent.” 
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Big Fritz’s heavy moustache rounded into a circle, and from its 
depths came a sound deep and mellow as that from a flute. He repeated a 
few bars of the air the tramp had been whistling. The rendition was cold, 
but correct, and he emphasized the note he had taken exception to. 

“Dot p is p natural, und not p vlat. Py der vay, you petter pe glad I 
meet you. Von hour later, und I vould half to put you in a gage to vistle 
mit der chail pirds. Der orders are to bull all der pums after sunrise.” 

“To which?” 
“To bull der pums—eferybody mitout fisible means. Dirty days is 

der price, or fifteen tollars.” 
“Is dat straight, or a game you givin’ me?” 
“It’s der pest tip you efer had. I gif it to you pecause I pelief you are 

not so bad as der rest. Und pecause you gan visl ‘Der Freisechütz’ bezzer 
dan I myself gan. Don’t run against any more bolicemans aroundt der 
corners, but go away from town a few tays. Goot-pye.” 

So Madame Orleans had at last grown weary of the strange and 
ruffled brood that came yearly to nestle beneath her charitable pinions. 

After the big policeman had departed, Whistling Dick stood for an 
irresolute minute, feeling all the outraged indignation of a delinquent 
tenant who is ordered to vacate his premises. He had pictured to himself 
a day of dreamful ease when he should have joined his pal; a day of 
lounging on the wharf, munching the bananas and cocoanuts scattered in 
unloading the fruit steamers; and then a feast along the free-lunch 
counters from which the easy-going owners were too good-natured or too 
generous to drive him away, and afterward a pipe in one of the little 
flowery parks and a snooze in some shady corner of the wharf. But here 
was a stern order to exile, and one that he knew must be obeyed. So, with 
a wary eye open from the gleam of brass buttons, he began his retreat 
toward a rural refuge. A few days in the country need not necessarily 
prove disastrous. Beyond the possibility of a slight nip of frost, there was 
no formidable evil to be looked for. 

However, it was with a depressed spirit that Whistling Dick passed 
the old French market on his chosen route down the river. For safety’s 
sake he still presented to the world his portrayal of the part of the worthy 
artisan on his way to labour. A stall-keeper in the market, undeceived, 
hailed him by the generic name of his ilk, and “Jack” halted, taken by 

5 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

© 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor  



surprise. The vender, melted by this proof of his own acuteness, bestowed a 
foot of Frankfurter and half a loaf, and thus the problem of breakfast was 
solved. 

When the streets, from topographical reasons, began to shun the river 
bank the exile mounted to the top of the levee, and on its well-trodden 
path pursued his way. The suburban eye regarded him with cold 
suspicion, individuals reflected the stern spirit of the city’s heartless 
edict. He missed the seclusion of the crowded town and the safety he 
could always find in the multitude. 

At Chalmette, six miles upon his desultory way, there suddenly 
menaced him a vast and bewildering industry. A new port was being 
established; the dock was being built, compresses were going up; picks 
and shovels and barrows struck at him like serpents from every side. An 
arrogant foreman bore down upon him, estimating his muscles with the 
eye of a recruiting-sergeant. Brown men and black men all about him 
were toiling away. He fled in terror. 

By noon he had reached the country of the plantations, the great, sad, 
silent levels bordering the mighty river. He overlooked fields of sugar-
cane so vast that their farthest limits melted into the sky. The sugar-
making season was well advanced, and the cutters were at work; the 
waggons creaked drearily after them; the Negro teamsters inspired the 
mules to greater speed with mellow and sonorous imprecations. Dark-
green groves, blurred by the blue of distance, showed where the 
plantation-houses stood. The tall chimneys of the sugar-mills caught the 
eye miles distant, like lighthouses at sea. 

At a certain point Whistling Dick’s unerring nose caught the scent of 
frying fish. Like a pointer to a quail, he made his way down the levee 
side straight to the camp of a credulous and ancient fisherman, whom he 
charmed with song and story, so that he dined like an admiral, and then 
like a philosopher annihilated the worst three hours of the day by a nap 
under the trees. 

When he awoke and again continued his hegira, a frosty sparkle in 
the air had succeeded the drowsy warmth of the day, and as this portent 
of a chilly night translated itself to the brain of Sir Peregrine, he 
lengthened his stride and bethought him of shelter. He travelled a road 
that faithfully followed the convolutions of the levee, running along its 
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base, but whither he knew not. Bushes and rank grass crowded it to the 
wheel ruts, and out of this ambuscade the pests of the lowlands swarmed 
after him, humming a keen, vicious soprano. And as the night grew 
nearer, although colder, the whine of the mosquitoes became a greedy, 
petulant snarl that shut out all other sounds. To his right, against the 
heavens, he saw a green light moving, and, accompanying it, the masts 
and funnels of a big incoming steamer, moving as upon a screen at a 
magic-lantern show. And there were mysterious marshes at his left, out 
of which came queer gurgling cries and a choked croaking. The whistling 
vagrant struck up a merry warble to offset these melancholy influences, 
and it is likely that never before, since Pan himself jigged it on his reeds, 
had such sounds been heard in those depressing solitudes. 

A distant clatter in the rear quickly developed into the swift beat of 
horses’ hoofs, and Whistling Dick stepped aside into the dew-wet grass 
to clear the track. Turning his head, he saw approaching a fine team of 
stylish grays drawing a double surrey. A stout man with a white moustache 
occupied the front seat, giving all his attention to the rigid lines in his 
hands. Behind him sat a placid, middle-aged lady and a brilliant-looking 
girl hardly arrived at young ladyhood. The lap-robe had slipped partly 
from the knees of the gentleman driving, and Whistling Dick saw two 
stout canvas bags between his feet—bags such as, while loafing in cities, 
he had seen warily transferred between express waggons and bank doors. 
The remaining space in the vehicle was filled with parcels of various 
sizes and shapes. 

As the surrey swept even with the sidetracked tramp, the bright-eyed 
girl, seized by some merry, madcap impulse, leaned out toward him  
with a sweet, dazzling smile, and cried, “Mer-ry Christ-mas!” in a shrill, 
plaintive treble. 

Such a thing had not often happened to Whistling Dick, and he felt 
handicapped in devising the correct response. But lacking time for 
reflection, he let his instinct decide, and snatching off his battered derby, 
he rapidly extended it at arm’s length, and drew it back with a continuous 
motion, and shouted a loud, but ceremonious, “Ah, there!” after the 
flying surrey. 

The sudden movement of the girl had caused one of the parcels to 
become unwrapped, and something limp and black fell from it into the 
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road. The tramp picked it up, and found it to be a new black silk 
stocking, long and fine and slender. It crunched crisply, and yet with a 
luxurious softness, between his fingers. 

“Ther bloomin’ little skeezicks!” said Whistling Dick, with a broad 
grin bisecting his freckled face. “W’ot d’ yer think of dat, now! Mer-ry 
Chris-mus! Sounded like a cuckoo clock, dat’s what she did. Dem guys 
is swells, too, bet yer life, an’ der old ’un stacks dem sacks of dough 
down under his trotters like dey was common as dried apples. Been 
shoppin’ fer Chrismus, and de kid’s lost one of her new socks w’ot she 
was goin’ to hold up Santy wid. De bloomin’ little skeezicks! Wit’ her 
‘Mer-ry Chris-mus!’ W’ot d’ yer t’ink! Same as to say, ‘Hello, Jack, how 
goes it?’ and as swell as Fift’ Av’noo, and as easy as a blowout in 
Cincinnat.” 

Whistling Dick folded the stocking carefully, and stuffed it into his 
pocket. 

It was nearly two hours later when he came upon signs of habitation. 
The buildings of an extensive plantation were brought into view by a turn 
in the road. He easily selected the planter’s residence in a large square 
building with two wings, with numerous good-sized, well-lighted 
windows, and broad verandas running around its full extent. It was set 
upon a smooth lawn, which was faintly lit by the far-reaching rays of the 
lamps within. A noble grove surrounded it, and old-fashioned shrubbery 
grew thickly about the walks and fences. The quarters of the hands and 
the mill buildings were situated at a distance in the rear. 

The road was now enclosed on each side by a fence, and presently, 
as Whistling Dick drew nearer the house, he suddenly stopped and 
sniffed the air. 

“If dere ain’t a hobo stew cookin’ somewhere in dis immediate 
precinct,” he said to himself, “me nose has quit tellin’ de trut’.” 

Without hesitation he climbed the fence to windward. He found 
himself in an apparently disused lot, where piles of old bricks were 
stacked, and rejected, decaying lumber. In a corner he saw the faint glow 
of a fire that had become little more than a bed of living coals, and he 
thought he could see some dim human forms sitting or lying about it. He 
drew nearer, and by the light of a little blaze that suddenly flared up he saw 
plainly the fat figure of a ragged man in an old brown sweater and cap. 
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“Dat man,” said Whistling Dick to himself softly, “is a dead ringer 
for Boston Harry. I’ll try him wit de high sign.” 

He whistled one or two bars of a rag-time melody, and the air was 
immediately taken up, and then quickly ended with a peculiar run. The 
first whistler walked confidently up to the fire. The fat man looked up, 
and spake in a loud, asthmatic wheeze: 

“Gents, the unexpected but welcome addition to our circle is Mr. 
Whistling Dick, an old friend of mine for whom I fully vouches. The 
waiter will lay another cover at once. Mr. W. D. will join us at supper, 
during which function he will enlighten us in regard to the circumstances 
that gave us the pleasure of his company.” 

“Chewin’ de stuffin’ ou ’n de dictionary, as usual, Boston,” said 
Whistling Dick; “but t’anks all de same for de invitashun. I guess I finds 
meself here about de same way as yous guys. A cop gimme de tip dis 
mornin’. Yous workin’ on dis farm?” 

“A guest,” said Boston, sternly, “shouldn’t never insult his 
entertainers until he’s filled up wid grub. ’Tain’t good business sense. 
Workin’!—but I will restrain myself. We five—me, Deaf Pete, Blinky, 
Goggles, and Indiana Tom—got put on to this scheme of Noo Orleans to 
work visiting gentlemen upon her dirty streets, and we hit the road last 
evening just as the tender hues of twilight had flopped down upon the 
daisies and things. Blinky, pass the empty oyster-can at your left to the 
empty gentleman at your right.” 

For the next ten minutes the gang of roadsters paid their undivided 
attention to the supper. In an old five-gallon kerosene can they had 
cooked a stew of potatoes, meat, and onions, which they partook of from 
smaller cans they had found scattered about the vacant lot. 

Whistling Dick had known Boston Harry of old, and knew him to be 
one of the shrewdest and most successful of his brotherhood. He looked 
like a prosperous stock-drover or solid merchant from some country 
village. He was stout and hale, with a ruddy, always smoothly shaven 
face. His clothes were strong and neat, and he gave special attention to 
his decent-appearing shoes. During the past ten years he had acquired  
a reputation for working a larger number of successfully managed 
confidence games than any of his acquaintances, and he had not a day’s 
work to be counted against him. It was rumoured among his associates 
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that he had saved a considerable amount of money. The four other men 
were fair specimens of the slinking, ill-clad, noisome genus who carried 
their labels of “suspicious” in plain view. 

After the bottom of the large can had been scraped, and pipes lit at 
the coals, two of the men called Boston aside and spake with him lowly 
and mysteriously. He nodded decisively, and then said aloud to 
Whistling Dick: 

“Listen, sonny, to some plain talky-talk. We five are on a lay. I’ve 
guaranteed you to be square, and you’re to come in on the profits equal 
with the boys, and you’ve got to help. Two hundred hands on this 
plantation are expecting to be paid a week’s wages to-morrow morning. 
To-morrow’s Christmas, and they want to lay off. Says the boss: ‘Work 
from five to nine in the morning to get a train load of sugar off, and I’ll pay 
every man cash down for the week and a day extra.’ They say: ‘Hooray for 
the boss! It goes.’ He drives to Noo Orleans to-day, and fetches back the 
cold dollars. Two thousand and seventy-four fifty is the amount. I got the 
figures from a man who talks too much, who got ’em from the book-
keeper. The boss of this plantation thinks he’s going to pay this wealth to 
the hands. He’s got it down wrong; he’s going to pay it to us. It’s going 
to stay in the leisure class, where it belongs. Now, half of this haul goes 
to me, and the other half the rest of you may divide. Why the difference? 
I represent the brains. It’s my scheme. Here’s the way we’re going to get 
it. There’s some company at supper in the house, but they’ll leave about 
nine. They’ve just happened in for an hour or so. If they don’t go pretty 
soon, we’ll work the scheme anyhow. We want all night to get away 
good with the dollars. They’re heavy. About nine o’clock Deaf Pete and 
Blinky’ll go down the road about a quarter beyond the house, and set fire 
to a big cane-field there that the cutters haven’t touched yet. The wind’s 
just right to have it roaring in two minutes. The alarm’ll be given, and 
every man Jack about the place will be down there in ten minutes, 
fighting fire. That’ll leave the money sacks and the women alone in the 
house for us to handle. You’ve heard cane burn? Well, there’s mighty 
few women can screech loud enough to be heard above its crackling. The 
thing’s dead safe. The only danger is in being caught before we can get 
far enough away with the money. Now, if you—” 
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“Boston,” interrupted Whistling Dick, rising to his feet, “T’anks for 
the grub yous fellers has given me, but I’ll be movin’ on now.” 

“What do you mean?” asked Boston, also rising. 
“W’y, you can count me outer dis deal. You oughter know that. I’m 

on de bum all right enough, but dat other t’ing don’t go wit’ me. 
Burglary is no good. I’ll say good night and many t’anks fer—” 

Whistling Dick had moved away a few steps as he spoke, but he 
stopped very suddenly. Boston had covered him with a short revolver of 
roomy calibre. 

“Take your seat,” said the tramp leader. “I’d feel mighty proud of 
myself if I let you go and spoil the game. You’ll stick right in this camp 
until we finish the job. The end of that brick pile is your limit. You go 
two inches beyond that, and I’ll have to shoot. Better take it easy, now.” 

“It’s my way of doin’,” said Whistling Dick. “Easy goes. You can 
depress de muzzle of dat twelve-incher, and run ’er back on de trucks. I 
remains, as de newspapers says, ‘in yer midst.’” 

“All right,” said Boston, lowering his piece, as the other returned and 
took his seat again on a projecting plank in a pile of timber. “Don’t try to 
leave; that’s all. I wouldn’t miss this chance even if I had to shoot an old 
acquaintance to make it go. I don’t want to hurt anybody specially, but 
this thousand dollars I’m going to get will fix me for fair. I’m going to 
drop the road, and start a saloon in a little town I know about. I’m tired 
of being kicked around.” 

Boston Harry took from his pocket a cheap silver watch, and held it 
near the fire. 

“It’s a quarter to nine,” he said. “Pete, you and Blinky start. Go down 
the road past the house, and fire the cane in a dozen places. Then strike 
for the levee, and come back on it, instead of the road, so you won’t meet 
anybody. By the time you get back the men will all be striking out for the 
fire, and we’ll break for the house and collar the dollars. Everybody 
cough up what matches he’s got.” 

The two surly tramps made a collection of all the matches in the 
party, Whistling Dick contributing his quota with propitiatory alacrity, 
and then they departed in the dim starlight in the direction of the road. 

Of the three remaining vagrants, two, Goggles and Indiana Tom, 
reclined lazily upon convenient lumber and regarded Whistling Dick 
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with undisguised disfavour. Boston, observing that the dissenting recruit 
was disposed to remain peaceably, relaxed a little of his vigilance. 
Whistling Dick arose presently and strolled leisurely up and down 
keeping carefully within the territory assigned him. 

“Dis planter chap,” he said, pausing before Boston Harry, “w’ot 
makes yer t’ink he’s got de tin in de house wit’ ’im?” 

“I’m advised of the facts in the case,” said Boston. “He drove to Noo 
Orleans and got it, I say, to-day. Want to change your mind now and come 
in?” 

“Naw, I was just askin’. Wot kind o’ team did de boss drive?” 
“Pair of grays.” 
“Double surrey?” 
“Yep.” 
“Women folks along?” 
“Wife and kid. Say, what morning paper are you trying to pump 

news for?” 
“I was just conversin’ to pass de time away. I guess dat team passed 

me in de road dis evenin’. Dat’s all.” 
As Whistling Dick put his hands in his pockets and continued his 

curtailed beat up and down by the fire, he felt the silk stocking he had 
picked up in the road. 

“Ther bloomin’ little skeezicks,” he muttered, with a grin. 
As he walked up and down he could see, through a sort of natural 

opening or lane among the trees, the planter’s residence some seventy-five 
yards distant. The side of the house toward him exhibited spacious, well-
lighted windows through which a soft radiance streamed, illuminating the 
broad veranda and some extent of the lawn beneath. 

“What’s that you said?” asked Boston, sharply. 
“Oh, nuttin’ ’t all,” said Whistling Dick, lounging carelessly, and 

kicking meditatively at a little stone on the ground. 
“Just as easy,” continued the warbling vagrant softly to himself, “an’ 

sociable an’ swell an’ sassy, wit’ her ‘Mer-ry Chris-mus,’ Wot d’yer 
t’ink, now!” 

 
*** 
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Dinner, two hours late, was being served in the Bellemeade plantation 
dining-room. 

The dining-room and all its appurtenances spoke of an old regime 
that was here continued rather than suggested to the memory. The plate 
was rich to the extent that its age and quaintness alone saved it from 
being showy; there were interesting names signed in the corners of the 
pictures on the walls; the viands were of the kind that bring a shine into 
the eyes of gourmets. The service was swift, silent, lavish, as in the days 
when the waiters were assets like the plate. The names by which the 
planter’s family and their visitors addressed one another were historic in 
the annals of two nations. Their manners and conversation had that most 
difficult kind of ease—the kind that still preserves punctilio. The planter 
himself seemed to be the dynamo that generated the larger portion of the 
gaiety and wit. The younger ones at the board found it more than difficult 
to turn back on him his guns of raillery and banter. It is true, the young 
men attempted to storm his works repeatedly, incited by the hope of 
gaining the approbation of their fair companions; but even when they 
sped a well-aimed shaft, the planter forced them to feel defeat by  
the tremendous discomfiting thunder of the laughter with which he 
accompanied his retorts. At the head of the table, serene, matronly, 
benevolent, reigned the mistress of the house, placing here and there the 
right smile, the right word, the encouraging glance. 

The talk of the party was too desultory, too evanescent to follow, but 
at last they came to the subject of the tramp nuisance, one that had of late 
vexed the plantations for many miles around. The planter seized the 
occasion to direct his good-natured fire of raillery at the mistress, 
accusing her of encouraging the plague. “They swarm up and down the 
river every winter,” he said. “They overrun New Orleans, and we catch 
the surplus, which is generally the worst part. And, a day or two ago, 
Madame New Orleans, suddenly discovering that she can’t go shopping 
without brushing her skirts against great rows of the vagabonds sunning 
themselves on the banquettes, says to the police: ‘Catch ’em all,’ and the 
police catch a dozen or two, and the remaining three or four thousand 
overflow up and down the levee, and madame there,”—pointing tragically 
with the carving-knife at her— “feeds them. They won’t work; they defy 
my overseers, and they make friends with my dogs; and you, madame, 
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feed them before my eyes, and intimidate me when I would interfere. 
Tell us, please, how many to-day did you thus incite to future laziness 
and depredation?” 

“Six, I think,” said madame, with a reflective smile; “but you know 
two of them offered to work, for you heard them yourself.” 

The planter’s disconcerting laugh rang out again. 
“Yes, at their own trades. And one was an artificial-flower maker, 

and the other a glass-blower. Oh, they were looking for work! Not a hand 
would they consent to lift to labour of any other kind.” 

“And another one,” continued the soft-hearted mistress, “used quite 
good language. It was really extraordinary for one of his class. And he 
carried a watch. And had lived in Boston. I don’t believe they are all bad. 
They have always seemed to me to rather lack development. I always 
look upon them as children with whom wisdom has remained at a 
standstill while whiskers have continued to grow. We passed one this 
evening as we were driving home who had a face as good as it was 
incompetent. He was whistling the intermezzo from ‘Cavalleria’ and 
blowing the spirit of Mascagni himself into it.” 

A bright eyed young girl who sat at the left of the mistress leaned 
over, and said in a confidential undertone: 

“I wonder, mamma, if that tramp we passed on the road found my 
stocking, and do you think he will hang it up to-night? Now I can hang 
up but one. Do you know why I wanted a new pair of silk stockings 
when I have plenty? Well, old Aunt Judy says, if you hang up two that 
have never been worn, Santa Claus will fill one with good things, and 
Monsieur Pambe will place in the other payment for all the words you 
have spoken—good or bad—on the day before Christmas. That’s why 
I’ve been unusually nice and polite to everyone to-day. Monsieur Pambe, 
you know, is a witch gentleman; he—” 

The words of the young girl were interrupted by a startling thing. 
Like the wraith of some burned-out shooting star, a black streak 

came crashing through the window-pane and upon the table, where it 
shivered into fragments a dozen pieces of crystal and china ware, and 
then glanced between the heads of the guests to the wall, imprinting therein 
a deep, round indentation, at which, to-day, the visitor to Bellemeade 
marvels as he gazes upon it and listens to this tale as it is told. 
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The women screamed in many keys, and the men sprang to their feet, 
and would have laid their hands upon their swords had not the verities of 
chronology forbidden. 

The planter was the first to act; he sprang to the intruding missile, 
and held it up to view. 

“By Jupiter!” he cried. “A meteoric shower of hosiery! Has 
communication at last been established with Mars?” 

“I should say—ahem—Venus,” ventured a young-gentleman visitor, 
looking hopefully for approbation toward the unresponsive young-lady 
visitors. 

The planter held at arm’s length the unceremonious visitor—a long 
dangling black stocking. “It’s loaded,” he announced. 

As he spoke, he reversed the stocking, holding it by the toe, and 
down from it dropped a roundish stone, wrapped about by a piece of 
yellowish paper. “Now for the first interstellar message of the century!” 
he cried; and nodding to the company, who had crowded about him, he 
adjusted his glasses with provoking deliberation, and examined it 
closely. When he finished, he had changed from the jolly host to the 
practical, decisive man of business. He immediately struck a bell, and 
said to the silent-footed mulatto man who responded: “Go and tell Mr. 
Wesley to get Reeves and Maurice and about ten stout hands they can 
rely upon, and come to the hall door at once. Tell him to have the men 
arm themselves, and bring plenty of ropes and plough lines. Tell him to 
hurry.” And then he read aloud from the paper these words: 
 
TO THE GENT OF DE HOUS: 

Dere is five tuff hoboes xcept meself in the vaken lot near de road war de old 
brick piles is. Dey got me stuck up wid a gun see and I taken dis means of 
comunikaten. 2 of der lads is gone down to set fire to de cain field below de hous 
and when yous fellers goes to turn de hoes on it de hole gang is goin to rob de 
hous of de money yoo gotto pay off wit say git a move on ye say de kid dropt dis 
sock on der rode tel her mery crismus de same as she told me. Ketch de bums 
down de rode first and den sen a relefe core to get me out of soke youres truly, 

WHISTLEN DICK. 
 

There was some quiet, but rapid, mavoeuvring at Bellemeade during 
the ensuring half hour, which ended in five disgusted and sullen tramps 
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being captured, and locked securely in an outhouse pending the coming 
of the morning and retribution. For another result, the visiting young 
gentlemen had secured the unqualified worship of the visiting young 
ladies by their distinguished and heroic conduct. For still another, behold 
Whistling Dick, the hero, seated at the planter’s table, feasting upon 
viands his experience had never before included, and waited upon by 
admiring femininity in shapes of such beauty and “swellness” that even 
his ever-full mouth could scarcely prevent him from whistling. He was 
made to disclose in detail his adventure with the evil gang of Boston 
Harry, and how he cunningly wrote the note and wrapped it around the 
stone and placed it at the toe of the stocking, and, watching his chance, 
sent it silently, with a wonderful centrifugal momentum, like a comet, at 
one of the big lighted windows of the dining-room. 

The planter vowed that the wanderer should wander no more; that his 
was a goodness and an honesty that should be rewarded, and that a debt 
of gratitude had been made that must be paid; for had he not saved them 
from a doubtless imminent loss, and maybe a greater calamity? He 
assured Whistling Dick that he might consider himself a charge upon the 
honour of Bellemeade; that a position suited to his powers would be 
found for him at once, and hinted that the way would be heartily 
smoothed for him to rise to as high places of emolument and trust as the 
plantation afforded. 

But now, they said, he must be weary, and the immediate thing to 
consider was rest and sleep. So the mistress spoke to a servant, and 
Whistling Dick was conducted to a room in the wing of the house 
occupied by the servants. To this room, in a few minutes, was brought a 
portable tin bathtub filled with water, which was placed on a piece of 
oiled cloth upon the floor. There the vagrant was left to pass the night. 

By the light of a candle he examined the room. A bed, with the 
covers neatly turned back, revealed snowy pillows and sheets. A worn, 
but clean, red carpet covered the floor. There was a dresser with a 
beveled mirror, a washstand with a flowered bowl and pitcher; the two or 
three chairs were softly upholstered. A little table held books, papers, and 
a day-old cluster of roses in a jar. There were towels on a rack and soap 
in a white dish. 
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Whistling Dick set his candle on a chair and placed his hat carefully 
under the table. After satisfying what we must suppose to have been his 
curiosity by a sober scrutiny, he removed his coat, folded it, and laid it 
upon the floor, near the wall, as far as possible from the unused bathtub. 
Taking his coat for a pillow, he stretched himself luxuriously upon the 
carpet. 

When, on Christmas morning, the first streaks of dawn broke above 
the marshes, Whistling Dick awoke, and reached instinctively for his hat. 
Then he remembered that the skirts of Fortune had swept him into their 
folds on the night previous, and he went to the window and raised it, to 
let the fresh breath of the morning cool his brow and fix the yet dream-
like memory of his good luck within his brain. 

As he stood there, certain dread and ominous sounds pierced the 
fearful hollow of his ear. 

The force of plantation workers, eager to complete the shortened task 
allotted to them, were all astir. The mighty din of the ogre Labour shook 
the earth, and the poor tattered and forever disguised Prince in search of 
his fortune held tight to the window-sill even in the enchanted castle, and 
trembled. 

Already from the bosom of the mill came the thunder of rolling 
barrels of sugar, and (prison-like sounds) there was a great rattling of 
chains as the mules were harried with stimulant imprecations to their 
places by the waggon-tongues. A little vicious “dummy” engine, with a 
train of flat cars in tow, stewed and fumed on the plantation tap of the 
narrow-gauge railroad, and a toiling, hurrying, hallooing stream of 
workers were dimly seen in the half darkness loading the train with the 
weekly output of sugar. Here was a poem; an epic—nay, a tragedy— 
with work, the curse of the world, for its theme. 

The December air was frosty, but the sweat broke out upon Whistling 
Dick’s face. He thrust his head out of the window, and looked down. 
Fifteen feet below him, against the wall of the house, he could make out 
that a border of flowers grew, and by that token he overhung a bed of 
soft earth. 

Softly as a burglar goes, he clambered out upon the sill, lowered 
himself until he hung by his hands alone, and then dropped safely. No 
one seemed to be about upon this side of the house. He dodged low, and 
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skimmed swiftly across the yard to the low fence. It was an easy matter 
to vault this, for a terror urged him such as lifts the gazelle over the thorn 
bush when the lion pursues. A crash through the dew-drenched weeds  
on the roadside, a clutching, slippery rush up the grassy side of the levee 
to the footpath at the summit, and—he was free! 

The east was blushing and brightening. The wind, himself a vagrant 
rover, saluted his brother upon the cheek. Some wild geese, high above, 
gave cry. A rabbit skipped along the path before him, free to turn to the 
right or to the left as his mood should send him. The river slid past, and 
certainly no one could tell the ultimate abiding place of its waters. 

A small, ruffled, brown-breasted bird, sitting upon a dog-wood 
sapling, began a soft, throaty, tender little piping in praise of the dew 
which entices foolish worms from their holes; but suddenly he stopped, 
and sat with his head turned sidewise, listening. 

From the path along the levee there burst forth a jubilant, stirring, 
buoyant, thrilling whistle, loud and keen and clear as the cleanest notes 
of the piccolo. The soaring sound rippled and trilled and arpeggioed as 
the songs of wild birds do not; but it had a wild free grace that, in a way, 
reminded the small, brown bird of something familiar, but exactly what 
he could not tell. There was in it the bird call, or reveille, that all birds 
know; but a great waste of lavish, unmeaning things that art had added 
and arranged, besides, and that were quite puzzling and strange; and the 
little brown bird sat with his head on one side until the sound died away 
in the distance. 

The little bird did not know that the part of that strange warbling that 
he understood was just what kept the warbler without his breakfast; but 
he knew very well that the part he did not understand did not concern 
him, so he gave a little flutter of his wings and swooped down like a brown 
bullet upon a big fat worm that was wriggling along the levee path. 
 
The Gift of the Magi 
 
ONE dollar and eighty-seven cents. That was all. And sixty cents of it 
was in pennies. Pennies saved one and two at a time by bulldozing the 
grocer and the vegetable man and the butcher until one’s cheeks burned 
with the silent imputation of parsimony that such close dealing implied. 
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Three times Della counted it. One dollar and eighty-seven cents. And the 
next day would be Christmas. 

There was clearly nothing to do but flop down on the shabby little 
couch and howl. So Della did it. Which instigates the moral reflection 
that life is made up of sobs, sniffles, and smiles, with sniffles pre-
dominating. 

While the mistress of the home is gradually subsiding from the first 
stage to the second, take a look at the home. A furnished flat at $8 per 
week. It did not exactly beggar description, but it certainly had that word 
on the lookout for the mendicancy squad.  

In the vestibule below was a letter-box into which no letter would go, 
and an electric button from which no mortal finger could coax a ring. 
Also appertaining thereunto was a card bearing the name “Mr. James 
Dillingham Young.”  

The “Dillingham” had been flung to the breeze during a former 
period of prosperity when its possessor was being paid $30 per week. 
Now, when the income was shrunk to $20, the letters of “Dillingham” 
looked blurred, as though they were thinking seriously of contracting to a 
modest and unassuming D. But whenever Mr. James Dillingham Young 
came home and reached his flat above he was called “Jim” and greatly 
hugged by Mrs. James Dillingham Young, already introduced to you as 
Della. Which is all very good. 

Della finished her cry and attended to her cheeks with the powder 
rag. She stood by the window and looked out dully at a grey cat walking 
a grey fence in a grey backyard. Tomorrow would be Christmas Day, and 
she had only $1.87 with which to buy Jim a present. She had been saving 
every penny she could for months, with this result. Twenty dollars a 
week doesn’t go far. Expenses had been greater than she had calculated. 
They always are. Only $1.87 to buy a present for Jim. Her Jim. Many a 
happy hour she had spent planning for something nice for him. Something 
fine and rare and sterling—something just a little bit near to being 
worthy of the honour of being owned by Jim. 

There was a pier-glass between the windows of the room. Perhaps 
you have seen a pier-glass in an $8 flat. A very thin and very agile person 
may, by observing his reflection in a rapid sequence of longitudinal strips, 
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obtain a fairly accurate conception of his looks. Della, being slender, had 
mastered the art. 

Suddenly she whirled from the window and stood before the glass. 
Her eyes were shining brilliantly, but her face had lost its colour within 
twenty seconds. Rapidly she pulled down her hair and let it fall to its full 
length. 

Now, there were two possessions of the James Dillingham Youngs in 
which they both took a mighty pride. One was Jim’s gold watch that had 
been his father’s and his grandfather’s. The other was Della’s hair. Had 
the Queen of Sheba lived in the flat across the airshaft, Della would have 
let her hair hang out the window some day to dry just to depreciate Her 
Majesty’s jewels and gifts. Had King Solomon been the janitor, with all 
his treasures piled up in the basement, Jim would have pulled out his 
watch every time he passed, just to see him pluck at his beard from envy. 

So now Della’s beautiful hair fell about her, rippling and shining like 
a cascade of brown waters. It reached below her knee and made itself 
almost a garment for her. And then she did it up again nervously and 
quickly. Once she faltered for a minute and stood still while a tear or two 
splashed on the worn red carpet. 

On went her old brown jacket; on went her old brown hat. With a 
whirl of skirts and with the brilliant sparkle still in her eyes, she fluttered 
out the door and down the stairs to the street. 

Where she stopped the sign read: “Mme. Sofronie. Hair Goods of All 
Kinds.” One flight up Della ran, and collected herself, panting. Madame, 
large, too white, chilly, hardly looked the “Sofronie.” 

“Will you buy my hair?” asked Della. 
“I buy hair,” said Madame. “Take yer hat off and let’s have a sight at 

the looks of it.” 
Down rippled the brown cascade.  
“Twenty dollars,” said Madame, lifting the mass with a practised hand. 
“Give it to me quick,” said Della. 
Oh, and the next two hours tripped by on rosy wings. Forget the 

hashed metaphor. She was ransacking the stores for Jim’s present. 
She found it at last. It surely had been made for Jim and no one else. 

There was no other like it in any of the stores, and she had turned all of 
them inside out. It was a platinum fob chain simple and chaste in design, 
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properly proclaiming its value by substance alone and not by meretricious 
ornamentation—as all good things should do. It was even worthy of The 
Watch. As soon as she saw it she that it must be Jim’s. It was like him. 
Quietness and value—the description applied to both. Twenty-one 
dollars they took from her for it, and she hurried home with the 87 cents. 
With that chain on his watch Jim might be properly anxious about the 
time in any company. Grand as the watch was, he sometimes looked at it 
on the sly on account of the old leather strap that he used in place of a 
chain. 

When Della reached home her intoxication gave way a little to 
prudence and reason. She got out her curling irons and lighted the gas 
and went to work repairing the ravages made by generosity added to 
love. Which is always a tremendous task, dear friends—a mammoth task. 

Within forty minutes her head was covered with tiny, close-lying 
curls that made her look wonderfully like a truant schoolboy. She looked 
at her reflection in the mirror long, carefully, and critically. 

“If Jim doesn’t kill me,” she said to herself, “before he takes a 
second look at me, he’ll say I look like a Coney Island chorus girl. But 
what could I do—oh! what could I do with a dollar and eighty-seven 
cents?” 

At 7 o’clock the coffee was made and the frying-pan was on the back 
of the stove hot and ready to cook the chops. 

Jim was never late. Della doubled the fob chain in her hand and sat 
on the corner of the table near the door that he always entered. Then she 
heard his step on the stair away down on the first flight, and she turned 
white for just a moment. She had a habit for saying little silent prayers 
about the simplest everyday things, and now she whispered: “Please 
God, make him think I am still pretty.” 

The door opened and Jim stepped in and closed it. He looked thin and 
very serious. Poor fellow, he was only twenty-two—and to be burdened 
with a family! He needed a new overcoat and he was without gloves. 

Jim stopped inside the door, as immovable as a setter at the scent of 
quail. His eyes were fixed upon Della, and there was an expression in 
them that she could not read, and it terrified her. It was not anger, nor 
surprise, nor disapproval, nor horror, nor any of the sentiments that she 
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had been prepared for. He simply stared at her fixedly with that peculiar 
expression on his face. 

Della wriggled off the table and went for him. 
“Jim, darling,” she cried, “don’t look at me that way. I had my hair 

cut off and sold because I couldn’t have lived through Christmas without 
giving you a present. It’ll grow out again—you won’t mind, will you? I 
just had to do it. My hair grows awfully fast. Say ‘Merry Christmas!’ 
Jim, and let’s be happy. You don’t know what a nice—what a beautiful, 
nice gift I’ve got for you.” 

“You’ve cut off your hair?” asked Jim, laboriously, as if he had not 
arrived at that patent fact yet even after the hardest mental labor. 

“Cut it off and sold it,” said Della. “Don’t you like me just as well, 
anyhow? I’m me without my hair, ain’t I?” 

Jim looked about the room curiously. 
“You say your hair is gone?” he said, with an air almost of idiocy. 
“You needn’t look for it,” said Della. “It’s sold, I tell you—sold and 

gone, too. It’s Christmas Eve, boy. Be good to me, for it went for you. 
Maybe the hairs of my head were numbered,” she went on with sudden 
serious sweetness, “but nobody could ever count my love for you. Shall I 
put the chops on, Jim?” 

Out of his trance Jim seemed quickly to wake. He enfolded his Della. 
For ten seconds let us regard with discreet scrutiny some inconsequential 
object in the other direction. Eight dollars a week or a million a year—
what is the difference? A mathematician or a wit would give you the 
wrong answer. The magi brought valuable gifts, but that was not among 
them. This dark assertion will be illuminated later on. 

Jim drew a package from his overcoat pocket and threw it upon the 
table. 

“Don’t make any mistake, Dell,” he said, “about me. I don’t think 
there’s anything in the way of a haircut or a shave or a shampoo that 
could make me like my girl any less. But if you’ll unwrap that package 
you may see why you had me going a while at first.” 

White fingers and nimble tore at the string and paper. And then an 
ecstatic scream of joy; and then, alas! a quick feminine change to 
hysterical tears and wails, necessitating the immediate employment of all 
the comforting powers of the lord of the flat. 
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For there lay The Combs—the set of combs, side and back, that Della 
had worshipped long in a Broadway window. Beautiful combs, pure 
tortoise shell, with jewelled rims—just the shade to wear in the beautiful 
vanished hair. They were expensive combs, she knew, and her heart had 
simply craved and yearned over them without the least hope of possession. 
And now, they were hers, but the tresses that should have adorned the 
coveted adornments were gone. 

But she hugged them to her bosom, and at length she was able to 
look up with dim eyes and a smile and say: “My hair grows so fast, Jim!” 

And them Della leaped up like a little singed cat and cried, “Oh, oh!” 
Jim had not yet seen his beautiful present. She held it out to him 

eagerly upon her open palm. The dull precious metal seemed to flash 
with a reflection of her bright and ardent spirit. 

“Isn’t it a dandy, Jim? I hunted all over town to find it. You’ll have 
to look at the time a hundred times a day now. Give me your watch. I 
want to see how it looks on it.” 

Instead of obeying, Jim tumbled down on the couch and put his 
hands under the back of his head and smiled. 

“Dell,” said he, “let’s put our Christmas presents away and keep ’em 
a while. They’re too nice to use just at present. I sold the watch to get the 
money to buy your combs. And now suppose you put the chops on.” 

The magi, as you know, were wise men—wonderfully wise men—
who brought gifts to the Babe in the manger. They invented the art of 
giving Christmas presents. Being wise, their gifts were no doubt wise 
ones, possibly bearing the privilege of exchange in case of duplication. 
And here I have lamely related to you the uneventful chronicle of two 
foolish children in a flat who most unwisely sacrificed for each other the 
greatest treasures of their house. But in a last word to the wise of these 
days let it be said that of all who give gifts these two were the wisest. Of 
all who give and receive gifts, such as they are wisest. Everywhere they 
are wisest. They are the magi. 

 
The Cop and the Anthem 
 
ON his bench in Madison Square Soapy moved uneasily. When wild 
geese honk high of nights, and when women without sealskin coats grow 
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kind to their husbands, and when Soapy moves uneasily on his bench in 
the park, you may know that winter is near at hand. 

A dead leaf fell in Soapy’s lap. That was Jack Frost’s card. Jack is 
kind to the regular denizens of Madison Square, and gives fair warning 
of his annual call. At the corners of four streets he hands his pasteboard 
to the North Wind, footman of the mansion of All Outdoors, so that the 
inhabitants thereof may make ready. 

Soapy’s mind became cognisant of the fact that the time had come 
for him to resolve himself into a singular Committee of Ways and Means 
to provide against the coming rigor. And therefore he moved uneasily on 
his bench. 

The hibernatorial ambitions of Soapy were not of the highest. In 
them there were no considerations of Mediterranean cruises, of soporific 
Southern skies drifting in the Vesuvian Bay. Three months on the Island 
was what his soul craved. Three months of assured board and bed and 
congenial company, safe from Boreas and bluecoats, seemed to Soapy 
the essence of things desirable. 

For years the hospitable Blackwell’s had been his winter quarters. 
Just as his more fortunate fellow New Yorkers had bought their tickets to 
Palm Beach and the Riviera each winter, so Soapy had made his humble 
arrangements for his annual hegira to the Island. And now the time was 
come. On the previous night three Sabbath newspapers, distributed 
beneath his coat, about his ankles and over his lap, had failed to repulse 
the cold as he slept on his bench near the spurting fountain in the ancient 
square. So the Island loomed big and timely in Soapy’s mind. He scorned 
the provisions made in the name of charity for the city’s dependents. In 
Soapy’s opinion the Law was more benign than Philanthropy. There was 
an endless round of institutions, municipal and eleemosynary, on which 
he might set out and receive lodging and food accordant with the simple 
life. But to one of Soapy’s proud spirit the gifts of charity are encumbered. 
If not in coin you must pay in humiliation of spirit for every benefit 
received at the hands of philanthropy. As Caesar had his Brutus, every 
bed of charity must have its toll of a bath, every loaf of bread its 
compensation of a private and personal inquisition. Wherefore it is better 
to be a guest of the law, which though conducted by rules, does not 
meddle unduly with a gentleman’s private affairs. 
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Soapy, having decided to go to the Island, at once set about 
accomplishing his desire. There were many easy ways of doing this. The 
pleasantest was to dine luxuriously at some expensive restaurant; and 
then, after declaring insolvency, be handed over quietly and without 
uproar to a policeman. An accommodating magistrate would do the rest. 

Soapy left his bench and strolled out of the square and across the 
level sea of asphalt, where Broadway and Fifth Avenue flow together. 
Up Broadway he turned, and halted at a glittering café, where are gathered 
together nightly the choicest products of the grape, the silkworm and the 
protoplasm. 

Soapy had confidence in himself from the lowest button of his vest 
upward. He was shaven, and his coat was decent and his neat black, 
ready-tied four-in-hand had been presented to him by a lady missionary 
on Thanksgiving Day. If he could reach a table in the restaurant 
unsuspected success would be his. The portion of him that would show 
above the table would raise no doubt in the waiter’s mind. A roasted 
mallard duck, thought Soapy, would be about the thing—with a bottle of 
Chablis, and then Camembert, a demi-tasse and a cigar. One dollar for 
the cigar would be enough. The total would not be so high as to call forth 
any supreme manifestation of revenge from the café management; and 
yet the meat would leave him filled and happy for the journey to his 
winter refuge. 

But as Soapy set foot inside the restaurant door the head waiter’s eye 
fell upon his frayed trousers and decadent shoes. Strong and ready hands 
turned him about and conveyed him in silence and haste to the sidewalk 
and averted the ignoble fate of the menaced mallard. 

Soapy turned off Broadway. It seemed that his route to the coveted 
island was not to be an epicurean one. Some other way of entering limbo 
must be thought of. 

At a corner of Sixth Avenue electric lights and cunningly displayed 
wares behind plate-glass made a shop window conspicuous. Soapy took 
a cobblestone and dashed it through the glass. People came running 
around the corner, a policeman in the lead. Soapy stood still, with his 
hands in his pockets, and smiled at the sight of brass buttons. 

“Where’s the man that done that?” inquired the officer excitedly. 
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“Don’t you figure out that I might have had something to do with 
it?” said Soapy, not without sarcasm, but friendly, as one greets good 
fortune. 

The policeman’s mind refused to accept Soapy even as a clue. Men 
who smash windows do not remain to parley with the law’s minions. 
They take to their heels. The policeman saw a man half way down the 
block running to catch a car. With drawn club he joined in the pursuit. 
Soapy, with disgust in his heart, loafed along, twice unsuccessful. 

On the opposite side of the street was a restaurant of no great 
pretensions. It catered to large appetites and modest purses. Its crockery 
and atmosphere were thick; its soup and napery thin. Into this place 
Soapy took his accusive shoes and telltale trousers without challenge. At 
a table he sat and consumed beefsteak, flapjacks, doughnuts and pie. And 
then to the waiter be betrayed the fact that the minutest coin and himself 
were strangers. 

“Now, get busy and call a cop,” said Soapy. “And don’t keep a gentle-
man waiting.” 

“No cop for youse,” said the waiter, with a voice like butter cakes 
and an eye like the cherry in a Manhattan cocktail. “Hey, Con!” 

Neatly upon his left ear on the callous pavement two waiters pitched 
Soapy. He arose, joint by joint, as a carpenter’s rule opens, and beat the 
dust from his clothes. Arrest seemed but a rosy dream. The Island 
seemed very far away. A policeman who stood before a drug store two 
doors away laughed and walked down the street. 

Five blocks Soapy travelled before his courage permitted him to woo 
capture again. This time the opportunity presented what he fatuously 
termed to himself a “cinch.” A young woman of a modest and pleasing 
guise was standing before a show window gazing with sprightly interest 
at its display of shaving mugs and inkstands, and two yards from the 
window a large policeman of severe demeanour leaned against a water 
plug. 

It was Soapy’s design to assume the role of the despicable and 
execrated “masher.” The refined and elegant appearance of his victim 
and the contiguity of the conscientious cop encouraged him to believe 
that he would soon feel the pleasant official clutch upon his arm that 
would insure his winter quarters on the right little, tight little isle. 
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Soapy straightened the lady missionary’s readymade tie, dragged his 
shrinking cuffs into the open, set his hat at a killing cant and sidled 
toward the young woman. He made eyes at her, was taken with sudden 
coughs and “hems,” smiled, smirked and went brazenly through the 
impudent and contemptible litany of the “masher.” With half an eye Soapy 
saw that the policeman was watching him fixedly. The young woman 
moved away a few steps, and again bestowed her absorbed attention upon 
the shaving mugs. Soapy followed, boldly stepping to her side, raised his 
hat and said: 

“Ah there, Bedelia! Don’t you want to come and play in my yard?” 
The policeman was still looking. The persecuted young woman had 

but to beckon a finger and Soapy would be practically en route for his 
insular haven. Already he imagined he could feel the cozy warmth of the 
station-house. The young woman faced him and, stretching out a hand, 
caught Soapy’s coat sleeve. 

“Sure, Mike,” she said joyfully, “if you’ll blow me to a pail of suds. 
I’d have spoke to you sooner, but the cop was watching.” 

With the young woman playing the clinging ivy to his oak Soapy 
walked past the policeman overcome with gloom. He seemed doomed to 
liberty. 

At the next corner he shook off his companion and ran. He halted in 
the district where by night are found the lightest streets, hearts, vows and 
librettos. 

Women in furs and men in greatcoats moved gaily in the wintry air. 
A sudden fear seized Soapy that some dreadful enchantment had rendered 
him immune to arrest. The thought brought a little of panic upon it, and 
when he came upon another policeman lounging grandly in front of a 
transplendent theatre he caught at the immediate straw of “disorderly 
conduct.” 

On the sidewalk Soapy began to yell drunken gibberish at the top of 
his harsh voice. He danced, howled, raved and otherwise disturbed the 
welkin. 

The policeman twirled his club, turned his back to Soapy and 
remarked to a citizen. 

“’Tis one of them Yale lads celebratin’ the goose egg they give to the 
Hartford College. Noisy; but no harm. We’ve instructions to lave them be.” 
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Disconsolate, Soapy ceased his unavailing racket. Would never a 
policeman lay hands on him? In his fancy the Island seemed an 
unattainable Arcadia. He buttoned his thin coat against the chilling wind. 

In a cigar store he saw a well-dressed man lighting a cigar at a 
swinging light. His silk umbrella he had set by the door on entering. 
Soapy stepped inside, secured the umbrella and sauntered off with it 
slowly. The man at the cigar light followed hastily. 

“My umbrella,” he said, sternly. 
“Oh, is it?” sneered Soapy, adding insult to petit larceny. “Well, why 

don’t you call a policeman? I took it. Your umbrella! Why don’t you call 
a cop? There stands one on the corner.” 

The umbrella owner slowed his steps. Soapy did likewise, with a pre-
sentiment that luck would again run against him. The policeman looked at 
the two curiously. 

“Of course,” said the umbrella man—“that is—well, you know how 
these mistakes occur—I—if it’s your umbrella I hope you’ll excuse 
me—I picked it up this morning in a restaurant—If you recognise it as 
yours, why—I hope you’ll—” 

“Of course it’s mine,” said Soapy, viciously. 
The ex-umbrella man retreated. The policeman hurried to assist a tall 

blonde in an opera cloak across the street in front of a street car that was 
approaching two blocks away. 

Soapy walked eastward through a street damaged by improvements. 
He hurled the umbrella wrathfully into an excavation. He muttered against 
the men who wear helmets and carry clubs. Because he wanted to fall 
into their clutches, they seemed to regard him as a king who could do no 
wrong. 

At length Soapy reached one of the avenues to the east where the 
glitter and turmoil was but faint. He set his face down this toward 
Madison Square, for the homing instinct survives even when the home is 
a park bench. 

But on an unusually quiet corner Soapy came to a standstill. Here 
was an old church, quaint and rambling and gabled. Through one violet-
stained window a soft light glowed, where, no doubt, the organist loitered 
over the keys, making sure of his mastery of the coming Sabbath anthem. 
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For there drifted out to Soapy’s ears sweet music that caught and held 
him transfixed against the convolutions of the iron fence. 

The moon was above, lustrous and serene; vehicles and pedestrians 
were few; sparrows twittered sleepily in the eaves—for a little while the 
scene might have been a country churchyard. And the anthem that the 
organist played cemented Soapy to the iron fence, for he had known it 
well in the days when his life contained such things as mothers and roses 
and ambitions and friends and immaculate thoughts and collars. 

The conjunction of Soapy’s receptive state of mind and the influences 
about the old church wrought a sudden and wonderful change in his soul. 
He viewed with swift horror the pit into which he had tumbled, the 
degraded days, unworthy desires, dead hopes, wrecked faculties and base 
motives that made up his existence. 

And also in a moment his heart responded thrillingly to this novel 
mood. An instantaneous and strong impulse moved him to battle with his 
desperate fate. He would pull himself out of the mire; he would make a 
man of himself again; he would conquer the evil that had taken possession 
of him. There was time; he was comparatively young yet; he would 
resurrect his old eager ambitions and pursue them without faltering. 
Those solemn but sweet organ notes had set up a revolution in him. To-
morrow he would go into the roaring downtown district and find work. A 
fur importer had once offered him a place as driver. He would find him 
to-morrow and ask for the position. He would be somebody in the world. 
He would— 

Soapy felt a hand laid on his arm. He looked quickly around into the 
broad face of a policeman. 

“What are you doin’ here?” asked the officer. 
“Nothin’,” said Soapy. 
“Then come along,” said the policeman. 
“Three months on the Island,” said the Magistrate in the Police Court 

the next morning. 
 
One Dollar’s Worth 
 
THE judge of the United States court of the district lying along the Rio 
Grande border found the following letter one morning in his mail:  
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JUDGE: 
When you sent me up for four years you made a talk. Among other hard 

things, you called me a rattlesnake. Maybe I am one—anyhow, you hear me 
rattling now. One year after I got to the pen, my daughter died of—well, they 
said it was poverty and the disgrace together. You’ve got a daughter, Judge, and 
I’m going to make you know how it feels to lose one. And I’m going to bite that 
district attorney that spoke against me. I’m free now, and I guess I’ve turned to 
rattlesnake all right. I feel like one. I don’t say much, but this is my rattle. Look 
out when I strike. 

    Yours respectfully, 
     RATTLESNAKE. 
 
Judge Derwent threw the letter carelessly aside. It was nothing new 

to receive such epistles from desperate men whom he had been called 
upon to judge. He felt no alarm. Later on he showed the letter to Little-
field, the young district attorney, for Littlefield’s name was included in the 
threat, and the judge was punctilious in matters between himself and his 
fellow men.  

Littlefield honoured the rattle of the writer, as far as it concerned 
himself, with a smile of contempt; but he frowned a little over the 
reference to the Judge’s daughter, for he and Nancy Derwent were to be 
married in the fall.  

Littlefield went to the clerk of the court and looked over the records 
with him. They decided that the letter might have been sent by Mexico 
Sam, a half-breed border desperado who had been imprisoned for man-
slaughter four years before. Then official duties crowded the matter from 
his mind, and the rattle of the revengeful serpent was forgotten.  

Court was in session at Brownsville. Most of the cases to be tried 
were charges of smuggling, counterfeiting, post-office robberies, and 
violations of Federal laws along the border. One case was that of a young 
Mexican, Rafael Ortiz, who had been rounded up by a clever deputy 
marshal in the act of passing a counterfeit silver dollar. He had been 
suspected of many such deviations from rectitude, but this was the first 
time that anything provable had been fixed upon him. Ortiz languished 
cozily in jail, smoking brown cigarettes and waiting for trial. Kilpatrick, 
the deputy, brought the counterfeit dollar and handed it to the district 
attorney in his office in the court-house. The deputy and a reputable 
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druggist were prepared to swear that Ortiz paid for a bottle of medicine 
with it. The coin was a poor counterfeit, soft, dull-looking, and made 
principally of lead. It was the day before the morning on which the 
docket would reach the case of Ortiz, and the district attorney was 
preparing himself for trial.  

“Not much need of having in high-priced experts to prove the coin’s 
queer, is there, Kil?” smiled Littlefield, as he thumped the dollar down 
upon the table, where it fell with no more ring than would have come 
from a lump of putty.  

“I guess the Greaser’s as good as behind the bars,” said the deputy, 
easing up his holsters. “You’ve got him dead. If it had been just one 
time, these Mexicans can’t tell good money from bad; but this little 
yaller rascal belongs to a gang of counterfeiters, I know. This is the first 
time I’ve been able to catch him doing the trick. He’s got a girl down 
there in them Mexican jacals on the river bank. I seen her one day when I 
was watching him. She’s as pretty as a red heifer in a flower bed.”  

Littlefield shoved the counterfeit dollar into his pocket, and slipped 
his memoranda of the case into an envelope. Just then a bright, winsome 
face, as frank and jolly as a boy’s, appeared in the doorway, and in 
walked Nancy Derwent.  

“Oh, Bob, didn’t court adjourn at twelve to-day until to-morrow?” 
she asked of Littlefield.  

“It did,” said the district attorney, “and I’m very glad of it. I’ve got a 
lot of rulings to look up, and—”  

“Now, that’s just like you. I wonder you and father don’t turn to law 
books or rulings or something! I want you to take me out plover-shooting 
this afternoon. Long Prairie is just alive with them. Don’t say no, please! 
I want to try my new twelve-bore hammerless. I’ve sent to the livery stable 
to engage Fly and Bess for the buckboard; they stand fire so nicely. I was 
sure you would go.”  

They were to be married in the fall. The glamour was at its height. 
The plovers won the day—or, rather, the afternoon—over the calf-bound 
authorities. Littlefield began to put his papers away.  

There was a knock at the door. Kilpatrick answered it. A beautiful, 
dark-eyed girl with a skin tinged with the faintest lemon colour walked 
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into the room. A black shawl was thrown over her head and wound once 
around her neck.  

She began to talk in Spanish, a voluble, mournful stream of 
melancholy music. Littlefield did not understand Spanish. The deputy 
did, and he translated her talk by portions, at intervals holding up his 
hand to check the flow of her words.  

“She came to see you, Mr. Littlefield. Her name’s Joya Treviñas. She 
wants to see you about—well, she’s mixed up with that Rafael Ortiz. 
She’s his—she’s his girl. She says he’s innocent. She says she made the 
money and got him to pass it. Don’t you believe her, Mr. Littlefield. 
That’s the way with these Mexican girls; they’ll lie, steal, or kill for a 
fellow when they get stuck on him. Never trust a woman that’s in love!”  

“Mr. Kilpatrick!”  
Nancy Derwent’s indignant exclamation caused the deputy to 

flounder for a moment in attempting to explain that he had misquoted his 
own sentiments, and then he went on with the translation:  

“She says she’s willing to take his place in the jail if you’ll let him 
out. She says she was down sick with the fever, and the doctor said she’d 
die if she didn’t have medicine. That’s why he passed the lead dollar  
on the drug store. She says it saved her life. This Rafael seems to be her 
honey, all right; there’s a lot of stuff in her talk about love and such things 
that you don’t want to hear.”  

It was an old story to the district attorney.  
“Tell her,” said he, “that I can do nothing. The case comes up in the 

morning, and he will have to make his fight before the court.”  
Nancy Derwent was not so hardened. She was looking with 

sympathetic interest at Joya Treviñas and at Littlefield alternately. The 
deputy repeated the district attorney’s words to the girl. She spoke a 
sentence or two in a low voice, pulled her shawl closely about her face, 
and left the room.  

“What did she say then?” asked the district attorney.  
“Nothing special,” said the deputy. “She said: ‘If the life of the 

one’—let’s see how it went—‘Si la vida de ella á quien tu amas—if the 
life of the girl you love is ever in danger, remember Rafael Ortiz.’”  

Kilpatrick strolled out through the corridor in the direction of the 
marshal’s office.  
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“Can’t you do anything for them, Bob?” asked Nancy. “It’s such a 
little thing—just one counterfeit dollar—to ruin the happiness of two 
lives! She was in danger of death, and he did it to save her. Doesn’t the 
law know the feeling of pity?”  

“It hasn’t a place in jurisprudence, Nan,” said Littlefield, “especially 
in re the district attorney’s duty. I’ll promise you that the prosecution 
will not be vindictive; but the man is as good as convicted when the case 
is called. Witnesses will swear to his passing the bad dollar which I have 
in my pocket at this moment as ‘Exhibit A.’ There are no Mexicans on 
the jury, and it will vote Mr. Greaser guilty without leaving the box.”  

 
The plover-shooting was fine that afternoon, and in the excitement of 

the sport the case of Rafael and the grief of Joya Treviñas was forgotten. 
The district attorney and Nancy Derwent drove out from the town three 
miles along a smooth, grassy road, and then struck across a rolling prairie 
toward a heavy line of timber on Piedra Creek. Beyond this creek lay 
Long Prairie, the favourite haunt of the plover. As they were nearing the 
creek they heard the galloping of a horse to their right, and saw a man 
with black hair and a swarthy face riding toward the woods at a tangent, 
as if he had come up behind them.  

“I’ve seen that fellow somewhere,” said Littlefield, who had a memory 
for faces, “but I can’t exactly place him. Some ranchman, I suppose, taking 
a short cut home.”  

They spent an hour on Long Prairie, shooting from the buckboard. 
Nancy Derwent, an active, outdoor Western girl, was pleased with her 
twelve-bore. She had bagged within two brace of her companion’s score.  

They started homeward at a gentle trot. When within a hundred yards 
of Piedra Creek a man rode out of the timber directly toward them.  

“It looks like the man we saw coming over,” remarked Miss Derwent.  
As the distance between them lessened, the district attorney suddenly 

pulled up his team sharply, with his eyes fixed upon the advancing 
horseman. That individual had drawn a Winchester from its scabbard on 
his saddle and thrown it over his arm.  

“Now I know you, Mexico Sam!” muttered Littlefield to himself. “It 
was you who shook your rattles in that gentle epistle.”  
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Mexico Sam did not leave things long in doubt. He had a nice eye in 
all matters relating to firearms, so when he was within good rifle range, 
but outside of danger from No. 8 shot, he threw up his Winchester and 
opened fire upon the occupants of the buckboard.  

The first shot cracked the back of the seat within the two-inch space 
between the shoulders of Littlefield and Miss Derwent. The next went 
through the dashboard and Littlefield’s trouser leg.  

The district attorney hustled Nancy out of the buck-board to the 
ground. She was a little pale, but asked no questions. She had the frontier 
instinct that accepts conditions in an emergency without superfluous 
argument. They kept their guns in hand, and Littlefield hastily gathered 
some handfuls of cartridges from the pasteboard box on the seat and 
crowded them into his pockets.  

“Keep behind the horses, Nan,” he commanded. “That fellow is a 
ruffian I sent to prison once. He’s trying to get even. He knows our shot 
won’t hurt him at that distance.”  

“All right, Bob,” said Nancy steadily. “I’m not afraid. But you come 
close, too. Whoa, Bess; stand still, now!”  

She stroked Bess’s mane. Littlefield stood with his gun ready, 
praying that the desperado would come within range.  

But Mexico Sam was playing his vendetta along safe lines. He was a 
bird of different feather from the plover. His accurate eye drew an 
imaginary line of circumference around the area of danger from bird-
shot, and upon this line lie rode. His horse wheeled to the right, and as 
his victims rounded to the safe side of their equine breast-work he sent a 
ball through the district attorney’s hat. Once he miscalculated in making 
a détour, and over-stepped his margin. Littlefield’s gun flashed, and 
Mexico Sam ducked his head to the harmless patter of the shot. A few of 
them stung his horse, which pranced promptly back to the safety line.  

The desperado fired again. A little cry came from Nancy Derwent. 
Littlefield whirled, with blazing eyes, and saw the blood trickling down 
her cheek.  

“I’m not hurt, Bob—only a splinter struck me. I think he hit one of 
the wheel-spokes.”  

“Lord!” groaned Littlefield. “If I only had a charge of buckshot!”  
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The ruffian got his horse still, and took careful aim. Fly gave a snort 
and fell in the harness, struck in the neck. Bess, now disabused of the 
idea that plover were being fired at, broke her traces and galloped wildly 
away. Mexican Sam sent a ball neatly through the fulness of Nancy 
Derwent’s shooting jacket.  

“Lie down—lie down!” snapped Littlefield. “Close to the horse—flat 
on the ground—so.” He almost threw her upon the grass against the back 
of the recumbent Fly. Oddly enough, at that moment the words of the 
Mexican girl returned to his mind:  

“If the life of the girl you love is ever in danger, remember Rafael 
Ortiz.”  

Littlefield uttered an exclamation.  
“Open fire on him, Nan, across the horse’s back. Fire as fast as you 

can! You can’t hurt him, but keep him dodging shot for one minute while 
I try to work a little scheme.”  

Nancy gave a quick glance at Littlefield, and saw him take out his 
pocket-knife and open it. Then she turned her face to obey orders, keeping 
up a rapid fire at the enemy.  

Mexico Sam waited patiently until this innocuous fusillade ceased. 
He had plenty of time, and he did not care to risk the chance of a bird-
shot in his eye when it could be avoided by a little caution. He pulled his 
heavy Stetson low down over his face until the shots ceased. Then he 
drew a little nearer, and fired with careful aim at what he could see of his 
victims above the fallen horse.  

Neither of them moved. He urged his horse a few steps nearer. He saw 
the district attorney rise to one knee and deliberately level his shotgun. He 
pulled his hat down and awaited the harmless rattle of the tiny pellets.  

The shotgun blazed with a heavy report. Mexico Sam sighed, turned 
limp all over, and slowly fell from his horse—a dead rattlesnake.  

 
At ten o’clock the next morning court opened, and the case of the 

United States versus Rafael Ortiz was called. The district attorney, with 
his arm in a sling, rose and addressed the court.  

“May it please your honour,” he said, “I desire to enter a nolle pros. 
in this case. Even though the defendant should be guilty, there is not 
sufficient evidence in the hands of the government to secure a conviction. 
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The piece of counterfeit coin upon the identity of which the case was 
built is not now available as evidence. I ask, therefore, that the case be 
stricken off.”  

At the noon recess Kilpatrick strolled into the district attorney’s 
office.  

“I’ve just been down to take a squint at old Mexico Sam,” said the 
deputy. “They’ve got him laid out. Old Mexico was a tough outfit, I 
reckon. The boys was wonderin’ down there what you shot him with. 
Some said it must have been nails. I never see a gun carry anything to 
make holes like he had.”  

“I shot him,” said the district attorney, “with Exhibit A of your 
counterfeiting case. Lucky thing for me—and somebody else—that it 
was as bad money as it was! It sliced up into slugs very nicely. Say, Kil, 
can’t you go down to the jacals and find where that Mexican girl lives? 
Miss Derwent wants to know.” 

 
A Retrieved Reformation 

 
A GUARD came to the prison shoe-shop, where Jimmy Valentine was 
assiduously stitching uppers, and escorted him to the front office. There 
the warden handed Jimmy his pardon, which had been signed that 
morning by the governor. Jimmy took it in a tired kind of way. He had 
served nearly ten months of a four year sentence. He had expected to stay 
only about three months, at the longest. When a man with as many 
friends on the outside as Jimmy Valentine had is received in the “stir” it 
is hardly worth while to cut his hair. 

“Now, Valentine,” said the warden, “you’ll go out in the morning. 
Brace up, and make a man of yourself. You’re not a bad fellow at heart. 
Stop cracking safes, and live straight.” 

“Me?” said Jimmy, in surprise. “Why, I never cracked a safe in my 
life.” 

“Oh, no,” laughed the warden. “Of course not. Let’s see, now. How 
was it you happened to get sent up on that Springfield job? Was it 
because you wouldn’t prove an alibi for fear of compromising somebody 
in extremely high-toned society? Or was it simply a case of a mean old 
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jury that had it in for you? It’s always one or the other with you innocent 
victims.” 

“Me?” said Jimmy, still blankly virtuous. “Why, warden, I never was 
in Springfield in my life!” 

“Take him back, Cronin!” said the warden, “and fix him up with 
outgoing clothes. Unlock him at seven in the morning, and let him come 
to the bull-pen. Better think over my advice, Valentine.” 

At a quarter past seven on the next morning Jimmy stood in the 
warden’s outer office. He had on a suit of the villainously fitting, ready-
made clothes and a pair of the stiff, squeaky shoes that the state furnishes 
to its discharged compulsory guests. 

The clerk handed him a railroad ticket and the five-dollar bill with 
which the law expected him to rehabilitate himself into good citizenship 
and prosperity. The warden gave him a cigar, and shook hands. Valentine, 
9762, was chronicled on the books, “Pardoned by Governor,” and Mr. 
James Valentine walked out into the sunshine. 

Disregarding the song of the birds, the waving green trees, and the 
smell of the flowers, Jimmy headed straight for a restaurant. There he 
tasted the first sweet joys of liberty in the shape of a broiled chicken and 
a bottle of white wine—followed by a cigar a grade better than the one 
the warden had given him. From there he proceeded leisurely to the 
depot. He tossed a quarter into the hat of a blind man sitting by the door, 
and boarded his train. Three hours set him down in a little town near the 
state line. He went to the café of one Mike Dolan and shook hands with 
Mike, who was alone behind the bar. 

“Sorry we couldn’t make it sooner, Jimmy, me boy,” said Mike. “But 
we had that protest from Springfield to buck against, and the governor 
nearly balked. Feeling all right?” 

“Fine,” said Jimmy. “Got my key?” 
He got his key and went upstairs, unlocking the door of a room at the 

rear. Everything was just as he had left it. There on the floor was still 
Ben Price’s collar-button that had been torn from that eminent 
detective’s shirt-band when they had overpowered Jimmy to arrest him. 

Pulling out from the wall a folding-bed, Jimmy slid back a panel in 
the wall and dragged out a dust-covered suit-case. He opened this and 
gazed fondly at the finest set of burglar’s tools in the East. It was a 
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complete set, made of specially tempered steel, the latest designs in 
drills, punches, braces and bits, jimmies, clamps, and augers, with two or 
three novelties, invented by Jimmy himself, in which he took pride. Over 
nine hundred dollars they had cost him to have made at ——, a place 
where they make such things for the profession. 

In half an hour Jimmy went down stairs and through the café. He 
was now dressed in tasteful and well-fitting clothes, and carried his 
dusted and cleaned suit-case in his hand. 

“Got anything on?” asked Mike Dolan, genially. 
“Me?” said Jimmy, in a puzzled tone. “I don’t understand. I’m 

representing the New York Amalgamated Short Snap Biscuit Cracker 
and Frazzled Wheat Company.” 

This statement delighted Mike to such an extent that Jimmy had to 
take a seltzer-and-milk on the spot. He never touched “hard” drinks. 

A week after the release of Valentine, 9762, there was a neat job of 
safe-burglary done in Richmond, Indiana, with no clue to the author. A 
scant eight hundred dollars was all that was secured. Two weeks after 
that a patented, improved, burglar-proof safe in Logansport was opened 
like a cheese to the tune of fifteen hundred dollars, currency; securities 
and silver untouched. That began to interest the rogue-catchers. Then an 
old-fashioned bank-safe in Jefferson City became active and threw out of 
its crater an eruption of bank-notes amounting to five thousand dollars. 
The losses were now high enough to bring the matter up into Ben Price’s 
class of work. By comparing notes, a remarkable similarity in the methods 
of the burglaries was noticed. Ben Price investigated the scenes of the 
robberies, and was heard to remark: 

“That’s Dandy Jim Valentine’s autograph. He’s resumed business. 
Look at that combination knob—jerked out as easy as pulling up a radish 
in wet weather. He’s got the only clamps that can do it. And look how 
clean those tumblers were punched out! Jimmy never has to drill but one 
hole. Yes, I guess I want Mr. Valentine. He’ll do his bit next time without 
any short-time or clemency foolishness.” 

Ben Price knew Jimmy’s habits. He had learned them while working 
on the Springfield case. Long jumps, quick get-aways, no confederates, 
and a taste for good society—these ways had helped Mr. Valentine to 
become noted as a successful dodger of retribution. It was given out that 
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Ben Price had taken up the trail of the elusive cracksman, and other 
people with burglar-proof safes felt more at ease. 

One afternoon Jimmy Valentine and his suit-case climbed out of the 
mail-hack in Elmore, a little town five miles off the railroad down in the 
black-jack country of Arkansas. Jimmy, looking like an athletic young senior 
just home from college, went down the board side-walk toward the hotel. 

A young lady crossed the street, passed him at the corner and entered 
a door over which was the sign, “The Elmore Bank.” Jimmy Valentine 
looked into her eyes, forgot what he was, and became another man. She 
lowered her eyes and coloured slightly. Young men of Jimmy’s style and 
looks were scarce in Elmore. 

Jimmy collared a boy that was loafing on the steps of the bank as if 
he were one of the stockholders, and began to ask him questions about 
the town, feeding him dimes at intervals. By and by the young lady came 
out, looking royally unconscious of the young man with the suit-case, 
and went her way. 

“Isn’t that young lady Miss Polly Simpson?” asked Jimmy, with 
specious guile. 

“Naw,” said the boy. “She’s Annabel Adams. Her pa owns this bank. 
What ’d you come to Elmore for? Is that a gold watch-chain? I’m going 
to get a bulldog. Got any more dimes?” 

Jimmy went to the Planters’ Hotel, registered as Ralph D. Spencer, 
and engaged a room. He leaned on the desk and declared his platform to 
the clerk. He said he had come to Elmore to look for a location to go into 
business. How was the shoe business, now, in the town? He had thought 
of the shoe business. Was there an opening? 

The clerk was impressed by the clothes and manner of Jimmy. He, 
himself, was something of a pattern of fashion to the thinly gilded youth of 
Elmore, but he now perceived his shortcomings. While trying to figure out 
Jimmy’s manner of tying his four-in-hand he cordially gave information. 

Yes, there ought to be a good opening in the shoe line. There wasn’t 
an exclusive shoe-store in the place. The dry-goods and general stores 
handled them. Business in all lines was fairly good. Hoped Mr. Spencer 
would decide to locate in Elmore. He would find it a pleasant town to 
live in, and the people very sociable. 
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Mr. Spencer thought he would stop over in the town a few days and 
look over the situation. No, the clerk needn’t call the boy. He would 
carry up his suit-case, himself; it was rather heavy. 

Mr. Ralph Spencer, the phoenix that arose from Jimmy Valentine’s 
ashes—ashes left by the flame of a sudden and alterative attack of love—
remained in Elmore, and prospered. He opened a shoe-store and secured 
a good run of trade. 

Socially he was also a success, and made many friends. And he 
accomplished the wish of his heart. He met Miss Annabel Adams, and 
became more and more captivated by her charms. 

At the end of a year the situation of Mr. Ralph Spencer was this: he 
had won the respect of the community, his shoe-store was flourishing, 
and he and Annabel were engaged to be married in two weeks. Mr. 
Adams, the typical, plodding, country banker, approved of Spencer. 
Annabel’s pride in him almost equalled her affection. He was as much at 
home in the family of Mr. Adams and that of Annabel’s married sister as 
if he were already a member. 

One day Jimmy sat down in his room and wrote this letter, which he 
mailed to the safe address of one of his old friends in St. Louis: 

 
DEAR OLD PAL: 

I want you to be at Sullivan’s place, in Little Rock, next Wednesday night, 
at nine o’clock. I want you to wind up some little matters for me. And, also, I 
want to make you a present of my kit of tools. I know you’ll be glad to get 
them—you couldn’t duplicate the lot for a thousand dollars. Say, Billy, I’ve quit 
the old business—a year ago. I’ve got a nice store. I’m making an honest living, 
and I’m going to marry the finest girl on earth two weeks from now. It’s the 
only life, Billy—the straight one. I wouldn’t touch a dollar of another man’s 
money now for a million. After I get married I’m going to sell out and go West, 
where there won’t be so much danger of having old scores brought up against 
me. I tell you, Billy, she’s an angel. She believes in me; and I wouldn’t do 
another crooked thing for the whole world. Be sure to be at Sully’s, for I must 
see you. I’ll bring along the tools with me. 

      Your old friend, 
        JIMMY. 
 
On the Monday night after Jimmy wrote this letter, Ben Price jogged 

unobtrusively into Elmore in a livery buggy. He lounged about town in 
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his quiet way until he found out what he wanted to know. From the drug-
store across the street from Spencer’s shoe-store he got a good look at 
Ralph D. Spencer. 

“Going to marry the banker’s daughter are you, Jimmy?” said Ben to 
himself, softly. “Well, I don’t know!” 

The next morning Jimmy took breakfast at the Adamses. He was 
going to Little Rock that day to order his wedding-suit and buy something 
nice for Annabel. That would be the first time he had left town since he 
came to Elmore. It had been more than a year now since those last 
professional “jobs,” and he thought he could safely venture out. 

After breakfast quite a family party went downtown together—Mr. 
Adams, Annabel, Jimmy, and Annabel’s married sister with her two little 
girls, aged five and nine. They came by the hotel where Jimmy still 
boarded, and he ran up to his room and brought along his suit-case. Then 
they went on to the bank. There stood Jimmy’s horse and buggy and 
Dolph Gibson, who was going to drive him over to the railroad station. 

All went inside the high, carved oak railings into the banking-
room—Jimmy included, for Mr. Adams’s future son-in-law was welcome 
anywhere. The clerks were pleased to be greeted by the good-looking, 
agreeable young man who was going to marry Miss Annabel. Jimmy set 
his suit-case down. Annabel, whose heart was bubbling with happiness 
and lively youth, put on Jimmy’s hat, and picked up the suit-case. 
“Wouldn’t I make a nice drummer?” said Annabel. “My! Ralph, how 
heavy it is? Feels like it was full of gold bricks.” 

“Lot of nickel-plated shoe-horns in there,” said Jimmy, coolly, “that 
I’m going to return. Thought I’d save express charges by taking them up. 
I’m getting awfully economical.” 

The Elmore Bank had just put in a new safe and vault. Mr. Adams 
was very proud of it, and insisted on an inspection by every one. The 
vault was a small one, but it had a new, patented door. It fastened with three 
solid steel bolts thrown simultaneously with a single handle, and had a 
time-lock. Mr. Adams beamingly explained its workings to Mr. Spencer, 
who showed a courteous but not too intelligent interest. The two children, 
May and Agatha, were delighted by the shining metal and funny clock 
and knobs. 
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While they were thus engaged Ben Price sauntered in and leaned on 
his elbow, looking casually inside between the railings. He told the teller 
that he didn’t want anything; he was just waiting for a man he knew. 

Suddenly there was a scream or two from the women, and a com-
motion. Unperceived by the elders, May, the nine-year-old girl, in a spirit 
of play, had shut Agatha in the vault. She had then shot the bolts and 
turned the knob of the combination as she had seen Mr. Adams do. 

The old banker sprang to the handle and tugged at it for a moment. 
“The door can’t be opened,” he groaned. “The clock hasn’t been wound 
nor the combination set.” 

Agatha’s mother screamed again, hysterically. 
“Hush!” said Mr. Adams, raising his trembling hand. “All be quite 

for a moment. Agatha!” he called as loudly as he could. “Listen to me.” 
During the following silence they could just hear the faint sound of the 
child wildly shrieking in the dark vault in a panic of terror. 

“My precious darling!” wailed the mother. “She will die of fright! 
Open the door! Oh, break it open! Can’t you men do something?” 

“There isn’t a man nearer than Little Rock who can open that door,” 
said Mr. Adams, in a shaky voice. “My God! Spencer, what shall we do? 
That child—she can’t stand it long in there. There isn’t enough air, and, 
besides, she’ll go into convulsions from fright.” 

Agatha’s mother, frantic now, beat the door of the vault with her 
hands. Somebody wildly suggested dynamite. Annabel turned to Jimmy, 
her large eyes full of anguish, but not yet despairing. To a woman 
nothing seems quite impossible to the powers of the man she worships. 

“Can’t you do something, Ralph—try, won’t you?” 
He looked at her with a queer, soft smile on his lips and in his keen 

eyes. 
“Annabel,” he said, “give me that rose you are wearing, will you?” 
Hardly believing that she heard him aright, she unpinned the bud 

from the bosom of her dress, and placed it in his hand. Jimmy stuffed it 
into his vest-pocket, threw off his coat and pulled up his shirt-sleeves. 
With that act Ralph D. Spencer passed away and Jimmy Valentine took 
his place. 

“Get away from the door, all of you,” he commanded, shortly. 

42 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

© 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor  



He set his suit-case on the table, and opened it out flat. From that 
time on he seemed to be unconscious of the presence of any one else. He 
laid out the shining, queer implements swiftly and orderly, whistling 
softly to himself as he always did when at work. In a deep silence and 
immovable, the others watched him as if under a spell. 

In a minute Jimmy’s pet drill was biting smoothly into the steel door. 
In ten minutes—breaking his own burglarious record—he threw back the 
bolts and opened the door. 

Agatha, almost collapsed, but safe, was gathered into her mother’s 
arms. 

Jimmy Valentine put on his coat, and walked outside the railings 
towards the front door. As he went he thought he heard a far-away voice 
that he once knew call “Ralph!” But he never hesitated. 

At the door a big man stood somewhat in his way. 
“Hello, Ben!” said Jimmy, still with his strange smile. “Got around at 

last, have you? Well, let’s go. I don’t know that it makes much difference, 
now.” 

And then Ben Price acted rather strangely. 
“Guess you’re mistaken, Mr. Spencer,” he said. “Don’t believe I 

recognize you. Your buggy’s waiting for you, ain’t it?” 
And Ben Price turned and strolled down the street. 

 
The Last of the Troubadours 
 
INEXORABLY Sam Galloway 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 six-weeks’ sojourn. 

On Sam’s face was an expression of sorrow, deepened with regret 
and slightly tempered by the patient forgiveness 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. 
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The Merrydews (householders of the Rancho Altito), men, women, 
children, and servants, vassals, visitors, employés, dogs, and casual callers 
were grouped in the “gallery” of the ranch house, all with faces set to the 
tune of melancholy and grief. For, as the coming of Sam Galloway to any 
ranch, camp, or cabin between the rivers Frio or Bravo del Norte aroused 
joy, so his departure caused mourning and distress. 

And then, during absolute silence, except for the bumping of a hind 
elbow of a hound dog as he pursued a wicked flea, Sam tenderly and 
carefully tied his guitar across his saddle on top of his slicker and coat. 
The guitar was in a green duck bag; and if you catch the significance of 
it, it explains Sam. 

Sam Galloway was the Last of the Troubadours. Of course you know 
about the troubadours. The encyclopædia says they flourished between 
the eleventh and the thirteenth centuries. What they flourished doesn’t 
seem clear—you may be pretty sure it wasn’t a sword: maybe it was a 
fiddlebow, or a forkful of spaghetti, or a lady’s scarf. Anyhow, Sam 
Galloway was one of ’em. 

Sam put on a martyred expression as he mounted his pony. But the 
expression on his face was hilarious compared with the one on his 
pony’s. You see, a pony gets to know his rider mighty well, and it is not 
unlikely that cow ponies in pastures and at hitching racks had often 
guyed Sam’s pony for being ridden by a guitar player instead of by a 
rollicking, cussing, all-wool cowboy. No man is a hero to his saddle-
horse. And even an escalator in a department store might be excused for 
tripping up a troubadour. 

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 omnæ personae in tres partes 
divisæ 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 Galloway. Whether we sing, act, dance, write, lecture, or paint, we 
are only troubadours; so let us make the worst of it. 
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The pony with the Dante Alighieri face, guided by the pressure of 
Sam’s knees, bore that wandering minstrel sixteen miles southeastward. 
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 Gull 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. 

Straight as topography permitted, Sam rode to, the sheep ranch of old 
man Ellison. A visit to a sheep ranch seemed to him desirable just then. 
There had been too many people, too much noise, argument, competition, 
confusion, at Rancho Altito. He had never conferred upon old man 
Ellison the favour of sojourning at his ranch; but he knew he would be 
welcome. The troubadour is his own passport everywhere. The Workers 
in the castle let down the drawbridge to him, and the Baron sets him at 
his left hand at table in the banquet hall. There ladies smile upon him and 
applaud his songs and stories, while the Workers bring boars’ heads and 
flagons. If the Baron nods once or twice in his carved oaken chair, he 
does not do it maliciously. 

Old man Ellison welcomed the troubadour flatteringly. He had often 
heard praises of Sam Galloway from other ranchmen who had been 
complimented by his visits, but had never aspired to such an honour for 
his own humble barony. I say barony because old man Ellison was the 
Last of the Barons. Of course, Mr. Bulwer-Lytton lived too early to 
know him, or he wouldn’t have conferred that sobriquet upon Warwick. 
In life it is the duty and the function of the Baron to provide work for the 
Workers and lodging and shelter for the Troubadours. 

Old man Ellison was a shrunken old man, with a short, yellow-white 
beard and a face lined and seamed by past-and-gone smiles. His ranch 
was a little two-room box house in a grove of hackberry trees in the lone-
somest part of the sheep country. His household consisted of a Kiowa 
Indian man cook, four hounds, a pet sheep, and a half-tamed coyote 
chained to a fence-post. He owned 3,000 sheep, which he ran on two 
sections of leased land and many thousands of acres neither leased nor 
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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 Ellison. 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 encyclo-
pædia, should have flourished between the eleventh and the thirteenth 
centuries—drew rein at the gates of his baronial castle! 

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

“Hello, 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.” 

“Well, well, well,” said old man Ellison. “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. I’ve 
got a sack of new oats in the kitchen—shall I bring out a feed for your 
hoss?” 

“Oats for him?” said Sam, derisively. “No, sir-ee. He’s as fat as a pig 
now on grass. He don’t get rode enough to keep him in condition. I’ll just 
turn him in the horse pasture with a drag rope on if you don’t mind.” 

I am positive that never during the eleventh and thirteenth centuries 
did Baron, Troubadour, and Worker amalgamate as harmoniously as 
their parallels did that evening at old man Ellison’s sheep ranch. The 
Kiowa’s biscuits were light and tasty and his coffee strong. Ineradicable 
hospitality and appreciation glowed on old man Ellison’s weather-tanned 
face. As for the troubadour, he said to himself that he had stumbled upon 
pleasant places indeed. A well-cooked, abundant meal, a host whom his 
lightest attempt to entertain seemed to delight far beyond the merits of 
the exertion, and the reposeful atmosphere that his sensitive soul at that 
time craved united to confer upon him a satisfaction and luxurious ease 
that he had seldom found on his tours of the ranches. 

After the delectable supper, Sam untied the green duck bag and took 
out his guitar. Not by way of payment, mind you—neither Sam Galloway 
nor any other of the true troubadours are lineal descendants of the late 
Tommy Tucker. You have read of Tommy Tucker in the works of the 
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esteemed but often obscure 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 fifty 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 never 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 tattered thesaurus will allow. 

I wish you could have seen him: he was small and tough and inactive 
beyond the power of imagination to conceive. He wore an ultramarine-
blue woollen shirt laced down the front with a pearl-gray, exaggerated 
sort of shoestring, indestructible brown duck clothes, inevitable high-
heeled boots with Mexican spurs, 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 canciones 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: 
“Huile, huile, palomita,” which being translated means, “Fly, fly, little 
dove.” Sam sang it for old man Ellison many times that evening. 

The troubadour stayed on at the old man’s ranch. There was peace 
and quiet and appreciation there, such as he had not found in the noisy 
camps of the cattle kings. No audience in the world could have crowned 
the work of poet, musician, or artist with more worshipful and unflagging 
approval than that bestowed upon his efforts by old man Ellison. No visit 
by a royal personage to a humble woodchopper or peasant could have 
been received with more flattering thankfulness and joy. 

On a cool, canvas-covered cot in the shade of the hackberry trees 
Sam Galloway passed the greater part of his time. There he rolled his 
brown paper cigarettes, read such tedious literature as the ranch afforded, 
and added to his repertoire of improvisations that he played so expertly 
on his guitar. To him, as a slave ministering to a great lord, the Kiowa 
brought cool water from the red jar hanging under the brush shelter, and 
food when he called for it. The prairie zephyrs fanned him mildly; 
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mocking-birds at morn and eve competed with but scarce equalled the 
sweet melodies of his lyre; a perfumed stillness seemed to fill all his 
world. While old man Ellison was pottering among his flocks of sheep 
on his mile-an-hour pony, and while the Kiowa took his siesta in the 
burning sunshine at the end of the kitchen, Sam would lie on his cot 
thinking what a happy world he lived in, and how kind it is to the ones 
whose mission in life it is to give entertainment and pleasure. Here he 
had food and lodging as good as he had 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 story was as keen 
as at its initial giving. Was there ever a troubadour of old who struck 
upon as royal a castle in his wanderings? While he lay thus, meditating 
upon his blessings, little brown cottontails would shyly ‘frolic through 
the yard; a covey of white-topknotted blue quail would run past, in single 
file, twenty yards away; a paisano bird, out hunting for tarantulas, would 
hop upon the fence and salute him with sweeping flourishes of its’ long 
tail. In the eighty-acre 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 vaciero. That means that he supplied 
his sheep camps with wood, water, and rations by his own labours 
instead of hiring a vaciero. On small ranches it is often done. 

One morning he started for the camp of Incarnación 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 
from old Fort Ewing he met, face to face, a terrible being called King 
James, mounted on a fiery, prancing, Kentucky-bred horse. 

King James’s real name was James King; but people reversed it 
because it seemed to fit him better, and also because it seemed to please 
his majesty. King James was the biggest cattleman between the Alamo 
plaza in San Antone and Bill Hopper’s saloon in Brownsville. Also he 
was the loudest and most offensive bully and braggart and bad man in 
southwest Texas. And he always made good whenever he bragged; and 
the more noise he made the more dangerous 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 
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story such is not the case. Give me my choice between assaulting a large, 
loudmouthed rough-houser and an inoffensive stranger with blue eyes 
sitting quietly in a corner, and you will see something doing in the corner 
every time. 

King James, as I intended to say earlier, was a fierce, two-hundred-
pound sunburned, blond man, as pink as an October strawberry, and with 
two horizontal 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 other clothing and garnishings about him, such as 
brown duck trousers stuffed into immense boots, and red handkerchiefs 
and revolvers; and a shotgun laid across his saddle and a leather belt with 
millions of cartridges shining in it—but your mind skidded off such 
accessories; what held your gaze was just the two little horizontal slits 
that he used for eyes. 

This was the man that old man Ellison met on the trail; and when 
you count up in the baron’s favour that he was sixty-five and weighed 
ninety-eight pounds and had heard of King James’s record and that he 
(the baron) had a hankering for the vita simplex and had no gun with him 
and wouldn’t have used it if he had, you can’t censure him if I tell you 
that the smiles with which the troubadour had filled his wrinkles went 
out of them and left them plain wrinkles 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. 

King James expressed himself with royal directness.  
“You’re that old snoozer 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,” said King James. “Your lease 
expired yesterday; and I had a man at the land office on the minute to take 
it up. You don’t control a foot of grass in Texas. You sheep men have got 
to git. Your time’s up. It’s a cattle country, and there ain’t any room in it 
for snoozers. This range you’ve got your sheep on is mine. I’m putting 
up a wire fence, forty by sixty miles; and if there’s a sheep inside of it 
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when it’s done it’ll be a dead one. I’ll give you a week to move yours 
away. If they ain’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’ll get.” 

King James patted the breech of his shot-gun warningly. 
Old man Ellison rode on to the camp of Incarnación. 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 dunning him for 
his last six months’ bill 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 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, cheerfully. “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 all, Sam. If you ain’t played yourself out, let’s 
have that Mexican piece that starts off with: ‘Huile, huile, palomita.’ It 
seems that that song always kind of soothes and comforts me after I’ve 
been riding far or anything bothers me.” 

“Why, seguramente, señor,” 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 
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jerk Bradshaw up about them last hams he sent us. They’re just a little bit 
strong.” 

A man sixty-five years old, living on a sheep ranch and 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 King James’s threats and 
orders and that pale melancholy and red ruin appeared to have marked 
him for their own. The troubadour took the news thoughtfully. 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 necessary supplies for the ranch. Bradshaw was hard but not 
implacable. He divided the old man’s order by 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 usually were. 

“Good day,” said the king, gruffly. “I’ve been wanting to see you. I 
hear it said by a cowman from Sandy yesterday that you was from Jackson 
County, Mississippi, originally. I want to know if that’s a fact.” 

“Born there,” said old man Ellison, “and raised there till I was twenty-
one.” 

“This man says,” went on King James, “that he thinks you was 
related to the Jackson County Reeveses. Was he right?” 

“Aunt Caroline Reeves,” said the old man, “was my half-sister.” 
“She was my aunt,” said King James. “I run away from home when I 

was sixteen. Now, let’s re-talk over some things that we discussed a few 
days ago. They 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 in 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?” 
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The old man related his woes in detail, dignifiedly, with restraint and 
candour. 

“She used to smuggle extra grub into my school basket—I’m speaking 
of Aunt Caroline,” said King James. “I’m going over to Frio City to-day, 
and I’ll ride back by your ranch to-morrow. I’ll draw $2,000 out of the 
bank there and bring it over to you; and I’ll tell 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 chestnut burrs. Well, I’m a King yet whenever I 
run a cross 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 young 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 somewhere 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 martially. 
Old man 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 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 the man of action. 

And while Sam is unbuckling from his waist old man Ellison’s six-
shooter, that the latter had left behind when he drove to town, we may 
well pause to remark that anywhere and whenever a troubadour lays 
down 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 

52 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

© 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor  



of Porthos that we have to fear—it is the Gascon’s fury—the wild and 
unacademic attack of the troubadour—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 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 once 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. 
 
The Caballero’s Way 
 
THE Cisco Kid had killed six men in more or less fair scrimmages, had 
murdered twice as many (mostly Mexicans), and had winged a larger 
number whom he modestly forbore to count. Therefore a woman loved 
him. 
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The Kid was twenty-five, looked twenty; and a careful insurance 
company would have estimated the probable time of his demise at, say, 
twenty-six. His habitat was anywhere between the Frio and the Rio 
Grande. He killed for the love of it—because he was quick-tempered— 
to avoid arrest—for his own amusement—any reason that came to his 
mind would suffice. He had escaped capture because he could shoot five-
sixths of a second sooner than any sheriff or ranger in the service, and 
because he rode a speckled roan horse that knew every cow-path in the 
mesquite and pear thickets from San Antonio to Matamoras. 

Tonia Perez, the girl who loved the Cisco Kid, was half Carmen, half 
Madonna, and the rest—oh, yes, a woman who is half Carmen and half 
Madonna can always be something more—the rest, let us say, was 
humming-bird. She lived in a grass-roofed jacal near a little Mexican 
settlement at the Lone Wolf Crossing of the Frio. With her lived a father 
or grandfather, a lineal Aztec, somewhat less than a thousand years old, 
who herded a hundred goats and lived in a continuous drunken dream 
from drinking mescal. Back of the jacal a tremendous forest of bristling 
pear, twenty feet high at its worst, crowded almost to its door. It was 
along the bewildering maze of this spinous thicket that the speckled roan 
would bring the Kid to see his girl. And once, clinging like a lizard to the 
ridge-pole, high up under the peaked grass roof, he had heard Tonia, with 
her Madonna face and Carmen beauty and humming-bird soul, parley 
with the sheriff’s posse, denying knowledge of her man in her soft 
mélange of Spanish and English. 

One day the adjutant-general of the State, who is, ex offico, 
commander of the ranger forces, wrote some sarcastic lines to Captain 
Duval of Company X, stationed at Laredo, relative to the serene and 
undisturbed existence led by murderers and desperadoes in the said 
captain’s territory. 

The captain turned the colour of brick dust under his tan, and 
forwarded the letter, after adding a few comments, per ranger Private Bill 
Adamson, to ranger Lieutenant Sandridge, camped at a water hole on the 
Nueces with a squad of five men in preservation of law and order. 

Lieutenant Sandridge turned a beautiful couleur de rose through his 
ordinary strawberry complexion, tucked the letter in his hip pocket, and 
chewed off the ends of his gamboge moustache. 
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The next morning he saddled his horse and rode alone to the Mexican 
settlement at the Lone Wolf Crossing of the Frio, twenty miles away. 

Six feet two, blond as a Viking, quiet as a deacon, dangerous as a 
machine gun, Sandridge moved among the Jacales, patiently seeking news 
of the Cisco Kid. 

Far more than the law, the Mexicans dreaded the cold and certain 
vengeance of the lone rider that the ranger sought. It had been one of the 
Kid’s pastimes to shoot Mexicans “to see them kick”: if he demanded 
from them moribund Terpsichorean feats, simply that he might be 
entertained, what terrible and extreme penalties would be certain to follow 
should they anger him! One and all they lounged with upturned palms 
and shrugging shoulders, filling the air with “quien sabes” and denials of 
the Kid’s acquaintance. 

But there was a man named Fink who kept a store at the Crossing—a 
man of many nationalities, tongues, interests, and ways of thinking. 

“No use to ask them Mexicans,” he said to Sandridge. “They’re 
afraid to tell. This hombre they call the Kid—Goodall is his name, ain’t 
it?—he’s been in my store once or twice. I have an idea you might run 
across him at—but I guess I don’t keer to say, myself. I’m two seconds 
later in pulling a gun than I used to be, and the difference is worth 
thinking about. But this Kid’s got a half-Mexican girl at the Crossing that 
he comes to see. She lives in that jacal a hundred yards down the arroyo 
at the edge of the pear. Maybe she—no, I don’t suppose she would, but 
that jacal would be a good place to watch, anyway.” 

Sandridge rode down to the jacal of Perez. The sun was low, and the 
broad shade of the great pear thicket already covered the grass-thatched 
hut. The goats were enclosed for the night in a brush corral near by. A few 
kids walked the top of it, nibbling the chaparral leaves. The old Mexican 
lay upon a blanket on the grass, already in a stupor from his mescal, and 
dreaming, perhaps, of the nights when he and Pizarro touched glasses to 
their New World fortunes—so old his wrinkled face seemed to proclaim 
him to be. And in the door of the jacal stood Tonia. And Lieutenant 
Sandridge sat in his saddle staring at her like a gannet agape at a 
sailorman. 

The Cisco Kid was a vain person, as all eminent and successful 
assassins are, and his bosom would have been ruffled had he known that 
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at a simple exchange of glances two persons, in whose minds he had 
been looming large, suddenly abandoned (at least for the time) all 
thought of him. 

Never before had Tonia seen such a man as this. He seemed to be 
made of sunshine and blood-red tissue and clear weather. He seemed to 
illuminate the shadow of the pear when he smiled, as though the sun 
were rising again. The men she had known had been small and dark. 
Even the Kid, in spite of his achievements, was a stripling no larger than 
herself, with black, straight hair and a cold, marble face that chilled the 
noonday. 

As for Tonia, though she sends description to the poorhouse, let her 
make a millionaire of your fancy. Her blue-black hair, smoothly divided 
in the middle and bound close to her head, and her large eyes full of the 
Latin melancholy, gave her the Madonna touch. Her motions and air 
spoke of the concealed fire and the desire to charm that she had inherited 
from the gitanas of the Basque province. As for the humming-bird part 
of her, that dwelt in her heart; you could not perceive it unless her bright 
red skirt and dark blue blouse gave you a symbolic hint of the vagarious 
bird. 

The newly lighted sun-god asked for a drink of water. Tonia brought 
it from the red jar hanging under the brush shelter. Sandridge considered 
it necessary to dismount so as to lessen the trouble of her ministrations. 

I play no spy; nor do I assume to master the thoughts of any human 
heart; but I assert, by the chronicler’s right, that before a quarter of an 
hour had sped, Sandridge was teaching her how to plaint a six-strand 
rawhide stake-rope, and Tonia had explained to him that were it not for 
her little English book that the peripatetic padre had given her and the 
little crippled chivo, that she fed from a bottle, she would be very, very 
lonely indeed. 

Which leads to a suspicion that the Kid’s fences needed repairing, 
and that the adjutant-general’s sarcasm had fallen upon unproductive 
soil. 

In his camp by the water hole Lieutenant Sandridge announced and 
reiterated his intention of either causing the Cisco Kid to nibble the black 
loam of the Frio country prairies or of haling him before a judge and 
jury. That sounded business-like. Twice a week he rode over to the Lone 

56 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

© 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor  



Wolf Crossing of the Frio, and directed Tonia’s slim, slightly lemon-
tinted fingers among the intricacies of the slowly growing lariata. A six-
strand plait is hard to learn and easy to teach. 

The ranger knew that he might find the Kid there at any visit. He 
kept his armament ready, and had a frequent eye for the pear thicket at 
the rear of the jacal. Thus he might bring down the kite and the 
humming-bird with one stone. 

While the sunny-haired ornithologist was pursuing his studies the 
Cisco Kid was also attending to his professional duties. He moodily shot 
up a saloon in a small cow village on Quintana Creek, killed the town 
marshal (plugging him neatly in the centre of his tin badge), and then 
rode away, morose and unsatisfied. No true artist is uplifted by shooting 
an aged man carrying an old-style .38 bulldog. 

On his way the Kid suddenly experienced the yearning that all men 
feel when wrong-doing loses its keen edge of delight. He yearned for the 
woman he loved to reassure him that she was his in spite of it. He wanted 
her to call his bloodthirstiness bravery and his cruelty devotion. He 
wanted Tonia to bring him water from the red jar under the brush shelter, 
and tell him how the chivo was thriving on the bottle. 

The Kid turned the speckled roan’s head up the ten-mile pear flat 
that stretches along the Arroyo Hondo until it ends at the Lone Wolf 
Crossing of the Frio. The roan whickered; for he had a sense of locality 
and direction equal to that of a belt-line street-car horse; and he knew he 
would soon be nibbling the rich mesquite grass at the end of a forty-foot 
stake-rope while Ulysses rested his head in Circe’s straw-roofed hut. 

More weird and lonesome than the journey of an Amazonian explorer 
is the ride of one through a Texas pear flat. With dismal monotony and 
startling variety the uncanny and multiform shapes of the cacti lift their 
twisted trunks, and fat, bristly hands to encumber the way. The demon 
plant, appearing to live without soil or rain, seems to taunt the parched 
traveller with its lush grey greenness. It warps itself a thousand times 
about what look to be open and inviting paths, only to lure the rider into 
blind and impassable spine-defended “bottoms of the bag,” leaving him 
to retreat, if he can, with the points of the compass whirling in his head. 
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To be lost in the pear is to die almost the death of the thief on the 
cross, pierced by nails and with grotesque shapes of all the fiends hovering 
about. 

But it was not so with the Kid and his mount. Winding, twisting, 
circling, tracing the most fantastic and bewildering trail ever picked out, 
the good roan lessened the distance to the Lone Wolf Crossing with 
every coil and turn that he made. 

While they fared the Kid sang. He knew but one tune and sang it, as 
he knew but one code and lived it, and but one girl and loved her. He was 
a single-minded man of conventional ideas. He had a voice like a coyote 
with bronchitis, but whenever he chose to sing his song he sang it. It was 
a conventional song of the camps and trail, running at its beginning as 
near as may be to these words: 

 
Don’t you monkey with my Lulu girl 

Or I’ll tell you what I’ll do— 
 

and so on. The roan was inured to it, and did not mind. 
But even the poorest singer will, after a certain time, gain his own 

consent to refrain from contributing to the world’s noises. So the Kid, by 
the time he was within a mile or two of Tonia’s jacal, had reluctantly 
allowed his song to die away—not because his vocal performance had 
become less charming to his own ears, but because his laryngeal muscles 
were aweary. 

As though he were in a circus ring the speckled roan wheeled and 
danced through the labyrinth of pear until at length his rider knew by 
certain landmarks that the Lone Wolf Crossing was close at hand. Then, 
where the pear was thinner, he caught sight of the grass roof of the jacal 
and the hackberry tree on the edge of the arroyo. A few yards farther the 
Kid stopped the roan and gazed intently through the prickly openings. 
Then he dismounted, dropped the roan’s reins, and proceeded on foot, 
stooping and silent, like an Indian. The roan, knowing his part, stood 
still, making no sound. 

The Kid crept noiselessly to the very edge of the pear thicket and 
reconnoitred between the leaves of a clump of cactus. 

Ten yards from his hiding-place, in the shade of the jacal, sat his 
Tonia calmly plaiting a rawhide lariat. So far she might surely escape 

58 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

© 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor  



condemnation; women have been known, from time to time, to engage in 
more mischievous occupations. But if all must be told, there is to be 
added that her head reposed against the broad and comfortable chest of a 
tall red-and-yellow man, and that his arm was about her, guiding her 
nimble fingers that required so many lessons at the intricate six-strand 
plait. 

Sandridge glanced quickly at the dark mass of pear when he heard a 
slight squeaking sound that was not altogether unfamiliar. A gun-scabbard 
will make that sound when one grasps the handle of a six-shooter 
suddenly. But the sound was not repeated; and Tonia’s fingers needed 
close attention. 

And then, in the shadow of death, they began to talk of their love; 
and in the still July afternoon every word they uttered reached the ears of 
the Kid. 

“Remember, then,” said Tonia, “you must not come again until I 
send for you. Soon he will be here. A vaquero at the tienda said to-day 
he saw him on the Guadalupe three days ago. When he is that near he 
always comes. If he comes and finds you here he will kill you. So, for 
my sake, you must come no more until I send you the word.” 

“All right,” said the stranger. “And then what?” 
“And then,” said the girl, “you must bring your men here and kill 

him. If not, he will kill you.” 
“He ain’t a man to surrender, that’s sure,” said Sandridge. “It’s kill 

or be killed for the officer that goes up against Mr. Cisco Kid.” 
“He must die,” said the girl. “Otherwise there will not be any peace 

in the world for thee and me. He has killed many. Let him so die. Bring 
your men, and give him no chance to escape.” 

“You used to think right much of him,” said Sandridge. 
Tonia dropped the lariat, twisted herself around, and curved a lemon- 

tinted arm over the ranger’s shoulder. 
“But then,” she murmured in liquid Spanish, “I had not beheld thee, 

thou great, red mountain of a man! And thou art kind and good, as well 
as strong. Could one choose him, knowing thee? Let him die; for then I 
will not be filled with fear by day and night lest he hurt thee or me.” 

“How can I know when he comes?” asked Sandridge. 
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“When he comes,” said Tonia, “he remains two days, sometimes three. 
Gregorio, the small son of old Luisa, the lavendera, has a swift pony. I 
will write a letter to thee and send it by him, saying how it will be best to 
come upon him. By Gregorio will the letter come. And bring many men 
with thee, and have much care, oh, dear red one, for the rattlesnake is not 
quicker to strike than is ‘El Chivato,’ as they call him, to send a ball from 
his pistola.” 

“The Kid’s handy with his gun, sure enough,” admitted Sandridge, 
“but when I come for him I shall come alone. I’ll get him by myself or 
not at all. The Cap wrote one or two things to me that make me want to 
do the trick without any help. You let me know when Mr. Kid arrives, 
and I’ll do the rest.” 

“I will send you the message by the boy Gregorio,” said the girl. “I 
knew you were braver than that small slayer of men who never smiles. 
How could I ever have thought I cared for him?” 

It was time for the ranger to ride back to his camp on the water hole. 
Before he mounted his horse he raised the slight form of Tonia with one 
arm high from the earth for a parting salute. The drowsy stillness of the 
torpid summer air still lay thick upon the dreaming afternoon. The smoke 
from the fire in the jacal, where the frijoles blubbered in the iron pot, 
rose straight as a plumb-line above the clay-daubed chimney. No sound 
or movement disturbed the serenity of the dense pear thicket ten yards 
away. 

When the form of Sandridge had disappeared, loping his big dun 
down the steep banks of the Frio crossing, the Kid crept back to his own 
horse, mounted him, and rode back along the tortuous trail he had come. 

But not far. He stopped and waited in the silent depths of the pear 
until half an hour had passed. And then Tonia heard the high, untrue 
notes of his unmusical singing coming nearer and nearer; and she ran to 
the edge of the pear to meet him. 

The Kid seldom smiled; but he smiled and waved his hat when he saw 
her. He dismounted, and his girl sprang into his arms. The Kid looked at 
her fondly. His thick, black hair clung to his head like a wrinkled mat. The 
meeting brought a slight ripple of some undercurrent of feeling to his 
smooth, dark face that was usually as motionless as a clay mask. 

“How’s my girl?” he asked, holding her close. 
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“Sick of waiting so long for you, dear one,” she answered. “My eyes 
are dim with always gazing into that devil’s pincushion through which 
you come. And I can see into it such a little way, too. But you are here, 
beloved one, and I will not scold. Que mal muchacho! not to come to see 
your alma more often. Go in and rest, and let me water your horse and 
stake him with the long rope. There is cool water in the jar for you.” 

The Kid kissed her affectionately. 
“Not if the court knows itself do I let a lady stake my horse for me,” 

said he. “But if you’ll run in, chica, and throw a pot of coffee together 
while I attend to the caballo, I’ll be a good deal obliged.” 

Besides his marksmanship the Kid had another attribute for which he 
admired himself greatly. He was muy caballero, as the Mexicans express 
it, where the ladies were concerned. For them he had always gentle 
words and consideration. He could not have spoken a harsh word to a 
woman. He might ruthlessly slay their husbands and brothers, but he 
could not have laid the weight of a finger in anger upon a woman. 
Wherefore many of that interesting division of humanity who had come 
under the spell of his politeness declared their disbelief in the stories 
circulated about Mr. Kid. One shouldn’t believe everything one heard, 
they said. When confronted by their indignant men folk with proof of the 
caballero’s deeds of infamy, they said maybe he had been driven to it, 
and that he knew how to treat a lady, anyhow. 

Considering this extremely courteous idiosyncrasy of the Kid and the 
pride he took in it, one can perceive that the solution of the problem that 
was presented to him by what he saw and heard from his hiding-place in 
the pear that afternoon (at least as to one of the actors) must have been 
obscured by difficulties. And yet one could not think of the Kid over-
looking little matters of that kind. 

At the end of the short twilight they gathered around a supper of 
frijoles, goat steaks, canned peaches, and coffee, by the light of a lantern in 
the jacal. Afterward, the ancestor, his flock corralled, smoked a cigarette 
and became a mummy in a grey blanket. Tonia washed the few dishes 
while the Kid dried them with the flour-sacking towel. Her eyes shone; she 
chatted volubly of the inconsequent happenings of her small world since 
the Kid’s last visit; it was as all his other home-comings had been. 
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Then outside Tonia swung in a grass hammock with her guitar and 
sang sad canciones de amor. 

“Do you love me just the same, old girl?” asked the Kid, hunting for 
his cigarette papers. 

“Always the same, little one,” said Tonia, her dark eyes lingering upon 
him. 

“I must go over to Fink’s,” said the Kid, rising, “for some tobacco. I 
thought I had another sack in my coat. I’ll be back in a quarter of an 
hour.” 

“Hasten,” said Tonia, “and tell me—how long shall I call you my 
own this time? Will you be gone again to-morrow, leaving me to grieve, 
or will you be longer with your Tonia?” 

“Oh, I might stay two or three days this trip,” said the Kid, yawning. 
“I’ve been on the dodge for a month, and I’d like to rest up.” 

He was gone half an hour for his tobacco. When he returned Tonia 
was still lying in the hammock. 

“It’s funny,” said the Kid, “how I feel. I feel like there was somebody 
lying behind every bush and tree waiting to shoot me. I never had mully-
grubs like them before. Maybe it’s one of them presumptions. I’ve got 
half a notion to light out in the morning before day. The Guadalupe 
country is burning up about that old Dutchman I plugged down there.” 

“You are not afraid—no one could make my brave little one fear.” 
“Well, I haven’t been usually regarded as a jack-rabbit when it comes 

to scrapping; but I don’t want a posse smoking me out when I’m in your 
jacal. Somebody might get hurt that oughtn’t to.” 

“Remain with your Tonia; no one will find you here.” 
The Kid looked keenly into the shadows up and down the arroyo and 

toward the dim lights of the Mexican village. 
“I’ll see how it looks later on,” was his decision. 
 
At midnight a horseman rode into the rangers’ camp, blazing his way 

by noisy “halloes” to indicate a pacific mission. Sandridge and one or 
two others turned out to investigate the row. The rider announced himself 
to be Domingo Sales, from the Lone Wolf Crossing. he bore a letter for 
Señor Sandridge. Old Luisa, the lavendera, had persuaded him to bring 
it, he said, her son Gregorio being too ill of a fever to ride. 
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Sandridge lighted the camp lantern and read the letter. These were its 
words: 

 
DEAR ONE:  

He has come. Hardly had you ridden away when he came out of the pear. 
When he first talked he said he would stay three days or more. Then as it grew 
later he was like a wolf or a fox, and walked about without rest, looking and 
listening. Soon he said he must leave before daylight when it is dark and stillest. 
And then he seemed to suspect that I be not true to him. He looked at me so 
strange that I am frightened. I swear to him that I love him, his own Tonia. Last 
of all he said I must prove to him I am true. He thinks that even now men are 
waiting to kill him as he rides from my house. To escape he says he will dress in 
my clothes, my red skirt and the blue waist I wear and the brown mantilla over 
the head, and thus ride away. But before that he says that I must put on his 
clothes, his pantalones and camisa and hat, and ride away on his horse from the 
jacal as far as the big road beyond the crossing and back again. This before he 
goes, so he can tell if I am true and if men are hidden to shoot him. It is a terrible 
thing. An hour before daybreak this is to be. Come, my dear one, and kill this 
man and take me for your Tonia. Do not try to take hold of him alive, but kill 
him quickly. Knowing all, you should do that. You must come long before the 
time and hide yourself in the little shed near the jacal where the wagon and 
saddles are kept. It is dark in there. He will wear my red skirt and blue waist and 
brown mantilla. I send you a hundred kisses. Come surely and shoot quickly and 
straight. 

THINE OWN TONIA. 
 
Sandridge quickly explained to his men the official part of the 

missive. The rangers protested against his going alone. 
“I’ll get him easy enough,” said the lieutenant. “The girl’s got him 

trapped. And don’t even think he’ll get the drop on me.” 
Sandridge saddled his horse and rode to the Lone Wolf Crossing. He 

tied his big dun in a clump of brush on the arroyo, took his Winchester 
from its scabbard, and carefully approached the Perez jacal. There was 
only the half of a high moon drifted over by ragged, milk-white gulf clouds. 

The wagon-shed was an excellent place for ambush; and the ranger 
got inside it safely. In the black shadow of the brush shelter in front of 
the jacal he could see a horse tied and hear him impatiently pawing the 
hard-trodden earth. 
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He waited almost an hour before two figures came out of the jacal. 
One, in man’s clothes, quickly mounted the horse and galloped past the 
wagon-shed toward the crossing and village. And then the other figure, in 
skirt, waist, and mantilla over its head, stepped out into the faint moonlight, 
gazing after the rider. Sandridge thought he would take his chance then 
before Tonia rode back. He fancied she might not care to see it. 

“Throw up your hands,” he ordered loudly, stepping out of the 
wagon-shed with his Winchester at his shoulder. 

There was a quick turn of the figure, but no movement to obey, so 
the ranger pumped in the bullets—one—two—three—and then twice more; 
for you never could be too sure of bringing down the Cisco Kid. There 
was no danger of missing at ten paces, even in that half moonlight. 

The old ancestor, asleep on his blanket, was awakened by the shots. 
Listening further, he heard a great cry from some man in mortal distress 
or anguish, and rose up grumbling at the disturbing ways of moderns. 

The tall, red ghost of a man burst into the jacal, reaching one hand, 
shaking like a tule reed, for the lantern hanging on its nail. The other 
spread a letter on the table. 

“Look at this letter, Perez,” cried the man. “Who wrote it?” 
“Ah, Dios! it is Señor Sandridge,” mumbled the old man, approaching. 

“Pues, señor, that letter was written by ‘El Chivato,’ as he is called—by 
the man of Tonia. They say he is a bad man; I do not know. While Tonia 
slept he wrote the letter and sent it by this old hand of mine to Domingo 
Sales to be brought to you. Is there anything wrong in the letter? I am 
very old; and I did not know. Valgame Dios! it is a very foolish world; 
and there is nothing in the house to drink—nothing to drink.” 

Just then all that Sandridge could think of to do was to go outside and 
throw himself face downward in the dust by the side of his humming-bird, 
of whom not a feather fluttered. He was not a caballero by instinct, and 
he could not understand the niceties of revenge. 

A mile away the rider who had ridden past the wagon-shed struck up 
a harsh, untuneful song, the words of which began: 

 
Don’t you monkey with my Lulu girl 

Or I’ll tell you what I’ll do— 
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The Last Leaf 
 
IN a little district west of Washington Square the streets have run crazy 
and broken themselves into small strips called “places.” These “places” 
make strange angles and curves. One street crosses itself a time or two. 
An artist once discovered a valuable possibility in this street. Suppose a 
collector with a bill for paints, paper and canvas should, in traversing this 
route, suddenly meet himself coming back, without a cent having been 
paid on account! 

So, to quaint old Greenwich Village the art people soon came 
prowling, hunting for north windows and eighteenth-century gables and 
Dutch attics and low rents. Then they imported some pewter mugs and a 
chafing dish or two from Sixth avenue, and became a “colony.” 

At the top of a squatty, three-story brick Sue and Johnsy had their 
studio. “Johnsy” was familiar for Joanna. One was from Maine; the other 
from California. They had met at the table d’hôte of an Eighth street 
“Delmonico’s,” and found their tastes in art, chicory salad and bishop 
sleeves so congenial that the joint studio resulted. 

That was in May. In November a cold, unseen stranger, whom the 
doctors called Pneumonia, stalked about the colony, touching one here 
and there with his icy fingers. Over on the east side this ravager strode 
boldly, smiting his victims by scores, but his feet trod slowly through the 
maze of the narrow and moss-grown “places.” 

Mr. Pneumonia was not what you would call a chivalric old gentleman. 
A mite of a little woman with blood thinned by California zephyrs was 
hardly fair game for the red-fisted, short-breathed old duffer. But Johnsy 
he smote; and she lay, scarcely moving, on her painted iron bedstead, 
looking through the small Dutch window-panes at the blank side of the 
next brick house. 

One morning the busy doctor invited Sue into the hallway with a 
shaggy, gray eyebrow. 

“She has one chance in—let us say, ten,” he said, as he shook down 
the mercury in his clinical thermometer. “And that chance is for her to 
want to live. This way people have of lining-up on the side of the 
undertaker makes the entire pharmacopeia look silly. Your little lady has 
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made up her mind that she’s not going to get well. Has she anything on 
her mind?” 

“She—she wanted to paint the Bay of Naples some day,” said Sue. 
“Paint?—bosh! Has she anything on her mind worth thinking about 

twice—a man, for instance?” 
“A man?” said Sue, with a jew’s-harp twang in her voice. “Is a man 

worth—but, no, doctor; there is nothing of the kind.” 
“Well, it is the weakness, then,” said the doctor. “I will do all that 

science, so far as it may filter through my efforts, can accomplish. But 
whenever my patient begins to count the carriages in her funeral procession 
I subtract 50 per cent. from the curative power of medicines. If you will 
get her to ask one question about the new winter styles in cloak sleeves I 
will promise you a one-in-five chance for her, instead of one in ten.” 

After the doctor had gone Sue went into the workroom and cried a 
Japanese napkin to a pulp. Then she swaggered into Johnsy’s room with 
her drawing board, whistling ragtime. 

Johnsy lay, scarcely making a ripple under the bedclothes, with her 
face toward the window. Sue stopped whistling, thinking she was asleep. 

She arranged her board and began a pen-and-ink drawing to illustrate 
a magazine story. Young artists must pave their way to Art by drawing 
pictures for magazine stories that young authors write to pave their way 
to Literature. 

As Sue was sketching a pair of elegant horseshow riding trousers and 
a monocle on the figure of the hero, an Idaho cowboy, she heard a low 
sound, several times repeated. She went quickly to the bedside. 

Johnsy’s eyes were open wide. She was looking out the window and 
counting—counting backward. 

“Twelve,” she said, and a little later “eleven”; and then “ten,” and 
“nine”; and then “eight” and “seven,” almost together. 

Sue looked solicitously out the window. What was there to count? 
There was only a bare, dreary yard to be seen, and the blank side of the 
brick house twenty feet, away. An old, old ivy vine, gnarled and decayed 
at the roots, climbed half way up the brick wall. The cold breath of 
autumn had stricken its leaves from the vine until its skeleton branches 
clung, almost bare, to the crumbling bricks. 

“What is it, dear?” asked Sue. 
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“Six,” said Johnsy, in almost a whisper. “They’re falling faster now. 
Three days ago there were almost a hundred. It made my head ache to 
count them. But now it’s easy. There goes another one. There are only 
five left now.” 

“Five what, dear. Tell your Sudie.” 
“Leaves. On the ivy vine. When the last one falls I must go, too. I’ve 

known that for three days. Didn’t the doctor tell you?” 
“Oh, I never heard of such nonsense,” complained Sue, with magni-

ficent scorn. “What have old ivy leaves to do with your getting well? 
And you used to love that vine so, you naughty girl. Don’t be a goosey. 
Why, the doctor told me this morning that your chances for getting well 
real soon were—let’s see exactly what he said—he said the chances were 
ten to one! Why, that’s almost as good a chance as we have in New York 
when we ride on the street cars or walk past a new building. Try to take 
some broth now, and let Sudie go back to her drawing, so she can sell the 
editor man with it, and buy port wine for her sick child, and pork chops 
for her greedy self.” 

“You needn’t get any more wine,” said Johnsy, keeping her eyes 
fixed out the window. “There goes another. No, I don’t want any broth. 
That leaves just four. I want to see the last one fall before it gets dark. 
Then I’ll go, too.” 

“Johnsy, dear,” said Sue, bending over her, “will you promise me to 
keep your eyes closed, and not look out the window until I am done 
working? I must hand those drawings in by to-morrow. I need the light, 
or I would draw the shade down.” 

“Couldn’t you draw in the other room?” asked Johnsy, coldly. 
“I’d rather be here by you,” said Sue. “Besides I don’t want you to 

keep looking at those silly ivy leaves.” 
“Tell me as soon as you have finished,” said Johnsy, closing her 

eyes, and lying white and still as a fallen statue, “because I want to see 
the last one fall. I’m tired of waiting. I’m tired of thinking. I went to turn 
loose my hold on everything, and go sailing down, down, just like one of 
those poor, tired leaves.” 

“Try to sleep,” said Sue. “I must call Behrman up to be my model for 
the old hermit miner. I’ll not be gone a minute. Don’t try to move till I 
come back.” 
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Old Behrman was a painter who lived on the ground floor beneath 
them. He was past sixty and had a Michael Angelo’s Moses beard curling 
down from the head of a satyr along the body of an imp. Behrman was a 
failure in art. Forty years he had wielded the brush without getting near 
enough to touch the hem of his Mistress’s robe. He had been always 
about to paint a masterpiece, but had never yet begun it. For several 
years he had painted nothing except now and then a daub in the line of 
commerce or advertising. He earned a little by serving as a model to those 
young artists in the colony who could not pay the price of a professional. 
He drank gin to excess, and still talked of his coming masterpiece. For the 
rest he was a fierce little old man, who scoffed terribly at softness in any 
one, and who regarded himself as especial mastiff-in-waiting to protect 
the two young artists in the studio above. 

Sue found Behrman smelling strongly of juniper berries in his dimly 
lighted den below. In one corner was a blank canvas on an easel that had 
been waiting there for twenty-five years to receive the first line of the 
masterpiece. She told him of Johnsy’s fancy, and how she feared she 
would, indeed, light and fragile as a leaf herself, float away when her 
slight hold upon the world grew weaker. 

Old Behrman, with his red eyes, plainly streaming, shouted his 
contempt and derision for such idiotic imaginings. 

“Vass!” he cried. “Is dere people in de world mit der foolishness to 
die because leafs dey drop off from a confounded vine? I haf not heard of 
such a thing. No, I will not bose as a model for your fool hermit-
dunderhead. Vy do you allow dot silly pusiness to come in der prain of 
her? Ach, dot poor lettle Miss Johnsy.” 

“She is very ill and weak,” said Sue, “and the fever has left her mind 
morbid and full of strange fancies. Very well, Mr. Behrman, if you do 
not care to pose for me, you needn’t. But I think you are a horrid old—
old flibbertigibbet.” 

“You are just like a woman!” yelled Behrman. “Who said I will not 
bose? Go on. I come mit you. For half an hour I haf peen trying to say 
dot I am ready to bose. Gott! dis is not any blace in which one so goot as 
Miss Yohnsy shall lie sick. Some day I vill baint a masterpiece, and ve 
shall all go away. Gott! yes.” 
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Johnsy was sleeping when they went upstairs. Sue pulled the shade 
down to the window-sill, and motioned Behrman into the other room. In 
there they peered out the window fearfully at the ivy vine. Then they 
looked at each other for a moment without speaking. A persistent, cold 
rain was falling, mingled with snow. Behrman, in his old blue shirt, took 
his seat as the hermit-miner on an upturned kettle for a rock. 

When Sue awoke from an hour’s sleep the next morning she found 
Johnsy with dull, wide-open eyes staring at the drawn green shade. 

“Pull it up; I want to see,” she ordered, in a whisper. 
Wearily Sue obeyed. 
But, lo! after the beating rain and fierce gusts of wind that had 

endured through the livelong night, there yet stood out against the brick 
wall one ivy leaf. It was the last on the vine. Still dark green near its 
stem, but with its serrated edges tinted with the yellow of dissolution and 
decay, it hung bravely from a branch some twenty feet above the ground. 

“It is the last one,” said Johnsy. “I thought it would surely fall during 
the night. I heard the wind. It will fall to-day, and I shall die at the same 
time.” 

“Dear, dear!” said Sue, leaning her worn face down to the pillow, 
“think of me, if you won’t think of yourself. What would I do?” 

But Johnsy did not answer. The lonesomest thing in all the world is a 
soul when it is making ready to go on its mysterious, far journey. The 
fancy seemed to possess her more strongly as one by one the ties that 
bound her to friendship and to earth were loosed. 

The day wore away, and even through the twilight they could see the 
lone ivy leaf clinging to its stem against the wall. And then, with the 
coming of the night the north wind was again loosed, while the rain still 
beat against the windows and pattered down from the low Dutch eaves. 

When it was light enough Johnsy, the merciless, commanded that the 
shade be raised. 

The ivy leaf was still there. 
Johnsy lay for a long time looking at it. And then she called to Sue, 

who was stirring her chicken broth over the gas stove. 
“I’ve been a bad girl, Sudie,” said Johnsy. “Something has made that 

last leaf stay there to show me how wicked I was. It is a sin to want to 
die. You may bring me a little broth now, and some milk with a little port 
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in it, and—no; bring me a hand-mirror first, and then pack some pillows 
about me, and I will sit up and watch you cook.” 

An hour later she said. 
“Sudie, some day I hope to paint the Bay of Naples.” 
The doctor came in the afternoon, and Sue had an excuse to go into 

the hallway as he left. 
“Even chances,” said the doctor, taking Sue’s thin, shaking hand in 

his. “With good nursing you’ll win. And now I must see another case I 
have downstairs. Behrman, his name is—some kind of an artist, I 
believe. Pneumonia, too. He is an old, weak man, and the attack is acute. 
There is no hope for him; but he goes to the hospital to-day to be made 
more comfortable.” 

The next day the doctor said to Sue: “She’s out of danger. You’ve 
won. Nutrition and care now—that’s all.” 

And that afternoon Sue came to the bed where Johnsy lay, contentedly 
knitting a very blue and very useless woolen shoulder scarf, and put one 
arm around her, pillows and all. 

“I have something to tell you, white mouse,” she said. “Mr. Behrman 
died of pneumonia to-day in the hospital. He was ill only two days. The 
janitor found him on the morning of the first day in his room downstairs 
helpless with pain. His shoes and clothing were wet through and icy cold. 
They couldn’t imagine where he had been on such a dreadful night. And 
then they found a lantern, still lighted, and a ladder that had been dragged 
from its place, and some scattered brushes, and a palette with green and 
yellow colors mixed on it, and—look out the window, dear, at the last 
ivy leaf on the wall. Didn’t you wonder why it never fluttered or moved 
when the wind blew? Ah, darling, it’s Behrman’s masterpiece—he 
painted it there the night that the last leaf fell.” 

 
The Furnished Room 
 
RESTLESS, shifting, fugacious as time itself is a certain vast bulk of the 
population of the red brick district of the lower West Side. Homeless, 
they have a hundred homes. They flit from furnished room to furnished 
room, transients forever—transients in abode, transients in heart and 
mind. They sing “Home, Sweet Home” in ragtime; they carry their lares 
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et penates in a bandbox; their vine is entwined about a picture hat; a 
rubber plant is their fig tree. 

Hence the houses of this district, having had a thousand dwellers, 
should have a thousand tales to tell, mostly dull ones, no doubt; but it 
would be strange if there could not be found a ghost or two in the wake 
of all these vagrant guests. 

One evening after dark a young man prowled among these crumbling 
red mansions, ringing their bells. At the twelfth he rested his lean hand-
baggage upon the step and wiped the dust from his hatband and forehead. 
The bell sounded faint and far away in some remote, hollow depths. 

To the door of this, the twelfth house whose bell he had rung, came a 
housekeeper who made him think of an unwholesome, surfeited worm 
that had eaten its nut to a hollow shell and now sought to fill the vacancy 
with edible lodgers. 

He asked if there was a room to let. 
“Come in,” said the housekeeper. Her voice came from her throat; 

her throat seemed lined with fur. “I have the third floor back, vacant 
since a week back. Should you wish to look at it?” 

The young man followed her up the stairs. A faint light from no 
particular source mitigated the shadows of the halls. They trod noiselessly 
upon a stair carpet that its own loom would have forsworn. It seemed to 
have become vegetable; to have degenerated in that rank, sunless air to 
lush lichen or spreading moss that grew in patches to the staircase and 
was viscid under the foot like organic matter. At each turn of the stairs 
were vacant niches in the wall. Perhaps plants had once been set within 
them. If so they had died in that foul and tainted air. It may be that 
statues of the saints had stood there, but it was not difficult to conceive 
that imps and devils had dragged them forth in the darkness and down to 
the unholy depths of some furnished pit below. 

“This is the room,” said the housekeeper, from her furry throat. “It’s 
a nice room. It ain’t often vacant. I had some most elegant people in it 
last summer—no trouble at all, and paid in advance to the minute. The 
water’s at the end of the hall. Sprowls and Mooney kept it three months. 
They done a vaudeville sketch. Miss B’retta Sprowls—you may have 
heard of her—Oh, that was just the stage names —right there over the 
dresser is where the marriage certificate hung, framed. The gas is here, 
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and you see there is plenty of closet room. It’s a room everybody likes. It 
never stays idle long.” 

“Do you have many theatrical people rooming here?” asked the 
young man. 

“They comes and goes. A good proportion of my lodgers is connected 
with the theatres. Yes, sir, this is the theatrical district. Actor people 
never stays long anywhere. I get my share. Yes, they comes and they 
goes.” 

He engaged the room, paying for a week in advance. He was tired, 
he said, and would take possession at once. He counted out the money. 
The room had been made ready, she said, even to towels and water. As 
the housekeeper moved away he put, for the thousandth time, the 
question that he carried at the end of his tongue. 

“A young girl—Miss Vashner—Miss Eloise Vashner—do you re-
member such a one among your lodgers? She would be singing on the 
stage, most likely. A fair girl, of medium height and slender, with reddish, 
gold hair and a dark mole near her left eyebrow.” 

“No, I don’t remember the name. Them stage people has names they 
change as often as their rooms. They comes and they goes. No, I don’t 
call that one to mind.” 

No. Always no. Five months of ceaseless interrogation and the 
inevitable negative. So much time spent by day in questioning managers, 
agents, schools and choruses; by night among the audiences of theatres 
from all-star casts down to music halls so low that he dreaded to find 
what he most hoped for. He who had loved her best had tried to find her. 
He was sure that since her disappearance from home this great, water-girt 
city held her somewhere, but it was like a monstrous quicksand, shifting 
its particles constantly, with no foundation, its upper granules of to-day 
buried to-morrow in ooze and slime. 

The furnished room received its latest guest with a first glow of 
pseudo-hospitality, a hectic, haggard, perfunctory welcome like the 
specious smile of a demirep. The sophistical comfort came in reflected 
gleams from the decayed furniture, the ragged brocade upholstery of a 
couch and two chairs, a footwide cheap pier glass between the two 
windows, from one or two gilt picture frames and a brass bedstead in a 
corner. 

72 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

© 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor  



The guest reclined, inert, upon a chair, while the room, confused in 
speech as though it were an apartment in Babel, tried to discourse to him 
of its divers tenantry. 

A polychromatic rug like some brilliant-flowered rectangular, 
tropical islet lay surrounded by a billowy sea of soiled matting. Upon the 
gay-papered wall were those pictures that pursue the homeless one from 
house to house—The Huguenot Lovers, The First Quarrel, The Wedding 
Breakfast, Psyche at the Fountain. The mantel’s chastely severe outline 
was ingloriously veiled behind some pert drapery drawn rakishly askew 
like the sashes of the Amazonian ballet. Upon it was some desolate 
flotsam cast aside by the room’s marooned when a lucky sail had borne 
them to a fresh port—a trifling vase or two, pictures of actresses, a 
medicine bottle, some stray cards out of a deck. 

One by one, as the characters of a cryptograph become explicit, the 
little signs left by the furnished room’s procession of guests developed a 
significance. The threadbare space in the rug in front of the dresser told 
that lovely woman had marched in the throng. Tiny finger prints on the 
wall spoke of little prisoners trying to feel their way to sun and air. A 
splattered stain, raying like the shadow of a bursting bomb, witnessed 
where a hurled glass or bottle had splintered with its contents against the 
wall. Across the pier glass had been scrawled with a diamond in staggering 
letters the name “Marie.” It seemed that the succession of dwellers in the 
furnished room had turned in fury—perhaps tempted beyond forbearance 
by its garish coldness—and wreaked upon it their passions. The furniture 
was chipped and bruised; the couch, distorted by bursting springs, seemed 
a horrible monster that had been slain during the stress of some grotesque 
convulsion. Some more potent upheaval had cloven a great slice from the 
marble mantel. Each plank in the floor owned its particular cant and 
shriek as from a separate and individual agony. It seemed incredible that 
all this malice and injury had been wrought upon the room by those who 
had called it for a time their home; and yet it may have been the cheated 
home instinct surviving blindly, the resentful rage at false household 
gods that had kindled their wrath. A hut that is our own we can sweep 
and adorn and cherish. 

The young tenant in the chair allowed these thoughts to file, soft- 
shod, through his mind, while there drifted into the room furnished 
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sounds and furnished scents. He heard in one room a tittering and 
incontinent, slack laughter; in others the monologue of a scold, the 
rattling of dice, a lullaby, and one crying dully; above him a banjo 
tinkled with spirit. Doors banged somewhere; the elevated trains roared 
intermittently; a cat yowled miserably upon a back fence. And he 
breathed the breath of the house—a dank savour rather than a smell—a 
cold, musty effluvium as from underground vaults mingled with the 
reeking exhalations of linoleum and mildewed and rotten woodwork. 

Then, suddenly, as he rested there, the room was filled with the 
strong, sweet odour of mignonette. It came as upon a single buffet of 
wind with such sureness and fragrance and emphasis that it almost 
seemed a living visitant. And the man cried aloud: “What, dear?” as if he 
had been called, and sprang up and faced about. The rich odour clung to 
him and wrapped him around. He reached out his arms for it, all his 
senses for the time confused and commingled. How could one be 
peremptorily called by an odour? Surely it must have been a sound. But, 
was it not the sound that had touched, that had caressed him? 

“She has been in this room,” he cried, and he sprang to wrest from it 
a token, for he knew he would recognize the smallest thing that had 
belonged to her or that she had touched. This enveloping scent of 
mignonette, the odour that she had loved and made her own—whence 
came it? 

The room had been but carelessly set in order. Scattered upon the 
flimsy dresser scarf were half a dozen hairpins—those discreet, indis-
tinguishable friends of womankind, feminine of gender, infinite of mood 
and uncommunicative of tense. These he ignored, conscious of their 
triumphant lack of identity. Ransacking the drawers of the dresser he 
came upon a discarded, tiny, ragged handkerchief. He pressed it to his 
face. It was racy and insolent with heliotrope; he hurled it to the floor. In 
another drawer he found odd buttons, a theatre programme, a pawn-
broker’s card, two lost marshmallows, a book on the divination of dreams. 
In the last was a woman’s black satin hair bow, which halted him, poised 
between ice and fire. But the black satin hairbow also is femininity’s 
demure, impersonal, common ornament, and tells no tales. 

And then he traversed the room like a hound on the scent, skimming 
the walls, considering the corners of the bulging matting on his hands 
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and knees, rummaging mantel and tables, the curtains and hangngs, the 
drunken cabinet in the corner, for a visible sign, unable to perceive that 
she was there beside, around, against, within, above him, clinging to him, 
wooing him, calling him so poignantly through the finer senses that even 
his grosser ones became cognisant of the call. Once again he answered 
loudly: “Yes, dear!” and turned, wild-eyed, to gaze on vacancy, for he 
could not yet discern form and colour and love and outstretched arms in 
the odour of mignonette. Oh, God! whence that odour, and since when 
have odours had a voice to call? Thus he groped. 

He burrowed in crevices and corners, and found corks and cigarettes. 
These he passed in passive contempt. But once he found in a fold of the 
matting a half-smoked cigar, and this he ground beneath his heel with a 
green and trenchant oath. He sifted the room from end to end. He found 
dreary and ignoble small records of many a peripatetic tenant; but of her 
whom he sought, and who may have lodged there, and whose spirit 
seemed to hover there, he found no trace. 

And then he thought of the housekeeper. 
He ran from the haunted room downstairs and to a door that showed 

a crack of light. She came out to his knock. He smothered his excitement 
as best he could. 

“Will you tell me, madam,” he besought her, “who occupied the 
room I have before I came?” 

“Yes, sir. I can tell you again. ’Twas Sprowls and Mooney, as I said. 
Miss B’retta Sprowls it was in the theatres, but Missis Mooney she was. 
My house is well known for respectability. The marriage certificate 
hung, framed, on a nail over—” 

“What kind of a lady was Miss Sprowls—in looks, I mean?” 
“Why, black-haired, sir, short, and stout, with a comical face. They 

left a week ago Tuesday.” 
“And before they occupied it?” 
“Why, there was a single gentleman connected with the draying 

business. He left owing me a week. Before him was Missis Crowder and 
her two children, that stayed four months; and back of them was old Mr. 
Doyle, whose sons paid for him. He kept the room six months. That goes 
back a year, sir, and further I do not remember.” 
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He thanked her and crept back to his room. The room was dead. The 
essence that had vivified it was gone. The perfume of mignonette had 
departed. In its place was the old, stale odour of mouldy house furniture, 
of atmosphere in storage. 

The ebbing of his hope drained his faith. He sat staring at the yellow, 
singing gaslight. Soon he walked to the bed and began to tear the sheets 
into strips. With the blade of his knife he drove them tightly into every 
crevice around windows and door. When all was snug and taut he turned 
out the light, turned the gas full on again and laid himself gratefully upon 
the bed. 

 
It was Mrs. McCool’s night to go with the can for beer. So she 

fetched it and sat with Mrs. Purdy in one of those subterranean retreats 
where house-keepers foregather and the worm dieth seldom. 

“I rented out my third floor, back, this evening,” said Mrs. Purdy, 
across a fine circle of foam. “A young man took it. He went up to bed 
two hours ago.” 

“Now, did ye, Mrs. Purdy, ma’am?” said Mrs. McCool, with intense 
admiration. “You do be a wonder for rentin’ rooms of that kind. And did 
ye tell him, then?” she concluded in a husky whisper, laden with mystery. 

“Rooms,” said Mrs. Purdy, in her furriest tones, “are furnished for to 
rent. I did not tell him, Mrs. McCool.” 

“’Tis right ye are, ma’am; ’tis by renting rooms we kape alive. Ye 
have the rale sense for business, ma’am. There be many people will 
rayjict the rentin’ of a room if they be tould a suicide has been after dyin’ 
in the bed of it.” 

“As you say, we has our living to be making,” remarked Mrs. Purdy. 
“Yis, ma’am; ’tis true. ’Tis just one wake ago this day I helped ye 

lay out the third floor, back. A pretty slip of a colleen she was to be 
killin’ herself wid the gas—a swate little face she had, Mrs. Purdy, 
ma’am.” 

“She’d a-been called handsome, as you say,” said Mrs. Purdy, 
assenting but critical, “but for that mole she had a-growin’ by her left 
eyebrow. Do fill up your glass again, Mrs. McCool.” 
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Cupid’s Exile Number Two 
 
THE United States of America, after looking over its stock of consular 
timber, selected Mr. John De Graffenreid Atwood, of Dalesburg, Alabama, 
for a successor to Willard Geddie, resigned. 

Without prejudice to Mr. Atwood, it will have to be acknowledged 
that, in this instance, it was the man who sought the office. As with the 
self-banished Geddie, it was nothing less than the artful smiles of lovely 
woman that had driven Johnny Atwood to the desperate expedient of 
accepting office under a despised Federal Government so that he might 
go far, far away and never see again the false, fair face that had wrecked 
his young life. The consulship at Coralio seemed to offer a retreat 
sufficiently removed and romantic enough to inject the necessary drama 
into the pastoral scenes of Dalesburg life. 

It was while playing the part of Cupid’s exile that Johnny added his 
handiwork to the long list of casualties along the Spanish Main by his 
famous manipulation of the shoe market, and his unparalleled feat of 
elevating the most despised and useless weed in his own country from 
obscurity to be a valuable product in international commerce. 

The trouble began, as trouble often begins instead of ending, with a 
romance. In Dalesburg there was a man named Elijah Hemstetter, who 
kept a general store. His family consisted of one daughter called Rosine, 
a name that atoned much for “Hemstetter.” This young woman was 
possessed of plentiful attractions, so that the young men of the community 
were agitated in their bosoms. Among the more agitated was Johnny, the 
son of Judge Atwood, who lived in the big colonial mansion on the edge 
of Dalesburg. 

It would seem that the desirable Rosine should have been pleased to 
return the affection of an Atwood, a name honored all over the state long 
before and since the war. It does seem that she should have gladly 
consented to have been led into that stately but rather empty colonial 
mansion. But not so. There was a cloud on the horizon, a threatening, 
cumulus cloud, in the shape of a lively and shrewd young farmer in the 
neighborhood who dared to enter the lists as a rival to the high-born 
Atwood. 
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One night Johnny propounded to Rosine a question that is considered 
of much importance by the young of the human species. The accessories 
were all there—moonlight, oleanders, magnolias, the mockingbird’s 
song. Whether or no the shadow of Pinkney Dawson, that prosperous 
young farmer came between them on that occasion is not known; but 
Rosine’s answer was unfavorable. Mr. John De Graffenreid Atwood 
bowed till his hat touched the lawn grass, and went away with his head 
high, but with a sore wound in his pedigree and heart. A Hemstetter 
refuse an Atwood! Zounds! 

Among other accidents of that year was a Democratic president. 
Judge Atwood was a warhorse of Democracy. Johnny persuaded him to 
set the wheels moving for some foreign appointment. He would go 
away—away. Perhaps in years to come Rosine would think how true, 
how faithful his love had been, and would drop a tear—maybe in the 
cream she would be skimming for Pink Dawson’s breakfast. 

The wheels of politics revolved; and Johnny was appointed consul to 
Coralio. Just before leaving he dropped in at Hemstetter’s to say good-
bye. There was a queer, pinkish look about Rosine’s eyes; and had the 
two been alone, the United States might have had to cast about for 
another consul. But Pink Dawson was there, of course, talking about his 
400-acre orchard, and the three-mile alfalfa tract, and the 200-acre pasture. 
So Johnny shook hands with Rosine as coolly as if he were only going to 
run up to Montgomery for a couple of days. They had the royal manner 
when they chose, those Atwoods. 

“If you happen to strike anything in the way of a good investment 
down there, Johnny,” said Pink Dawson, “just let me know, will you? I 
reckon I could lay my hands on a few extra thousands ‘most any time for 
a profitable deal.” 

“Certainly, Pink,” said Johnny, pleasantly. “If I strike anything of 
that sort I’ll let you in with pleasure.” 

So Johnny went down to Mobile and took a fruit steamer for the 
coast of Anchuria. 

When the new consul arrived in Coralio the strangeness of the scenes 
diverted him much. He was only twenty-two; and the grief of youth was 
not worn like a garment as it is by older men. It has its seasons when it 
reigns; and then it is unseated for time by the assertion of the keen senses. 
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Billy Keogh and Johnny seemed to conceive a mutual friendship at 
once. Keogh took the new consul about town and presented him to the 
handful of Americans and the smaller number of French and Germans 
who made up the “foreign” contingent. And then, of course, he had to be 
more formally introduced to the native officials, and have his credentials 
transmitted through an interpreter. 

There was something about the young Southerner that the sophisti-
cated Keogh liked. His manner was simple almost to boyishness; but  
he possessed the cool carelessness of a man of far greater age and 
experience. Neither uniforms nor titles, red tape nor foreign languages, 
mountains nor sea weighed upon his spirits. He was heir to all ages, an 
Atwood, of Dalesburg; and you might know every thought conceived to 
his bosom. 

Geddie came down to the consulate to explain the duties and 
workings of the office. He and Keogh tried to interest the new consul in 
their description of the work that his government expected him to 
perform. 

“It’s all right,” said Johnnie from the hammock that he had set up as 
the official reclining place. “If anything turns up that has to be done I’ll 
let you fellows do it. You can’t expect a Democrat to work during his 
first term of holding office.” 

“You might look over these headings,” suggested Geddie, “of the 
different lines of exports you will have to keep account of. The fruit is 
classified; and there are the valuable woods, coffee, rubber—” 

“That last account sounds all right,” interrupted Mr. Atwood. 
“Sounds as if it could be stretched. I want to buy a new flag, a monkey, a 
guitar and a barrel of pineapples. Will the rubber account stretch over 
’em?” 

“That’s merely statistics,” said Geddie, smiling. “The expense account 
is what you want. It is supposed to have a slight elasticity. The ‘stationery’ 
items are sometimes carelessly audited by the State Department.” 

“We’re wasting our time,” said Keogh. “This man was born to hold 
office. He penetrates to the root of the art at one step of his eagle eye. 
The true genius of government shows its hand in every word of his 
speech.” 
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“I didn’t take this job with any intention of working,” explained 
Johnny, lazily. “I wanted to go somewhere in the world where they 
didn’t talk about farms. There are none here, are there?” 

“Not the kind you are acquainted with,” answered the ex-consul. 
“There is no such art here as agriculture. There never was a plow or a 
reaper within the boundaries of Anchuria.” 

“This is the country for me,” murmured the consul, and immediately 
he fell asleep. 

The cheerful tintypist pursued his intimacy with Johnny in spite of 
open charges that he did so to obtain a preemption on a seat in that 
coveted spot, the rear gallery of the consulate. But whether his designs 
were selfish or purely friendly, Keogh achieved that desirable privilege. 
Few were the nights on which the two could not be found reposing there 
in the sea breeze, with their heels on the railing, and the cigars and 
brandy conveniently near. 

One evening they sat thus, mainly silent, for their talk had dwindled 
before the stilling influence of an unusual night. 

There was a great, full moon; and the sea mother-of-pearl. Almost 
every sound was hushed, for the air was but faintly stirring; and the town 
lay panting, waiting for the night to cool. Offshore lay the fruit steamer 
Andador, of the Vesuvius line, full-laden and scheduled to sail at six in 
the morning. There were no loiterers on the beach. So bright was the 
moonlight that the two men could see the small pebbles shining on the 
beach where the gentle surf wetted them. 

Then down the coast, tacking close to shore, slowly swam a little 
sloop, white-winged like some snowy sea fowl. Its course lay within 
twenty points of the wind’s eye; so it veered in and out again in long, 
slow strokes like the movements of a graceful skater. 

Again the tactics of its crew brought it close in shore, this time 
nearly opposite the consulate; and then there blew from the sloop clear 
and surprising notes as if from a horn of elfland. A fairy bugle it might 
have been, sweet and silvery and unexpected, playing with spirit the 
familiar air of “Home, Sweet Home.” 

It was a scene set for the land of the lotus. The authority of the sea 
and the tropics, the mystery that attends unknown sails, and the prestige 
of drifting music on moonlit waters gave it an anodynous charm. Johnny 
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Atwood felt it, and thought of Dalesburg; but as soon as Keogh’s mind 
had arrived at a theory concerning the peripatetic solo he sprang to the 
railing, and his ear-rending yawp fractured the silence of Coralio like a 
cannon shot. 

“Mel-lin-ger a-hoy!” 
The sloop was now on its outward tack; but from it came a clear, 

answering hail: 
“Good-bye, Billy . . . go-ing home—bye!” 
The Andador was the sloop’s destination. No doubt some passenger 

with a sailing permit from some up-the-coast point had come down in 
this sloop to catch the regular fruit steamer on its return trip. Like a 
coquettish pigeon the little boat tacked on its eccentric way until at last 
its white sail was lost to sight against the larger bulk of the fruiter’s side. 

“That’s old H. P. Mellinger,” explained Keogh, dropping back into 
his chair. “He’s going back to New York. He was a private secretary of 
the late hot-foot president of this grocery and fruit stand that they call a 
country. His job’s over now; and I guess old Mellinger is glad.” 

“Why does he disappear to music, like Zo-zo, the magic queen?” 
asked Johnny. “Just to show ’em that he doesn’t care?” 

“That noise you heard is a phonograph,” said Keogh. “I sold him 
that. Mellinger had a graft in this country that was the only thing of its 
kind in the world. The tooting machine saved it for him once, and he 
always carried it around with him afterward.” 

“Tell me about it,” demanded Johnny, betraying interest. 
“I’m no disseminator of narratives,” said Keogh. “I can use language 

for purposes of speech; but when I attempt a discourse the words come 
out as they will, and they may make sense when they strike the atmo-
sphere, or they may not.” 

“I want to hear about the graft,” persisted Johnny, “You’ve got no 
right to refuse. I’ve told you all about every man, woman and hitching 
post in Dalesburg.” 

“You shall hear it,” said Keogh. “I said my instincts of narrative 
were perplexed. Don’t you believe it. It’s an art I’ve acquired along with 
many other of the graces and sciences.” 
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The Lotus and the Bottle 
 
WILLARD GEDDIE, consul for the United States in Coralio, was 
working leisurely on his yearly report. Goodwin, who had strolled in as 
he did daily for a smoke on the much coveted porch, had found him so 
absorbed in his work that he departed after roundly abusing the consul 
for his lack of hospitality. 

“I shall complain to the civil service department,” said Goodwin;— 
“or is it a department?—perhaps it’s only a theory. One gets neither 
civility nor service from you. You won’t talk; and you won’t set out 
anything to drink. What kind of a way is that of representing your 
government?” 

Goodwin strolled out and across to the hotel to see if he could bully 
the quarantine doctor into a game on Coralio’s solitary billiard table. His 
plans were completed for the interception of the fugitives from the 
capital; and now it was but a waiting game that he had to play. 

The consul was interested in his report. He was only twenty-four; 
and he had not been in Coralio long enough for his enthusiasm to cool in 
the heat of the tropics—a paradox that may be allowed between Cancer 
and Capricorn. 

So many thousand bunches of bananas, so many thousand oranges 
and coconuts, so many ounces of gold dust, pounds of rubber, coffee, 
indigo and sarsaparilla—actually, exports were twenty per cent greater 
than for the previous year! 

A little thrill of satisfaction ran through the consul. Perhaps, he 
thought, the State Department, upon reading his introduction, would 
notice—and then he leaned back in his chair and laughed. He was getting 
as bad as the others. For the moment he had forgotten that Coralio was 
an insignificant republic lying along the by-ways of a second-rate sea. He 
thought of Gregg, the quarantine doctor, who subscribed for the London 
Lancet, expecting to find it quoting his reports to the home Board of 
Health concerning the yellow fever germ. The consul knew that not one 
in fifty of his acquaintances in the States had ever heard of Coralio. He 
knew that two men, at any rate, would have to read his report—some 
underling in the State Department and a compositor in the Public Printing 
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Office. Perhaps the typesticker would note the increase of commerce in 
Coralio, and speak of it, over the cheese and beer, to a friend. 

He had just written: “Most unaccountable is the supineness of the 
large exporters in the United States in permitting the French and German 
houses to practically control the trade interests of this rich and productive 
country”—when he heard the hoarse notes of a steamer’s siren. 

Geddie laid down his pen and gathered his Panama hat and umbrella. 
By the sound he knew it to be the Valhalla, one of the line of fruit 
vessels plying for the Vesuvius Company. Down to niños of five years, 
every one in Coralio could name you each incoming steamer by the note 
of her siren. 

The consul sauntered by a roundabout, shaded way to the beach. By 
reason of long practice he gauged his stroll so accurately that by the time 
he arrived on the sandy shore the boat of the customs officials was 
rowing back from the steamer, which had been boarded and inspected 
according to the laws of Anchuria. 

There is no harbor at Coralio. Vessels of the draught of the Valhalla 
must ride at anchor a mile from shore. When they take on fruit it is 
conveyed on lighters and freighter sloops. At Solitas, where there was a 
fine harbor, ships of many kinds were to be seen, but in the roadstead off 
Coralio scarcely any save the fruiters paused. Now and then a tramp 
coaster, or a mysterious brig from Spain, and then a tramp coaster, or a 
mysterious brig from Spain, or a saucy French barque would hang 
innocently for a few days in the offing. Then the custom-house crew 
would become doubly vigilant and wary. At night a sloop or two would 
be making strange trips in and out along the shore; and in the morning 
the stock of Three-Star Hennessey, wines and drygoods in Coralio would 
be found vastly increased. It has also been said that the customs officials 
jingled more silver in the pockets of their red-striped trousers, and that 
the record books showed no increase in import duties received. 

The custom’s boat and the Valhalla gig reached the shore at the same 
time. When they grounded in the shallow water there was still five yards 
of rolling surf between them and dry sand. Then half-clothed Caribs 
dashed into the water, and brought in on their backs the Valhalla’s 
purser, and the little native officials in their cotton undershirts, blue 
trousers with red stripes, and flapping straw hats. 
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At college Geddie had been a treasure as a first-baseman. He now 
closed his umbrella, stuck it upright in the sand, and stooped, with his 
hands resting upon his knees. The purser, burlesquing the pitcher’s 
contortions, hurled at the consul the heavy roll of newspapers, tied with a 
string, that the steamer always brought for him. Geddie leaped high and 
caught the roll with a sounding “thwack.” The loungers on the beach—
about a third of the population of the town—laughed and applauded 
delightedly. Every week they expected to see that roll of papers delivered 
and received in that same manner, and they were never disappointed. 
Innovations did not flourish in Coralio. 

The consul re-hoisted his umbrella and walked back to the consulate. 
This home of a great nation’s representative was a wooden structure 

of two rooms, with a native-built gallery of poles, bamboo and nipa palm 
running on three sides of it. One room was the official apartment, furnished 
chastely with a flat-top desk, a hammock, and three uncomfortable cane-
seated chairs. Engravings of the first and latest president of the country 
represented hung against the wall. The other room was the consul’s living 
apartment. 

It was eleven o’clock when he returned from the beach, and therefore 
breakfast time. Chanca, the Carib woman who cooked for him, was just 
serving the meal on the side of the gallery facing the sea—a spot famous 
as the coolest in Coralio. The breakfast consisted of shark’s fin soup, 
stew of land crabs, breadfruit, a boiled iguana steak, aquacates, a freshly 
cut pineapple, claret and coffee. 

Geddie took his seat, and unrolled with luxurious laziness his bundle 
of newspapers. Here in Coralio for two days or longer he would read the 
goings-on in the world very much as we of the world read those whimsical 
contributions to inexact science that assume to portray the doings of the 
Martians. After he had finished with the papers they would be sent on the 
rounds of the other English-speaking residents of the town. 

The paper that came first to his hand was one of those bulky 
mattresses of printed stuff upon which the readers of certain New York 
journals are supposed to take their Sabbath literary nap. Opening this the 
consul rested it upon the table, supporting its weight with the aid of the 
back of a chair. Then he partook of his meal deliberately, turning the 
leaves from time to time and glancing half idly at the contents. 
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Presently he was struck by something familiar to him in a picture— 
a half-page, badly printed reproduction of a photograph of a vessel. 
Languidly interested, he leaned for a nearer scrutiny and a view of the 
florid headlines of the column next to the picture. 

Yes; he was not mistaken. The engraving was of the eight-hundred-
ton yacht Idalia, belonging to “that prince of good fellows, Midas of the 
money market, and society’s pink of perfection, J. Ward Tolliver.” 

Slowly sipping his black coffee, Geddie read the column of print. 
Following a listed statement of Mr. Tolliver’s real estate and bonds, 
came a description of the yacht’s furnishings, and then the grain of news 
no bigger than a mustard seed. Mr. Tolliver, with a party of favored 
guests, would sail the next day on a six weeks’ cruise along the Central 
American and South American coasts and among the Bahama Islands. 
Among the guests were Mrs. Cumberland Payne and Miss Ida Payne, of 
Norfolk. 

The writer, with the fatuous presumption that was demanded of him 
by his readers, had concocted a romance suited to their palates. He 
bracketed the names of Miss Payne and Mr. Tolliver until he had well-
nigh read the marriage ceremony over them. He played coyly and 
insinuatingly upon the strings of “on dit” and “Madame Rumor” and “a 
little bird” and “no one would be surprised,” and ended with congratulations. 

Geddie, having finished his breakfast, took his papers to the edge of 
the gallery, and sat there in his favorite steamer chair with his feet on the 
bamboo railing. He lighted a cigar, and looked out upon the sea. He felt a 
glow of satisfaction at finding he was so little disturbed by what he had 
read. He told himself that he had conquered the distress that had sent 
him, a voluntary exile, to this far land of the lotus. He could never forget 
Ida, of course; but there was no longer any pain in thinking about her. 
When they had had that misunderstanding and quarrel he had impulsively 
sought this consulship, with the desire to retaliate upon her by detaching 
himself from her world and presence. He had succeeded thoroughly in 
that. During the twelve months of his life in Coralio no word had passed 
between them, though he had sometimes heard of her through the dilatory 
correspondence with the few friends to whom he still wrote. Still he 
could not repress a little thrill of satisfaction at knowing that she had not 
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yet married Tolliver or any one else. But evidently Tolliver had not yet 
abandoned hope. 

Well, it made no difference to him now. He had eaten of the lotus. 
He was happy and content in this land of perpetual afternoon. Those old 
days of life in the States seemed like an irritating dream. He hoped Ida 
would be as happy as he was. The climate as balmy as that of distant 
Avalon; the fetterless, idyllic round of enchanted days; the life among 
this indolent, romantic people—a life full of music, flowers, and low 
laughter; the influence of the imminent sea and mountains, and the many 
shapes of love and magic and beauty that bloomed in the white tropic 
nights—with all he was more than content. Also, there was Paula 
Brannigan. 

Geddie intended to marry Paula—if, of course, she would consent; 
but he felt rather sure that she would do that. Somehow, he kept 
postponing his proposal. Several times he had been quite near to it; but a 
mysterious something always held him back. Perhaps it was only the 
unconscious, instinctive conviction that the act would sever the last tie 
that bound him to his old world. 

He could be very happy with Paula. Few of the native girls could be 
compared with her. She had attended a convent school in New Orleans 
for two years; and when she chose to display her accomplishments no 
one could detect any difference between her and the girls of Norfolk and 
Manhattan. But it was delicious to see her at home dressed, as she 
sometimes was, in the native costume, with bare shoulders and flowing 
sleeves. 

Bernard Brannigan was the great merchant of Coralio. Besides his 
store, he maintained a train of pack mules, and carried on a lively trade 
with the interior towns and villages. He had married a native lady of high 
Castilian descent, but with a tinge of Indian brown showing through her 
olive cheek. The union of the Irish and the Spanish had produced, as it so 
often has, an offshoot of rare beauty and variety. They were very excellent 
people indeed, and the upper story of the house was ready to be placed at 
the service of Geddie and Paula as soon as he should make up his mind 
to speak about it. 

By the time two hours were whiled away the consul tired of reading. 
The papers lay scattered about him on the gallery. Reclining there, he 
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gazed dreamily out upon an Eden. A clump of banana plants interposed 
their broad shields between him and the sun. The gentle slope from the 
consulate to the sea was covered with the dark-green foliage of lemon-
trees and orange-trees just bursting into bloom. A lagoon pierced the land 
like a dark, jagged crystal, and above it a pale ceiba-tree rose almost to 
the clouds. The waving coconut palms on the beach flared their decorative 
green leaves against the slate of an almost quiescent sea. His senses were 
cognizant of brilliant scarlet and ochres and the vert of the coppice, of 
odors of fruit and bloom and the smoke from Chanca’s clay oven under 
the calabash-tree; of the treble laughter of the native women in their huts, 
the song of the robin, the salt taste of the breeze, the diminuendo of the 
faint surf running along the shore—and, gradually, of a white speck, 
growing to a blur, that intruded itself upon the drab prospect of the sea. 

Lazily interested, he watched this blur increase until it became the 
Idalia steaming at full speed, coming down the coast. Without changing 
his position he kept his eyes upon the beautiful white yacht as she drew 
swiftly near, and came opposite to Coralio. Then, sitting upright, he saw 
her float steadily past and on. He had seen the frequent splash of her 
polished brass work and the stripes of her deck-awnings—so much, and 
no more. Like a ship on a magic lantern slide the Idalia had crossed the 
illuminated circle of the consul’s little world, and was gone. Save for the 
tiny cloud of smoke that was left hanging over the brim of the sea, she 
might have been an immaterial thing, a chimera of his idle brain. 

Geddie went into his office and sat down to dawdle over his report. 
If the reading of the article in the paper had left him unshaken, this silent 
passing of the Idalia had done for him still more. It had brought the calm 
and peace of a situation from which all uncertainty had been erased. He 
knew that men sometimes hope without being aware of it. Now, since 
she had come two thousand miles and had passed without a sign, not 
even his unconscious self need cling to the past any longer. 

After dinner, when the sun was low behind the mountains, Geddie 
walked on the little strip of beach under the coconuts. The wind was 
blowing mildly landward, and the surface of the sea was rippled by tiny 
wavelets. 

A miniature breaker, spreading with a soft “swish” upon the sand 
brought with its something round and shiny that rolled back again as the 
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wave receded. The next influx beached it clear, and Geddie picked it up. 
The thing was a long-necked wine bottle of colorless glass. The cork had 
been driven in tightly to the level of the mouth, and the end covered with 
dark-red sealing-wax. The bottle contained only what seemed to be a 
sheet of paper, much curled from the manipulation it had undergone 
while being inserted. In the sealing-wax was the impression of a seal—
probably of a signet-ring, bearing the initials of a monogram; but the 
impression had been hastily made, and the letters were past anything more 
certain than a shrewd conjecture. Ida Payne had always worn a signet-
ring in preference to any other finger decoration. Geddie thought he could 
make out the familiar “I P”; and a queer sensation of disquietude went 
over him. More personal and intimate was this reminder of her than had 
been the sight of the vessel she was doubtless on. He walked back to his 
house, and set the bottle on his desk. 

Throwing off his hat and coat, and lighting a lamp—for the night had 
crowded precipitately upon the brief twilight—he began to examine his 
piece of sea salvage. 

By holding the bottle near the light and turning it judiciously, he 
made out that it contained a double sheet of note-paper filled with close 
writing; further, that the paper was of the same size and shade as that 
always used by Ida; and that, to the best of his belief, the handwriting 
was hers. The imperfect glass of the bottle so distorted the rays of light 
that he could read no word of the writing; but certain capital letters, of 
which he caught comprehensive glimpses, were Ida’s, he felt sure. 

There was a little smile both of perplexity and amusement in Geddie’s 
eyes as he set the bottle down, and laid three cigars side by side on his 
desk. He fetched his steamer chair from the gallery, and stretched himself 
comfortably. He would smoke those three cigars while considering the 
problem. 

For it amounted to a problem. He almost wished that he had not 
found the bottle; but the bottle was there. Why should it have drifted in 
from the sea, whence come so many disquieting things, to disturb his 
peace? 

In this dreamy land, where time seemed so redundant, he had fallen 
into the habit of bestowing much thought upon even trifling matters. 
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He began to speculate upon many fanciful theories concerning the 
story of the bottle, rejecting each in turn. 

Ships in danger of wreck or disablement sometimes cast forth such 
precarious messengers calling for aid. But he had seen the Idalia not 
three hours before, safe and speeding. Suppose the crew had mutinied 
and imprisoned the passengers below, and the message was one begging 
for succor! But, premising such an improbable outrage, would the agitated 
captives have taken the pains to fill four pages of note-paper with carefully 
penned arguments to their rescue. 

Thus by elimination he soon rid the matter of the more unlikely 
theories, and was reduced—though aversely—to the less assailable ones 
that the bottle contained a message to himself. Ida knew he was in 
Coralio; she must have launched the bottle while the yacht was passing 
and the wind blowing fairly toward the shore. 

As soon as Geddie reached this conclusion a wrinkle came between 
his brows and a stubborn look settled around his mouth. He sat looking 
out through the doorway at the gigantic fire-flies traversing the quiet 
streets. 

If this was a message to him from Ida, what could it mean save an 
overture at reconciliation? And if that, why had she not used the same 
methods of the post instead of this uncertain and even flippant means of 
communication? A note in an empty bottle, cast into the sea! There was 
something light and frivolous about it, if not actually contemptuous. 

The thought stirred his pride, and subdued whatever emotions had 
been resurrected by the finding of the bottle. 

Geddie put on his coat and hat and walked out. He followed a street 
that led him along the border of the little plaza where a band was playing 
and people were rambling, care-free and indolent. Some timorous 
señoritas scurrying past with fire-flies tangled in the jetty braids of their 
hair glanced at him with shy, flattering eyes. The air was languorous with 
the scent of jasmin and orange-blossoms. 

The consul stayed his steps at the house of Bernard Brannigan. Paula 
was swinging in a hammock on the gallery. She rose from it like a bird 
from its nest. The color came to her cheek at the sound of Geddie’s 
voice. 
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He was charmed at the sight of her costume—a flounced muslin 
dress, with a little jacket of white flannel, all made with neatness and 
style. He suggested a stroll, and they walked out to the old Indian well on 
the hill road. They sat on the curb, and there Geddie made the expected 
but long-deferred speech. Certain though he had been that she would not 
say him nay, he was still thrilled at the completeness and sweetness of 
her surrender. Here was surely a heart made for love and steadfastness. 
Here was no caprice or questionings or captious standards of convention. 

When Geddie kissed Paula at her door that night he was happier than 
he had ever been before. “Here in this hollow lotus land, ever to live and 
lie reclined” seemed to him, as it has seemed to many mariners, the best 
as well as the easiest. His future would be an ideal one. He had attained a 
Paradise without a serpent. His Eve would be indeed a part of him, 
unbeguiled, and therefore more beguiling. He had made his decision 
tonight, and his heart was full of serene, assured content. 

Geddie went back to his house whistling that finest and saddest love 
song, “La Golondrina.” At the door his tame monkey leaped down from 
his shelf, chattering briskly. The consul turned to his desk to get him 
some nuts he usually kept there. Reaching in the half-darkness, his hand 
struck against the bottle. He started as if he had touched the cold 
rotundity of a serpent. 

He had forgotten that the bottle was there. 
He lighted the lamp and fed the monkey. Then, very deliberately, he 

lighted a cigar, and took the bottle in his hand, and walked down the path 
to the beach. 

There was a moon, and the sea was glorious. The breeze had shifted, 
as it did each evening, and was now rushing steadily seaward. 

Stepping to the water’s edge, Geddie hurled the unopened bottle far 
out into the sea. It disappeared for a moment, and then shot upward twice 
its length. Geddie stood still, watching it. The moonlight was so bright 
that he could see it bobbing up and down with the little waves. Slowly it 
receded from the shore, flashing and turning as it went. The wind was 
carrying it out to sea. Soon it became a mere speck, doubtfully discerned 
at irregular intervals; and then the mystery of it was swallowed up by the 
greater mystery of the ocean. Geddie stood still upon the beach, smoking 
and looking out upon the water. 
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*** 
 
“Simon!—Oh, Simon!—Wake up there, Simon!” bawled a sonorous 

voice at the edge of the water. 
Old Simon Cruz was a half-breed fisherman and smuggler who lived 

in a hut on the beach. Out of his earliest nap Simon was thus awakened. 
He slipped on his shoes and went outside. Just landing from one of 

the Valhalla’s boats was the third mate of that vessel, who was an 
acquaintance of Simon’s, and three sailors from the fruiter. 

“Go up, Simon,” called the mate, “and find Doctor Gregg or Mr. 
Goodwin or anybody that’s a friend to Mr. Geddie, and bring ’em here at 
once.” 

“Saints of the skies!” said Simon, sleepily, “nothing has happened to 
Mr. Geddie?” 

“He’s under that tarpauling,” said the mate, pointing to the boat, 
“and he’s rather more than half drowned. We seen him from the steamer 
nearly a mile out from shore, swimmin’ like mad after a bottle that was 
floatin’ in the water, outward bound. We lowered the gig and started for 
him. He nearly had his hand on the bottle, when he gave out and went 
under. We pulled him out in time to save him, maybe; but the doctor is 
the one to decide that.” 

“A bottle?” said the old man, rubbing his eyes. He was not yet fully 
awake. “Where is the bottle?” 

“Driftin’ along out there some’eres,” said the mate, jerking his 
thumb toward the sea. “Get on with you, Simon.” 

 
The Trimmed Lamp 
 
OF course there are two sides to the question. Let us look at the other. 
We often hear “shop-girls” spoken of. No such persons exist. There are 
girls who work in shops. They make their living that way. But why turn 
their occupation into an adjective? Let us be fair. We do not refer to the 
girls who live on Fifth Avenue as “marriage-girls.” 

Lou and Nancy were chums. They came to the big city to find work 
because there was not enough to eat at their homes to go around. Nancy 
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was nineteen; Lou was twenty. Both were pretty, active, country girls 
who had no ambition to go on the stage. 

The little cherub that sits up aloft guided them to a cheap and 
respectable boarding-house. Both found positions and became wage- 
earners. They remained chums. It is at the end of six months that I would 
beg you to step forward and be introduced to them. Meddlesome Reader: 
My Lady friends, Miss Nancy and Miss Lou. While you are shaking 
hands please take notice—cautiously—of their attire. Yes, cautiously; for 
they are as quick to resent a stare as a lady in a box at the horse show is. 

Lou is a piece-work ironer in a hand laundry. She is clothed in a 
badly-fitting purple dress, and her hat plume is four inches too long; but 
her ermine muff and scarf cost $25, and its fellow beasts will be ticketed 
in the windows at $7.98 before the season is over. Her cheeks are pink, 
and her light blue eyes bright. Contentment radiates from her. 

Nancy you would call a shop-girl because you have the habit. There 
is no type; but a perverse generation is always seeking a type; so this is 
what the type should be. She has the high-ratted pompadour, and the 
exaggerated straight-front. Her skirt is shoddy, but has the correct flare. 
No furs protect her against the bitter spring air, but she wears her short 
broadcloth jacket as jauntily as though it were Persian lamb! On her face 
and in her eyes, remorseless type-seeker, is the typical shop-girl expression. 
It is a look of silent but contemptuous revolt against cheated woman-
hood; of sad prophecy of the vengeance to come. When she laughs her 
loudest the look is still there. The same look can be seen in the eyes of 
Russian peasants; and those of us left will see it some day on Gabriel’s 
face when he comes to blow us up. It is a look that should wither and 
abash man; but he has been known to smirk at it and offer flowers—with 
a string tied to them. 

Now lift your hat and come away, while you receive Lou’s cheery 
“See you again,” and the sardonic, sweet smile of Nancy that seems, 
somehow, to miss you and go fluttering like a white moth up over the 
housetops to the stars. 

The two waited on the corner for Dan. Dan was Lou’s steady 
company. Faithful? Well, he was on hand when Mary would have had to 
hire a dozen subpoena servers to find her lamb. 
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“Ain’t you cold, Nance?” said Lou. “Say, what a chump you are for 
working in that old store for $8 a week! I made $18.50 last week. Of 
course ironing ain’t as swell work as selling lace behind a counter, but it 
pays. None of us ironers make less than $10. And I don’t know that it’s 
any less respectful work, either.” 

“You can have it,” said Nancy, with uplifted nose. “I’ll take my eight 
a week and hall bedroom. I like to be among nice things and swell 
people. And look what a chance I’ve got! Why, one of our glove girls 
married a Pittsburg—steel maker, or blacksmith or something—the other 
day worth a million dollars. I’ll catch a swell myself some time. I ain’t 
bragging on my looks or anything; but I’ll take my chances where there’s 
big prizes offered. What show would a girl have in a laundry?” 

“Why, that’s where I met Dan,” said Lou, triumphantly. “He came in 
for his Sunday shirt and collars and saw me at the first board, ironing. 
We all try to get to work at the first board. Ella Maginnis was sick that 
day, and I had her place. He said he noticed any arms first, how round 
and white they was. I had my sleeves rolled up. Some nice fellows come 
into laundries. You can tell ’em by their bringing their clothes in suit 
cases; and turning in the door sharp and sudden.” 

“How can you wear a waist like that, Lou?” said Nancy, gazing 
down at the offending article with sweet scorn in her heavy-lidded eyes. 
“It shows fierce taste.” 

“This waist?” cried Lou, with wide-eyed indignation. “Why, I paid 
$16 for this waist. It’s worth twenty-five. A woman left it to be laundered, 
and never called for it. The boss sold it to me. It’s got yards and yards of 
hand embroidery on it. Better talk about that ugly, plain thing you’ve got 
on.” 

“This ugly, plain thing,” said Nancy, calmly, “was copied from one 
that Mrs. Van Alstyne Fisher was wearing. The girls say her bill in the 
store last year was $12,000. I made mine, myself. It cost me $1.50. Ten 
feet away you couldn’t tell it from hers.” 

“Oh, well,” said Lou, good-naturedly, “if you want to starve and put 
on airs, go ahead. But I’ll take my job and good wages; and after hours 
give me something as fancy and attractive to wear as I am able to buy.” 

But just then Dan came—a serious young man with a ready-made 
necktie, who had escaped the city’s brand of frivolity—an electrician 
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earning $30 per week who looked upon Lou with the sad eyes of Romeo, 
and thought her embroidered waist a web in which any fly should delight 
to be caught. 

“My friend, Mr. Owens—shake hands with Miss Danforth,” said Lou. 
“I’m mighty glad to know you, Miss Danforth,” said Dan, with 

outstretched hand. “I’ve heard Lou speak of you so often.” 
“Thanks,” said Nancy, touching his fingers with the tips of her cool 

ones, “I’ve heard her mention you—a few times.” 
Lou giggled. 
“Did you get that handshake from Mrs. Van Alstyne Fisher, Nance?” 

she asked. 
“If I did, you can feel safe in copying it,” said Nancy. 
“Oh, I couldn’t use it, at all. It’s too stylish for me. It’s intended to 

set off diamond rings, that high shake is. Wait till I get a few and then I’ll 
try it.” 

“Learn it first,” said Nancy wisely, “and you’ll be more likely to get 
the rings.” 

“Now, to settle this argument,” said Dan, with his ready, cheerful 
smile, “let me make a proposition. As I can’t take both of you up to 
Tiffany’s and do the right thing, what do you say to a little vaudeville? 
I’ve got the rickets. How about looking at stage diamonds since we can’t 
shake hands with the real sparklers?” 

The faithful squire tools his place close to the curb; Lou next, a little 
peacocky in her bright and pretty clothes; Nancy on the inside, slender, 
and soberly clothed as the sparrow, but with the true Van Alstyne Fisher 
walk—thus they set out for their evening’s moderate diversion. 

I do not suppose that many look upon a great department store as  
an educational institution. But the one in which Nancy worked was 
something like that to her. She was surrounded by beautiful things that 
breathed of taste and refinement. If you live in an atmosphere of luxury, 
luxury is yours whether your money pays for it, or another’s. 

The people she served were mostly women whose dress, manners, 
and position in the social world were quoted as criterions. From them 
Nancy began to take toll—the best from each according to her view. 

From one she would copy and practice a gesture, from another an 
eloquent lifting of an eyebrow, from others, a manner of walking, of 

94 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

© 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor  



carrying a purse, of smiling, of greeting a friend, of addressing “inferiors 
in station.” From her best beloved model, Mrs. Van Alstyne Fisher, she 
made requisition for that excellent thing, a soft, low voice as clear as 
silver and as perfect in articulation as the notes of a thrush. Suffused in 
the aura of this high social refinement and good breeding, it was 
impossible for her to escape a deeper effect of it. As good habits are said 
to be better than good principles, so, perhaps, good manners are better 
than good habits. The teachings of your parents may not keep alive your 
New England conscience; but if you sit on a straight-back chair and 
repeat the words “prisms and pilgrims” forty times the devil will flee 
from you. And when Nancy spoke in the Van Alstyne Fisher tones she 
felt the thrill of noblesse oblige to her very bones. 

There was another source of learning in the great departmental 
school. Whenever you see three or four shop-girls gather in a bunch and 
jingle their wire bracelets as an accompaniment to apparently frivolous 
conversation, do not think that they are there for the purpose of criti-
cizing the way Ethel does her back hair. The meeting may lack the 
dignity of the deliberative bodies of man; but it has all the importance of 
the occasion on which Eve and her first daughter first put their heads 
together to make Adam understand his proper place in the household.  
It is Woman’s Conference for Common Defense and Exchange of 
Strategical Theories of Attack and Repulse upon and against the World, 
which is a Stage, and Man, its Audience who Persists in Throwing 
Bouquets Thereupon. Woman, the most helpless of the young of any 
animal—with the fawn’s grace but without its fleetness; with the bird’s 
beauty but without its power of flight; with the honey-bee’s burden of 
sweetness but without its—Oh, let’s drop that simile—some of us may 
have been stung. 

During this council of war they pass weapons one to another, and 
exchange stratagems that each has devised and formulated out of the 
tactics of life. 

“I says to ’im,” says Sadie, “ain’t you the fresh thing! Who do you 
suppose I am, to be addressing such a remark to me? And what do you 
think he says back to me?” 
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The heads, brown, black, flaxen, red, and yellow bob together; the 
answer is given; and the parry to the thrust is decided upon, to be used by 
each thereafter in passages-at-arms with the common enemy, man. 

Thus Nancy learned the art of defense; and to women successful 
defense means victory. 

The curriculum of a department store is a wide one. Perhaps no other 
college could have fitted her as well for her life’s ambition—the drawing 
of a matrimonial prize. 

Her station in the store was a favored one. The music room was near 
enough for her to hear and become familiar with the works of the best 
composers—at least to acquire the familiarity that passed for appreciation 
in the social world in which she was vaguely trying to set a tentative and 
aspiring foot. She absorbed the educating influence of art wares, of costly 
and dainty fabrics, of adornments that are almost culture to women. 

The other girls soon became aware of Nancy’s ambition. “Here 
comes your millionaire, Nancy,” they would call to her whenever any 
man who looked the role approached her counter. It got to be a habit of 
men, who were hanging about while their women folk were shopping, to 
stroll over to the handkerchief counter and dawdle over the cambric 
squares. Nancy’s imitation high-bred air and genuine dainty beauty was 
what attracted. Many men thus came to display their graces before her. 
Some of them may have been millionaires; others were certainly no more 
than their sedulous apes. Nancy learned to discriminate. There was a 
window at the end of the handkerchief counter; and she could see the 
rows of vehicles waiting for the shoppers in the street below. She looked 
and perceived that automobiles differ as well as do their owners. 

Once a fascinating gentleman bought four dozen handkerchiefs, and 
wooed her across the counter with a King Cophetua air. When he had 
gone one of the girls said: 

“What’s wrong, Nance, that you didn’t warm up to that fellow. He 
looks the swell article, all right, to me.” 

“Him?” said Nancy, with her coolest, sweetest, most impersonal, 
Van Alstyne Fisher smile; “not for mine. I saw him drive up outside. A 
12 H.P. machine and an Irish chauffeur! And you saw what kind of 
handkerchiefs he bought—silk! And he’s got dactylis on him. Give me 
the real thing or nothing, if you please.” 
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Two of the most “refined” women in the store—a forelady and a 
cashier—had a few “swell gentlemen friends” with whom they now and 
then dined. Once they included Nancy in an invitation. The dinner took 
place in a spectacular café whose tables are engaged for New Year’s eve 
a year in advance. There were two “gentlemen friends”—one without 
any hair on his head—high living ungrew it; and we can prove it—the 
other a young man whose worth and sophistication he impressed upon 
you in two convincing ways—he swore that all the wine was corked; and 
he wore diamond cuff buttons. This young man perceived irresistible 
excellencies in Nancy. His taste ran to shop-girls; and here was one that 
added the voice and manners of his high social world to the franker 
charms of her own caste. So, on the following day, he appeared in the 
store and made her a serious proposal of marriage over a box of hem-
stitched, grass-bleached Irish linens. Nancy declined. A brown pompadour 
ten feet away had been using her eyes and ears. When the rejected suitor 
had gone she heaped carboys of upbraidings and horror upon Nancy’s 
head. 

“What a terrible little fool you are! That fellow’s a millionaire— he’s 
a nephew of old Van Skittles himself. And he was talking on the level, 
too. Have you gone crazy, Nance?” 

“Have I?” said Nancy. “I didn’t take him, did I? He isn’t a 
millionaire so hard that you could notice it, anyhow. His family only 
allows him $20,000 a year to spend. The bald-headed fellow was guying 
him about it the other night at supper.” 

The brown pompadour came nearer and narrowed her eyes. 
“Say, what do you want?” she inquired, in a voice hoarse for lack of 

chewing-gum. “Ain’t that enough for you? Do you want to be a Mormon, 
and marry Rockefeller and Gladstone Dowie and the King of Spain and 
the whole bunch? Ain’t $20,000 a year good enough for you?” 

Nancy flushed a little under the level gaze of the black, shallow eyes. 
“It wasn’t altogether the money, Carrie,” she explained. “His friend 

caught him in a rank lie the other night at dinner. It was about some girl 
he said he hadn’t been to the theater with. Well, I can’t stand a liar. Put 
everything together—I don’t like him; and that settles it. When I sell out 
it’s not going to be on any bargain day. I’ve got to have something that 
sits up in a chair like a man, anyhow. Yes, I’m looking out for a catch; 
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but it’s got to be able to do something more than make a noise like a toy 
bank.” 

“The physiopathic ward for yours!” said the brown pompadour, 
walking away. 

These high ideas, if not ideals—Nancy continued to cultivate on $8 
per week. She bivouacked on the trail of the great unknown “catch,” 
eating her dry bread and tightening her belt day by day. On her face was 
the faint, soldierly, sweet, grim smile of the preordained man-hunter. The 
store was her forest; and many times she raised her rifle at game that 
seemed broad-antlered and big; but always some deep unerring instinct—
perhaps of the huntress, perhaps of the woman—made her hold her fire 
and take up the trail again. 

Lou flourished in the laundry. Out of her $18.50 per week she paid 
$6 for her room and board. The rest went mainly for clothes. Her oppor-
tunities for bettering her taste and manners were few compared with 
Nancy’s. In the steaming laundry there was nothing but work, work and 
her thoughts of the evening pleasures to come. Many costly and showy 
fabrics passed under her iron; and it may be that her growing fondness 
for dress was thus transmitted to her through the conducting metal. 

When the day’s work was over Dan awaited her outside, her faithful 
shadow in whatever light she stood. 

Sometimes he cast an honest and troubled glance at Lou’s clothes 
that increased in conspicuity rather than in style; but this was no 
disloyalty; he deprecated the attention they called to her in the streets. 

And Lou was no less faithful to her chum. There was a law that 
Nancy should go with them on whatsoever outings they might take. Dan 
bore the extra burden heartily and in good cheer. It might be said that 
Lou furnished the color, Nancy the tone, and Dan the weight of the 
distraction-seeking trio. The escort, in his neat but obviously ready-made 
suit, his ready-made tie and unfailing, genial, ready-made wit never 
startled or clashed. He was of that good kind that you are likely to forget 
while they are present, but remember distinctly after they are gone. 

To Nancy’s superior taste the flavor of these ready-made pleasures 
was sometimes a little bitter: but she was young; and youth is a gourmand, 
when it cannot be a gourmet. 
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“Dan is always wanting me to marry him right away,” Lou told her 
once. “But why should I? I’m independent. I can do as I please with the 
money I earn; and he never would agree for me to keep on working 
afterward. And say, Nance, what do you want to stick to that old store 
for, and half starve and half dress yourself? I could get you a place in the 
laundry right now if you’d come. It seems to me that you could afford to 
be a little less stuck-up if you could make a good deal more money.” 

“I don’t think I’m stuck-up, Lou,” said Nancy, “but I’d rather live on 
half rations and stay where I am. I suppose I’ve got the habit. It’s the 
chance that I want. I don’t expect to be always behind a counter. I’m 
learning something new every day. I’m right up against refined and rich 
people all the time—even if I do only wait on them; and I’m not missing 
any pointers that I see passing around.” 

“Caught your millionaire yet?” asked Lou with her teasing laugh. 
“I haven’t selected one yet,” answered Nancy. “I’ve been looking 

them over.” 
“Goodness! the idea of picking over ’em! Don’t you ever let one get 

by you Nance—even if he’s a few dollars shy. But of course you’re 
joking—millionaires don’t think about working girls like us.” 

“It might be better for them if they did,” said Nancy, with cool 
wisdom. “Some of us could teach them how to take care of their money.” 

“If one was to speak to me,” laughed Lou, “I know I’d have a duck- 
fit.” 

“That’s because you don’t know any. The only difference between 
swells and other people is you have to watch ’em closer. Don’t you think 
that red silk lining is just a little bit too bright for that coat, Lou?” 

Lou looked at the plain, dull olive jacket of her friend. 
“Well, no I don’t—but it may seem so beside that faded-looking 

thing you’ve got on.” 
“This jacket,” said Nancy, complacently, “has exactly the cut and fit 

of one that Mrs. Van Alstyne Fisher was wearing the other day. The 
material cost me $3.98. I suppose hers cost about $100 more.” 

“Oh, well,” said Lou lightly, “it don’t strike me as millionaire bait. 
Shouldn’t wonder if I catch one before you do, anyway.” 

Truly it would have taken a philosopher to decide upon the values of 
the theories held by the two friends. Lou, lacking that certain pride and 
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fastidiousness that keeps stores and desks filled with girls working for 
the barest living, thumped away gaily with her iron in the noisy and 
stifling laundry. Her wages supported her even beyond the point of 
comfort; so that her dress profited until sometimes she cast a sidelong 
glance of impatience at the neat but inelegant apparel of Dan—Dan the 
constant, the immutable, the undeviating. 

As for Nancy, her case was one of tens of thousands. Silk and jewels 
and laces and ornaments and the perfume and music of the fine world of 
good-breeding and taste—these were made for woman; they are her 
equitable portion. Let her keep near them if they are a part of life to her, 
and if she will. She is no traitor to herself, as Esau was; for she keeps her 
birthright and the pottage she earns is often very scant. 

In this atmosphere Nancy belonged; and she throve in it and ate her 
frugal meals and schemed over her cheap dresses with a determined and 
contented mind. She already knew woman; and she was studying man, 
the animal, both as to his habits and eligibility. Some day she would 
bring down the game that she wanted; but she promised herself it would 
be what seemed to her the biggest and the best, and nothing smaller. 

Thus she kept her lamp trimmed and burning to receive the bride-
groom when he should come. 

But, another lesson she learned, perhaps unconsciously. Her standard 
of values began to shift and change. Sometimes the dollar-mark grew 
blurred in her mind’s eye, and shaped itself into letters that spelled such 
words as “truth” and “honor” and now and then just “kindness.” Let us 
make a likeness of one who hunts the moose or elk in some mighty 
wood. He sees a little dell, mossy and embowered, where a rill trickles, 
babbling to him of rest and comfort. At these times the spear of Nimrod 
himself grows blunt. 

So, Nancy wondered sometimes if Persian lamb was always quoted 
at its market value by the hearts that it covered. 

One Thursday evening Nancy left the store and turned across Sixth 
Avenue westward to the laundry. She was expected to go with Lou and 
Dan to a musical comedy. 

Dan was just coming out of the laundry when she arrived. There was 
a queer, strained look on his face. 
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“I thought I would drop around to see if they had heard from her,” he 
said. 

“Heard from who?” asked Nancy. “Isn’t Lou there?” 
“I thought you knew,” said Dan. “She hasn’t been here or at the 

house where she lived since Monday. She moved all her things from there. 
She told one of the girls in the laundry she might be going to Europe.” 

“Hasn’t anybody seen her anywhere?” asked Nancy. 
Dan looked at her with his jaws set grimly, and a steely gleam in his 

steady gray eyes. 
“They told me in the laundry,” he said, harshly, “that they saw her 

pass yesterday—in an automobile. With one of the millionaires, I 
suppose, that you and Lou were forever busying your brains about.” 

For the first time Nancy quailed before a man. She laid her hand that 
trembled slightly on Dan’s sleeve. 

“You’ve no right to say such a thing to me, Dan—as if I had anything 
to do with it!” 

“I didn’t mean it that way,” said Dan, softening. He fumbled in his 
vest pocket. 

“I’ve got the tickets for the show to-night,” he said, with a gallant 
show of lightness. “If you—” 

Nancy admired pluck whenever she saw it. 
“I’ll go with you, Dan,” she said. 
Three months went by before Nancy saw Lou again. 
At twilight one evening the shop-girl was hurrying home along the 

border of a little quiet park. She heard her name called, and wheeled 
about in time to catch Lou rushing into her arms. 

After the first embrace they drew their heads back as serpents do, 
ready to attack or to charm, with a thousand questions trembling on their 
swift tongues. And then Nancy noticed that prosperity had descended 
upon Lou, manifesting itself in costly furs, flashing gems, and creations 
of the tailors’ art. 

“You little fool!” cried Lou, loudly and affectionately. “I see you are 
still working in that store, and as shabby as ever. And how about that big 
catch you were going to make—nothing doing yet, I suppose?” 

And then Lou looked, and saw that something better than prosperity 
lead descended upon Nancy—something that shone brighter than gems 
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in her eyes and redder than a rose in her cheeks, and that danced like 
electricity anxious to be loosed from the tip of her tongue. 

“Yes, I’m still in the store,” said Nancy, “but I’m going to leave it 
next week. I’ve made my catch—the biggest catch in the world. You 
won’t mind now Lou, will you?—I’m going to be married to Dan—to 
Dan!—he’s my Dan now—why, Lou!” 

Around the corner of the park strolled one of those new-crop, smooth-
faced young policemen that are making the force more endurable—at 
least to the eye. He saw a woman with an expensive fur coat, and 
diamond-ringed hands crouching down against the iron fence of the park 
sobbing turbulently, while a slender, plainly-dressed working girl leaned 
close, trying to console her. but the Gibsonian cop, being of the new 
order, passed on, pretending not to notice, for he was wise enough to 
know that these matters are beyond help so far as the power he represents 
is concerned, though he rap the pavement with his nightstick till the 
sound goes up to the furthermost stars. 

 
Springtime à la Carte 
 
IT was a day in March. 

Never, never begin a story this way when you write one. No opening 
could possibly be worse. It is unimaginative, flat, dry and likely to consist 
of mere wind. But in this instance it is allowable. For the following 
paragraph, which should have inaugurated the narrative, is too wildly 
extravagant and preposterous to be flaunted in the face of the reader 
without preparation. 

Sarah was crying over her bill of fare. 
Think of a New York girl shedding tears on the menu card! 
To account for this you will be allowed to guess that the lobsters 

were all out, or that she had sworn ice-cream off during Lent, or that she 
had ordered onions, or that she had just come from a Hackett matinee. 
And then, all these theories being wrong, you will please let the story 
proceed. 

The gentleman who announced that the world was an oyster which 
he with his sword would open made a larger hit than he deserved. It is 
not difficult to open an oyster with a sword. But did you ever notice any 
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one try to open the terrestrial bivalve with a typewriter? Like to wait for 
a dozen raw opened that way? 

Sarah had managed to pry apart the shells with her unhandy weapon 
far enough to nibble a wee bit at the cold and clammy world within. She 
knew no more shorthand than if she had been a graduate in stenography 
just let slip upon the world by a business college. So, not being able to 
stenog, she could not enter that bright galaxy of office talent. She was a 
free-lance typewriter and canvassed for odd jobs of copying. 

The most brilliant and crowning feat of Sarah’s battle with the world 
was the deal she made with Schulenberg’s Home Restaurant. The 
restaurant was next door to the old red brick in which she ball-roomed. 
One evening after dining at Schulenberg’s 40-cent, five-course table 
d’hôte (served as fast as you throw the five baseballs at the coloured 
gentleman’s head) Sarah took away with her the bill of fare. It was 
written in an almost unreadable script neither English nor German, and 
so arranged that if you were not careful you began with a toothpick and 
rice pudding and ended with soup and the day of the week. 

The next day Sarah showed Schulenberg a neat card on which the 
menu was beautifully typewritten with the viands temptingly marshalled 
under their right and proper heads from “hors d’œuvre” to “not 
responsible for overcoats and umbrellas.” 

Schulenberg became a naturalised citizen on the spot. Before Sarah 
left him she had him willingly committed to an agreement. She was to 
furnish typewritten bills of fare for the twenty-one tables in the restaurant—
a new bill for each day’s dinner, and new ones for breakfast and lunch as 
often as changes occurred in the food or as neatness required. 

In return for this Schulenberg was to send three meals per diem to 
Sarah’s hall room by a waiter—an obsequious one if possible—and 
furnish her each afternoon with a pencil draft of what Fate had in store 
for Schulenberg’s customers on the morrow. 

Mutual satisfaction resulted from the agreement. Schulenberg’s 
patrons now knew what the food they ate was called even if its nature 
sometimes puzzled them. And Sarah had food during a cold, dull winter, 
which was the main thing with her. 

And then the almanac lied, and said that spring had come. Spring 
comes when it comes. The frozen snows of January still lay like adamant 
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in the cross-town streets. The hand-organs still played “In the Good Old 
Summertime,” with their December vivacity and expression. Men began 
to make thirty-day notes to buy Easter dresses. Janitors shut off steam. 
And when these things happen one may know that the city is still in the 
clutches of winter. 

One afternoon Sarah shivered in her elegant hall bedroom; “house 
heated; scrupulously clean; conveniences; seen to be appreciated.” She 
had no work to do except Schulenberg’s menu cards. Sarah sat in her 
squeaky willow rocker, and looked out the window. The calendar on the 
wall kept crying to her: “Springtime is here, Sarah—springtime is here, I 
tell you. Look at me, Sarah, my figures show it. You’ve got a neat figure 
yourself, Sarah—a—nice springtime figure—why do you look out the 
window so sadly?” 

Sarah’s room was at the back of the house. Looking out the window 
she could see the windowless rear brick wall of the box factory on the 
next street. But the wall was clearest crystal; and Sarah was looking 
down a grassy lane shaded with cherry trees and elms and bordered with 
raspberry bushes and Cherokee roses. 

Spring’s real harbingers are too subtle for the eye and ear. Some 
must have the flowering crocus, the wood-starring dogwood, the voice  
of bluebird—even so gross a reminder as the farewell handshake of the 
retiring buckwheat and oyster before they can welcome the Lady in 
Green to their dull bosoms. But to old earth’s choicest kin there come 
straight, sweet messages from his newest bride, telling them they shall be 
no stepchildren unless they choose to be. 

On the previous summer Sarah had gone into the country and loved a 
farmer. 

(In writing your story never hark back thus. It is bad art, and cripples 
interest. Let it march, march.) 

Sarah stayed two weeks at Sunnybrook Farm. There she learned to 
love old Farmer Franklin’s son Walter. Farmers have been loved and 
wedded and turned out to grass in less time. But young Walter Franklin 
was a modern agriculturist. He had a telephone in his cow house, and he 
could figure up exactly what effect next year’s Canada wheat crop would 
have on potatoes planted in the dark of the moon. 
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It was in this shaded and raspberried lane that Walter had wooed and 
won her. And together they had sat and woven a crown of dandelions for 
her hair. He had immoderately praised the effect of the yellow blossoms 
against her brown tresses; and she had left the chaplet there, and walked 
back to the house swinging her straw sailor in her hands. 

They were to marry in the spring—at the very first signs of spring, 
Walter said. And Sarah came back to the city to pound her typewriter. 

A knock at the door dispelled Sarah’s visions of that happy day. A 
waiter had brought the rough pencil draft of the Home Restaurant’s next 
day fare in old Schulenberg’s angular hand. 

Sarah sat down to her typewriter and slipped a card between the 
rollers. She was a nimble worker. Generally in an hour and a half the 
twenty-one menu cards were written and ready. 

To-day there were more changes on the bill of fare than usual. The 
soups were lighter; pork was eliminated from the entrées, figuring only 
with Russian turnips among the roasts. The gracious spirit of spring 
pervaded the entire menu. Lamb, that lately capered on the greening 
hillsides, was becoming exploited with the sauce that commemorated its 
gambols. The song of the oyster, though not silenced, was diminuendo 
con amore. The frying-pan seemed to be held, inactive, behind the 
beneficent bars of the broiler. The pie list swelled; the richer puddings 
had vanished; the sausage, with his drapery wrapped about him, barely 
lingered in a pleasant thanatopsis with the buckwheats and the sweet but 
doomed maple. 

Sarah’s fingers danced like midgets above a summer stream. Down 
through the courses she worked, giving each item its position according 
to its length with an accurate eye. Just above the desserts came the list of 
vegetables. Carrots and peas, asparagus on toast, the perennial tomatoes 
and corn and succotash, lima beans, cabbage—and then— 

Sarah was crying over her bill of fare. Tears from the depths of some 
divine despair rose in her heart and gathered to her eyes. Down went her 
head on the little typewriter stand; and the keyboard rattled a dry 
accompaniment to her moist sobs. 

For she had received no letter from Walter in two weeks, and the 
next item on the bill of fare was dandelions—dandelions with some kind 
of egg—but bother the egg!—dandelions, with whose golden blooms 
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Walter had crowned her his queen of love and future bride—dandelions, 
the harbingers of spring, her sorrow’s crown of sorrow—reminder of her 
happiest days. 

Madam, I dare you to smile until you suffer this test: Let the 
Marechal Niel roses that Percy brought you on the night you gave him 
your heart be served as a salad with French dressing before your eyes at a 
Schulenberg table d’hôte. Had Juliet so seen her love tokens dishonoured 
the sooner would she have sought the lethean herbs of the good apothecary. 

But what a witch is Spring! Into the great cold city of stone and iron 
a message had to be sent. There was none to convey it but the little hardy 
courier of the fields with his rough green coat and modest air. He is a 
true soldier of fortune, this dent-de-lion—this lion’s tooth, as the French 
chefs call him. Flowered, he will assist at love-making, wreathed in my 
lady’s nut-brown hair; young and callow and unblossomed, he goes into 
the boiling pot and delivers the word of his sovereign mistress. 

By and by Sarah forced back her tears. The cards must be written. 
But, still in a faint, golden glow from her dandeleonine dream, she 
fingered the typewriter keys absently for a little while, with her mind and 
heart in the meadow lane with her young farmer. But soon she came 
swiftly back to the rock-bound lanes of Manhattan, and the typewriter 
began to rattle and jump like a strike-breaker’s motor car. 

At 6 o’clock the waiter brought her dinner and carried away the 
typewritten bill of fare. When Sarah ate she set aside, with a sigh, the 
dish of dandelions with its crowning ovarious accompaniment. As this 
dark mass had been transformed from a bright and love-indorsed flower 
to be an ignominious vegetable, so had her summer hopes wilted and 
perished. Love may, as Shakespeare said, feed on itself: but Sarah could 
not bring herself to eat the dandelions that had graced, as ornaments, the 
first spiritual banquet of her heart’s true affection. 

At 7:30 the couple in the next room began to quarrel: the man in the 
room above sought for A on his flute; the gas went a little lower; three 
coal wagons started to unload—the only sound of which the phonograph 
is jealous; cats on the back fences slowly retreated toward Mukden. By 
these signs Sarah knew that it was time for her to read. She got out “The 
Cloister and the Hearth,” the best non-selling book of the month, settled 
her feet on her trunk, and began to wander with Gerard. 
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The front door bell rang. The landlady answered it. Sarah left Gerard 
and Denys treed by a bear and listened. Oh, yes; you would, just as she did! 

And then a strong voice was heard in the hall below, and Sarah 
jumped for her door, leaving the book on the floor and the first round 
easily the bear’s. You have guessed it. She reached the top of the stairs 
just as her farmer came up, three at a jump, and reaped and garnered her, 
with nothing left for the gleaners. 

“Why haven’t you written—oh, why?” cried Sarah. 
“New York is a pretty large town,” said Walter Franklin. “I came in 

a week ago to your old address. I found that you went away on a 
Thursday. That consoled some; it eliminated the possible Friday bad 
luck. But it didn’t prevent my hunting for you with police and otherwise 
ever since! 

“I wrote!” said Sarah, vehemently. 
“Never got it!” 
“Then how did you find me?” 
The young farmer smiled a springtime smile. “I dropped into that 

Home Restaurant next door this evening,” said he. “I don’t care who 
knows it; I like a dish of some kind of greens at this time of the year. I 
ran my eye down that nice typewritten bill of fare looking for something 
in that line. When I got below cabbage I turned my chair over and 
hollered for the proprietor. He told me where you lived.” 

“I remember,” sighed Sarah, happily. “That was dandelions below 
cabbage.” 

“I’d know that cranky capital W ’way above the line that your 
typewriter makes anywhere in the world,” said Franklin. 

“Why, there’s no W in dandelions,” said Sarah, in surprise. 
The young man drew the bill of fare from his pocket, and pointed to 

a line. 
Sarah recognised the first card she had typewritten that afternoon. 

There was still the rayed splotch in the upper right-hand corner where a 
tear had fallen. But over the spot where one should have read the name 
of the meadow plant, the clinging memory of their golden blossoms had 
allowed her fingers to strike strange keys. 

Between the red cabbage and the stuffed green peppers was the item: 
“DEAREST WALTER, WITH HARD-BOILED EGG.” 
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The Sleuths 
 
IN the Big City a man will disappear with the suddenness and com-
pleteness 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 labyrinths, 
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 restaurants 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. Mary Snyder, a widow, aged fifty-two, 
who had been 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, because 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 police-
man, “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.” 
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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 were distributed among the stations. In Mulberry Street the 
chief assigned Detective Mullins 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 café 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 questions 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 advertisement of this kind would be toward finding 
her.” 

“All right,” said the detective. “I guess you don’t know New York. 
But if you’ve got a grouch against this scheme we’ll try the other one. 
It’s a sure thing. But it’ll cost 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 sank 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?” 
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“Oh, it’ll take time to work the game this way. I told you it would 
cost you more. We’ll have to wait till spring. There’ll be a new city 
directory out then. Very likely your sister’s name and address will be in it.” 

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

After waiting for two hours in the anteroom of the great detective’s 
apartment, Meeks was shown into his presence. Jolnes sat in a purple 
dressing-gown at an inlaid ivory chess table, 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, will be $500,” said 
Shamrock Jolnes. 

Meeks bowed his agreement to the price. 
“I will undertake your case, Mr. Meeks,” said Jolnes, finally. “The 

disappearance of people in this city has always been an interesting 
problem to me. I remember a case that I brought to a successful outcome 
a year ago. A family bearing the name of Clark disappeared suddenly 
from a small 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 tenement 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. 

The room was small, dingy, and poorly furnished. Meeks seated 
himself dejectedly on a broken chair, while the great detective searched 
the walls and floor and the few sticks of old, rickety furniture for a clue. 

At the end of half an hour Jolnes had collected a few seemingly 
unintelligible articles—a cheap black hat pin, a piece torn off a theatre 
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programme, and the end of a small torn card on which was the word 
“left” and the characters “C 12.” 

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 is living. And you may have no fears con-
cerning 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 admiration 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 see this hatpin? That eliminates Brooklyn. No woman 
attempts 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 Harlem train without there being a fringe on 
the shawl to catch in the gate and delay the passengers 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 likely, 
Mr. Meeks; but it is eloquent to one whose habits and training take 
cognizance of the smallest things. 
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“You have told me that your sister was a scrub woman. She scrubbed 
the floors of offices and hallways. 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. Observe 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 admiration was too great for words. Together 
they went to No. 12 Avenue C. It was an old-fashioned brownstone house 
in a prosperous and respectable neighbourhood. 

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. 

“I am no detective,” he remarked to Jolnes as he raised the piece of 
theatre programme to his nose, “but it seems to me that instead of a ring 
having been wrapped in this paper it was one of those round peppermint 
drops. And this piece with the address on it looks to me like the end of a 
seat coupon—No. 12, row C, left aisle.” 

Shamrock Jolnes had a far-away look in his eyes. 
“I think you would do well to consult Juggins,” said he. 
“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 extremely puzzling cases. I will take you to him.” 

They found the greater Juggins in his office. He was a small man 
with light hair, deeply absorbed in reading one of the bourgeois works of 
Nathaniel Hawthorne. 
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The two great detectives of different schools shook hands with 
ceremony, and Meeks was introduced. 

“State the facts,” said Juggins, going on with his reading. 
When Meeks ceased, the greater one closed his book and said: 
“Do I understand that your sister is fifty-two years of age, with a 

large mole on the side of her nose, and that she is a very poor widow, 
making a scanty living by scrubbing, and with a very homely face and 
figure?” 

“That describes her exactly,” admitted Meeks. Juggins 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, Mary 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 to—” 
“Certainly not,” said Juggins pleasantly. “I will tell you how I did it. 

You remember the description of Mrs. Snyder? Did you ever know a 
woman like 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 corner. I went there and got her address off the books. 
That’s all.” 
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Out of Nazareth 
 
OKOCHEE, in Georgia, had a boom, and J. Pinkney Bloom came out of 
it with a “wad.” Okochee came out of it with a half-million-dollar debt, a 
two and a half per cent. city property tax, and a city council that showed 
a propensity for traveling the back streets of the town. These things came 
about through a fatal resemblance of the river Cooloosa to the Hudson, 
as set forth and expounded by a Northern tourist. Okochee felt that New 
York should not be allowed to consider itself the only alligator in the 
swamp, so to speak. And then that harmless, but persistent, individual so 
numerous in the South—the man who is always clamoring for more 
cotton mills, and is ready to take a dollar’s worth of stock, provided he 
can borrow the dollar—that man added his deadly work to the tourist’s 
innocent praise, and Okochee fell. 

The Cooloosa River winds through a range of small mountains, passes 
Okochee and then blends its waters trippingly, as fall the mellifluous 
Indian syllables, with the Chattahoochee. 

Okochee rose, as it were, from its sunny seat on the post-office 
stoop, hitched up its suspender, and threw a granite dam two hundred and 
forty feet long and sixty feet high across the Cooloosa one mile above 
the town. Thereupon, a dimpling, sparkling lake backed up twenty miles 
among the little mountains. Thus in the great game of municipal rivalry 
did Okochee match that famous drawing card, the Hudson. It was 
conceded that nowhere could the Palisades be judged superior in the way 
of scenery and grandeur. Following the picture card was played the ace 
of commercial importance. Fourteen thousand horsepower would this 
dam furnish. Cotton mills, factories, and manufacturing plants would rise 
up as the green corn after a shower. The spindle and the flywheel and 
turbine would sing the shrewd glory of Okochee. Along the picturesque 
heights above the lake would rise in beauty the costly villas and the 
splendid summer residences of capital. The naphtha launch of the 
millionaire would spit among the romantic coves; the verdured hills 
would take formal shapes of terrace, lawn, and park. Money would be 
spent like water in Okochee, and water would be turned into money. 

The fate of the good town is quickly told. Capital decided not to 
invest. Of all the great things promised, the scenery alone came to 
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fulfilment. The wooded peaks, the impressive promontories of solemn 
granite, the beautiful green slants of bank and ravine did all they could to 
reconcile Okochee to the delinquency of miserly gold. The sunsets gilded 
the dreamy draws and coves with a minting that should charm away 
heart-burning. Okochee, true to the instinct of its blood and clime, was 
lulled by the spell. It climbed out of the arena, loosed its suspender, sat 
down again on the post-office stoop, and took a chew. It consoled itself 
by drawling sarcasms at the city council which was not to blame, causing 
the fathers, as has been said, to seek back streets and figure perspiringly 
on the sinking fund and the appropriation for interest due. 

The youth of Okochee—they who were to carry into the rosy future 
the burden of the debt—accepted failure with youth’s uncalculating joy. 
For, here was sport, aquatic and nautical, added to the meagre round of 
life’s pleasures. In yachting caps and flowing neckties they pervaded the 
lake to its limits. Girls wore silk waists embroidered with anchors in blue 
and pink. The trousers of the young men widened at the bottom, and their 
hands were proudly calloused by the oft-plied oar. Fishermen were under 
the spell of a deep and tolerant joy. Sailboats and rowboats furrowed the 
lenient waves, popcorn and ice-cream booths sprang up about the little 
wooden pier. Two small excursion steamboats were built, and plied the 
delectable waters. Okochee philosophically gave up the hope of eating 
turtle soup with a gold spoon, and settled back, not ill content, to its 
regular diet of lotus and fried hominy. And out of this slow wreck of 
great expectations rose up J. Pinkney Bloom with his “wad” and his 
prosperous, cheery smile. 

Needless to say J. Pinkney was no product of Georgia soil. He came 
out of that flushed and capable region known as the “North.” He called 
himself a “promoter”; his enemies had spoken of him as a “grafter”; 
Okochee took a middle course, and held him to be no better nor no worse 
than a “Yank.” 

Far up the lake—eighteen miles above the town—the eye of this 
cheerful camp-follower of booms had spied out a graft. He purchased 
there a precipitous tract of five hundred acres at forty-five cents per acre; 
and this he laid out and subdivided as the city of Skyland—the Queen 
City of the Switzerland of the South. Streets and avenues were surveyed; 
parks designed; corners of central squares reserved for the “proposed” 
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opera house, board of trade, lyceum, market, public schools, and “Expo-
sition Hall.” The price of lots ranged from five to five hundred dollars. 
Positively, no lot would be priced higher than five hundred dollars. 

While the boom was growing in Okochee, J. Pinkney’s circulars, 
maps, and prospectuses were flying through the mails to every part of the 
country. Investors sent in their money by post, and the Skyland Real 
Estate Company (J. Pinkney Bloom) returned to each a deed, duly placed 
on record, to the best lot, at the price, on hand that day. All this time the 
catamount screeched upon the reserved lot of the Skyland Board of 
Trade, the opossum swung by his tail over the site of the exposition hall, 
and the owl hooted a melancholy recitative to his audience of young 
squirrels in opera house square. Later, when the money was coming in 
fast, J. Pinkney caused to be erected in the coming city half a dozen cheap 
box houses, and persuaded a contingent of indigent natives to occupy 
them, thereby assuming the role of “population” in subsequent prospectuses, 
which became, accordingly, more seductive and remunerative. 

So, when the dream faded and Okochee dropped back to digging bait 
and nursing its two and a half per cent. tax, J. Pinkney Bloom (unloving 
of checks and drafts and the cold interrogatories of bankers) strapped 
about his fifty-two-inch waist a soft leather belt containing eight 
thousand dollars in big bills, and said that all was very good. 

One last trip he was making to Skyland before departing to other 
salad fields. Skyland was a regular post-office, and the steamboat, Dixie 
Belle, under contract, delivered the mail bag (generally empty) twice a 
week. There was a little business there to be settled —the postmaster was 
to be paid off for his light but lonely services, and the “inhabitants” had 
to be furnished with another month’s homely rations, as per agreement. 
And then Skyland would know J. Pinkney Bloom no more. The owners 
of these precipitous, barren, useless lots might come and view the scene 
of their invested credulity, or they might leave them to their fit tenants, 
the wild hog and the browsing deer. The work of the Skyland Real Estate 
Company was finished. 

The little steamboat Dixie Belle was about to shove off on her regular 
up-the-lake trip, when a rickety hired carriage rattled up to the pier, and a 
tall, elderly gentleman, in black, stepped out, signaling courteously but 
vivaciously for the boat to wait. Time was of the least importance in the 
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schedule of the Dixie Belle; Captain MacFarland gave the order, and the 
boat received its ultimate two passengers. For, upon the arm of the tall, 
elderly gentleman, as he crossed the gangway, was a little elderly lady, 
with a gray curl depending quaintly forward of her left ear. 

Captain MacFarland was at the wheel; therefore it seemed to  
J. Pinkney Bloom, who was the only other passenger, that it should be 
his to play the part of host to the boat’s new guests, who were, doubtless, 
on a scenery-viewing expedition. He stepped forward, with that 
translucent, child-candid smile upon his fresh, pink countenance, with 
that air of unaffected sincerity that was redeemed from bluffness only by 
its exquisite calculation, with that promptitude and masterly decision of 
manner that so well suited his calling—with all his stock in trade well to 
the front; he stepped forward to receive Colonel and Mrs. Peyton 
Blaylock. With the grace of a grand marshal or a wedding usher, he 
escorted the two passengers to a side of the upper deck, from which the 
scenery was supposed to present itself to the observer in increased 
quantity and quality. There, in comfortable steamer chairs, they sat and 
began to piece together the random lines that were to form an intelligent 
paragraph in the big history of little events. 

“Our home, sir,” said Colonel Blaylock, removing his wide-
brimmed, rather shapeless black felt hat, “is in Holly Springs—Holly 
Springs, Georgia. I am very proud to make your acquaintance, Mr. 
Bloom. Mrs. Blaylock and myself have just arrived in Okochee this 
morning, sir, on business—business of importance in connection with the 
recent rapid march of progress in this section of our state.” 

The Colonel smoothed back, with a sweeping gesture, his long, 
smooth, locks. His dark eyes, still fiery under the heavy black brows, 
seemed inappropriate to the face of a business man. He looked rather to 
be an old courtier handed down from the reign of Charles, and re-attired 
in a modern suit of fine, but raveling and seam-worn, broadcloth. 

“Yes, sir,” said Mr. Bloom, in his heartiest prospectus voice, “things 
have been whizzing around Okochee. Biggest industrial revival and 
waking up to natural resources Georgia ever had. Did you happen to 
squeeze in on the ground floor in any of the gilt-edged grafts, Colonel?” 

“Well, sir,” said the Colonel, hesitating in courteous doubt, “if I 
understand your question, I may say that I took the opportunity to make 
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an investment that I believe will prove quite advantageous—yes, sir, I 
believe it will result in both pecuniary profit and agreeable occupation.” 

“Colonel Blaylock,” said the little edlerly lady, shaking her gray curl 
and smiling indulgent explanation at J. Pinkney Bloom, “is so devoted  
to business. He has such a talent for financiering and markets and 
investments and those kind of things. I think myself extremely fortunate 
in having secured him for a partner on life’s journey—I am so unversed 
in those formidable but very useful branches of learning.” 

Colonel Blaylock rose and made a bow—a bow that belonged with 
silk stockings and lace ruffles and velvet. 

“Practical affairs,” he said, with a wave of his hand toward the pro-
moter, “are, if I may use the comparison, the garden walks upon which 
we tread through life, viewing upon either side of us the flowers which 
brighten that journey. It is my pleasure to be able to lay out a walk or two. 
Mrs. Blaylock, sir, is one of those fortunate higher spirits whose mission 
it is to make the flowers grow. Perhaps, Mr. Bloom, you have perused the 
lines of Lorella, the Southern poetess. That is the name above which Mrs. 
Blaylock has contributed to the press of the South for many years.” 

“Unfortunately,” said Mr. Bloom, with a sense of the loss clearly 
written upon his frank face, “I’m like the Colonel—in the walk-making 
business myself—and I haven’t had time to even take a sniff at the flowers. 
Poetry is a line I never dealt in. It must be nice, though—quite nice.” 

“It is the region,” smiled Mrs. Blaylock, “in which my soul dwells. 
My shawl, Peyton, if you please—the breeze comes a little chilly from 
yon verdured hills.” 

The Colonel drew from the tail pocket of his coat a small shawl of 
knitted silk and laid it solicitously about the shoulders of the lady. Mrs. 
Blaylock sighed contentedly, and turned her expressive eyes— still as 
clear and unworldly as a child’s—upon the steep slopes that were slowly 
slipping past. Very fair and stately they looked in the clear morning air. 
They seemed to speak in familiar terms to the responsive spirit of Lorella. 
“My native hills!” she murmured, dreamily. “See how the foliage drinks 
the sunlight from the hollows and dells.” 

“Mrs. Blaylock’s maiden days,” said the Colonel, interpreting her 
mood to J. Pinkney Bloom, “were spent among the mountains of northern 
Georgia. Mountain air and mountain scenery recall to her those days. 
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Holly Springs, where we have lived for twenty years, is low and flat. I fear 
that she may have suffered in health and spirits by so long a residence 
there. That is one portent reason for the change we are making. My dear, 
can you not recall those lines you wrote—entitled, I think, ‘The Georgia 
Hills’—the poem that was so extensively copied by the Southern press 
and praised so highly by the Atlanta critics?” 

Mrs. Blaylock turned a glance of speaking tenderness upon the 
Colonel, fingered for a moment the silvery curl that drooped upon her 
bosom, then looked again toward the mountains. Without preliminary or 
affectation or demurral she began, in rather thrilling and more deeply 
pitched tones to recite these lines: 

 
“The Georgia hills, the Georgia hills!— 

Oh, heart, why dost thou pine? 
Are not these sheltered lowlands fair 

With mead and bloom and vine? 
Ah! as the slow-paced river here 

Broods on its natal rills 
My spirit drifts, in longing sweet, 

Back to the Georgia hills. 
 

“And through the close-drawn, curtained night 
I steal on sleep’s slow wings 

Back to my heart’s ease—slopes of pine— 
Where end my wanderings. 

Oh, heaven seems nearer from their tops— 
And farther earthly ills— 

Even in dreams, if I may but 
Dream of my Georgia hills. 

 
“The grass upon their orchard sides 

Is a fine couch to me; 
The common note of each small bird 

Passes all minstrelsy. 
It would not seem so dread a thing 

If, when the Reaper wills, 
He might come there and take my hand 

Up in the Georgia hills.” 
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“That's great stuff, ma’am,” said J. Pinkney Bloom, enthusiastically, 
when the poetess had concluded. “I wish I had looked up poetry more 
than I have. I was raised in the pine hills myself.” 

“The mountains ever call to their children,” murmured Mrs. Blaylock. 
“I feel that life will take on the rosy hue of hope again in among these 
beautiful hills. Peyton—a little taste of the currant wine, if you will be so 
good. The journey, though delightful in the extreme, slightly fatigues 
me.” 

Colonel Blaylock again visited the depths of his prolific coat, and 
produced a tightly corked, rough, black bottle. Mr. Bloom was on his feet 
in an instant. “Let me bring a glass, ma’am. You come along, Colonel—
there’s a little table we can bring, too. Maybe we can scare up some fruit 
or a cup of tea on board. I’ll ask Mac.” 

Mrs. Blaylock reclined at ease. Few royal ladies have held their royal 
prerogative with the serene grace of the petted Southern woman. The 
Colonel, with an air as gallant and assiduous as in the days of his courtship, 
and J. Pinkney Bloom, with a ponderous agility half professional and half 
directed by some resurrected, unnamed, long-forgotten sentiment, formed 
a diversified but attentive court. The currant wine—wine home made 
from the Holly Springs fruit—went round, and then J. Pinkney began to 
hear something of Holly Springs life. 

It seemed (from the conversation of the Blaylocks) that the Springs 
was decadent. A third of the population had moved away. Business— 
and the Colonel was an authority on business—had dwindled to nothing. 
After carefully studying the field of opportunities open to capital he had 
sold his little property there for eight hundred dollars and invested it in 
one of the enterprises opened up by the book in Okochee. 

“Might I inquire, sir,” said Mr. Bloom, “in what particular line of 
business you inserted your coin? I know that town as well as I know the 
regulations for illegal use of the mails. I might give you a hunch as to 
whether you can make the game go or not.” 

J. Pinkney, somehow, had a kindly feeling toward these unsophisti-
cated representatives of by-gone days. They were so simple, impractical, 
and unsuspecting. He was glad that he happened not to have a gold brick 
or a block of that western Bad Boy Silver Mine stock along with him. He 
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would have disliked to unload on people he liked so well as he did these; 
but there are some temptations toe enticing to be resisted. 

“No, sir,” said Colonel Blaylock, pausing to arrange the queen’s 
wrap. “I did not invest in Okochee. I have made an exhaustive study of 
business conditions, and I regard old settled towns as unfavorable fields 
in which to place capital that is limited in amount. Some months ago, 
through the kindness of a friend, there came into my hands a map and 
description of this new town of Skyland that has been built upon the lake. 
The description was so pleasing, the future of the town set forth in such 
convincing arguments, and its increasing prosperity portrayed in such an 
attractive style that I decided to take advantage of the opportunity it 
offered. I carefully selected a lot in the centre of the business district, 
although its price was the highest in the schedule—five hundred 
dollars—and made the purchase at once.” 

“Are you the man—I mean, did you pay five hundred dollars for a 
lot in Skyland?” asked J. Pinkney Bloom. 

“I did, sir,” answered the Colonel, with the air of a modest 
millionaire explaining his success; “a lot most excellently situated on the 
same square with the opera house, and only two squares from the board 
of trade. I consider the purchase a most fortuitous one. It is my intention 
to erect a small building upon it at once, and open a modest book and 
stationery store. During past years I have met with many pecuniary 
reverses, and I now find it necessary to engage in some commercial 
occupation that will furnish me with a livelihood. The book and stationery 
business, though an humble one, seems to me not inapt nor altogether 
uncongenial. I am a graduate of the University of Virginia; and Mrs. 
Blaylock’s really wonderful acquaintance with belles-lettres and poetic 
literature should go far toward insuring success. Of course, Mrs. Blaylock 
would not personally serve behind the counter. With the nearly three 
hundred dollars I have remaining I can manage the building of a house, 
by giving a lien on the lot. I have an old friend in Atlanta who is a 
partner in a large book store, and he has agreed to furnish me with a 
stock of goods on credit, on extremely easy terms. I am pleased to hope, 
sir, that Mrs. Blaylock’s health and happiness will be increased by the 
change of locality. Already I fancy I can perceive the return of those 
roses that were once the hope and despair of Georgia cavaliers.” 
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Again followed that wonderful bow, as the Colonel lightly touched 
the pale cheek of the poetess. Mrs. Blaylock, blushing like a girl, shook 
her curl and gave the Colonel an arch, reproving tap. Secret of eternal 
youth—where art thou? Every second the answer comes—“Here, here, 
here.” Listen to thine own heart-beats, O weary seeker after external 
miracles. 

“Those years,” said Mrs. Blaylock, “in Holly Springs were long, 
long, long. But now is the promised land in sight. Skyland!—a lovely 
name.” 

“Doubtless,” said the Colonel, “we shall be able to secure 
comfortable accommodations at some modest hotel at reasonable rates. 
Our trunks are in Okochee, to be forwarded when we shall have made 
permanent arrangements.” 

J. Pinkney Bloom excused himself, went forward, and stood by the 
captain at the wheel. 

“Mac,” said he, “do you remember my telling you once that I sold 
one of those five-hundred-dollar lots in Skyland?” 

“Seems I do,” grinned Captain MacFarland. 
“I’m not a coward, as a general rule,” went on the promoter, “but I 

always said that if I ever met the sucker that bought that lot I’d run like a 
turkey. Now, you see that old babe-in-the-wood over there? Well, he’s 
the boy that drew the prize. That was the only five-hundred-dollar lot 
that went. The rest ranged from ten dollars to two hundred. His wife 
writes poetry. She’s invented one about the high grounds of Georgia, 
that’s way up in G. They’re going to Skyland to open a book store.” 

“Well,” said MacFarland, with another grin, “it’s a good thing you 
are along, J. P.; you can show ’em around town until they begin to feel at 
home.” 

“He’s got three hundred dollars left to build a house and store with,” 
went on J. Pinkney, as if he were talking to himself. “And he thinks 
there’s an open house up there.” 

Captain MacFarland released the wheel long enough to give his leg a 
roguish slap. 

“You old fat rascal!” he chuckled, with a wink. 
“Mac, you’re a fool,” said J. Pinkney Bloom, coldly. He went back 

and joined the Blaylocks, where he sat, less talkative, with that straight 
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furrow between his brows that always stood as a signal of schemes being 
shaped within. 

“There’s a good many swindles connected with these booms,” he 
said presently. “What if this Skyland should turn out to be one—that is, 
suppose business should be sort of dull there, and no special sale for 
books?” 

“My dear sir,” said Colonel Blaylock, resting his hand upon the back 
of his wife’s chair, “three times I have been reduced to almost penury by 
the duplicity of others, but I have not yet lost faith in humanity. If I have 
been deceived again, still we may glean health and content, if not 
worldly profit. I am aware that there are dishonest schemers in the world 
who set traps for the unwary, but even they are not altogether bad. My 
dear, can you recall those verses entitled ‘He Giveth the Increase,’ that 
you composed for the choir of our church in Holly Springs?” 

“That was four years ago,” said Mrs. Blaylock; “perhaps I can repeat 
a verse or two. 
 

“The lily springs from the rotting mould; 
Pearls from the deep sea slime; 

Good will come out of Nazareth 
All in God’s own time. 

 
“To the hardest heart the softening grace 

Cometh, at last, to bless; 
Guiding it right to help and cheer 

And succor in distress. 
 
“I cannot remember the rest. The lines were not ambitious. They 

were written to the music composed by a dear friend.” 
“It’s a fine rhyme, just the same,” declared Mr. Bloom. “It seems to 

ring the bell, all right. I guess I gather the sense of it. It means that the 
rankest kind of a phony will give you the best end of it once in a while.” 

Mr. Bloom strayed thoughtfully back to the captain, and stood 
meditating. 

“Ought to be in sight of the spires and gilded domes of Skyland now 
in a few minutes,” chirruped MacFarland, shaking with enjoyment. 

“Go to the devil,” said Mr. Bloom, still pensive. 
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And now, upon the left bank, they caught a glimpse of a white 
village, high up on the hills, smothered among green trees. That was 
Cold Branch—no boom town, but the slow growth of many years. Cold 
Branch lay on the edge of the grape and corn lands. The big country road 
ran just back of the heights. Cold Branch had nothing in common with 
the frisky ambition of Okochee with its impertinent lake. 

“Mac,” said J. Pinkney suddenly, “I want you to stop at Cold Branch. 
There’s a landing there that they made to use sometimes when the river 
was up.” 

“Can’t,” said the captain, grinning more broadly. “I’ve got the 
United States mails on board. Right to-day this boat’s in the government 
service. Do you want to have the poor old captain keelhauled by Uncle 
Sam? And the great city of Skyland, all disconsolate, waiting for its 
mail? I’m ashamed of your extravagance, J. P.” 

“Mac,” almost whispered J. Pinkney, in his danger-line voice, “I 
looked into the engine room of the Dixie Belle a while ago. Don’t you 
know of somebody that needs a new boiler? Cement and black Japan 
can’t hide flaws from me. And then, those shares of building and loan 
that you traded for repairs—they were all yours, of course. I hate to 
mention these things, but—” 

“Oh, come now, J. P.,” said the captain. “You know I was just 
fooling. I’ll put you off at Cold Branch, if you say so.” 

“The other passengers get off there, too,” said Mr. Bloom. 
Further conversation was held, and in ten minutes the Dixie Belle 

turned her nose toward a little, cranky wooden pier on the left bank, and 
the captain, relinquishing the wheel to a roustabout, came to the 
passenger deck and made the remarkable announcement: “All out for 
Skyland.” 

The Blaylocks and J. Pinkney Bloom disembarked, and the Dixie 
Belle proceeded on her way up the lake. Guided by the indefatigable 
promoter, they slowly climbed the steep hillside, pausing often to rest 
and admire the view. Finally they entered the village of Cold Branch. 
Warmly both the Colonel and his wife praised it for its homelike and 
peaceful beauty. Mr. Bloom conducted them to a two-story building on a 
shady street that bore the legend, “Pine-top Inn.” Here he took his leave, 
receiving the cordial thanks of the two for his attentions, the Colonel 
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remarking that he thought they would spend the remainder of the day in 
rest, and take a look at his purchase on the morrow. 

J. Pinkney Bloom walked down Cold Branch’s main street. He did 
not know this town, but he knew towns, and his feet did not falter. 
Presently he saw a sign over a door: “Frank E. Cooly, Attorney-at-Law 
and Notary Public.” A young man was Mr. Cooly, and awaiting business. 

“Get your hat, son,” said Mr. Bloom, in his breezy way, “and a blank 
deed, and come along. It’s a job for you.” 

“Now,” he continued, when Mr. Cooly had responded with alacrity, 
“is there a bookstore in town?” 

“One,” said the lawyer. “Henry Williams’s.” 
“Get there,” said Mr. Bloom. “We’re going to buy it.” 
Henry Williams was behind his counter. His store was a small one, 

containing a mixture of books, stationery, and fancy rubbish. Adjoining it 
was Henry’s home—a decent cottage, vine-embowered and cosy. Henry 
was lank and soporific, and not inclined to rush his business. 

“I want to buy your house and store,” said Mr. Bloom. “I haven’t got 
time to dicker—name your price.” 

“It’s worth eight hundred,” said Henry, too much dazed to ask more 
than its value. 

“Shut that door,” said Mr. Bloom to the lawyer. Then he tore off his 
coat and vest, and began to unbutton his shirt. 

“Wanter fight about it, do yer?” said Henry Williams, jumping up 
and cracking his heels together twice. “All right, hunky—sail in and cut 
yer capers.” 

“Keep your clothes on,” said Mr. Bloom. “I’m only going down to 
the bank.” 

He drew eight one-hundred-dollar bills from his money belt and 
planked them down on the counter. Mr. Cooly showed signs of future 
promise, for he already had the deed spread out, and was reaching across 
the counter for the ink bottle. Never before or since was such quick 
action had in Cold Branch. 

“Your name, please?” asked the lawyer. 
“Make it out to Peyton Blaylock,” said Mr. Bloom. “God knows how 

to spell it.” 
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Within thirty minutes Henry Williams was out of business, and Mr. 
Bloom stood on the brick sidewalk with Mr. Cooly, who held in his hand 
the signed and attested deed. 

“You’ll find the party at the Pinetop Inn,” said J. Pinkney Bloom. 
“Get it recorded, and take it down and give it to him. He’ll ask you a 
hell’s mint of questions; so here’s ten dollars for the trouble you’ll have 
in not being able to answer ’em. Never run much to poetry, did you, 
young man?” 

“Well,” said the really talented Cooly, who even yet retained his 
right mind, “now and then.” 

“Dig into it,” said Mr. Bloom, “it’ll pay you. Never heard a poem, 
now, that run something like this, did you?— 

 
“A good thing out of Nazareth 

Comes up sometimes, I guess, 
On hand, all right, to help and cheer 

A sucker in distress.” 
 
“I believe not,” said Mr. Cooly. 
“It’s a hymn,” said J. Pinkney Bloom. “Now, show me the way to a 

livery stable, son, for I’m going to hit the dirt road back to Okochee.” 
 

Memoirs of a Yellow Dog 
 
I DON’T suppose it will knock any of you people off your perch to read 
a contribution from an animal. Mr. Kipling and a good many others have 
demonstrated the fact that animals can express themselves in 
remunerative English, and no magazine goes to press nowadays without 
an animal story in it, except the old-style monthlies that are still running 
pictures of Bryan and the Mont Pelée horror. 

But you needn’t look for any stuck-up literature in my piece, such as 
Bearoo, the bear, and Snakoo, the snake, and Tammanoo, the tiger, talk 
in the jungle books. A yellow dog that’s spent most of his life in a cheap 
New York flat, sleeping in a corner on an old sateen underskirt (the one 
she spilled port wine on at the Lady ’Longshoremen’s banquet), mustn’t 
be expected to perform any tricks with the art of speech. 

126 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

© 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor  



I was born a yellow pup; date, locality, pedigree and weight unknown. 
The first thing I can recollect, an old woman had me in a basket at 
Broadway and Twenty-third trying to sell me to a fat lady. Old Mother 
Hubbard was boosting me to beat the band as a genuine Pomeranian-
Hambletonian-Red-Irish-Cochin-China-Stoke-Pogis fox terrier. The fat 
lady chased a V around among the samples of gros-grain flannelette in 
her shopping bag till she cornered it, and gave up. From that moment I 
was a pet—a mamma’s own wootsey squidlums. Say, gentle reader, did 
you ever have a 200-pound woman breathing a flavour of Camembert 
cheese and Peau d’Espagne pick you up and wallop her nose all over 
you, remarking all the time in an Emma Eames tone of voice: “Oh, oo’s 
um oodlum, doodlum, woodlum, toodlum, bitsy-witsy skoodlums?” 

From a pedigreed yellow pup I grew up to be an anonymous yellow 
cur looking like a cross between an Angora cat and a box of lemons. But 
my mistress never tumbled. She thought that the two primeval pups that 
Noah chased into the ark were but a collateral branch of my ancestors. It 
took two policemen to keep her from entering me at the Madison Square 
Garden for the Siberian bloodhound prize. 

I’ll tell you about that flat. The house was the ordinary thing in New 
York, paved with Parian marble in the entrance hall and cobblestones 
above the first floor. Our flat was three fl—well, not flights—climbs up. 
My mistress rented it unfurnished, and put in the regular things—1903 
antique unholstered parlour set, oil chromo of geishas in a Harlem tea 
house, rubber plant and husband. 

By Sirius! there was a biped I felt sorry for. He was a little man with 
sandy hair and whiskers a good deal like mine. Henpecked?—well, toucans 
and flamingoes and pelicans all had their bills in him. He wiped the 
dishes and listened to my mistress tell about the cheap, ragged things the 
lady with the squirrel-skin coat on the second floor hung out on her line 
to dry. And every evening while she was getting supper she made him 
take me out on the end of a string for a walk. 

If men knew how women pass the time when they are alone they’d 
never marry. Laura Lean Jibbey, peanut brittle, a little almond cream on 
the neck muscles, dishes unwashed, half an hour’s talk with the iceman, 
reading a package of old letters, a couple of pickles and two bottles of 
malt extract, one hour peeking through a hole in the window shade into 
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the flat across the air-shaft—that’s about all there is to it. Twenty 
minutes before time for him to come home from work she straightens up 
the house, fixes her rat so it won’t show, and gets out a lot of sewing for 
a ten-minute bluff. 

I led a dog’s life in that flat. ’Most all day I lay there in my corner 
watching that fat woman kill time. I slept sometimes and had pipe 
dreams about being out chasing cats into basements and growling at old 
ladies with black mittens, as a dog was intended to do. Then she would 
pounce upon me with a lot of that drivelling poodle palaver and kiss me 
on the nose—but what could I do? A dog can’t chew cloves. 

I began to feel sorry for Hubby, dog my cats if I didn’t. We looked 
so much alike that people noticed it when we went out; so we shook the 
streets that Morgan’s cab drives down, and took to climbing the piles of 
last December’s snow on the streets where cheap people live. 

One evening when we were thus promenading, and I was trying to 
look like a prize St. Bernard, and the old man was trying to look like  
he wouldn’t have murdered the first organ-grinder he heard play 
Mendelssohn’s wedding-march, I looked up at him and said, in my way: 

“What are you looking so sour about, you oakum trimmed lobster? 
She don’t kiss you. You don’t have to sit on her lap and listen to talk that 
would make the book of a musical comedy sound like the maxims of 
Epictetus. You ought to be thankful you’re not a dog. Brace up, Benedick, 
and bid the blues begone.” 

The matrimonial mishap looked down at me with almost canine 
intelligence in his face. 

“Why, doggie,” says he, “good doggie. You almost look like you 
could speak. What is it, doggie—Cats?” 

Cats! Could speak! 
But, of course, he couldn’t understand. Humans were denied the 

speech of animals. The only common ground of communication upon 
which dogs and men can get together is in fiction. 

In the flat across the hall from us lived a lady with a black-and-tan 
terrier. Her husband strung it and took it out every evening, but he 
always came home cheerful and whistling. One day I touched noses with 
the black-and-tan in the hall, and I struck him for an elucidation. 
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“See, here, Wiggle-and-Skip,” I says, “you know that it ain’t the 
nature of a real man to play dry nurse to a dog in public. I never saw one 
leashed to a bow-wow yet that didn’t look like he’d like to lick every 
other man that looked at him. But your boss comes in every day as perky 
and set up as an amateur prestidigitator doing the egg trick. How does he 
do it? Don’t tell me he likes it.” 

“Him?” says the black-and-tan. “Why, he uses Nature’s Own 
Remedy. He gets spifflicated. At first when we go out he’s as shy as the 
man on the steamer who would rather play pedro when they make ’em 
all jackpots. By the time we’ve been in eight saloons he don’t care 
whether the thing on the end of his line is a dog or a catfish. I’ve lost two 
inches of my tail trying to sidestep those swinging doors.” 

The pointer I got from that terrier—vaudeville please copy—set me 
to thinking. 

One evening about 6 o’clock my mistress ordered him to get busy 
and do the ozone act for Lovey. I have concealed it until now, but that is 
what she called me. The black-and-tan was called “Tweetness.” I consider 
that I have the bulge on him as far as you could chase a rabbit. Still 
“Lovey” is something of a nomenclatural tin can on the tail of one’s self 
respect. 

At a quiet place on a safe street I tightened the line of my custodian 
in front of an attractive, refined saloon. I made a dead-ahead scramble for 
the doors, whining like a dog in the press despatches that lets the family 
know that little Alice is bogged while gathering lilies in the brook. 

“Why, darn my eyes,” says the old man, with a grin; “darn my eyes 
if the saffron-coloured son of a seltzer lemonade ain’t asking me in to 
take a drink. Lemme see—how long’s it been since I saved shoe leather 
by keeping one foot on the foot-rest? I believe I’ll—” 

I knew I had him. Hot Scotches he took, sitting at a table. For an 
hour he kept the Campbells coming. I sat by his side rapping for the 
waiter with my tail, and eating free lunch such as mamma in her flat 
never equalled with her homemade truck bought at a delicatessen store 
eight minutes before papa comes home. 

When the products of Scotland were all exhausted except the rye 
bread the old man unwound me from the table leg and played me outside 
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like a fisherman plays a salmon. Out there he took off my collar and 
threw it into the street. 

“Poor doggie,” says he; “good doggie. She shan’t kiss you any more. 
’S a darned shame. Good doggie, go away and get run over by a street 
car and be happy.” 

I refused to leave. I leaped and frisked around the old man’s legs 
happy as a pug on a rug. 

“You old flea-headed woodchuck-chaser,” I said to him—“you 
moon-baying, rabbit-pointing, egg-stealing old beagle, can’t you see that 
I don’t want to leave you? Can’t you see that we’re both Pups in the 
Wood and the missis is the cruel uncle after you with the dish towel and 
me with the flea liniment and a pink bow to tie on my tail. Why not cut 
that all out and be pards forever more?” 

Maybe you’ll say he didn’t understand—maybe he didn’t. But he 
kind of got a grip on the Hot Scotches, and stood still for a minute, 
thinking. 

“Doggie,” says he, finally, “we don’t live more than a dozen lives on 
this earth, and very few of us live to be more than 300. If I ever see that 
flat any more I’m a flat, and if you do you’re flatter; and that’s no 
flattery. I’m offering 60 to 1 that Westward Ho wins out by the length of 
a dachshund.” 

There was no string, but I frolicked along with my master to the 
Twenty-third street ferry. And the cats on the route saw reason to give 
thanks that prehensile claws had been given them. 

On the Jersey side my master said to a stranger who stood eating a 
currant bun: 

“Me and my doggie, we are bound for the Rocky Mountains.” 
But what pleased me most was when my old man pulled both of my 

ears until I howled, and said: 
“You common, monkey-headed, rat-tailed, sulphur-coloured son of a 

door mat, do you know what I’m going to call you?” 
I thought of “Lovey,” and I whined dolefully. 
“I’m going to call you ‘Pete,’” says my master; and if I’d had five 

tails I couldn’t have done enough wagging to do justice to the occasion. 
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The Making of a New Yorker 
 
BESIDES many other things, Raggles was a poet. He was called a tramp; 
but that was only an elliptical way of saying that he was a philosopher, 
an artist, a traveller, a naturalist and a discoverer. But most of all he was 
a poet. In all his life he never wrote a line of verse; he lived his poetry. 
His Odyssey would have been a Limerick, had it been written. But, to 
linger with the primary proposition, Raggles was a poet. 

Raggles’s specialty, had he been driven to ink and paper, would have 
been sonnets to the cities. He studied cities as women study their 
reflections in mirrors; as children study the glue and sawdust of a 
dislocated doll; as the men who write about wild animals study the cages 
in the zoo. A city to Raggles was not merely a pile of bricks and mortar, 
peopled by a certain number of inhabitants; it was a thing with a soul 
characteristic and distinct; an individual conglomeration of life, with its 
own peculiar essence, flavor and feeling. Two thousand miles to the 
north and south, east and west, Raggles wandered in poetic fervor, taking 
the cities to his breast. He footed it on dusty roads, or sped magnificently 
in freight cars, counting time as of no account. And when he had found 
the heart of a city and listened to its secret confession, he strayed on, 
restless, to another. Fickle Raggles!—but perhaps he had not met the 
civic corporation that could engage and hold his critical fancy. 

Through the ancient poets we have learned that the cities are 
feminine. So they were to poet Raggles; and his mind carried a concrete 
and clear conception of the figure that symbolized and typified each one 
that he had wooed. 

Chicago seemed to swoop down upon him with a breezy suggestion 
of Mrs. Partington, plumes and patchouli, and to disturb his rest with a 
soaring and beautiful song of future promise. But Raggles would awake 
to a sense of shivering cold and a haunting impression of ideals lost in a 
depressing aura of potato salad and fish. 

Thus Chicago affected him. Perhaps there is a vagueness and 
inaccuracy in the description; but that is Raggles’s fault. He should have 
recorded his sensations in magazine poems. 

Pittsburg impressed hint as the play of “Othello” performed in the 
Russian language in a railroad station by Dockstader’s minstrels. A royal 
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and generous lady this Pittsburg, though—homely, hearty, with flushed 
face, washing the dishes in a silk dress and white kid slippers, and bidding 
Raggles sit before the roaring fireplace and drink champagne with his 
pigs’ feet and fried potatoes. 

New Orleans had simply gazed down upon him from a balcony. He 
could see her pensive, starry eves and catch the flutter of her fan, and that 
was all. Only once he came face to face with her. It was at dawn, when 
she was flushing the red bricks of the banquette with a pail of water. She 
laughed and hummed a chansonette and filled Raggles’s shoes with ice-
cold water. Allons! 

Boston construed herself to the poetic Raggles in an erratic and 
singular way. It seemed to him that he had drunk cold tea and that the 
city was a white, cold cloth that had been bound tightly around his brow 
to spur him to some unknown but tremendous mental effort. And, after 
all, he came to shovel snow for a livelihood; and the cloth, becoming 
wet, tightened its knots and could not be removed. 

Indefinite and unintelligible ideas, you will say; but your disappro-
bation should be tempered with gratitude, for these are poets’ fancies—
and suppose you had come upon them in verse! 

One day Raggles came and laid siege to the heart of the great city of 
Manhattan. She was the greatest of all; and he wanted to learn her note in 
the scale; to taste and appraise and classify and solve and label her and 
arrange her with the other cities that had given him up the secret of their 
individuality. And here we cease to be Raggles’s translator and become 
his chronicler. 

Raggles landed from a ferry-boat one morning and walked into the 
core of the town with the blasé air of a cosmopolite. He was dressed with 
care to play the rôle of an “unidentified man.” No country, race, class, 
clique, union, party clan or bowling association could have claimed him. 
His clothing, which had been donated to him piece-meal by citizens of 
different height, but same number of inches around the heart, was not yet 
as uncomfortable to his figure as those specimens of raiment, self-
measured, that are railroaded to you by transcontinental tailors with a suit 
case, suspenders, sills handkerchief and pearl studs as a bonus. Without 
money—as a poet should be—but with the ardor of an astronomer 
discovering a new star in the chorus of the milky way, or a man who has 
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seen ink suddenly flow from his fountain pen, Raggles wandered into the 
great city. 

Late in the afternoon he drew out of the roar and commotion with a 
look of dumb terror on his countenance. He was defeated, puzzled, 
discomfited, frightened. Other cities had been to him as long primer to 
read; as country maidens quickly to fathom; as send-price-of-subscription-
with-answer rebuses to solve; as oyster cocktails to swallow; but here 
was one as cold, glittering, serene, impossible as a four-carat diamond in 
a window to a lover outside fingering damply in his pocket his ribbon-
counter salary. 

The greetings of the other cities he had known—their homespun 
kindliness, their human gamut of rough charity, friendly curses, garrulous 
curiosity and easily estimated credulity or indifference. This city of Man-
hattan gave him no clue; it was walled against him. Like a river of adamant 
it flowed past him in the streets. Never an eye was turned upon him; no 
voice spoke to him. His heart yearned for the clap of Pittsburgh’s sooty 
hand on his shoulder; for Chicago’s menacing but social yawp in his ear; 
for the pale and eleemosynary stare through the Bostonian eyeglass—
even for the precipitate but unmalicious boot-toe of Louisville or St. Louis. 

On Broadway Raggles, successful suitor of many cities, stood, 
bashful, like any country swain. For the first time he experienced the 
poignant humiliation of being ignored. And when he tried to reduce this 
brilliant, swiftly changing, ice-cold city to a formula he failed utterly. 
Poet though he was, it offered him no color similes, no points of 
comparison, no flaw in its polished facets, no handle by which he could 
hold it up and view its shape and structure, as he familiarly and often 
contemptuously had done with other towns. The houses were interminable 
ramparts loopholed for defense; the people were bright but bloodless 
spectres passing in sinister and selfish array. 

The thing that weighed heaviest on Raggles’s soul and clogged his 
poet’s fancy was the spirit of absolute egotism that seemed to saturate the 
people as toys are saturated with paint. Each one that he considered 
appeared a monster of abominable and insolent conceit. Humanity was 
gone from them; they were toddling idols of stone and varnish, wor-
shipping themselves and greedy for though oblivious of worship from 
their fellow graven images. Frozen, cruel, implacable, impervious, cut to 
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an identical pattern, they hurried on their ways like statues brought by 
some miracles to motion, while soul and feeling lay unaroused in the 
reluctant marble. 

Gradually Raggles became conscious of certain types. One was an 
elderly gentleman with a snow-white, short beard, pink, unwrinkled face 
and stony, sharp blue eyes, attired in the fashion of a gilded youth, who 
seemed to personify the city’s wealth, ripeness and frigid unconcern. 
Another type was a woman, tall, beautiful, clear as a steel engraving, 
goddess-like, calm, clothed like the princesses of old, with eyes as coldly 
blue as the reflection of sunlight on a glacier. And another was a by-
product of this town of marionettes—a broad, swaggering, grim, 
threateningly sedate fellow, with a jowl as large as a harvested wheat 
field, the complexion of a baptized infant and the knuckles of a prize-
fighter. This type leaned against cigar signs and viewed the world with 
frappéd contumely. 

A poet is a sensitive creature, and Raggles soon shrivelled in the 
bleak embrace of the undecipherable. The chill, sphinx-like, ironical, 
illegible, unnatural, ruthless expression of the city left him downcast and 
bewildered. Had it no heart? Better the woodpile, the scolding of vinegar-
faced housewives at back doors, the kindly spleen of bartenders behind 
provincial free-lunch counters, the amiable truculence of rural constables, 
the kicks, arrests and happy-go-lucky chances of the other vulgar, loud, 
crude cities than this freezing heartlessness. 

Raggles summoned his courage and sought alms from the populace. 
Unheeding, regardless, they passed on without the wink of an eyelash to 
testify that they were conscious of his existence. And then he said to 
himself that this fair but pitiless city of Manhattan was without a soul; 
that its inhabitants were manikins moved by wires and springs, and that 
he was alone in a great wilderness. 

Raggles started to cross the street. There was a blast, a roar, a hissing 
and a crash as something struck him and hurled him over and over six 
yards from where he had been. As he was coming down like the stick of 
a rocket the earth and all the cities thereof turned to a fractured dream. 

Raggles opened his eyes. First an odor made itself known to him—
an odor of the earliest spring flowers of Paradise. And then a hand soft as 
a falling petal touched his brow. Bending over him was the woman 
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clothed like the princess of old, with blue eyes, now soft and humid with 
human sympathy. Under his head on the pavement were silks and furs. 
With Raggles’s hat in his hand and with his face pinker than ever from a 
vehement burst of oratory against reckless driving, stood the elderly 
gentleman who personified the city’s wealth and ripeness. From a nearby 
café hurried the by-product with the vast jowl and baby complexion, 
bearing a glass full of a crimson fluid that suggested delightful possibilities. 

“Drink dis, sport,” said the by-product, holding the glass to Raggles’s 
lips. 

Hundreds of people huddled around in a moment, their faces wearing 
the deepest concern. Two flattering and gorgeous policemen got into the 
circle and pressed back the overplus of Samaritans. An old lady in a 
black shawl spoke loudly of camphor; a newsboy slipped one of his 
papers beneath Raggles’s elbow, where it lay on the muddy pavement. A 
brisk young man with a notebook was asking for names. 

A bell clanged importantly, and the ambulance cleaned a lane 
through the crowd. A cool surgeon slipped into the midst of affairs. 

“How do you feel, old man?” asked the surgeon, stooping easily to 
his task. The princess of silks and satins wiped a red drop or two from 
Raggles’s brow with a fragrant cobweb. 

“Me?” said Raggles, with a seraphic smile, “I feel fine.” 
He had found the heart of his new city. 
In three days they let him leave his cot for the convalescent ward in 

the hospital. He had been in there an hour when the attendants heard 
sounds of conflict. Upon investigation they found that Raggles had 
assaulted and damaged a brother convalescent—a glowering transient 
whom a freight train collision had sent in to be patched up. 

“What’s all this about?” inquired the head nurse. 
“He was runnin’ down me town,” said Raggles. 
“What town?” asked the nurse. 
“Noo York,” said Raggles. 
 

Law and Order 
 
I FOUND myself in Texas recently, revisiting old places and vistas. At a 
sheep ranch where I had sojourned many years ago, I stopped for a week. 
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And, as all visitors do, I heartily plunged into the business at hand, which 
happened to be that of dipping the sheep. 

Now, this process is so different from ordinary human baptism that it 
deserves a word of itself. A vast iron cauldron with half the fires of 
Avernus beneath 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 scorch 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 compound. 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 an incline into a corral and dry or die, as the 
state of their constitutions may decree. If you ever caught an able-bodied, 
two-year-old mutton by the hind legs and felt the 750 volts of kicking 
that he can send though 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 charco after the dipping, glad for the 
welcome inanition and pure contact with the earth after our muscle-
racking labours. The flock was a small one, and we finished at three in 
the afternoon; so Bud brought from the morral on his saddle horn, coffee 
and a coffeepot 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 trabajadores. 

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. 

Bud noticed my precautionary movement and smiled sarcastically 
and sorrowfully. 
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“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 in the back; and even then it’s 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 quart 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. “You know 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? All we get is orders; and the laws go out of the 
state. Them legislators set up there at Austin and don’t do 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 evening 
after work and light up and get an education and go to work and make 
laws to repeal aforesaid laws. Me, I’m for the old days when law and 
order meant what they said. A law was a law, and a order was 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 Kirkman, 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 kings. 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 
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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, for he married her one day before 
the caballard started back, and went over on Canada Verde and set up a 
ranch of his own. I’m skipping over the sentimental stuff on purpose, 
because I never saw or wanted to see any of it. And Luke takes me along 
with him because we was old friends and I handled cattle to suit him. 

“I’m skipping over much what followed, because I never saw or 
wanted to see any of it—but three years afterward there was a boy kid 
stumbling and blubbering around the galleries and floors of Luke’s 
ranch. I never had no use for kids; but it seems they did. And I’m 
skipping over much what followed until one day out to the ranch drives 
in hacks and buckboards a lot of Mrs. Summers’s friends from the 
East—a sister or so and two or three men. One looked like an uncle to 
somebody; and one looked like nothing; and the other one had on 
corkscrew pants and spoke in a tone of voice. I never liked a man who 
spoke in a tone of voice. 

“I’m skipping over much what followed; but one afternoon when I 
rides up to the ranch house to get some orders about a drove of beeves 
that was to be shipped, I hears something like a popgun go off. I waits at 
the hitching rack, not wishing to intrude on private affairs. In a little 
while Luke comes out and gives some orders to some of his Mexican 
hands, and they go and hitch up sundry and divers vehicles; and mighty 
soon out comes one of the sisters or so and some of the two or three men. 
But two of the two or thee 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 Encinal 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. 
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“‘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 country.’ 

“‘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 lawyer hands him a 
folded document. And Luke writes him out a check. 

“On the sidewalk Luke holds up the paper to me and puts a finger the 
size of a kitchen door latch on it and says: 

“‘Decree of ab-so-lute divorce with cus-to-dy of the child.’ 
“‘Skipping over much what has happened of which I know nothing,’ 

says I, ‘it looks to me like a split. Couldn’t the lawyer man have made it 
a strike for you?’ 

“‘Bud,’ says he, in a pained style, ‘that child is the one thing I have to 
live for. She may go; but the boy is mine!—think of it—I have cus-to-dy 
of the child.’ 

“‘All right,’ says I. ‘If it’s the law, let’s abide by it. But I think,’ says 
I, ‘that Judge Simmons might have used exemplary clemency, or 
whatever is the legal term, in our case.’ 

“You see, I wasn’t inveigled much into the desirableness of having 
infants around a ranch, except the kind that feed themselves and sell for 
so much on the hoof when they grow up. But Luke was struck with that 
sort of parental foolishness that I never could understand. All the way 
riding from the station back to the ranch, he kept pulling that decree out 
of his pocket and laying his finger on the back of it and reading off to me 
the sum and substance of it. ‘Cus-to-dy of the child, Bud,’ says he. 
‘Don’t forget it—cus-to-dy of the child.’ 

“But when we hits the ranch we finds our decree of court obviated, 
nolle prossed, 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 for the nearest station with her 
trunks and the youngster. 

“Luke takes out his decree once more and reads off its emoluments. 
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“‘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 Simmons,’ goes on Luke, ‘is a incorporated officer of the 
law. She can’t take the boy away. He belongs to me by statutes passed 
and approved by the state of Texas.’ 

“‘And he’s removed from the jurisdiction of mundane mandamuses,’ 
says I, ‘by the unearthly statutes of female partiality. Let us praise the 
Lord and be thankful for whatever small mercies—’ I begins; 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 all the tele-

graphing that the wires’ll stand, and we’ve got these city rangers they 
call detectives on the lookout. In the meantime, Bud,’ says he, ‘we’ll round 
up them cows on Brush Creek, and wait for the law to take its course.’” 

And after that we never alluded to allusions, as you might say. 
“Skipping over much what happened in the next twelve years, Luke 

was made sheriff of Mojada County. He made me his office deputy. 
Now, don’t get in your mind no wrong apparitions of a office deputy 
doing 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 sheriff in 
the rear while he was adding up mileage at his desk in front. And in them 
days I had qualifications for the job. And there was law and order in 
Mojada County, and schoolbooks, and all the whiskey you wanted, and 
the Government built its own battleships instead of collecting nickels 
from the school children to do it with. And, as I say, there was law and 
order instead of enactments and restrictions such as disfigure our umpire 
state to-day. We had our office at Bildad, the county seat, from which we 
emerged forth on necessary occasions to soothe whatever fracases and 
unrest that might occur in our jurisdiction. 

“Skipping over much what happened while me and Luke was sheriff, 
I want to give you an idea of how the law was respected in them days. 
Luke was what you would call one of the most conscious men in the 
world. He never knew much book law, but he had the inner emoluments 

140 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

© 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2010 Tantor  



of justice and mercy inculcated into his system. If a respectable citizen 
shot a Mexican or held up a train and cleaned out the safe in the express 
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 somebody steal a horse (unless it was a Spanish pony), or cut a 
wire fence, or otherwise impair the peace and indignity of Mojada County, 
Luke and me would be on ’em with habeas corpuses and smokeless 
powder and all the modern inventions of equity and etiquette. 

“We certainly had our county on a basis of lawfulness. I’ve known 
persons of Eastern classification with little spotted caps and buttoned-up 
shoes to get off the train at Bildad and eat sandwiches at the railroad 
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 kind 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 yellow house with lattice-work under the porch and 
have hens scratching in the yard. The one main thing in his mind seemed 
to be the yard. 

“‘Bud,’ he says to me, ‘by instinct and sentiment I’m a contractor. I 
want to be a contractor. That’s what I’ll be when I get out of office.’ 

“‘What kind of a contractor?’ says I. ‘It sounds like a kind of a 
business to me. You ain’t going to haul cement or establish branches or 
work on a railroad, are you?’ 

“‘You don’t understand,’ says Luke. ‘I’m tired of space and horizons 
and territory and distances and things like that. What I want is reasonable 
contraction. I want a yard with a fence around it that you can go out and 
set on after supper and listen to whip-poor-wills,’ says Luke. 

“That’s the kind of a man he was. He was home-like, although he’d 
had bad luck in such investments. But he never talked about them times 
on the ranch. It seemed like he’d forgotten about it. I wondered how, 
with his ideas of yards and chickens and notions of lattice-work, he’d 
seemed to have got out of his mind that kid of his that had been taken 
away from him, unlawful, in spite of his decree of court. But he wasn’t a 
man you could ask about such things as he didn’t refer to in his own 
conversation. 
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“I reckon he’d put all his emotions and ideas into being sheriff. I’ve 
read in books about men that was disappointed in these poetic and fine-
haired and high-collared affairs with ladies renouncing truck of that kind 
and wrapping themselves up into some occupation like painting pictures, 
or herding sheep, or science, 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 rounding up horse thieves and in making 
Mojada County a safe place to sleep in if you was well armed and not 
afraid of requisitions 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 
looking 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 suits 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. 

“I walked down to the depot to keep an eye on 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 the platform ready to shoot all 
antelope, lions, or private citizens that might endeavour to molest or 
come too near him. He was a good-looking kid; only he was like all them 
tenderfoots—he didn’t know a law-and-order town when he saw it. 

“By and by along comes Pedro Johnson, the proprietor of the Crystal 
Palace chili-con-carne stand in Bildad. Pedro was a man who liked to 
amuse himself; so he kind of herd rides this youngster, laughing at him, 
tickled to death. I was too far away to hear, but the kid seems to mention 
some remarks to Pedro, and Pedro goes up and slaps him about nine feet 
away, and laughs harder than ever. And then the boy gets up quicker than 
he fell and jerks out his little pearl-handle, and—bing! bing! bing! Pedro 
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gets it three times in special and treasured portions of his carcass. I saw 
the dust fly off his clothes every time the bullets hit. Sometimes them 
little thirty-twos cause worry at close range. 

“The engine bell was ringing, and the train starting off slow. I goes 
up to the kid and places him under arrest, and takes away his gun. But 
the first thing I knew that caballard of capitalists makes a break for the 
train. One of ’em hesitates in front of me for a second, and kind of smiles 
and shoves his hand up against my chin, and I sort of laid down on the 
platform and took a nap. I never was afraid of guns; but I don’t want any 
person except a barber to take liberties like that with my face again. 
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 gives the address of some hombre 
called Scudder in New York City. 

“‘Bud,’ says Luke, ‘I’m going 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 respectable 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 away, and 
you and me will take the six forty-five northbound to-morrow evening 
and follow up this trail.’ 

“‘I’m your company,’ says I. ‘I never see this New York, but I’d like 
to. But, Luke,’ says I, ‘don’t you have to have a dispensation or a habeas 
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corpus or something from the state, when you reach out that far for rich 
men and malefactors?’ 

“‘Did I have a requisition,’ says Luke, ‘when I went over into the 
Brazos bottoms and brought back Bill Grimes and two more for holding 
up the International? Did me and you have a search warrant or a posse 
comitatus when we rounded up them six Mexican cow thieves down in 
Hidalgo? It’s my business to keep order in Mojada County.’ 

“‘And it’s my business as office deputy,’ says I, ‘to see that business 
is carried on according to law. Between us both we ought to keep things 
pretty well cleaned up.’ 

“So, the next day, Luke packs a blanket and some collars and his 
mileage book in a haversack, and him and me hits the breeze for New 
York. It was a powerful long ride. The seats in the cars was too short for 
six-footers like us to sleep comfortable on; and the conductor had to keep 
us from getting off at every town that had five-story houses in it. But we 
got there finally; and we seemed to see right away that he was right about 
it. 

“‘Luke,’ says I, ‘as office deputy and from a law standpoint, 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 appointed authorities from Bildad to Jerusalem.’ 

“‘Amen,’ says I. ‘But let’s turn our trick sudden, and ride. I don’t 
like the looks of this place.’ 

“‘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,’ says I. ‘But the law will not 
be balked at a quibble like that.’ 

“We put up at one of them big hotels on Broadway. The next morning 
I goes down about 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 hunting 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. 
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“‘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 I’m used to going hungry when I have to. Now,’ says he, ‘I’m going 
out and get a hack and ride down to the address on this Scudder card. 
You stay here and try to hustle some grub. But I doubt if you’ll find it. I 
wish we’d brought along some cornmeal and bacon and beans. I’ll be 
back when I see this Scudder, if the trail ain’t wiped out.’ 

“So I starts foraging for breakfast. For the honour of old Mojada 
County I didn’t want to seem green to them abolitionists, so every time I 
turned a corner in them marble halls I went up to the first desk or counter 
I see and looks around for grub. If I didn’t see what I wanted I asked for 
something else. In about half an hour I had a dozen cigars, five story 
magazines, and seven or eight railroad time-tables in my pockets, and 
never a smell of coffee or bacon to point out the trail. 

“Once a lady sitting at a table and playing a game kind of like 
pushpin told me to go into a closet that she called Number 3. I went in 
and shut the door, and the blamed thing lit itself up. I set down on a stool 
before a shelf and waited. Thinks I, ‘This is a private dining-room.’ But 
no waiter never came. When I got to sweating good and hard, I goes out 
again. 

“‘Did you get what you wanted?’ says she. 
“‘No, ma’am,’ says I. ‘Not a bite.’ 
“‘Then there’s no charge,’ says she. 
“‘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. Johnson, of 
Bildad, for?’ 
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“And may I ask who you are?’ says he. 
“‘You may,’ says I. ‘Go 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 suffice.’ 

“We talk awhile about the sundries of life and then he says: 
“‘What are you going to do about that shooting? I had a right to 

shoot that man,’ says he. ‘He called me names that I couldn’t overlook, 
and then he struck me. He carried a gun, too. What else could I do?’ 

“‘We’ll have to take you back to Texas,’ says I. 
“‘I’d like to go back,’ says the boy, with a kind of a grin—‘if it 

wasn’t on an occasion of this kind. It’s the life I like. I’ve always wanted 
to ride and shoot and live in the open air ever since I can remember.’ 

“‘Who was this gang of stout parties you took this trip with?’ I asks. 
“‘My stepfather,’ says he, ‘and some business partners of his in some 

Mexican mining and land schemes.’ 
“‘I saw you shoot Pedro Johnson,’ says I, ‘and I took that little 

popgun away from you that you did it with. And when I did so I noticed 
three or four little scars in a row over your right eyebrow. You’ve been 
in rookus before, haven’t you?’ 

“‘I’ve had these scars ever since I can remember,’ says he. ‘I don’t 
know how they came there.’ 

“‘Was you ever in Texas before?’ says I. 
“‘Not that I remember of,’ says he. ‘But I thought I had when we 

struck the prairie country. But I guess I hadn’t.’ 
“‘Have you got a mother?’ I asks. 
“‘She died five years ago,’ says he. 
“Skipping over the most of what followed—when Luke came back I 

turned the kid over to him. He 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 detectives, and 
marches the whole outfit of us to what they call a magistrate’s court. They 
accuse Luke of attempted kidnapping, and ask him what he has to say. 
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“‘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 criminal; 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 at 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 Summers. 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: 
“‘Your Honor, the aforesaid defendant, Mr. Luke Summers, sheriff 

of Mojada County, Texas, is as fine a man as ever threw a rope or upheld 
the statutes and codicils of the greatest state in the Union. But he—’ 

“The judge hits his table with a wooden hammer and asks who I am. 
“‘Bud Oakley,’ says I. ‘Office deputy of the sheriff’s office of 

Mojada County, Texas. Representing,’ says I, ‘the Law. Luke Summers,’ 
I goes on, ‘represents Order. And if Your Honor will give me about ten 
minutes in private talk, I’ll explain the whole thing to you, and show you 
the equitable and legal requisition papers which I carry in my pocket.’ 

“The judge kind of half smiles and says he will talk with me in his 
private room. In there I put the whole thing up to him in such language as 
I had, and when we goes outside, he announces the verdict that the young 
man is delivered into the hands of the Texas authorities; and calls the 
next case. 

“Skipping over much of what happened on the way back, I’ll tell you 
how the thing wound up in Bildad. 

“When we got the prisoner in the sheriff’s office, I says to Luke: 
“‘You, remember that kid of yours—that two-year old that they stole 

away from you when the bust-up come?’ 
“Luke looks black and angry. He’d never let anybody talk to him 

about that business, and he never mentioned it himself. 
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“‘Toe the mark,’ says I. ‘Do you remember when he was toddling 
around on the porch and fell down on a pair of Mexican spurs and cut 
four little holes over his right eye? Look at the prisoner,’ says I, ‘look at 
his nose and the shape of his head and—why, you old fool, don’t you 
know your own son?—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 away. 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 his 
mind—‘I’ve got something here in my desk—I reckon it’ll hold legal 
yet—I’ve looked at it a thousand times—“Cus-to-dy of the child,” 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 pieces. 
“‘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 York. I took it along when 
we went, because I was office deputy and knew the law.’ 

“‘I’ve got him back,’ says Luke. ‘He’s mine again. I never thought—’ 
“‘Wait a minute,’ says I. ‘We’ve got to have law and order. You and 

me have got to preserve ’em both in Mojada County according to our 
oath and conscience. The kid shot Pedro Johnson, one of Bildad’s most 
prominent and—’ 

“‘Oh, hell!’ says Luke. ‘That don’t amount to anything. That fellow 
was half Mexican, anyhow.’” 

 
Hearts and Hands 
 
AT Denver there was an influx of passengers into the coaches on the 
eastbound B. & M. express. In one coach there sat a very pretty young 
woman dressed in elegant taste and surrounded by all the luxurious 
comforts of an experienced traveler. Among the newcomers were two 
young men, one of handsome presence with a bold, frank countenance 
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and manner; the other a ruffled, glum-faced person, heavily built and 
roughly dressed. The two were handcuffed together. 

As they passed down the aisle of the coach the only vacant seat 
offered was a reversed one facing the attractive young woman. Here the 
linked couple seated themselves. The young woman’s glance fell upon 
them with a distant, swift disinterest; then with a lovely smile brightening 
her countenance and a tender pink tingeing her rounded cheeks, she held 
out a little gray-gloved hand. When she spoke her voice, full, sweet, and 
deliberate, proclaimed that its owner was accustomed to speak and be 
heard. 

“Well, Mr. Easton, if you will make me speak first, I suppose I must. 
Don’t you ever recognize old friends when you meet them in the West?” 

The younger man roused himself sharply at the sound of her voice, 
seemed to struggle with a slight embarrassment which he threw off 
instantly, and then clasped her fingers with his left hand. 

“It’s Miss Fairchild,” he said, with a smile. “I’ll ask you to excuse 
the other hand; “it’s otherwise engaged just at present.” 

He slightly raised his right hand, bound at the wrist by the shining 
“bracelet” to the left one of his companion. The glad look in the girl’s 
eyes slowly changed to a bewildered horror. The glow faded from her 
cheeks. Her lips parted in a vague, relaxing distress. Easton, with a little 
laugh, as if amused, was about to speak again when the other forestalled 
him. The glum-faced man had been watching the girl’s countenance with 
veiled glances from his keen, shrewd eyes. 

“You’ll excuse me for speaking, miss, but, I see you’re acquainted 
with the marshall here. If you’ll ask him to speak a word for me when we 
get to the pen he’ll do it, and it’ll make things easier for me there. He’s 
taking me to Leavenworth prison. It’s seven years for counterfeiting.” 

“Oh!” said the girl, with a deep breath and returning color. “So that 
is what you are doing out here? A marshal!” 

“My dear Miss Fairchild,” said Easton, calmly, “I had to do some-
thing. Money has a way of taking wings unto itself, and you know it 
takes money to keep step with our crowd in Washington. I saw this 
opening in the West, and—well, a marshalship isn’t quite as high a 
position as that of ambassador, but—” 
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“The ambassador,” said the girl, warmly, “doesn’t call any more. He 
needn’t ever have done so. You ought to know that. And so now you are 
one of these dashing Western heroes, and you ride and shoot and go into 
all kinds of dangers. That’s different from the Washington life. You have 
been missed from the old crowd.” 

The girl’s eyes, fascinated, went back, widening a little, to rest upon 
the glittering handcuffs. 

“Don’t you worry about them, miss,” said the other man. “All 
marshals handcuff themselves to their prisoners to keep them from 
getting away. Mr. Easton knows his business.” 

“Will we see you again soon in Washington?” asked the girl. 
“Not soon, I think,” said Easton. “My butterfly days are over, I fear.” 
“I love the West,” said the girl irrelevantly. Her eyes were shining 

softly. She looked away out the car window. She began to speak truly 
and simply without the gloss of style and manner: “Mamma and I spent 
the summer in Denver. She went home a week ago because father was 
slightly ill. I could live and be happy in the West. I think the air here agrees 
with me. Money isn’t everything. But people always misunderstand 
things and remain stupid—” 

“Say, Mr. Marshal,” growled the glum-faced man. “This isn’t quite 
fair. I’m needing a drink, and haven’t had a smoke all day. Haven’t you 
talked long enough? Take me in the smoker now, won’t you? I’m half 
dead for a pipe.” 

The bound travelers rose to their feet, Easton with the same slow 
smile on his face. 

“I can’t deny a petition for tobacco,” he said, lightly. “It’s the one 
friend of the unfortunate. Good-bye, Miss Fairchild. Duty calls, you 
know.” He held out his hand for a farewell. 

“It’s too bad you are not going East,” she said, reclothing herself 
with manner and style. “But you must go on to Leavenworth, I suppose?” 

“Yes,” said Easton, “I must go on to Leavenworth.” 
The two men sidled down the aisle into the smoker. 
The two passengers in a seat near by had heard most of the 

conversation. Said one of them: “That marshal’s a good sort of chap. 
Some of these Western fellows are all right.” 

“Pretty young to hold an office like that, isn’t he?” asked the other. 
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“Young!” exclaimed the first speaker, “why—Oh! didn’t you catch 
on? Say—did you ever know an officer to handcuff a prisoner to his 
right hand?” 

 
The Ransom of Red Chief 
 
IT looked like a good thing: but wait till I tell you. We were down South, 
in Alabama—Bill Driscoll and myself—when this kidnapping idea 
struck us. It was, as Bill afterward expressed it, “during a moment of 
temporary mental apparition”; but we didn’t find that out till later.  

There was a town down there, as flat as a flannel-cake, and called 
Summit, of course. It contained inhabitants of as undeleterious and self-
satisfied a class of peasantry as ever clustered around a Maypole.  

Bill and me had a joint capital of about six hundred dollars, and we 
needed just two thousand dollars more to pull off a fraudulent town-lot 
scheme in Western Illinois with. We talked it over on the front steps  
of the hotel. Philoprogenitiveness, says we, is strong in semi-rural 
communities; therefore and for other reasons, a kidnapping project ought 
to do better there than in the radius of newspapers that send reporters out 
in plain clothes to stir up talk about such things. We knew that Summit 
couldn’t get after us with anything stronger than constables and maybe 
some lackadaisical bloodhounds and a diatribe or two in the Weekly 
Farmers’ Budget. So, it looked good.  

We selected for our victim the only child of a prominent citizen named 
Ebenezer Dorset. The father was respectable and tight, a mortgage fancier 
and a stern, upright collection-plate passer and forecloser. The kid was a 
boy of ten, with bas-relief freckles, and hair the colour of the cover of the 
magazine you buy at the newsstand when you want to catch a train. Bill 
and me figured that Ebenezer would melt down for a ransom of two 
thousand dollars to a cent. But wait till I tell you.  

About two miles from Summit was a little mountain, covered with a 
dense cedar brake. On the rear elevation of this mountain was a cave. 
There we stored provisions. One evening after sundown, we drove in a 
buggy past old Dorset’s house. The kid was in the street, throwing rocks 
at a kitten on the opposite fence.  
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“Hey, little boy!” says Bill, “would you like to have a bag of candy 
and a nice ride?”  

The boy catches Bill neatly in the eye with a piece of brick.  
“That will cost the old man an extra five hundred dollars,” says Bill, 

climbing over the wheel.  
That boy put up a fight like a welter-weight cinnamon bear; but, at 

last, we got him down in the bottom of the buggy and drove away. We 
took him up to the cave and I hitched the horse in the cedar brake. After 
dark I drove the buggy to the little village, three miles away, where we 
had hired it, and walked back to the mountain.  

Bill was pasting court-plaster over the scratches and bruises on his 
features. There was a fire burning behind the big rock at the entrance of 
the cave, and the boy was watching a pot of boiling coffee, with two 
buzzard tail-feathers stuck in his red hair. He points a stick at me when I 
come up, and says:  

“Ha! cursed paleface, do you dare to enter the camp of Red Chief, 
the terror of the plains?” 

“He’s all right now,” says Bill, rolling up his trousers and examining 
some bruises on his shins. “We’re playing Indian. We’re making Buffalo 
Bill’s show look like magic-lantern views of Palestine in the town hall. 
I’m Old Hank, the Trapper, Red Chief’s captive, and I’m to be scalped at 
daybreak. By Geronimo! that kid can kick hard.”  

Yes, sir, that boy seemed to be having the time of his life. The fun of 
camping out in a cave had made him forget that he was a captive himself. 
He immediately christened me Snake-eye, the Spy, and announced that, 
when his braves returned from the warpath, I was to be broiled at the 
stake at the rising of the sun.  

Then we had supper; and he filled his mouth full of bacon and bread 
and gravy, and began to talk. He made a during-dinner speech something 
like this:  

“I like this fine. I never camped out before; but I had a pet ’possum 
once, and I was nine last birthday. I hate to go to school. Rats ate up 
sixteen of Jimmy Talbot’s aunt’s speckled hen’s eggs. Are there any real 
Indians in these woods? I want some more gravy. Does the trees moving 
make the wind blow? We had five puppies. What makes your nose so 
red, Hank? My father has lots of money. Are the stars hot? I whipped Ed 
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Walker twice, Saturday. I don’t like girls. You dassent catch toads unless 
with a string. Do oxen make any noise? Why are oranges round? Have 
you got beds to sleep on in this cave? Amos Murray has got six toes. A 
parrot can talk, but a monkey or a fish can’t. How many does it take to 
make twelve?”  

Every few minutes he would remember that he was a pesky redskin, 
and pick up his stick rifle and tiptoe to the mouth of the cave to rubber 
for the scouts of the hated paleface. Now and then he would let out a 
war-whoop that made Old Hank the Trapper shiver. That boy had Bill 
terrorized from the start.  

“Red Chief,” says I to the kid, “would you like to go home?”  
“Aw, what for?” says he. “I don’t have any fun at home. I hate to go 

to school. I like to camp out. You won’t take me back home again, 
Snake-eye, will you?”  

“Not right away,” says I. “We’ll stay here in the cave a while.”  
“All right!” says he. “That’ll be fine. I never had such fun in all my 

life.”  
We went to bed about eleven o’clock. We spread down some wide 

blankets and quilts and put Red Chief between us. We weren’t afraid 
he’d run away. He kept us awake for three hours, jumping up and 
reaching for his rifle and screeching: “Hist! pard,” in mine and Bill’s 
ears, as the fancied crackle of a twig or the rustle of a leaf revealed to his 
young imagination the stealthy approach of the outlaw band. At last, I 
fell into a troubled sleep, and dreamed that I had been kidnapped and 
chained to a tree by a ferocious pirate with red hair.  

Just at daybreak, I was awakened by a series of awful screams from 
Bill. They weren’t yells, or howls, or shouts, or whoops, or yawps, such 
as you’d expect from a manly set of vocal organs—they were simply 
indecent, terrifying, humiliating screams, such as women emit when they 
see ghosts or caterpillars. It’s an awful thing to hear a strong, desperate, 
fat man scream incontinently in a cave at daybreak.  

I jumped up to see what the matter was. Red Chief was sitting on 
Bill’s chest, with one hand twined in Bill’s hair. In the other he had the 
sharp case-knife we used for slicing bacon; and he was industriously and 
realistically trying to take Bill’s scalp, according to the sentence that had 
been pronounced upon him the evening before.  
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I got the knife away from the kid and made him lie down again. But, 
from that moment, Bill’s spirit was broken. He laid down on his side of 
the bed, but he never closed an eye again in sleep as long as that boy was 
with us. I dozed off for a while, but along toward sun-up I remembered 
that Red Chief had said I was to be burned at the stake at the rising of the 
sun. I wasn’t nervous or afraid; but I sat up and lit my pipe and leaned 
against a rock.  

“What you getting up so soon for, Sam?” asked Bill.  
“Me?” says I. “Oh, I got a kind of a pain in my shoulder. I thought 

sitting up would rest it.”  
“You’re a liar!” says Bill. “You’re afraid. You was to be burned at 

sunrise, and you was afraid he’d do it. And he would, too, if he could 
find a match. Ain’t it awful, Sam? Do you think anybody will pay out 
money to get a little imp like that back home?”  

“Sure,” said I. “A rowdy kid like that is just the kind that parents 
dote on. Now, you and the Chief get up and cook breakfast, while I go up 
on the top of this mountain and reconnoitre.”  

I went up on the peak of the little mountain and ran my eye over the 
contiguous vicinity. Over toward Summit I expected to see the sturdy 
yeomanry of the village armed with scythes and pitchforks beating the 
countryside for the dastardly kidnappers. But what I saw was a peaceful 
landscape dotted with one man ploughing with a dun mule. Nobody was 
dragging the creek; no couriers dashed hither and yon, bringing tidings of 
no news to the distracted parents. There was a sylvan attitude of somnolent 
sleepiness pervading that section of the external outward surface of 
Alabama that lay exposed to my view. “Perhaps,” says I to myself, “it 
has not yet been discovered that the wolves have borne away the tender 
lambkin from the fold. Heaven help the wolves!” says I, and I went down 
the mountain to breakfast.  

When I got to the cave I found Bill backed up against the side of it, 
breathing hard, and the boy threatening to smash him with a rock half as 
big as a cocoanut.  

“He put a red-hot boiled potato down my back,” explained Bill, “and 
then mashed it with his foot; and I boxed his ears. Have you got a gun 
about you, Sam?”  
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I took the rock away from the boy and kind of patched up the 
argument. “I’ll fix you,” says the kid to Bill. “No man ever yet struck the 
Red Chief but what he got paid for it. You better beware!”  

After breakfast the kid takes a piece of leather with strings wrapped 
around it out of his pocket and goes outside the cave unwinding it.  

“What’s he up to now?” says Bill, anxiously. “You don’t think he’ll 
run away, do you, Sam?”  

“No fear of it,” says I. “He don’t seem to be much of a home body. 
But we’ve got to fix up some plan about the ransom. There don’t seem to 
be much excitement around Summit on account of his disappearance; but 
maybe they haven’t realized yet that he’s gone. His folks may think he’s 
spending the night with Aunt Jane or one of the neighbours. Anyhow, 
he’ll be missed to-day. To-night we must get a message to his father 
demanding the two thousand dollars for his return.”  

Just then we heard a kind of war-whoop, such as David might have 
emitted when he knocked out the champion Goliath. It was a sling that 
Red Chief had pulled out of his pocket, and he was whirling it around his 
head.  

I dodged, and heard a heavy thud and a kind of a sigh from Bill, like 
a horse gives out when you take his saddle off. A niggerhead rock the 
size of an egg had caught Bill just behind his left ear. He loosened 
himself all over and fell in the fire across the frying pan of hot water for 
washing the dishes. I dragged him out and poured cold water on his head 
for half an hour.  

By and by, Bill sits up and feels behind his ear and says: “Sam, do 
you know who my favourite Biblical character is?”  

“Take it easy,” says I. “You’ll come to your senses presently.”  
“King Herod,” says he. “You won’t go away and leave me here 

alone, will you, Sam?”  
I went out and caught that boy and shook him until his freckles 

rattled.  
“If you don’t behave,” says I, “I’ll take you straight home. Now, are 

you going to be good, or not?”  
“I was only funning,” says he sullenly. “I didn’t mean to hurt Old 

Hank. But what did he hit me for? I’ll behave, Snake-eye, if you won’t 
send me home, and if you’ll let me play the Black Scout to-day.”  
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“I don’t know the game,” says I. “That’s for you and Mr. Bill to 
decide. He’s your playmate for the day. I’m going away for a while, on 
business. Now, you come in and make friends with him and say you are 
sorry for hurting him, or home you go, at once.”  

I made him and Bill shake hands, and then I took Bill aside and told 
him I was going to Poplar Cove, a little village three miles from the cave, 
and find out what I could about how the kidnapping had been regarded in 
Summit. Also, I thought it best to send a peremptory letter to old man 
Dorset that day, demanding the ransom and dictating how it should be 
paid.  

“You know, Sam,” says Bill, “I’ve stood by you without batting an 
eye in earthquakes, fire and flood—in poker games, dynamite outrages, 
police raids, train robberies and cyclones. I never lost my nerve yet till 
we kidnapped that two-legged skyrocket of a kid. He’s got me going. 
You won’t leave me long with him, will you, Sam?”  

“I’ll be back some time this afternoon,” says I. “You must keep the 
boy amused and quiet till I return. And now we’ll write the letter to old 
Dorset.”  

Bill and I got paper and pencil and worked on the letter while Red 
Chief, with a blanket wrapped around him, strutted up and down, guarding 
the mouth of the cave. Bill begged me tearfully to make the ransom fifteen 
hundred dollars instead of two thousand. “I ain’t attempting,” says he, “to 
decry the celebrated moral aspect of parental affection, but we’re dealing 
with humans, and it ain’t human for anybody to give up two thousand 
dollars for that forty-pound chunk of freckled wildcat. I’m willing to take a 
chance at fifteen hundred dollars. You can charge the difference up to me.”  

So, to relieve Bill, I acceded, and we collaborated a letter that ran 
this way:  
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EBENEZER DORSET, ESQ.: 
We have your boy concealed in a place far from Summit. It is useless for 

you or the most skilful detectives to attempt to find him. Absolutely, the only 
terms on which you can have him restored to you are these: We demand fifteen 
hundred dollars in large bills for his return; the money to be left at midnight to-
night at the same spot and in the same box as your reply—as hereinafter 
described. If you agree to these terms, send your answer in writing by a solitary 
messenger to-night at half-past eight o’clock. After crossing Owl Creek, on the 
road to Poplar Cove, there are three large trees about a hundred yards apart, 
close to the fence of the wheat field on the right-hand side. At the bottom of the 
fence-post, opposite the third tree, will be found a small pasteboard box.  

The messenger will place the answer in this box and return immediately to 
Summit.  

If you attempt any treachery or fail to comply with our demand as stated, 
you will never see your boy again.  

If you pay the money as demanded, he will be returned to you safe and well 
within three hours. These terms are final, and if you do not accede to them no 
further communication will be attempted.  

TWO DESPERATE MEN.  
 
I addressed this letter to Dorset, and put it in my pocket. As I was 

about to start, the kid comes up to me and says:  
“Aw, Snake-eye, you said I could play the Black Scout while you 

was gone.”  
“Play it, of course,” says I. “Mr. Bill will play with you. What kind 

of a game is it?”  
“I’m the Black Scout,” says Red Chief, “and I have to ride to the 

stockade to warn the settlers that the Indians are coming. I’m tired of 
playing Indian myself. I want to be the Black Scout.”  

“All right,” says I. “It sounds harmless to me. I guess Mr. Bill will 
help you foil the pesky savages.”  

“What am I to do?” asks Bill, looking at the kid suspiciously.  
“You are the hoss,” says Black Scout. “Get down on your hands and 

knees. How can I ride to the stockade without a hoss?”  
“You’d better keep him interested,” said I, “till we get the scheme 

going. Loosen up.”  
Bill gets down on his all fours, and a look comes in his eye like a 

rabbit’s when you catch it in a trap.  
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“How far is it to the stockade, kid?” he asks, in a husky manner of 
voice.  

“Ninety miles,” says the Black Scout. “And you have to hump 
yourself to get there on time. Whoa, now!”  

The Black Scout jumps on Bill’s back and digs his heels in his side.  
“For Heaven’s sake,” says Bill, “hurry back, Sam, as soon as you 

can. I wish we hadn’t made the ransom more than a thousand. Say, you 
quit kicking me or I’ll get up and warm you good.”  

I walked over to Poplar Cove and sat around the post-office and store, 
talking with the chawbacons that came in to trade. One whiskerando says 
that he hears Summit is all upset on account of Elder Ebenezer Dorset’s 
boy having been lost or stolen. That was all I wanted to know. I bought 
some smoking tobacco, referred casually to the price of black-eyed peas, 
posted my letter surreptitiously and came away. The postmaster said the 
mail-carrier would come by in an hour to take the mail on to Summit.  

When I got back to the cave Bill and the boy were not to be found. I 
explored the vicinity of the cave, and risked a yodel or two, but there was 
no response.  

So I lighted my pipe and sat down on a mossy bank to await 
developments.  

In about half an hour I heard the bushes rustle, and Bill wabbled out 
into the little glade in front of the cave. Behind him was the kid, stepping 
softly like a scout, with a broad grin on his face. Bill stopped, took off 
his hat and wiped his face with a red handkerchief. The kid stopped 
about eight feet behind him.  

“Sam,” says Bill, “I suppose you’ll think I’m a renegade, but I 
couldn’t help it. I’m a grown person with masculine proclivities and 
habits of self-defense, but there is a time when all systems of egotism 
and predominance fail. The boy is gone. I have sent him home. All is off. 
There was martyrs in old times,” goes on Bill, “that suffered death rather 
than give up the particular graft they enjoyed. None of ’em ever was 
subjugated to such supernatural tortures as I have been. I tried to be 
faithful to our articles of depredation; but there came a limit.”  

“What’s the trouble, Bill?” I asks him.  
“I was rode,” says Bill, “the ninety miles to the stockade, not barring 

an inch. Then, when the settlers was rescued, I was given oats. Sand ain’t 
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a palatable substitute. And then, for an hour I had to try to explain to him 
why there was nothin’ in holes, how a road can run both ways and what 
makes the grass green. I tell you, Sam, a human can only stand so much. 
I takes him by the neck of his clothes and drags him down the mountain. 
On the way he kicks my legs black-and-blue from the knees down; and 
I’ve got to have two or three bites on my thumb and hand cauterized.  

“But he’s gone”—continues Bill—“gone home. I showed him the 
road to Summit and kicked him about eight feet nearer there at one kick. 
I’m sorry we lose the ransom; but it was either that or Bill Driscoll to the 
madhouse.”  

Bill is puffing and blowing, but there is a look of ineffable peace and 
growing content on his rose-pink features.  

“Bill,” says I, “there isn’t any heart disease in your family, is there?”  
“No,” says Bill, “nothing chronic except malaria and accidents. Why?”  
“Then you might turn around,” says I, “and have a look behind you.”  
Bill turns and sees the boy, and loses his complexion and sits down 

plump on the round and begins to pluck aimlessly at grass and little 
sticks. For an hour I was afraid for his mind. And then I told him that my 
scheme was to put the whole job through immediately and that we would 
get the ransom and be off with it by midnight if old Dorset fell in with 
our proposition. So Bill braced up enough to give the kid a weak sort of a 
smile and a promise to play the Russian in a Japanese war with him is 
soon as he felt a little better.  

I had a scheme for collecting that ransom without danger of being 
caught by counterplots that ought to commend itself to professional 
kidnappers. The tree under which the answer was to be left—and the 
money later on—was close to the road fence with big, bare fields on all 
sides. If a gang of constables should be watching for any one to come for 
the note they could see him a long way off crossing the fields or in the 
road. But no, sirree! At half-past eight I was up in that tree as well 
hidden as a tree toad, waiting for the messenger to arrive.  

Exactly on time, a half-grown boy rides up the road on a bicycle, 
locates the pasteboard box at the foot of the fence-post, slips a folded 
piece of paper into it and pedals away again back toward Summit.  

I waited an hour and then concluded the thing was square. I slid 
down the tree, got the note, slipped along the fence till I struck the 
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woods, and was back at the cave in another half an hour. I opened the 
note, got near the lantern and read it to Bill. It was written with a pen in a 
crabbed hand, and the sum and substance of it was this:  

 
TWO DESPERATE MEN.  

Gentlemen: I received your letter to-day by post, in regard to the ransom 
you ask for the return of my son. I think you are a little high in your demands, 
and I hereby make you a counter-proposition, which I am inclined to believe you 
will accept. You bring Johnny home and pay me two hundred and fifty dollars in 
cash, and I agree to take him off your hands. You had better come at night, for 
the neighbours believe he is lost, and I couldn’t be responsible for what they 
would do to anybody they saw bringing him back. Very respectfully,  

EBENEZER DORSET.  
 
“Great pirates of Penzance!” says I; “of all the impudent—”  
But I glanced at Bill, and hesitated. He had the most appealing look 

in his eyes I ever saw on the face of a dumb or a talking brute.  
“Sam,” says he, “what’s two hundred and fifty dollars, after all? 

We’ve got the money. One more night of this kid will send me to a bed 
in Bedlam. Besides being a thorough gentleman, I think Mr. Dorset is a 
spendthrift for making us such a liberal offer. You ain’t going to let the 
chance go, are you?”  

“Tell you the truth, Bill,” says I, “this little he ewe lamb has 
somewhat got on my nerves too. We’ll take him home, pay the ransom 
and make our get-away.”  

We took him home that night. We got him to go by telling him that 
his father had bought a silver-mounted rifle and a pair of moccasins for 
him, and we were going to hunt bears the next day.  

It was just twelve o’clock when we knocked at Ebenezer’s front 
door. Just at the moment when I should have been abstracting the fifteen 
hundred dollars from the box under the tree, according to the original 
proposition, Bill was counting out two hundred and fifty dollars into 
Dorset’s hand.  

When the kid found out we were going to leave him at home he 
started up a howl like a calliope and fastened himself as tight as a leech 
to Bill’s leg. His father peeled him away gradually, like a porous plaster.  

“How long can you hold him?” asks Bill.  
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“I’m not as strong as I used to be,” says old Dorset, “but I think I can 
promise you ten minutes.”  

“Enough,” says Bill. “In ten minutes I shall cross the Central, 
Southern and Middle Western States, and be legging it trippingly for the 
Canadian border.”  

And, as dark as it was, and as fat as Bill was, and as good a runner as 
I am, he was a good mile and a half out of Summit before I could catch 
up with him. 

 
The End 
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