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MOON-FACE
John Claverhouse was a moon-faced man. You know the k�nd,

cheek-bones w�de apart, ch�n and forehead melt�ng �nto the cheeks
to complete the perfect round, and the nose, broad and pudgy,
equ�d�stant from the c�rcumference, flattened aga�nst the very centre
of the face l�ke a dough-ball upon the ce�l�ng. Perhaps that �s why I
hated h�m, for truly he had become an offense to my eyes, and I
bel�eved the earth to be cumbered w�th h�s presence. Perhaps my
mother may have been superst�t�ous of the moon and looked upon �t
over the wrong shoulder at the wrong t�me.

Be that as �t may, I hated John Claverhouse. Not that he had done
me what soc�ety would cons�der a wrong or an �ll turn. Far from �t.
The ev�l was of a deeper, subtler sort; so elus�ve, so �ntang�ble, as to
defy clear, def�n�te analys�s �n words. We all exper�ence such th�ngs
at some per�od �n our l�ves. For the f�rst t�me we see a certa�n
�nd�v�dual, one who the very �nstant before we d�d not dream ex�sted;
and yet, at the f�rst moment of meet�ng, we say: “I do not l�ke that
man.” Why do we not l�ke h�m? Ah, we do not know why; we know
only that we do not. We have taken a d�sl�ke, that �s all. And so I w�th
John Claverhouse.

What r�ght had such a man to be happy? Yet he was an opt�m�st.
He was always gleeful and laugh�ng. All th�ngs were always all r�ght,
curse h�m! Ah I how �t grated on my soul that he should be so happy!
Other men could laugh, and �t d�d not bother me. I even used to
laugh myself—before I met John Claverhouse.

But h�s laugh! It �rr�tated me, maddened me, as noth�ng else under
the sun could �rr�tate or madden me. It haunted me, gr�pped hold of
me, and would not let me go. It was a huge, Gargantuan laugh.
Wak�ng or sleep�ng �t was always w�th me, wh�rr�ng and jarr�ng
across my heart-str�ngs l�ke an enormous rasp. At break of day �t
came whoop�ng across the f�elds to spo�l my pleasant morn�ng
revery. Under the ach�ng noonday glare, when the green th�ngs



drooped and the b�rds w�thdrew to the depths of the forest, and all
nature drowsed, h�s great “Ha! ha!” and “Ho! ho!” rose up to the sky
and challenged the sun. And at black m�dn�ght, from the lonely
cross-roads where he turned from town �nto h�s own place, came h�s
plaguey cach�nnat�ons to rouse me from my sleep and make me
wr�the and clench my na�ls �nto my palms.

I went forth pr�v�ly �n the n�ght-t�me, and turned h�s cattle �nto h�s
f�elds, and �n the morn�ng heard h�s whoop�ng laugh as he drove
them out aga�n. “It �s noth�ng,” he sa�d; “the poor, dumb beast�es are
not to be blamed for stray�ng �nto fatter pastures.”

He had a dog he called “Mars,” a b�g, splend�d brute, part deer-
hound and part blood-hound, and resembl�ng both. Mars was a great
del�ght to h�m, and they were always together. But I b�ded my t�me,
and one day, when opportun�ty was r�pe, lured the an�mal away and
settled for h�m w�th strychn�ne and beefsteak. It made pos�t�vely no
�mpress�on on John Claverhouse. H�s laugh was as hearty and
frequent as ever, and h�s face as much l�ke the full moon as �t always
had been.

Then I set f�re to h�s haystacks and h�s barn. But the next morn�ng,
be�ng Sunday, he went forth bl�the and cheerful.

“Where are you go�ng?” I asked h�m, as he went by the cross-
roads.

“Trout,” he sa�d, and h�s face beamed l�ke a full moon. “I just dote
on trout.”

Was there ever such an �mposs�ble man! H�s whole harvest had
gone up �n h�s haystacks and barn. It was un�nsured, I knew. And
yet, �n the face of fam�ne and the r�gorous w�nter, he went out gayly
�n quest of a mess of trout, forsooth, because he “doted” on them!
Had gloom but rested, no matter how l�ghtly, on h�s brow, or had h�s
bov�ne countenance grown long and ser�ous and less l�ke the moon,
or had he removed that sm�le but once from off h�s face, I am sure I
could have forg�ven h�m for ex�st�ng. But no, he grew only more
cheerful under m�sfortune.

I �nsulted h�m. He looked at me �n slow and sm�l�ng surpr�se.



“I f�ght you? Why?” he asked slowly. And then he laughed. “You
are so funny! Ho! ho! You’ll be the death of me! He! he! he! Oh! Ho!
ho! ho!”

What would you? It was past endurance. By the blood of Judas,
how I hated h�m! Then there was that name—Claverhouse! What a
name! Wasn’t �t absurd? Claverhouse! Merc�ful heaven, WHY
Claverhouse? Aga�n and aga�n I asked myself that quest�on. I should
not have m�nded Sm�th, or Brown, or Jones—but CLAVERHOUSE! I
leave �t to you. Repeat �t to yourself—Claverhouse. Just l�sten to the
r�d�culous sound of �t—Claverhouse! Should a man l�ve w�th such a
name? I ask of you. “No,” you say. And “No” sa�d I.

But I bethought me of h�s mortgage. What of h�s crops and barn
destroyed, I knew he would be unable to meet �t. So I got a shrewd,
close-mouthed, t�ght-f�sted money-lender to get the mortgage
transferred to h�m. I d�d not appear but through th�s agent I forced
the foreclosure, and but few days (no more, bel�eve me, than the law
allowed) were g�ven John Claverhouse to remove h�s goods and
chattels from the prem�ses. Then I strolled down to see how he took
�t, for he had l�ved there upward of twenty years. But he met me w�th
h�s saucer-eyes tw�nkl�ng, and the l�ght glow�ng and spread�ng �n h�s
face t�ll �t was as a full-r�sen moon.

“Ha! ha! ha!” he laughed. “The funn�est t�ke, that youngster of
m�ne! D�d you ever hear the l�ke? Let me tell you. He was down
play�ng by the edge of the r�ver when a p�ece of the bank caved �n
and splashed h�m. ‘O papa!’ he cr�ed; ‘a great b�g puddle flewed up
and h�t me.’”

He stopped and wa�ted for me to jo�n h�m �n h�s �nfernal glee.
“I don’t see any laugh �n �t,” I sa�d shortly, and I know my face went

sour.
He regarded me w�th wonderment, and then came the damnable

l�ght, glow�ng and spread�ng, as I have descr�bed �t, t�ll h�s face
shone soft and warm, l�ke the summer moon, and then the laugh
—“Ha! ha! That’s funny! You don’t see �t, eh? He! he! Ho! ho! ho! He
doesn’t see �t! Why, look here. You know a puddle—”

But I turned on my heel and left h�m. That was the last. I could
stand �t no longer. The th�ng must end r�ght there, I thought, curse



h�m! The earth should be qu�t of h�m. And as I went over the h�ll, I
could hear h�s monstrous laugh reverberat�ng aga�nst the sky.

Now, I pr�de myself on do�ng th�ngs neatly, and when I resolved to
k�ll John Claverhouse I had �t �n m�nd to do so �n such fash�on that I
should not look back upon �t and feel ashamed. I hate bungl�ng, and I
hate brutal�ty. To me there �s someth�ng repugnant �n merely str�k�ng
a man w�th one’s naked f�st—faugh! �t �s s�cken�ng! So, to shoot, or
stab, or club John Claverhouse (oh, that name!) d�d not appeal to
me. And not only was I �mpelled to do �t neatly and art�st�cally, but
also �n such manner that not the sl�ghtest poss�ble susp�c�on could
be d�rected aga�nst me.

To th�s end I bent my �ntellect, and, after a week of profound
�ncubat�on, I hatched the scheme. Then I set to work. I bought a
water span�el b�tch, f�ve months old, and devoted my whole attent�on
to her tra�n�ng. Had any one sp�ed upon me, they would have
remarked that th�s tra�n�ng cons�sted ent�rely of one th�ng—
RETRIEVING. I taught the dog, wh�ch I called “Bellona,” to fetch
st�cks I threw �nto the water, and not only to fetch, but to fetch at
once, w�thout mouth�ng or play�ng w�th them. The po�nt was that she
was to stop for noth�ng, but to del�ver the st�ck �n all haste. I made a
pract�ce of runn�ng away and leav�ng her to chase me, w�th the st�ck
�n her mouth, t�ll she caught me. She was a br�ght an�mal, and took
to the game w�th such eagerness that I was soon content.

After that, at the f�rst casual opportun�ty, I presented Bellona to
John Claverhouse. I knew what I was about, for I was aware of a
l�ttle weakness of h�s, and of a l�ttle pr�vate s�nn�ng of wh�ch he was
regularly and �nveterately gu�lty.

“No,” he sa�d, when I placed the end of the rope �n h�s hand. “No,
you don’t mean �t.” And h�s mouth opened w�de and he gr�nned all
over h�s damnable moon-face.

“I—I k�nd of thought, somehow, you d�dn’t l�ke me,” he expla�ned.
“Wasn’t �t funny for me to make such a m�stake?” And at the thought
he held h�s s�des w�th laughter.

“What �s her name?” he managed to ask between paroxysms.
“Bellona,” I sa�d.



“He! he!” he t�ttered. “What a funny name.”
I gr�tted my teeth, for h�s m�rth put them on edge, and snapped out

between them, “She was the w�fe of Mars, you know.”
Then the l�ght of the full moon began to suffuse h�s face, unt�l he

exploded w�th: “That was my other dog. Well, I guess she’s a w�dow
now. Oh! Ho! ho! E! he! he! Ho!” he whooped after me, and I turned
and fled sw�ftly over the h�ll.

The week passed by, and on Saturday even�ng I sa�d to h�m, “You
go away Monday, don’t you?”

He nodded h�s head and gr�nned.
“Then you won’t have another chance to get a mess of those trout

you just ‘dote’ on.”
But he d�d not not�ce the sneer. “Oh, I don’t know,” he chuckled.

“I’m go�ng up to-morrow to try pretty hard.”
Thus was assurance made doubly sure, and I went back to my

house hugg�ng myself w�th rapture.
Early next morn�ng I saw h�m go by w�th a d�p-net and gunnysack,

and Bellona trott�ng at h�s heels. I knew where he was bound, and
cut out by the back pasture and cl�mbed through the underbrush to
the top of the mounta�n. Keep�ng carefully out of s�ght, I followed the
crest along for a couple of m�les to a natural amph�theatre �n the h�lls,
where the l�ttle r�ver raced down out of a gorge and stopped for
breath �n a large and plac�d rock-bound pool. That was the spot! I sat
down on the croup of the mounta�n, where I could see all that
occurred, and l�ghted my p�pe.

Ere many m�nutes had passed, John Claverhouse came plodd�ng
up the bed of the stream. Bellona was ambl�ng about h�m, and they
were �n h�gh feather, her short, snappy barks m�ngl�ng w�th h�s
deeper chest-notes. Arr�ved at the pool, he threw down the d�p-net
and sack, and drew from h�s h�p-pocket what looked l�ke a large, fat
candle. But I knew �t to be a st�ck of “g�ant”; for such was h�s method
of catch�ng trout. He dynam�ted them. He attached the fuse by
wrapp�ng the “g�ant” t�ghtly �n a p�ece of cotton. Then he �gn�ted the
fuse and tossed the explos�ve �nto the pool.



L�ke a flash, Bellona was �nto the pool after �t. I could have
shr�eked aloud for joy. Claverhouse yelled at her, but w�thout ava�l.
He pelted her w�th clods and rocks, but she swam stead�ly on t�ll she
got the st�ck of “g�ant” �n her mouth, when she wh�rled about and
headed for shore. Then, for the f�rst t�me, he real�zed h�s danger, and
started to run. As foreseen and planned by me, she made the bank
and took out after h�m. Oh, I tell you, �t was great! As I have sa�d, the
pool lay �n a sort of amph�theatre. Above and below, the stream
could be crossed on stepp�ng-stones. And around and around, up
and down and across the stones, raced Claverhouse and Bellona. I
could never have bel�eved that such an unga�nly man could run so
fast. But run he d�d, Bellona hot-footed after h�m, and ga�n�ng. And
then, just as she caught up, he �n full str�de, and she leap�ng w�th
nose at h�s knee, there was a sudden flash, a burst of smoke, a
terr�f�c detonat�on, and where man and dog had been the �nstant
before there was naught to be seen but a b�g hole �n the ground.

“Death from acc�dent wh�le engaged �n �llegal f�sh�ng.” That was
the verd�ct of the coroner’s jury; and that �s why I pr�de myself on the
neat and art�st�c way �n wh�ch I f�n�shed off John Claverhouse. There
was no bungl�ng, no brutal�ty; noth�ng of wh�ch to be ashamed �n the
whole transact�on, as I am sure you w�ll agree. No more does h�s
�nfernal laugh go echo�ng among the h�lls, and no more does h�s fat
moon-face r�se up to vex me. My days are peaceful now, and my
n�ght’s sleep deep.



THE LEOPARD MAN’S STORY
He had a dreamy, far-away look �n h�s eyes, and h�s sad, �ns�stent

vo�ce, gentle-spoken as a ma�d’s, seemed the plac�d embod�ment of
some deep-seated melancholy. He was the Leopard Man, but he d�d
not look �t. H�s bus�ness �n l�fe, whereby he l�ved, was to appear �n a
cage of perform�ng leopards before vast aud�ences, and to thr�ll
those aud�ences by certa�n exh�b�t�ons of nerve for wh�ch h�s
employers rewarded h�m on a scale commensurate w�th the thr�lls he
produced.

As I say, he d�d not look �t. He was narrow-h�pped, narrow-
shouldered, and anaem�c, wh�le he seemed not so much oppressed
by gloom as by a sweet and gentle sadness, the we�ght of wh�ch was
as sweetly and gently borne. For an hour I had been try�ng to get a
story out of h�m, but he appeared to lack �mag�nat�on. To h�m there
was no romance �n h�s gorgeous career, no deeds of dar�ng, no
thr�lls—noth�ng but a gray sameness and �nf�n�te boredom.

L�ons? Oh, yes! he had fought w�th them. It was noth�ng. All you
had to do was to stay sober. Anybody could wh�p a l�on to a standst�ll
w�th an ord�nary st�ck. He had fought one for half an hour once. Just
h�t h�m on the nose every t�me he rushed, and when he got artful and
rushed w�th h�s head down, why, the th�ng to do was to st�ck out your
leg. When he grabbed at the leg you drew �t back and h�t h�nt on the
nose aga�n. That was all.

W�th the far-away look �n h�s eyes and h�s soft flow of words he
showed me h�s scars. There were many of them, and one recent one
where a t�gress had reached for h�s shoulder and gone down to the
bone. I could see the neatly mended rents �n the coat he had on. H�s
r�ght arm, from the elbow down, looked as though �t had gone
through a thresh�ng mach�ne, what of the ravage wrought by claws
and fangs. But �t was noth�ng, he sa�d, only the old wounds bothered
h�m somewhat when ra�ny weather came on.



Suddenly h�s face br�ghtened w�th a recollect�on, for he was really
as anx�ous to g�ve me a story as I was to get �t.

“I suppose you’ve heard of the l�on-tamer who was hated by
another man?” he asked.

He paused and looked pens�vely at a s�ck l�on �n the cage
oppos�te.

“Got the toothache,” he expla�ned. “Well, the l�on-tamer’s b�g play
to the aud�ence was putt�ng h�s head �n a l�on’s mouth. The man who
hated h�m attended every performance �n the hope somet�me of
see�ng that l�on crunch down. He followed the show about all over
the country. The years went by and he grew old, and the l�on-tamer
grew old, and the l�on grew old. And at last one day, s�tt�ng �n a front
seat, he saw what he had wa�ted for. The l�on crunched down, and
there wasn’t any need to call a doctor.”

The Leopard Man glanced casually over h�s f�nger na�ls �n a
manner wh�ch would have been cr�t�cal had �t not been so sad.

“Now, that’s what I call pat�ence,” he cont�nued, “and �t’s my style.
But �t was not the style of a fellow I knew. He was a l�ttle, th�n,
sawed-off, sword-swallow�ng and juggl�ng Frenchman. De V�lle, he
called h�mself, and he had a n�ce w�fe. She d�d trapeze work and
used to d�ve from under the roof �nto a net, turn�ng over once on the
way as n�ce as you please.

“De V�lle had a qu�ck temper, as qu�ck as h�s hand, and h�s hand
was as qu�ck as the paw of a t�ger. One day, because the r�ng-
master called h�m a frog-eater, or someth�ng l�ke that and maybe a
l�ttle worse, he shoved h�m aga�nst the soft p�ne background he used
�n h�s kn�fe-throw�ng act, so qu�ck the r�ng-master d�dn’t have t�me to
th�nk, and there, before the aud�ence, De V�lle kept the a�r on f�re
w�th h�s kn�ves, s�nk�ng them �nto the wood all around the r�ng-master
so close that they passed through h�s clothes and most of them b�t
�nto h�s sk�n.

“The clowns had to pull the kn�ves out to get h�m loose, for he was
p�nned fast. So the word went around to watch out for De V�lle, and
no one dared be more than barely c�v�l to h�s w�fe. And she was a sly
b�t of baggage, too, only all hands were afra�d of De V�lle.



“But there was one man, Wallace, who was afra�d of noth�ng. He
was the l�on-tamer, and he had the self-same tr�ck of putt�ng h�s head
�nto the l�on’s mouth. He’d put �t �nto the mouths of any of them,
though he preferred Augustus, a b�g, good-natured beast who could
always be depended upon.

“As I was say�ng, Wallace—‘K�ng’ Wallace we called h�m—was
afra�d of noth�ng al�ve or dead. He was a k�ng and no m�stake. I’ve
seen h�m drunk, and on a wager go �nto the cage of a l�on that’d
turned nasty, and w�thout a st�ck beat h�m to a f�n�sh. Just d�d �t w�th
h�s f�st on the nose.

“Madame de V�lle—”
At an uproar beh�nd us the Leopard Man turned qu�etly around. It

was a d�v�ded cage, and a monkey, pok�ng through the bars and
around the part�t�on, had had �ts paw se�zed by a b�g gray wolf who
was try�ng to pull �t off by ma�n strength. The arm seemed stretch�ng
out longer end longer l�ke a th�ck elast�c, and the unfortunate
monkey’s mates were ra�s�ng a terr�ble d�n. No keeper was at hand,
so the Leopard Man stepped over a couple of paces, dealt the wolf a
sharp blow on the nose w�th the l�ght cane he carr�ed, and returned
w�th a sadly apologet�c sm�le to take up h�s unf�n�shed sentence as
though there had been no �nterrupt�on.

“—looked at K�ng Wallace and K�ng Wallace looked at her, wh�le
De V�lle looked black. We warned Wallace, but �t was no use. He
laughed at us, as he laughed at De V�lle one day when he shoved
De V�lle’s head �nto a bucket of paste because he wanted to f�ght.

“De V�lle was �n a pretty mess—I helped to scrape h�m off; but he
was cool as a cucumber and made no threats at all. But I saw a
gl�tter �n h�s eyes wh�ch I had seen often �n the eyes of w�ld beasts,
and I went out of my way to g�ve Wallace a f�nal warn�ng. He
laughed, but he d�d not look so much �n Madame de V�lle’s d�rect�on
after that.

“Several months passed by. Noth�ng had happened and I was
beg�nn�ng to th�nk �t all a scare over noth�ng. We were West by that
t�me, show�ng �n ‘Fr�sco. It was dur�ng the afternoon performance,
and the b�g tent was f�lled w�th women and ch�ldren, when I went



look�ng for Red Denny, the head canvas-man, who had walked off
w�th my pocket-kn�fe.

“Pass�ng by one of the dress�ng tents I glanced �n through a hole
�n the canvas to see �f I could locate h�m. He wasn’t there, but
d�rectly �n front of me was K�ng Wallace, �n t�ghts, wa�t�ng for h�s turn
to go on w�th h�s cage of perform�ng l�ons. He was watch�ng w�th
much amusement a quarrel between a couple of trapeze art�sts. All
the rest of the people �n the dress�ng tent were watch�ng the same
th�ng, w�th the except�on of De V�lle whom I not�ced star�ng at
Wallace w�th und�sgu�sed hatred. Wallace and the rest were all too
busy follow�ng the quarrel to not�ce th�s or what followed.

“But I saw �t through the hole �n the canvas. De V�lle drew h�s
handkerch�ef from h�s pocket, made as though to mop the sweat
from h�s face w�th �t (�t was a hot day), and at the same t�me walked
past Wallace’s back. The look troubled me at the t�me, for not only
d�d I see hatred �n �t, but I saw tr�umph as well.

“‘De V�lle w�ll bear watch�ng,’ I sa�d to myself, and I really breathed
eas�er when I saw h�m go out the entrance to the c�rcus grounds and
board an electr�c car for down town. A few m�nutes later I was �n the
b�g tent, where I had overhauled Red Denny. K�ng Wallace was
do�ng h�s turn and hold�ng the aud�ence spellbound. He was �n a
part�cularly v�c�ous mood, and he kept the l�ons st�rred up t�ll they
were all snarl�ng, that �s, all of them except old Augustus, and he
was just too fat and lazy and old to get st�rred up over anyth�ng.

“F�nally Wallace cracked the old l�on’s knees w�th h�s wh�p and got
h�m �nto pos�t�on. Old Augustus, bl�nk�ng good-naturedly, opened h�s
mouth and �n popped Wallace’s head. Then the jaws came together,
CRUNCH, just l�ke that.”

The Leopard Man sm�led �n a sweetly w�stful fash�on, and the far-
away look came �nto h�s eyes.

“And that was the end of K�ng Wallace,” he went on �n h�s sad, low
vo�ce. “After the exc�tement cooled down I watched my chance and
bent over and smelled Wallace’s head. Then I sneezed.”

“It... �t was...?” I quer�ed w�th halt�ng eagerness.



“Snuff—that De V�lle dropped on h�s ha�r �n the dress�ng tent. Old
Augustus never meant to do �t. He only sneezed.”



LOCAL COLOR
“I do not see why you should not turn th�s �mmense amount of

unusual �nformat�on to account,” I told h�m. “Unl�ke most men
equ�pped w�th s�m�lar knowledge, YOU have express�on. Your style
�s—”

“Is suff�c�ently—er—journalese?” he �nterrupted suavely.
“Prec�sely! You could turn a pretty penny.”
But he �nterlocked h�s f�ngers med�tat�vely, shrugged h�s shoulders,

and d�sm�ssed the subject.
“I have tr�ed �t. It does not pay.”
“It was pa�d for and publ�shed,” he added, after a pause. “And I

was also honored w�th s�xty days �n the Hobo.”
“The Hobo?” I ventured.
“The Hobo—” He f�xed h�s eyes on my Spencer and ran along the

t�tles wh�le he cast h�s def�n�t�on. “The Hobo, my dear fellow, �s the
name for that part�cular place of detent�on �n c�ty and county ja�ls
where�n are assembled tramps, drunks, beggars, and the r�ff-raff of
petty offenders. The word �tself �s a pretty one, and �t has a h�story.
Hautbo�s—there’s the French of �t. Haut, mean�ng h�gh, and bo�s,
wood. In Engl�sh �t becomes hautboy, a wooden mus�cal �nstrument
of two-foot tone, I bel�eve, played w�th a double reed, an oboe, �n
fact. You remember �n ‘Henry IV’—
    “‘The case of a treble hautboy 
     Was a mansion for him, a court.’ 

“From th�s to ho-boy �s but a step, and for that matter the Engl�sh
used the terms �nterchangeably. But—and mark you, the leap
paralyzes one—cross�ng the Western Ocean, �n New York C�ty,
hautboy, or ho-boy, becomes the name by wh�ch the n�ght-scavenger
�s known. In a way one understands �ts be�ng born of the contempt
for wander�ng players and mus�cal fellows. But see the beauty of �t!
the burn and the brand! The n�ght-scavenger, the par�ah, the



m�serable, the desp�sed, the man w�thout caste! And �n �ts next
�ncarnat�on, cons�stently and log�cally, �t attaches �tself to the
Amer�can outcast, namely, the tramp. Then, as others have mut�lated
�ts sense, the tramp mut�lates �ts form, and ho-boy becomes
exultantly hobo. Wherefore, the large stone and br�ck cells, l�ned w�th
double and tr�ple-t�ered bunks, �n wh�ch the Law �s wont to
�ncarcerate h�m, he calls the Hobo. Interest�ng, �sn’t �t?”

And I sat back and marvelled secretly at th�s encyclopaed�c-
m�nded man, th�s Le�th Clay-Randolph, th�s common tramp who
made h�mself at home �n my den, charmed such fr�ends as gathered
at my small table, outshone me w�th h�s br�ll�ance and h�s manners,
spent my spend�ng money, smoked my best c�gars, and selected
from my t�es and studs w�th a cult�vated and d�scr�m�nat�ng eye.

He absently walked over to the shelves and looked �nto Lor�a’s
“Econom�c Foundat�on of Soc�ety.”

“I l�ke to talk w�th you,” he remarked. “You are not �nd�fferently
schooled. You’ve read the books, and your econom�c �nterpretat�on
of h�story, as you choose to call �t” (th�s w�th a sneer), “em�nently f�ts
you for an �ntellectual outlook on l�fe. But your soc�olog�c judgments
are v�t�ated by your lack of pract�cal knowledge. Now I, who know the
books, pardon me, somewhat better than you, know l�fe, too. I have
l�ved �t, naked, taken �t up �n both my hands and looked at �t, and
tasted �t, the flesh and the blood of �t, and, be�ng purely an
�ntellectual, I have been b�ased by ne�ther pass�on nor prejud�ce. All
of wh�ch �s necessary for clear concepts, and all of wh�ch you lack.
Ah! a really clever passage. L�sten!”

And he read aloud to me �n h�s remarkable style, parallel�ng the
text w�th a runn�ng cr�t�c�sm and commentary, luc�dly word�ng
�nvolved and lumber�ng per�ods, cast�ng s�de and cross l�ghts upon
the subject, �ntroduc�ng po�nts the author had blundered past and
object�ons he had �gnored, catch�ng up lost ends, fl�ng�ng a contrast
�nto a paradox and reduc�ng �t to a coherent and succ�nctly stated
truth—�n short, flash�ng h�s lum�nous gen�us �n a blaze of f�re over
pages erstwh�le dull and heavy and l�feless.

It �s long s�nce that Le�th Clay-Randolph (note the hyphenated
surname) knocked at the back door of Idlew�ld and melted the heart



of Gunda. Now Gunda was cold as her Norway h�lls, though �n her
least fr�g�d moods she was capable of perm�tt�ng espec�ally n�ce-
look�ng tramps to s�t on the back stoop and devour lone crusts and
forlorn and forsaken chops. But that a tatterdemal�on out of the n�ght
should �nvade the sanct�ty of her k�tchen-k�ngdom and delay d�nner
wh�le she set a place for h�m �n the warmest corner, was a matter of
such moment that the Sunflower went to see. Ah, the Sunflower, of
the soft heart and sw�ft sympathy! Le�th Clay-Randolph threw h�s
glamour over her for f�fteen long m�nutes, wh�lst I brooded w�th my
c�gar, and then she fluttered back w�th vague words and the
suggest�on of a cast-off su�t I would never m�ss.

“Surely I shall never m�ss �t,” I sa�d, and I had �n m�nd the dark
gray su�t w�th the pockets draggled from the fre�ghtage of many
books—books that had spo�led more than one day’s f�sh�ng sport.

“I should adv�se you, however,” I added, “to mend the pockets
f�rst.”

But the Sunflower’s face clouded. “N—o,” she sa�d, “the black
one.”

“The black one!” Th�s explos�vely, �ncredulously. “I wear �t qu�te
often. I—I �ntended wear�ng �t to-n�ght.”

“You have two better ones, and you know I never l�ked �t, dear,”
the Sunflower hurr�ed on. “Bes�des, �t’s sh�ny—”

“Sh�ny!”
“It—�t soon w�ll be, wh�ch �s just the same, and the man �s really

est�mable. He �s n�ce and ref�ned, and I am sure he—”
“Has seen better days.”
“Yes, and the weather �s raw and beastly, and h�s clothes are

threadbare. And you have many su�ts—”
“F�ve,” I corrected, “count�ng �n the dark gray f�sh�ng outf�t w�th the

draggled pockets.”
“And he has none, no home, noth�ng—”
“Not even a Sunflower,”—putt�ng my arm around her,—“wherefore

he �s deserv�ng of all th�ngs. G�ve h�m the black su�t, dear—nay, the



best one, the very best one. Under h�gh heaven for such lack there
must be compensat�on!”

“You ARE a dear!” And the Sunflower moved to the door and
looked back allur�ngly. “You are a PERFECT dear.”

And th�s after seven years, I marvelled, t�ll she was back aga�n,
t�m�d and apologet�c.

“I—I gave h�m one of your wh�te sh�rts. He wore a cheap horr�d
cotton th�ng, and I knew �t would look r�d�culous. And then h�s shoes
were so sl�pshod, I let h�m have a pa�r of yours, the old ones w�th the
narrow caps—”

“Old ones!”
“Well, they p�nched horr�bly, and you know they d�d.”
It was ever thus the Sunflower v�nd�cated th�ngs.
And so Le�th Clay-Randolph came to Idlew�ld to stay, how long I

d�d not dream. Nor d�d I dream how often he was to come, for he
was l�ke an errat�c comet. Fresh he would arr�ve, and cleanly clad,
from grand folk who were h�s fr�ends as I was h�s fr�end, and aga�n,
weary and worn, he would creep up the br�er-rose path from the
Montanas or Mex�co. And w�thout a word, when h�s wanderlust
gr�pped h�m, he was off and away �nto that great myster�ous
underworld he called “The Road.”

“I could not br�ng myself to leave unt�l I had thanked you, you of
the open hand and heart,” he sa�d, on the n�ght he donned my good
black su�t.

And I confess I was startled when I glanced over the top of my
paper and saw a lofty-browed and em�nently respectable-look�ng
gentleman, boldly and carelessly at ease. The Sunflower was r�ght.
He must have known better days for the black su�t and wh�te sh�rt to
have effected such a transformat�on. Involuntar�ly I rose to my feet,
prompted to meet h�m on equal ground. And then �t was that the
Clay-Randolph glamour descended upon me. He slept at Idlew�ld
that n�ght, and the next n�ght, and for many n�ghts. And he was a
man to love. The Son of Anak, otherw�se Rufus the Blue-Eyed, and
also plebe�anly known as Tots, r�oted w�th h�m from br�er-rose path to
farthest orchard, scalped h�m �n the haymow w�th barbar�c yells, and



once, w�th phar�sa�c zeal, was near to cruc�fy�ng h�m under the att�c
roof beams. The Sunflower would have loved h�m for the Son of
Anak’s sake, had she not loved h�m for h�s own. As for myself, let the
Sunflower tell, �n the t�mes he elected to be gone, of how often I
wondered when Le�th would come back aga�n, Le�th the Lovable. Yet
he was a man of whom we knew noth�ng. Beyond the fact that he
was Kentucky-born, h�s past was a blank. He never spoke of �t. And
he was a man who pr�ded h�mself upon h�s utter d�vorce of reason
from emot�on. To h�m the world spelled �tself out �n problems. I
charged h�m once w�th be�ng gu�lty of emot�on when roar�ng round
the den w�th the Son of Anak p�ckaback. Not so, he held. Could he
not cuddle a sense-del�ght for the problem’s sake?

He was elus�ve. A man who �nterm�ngled nameless argot w�th
polysyllab�c and techn�cal terms, he would seem somet�mes the
ver�est cr�m�nal, �n speech, face, express�on, everyth�ng; at other
t�mes the cultured and pol�shed gentleman, and aga�n, the
ph�losopher and sc�ent�st. But there was someth�ng gl�mmer�ng;
there wh�ch I never caught—flashes of s�ncer�ty, of real feel�ng, I
�mag�ned, wh�ch were sped ere I could grasp; echoes of the man he
once was, poss�bly, or h�nts of the man beh�nd the mask. But the
mask he never l�fted, and the real man we never knew.

“But the s�xty days w�th wh�ch you were rewarded for your
journal�sm?” I asked. “Never m�nd Lor�a. Tell me.”

“Well, �f I must.” He flung one knee over the other w�th a short
laugh.

“In a town that shall be nameless,” he began, “�n fact, a c�ty of f�fty
thousand, a fa�r and beaut�ful c�ty where�n men slave for dollars and
women for dress, an �dea came to me. My front was prepossess�ng,
as fronts go, and my pockets empty. I had �n recollect�on a thought I
once enterta�ned of wr�t�ng a reconc�l�at�on of Kant and Spencer. Not
that they are reconc�lable, of course, but the room offered for
sc�ent�f�c sat�re—”

I waved my hand �mpat�ently, and he broke off.
“I was just trac�ng my mental states for you, �n order to show the

genes�s of the act�on,” he expla�ned. “However, the �dea came. What
was the matter w�th a tramp sketch for the da�ly press? The



Irreconc�lab�l�ty of the Constable and the Tramp, for �nstance? So I
h�t the drag (the drag, my dear fellow, �s merely the street), or the
h�gh places, �f you w�ll, for a newspaper off�ce. The elevator wh�sked
me �nto the sky, and Cerberus, �n the gu�se of an anaem�c off�ce boy,
guarded the door. Consumpt�on, one could see �t at a glance; nerve,
Ir�sh, colossal; tenac�ty, undoubted; dead �ns�de the year.

“‘Pale youth,’ quoth I, ‘I pray thee the way to the sanctum-
sanctorum, to the Most H�gh Cock-a-lorum.’

“He de�gned to look at me, scornfully, w�th �nf�n�te wear�ness.
“‘G’wan an’ see the jan�tor. I don’t know noth�n’ about the gas.’
“‘Nay, my l�ly-wh�te, the ed�tor.’
“‘W�ch ed�tor?’ he snapped l�ke a young bullterr�er. ‘Dramat�c?

Sport�n’? Soc�ety? Sunday? Weekly? Da�ly? Telegraph? Local?
News? Ed�tor�al? W�ch?’

“Wh�ch, I d�d not know. ‘THE Ed�tor,’ I procla�med stoutly. ‘The
ONLY Ed�tor.’

“‘Aw, Spargo!’ he sn�ffed.
“‘Of course, Spargo,’ I answered. ‘Who else?’
“‘G�mme yer card,’ says he.
“‘My what?’
“‘Yer card—Say! Wot’s yer bus�ness, anyway?’
“And the anaem�c Cerberus s�zed me up w�th so �nsolent an eye

that I reached over and took h�m out of h�s cha�r. I knocked on h�s
meagre chest w�th my fore knuckle, and fetched forth a weak, gaspy
cough; but he looked at me unfl�nch�ngly, much l�ke a def�ant sparrow
held �n the hand.

“‘I am the census-taker T�me,’ I boomed �n sepulchral tones.
‘Beware lest I knock too loud.’

“‘Oh, I don’t know,’ he sneered.
“Whereupon I rapped h�m smartly, and he choked and turned

purpl�sh.
“‘Well, whatcher want?’ he wheezed w�th return�ng breath.
“‘I want Spargo, the only Spargo.’



“‘Then leave go, an’ I’ll gl�de an’ see.’
“‘No you don’t, my l�ly-wh�te.’ And I took a t�ghter gr�p on h�s collar.

‘No bouncers �n m�ne, understand! I’ll go along.’”
Le�th dream�ly surveyed the long ash of h�s c�gar and turned to me.

“Do you know, Anak, you can’t apprec�ate the joy of be�ng the
buffoon, play�ng the clown. You couldn’t do �t �f you w�shed. Your
p�t�ful l�ttle convent�ons and smug assumpt�ons of decency would
prevent. But s�mply to turn loose your soul to every wh�ms�cal�ty, to
play the fool unafra�d of any poss�ble result, why, that requ�res a man
other than a householder and law-respect�ng c�t�zen.

“However, as I was say�ng, I saw the only Spargo. He was a b�g,
beefy, red-faced personage, full-jowled and double-ch�nned,
sweat�ng at h�s desk �n h�s sh�rt-sleeves. It was August, you know.
He was talk�ng �nto a telephone when I entered, or swear�ng rather, I
should say, and the wh�le study�ng me w�th h�s eyes. When he hung
up, he turned to me expectantly.

“‘You are a very busy man,’ I sa�d.
“He jerked a nod w�th h�s head, and wa�ted.
“‘And after all, �s �t worth �t?’ I went on. ‘What does l�fe mean that �t

should make you sweat? What just�f�cat�on do you f�nd �n sweat?
Now look at me. I to�l not, ne�ther do I sp�n—’

“‘Who are you? What are you?’ he bellowed w�th a suddenness
that was, well, rude, tear�ng the words out as a dog does a bone.

“‘A very pert�nent quest�on, s�r,’ I acknowledged. ‘F�rst, I am a man;
next, a down-trodden Amer�can c�t�zen. I am cursed w�th ne�ther
profess�on, trade, nor expectat�ons. L�ke Esau, I am pottageless. My
res�dence �s everywhere; the sky �s my coverlet. I am one of the
d�spossessed, a sansculotte, a proletar�an, or, �n s�mpler
phraseology addressed to your understand�ng, a tramp.’

“‘What the hell—?’
“‘Nay, fa�r s�r, a tramp, a man of dev�ous ways and strange

lodgements and mult�far�ous—’
“‘Qu�t �t!’ he shouted. ‘What do you want?’
“‘I want money.’



“He started and half reached for an open drawer where must have
reposed a revolver, then bethought h�mself and growled, ‘Th�s �s no
bank.’

“‘Nor have I checks to cash. But I have, s�r, an �dea, wh�ch, by your
leave and k�nd ass�stance, I shall transmute �nto cash. In short, how
does a tramp sketch, done by a tramp to the l�fe, str�ke you? Are you
open to �t? Do your readers hunger for �t? Do they crave after �t? Can
they be happy w�thout �t?’

“I thought for a moment that he would have apoplexy, but he
quelled the unruly blood and sa�d he l�ked my nerve. I thanked h�m
and assured h�m I l�ked �t myself. Then he offered me a c�gar and
sa�d he thought he’d do bus�ness w�th me.

“‘But m�nd you,’ he sa�d, when he had jabbed a bunch of copy
paper �nto my hand and g�ven me a penc�l from h�s vest pocket,
‘m�nd you, I won’t stand for the h�gh and fl�ghty ph�losoph�cal, and I
perce�ve you have a tendency that way. Throw �n the local color,
wads of �t, and a b�t of sent�ment perhaps, but no slumgull�on about
pol�t�cal economy nor soc�al strata or such stuff. Make �t concrete, to
the po�nt, w�th snap and go and l�fe, cr�sp and crackl�ng and
�nterest�ng—tumble?’

“And I tumbled and borrowed a dollar.
“‘Don’t forget the local color!’ he shouted after me through the

door.
“And, Anak, �t was the local color that d�d for me.
“The anaem�c Cerberus gr�nned when I took the elevator. ‘Got the

bounce, eh?’
“‘Nay, pale youth, so l�ly-wh�te,’ I chortled, wav�ng the copy paper;

‘not the bounce, but a deta�l. I’ll be C�ty Ed�tor �n three months, and
then I’ll make you jump.’

“And as the elevator stopped at the next floor down to take on a
pa�r of ma�ds, he strolled over to the shaft, and w�thout fr�lls or
verb�age cons�gned me and my deta�l to perd�t�on. But I l�ked h�m. He
had pluck and was unafra�d, and he knew, as well as I, that death
clutched h�m close.”



“But how could you, Le�th,” I cr�ed, the p�cture of the consumpt�ve
lad strong before me, “how could you treat h�m so barbarously?”

Le�th laughed dryly. “My dear fellow, how often must I expla�n to
you your confus�ons? Orthodox sent�ment and stereotyped emot�on
master you. And then your temperament! You are really �ncapable of
rat�onal judgments. Cerberus? Pshaw! A flash exp�r�ng, a mote of
fad�ng sparkle, a d�m-puls�ng and dy�ng organ�sm—pouf! a snap of
the f�ngers, a puff of breath, what would you? A pawn �n the game of
l�fe. Not even a problem. There �s no problem �n a st�llborn babe, nor
�n a dead ch�ld. They never arr�ved. Nor d�d Cerberus. Now for a
really pretty problem—”

“But the local color?” I prodded h�m.
“That’s r�ght,” he repl�ed. “Keep me �n the runn�ng. Well, I took my

handful of copy paper down to the ra�lroad yards (for local color),
dangled my legs from a s�de-door Pullman, wh�ch �s another name
for a box-car, and ran off the stuff. Of course I made �t clever and
br�ll�ant and all that, w�th my l�ttle unanswerable sl�ngs at the state
and my soc�al paradoxes, and w�thal made �t concrete enough to
d�ssat�sfy the average c�t�zen.

“From the tramp standpo�nt, the constabulary of the townsh�p was
part�cularly rotten, and I proceeded to open the eyes of the good
people. It �s a propos�t�on, mathemat�cally demonstrable, that �t costs
the commun�ty more to arrest, conv�ct, and conf�ne �ts tramps �n ja�l,
than to send them as guests, for l�ke per�ods of t�me, to the best
hotel. And th�s I developed, g�v�ng the facts and f�gures, the
constable fees and the m�leage, and the court and ja�l expenses. Oh,
�t was conv�nc�ng, and �t was true; and I d�d �t �n a l�ghtly humorous
fash�on wh�ch fetched the laugh and left the st�ng. The ma�n
object�on to the system, I contended, was the defraudment and
robbery of the tramp. The good money wh�ch the commun�ty pa�d out
for h�m should enable h�m to r�ot �n luxury �nstead of rott�ng �n
dungeons. I even drew the f�gures so f�ne as to perm�t h�m not only
to l�ve �n the best hotel but to smoke two twenty-f�ve-cent c�gars and
�ndulge �n a ten-cent sh�ne each day, and st�ll not cost the taxpayers
so much as they were accustomed to pay for h�s conv�ct�on and ja�l



enterta�nment. And, as subsequent events proved, �t made the
taxpayers w�nce.

“One of the constables I drew to the l�fe; nor d�d I forget a certa�n
Sol Glenhart, as rotten a pol�ce judge as was to be found between
the seas. And th�s I say out of a vast exper�ence. Wh�le he was
notor�ous �n local trampdom, h�s c�v�c s�ns were not only not
unknown but a cry�ng reproach to the townspeople. Of course I
refra�ned from ment�on�ng name or hab�tat, draw�ng the p�cture �n an
�mpersonal, compos�te sort of way, wh�ch none the less bl�nded no
one to the fa�thfulness of the local color.

“Naturally, myself a tramp, the tenor of the art�cle was a protest
aga�nst the maltreatment of the tramp. Cutt�ng the taxpayers to the
p�ts of the�r purses threw them open to sent�ment, and then �n I
tossed the sent�ment, lumps and chunks of �t. Trust me, �t was
excellently done, and the rhetor�c—say! Just l�sten to the ta�l of my
perorat�on:

“‘So, as we go mooch�ng along the drag, w�th a sharp lamp out for
John Law, we cannot help remember�ng that we are beyond the
pale; that our ways are not the�r ways; and that the ways of John
Law w�th us are d�fferent from h�s ways w�th other men. Poor lost
souls, wa�l�ng for a crust �n the dark, we know full well our
helplessness and �gnom�ny. And well may we repeat after a str�cken
brother over-seas: “Our pr�de �t �s to know no spur of pr�de.” Man has
forgotten us; God has forgotten us; only are we remembered by the
harp�es of just�ce, who prey upon our d�stress and co�n our s�ghs and
tears �nto br�ght sh�n�ng dollars.’

“Inc�dentally, my p�cture of Sol Glenhart, the pol�ce judge, was
good. A str�k�ng l�keness, and unm�stakable, w�th phrases tr�pp�ng
along l�ke th�s: ‘Th�s crook-nosed, gross-bod�ed harpy’; ‘th�s c�v�c
s�nner, th�s jud�c�al h�ghwayman’; ‘possess�ng the morals of the
Tenderlo�n and an honor wh�ch th�eves’ honor puts to shame’; ‘who
compounds cr�m�nal�ty w�th shyster-sharks, and �n atonement
ra�lroads the unfortunate and �mpecun�ous to rott�ng cells,’—and so
forth and so forth, style sophomor�c and devo�d of the d�gn�ty and
tone one would employ �n a d�ssertat�on on ‘Surplus Value,’ or ‘The
Fallac�es of Marx�sm,’ but just the stuff the dear publ�c l�kes.



“‘Humph!’ grunted Spargo when I put the copy �n h�s f�st. ‘Sw�ft ga�t
you str�ke, my man.’

“I f�xed a hypnot�c eye on h�s vest pocket, and he passed out one
of h�s super�or c�gars, wh�ch I burned wh�le he ran through the stuff.
Tw�ce or thr�ce he looked over the top of the paper at me,
search�ngly, but sa�d noth�ng t�ll he had f�n�shed.

“‘Where’d you work, you penc�l-pusher?’ he asked.
“‘My ma�den effort,’ I s�mpered modestly, scrap�ng one foot and

fa�ntly s�mulat�ng embarrassment.
“‘Ma�den hell! What salary do you want?’
“‘Nay, nay,’ I answered. ‘No salary �n m�ne, thank you most to

death. I am a free down-trodden Amer�can c�t�zen, and no man shall
say my t�me �s h�s.’

“‘Save John Law,’ he chuckled.
“‘Save John Law,’ sa�d I.
“‘How d�d you know I was buck�ng the pol�ce department?’ he

demanded abruptly.
“‘I d�dn’t know, but I knew you were �n tra�n�ng,’ I answered.

‘Yesterday morn�ng a char�tably �ncl�ned female presented me w�th
three b�scu�ts, a p�ece of cheese, and a funereal slab of chocolate
cake, all wrapped �n the current Clar�on, where�n I noted an unholy
glee because the Cowbell’s cand�date for ch�ef of pol�ce had been
turned down. L�kew�se I learned the mun�c�pal elect�on was at hand,
and put two and two together. Another mayor, and the r�ght k�nd,
means new pol�ce comm�ss�oners; new pol�ce comm�ss�oners means
new ch�ef of pol�ce; new ch�ef of pol�ce means Cowbell’s cand�date;
ergo, your turn to play.’

“He stood up, shook my hand, and empt�ed h�s plethor�c vest
pocket. I put them away and puffed on the old one.

“‘You’ll do,’ he jub�lated. ‘Th�s stuff’ (patt�ng my copy) ‘�s the f�rst
gun of the campa�gn. You’ll touch off many another before we’re
done. I’ve been look�ng for you for years. Come on �n on the
ed�tor�al.’

“But I shook my head.



“‘Come, now!’ he admon�shed sharply. ‘No shenanagan! The
Cowbell must have you. It hungers for you, craves after you, won’t
be happy t�ll �t gets you. What say?’

“In short, he wrestled w�th me, but I was br�cks, and at the end of
half an hour the only Spargo gave �t up.

“‘Remember,’ he sa�d, ‘any t�me you recons�der, I’m open. No
matter where you are, w�re me and I’ll send the ducats to come on at
once.’

“I thanked h�m, and asked the pay for my copy—dope, he called �t.
“‘Oh, regular rout�ne,’ he sa�d. ‘Get �t the f�rst Thursday after

publ�cat�on.’
“‘Then I’ll have to trouble you for a few scad unt�l—’
“He looked at me and sm�led. ‘Better cough up, eh?’
“‘Sure,’ I sa�d. ‘Nobody to �dent�fy me, so make �t cash.’
“And cash �t was made, th�rty plunks (a plunk �s a dollar, my dear

Anak), and I pulled my fre�ght... eh?—oh, departed.
“‘Pale youth,’ I sa�d to Cerberus, ‘I am bounced.’ (He gr�nned w�th

pall�d joy.) ‘And �n token of the s�ncere esteem I bear you, rece�ve
th�s l�ttle—’ (H�s eyes flushed and he threw up one hand, sw�ftly, to
guard h�s head from the expected blow)—‘th�s l�ttle memento.’

“I had �ntended to sl�p a f�ver �nto h�s hand, but for all h�s surpr�se,
he was too qu�ck for me.

“‘Aw, keep yer d�rt,’ he snarled.
“‘I l�ke you st�ll better,’ I sa�d, add�ng a second f�ver. ‘You grow

perfect. But you must take �t.’
“He backed away growl�ng, but I caught h�m round the neck,

roughed what l�ttle w�nd he had out of h�m, and left h�m doubled up
w�th the two f�ves �n h�s pocket. But hardly had the elevator started,
when the two co�ns t�nkled on the roof and fell down between the car
and the shaft. As luck had �t, the door was not closed, and I put out
my hand and caught them. The elevator boy’s eyes bulged.

“‘It’s a way I have,’ I sa�d, pocket�ng them.
“‘Some bloke’s dropped ‘em down the shaft,’ he wh�spered, awed

by the c�rcumstance.



“‘It stands to reason,’ sa�d I.
“‘I’ll take charge of ‘em,’ he volunteered.
“‘Nonsense!’
“‘You’d better turn ‘em over,’ he threatened, ‘or I stop the works.’
“‘Pshaw!’
“And stop he d�d, between floors.
“‘Young man,’ I sa�d, ‘have you a mother?’ (He looked ser�ous, as

though regrett�ng h�s act! and further to �mpress h�m I rolled up my
r�ght sleeve w�th greatest care.) ‘Are you prepared to d�e?’ (I got a
stealthy crouch on, and put a cat-foot forward.) ‘But a m�nute, a br�ef
m�nute, stands between you and etern�ty.’ (Here I crooked my r�ght
hand �nto a claw and sl�d the other foot up.) ‘Young man, young
man,’ I trumpeted, ‘�n th�rty seconds I shall tear your heart dr�pp�ng
from your bosom and stoop to hear you shr�ek �n hell.’

“It fetched h�m. He gave one whoop, the car shot down, and I was
on the drag. You see, Anak, �t’s a hab�t I can’t shake off of leav�ng
v�v�d memor�es beh�nd. No one ever forgets me.

“I had not got to the corner when I heard a fam�l�ar vo�ce at my
shoulder:

“‘Hello, C�nders! Wh�ch way?’
“It was Ch� Sl�m, who had been w�th me once when I was thrown

off a fre�ght �n Jacksonv�lle. ‘Couldn’t see ‘em fer c�nders,’ he
descr�bed �t, and the mon�ca stuck by me.... Mon�ca? From monos.
The tramp n�ckname.

“‘Bound south,’ I answered. ‘And how’s Sl�m?’
“‘Bum. Bulls �s horst�le.’
“‘Where’s the push?’
“‘At the hang-out. I’ll put you w�se.’
“‘Who’s the ma�n guy?’
“‘Me, and don’t yer ferget �t.’”
The l�ngo was r�ppl�ng from Le�th’s l�ps, but perforce I stopped h�m.

“Pray translate. Remember, I am a fore�gner.”



“Certa�nly,” he answered cheerfully. “Sl�m �s �n poor luck. Bull
means pol�ceman. He tells me the bulls are host�le. I ask where the
push �s, the gang he travels w�th. By putt�ng me w�se he w�ll d�rect
me to where the gang �s hang�ng out. The ma�n guy �s the leader.
Sl�m cla�ms that d�st�nct�on.

“Sl�m and I h�ked out to a neck of woods just beyond town, and
there was the push, a score of husky hobos, charm�ngly located on
the bank of a l�ttle purl�ng stream.

“‘Come on, you mugs!’ Sl�m addressed them. ‘Throw yer feet!
Here’s C�nders, an’ we must do ‘em proud.’

“All of wh�ch s�gn�f�es that the hobos had better str�ke out and do
some l�vely begg�ng �n order to get the wherew�thal to celebrate my
return to the fold after a year’s separat�on. But I flashed my dough
and Sl�m sent several of the younger men off to buy the booze. Take
my word for �t, Anak, �t was a blow-out memorable �n Trampdom to
th�s day. It’s amaz�ng the quant�ty of booze th�rty plunks w�ll buy, and
�t �s equally amaz�ng the quant�ty of booze outs�de of wh�ch twenty
st�ffs w�ll get. Beer and cheap w�ne made up the card, w�th alcohol
thrown �n for the blowd-�n-the-glass st�ffs. It was great—an orgy
under the sky, a contest of beaker-men, a study �n pr�m�t�ve
beastl�ness. To me there �s someth�ng fasc�nat�ng �n a drunken man,
and were I a college pres�dent I should �nst�tute P.G. psychology
courses �n pract�cal drunkenness. It would beat the books and
compete w�th the laboratory.

“All of wh�ch �s ne�ther here nor there, for after s�xteen hours of �t,
early next morn�ng, the whole push was copped by an overwhelm�ng
array of constables and carted off to ja�l. After breakfast, about ten
o’clock, we were l�ned upsta�rs �nto court, l�mp and sp�r�tless, the
twenty of us. And there, under h�s purple panoply, nose crooked l�ke
a Napoleon�c eagle and eyes gl�tter�ng and beady, sat Sol Glenhart.

“‘John Ambrose!’ the clerk called out, and Ch� Sl�m, w�th the ease
of long pract�ce, stood up.

“‘Vagrant, your Honor,’ the ba�l�ff volunteered, and h�s Honor, not
de�gn�ng to look at the pr�soner, snapped, ‘Ten days,’ and Ch� Sl�m
sat down.



“And so �t went, w�th the monotony of clockwork, f�fteen seconds to
the man, four men to the m�nute, the mugs bobb�ng up and down �n
turn l�ke mar�onettes. The clerk called the name, the ba�l�ff the
offence, the judge the sentence, and the man sat down. That was all.
S�mple, eh? Superb!

“Ch� Sl�m nudged me. ‘G�ve’m a sp�el, C�nders. You k�n do �t.’
“I shook my head.
“‘G’wan,’ he urged. ‘G�ve ‘m a ghost story The mugs’ll take �t all

r�ght. And you k�n throw yer feet fer tobacco for us t�ll we get out.’
“‘L. C. Randolph!’ the clerk called.
“I stood up, but a h�tch came �n the proceed�ngs. The clerk

wh�spered to the judge, and the ba�l�ff sm�led.
“‘You are a newspaper man, I understand, Mr. Randolph?’ h�s

Honor remarked sweetly.
“It took me by surpr�se, for I had forgotten the Cowbell �n the

exc�tement of succeed�ng events, and I now saw myself on the edge
of the p�t I had d�gged.

“‘That’s yer graft. Work �t,’ Sl�m prompted.
“‘It’s all over but the shout�ng,’ I groaned back, but Sl�m, unaware

of the art�cle, was puzzled.
“‘Your Honor,’ I answered, ‘when I can get work, that �s my

occupat�on.’
“‘You take qu�te an �nterest �n local affa�rs, I see.’ (Here h�s Honor

took up the morn�ng’s Cowbell and ran h�s eye up and down a
column I knew was m�ne.) ‘Color �s good,’ he commented, an
apprec�at�ve tw�nkle �n h�s eyes; ‘p�ctures excellent, character�zed by
broad, Sargent-l�ke effects. Now th�s...t h�s judge you have
dep�cted... you, ah, draw from l�fe, I presume?’

“‘Rarely, your I Honor,’ I answered. ‘Compos�tes, �deals, rather ...
er, types, I may say.’

“‘But you have color, s�r, unm�stakable color,’ he cont�nued.
“‘That �s splashed on afterward,’ I expla�ned.
“‘Th�s judge, then, �s not modelled from l�fe, as one m�ght be led to

bel�eve?’



“‘No, your Honor.’
“‘Ah, I see, merely a type of jud�c�al w�ckedness?’
“‘Nay, more, your Honor,’ I sa�d boldly, ‘an �deal.’
“‘Splashed w�th local color afterward? Ha! Good! And may I

venture to ask how much you rece�ved for th�s b�t of work?’
“‘Th�rty dollars, your Honor.’
“‘Hum, good!’ And h�s tone abruptly changed. ‘Young man, local

color �s a bad th�ng. I f�nd you gu�lty of �t and sentence you to th�rty
days’ �mpr�sonment, or, at your pleasure, �mpose a f�ne of th�rty
dollars.’

“‘Alas!’ sa�d I, ‘I spent the th�rty dollars �n r�otous l�v�ng.’
“‘And th�rty days more for wast�ng your substance.’
“‘Next case!’ sa�d h�s Honor to the clerk.
“Sl�m was stunned. ‘Gee!’ he wh�spered. ‘Gee the push gets ten

days and you get s�xty. Gee!’”
Le�th struck a match, l�ghted h�s dead c�gar, and opened the book

on h�s knees. “Return�ng to the or�g�nal conversat�on, don’t you f�nd,
Anak, that though Lor�a handles the b�part�t�on of the revenues w�th
scrupulous care, he yet om�ts one �mportant factor, namely—”

“Yes,” I sa�d absently; “yes.”





AMATEUR NIGHT
The elevator boy sm�led know�ngly to h�mself. When he took her

up, he had noted the sparkle �n her eyes, the color �n her cheeks. H�s
l�ttle cage had qu�te warmed w�th the glow of her repressed
eagerness. And now, on the down tr�p, �t was glac�er-l�ke. The
sparkle and the color were gone. She was frown�ng, and what l�ttle
he could see of her eyes was cold and steel-gray. Oh, he knew the
symptoms, he d�d. He was an observer, and he knew �t, too, and
some day, when he was b�g enough, he was go�ng to be a reporter,
sure. And �n the meant�me he stud�ed the process�on of l�fe as �t
streamed up and down e�ghteen sky-scraper floors �n h�s elevator
car. He sl�d the door open for her sympathet�cally and watched her
tr�p determ�nedly out �nto the street.

There was a robustness �n her carr�age wh�ch came of the so�l
rather than of the c�ty pavement. But �t was a robustness �n a f�ner
than the wonted sense, a v�gorous da�nt�ness, �t m�ght be called,
wh�ch gave an �mpress�on of v�r�l�ty w�th none of the womanly left out.
It told of a hered�ty of seekers and f�ghters, of people that worked
stoutly w�th head and hand, of ghosts that reached down out of the
m�sty past and moulded and made her to be a doer of th�ngs.

But she was a l�ttle angry, and a great deal hurt. “I can guess what
you would tell me,” the ed�tor had k�ndly but f�rmly �nterrupted her
lengthy preamble �n the long-looked-forward-to �nterv�ew just ended.
“And you have told me enough,” he had gone on (heartlessly, she
was sure, as she went over the conversat�on �n �ts freshness). “You
have done no newspaper work. You are undr�lled, und�sc�pl�ned,
unhammered �nto shape. You have rece�ved a h�gh-school
educat�on, and poss�bly topped �t off w�th normal school or college.
You have stood well �n Engl�sh. Your fr�ends have all told you how
cleverly you wr�te, and how beaut�fully, and so forth and so forth. You
th�nk you can do newspaper work, and you want me to put you on.



Well, I am sorry, but there are no open�ngs. If you knew how
crowded—”

“But �f there are no open�ngs,” she had �nterrupted, �n turn, “how
d�d those who are �n, get �n? How am I to show that I am el�g�ble to
get �n?”

“They made themselves �nd�spensable,” was the terse response.
“Make yourself �nd�spensable.”

“But how can I, �f I do not get the chance?”
“Make your chance.”
“But how?” she had �ns�sted, at the same t�me pr�vately deem�ng

h�m a most unreasonable man.
“How? That �s your bus�ness, not m�ne,” he sa�d conclus�vely,

r�s�ng �n token that the �nterv�ew was at an end. “I must �nform you,
my dear young lady, that there have been at least e�ghteen other
asp�r�ng young lad�es here th�s week, and that I have not the t�me to
tell each and every one of them how. The funct�on I perform on th�s
paper �s hardly that of �nstructor �n a school of journal�sm.”

She caught an outbound car, and ere she descended from �t she
had conned the conversat�on over and over aga�n. “But how?” she
repeated to herself, as she cl�mbed the three fl�ghts of sta�rs to the
rooms where she and her s�ster “bach’ed.” “But how?” And so she
cont�nued to put the �nterrogat�on, for the stubborn Scotch blood,
though many t�mes removed from Scott�sh so�l, was st�ll strong �n
her. And, further, there was need that she should learn how. Her
s�ster Letty and she had come up from an �nter�or town to the c�ty to
make the�r way �n the world. John Wyman was land-poor. D�sastrous
bus�ness enterpr�ses had burdened h�s acres and forced h�s two
g�rls, Edna and Letty, �nto do�ng someth�ng for themselves. A year of
school-teach�ng and of n�ght-study of shorthand and typewr�t�ng had
cap�tal�zed the�r c�ty project and f�tted them for the venture, wh�ch
same venture was turn�ng out anyth�ng but successful. The c�ty
seemed crowded w�th �nexper�enced stenographers and typewr�ters,
and they had noth�ng but the�r own �nexper�ence to offer. Edna’s
secret amb�t�on had been journal�sm; but she had planned a cler�cal
pos�t�on f�rst, so that she m�ght have t�me and space �n wh�ch to
determ�ne where and on what l�ne of journal�sm she would embark.



But the cler�cal pos�t�on had not been forthcom�ng, e�ther for Letty or
her, and day by day the�r l�ttle hoard dw�ndled, though the room rent
rema�ned normal and the stove consumed coal w�th und�m�n�shed
vorac�ty. And �t was a sl�m l�ttle hoard by now.

“There’s Max Irw�n,” Letty sa�d, talk�ng �t over. “He’s a journal�st
w�th a nat�onal reputat�on. Go and see h�m, Ed. He knows how, and
he should be able to tell you how.”

“But I don’t know h�m,” Edna objected.
“No more than you knew the ed�tor you saw to-day.”
“Y-e-s,” (long and jud�c�ally), “but that’s d�fferent.”
“Not a b�t d�fferent from the strange men and women you’ll

�nterv�ew when you’ve learned how,” Letty encouraged.
“I hadn’t looked at �t �n that l�ght,” Edna conceded. “After all,

where’s the d�fference between �nterv�ew�ng Mr. Max Irw�n for some
paper, or �nterv�ew�ng Mr. Max Irw�n for myself? It w�ll be pract�ce,
too. I’ll go and look h�m up �n the d�rectory.”

“Letty, I know I can wr�te �f I get the chance,” she announced
dec�s�vely a moment later. “I just FEEL that I have the feel of �t, �f you
know what I mean.”

And Letty knew and nodded. “I wonder what he �s l�ke?” she asked
softly.

“I’ll make �t my bus�ness to f�nd out,” Edna assured her; “and I’ll let
you know �ns�de forty-e�ght hours.”

Letty clapped her hands. “Good! That’s the newspaper sp�r�t! Make
�t twenty-four hours and you are perfect!”
    *       *       * 

“—and I am very sorry to trouble you,” she concluded the
statement of her case to Max Irw�n, famous war correspondent and
veteran journal�st.

“Not at all,” he answered, w�th a deprecatory wave of the hand. “If
you don’t do your own talk�ng, who’s to do �t for you? Now I
understand your pred�cament prec�sely. You want to get on the
Intell�gencer, you want to get �n at once, and you have had no
prev�ous exper�ence. In the f�rst place, then, have you any pull?
There are a dozen men �n the c�ty, a l�ne from whom would be an



open-sesame. After that you would stand or fall by your own ab�l�ty.
There’s Senator Longbr�dge, for �nstance, and Claus Inskeep the
street-car magnate, and Lane, and McChesney—” He paused, w�th
vo�ce suspended.

“I am sure I know none of them,” she answered despondently.
“It’s not necessary. Do you know any one that knows them? or any

one that knows any one else that knows them?”
Edna shook her head.
“Then we must th�nk of someth�ng else,” he went on, cheerfully.

“You’ll have to do someth�ng yourself. Let me see.”
He stopped and thought for a moment, w�th closed eyes and

wr�nkled forehead. She was watch�ng h�m, study�ng h�m �ntently,
when h�s blue eyes opened w�th a snap and h�s face suddenly
br�ghtened.

“I have �t! But no, wa�t a m�nute.”
And for a m�nute �t was h�s turn to study her. And study her he d�d,

t�ll she could feel her cheeks flush�ng under h�s gaze.
“You’ll do, I th�nk, though �t rema�ns to be seen,” he sa�d

en�gmat�cally. “It w�ll show the stuff that’s �n you, bes�des, and �t w�ll
be a better cla�m upon the Intell�gencer people than all the l�nes from
all the senators and magnates �n the world. The th�ng for you �s to do
Amateur N�ght at the Loops.”

“I—I hardly understand,” Edna sa�d, for h�s suggest�on conveyed
no mean�ng to her. “What are the ‘Loops’? and what �s ‘Amateur
N�ght’?”

“I forgot you sa�d you were from the �nter�or. But so much the
better, �f you’ve only got the journal�st�c gr�p. It w�ll be a f�rst
�mpress�on, and f�rst �mpress�ons are always unb�ased, unprejud�ced,
fresh, v�v�d. The Loops are out on the r�m of the c�ty, near the Park,—
a place of d�vers�on. There’s a scen�c ra�lway, a water toboggan
sl�de, a concert band, a theatre, w�ld an�mals, mov�ng p�ctures, and
so forth and so forth. The common people go there to look at the
an�mals and enjoy themselves, and the other people go there to
enjoy themselves by watch�ng the common people enjoy



themselves. A democrat�c, fresh-a�r-breath�ng, frol�ck�ng affa�r, that’s
what the Loops are.

“But the theatre �s what concerns you. It’s vaudev�lle. One turn
follows another—jugglers, acrobats, rubber-jo�nted wonders, f�re-
dancers, coon-song art�sts, s�ngers, players, female �mpersonators,
sent�mental solo�sts, and so forth and so forth. These people are
profess�onal vaudev�ll�sts. They make the�r l�v�ng that way. Many are
excellently pa�d. Some are free rovers, do�ng a turn wherever they
can get an open�ng, at the Obermann, the Orpheus, the Alcatraz, the
Louvre, and so forth and so forth. Others cover c�rcu�t pretty well all
over the country. An �nterest�ng phase of l�fe, and the pay �s b�g
enough to attract many asp�rants.

“Now the management of the Loops, �n �ts b�d for popular�ty,
�nst�tuted what �s called ‘Amateur N�ght’; that �s to say, tw�ce a week,
after the profess�onals have done the�r turns, the stage �s g�ven over
to the asp�r�ng amateurs. The aud�ence rema�ns to cr�t�c�se. The
populace becomes the arb�ter of art—or �t th�nks �t does, wh�ch �s the
same th�ng; and �t pays �ts money and �s well pleased w�th �tself, and
Amateur N�ght �s a pay�ng propos�t�on to the management.

“But the po�nt of Amateur N�ght, and �t �s well to note �t, �s that
these amateurs are not really amateurs. They are pa�d for do�ng the�r
turn. At the best, they may be termed ‘profess�onal amateurs.’ It
stands to reason that the management could not get people to face a
rampant aud�ence for noth�ng, and on such occas�ons the aud�ence
certa�nly goes mad. It’s great fun—for the aud�ence. But the th�ng for
you to do, and �t requ�res nerve, I assure you, �s to go out, make
arrangements for two turns, (Wednesday and Saturday n�ghts, I
bel�eve), do your two turns, and wr�te �t up for the Sunday
Intell�gencer.”

“But—but,” she quavered, “I—I—” and there was a suggest�on of
d�sappo�ntment and tears �n her vo�ce.

“I see,” he sa�d k�ndly. “You were expect�ng someth�ng else,
someth�ng d�fferent, someth�ng better. We all do at f�rst. But
remember the adm�ral of the Queen’s Na-vee, who swept the floor
and pol�shed up the handle of the b�g front door. You must face the
drudgery of apprent�cesh�p or qu�t r�ght now. What do you say?”



The abruptness w�th wh�ch he demanded her dec�s�on startled her.
As she faltered, she could see a shade of d�sappo�ntment beg�nn�ng
to darken h�s face.

“In a way �t must be cons�dered a test,” he added encourag�ngly.
“A severe one, but so much the better. Now �s the t�me. Are you
game?”

“I’ll try,” she sa�d fa�ntly, at the same t�me mak�ng a note of the
d�rectness, abruptness, and haste of these c�ty men w�th whom she
was com�ng �n contact.

“Good! Why, when I started �n, I had the drear�est, deadl�est deta�ls
�mag�nable. And after that, for a weary t�me, I d�d the pol�ce and
d�vorce courts. But �t all came well �n the end and d�d me good. You
are luck�er �n mak�ng your start w�th Sunday work. It’s not part�cularly
great. What of �t? Do �t. Show the stuff you’re made of, and you’ll get
a call for better work—better class and better pay. Now you go out
th�s afternoon to the Loops, and engage to do two turns.”

“But what k�nd of turns can I do?” Edna asked dub�ously.
“Do? That’s easy. Can you s�ng? Never m�nd, don’t need to s�ng.

Screech, do anyth�ng—that’s what you’re pa�d for, to afford
amusement, to g�ve bad art for the populace to howl down. And
when you do your turn, take some one along for chaperon. Be afra�d
of no one. Talk up. Move about among the amateurs wa�t�ng the�r
turn, pump them, study them, photograph them �n your bra�n. Get the
atmosphere, the color, strong color, lots of �t. D�g r�ght �n w�th both
hands, and get the essence of �t, the sp�r�t, the s�gn�f�cance. What
does �t mean? F�nd out what �t means. That’s what you’re there for.
That’s what the readers of the Sunday Intell�gencer want to know.

“Be terse �n style, v�gorous of phrase, apt, concretely apt, �n
s�m�l�tude. Avo�d plat�tudes and commonplaces. Exerc�se select�on.
Se�ze upon th�ngs sal�ent, el�m�nate the rest, and you have p�ctures.
Pa�nt those p�ctures �n words and the Intell�gencer w�ll have you. Get
hold of a few back numbers, and study the Sunday Intell�gencer
feature story. Tell �t all �n the open�ng paragraph as advert�sement of
contents, and �n the contents tell �t all over aga�n. Then put a
snapper at the end, so �f they’re crowded for space they can cut off



your contents anywhere, reattach the snapper, and the story w�ll st�ll
reta�n form. There, that’s enough. Study the rest out for yourself.”

They both rose to the�r feet, Edna qu�te carr�ed away by h�s
enthus�asm and h�s qu�ck, jerky sentences, br�stl�ng w�th the th�ngs
she wanted to know.

“And remember, M�ss Wyman, �f you’re amb�t�ous, that the a�m and
end of journal�sm �s not the feature art�cle. Avo�d the rut. The feature
�s a tr�ck. Master �t, but don’t let �t master you. But master �t you
must; for �f you can’t learn to do a feature well, you can never expect
to do anyth�ng better. In short, put your whole self �nto �t, and yet,
outs�de of �t, above �t, rema�n yourself, �f you follow me. And now
good luck to you.”

They had reached the door and were shak�ng hands.
“And one th�ng more,” he �nterrupted her thanks, “let me see your

copy before you turn �t �n. I may be able to put you stra�ght here and
there.”

Edna found the manager of the Loops a full-fleshed, heavy-jowled
man, bushy of eyebrow and generally bell�gerent of aspect, w�th an
absent-m�nded scowl on h�s face and a black c�gar stuck �n the m�dst
thereof. Symes was h�s name, she had learned, Ernst Symes.

“Whatcher turn?” he demanded, ere half her br�ef appl�cat�on had
left her l�ps.

“Sent�mental solo�st, soprano,” she answered promptly,
remember�ng Irw�n’s adv�ce to talk up.

“Whatcher name?” Mr. Symes asked, scarcely de�gn�ng to glance
at her.

She hes�tated. So rap�dly had she been rushed �nto the adventure
that she had not cons�dered the quest�on of a name at all.

“Any name? Stage name?” he bellowed �mpat�ently.
“Nan Bellayne,” she �nvented on the spur of the moment. “B-e-l-l-

a-y-n-e. Yes, that’s �t.”
He scr�bbled �t �nto a notebook. “All r�ght. Take your turn

Wednesday and Saturday.”
“How much do I get?” Edna demanded.



“Two-an’-a-half a turn. Two turns, f�ve. Getcher pay f�rst Monday
after second turn.”

And w�thout the s�mple courtesy of “Good day,” he turned h�s back
on her and plunged �nto the newspaper he had been read�ng when
she entered.

Edna came early on Wednesday even�ng, Letty w�th her, and �n a
telescope basket her costume—a s�mple affa�r. A pla�d shawl
borrowed from the washerwoman, a ragged scrubb�ng sk�rt borrowed
from the charwoman, and a gray w�g rented from a costumer for
twenty-f�ve cents a n�ght, completed the outf�t; for Edna had elected
to be an old Ir�shwoman s�ng�ng broken-heartedly after her
wander�ng boy.

Though they had come early, she found everyth�ng �n uproar. The
ma�n performance was under way, the orchestra was play�ng and the
aud�ence �nterm�ttently applaud�ng. The �nfus�on of the amateurs
clogged the work�ng of th�ngs beh�nd the stage, crowded the
passages, dress�ng rooms, and w�ngs, and forced everybody �nto
everybody else’s way. Th�s was part�cularly d�stasteful to the
profess�onals, who carr�ed themselves as bef�tted those of a h�gher
caste, and whose behav�or toward the par�ah amateurs was marked
by hauteur and even brutal�ty. And Edna, bull�ed and elbowed and
shoved about, cl�ng�ng desperately to her basket and seek�ng a
dress�ng room, took note of �t all.

A dress�ng room she f�nally found, jammed w�th three other
amateur “lad�es,” who were “mak�ng up” w�th much no�se, h�gh-
p�tched vo�ces, and squabbl�ng over a lone m�rror. Her own make-up
was so s�mple that �t was qu�ckly accompl�shed, and she left the tr�o
of lad�es hold�ng an armed truce wh�le they passed judgment upon
her. Letty was close at her shoulder, and w�th pat�ence and
pers�stence they managed to get a nook �n one of the w�ngs wh�ch
commanded a v�ew of the stage.

A small, dark man, dapper and debona�r, swallow-ta�led and top-
hatted, was waltz�ng about the stage w�th da�nty, m�nc�ng steps, and
�n a th�n l�ttle vo�ce s�ng�ng someth�ng or other about somebody or
someth�ng ev�dently pathet�c. As h�s wan�ng vo�ce neared the end of
the l�nes, a large woman, crowned w�th an amaz�ng wealth of blond



ha�r, thrust rudely past Edna, trod heav�ly on her toes, and shoved
her contemptuously to the s�de. “Bloom�n’ hamateur!” she h�ssed as
she went past, and the next �nstant she was on the stage, grac�ously
bow�ng to the aud�ence, wh�le the small, dark man tw�rled
extravagantly about on h�s t�ptoes.

“Hello, g�rls!”
Th�s greet�ng, drawled w�th an �n�m�table vocal caress �n every

syllable, close �n her ear, caused Edna to g�ve a startled l�ttle jump. A
smooth-faced, moon-faced young man was sm�l�ng at her good-
naturedly. H�s “make-up” was pla�nly that of the stock tramp of the
stage, though the �nev�table wh�skers were lack�ng.

“Oh, �t don’t take a m�nute to slap’m on,” he expla�ned, d�v�n�ng the
search �n her eyes and wav�ng �n h�s hand the adornment �n
quest�on. “They make a feller sweat,” he expla�ned further. And then,
“What’s yer turn?”

“Soprano—sent�mental,” she answered, try�ng to be offhand and at
ease.

“Whata you do�n’ �t for?” he demanded d�rectly.
“For fun; what else?” she countered.
“I just s�zed you up for that as soon as I put eyes on you. You a�n’t

graft�n’ for a paper, are you?”
“I never met but one ed�tor �n my l�fe,” she repl�ed evas�vely, “and I,

he—well, we d�dn’t get on very well together.”
“H�tt�n’ ‘m for a job?”
Edna nodded carelessly, though �nwardly anx�ous and cudgell�ng

her bra�ns for someth�ng to turn the conversat�on.
“What’d he say?”
“That e�ghteen other g�rls had already been there that week.”
“Gave you the �cy m�t, eh?” The moon-faced young man laughed

and slapped h�s th�ghs. “You see, we’re k�nd of susp�c�ous. The
Sunday papers ‘d l�ke to get Amateur N�ght done up brown �n a n�ce
l�ttle package, and the manager don’t see �t that way. Gets w�ld-eyed
at the thought of �t.”

“And what’s your turn?” she asked.



“Who? me? Oh, I’m do�n’ the tramp act ton�ght. I’m Charley Welsh,
you know.”

She felt that by the ment�on of h�s name he �ntended to convey to
her complete enl�ghtenment, but the best she could do was to say
pol�tely, “Oh, �s that so?”

She wanted to laugh at the hurt d�sappo�ntment wh�ch came �nto
h�s face, but concealed her amusement.

“Come, now,” he sa�d brusquely, “you can’t stand there and tell me
you’ve never heard of Charley Welsh? Well, you must be young.
Why, I’m an Only, the Only amateur at that. Sure, you must have
seen me. I’m everywhere. I could be a profess�onal, but I get more
dough out of �t by do�n’ the amateur.”

“But what’s an ‘Only’?” she quer�ed. “I want to learn.”
“Sure,” Charley Welsh sa�d gallantly. “I’ll put you w�se. An ‘Only’ �s

a nonpare�l, the feller that does one k�nd of a turn better’n any other
feller. He’s the Only, see?”

And Edna saw.
“To get a l�ne on the b�z,” he cont�nued, “throw yer lamps on me.

I’m the Only all-round amateur. To-n�ght I make a bluff at the tramp
act. It’s harder to bluff �t than to really do �t, but then �t’s act�ng, �t’s
amateur, �t’s art. See? I do everyth�ng, from Sheeny monologue to
team song and dance and Dutch comed�an. Sure, I’m Charley
Welsh, the Only Charley Welsh.”

And �n th�s fash�on, wh�le the th�n, dark man and the large, blond
woman warbled dulcetly out on the stage and the other profess�onals
followed �n the�r turns, d�d Charley Welsh put Edna w�se, g�v�ng her
much m�scellaneous and superfluous �nformat�on and much that she
stored away for the Sunday Intell�gencer.

“Well, tra la loo,” he sa�d suddenly. “There’s h�s h�ghness chas�n’
you up. Yer f�rst on the b�ll. Never m�nd the row when you go on. Just
f�n�sh yer turn l�ke a lady.”

It was at that moment that Edna felt her journal�st�c amb�t�on
depart�ng from her, and was aware of an overmaster�ng des�re to be
somewhere else. But the stage manager, l�ke an ogre, barred her
retreat. She could hear the open�ng bars of her song go�ng up from



the orchestra and the no�ses of the house dy�ng away to the s�lence
of ant�c�pat�on.

“Go ahead,” Letty wh�spered, press�ng her hand; and from the
other s�de came the peremptory “Don’t flunk!” of Charley Welsh.

But her feet seemed rooted to the floor, and she leaned weakly
aga�nst a sh�ft scene. The orchestra was beg�nn�ng over aga�n, and a
lone vo�ce from the house p�ped w�th startl�ng d�st�nctness:

“Puzzle p�cture! F�nd Nann�e!”
A roar of laughter greeted the sally, and Edna shrank back. But the

strong hand of the manager descended on her shoulder, and w�th a
qu�ck, powerful shove propelled her out on to the stage. H�s hand
and arm had flashed �nto full v�ew, and the aud�ence, grasp�ng the
s�tuat�on, thundered �ts apprec�at�on. The orchestra was drowned out
by the terr�ble d�n, and Edna could see the bows scrap�ng away
across the v�ol�ns, apparently w�thout sound. It was �mposs�ble for
her to beg�n �n t�me, and as she pat�ently wa�ted, arms ak�mbo and
ears stra�n�ng for the mus�c, the house let loose aga�n (a favor�te
tr�ck, she afterward learned, of confus�ng the amateur by prevent�ng
h�m or her from hear�ng the orchestra).

But Edna was recover�ng her presence of m�nd. She became
aware, p�t to dome, of a vast sea of sm�l�ng and fun-d�storted faces,
of vast roars of laughter, r�s�ng wave on wave, and then her Scotch
blood went cold and angry. The hard-work�ng but s�lent orchestra
gave her the cue, and, w�thout mak�ng a sound, she began to move
her l�ps, stretch forth her arms, and sway her body, as though she
were really s�ng�ng. The no�se �n the house redoubled �n the attempt
to drown her vo�ce, but she serenely went on w�th her pantom�me.
Th�s seemed to cont�nue an �nterm�nable t�me, when the aud�ence,
t�r�ng of �ts prank and �n order to hear, suddenly st�lled �ts clamor, and
d�scovered the dumb show she had been mak�ng. For a moment all
was s�lent, save for the orchestra, her l�ps mov�ng on w�thout a
sound, and then the aud�ence real�zed that �t had been sold, and
broke out afresh, th�s t�me w�th genu�ne applause �n
acknowledgment of her v�ctory. She chose th�s as the happy moment
for her ex�t, and w�th a bow and a backward retreat, she was off the
stage �n Letty’s arms.



The worst was past, and for the rest of the even�ng she moved
about among the amateurs and profess�onals, talk�ng, l�sten�ng,
observ�ng, f�nd�ng out what �t meant and tak�ng mental notes of �t all.
Charley Welsh const�tuted h�mself her preceptor and guard�an angel,
and so well d�d he perform the self-allotted task that when �t was all
over she felt fully prepared to wr�te her art�cle. But the propos�t�on
had been to do two turns, and her nat�ve pluck forced her to l�ve up
to �t. Also, �n the course of the �nterven�ng days, she d�scovered
fleet�ng �mpress�ons that requ�red ver�f�cat�on; so, on Saturday, she
was back aga�n, w�th her telescope basket and Letty.

The manager seemed look�ng for her, and she caught an
express�on of rel�ef �n h�s eyes when he f�rst saw her. He hurr�ed up,
greeted her, and bowed w�th a respect lud�crously at var�ance w�th
h�s prev�ous ogre-l�ke behav�or. And as he bowed, across h�s
shoulders she saw Charley Welsh del�berately w�nk.

But the surpr�se had just begun. The manager begged to be
�ntroduced to her s�ster, chatted enterta�n�ngly w�th the pa�r of them,
and strove greatly and anx�ously to be agreeable. He even went so
far as to g�ve Edna a dress�ng room to herself, to the unspeakable
envy of the three other amateur lad�es of prev�ous acqua�ntance.
Edna was nonplussed, and �t was not t�ll she met Charley Welsh �n
the passage that l�ght was thrown on the mystery.

“Hello!” he greeted her. “On Easy Street, eh? Everyth�ng sl�d�n’
your way.”

She sm�led br�ghtly.
“Th�nks yer a female reporter, sure. I almost spl�t when I saw’m

lay�n’ h�mself out sweet an’ pleas�n’. Honest, now, that a�n’t yer graft,
�s �t?”

“I told you my exper�ence w�th ed�tors,” she parr�ed. “And honest
now, �t was honest, too.”

But the Only Charley Welsh shook h�s head dub�ously. “Not that I
care a rap,” he declared. “And �f you are, just g�mme a couple of
l�nes of not�ce, the r�ght k�nd, good ad, you know. And �f yer not, why
yer all r�ght anyway. Yer not our class, that’s stra�ght.”



After her turn, wh�ch she d�d th�s t�me w�th the nerve of an old
campa�gner, the manager returned to the charge; and after say�ng
n�ce th�ngs and be�ng generally n�ce h�mself, he came to the po�nt.

“You’ll treat us well, I hope,” he sa�d �ns�nuat�ngly. “Do the r�ght
th�ng by us, and all that?”

“Oh,” she answered �nnocently, “you couldn’t persuade me to do
another turn; I know I seemed to take and that you’d l�ke to have me,
but I really, really can’t.”

“You know what I mean,” he sa�d, w�th a touch of h�s old bulldoz�ng
manner.

“No, I really won’t,” she pers�sted. “Vaudev�lle’s too—too wear�ng
on the nerves, my nerves, at any rate.”

Whereat he looked puzzled and doubtful, and forbore to press the
po�nt further.

But on Monday morn�ng, when she came to h�s off�ce to get her
pay for the two turns, �t was he who puzzled her.

“You surely must have m�staken me,” he l�ed gl�bly. “I remember
say�ng someth�ng about pay�ng your car fare. We always do th�s, you
know, but we never, never pay amateurs. That would take the l�fe
and sparkle out of the whole th�ng. No, Charley Welsh was str�ng�ng
you. He gets pa�d noth�ng for h�s turns. No amateur gets pa�d. The
�dea �s r�d�culous. However, here’s f�fty cents. It w�ll pay your s�ster’s
car fare also. And,”—very suavely,—“speak�ng for the Loops, perm�t
me to thank you for the k�nd and successful contr�but�on of your
serv�ces.”

That afternoon, true to her prom�se to Max Irw�n, she placed her
typewr�tten copy �nto h�s hands. And wh�le he ran over �t, he nodded
h�s head from t�me to t�me, and ma�nta�ned a runn�ng f�re of
commendatory remarks: “Good!—that’s �t!—that’s the stuff!—
psychology’s all r�ght!—the very �dea!—you’ve caught �t!—excellent!
—m�ssed �t a b�t here, but �t’ll go—that’s v�gorous!—strong!—v�v�d!—
p�ctures! p�ctures!—excellent!—most excellent!”

And when he had run down to the bottom of the last page, hold�ng
out h�s hand: “My dear M�ss Wyman, I congratulate you. I must say
you have exceeded my expectat�ons, wh�ch, to say the least, were



large. You are a journal�st, a natural journal�st. You’ve got the gr�p,
and you’re sure to get on. The Intell�gencer w�ll take �t, w�thout doubt,
and take you too. They’ll have to take you. If they don’t, some of the
other papers w�ll get you.”

“But what’s th�s?” he quer�ed, the next �nstant, h�s face go�ng
ser�ous. “You’ve sa�d noth�ng about rece�v�ng the pay for your turns,
and that’s one of the po�nts of the feature. I expressly ment�oned �t, �f
you’ll remember.”

“It w�ll never do,” he sa�d, shak�ng h�s head om�nously, when she
had expla�ned. “You s�mply must collect that money somehow. Let
me see. Let me th�nk a moment.”

“Never m�nd, Mr. Irw�n,” she sa�d. “I’ve bothered you enough. Let
me use your ‘phone, please, and I’ll try Mr. Ernst Symes aga�n.”

He vacated h�s cha�r by the desk, and Edna took down the
rece�ver.

“Charley Welsh �s s�ck,” she began, when the connect�on had
been made. “What? No I’m not Charley Welsh. Charley Welsh �s
s�ck, and h�s s�ster wants to know �f she can come out th�s afternoon
and draw h�s pay for h�m?”

“Tell Charley Welsh’s s�ster that Charley Welsh was out th�s
morn�ng, and drew h�s own pay,” came back the manager’s fam�l�ar
tones, cr�sp w�th asper�ty.

“All r�ght,” Edna went on. “And now Nan Bellayne wants to know �f
she and her s�ster can come out th�s afternoon and draw Nan
Bellayne’s pay?”

“What’d he say? What’d he say?” Max Irw�n cr�ed exc�tedly, as she
hung up.

“That Nan Bellayne was too much for h�m, and that she and her
s�ster could come out and get her pay and the freedom of the Loops,
to boot.”

“One th�ng, more,” he �nterrupted her thanks at the door, as on her
prev�ous v�s�t. “Now that you’ve shown the stuff you’re made of, I
should esteem �t, ahem, a pr�v�lege to g�ve you a l�ne myself to the
Intell�gencer people.”





THE MINIONS OF MIDAS
Wade Atsheler �s dead—dead by h�s own hand. To say that th�s

was ent�rely unexpected by the small coter�e wh�ch knew h�m, would
be to say an untruth; and yet never once had we, h�s �nt�mates, ever
canvassed the �dea. Rather had we been prepared for �t �n some
�ncomprehens�ble subconsc�ous way. Before the perpetrat�on of the
deed, �ts poss�b�l�ty �s remotest from our thoughts; but when we d�d
know that he was dead, �t seemed, somehow, that we had
understood and looked forward to �t all the t�me. Th�s, by
retrospect�ve analys�s, we could eas�ly expla�n by the fact of h�s great
trouble. I use “great trouble” adv�sedly. Young, handsome, w�th an
assured pos�t�on as the r�ght-hand man of Eben Hale, the great
street-ra�lway magnate, there could be no reason for h�m to compla�n
of fortune’s favors. Yet we had watched h�s smooth brow furrow and
corrugate as under some cark�ng care or devour�ng sorrow. We had
watched h�s th�ck, black ha�r th�n and s�lver as green gra�n under
brazen sk�es and parch�ng drought. Who can forget, �n the m�dst of
the h�lar�ous scenes he toward the last sought w�th greater and
greater av�d�ty—who can forget, I say, the deep abstract�ons and
black moods �nto wh�ch he fell? At such t�mes, when the fun r�ppled
and soared from he�ght to he�ght, suddenly, w�thout rhyme or reason,
h�s eyes would turn lacklustre, h�s brows kn�t, as w�th clenched
hands and face overshot w�th spasms of mental pa�n he wrestled on
the edge of the abyss w�th some unknown danger.

He never spoke of h�s trouble, nor were we �nd�screet enough to
ask. But �t was just as well; for had we, and had he spoken, our help
and strength could have ava�led noth�ng. When Eben Hale d�ed,
whose conf�dent�al secretary he was—nay, well-n�gh adopted son
and full bus�ness partner—he no longer came among us. Not, as I
now know, that our company was d�stasteful to h�m, but because h�s
trouble had so grown that he could not respond to our happ�ness nor
f�nd surcease w�th us. Why th�s should be so we could not at the t�me



understand, for when Eben Hale’s w�ll was probated, the world
learned that he was sole he�r to h�s employer’s many m�ll�ons, and �t
was expressly st�pulated that th�s great �nher�tance was g�ven to h�m
w�thout qual�f�cat�on, h�tch, or h�ndrance �n the exerc�se thereof. Not
a share of stock, not a penny of cash, was bequeathed to the dead
man’s relat�ves. As for h�s d�rect fam�ly, one astound�ng clause
expressly stated that Wade Atsheler was to d�spense to Eben Hale’s
w�fe and sons and daughters whatever moneys h�s judgement
d�ctated, at whatever t�mes he deemed adv�sable. Had there been
any scandal �n the dead man’s fam�ly, or had h�s sons been w�ld or
undut�ful, then there m�ght have been a gl�mmer�ng of reason �n th�s
most unusual act�on; but Eben Hale’s domest�c happ�ness had been
proverb�al �n the commun�ty, and one would have to travel far and
w�de to d�scover a cleaner, saner, wholesomer progeny of sons and
daughters. Wh�le h�s w�fe—well, by those who knew her best she
was endear�ngly termed “The Mother of the Gracch�.” Needless to
state, th�s �nexpl�cable w�ll was a n�ne day’s wonder; but the
expectant publ�c was d�sappo�nted �n that no contest was made.

It was only the other day that Eben Hale was la�d away �n h�s
stately marble mausoleum. And now Wade Atsheler �s dead. The
news was pr�nted �n th�s morn�ng’s paper. I have just rece�ved
through the ma�l a letter from h�m, posted, ev�dently, but a short hour
before he hurled h�mself �nto etern�ty. Th�s letter, wh�ch l�es before
me, �s a narrat�ve �n h�s own handwr�t�ng, l�nk�ng together numerous
newspaper cl�pp�ngs and facs�m�les of letters. The or�g�nal
correspondence, he has told me, �s �n the hands of the pol�ce. He
has begged me, also, as a warn�ng to soc�ety aga�nst a most fr�ghtful
and d�abol�cal danger wh�ch threatens �ts very ex�stence, to make
publ�c the terr�ble ser�es of traged�es �n wh�ch he has been �nnocently
concerned. I herew�th append the text �n full:

It was �n August, 1899, just after my return from my summer
vacat�on, that the blow fell. We d�d not know �t at the t�me; we had
not yet learned to school our m�nds to such awful poss�b�l�t�es. Mr.
Hale opened the letter, read �t, and tossed �t upon my desk w�th a
laugh. When I had looked �t over, I also laughed, say�ng, “Some
ghastly joke, Mr. Hale, and one �n very poor taste.” F�nd here, my
dear John, an exact dupl�cate of the letter �n quest�on.



OFFICE OF THE M. OF M. August 17, 1899.
MR. EBEN HALE, Money Baron:
Dear S�r,—We des�re you to real�ze upon whatever port�on of your

vast hold�ngs �s necessary to obta�n, IN CASH, twenty m�ll�ons of
dollars. Th�s sum we requ�re you to pay over to us, or to our agents.
You w�ll note we do not spec�fy any g�ven t�me, for �t �s not our w�sh
to hurry you �n th�s matter. You may even, �f �t be eas�er for you, pay
us �n ten, f�fteen, or twenty �nstalments; but we w�ll accept no s�ngle
�nstalment of less than a m�ll�on.

Bel�eve us, dear Mr. Hale, when we say that we embark upon th�s
course of act�on utterly devo�d of an�mus. We are members of that
�ntellectual proletar�at, the �ncreas�ng numbers of wh�ch mark �n red
letter�ng the last days of the n�neteenth century. We have, from a
thorough study of econom�cs, dec�ded to enter upon th�s bus�ness. It
has many mer�ts, ch�ef among wh�ch may be noted that we can
�ndulge �n large and lucrat�ve operat�ons w�thout cap�tal. So far, we
have been fa�rly successful, and we hope our deal�ngs w�th you may
be pleasant and sat�sfactory.

Pray attend wh�le we expla�n our v�ews more fully. At the base of
the present system of soc�ety �s to be found the property r�ght. And
th�s r�ght of the �nd�v�dual to hold property �s demonstrated, �n the last
analys�s, to rest solely and wholly upon MIGHT. The ma�led
gentlemen of W�ll�am the Conqueror d�v�ded and apport�oned
England amongst themselves w�th the naked sword. Th�s, we are
sure you w�ll grant, �s true of all feudal possess�ons. W�th the
�nvent�on of steam and the Industr�al Revolut�on there came �nto
ex�stence the Cap�tal�st Class, �n the modern sense of the word.
These cap�tal�sts qu�ckly towered above the anc�ent nob�l�ty. The
capta�ns of �ndustry have v�rtually d�spossessed the descendants of
the capta�ns of war. M�nd, and not muscle, w�ns �n to-day’s struggle
for ex�stence. But th�s state of affa�rs �s none the less based upon
m�ght. The change has been qual�tat�ve. The old-t�me Feudal
Baronage ravaged the world w�th f�re and sword; the modern Money
Baronage explo�ts the world by master�ng and apply�ng the world’s
econom�c forces. Bra�n, and not brawn, endures; and those best
f�tted to surv�ve are the �ntellectually and commerc�ally powerful.



We, the M. of M., are not content to become wage slaves. The
great trusts and bus�ness comb�nat�ons (w�th wh�ch you have your
rat�ng) prevent us from r�s�ng to the place among you wh�ch our
�ntellects qual�fy us to occupy. Why? Because we are w�thout cap�tal.
We are of the unwashed, but w�th th�s d�fference: our bra�ns are of
the best, and we have no fool�sh eth�cal nor soc�al scruples. As wage
slaves, to�l�ng early and late, and l�v�ng abstem�ously, we could not
save �n threescore years—nor �n twenty t�mes threescore years—a
sum of money suff�c�ent successfully to cope w�th the great
aggregat�ons of massed cap�tal wh�ch now ex�st. Nevertheless, we
have entered the arena. We now throw down the gage to the cap�tal
of the world. Whether �t w�shes to f�ght or not, �t shall have to f�ght.

Mr. Hale, our �nterests d�ctate us to demand of you twenty m�ll�ons
of dollars. Wh�le we are cons�derate enough to g�ve you reasonable
t�me �n wh�ch to carry out your share of the transact�on, please do
not delay too long. When you have agreed to our terms, �nsert a
su�table not�ce �n the agony column of the “Morn�ng Blazer.” We shall
then acqua�nt you w�th our plan for transferr�ng the sum ment�oned.
You had better do th�s some t�me pr�or to October 1st. If you do not,
�n order to show that we are �n earnest we shall on that date k�ll a
man on East Th�rty-n�nth Street. He w�ll be a work�ngman. Th�s man
you do not know; nor do we. You represent a force �n modern
soc�ety; we also represent a force—a new force. W�thout anger or
mal�ce, we have closed �n battle. As you w�ll read�ly d�scern, we are
s�mply a bus�ness propos�t�on. You are the upper, and we the nether,
m�llstone; th�s man’s l�fe shall be ground out between. You may save
h�m �f you agree to our cond�t�ons and act �n t�me.

There was once a k�ng cursed w�th a golden touch. H�s name we
have taken to do duty as our off�c�al seal. Some day, to protect
ourselves aga�nst compet�tors, we shall copyr�ght �t.

We beg to rema�n,
THE MINIONS OF MIDAS.
I leave �t to you, dear John, why should we not have laughed over

such a preposterous commun�cat�on? The �dea, we could not but
grant, was well conce�ved, but �t was too grotesque to be taken
ser�ously. Mr. Hale sa�d he would preserve �t as a l�terary cur�os�ty,



and shoved �t away �n a p�geonhole. Then we promptly forgot �ts
ex�stence. And as promptly, on the 1st of October, go�ng over the
morn�ng ma�l, we read the follow�ng:

OFFICE OF THE M. OF M., October 1, 1899.
MR. EBEN HALE, Money Baron:
Dear S�r,—Your v�ct�m has met h�s fate. An hour ago, on East

Th�rty-n�nth Street, a work�ngman was thrust through the heart w�th a
kn�fe. Ere you read th�s h�s body w�ll be ly�ng at the Morgue. Go and
look upon your hand�work.

On October 14th, �n token of our earnestness �n th�s matter, and �n
case you do not relent, we shall k�ll a pol�ceman on or near the
corner of Polk Street and Clermont Avenue.

Very cord�ally,
THE MINIONS OF MIDAS.
Aga�n Mr. Hale laughed. H�s m�nd was full of a prospect�ve deal

w�th a Ch�cago synd�cate for the sale of all h�s street ra�lways �n that
c�ty, and so he went on d�ctat�ng to the stenographer, never g�v�ng �t
a second thought. But somehow, I know not why, a heavy
depress�on fell upon me. What �f �t were not a joke, I asked myself,
and turned �nvoluntar�ly to the morn�ng paper. There �t was, as
bef�tted an obscure person of the lower classes, a paltry half-dozen
l�nes tucked away �n a corner, next a patent med�c�ne advert�sement:

Shortly after f�ve o’clock th�s morn�ng, on East Th�rty-n�nth Street,
a laborer named Pete Lascalle, wh�le on h�s way to work, was
stabbed to the heart by an unknown assa�lant, who escaped by
runn�ng. The pol�ce have been unable to d�scover any mot�ve for the
murder.

“Imposs�ble!” was Mr. Hale’s rejo�nder, when I had read the �tem
aloud; but the �nc�dent ev�dently we�ghed upon h�s m�nd, for late �n
the afternoon, w�th many ep�thets denunc�atory of h�s fool�shness, he
asked me to acqua�nt the pol�ce w�th the affa�r. I had the pleasure of
be�ng laughed at �n the Inspector’s pr�vate off�ce, although I went
away w�th the assurance that they would look �nto �t and that the
v�c�n�ty of Polk and Clermont would be doubly patrolled on the n�ght



ment�oned. There �t dropped, t�ll the two weeks had sped by, when
the follow�ng note came to us through the ma�l:

OFFICE OF THE M. OF M. October 15, 1899.
MR. EBEN HALE, Money Baron:
Dear S�r,—Your second v�ct�m has fallen on schedule t�me. We are

�n no hurry; but to �ncrease the pressure we shall henceforth k�ll
weekly. To protect ourselves aga�nst pol�ce �nterference we shall
hereafter �nform you of the event but a l�ttle pr�or to or s�multaneously
w�th the deed. Trust�ng th�s f�nds you �n good health,

We are,
THE MINIONS OF MIDAS.
Th�s t�me Mr. Hale took up the paper, and after a br�ef search, read

to me th�s account:
A DASTARDLY CRIME
Joseph Donahue, ass�gned only last n�ght to spec�al patrol duty �n

the Eleventh Ward, at m�dn�ght was shot through the bra�n and
�nstantly k�lled. The tragedy was enacted �n the full glare of the street
l�ghts on the corner of Polk Street and Clermont Avenue. Our soc�ety
�s �ndeed unstable when the custod�ans of �ts peace are thus openly
and wantonly shot down. The pol�ce have so far been unable to
obta�n the sl�ghtest clue.

Barely had he f�n�shed th�s when the pol�ce arr�ved—the Inspector
h�mself and two of h�s keenest sleuths. Alarm sat upon the�r faces,
and �t was pla�n that they were ser�ously perturbed. Though the facts
were so few and s�mple, we talked long, go�ng over the affa�r aga�n
and aga�n. When the Inspector went away, he conf�dently assured us
that everyth�ng would soon be stra�ghtened out and the assass�ns
run to earth. In the meant�me he thought �t well to deta�l guards for
the protect�on of Mr. Hale and myself, and several more to be
constantly on the v�g�l about the house and grounds. After the lapse
of a week, at one o’clock �n the afternoon, th�s telegram was
rece�ved:

OFFICE OF THE M. OF M. October 21, 1899.
MR. EBEN HALE, Money Baron:



Dear S�r,—We are sorry to note how completely you have
m�sunderstood us. You have seen f�t to surround yourself and
household w�th armed guards, as though, forsooth, we were
common cr�m�nals, apt to break �n upon you and wrest away by force
your twenty m�ll�ons. Bel�eve us, th�s �s farthest from our �ntent�on.

You w�ll read�ly comprehend, after a l�ttle sober thought, that your
l�fe �s dear to us. Do not be afra�d. We would not hurt you for the
world. It �s our pol�cy to cher�sh you tenderly and protect you from all
harm. Your death means noth�ng to us. If �t d�d, rest assured that we
would not hes�tate a moment �n destroy�ng you. Th�nk th�s over, Mr.
Hale. When you have pa�d us our pr�ce, there w�ll be need of
retrenchment. D�sm�ss your guards now, and cut down your
expenses.

W�th�n m�nutes of the t�me you rece�ve th�s a nurse-g�rl w�ll have
been choked to death �n Brentwood Park. The body may be found �n
the shrubbery l�n�ng the path wh�ch leads off to the left from the
band-stand.

Cord�ally yours,
THE MINIONS OF MIDAS.
The next �nstant Mr. Hale was at the telephone, warn�ng the

Inspector of the �mpend�ng murder. The Inspector excused h�mself �n
order to call up Pol�ce Sub-stat�on F and despatch men to the scene.
F�fteen m�nutes later he rang us up and �nformed us that the body
had been d�scovered, yet warm, �n the place �nd�cated. That even�ng
the papers teemed w�th glar�ng Jack-the-Strangler headl�nes,
denounc�ng the brutal�ty of the deed and compla�n�ng about the lax�ty
of the pol�ce. We were also closeted w�th the Inspector, who begged
us by all means to keep the affa�r secret. Success, he sa�d,
depended upon s�lence.

As you know, John, Mr. Hale was a man of �ron. He refused to
surrender. But, oh, John, �t was terr�ble, nay, horr�ble—th�s awful
someth�ng, th�s bl�nd force �n the dark. We could not f�ght, could not
plan, could do noth�ng save hold our hands and wa�t. And week by
week, as certa�n as the r�s�ng of the sun, came the not�f�cat�on and
death of some person, man or woman, �nnocent of ev�l, but just as
much k�lled by us as though we had done �t w�th our own hands. A



word from Mr. Hale and the slaughter would have ceased. But he
hardened h�s heart and wa�ted, the l�nes deepen�ng, the mouth and
eyes grow�ng sterner and f�rmer, and the face ag�ng w�th the hours. It
�s needless for me to speak of my own suffer�ng dur�ng that fr�ghtful
per�od. F�nd here the letters and telegrams of the M. of M., and the
newspaper accounts, etc., of the var�ous murders.

You w�ll not�ce also the letters warn�ng Mr. Hale of certa�n
mach�nat�ons of commerc�al enem�es and secret man�pulat�ons of
stock. The M. of M. seemed to have �ts hand on the �nner pulse of
the bus�ness and f�nanc�al world. They possessed themselves of and
forwarded to us �nformat�on wh�ch our agents could not obta�n. One
t�mely note from them, at a cr�t�cal moment �n a certa�n deal, saved
all of f�ve m�ll�ons to Mr. Hale. At another t�me they sent us a
telegram wh�ch probably was the means of prevent�ng an anarch�st
crank from tak�ng my employer’s l�fe. We captured the man on h�s
arr�val and turned h�m over to the pol�ce, who found upon h�m
enough of a new and powerful explos�ve to s�nk a battlesh�p.

We pers�sted. Mr. Hale was gr�t clear through. He d�sbursed at the
rate of one hundred thousand per week for secret serv�ce. The a�d of
the P�nkertons and of countless pr�vate detect�ve agenc�es was
called �n, and �n add�t�on to th�s thousands were upon our payroll.
Our agents swarmed everywhere, �n all gu�ses, penetrat�ng all
classes of soc�ety. They grasped at a myr�ad clues; hundreds of
suspects were ja�led, and at var�ous t�mes thousands of susp�c�ous
persons were under surve�llance, but noth�ng tang�ble came to l�ght.
W�th �ts commun�cat�ons the M. of M. cont�nually changed �ts method
of del�very. And every messenger they sent us was arrested
forthw�th. But these �nev�tably proved to be �nnocent �nd�v�duals,
wh�le the�r descr�pt�ons of the persons who had employed them for
the errand never tall�ed. On the last day of December we rece�ved
th�s not�f�cat�on:

OFFICE OF THE M. OF M., December 31, 1899.
MR. EBEN HALE, Money Baron:
Dear S�r,—Pursuant of our pol�cy, w�th wh�ch we flatter ourselves

you are already well versed, we beg to state that we shall g�ve a
passport from th�s Vale of Tears to Inspector By�ng, w�th whom,



because of our attent�ons, you have become so well acqua�nted. It �s
h�s custom to be �n h�s pr�vate off�ce at th�s hour. Even as you read
th�s he breathes h�s last.

Cord�ally yours,
THE MINIONS OF MIDAS.
I dropped the letter and sprang to the telephone. Great was my

rel�ef when I heard the Inspector’s hearty vo�ce. But, even as he
spoke, h�s vo�ce d�ed away �n the rece�ver to a gurgl�ng sob, and I
heard fa�ntly the crash of a fall�ng body. Then a strange vo�ce hello’d
me, sent me the regards of the M. of M., and broke the sw�tch. L�ke a
flash I called up the publ�c off�ce of the Central Pol�ce, tell�ng them to
go at once to the Inspector’s a�d �n h�s pr�vate off�ce. I then held the
l�ne, and a few m�nutes later rece�ved the �ntell�gence that he had
been found bathed �n h�s own blood and breath�ng h�s last. There
were no eyew�tnesses, and no trace was d�scoverable of the
murderer.

Whereupon Mr. Hale �mmed�ately �ncreased h�s secret serv�ce t�ll a
quarter of a m�ll�on flowed weekly from h�s coffers. He was
determ�ned to w�n out. H�s graduated rewards aggregated over ten
m�ll�ons. You have a fa�r �dea of h�s resources and you can see �n
what manner he drew upon them. It was the pr�nc�ple, he aff�rmed,
that he was f�ght�ng for, not the gold. And �t must be adm�tted that h�s
course proved the nob�l�ty of h�s mot�ve. The pol�ce departments of
all the great c�t�es cooperated, and even the Un�ted States
Government stepped �n, and the affa�r became one of the h�ghest
quest�ons of state. Certa�n cont�ngent funds of the nat�on were
devoted to the unearth�ng of the M. of M., and every government
agent was on the alert. But all �n va�n. The M�n�ons of M�das carr�ed
on the�r damnable work unhampered. They had the�r way and struck
unerr�ngly.

But wh�le he fought to the last, Mr. Hale could not wash h�s hands
of the blood w�th wh�ch they were dyed. Though not techn�cally a
murderer, though no jury of h�s peers would ever have conv�cted
h�m, none the less the death of every �nd�v�dual was due to h�m. As I
sa�d before, a word from h�m and the slaughter would have ceased.
But he refused to g�ve that word. He �ns�sted that the �ntegr�ty of



soc�ety was assa�led; that he was not suff�c�ently a coward to desert
h�s post; and that �t was man�festly just that a few should be martyred
for the ult�mate welfare of the many. Nevertheless th�s blood was
upon h�s head, and he sank �nto deeper and deeper gloom. I was
l�kew�se whelmed w�th the gu�lt of an accompl�ce. Bab�es were
ruthlessly k�lled, ch�ldren, aged men; and not only were these
murders local, but they were d�str�buted over the country. In the
m�ddle of February, one even�ng, as we sat �n the l�brary, there came
a sharp knock at the door. On respond�ng to �t I found, ly�ng on the
carpet of the corr�dor, the follow�ng m�ss�ve:

OFFICE OF THE M. OF M., February 15, 1900.
MR. EBEN HALE, Money Baron:
Dear S�r,—Does not your soul cry out upon the red harvest �t �s

reap�ng? Perhaps we have been too abstract �n conduct�ng our
bus�ness. Let us now be concrete. M�ss Adela�de La�dlaw �s a
talented young woman, as good, we understand, as she �s beaut�ful.
She �s the daughter of your old fr�end, Judge La�dlaw, and we
happen to know that you carr�ed her �n your arms when she was an
�nfant. She �s your daughter’s closest fr�end, and at present �s v�s�t�ng
her. When your eyes have read thus far her v�s�t w�ll have
term�nated.

Very cord�ally,
THE MINIONS OF MIDAS.
My God! d�d we not �nstantly real�ze the terr�ble �mport! We rushed

through the dayrooms—she was not there—and on to her own
apartments. The door was locked, but we crashed �t down by hurl�ng
ourselves aga�nst �t. There she lay, just as she had f�n�shed dress�ng
for the opera, smothered w�th p�llows torn from the couch, the flush
of l�fe yet on her flesh, the body st�ll flex�ble and warm. Let me pass
over the rest of th�s horror. You w�ll surely remember, John, the
newspaper accounts.

Late that n�ght Mr. Hale summoned me to h�m, and before God d�d
pledge me most solemnly to stand by h�m and not to comprom�se,
even �f all k�th and k�n were destroyed.



The next day I was surpr�sed at h�s cheerfulness. I had thought he
would be deeply shocked by th�s last tragedy—how deep I was soon
to learn. All day he was l�ght-hearted and h�gh-sp�r�ted, as though at
last he had found a way out of the fr�ghtful d�ff�culty. The next
morn�ng we found h�m dead �n h�s bed, a peaceful sm�le upon h�s
careworn face—asphyx�at�on. Through the conn�vance of the pol�ce
and the author�t�es, �t was g�ven out to the world as heart d�sease.
We deemed �t w�se to w�thhold the truth; but l�ttle good has �t done
us, l�ttle good has anyth�ng done us.

Barely had I left that chamber of death, when—but too late—the
follow�ng extraord�nary letter was rece�ved:

OFFICE OF THE M. of M., February 17, 1900.
MR. EBEN HALE, Money Baron:
Dear S�r,—You w�ll pardon our �ntrus�on, we hope, so closely upon

the sad event of day before yesterday; but what we w�sh to say may
be of the utmost �mportance to you. It �s �n our m�nd that you may
attempt to escape us. There �s but one way, apparently, as you have
ere th�s doubtless d�scovered. But we w�sh to �nform you that even
th�s one way �s barred. You may d�e, but you d�e fa�l�ng and
acknowledg�ng your fa�lure. Note th�s: WE ARE PART AND PARCEL
OF YOUR POSSESSIONS. WITH YOUR MILLIONS WE PASS
DOWN TO YOUR HEIRS AND ASSIGNS FOREVER.

We are the �nev�table. We are the culm�nat�on of �ndustr�al and
soc�al wrong. We turn upon the soc�ety that has created us. We are
the successful fa�lures of the age, the scourges of a degraded
c�v�l�zat�on.

We are the creatures of a perverse soc�al select�on. We meet force
w�th force. Only the strong shall endure. We bel�eve �n the surv�val of
the f�ttest. You have crushed your wage slaves �nto the d�rt and you
have surv�ved. The capta�ns of war, at your command, have shot
down l�ke dogs your employees �n a score of bloody str�kes. By such
means you have endured. We do not grumble at the result, for we
acknowledge and have our be�ng �n the same natural law. And now
the quest�on has ar�sen: UNDER THE PRESENT SOCIAL
ENVIRONMENT, WHICH OF US SHALL SURVIVE? We bel�eve we



are the f�ttest. You bel�eve you are the f�ttest. We leave the
eventual�ty to t�me and law.

Cord�ally yours,
THE MINIONS OF MIDAS.
John, do you wonder now that I shunned pleasure and avo�ded

fr�ends? But why expla�n? Surely th�s narrat�ve w�ll make everyth�ng
clear. Three weeks ago Adela�de La�dlaw d�ed. S�nce then I have
wa�ted �n hope and fear. Yesterday the w�ll was probated and made
publ�c. Today I was not�f�ed that a woman of the m�ddle class would
be k�lled �n Golden Gate Park, �n faraway San Franc�sco. The
despatches �n to-n�ght’s papers g�ve the deta�ls of the brutal
happen�ng—deta�ls wh�ch correspond w�th those furn�shed me �n
advance.

It �s useless. I cannot struggle aga�nst the �nev�table. I have been
fa�thful to Mr. Hale and have worked hard. Why my fa�thfulness
should have been thus rewarded I cannot understand. Yet I cannot
be false to my trust, nor break my word by comprom�s�ng. St�ll, I
have resolved that no more deaths shall be upon my head. I have
w�lled the many m�ll�ons I lately rece�ved to the�r r�ghtful owners. Let
the stalwart sons of Eben Hale work out the�r own salvat�on. Ere you
read th�s I shall have passed on. The M�n�ons of M�das are all-
powerful. The pol�ce are �mpotent. I have learned from them that
other m�ll�onna�res have been l�kew�se mulcted or persecuted—how
many �s not known, for when one y�elds to the M. of M., h�s mouth �s
thenceforth sealed. Those who have not y�elded are even now
reap�ng the�r scarlet harvest. The gr�m game �s be�ng played out. The
Federal Government can do noth�ng. I also understand that s�m�lar
branch organ�zat�ons have made the�r appearance �n Europe.
Soc�ety �s shaken to �ts foundat�ons. Pr�nc�pal�t�es and powers are as
brands r�pe for the burn�ng. Instead of the masses aga�nst the
classes, �t �s a class aga�nst the classes. We, the guard�ans of
human progress, are be�ng s�ngled out and struck down. Law and
order have fa�led.

The off�c�als have begged me to keep th�s secret. I have done so,
but can do so no longer. It has become a quest�on of publ�c �mport,
fraught w�th the d�rest consequences, and I shall do my duty before I



leave th�s world by �nform�ng �t of �ts per�l. Do you, John, as my last
request, make th�s publ�c. Do not be fr�ghtened. The fate of human�ty
rests �n your hand. Let the press str�ke off m�ll�ons of cop�es; let the
electr�c currents sweep �t round the world; wherever men meet and
speak, let them speak of �t �n fear and trembl�ng. And then, when
thoroughly aroused, let soc�ety ar�se �n �ts m�ght and cast out th�s
abom�nat�on.

Yours, �n long farewell,
WADE ATSHELER.





THE SHADOW AND THE FLASH
When I look back, I real�ze what a pecul�ar fr�endsh�p �t was. F�rst,

there was Lloyd Inwood, tall, slender, and f�nely kn�t, nervous and
dark. And then Paul T�chlorne, tall, slender, and f�nely kn�t, nervous
and blond. Each was the repl�ca of the other �n everyth�ng except
color. Lloyd’s eyes were black; Paul’s were blue. Under stress of
exc�tement, the blood coursed ol�ve �n the face of Lloyd, cr�mson �n
the face of Paul. But outs�de th�s matter of color�ng they were as l�ke
as two peas. Both were h�gh-strung, prone to excess�ve tens�on and
endurance, and they l�ved at concert p�tch.

But there was a tr�o �nvolved �n th�s remarkable fr�endsh�p, and the
th�rd was short, and fat, and chunky, and lazy, and, loath to say, �t
was I. Paul and Lloyd seemed born to r�valry w�th each other, and I
to be peacemaker between them. We grew up together, the three of
us, and full often have I rece�ved the angry blows each �ntended for
the other. They were always compet�ng, str�v�ng to outdo each other,
and when entered upon some such struggle there was no l�m�t e�ther
to the�r endeavors or pass�ons.

Th�s �ntense sp�r�t of r�valry obta�ned �n the�r stud�es and the�r
games. If Paul memor�zed one canto of “Marm�on,” Lloyd memor�zed
two cantos, Paul came back w�th three, and Lloyd aga�n w�th four, t�ll
each knew the whole poem by heart. I remember an �nc�dent that
occurred at the sw�mm�ng hole—an �nc�dent trag�cally s�gn�f�cant of
the l�fe-struggle between them. The boys had a game of d�v�ng to the
bottom of a ten-foot pool and hold�ng on by submerged roots to see
who could stay under the longest. Paul and Lloyd allowed
themselves to be bantered �nto mak�ng the descent together. When I
saw the�r faces, set and determ�ned, d�sappear �n the water as they
sank sw�ftly down, I felt a forebod�ng of someth�ng dreadful. The
moments sped, the r�pples d�ed away, the face of the pool grew
plac�d and untroubled, and ne�ther black nor golden head broke
surface �n quest of a�r. We above grew anx�ous. The longest record



of the longest-w�nded boy had been exceeded, and st�ll there was no
s�gn. A�r bubbles tr�ckled slowly upward, show�ng that the breath had
been expelled from the�r lungs, and after that the bubbles ceased to
tr�ckle upward. Each second became �nterm�nable, and, unable
longer to endure the suspense, I plunged �nto the water.

I found them down at the bottom, clutch�ng t�ght to the roots, the�r
heads not a foot apart, the�r eyes w�de open, each glar�ng f�xedly at
the other. They were suffer�ng fr�ghtful torment, wr�th�ng and tw�st�ng
�n the pangs of voluntary suffocat�on; for ne�ther would let go and
acknowledge h�mself beaten. I tr�ed to break Paul’s hold on the root,
but he res�sted me f�ercely. Then I lost my breath and came to the
surface, badly scared. I qu�ckly expla�ned the s�tuat�on, and half a
dozen of us went down and by ma�n strength tore them loose. By the
t�me we got them out, both were unconsc�ous, and �t was only after
much barrel-roll�ng and rubb�ng and pound�ng that they f�nally came
to the�r senses. They would have drowned there, had no one
rescued them.

When Paul T�chlorne entered college, he let �t be generally
understood that he was go�ng �n for the soc�al sc�ences. Lloyd
Inwood, enter�ng at the same t�me, elected to take the same course.
But Paul had had �t secretly �n m�nd all the t�me to study the natural
sc�ences, spec�al�z�ng on chem�stry, and at the last moment he
sw�tched over. Though Lloyd had already arranged h�s year’s work
and attended the f�rst lectures, he at once followed Paul’s lead and
went �n for the natural sc�ences and espec�ally for chem�stry. The�r
r�valry soon became a noted th�ng throughout the un�vers�ty. Each
was a spur to the other, and they went �nto chem�stry deeper than
d�d ever students before—so deep, �n fact, that ere they took the�r
sheepsk�ns they could have stumped any chem�stry or “cow college”
professor �n the �nst�tut�on, save “old” Moss, head of the department,
and even h�m they puzzled and ed�f�ed more than once. Lloyd’s
d�scovery of the “death bac�llus” of the sea toad, and h�s exper�ments
on �t w�th potass�um cyan�de, sent h�s name and that of h�s un�vers�ty
r�ng�ng round the world; nor was Paul a wh�t beh�nd when he
succeeded �n produc�ng laboratory collo�ds exh�b�t�ng amoeba-l�ke
act�v�t�es, and when he cast new l�ght upon the processes of



fert�l�zat�on through h�s startl�ng exper�ments w�th s�mple sod�um
chlor�des and magnes�um solut�ons on low forms of mar�ne l�fe.

It was �n the�r undergraduate days, however, �n the m�dst of the�r
profoundest plunges �nto the myster�es of organ�c chem�stry, that
Dor�s Van Benschoten entered �nto the�r l�ves. Lloyd met her f�rst, but
w�th�n twenty-four hours Paul saw to �t that he also made her
acqua�ntance. Of course, they fell �n love w�th her, and she became
the only th�ng �n l�fe worth l�v�ng for. They wooed her w�th equal ardor
and f�re, and so �ntense became the�r struggle for her that half the
student-body took to wager�ng w�ldly on the result. Even “old” Moss,
one day, after an astound�ng demonstrat�on �n h�s pr�vate laboratory
by Paul, was gu�lty to the extent of a month’s salary of back�ng h�m
to become the br�degroom of Dor�s Van Benschoten.

In the end she solved the problem �n her own way, to everybody’s
sat�sfact�on except Paul’s and Lloyd’s. Gett�ng them together, she
sa�d that she really could not choose between them because she
loved them both equally well; and that, unfortunately, s�nce polyandry
was not perm�tted �n the Un�ted States she would be compelled to
forego the honor and happ�ness of marry�ng e�ther of them. Each
blamed the other for th�s lamentable outcome, and the b�tterness
between them grew more b�tter.

But th�ngs came to a head enough. It was at my home, after they
had taken the�r degrees and dropped out of the world’s s�ght, that the
beg�nn�ng of the end came to pass. Both were men of means, w�th
l�ttle �ncl�nat�on and no necess�ty for profess�onal l�fe. My fr�endsh�p
and the�r mutual an�mos�ty were the two th�ngs that l�nked them �n
any way together. Wh�le they were very often at my place, they made
�t a fast�d�ous po�nt to avo�d each other on such v�s�ts, though �t was
�nev�table, under the c�rcumstances, that they should come upon
each other occas�onally.

On the day I have �n recollect�on, Paul T�chlorne had been
moon�ng all morn�ng �n my study over a current sc�ent�f�c rev�ew. Th�s
left me free to my own affa�rs, and I was out among my roses when
Lloyd Inwood arr�ved. Cl�pp�ng and prun�ng and tack�ng the cl�mbers
on the porch, w�th my mouth full of na�ls, and Lloyd follow�ng me
about and lend�ng a hand now and aga�n, we fell to d�scuss�ng the



myth�cal race of �nv�s�ble people, that strange and vagrant people the
trad�t�ons of wh�ch have come down to us. Lloyd warmed to the talk
�n h�s nervous, jerky fash�on, and was soon �nterrogat�ng the phys�cal
propert�es and poss�b�l�t�es of �nv�s�b�l�ty. A perfectly black object, he
contended, would elude and defy the acutest v�s�on.

“Color �s a sensat�on,” he was say�ng. “It has no object�ve real�ty.
W�thout l�ght, we can see ne�ther colors nor objects themselves. All
objects are black �n the dark, and �n the dark �t �s �mposs�ble to see
them. If no l�ght str�kes upon them, then no l�ght �s flung back from
them to the eye, and so we have no v�s�on-ev�dence of the�r be�ng.”

“But we see black objects �n dayl�ght,” I objected.
“Very true,” he went on warmly. “And that �s because they are not

perfectly black. Were they perfectly black, absolutely black, as �t
were, we could not see them—ay, not �n the blaze of a thousand
suns could we see them! And so I say, w�th the r�ght p�gments,
properly compounded, an absolutely black pa�nt could be produced
wh�ch would render �nv�s�ble whatever �t was appl�ed to.”

“It would be a remarkable d�scovery,” I sa�d non-comm�ttally, for
the whole th�ng seemed too fantast�c for aught but speculat�ve
purposes.

“Remarkable!” Lloyd slapped me on the shoulder. “I should say so.
Why, old chap, to coat myself w�th such a pa�nt would be to put the
world at my feet. The secrets of k�ngs and courts would be m�ne, the
mach�nat�ons of d�plomats and pol�t�c�ans, the play of stock-
gamblers, the plans of trusts and corporat�ons. I could keep my hand
on the �nner pulse of th�ngs and become the greatest power �n the
world. And I—” He broke off shortly, then added, “Well, I have begun
my exper�ments, and I don’t m�nd tell�ng you that I’m r�ght �n l�ne for
�t.”

A laugh from the doorway startled us. Paul T�chlorne was stand�ng
there, a sm�le of mockery on h�s l�ps.

“You forget, my dear Lloyd,” he sa�d.
“Forget what?”
“You forget,” Paul went on—“ah, you forget the shadow.”



I saw Lloyd’s face drop, but he answered sneer�ngly, “I can carry a
sunshade, you know.” Then he turned suddenly and f�ercely upon
h�m. “Look here, Paul, you’ll keep out of th�s �f you know what’s good
for you.”

A rupture seemed �mm�nent, but Paul laughed good-naturedly. “I
wouldn’t lay f�ngers on your d�rty p�gments. Succeed beyond your
most sangu�ne expectat�ons, yet you w�ll always fetch up aga�nst the
shadow. You can’t get away from �t. Now I shall go on the very
oppos�te tack. In the very nature of my propos�t�on the shadow w�ll
be el�m�nated—”

“Transparency!” ejaculated Lloyd, �nstantly. “But �t can’t be
ach�eved.”

“Oh, no; of course not.” And Paul shrugged h�s shoulders and
strolled off down the br�ar-rose path.

Th�s was the beg�nn�ng of �t. Both men attacked the problem w�th
all the tremendous energy for wh�ch they were noted, and w�th a
rancor and b�tterness that made me tremble for the success of e�ther.
Each trusted me to the utmost, and �n the long weeks of
exper�mentat�on that followed I was made a party to both s�des,
l�sten�ng to the�r theor�z�ngs and w�tness�ng the�r demonstrat�ons.
Never, by word or s�gn, d�d I convey to e�ther the sl�ghtest h�nt of the
other’s progress, and they respected me for the seal I put upon my
l�ps.

Lloyd Inwood, after prolonged and un�nterm�ttent appl�cat�on, when
the tens�on upon h�s m�nd and body became too great to bear, had a
strange way of obta�n�ng rel�ef. He attended pr�ze f�ghts. It was at
one of these brutal exh�b�t�ons, wh�ther he had dragged me �n order
to tell h�s latest results, that h�s theory rece�ved str�k�ng conf�rmat�on.

“Do you see that red-wh�skered man?” he asked, po�nt�ng across
the r�ng to the f�fth t�er of seats on the oppos�te s�de. “And do you see
the next man to h�m, the one �n the wh�te hat? Well, there �s qu�te a
gap between them, �s there not?”

“Certa�nly,” I answered. “They are a seat apart. The gap �s the
unoccup�ed seat.”



He leaned over to me and spoke ser�ously. “Between the red-
wh�skered man and the wh�te-hatted man s�ts Ben Wasson. You
have heard me speak of h�m. He �s the cleverest pug�l�st of h�s
we�ght �n the country. He �s also a Car�bbean negro, full-blooded,
and the blackest �n the Un�ted States. He has on a black overcoat
buttoned up. I saw h�m when he came �n and took that seat. As soon
as he sat down he d�sappeared. Watch closely; he may sm�le.”

I was for cross�ng over to ver�fy Lloyd’s statement, but he
restra�ned me. “Wa�t,” he sa�d.

I wa�ted and watched, t�ll the red-wh�skered man turned h�s head
as though address�ng the unoccup�ed seat; and then, �n that empty
space, I saw the roll�ng wh�tes of a pa�r of eyes and the wh�te double-
crescent of two rows of teeth, and for the �nstant I could make out a
negro’s face. But w�th the pass�ng of the sm�le h�s v�s�b�l�ty passed,
and the cha�r seemed vacant as before.

“Were he perfectly black, you could s�t alongs�de h�m and not see
h�m,” Lloyd sa�d; and I confess the �llustrat�on was apt enough to
make me well-n�gh conv�nced.

I v�s�ted Lloyd’s laboratory a number of t�mes after that, and found
h�m always deep �n h�s search after the absolute black. H�s
exper�ments covered all sorts of p�gments, such as lamp-blacks,
tars, carbon�zed vegetable matters, soots of o�ls and fats, and the
var�ous carbon�zed an�mal substances.

“Wh�te l�ght �s composed of the seven pr�mary colors,” he argued
to me. “But �t �s �tself, of �tself, �nv�s�ble. Only by be�ng reflected from
objects do �t and the objects become v�s�ble. But only that port�on of
�t that �s reflected becomes v�s�ble. For �nstance, here �s a blue
tobacco-box. The wh�te l�ght str�kes aga�nst �t, and, w�th one
except�on, all �ts component colors—v�olet, �nd�go, green, yellow,
orange, and red—are absorbed. The one except�on �s BLUE. It �s not
absorbed, but reflected. Wherefore the tobacco-box g�ves us a
sensat�on of blueness. We do not see the other colors because they
are absorbed. We see only the blue. For the same reason grass �s
GREEN. The green waves of wh�te l�ght are thrown upon our eyes.”

“When we pa�nt our houses, we do not apply color to them,” he
sa�d at another t�me. “What we do �s to apply certa�n substances that



have the property of absorb�ng from wh�te l�ght all the colors except
those that we would have our houses appear. When a substance
reflects all the colors to the eye, �t seems to us wh�te. When �t
absorbs all the colors, �t �s black. But, as I sa�d before, we have as
yet no perfect black. All the colors are not absorbed. The perfect
black, guard�ng aga�nst h�gh l�ghts, w�ll be utterly and absolutely
�nv�s�ble. Look at that, for example.”

He po�nted to the palette ly�ng on h�s work-table. D�fferent shades
of black p�gments were brushed on �t. One, �n part�cular, I could
hardly see. It gave my eyes a blurr�ng sensat�on, and I rubbed them
and looked aga�n.

“That,” he sa�d �mpress�vely, “�s the blackest black you or any
mortal man ever looked upon. But just you wa�t, and I’ll have a black
so black that no mortal man w�ll be able to look upon �t—and see �t!”

On the other hand, I used to f�nd Paul T�chlorne plunged as deeply
�nto the study of l�ght polar�zat�on, d�ffract�on, and �nterference, s�ngle
and double refract�on, and all manner of strange organ�c
compounds.

“Transparency: a state or qual�ty of body wh�ch perm�ts all rays of
l�ght to pass through,” he def�ned for me. “That �s what I am seek�ng.
Lloyd blunders up aga�nst the shadow w�th h�s perfect opaqueness.
But I escape �t. A transparent body casts no shadow; ne�ther does �t
reflect l�ght-waves—that �s, the perfectly transparent does not. So,
avo�d�ng h�gh l�ghts, not only w�ll such a body cast no shadow, but,
s�nce �t reflects no l�ght, �t w�ll also be �nv�s�ble.”

We were stand�ng by the w�ndow at another t�me. Paul was
engaged �n pol�sh�ng a number of lenses, wh�ch were ranged along
the s�ll. Suddenly, after a pause �n the conversat�on, he sa�d, “Oh!
I’ve dropped a lens. St�ck your head out, old man, and see where �t
went to.”

Out I started to thrust my head, but a sharp blow on the forehead
caused me to reco�l. I rubbed my bru�sed brow and gazed w�th
reproachful �nqu�ry at Paul, who was laugh�ng �n gleeful, boy�sh
fash�on.

“Well?” he sa�d.



“Well?” I echoed.
“Why don’t you �nvest�gate?” he demanded. And �nvest�gate I d�d.

Before thrust�ng out my head, my senses, automat�cally act�ve, had
told me there was noth�ng there, that noth�ng �ntervened between me
and out-of-doors, that the aperture of the w�ndow open�ng was utterly
empty. I stretched forth my hand and felt a hard object, smooth and
cool and flat, wh�ch my touch, out of �ts exper�ence, told me to be
glass. I looked aga�n, but could see pos�t�vely noth�ng.

“Wh�te quartzose sand,” Paul rattled off, “sod�c carbonate, slaked
l�me, cutlet, manganese perox�de—there you have �t, the f�nest
French plate glass, made by the great St. Goba�n Company, who
made the f�nest plate glass �n the world, and th�s �s the f�nest p�ece
they ever made. It cost a k�ng’s ransom. But look at �t! You can’t see
�t. You don’t know �t’s there t�ll you run your head aga�nst �t.

“Eh, old boy! That’s merely an object-lesson—certa�n elements, �n
themselves opaque, yet so compounded as to g�ve a resultant body
wh�ch �s transparent. But that �s a matter of �norgan�c chem�stry, you
say. Very true. But I dare to assert, stand�ng here on my two feet,
that �n the organ�c I can dupl�cate whatever occurs �n the �norgan�c.

“Here!” He held a test-tube between me and the l�ght, and I noted
the cloudy or muddy l�qu�d �t conta�ned. He empt�ed the contents of
another test-tube �nto �t, and almost �nstantly �t became clear and
sparkl�ng.

“Or here!” W�th qu�ck, nervous movements among h�s array of
test-tubes, he turned a wh�te solut�on to a w�ne color, and a l�ght
yellow solut�on to a dark brown. He dropped a p�ece of l�tmus paper
�nto an ac�d, when �t changed �nstantly to red, and on float�ng �t �n an
alkal� �t turned as qu�ckly to blue.

“The l�tmus paper �s st�ll the l�tmus paper,” he enunc�ated �n the
formal manner of the lecturer. “I have not changed �t �nto someth�ng
else. Then what d�d I do? I merely changed the arrangement of �ts
molecules. Where, at f�rst, �t absorbed all colors from the l�ght but
red, �ts molecular structure was so changed that �t absorbed red and
all colors except blue. And so �t goes, ad �nf�n�tum. Now, what I
purpose to do �s th�s.” He paused for a space. “I purpose to seek—
ay, and to f�nd—the proper reagents, wh�ch, act�ng upon the l�v�ng



organ�sm, w�ll br�ng about molecular changes analogous to those
you have just w�tnessed. But these reagents, wh�ch I shall f�nd, and
for that matter, upon wh�ch I already have my hands, w�ll not turn the
l�v�ng body to blue or red or black, but they w�ll turn �t to
transparency. All l�ght w�ll pass through �t. It w�ll be �nv�s�ble. It w�ll
cast no shadow.”

A few weeks later I went hunt�ng w�th Paul. He had been
prom�s�ng me for some t�me that I should have the pleasure of
shoot�ng over a wonderful dog—the most wonderful dog, �n fact, that
ever man shot over, so he averred, and cont�nued to aver t�ll my
cur�os�ty was aroused. But on the morn�ng �n quest�on I was
d�sappo�nted, for there was no dog �n ev�dence.

“Don’t see h�m about,” Paul remarked unconcernedly, and we set
off across the f�elds.

I could not �mag�ne, at the t�me, what was a�l�ng me, but I had a
feel�ng of some �mpend�ng and deadly �llness. My nerves were all
awry, and, from the astound�ng tr�cks they played me, my senses
seemed to have run r�ot. Strange sounds d�sturbed me. At t�mes I
heard the sw�sh-sw�sh of grass be�ng shoved as�de, and once the
patter of feet across a patch of stony ground.

“D�d you hear anyth�ng, Paul?” I asked once.
But he shook h�s head, and thrust h�s feet stead�ly forward.
Wh�le cl�mb�ng a fence, I heard the low, eager wh�ne of a dog,

apparently from w�th�n a couple of feet of me; but on look�ng about
me I saw noth�ng.

I dropped to the ground, l�mp and trembl�ng.
“Paul,” I sa�d, “we had better return to the house. I am afra�d I am

go�ng to be s�ck.”
“Nonsense, old man,” he answered. “The sunsh�ne has gone to

your head l�ke w�ne. You’ll be all r�ght. It’s famous weather.”
But, pass�ng along a narrow path through a clump of cottonwoods,

some object brushed aga�nst my legs and I stumbled and nearly fell.
I looked w�th sudden anx�ety at Paul.

“What’s the matter?” he asked. “Tr�pp�ng over your own feet?”



I kept my tongue between my teeth and plodded on, though sore
perplexed and thoroughly sat�sf�ed that some acute and myster�ous
malady had attacked my nerves. So far my eyes had escaped; but,
when we got to the open f�elds aga�n, even my v�s�on went back on
me. Strange flashes of var�-colored, ra�nbow l�ght began to appear
and d�sappear on the path before me. St�ll, I managed to keep
myself �n hand, t�ll the var�-colored l�ghts pers�sted for a space of fully
twenty seconds, danc�ng and flash�ng �n cont�nuous play. Then I sat
down, weak and shaky.

“It’s all up w�th me,” I gasped, cover�ng my eyes w�th my hands. “It
has attacked my eyes. Paul, take me home.”

But Paul laughed long and loud. “What d�d I tell you?—the most
wonderful dog, eh? Well, what do you th�nk?”

He turned partly from me and began to wh�stle. I heard the patter
of feet, the pant�ng of a heated an�mal, and the unm�stakable yelp of
a dog. Then Paul stooped down and apparently fondled the empty
a�r.

“Here! G�ve me your f�st.”
And he rubbed my hand over the cold nose and jowls of a dog. A

dog �t certa�nly was, w�th the shape and the smooth, short coat of a
po�nter.

Suff�ce to say, I speed�ly recovered my sp�r�ts and control. Paul put
a collar about the an�mal’s neck and t�ed h�s handkerch�ef to �ts ta�l.
And then was vouchsafed us the remarkable s�ght of an empty collar
and a wav�ng handkerch�ef cavort�ng over the f�elds. It was
someth�ng to see that collar and handkerch�ef p�n a bevy of qua�l �n a
clump of locusts and rema�n r�g�d and �mmovable t�ll we had flushed
the b�rds.

Now and aga�n the dog em�tted the var�-colored l�ght-flashes I
have ment�oned. The one th�ng, Paul expla�ned, wh�ch he had not
ant�c�pated and wh�ch he doubted could be overcome.

“They’re a large fam�ly,” he sa�d, “these sun dogs, w�nd dogs,
ra�nbows, halos, and parhel�a. They are produced by refract�on of
l�ght from m�neral and �ce crystals, from m�st, ra�n, spray, and no end
of th�ngs; and I am afra�d they are the penalty I must pay for



transparency. I escaped Lloyd’s shadow only to fetch up aga�nst the
ra�nbow flash.”

A couple of days later, before the entrance to Paul’s laboratory, I
encountered a terr�ble stench. So overpower�ng was �t that �t was
easy to d�scover the source—a mass of putrescent matter on the
doorstep wh�ch �n general outl�nes resembled a dog.

Paul was startled when he �nvest�gated my f�nd. It was h�s �nv�s�ble
dog, or rather, what had been h�s �nv�s�ble dog, for �t was now pla�nly
v�s�ble. It had been play�ng about but a few m�nutes before �n all
health and strength. Closer exam�nat�on revealed that the skull had
been crushed by some heavy blow. Wh�le �t was strange that the
an�mal should have been k�lled, the �nexpl�cable th�ng was that �t
should so qu�ckly decay.

“The reagents I �njected �nto �ts system were harmless,” Paul
expla�ned. “Yet they were powerful, and �t appears that when death
comes they force pract�cally �nstantaneous d�s�ntegrat�on.
Remarkable! Most remarkable! Well, the only th�ng �s not to d�e.
They do not harm so long as one l�ves. But I do wonder who
smashed �n that dog’s head.”

L�ght, however, was thrown upon th�s when a fr�ghtened
housema�d brought the news that Gaffer Bedshaw had that very
morn�ng, not more than an hour back, gone v�olently �nsane, and
was strapped down at home, �n the huntsman’s lodge, where he
raved of a battle w�th a feroc�ous and g�gant�c beast that he had
encountered �n the T�chlorne pasture. He cla�med that the th�ng,
whatever �t was, was �nv�s�ble, that w�th h�s own eyes he had seen
that �t was �nv�s�ble; wherefore h�s tearful w�fe and daughters shook
the�r heads, and wherefore he but waxed the more v�olent, and the
gardener and the coachman t�ghtened the straps by another hole.

Nor, wh�le Paul T�chlorne was thus successfully master�ng the
problem of �nv�s�b�l�ty, was Lloyd Inwood a wh�t beh�nd. I went over �n
answer to a message of h�s to come and see how he was gett�ng on.
Now h�s laboratory occup�ed an �solated s�tuat�on �n the m�dst of h�s
vast grounds. It was bu�lt �n a pleasant l�ttle glade, surrounded on all
s�des by a dense forest growth, and was to be ga�ned by way of a
w�nd�ng and errat�c path. But I have travelled that path so often as to



know every foot of �t, and conce�ve my surpr�se when I came upon
the glade and found no laboratory. The qua�nt shed structure w�th �ts
red sandstone ch�mney was not. Nor d�d �t look as �f �t ever had
been. There were no s�gns of ru�n, no debr�s, noth�ng.

I started to walk across what had once been �ts s�te. “Th�s,” I sa�d
to myself, “should be where the step went up to the door.” Barely
were the words out of my mouth when I stubbed my toe on some
obstacle, p�tched forward, and butted my head �nto someth�ng that
FELT very much l�ke a door. I reached out my hand. It WAS a door. I
found the knob and turned �t. And at once, as the door swung �nward
on �ts h�nges, the whole �nter�or of the laboratory �mp�nged upon my
v�s�on. Greet�ng Lloyd, I closed the door and backed up the path a
few paces. I could see noth�ng of the bu�ld�ng. Return�ng and
open�ng the door, at once all the furn�ture and every deta�l of the
�nter�or were v�s�ble. It was �ndeed startl�ng, the sudden trans�t�on
from vo�d to l�ght and form and color.

“What do you th�nk of �t, eh?” Lloyd asked, wr�ng�ng my hand. “I
slapped a couple of coats of absolute black on the outs�de yesterday
afternoon to see how �t worked. How’s your head? you bumped �t
pretty sol�dly, I �mag�ne.”

“Never m�nd that,” he �nterrupted my congratulat�ons. “I’ve
someth�ng better for you to do.”

Wh�le he talked he began to str�p, and when he stood naked
before me he thrust a pot and brush �nto my hand and sa�d, “Here,
g�ve me a coat of th�s.”

It was an o�ly, shellac-l�ke stuff, wh�ch spread qu�ckly and eas�ly
over the sk�n and dr�ed �mmed�ately.

“Merely prel�m�nary and precaut�onary,” he expla�ned when I had
f�n�shed; “but now for the real stuff.”

I p�cked up another pot he �nd�cated, and glanced �ns�de, but could
see noth�ng.

“It’s empty,” I sa�d.
“St�ck your f�nger �n �t.”
I obeyed, and was aware of a sensat�on of cool mo�stness. On

w�thdraw�ng my hand I glanced at the foref�nger, the one I had



�mmersed, but �t had d�sappeared. I moved and knew from the
alternate tens�on and relaxat�on of the muscles that I moved �t, but �t
def�ed my sense of s�ght. To all appearances I had been shorn of a
f�nger; nor could I get any v�sual �mpress�on of �t t�ll I extended �t
under the skyl�ght and saw �ts shadow pla�nly blotted on the floor.

Lloyd chuckled. “Now spread �t on, and keep your eyes open.”
I d�pped the brush �nto the seem�ngly empty pot, and gave h�m a

long stroke across h�s chest. W�th the passage of the brush the l�v�ng
flesh d�sappeared from beneath. I covered h�s r�ght leg, and he was
a one-legged man defy�ng all laws of grav�tat�on. And so, stroke by
stroke, member by member, I pa�nted Lloyd Inwood �nto
noth�ngness. It was a creepy exper�ence, and I was glad when
naught rema�ned �n s�ght but h�s burn�ng black eyes, po�sed
apparently unsupported �n m�d-a�r.

“I have a ref�ned and harmless solut�on for them,” he sa�d. “A f�ne
spray w�th an a�r-brush, and presto! I am not.”

Th�s deftly accompl�shed, he sa�d, “Now I shall move about, and
do you tell me what sensat�ons you exper�ence.”

“In the f�rst place, I cannot see you,” I sa�d, and I could hear h�s
gleeful laugh from the m�dst of the empt�ness. “Of course,” I
cont�nued, “you cannot escape your shadow, but that was to be
expected. When you pass between my eye and an object, the object
d�sappears, but so unusual and �ncomprehens�ble �s �ts
d�sappearance that �t seems to me as though my eyes had blurred.
When you move rap�dly, I exper�ence a bew�lder�ng success�on of
blurs. The blurr�ng sensat�on makes my eyes ache and my bra�n
t�red.”

“Have you any other warn�ngs of my presence?” he asked.
“No, and yes,” I answered. “When you are near me I have feel�ngs

s�m�lar to those produced by dank warehouses, gloomy crypts, and
deep m�nes. And as sa�lors feel the loom of the land on dark n�ghts,
so I th�nk I feel the loom of your body. But �t �s all very vague and
�ntang�ble.”

Long we talked that last morn�ng �n h�s laboratory; and when I
turned to go, he put h�s unseen hand �n m�ne w�th nervous gr�p, and



sa�d, “Now I shall conquer the world!” And I could not dare to tell h�m
of Paul T�chlorne’s equal success.

At home I found a note from Paul, ask�ng me to come up
�mmed�ately, and �t was h�gh noon when I came sp�nn�ng up the
dr�veway on my wheel. Paul called me from the tenn�s court, and I
d�smounted and went over. But the court was empty. As I stood
there, gap�ng open-mouthed, a tenn�s ball struck me on the arm, and
as I turned about, another wh�zzed past my ear. For aught I could
see of my assa�lant, they came wh�rl�ng at me from out of space, and
r�ght well was I peppered w�th them. But when the balls already flung
at me began to come back for a second whack, I real�zed the
s�tuat�on. Se�z�ng a racquet and keep�ng my eyes open, I qu�ckly saw
a ra�nbow flash appear�ng and d�sappear�ng and dart�ng over the
ground. I took out after �t, and when I la�d the racquet upon �t for a
half-dozen stout blows, Paul’s vo�ce rang out:

“Enough! Enough! Oh! Ouch! Stop! You’re land�ng on my naked
sk�n, you know! Ow! O-w-w! I’ll be good! I’ll be good! I only wanted
you to see my metamorphos�s,” he sa�d ruefully, and I �mag�ned he
was rubb�ng h�s hurts.

A few m�nutes later we were play�ng tenn�s—a hand�cap on my
part, for I could have no knowledge of h�s pos�t�on save when all the
angles between h�mself, the sun, and me, were �n proper
conjunct�on. Then he flashed, and only then. But the flashes were
more br�ll�ant than the ra�nbow—purest blue, most del�cate v�olet,
br�ghtest yellow, and all the �ntermed�ary shades, w�th the sc�nt�llant
br�ll�ancy of the d�amond, dazzl�ng, bl�nd�ng, �r�descent.

But �n the m�dst of our play I felt a sudden cold ch�ll, rem�nd�ng me
of deep m�nes and gloomy crypts, such a ch�ll as I had exper�enced
that very morn�ng. The next moment, close to the net, I saw a ball
rebound �n m�d-a�r and empty space, and at the same �nstant, a
score of feet away, Paul T�chlorne em�tted a ra�nbow flash. It could
not be he from whom the ball had rebounded, and w�th s�cken�ng
dread I real�zed that Lloyd Inwood had come upon the scene. To
make sure, I looked for h�s shadow, and there �t was, a shapeless
blotch the g�rth of h�s body, (the sun was overhead), mov�ng along



the ground. I remembered h�s threat, and felt sure that all the long
years of r�valry were about to culm�nate �n uncanny battle.

I cr�ed a warn�ng to Paul, and heard a snarl as of a w�ld beast, and
an answer�ng snarl. I saw the dark blotch move sw�ftly across the
court, and a br�ll�ant burst of var�-colored l�ght mov�ng w�th equal
sw�ftness to meet �t; and then shadow and flash came together and
there was the sound of unseen blows. The net went down before my
fr�ghtened eyes. I sprang toward the f�ghters, cry�ng:

“For God’s sake!”
But the�r locked bod�es smote aga�nst my knees, and I was

overthrown.
“You keep out of th�s, old man!” I heard the vo�ce of Lloyd Inwood

from out of the empt�ness. And then Paul’s vo�ce cry�ng, “Yes, we’ve
had enough of peacemak�ng!”

From the sound of the�r vo�ces I knew they had separated. I could
not locate Paul, and so approached the shadow that represented
Lloyd. But from the other s�de came a stunn�ng blow on the po�nt of
my jaw, and I heard Paul scream angr�ly, “Now w�ll you keep away?”

Then they came together aga�n, the �mpact of the�r blows, the�r
groans and gasps, and the sw�ft flash�ngs and shadow-mov�ngs
tell�ng pla�nly of the deadl�ness of the struggle.

I shouted for help, and Gaffer Bedshaw came runn�ng �nto the
court. I could see, as he approached, that he was look�ng at me
strangely, but he coll�ded w�th the combatants and was hurled
headlong to the ground. W�th despa�r�ng shr�ek and a cry of “O Lord,
I’ve got ‘em!” he sprang to h�s feet and tore madly out of the court.

I could do noth�ng, so I sat up, fasc�nated and powerless, and
watched the struggle. The noonday sun beat down w�th dazzl�ng
br�ghtness on the naked tenn�s court. And �t was naked. All I could
see was the blotch of shadow and the ra�nbow flashes, the dust
r�s�ng from the �nv�s�ble feet, the earth tear�ng up from beneath the
stra�n�ng foot-gr�ps, and the w�re screen bulge once or tw�ce as the�r
bod�es hurled aga�nst �t. That was all, and after a t�me even that
ceased. There were no more flashes, and the shadow had become



long and stat�onary; and I remembered the�r set boy�sh faces when
they clung to the roots �n the deep coolness of the pool.

They found me an hour afterward. Some �nkl�ng of what had
happened got to the servants and they qu�tted the T�chlorne serv�ce
�n a body. Gaffer Bedshaw never recovered from the second shock
he rece�ved, and �s conf�ned �n a madhouse, hopelessly �ncurable.
The secrets of the�r marvellous d�scover�es d�ed w�th Paul and Lloyd,
both laborator�es be�ng destroyed by gr�ef-str�cken relat�ves. As for
myself, I no longer care for chem�cal research, and sc�ence �s a
tabooed top�c �n my household. I have returned to my roses.
Nature’s colors are good enough for me.



ALL GOLD CANYON
It was the green heart of the canyon, where the walls swerved

back from the r�g�d plan and rel�eved the�r harshness of l�ne by
mak�ng a l�ttle sheltered nook and f�ll�ng �t to the br�m w�th sweetness
and roundness and softness. Here all th�ngs rested. Even the narrow
stream ceased �ts turbulent down-rush long enough to form a qu�et
pool. Knee-deep �n the water, w�th droop�ng head and half-shut eyes,
drowsed a red-coated, many-antlered buck.

On one s�de, beg�nn�ng at the very l�p of the pool, was a t�ny
meadow, a cool, res�l�ent surface of green that extended to the base
of the frown�ng wall. Beyond the pool a gentle slope of earth ran up
and up to meet the oppos�ng wall. F�ne grass covered the slope—
grass that was spangled w�th flowers, w�th here and there patches of
color, orange and purple and golden. Below, the canyon was shut �n.
There was no v�ew. The walls leaned together abruptly and the
canyon ended �n a chaos of rocks, moss-covered and h�dden by a
green screen of v�nes and creepers and boughs of trees. Up the
canyon rose far h�lls and peaks, the b�g footh�lls, p�ne-covered and
remote. And far beyond, l�ke clouds upon the border of the slay,
towered m�narets of wh�te, where the S�erra’s eternal snows flashed
austerely the blazes of the sun.

There was no dust �n the canyon. The leaves and flowers were
clean and v�rg�nal. The grass was young velvet. Over the pool three
cottonwoods sent the�r scurvy fluffs flutter�ng down the qu�et a�r. On
the slope the blossoms of the w�ne-wooded manzan�ta f�lled the a�r
w�th spr�ngt�me odors, wh�le the leaves, w�se w�th exper�ence, were
already beg�nn�ng the�r vert�cal tw�st aga�nst the com�ng ar�d�ty of
summer. In the open spaces on the slope, beyond the farthest
shadow-reach of the manzan�ta, po�sed the mar�posa l�l�es, l�ke so
many fl�ghts of jewelled moths suddenly arrested and on the verge of
trembl�ng �nto fl�ght aga�n. Here and there that woods harlequ�n, the
madrone, perm�tt�ng �tself to be caught �n the act of chang�ng �ts pea-



green trunk to madder-red, breathed �ts fragrance �nto the a�r from
great clusters of waxen bells. Creamy wh�te were these bells,
shaped l�ke l�l�es-of-the-valley, w�th the sweetness of perfume that �s
of the spr�ngt�me.

There was not a s�gh of w�nd. The a�r was drowsy w�th �ts we�ght of
perfume. It was a sweetness that would have been cloy�ng had the
a�r been heavy and hum�d. But the a�r was sharp and th�n. It was as
starl�ght transmuted �nto atmosphere, shot through and warmed by
sunsh�ne, and flower-drenched w�th sweetness.

An occas�onal butterfly dr�fted �n and out through the patches of
l�ght and shade. And from all about rose the low and sleepy hum of
mounta�n bees—feast�ng Sybar�tes that jostled one another good-
naturedly at the board, nor found t�me for rough d�scourtesy. So
qu�etly d�d the l�ttle stream dr�p and r�pple �ts way through the canyon
that �t spoke only �n fa�nt and occas�onal gurgles. The vo�ce of the
stream was as a drowsy wh�sper, ever �nterrupted by doz�ngs and
s�lences, ever l�fted aga�n �n the awaken�ngs.

The mot�on of all th�ngs was a dr�ft�ng �n the heart of the canyon.
Sunsh�ne and butterfl�es dr�fted �n and out among the trees. The hum
of the bees and the wh�sper of the stream were a dr�ft�ng of sound.
And the dr�ft�ng sound and dr�ft�ng color seemed to weave together �n
the mak�ng of a del�cate and �ntang�ble fabr�c wh�ch was the sp�r�t of
the place. It was a sp�r�t of peace that was not of death, but of
smooth-puls�ng l�fe, of qu�etude that was not s�lence, of movement
that was not act�on, of repose that was qu�ck w�th ex�stence w�thout
be�ng v�olent w�th struggle and trava�l. The sp�r�t of the place was the
sp�r�t of the peace of the l�v�ng, somnolent w�th the easement and
content of prosper�ty, and und�sturbed by rumors of far wars.

The red-coated, many-antlered buck acknowledged the lordsh�p of
the sp�r�t of the place and dozed knee-deep �n the cool, shaded pool.
There seemed no fl�es to vex h�m and he was langu�d w�th rest.
Somet�mes h�s ears moved when the stream awoke and wh�spered;
but they moved laz�ly, w�th, foreknowledge that �t was merely the
stream grown garrulous at d�scovery that �t had slept.

But there came a t�me when the buck’s ears l�fted and tensed w�th
sw�ft eagerness for sound. H�s head was turned down the canyon.



H�s sens�t�ve, qu�ver�ng nostr�ls scented the a�r. H�s eyes could not
p�erce the green screen through wh�ch the stream r�ppled away, but
to h�s ears came the vo�ce of a man. It was a steady, monotonous,
s�ngsong vo�ce. Once the buck heard the harsh clash of metal upon
rock. At the sound he snorted w�th a sudden start that jerked h�m
through the a�r from water to meadow, and h�s feet sank �nto the
young velvet, wh�le he pr�cked h�s ears and aga�n scented the a�r.
Then he stole across the t�ny meadow, paus�ng once and aga�n to
l�sten, and faded away out of the canyon l�ke a wra�th, soft-footed
and w�thout sound.

The clash of steel-shod soles aga�nst the rocks began to be heard,
and the man’s vo�ce grew louder. It was ra�sed �n a sort of chant and
became d�st�nct w�th nearness, so that the words could be heard:
    “Turn around an’ tu’n yo’ face 
    Untoe them sweet hills of grace 
      (D’ pow’rs of sin yo’ am scornin’!). 
    Look about an’ look aroun’, 
    Fling yo’ sin-pack on d’ groun’ 
      (Yo’ will meet wid d’ Lord in d’ mornin’!).” 

A sound of scrambl�ng accompan�ed the song, and the sp�r�t of the
place fled away on the heels of the red-coated buck. The green
screen was burst asunder, and a man peered out at the meadow and
the pool and the slop�ng s�de-h�ll. He was a del�berate sort of man.
He took �n the scene w�th one embrac�ng glance, then ran h�s eyes
over the deta�ls to ver�fy the general �mpress�on. Then, and not unt�l
then, d�d he open h�s mouth �n v�v�d and solemn approval:

“Smoke of l�fe an’ snakes of purgatory! W�ll you just look at that!
Wood an’ water an’ grass an’ a s�de-h�ll! A pocket-hunter’s del�ght
an’ a cayuse’s parad�se! Cool green for t�red eyes! P�nk p�lls for pale
people a�n’t �n �t. A secret pasture for prospectors and a rest�ng-place
for t�red burros, by damn!”

He was a sandy-complex�oned man �n whose face gen�al�ty and
humor seemed the sal�ent character�st�cs. It was a mob�le face,
qu�ck-chang�ng to �nward mood and thought. Th�nk�ng was �n h�m a
v�s�ble process. Ideas chased across h�s face l�ke w�nd-flaws across
the surface of a lake. H�s ha�r, sparse and unkempt of growth, was
as �ndeterm�nate and colorless as h�s complex�on. It would seem that
all the color of h�s frame had gone �nto h�s eyes, for they were



startl�ngly blue. Also, they were laugh�ng and merry eyes, w�th�n
them much of the na�vete and wonder of the ch�ld; and yet, �n an
unassert�ve way, they conta�ned much of calm self-rel�ance and
strength of purpose founded upon self-exper�ence and exper�ence of
the world.

From out the screen of v�nes and creepers he flung ahead of h�m a
m�ner’s p�ck and shovel and gold-pan. Then he crawled out h�mself
�nto the open. He was clad �n faded overalls and black cotton sh�rt,
w�th hobna�led brogans on h�s feet, and on h�s head a hat whose
shapelessness and sta�ns advert�sed the rough usage of w�nd and
ra�n and sun and camp-smoke. He stood erect, see�ng w�de-eyed the
secrecy of the scene and sensuously �nhal�ng the warm, sweet
breath of the canyon-garden through nostr�ls that d�lated and
qu�vered w�th del�ght. H�s eyes narrowed to laugh�ng sl�ts of blue, h�s
face wreathed �tself �n joy, and h�s mouth curled �n a sm�le as he
cr�ed aloud:

“Jump�ng dandel�ons and happy hollyhocks, but that smells good
to me! Talk about your attar o’ roses an’ cologne factor�es! They a�n’t
�n �t!”

He had the hab�t of sol�loquy. H�s qu�ck-chang�ng fac�al
express�ons m�ght tell every thought and mood, but the tongue,
perforce, ran hard after, repeat�ng, l�ke a second Boswell.

The man lay down on the l�p of the pool and drank long and deep
of �ts water. “Tastes good to me,” he murmured, l�ft�ng h�s head and
gaz�ng across the pool at the s�de-h�ll, wh�le he w�ped h�s mouth w�th
the back of h�s hand. The s�de-h�ll attracted h�s attent�on. St�ll ly�ng
on h�s stomach, he stud�ed the h�ll format�on long and carefully. It
was a pract�sed eye that travelled up the slope to the crumbl�ng
canyon-wall and back and down aga�n to the edge of the pool. He
scrambled to h�s feet and favored the s�de-h�ll w�th a second survey.

“Looks good to me,” he concluded, p�ck�ng up h�s p�ck and shovel
and gold-pan.

He crossed the stream below the pool, stepp�ng ag�lely from stone
to stone. Where the s�deh�ll touched the water he dug up a shovelful
of d�rt and put �t �nto the gold-pan. He squatted down, hold�ng the
pan �n h�s two hands, and partly �mmers�ng �t �n the stream. Then he



�mparted to the pan a deft c�rcular mot�on that sent the water slu�c�ng
�n and out through the d�rt and gravel. The larger and the l�ghter
part�cles worked to the surface, and these, by a sk�lful d�pp�ng
movement of the pan, he sp�lled out and over the edge.
Occas�onally, to exped�te matters, he rested the pan and w�th h�s
f�ngers raked out the large pebbles and p�eces of rock.

The contents of the pan d�m�n�shed rap�dly unt�l only f�ne d�rt and
the smallest b�ts of gravel rema�ned. At th�s stage he began to work
very del�berately and carefully. It was f�ne wash�ng, and he washed
f�ne and f�ner, w�th a keen scrut�ny and del�cate and fast�d�ous touch.
At last the pan seemed empty of everyth�ng but water; but w�th a
qu�ck sem�c�rcular fl�rt that sent the water fly�ng over the shallow r�m
�nto the stream, he d�sclosed a layer of black sand on the bottom of
the pan. So th�n was th�s layer that �t was l�ke a streak of pa�nt. He
exam�ned �t closely. In the m�dst of �t was a t�ny golden speck. He
dr�bbled a l�ttle water �n over the depressed edge of the pan. W�th a
qu�ck fl�rt he sent the water slu�c�ng across the bottom, turn�ng the
gra�ns of black sand over and over. A second t�ny golden speck
rewarded h�s effort.

The wash�ng had now become very f�ne—f�ne beyond all need of
ord�nary placer-m�n�ng. He worked the black sand, a small port�on at
a t�me, up the shallow r�m of the pan. Each small port�on he
exam�ned sharply, so that h�s eyes saw every gra�n of �t before he
allowed �t to sl�de over the edge and away. Jealously, b�t by b�t, he let
the black sand sl�p away. A golden speck, no larger than a p�n-po�nt,
appeared on the r�m, and by h�s man�pulat�on of the r�veter �t
returned to the bottom of the pan. And �n such fash�on another speck
was d�sclosed, and another. Great was h�s care of them. L�ke a
shepherd he herded h�s flock of golden specks so that not one
should be lost. At last, of the pan of d�rt noth�ng rema�ned but h�s
golden herd. He counted �t, and then, after all h�s labor, sent �t fly�ng
out of the pan w�th one f�nal sw�rl of water.

But h�s blue eyes were sh�n�ng w�th des�re as he rose to h�s feet.
“Seven,” he muttered aloud, assert�ng the sum of the specks for
wh�ch he had to�led so hard and wh�ch he had so wantonly thrown



away. “Seven,” he repeated, w�th the emphas�s of one try�ng to
�mpress a number on h�s memory.

He stood st�ll a long wh�le, survey�ng the h�ll-s�de. In h�s eyes was
a cur�os�ty, new-aroused and burn�ng. There was an exultance about
h�s bear�ng and a keenness l�ke that of a hunt�ng an�mal catch�ng the
fresh scent of game.

He moved down the stream a few steps and took a second panful
of d�rt.

Aga�n came the careful wash�ng, the jealous herd�ng of the golden
specks, and the wantonness w�th wh�ch he sent them fly�ng �nto the
stream when he had counted the�r number.

“F�ve,” he muttered, and repeated, “f�ve.”
He could not forbear another survey of the h�ll before f�ll�ng the pan

farther down the stream. H�s golden herds d�m�n�shed. “Four, three,
two, two, one,” were h�s memory-tabulat�ons as he moved down the
stream. When but one speck of gold rewarded h�s wash�ng, he
stopped and bu�lt a f�re of dry tw�gs. Into th�s he thrust the gold-pan
and burned �t t�ll �t was blue-black. He held up the pan and exam�ned
�t cr�t�cally. Then he nodded approbat�on. Aga�nst such a color-
background he could defy the t�n�est yellow speck to elude h�m.

St�ll mov�ng down the stream, he panned aga�n. A s�ngle speck
was h�s reward. A th�rd pan conta�ned no gold at all. Not sat�sf�ed
w�th th�s, he panned three t�mes aga�n, tak�ng h�s shovels of d�rt
w�th�n a foot of one another. Each pan proved empty of gold, and the
fact, �nstead of d�scourag�ng h�m, seemed to g�ve h�m sat�sfact�on.
H�s elat�on �ncreased w�th each barren wash�ng, unt�l he arose,
excla�m�ng jub�lantly:

“If �t a�n’t the real th�ng, may God knock off my head w�th sour
apples!”

Return�ng to where he had started operat�ons, he began to pan up
the stream. At f�rst h�s golden herds �ncreased—�ncreased
prod�g�ously. “Fourteen, e�ghteen, twenty-one, twenty-s�x,” ran h�s
memory tabulat�ons. Just above the pool he struck h�s r�chest pan—
th�rty-f�ve colors.



“Almost enough to save,” he remarked regretfully as he allowed
the water to sweep them away.

The sun cl�mbed to the top of the sky. The man worked on. Pan by
pan, he went up the stream, the tally of results stead�ly decreas�ng.

“It’s just booful, the way �t peters out,” he exulted when a shovelful
of d�rt conta�ned no more than a s�ngle speck of gold.

And when no specks at all were found �n several pans, he
stra�ghtened up and favored the h�lls�de w�th a conf�dent glance.

“Ah, ha! Mr. Pocket!” he cr�ed out, as though to an aud�tor h�dden
somewhere above h�m beneath the surface of the slope. “Ah, ha! Mr.
Pocket! I’m a-com�n’, I’m a-com�n’, an’ I’m shorely gw�ne to get yer!
You heah me, Mr. Pocket? I’m gw�ne to get yer as shore as punk�ns
a�n’t caul�flowers!”

He turned and flung a measur�ng glance at the sun po�sed above
h�m �n the azure of the cloudless sky. Then he went down the
canyon, follow�ng the l�ne of shovel-holes he had made �n f�ll�ng the
pans. He crossed the stream below the pool and d�sappeared
through the green screen. There was l�ttle opportun�ty for the sp�r�t of
the place to return w�th �ts qu�etude and repose, for the man’s vo�ce,
ra�sed �n ragt�me song, st�ll dom�nated the canyon w�th possess�on.

After a t�me, w�th a greater clash�ng of steel-shod feet on rock, he
returned. The green screen was tremendously ag�tated. It surged
back and forth �n the throes of a struggle. There was a loud grat�ng
and clang�ng of metal. The man’s vo�ce leaped to a h�gher p�tch and
was sharp w�th �mperat�veness. A large body plunged and panted.
There was a snapp�ng and r�pp�ng and rend�ng, and am�d a shower
of fall�ng leaves a horse burst through the screen. On �ts back was a
pack, and from th�s tra�led broken v�nes and torn creepers. The
an�mal gazed w�th aston�shed eyes at the scene �nto wh�ch �t had
been prec�p�tated, then dropped �ts head to the grass and began
contentedly to graze. A second horse scrambled �nto v�ew, sl�pp�ng
once on the mossy rocks and rega�n�ng equ�l�br�um when �ts hoofs
sank �nto the y�eld�ng surface of the meadow. It was r�derless, though
on �ts back was a h�gh-horned Mex�can saddle, scarred and
d�scolored by long usage.



The man brought up the rear. He threw off pack and saddle, w�th
an eye to camp locat�on, and gave the an�mals the�r freedom to
graze. He unpacked h�s food and got out fry�ng-pan and coffee-pot.
He gathered an armful of dry wood, and w�th a few stones made a
place for h�s f�re.

“My!” he sa�d, “but I’ve got an appet�te. I could scoff �ron-f�l�ngs an’
horseshoe na�ls an’ thank you k�ndly, ma’am, for a second help�n’.”

He stra�ghtened up, and, wh�le he reached for matches �n the
pocket of h�s overalls, h�s eyes travelled across the pool to the s�de-
h�ll. H�s f�ngers had clutched the match-box, but they relaxed the�r
hold and the hand came out empty. The man wavered percept�bly.
He looked at h�s preparat�ons for cook�ng and he looked at the h�ll.

“Guess I’ll take another whack at her,” he concluded, start�ng to
cross the stream.

“They a�n’t no sense �n �t, I know,” he mumbled apologet�cally. “But
keep�n’ grub back an hour a�n’t go�n’ to hurt none, I reckon.”

A few feet back from h�s f�rst l�ne of test-pans he started a second
l�ne. The sun dropped down the western sky, the shadows
lengthened, but the man worked on. He began a th�rd l�ne of test-
pans. He was cross-cutt�ng the h�lls�de, l�ne by l�ne, as he ascended.
The centre of each l�ne produced the r�chest pans, wh�le the ends
came where no colors showed �n the pan. And as he ascended the
h�lls�de the l�nes grew percept�bly shorter. The regular�ty w�th wh�ch
the�r length d�m�n�shed served to �nd�cate that somewhere up the
slope the last l�ne would be so short as to have scarcely length at all,
and that beyond could come only a po�nt. The des�gn was grow�ng
�nto an �nverted “V.” The converg�ng s�des of th�s “V” marked the
boundar�es of the gold-bear�ng d�rt.

The apex of the “V” was ev�dently the man’s goal. Often he ran h�s
eye along the converg�ng s�des and on up the h�ll, try�ng to d�v�ne the
apex, the po�nt where the gold-bear�ng d�rt must cease. Here res�ded
“Mr. Pocket”—for so the man fam�l�arly addressed the �mag�nary
po�nt above h�m on the slope, cry�ng out:

“Come down out o’ that, Mr. Pocket! Be r�ght smart an’ agreeable,
an’ come down!”



“All r�ght,” he would add later, �n a vo�ce res�gned to determ�nat�on.
“All r�ght, Mr. Pocket. It’s pla�n to me I got to come r�ght up an’ snatch
you out bald-headed. An’ I’ll do �t! I’ll do �t!” he would threaten st�ll
later.

Each pan he carr�ed down to the water to wash, and as he went
h�gher up the h�ll the pans grew r�cher, unt�l he began to save the
gold �n an empty bak�ng-powder can wh�ch he carr�ed carelessly �n
h�s h�p-pocket. So engrossed was he �n h�s to�l that he d�d not not�ce
the long tw�l�ght of oncom�ng n�ght. It was not unt�l he tr�ed va�nly to
see the gold colors �n the bottom of the pan that he real�zed the
passage of t�me. He stra�ghtened up abruptly. An express�on of
wh�ms�cal wonderment and awe overspread h�s face as he drawled:

“Gosh darn my buttons! �f I d�dn’t plumb forget d�nner!”
He stumbled across the stream �n the darkness and l�ghted h�s

long-delayed f�re. Flapjacks and bacon and warmed-over beans
const�tuted h�s supper. Then he smoked a p�pe by the smoulder�ng
coals, l�sten�ng to the n�ght no�ses and watch�ng the moonl�ght
stream through the canyon. After that he unrolled h�s bed, took off
h�s heavy shoes, and pulled the blankets up to h�s ch�n. H�s face
showed wh�te �n the moonl�ght, l�ke the face of a corpse. But �t was a
corpse that knew �ts resurrect�on, for the man rose suddenly on one
elbow and gazed across at h�s h�lls�de.

“Good n�ght, Mr. Pocket,” he called sleep�ly. “Good n�ght.”
He slept through the early gray of morn�ng unt�l the d�rect rays of

the sun smote h�s closed eyel�ds, when he awoke w�th a start and
looked about h�m unt�l he had establ�shed the cont�nu�ty of h�s
ex�stence and �dent�f�ed h�s present self w�th the days prev�ously
l�ved.

To dress, he had merely to buckle on h�s shoes. He glanced at h�s
f�replace and at h�s h�lls�de, wavered, but fought down the temptat�on
and started the f�re.

“Keep yer sh�rt on, B�ll; keep yer sh�rt on,” he admon�shed h�mself.
“What’s the good of rush�n’? No use �n gett�n’ all het up an’ sweaty.
Mr. Pocket’ll wa�t for you. He a�n’t a-runn�n’ away before you can get
yer breakfast. Now, what you want, B�ll, �s someth�ng fresh �n yer b�ll
o’ fare. So �t’s up to you to go an’ get �t.”



He cut a short pole at the water’s edge and drew from one of h�s
pockets a b�t of l�ne and a draggled fly that had once been a royal
coachman.

“Mebbe they’ll b�te �n the early morn�ng,” he muttered, as he made
h�s f�rst cast �nto the pool. And a moment later he was gleefully
cry�ng: “What’d I tell you, eh? What’d I tell you?”

He had no reel, nor any �ncl�nat�on to waste t�me, and by ma�n
strength, and sw�ftly, he drew out of the water a flash�ng ten-�nch
trout. Three more, caught �n rap�d success�on, furn�shed h�s
breakfast. When he came to the stepp�ng-stones on h�s way to h�s
h�lls�de, he was struck by a sudden thought, and paused.

“I’d just better take a h�ke down-stream a ways,” he sa�d. “There’s
no tell�n’ what cuss may be snoop�n’ around.”

But he crossed over on the stones, and w�th a “I really oughter
take that h�ke,” the need of the precaut�on passed out of h�s m�nd
and he fell to work.

At n�ghtfall he stra�ghtened up. The small of h�s back was st�ff from
stoop�ng to�l, and as he put h�s hand beh�nd h�m to soothe the
protest�ng muscles, he sa�d:

“Now what d’ye th�nk of that, by damn? I clean forgot my d�nner
aga�n! If I don’t watch out, I’ll sure be degenerat�n’ �nto a two-meal-a-
day crank.”

“Pockets �s the damnedest th�ngs I ever see for mak�n’ a man
absent-m�nded,” he communed that n�ght, as he crawled �nto h�s
blankets. Nor d�d he forget to call up the h�lls�de, “Good n�ght, Mr.
Pocket! Good n�ght!”

R�s�ng w�th the sun, and snatch�ng a hasty breakfast, he was early
at work. A fever seemed to be grow�ng �n h�m, nor d�d the �ncreas�ng
r�chness of the test-pans allay th�s fever. There was a flush �n h�s
cheek other than that made by the heat of the sun, and he was
obl�v�ous to fat�gue and the passage of t�me. When he f�lled a pan
w�th d�rt, he ran down the h�ll to wash �t; nor could he forbear runn�ng
up the h�ll aga�n, pant�ng and stumbl�ng profanely, to ref�ll the pan.

He was now a hundred yards from the water, and the �nverted “V”
was assum�ng def�n�te proport�ons. The w�dth of the pay-d�rt stead�ly



decreased, and the man extended �n h�s m�nd’s eye the s�des of the
“V” to the�r meet�ng-place far up the h�ll. Th�s was h�s goal, the apex
of the “V,” and he panned many t�mes to locate �t.

“Just about two yards above that manzan�ta bush an’ a yard to the
r�ght,” he f�nally concluded.

Then the temptat�on se�zed h�m. “As pla�n as the nose on your
face,” he sa�d, as he abandoned h�s labor�ous cross-cutt�ng and
cl�mbed to the �nd�cated apex. He f�lled a pan and carr�ed �t down the
h�ll to wash. It conta�ned no trace of gold. He dug deep, and he dug
shallow, f�ll�ng and wash�ng a dozen pans, and was unrewarded
even by the t�n�est golden speck. He was enraged at hav�ng y�elded
to the temptat�on, and cursed h�mself blasphemously and pr�delessly.
Then he went down the h�ll and took up the cross-cutt�ng.

“Slow an’ certa�n, B�ll; slow an’ certa�n,” he crooned. “Short-cuts to
fortune a�n’t �n your l�ne, an’ �t’s about t�me you know �t. Get w�se,
B�ll; get w�se. Slow an’ certa�n’s the only hand you can play; so go to
�t, an’ keep to �t, too.”

As the cross-cuts decreased, show�ng that the s�des of the “V”
were converg�ng, the depth of the “V” �ncreased. The gold-trace was
d�pp�ng �nto the h�ll. It was only at th�rty �nches beneath the surface
that he could get colors �n h�s pan. The d�rt he found at twenty-f�ve
�nches from the surface, and at th�rty-f�ve �nches, y�elded barren
pans. At the base of the “V,” by the water’s edge, he had found the
gold colors at the grass roots. The h�gher he went up the h�ll, the
deeper the gold d�pped.

To d�g a hole three feet deep �n order to get one test-pan was a
task of no mean magn�tude; wh�le between the man and the apex
�ntervened an untold number of such holes to be. “An’ there’s no
tell�n’ how much deeper �t’ll p�tch,” he s�ghed, �n a moment’s pause,
wh�le h�s f�ngers soothed h�s ach�ng back.

Fever�sh w�th des�re, w�th ach�ng back and st�ffen�ng muscles, w�th
p�ck and shovel goug�ng and maul�ng the soft brown earth, the man
to�led up the h�ll. Before h�m was the smooth slope, spangled w�th
flowers and made sweet w�th the�r breath. Beh�nd h�m was
devastat�on. It looked l�ke some terr�ble erupt�on break�ng out on the



smooth sk�n of the h�ll. H�s slow progress was l�ke that of a slug,
befoul�ng beauty w�th a monstrous tra�l.

Though the d�pp�ng gold-trace �ncreased the man’s work, he found
consolat�on �n the �ncreas�ng r�chness of the pans. Twenty cents,
th�rty cents, f�fty cents, s�xty cents, were the values of the gold found
�n the pans, and at n�ghtfall he washed h�s banner pan, wh�ch gave
h�m a dollar’s worth of gold-dust from a shovelful of d�rt.

“I’ll just bet �t’s my luck to have some �nqu�s�t�ve cuss come butt�n’
�n here on my pasture,” he mumbled sleep�ly that n�ght as he pulled
the blankets up to h�s ch�n.

Suddenly he sat upr�ght. “B�ll!” he called sharply. “Now, l�sten to
me, B�ll; d’ye hear! It’s up to you, to-morrow morn�n’, to mosey round
an’ see what you can see. Understand? Tomorrow morn�ng, an’ don’t
you forget �t!”

He yawned and glanced across at h�s s�de-h�ll. “Good n�ght, Mr.
Pocket,” he called.

In the morn�ng he stole a march on the sun, for he had f�n�shed
breakfast when �ts f�rst rays caught h�m, and he was cl�mb�ng the
wall of the canyon where �t crumbled away and gave foot�ng. From
the outlook at the top he found h�mself �n the m�dst of lonel�ness. As
far as he could see, cha�n after cha�n of mounta�ns heaved
themselves �nto h�s v�s�on. To the east h�s eyes, leap�ng the m�les
between range and range and between many ranges, brought up at
last aga�nst the wh�te-peaked S�erras—the ma�n crest, where the
backbone of the Western world reared �tself aga�nst the sky. To the
north and south he could see more d�st�nctly the cross-systems that
broke through the ma�n trend of the sea of mounta�ns. To the west
the ranges fell away, one beh�nd the other, d�m�n�sh�ng and fad�ng
�nto the gentle footh�lls that, �n turn, descended �nto the great valley
wh�ch he could not see.

And �n all that m�ghty sweep of earth he saw no s�gn of man nor of
the hand�work of man—save only the torn bosom of the h�lls�de at h�s
feet. The man looked long and carefully. Once, far down h�s own
canyon, he thought he saw �n the a�r a fa�nt h�nt of smoke. He looked
aga�n and dec�ded that �t was the purple haze of the h�lls made dark
by a convolut�on of the canyon wall at �ts back.



“Hey, you, Mr. Pocket!” he called down �nto the canyon. “Stand out
from under! I’m a-com�n’, Mr. Pocket! I’m a-com�n’!”

The heavy brogans on the man’s feet made h�m appear clumsy-
footed, but he swung down from the g�ddy he�ght as l�ghtly and a�r�ly
as a mounta�n goat. A rock, turn�ng under h�s foot on the edge of the
prec�p�ce, d�d not d�sconcert h�m. He seemed to know the prec�se
t�me requ�red for the turn to culm�nate �n d�saster, and �n the
meant�me he ut�l�zed the false foot�ng �tself for the momentary earth-
contact necessary to carry h�m on �nto safety. Where the earth
sloped so steeply that �t was �mposs�ble to stand for a second
upr�ght, the man d�d not hes�tate. H�s foot pressed the �mposs�ble
surface for but a fract�on of the fatal second and gave h�m the bound
that carr�ed h�m onward. Aga�n, where even the fract�on of a
second’s foot�ng was out of the quest�on, he would sw�ng h�s body
past by a moment’s hand-gr�p on a jutt�ng knob of rock, a crev�ce, or
a precar�ously rooted shrub. At last, w�th a w�ld leap and yell, he
exchanged the face of the wall for an earth-sl�de and f�n�shed the
descent �n the m�dst of several tons of sl�d�ng earth and gravel.

H�s f�rst pan of the morn�ng washed out over two dollars �n coarse
gold. It was from the centre of the “V.” To e�ther s�de the d�m�nut�on �n
the values of the pans was sw�ft. H�s l�nes of crosscutt�ng holes were
grow�ng very short. The converg�ng s�des of the �nverted “V” were
only a few yards apart. The�r meet�ng-po�nt was only a few yards
above h�m. But the pay-streak was d�pp�ng deeper and deeper �nto
the earth. By early afternoon he was s�nk�ng the test-holes f�ve feet
before the pans could show the gold-trace.

For that matter, the gold-trace had become someth�ng more than a
trace; �t was a placer m�ne �n �tself, and the man resolved to come
back after he had found the pocket and work over the ground. But
the �ncreas�ng r�chness of the pans began to worry h�m. By late
afternoon the worth of the pans had grown to three and four dollars.
The man scratched h�s head perplexedly and looked a few feet up
the h�ll at the manzan�ta bush that marked approx�mately the apex of
the “V.” He nodded h�s head and sa�d oracularly:

“It’s one o’ two th�ngs, B�ll; one o’ two th�ngs. E�ther Mr. Pocket’s
sp�lled h�mself all out an’ down the h�ll, or else Mr. Pocket’s that



damned r�ch you maybe won’t be able to carry h�m all away w�th you.
And that’d be hell, wouldn’t �t, now?” He chuckled at contemplat�on of
so pleasant a d�lemma.

N�ghtfall found h�m by the edge of the stream h�s eyes wrestl�ng
w�th the gather�ng darkness over the wash�ng of a f�ve-dollar pan.

“W�sht I had an electr�c l�ght to go on work�ng.” he sa�d.
He found sleep d�ff�cult that n�ght. Many t�mes he composed

h�mself and closed h�s eyes for slumber to overtake h�m; but h�s
blood pounded w�th too strong des�re, and as many t�mes h�s eyes
opened and he murmured wear�ly, “W�sht �t was sun-up.”

Sleep came to h�m �n the end, but h�s eyes were open w�th the f�rst
pal�ng of the stars, and the gray of dawn caught h�m w�th breakfast
f�n�shed and cl�mb�ng the h�lls�de �n the d�rect�on of the secret
ab�d�ng-place of Mr. Pocket.

The f�rst cross-cut the man made, there was space for only three
holes, so narrow had become the pay-streak and so close was he to
the founta�nhead of the golden stream he had been follow�ng for four
days.

“Be ca’m, B�ll; be ca’m,” he admon�shed h�mself, as he broke
ground for the f�nal hole where the s�des of the “V” had at last come
together �n a po�nt.

“I’ve got the alm�ghty c�nch on you, Mr. Pocket, an’ you can’t lose
me,” he sa�d many t�mes as he sank the hole deeper and deeper.

Four feet, f�ve feet, s�x feet, he dug h�s way down �nto the earth.
The d�gg�ng grew harder. H�s p�ck grated on broken rock. He
exam�ned the rock. “Rotten quartz,” was h�s conclus�on as, w�th the
shovel, he cleared the bottom of the hole of loose d�rt. He attacked
the crumbl�ng quartz w�th the p�ck, burst�ng the d�s�ntegrat�ng rock
asunder w�th every stroke.

He thrust h�s shovel �nto the loose mass. H�s eye caught a gleam
of yellow. He dropped the shovel and squatted suddenly on h�s
heels. As a farmer rubs the cl�ng�ng earth from fresh-dug potatoes,
so the man, a p�ece of rotten quartz held �n both hands, rubbed the
d�rt away.



“Suffer�n’ Sardanopol�s!” he cr�ed. “Lumps an’ chunks of �t! Lumps
an’ chunks of �t!”

It was only half rock he held �n h�s hand. The other half was v�rg�n
gold. He dropped �t �nto h�s pan and exam�ned another p�ece. L�ttle
yellow was to be seen, but w�th h�s strong f�ngers he crumbled the
rotten quartz away t�ll both hands were f�lled w�th glow�ng yellow. He
rubbed the d�rt away from fragment after fragment, toss�ng them �nto
the gold-pan. It was a treasure-hole. So much had the quartz rotted
away that there was less of �t than there was of gold. Now and aga�n
he found a p�ece to wh�ch no rock clung—a p�ece that was all gold. A
chunk, where the p�ck had la�d open the heart of the gold, gl�ttered
l�ke a handful of yellow jewels, and he cocked h�s head at �t and
slowly turned �t around and over to observe the r�ch play of the l�ght
upon �t.

“Talk about yer Too Much Gold d�gg�n’s!” the man snorted
contemptuously. “Why, th�s d�gg�n’ ‘d make �t look l�ke th�rty cents.
Th�s d�gg�n’ �s All Gold. An’ r�ght here an’ now I name th�s yere
canyon ‘All Gold Canyon,’ b’ gosh!”

St�ll squatt�ng on h�s heels, he cont�nued exam�n�ng the fragments
and toss�ng them �nto the pan. Suddenly there came to h�m a
premon�t�on of danger. It seemed a shadow had fallen upon h�m. But
there was no shadow. H�s heart had g�ven a great jump up �nto h�s
throat and was chok�ng h�m. Then h�s blood slowly ch�lled and he felt
the sweat of h�s sh�rt cold aga�nst h�s flesh.

He d�d not spr�ng up nor look around. He d�d not move. He was
cons�der�ng the nature of the premon�t�on he had rece�ved, try�ng to
locate the source of the myster�ous force that had warned h�m,
str�v�ng to sense the �mperat�ve presence of the unseen th�ng that
threatened h�m. There �s an aura of th�ngs host�le, made man�fest by
messengers ref�ned for the senses to know; and th�s aura he felt, but
knew not how he felt �t. H�s was the feel�ng as when a cloud passes
over the sun. It seemed that between h�m and l�fe had passed
someth�ng dark and smother�ng and menac�ng; a gloom, as �t were,
that swallowed up l�fe and made for death—h�s death.

Every force of h�s be�ng �mpelled h�m to spr�ng up and confront the
unseen danger, but h�s soul dom�nated the pan�c, and he rema�ned



squatt�ng on h�s heels, �n h�s hands a chunk of gold. He d�d not dare
to look around, but he knew by now that there was someth�ng beh�nd
h�m and above h�m. He made bel�eve to be �nterested �n the gold �n
h�s hand. He exam�ned �t cr�t�cally, turned �t over and over, and
rubbed the d�rt from �t. And all the t�me he knew that someth�ng
beh�nd h�m was look�ng at the gold over h�s shoulder.

St�ll fe�gn�ng �nterest �n the chunk of gold �n h�s hand, he l�stened
�ntently and he heard the breath�ng of the th�ng beh�nd h�m. H�s eyes
searched the ground �n front of h�m for a weapon, but they saw only
the uprooted gold, worthless to h�m now �n h�s extrem�ty. There was
h�s p�ck, a handy weapon on occas�on; but th�s was not such an
occas�on. The man real�zed h�s pred�cament. He was �n a narrow
hole that was seven feet deep. H�s head d�d not come to the surface
of the ground. He was �n a trap.

He rema�ned squatt�ng on h�s heels. He was qu�te cool and
collected; but h�s m�nd, cons�der�ng every factor, showed h�m only
h�s helplessness. He cont�nued rubb�ng the d�rt from the quartz
fragments and throw�ng the gold �nto the pan. There was noth�ng
else for h�m to do. Yet he knew that he would have to r�se up, sooner
or later, and face the danger that breathed at h�s back.

The m�nutes passed, and w�th the passage of each m�nute he
knew that by so much he was nearer the t�me when he must stand
up, or else—and h�s wet sh�rt went cold aga�nst h�s flesh aga�n at the
thought—or else he m�ght rece�ve death as he stooped there over
h�s treasure.

St�ll he squatted on h�s heels, rubb�ng d�rt from gold and debat�ng
�n just what manner he should r�se up. He m�ght r�se up w�th a rush
and claw h�s way out of the hole to meet whatever threatened on the
even foot�ng above ground. Or he m�ght r�se up slowly and
carelessly, and fe�gn casually to d�scover the th�ng that breathed at
h�s back. H�s �nst�nct and every f�ght�ng f�bre of h�s body favored the
mad, claw�ng rush to the surface. H�s �ntellect, and the craft thereof,
favored the slow and caut�ous meet�ng w�th the th�ng that menaced
and wh�ch he could not see. And wh�le he debated, a loud, crash�ng
no�se burst on h�s ear. At the same �nstant he rece�ved a stunn�ng
blow on the left s�de of the back, and from the po�nt of �mpact felt a



rush of flame through h�s flesh. He sprang up �n the a�r, but halfway
to h�s feet collapsed. H�s body crumpled �n l�ke a leaf w�thered �n
sudden heat, and he came down, h�s chest across h�s pan of gold,
h�s face �n the d�rt and rock, h�s legs tangled and tw�sted because of
the restr�cted space at the bottom of the hole. H�s legs tw�tched
convuls�vely several t�mes. H�s body was shaken as w�th a m�ghty
ague. There was a slow expans�on of the lungs, accompan�ed by a
deep s�gh. Then the a�r was slowly, very slowly, exhaled, and h�s
body as slowly flattened �tself down �nto �nertness.

Above, revolver �n hand, a man was peer�ng down over the edge
of the hole. He peered for a long t�me at the prone and mot�onless
body beneath h�m. After a wh�le the stranger sat down on the edge
of the hole so that he could see �nto �t, and rested the revolver on h�s
knee. Reach�ng h�s hand �nto a pocket, he drew out a w�sp of brown
paper. Into th�s he dropped a few crumbs of tobacco. The
comb�nat�on became a c�garette, brown and squat, w�th the ends
turned �n. Not once d�d he take h�s eyes from the body at the bottom
of the hole. He l�ghted the c�garette and drew �ts smoke �nto h�s lungs
w�th a caress�ng �ntake of the breath. He smoked slowly. Once the
c�garette went out and he rel�ghted �t. And all the wh�le he stud�ed the
body beneath h�m.

In the end he tossed the c�garette stub away and rose to h�s feet.
He moved to the edge of the hole. Spann�ng �t, a hand rest�ng on
each edge, and w�th the revolver st�ll �n the r�ght hand, he muscled
h�s body down �nto the hole. Wh�le h�s feet were yet a yard from the
bottom he released h�s hands and dropped down.

At the �nstant h�s feet struck bottom he saw the pocket-m�ner’s arm
leap out, and h�s own legs knew a sw�ft, jerk�ng gr�p that overthrew
h�m. In the nature of the jump h�s revolver-hand was above h�s head.
Sw�ftly as the gr�p had flashed about h�s legs, just as sw�ftly he
brought the revolver down. He was st�ll �n the a�r, h�s fall �n process
of complet�on, when he pulled the tr�gger. The explos�on was
deafen�ng �n the conf�ned space. The smoke f�lled the hole so that he
could see noth�ng. He struck the bottom on h�s back, and l�ke a cat’s
the pocket-m�ner’s body was on top of h�m. Even as the m�ner’s
body passed on top, the stranger crooked �n h�s r�ght arm to f�re; and



even �n that �nstant the m�ner, w�th a qu�ck thrust of elbow, struck h�s
wr�st. The muzzle was thrown up and the bullet thudded �nto the d�rt
of the s�de of the hole.

The next �nstant the stranger felt the m�ner’s hand gr�p h�s wr�st.
The struggle was now for the revolver. Each man strove to turn �t
aga�nst the other’s body. The smoke �n the hole was clear�ng. The
stranger, ly�ng on h�s back, was beg�nn�ng to see d�mly. But suddenly
he was bl�nded by a handful of d�rt del�berately flung �nto h�s eyes by
h�s antagon�st. In that moment of shock h�s gr�p on the revolver was
broken. In the next moment he felt a smash�ng darkness descend
upon h�s bra�n, and �n the m�dst of the darkness even the darkness
ceased.

But the pocket-m�ner f�red aga�n and aga�n, unt�l the revolver was
empty. Then he tossed �t from h�m and, breath�ng heav�ly, sat down
on the dead man’s legs.

The m�ner was sobb�ng and struggl�ng for breath. “Measly skunk!”
he panted; “a-camp�n’ on my tra�l an’ lett�n’ me do the work, an’ then
shoot�n’ me �n the back!”

He was half cry�ng from anger and exhaust�on. He peered at the
face of the dead man. It was spr�nkled w�th loose d�rt and gravel, and
�t was d�ff�cult to d�st�ngu�sh the features.



“Never la�d eyes on h�m before,” the m�ner concluded h�s scrut�ny.
“Just a common an’ ord�nary th�ef, damn h�m! An’ he shot me �n the
back! He shot me �n the back!”

He opened h�s sh�rt and felt h�mself, front and back, on h�s left
s�de.

“Went clean through, and no harm done!” he cr�ed jub�lantly. “I’ll
bet he a�med r�ght all r�ght, but he drew the gun over when he pulled
the tr�gger—the cuss! But I f�xed ‘m! Oh, I f�xed ‘m!”

H�s f�ngers were �nvest�gat�ng the bullet-hole �n h�s s�de, and a
shade of regret passed over h�s face. “It’s go�n’ to be st�ffer’n hell,”
he sa�d. “An’ �t’s up to me to get mended an’ get out o’ here.”

He crawled out of the hole and went down the h�ll to h�s camp. Half
an hour later he returned, lead�ng h�s pack-horse. H�s open sh�rt
d�sclosed the rude bandages w�th wh�ch he had dressed h�s wound.
He was slow and awkward w�th h�s left-hand movements, but that d�d
not prevent h�s us�ng the arm.

The b�ght of the pack-rope under the dead man’s shoulders
enabled h�m to heave the body out of the hole. Then he set to work
gather�ng up h�s gold. He worked stead�ly for several hours, paus�ng
often to rest h�s st�ffen�ng shoulder and to excla�m:

“He shot me �n the back, the measly skunk! He shot me �n the
back!”

When h�s treasure was qu�te cleaned up and wrapped securely
�nto a number of blanket-covered parcels, he made an est�mate of �ts
value.

“Four hundred pounds, or I’m a Hottentot,” he concluded. “Say two
hundred �n quartz an’ d�rt—that leaves two hundred pounds of gold.
B�ll! Wake up! Two hundred pounds of gold! Forty thousand dollars!
An’ �t’s yourn—all yourn!”

He scratched h�s head del�ghtedly and h�s f�ngers blundered �nto
an unfam�l�ar groove. They quested along �t for several �nches. It was
a crease through h�s scalp where the second bullet had ploughed.

He walked angr�ly over to the dead man.



“You would, would you?” he bull�ed. “You would, eh? Well, I f�xed
you good an’ plenty, an’ I’ll g�ve you decent bur�al, too. That’s more’n
you’d have done for me.”

He dragged the body to the edge of the hole and toppled �t �n. It
struck the bottom w�th a dull crash, on �ts s�de, the face tw�sted up to
the l�ght. The m�ner peered down at �t.

“An’ you shot me �n the back!” he sa�d accus�ngly.
W�th p�ck and shovel he f�lled the hole. Then he loaded the gold on

h�s horse. It was too great a load for the an�mal, and when he had
ga�ned h�s camp he transferred part of �t to h�s saddle-horse. Even
so, he was compelled to abandon a port�on of h�s outf�t—p�ck and
shovel and gold-pan, extra food and cook�ng utens�ls, and d�vers
odds and ends.

The sun was at the zen�th when the man forced the horses at the
screen of v�nes and creepers. To cl�mb the huge boulders the
an�mals were compelled to uprear and struggle bl�ndly through the
tangled mass of vegetat�on. Once the saddle-horse fell heav�ly and
the man removed the pack to get the an�mal on �ts feet. After �t
started on �ts way aga�n the man thrust h�s head out from among the
leaves and peered up at the h�lls�de.

“The measly skunk!” he sa�d, and d�sappeared.
There was a r�pp�ng and tear�ng of v�nes and boughs. The trees

surged back and forth, mark�ng the passage of the an�mals through
the m�dst of them. There was a clash�ng of steel-shod hoofs on
stone, and now and aga�n an oath or a sharp cry of command. Then
the vo�ce of the man was ra�sed �n song:—
    “Tu’n around an’ tu’n yo’ face 
    Untoe them sweet hills of grace 
      (D’ pow’rs of sin yo’ am scornin’!). 
    Look about an, look aroun’, 
    Fling yo’ sin-pack on d’ groun’ 
      (Yo’ will meet wid d’ Lord in d’ mornin’!).” 

The song grew fa�nt and fa�nter, and through the s�lence crept
back the sp�r�t of the place. The stream once more drowsed and
wh�spered; the hum of the mounta�n bees rose sleep�ly. Down
through the perfume-we�ghted a�r fluttered the snowy fluffs of the
cottonwoods. The butterfl�es dr�fted �n and out among the trees, and



over all blazed the qu�et sunsh�ne. Only rema�ned the hoof-marks �n
the meadow and the torn h�lls�de to mark the bo�sterous tra�l of the
l�fe that had broken the peace of the place and passed on.



PLANCHETTE
“It �s my r�ght to know,” the g�rl sa�d.
Her vo�ce was f�rm-f�bred w�th determ�nat�on. There was no h�nt of

plead�ng �n �t, yet �t was the determ�nat�on that �s reached through a
long per�od of plead�ng. But �n her case �t had been plead�ng, not of
speech, but of personal�ty. Her l�ps had been ever mute, but her face
and eyes, and the very att�tude of her soul, had been for a long t�me
eloquent w�th quest�on�ng. Th�s the man had known, but he had
never answered; and now she was demand�ng by the spoken word
that he answer.

“It �s my r�ght,” the g�rl repeated.
“I know �t,” he answered, desperately and helplessly.
She wa�ted, �n the s�lence wh�ch followed, her eyes f�xed upon the

l�ght that f�ltered down through the lofty boughs and bathed the great
redwood trunks �n mellow warmth. Th�s l�ght, subdued and colored,
seemed almost a rad�at�on from the trunks themselves, so strongly
d�d they saturate �t w�th the�r hue. The g�rl saw w�thout see�ng, as she
heard, w�thout hear�ng, the deep gurgl�ng of the stream far below on
the canyon bottom.

She looked down at the man. “Well?” she asked, w�th the f�rmness
wh�ch fe�gns bel�ef that obed�ence w�ll be forthcom�ng.

She was s�tt�ng upr�ght, her back aga�nst a fallen tree-trunk, wh�le
he lay near to her, on h�s s�de, an elbow on the ground and the hand
support�ng h�s head.

“Dear, dear Lute,” he murmured.
She sh�vered at the sound of h�s vo�ce—not from repuls�on, but

from struggle aga�nst the fasc�nat�on of �ts caress�ng gentleness. She
had come to know well the lure of the man—the wealth of easement
and rest that was prom�sed by every caress�ng �ntonat�on of h�s
vo�ce, by the mere touch of hand on hand or the fa�nt �mpact of h�s
breath on neck or cheek. The man could not express h�mself by



word nor look nor touch w�thout weav�ng �nto the express�on, subtly
and occultly, the feel�ng as of a hand that passed and that �n pass�ng
stroked softly and sooth�ngly. Nor was th�s all-pervad�ng caress a
someth�ng that cloyed w�th too great sweetness; nor was �t s�ckly
sent�mental; nor was �t maudl�n w�th love’s madness. It was v�gorous,
compell�ng, mascul�ne. For that matter, �t was largely unconsc�ous on
the man’s part. He was only d�mly aware of �t. It was a part of h�m,
the breath of h�s soul as �t were, �nvoluntary and unpremed�tated.

But now, resolved and desperate, she steeled herself aga�nst h�m.
He tr�ed to face her, but her gray eyes looked out to h�m, stead�ly,
from under cool, level brows, and he dropped h�s head upon her
knee. Her hand strayed �nto h�s ha�r softly, and her face melted �nto
sol�c�tude and tenderness. But when he looked up aga�n, her gray
eyes were steady, her brows cool and level.

“What more can I tell you?” the man sa�d. He ra�sed h�s head and
met her gaze. “I cannot marry you. I cannot marry any woman. I love
you—you know that—better than my own l�fe. I we�gh you �n the
scales aga�nst all the dear th�ngs of l�v�ng, and you outwe�gh
everyth�ng. I would g�ve everyth�ng to possess you, yet I may not. I
cannot marry you. I can never marry you.”

Her l�ps were compressed w�th the effort of control. H�s head was
s�nk�ng back to her knee, when she checked h�m.

“You are already marr�ed, Chr�s?”
“No! no!” he cr�ed vehemently. “I have never been marr�ed. I want

to marry only you, and I cannot!”
“Then—”
“Don’t!” he �nterrupted. “Don’t ask me!”
“It �s my r�ght to know,” she repeated.
“I know �t,” he aga�n �nterrupted. “But I cannot tell you.”
“You have not cons�dered me, Chr�s,” she went on gently.
“I know, I know,” he broke �n.
“You cannot have cons�dered me. You do not know what I have to

bear from my people because of you.”



“I d�d not th�nk they felt so very unk�ndly toward me,” he sa�d
b�tterly.

“It �s true. They can scarcely tolerate you. They do not show �t to
you, but they almost hate you. It �s I who have had to bear all th�s. It
was not always so, though. They l�ked you at f�rst as... as I l�ked you.
But that was four years ago. The t�me passed by—a year, two years;
and then they began to turn aga�nst you. They are not to be blamed.
You spoke no word. They felt that you were destroy�ng my l�fe. It �s
four years, now, and you have never once ment�oned marr�age to
them. What were they to th�nk? What they have thought, that you
were destroy�ng my l�fe.”

As she talked, she cont�nued to pass her f�ngers caress�ngly
through h�s ha�r, sorrowful for the pa�n that she was �nfl�ct�ng.

“They d�d l�ke you at f�rst. Who can help l�k�ng you? You seem to
draw affect�on from all l�v�ng th�ngs, as the trees draw the mo�sture
from the ground. It comes to you as �t were your b�rthr�ght. Aunt
M�ldred and Uncle Robert thought there was nobody l�ke you. The
sun rose and set �n you. They thought I was the luck�est g�rl al�ve to
w�n the love of a man l�ke you. ‘For �t looks very much l�ke �t,’ Uncle
Robert used to say, wagg�ng h�s head w�ckedly at me. Of course
they l�ked you. Aunt M�ldred used to s�gh, and look across teas�ngly
at Uncle, and say, ‘When I th�nk of Chr�s, �t almost makes me w�sh I
were younger myself.’ And Uncle would answer, ‘I don’t blame you,
my dear, not �n the least.’ And then the pa�r of them would beam
upon me the�r congratulat�ons that I had won the love of a man l�ke
you.

“And they knew I loved you as well. How could I h�de �t?—th�s
great, wonderful th�ng that had entered �nto my l�fe and swallowed up
all my days! For four years, Chr�s, I have l�ved only for you. Every
moment was yours. Wak�ng, I loved you. Sleep�ng, I dreamed of you.
Every act I have performed was shaped by you, by the thought of
you. Even my thoughts were moulded by you, by the �nv�s�ble
presence of you. I had no end, petty or great, that you were not there
for me.”

“I had no �dea of �mpos�ng such slavery,” he muttered.



“You �mposed noth�ng. You always let me have my own way. It was
you who were the obed�ent slave. You d�d for me w�thout offend�ng
me. You forestalled my w�shes w�thout the semblance of forestall�ng
them, so natural and �nev�table was everyth�ng you d�d for me. I sa�d,
w�thout offend�ng me. You were no danc�ng puppet. You made no
fuss. Don’t you see? You d�d not seem to do th�ngs at all. Somehow
they were always there, just done, as a matter of course.

“The slavery was love’s slavery. It was just my love for you that
made you swallow up all my days. You d�d not force yourself �nto my
thoughts. You crept �n, always, and you were there always—how
much, you w�ll never know.

“But as t�me went by, Aunt M�ldred and Uncle grew to d�sl�ke you.
They grew afra�d. What was to become of me? You were destroy�ng
my l�fe. My mus�c? You know how my dream of �t has d�mmed away.
That spr�ng, when I f�rst met you—I was twenty, and I was about to
start for Germany. I was go�ng to study hard. That was four years
ago, and I am st�ll here �n Cal�forn�a.

“I had other lovers. You drove them away—No! no! I don’t mean
that. It was I that drove them away. What d�d I care for lovers, for
anyth�ng, when you were near? But as I sa�d, Aunt M�ldred and
Uncle grew afra�d. There has been talk—fr�ends, busybod�es, and all
the rest. The t�me went by. You d�d not speak. I could only wonder,
wonder. I knew you loved me. Much was sa�d aga�nst you by Uncle
at f�rst, and then by Aunt M�ldred. They were father and mother to
me, you know. I could not defend you. Yet I was loyal to you. I
refused to d�scuss you. I closed up. There was half-estrangement �n
my home—Uncle Robert w�th a face l�ke an undertaker, and Aunt
M�ldred’s heart break�ng. But what could I do, Chr�s? What could I
do?”

The man, h�s head rest�ng on her knee aga�n, groaned, but made
no other reply.

“Aunt M�ldred was mother to me, yet I went to her no more w�th my
conf�dences. My ch�ldhood’s book was closed. It was a sweet book,
Chr�s. The tears come �nto my eyes somet�mes when I th�nk of �t. But
never m�nd that. Great happ�ness has been m�ne as well. I am glad I
can talk frankly of my love for you. And the atta�n�ng of such



frankness has been very sweet. I do love you, Chr�s. I love you... I
cannot tell you how. You are everyth�ng to me, and more bes�des.
You remember that Chr�stmas tree of the ch�ldren?—when we played
bl�ndman’s buff? and you caught me by the arm so, w�th such a
clutch�ng of f�ngers that I cr�ed out w�th the hurt? I never told you, but
the arm was badly bru�sed. And such sweet I got of �t you could
never guess. There, black and blue, was the �mpr�nt of your f�ngers—
your f�ngers, Chr�s, your f�ngers. It was the touch of you made
v�s�ble. It was there a week, and I k�ssed the marks—oh, so often! I
hated to see them go; I wanted to rebru�se the arm and make them
l�nger. I was jealous of the return�ng wh�te that drove the bru�se
away. Somehow,—oh! I cannot expla�n, but I loved you so!”

In the s�lence that fell, she cont�nued her caress�ng of h�s ha�r,
wh�le she �dly watched a great gray squ�rrel, bo�sterous and h�lar�ous,
as �t scampered back and forth �n a d�stant v�sta of the redwoods. A
cr�mson-crested woodpecker, energet�cally dr�ll�ng a fallen trunk,
caught and transferred her gaze. The man d�d not l�ft h�s head.
Rather, he crushed h�s face closer aga�nst her knee, wh�le h�s
heav�ng shoulders marked the hardness w�th wh�ch he breathed.

“You must tell me, Chr�s,” the g�rl sa�d gently. “Th�s mystery—�t �s
k�ll�ng me. I must know why we cannot be marr�ed. Are we always to
be th�s way?—merely lovers, meet�ng often, �t �s true, and yet w�th
the long absences between the meet�ngs? Is �t all the world holds for
you and me, Chr�s? Are we never to be more to each other? Oh, �t �s
good just to love, I know—you have made me madly happy; but one
does get so hungry at t�mes for someth�ng more! I want more and
more of you, Chr�s. I want all of you. I want all our days to be
together. I want all the compan�onsh�p, the comradesh�p, wh�ch
cannot be ours now, and wh�ch w�ll be ours when we are marr�ed—”
She caught her breath qu�ckly. “But we are never to be marr�ed. I
forgot. And you must tell me why.”

The man ra�sed h�s head and looked her �n the eyes. It was a way
he had w�th whomever he talked, of look�ng them �n the eyes.

“I have cons�dered you, Lute,” he began doggedly. “I d�d cons�der
you at the very f�rst. I should never have gone on w�th �t. I should
have gone away. I knew �t. And I cons�dered you �n the l�ght of that



knowledge, and yet... I d�d not go away. My God! what was I to do? I
loved you. I could not go away. I could not help �t. I stayed. I
resolved, but I broke my resolves. I was l�ke a drunkard. I was drunk
of you. I was weak, I know. I fa�led. I could not go away. I tr�ed. I went
away—you w�ll remember, though you d�d not know why. You know
now. I went away, but I could not rema�n away. Know�ng that we
could never marry, I came back to you. I am here, now, w�th you.
Send me away, Lute. I have not the strength to go myself.”

“But why should you go away?” she asked. “Bes�des, I must know
why, before I can send you away.”

“Don’t ask me.”
“Tell me,” she sa�d, her vo�ce tenderly �mperat�ve.
“Don’t, Lute; don’t force me,” the man pleaded, and there was

appeal �n h�s eyes and vo�ce.
“But you must tell me,” she �ns�sted. “It �s just�ce you owe me.”
The man wavered. “If I do...” he began. Then he ended w�th

determ�nat�on, “I should never be able to forg�ve myself. No, I cannot
tell you. Don’t try to compel me, Lute. You would be as sorry as I.”

“If there �s anyth�ng... �f there are obstacles... �f th�s mystery does
really prevent...” She was speak�ng slowly, w�th long pauses, seek�ng
the more del�cate ways of speech for the fram�ng of her thought.
“Chr�s, I do love you. I love you as deeply as �t �s poss�ble for any
woman to love, I am sure. If you were to say to me now ‘Come,’ I
would go w�th you. I would follow wherever you led. I would be your
page, as �n the days of old when lad�es went w�th the�r kn�ghts to far
lands. You are my kn�ght, Chr�s, and you can do no wrong. Your w�ll
�s my w�sh. I was once afra�d of the censure of the world. Now that
you have come �nto my l�fe I am no longer afra�d. I would laugh at the
world and �ts censure for your sake—for my sake too. I would laugh,
for I should have you, and you are more to me than the good w�ll and
approval of the world. If you say ‘Come,’ I w�ll—”

“Don’t! Don’t!” he cr�ed. “It �s �mposs�ble! Marr�age or not, I cannot
even say ‘Come.’ I dare not. I’ll show you. I’ll tell you.”

He sat up bes�de her, the act�on stamped w�th resolve. He took her
hand �n h�s and held �t closely. H�s l�ps moved to the verge of speech.



The mystery trembled for utterance. The a�r was palp�tant w�th �ts
presence. As �f �t were an �rrevocable decree, the g�rl steeled herself
to hear. But the man paused, gaz�ng stra�ght out before h�m. She felt
h�s hand relax �n hers, and she pressed �t sympathet�cally,
encourag�ngly. But she felt the r�g�d�ty go�ng out of h�s tensed body,
and she knew that sp�r�t and flesh were relax�ng together. H�s
resolut�on was ebb�ng. He would not speak—she knew �t; and she
knew, l�kew�se, w�th the sureness of fa�th, that �t was because he
could not.

She gazed despa�r�ngly before her, a numb feel�ng at her heart, as
though hope and happ�ness had d�ed. She watched the sun
fl�cker�ng down through the warm-trunked redwoods. But she
watched �n a mechan�cal, absent way. She looked at the scene as
from a long way off, w�thout �nterest, herself an al�en, no longer an
�nt�mate part of the earth and trees and flowers she loved so well.

So far removed d�d she seem, that she was aware of a cur�os�ty,
strangely �mpersonal, �n what lay around her. Through a near v�sta
she looked at a buckeye tree �n full blossom as though her eyes
encountered �t for the f�rst t�me. Her eyes paused and dwelt upon a
yellow cluster of D�ogenes’ lanterns that grew on the edge of an
open space. It was the way of flowers always to g�ve her qu�ck
pleasure-thr�lls, but no thr�ll was hers now. She pondered the flower
slowly and thoughtfully, as a hasheesh-eater, heavy w�th the drug,
m�ght ponder some wh�m-flower that obtruded on h�s v�s�on. In her
ears was the vo�ce of the stream—a hoarse-throated, sleepy old
g�ant, mutter�ng and mumbl�ng h�s somnolent fanc�es. But her fancy
was not �n turn aroused, as was �ts wont; she knew the sound merely
for water rush�ng over the rocks of the deep canyon-bottom, that and
noth�ng more.

Her gaze wandered on beyond the D�ogenes’ lanterns �nto the
open space. Knee-deep �n the w�ld oats of the h�lls�de grazed two
horses, chestnut-sorrels the pa�r of them, perfectly matched, warm
and golden �n the sunsh�ne, the�r spr�ng-coats a sheen of h�gh-l�ghts
shot through w�th color-flashes that glowed l�ke f�ery jewels. She
recogn�zed, almost w�th a shock, that one of them was hers, Dolly,
the compan�on of her g�rlhood and womanhood, on whose neck she



had sobbed her sorrows and sung her joys. A mo�stness welled �nto
her eyes at the s�ght, and she came back from the remoteness of her
mood, qu�ck w�th pass�on and sorrow, to be part of the world aga�n.

The man sank forward from the h�ps, relax�ng ent�rely, and w�th a
groan dropped h�s head on her knee. She leaned over h�m and
pressed her l�ps softly and l�nger�ngly to h�s ha�r.

“Come, let us go,” she sa�d, almost �n a wh�sper.
She caught her breath �n a half-sob, then t�ghtened her l�ps as she

rose. H�s face was wh�te to ghastl�ness, so shaken was he by the
struggle through wh�ch he had passed. They d�d not look at each
other, but walked d�rectly to the horses. She leaned aga�nst Dolly’s
neck wh�le he t�ghtened the g�rths. Then she gathered the re�ns �n
her hand and wa�ted. He looked at her as he bent down, an appeal
for forg�veness �n h�s eyes; and �n that moment her own eyes
answered. Her foot rested �n h�s hands, and from there she vaulted
�nto the saddle. W�thout speak�ng, w�thout further look�ng at each
other, they turned the horses’ heads and took the narrow tra�l that
wound down through the sombre redwood a�sles and across the
open glades to the pasture-lands below. The tra�l became a cow-
path, the cow-path became a wood-road, wh�ch later jo�ned w�th a
hay-road; and they rode down through the low-roll�ng, tawny
Cal�forn�a h�lls to where a set of bars let out on the county road wh�ch
ran along the bottom of the valley. The g�rl sat her horse wh�le the
man d�smounted and began tak�ng down the bars.

“No—wa�t!” she cr�ed, before he had touched the two lower bars.
She urged the mare forward a couple of str�des, and then the

an�mal l�fted over the bars �n a clean l�ttle jump. The man’s eyes
sparkled, and he clapped h�s hands.

“You beauty! you beauty!” the g�rl cr�ed, lean�ng forward
�mpuls�vely �n the saddle and press�ng her cheek to the mare’s neck
where �t burned flame-color �n the sun.

“Let’s trade horses for the r�de �n,” she suggested, when he had
led h�s horse through and f�n�shed putt�ng up the bars. “You’ve never
suff�c�ently apprec�ated Dolly.”

“No, no,” he protested.



“You th�nk she �s too old, too sedate,” Lute �ns�sted. “She’s only
s�xteen, and she can outrun n�ne colts out of ten. Only she never
cuts up. She’s too steady, and you don’t approve of her—no, don’t
deny �t, s�r. I know. And I know also that she can outrun your vaunted
Washoe Ban. There! I challenge you! And furthermore, you may r�de
her yourself. You know what Ban can do; so you must r�de Dolly and
see for yourself what she can do.”

They proceeded to exchange the saddles on the horses, glad of
the d�vers�on and mak�ng the most of �t.

“I’m glad I was born �n Cal�forn�a,” Lute remarked, as she swung
astr�de of Ban. “It’s an outrage both to horse and woman to r�de �n a
s�desaddle.”

“You look l�ke a young Amazon,” the man sa�d approv�ngly, h�s
eyes pass�ng tenderly over the g�rl as she swung the horse around.

“Are you ready?” she asked.
“All ready!”
“To the old m�ll,” she called, as the horses sprang forward. “That’s

less than a m�le.”
“To a f�n�sh?” he demanded.
She nodded, and the horses, feel�ng the urge of the re�ns, caught

the sp�r�t of the race. The dust rose �n clouds beh�nd as they tore
along the level road. They swung around the bend, horses and r�ders
t�lted at sharp angles to the ground, and more than once the r�ders
ducked low to escape the branches of outreach�ng and overhang�ng
trees. They clattered over the small plank br�dges, and thundered
over the larger �ron ones to an om�nous clank�ng of loose rods.

They rode s�de by s�de, sav�ng the an�mals for the rush at the
f�n�sh, yet putt�ng them at a pace that drew upon v�tal�ty and stay�ng
power. Curv�ng around a clump of wh�te oaks, the road stra�ghtened
out before them for several hundred yards, at the end of wh�ch they
could see the ru�ned m�ll.

“Now for �t!” the g�rl cr�ed.
She urged the horse by suddenly lean�ng forward w�th her body, at

the same t�me, for an �nstant, lett�ng the re�n slack and touch�ng the
neck w�th her br�dle hand. She began to draw away from the man.



“Touch her on the neck!” she cr�ed to h�m.
W�th th�s, the mare pulled alongs�de and began gradually to pass

the g�rl. Chr�s and Lute looked at each other for a moment, the mare
st�ll draw�ng ahead, so that Chr�s was compelled slowly to turn h�s
head. The m�ll was a hundred yards away.

“Shall I g�ve h�m the spurs?” Lute shouted.
The man nodded, and the g�rl drove the spurs �n sharply and

qu�ckly, call�ng upon the horse for �ts utmost, but watched her own
horse forge slowly ahead of her.

“Beaten by three lengths!” Lute beamed tr�umphantly, as they
pulled �nto a walk. “Confess, s�r, confess! You d�dn’t th�nk the old
mare had �t �n her.”

Lute leaned to the s�de and rested her hand for a moment on
Dolly’s wet neck.

“Ban’s a sluggard alongs�de of her,” Chr�s aff�rmed. “Dolly’s all
r�ght, �f she �s �n her Ind�an Summer.”

Lute nodded approval. “That’s a sweet way of putt�ng �t—Ind�an
Summer. It just descr�bes her. But she’s not lazy. She has all the f�re
and none of the folly. She �s very w�se, what of her years.”

“That accounts for �t,” Chr�s demurred. “Her folly passed w�th her
youth. Many’s the l�vely t�me she’s g�ven you.”

“No,” Lute answered. “I never knew her really to cut up. I th�nk the
only trouble she ever gave me was when I was tra�n�ng her to open
gates. She was afra�d when they swung back upon her—the
an�mal’s fear of the trap, perhaps. But she bravely got over �t. And
she never was v�c�ous. She never bolted, nor bucked, nor cut up �n
all her l�fe—never, not once.”

The horses went on at a walk, st�ll breath�ng heav�ly from the�r run.
The road wound along the bottom of the valley, now and aga�n
cross�ng the stream. From e�ther s�de rose the drowsy purr of
mow�ng-mach�nes, punctuated by occas�onal sharp cr�es of the men
who were gather�ng the hay-crop. On the western s�de of the valley
the h�lls rose green and dark, but the eastern s�de was already
burned brown and tan by the sun.



“There �s summer, here �s spr�ng,” Lute sa�d. “Oh, beaut�ful
Sonoma Valley!”

Her eyes were gl�sten�ng and her face was rad�ant w�th love of the
land. Her gaze wandered on across orchard patches and sweep�ng
v�neyard stretches, seek�ng out the purple wh�ch seemed to hang
l�ke a d�m smoke �n the wr�nkles of the h�lls and �n the more d�stant
canyon gorges. Far up, among the more rugged crests, where the
steep slopes were covered w�th manzan�ta, she caught a gl�mpse of
a clear space where the w�ld grass had not yet lost �ts green.

“Have you ever heard of the secret pasture?” she asked, her eyes
st�ll f�xed on the remote green.

A snort of fear brought her eyes back to the man bes�de her. Dolly,
upreared, w�th d�stended nostr�ls and w�ld eyes, was paw�ng the a�r
madly w�th her fore legs. Chr�s threw h�mself forward aga�nst her
neck to keep her from fall�ng backward, and at the same t�me
touched her w�th the spurs to compel her to drop her fore feet to the
ground �n order to obey the go-ahead �mpulse of the spurs.

“Why, Dolly, th�s �s most remarkable,” Lute began reprov�ngly.
But, to her surpr�se, the mare threw her head down, arched her

back as she went up �n the a�r, and, return�ng, struck the ground st�ff-
legged and bunched.

“A genu�ne buck!” Chr�s called out, and the next moment the mare
was r�s�ng under h�m �n a second buck.

Lute looked on, astounded at the unprecedented conduct of her
mare, and adm�r�ng her lover’s horsemansh�p. He was qu�te cool,
and was h�mself ev�dently enjoy�ng the performance. Aga�n and
aga�n, half a dozen t�mes, Dolly arched herself �nto the a�r and
struck, st�ffly bunched. Then she threw her head stra�ght up and rose
on her h�nd legs, p�vot�ng about and str�k�ng w�th her fore feet. Lute
wh�rled �nto safety the horse she was r�d�ng, and as she d�d so
caught a gl�mpse of Dolly’s eyes, w�th the look �n them of bl�nd brute
madness, bulg�ng unt�l �t seemed they must burst from her head. The
fa�nt p�nk �n the wh�te of the eyes was gone, replaced by a wh�te that
was l�ke dull marble and that yet flashed as from some �nner f�re.



A fa�nt cry of fear, suppressed �n the �nstant of utterance, sl�pped
past Lute’s l�ps. One h�nd leg of the mare seemed to collapse, and
for a moment the whole qu�ver�ng body, upreared and perpend�cular,
swayed back and forth, and there was uncerta�nty as to whether �t
would fall forward or backward. The man, half-sl�pp�ng s�dew�se from
the saddle, so as to fall clear �f the mare toppled backward, threw h�s
we�ght to the front and alongs�de her neck. Th�s overcame the
dangerous teeter�ng balance, and the mare struck the ground on her
feet aga�n.

But there was no let-up. Dolly stra�ghtened out so that the l�ne of
the face was almost a cont�nuat�on of the l�ne of the stretched neck;
th�s pos�t�on enabled her to master the b�t, wh�ch she d�d by bolt�ng
stra�ght ahead down the road.

For the f�rst t�me Lute became really fr�ghtened. She spurred
Washoe Ban �n pursu�t, but he could not hold h�s own w�th the mad
mare, and dropped gradually beh�nd. Lute saw Dolly check and rear
�n the a�r aga�n, and caught up just as the mare made a second bolt.
As Dolly dashed around a bend, she stopped suddenly, st�ff-legged.
Lute saw her lover torn out of the saddle, h�s th�gh-gr�p broken by the
sudden jerk. Though he had lost h�s seat, he had not been thrown,
and as the mare dashed on Lute saw h�m cl�ng�ng to the s�de of the
horse, a hand �n the mane and a leg across the saddle. W�th a qu�ck
cavort he rega�ned h�s seat and proceeded to f�ght w�th the mare for
control.

But Dolly swerved from the road and dashed down a grassy slope
yellowed w�th �nnumerable mar�posa l�l�es. An anc�ent fence at the
bottom was no obstacle. She burst through as though �t were f�lmy
sp�der-web and d�sappeared �n the underbrush. Lute followed
unhes�tat�ngly, putt�ng Ban through the gap �n the fence and plung�ng
on �nto the th�cket. She lay along h�s neck, closely, to escape the
r�pp�ng and tear�ng of the trees and v�nes. She felt the horse drop
down through leafy branches and �nto the cool gravel of a stream’s
bottom. From ahead came a splash�ng of water, and she caught a
gl�mpse of Dolly, dash�ng up the small bank and �nto a clump of
scrub-oaks, aga�nst the trunks of wh�ch she was try�ng to scrape off
her r�der.



Lute almost caught up amongst the trees, but was hopelessly
outd�stanced on the fallow f�eld adjo�n�ng, across wh�ch the mare tore
w�th a f�ne d�sregard for heavy ground and gopher-holes. When she
turned at a sharp angle �nto the th�cket-land beyond, Lute took the
long d�agonal, sk�rted the t�cket, and re�ned �n Ban at the other s�de.
She had arr�ved f�rst. From w�th�n the th�cket she could hear a
tremendous crash�ng of brush and branches. Then the mare burst
through and �nto the open, fall�ng to her knees, exhausted, on the
soft earth. She arose and staggered forward, then came l�mply to a
halt. She was �n lather-sweat of fear, and stood trembl�ng p�t�ably.

Chr�s was st�ll on her back. H�s sh�rt was �n r�bbons. The backs of
h�s hands were bru�sed and lacerated, wh�le h�s face was stream�ng
blood from a gash near the temple. Lute had controlled herself well,
but now she was aware of a qu�ck nausea and a trembl�ng of
weakness.

“Chr�s!” she sa�d, so softly that �t was almost a wh�sper. Then she
s�ghed, “Thank God.”

“Oh, I’m all r�ght,” he cr�ed to her, putt�ng �nto h�s vo�ce all the
heart�ness he could command, wh�ch was not much, for he had
h�mself been under no mean nervous stra�n.

He showed the react�on he was undergo�ng, when he swung down
out of the saddle. He began w�th a brave muscular d�splay as he
l�fted h�s leg over, but ended, on h�s feet, lean�ng aga�nst the l�mp
Dolly for support. Lute flashed out of her saddle, and her arms were
about h�m �n an embrace of thankfulness.

“I know where there �s a spr�ng,” she sa�d, a moment later.
They left the horses stand�ng untethered, and she led her lover

�nto the cool recesses of the th�cket to where crystal water bubbled
from out the base of the mounta�n.

“What was that you sa�d about Dolly’s never cutt�ng up?” he
asked, when the blood had been stanched and h�s nerves and pulse-
beats were normal aga�n.

“I am stunned,” Lute answered. “I cannot understand �t. She never
d�d anyth�ng l�ke �t �n all her l�fe. And all an�mals l�ke you so—�t’s not



because of that. Why, she �s a ch�ld’s horse. I was only a l�ttle g�rl
when I f�rst rode her, and to th�s day—”

“Well, th�s day she was everyth�ng but a ch�ld’s horse,” Chr�s broke
�n. “She was a dev�l. She tr�ed to scrape me off aga�nst the trees,
and to batter my bra�ns out aga�nst the l�mbs. She tr�ed all the lowest
and narrowest places she could f�nd. You should have seen her
squeeze through. And d�d you see those bucks?”

Lute nodded.
“Regular buck�ng-bronco propos�t�on.”
“But what should she know about buck�ng?” Lute demanded. “She

was never known to buck—never.”
He shrugged h�s shoulders. “Some forgotten �nst�nct, perhaps,

long-lapsed and come to l�fe aga�n.”
The g�rl rose to her feet determ�nedly. “I’m go�ng to f�nd out,” she

sa�d.
They went back to the horses, where they subjected Dolly to a

r�g�d exam�nat�on that d�sclosed noth�ng. Hoofs, legs, b�t, mouth,
body—everyth�ng was as �t should be. The saddle and saddle-cloth
were �nnocent of bur or st�cker; the back was smooth and unbroken.
They searched for s�gn of snake-b�te and st�ng of fly or �nsect, but
found noth�ng.

“Whatever �t was, �t was subject�ve, that much �s certa�n,” Chr�s
sa�d.

“Obsess�on,” Lute suggested.
They laughed together at the �dea, for both were twent�eth-century

products, healthy-m�nded and normal, w�th souls that del�ghted �n the
butterfly-chase of �deals but that halted before the br�nk where
superst�t�on beg�ns.

“An ev�l sp�r�t,” Chr�s laughed; “but what ev�l have I done that I
should be so pun�shed?”

“You th�nk too much of yourself, s�r,” she rejo�ned. “It �s more l�kely
some ev�l, I don’t know what, that Dolly has done. You were a mere
acc�dent. I m�ght have been on her back at the t�me, or Aunt M�ldred,
or anybody.”



As she talked, she took hold of the st�rrup-strap and started to
shorten �t.

“What are you do�ng?” Chr�s demanded.
“I’m go�ng to r�de Dolly �n.”
“No, you’re not,” he announced. “It would be bad d�sc�pl�ne. After

what has happened I am s�mply compelled to r�de her �n myself.”
But �t was a very weak and very s�ck mare he rode, stumbl�ng and

halt�ng, affl�cted w�th nervous jerks and recurr�ng muscular spasms—
the aftermath of the tremendous orgasm through wh�ch she had
passed.

“I feel l�ke a book of verse and a hammock, after all that has
happened,” Lute sa�d, as they rode �nto camp.

It was a summer camp of c�ty-t�red people, p�tched �n a grove of
tower�ng redwoods through whose lofty boughs the sunsh�ne tr�ckled
down, broken and subdued to soft l�ght and cool shadow. Apart from
the ma�n camp were the k�tchen and the servants’ tents; and m�dway
between was the great d�n�ng hall, walled by the l�v�ng redwood
columns, where fresh wh�spers of a�r were always to be found, and
where no canopy was needed to keep the sun away.

“Poor Dolly, she �s really s�ck,” Lute sa�d that even�ng, when they
had returned from a last look at the mare. “But you weren’t hurt,
Chr�s, and that’s enough for one small woman to be thankful for. I
thought I knew, but I really d�d not know t�ll to-day, how much you
meant to me. I could hear only the plung�ng and struggle �n the
th�cket. I could not see you, nor know how �t went w�th you.”

“My thoughts were of you,” Chr�s answered, and felt the
respons�ve pressure of the hand that rested on h�s arm.

She turned her face up to h�s and met h�s l�ps.
“Good n�ght,” she sa�d.
“Dear Lute, dear Lute,” he caressed her w�th h�s vo�ce as she

moved away among the shadows.
    *       *       * 

“Who’s go�ng for the ma�l?” called a woman’s vo�ce through the
trees.



Lute closed the book from wh�ch they had been read�ng, and
s�ghed.

“We weren’t go�ng to r�de to-day,” she sa�d.
“Let me go,” Chr�s proposed. “You stay here. I’ll be down and back

�n no t�me.”
She shook her head.
“Who’s go�ng for the ma�l?” the vo�ce �ns�sted.
“Where’s Mart�n?” Lute called, l�ft�ng her vo�ce �n answer.
“I don’t know,” came the vo�ce. “I th�nk Robert took h�m along

somewhere—horse-buy�ng, or f�sh�ng, or I don’t know what. There’s
really nobody left but Chr�s and you. Bes�des, �t w�ll g�ve you an
appet�te for d�nner. You’ve been loung�ng �n the hammock all day.
And Uncle Robert must have h�s newspaper.”

“All r�ght, Aunty, we’re start�ng,” Lute called back, gett�ng out of the
hammock.

A few m�nutes later, �n r�d�ng-clothes, they were saddl�ng the
horses. They rode out on to the county road, where blazed the
afternoon sun, and turned toward Glen Ellen. The l�ttle town slept �n
the sun, and the somnolent storekeeper and postmaster scarcely
kept h�s eyes open long enough to make up the packet of letters and
newspapers.

An hour later Lute and Chr�s turned as�de from the road and
d�pped along a cow-path down the h�gh bank to water the horses,
before go�ng �nto camp.

“Dolly looks as though she’d forgotten all about yesterday,” Chr�s
sa�d, as they sat the�r horses knee-deep �n the rush�ng water. “Look
at her.”

The mare had ra�sed her head and cocked her ears at the rustl�ng
of a qua�l �n the th�cket. Chr�s leaned over and rubbed around her
ears. Dolly’s enjoyment was ev�dent, and she drooped her head over
aga�nst the shoulder of h�s own horse.

“L�ke a k�tten,” was Lute’s comment.
“Yet I shall never be able wholly to trust her aga�n,” Chr�s sa�d.

“Not after yesterday’s mad freak.”



“I have a feel�ng myself that you are safer on Ban,” Lute laughed.
“It �s strange. My trust �n Dolly �s as �mpl�c�t as ever. I feel conf�dent
so far as I am concerned, but I should never care to see you on her
back aga�n. Now w�th Ban, my fa�th �s st�ll unshaken. Look at that
neck! Isn’t he handsome! He’ll be as w�se as Dolly when he �s as old
as she.”

“I feel the same way,” Chr�s laughed back. “Ban could never
poss�bly betray me.”

They turned the�r horses out of the stream. Dolly stopped to brush
a fly from her knee w�th her nose, and Ban urged past �nto the
narrow way of the path. The space was too restr�cted to make h�m
return, save w�th much trouble, and Chr�s allowed h�m to go on. Lute,
r�d�ng beh�nd, dwelt w�th her eyes upon her lover’s back, pleasur�ng
�n the l�nes of the bare neck and the sweep out to the muscular
shoulders.

Suddenly she re�ned �n her horse. She could do noth�ng but look,
so br�ef was the durat�on of the happen�ng. Beneath and above was
the almost perpend�cular bank. The path �tself was barely w�de
enough for foot�ng. Yet Washoe Ban, wh�rl�ng and rear�ng at the
same t�me, toppled for a moment �n the a�r and fell backward off the
path.

So unexpected and so qu�ck was �t, that the man was �nvolved �n
the fall. There had been no t�me for h�m to throw h�mself to the path.
He was fall�ng ere he knew �t, and he d�d the only th�ng poss�ble—
sl�pped the st�rrups and threw h�s body �nto the a�r, to the s�de, and at
the same t�me down. It was twelve feet to the rocks below. He
ma�nta�ned an upr�ght pos�t�on, h�s head up and h�s eyes f�xed on the
horse above h�m and fall�ng upon h�m.

Chr�s struck l�ke a cat, on h�s feet, on the �nstant mak�ng a leap to
the s�de. The next �nstant Ban crashed down bes�de h�m. The an�mal
struggled l�ttle, but sounded the terr�ble cry that horses somet�mes
sound when they have rece�ved mortal hurt. He had struck almost
squarely on h�s back, and �n that pos�t�on he rema�ned, h�s head
tw�sted partly under, h�s h�nd legs relaxed and mot�onless, h�s fore
legs fut�lely str�k�ng the a�r.

Chr�s looked up reassur�ngly.



“I am gett�ng used to �t,” Lute sm�led down to h�m. “Of course I
need not ask �f you are hurt. Can I do anyth�ng?”

He sm�led back and went over to the fallen beast, lett�ng go the
g�rths of the saddle and gett�ng the head stra�ghtened out.

“I thought so,” he sa�d, after a cursory exam�nat�on. “I thought so at
the t�me. D�d you hear that sort of crunch�ng snap?”

She shuddered.
“Well, that was the punctuat�on of l�fe, the f�nal per�od dropped at

the end of Ban’s usefulness.” He started around to come up by the
path. “I’ve been astr�de of Ban for the last t�me. Let us go home.”

At the top of the bank Chr�s turned and looked down.
“Good-by, Washoe Ban!” he called out. “Good-by, old fellow.”
The an�mal was struggl�ng to l�ft �ts head. There were tears �n

Chr�s’s eyes as he turned abruptly away, and tears �n Lute’s eyes as
they met h�s. She was s�lent �n her sympathy, though the pressure of
her hand was f�rm �n h�s as he walked bes�de her horse down the
dusty road.

“It was done del�berately,” Chr�s burst forth suddenly. “There was
no warn�ng. He del�berately flung h�mself over backward.”

“There was no warn�ng,” Lute concurred. “I was look�ng. I saw h�m.
He wh�rled and threw h�mself at the same t�me, just as �f you had
done �t yourself, w�th a tremendous jerk and backward pull on the
b�t.”

“It was not my hand, I swear �t. I was not even th�nk�ng of h�m. He
was go�ng up w�th a fa�rly loose re�n, as a matter of course.”

“I should have seen �t, had you done �t,” Lute sa�d. “But �t was all
done before you had a chance to do anyth�ng. It was not your hand,
not even your unconsc�ous hand.”

“Then �t was some �nv�s�ble hand, reach�ng out from I don’t know
where.”

He looked up wh�ms�cally at the sky and sm�led at the conce�t.
Mart�n stepped forward to rece�ve Dolly, when they came �nto the

stable end of the grove, but h�s face expressed no surpr�se at s�ght
of Chr�s com�ng �n on foot. Chr�s l�ngered beh�nd Lute for moment.



“Can you shoot a horse?” he asked.
The groom nodded, then added, “Yes, s�r,” w�th a second and

deeper nod.
“How do you do �t?”
“Draw a l�ne from the eyes to the ears—I mean the oppos�te ears,

s�r. And where the l�nes cross—”
“That w�ll do,” Chr�s �nterrupted. “You know the water�ng place at

the second bend. You’ll f�nd Ban there w�th a broken back.”
    *       *       * 

“Oh, here you are, s�r. I have been look�ng for you everywhere
s�nce d�nner. You are wanted �mmed�ately.”

Chr�s tossed h�s c�gar away, then went over and pressed h�s foot
on �ts glow�ng f�re.

“You haven’t told anybody about �t?—Ban?” he quer�ed.
Lute shook her head. “They’ll learn soon enough. Mart�n w�ll

ment�on �t to Uncle Robert tomorrow.”
“But don’t feel too bad about �t,” she sa�d, after a moment’s pause,

sl�pp�ng her hand �nto h�s.
“He was my colt,” he sa�d. “Nobody has r�dden h�m but you. I

broke h�m myself. I knew h�m from the t�me he was born. I knew
every b�t of h�m, every tr�ck, every caper, and I would have staked
my l�fe that �t was �mposs�ble for h�m to do a th�ng l�ke th�s. There
was no warn�ng, no f�ght�ng for the b�t, no prev�ous unrul�ness. I have
been th�nk�ng �t over. He d�dn’t f�ght for the b�t, for that matter. He
wasn’t unruly, nor d�sobed�ent. There wasn’t t�me. It was an �mpulse,
and he acted upon �t l�ke l�ghtn�ng. I am astounded now at the
sw�ftness w�th wh�ch �t took place. Ins�de the f�rst second we were
over the edge and fall�ng.

“It was del�berate—del�berate su�c�de. And attempted murder. It
was a trap. I was the v�ct�m. He had me, and he threw h�mself over
w�th me. Yet he d�d not hate me. He loved me... as much as �t �s
poss�ble for a horse to love. I am confounded. I cannot understand �t
any more than you can understand Dolly’s behav�or yesterday.”

“But horses go �nsane, Chr�s,” Lute sa�d. “You know that. It’s
merely co�nc�dence that two horses �n two days should have spells



under you.”
“That’s the only explanat�on,” he answered, start�ng off w�th her.

“But why am I wanted urgently?”
“Planchette.”
“Oh, I remember. It w�ll be a new exper�ence to me. Somehow I

m�ssed �t when �t was all the rage long ago.”
“So d�d all of us,” Lute repl�ed, “except Mrs. Grantly. It �s her

favor�te phantom, �t seems.”
“A we�rd l�ttle th�ng,” he remarked. “Bundle of nerves and black

eyes. I’ll wager she doesn’t we�gh n�nety pounds, and most of that’s
magnet�sm.”

“Pos�t�vely uncanny... at t�mes.” Lute sh�vered �nvoluntar�ly. “She
g�ves me the creeps.”

“Contact of the healthy w�th the morb�d,” he expla�ned dryly. “You
w�ll not�ce �t �s the healthy that always has the creeps. The morb�d
never has the creeps. It g�ves the creeps. That’s �ts funct�on. Where
d�d you people p�ck her up, anyway?”

“I don’t know—yes, I do, too. Aunt M�ldred met her �n Boston, I
th�nk—oh, I don’t know. At any rate, Mrs. Grantly came to Cal�forn�a,
and of course had to v�s�t Aunt M�ldred. You know the open house
we keep.”

They halted where a passageway between two great redwood
trunks gave entrance to the d�n�ng room. Above, through lac�ng
boughs, could be seen the stars. Candles l�ghted the tree-columned
space. About the table, exam�n�ng the Planchette contr�vance, were
four persons. Chr�s’s gaze roved over them, and he was aware of a
gu�lty sorrow-pang as he paused for a moment on Lute’s Aunt
M�ldred and Uncle Robert, mellow w�th r�pe m�ddle age and gen�al
w�th the gentle buffets l�fe had dealt them. He passed amusedly over
the black-eyed, fra�l-bod�ed Mrs. Grantly, and halted on the fourth
person, a portly, mass�ve-headed man, whose gray temples bel�ed
the youthful sol�d�ty of h�s face.

“Who’s that?” Chr�s wh�spered.
“A Mr. Barton. The tra�n was late. That’s why you d�dn’t see h�m at

d�nner. He’s only a cap�tal�st—water-power-long-d�stance-electr�c�ty



transm�tter, or someth�ng l�ke that.”
“Doesn’t look as though he could g�ve an ox po�nts on

�mag�nat�on.”
“He can’t. He �nher�ted h�s money. But he knows enough to hold

on to �t and h�re other men’s bra�ns. He �s very conservat�ve.”
“That �s to be expected,” was Chr�s’s comment. H�s gaze went

back to the man and woman who had been father and mother to the
g�rl bes�de h�m. “Do you know,” he sa�d, “�t came to me w�th a shock
yesterday when you told me that they had turned aga�nst me and
that I was scarcely tolerated. I met them afterwards, last even�ng,
gu�lt�ly, �n fear and trembl�ng—and to-day, too. And yet I could see no
d�fference from of old.”

“Dear man,” Lute s�ghed. “Hosp�tal�ty �s as natural to them as the
act of breath�ng. But �t �sn’t that, after all. It �s all genu�ne �n the�r dear
hearts. No matter how severe the censure they put upon you when
you are absent, the moment they are w�th you they soften and are all
k�ndness and warmth. As soon as the�r eyes rest on you, affect�on
and love come bubbl�ng up. You are so made. Every an�mal l�kes
you. All people l�ke you. They can’t help �t. You can’t help �t. You are
un�versally lovable, and the best of �t �s that you don’t know �t. You
don’t know �t now. Even as I tell �t to you, you don’t real�ze �t, you
won’t real�ze �t—and that very �ncapac�ty to real�ze �t �s one of the
reasons why you are so loved. You are �ncredulous now, and you
shake your head; but I know, who am your slave, as all people know,
for they l�kew�se are your slaves.

“Why, �n a m�nute we shall go �n and jo�n them. Mark the affect�on,
almost maternal, that w�ll well up �n Aunt M�ldred’s eyes. L�sten to the
tones of Uncle Robert’s vo�ce when he says, ‘Well, Chr�s, my boy?’
Watch Mrs. Grantly melt, l�terally melt, l�ke a dewdrop �n the sun.

“Take Mr. Barton, there. You have never seen h�m before. Why,
you w�ll �nv�te h�m out to smoke a c�gar w�th you when the rest of us
have gone to bed—you, a mere nobody, and he a man of many
m�ll�ons, a man of power, a man obtuse and stup�d l�ke the ox; and
he w�ll follow you about, smok�ng; the c�gar, l�ke a l�ttle dog, your l�ttle
dog, trott�ng at your back. He w�ll not know he �s do�ng �t, but he w�ll
be do�ng �t just the same. Don’t I know, Chr�s? Oh, I have watched



you, watched you, so often, and loved you for �t, and loved you aga�n
for �t, because you were so del�ghtfully and bl�ndly unaware of what
you were do�ng.”

“I’m almost burst�ng w�th van�ty from l�sten�ng to you,” he laughed,
pass�ng h�s arm around her and draw�ng her aga�nst h�m.

“Yes,” she wh�spered, “and �n th�s very moment, when you are
laugh�ng at all that I have sa�d, you, the feel of you, your soul,—call �t
what you w�ll, �t �s you,—�s call�ng for all the love that �s �n me.”

She leaned more closely aga�nst h�m, and s�ghed as w�th fat�gue.
He breathed a k�ss �nto her ha�r and held her w�th f�rm tenderness.

Aunt M�ldred st�rred br�skly and looked up from the Planchette
board.

“Come, let us beg�n,” she sa�d. “It w�ll soon grow ch�lly. Robert,
where are those ch�ldren?”

“Here we are,” Lute called out, d�sengag�ng herself.
“Now for a bundle of creeps,” Chr�s wh�spered, as they started �n.
Lute’s prophecy of the manner �n wh�ch her lover would be

rece�ved was real�zed. Mrs. Grantly, unreal, unhealthy, sc�nt�llant w�th
fr�g�d magnet�sm, warmed and melted as though of truth she were
dew and he sun. Mr. Barton beamed broadly upon h�m, and was
colossally grac�ous. Aunt M�ldred greeted h�m w�th a glow of
fondness and motherly k�ndness, wh�le Uncle Robert gen�ally and
heart�ly demanded, “Well, Chr�s, my boy, and what of the r�d�ng?”

But Aunt M�ldred drew her shawl more closely around her and
hastened them to the bus�ness �n hand. On the table was a sheet of
paper. On the paper, r�fl�ng on three supports, was a small tr�angular
board. Two of the supports were eas�ly mov�ng casters. The th�rd
support, placed at the apex of the tr�angle, was a lead penc�l.

“Who’s f�rst?” Uncle Robert demanded.
There was a moment’s hes�tancy, then Aunt M�ldred placed her

hand on the board, and sa�d: “Some one has always to be the fool
for the delectat�on of the rest.”

“Brave woman,” applauded her husband. “Now, Mrs. Grantly, do
your worst.”



“I?” that lady quer�ed. “I do noth�ng. The power, or whatever you
care to th�nk �t, �s outs�de of me, as �t �s outs�de of all of you. As to
what that power �s, I w�ll not dare to say. There �s such a power. I
have had ev�dences of �t. And you w�ll undoubtedly have ev�dences
of �t. Now please be qu�et, everybody. Touch the board very l�ghtly,
but f�rmly, Mrs. Story; but do noth�ng of your own vol�t�on.”

Aunt M�ldred nodded, and stood w�th her hand on Planchette;
wh�le the rest formed about her �n a s�lent and expectant c�rcle. But
noth�ng happened. The m�nutes t�cked away, and Planchette
rema�ned mot�onless.

“Be pat�ent,” Mrs. Grantly counselled. “Do not struggle aga�nst any
�nfluences you may feel work�ng on you. But do not do anyth�ng
yourself. The �nfluence w�ll take care of that. You w�ll feel �mpelled to
do th�ngs, and such �mpulses w�ll be pract�cally �rres�st�ble.”

“I w�sh the �nfluence would hurry up,” Aunt M�ldred protested at the
end of f�ve mot�onless m�nutes.

“Just a l�ttle longer, Mrs. Story, just a l�ttle longer,” Mrs. Grantly
sa�d sooth�ngly.

Suddenly Aunt M�ldred’s hand began to tw�tch �nto movement. A
m�ld concern showed �n her face as she observed the movement of
her hand and heard the scratch�ng of the penc�l-po�nt at the apex of
Planchette.

For another f�ve m�nutes th�s cont�nued, when Aunt M�ldred
w�thdrew her hand w�th an effort, and sa�d, w�th a nervous laugh:

“I don’t know whether I d�d �t myself or not. I do know that I was
grow�ng nervous, stand�ng there l�ke a psych�c fool w�th all your
solemn faces turned upon me.”

“Hen-scratches,” was Uncle Robert’s judgement, when he looked
over the paper upon wh�ch she had scrawled.

“Qu�te �lleg�ble,” was Mrs. Grantly’s d�ctum. “It does not resemble
wr�t�ng at all. The �nfluences have not got to work�ng yet. Do you try
�t, Mr. Barton.”

That gentleman stepped forward, ponderously w�ll�ng to please,
and placed h�s hand on the board. And for ten sol�d, stol�d m�nutes
he stood there, mot�onless, l�ke a statue, the frozen person�f�cat�on of



the commerc�al age. Uncle Robert’s face began to work. He bl�nked,
st�ffened h�s mouth, uttered suppressed, throaty sounds, deep down;
f�nally he snorted, lost h�s self-control, and broke out �n a roar of
laughter. All jo�ned �n th�s merr�ment, �nclud�ng Mrs. Grantly. Mr.
Barton laughed w�th them, but he was vaguely nettled.

“You try �t, Story,” he sa�d.
Uncle Robert, st�ll laugh�ng, and urged on by Lute and h�s w�fe,

took the board. Suddenly h�s face sobered. H�s hand had begun to
move, and the penc�l could be heard scratch�ng across the paper.

“By George!” he muttered. “That’s cur�ous. Look at �t. I’m not do�ng
�t. I know I’m not do�ng �t. Look at that hand go! Just look at �t!”

“Now, Robert, none of your r�d�culousness,” h�s w�fe warned h�m.
“I tell you I’m not do�ng �t,” he repl�ed �nd�gnantly. “The force has

got hold of me. Ask Mrs. Grantly. Tell her to make �t stop, �f you want
�t to stop. I can’t stop �t. By George! look at that flour�sh. I d�dn’t do
that. I never wrote a flour�sh �n my l�fe.”

“Do try to be ser�ous,” Mrs. Grantly warned them. “An atmosphere
of lev�ty does not conduce to the best operat�on of Planchette.”

“There, that w�ll do, I guess,” Uncle Robert sa�d as he took h�s
hand away. “Now let’s see.”

He bent over and adjusted h�s glasses. “It’s handwr�t�ng at any
rate, and that’s better than the rest of you d�d. Here, Lute, your eyes
are young.”

“Oh, what flour�shes!” Lute excla�med, as she looked at the paper.
“And look there, there are two d�fferent handwr�t�ngs.”

She began to read: “Th�s �s the f�rst lecture. Concentrate on th�s
sentence: ‘I am a pos�t�ve sp�r�t and not negat�ve to any cond�t�on.’
Then follow w�th concentrat�on on pos�t�ve love. After that peace and
harmony w�ll v�brate through and around your body. Your soul—The
other wr�t�ng breaks r�ght �n. Th�s �s the way �t goes: Bullfrog 95, D�x�e
16, Golden Anchor 65, Gold Mounta�n 13, J�m Butler 70, Jumbo 75,
North Star 42, Rescue 7, Black Butte 75, Brown Hope 16, Iron Top
3.”

“Iron Top’s pretty low,” Mr. Barton murmured.



“Robert, you’ve been dabbl�ng aga�n!” Aunt M�ldred cr�ed
accus�ngly.

“No, I’ve not,” he den�ed. “I only read the quotat�ons. But how the
dev�l—I beg your pardon—they got there on that p�ece of paper I’d
l�ke to know.”

“Your subconsc�ous m�nd,” Chr�s suggested. “You read the
quotat�ons �n to-day’s paper.”

“No, I d�dn’t; but last week I glanced over the column.”
“A day or a year �s all the same �n the subconsc�ous m�nd,” sa�d

Mrs. Grantly. “The subconsc�ous m�nd never forgets. But I am not
say�ng that th�s �s due to the subconsc�ous m�nd. I refuse to state to
what I th�nk �t �s due.”

“But how about that other stuff?” Uncle Robert demanded.
“Sounds l�ke what I’d th�nk Chr�st�an Sc�ence ought to sound l�ke.”

“Or theosophy,” Aunt M�ldred volunteered. “Some message to a
neophyte.”

“Go on, read the rest,” her husband commanded.
“Th�s puts you �n touch w�th the m�ght�er sp�r�ts,” Lute read. “You

shall become one w�th us, and your name shall be ‘Arya,’ and you
shall—Conqueror 20, Emp�re 12, Columb�a Mounta�n 18, M�dway
140—and, and that �s all. Oh, no! here’s a last flour�sh, Arya, from
Kandor—that must surely be the Mahatma.”

“I’d l�ke to have you expla�n that theosophy stuff on the bas�s of the
subconsc�ous m�nd, Chr�s,” Uncle Robert challenged.

Chr�s shrugged h�s shoulders. “No explanat�on. You must have got
a message �ntended for some one else.”

“L�nes were crossed, eh?” Uncle Robert chuckled. “Mult�plex
sp�r�tual w�reless telegraphy, I’d call �t.”

“It IS nonsense,” Mrs. Grantly sa�d. “I never knew Planchette to
behave so outrageously. There are d�sturb�ng �nfluences at work. I
felt them from the f�rst. Perhaps �t �s because you are all mak�ng too
much fun of �t. You are too h�lar�ous.”

“A certa�n bef�tt�ng grav�ty should grace the occas�on,” Chr�s
agreed, plac�ng h�s hand on Planchette. “Let me try. And not one of



you must laugh or g�ggle, or even th�nk ‘laugh’ or ‘g�ggle.’ And �f you
dare to snort, even once, Uncle Robert, there �s no tell�ng what
occult vengeance may be wreaked upon you.”

“I’ll be good,” Uncle Robert rejo�ned. “But �f I really must snort, may
I s�lently sl�p away?”

Chr�s nodded. H�s hand had already begun to work. There had
been no prel�m�nary tw�tch�ngs nor tentat�ve essays at wr�t�ng. At
once h�s hand had started off, and Planchette was mov�ng sw�ftly
and smoothly across the paper.

“Look at h�m,” Lute wh�spered to her aunt. “See how wh�te he �s.”
Chr�s betrayed d�sturbance at the sound of her vo�ce, and

thereafter s�lence was ma�nta�ned. Only could be heard the steady
scratch�ng of the penc�l. Suddenly, as though �t had been stung, he
jerked h�s hand away. W�th a s�gh and a yawn he stepped back from
the table, then glanced w�th the cur�os�ty of a newly awakened man
at the�r faces.

“I th�nk I wrote someth�ng,” he sa�d.
“I should say you d�d,” Mrs. Grantly remarked w�th sat�sfact�on,

hold�ng up the sheet of paper and glanc�ng at �t.
“Read �t aloud,” Uncle Robert sa�d.
“Here �t �s, then. It beg�ns w�th ‘beware’ wr�tten three t�mes, and �n

much larger characters than the rest of the wr�t�ng. BEWARE!
BEWARE! BEWARE! Chr�s Dunbar, I �ntend to destroy you. I have
already made two attempts upon your l�fe, and fa�led. I shall yet
succeed. So sure am I that I shall succeed that I dare to tell you. I do
not need to tell you why. In your own heart you know. The wrong you
are do�ng—And here �t abruptly ends.”

Mrs. Grantly la�d the paper down on the table and looked at Chr�s,
who had already become the centre of all eyes, and who was
yawn�ng as from an overpower�ng drows�ness.

“Qu�te a sangu�nary turn, I should say,” Uncle Robert remarked.
“I have already made two attempts upon your l�fe,” Mrs. Grantly

read from the paper, wh�ch she was go�ng over a second t�me.



“On my l�fe?” Chr�s demanded between yawns. “Why, my l�fe
hasn’t been attempted even once. My! I am sleepy!”

“Ah, my boy, you are th�nk�ng of flesh-and-blood men,” Uncle
Robert laughed. “But th�s �s a sp�r�t. Your l�fe has been attempted by
unseen th�ngs. Most l�kely ghostly hands have tr�ed to throttle you �n
your sleep.”

“Oh, Chr�s!” Lute cr�ed �mpuls�vely. “Th�s afternoon! The hand you
sa�d must have se�zed your re�n!”

“But I was jok�ng,” he objected.
“Nevertheless...” Lute left her thought unspoken.
Mrs. Grantly had become keen on the scent. “What was that about

th�s afternoon? Was your l�fe �n danger?”
Chr�s’s drows�ness had d�sappeared. “I’m becom�ng �nterested

myself,” he acknowledged. “We haven’t sa�d anyth�ng about �t. Ban
broke h�s back th�s afternoon. He threw h�mself off the bank, and I
ran the r�sk of be�ng caught underneath.”

“I wonder, I wonder,” Mrs. Grantly communed aloud. “There �s
someth�ng �n th�s.... It �s a warn�ng.... Ah! You were hurt yesterday
r�d�ng M�ss Story’s horse! That makes the two attempts!”

She looked tr�umphantly at them. Planchette had been v�nd�cated.
“Nonsense,” laughed Uncle Robert, but w�th a sl�ght h�nt of

�rr�tat�on �n h�s manner. “Such th�ngs do not happen these days. Th�s
�s the twent�eth century, my dear madam. The th�ng, at the very
latest, smacks of med�aeval�sm.”

“I have had such wonderful tests w�th Planchette,” Mrs. Grantly
began, then broke off suddenly to go to the table and place her hand
on the board.

“Who are you?” she asked. “What �s your name?”
The board �mmed�ately began to wr�te. By th�s t�me all heads, w�th

the except�on of Mr. Barton’s, were bent over the table and follow�ng
the penc�l.

“It’s D�ck,” Aunt M�ldred cr�ed, a note of the m�ldly hyster�cal �n her
vo�ce.

Her husband stra�ghtened up, h�s face for the f�rst t�me grave.



“It’s D�ck’s s�gnature,” he sa�d. “I’d know h�s f�st �n a thousand.”
“‘D�ck Curt�s,’” Mrs. Grantly read aloud. “Who �s D�ck Curt�s?”
“By Jove, that’s remarkable!” Mr. Barton broke �n. “The handwr�t�ng

�n both �nstances �s the same. Clever, I should say, really clever,” he
added adm�r�ngly.

“Let me see,” Uncle Robert demanded, tak�ng the paper and
exam�n�ng �t. “Yes, �t �s D�ck’s handwr�t�ng.”

“But who �s D�ck?” Mrs. Grantly �ns�sted. “Who �s th�s D�ck Curt�s?”
“D�ck Curt�s, why, he was Capta�n R�chard Curt�s,” Uncle Robert

answered.
“He was Lute’s father,” Aunt M�ldred supplemented. “Lute took our

name. She never saw h�m. He d�ed when she was a few weeks old.
He was my brother.”

“Remarkable, most remarkable.” Mrs. Grantly was revolv�ng the
message �n her m�nd. “There were two attempts on Mr. Dunbar’s l�fe.
The subconsc�ous m�nd cannot expla�n that, for none of us knew of
the acc�dent to-day.”

“I knew,” Chr�s answered, “and �t was I that operated Planchette.
The explanat�on �s s�mple.”

“But the handwr�t�ng,” �nterposed Mr. Barton. “What you wrote and
what Mrs. Grantly wrote are �dent�cal.”

Chr�s bent over and compared the handwr�t�ng.
“Bes�des,” Mrs. Grantly cr�ed, “Mr. Story recogn�zes the

handwr�t�ng.”
She looked at h�m for ver�f�cat�on.
He nodded h�s head. “Yes, �t �s D�ck’s f�st. I’ll swear to that.”
But to Lute had come a v�s�on�ng. Wh�le the rest argued pro and

con and the a�r was f�lled w�th phrases,—“psych�c phenomena,” “self-
hypnot�sm,” “res�duum of unexpla�ned truth,” and “sp�r�t�sm,”—she
was rev�v�ng mentally the g�rlhood p�ctures she had conjured of th�s
sold�er-father she had never seen. She possessed h�s sword, there
were several old-fash�oned daguerreotypes, there was much that
had been sa�d of h�m, stor�es told of h�m—and all th�s had const�tuted
the mater�al out of wh�ch she had bu�lded h�m �n her ch�ldhood fancy.



“There �s the poss�b�l�ty of one m�nd unconsc�ously suggest�ng to
another m�nd,” Mrs. Grantly was say�ng; but through Lute’s m�nd was
troop�ng her father on h�s great roan war-horse. Now he was lead�ng
h�s men. She saw h�m on lonely scouts, or �n the m�dst of the yell�ng,
Ind�ans at Salt Meadows, when of h�s command he returned w�th
one man �n ten. And �n the p�cture she had of h�m, �n the phys�cal
semblance she had made of h�m, was reflected h�s sp�r�tual nature,
reflected by her worsh�pful art�stry �n form and feature and
express�on—h�s bravery, h�s qu�ck temper, h�s �mpuls�ve
champ�onsh�p, h�s madness of wrath �n a r�ghteous cause, h�s warm
generos�ty and sw�ft forg�veness, and h�s ch�valry that ep�tom�zed
codes and �deals pr�m�t�ve as the days of kn�ghthood. And f�rst, last,
and always, dom�nat�ng all, she saw �n the face of h�m the hot
pass�on and qu�ckness of deed that had earned for h�m the name
“F�ght�ng D�ck Curt�s.”

“Let me put �t to the test,” she heard Mrs. Grantly say�ng. “Let M�ss
Story try Planchette. There may be a further message.”

“No, no, I beg of you,” Aunt M�ldred �nterposed. “It �s too uncanny.
It surely �s wrong to tamper w�th the dead. Bes�des, I am nervous.
Or, better, let me go to bed, leav�ng you to go on w�th your
exper�ments. That w�ll be the best way, and you can tell me �n the
morn�ng.” M�ngled w�th the “Good-n�ghts,” were half-hearted protests
from Mrs. Grantly, as Aunt M�ldred w�thdrew.

“Robert can return,” she called back, “as soon as he has seen me
to my tent.”

“It would be a shame to g�ve �t up now,” Mrs. Grantly sa�d. “There
�s no tell�ng what we are on the verge of. Won’t you try �t, M�ss
Story?”

Lute obeyed, but when she placed her hand on the board she was
consc�ous of a vague and nameless fear at th�s toy�ng w�th the
supernatural. She was twent�eth-century, and the th�ng �n essence,
as her uncle had sa�d, was med�aeval. Yet she could not shake off
the �nst�nct�ve fear that arose �n her—man’s �nher�tance from the w�ld
and howl�ng ages when h�s ha�ry, apel�ke prototype was afra�d of the
dark and person�f�ed the elements �nto th�ngs of fear.



But as the myster�ous �nfluence se�zed her hand and sent �t
mer�t�ng across the paper, all the unusual passed out of the s�tuat�on
and she was unaware of more than a feeble cur�os�ty. For she was
�ntent on another v�s�on�ng—th�s t�me of her mother, who was also
unremembered �n the flesh. Not sharp and v�v�d l�ke that of her
father, but d�m and nebulous was the p�cture she shaped of her
mother—a sa�nt’s head �n an aureole of sweetness and goodness
and meekness, and w�thal, shot through w�th a h�nt of reposeful
determ�nat�on, of w�ll, stubborn and unobtrus�ve, that �n l�fe had
expressed �tself ma�nly �n res�gnat�on.

Lute’s hand had ceased mov�ng, and Mrs. Grantly was already
read�ng the message that had been wr�tten.

“It �s a d�fferent handwr�t�ng,” she sa�d. “A woman’s hand. ‘Martha,’
�t �s s�gned. Who �s Martha?”

Lute was not surpr�sed. “It �s my mother,” she sa�d s�mply. “What
does she say?”

She had not been made sleepy, as Chr�s had; but the keen edge
of her v�tal�ty had been blunted, and she was exper�enc�ng a sweet
and pleas�ng lass�tude. And wh�le the message was be�ng read, �n
her eyes pers�sted the v�s�on of her mother.

“Dear ch�ld,” Mrs. Grantly read, “do not m�nd h�m. He was ever
qu�ck of speech and rash. Be no n�ggard w�th your love. Love cannot
hurt you. To deny love �s to s�n. Obey your heart and you can do no
wrong. Obey worldly cons�derat�ons, obey pr�de, obey those that
prompt you aga�nst your heart’s prompt�ng, and you do s�n. Do not
m�nd your father. He �s angry now, as was h�s way �n the earth-l�fe;
but he w�ll come to see the w�sdom of my counsel, for th�s, too, was
h�s way �n the earth-l�fe. Love, my ch�ld, and love well.—Martha.”

“Let me see �t,” Lute cr�ed, se�z�ng the paper and devour�ng the
handwr�t�ng w�th her eyes. She was thr�ll�ng w�th unexpressed love
for the mother she had never seen, and th�s wr�tten speech from the
grave seemed to g�ve more tang�b�l�ty to her hav�ng ever ex�sted,
than d�d the v�s�on of her.

“Th�s IS remarkable,” Mrs. Grantly was re�terat�ng. “There was
never anyth�ng l�ke �t. Th�nk of �t, my dear, both your father and
mother here w�th us ton�ght.”



Lute sh�vered. The lass�tude was gone, and she was her natural
self aga�n, v�brant w�th the �nst�nct�ve fear of th�ngs unseen. And �t
was offens�ve to her m�nd that, real or �llus�on, the presence or the
memor�zed ex�stences of her father and mother should be touched
by these two persons who were pract�cally strangers—Mrs. Grantly,
unhealthy and morb�d, and Mr. Barton, stol�d and stup�d w�th a
grossness both of the flesh and the sp�r�t. And �t further seemed a
trespass that these strangers should thus enter �nto the �nt�macy
between her and Chr�s.

She could hear the steps of her uncle approach�ng, and the
s�tuat�on flashed upon her, lum�nous and clear. She hurr�edly folded
the sheet of paper and thrust �t �nto her bosom.

“Don’t say anyth�ng to h�m about th�s second message, Mrs.
Grantly, please, and Mr. Barton. Nor to Aunt M�ldred. It would only
cause them �rr�tat�on and needless anx�ety.”



In her m�nd there was also the des�re to protect her lover, for she
knew that the stra�n of h�s present stand�ng w�th her aunt and uncle
would be added to, unconsc�ously �n the�r m�nds, by the we�rd
message of Planchette.

“And please don’t let us have any more Planchette,” Lute
cont�nued hast�ly. “Let us forget all the nonsense that has occurred.”

“‘Nonsense,’ my dear ch�ld?” Mrs. Grantly was �nd�gnantly
protest�ng when Uncle Robert strode �nto the c�rcle.

“Hello!” he demanded. “What’s be�ng done?”
“Too late,” Lute answered l�ghtly. “No more stock quotat�ons for

you. Planchette �s adjourned, and we’re just w�nd�ng up the
d�scuss�on of the theory of �t. Do you know how late �t �s?”
    *       *       * 

“Well, what d�d you do last n�ght after we left?”
“Oh, took a stroll,” Chr�s answered.
Lute’s eyes were qu�zz�cal as she asked w�th a tentat�veness that

was palpably assumed, “W�th—a—w�th Mr. Barton?”
“Why, yes.”
“And a smoke?”
“Yes; and now what’s �t all about?”
Lute broke �nto merry laughter. “Just as I told you that you would

do. Am I not a prophet? But I knew before I saw you that my forecast
had come true. I have just left Mr. Barton, and I knew he had walked
w�th you last n�ght, for he �s vow�ng by all h�s fet�shes and �dols that
you are a perfectly splend�d young man. I could see �t w�th my eyes
shut. The Chr�s Dunbar glamour has fallen upon h�m. But I have not
f�n�shed the catech�sm by any means. Where have you been all
morn�ng?”

“Where I am go�ng to take you th�s afternoon.”
“You plan well w�thout know�ng my w�shes.”
“I knew well what your w�shes are. It �s to see a horse I have

found.”
Her vo�ce betrayed her del�ght, as she cr�ed, “Oh, good!”
“He �s a beauty,” Chr�s sa�d.



But her face had suddenly gone grave, and apprehens�on brooded
�n her eyes.

“He’s called Comanche,” Chr�s went on. “A beauty, a regular
beauty, the perfect type of the Cal�forn�an cow-pony. And h�s l�nes—
why, what’s the matter?”

“Don’t let us r�de any more,” Lute sa�d, “at least for a wh�le. Really,
I th�nk I am a t�ny b�t t�red of �t, too.”

He was look�ng at her �n aston�shment, and she was bravely
meet�ng h�s eyes.

“I see hearses and flowers for you,” he began, “and a funeral
orat�on; I see the end of the world, and the stars fall�ng out of the sky,
and the heavens roll�ng up as a scroll; I see the l�v�ng and the dead
gathered together for the f�nal judgement, the sheep and the goats,
the lambs and the rams and all the rest of �t, the wh�te-robed sa�nts,
the sound of golden harps, and the lost souls howl�ng as they fall �nto
the P�t—all th�s I see on the day that you, Lute Story, no longer care
to r�de a horse. A horse, Lute! a horse!”

“For a wh�le, at least,” she pleaded.
“R�d�culous!” he cr�ed. “What’s the matter? Aren’t you well?—you

who are always so abom�nably and adorably well!”
“No, �t’s not that,” she answered. “I know �t �s r�d�culous, Chr�s, I

know �t, but the doubt w�ll ar�se. I cannot help �t. You always say I am
so sanely rooted to the earth and real�ty and all that, but—perhaps
�t’s superst�t�on, I don’t know—but the whole occurrence, the
messages of Planchette, the poss�b�l�ty of my father’s hand, I know
not how, reach�ng, out to Ban’s re�n and hurl�ng h�m and you to
death, the correspondence between my father’s statement that he
has tw�ce attempted your l�fe and the fact that �n the last two days
your l�fe has tw�ce been endangered by horses—my father was a
great horseman—all th�s, I say, causes the doubt to ar�se �n my
m�nd. What �f there be someth�ng �n �t? I am not so sure. Sc�ence
may be too dogmat�c �n �ts den�al of the unseen. The forces of the
unseen, of the sp�r�t, may well be too subtle, too subl�mated, for
sc�ence to lay hold of, and recogn�ze, and formulate. Don’t you see,
Chr�s, that there �s rat�onal�ty �n the very doubt? It may be a very
small doubt—oh, so small; but I love you too much to run even that



sl�ght r�sk. Bes�des, I am a woman, and that should �n �tself fully
account for my pred�spos�t�on toward superst�t�on.

“Yes, yes, I know, call �t unreal�ty. But I’ve heard you paradox�ng
upon the real�ty of the unreal—the real�ty of delus�on to the m�nd that
�s s�ck. And so w�th me, �f you w�ll; �t �s delus�on and unreal, but to
me, const�tuted as I am, �t �s very real—�s real as a n�ghtmare �s real,
�n the throes of �t, before one awakes.”

“The most log�cal argument for �llog�c I have ever heard,” Chr�s
sm�led. “It �s a good gam�ng propos�t�on, at any rate. You manage to
embrace more chances �n your ph�losophy than do I �n m�ne. It
rem�nds me of Sam—the gardener you had a couple of years ago. I
overheard h�m and Mart�n argu�ng �n the stable. You know what a
b�goted athe�st Mart�n �s. Well, Mart�n had deluged Sam w�th floods
of log�c. Sam pondered awh�le, and then he sa�d, ‘Foh a fack, M�s’
Mart�n, you j�s’ tawk l�ke a house af�re; but you a�n’t got de show I
has.’ ‘How’s that?’ Mart�n asked. ‘Well, you see, M�s’ Mart�n, you has
one chance to mah two.’ ‘I don’t see �t,’ Mart�n sa�d. ‘M�s’ Mart�n, �t’s
d�s way. You has j�s’ de chance, lak you say, to become worms foh
de fru�t�f�cat�on of de cabbage garden. But I’s got de chance to l�f’
mah vo�ce to de glory of de Lawd as I go padd�n’ dem golden streets
—along ‘�th de chance to be j�s’ worms along ‘�th you, M�s’ Mart�n.’”

“You refuse to take me ser�ously,” Lute sa�d, when she had
laughed her apprec�at�on.

“How can I take that Planchette r�gmarole ser�ously?” he asked.
“You don’t expla�n �t—the handwr�t�ng of my father, wh�ch Uncle

Robert recogn�zed—oh, the whole th�ng, you don’t expla�n �t.”
“I don’t know all the myster�es of m�nd,” Chr�s answered. “But I

bel�eve such phenomena w�ll all y�eld to sc�ent�f�c explanat�on �n the
not d�stant future.”

“Just the same, I have a sneak�ng des�re to f�nd out some more
from Planchette,” Lute confessed. “The board �s st�ll down �n the
d�n�ng room. We could try �t now, you and I, and no one would know.”

Chr�s caught her hand, cry�ng: “Come on! It w�ll be a lark.”
Hand �n hand they ran down the path to the tree-p�llared room.



“The camp �s deserted,” Lute sa�d, as she placed Planchette on
the table. “Mrs. Grantly and Aunt M�ldred are ly�ng down, and Mr.
Barton has gone off w�th Uncle Robert. There �s nobody to d�sturb
us.” She placed her hand on the board. “Now beg�n.”

For a few m�nutes noth�ng happened. Chr�s started to speak, but
she hushed h�m to s�lence. The prel�m�nary tw�tch�ngs had appeared
�n her hand and arm. Then the penc�l began to wr�te. They read the
message, word by word, as �t was wr�tten:

There �s w�sdom greater than the w�sdom of reason. Love
proceeds not out of the dry-as-dust way of the m�nd. Love �s of the
heart, and �s beyond all reason, and log�c, and ph�losophy. Trust your
own heart, my daughter. And �f your heart b�ds you have fa�th �n your
lover, then laugh at the m�nd and �ts cold w�sdom, and obey your
heart, and have fa�th �n your lover.—Martha.

“But that whole message �s the d�ctate of your own heart,” Chr�s
cr�ed. “Don’t you see, Lute? The thought �s your very own, and your
subconsc�ous m�nd has expressed �t there on the paper.”

“But there �s one th�ng I don’t see,” she objected.
“And that?”
“Is the handwr�t�ng. Look at �t. It does not resemble m�ne at all. It �s

m�nc�ng, �t �s old-fash�oned, �t �s the old-fash�oned fem�n�ne of a
generat�on ago.”

“But you don’t mean to tell me that you really bel�eve that th�s �s a
message from the dead?” he �nterrupted.

“I don’t know, Chr�s,” she wavered. “I am sure I don’t know.”
“It �s absurd!” he cr�ed. “These are cobwebs of fancy. When one

d�es, he �s dead. He �s dust. He goes to the worms, as Mart�n says.
The dead? I laugh at the dead. They do not ex�st. They are not. I
defy the powers of the grave, the men dead and dust and gone!

“And what have you to say to that?” he challenged, plac�ng h�s
hand on Planchette.

On the �nstant h�s hand began to wr�te. Both were startled by the
suddenness of �t. The message was br�ef:

BEWARE! BEWARE! BEWARE!



He was d�st�nctly sobered, but he laughed. “It �s l�ke a m�racle play.
Death we have, speak�ng to us from the grave. But Good Deeds,
where art thou? And K�ndred? and Joy? and Household Goods? and
Fr�endsh�p? and all the goodly company?”

But Lute d�d not share h�s bravado. Her fr�ght showed �tself �n her
face. She la�d her trembl�ng hand on h�s arm.

“Oh, Chr�s, let us stop. I am sorry we began �t. Let us leave the
qu�et dead to the�r rest. It �s wrong. It must be wrong. I confess I am
affected by �t. I cannot help �t. As my body �s trembl�ng, so �s my soul.
Th�s speech of the grave, th�s dead man reach�ng out from the mould
of a generat�on to protect me from you. There �s reason �n �t. There �s
the l�v�ng mystery that prevents you from marry�ng me. Were my
father al�ve, he would protect me from you. Dead, he st�ll str�ves to
protect me. H�s hands, h�s ghostly hands, are aga�nst your l�fe!”

“Do be calm,” Chr�s sa�d sooth�ngly. “L�sten to me. It �s all a lark.
We are play�ng w�th the subject�ve forces of our own be�ng, w�th
phenomena wh�ch sc�ence has not yet expla�ned, that �s all.
Psychology �s so young a sc�ence. The subconsc�ous m�nd has just
been d�scovered, one m�ght say. It �s all mystery as yet; the laws of �t
are yet to be formulated. Th�s �s s�mply unexpla�ned phenomena. But
that �s no reason that we should �mmed�ately account for �t by
labell�ng �t sp�r�t�sm. As yet we do not know, that �s all. As for
Planchette—”

He abruptly ceased, for at that moment, to enforce h�s remark, he
had placed h�s hand on Planchette, and at that moment h�s hand had
been se�zed, as by a paroxysm, and sent dash�ng, w�lly-n�lly, across
the paper, wr�t�ng as the hand of an angry person would wr�te.

“No, I don’t care for any more of �t,” Lute sa�d, when the message
was completed. “It �s l�ke w�tness�ng a f�ght between you and my
father �n the flesh. There �s the savor �n �t of struggle and blows.”

She po�nted out a sentence that read: “You cannot escape me nor
the just pun�shment that �s yours!”

“Perhaps I v�sual�ze too v�v�dly for my own comfort, for I can see
h�s hands at your throat. I know that he �s, as you say, dead and
dust, but for all that, I can see h�m as a man that �s al�ve and walks



the earth; I see the anger �n h�s face, the anger and the vengeance,
and I see �t all d�rected aga�nst you.”

She crumpled up the scrawled sheets of paper, and put Planchette
away.

“We won’t bother w�th �t any more,” Chr�s sa�d. “I d�dn’t th�nk �t
would affect you so strongly. But �t’s all subject�ve, I’m sure, w�th
poss�bly a b�t of suggest�on thrown �n—that and noth�ng more. And
the whole stra�n of our s�tuat�on has made cond�t�ons unusually
favorable for str�k�ng phenomena.”

“And about our s�tuat�on,” Lute sa�d, as they went slowly up the
path they had run down. “What we are to do, I don’t know. Are we to
go on, as we have gone on? What �s best? Have you thought of
anyth�ng?”

He debated for a few steps. “I have thought of tell�ng your uncle
and aunt.”

“What you couldn’t tell me?” she asked qu�ckly.
“No,” he answered slowly; “but just as much as I have told you. I

have no r�ght to tell them more than I have told you.”
Th�s t�me �t was she that debated. “No, don’t tell them,” she sa�d

f�nally. “They wouldn’t understand. I don’t understand, for that matter,
but I have fa�th �n you, and �n the nature of th�ngs they are not
capable of th�s same �mpl�c�t fa�th. You ra�se up before me a mystery
that prevents our marr�age, and I bel�eve you; but they could not
bel�eve you w�thout doubts ar�s�ng as to the wrong and �ll-nature of
the mystery. Bes�des, �t would but make the�r anx�et�es greater.”

“I should go away, I know I should go away,” he sa�d, half under
h�s breath. “And I can. I am no weakl�ng. Because I have fa�led to
rema�n away once, �s no reason that I shall fa�l aga�n.”

She caught her breath w�th a qu�ck gasp. “It �s l�ke a bereavement
to hear you speak of go�ng away and rema�n�ng away. I should never
see you aga�n. It �s too terr�ble. And do not reproach yourself for
weakness. It �s I who am to blame. It �s I who prevented you from
rema�n�ng away before, I know. I wanted you so. I want you so.

“There �s noth�ng to be done, Chr�s, noth�ng to be done but to go
on w�th �t and let �t work �tself out somehow. That �s one th�ng we are



sure of: �t w�ll work out somehow.”
“But �t would be eas�er �f I went away,” he suggested.
“I am happ�er when you are here.”
“The cruelty of c�rcumstance,” he muttered savagely.
“Go or stay—that w�ll be part of the work�ng out. But I do not want

you to go, Chr�s; you know that. And now no more about �t. Talk
cannot mend �t. Let us never ment�on �t aga�n—unless... unless
some t�me, some wonderful, happy t�me, you can come to me and
say: ‘Lute, all �s well w�th me. The mystery no longer b�nds me. I am
free.’ Unt�l that t�me let us bury �t, along w�th Planchette and all the
rest, and make the most of the l�ttle that �s g�ven us.

“And now, to show you how prepared I am to make the most of
that l�ttle, I am even ready to go w�th you th�s afternoon to see the
horse—though I w�sh you wouldn’t r�de any more... for a few days,
anyway, or for a week. What d�d you say was h�s name?”

“Comanche,” he answered. “I know you w�ll l�ke h�m.”
    *       *       * 

Chr�s lay on h�s back, h�s head propped by the bare jutt�ng wall of
stone, h�s gaze attent�vely d�rected across the canyon to the
oppos�ng tree-covered slope. There was a sound of crash�ng through
underbrush, the r�ng�ng of steel-shod hoofs on stone, and an
occas�onal and mossy descent of a d�slodged boulder that bounded
from the h�ll and fetched up w�th a f�nal splash �n the torrent that
rushed over a w�ld chaos of rocks beneath h�m. Now and aga�n he
caught gl�mpses, framed �n green fol�age, of the golden brown of
Lute’s corduroy r�d�ng-hab�t and of the bay horse that moved
beneath her.

She rode out �nto an open space where a loose earth-sl�de den�ed
lodgement to trees and grass. She halted the horse at the br�nk of
the sl�de and glanced down �t w�th a measur�ng eye. Forty feet
beneath, the sl�de term�nated �n a small, f�rm-surfaced terrace, the
banked accumulat�on of fallen earth and gravel.

“It’s a good test,” she called across the canyon. “I’m go�ng to put
h�m down �t.”



The an�mal g�ngerly launched h�mself on the treacherous foot�ng,
�rregularly los�ng and ga�n�ng h�s h�nd feet, keep�ng h�s fore legs st�ff,
and stead�ly and calmly, w�thout pan�c or nervousness, extr�cat�ng
the fore feet as fast as they sank too deep �nto the sl�d�ng earth that
surged along �n a wave before h�m. When the f�rm foot�ng at the
bottom was reached, he strode out on the l�ttle terrace w�th a
qu�ckness and spr�ng�ness of ga�t and w�th gl�nt�ngs of muscular f�res
that gave the l�e to the calm del�berat�on of h�s movements on the
sl�de.

“Bravo!” Chr�s shouted across the canyon, clapp�ng h�s hands.
“The w�sest-footed, clearest-headed horse I ever saw,” Lute called

back, as she turned the an�mal to the s�de and dropped down a
broken slope of rubble and �nto the trees aga�n.

Chr�s followed her by the sound of her progress, and by
occas�onal gl�mpses where the fol�age was more open, as she
z�gzagged down the steep and tra�lless descent. She emerged below
h�m at the rugged r�m of the torrent, dropped the horse down a three-
foot wall, and halted to study the cross�ng.

Four feet out �n the stream, a narrow ledge thrust above the
surface of the water. Beyond the ledge bo�led an angry pool. But to
the left, from the ledge, and several feet lower, was a t�ny bed of
gravel. A g�ant boulder prevented d�rect access to the gravel bed.
The only way to ga�n �t was by f�rst leap�ng to the ledge of rock. She
stud�ed �t carefully, and the t�ghten�ng of her br�dle-arm advert�sed
that she had made up her m�nd.

Chr�s, �n h�s anx�ety, had sat up to observe more closely what she
med�tated.

“Don’t tackle �t,” he called.
“I have fa�th �n Comanche,” she called �n return.
“He can’t make that s�de-jump to the gravel,” Chr�s warned. “He’ll

never keep h�s legs. He’ll topple over �nto the pool. Not one horse �n
a thousand could do that stunt.”

“And Comanche �s that very horse,” she answered. “Watch h�m.”
She gave the an�mal h�s head, and he leaped cleanly and

accurately to the ledge, str�k�ng w�th feet close together on the



narrow space. On the �nstant he struck, Lute l�ghtly touched h�s neck
w�th the re�n, �mpell�ng h�m to the left; and �n that �nstant, totter�ng on
the �nsecure foot�ng, w�th front feet sl�pp�ng over �nto the pool
beyond, he l�fted on h�s h�nd legs, w�th a half turn, sprang to the left,
and dropped squarely down to the t�ny gravel bed. An easy jump
brought h�m across the stream, and Lute angled h�m up the bank
and halted before her lover.

“Well?” she asked.
“I am all tense,” Chr�s answered. “I was hold�ng my breath.”
“Buy h�m, by all means,” Lute sa�d, d�smount�ng. “He �s a barga�n. I

could dare anyth�ng on h�m. I never �n my l�fe had such conf�dence �n
a horse’s feet.”

“H�s owner says that he has never been known to lose h�s feet,
that �t �s �mposs�ble to get h�m down.”

“Buy h�m, buy h�m at once,” she counselled, “before the man
changes h�s m�nd. If you don’t, I shall. Oh, such feet! I feel such
conf�dence �n them that when I am on h�m I don’t cons�der he has
feet at all. And he’s qu�ck as a cat, and �nstantly obed�ent. Br�dle-
w�se �s no name for �t! You could gu�de h�m w�th s�lken threads. Oh, I
know I’m enthus�ast�c, but �f you don’t buy h�m, Chr�s. I shall.
Remember, I’ve second refusal.”

Chr�s sm�led agreement as he changed the saddles. Meanwh�le
she compared the two horses.

“Of course he doesn’t match Dolly the way Ban d�d,” she
concluded regretfully; “but h�s coat �s splend�d just the same. And
th�nk of the horse that �s under the coat!”

Chr�s gave her a hand �nto the saddle, and followed her up the
slope to the county road. She re�ned �n suddenly, say�ng:

“We won’t go stra�ght back to camp.”
“You forget d�nner,” he warned.
“But I remember Comanche,” she retorted. “We’ll r�de d�rectly over

to the ranch and buy h�m. D�nner w�ll keep.”
“But the cook won’t,” Chr�s laughed. “She’s already threatened to

leave, what of our late-com�ngs.”



“Even so,” was the answer. “Aunt M�ldred may have to get another
cook, but at any rate we shall have got Comanche.”

They turned the horses �n the other d�rect�on, and took the cl�mb of
the Nun Canyon road that led over the d�v�de and down �nto the
Napa Valley. But the cl�mb was hard, the go�ng was slow. Somet�mes
they topped the bed of the torrent by hundreds of feet, and aga�n
they d�pped down and crossed and recrossed �t twenty t�mes �n tw�ce
as many rods. They rode through the deep shade of clean-bunked
maples and tower�ng redwoods, to emerge on open stretches of
mounta�n shoulder where the earth lay dry and cracked under the
sun.

On one such shoulder they emerged, where the road stretched
level before them, for a quarter of a m�le. On one s�de rose the huge
bulk of the mounta�n. On the other s�de the steep wall of the canyon
fell away �n �mposs�ble slopes and sheer drops to the torrent at the
bottom. It was an abyss of green beauty and shady depths, p�erced
by vagrant shafts of the sun and mottled here and there by the sun’s
broader blazes. The sound of rush�ng water ascended on the
w�ndless a�r, and there was a hum of mounta�n bees.

The horses broke �nto an easy lope. Chr�s rode on the outs�de,
look�ng down �nto the great depths and pleasur�ng w�th h�s eyes �n
what he saw. D�ssoc�at�ng �tself from the murmur of the bees, a
murmur arose of fall�ng water. It grew louder w�th every str�de of the
horses.

“Look!” he cr�ed.
Lute leaned well out from her horse to see. Beneath them the

water sl�d foam�ng down a smooth-faced rock to the l�p, whence �t
leaped clear—a pulsat�ng r�bbon of wh�te, a-breath w�th movement,
ever fall�ng and ever rema�n�ng, chang�ng �ts substance but never �ts
form, an aer�al waterway as �mmater�al as gauze and as permanent
as the h�lls, that spanned space and the free a�r from the l�p of the
rock to the tops of the trees far below, �nto whose green screen �t
d�sappeared to fall �nto a secret pool.

They had flashed past. The descend�ng water became a d�stant
murmur that merged aga�n �nto the murmur of the bees and ceased.
Swayed by a common �mpulse, they looked at each other.



“Oh, Chr�s, �t �s good to be al�ve... and to have you here by my
s�de!”

He answered her by the warm l�ght �n h�s eyes.
All th�ngs tended to key them to an exqu�s�te p�tch—the movement

of the�r bod�es, at one w�th the mov�ng bod�es of the an�mals beneath
them; the gently st�mulated blood caress�ng the flesh through and
through w�th the soft v�gors of health; the warm a�r fann�ng the�r
faces, flow�ng over the sk�n w�th balmy and ton�c touch, permeat�ng
them and bath�ng them, subtly, w�th fa�nt, sensuous del�ght; and the
beauty of the world, more subtly st�ll, flow�ng upon them and bath�ng
them �n the del�ght that �s of the sp�r�t and �s personal and holy, that
�s �nexpress�ble yet commun�cable by the flash of an eye and the
d�ssolv�ng of the ve�ls of the soul.

So looked they at each other, the horses bound�ng beneath them,
the spr�ng of the world and the spr�ng of the�r youth ast�r �n the�r
blood, the secret of be�ng trembl�ng �n the�r eyes to the br�nk of
d�sclosure, as �f about to d�spel, w�th one mag�c word, all the �rks and
r�ddles of ex�stence.

The road curved before them, so that the upper reaches of the
canyon could be seen, the d�stant bed of �t tower�ng h�gh above the�r
heads. They were round�ng the curve, lean�ng toward the �ns�de,
gaz�ng before them at the sw�ft-grow�ng p�cture. There was no sound
of warn�ng. She heard noth�ng, but even before the horse went down
she exper�enced the feel�ng that the un�son of the two leap�ng
an�mals was broken. She turned her head, and so qu�ckly that she
saw Comanche fall. It was not a stumble nor a tr�p. He fell as though,
abruptly, �n m�dleap, he had d�ed or been struck a stunn�ng blow.

And �n that moment she remembered Planchette; �t seared her
bra�n as a l�ghtn�ng-flash of all-embrac�ng memory. Her horse was
back on �ts haunches, the we�ght of her body on the re�ns; but her
head was turned and her eyes were on the fall�ng Comanche. He
struck the road-bed squarely, w�th h�s legs loose and l�feless beneath
h�m.

It all occurred �n one of those age-long seconds that embrace an
etern�ty of happen�ng. There was a sl�ght but percept�ble rebound
from the �mpact of Comanche’s body w�th the earth. The v�olence



w�th wh�ch he struck forced the a�r from h�s great lungs �n an aud�ble
groan. H�s momentum swept h�m onward and over the edge. The
we�ght of the r�der on h�s neck turned h�m over head f�rst as he
p�tched to the fall.

She was off her horse, she knew not how, and to the edge. Her
lover was out of the saddle and clear of Comanche, though held to
the an�mal by h�s r�ght foot, wh�ch was caught �n the st�rrup. The
slope was too steep for them to come to a stop. Earth and small
stones, d�slodged by the�r struggles, were roll�ng down w�th them and
before them �n a m�n�ature avalanche. She stood very qu�etly,
hold�ng one hand aga�nst her heart and gaz�ng down. But wh�le she
saw the real happen�ng, �n her eyes was also the v�s�on of her father
deal�ng the spectral blow that had smashed Comanche down �n m�d-
leap and sent horse and r�der hurtl�ng over the edge.

Beneath horse and man the steep term�nated �n an up-and-down
wall, from the base of wh�ch, �n turn, a second slope ran down to a
second wall. A th�rd slope term�nated �n a f�nal wall that based �tself
on the canyon-bed four hundred feet beneath the po�nt where the g�rl
stood and watched. She could see Chr�s va�nly k�ck�ng h�s leg to free
the foot from the trap of the st�rrup. Comanche fetched up hard
aga�nst an outputt�ng po�nt of rock. For a fract�on of a second h�s fall
was stopped, and �n the sl�ght �nterval the man managed to gr�p hold
of a young shoot of manzan�ta. Lute saw h�m complete the gr�p w�th
h�s other hand. Then Comanche’s fall began aga�n. She saw the
st�rrup-strap draw taut, then her lover’s body and arms. The
manzan�ta shoot y�elded �ts roots, and horse and man plunged over
the edge and out of s�ght.

They came �nto v�ew on the next slope, together and roll�ng over
and over, w�th somet�mes the man under and somet�mes the horse.
Chr�s no longer struggled, and together they dashed over to the th�rd
slope. Near the edge of the f�nal wall, Comanche lodged on a
buttock of stone. He lay qu�etly, and near h�m, st�ll attached to h�m by
the st�rrup, face downward, lay h�s r�der.

“If only he w�ll l�e qu�etly,” Lute breathed aloud, her m�nd at work
on the means of rescue.



But she saw Comanche beg�n to struggle aga�n, and clear on her
v�s�on, �t seemed, was the spectral arm of her father clutch�ng the
re�ns and dragg�ng the an�mal over. Comanche floundered across
the hummock, the �nert body follow�ng, and together, horse and man,
they plunged from s�ght. They d�d not appear aga�n. They had
fetched bottom.

Lute looked about her. She stood alone on the world. Her lover
was gone. There was naught to show of h�s ex�stence, save the
marks of Comanche’s hoofs on the road and of h�s body where �t had
sl�d over the br�nk.

“Chr�s!” she called once, and tw�ce; but she called hopelessly.
Out of the depths, on the w�ndless a�r, arose only the murmur of

bees and of runn�ng water.
“Chr�s!” she called yet a th�rd t�me, and sank slowly down �n the

dust of the road.
She felt the touch of Dolly’s muzzle on her arm, and she leaned

her head aga�nst the mare’s neck and wa�ted. She knew not why she
wa�ted, nor for what, only there seemed noth�ng else but wa�t�ng left
for her to do.
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