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NORTH AND SOUTH *

In the North to the border of Niemen had come a little
Creole of fifteen years, pink and white as an almond-flower.

She came from the country of humming-birds and the wind
of love brought her.

Those of her isle said to her:

“ Do not go.”

“It is cold on the Continent.”

“The winter will kill you.”

But the little Creole did not believe in winter, and knew
cold only as she had taken it in sorbets; then again she was in
love and had no fear of dying.

So, behold her landing above there, in the fogs of Niemen,
with her fans, her hammock, her mosquito nets, and her
gilded cage full of the birds of her country.

When old father North saw coming this flower of the isles
that the South had sent him in a ray of sunlight, his heart
was moved with pity, and as he knew that the cold would
make but one mouthful of the child and her humming-birds,
he quickly lighted a great yellow sun and clothed himself
with summer to receive her.

The little Creole was of course deceived; she took this
heat of the North, brutal and heavy, for an abiding warmth;
that eternal black verdure for the verdure of spring, and
hanging her hammock in the park between two Norway pines,
she fanned and swung herself all day long.

“ But it is very, very hot in the North!” said she, smiling.

Nevertheless, something disquieted her. Why, in this
strange land, had the houses no verandas? Why these thick
walls, these carpets and heavy hangings? Why these great
china stoves and heaps of wood piled in the court-yards, and

* French of Alphonse Daudet: E. C. Waggener : For Short Stories,



2 ' North and South

these fox skins, double mantles and furs that slept in the
depths of the armoires? What did it all mean?

Poor little one—she was soon going to learn.

One morning, on awakening,the little Creole felt herself
seized with a terrible shiver. The sun had disappeared, and
from the sky, black and low, which seemed in its night to be
approaching the earth, fell in flakes a down white and silent
as under the cotton-trees.

Behold, the winter! The wind whistled, the stoves roared.
In their gilded cage the humming-birds sang no more. Their
tiny wings—blué, red,ruby,and sea-green—remained stiff and
motionless, and it was sad to see them pressing one against
the other, benumbed and puffed by cold. Below there, in
the park, the hammock shook, full of frost; the trees were
clad in a garb of glass and the little Creole was ill and could
no longer go out.

Crouched in the corner by the fire, like one of her birds,
she passed her time regarding the flame and making sunshine
with memories. In the great luminous chimney she saw
again her beautiful country, the wide sunny levees, the brown
rustling sugar-cane; the cornfields floating in a golden dust;
the evening siestas, the starry nights, the flaming fireflies,
and millions of little wings that droned among the flowers
and in the lacy meshes of the mosquito nets.

And while she dreamed thus before the flames, the winter
days succeeded each other, always shorter, always blacker.
Every morning they found a humming-bird dead in the cage;
soon there remained but two—two wisps of green plumes
bristling one against the other in a corner.

That morning, too, the Creole herself was unable to rise.
Like a Mahonnais felucca caught by the northern ice, the
cold held and paralyzed her. All was gloomy, the chamber
sad. Frost covered the glasses with a thick grayish curtain.
The city seemed dead, and through the sjlent streets the
snow-plough groaned dismally.

In her bed, to divert her mind, the Creole polished the
spangles of her fans, and to pass the time regarded herself
in the shining mirrors from her home, all fringed with great
Indian plumes.

Always shorter, always blacker, the days of winter suc-
ceeded each other.

Under her white curtains the little Creole languished and
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faded away. That which saddened her more than all else
was that from her bed she was unable to see the fire. It
seemed to her that she had lost her country a second time.
From minute to minute she would cry aloud:

“ There #s a fire burning in this chamber? ”

And they would answer:

“ But yes, petite, the chimney glows like a furnace. Don’t
you hear the wood crackle and the pine-cones pop?

But alas! she was too weak to lift her head, the fire too far
away; she was able to see nothing and this made her de-
spairing. . . . Well, one night as she lay there pensive and
pale, her head at the edge of the pillow, her eyes turned
always toward that beautiful but still invisible flame, her
friend approached her and took up one of the Oriental mirrors
that strewed her bed.

“ Thou wishest to see the fire, mignonne? "’ said he. “ Eh
bien! wait!”

And dropping to his knees before the logs, he sought to
send her by the glass at least a reflection of the magic flame.

“ See you it now? ” he cried.

13 NO. ’”

“And now?”

“ No, not yet.”

Then, suddenly receiving full in her face a jet of light
that wrapped her like an embrace—* Yes! yes!"” cried the
little Creole, “ I see the light now!” and smiling she died,
with two little points of flame in the depths of her eyes.
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ETCHINGS: THE CAPTAIN'S CAT.*

Captain Gennaro di Roccabruna adjusted his dowutonniére
of Russian violets. He was handsome, rich, and unattached
—except to his white Persian cat, Mlle. Lili. By the way,
where was Lili? The orderly, after aiding his captain to
dress, was dismissed for the night, and probably had let
her slip out of the door with him. Butshe would return;
she liked her basket with quilted lining, her dish of cream,
the morsels which, at table, she would arrest midway to the
captain’s mouth, tapping his wrist with her velvet paw.

“ My beautiful cat, with the faithful little heart!”

Then the odor of violets recalled him. He was to visit,that
evening, the opera-box of Countess Olga, at the San Carlo.

“ Remember! At ten minutes past nine Baron Gerace
will present himself, and the place will be no longer at my
disposal,” she had said. Her smile and the violets from her
bouquet had won the assent of di Roccabruna. Now he
doubted. He foresaw that he should succumb to the charm
* of the Russian, pale and brilliant as snow, with sea-green eyes.

The captain knew she expected the offer of his hand.
However, a promise to a lady! And he descended the stairs.
The carriage was ready. The pavement gleamed with re-
cent rain. As he passed a balcony Lilli leaped upon his
breast,with muddy paws that starred with black his shirt-front!
He dismissed the carriage. Good luck to Baron Gerace!

“ Lili, you are my destiny!”

She sat beside him on the sofa; cleaned her fur, ate cream
while he held the dish, then played with a sprig of catnip.
He thought how Countess Olga revelled in a cigarette. Lili,
her weed finished, reclined with delicate coquetry against a
cushion; her green e)"es soft with sleepiness, her paws crossed
over her heart, expressed and invited devotion. She purred
tenderly; her claws drew in and out as if weaving a charm.

“ Dear Lili,” said the captain, “ you were right. A cat
suits me better than a wife.”

He caressed her swansdown head. She started, curled
herself upon his hand, and scratched and bit him viciously.
He shook her off, laughing: “ Quite the Countess Olga—
without her milliner’s and jeweller’s bills! My dear Lili! ”

* E. Cavazza: For Short Stories.
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AN IDYL OF THE «“HT”*

It is sunset at the HT ranch.

Four or five cowboys sit gloomily about, outside the ranch
house, awaiting supper.

The Mexican cook has just begun his fragrant task, so a
half-hour must elapse before these Arabs are fed.

Their ponies are turned into the wire pasture, their big
Colorado saddles repose astride the low pale fence which
surrounds the house, and it is evident that their riding is
over for the day.

Why are they gloomy? Not a boy of them can tell. One
is from Princeton, too. They have been partners and compa-
neros and *‘ worked ” the HT cattle together for months, and
nothing ever came in misunderstanding or cloud. The ranch
house is their home, and theirs has been the unity of brothers.

A week ago a pretty girl, the daughter of one of the own-
ers, came to the ranch from the East. She was protected in
this venture by an old and gnarled aunt, watchful as a ferret;
sour as a lime. Not that the pretty girl needs watching;
she is indeed in every move propriety’s climax. No soft or
dulcet reason woos her to the West; she comes on no love
errand. She is elegantly and profoundly tired of the East,
that is all, and longs for western air and western sights.
She has been at the HT ranch a week and the boys have met
her, every one. The meeting or meetings were marked by
awkwardness as to the boys, utter indifference as to the pretty
girl. She met them as she met the ponies, cows, horned
toads, and others animals, domestic and indigenous to East-
ern New Mexico. While every cowboy was blushingly con-
scious of her, she was purely and serenely guiltless of giving
him a thought. .

Before this pretty girl came the boys were friends and the
calm tenor of their relations with each other had never a
ripple. She was not there a day before each drew himself
insensibly from the others, and a vague hostility shone dimly
in their eyes. It was the instinct of the fighting male animal
aroused by the presencé of the pretty girl. She, however,
proceeded on her daily way, sweetly unconscious of the senti-
ments she awakened.

* Q. H. Lewis (Dan Quin): Kansas City Star.
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Men are mere animals; women are, too, for that matter,
but théy are very different animals from men. The effort
the race makes to be other, better, or different than beasts
fails. It always failed; it will always fail. Civilization—
culture—is the veriest veneer and famously thin. A year
on the plains cracks this veneer—this shell—and leaves the
animal exposed. This is by the expanding growth of all
that is animal in a man; these attributes of the physical
being fed and pampered by a plains existence.

The dark, vague, impalpable differences which cut off each
of these creatures from his fellows and inspired him with an
unreasoning and unmeasurable hate had grown with the brief
week of their existence. A philosopher would look for trouble
soon on the HT.

“What did you go take my saddle for, yesterday, Bill?”
said Jack Moore to a boy by the name of Bill Watkins.

“’Cause I allows I'll ride it some,” said Watkins.
“Thought it might like to carry a high-grade cow-puncher,
once.”

“Well, don’t take it no more,” said Moore, moodily, ig-
noring the gay insolence in the reply. “ Leastwise, don’t
come a-takin’ of it an’ sayin’ nothin’. You can palaver Amer-
icano, can’t you? When you aims to ride my saddle agin, ask
for it; if you can’t talk, make signs, an’ if you can’t make
signs, shake a bush, but don’t go to Injunin’ off no saddle of
mine no more.”

“Whatever do you allow is liable to happen if I takes it
agin to-morry? " inquired Bill in high scorn.

Bill was of a more vivacious temper than Moore.

“You takes it agin an’ I mingles with you a whole Iot,
mighty prompt,” replied Moore in a tone of obstinate injury.

These boys were brothers in affection before that pretty
girl came, and either would have gone afoot all day to lend
his saddle to the other. Going afoot, too, is the last thing,
let me assure you, a cowboy will do.

“ Well, don’t you fail to mingle none,” said Bill, with
cheerful ferocity, “on account of its being me. 1 crosses
the trail of the short-horn like you, over on the Panhandle
onct, an’ puts him in the fire an’ has plenty of fun with him."”

“Stop the play now, right yere,” said Tom Rawlins, the
HT range boss, who was sitting close at hand. “You all
spring trouble 'round yere an’ I'll be in it. Whatever’s the
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matter with all you people, anyway? You're like a passel of
sore-‘ head ' dogs for more’'n a week now. You're shorely
too many for me to sabe, an’ I cl’ar gives you up.”

The boys started some grumbling reply, but the cook called
them to supper just then, and, one animalism becoming over-
shadowed by another, they forgot their rancor and vague
animosities in thoughts of supplying their hunger. Toward
the last of the repast Rawlins arose, and going to another
room began overlooking some entries in the ranch books.

The pretty girl did not eat at the ranch table. She had
little banquets in her own room. Just then, she was in her
room and began singing in a low tone some tender little love
song that seemed born of a sigh and a tear. The boys at
supper heard her, and their resentment of each other’s exist-
ence began again to flame in their breasts and burn deeply
in their eyes. None of these savages was in the least degree
in love with tte pretty girl, either. They might have be-
come so, all or any of them.

The singing went on in a cooing, soft way that did not
bring you the words—only the music.

“What I says about my saddle awhile back, I means,” said
Moore, finally, turning a dark look on Watkins.

“See yere!” said Watkins in an exasperated tonc—he was
as vicious as Moore—"“if you’re p’intin’ out for a war jig
with me, don’t fool 'round none for reasons, but jest let 'er
roll. Come a-runnin’, an’ don’t bother none with cere-
mony."”

“ A man don’t have to have no reasons for crawlin’ you
none,” said Moore. ‘“You're fair game, you are. Any one’s
licensed to chase you 'round jest for fun an’ exercise.”

“You can gamble,” said Watkins, confidently, “any man
as chases me 'round much will regard it as a thrillin’ pas-
time. He won’t get fat at it, none whatever.”

“As you all seems to feel that a-way,” said Moore, “I’ll
step out an’ shoot with you right now.”

“Well, I'll shore go you,” said Watkins.

They arose and stepped out at the door. It was gathering
dark, but it was light enough to shoot by. !

The other cowboys followed in silence. Not one said a
word in comment or interference. They were grave and
serious, but passive. It is not good form to interfere with
other people’s duels in the Southwest. The pretty girl was
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still singing, and the strains fell softly on the ears of the
cowboys. Every one, whether onlooker or principal, felt in-
spired with a licking pleased anticipation of the blood to
be soon set flowing. Nothing was said of distance. They
separated to about forty paces and turned to face each
other. Each wore his “ Colt’s 45,” the loosely-buckled belt
letting it rest low down on the right hip. Each threw down
his big hat and stood at apparent ease, with his thumbs
caught in the pistol belt.

“Shall you give the word, or me? " said Moore.

“You give it,” said Watkins. “It’ll be a funny passage
in American history if you get your artillery to the front
any sooner than I do, then.”

“Be you ready? "’ asked Jack.

“Shore.”

“Then—go!”

“Bang! bang! bang! bang!" went both pistols together,
and with a rapidity not to be counted. Moore got a crease
in his left shoulder—a mere wound to the flesh—and Watkins
fell with a bullet in hisside. Rawlins, the range boss, came
running out. He understood all at a look. Hastily exam-
ining Moore, he discovered that his hurt was nothing seri-
ous. The others carried Watkins into the house.

“Take my pony, saddled at the fence, Jack,” said Raw-
lins, “and pull your freight. This yere man’s goin’ to die.”

“Which I shorely hopes he does,” said Jack, bitterly.
“I’ll go, though. I ain’t got no use for none of these yere
he-shorthorns around the HT.”

So he took Rawlins’s pony, and when he stopped riding
in the morning it was no marvel that the poor pony hung his
head dejectedly, while his flanks steamed and quivered. He
was almost one hundred miles from his last corn, and cooled
his nervous muzzle as he took his morning drink in the Rio
Pecos, a stream far to the west of the HT.

* * * * * *

“Some shooting scrape about their saddles, miss; that’s
all.” So reported Rawlins to the pretty girl.

“Isn’t it horrible! ” shuddered the pretty girl in reply.

The next morning the pretty girl ‘and her gnarled and
twisted aunt paid the injured Watkins a visit. This sight
so affected the other three cowboys that they at once saddled,
and rode away to the northwest to work some cattle over on
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the Ocate Mesa. They intended to be gone three months,
They looked black and forbidding as they galloped away.

“It’s a pity Jack Moore ain’t no better pistol shot,” said
one, as the picture of the pretty girl visiting the wounded
Watkins arose in his mind.

“That’s whatever,” assented the others.

The pretty girl was full of sympathy for the stricken Wat-
kins. It occurred to her, too, that his profile was clear and
handsome. He was certainly very pale, and this stirred the
depths of her feminine nature. She and her aunt came to
see the invalid every day. Once the pretty girl said she
would bring him a book to read and while away the hours,
which seemed shod with lead.

“I can’t read,” said Watkins, in a tone of deepest shame.
“I never learned. I should like to read, too, but there’s no
one to teach me. So that settles that,” and the rascal ex-
pressed a deep sigh.

Watkins lied. It was he who was the Princeton man. He
said afterward that this lie was the only real good work he
ever did in his life.

So the pretty girl came every day and gave Watkins a
reading lesson, while the gnarled aunt read a book and
watched them through the open door.

“ By the way,” said Watkins one day, “ where’s Moore? ”

“Why? " asked the range boss, to whom the question was put.

“You tell him,” said Watkins, his eyes beginning to
gather rage, “that when I get out I'll be lookin’ for him
with something besides a field glass.”

“Oh, no!” said the pretty girl, rising and coming toward
his couch. Her tone showed great disturbance and fear at the
thought

As he gazed at her, the look changed in his eyes. Hate
for Moore gave place to something else.

“No,” he said at last. “Tell him it’s all right, Rawlins.”

The pretty girl thought him very noble.

Watkins was out in five weeks and could go about the
ranch. One night Rawlins thought he heard a pony in the
yard and arose to remedy the matter.  As he stepped out a
couple passed him in the moonlight. It was Watkins and
the pretty girl. The caitiff’s arm was around her.

[
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KNOUTED: A STORY OF SIBERIA*

Mme. Ardloff was a slender, blond-haired little Parisian
who once used to dance lightly in the ball-rooms of the
Champs-Elysées, and chatter gayly of the things of the boule-
vard; but she now no longer felt interest in anything. Paris
was to her a vanished dream, Siberia an unchanging reality.
Nine months out of every year of blank, mournful snows,
white silence, extending from horizon to horizon; then a
brief respite, when the fields caught flower, and color rushed
through every valley and over every hill, and insects buzzed
in the green underwood of the steppes—such is Siberia.

She had married, Count Ardloff, the Governor of Tobolsk,
to save her father from ruin; but this child of the asphalt
thrived but poorly in the desert, and her husband saw, and
with fierce anger, that she could not endure her present life;
saw there was nothing in common between them but the chain
of marriage by which he held her.

“Scratch the Russian and you will find the Tartar.”
Nothing can be more true. Primitive races can but ape the
sentiments and refinements of feeling which make bearable
our lives, and Count Ardloff could not pass the gulf—the
impassable gulf—the gulf made by centuries of civilization
which lay between him and his wife. He could hold her to
his bosom, but even then she seemed nearer to Vanca, a
young Polish officer, than to him.

And yet no friendship could be purer; they were merely
exiles who talked of their distant homes, their lost friends,
and their abandoned dreams.

But such sentiments are little understood in Siberia, and
ugly little rumors concerning Mme. Ardloff and young Vanca
had begun to be whispered—the end of a phrase hissed
slightly and a concluding smile turned somewhat serpent-
wise—that was all.

Count Ardloff watched and waited, as suspicious and fierce
as a wildcat.

He was a man about fifty, his beard was strong and gray,
and he stood like a Hercules. Five years passed in Paris
had lent him a disguise which, in his ordinary moods, per-
fectly enabled him to hide his Tartar character, and when

* George Moore : Collected Sketches.
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she married him the bright French girl little thought that a
few glasses of champagne or a slight contradiction would
transform the elegant gentleman on whose arm she leaned
into a savage Cossack.

Now a fierce gleam shot from his eyes as they fell upon
his wife, who, lying back in her easy-chair, sat languidiy
listening to Vanca’s clear voice. It mattered not to the
count what they were saying. He did not stay to consider
whether they were planning an elopement or talking of the
emperor. He merely hated her for appearing to be so inti-
mate with one of his officers. She belonged to him; she was
his property—a property he had acquired because it had
pleased him to do so. What, then, did she mean by think-
ing of or concerning herself about any one else?

These were the count’s thoughts as he took the cards that
had been handed to him and shuffled them through his strong
fingers. Some eight or a dozen gentlemen in the uniform
of the Russian army were grouped around him, a.lady sat at
the piano, and couples were seated under the greenery of the
exotic plants with which the recesses of the room were filled.
‘There was not much conversation, the interest of the com-
pany being apparently centred in the count. Every now
and then some one passed across the room and, after watch-
ing the cards for a few minutes, would cringingly murmur
some words of adulation. Every phrase began or ended
with * Your Excellency ” and was rounded off with a bow.

But the count paid very little attention to his flatterers.
When he had finished dealing, as he threw down the last
card, he glanced again where his wife was sitting.

As she listened to the young Pole her attitude grew more
and more abandoned. He spoke to her of his past life, of a
lost love; and the accents of regret with which he narrated
his experiences reminded her of how she had suffered similar
deceptions, of how her aspirations and glad visions had, like
his, perished. They spoke of those sad,eternal truths which
each pair of lovers fancy they alone have discovered, but
which have moved all past generations, as they will doubt-
less move all those which are coming to birth, till man’s
soul has ceased to be what it is.

So absorbed were Vanca and Mme. Ardloff in the contem-
plation of the past that they were only so much conscious of
each other as each helped the other to realize their separate
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lives. The outer world had faded from them, and in the in-
sinuating emotion which drew them together she leaned her
hands over the edge of the chair, and, following the move-
ment instinctively, he took up the glove she had laid down
and played with it.

At this sign of intimacy the count’s eyes flashed vindic-
tively and he called to his wife impatiently:

“Marie, will you order some champagne? ”’

Without answering she told Vanca to ring the bell. In-
stantly rising, he complied with her request, and then, for-
getting he had not returned the countess her glove, stopped
to speak to a friend. His friend tried to warn him with a
look, but before a word could be said the Pole had walked
across the room, still twirling the fatal glove in his fingers.

He did this with a certain nonchalance that would have
angered a better-tempered man than Count Ardloff. A grim
scowl passed across his face and he whispered something to
an aide-de-camp who stood near him.

The officer left the room. .

It was a terrible moment, full of consternation and silence,
but before the unfortunate Pole had time to realize his dan-
ger two Cossack soldiers entered the apartment. The com-
pany gave way before them, withdrawing into groups and
lines. Vanca had his back turned to them and he still
wrapped the fatal glove round his finger. He stood as if
lost in reverie, scanning a marble bust of the countess.

At last the stillness of the room awoke him and, as the
Cossacks were about to seize him, he turned. His frightened
eyes met theirs; he started back precipitately, but with a
quiet movement the soldiers laid hands upon him. In a low
voice the aide-de-camp said:

“You are arrested by order of His Excellency.”

Dazed and bewildered, Vanca pushed the soldiers from
him and, stretching forth his hands, appealed to the count.

“How is this, Your Excellency?” he cried wildly. “I
am guilty of nothing. There must be some mistake.”

Count Ardloff stood, broad, tall, and vindictive, with the
light of the lustre shining full on his high, bald forehead; an
iron-gray beard concealed the lower part of his square face.

Vanca made one more appeal and then stopped puzzled.

Mme. Ardloff arose, pale and trembling, but her husband
motioned her away.
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The guests remained in rows, still as the figures of a frieze,
and at a sign from the officer, with a movement of shoulders
the Cossacks forced the Pole from the room. -

The scene was very short.

Immediately after the count spoke of indifferent things
and glasses of champagne were handed round. Mme. Ardloff
stared vacantly, unable to collect her thoughts, till, sud-
denly seeing the glove which Vanca had dropped, the reason
of his arrest dawned upon her and she trembled violently,
and so agitated was she that she could scarcely say good-by
to her guests. The count, however, dismissed them rapidly,
speaking all the while of the summer, the number of con-
victs that had escaped from the mines, and the emperor.

When husband and wife were alone the count picked up
the glove and handed it to the countess with an ironical
smile, and, without alluding to what had happened, said
that it was very late and advised her to retire to her room.

She obeyed without answering.

She knew something horrible was going to happen and,
stupefied with fear, she mounted the staircase. He stayed
behind to give an order and, mastering her fears, she listened.

He was talking in the hall below to his aide-de-camp, and
she heard him say that Vanca must be at once degraded to the
ranks, and her heart beat with joy at the prospect of his es-
caping with so slight a punishment. Her emotion wasso great
that she did not catch the next phrase, and when she heard
again her husband was telling his officer to have all in readi-
ness, that he would be at the barracks at nine next morning.

There was something strange in this, and Mme. Ardloff
went trembling to her room. The shadows seemed livid and
the lamp burned luridly, and, oppressed with the horrors of
the evening, she sat in the silence, afraid to go to bed.

Through the frozen window-panes she could see glistening
the wide snows of the Siberian winter. Wearily she asked
herself why she had been condemned to live in these im-
passable deserts. The howl of a dog broke the stillness of
the night, and it sounded in her excited mind like the last
dying cry of some poor one unjustly done to death. What
was to become of Vanca? Why could not she save him?
Save him! Was there need for that? Starting to her feet,
she strove by an effort of will to rid herself of her terrors.
Then, shaken with forebodings and regrets, she undressed;
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but a hundred fancies assailed her imagination and gave life
to the figures on the tapestry, to the shadows on the floor, and
white, like a ghost in a tomb, she lay in her large bed.

Sleep fled from her until at last she fell into a deep,
dreamless torpor, from which, toward morning, she was
awakened by a heavy tramping of feet in the corridor. A
moment after her husband entered. He was attired in the
Russian military cloak and his hand was on his sword.

“ Get up,” he said impatiently. “I want you to come out
with me. I have ordered the sledge.”

“Why should I get up at this hour? It is only just day-
light and I am very tired.”

“I am sorry you are tired, but I want you to come to the
barracks.”

Remembering the order she had heard given overnight,
Mme. Ardloff turned pale at the mention of the word bar-
racks. Twenty times she felt an indefinite desire rising up
within her to throw herself into his arms and beg of him to
be merciful; but he looked so implacable that her courage
died away, and she feared that any interest she might show
for Vanca would only further prejudice his chance of escape.

Wrapping her long blue-fox fur mantle around her, she
told him she was ready. He looked to see if she had for-
gotten anything. Her handkerchief lay on the table, and as
he handed it to her his attention was attracted by a flacon
de sel volatile.

“You may want this,” he said, and slipped it into her
pocket. :

“What do you mean?” she said, turning suddenly. “Are
you going to murder me? ”’

“To murder you!” he replied, laughing cynically;
nonsense!”’ '

And half pushing her before him they descended the stair-
case. She tried several times to resist him, but he got her
into the sledge.

“To the barracks,” he cried to the coachman, as he sat
down beside his wife and arranged the rugs.

During the drive neither spoke a word. His face was
clouded in a sort of sullen moodiness, and terrified she looked
down the dazzling perspectives of the outlying streets. The
barracks were situated at the further end of the eastern sub-
urb. The horses cantered briskly and soon a large building

“ what
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appeared. It stood alone; all round stretched the white ex-
panse of the steppes; and the sledge passed a large gateway
into the barrack square, which had been cleared of snow.

The officer who was waiting to receive them helped the
count to descend. Mme. Ardloff was told to remain seated.

Immediately after a trumpeter blew a call and a file of
men marched to within a few yards of the sledge and formed
themselves into a double- line.

“Front rank, quick march!” cried the officer. When they
had gone eight paces he cried “ Halt!” and then gave the
order, “ Right-about turn!” .

Vanca was then led forth. He walked between two sol-
diers. He was naked to the waist and behind came the exe-
cutioner. He carried in his hand the barbarous knout and
over his shoulder dangled its seven cruel lashes.

In Russia an officer of the army cannot be flogged, but he
can be degraded to the ranks in twenty-four hours. This is
what happened in the present case. Vanca was now a com-
mon soldier and was waiting to receive the fifty lashes to
which he had been sentenced.

- And the fashion of administering the knout in Russia is
as follows: The condemned man is forced to walk between
two soldiers; before him, holding a sword pointed at his
breast, is an officer, who steps backward with a slow and
precise pace, which regulates the strokes which the execu-
tioner administers. So terrible are the loaded thongs, armed
at the end with sharp iron hooks, that at the tenth or eleventh
blow even the most robust fall fainting to the ground.
Sometimes, however, the executioner is merciful and kills
the victim outright, but more often he is forbidden to strike
with his full force and the mangled being is carried to a
hospital and cured of his wounds, and this is repeated until
" he has received his full punishment.

Such is Russia—and for Vanca all was now prepared; the
soldiers stood in line, the executioner twirled his lashes,
only an officer to lead the way remained to be appointed.
It was for Count Ardloff to do this.

He looked around; there were half a dozen men standing
around him, any one of whom he might have chosen. As he
glanced from one to the other, his attention was attracted by
a man who, from a doorway at the other end of the barrack-
yard, was eagerly watching.
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“Who is that man? "’ asked the count,

The man was called. It was Vanca’s brother.

“What are you waiting about the doorway for? ”

“I was waiting to see if your excellency would pardon
my poor brother,” replied the Pole.

“Pardon your brother,” said Count Ardloff, with a bitter
sneer; “I will show you how I pardon. Draw your sword
and lead the way, and take care you don’t walk too fast.”

After one deep, questioning look, which told him that the
Russian meant to be obeyed, he broke his sword across his
knee and said, as he hurled the pieces scornfully aside:

“Do with me as you will, but I will not serve a country
inhabited by barbarians and governed by fiends.”

Even the Cossacks exchanged glances of sympathy, and
had they known the whole truth it was not improbable that
they might have revolted. Suffice to say that for a moment
Mme. Ardloff feared for her husband’s safety. But his fierce
brutality dominated his soldiers, and the elder Vanca was
manacled and a heavy guard placed over him.

The scene that presented itself was this: Two files of sol-
diers, Count Ardloff commanding, stern and implacable; one
brother half-naked and bleeding, the other in irons; a pale
woman with agony written in her face, wrapped up in furs;
and a pair of horses munching in their nose-bags, unconscious
of aught else.

The officer took another step back; the seven thongs whis-
tled in the air and again tore into red furrows the lacerated
flesh. As Vanca staggered forward, his face convulsed with
pain, his eyes fixed on Mme. Ardloff, and they asked with a
terrible eloquence, “ Oh, why did your beauty betray me?”’

Her hands were clasped, and in her emotion, having lost
all power of utterance, she strove to send forth her soul to
tell him how innocent she was. Then another blow fell, and
the blood squirted horribly and the flesh hung ragged. It
was sickening, and from sheer horror and nausea Mme.
Ardloff fainted. But it was her husband’s intention that she
should witness to the end the revenge he had so carefully
prepared, and thrusting his hand in the pocket of her mantle
he produced the bottle of sal volatile. With this he quickly
restored her to consciousness, and then she heard him saying:

“ Awake! awake! for I wish you to see how I punish those
who insult me.”
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Vanca had now received nine strokes. He was but a raw
mass of quivering flesh. Hopeless and faintly, like one in a
nightmare, Mme. Ardloff strove to speak, until at last the
words long denied her rose to her lips, but they came too
late, and, mad with pain, the tortured man, with a whirling,
staggering motion, precipitated himself on the drawn sword
and fell to the ground a corpse.

This was unexpected. There were hurried words and a
trampling of feet, and a deep silence, but Mme. Ardloff re-
membered little. The imprecations the elder brother hurled
after her as she was driven away sounded dim and indistinct
" in her ears during the long days of delirium which followed
this double tragedy, for on arriving home she saw her hus-
band make out the order for Vanca’s transportation to the
mercury mines.

She pleaded and prayed wildly, but the count only smiled
grimly in reply to her hysterical supplications. It seemed to
her that the heavens should fall to crush, that the earth should
open to receive so inhuman a monster. She raised her hands,
she screamed madly, her thoughts danced before her, faded,
and then there was a blank; and during several weeks, for
her, Time stood still. '

Slowly her senses returned to her; slowly—through a dim
mist, through a heavy torpor that held her powerless and
inert—they returned to her, and with them came the ghastly
remembrance of a terrible crime. The subject was never
alluded to. The affair was hushed up; but time could neither
blot nor tear this cruel page out of Mme. Ardloff’s life.

Her only consolation was the certainty that no pain was in
store for her greater than she experienced when, years after,
in a ballroom at St. Petersburg, Count Vanca, an old man with
long white hair and a life’s sorrow on his face, said to her:

“ Madame, I hope your children are very well.”
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WHEN WILL PREVAILS*

When he, the last of those whom men call Buddha, was
on earth, he paused, one day, beneath the leafage of a wide-
branched tree, to counsel men and maids assembled there;
and while he spoke it strangely happened that a rush of
rain, from out the west, fell roundabout while yet the sun
was shining unobscured.

So large and limpid, pure, was every drop, the people,
smiling, caught them in their hands and cried.

“Behold!”

“ A rain of pearls!”

“ A rain of pearls, indeed,” the Buddha answered them,
then putting up his open palms, he caught some drops which
sifted through the glistening leaves, and lo! they all became
real pearls the instant of his touch.

“ A miracle!”

“Rain turned to pearls
The concourse wildly shouted.

“Nay, friends; no miracle,” the Buddha made reply;
twas done but by our will—thy will and mine. The hu-
man will, unless spurred on by selfishness, is ever mightier
than a drop of rain—ay, mightier far than any soulless thing.
But even now, had you, so moved by greed, said, ‘Buddha,
turn these drops of rain to pearls, and give us them that we
are thus made rich!’ my power had failed, and these fair
gems had ever been but drops of rain and no thing else.”

Thus speaking, tossed he then the pearls about, and those
they fell upon were so much awed by Buddha’s words they
scarce put up their hands to clasp the treasure fast.

“But, Buddha,” said a man whose face showed puzzled
wonderment, “may no man have his will in anything?”

“If what he wills be willed aright. For men, and not for
man, was this earth made and all that it contains. If one

1

@y

* 7o the Editor of Short Stories—Respected Sir: Herewith I send you,
as a gift, a little tale of him who stands in Thibet, my far-distant home, as
Christ stands ‘here in this fair land of yours—a tale of Buddha. If I, a
stranger in a stranger’s market-place, have offered gift too slight, I pray you
I may be forgiven. But if, O Sahib, you can print my story, then will I feel
that all this world is kin, and race and color are not marks for blame.

‘With most profound salaams, your servant ever,

INGODEEGI HOWADEEZ, ex-Thibetan,
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man, for himself, shall crave such things as heaven meant
for all, his willing is in vain. But if, not thinking of him-
self, he wills for others what would profit him, the thing he
wishes straightway comes—as much, too, for himself as for his
fellow-men. ’'Tis self alone which thwarteth self. To pine for
no thing, selfishly, is surest way of wooing things to come.”

That night, within her bower, alone, a maiden wept hot,
and bitter tears.

“The Buddha cannot err,” she moaned, “so since I know
I love my lover selfishly, how can I, willing hence to keep
him, fail to lose him?”

“ Nay, say not so, sweet soul,” then softly spake a voice;

and starting up, dismayed, the weeping one was clasped
within her lover’s arms, he having stolen to her unawares.
“ Thou hast no cause for grief. Unselfish is thy love, for
thou dost give and take love for my sake, as much as thou
dost give and take it for thine own. Ne’er think it selfish
more. And see—all truly, too, the Buddha spoke, for he
did say that what one wills for other than himself prevails;
then must our love prevail, since each doth will it so for
both. And as no twain can grant this world a greater boon
than love, when love 7s love, that which we so do give is
made unselfish since it profits all as well as one. So dry
thy tears—thou hast no cause for grief.”

And then again were liquid drops made gems. :

Her lover’s kisses turned the maiden’s tears to pearls of love
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LITTLE PETRO'S ANTHEM *

Petro was alone in the great city of the New World.
The man who had brought him across the broad ocean, so
~ far away from sunny Italy, had deserted him, and now the
woman who had let his master their lodging told him money
was money and she could keep him no longer for nothing.
He thought the grief in his heart would burst it; neither
voice nor tears would come; he gave one look around him
and then went out, bareheaded and empty-handed.

He was a very little fellow, with short, dark curls clustered
about a sadly sweet face, with large, deep eyes that told
you his story without need of words.

On the doorstep Petro sank, his head in his arms, and S0
for a long time he remained without moving. A small, sorry-
looking kitten, coming inquisitively along the hall, was
stopped in her way by this little heap of humanity. She
paused a moment, and then made a gentle dab at it with her
paw; not attracting his attention, she became more bold,
and brushed by the little shoulder, softly purring, with that
dumb look of sympathy in her eyes which raises the animal
so near to the human being. But Petro did not move. Then
puss, still purring, climbed upon his arm, crept underneath
his wrist close to his drooping head, where, curling up, she
nestled. Petro lifted his head and saw her; took her up in
his arms—to her great discomfort—held her tight to his
breast, and burst into tears.

“Ah! mio piccolo,” he sobbed, “vieni sul mio cuore”
(Ah! my little one, come to my heart), and rocked himself
to and fro on the step. By degrees he became calm and
softly sang, under his breath, snatches of melody his mother
had sung over her flower stall in that dear far-away land.
And later, when a coming crowd of noisy boys threatened
his peace, he gathered the kitten miscellaneously into his
arms, and starting up, trudged on, straight ahead—anywhere.

* * * * * *

In a large church an organist was sitting, dreaming, at
the organ. It was late in the afternoon of a busy day; the
stained glass was growing deeper tinted; only one window
showed clearly, and that was in line with the sinking sun.

* Clyde Fitch: Boston Traveler.

\
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Besides, the colors in this window were lighter—against a
pale blue sky the figure of the Good Shepherd in a robe of
white, holding a small ewe lamb tenderly in his arms. It
stood out from the surrounding dimness and gloom, and even
caught the eye of the tired man at the organ. * Beautiful
window,” he murmured half-aloud, and then with a sigh ran
his fingers over the keys, running one familiar strain into
another, or composing out of his own mood through his fin-
ger tips. And the melody stole through the great church,
sweet and lovely, filling the shadowy nave and aisles and
chancel—stole away down to a tiny figure standing awe-struck
just inside the doors, and filled his little heart to overflowing.

Petro had heard in the street outside the faint sound of
the organ, and, hungry for the music he loved, had dared to
push between the half-closed doors into the church. There,
opposite the window of the Good Shepherd he stood, rapt
and motionless, with the kitten clasped tightly in his arms
and bathed in the soft colors that fell upon him; he seemed a
reflection of the sun-illumined figure in the memorial window.

Petro was drawn nearer and nearer to the music, and slowly
and softly he went up the long aisle, his head barely reach-
ing to the top of the old-fashioned pews. Only once he
stopped to rearrange the kitten, which was slipping down
and had been for some time in imminent danger of death by
suffocation; then he went on. A great longing came to him
to sing, and, as if in answer, the organist commenced to play
something familiar to the child. It was only an “Ave
Maria ” often sung, but it was the same Petro had sung in
the little church at home, the same he had heard in the great
cathedral, and suddenly he opened his lips and sang again:

‘“ A-ve Mar-i-a! A-ve Mar-i-a!
O-ra pro-no-bis"”—

on to the end. He let his arms fall and freed the kitten'
How his heart beat! how his breast swelled as he sang, with
two big tears ready to fall from his full eyes.

The organist had half-turned, startled at the first note,
but had continued playing, fearing the singer would stop
when he did. The child, however, seemed unconscious of
his surroundings, singing in his clear, sweet soprano through
the last repetition:

“ A-ve A-ve Mar-i-a”—
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and then he stood motionless, hands clasped, eyes wet, be-
hind the organist.

The man drew him toward him, and his own voice was not
of the strongest as he asked who had taught him to sing.

“My mother, in Italy, before she died,” Petro said, with
a faint smile, which touched the musician inexpressibly. He
" had picked up English quickly after his arrival in America,
and now could speak it well, and he answered a few questions
about his short life earnestly and quietly.

The organist was impressed strongly by his story, and ran
his fingers over the keys of the organ for a few minutes with-
out speaking, trying to think of some way to help him. He
could not himself offer him a home, for his own household
was already crowded; but he would take him back with him
for the present until some other plan could be determined on.

He had made up his mind already that Petro should sing
in the choir at Easter.

It was when they started to leave the church that Petro re-
membered puss. In great distress he commenced an arduous
search for her, and she was finally found at the foot of the
pulpit fast asleep. The' organist was much amused at this,
and said he should tell the rector of the effect of his pulpit
even upon dumb animals. He himself did not at first see
the need of taking the kitten with them, but Petro wished it
so strongly that he consented. At the end of the aisle,where he -
had stood when he first entered the church, Petro paused. It
must have been the simplicity of the window that attracted
him. He had seen much more splendid ones in his own art-
perfected country. Perhaps he could understand this figure
better than those magnificent mitred and sceptred figures of
the stained glass and painted frescoes in his birthplace.

“That window is in memory of alittle boy,” said the
organist, “a little boy like you. - The Lord took him up into
his arms and his mother is left here alone, and she gave that
window in memory of him.”

Tears came into the child’s eyes.

“Has he him so? ” he asked, pointing to the window, and
then, without waiting for an answer, he added: * But Petro,
he is alone and his mother. He has so.”

His fingers closed tightly about the hand of the organist
and they passed on out through the porch.

Petro’s new life was very strange to him, but he grew



Little Petr's Anthem 23

more and more accustomed to it, and tried to show his grati-
tude in a bashful, boyish way. He won the hearts of all
the family, and the organist’s wife even pleaded to keep him
with them until he grew old enough to care for himself.
He was one of those little souls a true woman loves to guide
and foster. They had both watched him closely at first, for
it was not a little dangerous, this taking a strange child into
one’s home; but the boy in a short time disarmed them of
all suspicion.

Every day he went with his new friend to the rehearsal
and made friends in a quiet, odd little way among the other
choristers.

So the few days before Easter passed quickly by. Rumors
of his protégé and his beautiful voice the organist purposely
started, hoping to excite an interest which might lead to
something, and in his heart he had an especial hope, of
which, however, he said nothing.

‘¢ Not-with the old-leav-en, neither the leaven of mal-ice and wick-ed-ness.”

The sunshine through a golden window beneath him made a
radiance about him, and, with the scent of the lilies on the
altar, floated over the boy like incense, while he sweetly fin-
ished—

*‘ But-with-the un-leavened bread-of-sin-cer-i-ty, sincerity and truth, sin-
cerity-and-truth and truth!”

And the chorus seemed to catch the words rapt in their
beautiful music, and shouted them in grander, mightier
strains to all the church, the earth, the sky!

The day of the great feast came with its music and flowers
and gladness, and Petro thought he had never been so happy
as he stood in his white robe, at the end of the first row of
the choristers, ready to sing—alone. He was not frightened.
The organist had trained him well, and the boy was uncon-
scious of everything save the music. He was to sing the
first of the special anthems, and the last of the preceding re-
sponses had been said. He watched for the signal, and when
it came he only clasped his hands a little tighter under his
cotta, and lifted his head and sang:

¢ Christ our Pass-o-ver is sac-ri-ficed for us.”

His eyes were fixed on the window where the Good Shep-
herd held the lamb in his arms; it helped him to understand,
and the words came to the listening congregation with won-
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derful tenderness and meaning. As he finished, burst from
the throats of all the white-robed singers the repetition:

‘‘ Therefore, there-fore let us keep, us keep, us keep, the feast! ’

An echo of the last words died away from the lips of the
boys, and the voices were hushed as, first softly, then rising
clearer and higher, Petro sang again.

There were many tearful eyes turned toward the little
chorister when he had finished, and the organist gave a loud
sigh and said, half-aloud to himself: “Ah! that voice was
not given him for nothing.”

His eyes wandered over the crowd of familiar faces, all
earnest and wondering now, toward a little woman who sat
underneath the window where Petro once had stood. )

She sat quite still, her eyes fixed longingly on the boy,
who was standing, motionless as she, with his lips parted
and his head thrown slightly back. She could see his little
breast still heaving, while in her own ears and heart there
seemed to ring again:

“Sacrificed for us, for us, for me,” she added; “sacrificed
for me. Let us keep the feast—the feast—ah! how?” she
asked, and drew the heavy black veil she wore over her face
and sank down upon her knees.

After service question after question was asked and an-
swered about Petro, and the organist was content and waited.

The next morning’s mail brought him a letter which he
seemed to have expected; it was a square envelope with a
small black seal upon it. . ’

“From Mrs. Holland,” he said, in answer to his wife’s
look of inquiry, and reading, added: “It is as I hoped.”

In a few moments more he started to go out. His wife
helped him on with his coat.

“I am so glad,” she said, “and so happy. You're always
helping some one, and me most of all, you dear boy!” She
was leaning up to fasten the top button of his coat; he bent
down and—interrupted her. Then he laughed.

“Boy! boy at forty-two. What'll I be at eighty?”

“Still a boy; always a boy to me.”

Late that same day he and Petro went into the library by
themselves, and there he asked the little fellow how he would
like to live with a dear, kind lady, who would care for him
and love him as if she were his own mother.
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“Does she sell flowers? ” Petro asked.

“No,” answered the organist, smiling, “but she buys
them. She is not poor; she lives in a large house, with
beautiful things about her; a piano ”—the boy’s eyes were
sparkling.

“Oh!” he exclaimed—then suddenly his eyes grew sor-
rowful—*“ would I have to leave you?”

His friend explained to him how it was impossible for
them to have him with them always, although they wished
to, and should always love him. But this lady was kind and
good. She had lost a little boy like Petro and was lonely.
She had heard him sing and had seen him, and she wanted
him to come and live with her and try to love her.

Petro finally consented. He bade the family a rather tear-
ful good-by, and left with them, for remembrance, the one
thing of his own he had been fond of, his only possession,
the kitten. :

* * Tk * * *

“This is your little Italian singer,” said the. organist to
Mrs. Holland, and then he went away and left them together.

Returning later and going in unannounced, as he had been
asked to do, he instinctively stopped a moment in the door-
way of the room where he had left his charge,

“ My other mother sang them to me,” Petro was saying,
slowly and sweetly, “and now Petro will sing them to you.”
And, listening, his friend heard him singing some Italian
flower songs; they were the same he had sung to the kitten
the day he wandered into the church. He stood by the lady
as he sang, leaning against the side of her chair; and when
he had finished she clasped him in her arms, and he, standing
up on tip-toe, reached his little hands about her neck and
laid his cheek against hers.

The organist turned and went out, closing the door softly
behind him.

’

~



26 Etchings: Under the Cebia

ETCHINGS: UNDER THE CEBIA *

From the great brassy arch above the sunlight poured in
waves of heat which throbbed and quivered. The lizards,
bright-eyed, brown-bodied, agile, ran about or sprang on
some lurking insect, crunching it between their sharp little
teeth with a clicking sound. A dark face showed itself for
a moment between the tall canes, standing motionless in the
heat, and the polished circle of the muzzle of a rifle glanced.

* * * * * *

A single canoe comes up the edge of the river. In the
bow and running backward as he poles is a tall, lithe, brown-
skinned figure in a cotton kilt. Squatting in the stern is a
girl of sixteen, steering. Swiftly the frail craft shoots up to
the landing and there is a puff of smoke: the man falls over
sidewise as the canoe, caught by the current, is whirled down
the stream. The wounded one floats away struggling feebly,
while plashes far and near show the black caiman have
scented food. There is a desperate and hideous struggle as
the mailed snouts clash, tearing it.

* * * * * *

Beyond the canes and under the ceiba tree, against which
a rifle leans, a man is eating supper by a speck of fire. Above
him a hammock swings. Back there in the bush a hag-
gard but dry-eyed girl is creeping along, noiselessly, stead-
ily, carefully; noting everything, pausing to listen, coming
surely, slowly! He is a fool who sleeps when a girl of the
Indian blood knows her heart is dead.

The guttural humming of the tree-frogs forms the bass
of the myriad-voiced chorus of the tropic night, and the
hammock swings gently to and fro. The mosquito-net is
strangely like a shroud. A shadow steals out from the dark-
ness. A knife hovers for a second and then is driven surely
home. A single gasping groan is followed by a slow drip,
drip—the brown ants will have a feast—

And the red eye of the fire looks on,

* * * * * *

In the morning, under the cebia, a girl sits with covered
head. In the open the bright-eyed lizards run and spring.
Overhead a buzzard circles slowly under the clear blue sky.

* Alfred Balch : For Short Stories.
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EL NUMERO TRECE*

Simon Campallano was born on the 13th of December, 1813.

He was the thirteenth son, and all his brothers died one.
after the other, and the last one expired on Simon’s thirteenth
birthday.

When he arrived at the age of discretion and pondered on
these arithmetical problems in connection with his family, he
conceived an aversion toward the number thirteen, although
afterward, with the carelessness of youth, he succeeded in
dispelling that gloomy superstition from his mind.

His parents did not leave him richly endowed with worldly
goods, therefore he determined to seek his fortune in Madrid
and leave his native place forever. His education had been
very commonplace, but he was quite prepossessing, though
not very handsome. However, he knew enough to make his
way in the world. He was lively, frank, and enterprising,
and endowed with that energetic, audacious spirit which is a
sure aid to success. He was determined to become a rich
man, and his glowing imagination made him fancy that he
would grasp the prize as soon as he stepped his foot in Madrid.

As he had some money he quickly made friends on his ar-
rival at the capital, and commenced a new life which suited
him well. In fact, Madrid even seemed small compared to
his glowing aspirations, but he felt quite satisfied with his
lot. Three roads to fortune were open before him: Lit-
erature, politics, and commerce. '

He considered that it was too late to venture into a liter-
ary calling, and a political career suited him better. As for
a commercial position, his naturally impatient "disposition
could not brook the thought of commencing life as a simple
clerk. But after due reflection he came to the conclusion
that there was nothing so desirable in life as to be rich, so
he made up his mind to take the commercial chance.

However, all his castles in the air came tumbling to the-
ground, like a lot of houses built of cards. Notwithstand-
ing he could not believe that his star of good fortune was
eclipsed, though everything he undertook failed. It seemed
as though fate were really against him.

Suddenly it occurred to him that the number of the

* Spanish of José Selgas: Mary Springer: For Short Stories.
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house where he was living was 13, and that fatal number
brought to his mind all that had happened to him in connec-
tion with it, so he attributed all his bad luck to the unlucky
figures which had so overshadowed his destiny. Therefore
he changed his residence. But he bought a lottery ticket in
which that number did not enter, as though defying his enemy
and to try whether his ill-luck was really due to that cause.

At last the day of the drawing arrived, and nervous and
trembling with anxiety, he looked at his ticket and discovered
that fate had proved propitious to him. It was not a very
large sum, yet it made him feel that he had conquered his
dreaded antagonist,

However, that did not seem sufficient proof, so he bought
another ticket, No. 12, but this time the largest prize was
drawn by No. 13.

For some time he was completely prostrated by this blow,
and did not dare to undertake any new schemes. At every
turn No. 13 appeared like a ghost before him, defeating his
hopes and frustrating his plans.

His friends noticed that he was taciturn and morose and
that he often talked to himself. But after a while, with the
elasticity of youth, he finally recovered his spirits. There
is always some ray of light which sheds its beneficent beam
on the young, dissipating the fantastic shadows which some-
times cloud their minds.

What had happened to Simon? He had seen a pair of
black eyes, audacious and beaming with fun, capable of dis-
sipating any sorrow; smiling red lips, two cheeks like roses,
and a beautiful slender figure, as straight as a reed. This
beautiful creature was the personification of joy and was
full of mirth and mischievous as a sprite. Simon could not
help noticing that she gave him sweet glances and smiled on
him with favor. Therefore he began to grow animated, like
a flickering wick newly fed with oil. He became a new man
and more hopeful as a new horizon opened to his view, while
he said to himself: -

“Yes, Mariana is really a treasure, for she has youth,
beauty, talent, and is good-natured. She belongs to a good
family, and she has an uncle in America who is a million-
aire and an old bachelor as well. He will doubtless make
Mariana his heiress, which will make her as sweet and tooth-
some as honey on rose-leaves,”
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While he summed up all her atractions, he rubbed his
hands gleefully, with the satisfaction of a man who has found
the road to fortune.

“Very well,” he said to himself, winking one eye. “I
shall have a fine residence, a good table, a carriage, every-
thing that is nice, and—an adorable wife. It will be won-
derful good luck for me, but I shall live through it. AsI
am not ambitious I can get on with that.”

So he began to make eyes at Mariana, which pleased her so
much that she laughed whenever she found herself alone, en-
joyed at the thought that Simon was in love with her.

There was no obstacle to hinder their happiness; but as
they were expecting their uncle from America, Simon in-
sisted that they should await his arrival in order to obtain
his approval, and get married then, as the millionaire was
virtually the head of the family. Mariana laughed at Simon’s
earnestness and desire to please her uncle.

“Very well,” she said. “It is very good in you to show
him such consideration, but he will feel surprised at your
_asking him for what is not his to give away.”

“You are beside yourself,” replied Simon, “to think of
getting married without paying any regard to your uncle;
but I do not feel so well acquainted with him to treat him
with such discourtesy.”

On the eve of the day that Mariana’s uncle was expected
Simon went to Mariana’s house, and as soon as he entered
he became aware of a great commotion in the family. He
felt anxious, but Mariana’s merry<laugh reassured him, while
she exclaimed:

“We have a letter from my uncle!”

So saying, she placed this document in his hand.

‘““My DeAR SisTER:—I hasten to write to you, because bad news travels
fast, and I wish to set your mind at rest. We were shipwrecked off Tene-
riffe and the sea has swallowed up our vessel and all the cargo. We have
been saved, though some of the other passengers were drowned. All my
wealth has disappeared in the bottom of the ocean. I do not regret it for
myself as much as for your daughter, for those millions were intended for
her dowry. But we must be resigned. God gives and he taketh away. I
know that you will feel consoled for this loss when you know that my life
has been spared. We can live on what property I still have left, All that

I care for now is to see you once again.
‘““YOUR AFFECTIONATE BROTHER.”

Simon read the letter with a trembling voice, but when he
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found that it was dated the 13th of the month he became
deathly pale, and sank into a chair, entirely overcome.

Mariana’s laughter froze on her lips as she saw Simon
turn as pale as a corpse.

That fatal number again come forward to injure him. It
left its dark fastnesses at the most unexpected moment, in
order to snatch from his grasp the happiness he longed for
in the possession of Mariana’s dowry and of her- hand as
well. A million which was just about to fall through the
chimney, as it were, melted away like smoke—lost at the
bottom of the sea. Farewell to a fine establishment, a good
table, carriages, and all that made-life enjoyable. No. 13
was on hand to defeat his hopes!

And Mariana? Well, her eyes were as bright as ever, her
cheeks were as fresh and rosy with the beauty of youth; the
joy of her heart was stamped on her smiling lips, and her
graceful form still bore itself proudly, undaunted by the
vicissitudes of fortune. She lost nothing of her beauty on
losing her uncle’s millions, She was the same as ever, and
laughed as merrily as though nothing had happened, while
her appetite continued to be good and she slept as peacefully
as a child.

However, Simon thought that the wreck was a bad omen,
and determined to renounce her love, for they were both
poor. He might live comfortably alone, but if they were
married they would have to endure a life of privation.

“She is beautiful, and can find 2 man who will give her
wealth., But I must give her up, though she is so precious
to me,” he said.

He began to avoid her and seldom went to see her, but he
could find no pretext for breaking off with her, because she
always received him with smiles.

Sometimes she would chaff him, calling him the Knight
of the Rueful Countenance and laughing merrily at his tac-
iturnity. She tried to cheer him up by her caresses and the
perpetual joyousness of her spirits, but it was a thankless
task, for he remained unmoved, as though turned to stone.

It was necessary to come to a final understanding, but it
was difficult to bring it about. Any other woman would
have elicited one by complaining of his neglect, and as one
word brings on another, that would have caused a total rup-
ture. However, Mariana was always kind and affectionate.



El Numero Trece 31

Finally Simon determined to end it all by writing to her,
and after several attempts$ he composed the following letter:

‘“ MARIANA:—There are some impenetrable. secrets on earth. Everybody
has a destiny of his own. Mine is fatal to me. I am pursued by misfor-
tune. Wherever I go, I carry bad luck and disaster. Let us forget each
other, for it cannot be otherwise. Any further explanation would be useless.

‘“ Your unfortunate SIMON.”

He sent off the letter, and received this answer:

“I have read your letter and felt inclined to cry. Yes, the tears came to
my eyes. But afterward I reflected deeply, for your letter seemed like an
enigma, and I was resolved to decipher it. But how stupid: It is evident
that we ought to forget each other, for it could not be otherwise. There-
fore I wiped away my tears and burst out laughing. I had read your mind.
Well, let us forget each other. There is no need for further explanations.
Very well. Our love is shipwrecked, like my uncle’s treasures, Let us have
patience to bear it all. I found out to-day that he was bringing me a fabu-
lous amount—the sum of three millions!

‘“ Affectionately, MARIANA.”

When Simon finished reading this letter he was beside
himself with rage. He threw it into the fire, and while the
flames consumed it, in the ashes he saw the fantastic shape
—13. He started back with fear, for it seemed to dart out
in every direction, from the wall, from the carpet, and dance
all over the room. Finally he closed his eyes and fell back
crying: “ That fatal number will be the death of me!”

In 1833 the press had not yet acquired great power, and
public opinion stumbled at every step like a child beginning
to walk. At that time family events took place unchron-
icled and the daily journals did not enjoy the privilege of
proclaiming them to the world.. People were allowed to be
born, get married, and die unnoticed.

Thus it occurred that an approaching marriage of a beau-
tiful girl was kept quiet, and was only known to her imme-
diate circle of friends. Yes, Ernestina Albamonte was going
to get married. She was tall, fair, pale, with a melancholy
countenance; had blue eyes and a sad smile; and her brow
was crowned with long flaxen curls, while she was the beau-
ideal of a heroine of that romantic poetic school, almost
ghostly, which like a pall was just commencing to darken
the rich, untrammelled, and exuberant genius of the Span-
ish muse. In the midst of the great tumult produced by our
political regeneration, poetry seemed only to find its inspira-
tion within the tomb. It seemed as though the first breath
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of freedom had awakened the poetic genius of that day, mak-
ing it gloomy and dreadful, so that it sought for inspiration
in everything that was gloomy and dull.

Ernestina was the very personification of romanticism, and
perchance deemed it to be her duty to typify the visions of
that dreadful literature. Her languid air, her sweet, faint
voice, made it appear as though she only deigned to walk on
the earth, for she belonged to a higher sphere.

However, she possessed all the advantages of wealth, and
everything to make her life cheerful. She was an only
daughter, and her father idolized ‘her.

She had many suitors. Some sought to win her love by in-
diting melancholy sonnets to her, while others threatened to
shoot themselves or poison themselves on account of her
cruelty in repulsing them. However, Ernestina remained un-
moved. All her suitors appeared commonplace and prosaic,
and none came up to her ideal.

Her father was not sorry, for he was in no hurry to have
her get married. Therefore he was willing she should con-
tinue to dream of the enchanted prince who would come some
day to awaken her heart. He did not know that Ernestina
had already found a lover, while she deemed that his only
mission in this vale of woes was to adore her.

He was pale, with long hair and sad eyes, which gazed
adoringly at her. They soon interchanged loving vows and
letters full of ardent protestations and loving promises, in
which love and death were jumbled together promiscuously.
They met secretly, either at her latticed window, or in the
garden in the moonlight, or in the deserted walks of some
park, under the rustling leaves and amid the first shade of
night. Their passion even carried them so far as to meet
several afternoons in the quiet cemetery. Ernestina’s equi-
page awaited outside while she entered the graveyard, fol-
lowed by her duenna, who kept making the sign of the cross
in amazement at her folly. Leaning against a willow-tree,
her melancholy lover was waiting for her. Ah, that was the
very height of romanticism!

Sefior Albamonte was unaware of the existence of such a
troubadour, or that he had laid siege to his daughter, but her
rejected suitors all vowed vengeance on their more fortunate
rival, who was Simon Campallano himself!

They all determined to challenge him to fight a duel with
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each in turn. So they said to him one day: “ We have come
to let you choose either to renounce Ernestina’s hand or to
fight with us all.”

“All of you?"” exclaimed Simon. “ And who are you pray?”’

“We are thirteen,” they replied.

“Thirteen of you!” he cried, full of fear. “i1z—alas!
that fatal number still pursues me!” Turning toward them
with resignation, he replied: o

“Very well; I will fight with you—one and all.”

That same day the duel took place, and Simon was brought
home with his arm pierced by a sword-thrust, while he kept
murmuring all the time: “ Alas! alas! 13!” That was all
that was lacking to render Ernestina’s love more romantic
and devoted. She seemed to feel Simon’s wound in her own
arm while it enhanced his value in her heart.

Her first impulse was to rush to his bedside and minister
to his wants herself, and repeat her vows of eternal love, and
swear to end her existence at his side if he were to die, so
that their corpses might be united in death. But she was
obliged to observe the conventionalities of a society too
commonplace to appreciate the sublimity of her sacrifice;
therefore she had to remain at home.

However, he was rapidly getting healed, so she decided to
live for him, as it was no longer necessary for her to die for
him, and avenge herself on his cowardly enemies by marry-
ing him at once. Matrimony did not seem to her to be a ro-
mantic finale. However, the circumstanccs which attended
it, made it somewhat more interesting; therefore she deter-
mined to take this final step.

So she attired herself in a fitting garb, arranged her tresses
carelessly, and proceeded to her father’s room.

“You are not tyrannical, father,” said Ernestina.

“What makes you say that?” he asked, greatly astonished.
“You know that your will is my law since your mother died.
You are rich and can satisfy all your whims, and I shall
not oppose you. Are you dissatisfied with your dressmaker?
Do you want a new dress? Do you want a new equipage?
What do you want? Tell me, my dear.”

“Oh,” said she, lifting her eyes to heaven, “ prose, nothing
but prose all the time, which may satisfy commonplace
minds, but not me.”

“What is the matter, then?” asked her father.

3



34 El Numero Trece

“Just fancy what it may be,” said Ernestina.

“It is not easy, my child, to imagine what the whims of a
petted daughter may be. Ah, don’t get angry if I call them
whims. What else are they? ”

Finally Ernestina said with a deep sigh:

“1t ought to be called a strong passion.”

“Passion!” repeated Sefior Albamonte, looking at her at-
tentively. “What do you mean by a passion? ”

She raised her eyes in surprise. She could not understand
that there could be any one in the world who did not know
what a passion is. But she did not know how to explain
herself clearly, so she said:

“Passion is something which is felt but cannot be ex-
plained. It is two minds in one; it is the very existence of
our souls. Alas! to love is to die!”

“Heigh-ho! I am as much in the dark as ever,” remarked
her father.

“Ah,” she said, “have you never loved?”

“Certainly,” answered her father. “I loved your mother
as the apple of my eye, and we were very fond of each other,
but her mind and mine were never alike. We rarely agreed,
and if I said nay she said yea. Consequently I don’t know
what you mean.”

Ernestina shrugged her shoulders with disdain, for her own
father did not understand her.

“Come,” said he, “explain yourself.”

“I am in love,” said she resolutely.

¢ Are you sure of it?” inquired her father.

“Oh, yes! If you take me away from him I shall die.”

Her father rubbed his forehead and pushed back his smok-
ing-cap, looking quite perplexed.

“So you are in love; does he love you also?”

“ Madly,” she replied.

“How long since, my child?”

“For a very long time, a very long time. Yes, we loved
each other before we ever met.”

“Who is he? ”

“ A young man,” replied Ernestina.

“1 presume that you have not fallen in love with an old
man. What is his name?”

“What difference does it make?” exclaimed Ernestina.
“We love each other and only death can separate us. Shut me

’”
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up in a convent, take me to the farthest end of the world, and
I shall still love him, My soul will fly away to seek his, and
the breeze will bring his sighs to me; the light of day his
glances; and I shall read his vows in the stars at nightfall.
I shall never belong to any other man. You are my father,
but you ought not to prove a tyrant.”

“No, my young lady,” replied Sefior Albamonte, “and
there is no need of so many words to tell me that you want
to get married and have already chosen the one you wish to
marry. I knew it would happen sooner or later. But why
should you shut yourself up in a convent or bury yourself
alive? I have always intended to allow you to marry when
you choose to, but we must observe the conventionalities of
society. Let that happy mortal come forward to ask for your
hand, and we will then talk over the subject.”

“Promise me that you will not refuse him; for it would be
his death-blow and I would quickly follow him to the grave.”

“Well, I give you my word not to do so,” said her father.

A few days after Simon came to the house, and the affair
was happily settled, so Simon left the house with his head
erect, feeling proud and happy.

Sefior Albamonte did not appear to feel dissatisfied, either,
as he paced up and down his room.

“It is true that he is not well known and is not as rich as

Croesus,” he reflected, “but he seems to be a sensible young
" man, and may make a good husband. I wasnot very wealthy
when I married, but nevertheless my poor Cecilia, who was
very rich, fell in love with me, we were married, and were
very happy. He may dispel Ernestina’s romantic notions,
and may make her happy.”

So the preparations for the wedding went on.

Simon considered that he had foiled No. 13 at last, al-
though it had cost him a duel. However, by that he had
won Ernestina’s hand. Her hand would be a shield against
fate, and protect him from the fantastic power which pursued
him. O joy! he would be rich at last, for Ernestina was
very wealthy, while her fortune was so secure ## would never
suffer shipwreck.

Ernestina desired a quiet wedding, and Simon agreed with
her, for he did not yet feel quite sure of his prize. They
were married quietly, and only the priest, their witnesses, and
the notary were present when they signed the marriage con-

[
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tract. Ernestina wrote her name with a languid air, and
then heaved a sigh; while Simon, with a firm step, went up
to the table, signed his name, and then breathed freely, as
though now he were sure of his happiness. As they had no
Gothic chapel, 'the marriage ceremony was performed jn the
boudoir, which was richly adorned with white satin draperies.

Ernestina was so pale that she looked more like a corpse
than a bride, though a beautiful corpse, it is only fair to add.

After the wedding Sefior Albamonte issued invitations for
a dinner-party of twelve covers, in order to present his son-
in-law to some of his friends. He was well received by all,
who congratulated him on his good-fortune. When Ernes-
tina entered the room radiant with beauty, they all crowded
around her, to praise her loveliness. Her father was impa-
tient for his dinner, so they all filed into the dining-room.

While Ernestina was eating her soup her maid came in and
whispered to her.

“Oh, certainly, let her come in,” said the bride aloud.
Then turning to one of the servants she said: “Place an-
other cover here.”

The maid went off, and a merry peal of laughter was heard
in the next room.

“I recognize that voice, and we are indeed fortunate,”
said Sefior Albamonte. ‘Joy itself comes to surprise us.
We had forgotten to invite her, and she with a smile on her
lips comes to ask for an explanation of our neglect.” )

Ernestina then stood up and warmly welcomed Mariana,
who had just entered the dining-room.

As she kissed her Mariana exclaimed:

“This is not right. We have been life-long friends, and
you have gotten married, and now your friend has to beg for
a place at your table. However, we have never understood
each other thoroughly, for your fancy is always roving, while
I never go beyond my depth.”

Ernestina smiled, while Mariana continued:

“I hope that you will be seated. I shall do the same, for
I see you have a place ready for me.”

“Yes, yes, the joy.of Madrid shall sit at my side,” ex-
claimed Sefior Albamonte. “We have committed an over-
sight, but you have kindly forgiven us.”

Mariana looked at Simon. Her expression changed a little
and she lowered her eyes while she said:
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“ Ernestina, I wished to surprise you, and as you did not in
vite me, I invited myself. I do hope that you will overlook
it, though your friends must be astonished at my coolness.”

“How charming she is!” exclaimed Albamonte *She
makes excuses when we are the ones to blame.”

Then the conversation became general, and Mariana’s
merry laugh resounded above all the rest.

Simon had not known that she was his wife’s friend, and
the appearance of the millionaire’s niece seemed to freeze
the blood in his veins; but he overcame his feelings, though
he avoided meeting Mariana’s eye.

Suddenly Sefior Albamonte exclaimed:

“My dear Simon, I must present you to this youncr lady
as a member of our family. My son-in-law, Mariana.”

Simon trembled from head to foot; the fork fell from his
hand, while he made a deep bow.

Mariana returned his salutation, but could not repress a
peal of laughter.

The dinner passed off very gayly, until a lady happened to
whisper something into her neighbor’s ear very mysteriously.
" ‘“ What is the matter?” inquired Sefior Albamonte. “No
secrets are allowable here, so I insist on knowing what it is
and having my share in the fun.” .

“We were only talking about a superstitious notion,” re-
plied the lady.

“Very well, it comes just in time. Let us hear what it is.”

“It is all nonsense,” exclaimed the other lady. “I am
sure it is, though there are people who believe in such things.
However, I don’t think that they ought to interfere with our
appetites nor gayety.”

Her words only piqued their curiosity still more.

“Well,” she resumed, “I have counted the guests and
found out——"

“What?” they all asked.

“That there are 13 people at the table.”

Her words were received with shouts of laughter, while all
expressed their different opinions on the subject.

Soon after Ernestina made a motion, and all left the
table. Simon had to make a great effort to leave his seat;
his body felt heavy, the lights danced before his eyes, while
a cold chijll penetrated his veins, No 13 filled his mind
with gloomy forebodings.
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Time went on, as it always does with the careless indiffer-
ence of one who has seen everything and is never astonished
at any occurrence whatsoever .

The married couple’s life was very monotonous. Ernestina
devoted the most of her time to her toilette, to the theatres,
or society. She was always pale, languid, and romantic, for
romanticism, which was very fashionable in those days, seem-
ingly the outward garb of her soul, was indispensable to her.

Simon had disappointed Sefior Albamonte’s expectations.
Instead of dispelling Ernestina’s romantic notions, he seemed
to share them. He seldom spoke, loved to be alone, and
lived within himself, while his friends remarked:

“Oh, yes, now that he is rich he looks over our heads.
Just set a beggar on horseback, and you know the result.”

It was a very cold winter, and pneumonia was very fatal.
Ernestina caught that dreadful disease as she was coming out
of the theatre, and in spite of the prompt attendance of the
most skilful physicians in the city, she quickly succumbed
in the flower of her youth and beauty.

“Pneumonia!” cried Simon with his face distorted with
grief. “No, science is at fault. An implacable hand, a
fatal number has killed her. We had 13 people at the table
at our wedding-feast!”

All who heard him say this thought that grief had driven
him wild.

Sefior Albamonte was inconsolable.

Simon was left a widower, and poor, for all his wife's
property reverted to her father. He fled from the house and
disappeared from society forever.

“Did he die?”

[13 NO! ”

“Ts he still alive?

“Yes. He has been confined in an insane asylum for some
years past, where he is known as No. 13.”"
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MY DOG AND I*

Look right into my face with your honest brown eyes, old
fellow, and cock up your funny little ears and listen, for I
am going to talk to you about yourself, and if you’re half so
human as you look you will enjoy that, Doggie. Do you
remember how you came tous ? No, of course youdon’t; so
I will tell you. Somebody stole you somewhere, you rascal!
—a great, rough-looking man—and he brought you into
Jack’s office and said that you were a thoroughbred rat-
terrier puppy, and that he would sell you for five dollars.
Jack remembered that I was ill, and the days were long, and
he thought that you might amuse me, and so he bought you.

He brought you home in his overcoat pocket. You were
very tiny and werall thought that we never had seen so little
a dog, and Jack told us that the man who sold you to him
said that you were three months old, and that you never
would at any time in your life weigh more than seven pounds, -
for you were a thoroughbred.

Seven pounds and a thoroughbred, mind you!

And here you are so large and heavy that I can scarcely
lift you, you dear old mongrel, you!

You had such a queer little round head, with blue eyes
and wrinkled little ears all folded close up to your head, and
you just lay still and blinked, and somebody said that you
seemed stupid for three months old.

Then I felt in your mouth and I found that you had no
teeth at all, and I knew that you weren’t three weeks old,
you baby. ~.

I put you down on the bed and your little curling toe-nails
caught in the blanket, and you sprawled about on your weak,
wabbling little legs until you cuddled up by my neck and
went to sleep.

Of course you’ve forgotten, but I haven’t; for when one
~ is ill the days seem terribly empty; and you were something
to think about, you know, and I watched your development
with great interest.

This is the way you grew to be a great dog. Your blunt
little nose gradually lengthened into that long, slender muz-
zle that you are nestling into my hand. Those silly, useless-

* Marie More Marsh : Chicago Times.
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looking things on each side of your head unfolded into the
saucy ears that you are listening with now. Your eyes turned
from baby-blue to brown, and grew earnest and expressive.
Your wrinkly, puzzled-looking forehead became smooth, and
your foolish little tail that had always stuck straight up in
the air learned a language which I soon understood.

A slow wag expressed sympathy, a gentle rap-rap showed
contentment, a wild, double-quick motion meant extreme joy.
~ Through all those days of suffering you knew when I felt

the worst. When hope seemed folly, and encouragement idle
words, your eyes would look so steadily into mine, and your
tail would wag very slowly, and your little warm tongue
would lick the tears away, you faithful little beast.

I remember I was glad when you shed your puppy teeth,
for then we could guess somewhere near your age.

But that was ever and ever so long ago, old fellow, and
you are beginning to get gray about the ears now, and so
am I; and we don’t care to have people guessing at our ages
now—do we, Doggie?

But we are very happy if we are growing old—you, and
Jack, and I. Bright days are here at last.

The weariness and pain are gone, and health and strength
have come instead.

Many are the pleasant walks we three take through the
woods and fields. Only you don’t run as fast as you did, nor
chase every living thing.that you see.

You follow right at our heels now, and Jack and I keep
closer together than we used to; and somehow I hope that
we shall always be near together—we three—so that when—

Why, Doggie, you’re fast asleep!

And Jack—what,—crying?
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THE LITTLE GOLD NUGGET*

It was given to Effie to take care of. It was not a great
prize, for it weighed only seven ounces; but it represented
the only result of a strong man’s toil for many weeks, and,
as nuggets go, it was considered by no means a bad “find.”

John Archer decided that the nugget would be safer in his
little daughter’s keeping than in his own. There were thieves
and lawless men at this new gold rush, as at all new gold
rushes, and they would know of his prize. They would
probably try to annex it. They would search all sorts of
cunning hiding-places in the neighborhood of his tent; they
might even creep. into the hut at night, to feel under his pil-
low and among his rough bedding for the yellow earth that
folk hate each other for. If he caught the thief he would
shoot him, but better not to run the risk of losing his treas-
ure. And so he gave it to Effie to put in her old work-box.
The thieves of the T diggings would be too cunning to
think of examining such an improbable hiding-place.

“You must take great care of it, darling,” said John
Archer. “It is for your mother.” And Effie stowed the
little nugget away in a corner of the old work-box—which
had been her mother’s—under the cotton and the socks she
was darning for her father. She felt duly weighted with
the responsibility. She knew that this yellow earth was of
great value, for her father, leaving her mother, who was very
delicate, with some friends in Brisbane, had come a long,
weary way to find it, and she had seen his sorrow, his de-
spair, as day after day he had eagerly worked with pick and
spade, without finding what he sought.

Having hidden the little nugget away, Effie came out of
the hut to look round and see if any one was near who might
have seen her. No. No one was near who might have seen
her—only Billy the black—King Billy, the Aboriginal mon-
arch, who loved rum and tobacco, and who was chopping
some firewood for her. King Billy evidently had not seen,
for he was wielding the axe with quite exceptional vigor;
and if Billy had seen it wouldn’t have mattered very much,
for Effie trusted him,

* A tale of the Australian gold diggings. By C. Haddon Chambers.
In Oak Bough and Wattle Blossom.
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This little girl’s reason for trusting King Billy, the black,
was somewhat strange, and is worthy of being recorded. She
trusted him because she had been kind to him.

But Effie was only twelve.

As the child stood in the broad light, her tumbled hay-
hued hair kissed and illumined by the bold rays of the sun,
and her round, trustful blue eyes shaded from the glare by
two little brown hands, watching King Billy at his work, a
flock of laughing jackasses alighted in a neighboring gum-
tree and set up a demoniac cachinnation. What made the
ill-omened birds so madly merry ? What was the joke?
Effie’s trust ? Billy’s gratitude ? They failed to explain;
but their amusement was huge and sardonic.

“Drive them away, Billy,” cried Effie, and the obedient
king dropped his axe and threw a faggot of wood at the tree,
which stopped the laughter and dispersed the merry-makers.

“Billy tired now,” said the black, grinning—"“too much
work—plenty wood,"” and he pointed to the result of his labor.

“Yes, that will be enough, thank you. You’re a good boy.
I’ll give you some tobacco.”

“Billy’s thirsty.”

“Then you shall have some tea.”

“No tea. Rum.”

“No, Billy. Rum isn’t good for you.”

“Good for miners; good-for Billy.”

“No, it’s not good for miners,” said Effie, emphatically;
‘it makes them fight and say wicked things.”

“Makes black feller feel good,” declared Billy, rolling
his dusky eyes. :

This last argument was effective. Effie went into her hut
—her father had returned to his work—and poured a little
spirits from John Archer’s flask into a “pannikin.” Billy
drank the spirits with rolling eyes, smacked his lips, and
then lay down in the shadow of the hut to sleep.

The long afternoon passed very slowly for Effie. Her few
trifling duties as housekeeper were soon done. The little
hut was tidied, and the simple evening meal prepared; and
some hours must pass before her father returned. How could
she pass the time? She had only two books—a Bible and a
volume of stories for little girls, which she had won as a prize
at school in Brisbane. But she was too young to appreciate
the first, especiaily as the type, being very small, it was
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difficult reading, and she had grown beyond appreciating the
stories for little girls, having known them by heart three years
before. She would like to have slept. Everything around her
suggested and invited the siesta—the steady heat; the bright-
ness of the light without the hut; the distant murmur of
miners’ voices which came from beyond yonder belt of wattle
gums; the monotonous hum of the locusts in the forest; the
occasional fretful cry of a strange bird, and the regular
snores of the fallen king who slumbered in the shade of the
hut. Even the buzz of the annoying flies assisted the gen-
eral effect and brought drowsiness.

~ To remain still for a few minutes would have meant in-
evitably falling asleep. Effie felt this, and remembered the
little gold nugget. If she slept, some thief might come and
take it. And so she put on her hat, and, forsaking the seduc-
tive cool and shade of the hut, went out into the brightness
and heat.

Archer’s hut stood on the edge of the valley, over against
the foot of the blue, heavily-timbered hills. About fifty yards
distant from it, hidden among the trees, was a high moss-
grown rock, at the base of which Effie had discovered the
smallest and sweetest of natural springs. Thither the child

ran—looking back often to see that no one approached the

hut in her absence—to bathe her face. In a few minutes she

“returned, drying her face in her apron, and shaking her wet
hair in the sun. No one had come; but King Billy was now
awake, and was slouching lazily off toward the bush. Effie
laughed as she saw him—his great head bent forward, and
his thin, narrow shoulders bowed. She laughed to think of
his laziness, and that he should look so tired after such a
very little wood-chopping.

She was still laughing at King Billy as she opened the old
work-box to take another peep at the yellow treasure, and to
make quite sure that the heat hadn’t melted it away. And
it was quite slowly that the laugh died from the pretty eyes
and mouth—quite slowly, because of the moments it took to
realize and accept a misfortune so terrible—when she lifted
the coarse socks and looked and saw no little gold nugget—
saw nothing. Then horror and great fear grew in the blue
eyes, and pale agony crept over the childish face and made
it old, and the poor little heart seemed to stop beating.

Effie said nothing, and made no cry; but she closed her
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eyes tightly for a moment, and looked in the box again.
No, it was no illusion; the little nugget was not there—the
first gold her father had found, which had been intrusted to .
her care, which was to have been taken to her mother—it
was gone. She put down the box, quite quietly, and walked
out into the day; but the sun was shining very strangely and
mistily now, and the blue sky had grown black; and the trees
seemed to move weirdly; and the locusts had ceased hum-
ming from fear; but the strange bird was somewhere near,
shrieking brokenly, “What will father say? What will
father say ?”

But as the child stood there, despairing, her sight grew
clearer, and she saw a black figure among the trees, and she
was conscious of a pair of dusky eyes watching her through
the leaves. Then only she remembered, and she knew who
had done this cruel thing. King Billy! And she had been
kind to him. Effie suddenly burst into passionate sobbing.
The black figure still hovered among the trees, often chang-
ing its position, and the dusky eyes still peered through the
leaves. And the laughing jackasses flew down to the old
tree again, and laughed more madly than before—laughed
at Effie’s trust—at Billy’s gratitude!

* * * ® * *

It was ten o’clock, and darkness and quiet reigned in John
Archer’s hut. Over among the tents behind the wattle gums
a few gamblers and heavy drinkers were still awake, and
their voices, raised in anger or ribald merriment, might oc-
casionally have been faintly heard from the hut. But Archer,
who had sown his wild oats, was a true worker; and he had
his little daughter, for whose sake he had built the hut
away from the noisy camp.

Archer had come home late and weary, as usual, had eaten
his supper, and gone to rest without, to Effie’s intense relief,
speaking of the little gold nugget. The child was afraid to
speak of the loss, and she was not without vague hopes that
a beneficent providence would restore the nugget during the
darkness, and save her from this great trouble.

For this she prayed very earnestly before she lay down to
sleep. Or did she sleep at all that night? She never quite
knew. But she thinks that it was then that she first experi-
enced that terrible, purgatorial condition which is neither
wakefulness nor sleep, when the body and mind are weary
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enough to bring the profound sleep which they require, but
which the brain is too overladen and too cruelly active to
.allow; when dreams seem realities and realities dreams. It
must have been a dream when she saw something small and
yellow float through the tiny window on the ghostly silver
moonbeams. And yet, when, having closed her eyes, she
opened them again, it was still there hovering about in the
darkness—Iless bright now, and with a pale yellow halo.
But it faded quite away; it was a cruel, mocking dream.

Then was it a dream when the old curtain, which divided
her corner of the hut from her father’s, moved near the
ground—bulged slightly toward her? It would be curious
to see, and she lay still. From under the curtain seemed to
come a thin arm, and slowly, cautiously, after the arm a
head with a great shock of hair. And the moonbeams just
touched a face—I think they kissed it, though it was black,
for they found in a black hand the little yellow object which
had floated in the first dream.

It was all so real, so beautiful, that the child lay still,
scarce daring to breathe, lest the vision should melt away;
and when in her dream came the voice of her father, with the
words, “Speak, or I'll fire,” her lips refused to open.

But it was no dream when the shot came, and the Black
King rolled over on the earth,dead, with the little gold nug-
get he had come to restore pressed in the death-agony against
his heart, where, too, was a little gold.

And the laughing birds in the old tree, startled from their
sleep by the shot, laughed once more, wildly and madly, at
Billy’s honesty; but there was bitterness in their merriment,
for their master, the devil, had been cheated of the soul of
a Black King:
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THE INCONSOLABLE WIDOW *

IN THE MONCEAU PARK DISTRICT.

Time, 2 P.M. Place, a small room next to madame's bedroom. Madame's
husband kas died during the night, and early in the morning madame sum-
moned, by numerous telegrams, the various persons who appear. She has
not obtained her mourning, and wears an old evening dress of black satin
embroidered with jet, with a waist improvised out of a black lace scarf.
Everything is indifferent to her. She is cast down. She speaks in sighs,
replies in onomatopes; but she was so much attached to her husband and
their married life was so exemplary that she wishes to give kim a splendid
Suneral. Ske undertakes the whole business herself. In spite of her grief
she accepts the services of nobody, but decides to attend to the whole affair.

The Widow [stretched upon a long chair supported by nu-
merous cushions, to the dressmaker. She is hardly audible;
her voice is like one long wail]—Whatever you wish and
anything you wish. You know better than I do what I want.
Only I would like to have one of the dresses as soon as possi-
ble; say to-morrow morning. I can’t bear to see myself in
this one. The last time that I wore it [she sobs] it was at
the bal de 1’Opera with my poor husband. [She takes her
pocket handkerchief and wipes her eyes.] We had dined with
the Lalgarades, and we decided to go to the bal de 1I’Opera.
I even had on this mantilla. Now, won’t you let me have
the dress to-morrow morning?

The Young Person from the Dressmaker—Certainly, ma-
dame. We can try on the corsage this evening.

The Widow—I don’t feel strong enough for that. It will
fit well enough.

The Person from the Dressmaker [after a few moments’
hesitation]—How about the sleeves ? Shall they be tight-
fitting or wide? [Seeing that she does not reply.] The
sleeves ?

The Widow—Ah, yes, the sleeves. [She sighs.] He
couldn’t bear to see me with leg-of-mutton sleeves. Every-
thing you do will be well done, provided I haven’t got to
trouble myself with it.

‘The Person from the Dressmaker—We might be able to
follow the last measurements in the dress vieux paon that
fitted so well.

The Widow [with a far-off look in her eyes]—The-dress
vieux paon. :

* La Vie Parisignne : N. Y. Sun Translation.
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[Enter the waitingmaid. The Young Person from .the
dressmaker retires.]

- The Waitingmaid—They have sent from the liveryman.
The messenger wishes to know if madame can receive him.

The Widow—Let all the persons to whom I have sent tele-
grams this morning come in. It isn’t M. Mulhtropcher?

The Waitingmaid—No, madame, it is one of the employees
of his house.

The Widow—Let him come in. I am glad it is not Mulh-
tropcher. I prefer to speak to people who have not known
my poor husband.

[Enter the employee of Mulhtropcher ]

The Person from the Liveryman—Madame——

The Widow—Are the carriages at your place?

The Person from the Liveryman—They have just arrived.
We will drape the coupé for the day after to-morrow.

The Widow—TI know nothing of what is done, and I must
depend entirely upon you. You prefer the coupé to the lan-
dau? He liked the landau so much; it was after his design.

The Person from the Liveryman—The coupé should fol-
low. It is the vehicle that is used.

The Widow—He never went into it. He detested to be
shut up. Nothing but the most abominable weather could
induce him to return with me from the opera. He only liked
his phaeton., You will have very thick crape upon the lan-
terns, will you not, so that the lights can scarcely be visible?

The Person from the Liveryman—Can we not also put
crape inside on the windows? That is very much the fashion
in England now.

The Widow—Crape inside on the windows? Oh, certainly,
then we won’t have to meddle with the blinds. I like that
better. I must say that I have always been shocked at
seeing a carriage with the blinds lowered following a hearse.

The Person from the Liveryman—We can also drape the
inside of the carriages with black satin.

The Widow—Can you have it finished day after to-morrow?

The Person from the Liveryman—Certainly, madame.
We will only attend to the draping. Plain black satin. The
interior of the carriage seen through the crape on the windows
makes an extraordinary effect.

[The employee salutes profoundly and retires. The wait-
ingmaid brings in another person who looks more like an
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attaché of the English Embassy than the clerk of a great
livery-tailor’s establishment. ]

The Widow—Monsieur

The Person from Mr. Sutton—Madame, I have come from
Mr. Sutton.

The Widow—I want to ask what I oughtt o do for the live-
ries during my mourning, and for the funeral of my husband.

The Person from Mr. Sutton—For the coachman, a black
overcoat and black trousers. For the others, the coat, waist-
coat, trousers black, white cravats.

The Widow— But during the first year?

The Person from Mr. Sutton—Trousers black and cravat
white. Aiglets in black linen. Powder can only be resumed
at the end of the year, when they put on white gloves.

The Widow—Then for the ceremony black gloves of
course? Glossed or plain?

The Person from Mr. Sutton—Glossed. The family only
wear black suede.

The Widow—DPlease be good enough to arrange with the
coachman and my steward.

[The person from Mr. Sutton retires. The waitingmaid
ushers in another gentleman completely dressed in black
with a great overcoat, eminently appropriate. ]

The Widow [recognizing her picture framer]—It is you,
yourself! You have learned of the misfortune that has fallen
upon me, and I requested you to come to me. It will be
necessary to wrap the large portrait of my husband by Bonnat
in a veil of crape, quite simple, as simple as possible.

Picture Framer—With a few bouquets of immortelles?

The Widow—Oh, no! No immortelles; there would be
too much of Victor Hugo about that. I will have at the foot
of the portrait a large cushion, the full length of the frame,
and a pheenix at the right and left. It will also be necessary
to remove the two or three water-colors, you know; the large
one which is over the piano especially. They are a little
too cheerful. I was at a funeral lately, and in the house
everybody was looking at the picture of a little woman, com-
pletely naked, getting carried up into the clouds by a big, -
savage butterfly. You will put the water-colors in the little
room, which will be closed after to-morrow. I will only
keep open the drawing-room salon and the gallery.

Picture Framer—Madame also spoke about a frame.
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The Widow—1In a few days. You will go to Mr. X. [She
dries her eyes.] He is making a sketch of my poor husband.
You can arrange with him.

[The picture framer retires. The waitingmaid brings in
one of the workmen from madame’s shoemaker.]

The Widow [to the waitingmaid]—Bring down two pairs
of shoes; the last that they made for me. [To the shoe-
maker.] I must have a pair of shoes immediately. I have
no mourning shoes. Dark kid, eh?

The Person from the Shoemaker—Oh, no, madame. For
heavy mourning we only employ dark suéde.

The Widow—Very well, dark su¢de. You will also please
blacken the soles. I know nothing so ugly or so shocking
as to see yellow soles when one is in heavy mourning with
one’s feet on the cushions. [The waitingmaid comes back
with two little pairs of shoes in her hand.] You will per-
form the same operation for these two pairs. [The shoemaker
goes out. Enter the corset maker.]

The Person from the Corset Maker—I beg a thousand par-
dons, madame, for being late, but at the present moment
Madame Leoty is absent, and I have to take her place. I
have come to say to madame how much we feel—I tele-
graphed immediately to madame—madame needs something.

The Widow—I want one corset immediately. You can
make the others at leisure. I haven’t one suitable at pres-
ent. Of course, it must be black. I would wish to have a
plain, dull stuff, and above all things no satin, nothing that
is loud. It is so troublesome to hear the noise of the new
corset when one is weeping.

The Person from the Corset Maker—Yes, madame, I un-
derstand perfectly, and I will put in it, as we always do,
little pieces of elastic for sobs.

[She retires and the maid comes back.]

The Widow—What is it now?

The Waitingmaid—Madame, it is the photographer. He is
here with his apparatus. Shall I show him into monsieur’s
room?

The Widow—Tell him to come and speak to me. I have
not the courage to go into the room of my poor husband. I
would be afraid to trouble Mr. X., who has been kind enough
to let me have a last souvenir

[Enter the photographer.]

' 4
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The Widow—Monsieur, they will conduct you into the
room of my husband. You will find Mr. X. there at his bed-
side. I want you to catch the last impression of his features
for me. I am very much obliged to Mr. Nadar. I know
that this is altogether outside of the usage of his house.

The Person from Mr. Nadar—He places himself entirely
at your disposal.

The Widow—I would wish a few proofs. The bust, natu-
ral size, for the family, and then the others smaller, and the
bed complete. When the drawing of Mr. X. is finished, I
will want you to photograph that also, very pale.

The Person from Mr. Nadar—A proof upon ivory?

The Widow—Just so. My maid will now show you the
room while there is still light. _

[The photographer retires.]

The Widow—I'm completely exhausted! One could not
imagine all that there is to do!" [She uses her little flask
of lavender salts. There is a knock.] Who is there?

The Waitingmaid—Madame, it is the rector’s assistant.
He says that madame wrote to the rector.

The Widow—I wrote to the rector? Do you remember
that I sent a dispatch to the rector? Ask him to come up.
My poor husband often said to me, “If I die before you,
neither the march of Chopin nor the air of Stradella >

[Enter the assistant minister.]

The Person from the Rector—Madame

The Widow—Monsieur, be good enough to sit down. I
am so sorry for having troubled you. It was to the organist,
rather, that I had to speak.

The Person from the Rector—Madame, if I could

The Widow—You will see him before the ceremony?

The Person from the Rector—I will see him at once. He
is at this moment in the church, where the artists of the opera
who are to sing at the service are rehearsing.

The Widow—I will be extremely obliged to you if you
will tell him not to play Chopin’s funeral march nor to have
the air of Stradella sung. My poor husband could not bear
them. He made me promise

The Person from the Rector—Nothing easier. We can
replace the march of Chopin by that of Beethoven.

The Widow—Neither could he bear that. He was an offi-
cer, and every time that one of his comrades was buried
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The Person from the Rector—Generally these marches——

The Widow—That’s just the reason.

The Person from the Rector—We have a religious march
of Ambrose Thomas, less known, but which pleases generally.

The Widow—Ambrose Thomas was his déte noir. He only
came in time for the. ballet of “ Hamlet,” and, indeed, very
often we gave up our box at the opera. [After a moment’s
reflection.] There was one thing that he adored, and that
is the march which is found in the “ Wanderer ” of Schubert.

The Person from the Rector—? 77 ? ?

The Widow—You don’t know it! It is magnificent. I
have it here in the volume of Peters. [She rises and goes
over to the music case.] Here itis. You will show it to
the organist. As it is very short, he can, by seeing it before-
hand, make a paraphrase. [She hunts through the volume,
turns down a leaf, and hands the book to the abbé.]

The Person from the Rector—As for Pie Jésu, to replace
the air of Stradella, which is certainly a little known, we
have some from Faure.

The Widow—From Faure! My dear sir, what did my poor
husband ever do to you? That would be a posthumous pen-
ance, and altogether too severe. [She considers for a mo-
ment.] What he adored above all things was the Danse
Macabre, the Adieux de I’hdtesse Arabe, by Bizet. He was
never tired of hearing it. Every time that I went to the
piano the Adtesse Arabe and Carmen were his two passions.
Of course, I know that for a Pie Jésu—say to your organist
" that T will depend upon him. But nothing from Thomas or
Faure. In old music let him search through Mozart or Ber-
lioz, Schuman or Wagner. Of course, you understand, Mon-
sieur I’Abbé, that at such a moment as this——

The Person from the Rector [rising and carrying off the
volume of Peters]—Madame, I will communicate your in-
structions.

The Widow—Accept all my apologies for the trouble I
have put you to. [He retires.| That is an inspiration from
heaven. Just fancy if they had played the march from Cho-
pin and sung the air of Stradella!

[The Waitingmaid enters.]

The Widow—What is it now?

[The waitingmaid, seeing madame in tears, does not dare
to speak.]
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The Widow—What do you want?

The Waitingmaid [still embarrassed]—They have sent
from the undertaker. The employee says that madame wrote
this morning to come without delay. A

The Widow—Oh, yes. Let him come up. Haven't they
also sent from the florist’s?

The Waitingmaid—Yes, madame; the messenger is below,
and is also waiting.

The Widow—There is not enough light. Bring the lamps,
and let them come up.

The Waitingmaid—DBoth together ?

The Widow—Yes, I have to speak to them together. I
wonder why I did not receive a reply to the dispatches which
I sent to Cannes and to Trouville. [Enter the florist and a
young man sent from the undertaker.]

The Widow [to the waitingmaid]—aAre there no dispatches?

The Waitingmaid—There are so many that I didn’t dare—

The Widow—-Bring them to me. I am expecting two.
[To the florist.] Have you received my dispatch? You will
have time enough. It is for the day after to-morrow.

The Person from the Florist [taking a dlspatch from his
pocket-book]—Seventeen crowns.

The Widow—Yes, each servant must send a crown. They
will charge them to me, but each servant and the porters
must send crowns. Of course they must not all be alike.

The Florist—Tea roses and marguerites. Marguerites
among the tea roses. [The waitingmaid brings in the dis-
patches to her mistress, who reads them with emotion.] '

The Widow—Ah! here is the reply from Cannes. The
gardener of my villa telegraphs to me that the mimosas are
in blossom. Therefore you need not put in any mimosas.
I will have an enormous crown of them sent by my people,
and on a ribbon, printed in silver, the words: “To Our Ex-
cellent Master.” [She reads another dispatch.| This is
from my villa at Trouville. They will also send me a crown
of hortensias and gloires de Dijon. That will make nineteen
crowns, two of them of extraordinary size sent by Cannes and
Trouville., How will you manage to carry them?

The Person from the Undertaker—We must have wagons.
We generally count six crowns for a wagon, but as those
from Cannes and Trouville will be enormous we can put them
in two little separate wagons.
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The Widow—And the wagons, how are they to be?

The Person from the Undertaker—Quite simple, draped in
black; upon the hearse one cross, from you, about us long
as—— [The widow weeps.] All in mauve orchids.

[The waitingmaid brings in another dispatch. The widow
reads it and bursts into tears. ]

The Widow—The stearine factories send me their condo-
lences and announce the coming on the day after to-morrow
of two deputations from the establishments and two immense
crowns, to be carried by twelve of the oldest employees [she
weeps], and the other by twenty-four [she sobs]—little or-
phans. The engineers will also send their private crowns.
I think about a dozen wagons—don’t you think so, sir?

The Person from the Undertaker—There will be time
enough if madame:

The Widow [to the florist}—Won’t you be kind enough to
look into the glass house and see if there are two pheenixes
fine enough to place before the portrait of my husband, on
each side of the cushion of violets? If not, you can send
me two to-morrow, and as high as possible; won’t you, please?
[The two gentlemen go out. The widow again takes the
dispatch sent from the factory, and again reads it attentively.
It is 7 o’clock.]

The Chambermaid [entering] — Madame, Miss Camilla
wishes to know if she can present her respects to madame. It
was impossible for her to come sooner.

The Widow—Let her come in. I can’t understand why
I'm not dead. [The young person enters. ]

The Young Person from the fancy linen store—Desiring to
come myself and personally tell you how much my mistress
is concerned for the trouble which has come upon you

The Widow—It is dreadful. Nobody could have foreseen
such a catastrophe. I haven’t energy enough for anything.
You have received my note? You will send what I will need
for to-morrow; you know what I want better than I do.

The Young Person—Precisely, but I wish to ask

The Widow—To ask me anything! Everything that you
do will be done well. I have absolutely nothing to put on
in the matter of mourning linen.

The Young Person—It is already ordered. Everything
will be in black cambric, with a little Chantilly lace, very
simple and no higher than that.
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The Widow—But the ribbons—Bear in mind that I must
not have anything loud.

The Young Person—All the ribbons for heavy mourning
are in peau de soie. [After a moment’s hesitation.] Now for
the linen for half-mourning? Madame would do well to look

" out for that beforehand.

The Widow—The half-mourning! How can you speak to
me of half-mourning? Can I ever quit the deep mourning of
misfortune? [She weeps.]

The Young Person—I know it, madame; I never had a
doubt of it; but I have not succeeded in making myself un-
derstood. I mean the linen for half-mourning that is worn
after the first six months. It is in white cambric with a
Chantilly border. If I spoke of it to madame it was because
the work is so delicate, and in order to have it done as I
would wish to have it done for madame it would take at least
six months. I hope you will pardon me——

The Widow—I can count upon a dozen or two of pocket
handkerchiefs for to-morrow? ,

The Young Persen—Certainly, madame, you will have a
dozen to-morrow morning; we will work all night. [She
salutes and retires. ]

The Widow [alone]—Who next? I'm dead! It seems to
me that I have something else. Oh! my goodness, what
was I going to do? [She gets up and runs to the writing-
table.] I forgot to notify the Grandmenils of the death of
my husband. I gave them my box for this evening, and now
they might ‘€asily suppose that I only gave it to them because
my husband was dead. Seven o’clock! Well, a messenger
must carry it. [She writes.]

The Footman enters—Madame, dinner is now ready.

The Widow [without turning round and continuing her
writing]—I will be down in a moment. I'm writing a letter.
Tell monsieur to commence without me. :

[The footman remains nailed to the floor. Madame, be-
coming aware of her absent-mindedness, falls back on her
chair, bursts into tears, then takes the photograph of her
husband, before her in a little frame, and covers it with kisses.]
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ETCHINGS: COMPANIONSHIP*

I was sailing from Hamburg to London in a smal] steamer.
There were two passengers, myself and a little female mon-
key of the Tustiti race. A Hamburg merchant was sending
her as a gift to an English correspondent of his. She was
bound by a slender chain to one of the benches of the quar-
ter-deck, and struggled and squealed like a bird. Every time
that I passed near her she stretched out to me her black, cold
paw, and looked at me with her almost human eyes sadly.

I took her paw and she soon ceased to squeal and struggle.

We were in the midst of a full calm. The sea was out-
stretched like a motionless lead-colored cloth., It appeared
not to be large; a dense fog had lowered itself upon us, even
enfolding the tops of the masts, blinding and wearying the
sight with its slimy darkness. The sun hung, like a dark red
stain, amid these shadows, with a strange, mysterious glow.

Long straight furrows, like the folds of a heavy silken
fabric, ran from the bow of the steamer, widened and widened,
finally levelled themselves and, trembling, disappeared. The
beaten foam was churned under the wheels which broke
the waters uniformly; it became white as cloth cleft intc
meandering waves, swallowed up by the darkness.

A bell at the helm, ringing ceaselessly, sounded a lament
more tiresome than that of the monkey. Now and then a
dog-fish came to the surface, and after a few leaps he went
under the troubled waters again.

And the captain, a taciturn man with a bronzed and gloomy
face, smoked his short pipe and spat angrily into the sea. He
spoke, grumbling short words. It was, perforce, necessary to
turn to my only companion on the voyage—the monkey.

I placed myself near her. She ceased to shriek and again
stretched out her paw to me.

The motionless fog enwrapped us with a narcotic dampness,
and immersed in the same unconscious meditation we re-
mained beside each other as if we were dearest friends.

I smile now, but at the time I had very different feelings.

We are all children of the same mother; and I was glad
that the poor animal was tranquillized, relying upon me as
trustfully as upon a blood relation of its own.

*Senila of Turgenieff: E. C.: For Short Stories.
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AUNT CLEM’'S RECEPTION *

In the parlor, where the open coffin rested on a bier, the
women folk gathered, conversing of the virtues of the de-
ceased in hushed whispers, and predicting that “ Clementina
would miss that sweet, sweet creature now she was gone.”

To Betty, sorrowing alone in her own room, came Mammy
Lar, announcing that her aunt was waiting for her at the top
of the stairs to descend and go with the funeral cortége to the
graveyard. Her aunt, a tall figure, clad like herself in a
black ¢7épe veil that hid her face, took her hand and they
descended together.

The ceremony was conveyed to Betty in a series of vivid
impressions, for, as is often the case, the sense of grief was
temporarily forgotten and blunted by the break in its monot-
ony and the exciting presence of a crowd.

Betty felt the clinging dampness of the air as, still holding
her aunt’s hand, they passed directly behind the bier into the
yellow grass of the garden. Through her veil the day looked
darker than before as they stood by the open grave, while
Dr. Wells in his white surplice read the impressive burial
service. Half-ashamed at her own distraction, the words
fell unheeded on her ear.

She saw the lowering sky that seemed to cling to the dull
earth, the turbid waters below the bank, and, in the fore-
ground, barren trees and naked flowerstalks; even the matted
chrysanthemums, discolored with mould, and one pallid rose-
bud that clung to its stem and shivered in the wind that
blew, chilling the bare heads of the men, and sending into
the group around the grave swirls of rustling leaves.

“So also is the resurrection of the dead. It is sown in
corruption, it is raised in incorruption: it is sown in dis-
honor, it is raised in glory,” read Dr. Wells.

Suddenly Miss Clem’s hand on hers tightened and tight-
ened in a grasp that almost caused her to cry aloud with pain.

She looked aside at her aunt, and, through the thickness

*From ‘‘Betty, a Last Century Love Story,” by Anna Vernon Dorsey.
United States Book Co. Elizabeth Vaughn, an orphan girl, lives during the
Revolutionary War on an old Maryland homestéad with two maiden aunts,
Aunt Barbara is the gentle housekeeper, while the masculine Miss Clemin-
tina, in coat and jack-boots, manages the farm. The story opens with the
burial of Aunt Barbara who had been found dead in her bed. '
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of the two veils, saw that gaunt face set and rigid, with eyes
that glared from under knotted brows, pained and frantic.

“For this corruptible must put on incorruption, and this
mortal must put on immortality.”

Again the clasp tightened as if her hand were in an iron
vise. The pained blood numbed her arm and settled like a
weight on her heart, and a double blackness hid the world.

“Dust to dust, ashes to ashes.”

Through the mist of pain clouding her senses came the
sound of falling earth on the coffin lid, a wild whirry of wind
as a few heavy drops pattered on the dry leaves. |,

Still clasped in that cruel bondage they walked to the
- house and Betty felt herself ascending the stairs. At the
second landing she was free, staggering and sinking upon
the step, while her aunt, veiled and silent, moved away.

“ Aunt,” called Betty.

The tall figure looming in the hall above did not stay.

“Leave me in peace,” she cried, disappearing into her
own room.

Anxious to escape from the approaching storm, carriage
after carriage rolled off and the crowd rapidly departed.

The rain lasted for several days, shutting out, like a veil,
all save the garden and near view of the meadows, with their
rows of pointed haystacks over which blindly driven gusts
swept, beating on the roof over Betty’'s head at night, and
trickling from eaves with a monotony that was like a voice
singing to her in a language she could not understand.

During the days that followed the funeral Miss Clem did
not appear, and there was little occupation for Betty save to
endeavor to interpret this same unceasing murmur that fol-
lowed her as she went from room to room.

She sat in the parlor two evenings after the funeral, curled
up in a big arm-chair. One of the silver sconces of the mir-
ror was lighted, blending with the deeper glow of the
logs throughout the room. She was worn out with grief, and
resting in a reaction of emotion that left her tranquil. Love
seemed far away. Still, weary in mind and body as she was,
it was good to think of Tom her sweetheart alive and strong,
somewhere in the night, loving her.

From blissful oblivion she was roused by a noise in the
hall. Starting up, flushed and half-conscious, she saw the
door open. On the threshold stood her aunt, a fantastic figure,
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clad in a short green silk in the fashion of twenty years be-
fore, with huge hoops displaying red, high-heeled slippers.
Her skinny, yellow neck was bare, and a tall head-dress
covered with lace adorned her hair. She waved a peacock-
feather fan to and fro, beckoning to some one in the hall
where there was nothing to be seen, except Mammy bearing
a candle, the light of which fell on her bright kerchief and
dark face contorted in making signs that Betty, half-dazed,
could not understand.

“Enter, friends,” said Miss Clem, waving to the sup-
posititious persons, “ Rise, girl, and courtesy to the guests.
Here are your father and mother and Mr. De Courcy, who
have come to spend the evening with us.”

Her aunt was insane! This was the solution of the con-
vulsive grip at the funeral.

With stern dignity, her eyebrows knotted and expression
wild, Miss Clem motioned the imaginary guests to be seated.

“Converse with thy parents, child. I will sit here and
speak to Bentley De Courcy, for it is long since I have seen
him. Was it yesterday or years ago?”

Fear settled on Betty like a weight, a burden that would
not be shaken off. Feeling stifled and faint, she sank back
in a chair. Mammy stood beside her rubbing her hands.

“You mus’ humor her, honey. You mus’ humor her.”

“What'’s that you say?” demanded Miss Clem, quickly.

“I wuz jes’ tellin’ Mars Edward how well he’s lookin’.
Seems lak I ain’t seen him fur a long time.”

“Yes, but, Mammy,” said Miss Clem in a sharp whisper,
“do you mark the blood on Mr. De Courcy’s forehead, where
the horse hoof trampled his head—his bonny yellow hair that
used to be my pride? ”

“Don’t go, don’t leave me,” said Betty as Mammy moved
toward the door.

“Yer got to humor her. Don’t be afraid, chile, she won’t
hurt yer. I’ll stan’ outside de do’.”’

The firelight flickered on Miss Clem’s grotesque figure,
throwing it into bold relief against the background of a
shadowy corner, where there was vaguely defined the back of
a straight damask chair, toward which, as she played with
her fan and spoke, she occasionally glanced uneasily.

“You must excuse my sister Barbara,” she said, looking
around apologetically, “she cannot see you to-night. I do
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not want her to hear me, but the truth is she’s sitting over
there in that corner. She’s just dead and not used to it yet,
poor silly thing, as we have been for so long. I have asked
her repeatedly to come out, but to no avail.”

Betty’s attention became fascinated on this one spot. In
her over-wrought state of mind the idea haunted her that in
the chair sat her Aunt Barbara, looking as when she had last
seen her, with waxen bandaged face and half-closed eyes.
The moments passed like hours,

How long it was she never knew, but at length Miss Clem,
having finished her whispered discourse with Mr. De Courcy,
began to address the company in a voice that changed and
ran through the gamut of feeling.

“You ask me,” she said, “ news of the world you have been
hid away so long from, thinking that you must have forgot-
ten. Well, I will tell you, but in confidence, for you must
know that it is only we—you who are dead, and I whom they
call crazy—that see clearly how all things are tending. First,
you ask me what is this life. Hearken! The world is an
island set in space, and above and below and around is a
mystery none can fathom. In the midst of this, coming into
being,are the atoms called men who are born blind—purblind.
Ay, listen! This miserable little spot which may be effaced
at any moment is swarming with blind, human worms, biting
and crawling over each other, and burrowing in the slime
whence they are generated.

“These worms are all mad about ambition or pride, and
call themselves this or that pompous, lying name. Then
they disappear and are seen no more, and the others keep
blindly scratching and biting—and they are all mad—mad—
mad!” She gave a short laugh. “You know I was always
given to thinking of these fantastic subjects—always whim-
sical. -What droll talks we used to hold in the old times! I
mind me of one evening we sat in the gloaming. The bats
were flying over the meadows. Honoria had on her knee a
sweet babe, and I was happy, for you were there, Bentley,
and you loved me. Who says that he did not love me? Yes,
grizzled and ill-favored as I am, I too have had my hey-day
of youth and folly.

“‘We will all meet again to visit the one that survives,’
said I, for I was a mad-cap girl given to vagaries—and we
are all here! Then, when Bentley rode away I walked with
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him to the hedge and bade him farewell. He held my rose
to his lips as he rode off, never to come again—never—for
the next day they found you on the road with your skull
crushed. O God! O my God! what I went through then,
for each of these countless human lives has a capacity for
enduring pain that is not gauged by its insignificance and
shortness of duration, but can be infinite. Oh, but had I the
power equal to my will, the earth would crack to its base,
and the stars, flashing with fire, would tear on in a mad dance
of death. On, on! faster, faster! How they wail and cringe,
these pitiful atomies! On, on, little world, into the calm of
the bottomless abyss of annihilation!” She paused a moment.
“No, you never came back, my love. In the long nights
I used to creep out and lie in the grass where we parted, and
look up to the stars waiting for you. I was an uncommon
fool when a girl. Sing? Ay,that will I,though I am hoarse.”
The keys of the harpsichord jangled under her touch. She
hesitated a moment and began to play a li%ely dancing tune,
changing abruptly into minor chords, as she began to sing
with a cracked voice:
¢ ¢‘ How far have ye come, my love,’ she said,
¢ Through the rain and cold and night?
Damp are the curls on thy bonny head,
And thy cheek is wan and white;
But like glow-worms on their earthly bed
Do thine eyes with love shine bright.

LNy

Why have ye tarried so long,’ she said,
* Since the night you rode away ?
The years have come and the years have sped;
I am grown so old and gray ;
And the lips you kissed then, fresh and red,
They can but mumble and pray.’

‘“* I come from out on the hill,’ be said,
‘ Where the snake and ground-rat dwell;
They held me fast in my chilly bed;
I could not come to thee well;
The light in mine eyes is the light of dread
Lit from the fires of hell.’

“ Ay, 'tis the light that burns within us all, smouldering
in the ashes of youth.”

The door opened and Mammy entered bearing a waiter.
“I thought the company mought like some ’freshment,” she
said, passing the waiter to the imaginary guests. ‘Now,
Marse Edward, yer take some er dat cordial. It’s mighty
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good. Miss Honoria, yer’ll relish dat rusk. Honey,” she
whispered to Betty, “take two or free pieces.” Betty shook
her head and looked at her with white, supplicating face.
She felt that she must have grown old in the. eternity that
had passed. Mammy was equal to the emergency.

“Laws sakes! Isyer all gwine home dis soon? Yer’ll have
a mighty bad night.” '

Miss Clem went through a profuse courtesying and leave-
taking, following Mammy, who held a candle, into the hall.

“Still sulky, Barbara?” she called out. “Will you, then,
stay there all night? Good-by.” '

Betty shuddered and walked backward out of the room, her
eyes fixed on the corner. They moved up-stairs, a strange
procession, Miss Clem majestic in her finery, Mammy bear-
ing the candle, and Betty, with pale face, peering into the
blackness. When they came to the open door of her own
room she crept in, shutting and bolting it behind her.

Undressing herself and crossing the room, she caught the
reflection of her white-robed figure in the mirror. She stood
trembling, unnerved, the unceasing voice of the rain mock-
ing her with elusive cadence. There was a sound of foot-
steps coming down the hall) stopping at the door. It was
Bab, who was lonely in the parlor, and had come to her.

“Lemme in, honey,” said Mammy’s voice. “What yer
doin’, standin’ hyar in yo’ bare feet, chile? Yer want ter
ketch yer def er cold? Jump inter bed,an’ lemme tuck yer in.”

The relief of the kind, human voice was too much. Betty
threw herself on the bed in a sort of nervous chill, where she
could shed no tear, but lay cold and trembling.

“Dere now, honey, be quiet. She’s bin dis way off 'n on,
ebber since Marse De Courcy died. She’ll git overitina
day or two, an’ be all right agin. Don’t yer tell nobody,
Miss Clem; nebber let no one know it. Plenty dese yere
pore white trash bin axin’ me, but I nebber tells 'em nuffin,
If she wuz fifty times crazier 'an she is, she’s Miss Vaughan,
better’n any they low-lived selves. Dere now,pore little lam’.”

Then Mammy, still patting the bedclothes, began to rock
to and fro in her chair, crooning a plantation hymn:

‘“ De stars in de elements am fallin’,
De moon shall turn inter blood,
But the chillun ob de Lord
Am comin’ home ter God.
Blessed am de name ob de Lord.”
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ETCHINGS: REFORMING THE MAJOR *

The major had been *“having ’em ” again; and we boys
who had held nightly vigil, turn-about, at the old fellow’s
snake-haunted and rodent-besieged bedside, were pretty well
tired out, and swore that the next time the old reprobate got
into his present condition he might go to—the hospital.

Such unimportant affairs as having to bail the old major
out of the lock-up, and to hustle around and take up a col-
lection to pay his ‘““drunk and disorderly " assessment, we
didn’t mind at all. But we felt that when a man has the
tangles once and doesn’t profit thereby, but keeps getting "em
he needs a reminder that radical reform on his part is the only
thing which can satisfy the outraged feelings of his friends.

So, as we sat in front of the hotel one evening—it was in
Leadville that the major’s latter years were spent (declining
years they were not, for he never refused)—having heard
the report of the physician, who pronounced the major per-
fectly convalescent and said he could come down-stairs the
next day, we were discussing plans for enforcing or otherwise
inducing reformation on the part of the bottle-scarred veteran.

One plan after another was rejected, when, by luck, we
saw a knot of small boys coming along the walk, eagerly in-
vestigating something one of them was carrying. Brice
caught a glimpse of it, and in another instant a small boy was
happy in the possession of a two-bit piece, and Brice, with a
small striped snake in his hands, was unfolding a scheme to us.

The next day was Sunday, which, I regret to say, was al-
ways passed in drinking, poker-playing, and other iniquitous
pastimes. We were playing cards, and the major, clothed in
his right mind, was in the game. Drinks were ordered, and
the tray was placed on a small table near the major, who
was intent upon his.cards. On the tray were the drinks—
and a small striped snake under the influence of chloroform.

The major looked at the tray and his eyes bulged; but he
did not faint, nor yell, nor swear off. He merely picked up
the snake and a glass of whiskey, and remarked mournfully:
“ Stripesy, I am grieved to see you in such company—it might
demoralize you. I'll remove temptation from your path.”

And so he did—to the last drop in the glass.

*R. L. Ketchum: For Short Stories,
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A MYSTERY OF THE SEA*

The narrative of the “ Rainier’s ” wreck is in pne mysterious
incident unparalleled in the history of sea misadventure.

Pathetic as are the usual tales of ocean disaster, of peril,
suffering, and heroism, this one is signalized by the claimed
operation of an occult agency which foretold and, to a slight
degree, aided the final rescuer.

The value of the evidence depends, of course, upon the
credibility of the witnesses and their object in uniting upon
the same testimony. One of these is Mr. Humphreys, mate
of the ship and an officer of unchallenged reputation; another
is his wife, the daughter of the “ Rainier’s "’ master, Captain
Morrison, and the remainder are seamen who could gain noth-
ing by agreeing to lie persistently in a matter which did not
affect their material interests, and who told their common
experience with a frankness and earnestness no cross-ex-
amination could tangle.

The indirect evidence rests upon the careful examination
made at the time and place by the officers of an American
man-of-war. I have questioned a number of these gentle-
men, and they agree that the story was confirmed in its es-
sentials by all the white people found on the island of Ujea,
and that the voyage of the captain and his part of the crew
as described by the so-called Spirit of Libogen was verified
when these mariners were subsequently found at Jaluit.

The narrative is given largely in the mate’s own language.
I have made a few changes in its order and have condensed
the preliminary story, leaving it unhampered by his descrip-
tions of shipboard life and of the island and people of Ujea.
I have no theory to advance, not even the hackneyed one that
here, as often before, the connecting link is left unexplained
and coincidences are mistaken for causes. Nor have I any
purpose in view save to give a favorite latter-day service yarn
a wider publicity than it has hitherto enjoyed.

* B * * * *

On the 12th of August, 1883, the American merchant ship
“ Rainier,” Bath built and of 2,000 tons burden, took her de-
parture from the Delaware capes bound for Kobe, in Japan.
Thirty-five days out the line was crossed, and in due time,

*J. D. Jerrold Kelly: New York Herald,
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when the forty-fifth degree of south latitude was reached, she
was hauled to the eastward for the long run of six thousand
miles across the Indian Ocean.

Upon the 144th day out, about three in the afternoon of the
3d of January, an island supposed to be Lae, one of the
Marshall group, was raised on the port bow, and a few hours
later it bore abeam, distant eight miles by cross-beatings.
As this marked a turning-point in the course the captain went
below, laid down his position on the chart, and then said to
. the mate: “ The course is now north-west and we are at least
clear of the islands, with nothing to trouble us until the shores
of Japan heave in sight.”

“The night,” writes Mr. Humphreys at this part of his
narrative, “ had grown dark, and the moon having set as eight
bells struck, there seemed to be an impenetrable darkness,
and the bright, twinkling stars had only commenced to show
themselves in the far-off sky. The watch was mustered and
relieved at eight bells, two men were sent on the top-gallant
forecastle for lookouts, and the first officer took charge of the
decks. As he walked aft he found the captain on deck with
a telescope trying to penetrate the gloomy darkness. Two
bells struck and the ship was staggering along under a heavy
press of canvas. The captain and mate stood on the weather
quarter when one said to the other:

“‘That white ridge ahead looks like breakers.’

“ At the same time the lookout’s cry was heard:

‘“‘Breakers ahead! Breakers ahead!’

‘It was a terrible cry, and one that every man in the ship
heard, for they came on deck in an instant. The captain
gave the order to the wheelman to ‘Hard a-starboard!’ The
first and third officers jumped and let go all the port braces,
but it was too late! The ship was in the midst of the break-
ers, and with a heavy crash struck on a coral reef.

“Orders were given and executed without delay and with-
out confusion. Yards were laid aback with the hope the ship
might back off with the assistance of anchors and hawsers out
astern, but the heavy seas striking against her stern like trip-
hammers and the crashing of timbers gave evidence that the -
‘Rainier’ was a doomed ship ; and to look at the seething mass
around, with the seas rolling on board, it presented rather a
gloomy prospect of any one being left to tell the tale.

“ As daylight approached the scene presented was a dismal
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one. As far as the eye could reach in either direction could
be seen a line of breakers, while in the dim distance a few
 small knolls of land appeared. As the sun showed itself above
the horizon white sails appeared in the far distance, which on
near approach proved to be canoes swarmed with dusky na-
tives coming down inside the lagoon, which is more properly
called atoll. Coral reefs are called atolls, and are generally
round or of an elliptic form and always have one or more
deep entrances. This atoll was thirty miles long, in the shape
of an ellipse, and was about five miles or so across from one
line of surf to the other. Inside was deep water, except now
and then when a coral tree would grow up to the surface and
spread out its branches like a palm leaf. The reef where
we landed was not dry, but had only a few inches of water at
" extreme low tide, but at high tide it was over a person’s head.
We were fortunate enough to land at low tide.

“The canoes were made fast to the coral, and the natives
came to the inside surf-line and commenced to shout and
gesticulate, which sent a chill of terror to the unfortunate
mariners clinging to a wreck that soon must go to pieces.”

Every effort was made to establish communication with the
shore, and finally, by the employment of a line travelling on
a hawser, the boats, stores and crew were sent clear of the
reef into the smooth lagoon. By this time the day was nearly
spent, and as the island, undistinguishable from the ship, was
ten miles distant, the king determined to make sail far home.

“ After many orders and much gesticulating the large mat
sails were hoisted, and each canoe took a boat in tow, the
king taking the captain’s boat. Away they sailed with great
speed and soon the tops of trees could be seen. These grad-
ually increased in size, until the canoes and boats reached an
island, which proved to be about three-quarters of a mile
long and oné-quarter of a mile wide, and was called Ujea.
It was covered with cocoanut trees to the water’s edge, pre-
senting on near approach to the eyes of the anxious ship-
wrecked people a tropical paradise. It did not take long to
dispel the illusion, for men, women, and children could be seen
running down to the edge of the water watching our arrival.

““All the inhabitants of the island soon gathered to view
the white Kanakas, as they termed the shipwrecked people.
They seemed the most surprised at seeing a woman, the fe-
males<losely looking at the captain’s daughter, feeling her

5
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cheeks and long hair, and gazing intently at the clothes she
wore, which were of the New York style of a few months
previous. Mothers presented their children and all the sav-
ages seemed to admire the pale-faced damsel.

Several days were idled away in recovering from the bruises
and excitement of the wreck and in building huts; but nimble-
fingered as Jackie is at most things, he was a poor hand at
this, and was glad to trade a shirt or a pair of tarry trousers
for the three hours’ labor by which the deft natives could
make a shelter out of cocoanut branches and coral grass. In
the mean time the captain determined to seek assistance, and
when the men were rested he hauled out the long-boat and
made her ready for what at the fairest chance would be a dreary
and perilous journey. A volunteer crew offered itself, the
boat was soon in as good condition as circumstances allowed,
and on the 1oth of January, the second mate in charge, she
sailed on her quest for help.

The captain’s instructions were to hug the wind and if
possible to reach a white man’s trading station which was
said by the natives to be three hundred miles distant. If
the wind blew too strong the second mate was to run before
it to Oulan Island, and if no aid could be found there he was
to shape a course for Ascension and thence to China, which
would then bear west-south-west, distant three thousand miles.
~ The ten days following the long-boat’s departure were bit-
ter, with strong winds and rough seas; and the captain, who
was ailing and fretting over the loss of his ship and the dis-
comforts of his daughter and crew, commenced to build a
schooner. Chance threw in his way a stout timber, but the
carpenter’s tools were imperfect and the “ Rainier "’ had broken
up so fast that little could be taken from her. Still, so valor-
ously and skilfully did all hands work that by the middle of
March the boat was sparred, rigged, and provisioned, and on
the morning of the 17th all hands mustered early to see the
departure of the “ Ujea,” as they had called her.

“Having been speechless for so many weeks, and having
no use of his hands, and as his legs were getting numb,”-con-
tinues the mate, “the captain determined to make a desperate
attempt to reach some place where assistance and medicine
could be obtained, for Mrs. Humphreys and many of the men
had been sick for some time. He decided to sail for Jaluit,
one of the Marshall Islands, in the Rawlic group, three hun-
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dred miles away, as the king had said, ‘White Kanaka be-
long Jaluit, plenty, plenty.” From seeing a whiskey bottle
we concluded it must be one of the many trading stations of
the South Sea Islands.

“The king’s son and one of the natives had consented to
go in the schooner to act as interpreters should it stop at any
of the islands lying in their course. So when the day came
farewells were said, hands were clasped, and the captain and
Will Jackson stepped on board the canoe, followed by Lila
Bucho and his servant. The canoe was then shoved into deep
water, the sail hoisted, and proceeding rapidly down the la-
goon before the wind was soon lost to sight.”

. * * ® ® *

Life on Ujea was dreary enough, and privations and heart-
weariness broke the white men’s health and destroyed their
belief in any hope of rescue. Then, too, the natives began
to show signs of hostility, and as there were no longer pres-
ents to give and the strangers were dependent upon the
Kanakas for their daily cocoanuts and bread fruit, dissatis-
faction ripened into mischief. The mate therefore determined
to fit out the two quarter-boats and leave the island. These
preparations were watched curiously by the king, and finally
Humphreys confessed his intention. The next evening Noma,
one of the king’s wives, came to the door of the white man’s
hut with a message from the chief.

“In the native dialect and a little pigeon-English which
Mrs. Humphreys had taught her,” writes the mate, “she in-
formed me that Libogen had come to the island and wanted
to talk with me, and the king had sent for me to come to his
house. Previous to this time the king had often spoken of
Libogen, and at one time had said: ‘White Kanaka belong

.to Libogen.” When I asked what he meant, he said: ‘So
long time, Libogen speak king one night. King take canoe,
go down reef, and find too big canoe all broke. Plenty
white Kanakas. S’pose king no good to white Kanakas.
Bumby man-of-war come and bum-bum king. So he go
down reef one morning and see big canoe all broke. He get
white Kanakas, So white Kanakas belong Libogen.’

“So to Libogen we must owe the assistance of the natives
in landing through the heavy surf, as no island could be seen
from the ship, and what had brought the natives down the
lagoon at that early hour was hitherto a mystery to us all,
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On further inquiry I found that all their movements on any
journey by canoe were governed by a spirit called ‘Libogen,’
who had died in the house in which we lived (formerly the
king’s ‘palace’). Whether it was a woman or child I could
not find out, but Libogen was some human being whom they
all worshipped, and whose spirit still came at times to visit
the king and his family, and these were the only ones who
could converse with the spirit. The bbdy of Libogen had
been buried on a small island twenty miles down the lagoon,
and no person was ever allowed to land there except the king
and his family. After giving me this information I asked the
king to tell me when Libogen came again, as I would like to
talk with her, but not being a believer in spiritualism, I
thought no more about it until the king sent for me.
* * * * * *

“On our arrival we found the third officer and the seven
sailors gathered near the door, and also many of the Kanakas,
listening with sober, long-drawn faces to the mysterious talk-
ing of an invisible spirit. The king beckoned us to come in,
and we were seated by him in the centre of the house, sur-
rounded by the members of his family, who took but little
notice of our arrival, as they were greatly interested in the
spirit’s conversation.

“The king continued talking with the spirit for some time,
and the voice could be distinctly heard, first in one part of
the house, then quickly changing to the opposite side, now
overhead, and again alongside of me. With my slight knowl-
edge of the language I could distinguish some of the words
spoken. The voice sounded or spoke in the tone of a whis-
tle, and was fully as mysterious as it was wonderful. After
a little time the king said: ‘Libogen would speak to mate.’
So I gave the king to understand that I wanted to know what
had become of the second mate in the long-boat, and of the
schooner in which the captain had sailed away with thirteen
of the crew, and if we were ever going to be rescued.

“The king asked my questions, and the spirit told him #%az
the second mate had been picked up near an island called Porni-
pette, and that Captain Morrison had arrived in the schooner a:
Jaluit, but ke was sick and could not come; that all the schooners
were away, but the captain was all right, and in one week a
schooner would come to the island; that the captain would send a
schooner as soon as one could be got, but in two weeks a big
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schooner-would come and the second mate would come, and we would
all be rescued. Libogen said the steward, who had died, was
buried on Ujea, but that his spirit was with her.

“The conversation lasted some time, and when finished I
was told to say ‘Good-night, Libogen,’ which 1'did, and was
answered by ‘Good-night, mate,” in as plain English as I
could speak myself. Mrs. Humphreys was asked to do the
same and was plainly answered,‘Good-night, Emma.’

“Such wonderful information was more than my brain could
conceive to be true, and the days of the following week
seemed a lifetime. Slowly they passed until Saturday night
came, and we all anxiously waited the morrow with wavering
faith. During the evening the king drifted down to the
house, as was his custom every evening, to get a few whiffs
of my pipe of oakum, as our tobacco had given out many
weeks before, and a smoke of oakum or dried leaves was a
luxury. True I had a little tea which had been wet with salt
water and dried, but this I was saving to give the king to
smoke in payment for bread fruit and cocoanuts.

“The king seated himself on the floor and I refilled the
pipe with oakum and gave it to him. After smoking a few
moments he said:

“‘Libogen speak, to-morrow schooner come.’ To this I
repiled, ‘Libogen too much lie. No speak true.’

“‘No! no! no!’ said the king; ‘to-morrow come, sun finish
and schooner come. Libogen no lie, always speak true.’

“It must be remembered that all kinds of craft seemed a
schooner to the natives, since having seen our schooner built
and sailed away. No doubt it was the largest vessel many of
them had ever seen.

* * * * * *

“Sunday morning came at last, and saw ten watchers eager
for some signs of deliverance from their island prison. The
hours dragged slowly and the sun was nearing the western
horizon. Anxious eyes had grown dim with watching, when
a shout was heard from one man to another the whole length
of the island. The king, who was standing near me, shouted,
‘Schooner come! Libogen no lie!”’

“The island was aroused, and the shouting and yelling
were indescribable, the natives runninig this way and that in
confusigh. Quickly grasping my glass I started for the other
end of the island off which the sail had been seen, and with
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long strides, followed by the rest of the crew, soon reached a
point where a sail could be dimly seen bearing down on us.

“With my glasses I could distinguish a curiously-built craft
with a large three-cornered sail, and on near approach could
see the many naked savages with which the vessel swarmed.
I made up my mind immediately that our deliverance might
be from life, but not from bondage, and determined to return
to my hut and arm the crew with the rifles which we had and
to hold out for our lives as long as possible. But my fears
were quickly allayed by the king, who said, ‘Never mind.
Kanakas no hurt mate.” So I returned to inform the anxious
Mrs. Humphreys that our deliverance had not yet come.

“The first part of the spirit's prophecy had proved true,
and the following Sunday was the day set by Libogen for the
second mate to come in a schooner and rescue us. The week
dragged slowly, and the weather, which had been fine and
pleasant with a strong breeze, now became hot and disagree-
able, and, it being the change of the.monsoons, the rain came
down in torrents. The mosquitoes crowded in swarms, seem-
ingly bent on eating us up. Having no shoes we were obliged
to hang our feet out of the door in the rain to keep the mos-
quitoes off, and then to fan the rest of our person to be able
to live in peace. Our misery was nearly complete, and if de-
liverance came not on the morrow hope was akin to despair.

“During the evening Mrs. Humphreys was patching a
morning-gown with a piece of bed-ticking, the gown resem-
bling Joseph’s coat of many colors, while the third officer and
myself were enjoying the luxury of a smoke of tea, prognos-
ticating what the morrow might bring forth, when suddenly
Mrs. Humphreys started up exclaiming, ‘I hear a gun!’ In
a few moments a native came running to the hut, saying,
‘Schooner come and bum-bum,’ but hearing no more sounds
we concluded it was all imagination and lay down to sleep.

“The morning dawned, and with it drizzling rain and hot,
sultry weather, and the prospect seemed a gloomy one even
though assistance might be near, as a fog surrounded the
island, so thick that even the reef could not be seen, though
only a short distance away.

“Toward eight o’clock the fog lifted a little, and 1 was
seated at the door talking with the third officer, looking out
on the dreary waste of water, when—boom !—the sound of a
big gun came across the water, and the island was astir.
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“T had previously given each man a station so that a sys-
tem of communication could be had from all points of the
island. I immediately sent out the men, with orders to report
anything that might be seen, as the gun must have been from
a ship in distress or else assistance was near. Hardly had
the men started when another boom came rolling along, and
apparently not far distant, and soon after the shout came
from one man to another until it reached our little hut—that
gladly welcome shout which pen fails to describe—‘Sail-ho!
Sail-ho!’ With the hail came two of the men, who reported
a large vessel off the south-west end of the island under fore-
and-aft sails and apparently passing by. There was no time
to lose if such were the fact, and the natives who were fast
gathering helped us launch the boat, and in a short time four
men were pulling me rapidly down the lagoon.

“We were obliged to pull for some distance down the reef
before a safe crossing could be found, as the surf ran so high
and washed with such force against the coral reef. As soon
as a safe place could be seen the boat was headed for the reef
and all hands jumped into the water and pulled the boat
over the reef, ready to launch her through the surf as soon
as a chance was offered. With a loud hurrah the boat was
shoved into the surf, we jumped in, and quickly grasping the
oars, with a few bold strokes the boat was clear of the breakers
and we were pulling for a large vessel which came to view
around the point some three miles away.

“Soon we could discern that the vessel was under steam
and all sail had been taken in. The Stars and Stripes were
floating at the peak, and on near approach the first face I
could distinguish among the many crowding her rails was
that of our old second mate, W. H. Dhrone.

“Hardly had the boat reached the side of the unknown
ship when the commander shouted from the bridge:

“‘Is Mrs. Humphreys alive and well?’

“‘Yes,” was the answer, ‘but the captain has sailed away
in a schooner which we built a month ago, and no news from
him as yet. One man, the steward, we have buried, and there
are ten of us now on the island.’ ‘

“‘Come alongside,” was the reply, and as we glided along-
side a rope was thrown. We made this fast to the boat, and
grasping a ladder which had been hung over the side, I leaped
from the bobbing craft and quickly reached the deck, where I
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was warmly greeted by Commander McCormick, who grasped
my hand and said:

“‘Welcome on board of the American man-of-war “ Essex,”
sent by the United States government to rescue the crew of
the wrecked American ship “ Rainier.” ’”

* o * * *

The stories of the long-boat and of the schooner are inter-
esting enough to deserve a place for themselves. But space
forbids and it may be added as the tag to the drama. But
the second mate’s boat was picked up eleven days out, and
after its crew had suffered greatly, by the British bark “ Cat-
alina,” Captain Williams, bound from Australia to Saigon,
Cochin-China. The rescue was made as Libogen had re-
vealed, near an island called Porporette, of which they had
never before heard. Upon their arrival at Saigon they were
sent to Hong Kong, and as a result of their report the United
States steamer “ Essex,” then protecting American interests at
Shameen, was ordered to Ujea. With the customary dili-
gence and efficiency of this ship on that famous cruise, she
sailed immediately after coaling at Nagasaki.

On the 12th of April the “ Essex ” arrived off Ujea and fired
the signal-gun heard by Mrs. Humphreys. The next day,
Sunday, just two weeks from the date of Libogen’s promise,
the mist lifted and the gladdened watchers heard the guns and
saw the flag of home and of rescue. And as predicted the
second mate was on board.

There is no time to tell the wanderings of the captain’s
schooner, but Mr. Humphreys, in concluding this part of his
narrative, says: “I leave the reader to judge if the spirit
of the departed Libogen had spoken truly or not. I am no
spiritualist, but the within facts are true ones, and I must
believe what I have seen, for all that the spirit told came true.
What the spirit told in regard to the captain’s being sick and
unable to come to our assistance we found to be true on our
arrival at Jaluit, and that a schooner had been sent to our
assistance manned by a crew of natives.” All this relating
to the captain’s schooner was told on board the “ Essex " be-
fore she sailed for Jaluit, and all the alleged circumstances
were found to be true when she arrived there. These are the
facts in the case, and this is a queer yarn, is it not?
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ETCHINGS: THE SUICIDE*

I go down-stairs softly and enter the bath-room. No ene
is there. All is quiet. It is just twelve o’clock. I turn on
the water softly, muffling its fall with a towel, and find that it
still runs warm. I leave it running and creep up-stairs to my
room. Everything has been put carefully in its place. My
papers have all been arranged and lie neatly tied up on my
desk. All isready. I softly undress and put on my bath-
robe, leaving my clothes in a pile in the corner. I take
nothing with me but my penknife, the point of which I have
sharpened. I creep down-stairs again to the bath-room. The
water is still running. Itisstill warm. The zinc tub is nearly
full. I turn the water off and listen. All is quiet as before.

I do not hesitate. First I find the artery in my left thigh.
I pinch it between my thumb and forefinger, and with the
sharp blade of the knife I cut it—gwick—there, it is done.
Then I repeat the operation with my right thigh. The
pulse comes next. It is quite painful, but I do net mind.
I have nerved myself to it, ‘and it is really easy. Now I
sink into the water. The sensation is not unpleasant. I rather
like it. But I must not allow myself to think. I have re-
solved to do this. I have done it, and now I must not
regret. No, I must not think. Look, the red blood is begin-
ning to color the water. Little currents of it eddy in and out.
Yes, I am beginning to feel a little weaker, but I must not
think. No, I must not think. And yet—ah, the fly! Where
did he come from? Does the little fellow know what I am
doing? Buzz! buzz—why does he not move? I must brush
him away. He bothers me. But I must not raise myself out
of the water. No, I must die. Die! Did I say die? Yes,
. so I must. But I mustnot think. How red the water is. My
blood! Can she see it? Will it come to taunt her? O God!
The pain at my heart has gone. I am sleepy. She is here!
She is bending over me. She sees the red blood. She reaches
out her hand to save me. It is too late. The fly is bigger.
He is monstrous. He is a cloud. He envelopes me. Oh,
the noise. But it grows fainter. It stretches away. I am
going now. The waves on the ocean roar. They stretch
over me. They crush me. They carry me down—down

#T, L., Masson: For Short Stories.
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THE TREASURE IN THVE PIT *

It was in the very thick of the cotton-picking season. The
crop was large and the planters were driving ahead to gather
it before any misfortune befell it.

The members of the Order of the Chosen Sons of Identity
had an entertainment at the Bush Arbor Meeting-house. The
society was wealthy—for the members got from fifty cents to
one dollar a day picking cotton; a large sum in the country.
In giving their entertainment the Chosen Sons of Identity
were assisted by the Daughters of the Golden Reaper. A
large crowd attended, as it was Saturday night and they had
all day Sunday in which to rest.

The entertainment was a great success, owing to the good
management of Silas, the chief grand sachem (or lambkin,
as he called it) of the order. Merriment reigned when old Juba
entered the house and applied for membership to the order.

Old Juba was a strange negro tramp whom Mr. Sam Rod-
gers had hired in the great dearth of cotton pickers, and
whom the regular plantation hands viewed with suspicion and
distrust, and his claims for membership were scouted by Silas.

“You wanter be a Chosen Son ob Identity? How you
gwinter git iny identification, I'd like ter know? No, no, you
identify cotton; dat’s all de identification you kin do!” said
the chief grand lambkin superciliously.

The crowd roared with laughter, but the mirth of the com-
pany ceased when old Juba, unmoved by their jeers, began
to tell them that a spirit had appeared to him and directed
him to go in search of buried gold, and he wished their aid.

“De sperrit lead me yere,” cried the old man, “frum a fur
place. He say tuh me, ‘Go, Juba,” and I go. ‘Go hunt fer
a branch dat run norf and souf, de spring ob which rises outer
a tupeler gum; foller de branch till you git tuh tree poplars,
den foller till you come tuh clump ob sweet-gums on de
fur side, dere halt an’ dig!’"”

Old Juba’s manner had altered, his head was thrown back,
his eyes fixed, and his voice assumed a sing-song tone like a
kind of rude intoning. The supercilious grin vanished from
the face of the chief grand lambkin, and the crowd listened
in speechless awe to this revelation.

* Paul Grant: Atlanta Constitution.
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“Eh! my Laud!” muttered they, as he ceased speaking,
“dat’s Marse Sam Rodger’s spring branch!” “I knows de
tree poplars,” “ An’ de clump ob sweet-gums,” cried one and
another of the company. The entertainment broke up and
the negroes followed old Juba as he went out to cut a witch-
hazel divining-rod by the light of the moon.

Sunday morning a long procession of superstitious negroes
accompanied Juba till he halted at the clump of sweet-gums
and began to try to locate the spot where the gold lay buried.
Shutting his eyes, the old man whirled round and round with
the divining-rod held at arm’s-length, till at last it bent a little
and seemed to indicate a particular spot. The crowd eagerly
notified him of the fact, and Juba, opening his eyes, pro-
ceeded to measure off the ground for about twenty feet. This
was all they could do Sunday, so they returned to the Bush
Arbor Meeting-house and profitably spent the day preaching
about the “findings of the spirit.”

Early Monday morning they all marched up to the planter’s
house and asked permission to dig for gold. Mr. Rodgers
was greatly surprised at the request, for he thought they were
all out in the field picking cotton.

“ Dig for gold down by the sweet-gum trees! No, indeed!
Take yourselves off to the cotton field—that’s the place to
gather gold.”

“Dere’s seventeen an’ a half bushels buried dere,” cried
Juba, “an’ I's willin’, suh, tuh 'vide wid you, w’en we git it.”

“I expect you are, but there is no gold there.”

“ It wuz buried dere fo’ hundud years ago,so de sperrit says.”

“Well, the spirit lies. This country wasn’t settled one hun-
dred years ago. But there is gold in the cotton field; go back
and pick it out.”

But the excited negroes refused to budge, and at last Mr.
Rodgers was forced to compromise. They might dig for a
week; at the end of that time, if they found no gold, they
rust stop and go back to picking cotton. They left him
fuming and fretting, but as misery loves company, he was con-
soled by the fact that the negro hands of his neighbors struck
work also to take part in the digging for gold, a large sum
being offered them if they found it.

Accompanied by his followers, Juba proceeded to lay off
the spot where the hole was to be dug; it must be done with
suitable ceremonies, “ or,” said he, “ de ebil sperrits will *sturb
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us.” He accordingly drew a line around a space some twenty
feet square for excavation. * Now I want,” said he,* de black
tail ob a red rooster.” '

Silas had become so impressed with the great sum of seven-
teen and a half bushels of gold that he forsook for the time
being the greatness of the office of chief grand lambkin, and
was now a most earnest gold seeker.

“Run, Titus,” said he to his son, “ an’ pull out Marse Sam’s
game-cock tail.”

Titus departed, not very willingly, for the cock was fierce
and hard to catch.

“Now,” said old Juba, “nobaudy mus’ say a wud w’ile I
lay off de limes.”

The crowd watched him breathlessly as he, with great dig-
nity and a garden pick, proceeded to mark off the spot.

“He got dat line crooked,” muttered a bystander.

Old Juba stopped. *Who dat spoke?”

Profound silence.

“Ef I knowed who dat spoke, I’d chop *em down wid disher
pick!” .

The crowd looked reproachfully at the speaker, who slunk
away.

“Now,” said Juba, “ way dem fedders?”

They were probably on the rooster, but no one spoke. A
runner was dispatched to tell Titus to hurry up. The mes-
senger found Titus skulking about Mr. Rodgers’s horse-lot,
trying to drive the rooster before him. V

“Dey say come quick wid dem fedders,” said the runner.

“ Dey better come git 'em demselves, den. Disher rooster
spises a cullud pusson wusser’n pisen, an’ he’ll spur you
quicker an’ nuttin’. You better stop trowin atter disher
rooster. Ef Marse Sam ketch you a-chunkin’ him he’ll lay
his buggy whip ober you ’fo’ you know way you stan’.”

The two now drove the bird into the lock of the fence,
where, armed with their hats, they made a rush at him. The
angry cock flew at the runner, who ran, but Titus made a
grab at the coveted treasure and the bird flew away leaving
his tail behind him. The two now returned in triumph to the
gold seekers.

Old Juba seized the feathers. “Now,” cried he, “ w’ile I
bun dese yere fedder, you all kin tek it by tun to pray. Each
man pray so long as a fedder bun; wen it bun out, dat pusson
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mus’ een. Many prayers is a great discouragement tuh ebil
sperrits, an’ so is bu’nt fedders.”

Silas, chief grand lambkin, was first called on, and in some
trepidation he began to pray and his feather to burn. “O
Laud, we beseech thee tuh pertect us frum dese yere ebil
sperrits, we, dat’s found disher great treasure, so dat ef we
ain’t sole all we had to buy it, leaseways we’s lef all Marse
Sam Rodgers’s cotton a-wastin’ in de fiel’ tell we find ”

“Stop, suh,” said Juba, “yo’ fedder dun out. Nex’ one.”

Israel, one of the Chosen Sons of Identity, began: “O
Laud, we baig ob dee help agin dese ebil sperrits; let us not
waste our time liker we waste Marse Sam’s cotton dat’s
a-sheddin’ ober de groun’ liker ontimely snow .

“Yo’ fedder dun bun,” cried Juba. ‘Annuder one try.”

By the time the rooster’s tail had, been consumed, some
fifteen or twenty most flourishing prayers had been nipped in
the bud. Some of the feathers being longer than others, of
course affected the length of the prayers which all were anx-
ious to make. So it fell to the lot of Eli, the last man, to
speak only whiles the last and shortest feather burned. In
great excitement he began. “O Laudy! Laudy!” he cried,
as his feather began to fiz, “ Lau-u-dy !”

“Dey, it dun bun!” broke in old Juba.

“Chuh!” muttered Eli, crest-fallen. “I nebber had no
showin’ ; dat leetle tail fedder wunt wuth talkin’ "bout. Tain’t
nuttin’ but pen fedder, nohow.”

“It smell,” said Juba, “an’ mek sperrits swink.”

In case these fragmentary petitions were not successful, old
Juba supplemented them by muttering divers incantations
against evil spirits uttered in words of his own invention,

The opening ceremonies being now over, the negroes com-
menced digging, and made the dirt fly. No sooner was one
man exhausted than another took his place from the ranks of
the anxious by-standers. As they got deeper they rigged up
a bucket and sweep and lifted the earth with great speed.
While they dug old Juba continued the fight against evil
spirits by borrowing a Bible from Silas, which he set on a
pile of old horseshoes, after opening it and laying a white
stone’across a page, and he pretended to read in a muttering
voice as they dug.

Silas led the diggers; he had been seized with a thirst for
gold, and every time he threw out a shovelful of dirt he looked
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anxiously for the coveted treasure. Under his lead the Chosen
Sons of Identity did mighty deeds of valor. As he worked
his imagination took fire, and )

“Inny goule yit, Silas?” asked an outsider anxiously.

“Not yit,” said Silas, “ but terrectly hit’ll begin tuh shine.
I ’lows at least tuh git a bushel, an’ when I does, de cotton
fiel’ ’ll know me no mo’. I gwinter buy Marse Sam fas’
hoss an’ buggy an’ dribe roun’ same liker I wuz w’ite. I'll
draw de reins ober Flyin’ Bess an’ say, ‘Git up, suh!’”

At the mere idea of this grandeur, Silas burst into joyous
laughter, and without thinking he spat, for he was a great
tobacco chewer. Old Juba looked up from the Bible he was
pretending to read. .

“Dey now! you gone an’ spit. Wha’ you spit fuh? Spit-
tin’ is a great encouragement to ebil sperrits—git outer dat
hole suh, an’ git 'way frum yuh.”

Silas sorrowfully arose and retired crestfallen, and another
man, with an empty mouth, took his place.

As Silas retired from the scene he made a vague effort to
establish his present social status. “I wuz a man who ’peared
tuh be himself, an’ not anudder pusson.” He shook his head,
he failed to recognize himself, and he went over that state-
ment. “I wuz a man who ’peared tuh be himself, an’ not
anudder puson, dat I knows fer a fac.” Here he met his wife,
who had been the witness of his disgrace.

“You used tuh be de lam-kin! Now you’s kin’ ob nuttin,”

Overwhelmed by this cutting remark Silas slunk away.

Old Juba now formulated a new set of rules and regulations
under which they were to act. They were not to speak while
at work, not within a certain distance of the excavation,
neither should they chew tobacco. They were to work night
and day, nor could they stop work during the time allotted
them, lest it cause the evil spirits to overpower the good
spirits under whose guidance he acted. These evil spirits had
it in their power to remove the gold at any time they might
gain the ascendancy.

All of this information the negroes implicitly believed, and
day after day the work went on. After digging some ten feet
they struck a bed of rock, and now their progress was: slow,
but they stuck to it, nor could any one persuade them that
it was impossible for buried gold to be hid in solid rock.

“De sperrits tell us dig,” said they, and dig they would,
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while the fast-opening cotton shed and wasted. It seemed
- to the exasperated planters more than they could stand.

The weather was hot and sultry, storms had been frequent
in the vicinity, and they lived in constant dread that their
time would come next and their crops be ruined. A cyclone
also had visited the adjoining county and blown people and
houses about in a lively manner. The terrible reports of its
havoc had set the negroes wild. Those who were not inter-
ested in the gold-digging were full of terror of the cyclone,
and wished to stop work and go to digging cyclone pits—that
is, the wicked ones were—the more pious insisted that it
would be resisting the will of the Lord.

Chief among these was Aunt Bina, Mrs. Rodgers’s nurse.
This godly woman maintained the extreme sinfulness of taking
precautions against the convulsions of nature, as they were in-
struments of the Lord’s vengeance, and should be so received.

While the negroes thus wasted their time and their em-
ployers’ crops, the planters fumed and fretted. As for Sam
Rodgers, he used more ugly language than he had in a twelve-
month. He was, moreover,much provoked by the disfiguration
of his pet game-cock, and he attacked Silas and his son Titus,
whom he found disconsolately lounging about the horses lot.

“Who pulled out the tail of my rooster? If I could find
the fellow I'd lay my buggy whip over him.”

“I dunno nuttin’ ’bout it,” said Silas. “I think too much
ob myself tuh bodder wid rooster—’specially game-cock,
which is a vice ob Satan an’ nuttin’ fer me, a Christian man
an’ de chief gran’ lambkin ob de Chosen Sons ob Identity, tuh
meddle wid.”

“Silas,” exclaimed Mr. Rodgers, “I never suspected you
before, but I believe in my soul that you and Titus had some-
thing to do with it.”

“Me, Marse Sam!"” cried Titus, as Silas stood dumb and
conscience-stricken. 'Fore Gaud I nebber tetch dat rooster;
he’ll spur you ef he git a chance. He too ’spise a cullud pus-
son fer me tuh fool wid ’em. He’s better ’an a watch-dog
in de chicken coob. De moment you try tuh git in he crow.”

“What! have you been trying my chicken house? ”

“Laud! no, suh! nebber t'ink ob sicher thing. I only try
de do’ tuh see, jis’ by way ob’ speriment. I year de niggers
say so, so I tried, not dat I'd demean myself tuh steal, an’
leastways yo’ chickens, Marse Sam. But fo’ Gaud jes’ as I
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put my han’ on dat do’, dat rooster riz up an crow, coo-coo!
go-go-go! jes’ same as he could talk.”

“Well, now his tail is gone he don’t crow.”

“No, suh; seems like all his pride in life is gone! "

Mr. Rodgers, having heard of Silas's downfall, determined
to make use of him in overthrowing old Juba. The chief
grand lambkin was now an altered man. As he stated it, “he
was now nowhar.” While he was in this forlorn condition.
Mr. Rodgers unexpectedly came to.his relief by offering him
two dollars to break up the gold-digging fever. -

“There is no gold down there in that bed of rock,” said
Mr. Rodgers. “That old darkey is crazy, and you negroes
are a pack of fools to believe him.”

Silas smiled in silence. He did not believe Mr. Rodgers,
but still he thought it would be a good plan to run off old
Juba and get the gold in the pit himself, and at the same time
recover his lost prestige as chief grand lambkin.

Mr. Rodgers was a waggish man, so he took great pleasure
in preparing Silas and Titus for the parts they were to play.
Accordingly, at midnight the gold diggers, who were working -
in profound silence, were startled by strange sounds and
groans that proceeded from the woods. Two tall, white
phantoms, each supplied with two heads adorned with fiery
eyes and mouths, appeared, followed by another that looked
like a gleaming skeleton.

“Who meddles with my gold?” the apparations cried.

“Laud hab mercy ! ” cried the negroes, and began to fly.

Old Juba leaped up.

“Somebaudy’s bin a-spittin’!” he yelled. ‘“An’ so an
ebil sperit.”

“Juba-a! Juba-a! I come atter you!” cried a hoarse voice.

With another wild yell Juba fled, followed by the mob of
frightened negroes.

“Now I'll get my cotton picked,” said Mr. Rodgers, and
he went to bed with a contented mind.

But with daylight the negroes’ courage returned, and they
swarmed about the pit full of excitement. In the bottom of
it was found a paper, on which was written: “I have taken
the gold and left you the hole.” ‘

Curious to see how matters were progressing at the gold
diggings, in the afternoon Mr. Rodgers took his wife for a
stroll and walked in that direction. Aunt Bina accompanied
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them with the baby. He was a big fat fellow, more than a
year old and quite a load for the old woman, but she doted
on him and thought him a wonder of the earth.

The day was hot and oppressive. A strange sultriness filled
the atmosphere.

“We’ll have a shower before long,” said Mr. Rodgers.
“It’s so close.”

This observation started Aunt Bina off as she walked be-
hind with the baby. She had long wished to get Mr. Rodgers’s
opinion concerning the discussion which raged between her
and the cyclone-pit diggers. Now was her opportunity.

“Marse Sam,” said she, “don’t you think it wrong tuh run
frum de Laud?”

“Yes, I do.”

“You does? Why does you?”

“Because it is a useless waste of time; you can’t get away,
you know.”

“Well, den, aint a-diggin’ ob cyclone pits wrong? ”

“I don’t know. What makes it wrong?”

“Why, it looks tuh me liker tryin’ tuh go agin de will ob
de Laud. Ef de Laud wuz minded tuh ’stroy you by a cy-
clone, wouldn’t it seem liker flying in his face, ur runnin’
frum Gaud, tuh go dig a cyclone pit an’ hide frum him?”

“I don’t know,” said Sam. “I don't think I'd spend my
time digging a pit, but if there was one handy, I think I'd
jump in if there was a cyclone about.”

“But didn’t you jis’ say you wouldn’t run frum Gaud? "

“Well, I don’t, only from the cyclone.”

“Well, ain’t dat agin his will tuh ’stroy you by a cyclone? ”

“If 'twas his will to destroy me by a cyclone, it would
overtake me before I could reach the pit; and if it was his
will that I should escape, I’d get there ahead of the cyclone.”

“Ki! Marse Samuel! dat ain’t de way tuh talk. It mus’ be
eder right ur wrong tuh jump in de pit. Now, I blebe it’s
wrong.”

“Then I'd keep out,” said Mr. Rodgers.

“Yes, suh, dat’s jis’ what I's gwinter do, de Laud bein’
my helper. I's gwinter stan’ right up an’ say, ‘Yere, Laud,
yere's me, suh.’”

In the mean time the crowd of negroes about the gold pit
were in a state of great excitement, which was artfully lashed
to fury b}é Silas, anxious to recover his influence. Old Juba
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seemed dazed. All he could do was to remark, time and
again:

“Sumbaudy spit! Sumbaudy spit!”

“ Huccum de ebil sperrits obertu’n us so, w’en Juba had de
Bible? ” queried Israel.

“He trow way de Bible,” said Silas contemptuously. “ See
way de ebil sperrit stomp ’em? ” and he pointed to the marks
of Mr. Sam Rodgers's boot-heel, where he had accidentally
trodden on the book.

“ Ef he hadn’t hab trowed *way de Bible no ebil sperrit could
hab got de gole,” urged Silas. “ All ob you hab had yo’ wuk
fuh nuttin’, ’sides losin’ yo’ dollar a day pickin’ Marse Sam’s
cotton. You’'s bin yere a week,an’ you’s got nuttin’ tuh show
fuh it but disher big hole in de groun’ an’ anuder in yo’
pockets.”

This artful speech roused the crowd to fury. Propositions
to hang Juba by the more excited, or to beat him by the
milder men, were freely expressed.

Old Juba made but one defense.

“Sumbaudy spit! ” he muttered. *Sumbaudy spit!”

As the day went on, the near approach of Sunday and the
fact that there was no week’s wages to buy supplies caused
them to wax hotter and hotter. The Chosen Sons of Identity
formed themselves into a band of regulators, and, each armed
with a hickory, they seized upon Juba and were about to give
him an unmerciful beating when a sound, an awful sound,
smote upon their ears.

“’Tis de ebil sperrits!” yelled Juba.

The sound came nearer. The trees began to wave and
bend, then to crash, as they were uprooted and hurled to the
earth,

“ A cyclone! a cyclone!” screamed Silas, and leaped into
the pit, followed by the others.

Mr. Rodgers and his family were still sauntering down the
road, and Aunt Bina was still declaring that she would never
run from the Lord, when that sound smote upon their ears
and an awful sight appeared to their eyes. Far away across
the great cotton field could be seen a strange-looking sight—
a gigantic inverted cone, whether of aggregated dust or de-
scending clouds the beholders had no time to decide. It
approached with a fearful velocity and with an awful sound
that terrified the boldest. As it passed, everything fell prone
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to earth; trees, fences, houses disappeared. It seemed death
incarnate; the fell destroyer visible!

“My God! it’s a cyclone!” cried Rodgers, appalled. “Run
for the gold diggers’ pit! Run, Laura! Don’t faint!” as his
wife staggered. ‘“Run, Bina, run!”

But Aunt Bina needed no urging. Throwing the fat baby
to her shoulder, she darted ahead of Rodgers and his wife and
flew like the wind.

“Not fer myself, Laud,” she screamed, as she ran, “not
fer myself I ain’t a-runnin’ frum you, but ’tis disher chlle
Marse Sam’s baby, I's ’sponsible fer!”

Indifferent to the crowd in the pit, Rodgers hurled himself
and his wife in. Aunt Bina was already there; she had lit
on the back of Silas. The next second, with its fearful whir-
rings and moanings, the cyclone swept by. The three sweet-
gums were uprooted and fell across the pit, shutting them
all securely in.

In five minutes the strange storm had swept by and all was
calm and still, save for a shower of rain.

But in the improvised cyclone pit hubbub reigned; groans,
cries, prayers rent the air till Mr. Rodgers commanded silence.
They were packed like sardines in a box, so that they could
not move. It seemed strange that they could make so much
noise.

After some consultation, Israel, who was tall and slim,
mounted the back of Silas, who was very broad, and after
many struggles and failures managed to scramble out between
the branches of the trees. Finding an axe hard by he chopped
a hole among the limbs, through which they all finally suc-
ceeded in escaping after a rude ladder had been improvised
for them to ascend on.

While these preparations were going on the imprisoned
crowd indulged in some lively passages. Silas could not re-
frain from twitting Aunt Bina by asking how she came there
in the pit.

“I cum yere,” said she boldly, “kase I bleeged ter fetch
Marse Sam’s baby. You think I gwinter ’low Marse Sam’s
baby tuh be knocked tuh pieces? ”

“I thought you wuz one dat wouldn’t run frum Gaud, an’
yere you cum plud-de-junk in disher hole. Please Gaud, ef 1
hadn’t scrouged tuh one side you’d hab knocked my head off.”

“Yout’ink I gwinter tek de *sponsibility ob disher chile an’

{3
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’low inyt’ing tuh happen tuh it? No,” cried she, hugging up
the fat baby, “ mammy loves her boy!"”

“Hit's all bery well 'bout de chile,” pursued Silas, “but
how, I wanter know, you gwinter answer tuh de Laud fer
runnin’ frum him? He ain’t a-gwinter tek no sicher ’scuse as
dat. He'll say, ‘You triflin’ runaway nigger.’ "

“Silas, hold your tongue!” said Mr. Rodgers, coming to
the old woman’s rescue. “I thank God Aunt Bina could run
like a deer-hound, or my child would have been killed.”

“And the Lord will say, ‘Well done, good and faithful
servant!’ " cried Mrs. Rodgers, weeping.

“Dey, now! what you got tuh say tuh dat?” cried Aunt
Bina triumphantly.

“I shu’, Miss Laura,” said Silas, “I bery glad Aunt Bina
sabe de chile; Gaud knows I'd ha’ resked my life fer it my-
self. Aunt Bina bein’ in a position ob ’sponsibility an’ truss,
does right tuh run; ’tain’t as a nuss I's discussin’ her duty,
but as a sinner wedder she should run frum Gaud.”

By this time, between faith and duty, Aunt Bina was in
quite a maze, but Mr. Rodgers cut the matter short.

“ Nobody can run from God, for he.is everywhere, so it's
a waste of time to try and hunt a place where he isn’t, but
it’s perfectly right to run from a cyclone.”

When the prisoners were released they saw that a clean road
one hundred feet wide had been cut through the cotton field
and the woods, as far as the eye could reach, by the cyclone
in its awful march.

“My friends,” said Mr. Rodgers, as he looked around,
“ perhaps it was a lucky thing that you dug this pit, else we
all might have been swept into eternity. And our lives are
the treasures that we found in that hole.”

That night Juba disappeared.

By times Monday morning the hands were in the field gath-
ering in the remainder of the cotton crop.
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ETCHINGS: AN ANTIQUE*

One Morning a hungry poor Man, begging his Alms from
Door to Door, did at last efpy very good Chear at a Cook’s
Houfe, whereat his Mouth began to water; and the Spur of
his Stomach pricking him forward, he made as much Hafte
towards the Place as his feeble Feet would give him Leave.
Where he was no sooner come, but the pleafant Smell of the
Meat and Sauce did catch such hold of the poor Man’s Nofe,
that (as if he had been holden with a Pair of Pinfers) he had
no power to pafs from thence, until he had (to ftay the Fury
of his raging Appetite) eaten a Piece of Bread which he had
of Charity gotten in another Place. In the eating whereof
his Senfe was so delighted with the frefh Smell of the Cook’s
Meat, that tho’ he did not lay his Lips to any morfel thereof,
yet in the End his Stomach was so well fatisfied with the
Smell thereof, that he plainly acknowledged to have gotten
as good a Breakfaft as if he had there eaten his Belly full of
the beft Chear. Which when the Cook had heard, he in hafte
fteps forth to the poor Fellow, lays hold on him, and in a
choleric Mood bids him pay for his Breakfast. The honeft
poor Man, amazed at this ftrange Demand, could not tell
what to fay. But the Cook was fo much the more earnest,
by how much he perceived the good Man to be abafhed at
his Boldness, and did so cunningly cloak the Matter, that in
the End the poor Man was contented to refer the Deciding
of the Controverfy to whatsoever perfon fhould next pafs by
that Way, and abide his Judgment. Which Thing was no
fooner concluded, but by and by cometh to the Place a very
natural Fool and notorious Idiot. All the better for me,
thought the Cook; for more he doubted the Sentence of a
wife Man than of a fool. To this aforefaid Judge they re-
hearfed the whole Fact; the Cook complaining, and the
other patiently confeffing, as before. To conclude, this
Natural perceiving what Money the Cook exacted, caufed the
poor Man to put so much Money betwixt Two Basons, and to
fhake it up and down in the Cook’s Hearing. Which done,
he did award, that as the poor man was fatisfied with the
Smell of the Cook’s Meat, fo the Cook should be recom-
penfed with the noife of the poor Man’s Money.

*From *‘ Laws Ecclefiaftical, Civil, and Canon.” Dublin, 1793.
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MAZZARO'S: A STUDY IN THRIFT*#*

The wayfarer going along the Biviere di Lentini, stretched
out there like a space of dead sea, and the sere stubble of the
Plain of Catania, and the orange trees, always green, of Fran-
cofonte, and the gray cork trees of Resecone, and the lonely
meadows of Passaneto and Passinatello, if he should ask, in
order to divert himself from the weariness of the long dusty
road, under the sky hazy with heat, at the hour when the
bells of the litter ring sadly in the immense country, and the
mules hang their heads and their tails and the driver of the
litter sings his melancholy song in order not to let himself be
overcome by the sleep of the malaria: “Whose is this land? "
would have the answer—

“Mazzaro’s.” ,

And passing near a farm as large as a town, with store-
houses that seem like churches, and hens in flocks sitting in
the shade by the well, and women screening their eyes with
their hands to see who was going by: “ And this?”

“Mazzaro's.”

And on and on, while the malaria weighed upon your eye-
lids, and the barking of a dog aroused you suddenly, passing
by a vineyard that was endless and spread over hill and plain, -
motionless, as if the dust lay heavy on it, and the keeper of
the vineyard, stretched face downward upon his gun, raised 2ais
drowsy head and opened one eye to see who it might be—

“Mazzaro's.”

Then came an olive grove thick as a wood where the grass
never sprouted, and the harvest lasted untii March. They
were the olive trees of Mazzaro. And toward evening, when
the sun was setting as red as fire and the couatry was veiled
with sadness, there were met the long lines of the ploughs of
Mazzaro going slowly homeward from the field, and the oxen
wading the ford heavily with their muzzles in the dark water;
and there were seen in the distant pastures of the Canziria,
on the rough slope, the immense whitish patches which- were
the flocks of Mazzaro; and there was heard the shepherd’s
whistle echoing in the gorges, and the bell now ringing and
now silent, and a lonely song lost in the valley.

All property of Mazzaro.

* Italian of Giovanni 7Verga: E. Cavazza: For Short Stories.
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It seemed as if Mazzaro owned even the setting sun, and
the chirping locusts, and the birds that went with short flights
to hide behind the furrows, and the cry of the horned owl in
the woods. It seemed as if Mazzaro were spread out all over
the earth and one walked over his body. Instead of that,
he was an ugly little man, said the driver of the litter, that
you would not give a penny to look at; he had nothing large
about him but his paunch, and no one knew how he filled it,
for he ate nothing; the truth was, he was rich as a hog; but
he had a head that was a jewel, that man.

Indeed with his jewel of a head, he had accumulated all
those possessions, where formerly he used to come to dig or
prune, or reap, from morning to night; in the sun, the rain,
the wind, without shoes to his feet or a rag of an overcoat;
everybody remembered having given him kicks behind, the
same persons who now called him “your excellency,” and
spoke to him with cap in hand. But not for this had he grown
proud, now that all the excellencies of the place were his
debtors; and he said that “excellency ” means poor fellow
and bad payer; he still wore a cap, only it was of black silk,
it was his only grandeur, and latterly he had even come to
put on a felt hat, because it cost less than the silk ;:ap.
He had possessions as far as he could see, and he was long-
sighted—everywhere, to right and left, before and behind,
on mountain and plain. More than five thousand mouths,
without counting the birds of the sky and the animals of the
earth, that ate upon his land, and without counting his own
mouth that ate less than any; he was contented with two-
pence worth of bread and a bit of cheese, swallowed in hurry
and haste, standing, in a corner of the storehouse large as a
church, in midst of the dust from the grain so that one could
not see, while the peasants emptied the sacks; or on top of a
straw-stack, when the wind swept over the frozen country, at
sowing-time, or with his head inside a basket in the hot days *
of the harvest. He did not drink wine, he did not smoke or
use tobacco, although his plantations along the riverside pro-
duced tobacco with large leaves, as tall as a boy, such as
sells at ninety-five ZZre. He never had had any woman to
support but his mother, who had cost him twelve Z77 extra,
when he was obliged to have her carried to the graveyard.

It was that he had thought and thought, again and again,
what property means, when he went without shoes to work

”
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on the land that was now his own; and he had experienced
what it is to earn three 277 a day, in the month of July, to
keep the back bent for fourteen hours, with the overseer on
horseback after you, that takes you with his whip if you
straighten up for a moment. For this, he had not let pass a
minute of his life that was not employed in getting riches; and
now his ploughs were numerous as the long line of crows that
arrive in November; and other lines of mules, that seemed
endless, carried seed for sowing; the women who crouched
in the mud, from October to March, to gather his olives, were
countless, as countless as the magpies that came to steal the
olives; and at the time of the vintage whole villages gathered
about his vines, and as far as singing was heard, in the coun-
try, it was for the grape-gathering of Mazzaro. At hdrvest
the reapers of Mazzaro seemed like an army of soldiers; to
maintain all those people, with biscuit in the morning and
bread and bitter orange at breakfast, and the luncheon, and
the Zasagne in the evening, there was needed money by hand-
fuls, and the Jasagne were dished in bread-troughs as large as
tubs. So now, when he rode behind the line of his mowers,
with whip in hand, he did not lose one of them from sight,
and kept repeating,* Bend to it, boys! "

He had his hands in his pockets the whole year long,
spending, and for the mere territory the king took so much
that it threw Mazzaro into a fever, every time.

However, each year all those storehouses large as churches
were filled with grain so that it was necessary to raise the
roofs to contain it all; and every time that Mazzaro sold the
wine, it took more than a day to count the money, all in silver
pieces of twelve Zarz, for he would not have dirty paper money
for his goods, and went to buy the dirty paper only when he
had to pay the king, or other persons; and at the fairs, the
herds of Mazzaro covered the whole field and crowded the
roads, so that it took half a day to let them pass, and the
image of the saint, with the band of music, had to change
their road and yield the way to him.

All this property he had earned for himself, with his own
hands and head, with losing sleep at night, with taking fevers
from the malaria, with labor from dawn to darkness. When
one is like that, it means that he is made for property.

And also property was made for him, so that he seemed to
draw it like a loadstone, because property will stay with him
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who knows how to keep it, and does not waste it like that
baron who had been formerly the master of Mazzaro, and had
picked him up, homeless and naked, in the field for charity,
and had been master of all those meadows and all those
woods and all those vines and all those flocks; who, when he
came riding on horseback into his lands with men behind him,
seemed like the king, and they prepared for him a lodging
and dinner, for that simpleton, so that every one knew the
hour and the moment in which he was to arrive, and they did
not let themselves be caught with their hands in the bag!

“That man is bound to be robbed!” said Mazzaro, and
burst out laughing when the baron gave him kicks behind,
and rubbed his back with his hands, murmuring “ Let simple-
tons keep at home,” and * Property does not belong to him
who has it, but to him who knows how to get it.” .

He, on the contrary, after he had gotten riches, certainly
did not send word whether he were coming to look after the
reaping or the vintage, and when, and how; but he appeared
suddenly, on foot or riding his mule, without his men, with a
piece of bread in his pocket; and he slept beside his sheaves,
with his eyes open, and his gun between his legs.

In this way, little by little Mazzaro became master of all the
baron’s property ; and the latter parted first with the olive grove,
then with the vines, then with the pasture, and then with the
farm and finally with his palace itself,so that a day did not pass
in which he did not sign a legal paper, and Mazzaro put below
his worthy X mark. The baron had nothing left but the
stone shield that formerly was over his door, and it was the
only thing that he had not been willing to sell, saying to
. Mazzaro, “This only, of all my property, will not do for
thee.” And it was true; Mazzaro did not know what to do
with it, and would not have paid twopence for it.

“This is a fine thing, to have the fortune that Mazzaro
has!” people said; and they did not know what it had taken
to grasp that fortune; how many thoughts, how many fa-
tigues, how many falsehoods, how many perils of going to
the galleys, and how that head that was a jewel had worked
day and night, steadier than a mill-stone, to get riches; and
if the owner of a neighboring field persisted in not giving it
up to him, and wanted to take Mazzaro by the neck, he had
to find a stratagem to constrain the owner to sell, and make
him fall into the trap, despite of the distrust of the peasant
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nature. He would go and boast, for example, of the fertility
of a landrent which did not even produce lupines, and suc-
ceeded in making the poor fellow believe it to be a promised
land, so that he let himself be induced to hire it, as a specu-
lation, and afterward lost his rent, his house and his field
which Mazzaro took—for a piece of bread. And how many
annoyances Mazzaro had to bear! The mezzadri who came
to complain of the bad years, the debtors who sent their wives
in a procession to tear their hair and beat their breasts, con-
juring him not to put them into the road, by taking away their
mule or their donkey, for they had nothing to eat.

“Do you see what I eat?” he would reply. “ Bread and
an onion! And I have storehouses brimful, and am master of
all this property.”

And if they asked for a penny he answered that he had none.

And indeed he had not. For he never kept twelve Z277 in
his pocket, it took so many to make all that property profit-
able, and the money entered and passed out of his house like
ariver. Moreover he did not care for money; he said it was
not property, and as soon as he put together a certain sum,
he at once bought a piece of land; because he wished to suc-
ceed in having as much land as the king has, and to be better
off than the king, for the king cannot sell it or call it his own.

One thing alone grieved him, that he was beginning to
grow old, and he must leave the earth behind him. This is
an injustice of God, he thought, that after having worn out
your life in gaining property, when you have succeeded in
getting it, so that you would like more, you have to leave it!
And he would remain for hours seated on a basket, with his
chin in his hands, looking at his vines that grew green before
his eyes, and the fields that waved with heads of wheat like
a sea, and the olive groves that veiled the mountain like a
cloud; and if a half-naked boy passed in front of him, bent
under his burden like a weary ass, he would thrust his stick
between the boy’s legs, for envy, and murmur: “Look who
has length of days! that fellow who has nothing!”

So that when they told him that it was time to leave his
property, in order to think of his soul, he went out into the
court-yard like a madman, staggering, and went about killing
his ducks and turkeys with blows of his stick, and screamed:

* My property, come along with me!”
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THE FATE OF THE LAUGHING PIG*

Behind John Brown’s Mountain in the valley called Sam-
ple’s Manor, or Maple Swamp, lived the plain Dutch farmer,
Cadmus Zittle, in a nice house of hewn logs, near his almost
as imposing hog-pen.

There was a range of low wooded mountains in the rear of
the narrow valley, also, and this, cutting off the drainage,
made the land low and wet, so that the Antietam Creek could
not relieve it behind nor Israel’s Creek assist it from before;
and its only funnel was toward the south, where some little
streams fell away through brambles and ravines into the deep
moat of the Potomac River. Hence the farmers in Sample’s
Manor got little but pasturage and cordwood, and their hid-
den district and unworldly simplicity caused Captain John
Brown to come among them and lay his plots for the strange
raid on Harper’s Ferry.

I forget whether it was before or after that great event
that Cadmus Zittle’s farm in Sample’s Manor produced first
a little boy and then the Laughing Pig.

The little boy’s name was Pye Zittle. He was the second
to be named Pye, for the first of that name had died; and his
elder brother was called Lum Zittle; these names taken from
their family connections. All the Zittle people were Wine-
brennerians, and went to the bethels or churches of that sect
regularly to hear the preachers proclaim against slavery and
alcohol and in favor of baptism and the washing of feet.

Lum Zittle was a “professing Christian” when he was
hardly yet a little boy, but Pye Zittle was a dreamer, who
walked by himself and fed the wild rabbits and talked to the
hogs as they rooted in the woods.

His brother Lum regarded this fondness for the hogs as bad
taste, if not carnal-mindedness. Lum’s only field pet was a
beautiful calf, almost as clean and obedient as himself, which
he called “Trine.” This calf was fed so well that it was the
fattest thing about the place, except the laughing hog, which
we are presently to see.

“Pye,” said Lum one day, when his vagrant brother came
in from the woods, where Pye and the lean pigs had been
seeking the shade together, “ of what were you made?”

* George Alfred Townsend : Pittsburg Bulletin,
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Pye looked down at his not very tidy clothes and answered:

“ Dirt.”

“No, brother Pye. The Scriptures say you were made of
clay—not dirt. Some time the hogs out there in the woods,
when the nuts and mast grow scarce, will turn and eat you
up. What will become of you then?”

“I will be sausages,” answered Pye reflectively. “ Then
I can hear what the griddle says when it sizzes. Then I can
curl up and be greasy and keep warm.”

“O brother!” exclaimed Lum, “what monstrous stories
you tell, pretending to hear dumb animals talk! Why don’t
they talk to me?”

“You don’t git down among of 'em,” replied Pye absently.
I do. They can’t eat me, brother Lum, because I goes and
fetches of ’em nuts that ain’t fell, and grapes that’s dryin’ on
the bramble tops. They wouldn’t eat me that’s huntin’ food
for ’em, would they?”

“Hogs and swine is the same thing, pore, ignorant, triflin’
Pye! And didn’t the devils in the Scripture run into the
swine, and the swine down the steep place into the sea?” '

“Did they?"” asked Pye wistfully. “What was the sea
like, Lum? Would a hog take me off thar to sea if I was to
git onto his back? Would he drownd me? I reckon he would
fetch me back ef I told him I would git him some more mast!"”

“You can’t tell a hog anything, brother, any more than
you can talk to Trine, my fatted calf. What does #¢ say?”

“I b’leeve it say amen, Lum, just like you do up at bethel.
It think it say 4-a-e, but it sound to me like amen /"

Lum went his way seriously, and prayed that brother Pye
might die rather than grow up a scoffer.

But farmer Cadmus Zittle loved his idle little boy, who
could not work in the fields like his industrious brother Lum.
Pye said his head hurt him when he planted corn or potatoes
after the plough, and there was something about his throat
that made his voice twang pitifully to his father’s ears when
Pye called:

“Pop, mayn’t I knock off and go in the woods and see my
pigs?”

“Yes, go my leetle boy,” old Cadmus would tenderly re-
mark, “and tell your pappy all they say to-night, Pye.”

So when the darkness fell upon the long, narrow, humble
valley between the rolling forest mountains, and the firewood
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roared in the stove or crackled in the chimney, Lum would
come in from grooming his precious calf and would take up
the sermons and works of Bishop Winebrenner, who called
his church “she,” and who said “she” was full of visibility,
unity, sanctity, universality, and perplexity, and Lum would
ask Pye if he could remember these five “ primary attributes ”
in order. ’

“No, brother Lum, but I cotch a snake for our lame barrer
pig to-day, and he say, ‘Pye, how good you is to me! ’ "

Then Pye would rattle off to his parents all the conversa-
tions and legends of the pigs, rabbits, squirrels, crows, and
cocks, as he dreamed or believed them to be, until his weak
little throat would grow sore upon that tired chord and he
would fall asleep with his papa’s hand in his, and never see
that his papa’s eyes were full of tears.

“Dot dear leetle boy,” old Cadmus Zittle would say to his
wife. “He talks so wid dem peegs.” -

As the little boy grew older he also grew queerer, and
school hurt his head as much as methodical work; the sing-
song of the boys and girls, all kicking their feet as they
“learned by heart,” made Pye sick, and he barely learned to
read, while brother Lum went to the head of the class and
could outspell the schoolmaster, especially on such long words
as unregenerate and verisimilitude. 'When Lum would leave the
school his fat calf, Trine, would come and join him and they
would walk along the road together, one as clean and demure
as the other, while Pye would be racing the pigs, almost as
careless as they and calling them all by names personally, and
his hair would be out through his cloth cap and his trousers
worn through at the knees.

“Oh, dot leetle boy,” old Cadmus would remark to see
them coming, “dem peegs do love him so.”

One day the old sow, Snooky, came in from the mountains
with a litter of many pigs she had found out there, somehow,
and among them was one pig with twice as much squeal to
him as any of his brothers and sisters; he would go off squeal-
ing “Weak! weak! weak!"” at any provocation whatever, and
kick up his little white feet, and run his nose in the ground,
and turn a somersault.

Old mother Snooky would reprove him with a deep grunt
which sounded like “Strong! strong! strong!’ but the little
scamp would run up and take hold of one of her teats and suck
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and giggle and squeal with the milk running out of his mouth:
“Weak! weak! weak!”

Old Snooky would turn and kick the little wretch over, pro-
testing again: “ Go long! Go long! Strong! strong! strong!”

“ Weak ! weak ! weak !” would come the cry of the mischief-
making pig, as he would fall over and among the whole litter,
tumbling them this way and that: “We, weak! we, we, we—
we-e-eak! weak! weak!”

“Pop,” cried the twanging throat-voice of the younger
son, “won’t you give me that little bad pig?”’

“What would you call him, my boy Pye?”

“Call him Wick,” says Pye. “That’s what he says his
name is.”

“ Present, wick; past, weak; perfect participle, wicked!”
spoke insinuatingly aloud the good brother Lum.

“Yaw, my dear little boy,” old Cadmus spoke, “1 will give
you dot triflin’ peeg; and my best boy, Lum, you may pick
one out, too, and have its tail to fry dis Christmas a year.”

“I don’t like dirty pigs,” Lum observed; “I’ll take the
best calf, if you will let me.”

So each brother had his request fulfilled, and Pye was al-
lowed to bring his little pig into the house at nights, and it
would curl up on Pye’s breast when he had worn out telling
the talk of little pigs, and dirty ducks, and gobbling turkeys,
and would almost twitter at the little boy’s ear:

“Weak! weak! weak!”

“Oh, dot little peeg,” Cadmus Zittle would sigh, in sympa-
thetic pain; “he talk about dot leetle boy dat loves him so!”

The pig Wick was a roving creature that gave its mother
no other pleasure than eating all she would supply him, and
then disappearing until dinner or dark.

“Strong! strong! strong!” old Snooky would lecture him
as he came up at daybreak, dingy and dirty, and held out his
snout, like a plate, for refreshments.

“Weak! weak! we-we-weak!” would be the murmur of
the pig underneath her, trying to apologize and eat together.
After finishing the repast Wick would dart off in the field and
muddy the ditch for Lum’s fatted calf, and run to Pyeina
shocking state of squalor, but Pye would go off with it to the
woods, and there they would scratch and squeal and play to-
gether till the old zinc bell in farmer Zittle’s yard would be
heard ringing for dinner or supper.
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“Dot leetle boy,” Cadmus Zittle would fondly say, “live
all day long wid dot leetle peeg!”

Lum Zittle had almost resolved to preach the Gospel when
he should grow up, and therefore the Winebrennerian bishop
came to the house to visit the family and get a subscription
in provisions or cash,

Lum wanted Cadmus, his father, to give the bishop the
little pig, Wick, and let it be taken off in the bishop’s buggy,
but Pye went and told Wick to be very well-behaved that
night, or he might be roast pig for the bishop when that large
feeder should drive home to Pennsylvania.

Therefore, when all the family was assembled that night to
hear the bishop explain what *“ she ” was—meaning the church
he had founded out of his own head—Pye sat with Wick all
cleaned and washed in his arms and heard the lesson from
the Scriptures as the pig nodded with lines of good-humor all
through its snout and little, half-closed piggy eyes.

Perhaps the bishop had been told of Pye's dangerous weak-
ness for pig company, for he commenced to expound the
parable of the Prodigal Son

This was quite a new story to Pye, who was a poor listener
in meetings, and did not know Abraham from Simon Peter.

The lamp was dim and the fire flared, and the bishop pushed
up his spectacles and recited the tale he had started to read.

“Beware,” said he, “ of the Prodicle Son and the swine,”
looking at Pye and his pig.

“Weak! weak! weak!"” hooted Wick sleepily, and the
calf rubbed its nose against the main window, to know what
was going on. “The Prodicle Son,” continued the bishop,
“would fain have filled his belly with husks that the swine
did eat.”

“Hogs won’t eat husks,” corrected Pye candidly.

“Them hoags did, sir. The Scripters says it! Them was
the Prodicle Son breed of.hoags, ringtailed and perwerse,
kivered with headstrong bristles, stuffed with indigestible
husks, and ravenous as the enemies of the church for ske; but
she will stand! ske is not cast down. Never do you fear
for she

The prodigious bishop had risen to his feet and was ad-
dressing the little boy, Pye, who sat with his pig in his arms,
wondering whom the bishop was going to fight.

“Amen!” called Lum, to encourage the bishop
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“Ba-a-a-a!” said the good calf outside the window.

“Weak! weak! weak!"” chuckled the little pig in its dreams.

“ Oh, dot little boy,” spoke humbly Cadmus Zittle; “ he talk
so wid dot little peeg!”

The bishop liked argument, especially with those who could
not reply, and he analyzed the parable of the Prodigal Son
with fierceness.

“He was a younger son, ah-h-h! There you will find the
enemies of s4¢/ Not the settled, well, overlooked, hefty elder
sons. Absalom, /%e was a younger son! Jacob, % was a
younger son! All perwerse against s/4e, ah-h-h!

“ And the Prodicle took his sheer of the property in goods.
Greediness, ah! Tried to start a business, may be—a store,
or a scheme, or a shebang, ah!

“He went into a far country—Pennsylwany, or Fergeenia,
or West Fergeenia, was too nigh for such an enemy of ske;
he must go to Illinoy, or Kinsas, or North Keerliny, ah!

“A famine came along, ah! #2a# socked it to him. His
fowls went down then. He jined a citizen of that other
country who was in the feed business, and mark you, he kept
koags for a living. What a fall was that! He fell away from
she, and now the hoags was his family! ‘No man gave unto
him s’ the hoags had to have the corn. He would fain have
filled his belly with them husks.”

“ But he didn’t do it, though,” piped in Pye; “ we give our
old husk mattress to the hogs, and they wouldn’t eat it.”

“Weak! weak? weak! ™ critically from Wick, the pig..

“Think of him off thar,” emphasized the bishop, *after
all his opposition to ske; worse than a hired man; worse than
a nigger; worse than a tramp' All for his wandering per-
wersity. What did he say to them hoags? How could they
amuse him? He, a-perishin’ off thar, without railroad facili-
ties to git home. Did he mourn? Did he groan? Did he
grunt with them pigs? ™

Here the pig, called Wick, slipped out of Pye’s arms and
fell on the bare floor, and ran in and out, squealing, and
something in the method of the squeal arrested brother Lum’s
attention.

¢That pig squeals like mockery, bishop!” cried brother
Lum.

“It do: It do‘ It raises its feeble woice against ske. It
must be possessed of a devil!”
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The calf Trine here called éa-a-a so loudly and ran away in
the moonlight so strangely that the little pig’s queer behavior
affected all but Pye with the easy superstitions of the country.

“Drive him into the fire, where he belongs, ah! - cried the
bishop. “He scoffs at me—and ske /"’

Brother Lum took up the rock crowbar from the corner and
made a pass at Wick, who dodged it and ran into farmer
Zittle's lap and there squealed with merriment, “ Weak! weak!
weak!”

“It’s laughing, pop!” cried Pye; “Wick and me often
laughs together, but he was never as funny as now.”

The pig, indeed, was shaken with interior emotion, and
could not even squeal, so well did it counterfeit a laugh. Pye
laughed. Farmer Zittle laughed. His wife and the bound-
boy laughed. Everybody laughed but the bishop and brother
Lum. _

“Weak, weak, weak, weak! We-we-we—oh, we, weak,
weak!”

“Let the bishop baptize the mocking pig!” exclaimed
brother Lum. “Let him take it away and bake it for his
dinner!”

“No, no,” the farmer Cadmus Zittle cried, and his dirty
little boy, Pye, took the pig in his arms. “ Dot peeg he love
dot leetle boy. Dot bishop make dot peeg laugh. Dot
fatted calf make nobody laugh. My good boy, Lum, you
gif dot calf to dot bishop—dot calf dot say ‘amen.’ ”

Lum begged the calf off, which caused the bishop and him
to fall out, and the pig went out to the sheds and told all the
poultry to roost high, as there was a bishop abroad and pray-
ing. But Pye spelled out the parable of the Prodigal Son for
himself, and felt the greatest interest in that great traveller
who had gone away from home in style and walked back on
so weak a stomach. He talked it over to Cadmus Zittle at
the fireplace, who reflected aloud:

“ Dot leetle boy might be dot Prodicle Son some day and
go away from fader. I would soon miss dot leetle boy, but
the peegs would gif him their food. He loves dem leetle
peegs.”

As time went on Pye grew thin and long, like the pigs that
ran in the woods—those cleanly wild pigs, only half-domesti-
cated into slops and bad manners! -and his favorite pig took
the name first of the “ Laughing Pig’ and next of the “ Laugh-

7
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ing Hog.” The boy was asked to do no work, for the doctor
had pronounced him sick, and Wick often put his snout be-
tween Pye’s legs and looked up, saying, as of Pye’s condition:

“Weak! weak! weak!"” “

But often the pig would make Pye merry by its good-for-
nothing, time-killing ways and the tricks it played on every-
body. The fatted calf was kept in a continual baby ba-a-a
at Wick’s impositions, and the hog would lie in the road on
Sundays and go away to camp-meetings unbidden, and do
pretty much as it pleased, till one day a farmer from the An-
tietam went past with a wagon-load of distiller’s mash, which
he had taken to fatten his bulls for market from the Catoctin
Valley distilleries.

The wagon splashed out a little of the mash. The hog ate
it and set up a sound like its mother, Snooky, of—

“Strong! strong! strong!”

You see, the pig had changed his voice with growth, as the
little boy could never do.

“ Gim me some more,” grunted Wick, the pig,“ then I'll tell
you all about the Prodicle Son!”

Pye begged a bucket of the mash from the man, and he and
the hog went down into the clean ditch and sat and had a
talk. The hog ate all the mash and was full of confidential
information.

“ Pye,” remarked the hog, shaking with laughter and hold-
ing to the ground with all his four toes, ‘ my ancestor left the
far country with the Prodicle Son. That’s why I laughed so
when the bishop murdered the parable a-tellin’ of it. Weak!
weak! weak!”

He swayed his bristly chin and showed his curved tusks as
he shook with laughter.

“Wick,” cried Pye, “I believe you are boozy.”

“No. Strong!strong!strong!” Wick became very serious.
“The fact was that the Prodicle ‘joined himself to a citizen
out thar,’ as it says, who had a ’stillery, and the job was too
seductive, so he took us hogs for his share and tried to fatten
us with the mash; but Lor’ bless you! he was too entertain-
ing. We just shook all the fat off our bones a-laughing at
his jokes. He kept us lean with laughing, and might as well
have tried to tickle us fat.”

Wick now took a roll on the ground and emitted the sounds
of “Ho! ho! ho! haw! ho! ha!”
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“He had been everywhere,” said Wick at length, getting
up on his hindquarters, dog fashion, and gesturing with one
" forepaw in the double-sightedness of the boozy. “The Prodi-
cle had heard every story between Bagdad and Rome, and
he used to tell ’em to us. They represented half his daddy’s
fortune. He had been with actors and show people, billiard-
sharps and diviners; with gladiators and whomsoever wanted
his money and could make him laugh. And all that invest-
ment was at last for the benefit of us hogs.

“ Weak! weak! weak!

“ However, when the Prodicle started to go, my grand-
daddy thought to himself, ‘if I can’t hear no more jokes, I
might as well be dead!’ So he started after the Prodicle to
be his dog and bear him company. Hundreds of miles they
went, and slept in barns and graveyards and ruined cellars,
but my grand-daddy could root and the Prodicle could beat
people, and so they took no cares along and lived by the way.
The hog picked up some tricks from the Prodicle; he could
pretend to be dead, could make a speech in hog Latin, could
go around with a pole like a trained bear, and he could dance
a little. Whatever made men laugh touched their hearts.

“ And so, when they came in sight of his father’s house,
they were both awfully poor.. My grand-daddy’s anterior toes
were worn off so short that all his four toes were square on
the ground. The Prodicle had no uppers to his shoes to give
him corns. But they stood before the gate and sang ‘Hard
Times,” and the first thing they knew the old man came out
and called the Prodicle in for a dance, and my grand-daddy
got all the evening milk that was saved for the fatted calf.

“Oho! strong! weak! weak! strong!

“Don’t begrudge your youth for carelessness, as you never
will get it when you grow old.

“We have been a great breed of pigs, and call my Prodicle
ancestor my grand-daddy; but, Pye, we careless hogs beat the
census of everything. In ten generations one old Prodicle
sow hog will have six millions of offspring, not counting half
a million that die. Laugh and grow fat is our motto.”

Here the Laughing Hog made an idiotic gesture with both
paws and rolled off its balance into the ditch.

“Wick,” remarked Pye, as the Laughing Hog staggered
into the pen that night, “ what are you going to do about
next hog-killing time ? ”
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“ Dream of sausage, like you,Pye! Ho! ho! Strong! strong!”

“I wonder what makes all dat noise in de hog-pen to-
night? ” exclaimed Cadmus Zittle, rousing up. “ Maybe a bear
is'in dere.”

“No, pappy,” replied little Pye from his trundle-bed; “it’s
only the Prodicle Son’s hog, that eat the sour mash and got
boozy.”

“Dot leetle boy,” Cadmus whispered to his wife, “I think
he go like dot Prodicle Son to the far country, too. But he
loves de pore hogs.”

Yes, the little boy’s voice was pitched very hxgh and so
was his little heart that had a rheumatism in it, so that his
pains grew long, and little pleasure did he have but in re-
counting what the pigs and rabbits said; and the Laughing
Hog, left more alone, grew mighty fat, so that it laughed
with several double chins, and had so many dimples you céuld
hardly see its eyes. When brother Lum and his now well-
grown calf went by, the Laughing Hog would sit up and laugh
at them, and flap one ear, and say to Pye:

“It’s a pore sausage the veal makes, and the good he-calf
that keeps over Christmas. Ho! ho! Weak! weak! weak!”

Farmer Zittle’s fowls died from the cold that winter. The
doctor said Pye must have fresh meat, and the farmer killed
the lovely calf, which affected brother Lum as persecution.
So he waited to be revenged upon the Laughing Hog.

The winter grew colder and snow lay long upon the moun-
~ tains, and Christmas came like something old and delayed.
Pye’s little voice said to his papa one night, ina hlgh strained,
but cheery key:

“Me and Wick’s coming from the far country. We’s Prod-
icle breed, dear pop!”

“Why, sonny,” said farmer Zittle, “ Wick’s favorife sow
has got leetle peegs for next year. Dey is all laughing peegs.”

“If I come home,” says the fiddle-string voice, “ my hog
must come in, too, pop.” '

“Yaw, Pye; we all love dot laughing peeg.”

The next morning Pye was a little out of his head with the
laudanum he had been given for his heart, and strange colors
like iodine were in his eyes, coming and going as the light of
waving trees in wells.

“I want to see my hog,” he said. “Something ails my
hog. He don’t laugh to-day.”



_The Fate of the Laughing Pig 101

The familiar screams of butchering morning at the hog-pen
came in, with laughter mixed. , ,

“What’s that?” piped Pye. “I heard my old hog laugh.
He’s screaming now, ‘Pye! Pye!’ Don’t you hear him?”

The noise from the hog-pen suddenly ceased: the little
boy’s eyes glazed as he listened, and his last words were:

“Weak—weak—weak!”

“Father, we stuck-the Laughing Hog by mistake,” spoke
Master Lum, entering the dwelling,

“Oh, dot leetle boy! " the farmer said. “ He couldn’t live
without dot peeg, mother; we haf no Prodicles now.”

Yes, little Pye was dead and Wick was also gone. No laugh-
ter was known at Cadmus Zittle’s house till one day the sau-
sage of the Laughing Hog was brought upon the table.

They ate it, and all began to laugh.

“I know dot pork and sausage now,” old Cadmus cried in
joy and tears together; “it is my dear son’s peeg. Dem
Prodicle breed is what makes people laugh.”

“Father,” cried Lum, “you never laugh for me!”

*“ Hush, my good son,” the farmer said; “ dot leetle boy he
love dem peegs so much; I miss dot leetle boy.”
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ETCHINGS: THE UNNAMABLE *

Hours succeed to hours; I go on and on, as in a dream,
descending from the dunes into the valleys, then climbing
again over the dunes to again descend, and I advance, proud
of my strength, firm in my courage, defying the sand, defying
the sun, defying thirst, and even death itself!

The sun declines toward the earth, setting in glowing colors.
Behold me in the immensity of a plain which stretches out
arid and reddened by the twilight glow. Between the vast
horizons infinite solitude in infinite silence.

I stop, struck to the heart. Nothing attenuates the soli-
tude; not an insect, not a leaf, not a cloud, not a breath,
No movement in sky or earth, in the giant immobility of
space. A silence absolutely even—terrifying.

In the enormous silence I hear my arteries beating with
vibrant and hurrying shocks; it is the song of my life which
is troubling the Nothing, it is the labor of my flesh which is
blaspheming the Uncreated, and now Fear—abject, hideous
Fear—gnaws my vitals. )

My blood leaps quicker; its metallic rhythm deafens me,
troubles me, drives me wild. I feel death approaching, a
cowardly death from fear. But I am crushed under the mon-
strous silence palpitating with the Unnamable. I cannot flee.

Now life is escaping me. From the bottom of my heart I
call upon God, imploring Him: “Lord! help me in my dis-
tress. Send a bird, a wind, or a thunderbolt to break the
mortal silence, or I succumb through terror of Nothing.”

Suddenly there rises upon the air an intangible sound. I
listen anxiously. The sound increases. It is like a rising song.
It grows stronger, it approaches. ' ’

O Omnipotence of God! It is a fly, a common little black
insect but its frail wings fill with their buzzing and their life
the immense plains of solitude.

It approaches; it lights upon my arm. Throbbing with
anguish and holding my breath, I raise my hand slowly,
slowly over it and it is a prisoner. -

My little captive buzzes between my fingers.

The sound of its life has conquered the silence and the soli-
tude; I am no longer alone, and I am—saved.

* Legends of the Sahara: Nouvelle Revue: H. B.: For Short Stories.
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THE HOUSE AND THE BRAIN*

Famous Stories— The Old Time Favorites.

A friend of mine, who is a man of letters and a philosopher,
said to me one day, as if between jest and earnest: “ Fancy!
since last we met, I have discovered a haunted house in the
midst of London.”

“Really haunted?—and by what? ghosts?”

“Well, I can’t answer that question; all I know is this—
six weeks ago my wife and I were in search of a furnished
apartment. Passing a quiet street, we saw on the window of
one of the houses a bill, ‘Apartments Furnished.” The situ-
ation suited us; we entered the house—liked the rooms—en-
gaged them by the week—and left them the third day. No
power on earth could have reconciled my wife to stay longer;
and I don’t wonder at it.”

“What did you see?”

“ Excuse me—1I have no desire to be ridiculed as a super-
stitious dreamer—nor, on the other hand, could I ask you
to accept on my affirmation what you would hold to be in-
credible without the evidence of your own senses. Let me
only say this, it is not so much what we saw or heard (in
which you might fairly suppose that we were the dupes of our
own excited fancy, or the victims of imposture in others) that
drove us away, as it was an indefinable terror which seized
both of us whenever we passed by the door of a certain un-
furnished room, in which we neither saw nor heard anything.
And the strangest marvel of all was, that for once in my life
I agreed with my wife, silly woman though she be—and al-
lowed, after the third night, that it was impossible to stay a
fourth in that house. Accordingly, on the fourth morning, I
summoned the woman who kept the house and attended on
us, and told her that the rooms did not quite suit us, and we
could not stay out our week. She said, dryly, ‘I know why;
you have stayed longer than any other lodger. Few ever
stayed a second night; none before you a third. But I take
it they have been very kind to you.’ '

“‘They—who?’ I asked, affecting a smile.

“‘Why, they who haunt the house, whoever they are. I
don’t mind them; I remember them many years ago, when I

* By Edward George Bulwer: Lord Lytton.
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lived in this house, not as a servant; but I know they will be
the death of me some day. I don’t care—I'm old, and must
die soon anyhow; and then I shall be with them, and in this
house still.” The woman spoke with so dreary a sadness, that
really it was a sort of awe that prevented my conversing with
her further. I paid for my week, and too happy were I and
my wife to get off so cheaply.”

“You excite my curiosity,” said I; “nothing I should like
better than to sleep in a haunted house. Pray give me the
address of the one which you left so ignominiously.”

My friend gave me the address; and when we parted, I
walked straight toward the house thus indicated.

It is situated on the north side of Oxford Street, in a dull
but respectable thoroughfare. I found the house shut up—
no bill at the window, and no response to my knock. As ]I
was turning away, a beer boy, collecting pewter pots at the
neighboring areas, said to me: “ Do you want any one at that
‘house, sir?”

“Yes, I heard it was to be let.”

“Let!—why, the woman who kept it is dead—has been
dead these three weeks, and no one can be found to stay
there, though Mr. J offered ever so much. He offered
mother, who chars for him, £1 a week just to open and shut
the windows, and she would not.”

“Would not!—and why?”

“The house is haunted; and the old woman who kept it
was found dead in her bed, with her eyes wide open. They
say the devil strangled her.”

“Pooh!—Mr. J Is he the owner of the house? ”

“Yes.”
“Where does he live? ”
“In G Street, No. L

“ What is he?—in any business? ”

“No, sir—nothing particular; a single gentleman.”

I gave the pot-boy the gratuity earned by his liberal infor-
mation, and proceeded to Mr. J , in G Street, which
was close by the street that boasted the haunted house. I
was lucky enough to find Mr. J at home—an elderly man,
with intelligent countenance and prepossessing manners.

I communicated my name and my business frankly. I said
I heard the house was considered to be haunted—that I had
a strong desire to examine a house with so equivocal a repu-
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tation—that I should be greatly obliged if he would allow
me to hire it, though only for a night. I was willing to pay
for that privilege whatever he might be inclined to ask. “Sir,”
said Mr. J , with great courtesy, ‘the house is at your
service, for as short or as long a time as you please. -Rent is
out of the question—the obligation will be on my side should
you be able to discover the cause of the strange phenomena
which at present deprive it of all value. I cannot let it, for
I cannot even get a servant to keep it in order or answer the
door. Unluckily the house is haunted, if I may use that ex-
pression, not only by night, but by day; though at night the
disturbances are of a more unpleasant and sometimes of a
more alarming character. The poor old woman who died in
it three weeks ago was a pauper whom I took out of a work-
house, for in her childhood she had been known to some of
my family, and had once been in such good circumstances
that she had rented that house of my uncle. She was a wo-
man of superior education and strong mind, and was the only
person I could ever induce to remain in the house. Indeed,
since her death, which was sudden, and the coroner’s inquest,
which gave it a notoriety in the neighborhood, I have so de-
spaired of finding any person to take charge of the house,
much more a tenant, that I would willingly let it rent-free for
a year to any one who would pay its rates and taxes.”

“How long is it since the house acquired this character? ”

“That I can scarcely tell you, but very many years since.
The old woman I spoke of said it was haunted when she
rented it between thirty and forty years ago. The fact is,
that my life has been spent in the East Indies, and in the
civil service of the Company. I returned to England last
year, on inheriting the fortune of an uncle, among whose
possessions was the hous in question. I found it shut up,
and uninhabited. I was told that it was haunted, that no one
would inhabit it. I smiled at what seemed to me so idle a
story. I spent some money in repairing it—added to its old-
fashioned furniture a few modern articles—advertised it, and
obtained a lodger for a year., He was a colonel retired on
half-pay. He came in with his family, a son and a daughter,
and four or five servants; they all left the house the next day;
and although each of them declared that he had seen some-
thing different from that which had scared the others, a some-
thing still was equally terrible to all. I really could not in
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conscience sue, nor even blame, the colonel for breach of
agreement. Then I put in the old woman I have spoken of,
and she was empowered to let the house in apartments. I
never had one lodger who stayed more than three days. I
do not tell you their stories—to no two lodgers have there
been exactly the same phenomena repeated. It is better that
you should judge for yourself, than enter the house with an
imagination influenced by previous narratives; only be pre-
pared to see and to hear something or other, and take what-
ever precautions you yourself please.”

“Had you never a curiosity to pass a night in that house? ”

“Yes. I passed not a night, but three hours in broad day-
light in that house. My curiosity is not satisfied, but it is
quenched. I have no desire to renew the experiment. You
cannot complain, you see, sir, that I am not sufficiently can-
did; and unless your interest be exceedingly eager, and your
nerves unusually strong, I honestly add, that I advise you 7ot
to pass a night in that house.”

“My interest. 7s exceedingly keen,” said I, “and though
only a coward will boast of his nerves in situations wholly
unfamiliar to him, yet my nerves have been seasoned in such
variety of danger that I have the right to rely on them—even
in a haunted house.”

Mr. J said very little more; he took the keys of the
house out of his bureau, gave them to me, and thanking him
cordially for his frankness, and his urbane concession to my
wish, I carried off my prize.

Impatient for the experiment, as soon as I reached home,
I summoned my confidential servant—a young man of gay
spirits, fearless temper, and as free from superstitious preju-
dice as any one I could think of.

“ ,” said I, “you rememb®r in Germany how disap-
pointed we were at not finding a ghost in that old castle, which
was said to be haunted by a headless apparition? Well, I
have heard of a house in London which, I have reason to
hope, is decidedly haunted. I mean to sleep there to-night.
From what I hear, there is no doubt that something will allow
itself to be seen or to be heard—something, perhaps, exces-
sively horrible. Do you think, if I take you with me, I may
rely on your presence of mind, whatever may happen?

“Oh, sir! trust me,” answered F——, grinning with delight.

“Very well, then; here are the keys of the house—this is
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the address. Go now—select for me any bed-room you please;
and since the house has not been inhabited for weeks, make
up a good fire—air the bed well—see, of course, that there are
candles as well as fuel. Take with you miy revolver and my
dagger—so much for my weapons—arm yourself equally well!
and if we are not a match for a dozen ghosts, we shall be but
a sorry couple of Englishmen.”

I was engaged for the rest of the day on business so urgent
that I had not leisure to think much on the nocturnal adven-
ture to which I had plighted my honor. I dined alone, and
very late, and while dining, read, as is my habit. I selected
-one of the volumes of Macaulay’s Essays. I thought to my-
self that I would take the book with me; there was so much
of healthfulness in the style, and practical life in the subjects,
that it would serve as an antidote against the influences of
superstitious fancy.

Accordingly, about half-past nine, I put the book into my
pocket, and strolled leisurely toward the haunted house. I
took with me a favorite dog—an exceedingly sharp, bold and
vigilant bull-terrier—a dog fond of prowling about strange '
ghostly corners and passages at night in search of rats—a dog
of dogs for a ghost.

It was a summer night, but chilly, the sky somewhat
gloomy and overcast. Still there was a moon—faint and
sickly, but still a moon—and if the clouds permitted, after
midnight it would be brighter.

I reached the house, knocked, and my servant opened with
a cheerful smile.

‘““ All right, sir, and very comfortable.”

“Oh!” said I, rather disappointed; “have you not seen or
heard anything remarkable? ” :

“Well, sir, I must own I have heard something queer.”

“ What?—what? "

“The sound of feet pattering behind me; and once or twice
small whispers close at my ear—nothing more.”

“You are not at all frightened? ”

“I! not a bit of it, sir; ” and the man’s bold look reassured
me on one point—viz., that, happen what might, he would
not desert me.

We were in the hall, the street door closed, and my atten-
tion was now drawn to my dog. He had at first run in
eagerly enough, but had sneaked back to the door, and was
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scratching and whining to get out. After patting him on the
head, and encouraging him gently, the dog seemed to recon-
cile himself to the situation, and followed me and F
through the house, but keeping close at my heels instead of
hurrying inquisitively in advance, which was his usual and
normal habit in all strange places. We first visited the sub-
terranean apartments, the kitchen and other offices, and espe-
cially the cellars, in which last there were two or three bottles
of wine still left in a bin, covered with cobwebs, and, evi-
dently, by their appearance, undisturbed for many years. It
was clear that the ghosts were not winebibbers. For the rest
we discovered nothing of interest. There was a gloomy, little
back-yard, with very high walls. - The stones of this yard
were very damp; and what with the damp, and what with
the dust and smoke-grime on the pavement, our feet left a
slight impression where we passed. And now appeared the
first strange phenomenon witnessed by myself in this strange
abode. I saw, just before me, the print of a foot suddenly
form itself, as it were. I stopped, caught hold of my servant,
and pointed to it. In advance of the footprint as suddenly
dropped another. We both saw it. I advanced quickly to
the place, the footprint kept advancing before me, a small
footprint—the foot of a child; the impression was too faint
thoroughly to distinguish the shape, but it seemed to us both
that it was the print of a naked foot. This phenomenon
ceased when we arrived at the opposite wall, nor did it repeat
itself on returning. We remounted the stairs, and entered
the rooms on the ground floor, a dining parlor, a small back
parlor, and a still smaller third room that had been probably
appropriated to a footman—all still as death. We then vis-
ited the drawing-rooms, which seemed fresh and new, In the
front room I seated myself in the arm-chair. F placed
on the table the candlestick with which he had lighted us. I
told him to shut the door. As he turned to do so, a chair
opposite to me moved from the wall quickly and noiselessly,
and dropped itself about a yard from my own chair, imme-
diately fronting it.

“Why, this is better than the turning-tables,” said I, with
a half-laugh; and as I laughed, my dog put back his head
and howled. :

F , coming back, had not observed the movement of
the chair. He employed himself now in stilling the dog. I
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continued to gaze on the chair, and fancied I saw on it a pale,
blue, misty outline of a human figure, but an outline so in-
distinct that I could only distrust my own vision. The dog
now was quiet. “Put back that chair opposite to me,” said

Ito F : “put it back to the wall.”

F obeyed. “Was that you, sir?” said he, turning
abruptly.

“Il—what?”

“Why, something struck me. I felt it sharply on the shoul-
der—just here.”

“No,” said I. “But we have jugglers present, and though
we may not discover their tricks, we shall catch #4em before
they frighten us.”

We did not stay long in the drawing-rooms—in fact, they
felt so damp and so chilly that I was glad to get to the fire
up-stairs. We locked the doors of the drawing-rooms—a pre-
caution which, I should observe, we had taken with all the
rooms we had searched below. The bedroom my servant had
selected for me was the best on the floor—a large one, with
two windows fronting the street. The four-posted bed, which
took up no inconsiderable space, was opposite to the fire,
which burned clear and bright; a door in the wall to the left,
between the bed and the window, communicated with the
room which my servant appropriated to himself. This last
was a small room with a sofa-bed, and had no communica-
tion with the landing-place—no other door but that which
conducted to the bedroom I was to occupy. On either side of
my fire-place was a cupboard, without locks, flush with the
wall, and covered with the same dull-brown paper. We ex-
amined these cupboards—only hooks to suspend female dresses
—nothing else; we sounded the walls—evidently solid—the
outer walls of the building. Having finished the survey of
these apartments, warmed myself a few moments, and lighted
my cigar, I then, still accompanied by F , went forth to
complete my reconnoitre. In the landing-place there was
another door; it was closed firmly. “Sir,” said my servant,
in surprise, “I unlocked this door with all the others when I
first came; it cannot have got locked from the inside, for: "

Before he had finished his sentence, the door, which neither
of us then was touching, opened quietly of itself. We looked
at each other an instant. The same thought seized' both—
some human agency might be detected here. I rushed in
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first, my servant followed. A small, blank, dreary room with-
out furniture—a few empty boxes and hampers'in a corner—
a small window—the shutters closed—not even a fire-place—
no other door but that by which we had entered—no carpet
on the floor, and the floor seemed very old, uneven, worm-
eaten, mended here and there, as was shown by the whiter
patches on the wood; but no living being, and no visible place
in which a living being could have hidden. As we stood gaz-
ing around, the door by which we had entered closed as quietly
as it had before opened; we were imprisoned.

For the first time I felt a creep of indefinable horror. Not
so my servant. ‘“Why, they don’t think to trap us, sir; I
could break that trumpery door with a kick of my foot.”

“Try first if it will open to your hand,” said I, shaking off
the vague apprehension that had seized me, ““ while I unclose
the shutters and see what is without.”

I unbarred the shutters—the window looked on the little
back yard I have before described; there was no ledge with-
out—nothing to break the sheer descent of the wall. No
man getting out of that window would have found any foot-
ing till he had fallen on the stones below.

F , meanwhile, was vainly attempting to open the door.
He now turned round to me, and asked my permission to use
forcee. And I should here state, in justice to the servant,
that, far from evincing any superstitious terrors, his nerve,
composure, and even gayety amid circumstances so extraordi-
nary, compelled my admiration, and made me congratulate
myself on havfng secured a companion in every way fitted to
the occasion. I willingly gave him the permission he
required. But though he was a remarkably strong man, his
force was as idle as his milder efforts; the door did not even
shake to his stoutest kick. Breathless and panting, he -
desisted. I then tried the door myself, equally in vain. As I
ceased from the effort, again that creep of horror came over
me; but this time it was more cold and stubborn. I felt as
if some strange and ghastly exhalation were rising up from
the chinks of that rugged floor, and filling the atmosphere
with a venomous influence hostile to human life. The door
now very slowly and quietly opened as if of its own accord.
We precipitated ourselves into the landing-place. We both
saw a large, pale light—as large as the human figure, but
shapeless and unsubstantial—move before us, and ascend the




The House and the Brain 111

stairs that led from the landing into the attics. I followed
the light, and my servant followed me. It entered, to the
right of the landing, a small garret, of which the door stood
open. I entered in the same instant. The light then col-
lapsed into a small globule, exceedingly brilliant and vivid;
rested a moment on a bed in the corner, quivered and van-
ished. We approached the bed and examined it—a half-tester,
such as is commonly found in attics devoted to servants. On
the drawers that stood near it were perceived an old, faded
silk kerchief, with the needle still left in a rent half repaired.
The kerchief was covered with dust; probably it had belonged
to the old woman who had last died in that house, and this
might have been her sleeping-room. I had sufficient curiosity
to open the drawers; there were a few odds and ends of fe-
male dress, and two letters tied round with a narrow ribbon
of faded yellow. I took the liberty to possess myself of the
letters. We found nothing else in the room worth noticing
—mnor did the light reappear; but we distinctly heard, as we
turned to go, a pattering footfall on the fltoor—just before
us. We went through the other attics (in all four), the foot-
fall still preceding us. Nothing to be seen—nothing but the
footfall heard. I had the letters in my hand; just as I was
descending the stairs I distinctly felt my wrist seized, and a
faint, soft effort made to draw the letters from my clasp. I
only held them the more tightly, and- the effort ceased.

We regained the bedchamber appropriated to myself, and
I then remarked that my dog had not followed us when we
had left it. He was thrusting himself close to the fire, and
trembling. I was impatient to examine the letters; and while
I read them, my servant opened a little box in which he had
deposited the weapons I had ordered him to bring; took
them out, placed them on a table close to my bed-head, and
then occupied himself in soothing the dog, who, however,
seemed to heed him very little.

The letters were short—they were dated; the dates ex-
- actly thirty-five years ago. They were evidently from a lover
to his mistress, or a husband to some young wife. Not only
the terms of expression, but a distinct reference to a former
voyage, indicated the writer to have been a seafarer. . The
spelling and handwriting were those of a man imperfectly
educated, but still the language itself was forcible. In the
expressions of endearment there was a kind of rough, wild
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love; but nere and there were dark unintelligible hints at
some secret not of love—some secret that seemed of crime.
“We ought to love each other,” was one of the, sentences I
remember, “for how every one else would execrate us if all
was known.” Again: “Don’t let any one be in the same
room with you at night—you talk in your sleep.” And again:
“What's done can’t be undone; and I tell you there’s nothing
against us unless the dead could come to life.” Here there
was underlined in a better handwriting (a female’s), *“ They
do!” At the end of the letter latest in date the same female
hand had written these words: “Lost at sea the 4th of June,
the same day as——"

I put down the letters,and began to muse over their contents.

Fearing, however, that the train of thoughts into which I
fell might unsteady my nerves, I fully determined to keep my
mind in a fit state to cope with whatever of marvellous the
advancing night might bring forth. I roused myself—laid
the letters on the table—stirred up the fire, which was still
bright and cheering—and opened my volume of Macaulay.
I read quietly enough until about half-past eleven. I then
threw myself dressed upon the bed, and told my servant he
might retire to his own room, but must keep himself awake.
I bade him leave open the door between the two rooms.
Thus alone, I kept two candles burning on the table by my
bed-head. I placed my watch beside the weapons, and calmly
resumed my Macaulay. Opposite to me the fire burned clear;
and on the hearth-rug, seemingly asleep, lay the dog. In
about twenty minutes I felt an exceedingly cold air pass by
my cheek, like a sudden draught. I fancied the door to my
right, communicating with the landing-place, must have got
open; but no—it was closed. I then turned my glance to
my left and saw the flame of the candles violently swayed as
by a wind. At the same moment the watch beside the re-
volver softly slid from the table—softly, softly—no visible
hand—it was gone. I sprang up, seizing the revolver with
one hand, the dagger with the other. I was not willing that
my weapons should share the fate of the watch. Thus armed
I looked round the floor—no sign of the watch. Three slow,
loud, distinct knocks were now heard at the bed head; my
servant called out, “Is that you, sir? ”

“No; be on your guard.”

The dog now roused himself and sat on his haunches, his
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ears moving quickly backward and forward. " He kept his
" eyes fixed on me with a look so strange that he concentred
all attention on himself. Slowly he rose up, all his hair bris-
tling, and stood perfectly rigid, and with the same wild stare.
I had no time, however, to examine the dog. Presently my
servant emerged from his room; and if ever I saw horror in
the human face, it was then. I should not have recognized
him had we met in the street, so altered was every lineament.
He passed by me quickly, saying in a whisper that seemed
scarcely to come from his lips, “ Run—run! it is after me!”
He gained the door to the landing, pulled it open, and rushed
forth. I followed him into the landing involuntarily, calling
to him to stop; but, without heeding me, he bounded down
the stairs, clinging to the balusters, and taking several steps
at a time. I heard, where I stood, the street-door open—
heard it again clap to. I was left alone in the haunted house.

It was but for a moment that I remained undecided whether
or not to follow my servant; pride and curiosity alike forbade
so dastardly a flight. I re-entered my room, closing the door
after me, and proceeded cautiously into the interior chamber.
I encountered nothing to justify my servant’s terror. I again
- carefully examined the walls, to see if there were any con-
cealed door. I could find no trace of one—not even a seam
in the dull-brown paper with which the room was hung. How
then, had the THING, whatever it was, which had so scared
- him, obtained ingress except through my own chamber?

I returned to my room, shut and locked the door that
opened upon the interior one, and stood on the hearth, ex-
pectant and prepared. I now perceived that the dog had
slunk into an angle of the wall, and was pressing himself
close against it, as if literally striving to force his way into
it. I approached the animal and spoke to it; the poor brute
was evidently beside itself with terror. It showed all its
teeth, the saliva dropping from its jaws, and it would certainly
have bitten me if I had touched it. It did not seem to rec-
ognize me. Whoever has seen at the Zoological Gardens a
rabbit fascinated by a serpent, cowering in a corner, may
form some idea of the anguish which the dog exhibited.
Finding all efforts to soothe the animal in vain, and fearing
that his bite might be as venomous in that state as in the
madness of hydrophobia, I left him alone placed my weapons
on the table, seated myself, and recommenced my Macaulay.

8
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Perhaps, in order not to appear seeking credit for a cour-
age, or rather a coolness, which the reader may conceive I
exaggerate, I may be pardoned if I pause to indulge in one
or two egotistical remarks.

As I hold presence of mind, or what is called courage, to
be precisely proportioned to familiarity with the circumstances
that lead to it, so I should say that I had been long suffi-
ciently familiar with all experiments that appertain to the
Marvellous. I had witnessed many very extraordinary phe-
nomena that would be either totally disbelieved if I stated
them, or ascribed to supernatural agencies. Now, my theory
is that the Supernatural is the Impossible, and that what is
called supernatural is only a something in the laws of nature,
of which we have been hitherto ignorant. Therefore, if a
ghost rise before me, I have not the right to say, “So, then,
the supernatural is possible,” but rather, “So, then, the ap-
parition of a ghost is, contrary to received opinion, within
the laws of nature—.e., not supernatural.”

Now, in all that I had hitherto witnessed, and, indeed, in
all the wonders which the amateurs of mystery in our age
record as facts, a material living agency is always required.
On the Continent, you will find still magicians who assert that
they can raise spirits. Assume for the moment that they as-
sert truly, still the living material form of the magician is
present; and he is the material agency by which, from some
constitutional peculiarities, certain strange phenomena are
represented to your natural senses.

Accept, again, as truthful the tales of Spirit Manifestation
in America—musical or other sounds—writings on paper, pro-
duced by no discernible hand—articles of furniture moved
without apparent human agency—or the actual sight and
touch of hands, to which no bodies seem to belong—still there
must be found the MEDIUM or living being, with constitutional
peculiarities capable of obtaining these signs. In fine, in all
such marvels, supposing even that there is no imposture there,
must be a human being like ourselves, by whom, or through
whom, the effects presented to human beings are produced.
It is so with the now familiar phenomena of mesmerism or
electro-biology; the mind of the person operated on is affected
through a material living agent. Nor supposing it true that
a mesmerized patient can respond to the will or passes of a
mesmerizer a hundred miles distant, is the response less oc-
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casioned by a material being; it may be through a material
fluid—call it Electric, call it Odic, call it what you will—
which has the power of traversing space and passing obstacles,
that the material effect is communicated from one to the
other. Hence all that I had hitherto witnessed, or expected
to witness, in this strange house, I believed to be occasioned
through some agency or medium as mortal as myself; and
this idea necessarily prevented the awe with which those who
regard as supernatural things that are not within the ordinary
operation of nature, might have been impressed by the ad-
ventures of that memorable night.

As, then, it was my conjecture that all that was presented,
or would be presented, to my senses, must originate in some
human being gifted by constitution with the power so to pre-
sent them, and having some motive so to do, I felt an interest
in my theory which, in its way, was rather philosophical than
superstitious. And I can sincerely say that I was in as tran-
quil a temper for observation as any practical experimentalist
could be in awaiting the effects of some rare, though perhaps
perilous, chemical combination. Of course, the more I kept
my mind detached from fancy, the more the temper fitted for
observation would be obtained; and I therefore riveted eye
and thought on the strong daylight sense in the page of my
Macaulay.

I now became aware that something interposed between the
page and the light—the page was overshadowed; I looked
up, and I saw what I shall find it very difficult, perhaps im-
possible, to describe.

It was a Darkness shaping itself forth from the air in very
undefined outline. I cannot say it was of a human form, and
yet it had more resemblance to a human form, or rather
shadow, than to anything else. As it stood, wholly apart and
distinct from the air and the light around it, its dimensions
seemed gigantic, the summit nearly touching the ceiling.
While I gazed, a feeling of intense cold seized me. An ice-
berg before me could not more have chilled me; nor could
the cold of an iceberg have been more purely physical. I
feel convinced that it was not the cold caused by fear. As I
continued to gaze, I thought—but this I cannot say with pre-
cision—that I distinguished two eyes looking down on me from
the height. One moment I fancied that I distinguished them
clearly, the next they seemed gone; but still two rays of a
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pale-blue light frequently shot through the darkness, as from
the height on which I half believed, half doubted, that I had
encountered the eyes.

I strove to speak—my voice utterly failed me; I could only
think to myself, “Is this fear? it is nof fear!” 1 strove to
rise—in vain; I felt as if weighed down by an irresistible
force. Indeed, my impression was that of an immense and
overwhelming Power opposed to my volition; that sense of
utter inadequacy to cope with a force beyond man’s, which
one may feel physically in a storm at sea, in a conflagration,
or when confronting some terrible wild beast, or rather, per-
haps, the shark of the ocean, I felt morally. Opposed to my
will was another will, as far superior to its strength as storm,
and fire, are superior in material force to the force of man.

And now, as this impression grew on me—now came, at
last, horror—horror to a degree that no words can convey.
Still I retained pride, if not courage; and in my own mind I
said, “ This is horror, but it is not fear; unless I fear, I can-
not be harmed; my reason rejects this thing; it is an illusion
—1I do not fear.” With a violent effort I succeeded at last in
stretching out my hand toward the weapon on the table; as I
did so, on the arm and shoulder I received a strange shock,
and my arm fell to my side powerless. And now, to add to
my horror, the light began slowly to wane from the candles
—they were not, as it were, extinguished, but their flame
seemed very gradually withdrawn; it was the same with the
fire—the light was extracted from the fuel; in a few minutes
the room was in utter darkness. The dread that came over
me, to be thus in the dark with that dark Thing, whose power
was so intensely felt, brought a reaction of nerve. In fact,
terror had reached that climax, that either my senses must have
deserted me, or I must have burst through the spell. I did
burst through it. I found voice, though the voice was a shriek.
I remember that I broke forth with words like these—“1 do
not -fear, my soul does not fear;” and at the same time I
found the strength to rise. Still in that profound gloom I
rushed to one of the windows—tore aside the curtain—flung
open the shutters; my first thought was—LIGHT. And when
I saw the moon high, clear, and calm, I felt a joy that almost
compensated for the previous terror. There, was the moon,
there, was also the light from the gas-lamps in the deserted,
slumberous street. I turned to look back into the room; the
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- moon penetrated its shadow very palely and partially—but
still there was light, The dark Thing, whatever it might
be, was gone—except that 1 could yet see a dim shadow—
the shadow of that shade against the opposite wall.

My eye now rested on the table, and from under the table
(which was without cloth or cover—an old mahogany round
table) there rose a hand, visible as far as the wrist. It was
a hand, seemingly, as much of flesh and blood as my own,
but the hand of an aged person—lean, wrinkled, small too—a
woman’s hand. That hand very softly closed on the two
letters that lay on the table; hand and letters both vanished.
Then there came the same three loud knocks I had heard at
the bed-head before this extraordinary drama had commenced.

As those sounds slowly ceased, I felt the whole room vi-
brate sensibly; and at the far end there rose, as from the
floor, sparks or globules like bubbles of light, many-colored
—agreen, yellow, fire-red, azure. Up and down, to and fro,
hither, thither, as tiny Will-o’-the-Wisps, the sparks moved,
slow or swift, each at its own caprice. ~ A chair (as in the
drawing-room below) was now advanced from the wall with-
out apparent agency, and placed at the opposite side of the
table. Suddenly, as forth from the chair, there grew a shape
—a woman’s shape. It was distinct as a shape of life—ghastly
as a shape of death. The face was that of youth, with a
strange, mournful beauty; the throat and shoulders were bare,
the rest of the form in a loose robe of cloudy white. It began
sleeking its long, yellow hair, which fell over its shoulders;
its eyes were not turned toward me, but to the door; it
seemed listening, watching, waiting. The shadow of the
shade in the background grew darker; and again I thought I
beheld the eyes gleaming out from the summit of the shadow
—eyes fixed upon that shape.

As if from the door, though it did not open, there grew out
another shape, equally distinct, equally ghastly—a man’s
shape—a young man’s. It was in the dress of the last
century, or rather in a likeness of such dress (for both
the male shape and the female, though defined, were evi-
dently unsubstantial, impalpable—simulacra—phantasms);
and there was something incongruous, grotesque, yet fearful
in the contrast between the elaborate finery, the courtly pre-
cision of that old-fashioned garb, with its ruffles, and lace,
and buckles, and the corpse-like aspect and ghost-like still-
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ness of the flitting wearer. Just as the male shape approached
the female, the dark Shadow started from the wall; all three
for a moment wrapped in darkness. When the pale light
returned, the two phantoms were as if in the grasp of the
Shadow that towered between them; and there was a blood-
stain on the breast of the female; and the phantom male was
leaning on its phantom sword, and blood seemed trickling
fast from the ruffles, from the lace, and the darkness of the
intermediate Shadow swallowed them up—they were gone.

And again the bubbles of light shot, and sailed, and undu-
lated, growing thicker and thicker and more wildly confused
in their movements. '

The closet door to the right of the fire-place now opened,
and from the aperture there came the form of an aged woman.
In her hand she held letters—the very letters over which I
had seen the Hand close; and behind her I heard a footstep.
She turned round as if to listen, and then she opened the
letters and seemed to read; and over her shoulder I saw a
livid face, the face as of a man long drowned—bloated,
bleached—seaweed tangled in its dripping hair; and at her
feet lay a form as of a corpse, and beside the corpse there
cowered a child, a miserable, squalid child, with famine in
its cheeks and fear in its eyes. And as I looked in the old
woman’s face, the wrinkles and lines vanished, and it became
a face of youth—hard-eyed, stony, but still youth; and the
Shadow darted forth, and darkened over these phantoms as
it had darkened over the last.

Nothing now was left but the Shadow, and on that my eyes
were intently fixed, till again eyes grew out of the Shadow—
malignant, serpent eyes. And the bubbles of light again rose
and fell, and in their disordered, irregular, turbulent maze,
mingled with the wan moonlight. And now from these glob-
ules themselves, as from the shell of an egg, monstrous things
burst out; the air was filled with them, larve so bloodless
and so hideous that I can in no way describe them except to
remind the reader of the swarming life which the solar micro-
scope brings before the eyes in a drop of water—things trans-
parent, supple, agile, chasing each other, devouring each
other—forms like nought ever beheld by the naked eye. As
the shapes were without symmetry, so their movements were
without order. In their very vagrancies there was no sport;
they came round me and round, thicker and faster and swifter,
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swarming over my head, crawling over my right arm, which
was outstretched in involuntary command against all evil
beings. Sometimes I felt myself touched, but not by them;
invisible hands touched me. Once I felt the clutch as of
cold, soft fingers at my throat. I was still equally conscious
that if I gave way to fear I should be in bodily peril; and I
concentred all my faculties in the single focus of resisting,
stubborn will. And I twned my sight from the Shadow—
above all, from those strange, serpent eyes—eyes that had
now become distinctly visible. For there, though in nought
else around me, I was aware that there was a WILL, and a
will of intense, creative, working evil, which might crush
down my own.

The pale atmosphere in the room began now to redden as
if in the air of some near conflagration. The larve grew
lurid as things that live on fire. Again the room vibrated;
again were heard the three measured knocks; and_again all
things were swallowed up in the darkness of the dark Shadow,
as if out of that darkness all had come, into that darkness all
returned.

As the gloom receded, the Shadow was wholly gone.
Slowly as it had been withdrawn, the flame grew again into
the candles on the table, again into the fuel in the grate.

The whole room came once more calmly, healthfully into
sight.

The two doors were still closed, the door communicating
with the servants’ room still locked. In the corner of the
wall, into which he had so convulsively niched himself, lay
the dog. I called to him—no movement; I approached—
the animal was dead; his eyes protruded; his tongue out of
his mouth; the froth gathered round his jaws. I took him in
my arms; I brought him to the fire; I felt acute grief for the
loss of my poor favorite—acute self-reproach; I accused my-
self of his death; I imagined he had died of fright. But what
was my surprise on finding that his neck was actually broken.
Had this been done in the dark?~—must it not have been by a
hand human as mine?—must there not have been a human
agency all the while in that room? Good cause to suspect it.
I cannot tell. I cannot do more than state the fact fairly;
the reader may draw his own inference.

Another surprising circumstance—my watch was restored
to the table from which it had been so mysteriously with-
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drawn; but it had stopped at the very moment it was so
withdrawn; nor, despite all the skill of the watchmaker, has
it ever gone since—that is, it will go in a strange, erratic way
for a few hours, and then come to a dead stop—it is worthless.

Nothing more chanced for the rest of the night. Nor, in-
deed, had I long to wait before the dawn broke. Not till it
was broad daylight did I quit the haunted house. Before I
did so, I revisited the little blind room in which my servant
and myself had been for a time imprisoned. I had a strong
impression—for which I could not account—that from that
room had originated the mechanism of the phenomena—if I
may use the term—which had been experienced in my cham-
ber. And though I entered it now in the clear day, with the
sun peering through the filmy window, I still felt, as I
stood on its floor, the creep of the horror which I had first
there experienced the night before, and which had been so
aggravated by what had passed in my own chamber, I could
not, indeed, bear to stay more than half a minute within those
walls. I descended the stairs, and again I heard the footfall
before me; and when I bpened the street door, I thought I
could distinguish a very low laugh. I gained my own home,
expecting to find my runaway servant there. But he had not
presented himself, nor did 1 hear more of him for three days,
when I received a letter from him, dated from Liverpool, to
this effect:

“ HoNORED Sir:—I humbly entreat your pardon, though I
can scarcely hope that you will think I deserve it, unless—
which Heaven forbid!—you saw what I did. I feel that it
will be years before I can recover myself; and as to being fit
for service, it is out of the question. I am therefore going to
my brother-in-law at Melbourne. The ship sails to-morrow.
Perhaps the long voyage may set me up. I do nothing now
but start and tremble, and fancy 1T is behind me. I humbly
beg you, honored sir, to order my clothes, and whatever wages
are due to me, to be sent to my mother’s, at Walworth—John
knows her address.” '

The letter ended with additional apologies, somewhat in-
coherent, and explanatory details as to effects that had been
under the writer’s charge.

This flight may perhaps warrant a suspicion that the man
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wished to go to Australia, and had been somehow or other
fraudulently mixed up with the events of the night. I say
nothing in refutation of that conjecture; rather, I suggest it
as one that would seem to many persons the most probable
solution of improbable occurrences. My belief in my own
theory remained unshaken. I returned in the evening to the
house, to bring away in a hack-cab the things I had left there,
with my poor dog’s body. In this task I was not disturbed,
nor did any incident worthy of note befall me, except that still,
on ascending and descending the stairs, I heard the same
footfall in advance. On leaving the house, I went to Mr.
J ’s. He was at home. I returned him the keys, told
him that my curiosity was sufficiently gratified, and was about
to relate quickly what had passed, when he stopped me, and
- said, though with much politeness, that he had no longer any
interest in a mystery which none had ever solved.

I determined at least to tell him of the two letters I had
read, as well as of the extraordinary manner in which they
had disappeared,