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the devil Mi
peared as an
people of the

Mystery No Longer Shroud

Wandering in the gloaming and
the dawning in her search for

ss MaclLane ap-
apparition to the
suburb.

“No 'Re-:;}

“The Story of Mary Mac
book that rivals Ella Wheeler
Wilcox’'s famed produdtions
establishes “tdentity of the
spectre. B

-

the Weary.”

s Famous Centerville Ghost
Lane,” the

Extracts from the latest literary

sensation di

swept mount

er's supernatural appearance
in her wanderings and her
vigils on the

sclose the writ-

lonely wind-
ain sides.

YETERY no longer enshronds
the plentity of the ghost thal
hus  haunted Centerville and
the mdjavent mountalns,

Thiz ghost was only an unhappy girl
senarching for the devil and was:

MARY MacL AN,
In her dess, maddening gearch

would even snore, perhaps--onder the
setthng sun, Dt then, @ man his nol .
ol y feminine body to feel wilh,

to reeeive intao | { the ppleit of a warm
gon it s setting, on o doy in Octoher—

and 2o et us forgive him for sleeping,
and lfor snorine,

When 1 agaln rlse 1o o slttng postun's

all the brightness has focased Hself to
a relpcarnated devil, Miss Maclane the west, 1L sast o yellow glamor over
wandered through Centerville,  2he has the et n glionor not of joy, anor of
wandered out upon the hleak mountadn g g o a0 ey ippiness—~bul of peace,
#lde; she has overlooked the voofs of The ym paplar trees smile gently
Butte; she has trudged, sestledlaling, §o000 Goionly still nie, The sage brush
through the stieets and the open eoun={ o 0wl ernes ke on @ radiant
try in the dawning and in the twilight, guiettess.  The hi hills of Montana,
in the glare of noonday and In the dark j md  distant, appear tender and
of early nig benln, - All is peace—peace, [ think of |
During ti mittions the peo= |5 utital old song:
ple have seen o Unuked o SUER | Gp s Toie of  Avioe! how calm could
sighis th e ibed I te the supers- I romt in thy bose of s e
natural. Now they know that it was the But 1 an too young yet to think of
natural It 15 not peace that 1 want,
It & In her hook, “The Story of MUY | w0 fe tor 40 and 50, [ am walting for
MacL "that the Bulte givl has tacitly fxperienie,
acknowledged thit she was the ghost, vaiting the coming of the devil,
Bhe hag told of her wanderings o gearch I wmn ey--weury, and, oh, T want |
of the devil, memory, s 1'ra o owould stay with |
Hey Confeseions, me wlwave—alwiays,  Hring me, devil,
Theve are some pather startling ad- | my reid sky! Short ls it might he, its
migslons in her book, She does not know | my real line of =ky for one hour “”'Ia
I they true, One only has her weits | take @l all—everything 1 possess. Let |
ten vanfeesions and her own oft=repents | me keep any  happloess rrl..- one  shoet |
ed aegertions that every word dn the | bour, and take away all from me for-
book & true; that It is a truthful por- | ever. T will be .‘-({Hi?'"ll'tl when night has
traval of hey own life, come and everything is gone,

Must not one helieve Mary MacLane?

Afte gort of resume of her ok
tor, her life and her surroundings, Mlss | :
Maclane says:

I care neither for right nor for wrong 2
—my consclence is nil,

.\IE. In s a conglomeration of

:|;;‘-|
wyveraptility,

truly wonde
Id unhappin
oh, very w
attalned an egollem Lhat i3 rare

2 myself,

I have gone Wio the y 2hadowa, |
Al onstl 1 ¥ I 1ind, |
thers that 1 am quite, quite

1 for even the suggestion

add, ’

of eral hundred
1 5. But |
in There are people of varying |
depths and Intrleacies of character, but |

none to con Ith me. |

an in her
& this adm

yes, I 1
womanklnd

able book she

4 mysell al mis]l
189 yerars, a|

thlef, a Har-a general nmr;;ll

i fool ar or less, and a

I of the peripatetic school, |

find that even 4 comblnation |

< one happ) i} rI

my. | |

g ]

devil has in store for me, |

Pith of Mystery. |

However, this has to deal with the s

Tution + Centerville

and M ANe's connag |
in hi : s the pith of the |
my disclosed in her
book: |

Some time In the midst of the bright- |

an October 1 have walked for
iles in the still high alr under the blue |
of the eky, The Lrightness of the day |

and the blue of the sky and the Incom- |

‘alble high alr have entered into my
and flowed with my red blood, |

ve pencirated Into every re- |

mote nerve-center and into the marrow |
of my hm |

At such a time this young body glows
with 1ife

My red blood flows swiftly and joy-
ously—Iin the midst of the brightness of
Uctober,

My sound, =ensitive liver rests gently
thin yellow Lile in aweet con-

Shows Impatience,

Oiy, T awalt you, devil, In o wilidl frenay
of dmpatienee!

with Its

tent,

My ecalm, beantiful stomach sllently
EINgS, I walk, a song of peace, the
while It huga within itself the chymne

that wag my lunch,

My lungs, saturated with mouantaln | in every flber of  my fervid woman's
czone and the perfume of the pines, ex- | body,
pand in continuous ecstacy, I That the girl longs for her Satanlo
My heart beats like the musle ¢ friend 1s disclosed in thls message:
Schumann, In  easy, graceful rhythm And there s that kind of happiness

with an undertone of power,

which Is of the red sunset sky, There is
My very Intestine even basks content- | somelhing torrible in the thought of this
edly in its place ke a snake in the hot | indescribable mad happiness. What a

l.]I:IHI, vibrating with consclous life,
Has Bensitive Nerves,

My strong and sensitive ne
reeking and swimming In sensy v like
dranken lttle Bacchantes, gay and gap-
landed In mad reveling.

The entlre wonderful, graceful mech-
anism of my womun's hody has fallen al
the time=-like the wonderful, graceful
mechanism of my woman's mind—under
the enchanting spell of a day In OQc-
toher,

"It = good," T think to myeelf, “oh, it
Ig goud to e allve! It in wondrously |
good to be & woman young in the full-
ness of nlneteen springs. It fs unutter-
ably lovely to be 4 healthy young anlmal
Wving on thls char earth,”

Atter I have walked for severnl hours
I rench a region where the sulphur
emoke has not penetrated, and [ sit (1348

the ground with drawn-up knees and

vest as the shadows lengthon, The

#hadows lenglher Iy in October,
Presently 1 lie 1 on my back wand |

gtretch my lithe sllmnees to its lllzl'nu-'-ii.l
like o mountaln loness taking hey com- |
fort, I am intensely thankful to the
devil for my two good legs and the full
nge of them undey n short skirt, when,
as now, they carry me out beyond the
pale of civilzation away from tiresome
dull peojle, There is nathing in  the
world that can become so maddeningly
wenlisome ns peopla, penple, people!

Thanks the Devil,
And ko, devll, aceept, for my two good
Jegs, my sincercst gratitude, 1 lie [!Jill
|
1

the ground for some minutes and medi-
tate idly,  There ts a worldful of eusy, |
indolent beautiful sensuality in the fig-
ure of & young woman Iylng on the
ground under a warm getting sun, A |
man may lle on the ground—but that s |
g far as It goos. A man would ED to
meep, probwbly, like a dog or a plg. He

darkness of October, T

=with the red, red happiness of the sun-

| with delleious pain,

| slons, all of which si

And as 1 hurry back through the cool | happy, Everything is Justifted I it gi\:l;-i
d
MISS MARY MAC LANE.
Posed Speclally for The Inter Mountain.

feel this frenzy

thing It is for a human being 1o be happy

st Bly!
s like o tereifle storm in summer
with raln and wind, beating gulet water

Into wild waves,
the ground—c

; 0
nvulsing the green carth

s ke something of Schubert's plaved
on the vieWn that stirs you within te
exquisite torture,

s lke the human volee divine sing-
ing o Beoteh ballad In o manner to thrag
your soul from your body,

But there are no words to tell it, It is
something nfinitely above and heyond
words, Tt Is the kind of happin

devil will bring to me when he comes
to me, to me!  Oh, way does he not come |
now when 1 ¢ I the midst of my
youith? Why |5 he 80 long in coming?

Stortling Admissions.
Bomewhat

startling are her ¢ 18-

Cdeclares are Lrus

of her, for inatance, this:
Iher ' persons who aay to e 1-l1ul.|
I ough! not to Lhlnk of the devil, that |

ought not in k of happines i
nees for me would b2 sure to mean some-
thing wicked (s if happlness could eyver

be wicked!); that I cught to thin of |
being good, 1 ought to think of G,
These are persons who help 1ot the
world  with fools. At any raio (F

words are unable to affect pe, 1
nol distingulsh between right i WInng
in this scheme of things, It & one of the
linee of veasonlng ln which 1 have gotlen
to the edge, the end, I have golien Lo
the point to which all logic flrally leans,
I can only say, What Is wWrong? Wh
Is right? What Is goed? What |s e gyl
The wordd are merely words, wiih Wori-
meanings,

Reading en, one Andg she 1its the oy |
taln on the Centerville ghest mysteiy a |
bit higher and one reads:

mn

| Bang sl

How Mary Maclane

On the Centerville hill overlook
waylfnrers after nightfall n year §
several times during the montha of

Lhe advent of Mary MacLane jito the

ago waos no other th
veniure out in the ol

home before sunrise to cateh the frst
across the enstern penks,

unitque  personalily  the  story  that

The second venture in stimulatbing

jﬁdien Human Nature.

by the ghostly visitor has had but Gne parallel in Butte's recent hlstory—
spublic gaze,

Exeellent authority from o source close to the confldences of the author
of "The Story of Mary MacLane” !s pesponsible for the statement that the
ghostly form seen Mitting across the blenk hill
the welrd glel whose 1o
Aer of a phantom wanderer of the night,

Htories are told of the wild vagarics of the young writer,
thiut she clings to the bellef that Inepiration
rambles on the hills nenr Butte and that she frequently is miles away from

While Butte s agog with the fagelnating theme of this young woman's

by her Intmate friends i the one that tells of her first successful effort Le
nmaze the people of Hutte by play ng ghost.

he the result of her suceess in proving that the mysterious, the unexpected
and the unreal are the elements which go to make up a real sensation.

ji{uilr- a ghostly form was seen by
w "I'he supposed apparition  was  seen

and April, The excltément created

north of Butte 18 months
for things erie led her to

It Is related
can be palned by midnight

glimpse of the dawn as It flashes

seems to be most generally credited

the public mind to dizziness seems to

into my barren, barren life and meit al

Ing plants will start out of It;

roadways of my paln and hatred,
& great rushing, fashing cataract

and unrest and wash

the green-growing things.

titul—tenderness, and divinenegs,

ness, and trlumph, and truth, and peace,
My lite will be borne fur out of self, and
gelt will sink quietly out of sight—and 1
shall see It farther and farther away,
until it disappears.

“It I8 the lasti—the last—of that Mary

long, quivering farewell.

Today 1 walked far away the
samd in the teeth of a bitter wind, The
wind was determined that 1 should turn
and eome back, and equally 1 was deter-
mined I would go on, I went on,

All these wanderings, as has been ex-
plained, were In #gearch of happiness and
a self-communion with the devil, and In
this counection the girl says:

I can think of no so-called

over

me happiness, The devil has dene me
some great favors—he has made e
without @ consclence, and without
virtue,

For which T thank thee, devil,

AL least I shall be able to take by hap-
piness when It comes—even though the
piles of nice distinetions between It and
me be mountains high,

Early Ghost Btunt.

Apparently Miss MacLane was wont
Lo do a ghost stunt when she was much
younger, for, speaking of her childhood,
she Bayae;

When 1 was a child T lived in Canada
and In Minnesota, I was a little wild
savage. In Minnegota there wors EWamps
where I used to wet my feet in the
apring, and there were felds of tall Erass
where 1 would lie flat on my stomach in
company with lizards and little garter
anaker.  And there were poplar trees
that turned thelv pale green backs up-
ward on a hot afternoon, and sgoon there
would be terrifle thunde nd lightning
and And there were yobing that
dawn, These things stay with
ane Hlways,

Fpasmodically Miss MacLane broeaks

aut in her cries o the devil, One of |
these pleturesque gpasme follows: i
Perlodically 1 fal) completely, madly

In love with the devil, He lg g0 Faseis
nating, =0 slrong—sgo Blrong, exactly the
Bort of man whom my wooden
awilts, I would like to throw myself at
his head, T would make him a dear littla
wite, He would love me—he would love
me, 1 owould be in raptures. And T
would love him, oh, mi Ny, madly!

“What would you have ma do, little
MacLoney” il would say,

| You canguer me, erush
me, know me” 1 would answer.

"What shall 1 say to you?' the devil
would ask,

“Hay to me, 'T love you, I love you, I
love vou,' in your strong, steel fasclnat-
Ing volee, Bay it to me often, al'.\«‘ll}’ﬂ—d‘
a million limes,"

“What would you have me do, little
MuacLane?' he would say again,

Iden of Happiness.

I would ansgwer; “Hurt me, hurn me,

consume me with hot love, shuke me

&
vile deed |
that I would seruple about f 1 could be |

heart |

violently, embrace me hard, hard In your
slrong steel arms, kiss me with won-
dertul burning klsses—press your lips to
mine wlth pasglon, and your soul and
mine would meet them in an angulsh
of Joy for me!™

“How shall 1
Lane?"

“Treat me eruelly, brutally,”

“How long shall 1 stay with you?"

“Through the lfe everlasting—It wiil
be a8 one day; or for one day—it will he
as the life everlasting.”

treat you, little Mae-

| ““And what kind of children will you

IMear me, little MacLane?” he would saY,
B will hear wonderful, beautiful chil-
dren—with great pain.”
YBut you hate pai the devil will
(BRY, “and when you are In your pain you
il hate me,”

“But no” T will answer, “paln that
comes of you whom 1 love will be in-
effuble exaltation,

! “And how will you treat me, little Mae-
Lane?'"

“1 will east myself at your fect; or I
will minister to vou with divine tendeps
nesg; or I will charm you with fanta:
deviltry; when you weep, I will melt into
tears; when you rejoice, T will go wild
with delighty when you go deaf I will
Stop my ears; when you go blind I will
put out my eyes; when you go lame 1
Jwill cut off my legs, Oh, 1T will be
Mivinely dear, unufterably sweet!"

"";""111~]"l A=y are riarely sweel,” the
Tdavil will say.

And 1 will be In trans-
ports,
Oh, devil, devll, devil!
o infdery, misery of nothingness!
The "days are long—ling and very
Wweary as I walt the devil's coming,
One cannot wonder that “lttle Muae-
Lane" wandered in Centerville and vicin-
ity when prosale and unimaginative PEd-
ple of Butte believe the devil Is In that
vielnity,

Loves Man Devil,

the famous ghost mystery:

Today 1 walked over the hill where ths
sun vanishes down in the afternoon.

1 followed the sun #o far as I could,
but two even very good legs can do no
more than carry one Into the midet of
the sunshine—and then one may stand
and take leave, lovingly of It

1 stood in l!’ll’} valley below the hill ani
looked ‘away at the gold-yellow moun-
taing that rlse into the cloudy blue, and
at the long gray stretehes of rolling sand,
It all reminded me of the devil and the
chappiness he will bring me,

Home diy the devil will come 1o me and
way: “Come with me.

And I will angwer; “Yeg,"

And he will take me away with him
to a place where It I8 wet and Ereen-—
where the yellow, yellow sunshine falls
on  heaven-kissing  hills, and misty,
cloudy masses fluat over the villeys,

And for daye I shall be hapov—nappy
—happy!

For days!

The devil and I wil love

Hera Is where she sheds more light on

A thousand years of misery—and now a
million years of happlness.

When the sun is setting in the valley
and the crests of those heaven-kissing
hills are painted vielet and purple, and
the valley itself Is reeking and ovim-
ming In yellow-gold light, the man-devil
—whom 1 love more than all—and 1 will
g0 out into It

We will be saturated In the vellow
light of the sun and the gold light of
love,

The man-devil will gay to me: “Look,
you MNtrle creature, at this beautiful ple-
ture of joy and happiness, It s the ple-
ture of your life as it will be while I stay
with you—and I will siay with you for
days."

Ah, yes, I will take a last, long fare-
well of this Mary MacLane. Not one
fuint shadow of hey weary  wretched
nothingness will remain,

Thers will be Instead a Lrilliant, buoy-

ant, Joyous creature — transformed,
adorned, garlanded by the love of the
devil,

My mind will be a treasure-house of

art, swepl and garnished and strong and
at its best,
Whew! Read This.

My barren, bungry heart will come at
lust to Its own. The red lames of the
man-devil's love will burn out forever its
pitiable, distorted, wooden quality, and
e will take it and chevish lt—and glve
ma s,

My young woman'a-body likewise will

and bmportunt part of me, and
am married to the devll its finely
fzed nerve-power and intricate
will be culminated to marvelous
pleteness, My s
deseend cao

when I

[R5 B
ul—upon my soul will
fougly the lght that never
Wig on land or sea,
This will be for daye
Na

 lave,

litter before, T

what came will
ono matter what comes afterward,
Jusl now it iz tha mun-devil, my best-
beloved, and I, living in the yellow light.

Think of me lving with the devil In a
bare little house, In the midst of green
wetness and sweetness and yellow Hght—
for days!
I the gray dawn it will he ineffably
sweel and beautiful, with shining leaves
und the gray, unfithomable aly, ai . the
wel grass, and all,

“"Be happy now, my wenry Utile wife,'
the devil will say,

And the long, long yeliow-gnld day will
L filed with the muele of veal life,

My grandest possibility will be renliged,
The world containg a great many things
i this is my grandest possibility real-
aerd !

And in the soft Black night 1 will e
Ly the =ide of the man-idevil—and my

head will rest in the hollow of hig
dhoulder, and my hand will be clasped In
his hand.

I wlll weep rapturous tears,

Home of Mary MacLane, No., 419

North Excelsior Avenue, Butte.

each other intensely, perfectlv—tor days!
He will be incarnate, but he will not be
4 man, He will be the man-devil, and
his sou) will take mine to iteelf and they
will be one—rfor days,

ITmagine me rvaised, out of my misery
and obecurity, dullness and nothingness;
Into the full, brilliant lfe of the devil—
for days!

When I think of all this and write it
there Is In me a feellng that 18 more than
pain,

Perhaps the very sweetest, the tender-
est, the most pltiful and benign human
vilee In the world aowid ging these thingse
and thie feelipg ‘set 1o thel¥ ewn won-
drous music—and it would echo fap-
far,~—and you would understand,

The love of the man-devil will enler[

MacLaene,” 1 will say, and 1 will feel a

be metamorphosed, and 1 shall feel It
developing and filled with myrinds of
little contentments and  pleasures,  Al-
Wiy ¥ young-woman's body is 0 great |

Here is where she shows her presence
I In what Mr, Jags calls “the cold gloom of

the cold, hard things, and water the bar- | the early morning’';
renness, and a million little green grow-
and a
| clear, parkling spring will How over jt—
through the dreary, sandy strotches of | uhout
my bitterness, among the false, stony | wish the world would stop, that the sun
And
of
nielting love will flow over my weariness
it away forever,
My soul will Le fully awakened and there
will e a million little sweet new souls In
And they will
fill my lfe with everything that is beau-
and
compagsion, and cxaltation, and uplift-
ing grace, and light, and rest, and gentle~

Often in the early morning I leave my
Led and get me dressed and go out Into
the gray dawn. There I8 momething
the gray dawn that makes me

wauld never more come up over the edge,
that my lfe would go on and on and rest
In the gray dawn.

Tn the gray dawn every hard thing la
Lidden by a gray mantle of charity, and
only the light, vague, caressing fancles
are jeft,

Now that the Centerville ghost mystery
has been effectually disipated, it will no
doubt be Interesting to learn of Miss
MacLane's Impreeslons of the olty that ls
proud and made famous to call her o
resldent. In part, this Is what she say:

The town of Butte presents a wonder-
ful field to a student of humanity and
human nature, There are not a great
many people—70,000 perhaps—but those
70,000 are In their way unparalleled, For
mixiure, for miscellany—varipdness, Bo-
hemianism--where is Butte's rival?

The paopulation {a not only of all na«
tlonalities and stat! ons, but the natlon-
alitles and stations mix and mingle pro-
miscuously with each other, and are
partly revealed in the mazes of a veneer
that belongs nelther to natlon nor to sta-
tion, but to Butte,

Bhot at Butte,

The natlonalitlez are many, it ls true,
hut Trish and Cornlsh predominate, My
acqualntance extends widely among the
Inhabitants of Butte. Sometimes when
I feel In the mood for it I spend an
afternoon in visiting among divers curl
| ous people,

At some Fourth of July demonstration,
or on a Miners' union &ay, the heteroge-
neous herd turns out—and I turn out,
with the herd and of It, and meditate and
loak on. There are Irlshmen—Kelleys,
Caszeys, Callahaneg, staggering under the
weight of much whisky, shouting out
thelr green-isle maxims:. there s the fes-
tive Cornishman, and leering,
greeting his fellow-countrymen with al-
eoholie heartiness and gazing after every
feminine creature with lustful eyes;
there are Irish women swearing genially
at edach other in shrill pleasantry and five
or =lx  loudly-vociferous children d{or
each; thers are round-faced Cornish
| women likewlse, each with hep train of

children; there are suave, sleek sporting

men just out of the bath tub: insignifi-
!<-:am luwyers, dentists, messenger boys:
“plungers” without number; greasy Ital-
lans from Meaderville; greasier French
people from the DBoulevarde addition;
ancient miners—each of whom was the
first to stake a claim In Butte; starved-
looking Chinamen herve and there, a con=
tingent of Finneg and Swedes and Ger-
mans; musty, stuffly old Jew pawne
| brokers who have crawled out of thelr
| holes for a brlef recreation; dirt-encrust-
||-|i Indinns and squaws, in dir'y, gay

blankets, from thelr flea-haunted camp
| helow the town: "box-rastlers"—who are

ag common in Putte as barmalds In Ire-
| Tand; swell, llashy-looking Africans: re-
spectable women with white aprons tied
around thelr walatg and sallor hats on
their heads, who have stepped out to see
whatl was gelng on; innmumerable BLray
youngsters from the dark haunts of Dub-
lin  Guleh;  heavy restaurant-keepers
wits toothpleks In thelr mouths; a vast
army of dry-goods clerks—the ‘‘paper-
collared” gentry: miners of every de=
gcription;  representatives  from Dog
Town, Chicken Flats, Busterville, Butch-
ertown, and Reldom  Besp—suburbs of
Butte; pale, thin Individuals who sing
and dance in beer halls; emart socicly
people In high trape and tally-hos; hn-
possible women—so-called {(though In
Bulte no one Is more possible), in vast
huts and extremely plaid stockings; per-
#ons who take things seriously and play
the races for a living; “he Jorkers';
"biscuit-shooters"; soft-voleed Mexlcans
and Arablans—the dregs, the elite, the
hummbly respectable, the offscourlng—all
thrown together, and shaken up, and
mixed well,

Caustic Remarks.

There 18 much more about PBulte,
There are some caustic remarks about
the "mysterious widow with one child,"
who moves Into a house and creates com-
ment In the nelghborhood and who
“sllently and stealthily disappears,' and
of a "house whoge occupanta seem to be
flve men and one woman' who turh night
into day.

It is In her meditatlons thal ghe asserts
that she always slts "with my feet on
the bureau—always on the hureau”—and
rather quaint |8 her deseription when she
tukes the reader into her bedroom and
showse him just how she has thought out
her thoughts and just how she has writ-
ten these thoughts,

Bpeaking of her flirting with death by
an unused well, she says:

Death is fascinating—almost like
devil. Death makes use of all his
and wiles, powerful and alluring, and
flirts with deadly temptation for me,
And I make use of my arts and wiles—
and tempt him,

Death would llke dearly to have me,

ogling

the
avts

and I would lke dearly to have him, 1t
I8 a firtation that has Ilts source in
mutnal desire, We do not love each

other, death and I—we are not friends,
But we degire each other sensually, lust-
tully.

Bomellme I suppose 1 aball yvield to tha
desire. I merely play at it now--but in
an unmistakable manner. Death knows
i it 18 only a question of time,
But first the devil must came. Flrat

the devil, then death; a deep, dark, soolh-
1ing grave—and the early evening, "and
1.8 little folding of the hands to sleep.”

Again--

But: the Centerville ghost mystery is
solved!




