
SAN FRANCISCO SOCIETY HERMIT
Once a Society

Man, Bur Now a
Recta, Leaves
Companionship of
Fellow-Men and
Devotes lie to
the Expiation of
His Father's Guilt.

Dweffs Apart Frcm
Wife and Family,
Gives Up Aff the
Worfdfy Pleas-
ures and Lives
Onfy in Ghostfy
Memories of the
Days Long Dead,

/— AN FRANCISCO has a fashion-

>Ov able hermit.
y") That is. he has a hermit upon

Y+-S -hoi by the favor of the sods.*
has been bestowed all those

blessings the possession of which gives

one the right tcr active membership In

the aristocratic and exclusive club
which we call society.

That right he has exercised In the
past and his wife and children— fam-
ily of whom any man ought to be

proud— are exercising it still. Between
himself and them, however, as between

himself and the rest of his fellow crea-

tures, a wall has been built by his own

hands; a wall that, during his lifetime,

with his consent, shall never be leveled
nor surmounted.

He has brains, education, good line-

age, good health and wealth. He has
had, besides these, friends, a happy

home, a loving wife, and beautiful chil-
dren—enough to make this earth a par-

adise for almost any man. And yet, he
lives, as he willdoubtless die. alone in

a House of Shadows, which has for
years been his haven of refuge from
the world.
Itwas a fine house once, this house

In which a man has chosen to bury him-

self alive—it would be a fine house still
were it not that it has so utterly passed

under the dominion of neglect and de-
cay. A large roomy mansion, square-
fronted, with long windows pet deeply

in its massive walls and looking out

upon the street under frowning eye-

brows of heavy masonry, it stands a

little back from the pavement with a

bit of lawn Interposed deprecatingly

between it and the world outside.
It is not a sociable looking place.

There is no hint of even latent hospi-

tality in the aspect of the rusty Iron
gate and the knobless front door that
has never been known to be opened
during the past five years. The lawn is

a tangle of dried grass, sticks, pieces of
newspaper and all' manner of blow-
about refuse of city streets. The door
is covered with successive coatings of

dust that the sticky fog has plastered
over the oaken panels; and the win-
dows—gazing blankly like the eyes of

some poor uncared-for dead creature-

are shutttered on the outside by thick
blinds formed of the same fog and dust,

which shut away from the careless gaze

of the ordinary passer-by the phantoms

which hold revel within the desolate
and forsaken-looking place.
Ifyou are curious enough to risk the

possibility of a broken neck, the prob-
ability of surprise and unpleasant in-

terrogation by some stray policeman,
and the certainty of the disapproval of

the entire neighborhood, you can man-
age to see for yourself that the house is
elegantly furnished throughout; but
you will also see that the furnishings

are of the fashion of past days, and
that neglect, utter and systematic, has
been its portion for many years.

Rich laces and velvet, costly carved
woods and beautiful marbles, mirrors
and gilding,books and bric-a-brac, all
are draped with cobwebs and burled in

dust that no hand has disturbed for
over half a decade, and which no hand

shall disturb until th<- present occupant
is no more.

In the early '60's this house at 619
Gre^n street was one of the handsomest

and best appointed in San Fran
It was built by a man named Keane--
one of the many who made a fortune In
the "early days"

—
and h«re with his

wife and little son he lived happily until
his wife's death lefthim a smeerely un-
consolable widower.

After this he devoted himself to his
son, George Keane, our hermit of. to-
day

—
-who grew to manhood amid the

gloom of the saddened house into which

no real sunshine ever came after the

wife and mother was carried out of
the doorway to her long rest among the
distant hills.

Nervous, morbidly sensitive, but af-

fectionate and unquestinningly dutiful,

this son carried rut hi? father's wishes
and became a member of the medical
profession. What he suffered during
the season of preliminary study no one

save a person similarly constituted can
ever realize. Certain It is, however,

that the horrors of the dissecting room—
the entire "hardening" process which

he went through In suffering but heroic
silence because of his love for, and loy-
alty to, his father— left behind mental
wounds which never healed.

By sheer "grit" he dragged himself
through the necessary tortures and be-
came in due time a physician of good
practice and standing. Later he mar-

ried, and the cad old house learned to
emile now and then, and to be, if not
gay, at least contented looking again.

Old Mr. Keane
—

rather of a recluse
even when a pretty daughter-in-law
and merry grandchildren tried to make
the world happier for him

—
died sud-

denly one day, and his death brought

the young doctor face to face with a
totally unexpected complication.

A woman, of whose very existence he
was unaware, appeared at the funeral
in the deepest of mourning, and later
put in a claim to half the large prop-
erty left by the eider Keane, claiming

to have been for years supported by
him, and to be by contract his legal

wife.
The battle which folio-wed in the

courts was long and severe, and al-
though it resulted in a complete vic-
tory for the son, the notoriety which
it gave the family, and the manner in
which his private affairs became pub-

lic property, made the triumph a dear
ons for him.

He felt disgraced and humiliated by

the whole affair, in -which he was, of
course, altogether blameless, and his
natural shyness deepened Into absolute
mlsanthrcrpy. By degrees he withdrew
not only from the companionship of his
fellow men but even from that of his

own family, and found his pleasure,
during his few leisure hours, in solitary

communion with himself and his mem-
ories in the retirement of his own spe-

cial apartments.
Later, an a pretext bo slight as to be

trivial, he gave up the practice of his
profession, and then his wife, fearing

what she scarcely dared, for the child-
ren's sake, to acknowledge even to her-
self, persuaded him to close the town
house, which had always seemed to
harbor within it brooding shadows of
unhappiness and unrest, and come with

her and the children to their country

place in San Rafael.
Willingto please her who had brought

into his life all of brightness that he
had ever known, the doctor for a brief
time tried to content himself among

the roses and sunshine of the pretty lit-
tle town across the bay. One day, how-
ever, the yearning for the old place
grew too strong to be resisted. He had
grown to hate the encircling hills that
seemed to make his beautiful country

home a prison; the sunlight and the
brilliant colors of the flowers which
blwmed all about him made his eyes

ach* with their insistent brightness; the
glad voices of his children, their music

and laughter and gray good comradeship

disturbed and fretted him beyond en-
durance; his wife's assiduous and lov-
ingly watchful care filled him with re-
sentful distrust, and he longed for the
solitude, the gloom, the quiet and the
personal freedom which he knew would
be his in the "House of Shadows." And

so he came away from all that troubled
him and sought the quiet refuge of the
mansion which he so loved.

The heavy oaken doors swung back
on their creaking hinges and the dark
and silent house seemed to welcome
him as ifhe were a truant son returned
to his own. The doors closed behind
him, and, so closing, shut him away

forever from all that other men hold
dear.

From that day he has lived there
alone with the shadows. Going and
coming only when necessity drove him
to have commerce'*with th^ world out-
side, and then through the back way
only, his presence among them was for
some time unknown to the good people

of the vicinity,and after a while it was
whispered about that there was some-
thing weird and uncanny about the
place. There were noises to be heard
there at unusual hours, and dim lights
flitted from room to room sometimes
the whole night through.

N'nw and again, on moonlight nights,
passers-by caught glimpses of a white-
robed figure gazing mournfully through

the curtains, or pacing up and down
with wild wavings of upraised arms

—
a white shadow talking with the black
shadows that ever dogged its footsteps.

Again the strains of music floated out
on the air between the hours of mid-
night and gray dawn; and one man,
more venturesome- than his brethren,
climbing to the drawing room windows
and peering in as best he could, saw a
dim white something clo-udlly visible in
the gloom enshrouded distance, and
straightway grew sick with fear and
went his way proclaiming awesomely

—

when he found voice to speak at ail-
that he had "seen a ghosf playing up-
on the piano In the desterted house.

From these things a story grew until
even the neighbors began to look un-
certainly upon the place, and supersti-
tious and credulous strangers visited
the vicinity to stare and wonder and

wait for the happening of fearsome
things. What really occurred was but

a tiny seed from which sprang and

flourished a green bay tree of narration.
Ghost stories of all kinds were dragged

forth and parts of them attached more
or less deftly to the defenseless habi-
tation.

At last, however, the truth became

known and then the street settled back
into quiet again. .The residents of that
part of San Francisco are neither med-
dlesome nor ill-natured. They are re-
spectable, steady going, eminently
practical people, and since their wealthy
neighbor does them no harm by his ec-
centricities they see no reason why any

one should even attempt to prevent him
from livinghis life in his own way.

Ifhe prefers, say they, to live alona
in his mansion instead of selling it or
renting it, and living with his family,

that is entirely the business of himself
and his family. Ifhe prefers to always

enter and leave his abode by way of the
back alley, he can certainly do a? he
chooses in this regard. Ifhe likes his
own society better than that of his fel-
low-beings, he is quite welcome to it
for all they care. Ifhe objects to the
use of broom and duster, and mop and
soap and water, within the borders of
the domain over which he

—
like an

urban Selkirk— reigns with undisputed
Bway, he has a perfect right to let dust
and dirt and cobwebs accumulate.
If he wishes to promenade over his

own house in his flowing night-mbe,
with or without the accompaniment of
a candle, according to nature's benefi-
cence in the way of illumination, that,
again, is his own affair. Ifhe prefers
to play the piano or sing at night in-
stoad of by day, the neighbors can af-
ford to allow him to amuse hims-lf
occasionally without making unneigh-
borly fuss abo-ut It.

He is "a good man" they say, but a
"little qu^er;" and so he lives alone and
unmolested in that desert of unpeopled
rooms. His feet wear threadbare paths
on the rich carpets: his fingers, grown
tremulous of late, touch lovingly the
yellow keys of the once fine piano and
draw from them sorrowful music of
other days.

The moths nest and hatch in the up-
hotettered furniture and flit about like
insect ghosts in the stagnant atmos-
phere of the unaired "rooms. Spiders
spin their web from corner to corner,
from mantel to bookcase, from balus-
trade to doorpost, and dust

—
"the

bloom of time"
—

settles down from day
to day on web and curtain, carpet and
furniture, window and wall, thicker
and heavier, and rests there undis-
turbed.

Some day or night the end will come.
The spirit that has so chafed at the re-
strictions of mortality and circum-
stance willbe set free. The human life,
which for so many long years hag b">en
the one disturbing element in the silent
solitude of the dreary house, will be
snuffed out like the candle which has
lighted so many purposeless pilgrim-
ages of the restless feet.

The white shadow will no longer aa-
sert its claim against, and supremacy
over, its dark companions, but will join
with them on equal footing, and the
"House of Shadows" will, perhaps,
never realize that any change has
come, but will shelter and brood over
them all then as now.

DR. KEAhE'S
STATEMENT

Explaining Why He Has
Become a Herm 't-

It suite me to live as Ido. My
private troubles would Interest
no one, but they were, and are,

enough to k»ep me as Iam. My

manner of life Is quiet:Itrouble
, and It is a rare thing

that any one troubles me.
The politics of our city Ide-

plore. The aim sterns to kepp

taxes high and rents low. Per-
v . harter may help

to a better state of things; it la
:iy hope.

The manner In which women
rclng themselves to the

\u25a0 In nil professions and oc-
cupations is a serious menace
t< the welfare of the world.
Women should attend to domes-
tic affairs and not force them-
G Into fields for which they

were never Intended. Thi wo-
man who studies medicine as It
should be Btudied to make a

Ihysiclan uns*xes h'-rself
in the process. The trend of the

\u25a0 day seems to be toward
the unsexing

—
not the uplifting—

of th"?e who could make the
far better If they re-

mained in their natural places.

This is a transition- period. I
probably shall not live to see the
outcome of what, now is chaos.

• hlle 1 live as Ilike best,

and am content.

A FOOLS LUCK /S ALWAYS THE BEST IN THE WORLD.
t-yOLLOWS the true story of how

/Smith got
the true story of how

got in with the Gaythornes

"1and the Mullers, and all of those

golden folks up the State.

>k It was In Paris, in the quarter

called Latin, where, by the way, I

never met anybody* who knew any Latin.
It was only three days after Smith's first

arrival ami us that he went to Long-

champs, all by himself, to see the races.
He tried to persuade one of us after an-
other to go with him, but everybody had

some good reason for staying away, gen-

era'ly a financial reason, and it ended in

Smith's going by hmiself. This he did in

a costume that no doubt seemed em-
inently appropriate to the occasion.
It is important to note here that Smith

went to the Longchamps races dressed in

a lightovercoat, a gray Derby hat, trous-
ers of shepherd's plaid, the check thereof
drawn to a rather large scale, and that
he carried big field glasses slung about
him. as ifa good view of the running was
r vital necessity of his business.

The make of his boots on that occasion
is also very Important They were bal-
morals, with Stout porpoise leather lacea.

That same evening Smith appeared at

our studio, dressed in this name costume,

though not so fresh, of course, as when

he had set forth earlier in the day.

"How much did you win?" Pollard
asked him, entirely without salutation or
preface of any kind.

"Win? Don't talk to me about winning.
I'm scared to death." Smith said.

His eyes, when you got the light on
them, certainly did seem to be popping
out of his head.

"What scared you?" Iasked.
He pulled out of his pocket a thing that

looked like a silk sack and flung it down
on Pollard's leather trunk.

"That's what scared me. Don t touch
it for God's sake." ]\

"Snakes'."' Pollard asked, between puffs

at his clay pipe. Pollard was English."

"Ifit's a bomb," Isaid, "you ought to
have taken it to the police. We don't
want you bringing anything like that In
here, you know; and besides, you handle
the thing much too carelessly."

"Look here, fellows," said Smith, stand-
ing by the mysterious bundle as jf he
were on guard, "this isn't any laughing

matter. Do 1 look like a thief?"
Pollard told him that In Europe thieves

didn't wear any distinctive uniform. "Of
course" he added, "one wouldn't like to
soy anything about the pattern of those
luurs thfyt mjg^t. be construed offensively^

but if you had asked u"s—lf you had
paraded for Inspection— this morning be-
fore you started, we might have advised
you that checks of thai size

—"
Smith interrupted Pollard with some-

thing like triumph. "Well, it wasn't the
pants at all, my friend: it was the clover
leaf!"

"You must have been drinking-. Smith."
said Pollard. "You haven't got on any
clover leaf!"

"No, but Ihad," he retorted. "It stuck
in th" lace of my shoe as Iwas walking
through the grass. Ididn't notice it until
several sporty looking ducks— two of them

.had given me a peculiar kind, of look.
Then Ilooked down to see what was
wrong, and the only thingIcould see at
all out of the way.was this piece of
clover."

"Was that the most remarkable thing
you could find in all your get-up?" I
asked.

"Just you \u25a0wait," he said. "Ididn't
think it anything at all remarkable— didn't
even take the trouble to pick it out. And
presently one of those Iwo fellows that
had stared at me came along again, Just
as the crowd was beginning to push down
where Iwas. As be passed close to me
he looked over his shoulder and said in
English, 'Cut or carry?'

"Oh!" said Pollard.
-

"Now I begin to
comprehend. And what did you say?"

"Well. 1didn't want to seem too green,
don't you see? Thought Itmight be Borne •

gag connected with the races. So Ian-
swered him at random 'Carry, of course"
—just like that."

"Well?"
"Well, he didn't seem to pay any at-

tention to what Isaid. Ithought per-
haps I'd been mistaken— the man wasn't
talking to me at all. He disappeared in
the crowd. And the next minute there
was a sort of a rally,and everybody be-
gan shouting, 'Pompadour!' The horses
were coming down the quarter stretch,
llckety-clip. Iwasn't paying any at-
tention to tne crowd; Iwas looking at
the horses. Then somebody Jolted my
arm and said, 'Now then, young man,
this is yours.' Ilooked to see who it was,
and he shoved this thing into my hand
before Iknew what he was doing."

"And you took It, like a lamb?" I
asked.
"I took it before Ihad time to Bee

what it all meant," Smith protested. "It
was only wrhen the fellow was get-
ting away from me that Isaw he had
a clover leaf stuck into his shoe lace.
just ;'ke Ihad."

"And then?"
"Well, and thm Ilooked at this thing

ho put into my hand. It's a whole in-
side pocket of an overcoat, cut clean
out."

"And itcontains
"

,"L haven't looked inside It yet," said

Smith. "I Just Jammed it down into
my overcoat side pocket and scooted.
Picked out that cursed clover leaf out
of my shoe lace first, though—you bet."

"] have no doubt." said Poll;ird, with
his Flow insular drawl, "that you had
already become an object of special ln-
terest to the police by that time."

"Say, don't talk like that," said Smith.
"I'm scared enough already."
"Idon't want to give you lits. old man.

Pollard went on In his Imperturbable way.
"But 1 haven't any doubt, myself, that
th.- 'i lover Loaf (jang' Is perfectly well
known to the Paris police. Suppose you
open up the loot now and see how much
01 a haul you've made."

"That's why Ibrought it here," said
Smith.

"Oh, thanks,
"

said Pollard. "Awfully
decent of you to come and divide with
us,"

"Say, quit that rot. Pollard." Smith
growled. "1 wanted to be able to swear
Ihadn't looked inside, the thing until I
got here. Then 1shall have you two for
witness) \u25a0-."

"Oh, we'll swear anything you like."
Isaid. "You couldn't find anybody who

an inside pocket, could you?"
"I wasn't going to make a fool of my-

self, running around asking pc-op'.e If
ihcir pockets had been picked. Now let's
all < gamine it tost-ther, eh?"

Very we)l. We all agreed to examine it
as one man.

Smith untwisted the frayed edge of tha
silk, which had evidently been very
dexterously snipped with a pair of sharp
ci Issors. [nslde was a neat leather r
1 k with an elastic band, also a letter
with >i German stamp—unopened.

"Hurrah!" Smith shouted. "Don't open
th>- pocketboek, fellows. Here's the old
mans address: "Anthony J. Gaythorne,
Pension Libre, Rue Castiglione.'

"

"That's important to remember." said
Pollard. "We shall have to be careful to
give the Pension Libre a wide berth, or
we may run Into Gaythorne. But now to
business."

Pollard pretended to be going to open
the pocketbook, but Smith, who was

lughly takfn in bi his pretense,
grabbed him violently,and It looked for a
minute or two as If there was going to
be a free fight in our studio. However, I
succeeded In restoring order and quiet.

"Pollard," Isaid, "since my countryman
insists on doing the honest net, Isuppose
we must let him have his way, Just this
once. But mind. Smith, if you are going
to get into this push, you'llhave to take
up with our ways, and divvy up fair and
honest whenever you make a haul."

1 flrmlv believe even yet, although
Smith still denies it, that we had suc-
ceeded in making him believe that the
English and American students of the
quarter were quite in the habit of pick-
ingup such uneonsidered trifles as pocket-

bpoks and sharing the plunder in their
studios. Smith has always said that he
knew we were guying him all the time:
Ionly know that' he escaped from our
Btudio In a very precipitate fashion; Pol-
lard and Ifell all over the studio, laugh-
ing as we heard the clatter of thope
laced-up shoes of his on the two flights of
stairs.

Moreover, as Ihave often pointed out
to Smith, Ifhe had not made up his mind
that Pollard and Iwere persons of crimi-
nal habits, why did he not introduce us
to his friend Gaythorne?

He found Gaythorne that very night,
and it turned out. very much to Smith's
satisfaction, that Gaythorne was an
American— New Yorker. But from nil
Icould hear. Smith's satisfaction was as
nothing to (iaythorne's when Smith pre-
sented him with his inside pocket and the
letter. Gaythorne allowed Smith the lin-
ing of his overcoat, which had evidently
been .treated with hasty surgery. Smith
told Gaythorne the whole story of his
Longchamps adventure. Then Gaythorne
—a lively, fellow of middle age —

slapped
Smith on the back and called him a credit
to the nag. and insisted on making a big
fuss over htm. From which we inferred
that the contents of that pocketbook must
have been valuable.

But there was more behind, which we
did not infer, but got direct from Gay-
thorne himself, when we ran into Smith
and him having a glorious time at an
open-air cafe a few days later. We sim-
ply made

'
Smith introduce us to his

friend. -;.-•-•
"Now," said Gaythorne. "I want you

boys to be good to me," This was in the
expensive humor that grew out of cham-
pagne. "You've been uncommon good to
me already. Don't know where I'd have
been If Ithadn't beet; for Smith here and
his little clover leaf. I'm going to have
you meet my wife when she -gets back
from Germany. But you've all got to
keep this whole business dead quiet, see?
My wife's got two terrible bad prejudices.
She's the best woman In the world, but.
you know, women get the most unac-
countable prejudices. She hates horse
races and she hates liquor. Now- If she
knew I'd stayed back in Paris to go to
those races— see? Eh?"

After that—months later— when the
Gaythornes and Mrs. Gaythorne's sister,
Mrs. MulUr. got back to Paris, they
looked up Smith, and ever since then they
have stood by him, and Gaythorne him-
self has been as good as two business
agents for Smith. Which is the real rea-
son why Smith has only to go into that
part of the State to sell any old daub he
wants to at a high figure.

"Are you sure you love her?" asked his
close friend.

"Absolutely," answered the young man.
"I've been her partner at whist when she
forgot what trumps were and didn't lose
xoy temper."

REMOLDED ENEMY'S CANNON BALLS TO RETURN FIRE.

THROUGH
the portals of a new-

made grave on Lone Mountain
has entered Into a unique nirhe
In history one of those martial
figures that, living In one cen-

tury,appear to have been controlled by

the daring spirit of a former age. The
pimple headstone informs the Infre-
quent visitor to the city of the dead
that beneath reposes the clay of Colonel
Alfred Swingle.

The story of Colonel Swingle's life
discounts the most thrillingromances
of a Mayne Held or an Aimard.

In any one chapter of his varied life
there is material sufficient to furnish
forth the most realistic melodrama. In
his short campaign in Nicaragua In1857
with Walker the manner of the man is

probably better to be determined than
in any other period of his life. It
stamp*.lhim as not only an intropld

and active leader, but as a man fertile
in resources, any or all of which he
brought into play as the circumstances
might rfuuire. At the siege of Rlvas
these qualities were notably exempli-

fied. Walker and his men were penned
up in the town surrounded by Innumer-
able foes pressing en every side. They

larked provisions and were alnv>3t out
of munition? of war.

Swingle was the great filibuster's
chief of artillery, and, as such, was in
direct chaise of the guns. These were
six -pounders, which he managed with
damaging effect untilhis supply of can-
non balls gave out. Equal to the occaa-
slon, he began immediately the manu-
facture of substitutes, by making In the
sand holes of the proper size, filling
them with small scraps of iron and
pouring in melted lead. When they
cor.led he had serviceable shot until the
supply of lead and small bits of Iron
gave out. Then ho had to turn to again
and use his off-hand knowledge of
physics. He had enough to enable him
to build a crude furnace with a hot air
blast which enabled him to melt large
pieces of metal, with which he cast the
first iron cannon balls ever made In
Central America. When he ran out of
iron he transformed into round shot all
the old church bells he could find, and
used them as a convincing argument
against the enemy. Even this sort of

religious argument gave out when no
more church bells were available, and
the facile artillerist was driven to his
last resort, to send out parties to scour
the purlieus of the besieged town for
the shot with which the enemy had
pelted him and to send them, red hot,
back to him.

Such were the odds against which
Swingle contended at Rivas, and such

was his spirit, that he held out against
them until rescue canie through the
Intervention of Commander Davis and
the men of the T'nlted States sloop of
war St. Mary's. The Ingenuity used to
such good effect at that memorable
siege was developed later In more
peaceful walks, and the latter half of
this adventurous life was spent in par-
fectlng mechanical devices.

COLONEL ALFRED SWINGLE.
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