
TIME WHEN BRET HARTE DROVE THE COACH-
BRET

HARTE'S death recalls an in-
cident which left its mark. Twenty
years Iwas a traveler in a
Western stage coach very similar

to that which Colonel W. F. Cody ex-
hibits in his Wild West. My fellow-
passe-nger had done his best to be agree-
able and had succeeded. Late in the day
he told me the following story:

"Iam afraid Ihave wearied you with
so much talk. Iconfess it may have
been selfish in me to have done so. But
ever since a little experience Ihad in
one of these coaches some, years ago I
have made- up my mind to keep very
much awake when Ihave but one com-
panion, Ihave had to-day.

"It was a stormy night that -two pas-
sengers climbed inside of a coach like
this which pulled out of a California
town. Iwas one of the passengers. The
other was disposed to be sociable, but
Idid not meet him. IQuickly discov-
ered that he knew how to talk, and
that he was no ordinary jUgrim. But
I was tired. I had had little oe_jio
Bleep for three nights. Itook it for
granted that we would be together the
next day and Iresolved that Iwould

snow mm then that Icould listen.
"He seemed quite Inclined, however, to

be communicative.;. Ifell asleep in tho
midst of several slpries, which Iknew
were away out of' the ordinary stage
coach tales. But, in spite of this, I
would fall asleep in the climax. When
Iwould rouse myself my fellow-traveler
would start on another story. While
wondering how the previous one had
ended Ifell asleep in the same way in
each succeeding story.

"Somewhere on the mountain road the
storm passed, or we passed it, 1 don't
know which. Iremember Ilooked out
and saw the stars. Ilooked up and saw
the snow was glinting on the mountain
tops. Then I"noticed that my compan-
ion was gone. In his place was another
passenger. Irecognized him at once as
the driver, or he who was on the box
when we left earlier in th/6 evening. /He
seemed to be asleep, but Iwas now wide
awake. Ishook him. It reauired some
effort to bring him out or his stupor."

'What are you doing Inhere?' Iasked.
"He replied that he was trying to sleep,

and did not know why he should not be
permitted ta do so.

"
'Where is the passenger who got in

here with me?' Iinquired.
"

'Drivin'. up there; he knows the
road,' was the answer Igot.
"

'Does the company allow its drivers
to turn over the reins to any passenger
who comes along, and does It permit its
drivers to ride in the coaches?' I..asked,

somewhat indignantly.
"

'To with, the company,' he re-
plied. /'The man that's out there on the
box knows more about this country
than the whole stage company. He's
human, and that sort's skase. Under-
stand? When we stopped back yonder
to tighten a nut he got out and gimme a
hand. We'd been thar yit' but ter him.
Then he fall to a questionin' me, and
when he finds out Iain't had no lay-off
in purty nigh fifty hours, he says to me:
"Git inside thar and I'll see that "we
git thar," he says. "Go In," he says,
"or I'llleave you on the road." . So Igot
in. He got up. That's all that is to it.
How do you like it? Ain't skeered, are
you ?'
"Imade no reply. Icrouched down in

my corner and closed my eyes. It was

daylight in the mountains when I
awoke. The summits were aglow with

. sunshine. Iwas alone. Then we pulled

into another wooden town, similar to
the one we had left the night before. I
got out and shook myself while the relay
was bein> made. -"

"
'Where's your partner who drove for

you?' Iasked the driver, who was biting
off a section of long plug.

> "'He left me some miles back,' was
the reply. 'Said he had -to do some
business

—
for the State. Said to give

you his—Idon't just remember what it
was.'

"'Compliments?' Iinquired."
'That sounds somethin' like it.-Reckon

it was. Said for me to give you this
when you.woke up, Ifyou ever did.1

"He handed me a card as. he spoke. I
did not* recognize the name then, but I
put the card away as a souvenir of the
Journey. Some years later, in looking
over a bundle of papers, it turned' up.
The signature was a trifle dim, but there
it was, written diagonally, ,'Francis Bret
Harte.' The card is under a glass paper-
weight on.my desk in my office in Los
Angeles. Money

'
couldn't buy, it. But

think of what Imissed In not staying
awake."

oiue, unuer me rios, wnt« ms nesn was
thin? he put his h£nd around to catch my
head and Ibit his thumb; my teeth went
through it, nail and all. He said the.
rough thing to me again. Ireally began
to respect his pluck, but Idid not stop
biting. "Finally, he got hold of my head
and wrapped the hair rope he had for a
halter around my mouth. He wrapped it
round and round, making- a regular muz-
zle on me, and tied it fast. Iknew itwas
all day with me then and Igave up. But
Ilooked across, my nose at him with some
pleasure. Ihad bitten him nearly ah
over. '',. ' •• "••
Isupposed, of course, he would kill me,

but he took me to his home and chained
me to a stake in the back yard,' and the
only revenge he took was to cut off one
of my ears. ~
;Irather enjoyed myself. I¦ had so

much fun snapping the chickens when no
one was looking. Iwould lie flat on my

side; with my eyes shut, pretending to
be asleep,' and the silly things would
mistake me for a dog.- They would come
up and pick around me without the least
fear. Some of the little ones got so
saucy they would hop up on me and .pick
in my ears. The people said: "How
gentle the. coyote Is!" As soon as they
v.eie gone snap would go my teeth and

'

down would go a small chicken.
The old gentleman who lived at the

house and who was the father of the boy
who .had captured me began to suspect
my treachery with the chickens— so
many of them were missing

—
and when

the boy was not at home he unchained
me nnd set the dog after me.• 1 was very glad to return to Mrs. Coy-
ote and the youngsters. We moved
nearer the mountains.

Several years passed away.
Ibrought the news one day to Mri

Coyote that the Legislature of California
had just passed a law offering $5 reward
for the scalp of every coyote that could
lie brought in with bcjth ears on it. She
'coked slyly at my one ear and said:
"You are safe, my dear, in any case."
Itold her they would kill me before
they would find it out. She thought the
law a great joke, and she made up some
pftttry about it, which she repeated to
me. Ithought it very funny. Iset it"
to music for her, and we went up on
the top of a hill and practiced it with
a sreat many variations of the tune.
She called It "The Bounty^ns*" Iwill
write it down:

THE BOUNTY SONG.

Five dollars is offered for me! • '
»

Why-ee-ee-oo-o-ee, for me
—-

Five dollars for me!
I'm a'howllng coyote.

Five dollars for my poor scalp!
Yip-you-ee-you-ee-oo-o-ee !
Idare not give a yelp.
But somebody snaps a trap for mj-oo-ee!
I'm a. howling coyote.

YId
—

yiiA-five dollars, for me! /
'

: PoisDn, ambush and tun.
Are makiner the roost of the chicken
Very poor plckin' for me, ylp-ylp-you-ee!
I'm a valuable thine to the State;
It offers a V for ray pate

—
Perhaps I'm to teach in tha schools

The vowels by natural rubs
—

.¦ A-e-i-o-u-we-ye
—

: ., ~
I'ma howling: coyote. ;

fyv? RECENT conversation the writer

/Z-A\ had with an actor of versatile ex-
1T » perience on the subject of stage

. offenses and their resultant pen-
alties elicited the following authentic auJ
Informing details: ,•

Inorder to Insure decorous'behavior in
the' theater and on the stage most man-
agers have a code of rules for actors and
actresses, and-any breach of these regu-

lations is punished by.a fine in proportion
to the offense .committed. For example,
if-any actor x or actress perpetrates the
grievous error of "gagging" (introducing
observations of their own which are not
written in the /play), the flagrant jfolly is
brought home to them by.the forfeit of a
heavy flng

—
never les than a day's salary,

and Ihave known some martinet man-
agers who have made Ita week's salary.
Inmany theaters itis a rule to fine an

actor if he fails to take his "cue," and
the delinquent in this case generally has
•to. hand over half a crown.- In one thea-
ter with which Iam well acquainted it is
permissible to send for refreshments of a
certain kind, but meat and fish are strict-
lybarred, and one unhappy culprit whom
tha manager found eating tinned salmon
in a dressing-room had to pay a fine of lit
shillings and received a verbal castiga-
tion as well.•

When a dramatic company is touring

in the. provinces it is often the rule for
actors to find their own outfit, and under
such circumstances a man may be penal-
ized for not appearing In sufficient smart
apparel for the r-art he is playing. In In-
stances of this kind the fine is generally
5 shillings., r.
. Ifan actor breaks -the important rule
which prohibits smoking in the dressing-
room he lays himself open to a fine of
a half-guinea at least, and a second of-
fense will probably mean dismissal. Many
managers are naturally severe on smok-
ing because of the risk of fire, and Ihave
known more than one man sent away for
a breach of this reasonable regulation.

Bad-language is the particular bogey of
other managers, and if the dialect of an
actor behind the. scenes Is unparliament-
ary and the expressions reach the ear of
the manager the punishment is prompt
and emphatic. One actor of my acquaint-
ance had to.forfeit a week's salary for
allowing his tongue too much liberty in
this respect.
At one well-known theater, famous for

its ballets, the ladles of the ballet are
fined a florin if they are seen talking on
the, stage during a public performance
and any notable laxity in dress or de-
meanor is visited by a fine of a half-
crown.

"When rehearsals for a pantomime are

FINES FOR ACTORS ON THE ENGUSH STAGE.
proceeding there are some managers wr.•»are very severe on those who show lack
of attention or! who fail to perform th^-irrole with alertness. After one curt warn-ing a fine of 5 shillings is sometimes «Jc-
manded ip cases where the culprit r*-peata the offense.

One manager. Iknow la a keen crit:c
on the "make-up" of an actor, and ary
negligence in this respect is punished by
a fine, which often means a day's salary.
The old members of his company are
aware of this managerial requirement
and protect themselves accordingly, but
newcomers are occasionally caught nap-
ping.

an interesting contrast anent thoopinion of certain actor-managers on the
subject of jewelry, Imay tell you thatone gentleman has on more than one oc-
casion fined the actors at his theater or
displaying too much jewelry on the stag*
while another autocrat insists that the
leading gentleman of his company shallwear a showy watch chain.

Unpunctuallty Is the. particular aversion
of a certain manager in the West Eml.
and to "keep the stage waiting;" is inhis opinion .he worst offense an actor can
commit. Those who Incur his wrath for
this dereliction of duty have to forfeit
three days' salary, and if the offense U
repeated receive a week's notice to quit.—
London Titbits;

The music which T made Idoubt Ifany
one but a coyote could sing—unless he
were a very good ventriloquist.

As we came down from the hilltop >ve
found two of our neighbors dead; their
scalps were gone. We knew the invasion
bad begun. We were beset on every side

'

—gun, trap, poison, everywhere; the jokd
was not so funny as ithad seemed.
'
There were only myself and ilrs. Coy-

\ ote left now, all of our youngsters hav-
grown and gone their ways. So I

said to her, "We ,willgo to Arizona"; but
th*> huntera had preceded us.

Before we reached the Colorado River
they got Mrs. Coyote's scalp, and Iwas
left alone. Ithought Iwould go back
across the desert- and go up into tnt
mountains where_- txie Coyote Indians
lived. A scalp hunter would hardly ven-

' ture upon their ground. Istopped at a
place called Seven*' Wells, and walked
straight into a trap, Iadmired the cun-
ning that had outwitted me.

When. the man came to kill and soalp
me there was another man with him.
The other man said: "Fll give you J5
for the coyote and save you the trouble
of scalping him."-' •- ' - .

A little round gold piece changed hands,

and once more a chain was put around
my neck and Iwas led away Into cap-
tivity. ..

The man who bought me from the man
who trapped me took me to a city on the
bank cf the great Facjflc Ocean that is
known by the name of'San Diego, which
in the English language Is St. James. He
sold mo to a saloon-keeper. Islept In a
barrel that was turned on Its sldo and
fixed bo Itcould not roll and was fed nice
beefsteak. In the. day I,was chained oa
the sidewalk in front of the saloon, so
that people would stop to look at me.

They tried to teach- ma to drink beer,
but Irefused to learn. It was bitter,
and Idid not like It; besides, X had
watched the effect of it oo to*men who
drank lu A coyote always wants to
keep his head right.

Ihave been with these "people a Ions
time now. They think I.ant tamed. They
chain me to a dog. and tufe us loose In
the street.. A short-leered. bUr-boAled. i
ugly yellow,doer he is, but a, ffood-natur*

'
ed beast, and we get along very well to-
gether, except when Iwant to go one
way and he wants to to another. It
mostly ends Inour going the wayIwant
to go. His uncouth manners annoy me.
too. When he drinks he does tt so nois-
ily you can hear "him half way across
the street. He could net set his bis
tongue Into the glass that- Idrink out
of. Ilap "the water, the same way he
does, but Ido it daintily; my tongue Is
much smaller and more delicately shaped.
However, with all his faults he Is a bet-
ter dog than Iam.

Yes, they think Iam tamed. They
think Ienjoy this sort of existence— the
noise and the .rattle and the crowds on
the street, amjto be stared at. They
think Ilike to lap water out of,a glass
and smell beer, and sleep In a barrel.

They do not know iwhen the wind
blows and the ocean. roars that my bris-
tles raise 'with the longjng for freedom.
They do not know when the twilight
begins to fall how my foot soles tingle
to bound over the plains and seek my
wild den- in theeartb. ¦

Soxl lie here on the sidewalk in the
sun and listen to the buzzing Hies, and
they call me-'a tame coyote.

hear his hoofs^beat the earth. Iw«i~ ~ :.!
a long way from home and no friendly
coyote den lay in my path. It wasn
long stretch of bare, level plain; we had
run a mile; every moment the distance
between us lessened.
IJtieard the whir of the riata as the

bey swung the loop round, making ready
to throw it; then the hiss of it through
the air, and thwack on the ground the
loop fellall around me. Ibounded through
it and tried to run faster. The horse did
not slacken his speed. The boy recoiled
the rope, and made another loop as he
ran; Iknew just'what he was doing; I
had watched him many a time.

Two more times he threw it over me.
but Iwas so thin Ileaped through it be-
fore he could jerk in the slack. The
fourth throw caught both my hind legs in
the loop. The horse went past me like the
wind and the boy again coiled the rope
as he flew along, but this timeIwas bob-
bing at the end of it.• He stopped and swung me up his horse's
side by the heels. Ibit the horse on the
fore leg as Iwent up. And then Ibit the
boy's leg. My teeth are, sharp and firm
and Ibite hard. He caught hold of me
and lifted me to the saddle. Ibit his arm
and in the same, moment" jumped at his
throat and bit the side of his neck. The
blood ran down Into his collar; he said
something very roughly/to me and askeu
me ifIwas going, to eat him up. H^
crushed me between himself and the horn
of the saddle 'and tried to hold me down
with his arms. Isnapped him in the

ate part of it myself. Ileft the rest for
another meal. ¦- •* •

Ihad grown very thin and gaunt even
for a coyote. The next day Ithought I
v.ould go back and eat some more of the
lamb. When Iwas within a short dis-
tance of it,Isaw a young man on horse-
back, whom 1knew very well bysight. He
was a very young man—not more than 15
or 16 years old; his name was Tom.' He
rode a fleet horse and a Spanish saddle,
on which was always hanging a riata. A
riata is a rope made of> rawhide and
braided round. Many is the time Ihave
chewed one in two. This boy Tom had
another rope on his horse, too; it was a
hair rope and he used it for a harter. 1
had watched him making it with two
sticks, the way the Mexicans make them.
They are made of the manes and tails of
hcrs«s. When Isaw him, Istopped. He
was sitting on his horse and did not seem
to be doing anything, or intending to do
anything, but Ifelt. somehow,,that there
Mas something in his mind aiSout me. I
had .seen -him run a young, antelope down
and throw his rope on it and carry it
away on his horse. Iknew if he ever
got within the length of that rope of
me, Mrs. Coyote would have to hunt for
tjie youngsters alone. .
Idecided Idid not want to eat lamb,

and started away from it at my swift-
est speed; even as Iturned, Isaw him
snatch the riata from his saddle and Hean
forward on his horse. Iran with all the
swiftness that was in me; but steadily,
steadily, the horse gained on me. t could

squawked and cackled and got themselves
into a great frierht.

But the next morning they came out
to the field just as early, and we were
waiting1 for them and did the same thing
which we had done the morning before. A
chicken is such a fool!

Every morning for a week we went to
the wheat field the same way, and every
morning caught a chicken and ran away
with it, and Isuppose we would have
kept on doing the same thing until the
last of them was caught. But one morn-
ing when we nabbed our chickens and tha
others began to squawk and cackle, some-
body banged away at us with a gun,
and we knew the people at the house
had found us out.

One day when Icame home from a
hunt Mrs. Coyote showed me five beauti-
ful baby coyotes. She asked me what I
thought of them. Ilooked at them across
my nose

—
the way a grizzly bear looks at

things—and then Itold her that they
were the prettiest young things in the
world.

They looked "smart" from the very be-
ginning. Ihad to hunt a great deal in
those days. Ibrought them pigand duck
and chicken and jackrabbit and gopher
and squirrel and everything Icould lay
my teeth to. But one luckless night I
killed a lamb that was somebody's pet.
It was too big to carry home to my fam-
ily,soidragged Itas far as Icould and

THAT
is a good deal like us; we an.

a sort of "shadowy gray," like the
twilight,and Ithink we are "born
afraid." But a coyote will fight
when it cannot do anything else,

as Ishall presently tell you. It Is like-
wise true that we "howl and
howl and howl and howl," an-i
besides all these we are the mos=u
notorious chicken thieves on record.
So you see. according as it is written
down, Iam a coward and a thief, but the
Great Maker of all things made me a
coyote, and Icould not be a grizzly bear
nor an honest little cottontail rabbit ifI
tried; therefore. Iam a coyote to the best
of my ability.
Inever steal anything except to eat it;

1 never kill anything merely to amuse
myself, and a coyote never slanders its
neighbor— that was left solely for man
and his mate to do.

Before Ibegin my biography Iwant to
write that the name "coyote" is of Span-
ish origin and -hould be pronounced in
three syllables. There is nothing so Ir-
ritating to the nerves of a coyote as to
be called a "ky-o»-t," though itis permis-
sible to say it that way.

There Is a tribe of Indians in the desert
mountains beyond the southern end of
the Sierra Nevadas whose name also Is
Coyote end to whom we are the sacred
animal. They believe that when one of
them dies his spirit lives for a time in the
body of a. coyote. One of my ancestors
was brought up from, the desert a cap-
tive, but escaped. He told us all about it.
He said those Indians would kill a man
who killed a coyote.

When Mrs. Coyote and myself began
housekeeping we dug our home

-
in the

ground
—

a large, roomy room about six
feet across the floor; we dug it deeper
than the rain goes, so It was dry and
warm, and we settled down to enjoy life.
It was a Saturday night; we had been

living on rabbits and gophers and such
things, and Isaid to Mrs. Coyote: "Sup-
pose we have chicken for breakfast?"
There was a farmhouse about two miles
away where there were some delicious fat
ones, but they roosted on a tree; we could
never hope to get one out of It.

Mrs. Coyote laid her little paw on my

shoulder and said very pathetically, "I

do want chicken for breakfast."

Ithought a minute or two and then
Iwhispered a plan to her that made her
laugh.

Just at the peep of day we stole out
together and went swiftly toward the
farmhouse. Chickens are very foolish
things; they fly down from their roost
and go "boglng" around, poking out their
necks to find something to eat when it is
so early they can only half see. and it
Is no' trouble at all to slip up and nab
one. That was what Iwhispered to Mrs.
Coyele that made her laugh.

Rlnit In front of the house was a large

whe^ field, and the first thing the fooli3h
chickens did when they came down from
the tree was to go into the wheat, which
was Just a little higher than their backs.

"We -went boldly through the field until
we were within about fifty yards of the
house, then we crouched down and
waited. We could Bee the chickens com-
ing and we lay very low. "When they
were wltMn a few yards of us, they
etopped and begun to scratch and pirk
the ground. Mrs. Coyote and myself look-
ed at each other and smiled. We began to
slip toward them. We did it so care-
fully and we were so nearly the color of
the gray morning, they never suspected
we were near. Then we made a grand
rush and each one of us pounced upon a
chicken and ran away with it. The other
chickens flew against each other and

Tht shadowy o-jy-ie, b^rn afraM,
Steals to some brackish spring and laps and

prowls
Away, and howls, and howls, and howls, and

howIk,
Until the solitude fs shaken with an added

loneline*.
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