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brown and sear under the summer sun,
she caught & gﬁm%u of tall buildings and
& ﬂ:fst;!!. e whole place had a vaguely
public, educational appearance, and Min-
ns gu , from certain notices affixed
to the trees, warning the public against
the picking of flowers, that she had found
her way into the grounds of the State
University. She went on a little further.
The path she was following led her, at
length, into a grove of gigantic live oaks,
whose lower branches all but swept the
?round. Here the grass was , the
ew flowers in bloom, the shade very
thick. A more lovely spot she had seldom
seen. Near at hand was a bench, buiit
around the trunk of the largest live oak,
and here, at length, weak from hunger,
exhausted to the limits of her endurance,
despairing, abandoned, Minna Hooven sat
down to inquire of herself what next she
2ould do,

But once seated, the demands of the
animal—so she could believe—became more
clamorous, more insistent. To eat, to rest,
t) be safely housed against another night,
ebove all else, these were the things she
craved; and the craving within her gréew
s0 mlghty that she crisped her poor,
starved hands into little fists, in an agony
of desire, while the tears ran from her
eyes,» and the sobs rose thick from her
breast and struggled and strangled in her
aching throat.

But in a few moments Minna was aware
that a woman, apparently of some 30
years of age, had twice passed along the
walk in front of the bench where she sat,
and now, as she took more notice of her,
ghe remembered that she had seen her on
the ferry-boat coming over from the city.

The woman was gowned in silk, tightly
corseted, and wore a hat of rather osten-
tatious smartness. Minna became con-
vinced that the person was watching her,
but before she had a chance to act upon
this conviction she was surprised out of
ell countenance by the stranger coming
up to where she sat and speaking to her,

“Here is a coincidence.” exclaimed the
new-comer as she sat down; “‘surely you
are the young girl who sat opposite me on
the boat. Strange I should come across

you again. I've had you in mind ever
since.”
On this nearer view Minna observed

that the woman's face bore rather more
than a2 trace of enamel and that the at-
mosphere about was impregnated with
sachet. She was not otherwise conspicu-
ous, but there was a certain hardness
about her mouth and a certain droop of
fatigue in her eyelids which, combined
with an indefinite self-confidence of man-
ner. held Minna's attention.

“Deo you know,” continued the woman,
“I believe you are in trouble. 1 thought
so when I saw you on the boat, and I

think so now. Are jyou? Are you in
1rou,h!e? You're from the country, ain't
you?”

Minna, glad to find a sympathizer, even
in this chance acquaintance, admitted
that she was in distress; that she had be-
come separated from her mother, and that
she was indeed from the country.

“I'vée been trying to find a situation,”
shé hazarded in conclusion, “but I don’t
seem to succeed. I've never been in a city
before, excepl Bonneville.”

“Well, it Is a coincidence,” said the
other. “I know ] wasn't drawn to you for
nothing. I am looking for just such a
young girl as you. You see, I live alone a
good, deal and I've been wanting to find a
nice, bright, sociable girl who will be a
sort of companion to me. Understand?
And there’s something about you that I

like. 1 took to you the moment I saw you
on the boat. Now, shall we talk this
over?’

Toward the end of the week, one after-
noon, as Presley was returning from his
club, he came suddenly face to face with
Minna upon a street corner.

“Ah.” he cried, coming toward her joy-
fdlly. “Upon my word, I had almost
given you up. I've been looking every-
where for you. 1 was afraid you might
not be getting along, and I wanted to see
if ‘there was anything I could do. How
are yvour mother and Hilda? Where are
you stopping? Have you got a good
pléce?™

“l.don’'t know where mamma is,”” an-
swered Minna. “We got separated. and I
never have been able to find her again.”

Meanwhile, Presley had been taking in
with a quick eye the details of Minna's
silk dress, with its garniture of lace, its
edging of wvelvet, its silver belt-buckle.
Her hair was arranged in a new way and
on her head was a wide hat with a flare
to ore side, set off with a gilt buckle and
& puff of bright blue plush. He gianced
at her sharply.

“Well, but—but how
on?" he demanded.

Minna laughed scornfully.

“J?" she cried. “Oh, I've gone to hell
It was either that or starvation.”

Presley regained his room at the club,
white and trembling. Worsée than the
worst he had feared had happened. He
had not been soon enough to help. He
had failled again. A superstitious fear as-
seiled him that he was, in a manner,
marked; that he was foredoomed to fail
Minna had come—had been driven to this;

are you getting

and he, acting too late upon his tardy
resolve, had not been able to prevent it
Were the horrors, then, never to end?

Was the grisly specter of consequence to
forever daice in his vision? Were the re-
sults, the far-reaching resuits of that bat-
tle at the irrigating ditch to cross his
path forever? When would the affair be
terminated, the incident closed? Where
was that spot to which the tentacle of
the monster couid not reach?

By now, be was sick with the dread of it
gll. He wanted to get away, to be free
from that endiess misery, so that he
might not see what he could no longer
help. Cowardly he now knew himself to
be. He thought of himseif only with
loathing.

Bitierly self-contemptuous that he could
bring himself to a participation in such
trivialities, he began to dress to keep his
engagement 1o dine with the Cedarquists,

He arrived at the house neariy half an
hour late, but before he could take off
his overcoat, Mrs. Cedarquist appeared in
the doorway of the drawing-room at the
end of the hall. She was dressed as if
to go out.

“My dear Presley,” she exclaimed, her
stout, overdressed body bustling toward
him with a great rustle of silk. *“I never
was so glad. You poor, dear poet, you
are thin as a ghost. You need a better
dinner than 1 can give you, and that is
just what you are to have.”

“Have I blundered?” Presley hastened
to exclaim. “Did not Mr. Cedarguist men-
tion Friday evening?”

“No, no, no,” she cried; “it was he who
blundered. You blundering in a social
amenity! Preposterous! No; Mr. Cedar-
quist forgot that we were dining out our-
selves to-night, and when he told me he
had asked you here for the same evening,
1 fell upon the man, my dear, I did
sctually, tooth and nail. But I wouldn't
hear of his wiring you. I just dropped a
note to our hostess, asking if I could not
bring you, and when I told her who you
were, she received the idea with, oh,
empressement. So, there it is, all settled.
Cedarquist and the girls are gone on
shead, and you are to take the old lady
like & dear, dear poet. 1 believe I hear
the carriage. Allons! En voiture!”

Once settled in the cool gloom of the
coupe, odorous of leather and upholstery,
Mrs. Cedarquist exclaimed:

“And I've never told you who you were
to dine with; oh, a personage, really.
Fancy, you will be in the cimp of your
dearest foes. You are to dine with the
Gerard people, one of the vice presidents
of )Aour bete noire, the P. and 8. W, Rall-
road.” -

Presley started, his fist clenching so ab-
ruptly as to all but split his white gloves,
He was not conscious of what he said in
reply, and Mrs. Cedarquist was so taken
up with her own endless stream of talk
that she did not observe his confusion.

“Their daughter Honora is going to
Europe next week; her mother is to take
her, and Mrs. Gerard is to have just a

rmal, you
oh, I don't

ever
prettiest little thing,
I would
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white doves, golden chariots and the like,
all wreathed about with clouds and gar-
lands of roses. Between the pillars around
the sides of the room were hangings' of
silk, the design—of a Louis Quinze type
—of beautiful simplicity- and faultless
taste, The fireplace was a marvel. It
reached from floor to ceiling; the lower
parts, black marble, carved into crouch-
ing Atlases, with great muscles that up-
bore the superstructure. The design of
this latter, of a kind of purple marble,
shot  through with white veinings, was
in the same style as the design of the
silk hangings. In its midst was a bronze
escutcheon, bearing an undecipherable
monogram and a Latin motto. dirons
of brass, nearly six feet high, flanked the
hearthstone.

The windows of the room were heavily
draped in somber brocade and ecru lace,
in which the Initials of the family were
very beautifully worked. But djrectly op-
posite the fireplace, an extra window,
lighted from the adjoining conservatory,

threw a wonderful rich. light into
the apartment. It was a  Gothic
window of stained glass, very large,

the center figures being armed war-
riors, Parsifal and Lohengrin; the one
with & banner, the other with a swan.
The effect was exquisite, the window a
veritable masterpiece, glowing, flaming,
and burning with a hundred tints and
colors—opalescent, purple, wine-red, cloud-
ed pinks, royal blues, saffrons, violets
so dark as to be almost black,

Under foot, the carpet had all the soft-
ness of texture of grass; skins (one of
them of an enormous polar bear) and rugs
of silk velvet were spread upon the floof.
A renaissance cabinet of ebony, many
feet taller than Presley's head, and in-
laid with ivory and silver, occupied one

—corner of the room, while in its center

stood a vast table of Flemist oak, black,
hegvy as iron, massive. A faint odor of
sandalwood pervaded the air. From the
conservatory near by came the splashing
of a fountain. A row of electric bulbs let
into the frieze of the walls between the
golden capitals, and burning dimly behind
hemispheres of clouded giass, threw a
subdued light over the whole scene,

Mrs. Gerard came forward.

“This is Mr. Presley, uf course, our new
poet of whom we are all so proud. I was
so afraid you would be unable to come.
You have given me a real pleasure In al-
lowing me to welcome you here.”

The footman appeared at her elbow.

“Dinner is served, madame,” he an-
nounced. '

When Mrs. Hooven had left the board-
ing house on Castro street, she had taken
up a position on a neighboring corner, to
wait for Minna’'s reappearance. Little
Hilda, at this time hardiy more than six
years of age, was with her, holding to her
hand.

Mrs, Hooven was by no means an oid
woman, but hard work had aged her. She
no longer had any claim to good looks.
£he no longer took much interest in her
personal appearance. At the time of het
eviction from the Castro street boarding-
house she wore a faded black bonnet, gar-
nished with faded -aurtificial flowers of
dirty pink. A piaid shawl was about her
shoulders. But this day of misfortune
had set Mrs. Hooven adrift in even worse
condition than her daughter. Her purse,
containing a miserable handful of dimes
and nickels, was in her trunk, and her
trunk was in the hands of the landlady.
Minna had been allowed such reprieve as
her 35 cents would purchase, The destitu-
tion of Mrs. Hooven and her little girl had
i:iexun from the very moment of her evic-

on.

While she waited for Minna, watching
every street car and every approaching
pedestrian, a policeman appeared and
asked what she did, and, receiving no sat-
isfactory reply, promptly moved her on.

Minna had had litt'e assurance in facing
the life struggle of the city. Mrs. Hooven
had absolutely none. In her, grief, dis-
tress, the pinch of poverty, and, above
all, the nameless fear of the turbulent,
fierce life of the streets, had produced a
numbness, an embruted, sodden, silent,
speechless condition of dazed mind, and
clogged, uninte:ligent speech. She was
dumb, bewlldered, stupid, animated but
by a single impulse. She clung to life,
and to the life of her little daughter Hil-
da, with the blind tenacity of purpose of
a drowning cat.

Thus, when ordered to move on by the
officer she had silently obeyed. not even
attempting to explain her situation. She
walked away to the next street-crossing.
Then, in a few moments, returned, taking
up her place on the corner near the board-
ing-house, spying upon the approaching
cable cars. peeping anxiously down the
length of the sidewalks.

Once more the officer ordered her away,
and once more, unprotesting, she com-
plied. But when for the third time the
policeman found her on the forbidden spot
he had lost his temper. This time when
Mrs. Hooven had departed he had fol-
lowed her, and when, bewildered, persist-
ent. she had attempted to turn back, he
caught her by the shoulder.

“Do you want to get arrested, hey?” he
demanded. “‘Do you want me to lock you
up. Say. do you, speak up?”’

The ominous words at length reached
Mrs. Hooven's comprehension. Arrested!
She was to be arrested. The countrywo-
man’s fear of the jzil nipped and bit
eagerly at her unwilling heels. She hur-
ried off, thinking to return to her post
after the policeman should have gone
away. But when, at length, turning back,
she tried to find the boarding-houss, she
suddenly discovered that she was on an
unfamil'ar street. Unwittingly, no doubt,
she had turned a corner. She could not
retrace her steps. She and Hilda were
lost.

“Mammy, I'm tired,” Hilda complained.

Her mother picked her up.

“lgf‘mmy, where’'re we gowun,
my~

Where, indeed? Stupefied. Mrs. Hooven
looked about her at the endless blocks of
buildings, the endless procession of ve-
ricles in the streets, the endless march of
pedestrians on the sidewalks. Where was

inna: where was she and her baby to
;I%e_lp that night? How was Hilda to be
ed?

She could not stand still. There was no
place to €it down; but one thing was left,
walk.

Ah, that via dolorosa of the destitute,
that chemin dec Jla croix of the homeless,
Ah, that mile after mile of granite pave-
ment that mus<t be. must be traversed.
Walk they must. Move, they must: on-
ward, forward, whither they cannot tell;
why, they do not know. Walk, walk,
walk with bleeding feet and smarting
joints; walk with aching back and trem-
bling kn:es; walk., though the senses
grow giddy with fatigue, though the eyes
droog with sleep, though every nerve, de-
manding rest, sets in motion its tiny
alarm of rain. Death is at the end of
that devious, winding maze of paths,
crossed and recr d a er again,
There is but one goal to the via dolorosa;
there is no escape from the central cham-
ber of the labyrinth. Fate guides the feet
of them that are set therein. Double on
their steps though they may, weave in
and out of the myriad corners of the
city’s streets. return, go forward. back,
from side to side, here, there, anywhere,
dodge, twist, wind, the central chamber
where Death sits is reached inexorably at
the end.

Sometimes leading and sometimes carry-
ing Hilda Mrs. Hooven set off upon her
objectless journey. Block after block she
walked, street after street. She was
afraid to ston, because of the policemen.
Asx often as she so'much as slackened her
pace she was sure to see one of these ter-
rible figures in the distance, watching her,
s0 it seemed to her, walting for her to
halt for the fraction of a second, in order
Lhat he might have an excuse to arrest

er.

mame-

Hilda fretted incessantly.

JV‘Mammy, where's we gowun? Mammy,
I'm tired.” Then, at last, for the first
thpe. that plaint that stabbed the moth-
er's heart: &

“Msmmy, I'm hungry.”
"“Be qui-ut, den,” said Mrs. Hooven,
Bretty soon we'll have der subber.”
Passers-by on the sidewalk, men and
women in the great 6 o'clock homeward
march, jostled them as they went along.
With dumb, dull curiousness. she looked
into one after another of the limitless
stream of faces, and she fancied she saw
in them every emotion but pity. The
faces were gay, were anxious, were sor-
rowful, were mirthf: were lined with
thought, or were merely flat and e -
sionless, but not oné was turned toward
her in compassion. The expressions of
the faces might be various, but an under-
lylnﬁl,cu.llo\unen was discoverable be-
neath every mask. The seemed re-
|lno\red from her immea ly; they were

to them, she and her ba tg.m::l,

outcasts of the human herd, the unfit, not. .

to ;;lrvlve. thrust out on the heath

to
beg from these ! :
cur to her, There w‘a,:oll:oe dkcllen.ot g
the mtter.‘ She would

to recognize the houses;
in that street be Somehow
3 dhtuutn‘:eto o
a , Sl :
touﬁtm a dkuox:nnsr ocks .g‘.“gtng;.
The ME';‘I a clock on th‘: ;?)’vllu-go‘u

her; 8o, striking off :

of a cable line. pointed to 7. No doubt,
Minna had come . long before this time,
had found hef mothe! xonev:&lnad—j\mt
what had she done, just - could she
do? ‘Where was. her. ter .now?.
Walking the streéts herself, no;'doulit
What was to ome 1( By
AT e Mgy ey these stroets?
endles the . maze o © 8
Mrs. Hooven, .,x-ouzd fr er -le &

couid not repress an exc nmﬁlog of
guish. Here was misfortu rcz 2 1
was calamity. She bestirred herself, a
remembered the address of the ‘boardin
house. e might inquire her way back
thither, No doubt, by mow the cenian
would be gone home for the night. - ‘She
looked about. She was in the trict-of
medest residences, and a young man was
coming toward her, carrying A new gar-
den hose looped around his shoul

“Say, Meest'r; say, blease—" . -

The young man gave her a quick look
and p;‘sse% o, hltcl!;lng th‘e coil ‘of h:l.ie
over his shoulder. But a few paces dis-
tant, he slackened-«in his walk and fum-

-

bled in his' vest .pocket ‘}uﬁn fingei#
Then he came: back “to" Mr: ooven and
put 2 quarter into”hef han L]

Mrs. Hooven s d'at-the eoln stitpetied.
The young man’ Te h

a beggar. A flush of shame &hot to he
face. She was abeut:to ihrew the money .
after its giver. But at the momeht, Hil-

da ;(“m ex lnlmhkd: gl e M Rt

“Mammy, I'm hungry,” 0t L
" o infinite lassitude -

b 0

then, that she was beg ‘f‘nnm' :

to x;‘hm:‘-s e, ing '\’cztd “all “het life,

whose husband had  held; five_ hundred

acres of wheat land, ha Leeﬂ v n . for
e

‘With a movement of
and resigned acceptance of the situation,
Mrs. Hoeven pus the coln in heér pocket.
She had no right to be proud any longer.
Hilda must have food. 3 !

That evening, she and her child bad sup-
per at a cheap restaurant in a poor guat-
ter -of the towh, and passed thé night on
the benches of a little uptown par

Unused to the ways of the town, Ig-
norant a& to the customs and possibili-
ties of eating houses, she spent the whole,
of her quarter upon supper for hengelf and
Hilda, and had nothing left wherewith
tuv buy a lodging. ) v X

The night was dreadful; Hilda sobbed
herself to sleep on her mothér's shoulder,
waking thereafter from hour to-houf, to
protest, thouih wrapped in her mother’s
shawl, that she was «¢éld, and to.inq
why they did not go to bed. Drunken
snored and sprawled rfear at hand.
ward morning, a-loafér, reeking of alcb-
hot, sat down beside-hér, and indulged |
an incoherent soliloquy, punctua wi
oath and obsc@nities, It was not till far
along toward daylight that she fell asleep.

She awoke to find it broad day. Hilda—
mercifully—slept, Her mother’s ' limbs
were stiff and lame with cold and damp;
her head throbbed. She moved to another
bench which stood 'in the rays-of the sun,
and for a long two hours sat there in th
thin warmth, till the molsture of the
night that clung to. her clothes were
evaporated.” v oy b

A policeman came into view. BShé woke
Hilda, and carrying her in her arms, took
herself away. v

“Mammy,” began Hilda as soon as she
was well awake; “Mammy, I'm hungry. .
1 want mein breakfast.” i

“Sure, sure, soon now, leedle tochter.”

She herself was hungry, but she had but
little thaught of that. How was Hilda to
be fed? She remembered heér éexperience
of the previous day, when the young man
with the hose had given her money. Was
it so easy, then, to beg? : Could charity
be had for the asking? So it seemed; but
all that was left of her.sturdy. 1ndegen-
dence revolted at the thought. , She beg!
She hold out the hand to strangers!

“Mammy, I'm hungry.” .

There was no other way. It must come
to that in the end. Why temporize, why
put off the inevitable? She sought out a
frequented street where men and women

were on their way to work. One
after another, she let them g0
by, .searching their faces deterred
at the veryv last moment by some

trifling variation of expression, a firm set
mouth, a serious, level eyebrow, an ad-
vancing chin. Then, twice, when she had
made a choice, and brought her resolution
to the point of speech, she quailed, shrink-
ing, her ears tingling, her whole being
protesting against the degradation. Every
one must be looking at her. Her shame
was no doubt the object of a hundred
eyes.
“Mammy, I'm hungry,” protested Hilda
again. ¢
She made up her mind. What, though,
was she to say? In what words did beg-
gars ask for assistafice? She tried to
remember how tramps who had appeared
at her back door on Los Muertos had ad-
dressed her; how and with what formula
certain mendicants of Bonneville'h{cl'ap-
pealed to her. Then, having pqttled upon
a phrase, she approached a 'whiskered
gentleman with a large stomach, wal
briskly in the direction of the town,
“Say, den, blease hellup a boor womun."”
The gentleman passed on.
“Perhaps he doand hear me,” she mur-
mured.

Two well-dressed womén advanced,
chattering zayly.

“Say, say, den, blen'se hellup a boor
womun,"

One of the women paused, murmuring
to her companion, and from her purse ex-
tracted a yellow ticket which she gave to
Mrs. Hooven with voluble explanations.
But Mrs. Hooven was confused, she did
not understand. What could the ticket
mean? The women went on their way.

The next person to whom she applied
was a young girl of about eighteen, very
prettily dressed.

“Say, say, den, blease hellup a boor
womun.”"

In evident embarrassment, the young
girl paused and searched in her little
pocketbook. 3

“l think I have—I tnink—I have just
ten cents here somewhere,” she murmured
again and agaln, -

In the end, she found a dime, and drop-
ped it into Mrs, Hooven's palm.

That was the beginning. The first step
once taken, the others became easy.. All
day long, Mrs. Hooven and Hilda fol-
lowed the streets, begging, begging. Here
it was a nickel, there a dime, here a nickel
again. But she was not expert in the art,
nor did she know where to buy food the
cheapest; and the entire day's work Te-
sulted only in barely enough for two m ais
of bread. milk, and a wretchedly cooked
stew. Tuesday night found thé pdir ofice
more shelterless. 1

Once more, Mrs. Hooven and her baby
passed the night on the park bencﬂes_ es.
But early on Wednesday ‘morning, Mrs.
Hooven 5ound heriselfh assalled by sharp
pains and cramps in her stomac A :
wis ’the,cuuse"ghe could ﬁ!ot lafs%'b‘lxnﬁ
the day went on, the pains increased, al-
ternating with hot flushes over all her
body, and a certain weakness and faint-
ness. .As the day went on, the pain and
the weakness increased. When she tried
to zvalk, she found she could do so only
with the greatest difficuity. Here was
fresh misfortune, To beg, she must walk,
Dragging herself forward a half-block at
a time, she regained the street once more.
She succedded in begging a couple of
nickels, bought a bag of apples from' a
vender, and, returning to the park, sank
exhausted upon a bench.

Here she remained all day until evening,
Hilda alternately whimpering for her
bread and milk, or playing languidly in -
the gravel walk at her feet.- In the even-
Ang, she started out again. This time, ‘it

was bitter hard. Nobody seemed inclined ~

to give, Twice she was “moved on” by
policemen. Two hours’ ging ellcited
but a single dime. With this, she bought
Hi:da's bread and milk, and refusing heér-
self to eat, returned to the bench--the
oniy home she knew—and spent the night
shivering with cold, burning with fever.
From Wednesday morning till Friday
evening, with the exception of the few
apples she had bought, and a quarter of
a loaf of hard bread that she found in a
greasy newspa scraps of a workman’s
dinner—Mrs. Hooven had nothing to eat.
In her weakened condition, begging be-
came hourly more difficult, and suc t-
tle money as was given her, she rasolu!gl-y

spent on Hilda's bread and milk in the

momlnﬂand evening. - ’
By iday agtemoon. she was very

weak, ind r eyes troubled her, She

there appeared to nSr curious res,
crystal goblets of the most gri
shapes. floating and s ing in the air in
?ont etthu"é-‘aln:o:t within arm’s reach.
ases of elegant forms, made of shim-
bowed Et«l ‘

could no longer see distinctly, and at v
s
raceful

merin ‘l“l
ward her. Giass bulbs took gra
varying shapes before her visi

?“nw ‘with ‘Market street. , turned
nto thé avenue, andiwent on rd the
bay, painfully traversing block after
blodk, begging of all. whom she met (for
- lqngeg x);nde any distinction among
4 T8-DY). S 1
+.''Say, say, den, blease hellup a boor wo-
m P e g b
p my, mammy, I'm hu St
s dt “¥Friday night, between 7 and 8.
The .deserted_avenue was alread
d:é A soa fof was scudding overhead,
a . de‘:ee} descending lower... The
warmthh was of the meagerest, and the

street lamps, birds of fire in cages of
flns.' fluttered and ‘danced in the pro-
onged gusts of the trade wind that
thfeshéd andrweltered in the city streets
from off the ocean.

y entered the dining-room of the
m mansion with little Miss Ggmrd
on: his arm. The other guests had pre-
cedéd them—Cedarquist with Mrs. Gerard;
a pale-faced, languid young man. (intro-
duced to Presley as Julian Lambert) with
Presley’s cotisin Beatrice, one of the twin
dauvghters of Mr. and Mrs. Cedarquist;
his~ brother- Stephen, whose hair was
lgrql ht as an Indian's but of a pallid
8! ‘color, ‘'with Beatrice's sister; Ger-
a; imself; - taciturn, bearded, rotund,
joud .0f-hreath, escorted Mrs. Cedarquist.
Besides. thesé there were one or two other
couplés; whose names Presley did not re-
me!

T
& dining-room was superb in its ap-
tments. On three sides of the. room,
to the ?elzht of some.ten feet, ran a con-
t ii§ 'picture, an oil painting, divided
into long sections. by narrow -panels. of
black eak. The palting represented the
persofiages in the Romaunt de-la Rose,
and was conceived inp an atmosphere of
the most delicate, most ephemeral alle-
gory. Une saw young chevaliers,. blue-
eyed, of elemental beauty gnd purity; wo-
men with crowns, gold girdles, and cloudy
W les; young.-giris, entrancing in.their
lovéliness, wearing snow-white kerchiefs,
their “golden _hair unbound and flowin
dres: in white samite, beéaring armfuls
of flowers; the whole procession’ defiling
again a background of forest glades,
venérable ks, half hidden fountains, and
fielde of asphodel and roses. "

therwise the room was'si

the side of the wall unoccipied by the
pigturé stood a sideéboard of gigantic si

t gncé had adorned the banquet hall o
an i n palace of ‘the late Renaissance.

 black' with age, and against its
ber -surfaces glittered aqm array of

silver dishes and heavier cut-glass
. 1s*and goblets.

Thé: company sat down to the first
coursé of raw Blue Point oysters, served
upon little pyramids of shaved ice, and
the two butlers at once began filling the
gmues of the guests with cool Haut Sau-

Mrs. Gerard, who was very proud of her
dinners and never ‘able to resist the
temptation of commenting upon them to
her guests, leaned across to Presley and
Mrs. - Cedarquist, murmuring, “Mr. Pres-
ley, do you find that Sauterne too cold?
I always believe it is so bourgeois to keep
such a delicate wine as Sauterne on the
ice, and to.ice Bordeaux or Burgundy—oh,
it is nothing short.of.a crime.”
~ “This is®from your own vineyard, is it
not?”’ asked Jullan Lambertts I think I
recognize the bouquet,” .~ Sy ‘
i He 8trove to maintain an attitude of fin
gourmet, unable to refrain from comment
upon the courses as they ‘succeeded one
‘another, e,

-+ Little Honora Gerard turned to Presley:

“You know,” she explained, “papa has
his own vineyard in southern France. He
is €0 particular about his wines; turns up
his nose at California wines. . And-f am to
go there next summer. Ferrieres is the
name ‘of .the place -where our vineyards
are, the dearest village!"

She was a beauntiful little girl ‘' of a
dainty porcelain type, her coloring low In
tone,’ She wore ne jewels, but her little,
urideveloped neck and shouldérs, of an ex-
quisite - immaturity, rose from the tulle
bodice of her first decollete gown.

“Yes,” she continued, “I'm to go to Eu-
rope for the first time. Won't it be gay?
And I am to have my own bonne, and
mamma and I are to travel—so man
places, Baden, Homburg, Spa, the Tyro,
Won't it be gay?” /

Presley assented in meaningless. words,
He sipped his wine mechanically, looking
about the marvelous room, with its sub-

dued saffron ligifts, its glitter of glass and.

silver. Its beautiful women in their elabo-
rate toilets, its deft, correct servants; its
array of tableware—cut glass, chased sil-
ver, and Dresden crockery. It was
wealth, in all its outward and visible
forms, the signs of an opulence so great
that it need never be husbanded. Tt was
‘the home of a railway “magnate,” a rail-
road king. For this, then, the farmers

paid. It was for this that 8. hrman
tum? the SCTeW, g‘aﬁ vise, It
was Tor this that > g !
Rt o S
‘Lym: rric! ad ug!

Governor ruined and broken, Annixter

shot down, Hooven killed. .,

The soup, puree a la Derby, was served,
and at the same time, as hors d'ceuvres,
ortolan patties, together with a tiny sand-
wich of browned togst and thin slices of
ham, sprinkled ovVer with Parmesan

he wine, so Mrs. Gerard caused
it to be'understood, was Xeres, of the 15
vintage. i
—_—

Mra. Hooven crossed the avenue. It was
growing late. Without knowing it; she
had come to a part of the city that expe-
rienced beggars shunned. There was no-

t. Block after block of resi-
-denees stretched away on either hand,
lighted, full of people. But the sidewalks
were desarted.

“Mammy,” whimpered Hilda, “I'm tired;
carry me.” m! 2 P

Using all her strength, Mrs. Hooven
picked her up an@ moved on aimlessly.

Then again that terrible cry, the cry of
the hungry child appealing to the helpless
mother: .

“Mammy, I'm hungry.” 5

“Ach, Gott, leedle girl,” exclaimed Mrs.
Hooven, holding her close to her shoul-
der, the tears starting from her eyes.
“Ach, leedle tochter. Doand. doand,
doand. You pralk my hairt. I can't vind
any subber. e got noddings to eat, nod-

dings, noddings. ,
have those bread 'n" milk

“When do we
again, mammy 7"

“To-morrow—soon—py-and-py, Hilda. I
doand know what pecome oaf usg now,
what pecome oaf my leedle babby.V

She went on, holding Hilda against her
shoulder with one arm as best she might,
one hand steadving herself against the
fencé railings along the sldewaﬁ:. t last
a solitary pedestrian came into view, a
young map in a top coat and overcoat,
walking rapidiy. rs. Hooven held out
a ﬂgxlveﬂng hand as he passed her.

“8a
bdor ufi.

The other hurried on.

The fish Course was grenadins of bass
and small salmon, the latter stuffed, and
cooked in white wine and mushroom
sauce, 2 A :

“I have read your poem, of course, Mr.
R rved«Mrs. Goragd..-** ‘The '
Toijlers,” I“mean. What a sermon you

read us. you dreadful young man. I felt
that T ought at once to ‘sell all that I
have and give to the poor.” Pos'tively,
it did stir me up. You may congratulate
yourself upon making at least one con-
vert. Just because of that poem Mrs.
Cedarquist and 1 have started a move-
ment to send a who'e shipload of wheat
to the starving peopie in India. Now, vou
horrid reactionnalre, are you satisfied?”"
" “I am very glad.”” murmured Presley.

“But I am afraid.”” observed Mrs. Ce-
darquist, ‘‘that we may be too late. They
are-dying so-fast, those poor people. By
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say, den, meest'r, blease hellup a_

‘ine may be all over.”

théy are always a |

: — . — —— — - < - = = —————————
the time our ship reaches-India the fam- _Her voice trailed unintelligibly .to -si- in front of whers he sat on
ver® N S lence- ‘ao‘ She was': not, however, the 'orm was the ehnt‘.h;ﬁ-u t”
““One need never be afraid of-,‘ﬂ‘éi ‘too as .. :Heér eyes were open. A cleaner, from this Into mouth
late’ in the mat f helpln? enﬁealtt- nu - 'h:;:i begun ta :&"’s?n:;?l her, a hut}ﬁned -:k _spouted an unending
tute,’” answ y, 2 0 # a ple -insensib| - ong- gush of grain, "““’"‘k‘m“'m""‘
& ¥ %«l ,qg:nmu}‘f‘g{ er felt . cramps of her stom- ed, ready for the mill. "

poor ye have always with you.” ” o
“How very clever that L," sald Mrs:

her daughter, at

g and
ach, even the hunger was ceasing to bite.

example,” observed

e Cillsita * fai Rl Mirh. AT SR rmrored soung. LaBmBert,
rs. 1 ™ C L, murm : N
her fan in ma_‘tptam.d “f‘, s q‘ P B lips with a corner of his -'n:z;

“Brilliant, brill ,”  she murmured, kin. - “Pardon me for mentioning it,
“epigrammatical,”” = - I - ve #% 5 your'dinner -must be my excuse.’ 4

!f" ; TAY %

‘“‘Honora," ‘Mrs. Gerard, turning to - s—since Mr. Lam-

sation with the
nora; entends-tu,
notre jeune Lamartin
n.._‘_
* Mrs, Hooven weént on,
street to- street, -héldir
breast. Famine gpawi at
her- stomiach; - though-"she . might,
'turn upon her tracks up: and déwn
stri .bldck the g venus i
sal . anda
a) gbr vital
if the :
ded her, full-gro
was, what m it be in the Boor, starv
stomach of hér little girl? Oh, for some
helpiig hand“how: loh, m;.ono - little
mouthful, one little nibble! Food, food,
all her wrecked body cl jred for .nour-
ishment; anything to numb those gnaw-
ing teeth—an abandoned loaf, hard, moul-
dered; a half-eatem fruit, yes, even the

_“Hox
‘cherfe, I'esprit de

15

-refuse of the gutter, even the garbage of
the ash heap. On went, ring into
dark corn 4ntosthé aréaways, any-
where, e¥ her_é'.{ watching the ' silent
pro g 'of cats, ‘thHe igtent revings of
stray dogs. But she wgs wing weak-

€r; the pains and cramps-in -her stomach
returned. Hilda's wel bore her to the
pavement. More t once a great gid-
diness; ‘a certain ;yheeling - faintness all
but bovercame hem da, however, wa$

To wake her would-only mean

asleep.
to reelve ber to the consciousnéss of hun-
er;-yet how to carry hey further? Mrs.

ooven began to fear | " she would
fall” 'with the child in "hg:}‘jms.*- The
terror af collapse: ‘under - those
cold: pavements glistening with fog-damp
roused - her: she must make an rt to
He rallled all

get through the mnight.”
er strength, anf pausing a 'moment to
‘shift‘the welght bfther baby to the other
arm, once mjore set off through the might.
A little while later .she found. on the
edge of the . sidewalk the péeling of a
bankna, It had been trodden upon and it
was muddy, but joyfully she éaught it up.
‘*Hilda,”” she :cried, “‘wake oop, leedie
girl. " See, loog den, derd’s somedings to
eat. Look den, hey? Dat's gaod, ain’t it?
bunaner.” ! BN .

But it could not be -eaten. Decayed,
dirty, all but rotten, ‘the stomach turned
from the refuse, nauseated. - 2

“No, no;” cried Hilda; “that's not goed.
I can’t eat it. Oh, mammy, please me
those bread 'n’ milk.” y ]

By now the guests of Mrs. Gérard had
come to the entrees—IL.ondonderry pheas-
ants, escallops of duck and rissolettes a
la ‘pompadour.. The wine wag Chauteau

0 g
around the table conversations were
%olng forward, gayly. The ‘wines had
Jbroken up thé s ight restraint of the early

part of the evening and a spirit of good

humor and 1good fellowship ' prevs A
“Young Lambert and Mr,. Gerard -
§ iiniscences of cértain mutual

¥ Mrs. C stt discgs? a &::m 1—a
strange ngling o ychology, de| er-
acy gnﬂlkna}ysls or eroti¢ conditions—
‘which had just been translated from the
Atalian.  Stephen Lambert and Beatrice
disputed over the merits of 'a Scotch col-
le just given to the you lady. . The
scene was gay, the electric bulbs spar-
klﬁd. .the wine flashing back ‘the light.
‘The entire table was, a vague glow of
white napery, delfcate china and glass as
‘brilliant as crystal. Behind the guests
the serving men came and went, filling
the glasses continually, changing the cov-
ers, serving the entrges, managing - the
- dinner without interrdption, confusion or
the suggest unnecessary noise.

But esley could find no. enjoyment in
‘the occasion. From that picture of feast-
ing, that scenme of luxury, that atmos-
phere of decorous, well bred refinement,
his thoughts went back to Los Muertos
and Quien Sabe and the irrigating ditch
at Hooven's, 1 He saw them fall, one by
one—Harran, Annixter, Osterman, Breod-
erson, Hooven. The clink of the wine
glasses was drowned in the explosion of
revolvers. The railroad might indeed be
a li'orced o!ltl’ly. :;ﬂgh no man could con-
.trol an r.which no m Was respon-
sible, but his friends hmen 1méd. but

1 of | extortion and oppression had
un‘mo from the San Joaquin,

_scene in-which: he
TR e R
farmers of e’ valley were poor, these

‘men were rich.. - !
fancy grew big in his ‘mind, d's-
terrible. Beécause the
killea at the irrigating

%peg in. r iscen
uck shooling ufeditlons. rs. Gerard
and

possible this ve
ound himself. B:!

_torted, caricatured
farmers had been

ditch, t.he1e others, ard and his fam-
ﬂ{. fed full. ey fattened on the blood
of the people, on of the-men

the bleod
-who had been killed at the ditch. It was
a half ludicrous, half horrible “‘dog eat
dog,” an unspeakable canygmlism. Har-
ran, Annixter and Hooven were being de-
voured there under his eyes. THhese dain-
ty women, his cousin Beatrice and little
Miss Gerard, frail, dellcate: all these. fine
ladies with their small fingers and slen-
der necks suddenly re transfigured in
his tortured mind into harples-tearing hu-
man flesh. His head swam_ with the hor-
gor of it, the terror of it.. Yes, the people
would turn some day, and turning rend
those who now  preyed upon them. It
would be ‘“dog eat dog' again, with po-
sitions reversed, and he saw for one in-
stant of time that splendid house sacked

to itr foundations, the tables overturned. -

the pictures torn, the hangings blazing,
and liberty, the red-handed man in the
street, grimed with powdér smoke, foul
with the gutter. ru yelling, torch In
hand, through every door.

At 10 o'¢lock“Mrs. Hooven fell.
Luckily she was leading H'lda by the
und at the t'me. and the little g'rl was
not hurt. . Ir vain had Hooven, hour
after hour, walked “streets. After a
while: shé no longeér™made any attempt
to beg: nobady was st:rring, nor dtd -:?e
éven try to hunt for food with the stray
‘dogs and cats, She had.'én,nde up her
/mind to return to the patk in‘order ‘fo
sit upon the benches thére, but she had
mistaken the airection. and frllowing up
Sacramento street had come out al
‘Jength, not upon. the park, but upon a
great vacant. lot at the very top of the
Clay-street hill. The ground was
fénced “amd T roge AVOVve “heér to
cap of the hill, all overgrown with bushes
an% a Tew stunted live oaks. It was 'n
trying to cross this ge,.of ground that
she fell. She got upen “her feet again.
“Ach, mammy, did you hurt yourself?”

,asked Hilda.”

o, no. .
“Is tgg't house where we get those bread
'n’ 1k 2"’ ke
Hilda pointed to a single rambling bu'd-
ing. just visible in the nlg?!t tlhat stoed
isolated upon the summit of {he hill in
a, grove of trees, - ! . 7
“No, no; dere aindt ho braid end milulk,
leedle tochter.” - 3 R
Hilda once more began to sob:
~ “Ach, mammy. plcase, please; I want
it. . I'm hungry.’ ’ 5
The jangled nerves snapped at' ladt ume
der the tenslon. and én, sud-

Mrs. ‘Hoow

denl sh&klnq Hilda roughly. cried out:
“Stop, stop! | nd say ut egen, you.
My Gott, you ‘kill me yet.,” f

.- But ck upon this came the reaction.
The mother caught hér little girl to ‘her,
sinking down upon héer knees, putting her
‘arms aral?ﬁd'her. holding her close,

“No, ro; gry all so mudge es you want.
Say ﬁ?"al’ioge a{le ho: & .:any,v"ut egen,

Call me. ofer ege

Say ut. poor. starfing. leeGle babby. o&

mein poor, leedle tochter. - My Gott, oh,
1 go bretty- :om:. I guess. I cen't
ne_ilup 3 ‘!n- lﬁ%gﬂ, _noddings to
eat, n . - . wWe n

die to] er. Put der arms n ‘;.c
goh, tighd, babby, We %Wun to
die, wegm 0 Po . e aindt

- be hongry iy

“Valr we go now?’ dema Hilda.

f';g%p s. Mommer's soh tiredt. We
o{o’ eir, e while kY ,
i a large that afforded

¥ auisite

‘“‘And this aspa
h; ( en&-m'eohnr-;’bat“l?u set the
rtine.

Cedarquist, “so delicaté, such an ex-
ow do you manage?”

yor,
paragus from the

all our
of

southern g, from one par-

-ranch,” exX Mrs. Gerard.
“We “crder {t’ by iwire Jget it only
twenty hours after cutting. My husband

B to it ‘that it is put'dn a special train.
“stops 4t this ranch’ just to take on
as is. Extravagant, isn’t it, but
ly eannot eat asparagus that has
t more thap a day.” :
afmed Julian Lambert, who
. 48 epicure. “I can tell to an
L # Just ‘how long asparagus has been
# o
_“Fancy eating ordinary market aspara-
gus,” na.ldq.lll'l.‘Genrd, “that has been

:‘:eg by heaven knows how many
4
“Mammy, mammy, wake up,” cried

Hilda, trying to pus
eyellids, at last closed,
You're just tryh

open Mrs. Hooven's
“Mammy, don't.
to frighten me."”

Feebly Hilda shook her by the shoul-
der. At last Mrs.. Hooven's lx stirred.
Putting' her head down, - Hil distin-

hed the whisper words:

“Pm sick. Go to schleep. Sick. -Nod-
dings to eat.,”

The dessert was a wonderful p
‘tlon of altérnate layers of- bhcultm
igecream and candied chestnuts. # S

< “Delicious, -is it not?’ observed Jullan
Lambert, partly to himself, partly to Miss
Cedarquist. .+ ‘““This -Moscovite fouette—
npo'nl my ‘word, -1 have . never tasted its

equal. Al .
““And you should know, shouldn’t you?”
returned the'young lady.

; my, .mammy, wake up,” cried
Hilda. “Don"t sleep so. I'm frightened."
* Repeatedly -she s k& her; repentedg
she tried to raise thé inert eyelids wi
the peint of her finger. But hem mother
mno longer stirred. The gauft; fean body,
with #ts bony face gnd- sunken éye-sock-
ets, lay back, prone upon the ground, the
feét upturned and showing the ra‘fled.
worn soles of ‘the shoes, the forehead and
gray hair beaded with fog, the poor, faded
onnet awry, the pdor faded dress soiled
and tofrn. ;
Hilda drew cldose to. her mother, kiss-
ing her face, twining her arms around
her neck. For a long time she lay that
way, alternately sobbing and sleeping.
Then, after a long time, there was a stir.
She woke from a doze to find a police
officer and two or three men bending over
her. Some one carried a lantern. Ter-
rified, smitten dumb, she was unable to
answer the questions put to her. Then a
woman, ‘evidently a mistress of the house
on the top of the- hill,-arrived and took
Hilda in her arms and cried over her.
. “I'll taKe the Httle 'girl,” she said to
the police ‘officer. *“But the mother, can
you save her? Is'she too far gone?”
t'l;l‘ve sent for a doctor,” replied - the
other. *

Just before the ladies left the table,
young- Lambert raised his glass of -
deira. “Turnihg toward the wife of the
railroad king, he said:

“My best compliments for a ddjghtful
‘dinner.” )

The doctor, who had been bending over
Mrs. Hooven, rose:
““It's no use,’” he said; *‘she has been

tti!ead some time—exhaustion and starva-
on.”

IX.

On Division Number Three of the Los
Muertos ranch the wheat had already
been cut, and S. Behrman on a certain
morning in the first week of August drove
across the open expanse of stubble to-
ward the southwest, his eyes searching
the horizon for the feather of smoke that
would mark the location of the steam
harvester. However, he saw nothing.
The stubble extended onward apparently
to the very margin of the world.

At length S. Behrman halted his buggy
and brought out his field glasses from be-
neath the seat. He stood up in his place
and, adjusting the lenses, swept the pros-
pect to the south and west. It was the
same as though the sea of land were, in
reality. the ocean, and he, lost in an open
boat, were scanning the waste through
his glasses, looking for the smoke of a
steamer, hull down, below the horizon.
“Wonder,” he muttered, ¥if they're work-
ing on Four this morning?"

At length he murmured an “ah™ of sat-
isfaction. Far to the south into the white
sheen of sky, immediately over the hori-
zon, he made out a faint smudge—the har-
vester beyond doubt. '

Thither S. Behrman turned his horse’s
head. "It was all of an hour’'s drive over
the uneven ground and through the
crackling stubble, but at length he reach-
ed - the harvester. He found, unowever,
that {t.had been halted. The sack sew-
ers, together with the header man, were
stretehed on the ground in the shade of
the machine, while .the engineer and sep-
arator man were pottering about a por-
tion of the works. .

““What's the matter. Billy?” demanded
‘8. Behrfman, reining up.

« «The engineer turned about.

““The grain is heavy in here. We thought
we’'d better increase the speed of the cup-
carrier and pulled up to put in a smaller
sprocket.””

S. Behrman nrdded to say that was all
-right. and added a question.

t “How is. she going?” .

“Anywheres from twenty-five to thirty
sacks to the acre tight along here; noth-
Ing the matter with that I guess.”

“Nothing *‘in the world, Bill.”

One of the sack sewers interposed:

“For the last half hour we've been
thr, ng off three bags to the minute.”

‘“That’s good, that's good.”

It was more than good; it was “bo-
‘manza,”’ and all that division of the great
ran‘ch was thick with just suveh wonder-
ful i wh ‘Never had Los Muertos been
more US. Never a season more sSuc-
cessful, 8.- Behrman drew a long breath
‘of satiefaction. He Knew just how great
was his share in the lands which had
just beeri absorbed by the corporation he
served. just how many thousands of bush-
éls of this marvelous crop were his prop-

,un- erty. Through all these ysars of confu-
fmn’mrmon.’uﬂ'qﬂfgr. open hostility and, at

last. actual warfare he had waited. nurs-
ing his patience. calm with the firm as-
surapce of ultimate success. The end at
length had come; he had entered into
his ¥eward and saw himed'f as last in-
s,ha‘ged in the nlace,he had so long, so
sflently covéted: saw himself chief of a
prirecipality, ‘the master of the wheat.
The - sprorket adjusted. the engineer
called vp the garg and the men took
their ‘places. he fireman stoked vigor-
swonsly. the two sack sewers resumed their
‘posts on the sacking platform. putting on
the goggles that kept the chaff from their
eyes. The separator man and header man
grivped the'r levers.
- The harvester. shootipg a column of
thick smoke straight upward. vibratin
‘to the ton of the stack. hissed, cla
and lurched forward. Instantly motion
‘sprang te life in all its component parts;
the header knives, cutting a thirty-six
foot swath] gnashed like teeth; beltings
slid and movéd ke smooth flowing
streams; the.serarator whirred. the agi-
tator jarred ard crashed; cylinders, aug-
.ers, fans, seeders and elevators, drapers
and chaff carr'ers clattered, rumbled,
_buzzed and clanged. The steam hissed
and rasped; the ground reverberated a
hollow note, and the thousands upon thou-
sands of wheat stalks sli and slashed
4n the clashing shears of the header rat-
tled like dry rushes in a hurricane ‘l’n
they 1 inward and were caught up by
an e belt, to disappear into the
g.:e of the vast brute that devoured

m.

Tt was that and no less. Tt was the
some qulous monster, in-

satiable, with "ﬁ eeth, gnashing and

thres into the flelds of sundl.n‘f

wheat; ring a'ways, never glutted,

‘never 'ntp . swallo an entire har-

vest, snarling and slobberi

The pour from the chute of the cleaner
had for S. Behrman an immense satis-
LRk Tiouias oF wheat s o a

C. e whea an
tumultuous. into the sack. In half a min-
in twenty seconds—the
sack was full, was passed over to the
second sewer, the mouth reeved up and
the sack dumped: out upon the ground
to be picked up by the wagons and hn.um!
to the rallroad.

S. Behrman, hgpnotized, sat watching
that river of grain. All that shrieking,
bellowing machinery, all that ﬂgnue or-
ganism, all the months of labor, the
plowing, the plamting, the prayers,
rain, the years of preparation, the heart-
aches, the anxiety; the foresight, all the
whole business of “the ranch, the work
of horses, of steamn, of men and
looked to this spot~—the grain chute from
the harvester into the sacks. Its volume
was the index of Jailure or success, of
richés or poverty. d at this point the
labor of the rancher ended. Here, at the
lip of the chute, he parted company with
his .grain, and fIr here the wheat
streamed forth to the world. The
yawning mouths of the sacks might well
stand lo.rnthe unn‘umbet reél mogtga athtlltu

ple, agape for food; an ere, o
fﬁ?« sacks, at first so lean, so flaccid
attenuated like starved stomachs, rushed
the living stream of' food, insistent, in-
terminable, filll e empty, fattening
the shriveled, making it sleek ;‘nd heavy

and solid. ‘e

Half an hour later 'the harvester stop-

d again. The men on the uckmg plat-
orm had used up all. the sacks. t S.
Behrman’'s foreman, & new man on Los
Muertos, put in an appearance with the
report that the w bringing a fresh
-up&ly was approac 3

“How {s the grain elevator at Port Cos-
urtd%‘ on, sir?"

“Finished,” rafuod Behrman.
de‘edn.' cu °\n’m ‘{1‘: gn.ln in

ec upon accum ng
bulk in a great elevator at the tide-
water port, where the grain ships for
Liverpool and the East took on thelr car-
goes. To this end hlm'dhad bou;ht and
g‘@tly enlarged a b ing at Port Cos-

that was already in use for that pur-
mg. and to this elevator all the ¢ of

Muértos was to be carried P.
and 8. W. made S. Behrman a special
rate. i

“By the way,” sald 8. Behrman to his
superinténdent, “we'rs In luck. Fallon's
buyer was in Bonneville yesterday. He's
buying for Fallon and. for I—lolti too. I
happened to run into him, and I've sold
a shipload.” i

“A shipload!”

“Of Los Muertos wheat. He's acting
for some Indian famine relief committes
—lot of women people up in the city—
and wanted a whole cargo. I made a
deal with him. There's about fifty thou-
sand tons of disengaged shipping in San
Francisco Bay right now, and are
fighting for charters, I wired Mcl&iulc.k
and got a .long-distance telephone from
him . this _morping., He got me a bark,
the Swanhilda. @'ll dock day after to-
merrow and begin loading.”

“Hadn’t I better take a run_ up,” ob-

served the superingendent, “and keep an
eye on things?”’

“No,” answered S. Behrman; “I want
you to stoy, down here and see that those
carpenters hustle the work in the ranch
house. Derriek will be ent by then. You
see this deal is peculiar. I'm not selling
to any middle man—not to Fallon’s buyer.
He only put me on to the thing.
acting direct with these women people,
and I've got to have some hand in ship-
ping this stuff myself. But I've made my
gelling figure cover the price of a charter.
It's a queer, mlxed-u& decal, and I don't
fancy it much, but there's boodle in it
I'll go to Port Costa myself.”

A little later on‘in the day, when S.
Bekrman hkad satisfled himself that his
harvesting was going forward favorably,
he re-entered his buggy, and driving to
the county road turned scuthward toward
the Los Muertos rarch house. He had not
gone far, however, before he became
aware of a familiar figure on horseback
jogging slowly along ahead of him. He
recognized Presley; he shook the reins
over his herse’'s back and very soon,
ranging up by the side of the young man,
passed the time of day with him.

‘“Well, what brings you down hers
again, Mr. ley?’ he observed. “I
thought we had seen the last of you.™

“] came down to say good-by to my
friends,” answered Presley, shortly.

“Going awag?"

“Yes—to In s
h:w;_eu. upon my word, For your health,

yes

“You look knocked up.” asserted the
other. “By the way,” he added, “I sup-
pose you've heard the news?”

Presley shrank a little. Of late the re.
ports of disasters had followed so swift-
iy upon one another that he had begun
to tremble and to quail at every bit of
unexpected information.

“What do you mean?’ he asked.

“About Dyke. He has been convicted.
The Judge sentenced him for life.”

For life! Riding on by the side of this
man through the ranches by the county
road Presley repeated these words to him-
=elt till the full effect of them burst at
last vpon him.

Jal'led for life! No outlook. No hope
for the future. Dav after day, year after
yéar, te tread the rounds of the same
gloomy monotony He saw the gray stone
walls, the iron doors; the flagging of the
“yard,” bare of grass or trees—the cell,
narrow, bald, cheerless; the prison garb,
the Frlson fare, and round all the grim
granite of insuperable barriers, shuttl
out the world, shutting in» the man wit
outcasts, with the pariaPb dogs of society,
thieves, murderers, men below the beasts,
lost to all decency, drugged with opium—
utter renrabates. To this Dyke had been
brought—Dyke, than whem no man had
been mere honest, more c.urageous, more
jovial.” This was the ¢nd of
Fris]on; this was his final estate—a crim-
nal.

Presley found an excuse for riding o
leaving S. Behrman behind him. He di
not stop at Caraher's saloon, for the heat
of his rage had long since begun to cool,
and dispassionately he saw things in their
true light. For all the .tragedy of his
wife's death Caraher was none the less
an evil influence among the ranchers, an
influence that worked only to the ineftn
of crime. Unwilling to venture himself,
to risk his own life, the anarchist saloen-
keeger had goaded Dyke and Presley
both to murder: a bad man, a plague
spot in the world of the ranchers, poison-
ing the farmer's bodies with alcohol and
their minds with discontent.

At last Presley arrived at the ranch
house of Los Muertos. The place was si-
lent; the grass on the lawn was half
and over a foot high: the beginnf o
weeds s}l;o':!e:d h;lr,e ;nd there in the drive.
way e orse to & ring in the
trunk of one of the lar&r eucalyptus
tr;(e- :nDedr:?t;red :he house.

rs. ck met him in the dining-
room. The old look of uneast almost
of terror, had gone from h
brown eyes. There was In them instead
the expression of one to whom a con-
tingency, long feared, has arrived and
passed. The stolldlti of a settled grief,
of an irreparable mity, of a despalr
from which there was no escape, in
her look, her manner, her voice.
w%-lhﬂm. apathetic, calm with the
calmness of a woman knpws she can

ng away,” sha told Pres-
, a8 the two sat down at
of the dining table. *“Just
myself—all there Is left of us, There
very little money left; Ma, can
take care of himself, t&m‘no(
R
£ to sville.”
*“Why there

now.

will g0 with you, then?" Presley
n:ld: “that will be some comfort to you,

al

“I don’t know,” she sald slowly: “you
nave not seen Magnus lately.”

“!:fbﬁbowr' do you mean? Isn't he any

“Would you like to see him? He Is in
the office. You can in."

o n right <
“Mrs. Annixter,”

" he “Hilma—is
she still with you? IMunn-
her before I go.”

!and see Magnus,”

hardly .
h of
We are




