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She put her arm lightly
and he smiled and was silent for a time
Then he struggled to rise upen his el
bow, and they lifted him a little
It'e hard to breathe Easpe«
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talking cheerfully throughout
drive He recounted many
of Eskew chuckling over most of
them though filled with weonder by a
ovincidence which he and IPlitcroft had
discovered: thecolonel had recently been
made the custodian of his old friend's
will, and it had been opened thoe day
before the funeral Eskew had left
evervihing Le vossessed-——witli the re
grel that it was so little—to Joe

But the queer thing about it,” said
the Squire, addressing himself to Ariel,
“was the date of 3t the 17th of June
he colonel and 1 got to talkin® it over,
out on his porch last night. tryviy’ to
pec’iect what was goin’ on about then,
and we figgered it out that it vas the
Monlay after you come back, thé very
dey he got so upset when he siw you
goin’ up to Louden's law office with
your roses.’

Joe looked quickly at Ariel. §he did
not meet his glance. but, turni*« in-
gtead to Ladew, the clergyman, began.
Avith & barely perceptible blush, to talk
of something he had said in a sermon
two weeks ago. The two fell into &
thoughtful and amiabie discussion,
during which there stole into Joe's
Jieart a strange and unreasonable pain.
“*The young minister had lived in Ca-
Basn only & few months and Joe had

service, a dark, pleasant-eyved

the Squire, after be-

overcome during the cere-

reactior

the long
anecdoles

rHERS

seen him until that morning:
liked the short, honest talk he
liked his cadenceless volce
dark fece; and, recalling
heard Martin Pike vocif-
erating in his brougham oné Sunday,
perceived that Ladey was the fellow
who had “got to go”. because his ser-
mons 4id not please the Judge. Yet
Ariel remembered for more than a
fortniglit a pgssage from one of these
sermons And as Joe looked the
manly intoliigent face opposite
him it not seem strange that she
should

He resolutely

never
but he
had made;
and keen,
what he had

at
and
did

turned hie eyes to the
open window and saw that they had
entered - the cemetery, were near the
green knoll where Eskew was to lle
beside a bdrother who had died long
ago. He let the minister help Arlel
out, going gquickly forward himself
with Buckalew; &nd then—after the
Jittle while that the restoration of dust
to dust mercifully needs—he returned
to the carriagr get his hat.

Ariel and Ladew and the Squire were
already seated and walting Aren't
you going to ride home with us?’ she
asked. surprised

No explained, not looking at
ey I heve to talk with Norbert
Fliteroft I'm poing back with him
Good-b}

His excuse was
conversation with

only to

he

the mere truth, his
Norbert, in the car-
riage which they managed to secure to
themselves, continuing earnestly untt
loe spoke to the driver and alighted at
a oorner, near Mr. Farbach's Italian
possessions Don’t forget.” he said, as
he closed the cearriage door, “I've got
to have both ends eof t! string in my
hands.”

“Forget Norbert
upola of the Pike
above the maples down the street,
likely T'll forget!

When Joe the “Louis Quinze
room” which decorator, drunk
with power, had mingled into the brew-
er's villa, he found the ner and Mr.
Sheehan, with five men, engaged
in & meritorious attempt to tone down
the apartment with smoke Two of the
five others were protsperous owners of
saloong; two were known to the pub-
1 whose notion of what It meant
it used the term was something
vaguest) as peoliticians; the fifth
Mr. Farbach’'s closest friend, one
(J had heard)- was to be the
hairman of the city committee of

e party They were seated about a
tahle, enveloped in blue clouds, and
' to & grave and pertinent silence

looked at the
mansion, rising
“Tt
jsn't
entered

sOme

other

when

’ -
was
oe

hed
shed

whi clarified Iimmediately the cir-
umstance that whatever debate had
preceded his arrival, it was now set-
tled

Their gresting of him, however,
though exceedingly quiet, indicated a
certain expectancy, a8 he accepted the

chatr which had been left for him at the
head of the table. He looked thinner

and paler than usual, which is saying
& great deal: but presently, finding that
the fatal hush which his entrance had
broken was immediately resumed, a
twinkle came into his eye, one of his

eyebrows went up and a corner of his
mouth went down

“Well, gentlemen,” he said

The smokers continued to smoke and
to do nothing e¢lse; the exception being
Mr. Sheehan, who, though he spoke not,

exhibited tokens of agitation and ex-
citement which he curbed with difi-
culty: shifting about in his chair,
gnewing his cigar, crossing and un-

crossing his knees, rubbing and slap-

ping his hands together, clearing his
throft with violence, his eyes fixed all
the while, as were those of his com-
panions, upon MNr. Parbach: so that
Joe was given to perceive that it had

the brewer should be
the spokesman. Mr. Farbach was de-
liberate, that was all, which added to
the effect of what he finally did say.

been agreed that

“Choe,” he remarked placidly, “you
are der next Mayor off Canaan.”

“Why do you say that?’ asked the

mg man, sharply. 0

“Bickoss us here,” he answered, in-
terlocking the tips of his fingers over
is waistcoat, that being as near fold-
ng £ hands as lay within his power—

ckoss.us hRere shall try to fix it so,

nd so

hef ditcided.”

Joe took a deep breath, *Why do you

want here?
Dot,” replied the brewer iss some-
ng 1 shall tell you He paused to
contemplate Lis cigar. “We want you
kosg you are der best man fer dot
positsion.”
L.oule, you mustn't make a mistake
e beginning,” Joe said hurriedly
I may not be the kind of .1an you're
woking for. T I went in—" He aesi-
tated, stammering. *“It seems an un-
gratefu] thing to sdy, but—but there
wouldn't bé any slackness--. couldn’t
bound te anybody-—"
Holt up your hosses!” Mr. Farbach,

his life was so ready to reply
at he was able to interrupt. “Who
ef you heert speak off bounding? Hef
speakt off favors? Dit I say der
be slackness in der city gofer-
Listen to me, Choe.’ He re-
contemplation of his cigar,
proceeded: “I hef been t'Inkin’

ofer now a couple of years. 1 hef
mate up my mind. If some peobles are
gombelt to keep der laws and oders are
not dot's a great atwantitch to der
Dot iss what iss rulning der
ind der peobles iss commence-
take notice. Efer'veres in oder
iss housecleaning; dey are
und indieding, undc pooty
mofement comes here—
choo-er If we intent to holt der pardy
in power we shoult be a leetle ahead
off dot mofement, (o when it shoult be

shoulit
ment’
newed his

.

oders
gountr
ment L
towns
reforming
soon dot

der

here we hef a goot ‘ministration 1o fall
ck or Now, dere iss anoder brew-
ery opened und trying to gombete mit
« ere in Canaan. If dot brewery
owns der Mayor all der tsaloons buy-
ing my bier must shut up at “leven
o'glock und Sundays, but der oders
keep oper If T own der Mayor I make
de same against dot oder brewery.
Now 1 am pooty sick off dot ways off
bitsness und fighting all times. Also,”
Mr, Farbacl idded with magnificent
calmness, “r trade iss larehly owit-
side off Cana und it iss bedder dot
here der laws shoult be enforced der
same fer all, Listen, Choe; all us here
beliefs der same wWa) You are square.
Der whole tsaloon element knows dot
and knows dot all voult be treated der
Aame Mit you it voult be fairness fer
one« Foolish peobles hef sait you

A law-tricker, but we know dot you

hef only mate der laws brotest as well
as bunish. Und at such times as dey
het been broken yov hef made dem as
mertsiful as you coult You are no
tricker We willing to Ip you
n ke | & gieaw lown Odervise ler
fightin' voult go on until der mofement
strikes here und all der granks vake
up und we git a fool reformer ferx
Mayor und der town goes to der dogs.
If T try to put in a man dot I own der
oder brewer ise going to fight like
hell, but If 1 work fer you it will not

fight s¢ hart

‘But the other people,” Joe objected,
“those outside of what is called the sa-
loon element-—do you understand how
many of them will be gga'nst me?

“It iss der tsaloon element.” Mr, Far.
bach returned, peacefully, “dot does der
fightin',”

“And you have considered my stand-
ing with that part of Canaan which
considers itself the most respectable
section?’ He rose to his feet, standing
straight and quiet. facing the table,
upon which, it chanced, there lay a
copy of the Tocsin.

‘“Und yet,” observed Mr. Farbach,
with mildness, “we got some pooty ris-
becdable men right here”

“Except me.,” broke in Mr. Sheehan,
grimly, “you have,”
“Have you thought of this?” Joe

leaned forward and touched the paper
upon the table.

“We hef,” replied Mr. Farbach. “All
of us. You shall beat it.” ,

There was a strong chorus of con-
firmation from the others, and Joe's
eves flashed

“Have you considered,” he continued,
rapidly, while a warm color began to

conquer his pallor—“have you consid-
ered the powerful influence which will

be against. me, and more against me
now, I should tell you, than ever be-
fore? That influence, T mean, which is
striving so hard to discredit me that
Iynch law has been hinted for poor

Fear if T should clear him! Have you
thought of that? Have you thought—"
“Have we thought o' Martin Plke?”
exclaimed Mr. Sheehan, springing to
his feet, face aflame and beard bristling.
“Aye, we've thought o' Martin Pike,
and our thinkin’ of him i{s where he
begins to git what's comin’ to him!
What d'ye stand there pickin' straws
fer? What's the matter with ye?' he
demanded, angrily, his violence tenforld
increased by the long repression he
had put upon himself d\rlng the brew-
er's deliberate utterances “I1f Louie
Farbach and his crowd says they're fer
yve, 1 guess ye've got & chanst, haven't
ve?
“Wait,”

said Joe. “T think you under-
estimate 3

Pike's influence -
the devil!™

“Underestimate shouted
Mr. S8heehan, uncontrollably excited.
“You talk about influence! He's been
the worst influence this town's ever
had-—and his tracks covered up in the
dark wherever he set his ugly foot down
These men know it, and you know
some, but not the worst of it, because

me of ye live as deep down in it as
I do! Ye want to make a clean town
of it, ye want to make a little heaven
of t Beach——"

“Aud in the eyes of Judge Pike,” Joe
cut him off, “and of all who ta<e theip
opinions from him, I represent Beaver
Beach!™

}_\hk» Sheehan gave a wild shout.
“Whooroo! It's come. I know'd it would!

The day I couldn’'t hold m tongue,
though I passed my word I would when
the coward showed he didn't dare
to git recorded! Waugh!” He shouted
again, with bitter laughter. “Ye do!
In the eves &' them as follow Martin
Pike ye stand fer the Beach and all
Its wickedness, do ye? Whooroo! It's

come! Ye're an offense in the eyves o
Martin Pike and all his kind because ye
stand fer the Beach, are ye?

“You know it!” Joe answered sharply.
“If they could wipe the Beach off the
map and me with it—"

“Martin Plke would?” shouted Mr.
Sheehan, while the othérs, open-
mouthed, stared at him. “Martin Plke
would?

“1 don't need to tell you that,” said
Joe.

Mr. Sheehan's big fist rose Ilrigh over
the table and descended crashing hpon
it. “It's & damn lie!” he roared. “Martin
Pike owns Beaver Beach!”

CHAPTER XXIII

Joe Walks Across the Courthouse Yard
ROM within the glossy old walnut
bar that ran from wall to wall the
eyes of the lawyers and reporters
wandered over to Ariel as she sat in

the packed courtroom watching Lou-

den’s fight for the life and liberty of

Happy Fear. She had always three es-

corts, and though she did not miss &

session and the same three never falled
to attend her, no whisper of scandal
arose. But not upon them did the
glances of the members of the bar and
the journalists with tender frequ‘enc.y
linger; nor were the younger members
of these two professions all who gased
that way. Joe had fought out the se-
lection of the jury with the prosecutor
at great length and with infinite pains.
It was not & young jury and it stared
at her. The “court” wore a gray beard
with which a flock of sparrows might
have wviNlaged a grove, and yet,
in spite of the vital necessity for
watchifulness over this fighting case,
it once needed to be stirred from

a trancelike gaze in Mise Tabor's direc-

tion and aroused to the realization that

It was there to Sit and not to dream.

The 'Autust air was warm outside
the windows, ioviting to the open
country, to swimmin'-hole, to orchard
reveries, or shaded pool wherein to drop

& meditative line: you would have

thought no one could, willingly coop

himself in this hot room for three
hours, twice a day, while lawyers
wrangled, often ynintelligibly, over the
life of a qdingy little creature like

Happy Fear, yet the struggle to swel-

ter there was almost like a riot, and

the bailiffls were busy men. .

It was a fighting case throughout,
fought to a finish on each tiny point
as it came up, dragging, in the mere

matter of time, interminably, vet the
people of Canaan (not only those who
succeeded in penetrating to the court-
room, but the others who hung about
the corridors, or outside the building,
and the great mass of stay-at-homes
who read the story in the Toscin)
found each moment of it enthralling
enough. The State’s attorney, fearful
of losing so notorious a case, and not
underestimating his opponent, had
modestly summoned others to his aid;
andr the attorney for the defense,
single-handed, faced “an array of legal
talent such as seldom indeed had hol-
lered at _this bar"; faced it good-
naturedly, an eyebrow crooked up and
his head on ome side, most of the
time, yet faced it indomitably. He had
£ certain careless and disarming smile
when he lost a point, which carried oft
the defeat as of only humorous aceount
and. not at all part of the serious

business in hand; and in his treatment

of witnesges he was plausible, kindly,
knowing that in this case he had no
intending perjurer to entrap; brought
into piay the rare and delicate art of
which he was a master, employing in
his questions subtle suggestions and
shadings of tone and wmanner, and
avoiding words of debatable and dan-
gerous meanings-—a fine craft, often
attempted by blunderers to their own
undoing, but which, practiced by Jo-
seph Louden. made inarticulate wit-
nesses articulate to the precise effects
which he desired. This he accomplished
as much by the help of the continuous
fire of objections from the other side
as in spite of them. He was infinitely
careful, asking never an lll-advised
qguestion for the other side to use to
his hurt. and, though exhibiting only a
pleasant easiness of manner, was elec-
trically alert.

A hundred things had shown Ariel
that the feeling of the place, influenced
by “public sentiment” without, was
subtly and profoundly hostile to Joe
and his client; she read this in the
spectators, in the jury, even in the
Judge; but it seemed to her that day by
day the inimical spirit gradually failed,
inside the railing, and also in those
spectators who, like herself, were en-
able Ly special favor to be present
throughout the trial, and that now and
then a kindlier sentiment began to be
manifested. She was unaware how
strongly she contributed to effect this
herself, not only through the glow of
visible sympathy which radiated from
her, but by a particular action. Claud-
ine was called by the State, and told as
much of her story as the law permitted

hey to tell. interlarding her replies
with fervent protestations (too fek
to be prevented) that she “never fieant

to bring ne trouble to Mr. Fear” and
that she “did hate to have gen'lemen
starting things on her account.” When
the defense took this perturbed wit-
ness, her interpolations became less
frequent, and she described straight-
forwardly how she had found the plstol
on the floor near the prostrateé figure of
Cory, and hidden it in her own dresa,
The attorneys for the &tate listened
with a somewhat cynical amusement to
this portion of her testimony, believing
it of no account, uncorroborated, and
that if necessary the State could im-
peach the witness on the ground that
it had been indispensable to produce
her. She came down weeping from the
stand; and, the next witness not be-
ing immediately called, the eyes of the
jurymen naturally followed her =8 she
passed to her seat, and they saw Arlel
Tabor bow gravely to her across the
railing. Now, a thousand things not
set forth by Legislatures, law men and
Judges affect a jury, and the slight
salutation caused the members of this
one to glance at one another; for it
seemed to imply that the exquisite lady
in white not only kdew Claudine, but
knew that she had spoken the truth.
It was after this that a feeling favor-
able to the defense now and then no-
ticeably manifested itself in the court-
room. 8till, when the evidence for the
State was all in, the life of Happy Fear
seemed to rest in a balance precarious
indeed, and the little man, swallowing
pitifully, looked at his attorney with
the eyes of a sick dog.

Then Joe gave the prosecutors an
illuminating and stupning =Surprise,
and, having offered in evidence the re-
volver found upon Claudine, produced
as his first witness a pawnbroker of
Denver, who identified the weapon as
ona he had sold to Cory, whom he had
known very well. The second witness,
also a stranger, had been even more in-
mnuoly‘ ::qualntod with the dead
man, an ere began to be an uneasy
comprehension of what Joe had ac-
complished during that prolonged ab-
sence of his which had so nearly cost
the life of the littie mongrel, who was
at present (most blissful Respect-
ability!) a lively convalescent in
Ariel's back yard. The second wit-
ness also identified the revolver, testi-
fying that he had borrowed it from
Cory in St. Louis to settle a question
of marksmanship, and that on his re-

turning it to the owner, the latter, then
working his way eastward, had con-
fided to him his intention of stopping
in Canaan for the purpose of exercising
its melancholy functions upon a man
who had once “done him good” in that
city.

By the time the witness had reached
this point, the Prosecutor and his as-
sistants were on their feet, excitedly

shouting objections, which were
promptly overruled. Taken unawares,
they fought for time: thunder was

16osed, forensic bellowings; everybody
lost his temper—except Joe; and the ®x-
amination of the witness proeeeded.
Cory, with that singuar inspiration to
confide in some one, which is the char-
acteristic and the undoing of his kind,
had outlined his plau of operations to
the witnéss with perfect clarity. He
would first attempt, so he had declared,
to incite an attack upon himself by
playing upon the jealousy of his vietim,
having already made a tentative effort
in that direction. Failing in this, he
would fall back upon one of a dozen
schemes (for he was ready in such
matters, he bragged), the most likely
of which would be to play the peaee-
maker; he would talk of his good in-
tentions toward his enemy, speaking
publicly of him in friendly and gentle
wayvs: then, getting at him secretly,
destroy him in such a fashion as to
leave open for himself the kind gage
of self-defense. Tn brief. here was the
whole taily of what had actually oc-
curred, with the exception of the last
account in the sequence which had
proved that demise for which Cory had
not arranged: and it fell from the lips
of a witness whom the prosecution had
no means of impeaching. When he Jeft
the stand, unshaken and undiscredited,
after a frantic cross-examination, Joe,
turning to resume his seatf, let his hand
fall lightly for a second upon his cli-
ent's shoulder.

That was the occasion of a demon-
stration which indieated a sentiment
favorable to the defense (on the part
of at least three of the spectators); and
it was in the nature of such a ham-
mering of canes upon the bare wooden
floor as effectually stopped all other
proceedings instantly. The indignant
Judge fixed thé colonel, Peter Brad-
bury, and Squire Buckalew with his
glittering eye, yet the hammering con-
tinued unabated; and the offenders
gurely would have been conducted forth
in ignominy, had not gallantry pre-
vailed, even in that formal place. The
Judge, reluctantly realizing that some
latitude must be allowed to these aged
enthusiasts, since they somehow
seemed to belong to Miss Tabor, made
his remarks general, with the time-
Worn threat to clear-the room, where-
upon the loyal survivors of Eskew re-
lapsed into unabashed silence.

It was now, as Joe had said, a clear
enough case. Only the case itself, how-
ever, was clear, for, as he and his
friends feared, the verdict might pos-
sibly be neither in accordance with
the law, the facts, nor the convictions
of the jury. Eugene's defection had
not altered the tone of the Tocsin.

All day long a crowd of men and
boys hung about the corridors of the
courthouse, about the square and the
neighboring streets, and from these
rose somber murmurs, more and more
ominous. The public sentiment of a
community like Canaan can make it-
self felt inside a courtroom; and it was
strongly exerted against Happy Fear.
The Toecsin had always been a power-
ful agent; Judge Plke had increased
its strength with a staff\ which was
thoroughly efficient, alert and always
able to strike center with the paper's
readers; and in towm and country it
had absorbed the circulation of the
other local journals, which resisted
feebly at times, but in the matter of
the Cory murder had not dared to do
anything except follow the Toscin's
lead. The Toecsin, having lit the fire,
fed it—fed it saitpeter and suiphur—for
now Martin Pike was fighting aard.

The farmers and people of the less
urban parts of the country were ac-
customed to found their opinions upon
the Tocsin. . They regarded it as the
single immutable rock of journalistic
righteousness and wisdom in the world.
Consequently, stirred by the outbursts
of the paper, they came (ntoe Canaan
in great numbers, and though the pres-
sure from the town itself was so strong
that only a few of them managed to
crowd intoe the courtroom, the others
joined their volces in those somber
murmurs outdoors, which Increascd In
loudness as the trial went on.

The Toesin, however, was not having
everything its own way; the volume of
outery m'ft Happy Fear and his
lawyer had diminished, it was notleed,
in ‘“very respectable quarters.” The
information imparted by Mike Sheehan:
to the politicians at Mr, Farbach's had
been slowly seeping through the vari-
ous social strata of the town, and
though at first incredulously rejected,
it began to find acceptance; Upper
Main street cooling appreciably in its

acceptance of the Tocsin as the law

and the prophets. There were even
n few who dared to wonder in their
hearts if there had not been a mistake
about Joe Lo len; and although Mrs.
Fliteroft weakened not, the relatives
of Squire Buckalew and of Peter Brad-
bury hegan to hold up their heads
a little, after having made homea
horrible for those gentlemen and
reproached them with their con-
version as the last word of
senile shame. In addition, the colonel's
grandson and Mr. Bradbury's grandson
had both mystifyingly lent dcounte-
nance to Joe, consorting with him
openly; the former for his oewn pur-
poses—the latter because he had cun-
ningly discovered that it was a way
t6 Miss Tahor's regard, which, since
her gentle rejection of him, he had
grown to believe (good youth!) might
be the pleasantest thing that could
ever come to him. In short, the ques-
tion had begun to thrive: Was it pos-
sible that Eskew Arp had not been
insane, after all?

The best of those who gathered
ominously about the courthouse and its
purlieus were the young farmeérs and
field-hands, artisans and c¢lerke; one
of the latter being a pimply faced
young man Jately from the doctor’'s
hand), who limped, and would limp
for the rest of his life, he whe, of all
men, held the memory of Eskew Arp
in least respect, and was burningly
desirous to revenge himself upon the
living.

The worst were of that mystifving,
embryonic, semi-rowdy type, the Amer-
ican voyou, in the production of which
Canaan and her sister towns every-
where over the country are prolific;
the young man, youth, boy perhaps,
creature of nameless age, whose
clothes are like those of a brakenian
out of work, but who is not a brake-
man in or out of work: wearing the
black. soft hat tilted forward to shel-
ter—as a counter does the contempt
of a clerk-—that expression which the
face does not dare wear quite in the
open, asserting the possession of su-
preme capacity in wit, strength, dex-
terity and amours; the dirty handker-
chief under the coilar; tha short black
coat always double-Breasted; the aye-
lids sooty; one cheek always bulged:;
the forehead speckled:; the lips crack-
ed; horrible teeth, and the aifectation
of possessing secret information upon
all matters of the universe; above all,
the instinet of finding the shortest
way to any scene of official interest
to the policeman, fireman or ambu-
lance surgeon—a singular being, not
professionally criminal; tough histri-
onically rather than really; full of its
own argot of brag; hysterical when
crossed, timid through great ignor-
ance, and therefore dangaerous. It
furnishes not the leaders but the mass
of mobs; and it springs up at times
of ecrisis from heaven Knows whare.
You might have driven through all
the streets of Canaan a week before
the trial, and have seen four or five
such fellows; but from the day of its
beginning the square was full of them,
dingy shuttlecocks batted up Into
view by the Tocsin.

They kept the air whirring with
their noise. The news of that
sitting which had caused the
Squire, Fliteroft, and Peter Brad-
bury to risk the court's dis-
pleasure, was greeted outside with loud
and vehement daisfavor; and when
at noon the jurymen were marshaled
out to cross the yard to the National
House for dinner a large crowd fol-
lowed and surrotinded them until they
reached the doors of the hotel. ‘“Don’t
let Lawyer Louden bamboozle you!"
“Hang him!" “Tar and feathers fer
ye ef ye don't hang him!" These were
the mildest threats, and Joe Louden,
watching from an upper window of the
Courthouse, observed with a troubled
eye how certain of the jury shrank
from the pressure of the throng, how
the cheeks of others showed sudden

lior. Sometimes “public sentiment™
R:l done avil things to those who have
not shared it: and Joe kKnew how rare
a thing i8 a jury which dares to stand
square against a town like Canaan
aroused.

The end of that afternoon’'s session
saw another point marked for the de-
fence; Joe had put the defendant on
the stand, and the little man had proved
an excellant witness. During his life
he hed been many things—many things
disreputable; high standards were not
brightly illumined for him in the be-
ginning of the night march which hia
life had been. e had been & tramp,
afterward a petty gambléer: bdut nis

eat motive had finally come to be the
ntention to do what Joé told him to
do; that, and to keep Claudine as
straight as Le could. In;a measure
these were the two things that had
brought him to the pass in which he
now stood, his loyalty to Joe and his
resentment of whatever tampered with
Claudine's straightness. He was sub-
missive to the consequences; he was

still loyal And now Joe asked him to
tell “just what happened.” and Hlmlw
obeyed with crystal clearness. Through-
out the long, tricky cross-examination
he continued to tell “just what hap-
pened” with a plaintive truthfulness
not to bdé imitated, and throughout It
Jee guarded him from pitfdlls (for
lawyers in thelr search after truth are
co! lled by the exigencles of their
prz.-ion to make pitfalls even for
the honest), and gave nim, by varlous
devices, time to remember, though nof
to think, and made the words ‘“‘come
right” in his mouth. So that before
the was over & disquieting ru-
th the waiting crowd in
the corridors, across the square and
over the town, that the case was sure-
Iy “Louden’s way.” This was
also opinion of a looker-on In
Cansen—a forret-faced counsellor of
corporstions whe, called to consulta-
tion with the eminent Buckalew
(nephew of the Squire), had afterward
spent an hour in his company at the
trial. “It's going that young fellow
Louden's way,” sald the stranger. "You
say he's & shyster, bu " ’

“Well,”" admitted Buckalew with
some relyctance, “I don’t mean that ex-
actly. T've got an old uncle who seems
iately to think he's a great man.” %

“T'll take your unele’s word for it
returned the other, smiling. “T think
he'll go pretty far.”

They had come to the flight of steps
which descended to the yard, and the
vigjtor, looking' down upon the angry
crowd, gdded, “If they don't kill him

Joe himself was aaxious concerning
no such matter. He shoek hands with
Happy at the end of the sitting, biddinz
him be of good cheer, and, when the
little man had marched away, under a
strong guard, began to gather and sor!
his papers at & desk inside the bar
This took him perhaps flve minutes.
and when he had finished there were
only three people left in the room: a
clerk, a négro janitor with a broom,
and the darky friend who always hope-
fully accompanies a colored man hold-
ing high public office. These two ap-
provingly greeted the young lawyer,
the janitor handing him a note from
Norbert Filiteroft, and the friend me-
chanioally “borrowipg” a quarter from
him as he opened the envelope.

“I'll be roun’ yo' way to git a box o’
sa-gahs.” laughed the friend, “soon ez
de campaign open up good. Dey all
goin’ vote yo' way, down on the levee

bank, but dey sho' expecks to git to
smoke a little 'fo’ leckshun-day! We
knows who's ow frien'!”

Norbert's missive was lengthy and
absorbing: Joe went on his way, per-
using it with profound attention; but
as he descended the stairway to the
floor below a loud burst of angry
shouting. outside the building. caused
him to hasten toward the big front
doers which faced Main street. The

imposing vesti-
¢

doors opened upon an
bule, from which a handsome flight o
stone steps, protected by a marble bal-
ustrade, led to the ground.

Standing at the top of these steps
and leaning over the balustrade, he had
& clear view of half the yard. No one
was near him; everybody was running
in the oppofite direction, toward that
corner of the yard occupied by the jail,
the crowd centering upoén an agitated
whirlpool of men which moved slowly
toward a door in the high wall that in-
closed the building: and Joe saw that
Happy Fear's guards, conducting the
prisoner bhack to his cell, were being
Jostled and rushed. The < ’'stance they
had madé was short. Lut they
reached the door the pressure upon
them increased dangerously. Clubs rose
in the air, hats flew, the whirlpool
heaved tumultuously, and the steel door
clanged.

Happy Fear was :afe inside, but the
jostlers were outside—baffled, ugly and
stirred with the passion that changes
& ¢rowd into a mob.

Then some of them caught sight of
Joe as he stood alone at the top of
the steps, and a great shout of rage
and exuitation arose.

For a moment or {wo he did not see
his danger. At the clang of the doo:
his eyes, caught by the gleam of a
wide white hat, had turned toward the
streef, and he was somewhat fixedly
waiching Mr. Ladew extricate riel
(and her aged and indignant escorts)
from an overflow of the crowd in which
they had beén caught. But a volce
warned him: the wild piping of a news-

as

boy who had climbed into a tree near
by.

“Joe Louden!” he screamed. “Look
out!™

With a muffled roar the crowd surged

back from the fall and turned toward
the ateps. “Tar and feather him!”
Take him to the river and throw him
in!” “Drown him!” “Hang him!
Then a thing happened which was
dramatic enough In Its inception, but
almost ludicrous in its effect Joe
walked quietly down the steps and
toward the advancing wob with his

head cocked to one side, one eyebrow
lifted and one cormer of his mouth

drawn down in a faintly distorted
smile.
He went straight toward the yell-

ing forerunners, with only a small bun-
dle of papers In his hands, and then—
while the non-partisan spectators held
their breath, expecting the shock of
contact-—straight on through them.

A number of the bulge-cheeked
formed the scattering van of these
torerunners, charging with hoarse and
cruel shrieks of triumph. The first,
apparently about to tear Joseph Louden
to pleces, changed countenance at arm's
length, swerved violently, and with the
loud ery, “Head him off!” dashed on
up the stone steps. The man next be-
hind him followed his lead, with the
same shout, strategy and haste: then
the others of this advance attack, find-
ing themselves confronting the gquiet
man, who kept his even pace and
showed no intention of turning aside
for them, turned suddenly aside for
him, and. taking the cue from the first,
pursuéd thelr way, bellowing: “Head
him off! Head him off!" until there
weére a dozen and more rowdyish men
and youths upon the steps, their ayes
blazing with fury, menacing Louden's
back with frightful gestures across
the marble balustrade, as they hys-

terically bleated the chorus, “Heaq
him of!™
Whether or not Joe c¢ould have

walked through the entire mob as he
had walked through these is a matter
for speculation: It was beliaved in
Canaan that he could. Already a gust
of mirth began to sweep over the
sterner spirits as they paused to
marvel no- less at the disconcerting
advance of the lawyer than at the
spectacle preseénted by +the lntropﬁi
daredevils upon the steps; a kind of lane
actually opening before the young man
as D¢ walked steadily on. And when
Mr. Sheehan, leading half a dozen huge
mén from the Farbach brewery, un.
ceremoniously shouldered a - way
through the meb to Joe's side, meh’-
Ing him where the press was thickest
it is & question if the services of his de.
tachment were needed.
The Iaughter Increased.
voluminous. Hemerle salvos shoo
alr. And never one of the nro-ekatt.?-:
upon the steps lived long enough to
liva down the hateful erv of that day
“Head him off!" which was to ..w,m’;
s cAtohword on the strests. & taynt
more stinging than any devised by ceo-
liborate imvention. an insult bitrerer
than the ancestral doubt, 4 fighting
word, 8nd the grest historical joke of
Canaan. never omitted in atterdays
when the tale was told how Joe Louden
took that short walk across the eourt-

house yard which made hi
Canaan. 55k T o,

It became

(To Be Continuel.)



