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pleased and reminiscent Joke. Toungr

Mr. Arnold extended his hand genially,
as the woodsman Inserted a finger to
hoist his celluloid, collar. ,

"Glad to meet you
—

any friend of Syl-«
vla's

—"
• . j

\u25a0 He was Interrupted by a cry from
the girl. She was staring at' a squab
of a child in denim overalls, his yel- \u25a0

low curls under, a knit red cap. who
\u25a0was peering trustfully about the balus-
trade.

"O, Louisville!"
"The- Camp said to bring it to you.

Mrs. Baker went to Arcata, an' there
wasn't a woman left at Nine.- W« all
reinemb'd you paid you'd take It. .So
the skid-boas give it them overalls

—"

Sylvia was laughing over tha small
man, laughing and blushing and twist-
ing his curls. Arnold, too, fell to
Bmlllng at her pretty confusion and
"with his own wonder.

"Its mother cooked at Nine," said
Sylvia; "then ,she died at the hospital
in Arcata }last summer. Mrs. Baker
and Icared for It when Icame down
from Trinity to the big trees. All the
boys In the shlashln" stand by the
Cookhouse Xid

—
he's so little."

"And is he
—

it—rours now?" Inquired
Mr. Arnold.

"Well, Idon't know
—
Ipromised—

because Ihad nothing to do—and the
boys all said—^

"And that pup? Louisville, what's
the matter with tha dog?" "„

"Belonged tb an Arcata dy« house
man," related Mr. Banway solemnly.

"Used to be white, that spike tall pup.
The dye man thought he'd make him
into a walkin* advertisement, so he
put him into the blue vat an" then
tried ;to paint 'Arcata Dye Works' on
his ribs in red and yellow trimmln's.
Well, that fool dog began to perspire
before be got dry and the colehs run,
and when the pup saw himself, he. did.
too, and crawled into the bay. Regu-

leh Easter egg- dog afteh them coleha
run. Dye man was so 'shamed o' that
Joft that he sent the pup up to the

. woods to bleach. Trouble was he
couldn't boil the dog so's the colehs'd
stick. We. gave *im to the Cookhouse

N Kid. an' he sits round remorseful,
speculatin* if he hadn't oughte' been
boiled, afteh all. Reguleh scrambled
egg dog."

"Now he's a real lavender," added the
girl from tho country up In*back.

The grave faced young man of tha
city stood .looking at his bride to be,
at the pup^ at the dried apples and the
Cookhouse Kid; there were some as-
pects of matrimony that apparently ha
had not considered. The northerner
seemed to read his study-

"They all go along with heh." he
added; "sorteh jnutuaj."

"Louisville, Idon't mind marrying To Be Continued Xext Sunday

tha dog and tha dried .?£•«.don't know about another »—

*-&£it's such a Uttl. o=T crl^
thJ. removed W. *«

.and boyed with d^ona!r
T.ml!f?irr «»•* "Sweftheart. with y?u Id niarry «

whole of northern Callfornii»• »J?
dogs and babies?— why. I*9 rtmpiT

cr"Some to breakfast." **«££
Granberry from the smoky Wtehea.

and they were marshaled In. W^*
with the mdntkln. and -Ir. f*n^J
with the. dried apples. The black eyea

Italian children left the 'oein' jVaVf j
eaten; and Angelo took his sister or 5

uown to Happy alley to play wnll* nj
went to the flower market. MW»
Granny's kitchen had never haa

euch a packing about Its V"1® 7"£"
table: and never wn* the

°™ J"™*?so vivacious, so happily •n»ro"*S
sha heaped their r»ates and »coldea

when they would bars no more: sQ»

asked a multitude of questions, in xa

minutes she knew the history «' «•
waif from, the big woods: of Mr

-
£an

way. the price of condensed rnllK m

Camp Xlne. what a "soogrler waa,

and how lon* th" skid boss had ****.
the boil on his neck; and had. In &

turn, given the woodsman threa Cir-

ferent remedies to. carry back for th«

afflicted. With each revelation of tn»
big woods and th«!r life she was

*wamp*d in shrill wonder; 40 years or
lodging houses had not dulled C^i,
eager, child's appreciation of th» max^
veloua world. ,»*»»

-
"Some of them redwoods along Little

river is 360 feet high." concluded ona

of the woodsman's tales, "an* th» top*

grow Into a mat so thick the sun nevah
reaches tha ground, and down in tne\
glades the fern* grow six feat tall.
By Mighty, what a silence:"

Miss Granberry could not believe itl

her black eyes sparkled, her mouth.
worked as she groped for a sufficing

Imagination.
"And beyond tha redwoods and tha

camps in the slashin'a." added Syl-la.

"is the country up In back.>wher» I
came from!".

"Sixty mile o* mountain trail to Trin-
ity." resumed the woodsman: "that's
how we brought hen out: The's no fos
up In back

—
no ferns an' redwoods-

It's green an* sunny all tha way."

"And flowers! How'd you like to se«
seven mllea of popples along a trail,
and great blue and purple splkea and
daisies and buttercups^

—
so many flow-

ers on so many .hills that they are Jus*
a blur?"

"An* nobody b\it the coyotes to smell
•em." Mr. Banway confirmed.

little:place, with a ?blg'.riaroVin- Samar.
The paper" just mentioned IX", '-

:-"Larry?" Arnold
*
stepped -back,Ihis

lips tightened. ;'At the bottom;" of the
attic stoflrs an old vman,: felt;his way
along. /;Sylvia's eyea- shone, with sym-
pathy; she ."whispered: ..' "Larry? .1
heard you epeak of hlm^^the soldier—"

"My bunky.";muttered ''her lover. "I
left him at Cavite.' :Here's his father."

The captain turned his clouded eyes
on them. His face,.with the* noble
sweep of :;hair, the

'mustaches, the
stained, gray..imperial, -had the grand
theatricism of another era of strong
men; you wouid have marked him In a
street among, a thousand. His head
inclined; \u25a0 he, had .heara his name.

—
his

right finger-tip's |went • to his bushy
brow. ;. .': ;

The younger man saluted as gravely
in this bit of!play to \u25a0which neither of
them ever directly .adverted.
."Sir, Iheard today that a troopship

had come from' the islands. Any news?;
Is the Third squadron still in Samar?
You 'mentioned nay son's {name- as.I
entered."- 1:

': '-\u25a0\u25a0 ~o', - -. \u25a0.. '.. v. . !
"

£
!. Miss Granberry/ .sent a frightened
warning :to. Arnold. :The. young man
looked calmly Into tha veteran's . half
blinded jayes. v •
. "There ;.;was some fighting, sir,- In
Samar, and: Larry—well.k.the; squadron
was cut up a bit,Iunderstand."

"Eh?—and my.' son?— "'Tha ;old man's
eager yolce trembled. \u25a0

The group was motionless. Arnold's
cool, tones broke the* constraint. :

"I was going to tell - you, .Captain! :
Larry can't return with the regiment.
He'll be 'delayed a bit—ho, was— well,' a
bullet through the arm."

"Wounded?"--
' ' \u25a0*"',: ;;; '-\u25a0

\ "On the firing line. \u25a0 Just' a scratch,,
but—blood poisoning.|They. sent :him
back to Cavite and.cut off his arm." .

A
'
proud Joy.shpt throuffhJithe|cap-

tain's face. He cleared his throat
oracularly. , :
, "An arm?— bah! It'll:make a man '.of
the boy. A mere scratch— you should
have seen our colonel, sir, at Kenesaw— \u25a0•
his shoulder Bhot to.ribbons— ''- T.

"I know," faltered Arnold to -.' this
familiar story. "But:Larry can't^'come
as soon as we hoped. You'll be patient,
captain." \u25a0\u25a0

\u25a0 ;,;/ -. '"". - :..%'";'.-• r ,-_• <

The captain's grand air heightened.
His Angers went to the little button of
the Loyal legion on his: coat. Ah, no, It
was nothing! Ho was a- Georgian, but'
he* had fought !for tha north ;becausa
under that sa"ma flag his 'father
had; fought ; with Jackson ;atv: New
Orleans. He had cut himself ;of£^from;
;his|people, btft after the war, .angered
at the reconstruction, he -had ;resigned
from the national service. Theyir Had
been hard years since, while a,fllm'was
blotting the sun from-his eyes,^but;he.
had not complained.

'
Never would rhe'

accept a pension from \ a government
that had treated his south as lit had
bVen treated ;;,one could be iproud, tone;
could be clean, one could- be /patient

—
•

Itwas enough that v one .had
These .were 'strarige days ndw-f-a\c6m-
mercial gabble Vof?corruption fan'd^the<
iways of. money, hardAto^understand;-;
;and a:man who had|fought ;\u25a0 at {Shlloh,
at; the Wilderness s and ;\u25a0 had ihis
'dead colonel at ;Kenesaw, and -was ;go-
Ingjblind, ;. had f.better fitay^from '".:-,it.
He;had one -son," but.iLawrence^had .
been a wild;fellow—a '.profligate.*,,wlth"
this town man, Arnold,1;In^'camp ;

v
and';

barroom. Well.f maybe ;he y would;:'" re-
deem himself ;in;.the ..Philippines, with-
Lawton and MacArthur^Onelcouldvbepatient. /.'\u25a0 The;poverty i.of*an*attic -was;
nothing, .loneliness was [nothing,', darki':
ness xwasr nothing,*Ifione 3could^wait,[
patient and clean,' for.this reckless boy^
to' come backjrodeemedi'on^.the.filing-
'llne^in the. honorlof'serviced ;f /s ;

\u25a0 The > captain yglanced -about,? nodding
sagely." » He was .trying >to;conceal jhis
proud joy;it wasi-better, than"6ne ? could
expect-^-to havo "one's'-sdn,* wounded .in
such- a".p~e tty^affai£;'as ?this'> inv Samar.";
His handlwentf totho'scar in his;bushy.
brow ,as ;he ifrowned -to'; dissemble hi3
thoughts. : /: ,

"An;arm gone— urn-—urn J \u25a0I
'
hope Ithey J

---\u25a0-\u25a0':. \u25a0 \u25a0

- . . .~. . - - . -.- :--.'-\u25a0\u25a0 t-. \u25a0\u25a0 .\u25a0*\u25a0\u25a0\u25a0\u25a0 \u25a0-=\u25a0---*

won't baby the boy. "What of his com-
rades, sir—and the action, what was
it?V":Vv^ v \u25a0

The/young man took the veteran's
.arm and \u25a0 led him apart from the
-women. -"Captain," he whispered, "It
was splendid! A sergeant at the Pre-
sidio, just.returned,' told me.. Itwas a
place called Bamboang. The fellows
he)d.an old church all day against
thousands. Larry was shot trying to
drag a comrade from danger

—
he'll get

the honor medal!"
.The captain started, in the Infinite

Issues of feeling. The dim hall, light
glimmered In his eyes until*1 he saw,
through a fulguration of glory, his son,

heroic figure,'; a symbol of the older
republic, clean, \u25a0 ennobled, transfigured,
ffle turned to the dark to hide his
brimming tears from Arnold. ... ,'lWell, well,:Sir!" :-• ,

•They saluted each other gravely as
two. officers at parade. The veteran
turned to the stairs.

"And, captain, its-a llright about the
.money. Larry doesn't need It. We've
arranged bo that he'll send It to me,
and I'Hhand it to -you

—
?3 a week. It's

fine of Larry." « .
"Lthank you, sir." The captain's air

was brusk. This was irrcvelant, this
money talk. . He went down the front
stairs, tap, tap, tapping with his cane,
to walk the block in the sunshine, re-
merabering always that a soldier must
keep; his Bhpulders back.

Arnold stood with folded arms gazing

after him. "Iam an elegant liar." He
'
checked a smile. \u25a0 "The captain's got
small. use for me. Larry

—
it's tough to

go that, wayl't:
"

Hia . mind went back to his dead
ibunky; to the moonlight nights on tha
.Lunetta— to Inez and ,Josef a and that
Tagalog grlrl at; Santa Ysabel. He
had loved InV many ports and by-
ways; Vhe "thought of his days of

;youth, of tha. prlca/he had paid for
them; of the :dead .trooper sleeping in
Samar— a bit of his own life 'was bound
up ..In tha;moonlight on the Island
shores.- Maybe Larry was tha happiar
man!

'

*$ .I A touch came to his arm; his brlda
of. today, was looking up at him.

\u25a0 ''He \u25a0 wasn't 'so bad, was he—Larry?
Did: he -quarrel with 'his father T

..Wouldn't he come home?"
'

"LittleglrL he was just like me
—

my
bunky."
•""Miss Granberry «ays that you've
been paying his father's room rent and
for. his' meals and pretending all tha
time :.. that [j;Larry . sent tha money.
Wh'at'll you do nowT

"Kid, Iidon't know. Do you think
I'd tell tha jcaptain that his son was
killed. In a dirty,barrack row? He's
too.blind to;read the papers— he never
sees any one—-he'll never need to

•know." •.•-.;' -v,'. \u25a0-.

;'."He'll Just wait,"- said Miss Gran-
berry. j"The grand/ old man!"

\u25a0' "Let :him*, wait." ;retorted Arnold.
.'^We'll. muddla through somehowl". The old woman went bustling off to
get her r«ll3 and,bacon. The two lovers
sat

'
InJa grimy:little kitchen facing

the air.shaft; on one side was the. gas
stove, 'oofn f the >other the dining table
with the - cracked ollciothv ''Admiral
Byng," ':. tha "Granberry parrot,'- swung
on"his = dirty;perch in the window and
squawked at the liquor'store cat, which,
utilizing'itha building;In \u25a0 its
.forays, had arrived for breakfast with
\u25a0Granny.- "j."'•'..; 71 ;;-

"
\u25a0

\The old woman's :voice .came In an
excited ,query from the ;stairs. Then
shejrflew -breathlessly to the kitchen.

•'. "A guest, ;dearie,"- she cried. . "A' gen-
tleman \u25a0 to:see' my little mountain' girl!"
;/Following Miss Gran berry, was a tall
niani;whonr, Sylvia'seized on- Indelight.
His. face", and \u0084neck

-
were -fburned to a

t dull red, -the powerful jaws ..ware 'clean
flhaveni.hls^eyes very"blue, and he*wore
the i,"best "V'clothes" of a.woodsman-
funeral bjacki with a little;butterfly^ tie
of *brllllant^purple;,'under hisCcelluloid
collar.' vHe';carrled;a cotton.flour. sack
"filled;wlth^som©' protuberant stuff un-
der oneTarm, and'about' his clean shoes
crawledv a ;,small v pointer, pup of the
most |color as dogs go.
That >.pupiwas jonlysa*ishade more sub-

;duedithari-.the":woodsman's \u25a0;necktie.
-

\u25a0 -.;
j'\The stranger's eyes shone .with satis-
faction^ as jhe* released 'Sylvia's fingers^
"•'!"iSbroughtr the; pup," he -began, "an*.
I'm the -delegate to this 'w'eddln'."
'yV"Why,".Louisville!"/ shechidedj in her
laughing:;;,"It's fine."

"An',Miss Winkle sent you some dried ;
apples," -continued ;the

-man <from',: the
north. "Came; from' the' clearln' ,over
the ridge •on* the .south fork—yes. seh!'*-
i."Jack," began his bride^tobe, in some',

confusion,: "this!*is JMr."Ban way. ';> He's
head' faller; at Jcamp 9- The boys :all
call him Louisville.*': .V ....

<.J{ VBo'n lin\u25a0 Kentuck > when Iwas quite
young," said

'
ilr.r lianway" with a

FERRERrS
wlt« flld not follow

at first: there wai, at time, a
grim «atire In

'Arnold; ha would
say things that showed, after

all, that you had never be«n close
to him.. that ha was surv«ylng

you and himself from some view-
point Inimitably his own. Louis re-
called, as all the street did. that Ar-
nold's familyname had stood for much
10 years ago

—
much that Louis knew

cf only as his Indifferent eye wan-

dered over the eoclal pages of the Sun-
day papers. It wu broken now, al-

most forgotten: from the only eon, the
last scion of the house, the years had
effaced resentment, shame or hope of
reparation. He had accepted, he told
himself, with a clear. Impersonal sur-
vey, end he had pj-omlsed himself, what-

ever tha conditions, to be the master of
h's life. And so he had come down the
way, still seeing his fall clearly, in a
port of philosophic pride at the mordant
keenness with which he knew himself
and was unmoved, without law, -without
conscience, without soul. Itwas as he
wished.

"Dlffercnt people?" Ferrer! drawled.
"They're all crooks."

Arnold laughed easily. "Naturally.

But fm through with the little ones.
With money Ican reach the big ones.
Imean socially. Money'll make them
forget a good deal

—
and now I'llhave

some ir.oney." He tinkled his glass
along the polished wood. "Dad's pretty
old for Pan Quentln. He won't bo the
game game old fighter that tried to
swing the whole San Joaquin into his
Irrigation scheme. And because he
etood wrong higher up the railroad and
the land ring smashed him.

"He wouldn't take orders, and they
got his backers away, and then he
signed his name to some paper that
wasn't good, and they got him

—
the

other crooks. Ah, well, now I'llswing
that pardon. Every day Irub shoulders
with more crooks free than dad would
meet in a thousand years in prison.
but that's all right—l'm not kicking
about the game

—
I'm the eon of a con,

and that's all right, too. Only, now,
with money

—"

"You can't reach the governor.
There's bigger men than you can go to
Chatnm, and diatom gives the word
and the governor programs like a little
man. If your old man was clean as
Angel Gabriel what chance have you
got?"

Arnold laughed. "Money," he repeat-
ed; "watch me."

"And a girlon your hands."
"That's all right. I'lltreat her fine."
"Ham, you don't love her." Louis'

voice protested curiously. "You
—

why.

no woman in this town ever held you
for a little minute."

Ham's mimic laugh rang out. "Well,

this kid
—

she thinks I'm the only thing

that has ever happened! Ihad her the
first time Imet her

—
she hadn't a

chance." And then his cool voice deep-
ened: "And Itell you I'll be fine to
her. I'llcut you fellows off the map.
TVhat's the use of this? What's all this
ruldnlght racket? "What's this town
ever done for me?"

"It'll do something for you now."
F«*rreri had a sleepy resentment.
"Hfartl the latent? Grand Jury's gone

into the repistrut ion for last August
primaries. That'll -get pretty close to
you—you and Fred Weldy were in the
registrar's offirp, and you packed some
awful raw ones. But you put it through
and Btlllm&n got Weldy Into the legis-
lature to help protect the races. Oh,
pure, the whole town knows that, all
rlgrht! But you

—
you took some fierce

chances
—

you do tilings so openly."
.Tnhn Arnold gyrated his highball in-

fiifferently: "Well, if the racetrack can't
protect its men from the grand Jury,
Stillman better quit running this town.
To hrll with Ihe srand jury! We've got
five of the superior judges, haven't we?
We can hold the supreme court on a
pinch, can't we, long as the railroad's
behind the track?" But 'his mood
changed: "Well, I'm through. Tonight
me queer w-grk and Ipart company. I
quit."

The Italian-American laughed again.
"Girl."he murmured: "girl!Isee you

qultttn". They won't let you guit
—

they've cot you. The big fight's only
t'eginninj*-an>3 they need you. And you
tfon't love her. Igot a picture of you
fc family man. Lord, you!"

The other was staring at his gaunt
-face In the mirrors

—
the thin curls

about his white, high forehead, the eyes
rieep set, unreadable, dark, with their
trick of laughing even in his reserve.'

Tyook here." he muttered, "suppose I
did? Suppose there was a way for met
J'm always thinking of the hills, some-
how, and tonight she said we'd have a
place somewhere there

—"
he pointed

through the garish lights off to the
r.orth

—
"with roses all around the door."

They were silent along Fergy's pol-
lshjpd bar. Ham was staring above tha
\u25a0wicker doors. Fergy held a pink globe
of a goblet up to flick a last bit of lint
away, and Ithung. Its Iridescence flung:
back from every angle of tha room.
"That's me." Arnold muttered, -come
day."

Ferrer! turned. "Let's blow down the
line. They're burning champagne In
the red fire tonight, and lfs only half-
past 2. The 'whole town cleaned up on
the Native Son. But that little girl

—"
he signaled to the drink mixers behind
the Maplewood bar. "Tha house Is In

—
every one." :v'*

"All right—" Arnold had briefly
hesitated

—
"Scotch In a high glass."

Ferrer! lifted his glass solemnly to
his friend and the men In tha whita
aprons: "To tha little girl

—
Ham's lit-

tle girl!"
Arnold went to tha lunch where a

clean little Japanese lifted the great
silver dish covers. Frank Arasaka

—
California Japanese ere Invariably
"Frank*/* or "Joes," or •'Charlies."

—
emiled with seren* friendliness on the
young* man; a brown faced spectacled
ptuflent of lansnagra and medicine, he
remembered the days when Arnold had
helped him through tha English
primer. In tha Imperial hotel on
Stockton stoaet, "orer tha hill." they
had argued economic* over tha raw
fish and hot sake many a night, for
Arnold had bean Arasaka's patron
when ha was a stranger In a etrang-e
land. So tha little Japanese said, with
a hesitant sadness sow: "Imek you
groodby. Mist* Arnold. I§^> back to

"Yes
—

mebba. Ton been mos* good
to male me English la the study. Now,
Igo Hlppon. My fatnily tnos* long,
honorable N<*i" month coma gTeat
Samurai festival

—
what you say?—

solemn? Iclean myself
—
Imelc great

thoughts. All night by Shojl Iwatch
swords of mos* honorable ancestors. I
inus' remember IfIben corage

—
honor-

able such as them."
"And they come back to Judge you

—
the old fighting men?"

"Mos* exact. All souls awaken 1 01'
fighting: men ask IfIben coraga and
honor. You know? No man come
dare ''stand dishonorable before them
ol' armor and them.ol' ewords w*en
them ol' honorable ancestors ask. "I
mes* mek myself clean firs'

—
then I

can watch and answer. O, you ben sol-
dier

—
mos' honorable

—
you know!"

Arnold watched him curiously: "You

CHAPTER H—Continued

CHAPTER 111
A little old woman, with' a face as

wrinkled a«' parchment under her gray
hair, which waa parted primly and jiet
brought down ina wavy loop over each
ear, after the fashion of & schoolgirl,
thrust her head through the door lead-
Ing from the inner .hall to Arnold's
apartments.

'.
"May Icome in, Mr. Hammy?" ehe

said, in the brisk querulousness of one
habitually hurried.
"Good, morning. Granny." said, he,

combing his hair at the dresser. "Come
in/* \u25a0; • : . \u25a0:\u25a0\u25a0 i1i

1 ;\u25a0 \
'

-':.\u25a0 r.:
Miss Granberry ;entered. "Are • the

dears asleep?" she asked. *T[- didn't
want them In the smaJl room next*tha
plumber— -he- 1was drunk . again/: -^She
bent above the children, still In.\u25a0', the
rear chamber. "The poor, . dears— the
poor dears-^but "Angelo must be awak-
ened." ...

Miss Granberry caught the flutter of
a gown*on the balcony outside in the
radiant morning. Her small brown eyes
peered cautiously about.

"Bless my^soul!"
Arnold .turned, waving . his

'
hair

brushes. \u25a0 "Miss Granberry,' this !1b my
wifc—she's to be my wife— SyJ.via.7

"Bless my soul; bless my soul!" The
little old woman stood among the scat-
tered violets on1 the breezy, balcony,
blinking at the light.

Sylvia gave her hand to Miss Gfan-

But Ham won'Jered at times why he
was such a disaster to himself and
those who cared for him; though when
he went about the homeless dogs al-
ways followed him and he saw the
wlstfulness in their eyes and knew that
life to them was one long yearning for
the possible adventure; and in the eyes
of women he saw that which the final-
ity of the morgue records does not
show, for it was their secret, true ro-
mance; and in the eyes of white haired
old mothers, and the babes who always
watched him in a crowd, he saw a
wonder which he could not understand
and a peace that troubled him.

As ha climbed the hill Into China-
town the late police detail from the .
hall of Justice greeted him with friend-
lypleasantries. "When ha reached the
door of his lodgings it eudJenly oc-
curred to him that there was no avail-
able bed in Miss Cranberry's house and 4

he paused, wondering whereabout he
might find a room. Then he saw a
paper twisted about the door knob,
his marriage license .crumpled, wine
Etahied, and by the corner light he
read the scrawls across it^,back:
"Ifyou and Itogether, sweetheart.""Sweetheart, if you and Icould roam;"
"Iftogether we did roam, sweetheart,"

"Sammy, oh, Sammy," sighed J. Ham
Arnold.

Under the gray, ancient gable lie
looked down the hill to

f
the squat roofs

of Chinatown and the' Barbary coast j
reaching to the bay. The day was
coming beyond Mount Diablo to the.
east. It was still and high ab,ou.t him,
a fclean land above the wolfish town,
the place of savages. A vision came to
his somber eyes: yes. he was above it
all

—
he haJ gone back the ways;of the

years of his life; he had come to a hill-
top !n the north, there to stand in an
Inviolate peace, a gladness he had put \u25a0

by. forgotten. And below him lurked
the city where the beasts were, beaten,
conquered: they lay gross, filled, the
weaker dying unheeded, but afar, high
<m hia hilltophe was above this

—
on his

lips a victor's song.
After a while he moved from the wet

balcony rail and Pat oh the rough mat
by the door so that he could see the
stars fade. Quietly watching them his
knees relaxed presently, his shoulders
sank against the door frame, the
fumes of many liquors stole to his
brain, and he slept.

The light widened over the eastern
mountains. Diablo shot a sparkle
from Its snowy slope. The bay shores
Krew plain, the town below took form.
"Within half an hour, because sjie was
from the country up in back and used
to early rising, the girl on the couch
stirred. Presently she looked drowsily
about and started at the strange room.
Then she smiled with sleepy luxu-
riance. From the window the chill air
streamed In; she wondered if the chil-
dren In the big bed were well covered.

Sylvia slipped from the couch and
glanced at them. Then she came to the
window and put .her head / through,
glancing at the patches of sea and
mountain under the coloring sky.

Looking along the balcony she saw a
man huddled at the door and. in somealarm, wen't cautiously to open it. She
knew he must be asleep; now, shesaw Itwas. her lover.

'
She threw -the door wide and in her

nlghtrobe knelt on the step above him.
He breathed gently, his dark face, with-
out its Inscrutable trouble, now at
peace. The girl studied him quietly;
then she noticed the morning damp
on his hair and the collar upturned
about his chin. She went back and .
dragged the heaviest blanket from her
bed and cautiously placed itover him,
tucking: Itunder his form and about his
throat. She watched him longer and
then, with a smile, reached to the
dresser and took the mass of violets
from the bowl, shaking the water from
the stems. Laughing, she scattered
them over him. over the blanket, and
by twos and threes and in little gar-
lands, they fell In his faca and hair
and on the mold of the boards.

She laughed,again out of her happi-
ness. It was-"grand. It was Just as
she had dreamed;' as she wished to be-lieve; he wati -.a knight wandering
through the w^rld doing noble deeds,
fighting brave battles; he had com© to
lie before her threshold, .guarding" It
through the dark hours; and now. when
the light had come, she could reward
him with the flowers he had given
her and which she had worn over her
heart. Sha looked down at the brute .
town; It was stilled— for her, In the
night, ha had conquered. Itwas with-
out Ufa; only, over a gaunt hill to tha
north, lay a drift of fog, like a rag of
lace on a beggar's breast.

She looked down again at the violets
scattered over.him.

berry's gray talon. "Married?
' Well,

well, my dears!" \u25a0'-
"Pretty, near!" laughed Sylvia.;
Miss Cranberry trembled Avith de-

light;it had come then— the .romanco
with which always she had known she
would be concerned. She was a little,

shrill voiced spinster,' livinginthe mem-
ories of the fifties, when she had known
the makers of California

—
the bonanza

kings and "the builders of the' Southern
.Pacific

—Sharon, Fair,, . Huntington,
Flood, O'Brien. Mackay, Stanford, Rals-
ton

—
the great names of the Comstdck;

•in some of these families she had been
a governess on the intimate relations
of a friend; she knew, innumerable
stories of the early money kings in the
mad San Francisco days; she had seen
Qasey and Cora hanged by the vigi-
lantes; she had seen the opening of the
Palace, and, knew of the day its genius
Jumped from Melggs wharf Into the
bay; she knew ,by the

'
sureness of

household gossip all the tales of in-
credible extravagance, of barbaric im-
agination that had gathered about the
argonautio millionaires' families. And
sha had seen the curious fatality over-
take themr their' seed perished' for, tne
most part; their great, -.monstrously
ugly palaces on Nob hill closed, de-
serted, mournful|relics of the wonder
age of the golden, state, jof the fmost
fantastic era in the history of the re-
public. The great names, the turbulent
families, were now. traditions. -The
little old woman had seen their;glory
rise and fall and she lived on; alone, in
beggary, unknown, forgotten— to chant,
like the chorus of an, Aeschylean trag-
edy, on the Inevitable hand of fate laid
against the mighty and the proud.

For forty years she had retreated be-
fore the savage town;, she had fought
itback from noisome. lodging;*.withiher
failing strength, while It grew to be a
monster, harsh, sordid, *unrequitinE—
the days of gold, of youth, of prodigal
friendship,' were done. One wondered
how .the life spark stayed In such a
withered, weary little body, performing
prodigies of labor, Sweeping her frayed

carpets, scrubbing \ the halls with
swashes of dtrty water, cleaning" the
windows, making the beds. ; On Sunday
mornings she was an elegant person in
a black -cap and silk dress, queerly cut,
going to Trinity with.her book of pray-
ers; on week* .days she was the excit-
able little shrew, with a heart
digiously kind, toiling for her ilodgers,
who were Impecunious

'
clerks. Itinerant

mechanics, peddlers, broken drift of the
streets, ,who paid. when they could and
were trusted when they could not ;Th«
drunken,' the Improvident, the foolish,

the sick, the lame, the despondent,; all
wera hers;- she "nursed ,and, protected
and defended ;'them,, denouncing .the
police Ifthey, touched one of her worth-
less proteges; clothing the -naked, for-
giving the; unchaste ,and' drunken, ,toil-
ing Inordinately meanwhile to.pay'the
landlord, the grocer and the interest on
her mortgaged furnltura^--thls was her
life's tribute to*the city,,and lnrequital-
it would "some day at the;morgue draw
a sheet overher bones. . ,

Tha ;old .woman .was i all a glow as
John Arnold 'told 'of -his love! affair,,
all Little cries and,, smiles and -.won-'
derß. She kissed the' girl's;rosy cheek;,

she was \u25a0 hungry:
< for something; apart

;from tha ';stink •~ot :" tha
• kitchen .and

the. rjurky hallB.;;; She loved clothes,
faces, manners. :of.-distinction and:
the . lightness gof .;youth.*' -

She must
know all ]about ;it;;they must; stay ;to
breakfast;* yes, {she would '\u25a0! run^ to :the [

"cornar for
-
hot» rolls," and jto\Uno*;Pop's

for bacon. "And while[Bhe .was' hustling

about with:astonishing agility,"a step
Bounded on the stairs leadingj from"the
attic, then ra -tap;; tap, tapping—a -cane
on tha wainscot.'w^^p^SE^Pj^^^^^ 1

Miss Granberry flashed a;startled-
look on Arnold/ .

"You khow,"doh't you?r-it was In the
morning papers—^a cablegram from Ma-
nila? ;Hußh;\the "captain's coming."'

papers? Manila? I've seen noth-
ing." "-\u25a0;\u25a0' \u25a0:

;•.;\u25a0.•\u25a0 \u25a0/.-- •::\u25a0.\u25a0\u25a0\u25a0>\u25a0 -
\u25a0\u25a0 ._ \ \u25a0 .• "Larry's dead. .He struck- an officer,

and^was dishonorably; discharged; "and"
then he was killeds in a quarrel at som»

He gambled flva dollars Into one
of Ferreri's slot machines without
a winning, and gossiped half an
hour with Fergy, the others hav-
ing gone.

*
Then Arnold caught the

owl car up Kearny street and
got off at Portsmouth square. H«
was a fellow given much to
dreams when alone; when with hia
friends he had a way of listening ab-
stractedly, but with an encouraging
humor of comment. The town called
him "square";' the street nicknamed
him, as. men do one subconsciously
beloved.

"Very hard to English. In Japan—

the day of souls."' v "j-Ci
The hardfaced American looked

again at the little brown, spectacled
man, wondering idly why this un-
moral, scientifically materialistic
heathen, spending his days in books,

his nights in the whirling lusts of the
town, 6mlling and serene, should go

back ecroes five thousand miles of
water to sit one night before the armor
of the Samurai awaiting their Judg-
ment. Then slowly with a. smile, his
hand went to the Japanese: "Play
square then with those ancestors. It's
a fine idea. Sayonaraf

must com* clean that night. Isee—
and what do you call the thing

—
the

festival? ~ .

CHARLES
TENNEY JACKSON
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