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came back to actualities; the door
f his room was opén on a glad morn-
ing with the fog iwisted into ringlets
on the hilis. Miss Granberry was tip-
toeing about his bed, her gray hailr
escaping from a sweeping cap.
“Granny?’ The voice from the bed
was the first lucid utterance since his
return from the quest of forgetfulness.
“There, there, dearie!” She sat by
the bed, her hand on the cold compress
ross his brow. *“Never mind-—never
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here was a Jong silence, while they
listened to the sparrows.
“I was drunk as 2 fool,” he muttered;
“did lose my watch—dad’s watch?”
“No, no; only the crystal's broken.
There—be gquiet.”
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“Granny,” he ‘continued, “I was ar-
in the wagon—that's
low.”

she whispered, crouching
“don’t you
mind. Theresa's got some pretty shoes
with beads on them-—that Nella girl
brought them for her.”

“That's like Nel,” b* mused, “and did
Unc' Pop get the rope-for the barrel
swing?™

“Yes—and the expressman gave us a
lime barrel—" Miss Granherry pressed
Arnold's hand on the coverlet. There
were few small ‘concerns of the block
into which he did not stop to inquire
on his way downtown of a sunny morn-
ing when the Happy Alley kids were all
around Aurelio Pico, the retired
vaquero, who was wont to bring l.s
spindle into the alley and braid his
Jorsehalr riatas along its 90 foot free
space. Even the solemn, tarry faced
students in the Japanese boarding
houses across the street knew him and
he them: he was curfously attached to
the nondescript old block which was
neither of the Latin quarter, nor of the
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submerging it. :
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But nothing else—
He sat unsteadily down on the bed and
called back a jarring memory of white
aproned men, lJaughing cronies, lunch
counters, sawdust, the volces of
women, Japanese rr:.ili'ries, liqgor
smells, gold woven tapestries, glittering
incandescents, the blare of bands, quar-
rels—ang oblivion.

“How'd I get home?’ he muttered.
“Somebody found me—somebody! A
woman! Robbed—robbed! O, you
damned fool—her money—ten thou-
sand!”

He reeled backward and fell face

downward across the bed.

At half past € o'clock Mary Mellody
came down the hill from the Powell

street car. She was tired, thinly
dressed, and the mist feit damp. Under

the awning of the Family liquor store
she met a woman who seemed taller,
broader, more radiant in every way of
physical personality than she 're;znj.j
was, because of a curious emanation of
an inpwer self. Her dark hair clustered
low on her brow and about the fine
ears: her nostrils were wide, her ¢hin
a trifle sharp, her neck beautifully
modeled under the skin’'s pallor; her
eyes Indistinguishably uncertain in
color. She wore a pale gray silk water-
proof enveloping her to the chin, a cap
of the same stuff, suggesting the ele-
gant ease of simplicity.

“Does Mr. Arnold live above—in these
lodgings?” she asked.

“Yes,’w answered Mary.

“I wish to see him.” She was ascend-
ing the stairs, but, with a smile, stepped
aside for the lame girl to precede. Miss
Mellody faltered before the stranger’s
sureness.
I think.”

“He'll sece me. It's another day of
San Francisco winter, isn’t it?” Her
arm was assisting Mary as they reached
the floor above. Almost by a gesture
of command she won from the other
the direction of Arnold’'s rooms, and
passed on to them, leaving the lame
girl with an intense and envying doubt
of the inexplicable grace of her car-
riage. %

In the passage the stranger saw an
old woman clucking to a parrot hung
in the dirty window of a kitchen be-
vond. She paused, and at the Instant
from a door directly by her, a young
‘man appeared. He wore a beflowered
lounging robe of padded Chinese silk
and a cigarette was between his teeth,
His dark face was hard; a feverish
surprise shot over it, then he calmiy
threw away the cigarette and stepped
back, as if expecting her to enter. She
did—their recognition was mutual and
instantaneous. She looked an Instant
about the jumbled apartments dim in
the ray of a shaded student lamp on
the table. The place seemed to sur-
prise her more than did the occupant.

Then she turned; the man was smil-
ing at her with a faint amusement.

“I wished to mee you,” she began
coldly. “You may remember our meet-
fng—"

“On Grant avenue? I was very drunk,
Please be seated.”

She sank into the chair indicated; he
stood at the table’s end, the splotch of
light from under the lamp lighting
vividly his flowered robe, but dimly his
face. She wished to see it plainer, feel-
ing an insecurity, apparently, in her
situation. Then she realized that he
was studying her intently; when her

“I think—Mr. Arnold’s sick—.

eveg rose to hils, he still held her in-
terest.

nd later—you had & hard fall—"

“Still—and very—drunk.” He in-
terrupted her again gravely. “You're
the street evangelist.” He fingered his
cigarette case. “I suppose our meeting
explains {itself. Perhaps you called to
illuminate me on my ways of life—"

“Quite the contrary. I've called to
apologize—rather to explain what 1is
hard to explain.” She sat forward nerv-
ously in the big chair. “Did you have
money-—quite a sum of money—that
night?”

Arnold’s face lit with reassurance,
He came nearer, eagerly, as though he
would have touched her hand lying on
the table.

“I did—and T lost it. And you—why,
1 can’t begin to thank youl"”

She sat back with a sudden wincing,
shading her face with her glove.

“Please don’'t. I didn’t save it for
you. Its lost.”

“Lost?" :

“I found a roll of money in the cab—
it must have been conslderable—and it
seemed to me unsafe for you to have.
I didn’t know the cabman, or where
you might possibly go later, and I
thought I would keep it for you.”

“Yes. But lost—"

“It's desperately hard to say. I am
a stranger to you”—she put her hand
to ber hair nervously, and again leaned
to him—*“but I lost the money that

igh When we reached the bottom of
the hill It had slipped somewhere. I
searched in the cab and up the street
again, and everywhere. I couldn’t find
it—it couldn’t have been dropped on the
sidewalk.”

“You couldn’t find 1t?"

“No. I put it in my dress—here—
but—well, I've lost your money.” BShe
rose and faced him abruptly: *“How
much was it?”

Arnold was lighting another cigar-
ette: “You don't mind if I smoke? I'm
a bit shot to pieces today.”

“But the money!” she demanded. “It's
a desperate matter with me—how much
was it?”

The young man rested his hands lels-
urely on the table and looked at her
with a smile. “Nothing—I'm not quite
sure myselt.”

“You know,” she retorted; “it was a
large amount. How much?”

*Very 1ittie”

“It was not. I am a stranger here—
I am preaching in the street, but that
is no title to honesty. I've lost your
money and I'm golng to account for it.
How much was {t? I demand to know.”
Her voice rose sharply.

“Well,”” Arnold's response was vel-
vely nonchalant, “forty-five dollars.”

“You know better. I saw a hundred
dollar bill on the outside, and there
were many more. I wish the truth.”

“That hundred was merely phony—I
mean counterfeit. I beg your pardon,
but the language of the street comes a
deal easier with this present head.”

“I wish to know the truth of this
money I have lost for you.”

“Well, one hundred, and two twen-
tles, and three tens, and—honestly, I
believe it was one hundred and sixty-
five in all—merely that—don’t distress
yourself.” Arnold flicked his cigarette
ash airily. She did not guess, beneath
his measuring ease, the splitting sick-
ness on him. *“I suppose, as you are a
preacher, you worried a deal. It was a
hard fix,” he murmured.

“You think I am an evangelist, which
I am not in the least.”” Her volce had
a suggestion of firritation at being put
on the defensive befores this unregen-
erate and his languid eye interest of the
silken movement of her raincoat.

“It was something about our souls, I
recall,” said he; “and didn’t I say some-
thing foolish? I was in the devil's own
humor. I suppose I was unusually
drunk, but I wanted to be drunk, I'm
glad I was drunk. - But it’s a shame to
embarrass you.”

“This is not you who I8 speaking.”
She watched steadily his mordant eyos,
‘“You belittle your soul.”

“I have none. I am a lar and a
thief.” He smiled slowly at her flush-
ing face, the brightening of her eye, the
imperious daintiness about her.

“You're the earth man—your feet {h
the clay,” she went on, “but your goul
is above all this. And you can’t even
deceive yourself. You got drunk to
try it, for some reason, and you failed!”

He watched her still with a gentle
satire of interest. Sheswent on with a
direct charge to hls rebuffing. ‘“You
can find the serene and inner life. Be-
yond that, nothing matters—nothing is
real.” .

‘‘Beg pardon, but in my world every-
thing matters and is real. You your-
self are very real—behind this patter of
vours 1 believe you're magnificently
human.” ! 3 2\ .
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She steeled herself against the ad-
‘miration his eyes pald to her regal
figure, her face, her sensuous woman-
hood. And yet he had defeated her;
she could not find way against his
irony.

‘“Well,” she turned at the door, “I lost
your money—I'll recover it or repay you
every cent.”

“Why bother? ' I imagine you're a
sclentist, or a theosophist, or something
extremely superior.. Anyhow, you just
sald nothing mattered, nothing is real.
Well, my money was a mere human
hallucination—why worry about {t?
What's a handful of paper to do with
the eternal verities?”

She hesitated to control the anger on
her tongue. The jester broke the hol-
low sphere of her serenity; he went on
undaunted.

“I remember a deal of your talk. T
wonder how you come to be doing that
sort of thing. Youw're a creature far
different” — he, also, hesitated — “it
doesn’t fit you. Who sent you?"

She recovered her control “The
saintliest man I ever knew—a clergy-
man, a worker in the worst of London's
east end.” 2

She stopped, and the man went on
with shrewd mercilessness. “He asked
vou to—a dying request—and he loved
vou.”

She started at his guess. “Yes,” she
answered simply, but in wonder. “He
asked me to give men his message on
the streets of every city In the world.
He had worked among them—the very
worst. He left me money for thisand I
could not refuse. And I've taught as
I saw—Christ, 2 symbolioc promise for
the race, one of the spiritually devel-
oped figures, a prophet.”

“I thought he was a man who fought
through a hard game—and lost. But
vou have it that there’s nothing to lose
or suffer. Let's apply this to my case.
I wasn’'t drunk, and money—nothing!
Stuff of dreams.” :

She bit her lip. *“You don't belleve
me!” And to her swift anger his
admiration again paid tribute. “It is
insufferable to rest under this im-
putation!”

“Do you imagine for a moment that
I belleve you have that money?’

She was silent and he went on
gravely: “Now, please don’t. 1 have
an awful headache—one of the worst
headaches that an earth man with his
feet in the clay could have. I take
it you're a prophet of the new spiritu.
ality—I'm reading a bit about it in the
magazines. Well, I'm back with the
cavemen. I get down one day and
bump my head on the ground to God,
and the next crack the bones of my
enemies and offer them to the devil
Real bones—real devil.”

At the door she turned again, calmly
disregarding him. *“I shall advertise—
try every way to find that money.
And then, if it isn't found, I'll have to
accept your word and repay you. One
hundred and sixty-five dollars?’

“Yes, thank you; it will keep me in
cigarettes a month—real cigarettes, the
kind a man with his feet in clay

smokes—"
Her face showed nothing; he was
suddenly contrite. “I” beg pardon.

Don’'t mind me. They'll tell you around
:ll;ls town I was never serious in my

.

“But you believe that I lost that
money? You believe me?”

“Absolutely. And you me?’

“Not in the least.”

“Thank you. You are a person of ex-
cellent judgment.” |

Bhe extended a card with her gloved
hand. “My name is Grace Wayne. My
address is 26 Weston road, Melbourne.”

“Australia, eh? I thought you were
an Amerjcan straight through.”

She continued coldly: “I am touring
the world on a mission—sent, I told
You, by a dying man’s request that I
could not evade.”

“To tell men of 'the new scientific
God. I don't belleve’that’s what he
meant you to do. I had a curious idea
the other night that you had failed,
somehow-——you were an actress reciting
lines of some magnificent vanity or
other. God knows what! But ho man
cared.”

She watched him steadily; he went
on with a sudden new interest.

“Right up the line from you there's
a crowd beating out sinners with a
drum-—the Salvation Army. What do
you think of them?” h

She smiled with a trifle of supercil-
ious amusement. “They are very good
people—they are attempting much”;
then added, “on their level, In their
way, very good people.”

“No, they're bad people—most of
them have been. That's why I can
blow in on Adjutant Hogjaw Frem-
stedt today and ask him to take charge
©of a girl from a dance hall that I'm
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going to get qut of jall. I wouldn't
dare ask any good people to mix in
that. But Fremstedt—he was a bum
himself once.”

She ignored him, and then smiled,
putting out her hand, and he felt »
firm pressure and was puzzled at {t.
“Goodby. I shall come to inquire about
this money."”

So in the end she had confused
his jesting. Under the lamp he
read the card again. “Grace Wayne—
she’s interesting. She’s got class above
the rest of those fakirs. But sclence or
theosophy, or whatever it i{s—oh my
head—my head!” His hand went to
the wet compress, “And Sylvia—her
money gone!”

But after a while he muttered: *“Ah,
well—let it go—let everything go! I
didn’t care for her—but, O, little girl!”
And in the silent room his sick fancies
visualized dim figures from the night
about him; the preacher's simple
daughter, kind and young and fair in
her steadfast faith, and then this other
woman he had later mocked, a sort of
noble sweetness in her grace and bear-
ing—she, too, haq believed in his soul;
and the faith of neither had he been
able to crush, outrage them as he
might.

But shortly he refused to think of
them. “T'll go on now,” he murmured.
“It was a last chance, but I broke
with fit. T'll go the llmit now.”

After a moment he was himself
again—a hard faced young man of the
town, lighting a cigarette with a wax
thread from the delicate Satsuma bowl
on the table, and then lying back to
blow smoke rings moodily into the vio-
let gloom of his apartments.

CHAPTER IX

SSEMBLYMAN FRED WELDY of
the fifty-second district came
down from the capital every
Saturday to see his wife and
babies, his mother, a few political per-

sons with whom there were matters to
discuss, and to pass an hour at cards
with his uncle, Mr. Radke, of the Fam-
ily liquor store. This ‘was a long es-
tablished custom; ever since his job
printing ’prentice days, Fred fad made
it a point to be in the little back room
of the saloon Saturday evening, to
drink thre beers, smoke Ilimitless
pipes and p&y 4 “series.” There were
five games for which the job printer
and the grocer contended, and Unc'
Pop had, in a greasy mnotebook behind
his bar, a record of hundreds of games
and thousands of points of Mississippl
high low, seven up, casino, hearts and
whistle jack.

At these gilent sessions business
could go smash. Never would Unc
Pop leave the back bar to wait on
fretful women in his grocery depart-
ment; they would come in and pound
a nickel on his counter in vain, while
the merchant grunted his displeasure
behind the screened door. Customers
usually went behind the counters and
helped themselves on these occasions,
but never would the grocer protest.
“Fritzie had to be stuck,” custom or
no custom.

Another rule of Fred's was to dine
with Arnold on his over Sunday so-
journs in the city. They invariably
went to the Odeon, where the best
German dishes were; where one came
on a deal of sardellen and cheese
smells; and where, after the Sunday
schuetzen fest at Shell Mound, there
would be a brave array of green coats,
cockades and impressive bronze and
silver medals along the bar.

Here the two friends were at a se-
cluded corner on a Saturday of the
midwinter legislative session, and
with them Louis Ferreri and Eddie
Ledyard of the Market street shoe
house. The four were intimately at
ease; they had ‘“joshed” one another
over a score of reminiscent and fa-
miliar matters, of the street and town.
The three o0f them were “digging”
Louls Ferreri, who was part owner of
a horse that had finished last in three
consecutive starts across the bay. The
slot machine man chewed his cigar and
grinned; he shifted his tiger’s head qia-
mond, sticking the forget-me-not pin
in its place through his four in hand,
and grinned again helplessly, until
Mannie Muragsky came In and went
Jjoyously back to join them. That
shifted the conversation from Louis’
luckless “skate” for a minute. Mannie
had a fervent story. Yes, sir, over in
San Leandro there was a “comer”—a
boiler maker whom Mr. Murasky, at
the next meeting of the Potrero ath-
letle club, was to translate to pugilistic
fame. i ‘ '

*“C’'n he put 'em over?’ retorted the

wallop m t'at guy
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would stop a ferry boat—a straight
left an’ t'en a shift; in an” out he ¢'n
fight—seesaw, duck an’ stall; on foot-
work t'at mutt’d make Gans lodk like
he was nailed to th’ mat. He's a won-
der, a wiz—"

“Yes, like that other farmer you im-
ported who fought three roumds, and
then suddenly remembered his mother
was opposed to boxing,” said Ledyard.

And the quartet hooted Mr. Murasky
and his “champ.” Ledyard, the boyish
book keeper at the shoe store, brougnt
the conversation agaih to the races,
and again Mannie breasted the onset.
He had a horse in pickle—yes, he did
—something juicy in the fifth, aq«l
magnanimously would let his friends in
to the roof. “Th’ talent t'ink this horse
is a jungler from Spokane,” confided
Mannie, shaking his thin shoulders un-
til his yellow diamond let loose a
headlight radiance. “It's exclusive—
Bomba, in th' fift'—don't forget r.'a.t,
name. Sell your sister’s hatpins an
get on.”

The shoe store man's eyes glittered
nervously; Mannie had landed a long
shot one time; he busied himself much
about the track. Perhaps?—

At his side, Arnold suddenly muttered
unintelligibly. He had been in some
queer moods the past month, his cro-
nies said—ever since his big drunk, in
fact. He was still immaculate in dress,
but he drank more than he had ever
been known to before, and had been
at the racetrack every afternoon while
drawing his salary from the state
treasury for his clerical work at the
capitol.

Strange stories had gone about con-
cerning Ham-—things at which even the
tenderloin winced a bit; they centered
about some unknown country girl
whom he was said to have brought to
the city, robhed and turned adrift. The
street was pretty swift, but that was a
raw deal—it didn’t seem like the fel-
low. But there was Fergy, of the Ma-
plewood, who had seen the money, and
a half dozen who had seen the girl,and
some had even heard Arnold's declara-
tion that he was to marry her. And
then she had disappeared, and J. Ham
had been going it strong. He had
spent more money than ever beﬁore.
plunged higher on the pories, drlt'ted
deeper into the after midnight life,
reckless, mordant, untiring, unappeased.

But in the hectic life of the street,
the affair was already almost forgotten
by his famillars. It was some queer
work, but then it was no one's business.
The grand jury inquiry into the regis-
tration frauds had also dropped from
view; some unseen machinations of the
sinuous ' power that creeps for ever
about the underpinning of the social
structure had intervened and an ac-
quiescent if doubting public was gulled
from the issue. The banded evil of the
city flung John Hamilton Arnold for-
ward as a challenge; honest men dared
not accent the wage of battle, and his
nonchalant perjury was now of the
past. He, himself, had bothered about
it least of all; he had been busily tak-
ing to himself the aids of obl_ivlon. %

“What odds are you getting, Ham?
How's Presidente posted?’ repeated Ed-
die Ledyard curfously.

“Five to one, straight. Just a nyer.-:
I don't know anything about the horse.

But young Ledyard’'s face grew crafty;
there was “something doing”"—sure
there was!

“I ¢n get you better,” interposed
Mannie Murasky; “five an’ a half.”

“Presidente — Presidente —" rep'eated
Ledyard, “let’s look up the form.’ He
rose, and then turned to the table:
“Coming out some night, Hamm:{?
We've got a new piano, and Stella's
home from school. And mother's al-
ways asking why you never come.”

Arnold waved an indifferent goodbye
as Mannie went with the clerk.

*“That lad’'s got no call to play a cent,”
he muttered. “I used to run with hlm
in school, and now he's keeping his
mother and sister on his salary.”

“Phere’s nobody compelled to play the
races,” Ferreri protested sluggishly.
“Why don’t these lambs stay out of the
life?”

“Well, as the game is shoved at 'em
night and day on every corner, lln every
newspaper and by every sure thing man
they meet, I guess staying away isn't
s0 éasy. They don’'t think—they don’t
consider until the dope is soaking out
of them—and there's another long term
sucker or another yote for the push,

when we need to lift anything.”

Ferreri sat up with slow interest.

‘Ang what's getting into you?”’
mumbled.

“Oh, nothing! I just watch the game
plgyed out—that's all.”

You ought to see the sports hanging
out at Sacramento,” put In Weldy.
“They can't do enough for us, either.”

“You're on that committee to inves-
tigate the charges that bribery beat
the Lacy bills, ain’t you?" queried Fer-
reri, with renewed interest. “What'll
the farmers scare up next?”

The legislator shot a nervous glance
at Arnold.

“They want
right,” sald he.
must have done some raw work
session.” :

“Cost my company ten thousand.”
The slot machine agent languidly ad-
justed himself in his seat. His con-
cern had 6,000 gambling machines in
the city, reaping a harvest that made
$10,000 for buying the legislature a
pittance; Ferreri himself had a con-
tempt for the statesmen.

Weldy was restless, seeming to rise
against some implication of himself
in ‘this nonchalant recital; he glanced
about the cafe and then turned de-
fensively to the others.

“Twenty-eight suicides and nine men
in the pen from playing the races—
that's what Lacy said was the record
4n this city during the season, when
he demanded this bribery investigation
to see what beat his bill That's
pretty tough—everything so open for
boys like Eddie ‘Ledyard.”

“God's sake,” retorted the slot ma-

he

an investigation, all
“I guess the track
last

chine man, “hear him talk! Say, you
ain’t bucking, are you "
“I'm on the committee.” Weldy

shifted his big red hands. “It's pretty
close. Lots of the members are atraid
the Investigation will be made.”

Ferreri sat up straight.

“Well, don’t you know how you're
going to vote? If your committee re-
ports agalnst the investigation that'll
settle it, won't it?”

“Well, there's a lot to be said,” an-
swered Weldy, and them he felt Ar-
nold’'s foot against his leg, a pressure
that stopped him. “Oh, it's all right,
of course; everything'll go all right,”
he concluded lamely. “Stillman-—Ham,
here—everybody knows I'm not buck-
ing anybody!”

“I guess not,” retorted the slot ma-
chine politician. “Just remember who
elected you, whe put you im line for
the easy money.”

The assemblyman’s big face red-
dened. “Here, you,” he growled and
glanced at his sponsor for support—
“no crook sporting man runs me!”

Ferreri laughed shortly. “Crooks,
eh?”” i

“All erooks,” Interposed Arnold. “No
sach thing as a straight sport.
Crooks?—why, we're'an crooks!

“*We're most of us llars an” 'arf of us
« thieves—

An’ the rest are as rank as can be;

But once in a while, we can_finish in

style—"

Ferreri laughed again. This

well enough from (R

s

M

was used to J. Ham: but Weldy—he

hean legislator.
was only a cheap legislator ki

But Louis wouldn't , argue
Ham: he would always make some re!;
tort that you conld only answer wit
a laugh, and the laugh sounded
sickly. >

Louis had, he a date rﬂ-:r t::
Golden Gate. left ;';.r
two friends . 1 sat.
sprawled on the rall of his b.‘u ks.

o . : 2 daa i le
sucking his ci e 3 £ big &
stretched under the table. g

“It makes me sick,” he z!nw‘fd.
“Ham, it's taken for granted r.h 1‘: I'm
out for the money. You don’t .(nmv:
anything about it—the ng and
hauling and whispering—w 1 .:rt

5, we are! 11 the

bunch of law makers, we aI All t'
dirty little rats in the state are up
there to give us orders. o

“How's the bribery business com-
ing?" ;

?m-m‘.- threw up his hands with a
gesture pathetic in bhis virile manli-
ness. “Cod's sake, I wish I was out!
It's all on me, the way the ommittee
stands, two to two. I just wanted to

The whole administra-

FoL am.
ssk you. & in favor

i is trying to stop a report 1
:,lgogn inquiry, and here’s my union, and
all the decent people I know, hounfiin

other way. -
(‘:: g;—ia':‘hers up there now—my wife's
uncle’'s one of ‘'em—from Alameda

.

co?\?n'dm studied his friend’s worried
face. He was surprised. He-had talken
it for granted that Weldy was getting
his “bit™
It was a fool statesman who didn’t pick
up his flve thousand a session these
days when the prize fights, the gam-
bling machines and the races wers all
on the rack, and the big money from
higher uwp was also abroad.

And then Arneld had a curious sen-
sation; he suddenly recalled a day when
he and Freq Weldy would have thought
exactly the same on the ethicg of “easy
money,” but now he was calloused to
it, while Fred hemmed and hawed.
Arnold remembered further that he had
in his own mind, .thzsough all their
friendship, assured himself of a certain
superiority to the job printer.

“The union’s playing hell,” resumed
Fred. “I thought they'd stand for the
program, but the boys passed ro_tolu«
tions agalnst that bribery deal. "TYou
see where it puts me, Ham.” *

Arnold smiled at the assemblyman’s
childlike insistence.

“But it just struck ‘me all of a sud-
den _the other day why the gang got
behind me so strong on that grand jury
business, and why you were put up
to swear what you did! The house 13
torn up pretty bad, and I see now how
badly the track and the gamiling men
need me.”

“Fred,” Arnold leaned to him across
the table, “the men who run this town
haven’'t any use for you on me. They'll
use us and throw us aside when the
time shows fit. They don"t owe me any-
thing, and I've no love -for them—it's
every man for himself in this game.
But you're my friend. I didn't go be-
fore the grand juty to help the- gam-
blers at Sacramento, but to help you.
You were in more danger than yomu'll
ever know. And there was your mother,
and I—"

“I know you did, Ham. - But you took
awful chances. You're the most reck-
less man I ever knew!™

“Program.” Ham smiled distantly.
“Fred, it was all cut and dried—some
men on that jury knew exactly how I
would testify. Man, you dom’t know
yet how smooth things run, de you?'

“I wish I was out of it,” sighed
Weldy. “The union’s knocking me, and
my business is running down. Leord,
Ham, I was bhappier in the shop. Don't
you remember when you used to come
in every afternoon and Fd Ve kicking
the job press and we'd talk so m

s .,

how we read Marx and were red hot
for the brotherhood of man? You wers
just out of college i T'd -just got
through ‘'prenticing, and we were both
straight and full of big idea and no
man could mutter ar ) t'easy
money to us like L« now
We've gone pretty Lo
man?”

“Pretty far,” 2 2 - Yy
grind you through the ~Fred, " I
know!"”

“We thought we were socialists,™

laughed Weldy mirthlessly. “We wers

chuckablock with big schames, weren't
we? We were going to get into union
politics and hammer away, and lead
the boys to our way of thinking, and

crack over some of the dirt we saw all
around. The Soclal Commonwealth, the
Fraternity of Man—Lord, Lord!”

“Fred, there's nothing wroAg with
our theories—our beautiful scheme .of
human betterment and all that—but
we're wrong—that's it. The run of men
aren't intelligent enough, aren't honest
enough, to conduct a highly organized
state. Character, that's what's lack-
ing.”

“Well, they ain't all as bad as that.”

“Aren’t they? Well, now, take the
organization here, the thing that rules,
the real life of the present soclal state—
for the outward form of government
doesn’'t cut any figure—take it from
Barron Chatom, who runs things here
for a half dozen moneyed men in New
York—take it from "“Chatom down
through every class of men who con-
cern themselves with public affairs, who
do things, down through them all to the
hypo fiends we beat out of the lodging
houses on election day—who's honest
among them all? Can you name one?”’

The statesman shut his eyes against
the gmoke of his cigar for a minute;
then he murmared in protest: “Thun-
der—thunder!”

“Oh, there are some,” retorted Arnold
“Une¢’ Pop, Captain Calhoun, Sammy
Jarbo, poor devil driving a laundry
wagon for ten a week and writing his
verses to Mary Mellody—but show me
the men who are shoved against life
where it’s white hot. who win, and who
aren’'t willing to stand for crooked
work? I dom't say they do ft—they
don’t need to do it—they stand for it,
which Is the same thing when results
are figured. Soecialism? Hell! As long
as men haven't sand emough to run a
ward primary straight they'll- never run
an industrial revolution. Show me—I'm
crooked—but I deal with crooks.”

“Oh, thunder—thunder!" protested the
legislator feebly. .

“Show me a man in politics who fan't
advanced by crookedness, who 1isn't
willing to keep his mouth shut about
fl'.le thousand deals away down beneath
him that bobst him along—one man
who fights against raw werk in and out
g!e:::ea};on! ‘}'dhy. r;e‘d be erazy, wouldn't

? € couldn’t be el
o by ected to referee a

“You're putting it pretty stron ar
pretty stromg. Here's the peng;':!‘:i::
great, strong heart of the people—""

P “The people be damned™ sald Arnold.
L.et them be gouged—they stand for it.”

“You're anti-social,” answered Weldy
solemnly. “You're a regular bandit—
an outlaw. Ham. you're the most dan-
gerous man in the community.”

The other smiled and broke off sud-
dently. “How's Lillie and the babies?”

“Fine. We're building over in Berke-
ley, but it's & tght rub to get the
money. I'm going to get the mortgage
renewed next week. And when I gat
through with this cursed legislature '}
stick close to the office nua sv nome *
Lillie and mother and the kids ever
night, and pay my union dues and at-
tend the meetings. But the boys'll
never get me intd polities again. No
dirty gambler can say he owns me!”

Te Be Comtluued Next Sunday

»

There's a \tv‘lezatlo,‘

in every chance that came.



