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CHAPTER XX—Continued

UT as the passed, John
Arnold's soul, whatever its
haunti gave no sign. He
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And that reminded Y he
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on the way home and they gave him
a big surprise. He was promoted. He
was to, take charge of the

conocern—superintend
and h twenty-five dol-
week! ‘“Wouldn't that freeze
sald the poet, “me!”

‘It's fine,” answered Arnold, “only
well, you'll live in Oakland, won't
you?t

“Yes I'll rent a cottage-—a whole
yvard for Mary."

This was much for the rattle brained
poet. Who would ever have predicted
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it? But Arnold was rather qulet.
He had depended on Sammy They
had been great, good friends in days
before friendships and the simpleness
of things had been blotted by the
town Now he was groping about for
a frlend's hand, and Sammy would not
be near. But he smiled.

“All right, little man. It's simply
great! Only I hate to have you leave
just now.”

Granberry's had thus a new sensa-
tion, but the old woman wondered
who would take the small rooms the
two hag had. When Sammy and his

bride departed, it seemed a little less

sunshiny to the dwellers on the hill
The usual crowd no longer dined at
Sedaint's. Ferrerf did not come, nor

the silent plano player; and with the
poet and his wife gone, the dreary
little restaurant was blank enough.
Bernice Murasky came once and took
Nella Free to the Italian's. The Jewess
gave a new impression of restlessness,
but not of her former sullen dispar-
agement of her surroundings. She
looked the other girl over critically,
noting with direct eyes the little
things that marked the change of
which she knew in Nella's cir-
cumstances — her drfessing, her sub-
dued if careless tone. ‘“Where's your
rings—that big solitalre?’ she asked
suddenly.

“Oh, I don’'t wear them much now,”
evaded Nella, “What's the use? I just
hang around the old woman's every
day.”

“I should think you'd go crazy after

all you've had! I went to sese Du
Barry last night—Louis took me.”
“Ain’t you working?"
“Not steady. I'm golng to study

typewriting—Louis’'s going to get me
a job with the slot machine house.”

Bernice's voice had the greedy little
lift of triumph with which women
erase the kindliness from one another's
hearts. Nella stirred—"I ain’t seen
you much lately.”

“No, I've been pretty busy—having a
good time” She lifted her shoulders
with a laugh. “I should think you'd
go just crazy since you quit Harry.
You don’'t eat at any of the swell
places any more, do you? Louis and
me was at Marchand’'s last night.”

The other girl was silently breaking
Sedaini's sour bread to bits en the
flimsy cloth.

“This place is getting fierce,” con-
tinued Miss Murasky. “Come down-
town Thursday and we'll all eat at
Green’'s—you and me and Louis.”

“I can't.”

“Can't?”

“Oh, I'm just sticking around,” she
laughed, " for a while."

“Kid, you're getting little lines
around your eyes. What's Ham doing?
1s he making any money? The bunch

at Jack Morgan's sald he was down and
out—he'd have to quit town after all
this political talk about the races and
all, Bay, kid, your neck's kind-a thin.
Ain't you well?”

“Oh, pretty good!”

“You been washing dishes?
that little blister!"

“I burned it with a curling firon.
Say, you seem to be getting wise—is
the Spreckels building still in Market
street?”

Miss Murasky sat back idling with
a sunburst at her throat at which Nel.
la's eyes had been for five minutes—
as Misgs Murasky intended they should.
She minced over the dinner, criticising
each ‘course, displaying wisdom of
menus and methods; finally getting
her curiosity back to theé other girl’s
diamonds. “Gee, why don't you wear
‘em? You'll only be young once, kid;
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then the town'll throw you hard.”

“T know—only I'm kind of. tired of
them.” Nella rose. “Let’s go out—I
don't want this coffee.”

Miss Murasky paid the bill, The pock
faced proprietor smirked and bowed at
the door. “My las' wee'ek,” said he.

“I clos-a da Saturday.” Sedaini's face
was sad. ‘“No beeziness—no one com-a
da hill now. O’ days done—all Japs
com-a ove’ da hilll"
“It']]1 be a lonesome corner,” sald
iss Muragsky when they were out-
“I should think you would go
with that old woman and the
Say, did you see this sunburst?
It cost four hundred dollars®
“Sure,” retorted Nella, on the
steps, but she did not look back,
and the other girl departed with
a sense of the Incompleteness of
victory. Nella went to the lodg-
ings. At the table in the hall she found
Arnold and the captain, the old Jman

bent over a ragged newspaper map of
the Philippines on which, following in-
numerable pin pricks that marked a

gallant campaign, his uncertain eyes
were fixeds
“It was here,” he muttered, “they

crossed the river, and then it must have
been a good 20 miles to Bamboang and
the transport would be slow, would it
not, sir?”

“Yes,” answered the younger man,

“and the roads—well, it was desper-
y slow among the rice paddies, the
2llows tired and feverish—"
The captain had a finger on a ruddy
spot. “Here the reserves were held, I
think-—and there the skirmish line was
thrown forward. It must have been
damned rough, sir, on those hills in the
night!"

The girl watched them, the captaln
with his shaggy white head, the young

man grave and dark. *“And along the
ro before they came to the church
was a feace of bamboos. It was a

devil of a thing to take in the night,
sir, when the charge came!”

Arnold looked wonderingly at the old
folding his map. The captain had
ed long, evolving a fine theory of
Bamboang; he had talked it to the
lodgers, to the hangers on at Unc’ Pop's,
to the policeman down the block and to
wondering strangers in the square; it

hus and so, with military terms
it maneuvers—in the darkening
P f his mind the brave, red plec-
ture hung. 3

The veteran put away his worn map.
He could see little, but he divined a
woman’s presence. With a bow he
moved off, feeling for the staircase, and
as Arnold went to help him, turned with
his grave salute,

“The honor of the service, sir.”

“The honor of the service, Captain.”

“Tell me,” muttered Nella, when the
old man had gone, “will that Larry get
a medal—and when's he coming home?”

“Next month, maybe—I don't know.”
Arnold evaded her uncertainly,

“He'll be a great man, won't he? the
girl sald. “How In the world can we
put him in this hole? But you won't be
here, will you?”

“Wil

yo

The girl laughed. “O, I don’'t know. I
don't

know what 1'll
e. T'd Uke

do! This is a
to see that fel-

» though—that Larry who savéd his
friend.”
“Look here, Nel, don't bother about
Lar o
, he must be grand. Ham, why
de u stick about the town? Why
don’t you get away and do something
like that? My God, if T was a man!”

He did not answer, and she wondered,
idly after a time, if she had hurt him;
he had been grave enough of late—she
wondered 1f his thoughts ever went
back to Sylvia Spring, if he knew any
art of the sorry ending of his evil—
and {f, to her, he would ever tall of it.

Through the window they watched
the moonlight on the bay beyond the
city. In the silence the captain’s voice
came down the stairs, telling a hero's
story to the dark. The captain had a
grand phrase of life, it seemed to the
younger man--it rose above the slang
and gabble,

A steamer's wake lay through the
shining water, all palpitant as a bird's
flight, and with his eyes on this Ar-
nold’s mind went back to the old days
—the mist on the rice flelds, the jungle
plazas, the smoke above the nipa nuts,
the brown throated soldlers with the
dark skinned {sland girls along the
moonlit shores. It had been youth’s
care free adventure, hot blue seas,
treacherous cities, palm lands; and he,
a lover of the wide world, her days of
danger and her magile nights, was now
hemmed in, broken, held here by a
shrill volced old woman, a blind man, a
restless girl and an abandoned child—
here, amid the kitchen smells and the
bed making, the clutter and the gossip.

Well, he wpould get away—he was
finding himself—thank God, he was
young vet, even If the trlumph of youth
was done. He would go away; there
was nothing to hold him—nothing!

In the silence Nella heard him stir
and turn to her.

“I wonder,” he sald, “if curious little
cobwebs get into your brafh, too?”

“I know—I just go wild with nerv-
ousness sometimes!”

But he knew that she dld not under-
stand—and never would.

“Where's your lady friend?’ Nella
queried after a while, as he did not
continue, “the religious woman—she's
not been around of late, has she?”

“No. She turned me away, Nel.” He
sat closer to her and went abruptly on
as If the need of telling was great to
him. *“She heard that old story about
me, somehow—about the girl, you
know. I was depending on her, and
she broke with me over that, Every-
body belleves it, Nel. Even granny-—
I can see it sticking in her old eyes—
thinks I robbed that girl and sent her

* home. Well, you know what every one

sald of it.”

Nella said nothing.; She had never
heard before this tumult in his volce
—the swift rise of feeling. It was noth-
ing like Hammy Arnold of the town;
E;xt perhaps the dark was shielding

m.

“Well, T can’t blame them,” he went
on. “There’s been nothing about me but
what looks crooked. But, Nel, I didn’t—
that country girl went back to the
north from me as good as your little
sister 1s at Notre Dame.” The stillness
troubled him.«“I didn’t harm her,” he
went, “Nel?”

“What?” she muttered.

“Do you believe it?"”

“No."

“Why not?"

“Because you told me it isn't true.”

“Why, I might lie to you.”

“Why should yoy lie to me? What
difference could it make to me whether
You were stralght or not? I just believe
you—that's allL."” -

His mood was lightening; not in joy,
but 25 a man adrift on the ocean
watches the coming day, glad at least
that it is not dark.

“No,” he muttered, “we don’t need
shams, Nel—you and I. We know—
we've faced it all. I've come to find out
how far I've drifted—and to wonder
what's beyond it.”

“Sometimes 1 wonder,” she answered
slmply, “but it puzzles so. I'd go crazy it
I} tried to find a reason for any-
vhing. But, Kid, you've changed.” She
turned to him intently. “Seems like
things hurt you so now.” 3

He stirred at her guess; not to him-

self, all his life long, had he admitted '

that beneath his mordant play lay

’
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acute sensitlveness, a receptivity, a
power of feeling hurts. These it had
been needful from the first to deny and
Jest with—he had told himself long
years ago. that he had succeeded well.

“Changed?” he smiled. “I'm tired.
No one thing has led me to it, but just
everything. And, Nel, I want to go—to
break with things. You can’t see, but
seems that life lays before us, walting
like a black rat. Apd_I want it differ-
ent somehow."”

He wondered {f she kpew the hollow-
ness he felt, his cripfled will, his con-
fused good; it struck him as odd that
he should try to guess at Nella's mind
—he who had evaded her with gentle
indifference the years of their friend-
ship, who had accepted her always for
what she was, as he had done all this
world. “I want it different,” he went
on. “Sometimes I think a woman could
have made me—it takes a good woman
to hold a man out of what I've lived.

But 1 had my chance—two chances.
I've never told you, Nel, but there was
Sylvia, and then Miss Wayne. You

don't know what they meant for just a
glimpse of what T might have been. I
can't forget—that's why I'm_ going
away. To make myself what they would
have liked in a man—that's why I'm

going.”
She had risen in the dark with his
recital, the confused vision that he

tried to have her see, groping to make
her know. He heard now a glass clink
on the sideboard as she set the de-
canter back. Then she filled the glass
again, with a smothered cry. He rose
and caught her hand, so that the liquor
spilled down their sleeves and on the
marble of the sideboard.

“Go slow, Nel,” he said.. “Herg—half
of that!" But, eluding nim, siie drank
the whisky with a sob, and wrenching
free left Him' brushing the stuff from
his coat.

Nella went swifely ‘to the kitchen.
Miss Granberry was down the block at
Wilsow's delicatessen-and the child was
asleep. In the dingy hall the gas burned
dim,

The girl, clinging to the door frame,
saw the sodden window opening on the
shaft, the cheap lacey curtains, the
dishes piled in the sink, the dirty
tlothes on a chalr. The cooking smells
assailed her; the window panes were
grimy; from the gloom beyond fear-
some shapes were pletured. A desper-
ate fear clutched her heart. Yes, she
would come to this—a parrot, a dying
hyacinth in a lodging house kitchen
window; her hands huge, knotted; her
halr gray, frowsy; her back bent—toil-
ing over the stairs 6f days with great
swashes of water, crawling out to a
meéan purchase of tea and soup; at
night lighting the dim hall jets under
the hideous wall paper for drunken
lodgers; washing her dishes from a
lonely meal—to this—this, she would
come! The years would crush her—all
that brief youth gave, all her pitiful
life held; her beauty faded, her vivacity
dulled, her pulses yellowed—she pos-
sessed one thing—only one thing—and
that she was offering, laying down use-
lessly in this brute dirt and squalor.

Yes, like a black rat it would come.

Already she was feeling old; and
raising up ther white hands she
shrieked fearfully in the silence—

shrieked and reeled, falling over <the
table, so that the young man rushing
from the hall, selzed her, moaning, and
dragged her from the kitchea.

“What's the matter?—are you hurt?*
he cried, and she could only sob and
moan, sinking lower, until, lifting her,
he carried the limp form to his rooms,
and laid her on the couch.

“What is it, Nel? What's .the mat-
ter?’

“I don't know—I don’t know!"” she
shuddered, closing her blue eyes tight,
clenching her hands. “Oh, my God—let
me go!”

But, kneeling, he held her wrists
tighter, and she had to turn to brush
her wet eyves against his coat.

“Never mind—be still,” he murmured;
but getting an arm loose she raised it
about his' neck and drew him closer
until her full, hot lips were ‘against his
cheek.

“Don't you care!” she whispered, In
her sobs. “It don't mean anything,
Hammy—from me! Only I'm adrift
now—all adrift!" {

“Never mind,” he repeated, holding
her closer on the couch. “Don't' you
mind—somehow, Nel, you're brave.”

“I'm just & leaf In the storm,” ghe
whispered, with the tug and falter at
her swelling throat—"“but you go on—
You got to go on! I keep thinking of
Captain’'s Larry with his honor medal
for saving that other fellow. You got
to be as fine as he—it-would be grand
to think of you that way!"

CHAPTER XXI '
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Arnold came on Fred Weldy at the
Star printing house in the closing days
of the legislative session. The German
greeted him with an awkward . laugh.
holding out a newspaper. He pointed
to his picture among a row, the com-
mittkee of investigation, and ‘the. mem-
bers accused of accepting bribes in the
racing scandal,

“Lillle says I look like a ‘con,’" said '
the printer, “but I don’t feel .that way.
I may be a 'drd one in politics, Ham,
bat I'feel right!” : . :

“That’s a.lwll:ole lot,” ;:‘ughu Ham,
“I expect it'll hurt your business?”

“Sure,” mused Fred. “My partner's
scared to death, but Lillie says to buck
it out. 1'm the worst hh.udp Be
ento. I'never knéw that ceori

-
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body jumps a man as soon as he tries
to be square. Shucks, what a row we
raised, Ham, or you kicked me on to it!
And I guess you're dead—you couldn't
referee a dog fight in this town now!"

“I know.” Arnold looked genially at
him. “Fred, can you get me a job?"'

Fred stared at the Immaculate Ham.
Never had he heard of Ham working.
He hesitated; the matter was painful to
his simple loyalty; he floundered and
choked. “Work? I know a big print-
ing shop that wants a hustler”—he
took a card from his case—'but you?
Work?—why, you funny old, skate!"

Arnold ‘rubbed his dark chin and
laughed. “I'll take this, Fred—and
thank you. No more velvet for me—
I'm down and out, but the only thing
in a race i{s the finish! I'm broke, and
Nel's broke, and Granny's broke—even
the blue pup's busted!"

There was indeed sore need at the
old house on the hill, for since the
closing of the family liquor store and
Sedalni's mo&t of Granberry's pitiful

revenues from lodgers had gone. No
more came the shawled wives and
bareheaded girls to the grocery nor

the clerklings and mechanics to sit at

Unc' Pop's back bar., He had gone
across the bay to live with Fred
Weldy and Sedaini had: been swal-
lowed up In the Latin quarter. The

corner > camé to be a house like Al-
ways Sunday, the mean little w!ndnw.s
curtained, the padlock on the grocer's
door, the gedate cleanness of thestairs
leading above to Granberry's lodgings
and the sllence in Happy alléy wh?rc.-
once all the kids had played. The
block below was deluged in the rising
tide of oriental life; Japanese students,
shoe makers, employment agencies
swarmed, and the renting agent told
Miss Granberry that the corner could
ong resist the invasion.
n“‘:sl ﬂ:i Jays passed Arnold's idea of
leaving town grew vague. At the end
of the first week ‘he had six dollars
and fifty cents from his soli(-i‘nng. ’:md
sitting on the balcony rail with Nella
in the cool, shifty summer evening, they
had laughed. Nella’s eyes were heavy,
she ‘was dulled by the close rooms; she
had lost her alluring luxuriousness, be-

speaking now the lodging house
woman. 9
“Who sewed my sleeve? Arnold

asked, holding his smoking jacket to
the light. It was a bad job, indeed; the
stitches long and slovenly.

“Pretty flerce, isn't 1t?” the girl mut-
tered, and then deflantly: *I get/ wild
with nothing to do. I wonder why I
stick around lfere! I just have to sweep
or do something, Ham.”

He looked at the lamentable stitch..,
caught one, and unraveled the se?.m.
Nella snatched af the . sleeve. ‘ot
course, it wouldn't stay—I never sewed
anything before. But you're away all
day, and syou look awful tired, Ham, in
that ragged coat when you get home.
Take it off—I'll try again!”

“It Is rather bad,” said he. “But I'm
no captaln of industry myself. In
fact, I'm a good deal of a shine when it
comes to business, Nel. T can talk the
money out of men's pockets at the

track, but I can't go into their offices
and face them, trying to sell them
something they don’t want. I never

felt so cheap in my life, and that's
queer, seeing that I'm giving them a
straight deal.”

“Well, you keep on,” she ,retorted,
“keep on!"

He went forth to another week of
hopeful but dispiriting effort. Arnold
was indeed a failure at business; there
was no place for him in the keen thrift
of traffic. By Saturday his commis-
sions amounted to $5.75. He showed
the money to Nella and they both
forced a laugh,

“I 'wore out a palr of $8 shoes get-
ting $5 worth of business,” be told the
girl with a humor of dismal exaggera-
tion. “It's bad.”

“Never mind,” she retorted.
tried—it's just grand!”

But the next night she met him with
a curious difidence In her careless eyes.

“I sold the little ring—I got §40—the
landlord's agent was here today. Now,
what'll we tell the old lady?—that we
won it at the races?”

“Tell her the truth—that we're
broke,” he replied; but the girl de-
murred, and lied indolently to Miss
Granberry when she paid the rent on
the first of the month.

Nella had settled down to a strange
content at Granberry's, restless and
idle’ as she was. She seemed walting
for the turn of fortune, -careless, va-
cant of mind in her droll humors: The
old lady was perplexed and doubting—
but who was to judge and who oon-
demn? She puzzled her weary old brain
and then passed it by. She had'done

“You

her part; she had cared for, the father-

less, she had been patient with the
drunken men, and given refuge to err-
ing women. Surely  her God would
know. At any rate, her path was easler
for the doing.

Arnold qxﬂt the printing firm for a
clerkship in the water company's gffice
which paid him §15 a week, and came

‘home in high feather one night, his

arms filled with groceries. :
“What's the use of being rich whed
You can have everything you' want?”

‘he cried cheerfully, and the sharp eyed

old women and the heavy lidded girl
smiled. Hammy was hard to under-

ltug, ind  these days of his labor, His
nights were spent with the captain,
and they discussed the wars in’ B
The four

° of them would gather t
the table, when the cloth was cleared,
and over the ragged map of the islands
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the dissembler built up the story of
Bamboang.' The captain listened sagely,
his fingers trembling with palsy, his
soul aflame with brave artifices and
phrases, At times, with easy men-
dacity, Arnold brought what purported
to be telegrams and clippings, and the
blinded veteran listened with many
oracular throat clearings and wise cor-
rections.

But one night after he had gone to
bed, his temples throbbing with a
charge of the troop, which the liar had
evolved In the great campaign, the
three looked after him in a sort of fear.

“He's not so well,” muttered Granny.
“Suppose the troopship didn't come?”

“If it did,” retorted Arnoid, “things
would be worse.”

Nella stared at him. “What do you
mean? Won't we all be giad to see his
boy—a lieutenant with yellow stripes
and a medal of honor?”

Arnold looked back at her, startled;
he had not dreamed that the deceit had

grown so big. *“Why, Nel,” he mut-
tered, “you—you—"

She laughed. * Seems like I know this
Larry! I dream of him. Wouldn't it

be fine to love a man like that? TI've
listened to you and this crazy old sol-
dier talk, and I can just imagine him.
Hammy, when's he really coming
home?”

The young man looked again at her—
what splendid vision was he building
also, in his careless soul, with his great

campaign, his triumphs and heroie
deeds df the troopers over sea? *“Nel,

don't you mind,” he said.
I suppose, he'll come.”

Meantime he was _trying lament-
ably, to be a clerk In the water
office, though his penmanship was
abominable, his arithmetic a farce. The
second week the secretary looked over
his glasses and said:

“Arnold, are you the chep who was
before the grand jury last fall?”

“Yes,” answered the clerk

“Indéed?”’ the other smiled.

The new employe worked long hours,
sometimes collecting about the city in
the dusty afternoons of the cool sum-
mer. He met old familiars of the town
with enigmatic smiles or jesting in-
difference, but avoilded them where he
could. “And the harlequin street fors
got the renegade for other dfversions,
He was not one given to conscience:
to himself he said he was tired—no
more. Of Grace Wayne, as of Sylvla,
he thought with curlous welghings of
impersonal sentiment. “No matter
now,” he would- muse. “The card's
wiped clean—everything's got to be
new!”

Nella came one evening to find Miss
Granberry In the hall barricaded with
ancient hat boxes, lavender smelling
cases'and clothes flung from closet and
attic, agog with excited energy, wash-
ing orders and protesfs. A miracle had
come—indeed!

A wandering brother, sojourner of
north sheep camps, unheard of for 15
years, had broken his leg. He wrote
from Victoria and sent Granny $50, and
would she come succor the luckless
Iimb? Doubt, pleasure, dismay seized
the old lady. For 40 years she had
not crossed San Francisco bay. She
was aghast at the adventure, then her
kind heart rebounded to the lament-
able brother. Yes, she would go—but
the house? Mr. Hammy's laundry, the
Captain’s breakfast,. the Cookhouse
Kid? She looked askance at Nella's
assurance—a girl whose jdea of keep-
Ing house was to wash a handkerchief
and stick it to dry on the window!
But her telegram—she must get. to
the brother at once.

The neighborhood women—chiefly
Mis' Wilson, who kept the delicatessen
—sniffed at Granny's confiding the
lodgings to Nella. They retired with
headshakings, and this decided Granny
at once. All her fervent loyalty to
her own flashed out. Nella it would
be!

But she had a prodigality of cares
to leave behind. “Now, dearfe, will
you remember this?” she would cackle
over her packing-—the milk bottle must
be on the stairs, the scavenger man
patd Wednesdays only, and the side
rooms beyond the portieres were to
rent for $2.60 the week-—in the rear,
for two—an infinity of directions. She
paused once to bring forth the Japa-

“Next month,

nese student’s stunted hyacinth which

should have bloomed months ago,

“It's coming, dearie,” said the old
woman, “slow, but see here, and there,
pushing bravely through the mold! I'm
going to leave it with you, and If' I'm
not back ‘by Mr. Hammy's, birthday
on the 26th, you must give it to him-—
from me, Surely it will be in bloom
then!" s !

Arnold found them In this gabble
and throwing about; the girl sitting
on a trunk; the old woman, all her

‘intense nature at once rebounding

at this adventure, to her ears 'in
clothes and stuffy accumulations. He
was at once assalled with perplexi-
ties—the whole scheme of ving
for the four weeks Miss Granberry
would be gone was dinned into him—
rote and rule such as she had evolved

‘through the adjustments of an Intri-
_cate poverty of 50 years.

Even then, it' was with doubts that

‘Miss Granny departed the next day on

the /Victoria steamer. Arnold saw her
ted in her stater her black.
silk’ mitts folded in her lap and the
place reeking layender. - piaers
‘Arnold went directly to his work o

-t
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ENNE
SCO

Nella was in the tiny kitchen, which
was a haze of blue smoke, h@r sleeves
rolled up, a gay turban on her red
brown hair. The young man watched
her for a moment before he came to
speak cheerily. She looked up flushed,
pleased, but a trifile anxious.

“The old fellow upstairs isn't coming
down. He don't feel well, and he’s ask-
ing why the papers don't have any
news about that battle. Let's g0 up
to see him after'dinner—he only wants
some tea.s

With the flaxen haired child the two
gat at the kitchen table. The meat
was overdone, the canned tomatoes
thin, the macaroni soggy. A curious
constraint was on the group, though
Arnold praised the cooking extrava-
gantly, causing Nella to laugh, silly
over his whims. But they missed the
old woman's shrewd gossip; it was as
if a place were vacant on the firing
line: the forlorn outposts drew closer,
as though they stood in the dark, cheer-
ing one another through doubtful haz-
ards.

The young man looked gravely at
the girl across the tdble, at the waif
by her gide, at the dlm gas above in
Granny’s kitchen. 2

“Nella, you must get out of doors
more—you'ge losing your color. You
must be in the air, and not have thils
dismal old place on your mind.”

“Where'll I go?"' she laughed. it
can't go around town, and I'd be fright-
fully lonesome at the park.”

“Haven't you any friends—girl
friends, somewhere?"

“No. You know how women are! I
got to stay away. I'm all right—this
place’ll keep me busy. I feel more

contented, some way or other.,”

“Sunday you take the kid and go
across the bay to Sammy’s—you’ need
the outdoors, Nel.”

“No—I don’'t want to. The country
makes me lonely, and the old man’s
too sick. When'll his boy come back?”

“I don’t know,” muttered the dissem-
bler, disconcerted.

“I fixed a room for him-—the big east
one looking over the harbor where he
can see the transports off the Mission.
Do you really think he'll care to live
with us—an officer with a medal? The
east room's pretty. I put in the best
rugs and your lounging chair for Him.”

“Nel!” he retorted, startled—“for
Larry Calhoun!"

“It’s fine.” she answered gayly. “I

wonder what he’ll think of me? Can't
vou hear a word from him? There's
a letter come for you.”
Arnold openeg the envelope she gave
him. It was brief. His services with
the water corporation would not be re-
quired after the coming Saturday night.
With a smile he handed the typewritten
sheet to the girl and watched her face
harden beneath its import.

“Damn them!" she muttered, her eyes
bright on him.

“Don't you care,” he put in slowly.
“I was looking for something of the
kind. You see, the record I've got
around town kills me with the big
business houses. -There's nothing said,
but it's turned me away from a dozen
situations, Nel. The company just dis-
covered that T am the same Arnold who
was mixed In the grand jury business—
that's all. I'm a crook with them—
that’s merely a reasonable view of it.”

“T know! Well, no matter—what are
vou going to do now?”

“I'll have to find something. And I've
pretty well gone through the white
handed jobs. It isn't easy to find things
I can do.”

“I thought you were golng to leave
town.”
looked uneasily at her, at the
child, at the. window of Granberry's
kitchen. “Yes. But—well, I don't
know. You see—" he stopped in some
confusion before the Intent of her eves
—"“0, we’il get along all right. They
can't keep me out of everything, vou
know.”

“You
hills?”

“T am.”

“T.ook here,” ghe retorted, “vou go,
Hammy. Don't let us be a drag on you.
‘We can all get on.”

“The house can't run without money.”

"0, money! Money is easy. Here's
these dlamonds and my furs—they don’t
mean much, somehow, any more.”

“No—no. T thought I'd sell the old
plano and some of that china in my
rooms.” .

“Your mother's pretty things? No;
we can get on fine.,”

She rose and clattered the dishes with
a laugh, pushing back her reddish hair
which had tumbled about her brow.
“Money—I can always get money—
don't ever both dbout that! You go
to the country and be square.”

“Go? Kid, d4id you ever think how
alone we are? You and I up on this
hilltop with a blind old man and a
baby?”

She laughed in some confusion and
hurrfed about the work.

After a while, in the silence, Arnold
went to the attic roms above, under the
ancient gable.

The old man was asleep, the moon-
light, through the window, aslant on
his bushy brows, the scar above his
eyes. The younger watched him a
while Intently; a wistfulness had come
to the veteran's face—this waiting was
surely long, the ending vague; and
slowly the light was darkening. Only
one thing stood In. a splendor to the
Captain’s soul, and that was how the
voung fighting fellows had held the
line at Bamboang. The other man had
fed the story to him plece by piece;
the veteran could describe ft as vividly
as though he, the field marshal, had
stood on the heights and directed the
action. But it had become a thing that
was sapping the imagination of the
creator; Arnold felt at time that his
soul was eaten hollow with the deceit—
a mere shell of dreams.

Arnold went back to . his

sald you were golng to the

apart-

ments. Fred Weldy had asked him
to go to the theater tonight:
He came on Nella out In the

kitchen, and watched her, still the rest-
less and good humored. . Yet her youth
was going—the gilded halls of light
and laughter, of great Iimaginations,
had darkened; they "'had become a
hovel that encompassed her.

The black rat drew nearer. But
rarely would she see; to her had been
given lightness.

The man looked down on her. The
motherless child. had. tramped in a
flooded gutter that evening; its feet
were wet and the girl had only now
discovered’ it. The dim hall of the
lodgings was still; there had been for
three days no roomers except them-
selves. Arpold looked at his watch—
he was to meet Weldy at the Columbia
at 8 o'clock. . But he stayed irreso-
lutely. b : -

“Nell, T haven't touched the plano
for seven mon ve hardly sung a
note. You know my voice falled long
ago. But suppose we. get some music
out of that dusty corner and just
“ghl:’r. k Wi 'a

looked up with a laugh, always
her - ajmless, good-humored Mbrt.{o
the world—but he saw the . pleased
gratefulness in her eyes. . R
 He went to his room and it the
lamp, which cast it into ‘warm ‘shad-
ows; the marble Marquise on the pi

!

CHAPTER XXI!

HE following week Arnold found

a place on the water front, as

tally clerk for a shipping firm,

It would pay him $18 a week,
which now, in the needs of the house
on the hill, seemed munificent.

He came away under instructions to
report the following day, and oversee
the checking of produce as it arrived
on the boats from up the Sacramento
river. It was to be long night hours
on the wharves, but he told Nella Free
of his luck with enthusiasm—he had
been -about the town a week looking
for work in vain.

For the first time [fin his life Arneld
had come face to face with the hostile
social aspect—the complacent impu-
dence ' of rebuff—which the suppliant
for bread-labor ever meets from the
vestigial tyranny of men's minds, for
the dignity of labor is but a snug and
easy platitude. The man who pos-
sesses may glut the cruelty the dumb
races learned under the whips of for-
gotten kings on the man who must
ask—the same fat soft hand that ges-
tured to the slaves beaten to death as

they shoulder-strained at Cheops’
blocks waves complacently at the
bread-needy today.

Atnold, in his need and inutility,
reaped to the full his idle sowing
—he had no weapons for: these new
hazards of fortune against which
he now tried to make headway,
The town, it seemed, withifi the
month had forgetien him. He was
now facing its indifference and
suspicion with nothing but his new

simplicity of motive, and he saw how
he had builded on nothing, had noth-
ing, gained nothing. The friends of his
other life could give him no aid in this;
references would have damned him
where they would not provoke a smile.
But he kept on with the troubled seek-
Ing; at the house he had a droll cheer-
fulness, so that night after night they

came to watch for him, the walf ex-
pectant near the head of the stairs,
the Captain at the table, his hands
crossed on the head of his cane, and
the girl turning her face from the
murk of the kitchen with her idie
laugh,

The old man disconcerted him one

night; a hand trembling with palsy laid
a smudged newspaper by his plate. “On
the ‘30th they will be here,” said the
Captain calmly. “The Sherman sails
this week from Manila, the Thirg bat-
tallon is en board—my son's troop is
coming home."

The younger man stared at the paper,
Nella listened with curious absorption.
Tt was a brief cablegram among the
dispatches to the war department; the
Second 'cavalry was returning. The
veteran was quiet In his faith and
surety.

“Lawrence is coming on the 80th"

The Captain had been wistful these
many ' weeks, patient with his brief
questionings, eager in his reconstruc-
tions of the campalgn; but wistful for
a voice out of the silence. Now it had
come.

“A stranger In the park gave me the
paper,” he added. “I could not see it,
sir—my eyes are not so well. But
they're coming home—those young fel-
lows who did so well at Bamboang.”

“And he'll be a lieutenant?’ queried
Nella. “Do you suppose he’ll be in the
parade up Market street, like they al-
ways have—with a band?”’

The Captain nodded, pleased, but re-
buking. This was nothing—this wom-
an's way of seeing things. Arnold went
to his rooms leaving them discussing
the matter, the Captaln lofty, the girl
in absorption, chattering, and then in
fitful dreams. Alone, the graceless liar
studied the matter. He had created a
heroic presence In their minds—and
now he faced an inexplicable dilemma.

What could he tell the Captain when
the troopship was in the bay?—what
evasion offer Nella when the squadron
Yode the street?

To Be Continued Next Sunday
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- vivid, white in the gloom. Ho;méx;od

- among the music and went agaln to
the hall seeking the girl, =
- She ‘was still 1 the child, ' tak
shoes and kneeling to wring the
on
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