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An Afternoon 
Miracle 

How a Fearful Heart Came to 
Full Courage 

By 0 . HENRY 
Copyr igh t , 1907, b y t h e MeClu re 

C o m p a n y . 

At the United States end of an in
ternational river bridge four armed 
rangers sweltered in a little adobe but, 
steeping a fairly faithful espionage 
mpon the lagging trail of passengers 
'from the Mexican side. 

Bud Dawson, proprietor of the Top 
tNotch saloon, had on the evening pre-
fvious violently ejected from his prem
ises one Leandro Garcia for alleged 
^violation of the Top Notch code of be-
ihavior. Garcia had mentioned twenty-
four hours as a limit, by which time he 
would call and collect a plentiful in
demnity for personal satisfaction. 

This Mexican, though a tremendous 
ibraggart, was thoroughly courageous, 
and each side of the river respected 
(him for one of these attributes. 

The day designated by Garcia for ret
ribution was to be further signalized 
on the American side by a cattlemen's 
convention, a bullfight and an old 
settlers' barbecue and picnic. Knowing 
the avenger to be a man of his word 
and believing it prudent to court peace 
,"While three such gently social relaxa
tions were in progress, Captain Mc-
Nulty of the ranger company stationed 
there detailed his lieutenant and three 
men for duty at the end of the bridge 
.Their instructions were to prevent the 
invasion of Garcia, either alone or at
tended by his gang. 

Travel was slight that sultry after
noon, and the rangers swore gently 
and mopped their brows in their con
venient but close quarters. For an 
ihour no one had crossed save an old 
{woman enveloped in a brown wrapper 
and a black mantilla, driving before 
her a burro loaded with kindling wood 
tied in small bundles for peddling. 
Then three shots were fired down the 
street, the sound coming clear and 
snappy through the still air. 

The four rangers quickened from 
sprawling, symbolic figures of indo
lence to alert life, but only one rose to 
his feet. Three turned their eyes be
seechingly but hopelessly upon the 
fourth, who had got nimbly up and 
nvas buckling his cartridge belt around 
him. The three knew that Lieutenant 
Bob Buckley in command would allow 
no man of them the privilege of in
vestigating a row whon he himself 
migh t go. 

The agile, broad chested lieutenant, 
.without a change of expression in his 
smooth, yellow brown, melancholy face, 
shot the belt strap through the guard 
of the buckle, hefted his sixes in their 
holsters as a belle gives the finishing 
touches to her toilet, caught up his 
Winchester and dived for the door. 

The three relapsed into resigned in
ertia and plaintive comment 

"I've heard of fellows," grumbled 
Broncho Leathers, "what was wedded 
to danger, but if Bob Buckley ain't 
committed bigamy with trouble I'm a 
son of a gun." 

"Peculiarness of Bob is," inserted 
the Neuces Kid, "he ain't had proper 
trainin'. He never learned how to git 
skeered, Now a man ought to be skeer-
ed enough when he tackles a fuss to 
banker after readin' his name on the 
list of survivors anyway." 

"Buckley,"' commented Ranger No 
3, who was a misguided eastern man 
burdened with an education, "scraps in 
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such a solemn manner that I have 
been led to doubt its spontaneity. I'm 
not quite on to his system, but he 
fights, like Tybalt, by the book of 
arithmetic." 

"Anyway," summed up Broncho, 
*fBob's about the gamest man I ever 
see along the Bio Bravo." 

How well Bob Buckley had kept his 
secret, since these men, for two years 
his side comrades in countless border 
raids and dangers, thus spake of hfm, 
not knowing that he was the most ar-
Srant physical coward in all that Rio 
feravo country! Neither his friends 
nor his enemies had suspected him of 
aught else than the finest courage. 
It was purely a physical cowardice, 
and only by an extreme grim effort of 
win had he forced his craven body to 
do the bravest deeds. 

Scourging himself always as a monk 
(whips his besetting sin, Buckley threw 
himself with apparent recklessness 

into every danger, with the hope of 
some day ridding himself of the de
spised affliction. But each successive 
test brought no relief, and the ranger's 
face, by nature adapted to cheerful
ness and good humor, became set to 
the guise of gloomy melancholy. Thus, 
while the frontier admired his deeds 
and his prowess was celebrated in 
print and by word of mouth in many 
campfires in the valley of the Bravo, 
his heart was sick within him. Only 
himself knew of the horrible tighten
ing of the chest, the dry mouth, the 
weakening of the spine, the agony of 
the strung nerves—the never failing 
symptoms of his shameful malady. 

One mere boy in his company was 
wont to enter a fray with a leg perch
ed flippantly about the horn of his 
saddle, a cigarette hanging from his 
lips, which emitted smoke and original 
slogans of clever invention. Buckley 
would have given a year's pay to at
tain that devil-may-care method. 

Buckley's conscience was of the New 
England order with western adjust
ments, and he continued to get his 
rebellious body into as many diffi
culties as possible, wherefore on that 
sultry afternoon he chose to drive his 
own protesting limbs to investigation 
of that sudden alarm that had startled 
the peace and dignity of the state. 

Two squares down the street stood 
the Top Notch saloon. Here Buckley 
came upon signs of a recent upheaval. 
A few curious spectators pressed about 
its front entrance, grinding beneath 
their heels the fragments of a plate 
glass window. Inside, Buckley found 
Bud Dawson utterly ignoring a bullet 
wound in his shoulder, while he feel
ingly wept at having to explain why 
he failed to drop the "blamed masque-
rooter" who shot him. 

"You know, Buck, I'd 'a' plum got 
aim first rattle if I'd thought a min
ute. Come in a-masquerootin', playin' 
female till he got the drop and turned 
loose. I never reached for a gun, 
thinkin' it was sure Chihuahua Betty 
or Mrs. Atwater or anyhow one of 
the Mayfield girls comin' a-gunnin', 
which they might, liable as not I 
never thought of that blamed Garcia 
until"— 

"Garcia!" snapped Buckley. "How 
did he get over here?" 

Bud's bartender took the ranger by 
the arm and led him to the side door. 
There stood a patient gray burro crop
ping the grass along the gutter, with a 
load of kindling wood tied across his 
back. On the ground lay a black shawl 
and a voluminous brown dress. 

"Masquerootin' in them things," 
called Bud, still resisting attempted 
ministrations to his wounds. "Thought 
he was a lady till he give a yell and 
winged me " 

"He went down this side street," said 
the bartender. "He was alone, and 
he'll hide out till night, when his gang 
comes over You ought to find him in 
that Mexican layout below the depot 
He's got a girl down there—Pancha 
Sales." 

"How was he armed?" asked Buck
ley. 

"Two pearl handled sixes and a 
knife." 

"Keep this for me, Billy," said the 
ranger, handing over his Winchester-
quixotic, perhaps, but it was Bob 
Buckley's way. 

As Buckley swung upon the trail he 
fell the beginning of the suffocating 
constriction about his throat the cold 
sweat under the brim of his hat, the 
old, shameful, dreaded sinking of his 
heart as it went down, down, down 
in his bosom. 

The morning train of the Mexican 
Central had that day been three hours 
late, thus failing to connect with the 
I. and G. N. on the other side of the 
river. Passengers for Los Estado<-
TTnidos grumblingly sought entertain
ment in the little swaggering mongrel 
town of two nations, for until the 
morrow no other train would come 
to rescue them—grumblingly because 
two days later would begin the great 
fair and races in San Antone. Con
sider that at that time San Antoue 
was the hub of th*» wheel of fortune, 
and the names of its spokes were 
cattle, wool, faro, running horses and 
ozone. Especially did the caterers to 
the amusement of the people haste to 
San Antone. Two greatest shows on 
earth were already there, and dozens 
of smallest ones were on the way. 

On a side track near the mean little 
dobe depot stood a private car, left 
there by the Mexican train thar morn
ing and doomed by an ineffectual 
schedule to ignobly await, amid 
squalid surroundings, connection with 
the next day's regular 

The car had been once a common day 
coach, but those who had sat in it and 
cringed to the conductor's hatband 
slips would never have recognized it in 
its transformation. Paint and gilding 
and certain domestic touches had lib
erated it from any suspicion of public 
servitude. The whitest of lace cur
tains Judiciously screened its windows. 
From its fore end drooped in the tor
rid air the flag of Mexico. From its 
rear projected the stars and stripes 
and a busy stovepipe, the latter re-en
forcing in its suggestion of culinary 
comforts the general suggestion of pri
vacy and ease. The beholder's eye, re
garding its gorgeous sides, found inter
est to culminate in a single name in 
gold and blue letters extending almost 
its entire length—a single name, the 
audacious privilege of royalty and gen
ius Doubly, then, was this arrogant 
nomenclature here justified, for the 
name was that of "Alvarita, Queen of 
the Serpent Tribe." This her car was 
back from a triumphant tour of the 
Principal Mexican cities and now head 
ed for San Antonio, where, according 
to a promissory advertisement, she 
would exhibit her "marvelous domin
ion and fearless control over deadly 
and venomous serpents, handling them 
with ease as they coil and hiss to the 
terror of thousands of tongue tied 
tremblers!" 

One hundred in the shade kept the vi

cinity somewhat depeopled. This quar
ter of the town was a ragged edge, its 
denizens the bubbling froth of five na
tions. 

In this sordid spot was condemned to 
remain for certain hours the impotent 
transport of the Queen of the Serpent 
Tribe. 

The front door of the car was open. 
Its forward end was curtained off into 
a small reception room. A neat carpet 
was under foot A pitcher, sweating 
cold drops, and a glass stood upon a 
fragile stand. In a willow rocker, 
reading a newspaper, sat Alvarita. 

Spanish, you would say; Andalusian, 
or, better still, Basque; that compound, 
like the diamond, of darkness and fire; 
hair the shade of purple grapes view
ed at midnight; eyes long, dusky 
and disquieting with their untroubled 
directness of gaze; face haughty 
and bold, touched with a pretty inso
lence that gave it life. To hasten 
conviction of her charm, but glance 
at the stacks of handbills in the corner, 
green and yellow and white. Upon 
them you see an incompetent present-
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ment of the senorita in her profes
sional garb and pose. Irresistible in 
black lace and yellow ribbons, she 
faces you. A blue racer is spiraled 
upon each bare arm. Coiled twice 
about her waist and once about her 
neck, his horrid head close to hers, 
you perceive Kuku. the great eleven 
foot Asian python. 

A hand drew aside the curtain that 
partitioned the car, and a middle aged 
faded woman, holding a knife and a 
half peeled potato, looked in and said: 

"Alviry, are you right busy?" 
"I'm reading the home- paper, ma. 

What do you think? That pale, tow 
headed Matilda Prict* got the most 
votes in the News for the prettiest girl 
In Gallipo-lees " 

"Shuh! She wouldn't of done it if 
you'd been home, Alviry. Lord knows 
I hope we'll be there before fall's over. 
I'm tired gallopin' round the world 
playin' we are dagoes and givin' 
snake shows But that ain't what I 
wanted to say. That there biggest 
snake's gone again. I've looked all 
over the car and can't find him. 

"Oh, blame that old rascal!" ex
claimed the queen, throwing down her 
paper. "This is the third time he's got 
away. George never will fasten down 
the lid to his box properly, I do be
lieve he's afraid of Kuku. Now I've 
got to go hunt him " 

A few minutes later Alvarita stepped 
upon the forward platform, ready for 
her quest 

"Ain't you afraid to go out alone, 
Alviry?" queried the queen mother 
anxiously. "There's so many rough 
people about Mebbe you'd better"— 

"I never saw anything 1 was afraid 
of yet, ma, especially people, and men 
in particular. Don't you fret I'll trot 
along back as soon as I find that run
away scamp." 

The dust lay thick upon the bale 
ground near the tracks Alvarita's eye 
soon discovered the serrated trail of 
the escaped python. It led across the 
depot grounds and away down a 
smaller street in the direction of the 
little canyon, as predicted by her. 

A hundred yards and the limits of 
the town were passed, scattered chap
arral succeeding, and then a noble 
grove overflowing the bijou canyon 
Through this a small, bright stream 
meandered. Parklike it was, with a 
kind of cockney ruralness further in
dorsed by the waste papers and rifled 
tins of picnickers. Up this stream 
and down it, among its pseudo sylvan 
glades and depressions, wandered the 
bright and unruffled Alvarita. Once 
she saw evidence of the recreant rep
tile's progress in his distinctive trail 
across a spread of fine sand in the ar-
royo. The living water was bound to 
lure him He could not be far away. 

So sure was she of his immediate 
proximity that she perched herself to 
idle for a time in the curve of a great 
creeper that looped down from a giant 
water elm. To reach this she climbed 
from the pathway a little distance up 
the side of a steep and rugged incline. 
Around her chaparral grew thick and 
high. 

Alvarita removed her hat and, undo
ing the oppressive convolutions of her 
hair, began to slowly arrange it in two 
long, dusky plaits 

From the obscure depths of a thick 
clump of evergreen shrubs five feet 
away two small jewel bright eyes were 
steadfastly regarding her. Colled there 
Jay Kuku, the great python—Kuku, the 
magnificent, he of the plated muzzle, 
the grooved lips, the eleven foot 
stretch of elegantly and brilliantly 
mottled skin. The great python was 
viewing his mistress without a sound 
or motion to disclose his presence. 

Alvarita heard a sudden crunching 
of the gravel below her. Turning her 
head, she saw a big, swarthy Mexi

can, with a daring and evil expression, 
contemplating her with an ominous 
dull eye. 

"What do you want?" she asked as 
sharply as five hairpins between her 
lips would permit, continuing to plait 
her hair and looking him over with 
placid contempt The Mexican contin
ued to gaze at her and showed his 
teeth In a white, jagged smile. 

"I no hurt-y you, senorita," he said. 
"You bet you won't," answered the 

queen, shaking back one finished, mas
sive plait "But don't you think you'd 
better mov< on?" 

"Not hurt-y you—no. But maybeso 
take one beso—one li'l kees, you call 
him." 

The man smiled again and set his 
foot to ascend the slope. Alvarita 
leaned swiftly and picked up a stone 
the size of a cocoanut 

"Vamoose, quick," she ordered per
emptorily, "you coon!" 

The red of insult burned through the 
Mexican's dark skin. 

"Hidalgo. Yo!" he shot between his 
fangs. "I am not neg-r-ro! Diabla 
bonita, for that you shall pay me." 

He made two quick upward steps 
this time, but the stone, hurled by no 
weak arm, struck him square in the 
chest He staggered back to the foot
way, swerved half around and met 
another sight that drove all thoughts 
of the girl from his head. She turned 
her eyes to see what had diverted his 
interest A man with red-brown, curl
ing hair and a melancholy, sunburned, 
smooth shaven face was coming up 
the path twenty yards away. Around 
the Mexican's waist was buckled a pis
tol belt with two empty holsters. He 
had laid aside his sixes—possibly in 
the jacal of the fair Pancha—and had 
forgotten them when the passing of 
the fairer Alvarita had enticed him to 
her trail His hands now flew instinc
tively to the holsters; but, finding the 
weapons gone, he spread his fingers 
outward with the eloquent abjuring, 
deprecating Latin gesture and stood 
like a rock. Seeing his plight, the 
newcomer unbuckled his own belt con
taining two revolvers, threw it upon 
the ground and continued to advance. 

"Splendid'" murmured Alvarita, 
with flashing eyes. 

As Bob Buckley, according to the 
mad code of bravery that his sensitive 
conscience Imposed upon his cowardly 
nerves, abandoned his guns and closed 
in upon his enemy, the old, inevitable 
nausea of abject fear wrung him. The 
hot .Tune day turned to moist Novem
ber And still he advanced, spurred 
by a mandatory pride that strained its 
uttermost against his weakling flesh. 

The distance between the two men 
slowly lessened. The Mexican stood 
immovable, waiting. When scarce five 
yards separated them a little shower 
of loosened gravel rattled down from 
above to the ranger's feet. He glanc 
ed upward with instinctive caution. A 
pair of da rk eyes, brilliantly soft and 
fienly tender, encountered and held his 
own. The most fearful heart and the 
boldest one in all the Rio Bravo coun
try exchanged a silent and inscrutable 
communication. Alvarita, still seated 
within her vine, leaned forward above 
the breast high chaparral. One hand 
was laid across her bosom One great 
dark braid curved forward over her 
shoulder. Her lips were parted, her 
face was lit with what seemed but 
wonder—great and absolute wonder. 
Her eyes lingered upon Buckley's Let 
no one ask or presume to tell through 
what subtle medium the miracle was 
performed. As by a lightning flash 
two clouds will accomplish counter 
poise and compensation of electric sur
charge, so on that eye glance the man 
received his complement of manhood, 
and the maid conceded what enriched 
her womanly grace by its loss 

The Mexican, suddenly stirring, ven
tilated his attitude of apathetic wait 
ing by conjuring swiftly from his boot 
leg a long knife. Buckley east aside 
his hat and laughed once aloud like a 
happy schoolboy at a frolic. Then, 
empty handed, he sprang nimbly and 
Garcia met him without default 

So soon was the engagement ended 
that disappointment imposed upon the 
ranger's warlike ecstasy Instead of 
dealing the traditional downward 
stroke, the Mexican lunged straight 
with his knife. Buckley took the pre
carious chance and caught his wrist 
fair and firm. Then he delivered the 
good Saxon knockout blow, always so 
pathetically disastrous to the fistless 
Latin races, and Garcia was down 
and out, with his head under a clump 
of prickly pears The ranger looked 
up again to the Queen of the Serpents 

Alvarita scrambled down to the 
path. 

"I'm mighty glad 1 happened along 
when I did," said the ranger. 

"He—he frightened me so," cooed 
Alvarita. 

They did not hear the long, *ow hiss 
of the python under the shrubs. 

Then came galloping to the spot the 
civic authorities, and to them the ran
ger awarded the prostrate disturber 
of the peace, whom they bore away 
limply across the saddle of one of 
their mounts But Buckley and Alva
rita lingered. 

Slowly, slowly they walked. The 
ranger regained his belt of weapons. 
With a fine timidity she begged the 
indulgence of fingering the great "for 
ty-fives" with little "ohs" and "ahs' 
of newborn, delicious shyness. 

The canoncito was growing dusky. 
Beyond its terminus in the river bluff 
they could see the outer world yet 
suffused with the waning fjlory of sun
set 

A scream—a piercing scream of 
fright from Alvarita. Back she cow
ered, and the ready protecting arm of 
Buckley formed her refuge. What 
terror so dire as to thus beset the close 
of the reign of the never before daunt
ed queen? 

Across the path there crawled a 
caterpillar, a horrid, fuzzy, two inch 
caterpillar! Truly, Kuku, thou wert 
avenged. Thus abdicated the Queen 
of the Serpent Tribe. Viva la rein*! 
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I Slendorado Farmers' Mutual Fire Insurance Cn f 

O. H. UGLEM, President 
CHAS. D. KALIHER, Treasurer 

Insurance in Force $ 1 , 3 0 0 , 0 0 0 

Average cost to members but one-half of that charged by old line f 
companies. For further information write * 

J. A. Erstad, Secretary Freer, Minn. | 
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L. C. HUMMEL 
D4»al*r i n 

Fresh and Salt Meats, Lard, 
Poultry, Fish and Game in Season. 

Both Telephones. 

Main Street, (Opposite Starch Factory.) Princeton, Minn. 

I Northern Cement Construction Go. 1 
(Successors to Bergman Bros.) 

PRINCETON, MINNESOTA 

-Contractors and Builders of-

g= Cement Sidewalks, Curbs, Steps, Borders, i s 
£= Street Crossings, Lawn Walks, Cellar •=! 
§£ Bottoms, Barn Floors, Etc. 2 
SE Agents for the Fama Stonewood Flooring 3 

H Arched Root Cellars a Specialty 1 
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Job Printing and Job Printing 

THERE are two kinds of Job Printing—tnat which is neat and 
artistic and that which possesses neither of these qualities. The 
Princeton Union makes it a point to turn out none but the former 

kind,' and the Union finds this easy because it has the type, machinery 
andskilled labor with which to accomplish it. 

Nothing Looks Worse Than 
Botched Job Printing. 

I t is a drawback to the business of a merchant or anyone else who uses 
it. Botched Job Printing suggests loose methods. Then why not use 
the kind printed by the Union? I t costs you no more and gives the 
public a good impression of your business. The Princeton Union is 
prepared to execute every description of 

Commercial and Fancy Printing 
at short notice and nominal prices. If you are in need of letterheads, 
noteheads, billheads, statements, cards, posters, programs, wedding 
invitations or any other work in the printing line, an order for the 
same nlaced with the Union will insure its being produced in an at
tractive and un-to-date style. 

&/>e PRINCETON UNION 
P r i n c e t o n , M i n n e s o t i 

WAR OF THE WALKS. 

Humors of the Right of Way on the 
Streets of Havana. 

Between 2 and 3 o'clock in the after
noon Havana begins to revive from 
the lull which fails at about 11, for, 
although this city no longer frankly 
retires to sleep the siesta as she ought, 
she does doze dully in the motionless 
thick heat of midday. 

After 3 one sees ladies venturing 
forth in twos and threes to the streets 
where the best shops are. This is the 
hour in which to witness, if one has 
eyes and humor for it, a whole series 
of comic occurrences. 

Havana's sidewalks are narrow, 
and their lack of width gives rise to 
some local customs and a deal of heart
burning. One does not keep hard to 
the right, regardless, in approaching 
another person traveling along the 
narrow flagging in the opposite direc
tion. One must take under advise
ment sex, age, color and present condi
tion of servitude as blazoned forth for 
all to read in the details of personal 
attire. 

Men usually give women the inside 
of the walk, stepping down when 
necessary to let them pass. Serving 
people, regardless of age and sex, and 
all others who so humble themselves 
as to carry packages are expected to 
yield th& walks to their superiors, who 
then are about everybody they meet 

Frequently, of course, it is difficult 
to make in the flash of turning a cor
ner all the nice calculations requisite 
to deciding who shall have the walk 
and who shall surrender i t 

I know of nothing funnier th^p to 
watch two fairly well dressed and cor

pulent Cuban ladies determining, as 
they stand tottering, face to face on a 
foot wide flagging, the whole delicate 
problem of their relative rank. The 
one arrayed in the giddiest garment 
seems usually to win. 

If there is small choice in color and 
cost between the pink costume of one 
and the blue costume of the other 
the one with the straightest hair stands 
fast and the other walks round, some
times with grunts and comments sotto. 
voce. 

Or, all details seeming equal, they* 
face each other and glare until the one-
with least nerve wilts, swerves into an. 
adjacent doorway, and the victorious-
one sweeps by with uptilted chin and 
exultant petticoats.—Irene A. Wright's. 
"Cuba." 

Warning Before Command. 
In bringing up my children I found 

that at night when they were tired 
they were spared many tears by being 
warned before I gave them a strict 
command. Instead of saying "Now it 
is time to go to bed. Put away your 
blocks at once," I would say. "It is 
nearly time to go to bed. Finish your 
house first and then put away your 
blocks." In this way the children 
were fully prepared to go, and there 
was consequently no begging and no 
temptation for me to show my lack 
of firmness by being persuaded to al
low them to build "just one more 
house." 

Imagine a mother in the midst of an 
absorbing chapter being told by one in, 
higher authority to put down her book} 
at once and go to bed. Would it not 
save a frown of impatience to be told) 
to finish the chapter first?-Harper's 
Bazar. 
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