
•IX LEWISTON EVENING TELLER, MONDAY, SEPTEMBER 9, 1907.

The Woman In I 
the Alcove.

By ANNA KATHARINr- GREEN, f  
Author ot "The Millionaire It*Sr,” •The 

Flllirec Ball,” “The Hooae lu the 
Mlat,” “The Anetbyal 

Bei," Etc.

O e p y r lg h t ,  1900, T he B ob b s-M errill Oo.

I I  w as given a bunk a t the extrem e 
end of the long sleeping tent and turn- 

t ed in w ith the rest. I expected to 
sleep, but on finding that I could catch 
a sigh t of the sick tent from under the  
canvas I experienced such fascination 
In w atching this forbidden spot th a t 
m idnight came before I had closed my 
eyes. Then all desire to sleep left me, 
for the patien t be^an to moan and pres
ently  to talk, and the stillness of the 
solitary height being something abnor
m al I could sometimes catch the very 
words. Devoid as they were of all ra-

AJ1 th is tim e I had been using my 
eyes. There w as not much to see. but 
w h a t there  was w as romantically In
teresting . Aside from the furnace and 
w h a t wag going on there, there was 
l i t t le  else bu t a sleeping tent, a cook 
in g  te n t and the small one 1 had come 
o n  first, which w ithout the least doubt 
"Contained the sick man. This last ten t 
w as of a peculiar construction and 
show ed the prim itive nature of every
th in g  a t th is height. I t  consisted sim 
ply of a cloth throw n over a thing like 
a  trapeze. This cloth did not even 
com e to the  ground on either side, but 
stopped short a foot or so from the 
fla t mound of adobe which serves as a 
b ase  or floor for hu t or tent in New 
Mexico. The rear of th e  simple tent 
ab u tted  on the m ountain side. The 
opening w as tow ard the  valley. I felt 
An Intense desire to look Into this open
in g —so Intense th a t I thought 1 would 
v en tu re  on an a ttem pt to gratify  i t  

.'Scrutinizing the resolute face of the 
m an  before me and flattering myself 
th a t  I detected signs of humor under
lying his professional bruskness, I 
asked, som ew hat m ournfully. If he 
■would let me go aw ay w ithout so 
m uch as a glance a t the  man 1 had 
com e so fa r  to see. “A glimpse would 
sa tis fy  me now,” I assured him as the i 
h in t of a tw inkle flashed in his eye. | 
“ Surely there  will be no harm In that. 
I ’ll tak e  it Instead of supper.”

H e smiled, but not encouragingly, 
«n d  I w as feeling very despondent In
deed w hen the canvas on which our 
eyes w ere fixed suddenly shook, nnd 
th e  calm figure of a woman stepped 
o u t before us, clad In the simplest 
garb , bu t show ing in every line of face 
an d  form a character of mingled kind
ness and shrewdness. She w as evi
d en tly  on the  lookout for the doctor, 
fo r  she m ade a sign as she saw  him 
and  retu rned  Instantly  into the tent.

“Mr. F atrb ro ther has ju st fallen 
asleep ,” he explained. “I t  isn 't disci
p line and I shall have to apologize to 
M iss Serra, but if you will promise 
no t to  speak nor m ake tin least dis

tu rbance  1 will let you take the  one 
peep you prefer to supper.”

“ I prom ise,” said I.
L eading the way to the opening, he 

w hispered a word to the nurse, then 
m otioned me to look in. The sight [ 
w as a simple one, but to me very 1m- f 
pressive. The owner of palaces, a 
m an  to whom millions were as thou- i 
aands to such poor devils as myself, 
lay on an  improvised bed of ever
greens, w rapped in a horse blanket and 
w ith  nothlDg better than  another of 
th ese  rolled up under his head. A t his | 
aide sa t his nurse on w hat looked like 
th e  uneven stum p of a  tree. Close to 
h e r  band w as a tolerably flat stone, on 
w hich  I saw  arranged a num ber of ! 
bo ttles and such o ther comforts as 
w ere absolutely necessary to a proper \ 
c a re  of the sufferer.

T h a t w as all. In these few words I 
h av e  told the whole story. To be sure, 
th is  sim ple tent, perched 7,000 feet and ! 
m ore above sea level, bad one advant-1 
age w hich even his g rea t house in 
New York could not offer. This was 
th e  outlook. Lying as he did facing 
th e  valley he had only to  open his eyes 
to  catch a full view of the panoram a 
o f  sky and m ountain stretched out be- 
fo re  him. I t  w as glorious; w hether j 
aeen a t  morning, noon or night, glori- j 
eus. Rut I doubt if he would not glad- j 
ly  have exchanged it  fo r a sight of his ; 
hom e walls.

A s I sta rted  to go a s tir  took place 
In th e  b lanket w rapped about his chin, 
a n d  I caught a glim pse of the iron 
g ray  head and hollow cheeks of the 
g re a t financier. He w as a very sick 
m an. Even I could see that. H ad I 
ob tained  the perm ission I sought and 
been allowed to ask him one of the 
m any  questions burning on my tongue,
I  should have received only delirium 
fo r  reply. There w as no reaching th a t 
clouded intelligence now, and I felt 
g ra tefu l to the doctor for convincing 
me of it.

I told him so and thanked him quite 
w arm ly when we were well away from 
th e  tent, and his answ er was almost 
kindly, though he m ade no effort to 
b ide his im patience and anxiety to see 
m e go. The looks he cast a t the sun 
w ere significant, and having no wish to 
antagonize him and every wish to visit 
th e  spot again I moved tow ard my 
b o rse  w ith th e  intention of untying 
b lm .

To my surprise the doctor held me 
back.

“You can’t go tonight,” said he. “Your 
horse has h u rt himself.”

I t  w as true. There w as something ! 
th e  m atte r w ith the anim al's left fore i 
foot. As the doctor lifted it the mau I 
ag er cam e up. He agreed w ith the doc- j 
to r. I could not make the descent to 
S an ta  F e  on th a t horse th a t night. Did 1 
I  feel elated? Rather. I had no wish 
to  descend. Yet I was fa r  from fore- 
aeelng  w hat the night w as to bring to 

_ me.
I  w as turned over to  the manager, 

trat n o t w ithout a final injunction from 
th e  doctor. “Not a  word to any one 
ab o u t your errand! Not a word about 
th e  New York tragedy, as you value 
M r. F a irb ra th e r 's  life!”

"Not a word,” said I.
Then ho^eft me.
T a  see the sun go down and the 

m oon corns up from a ledge bung, as it 
-were, In mid atr! The experience was 
■o v a l b o t 1 refrain. 1 have more ta -

f .

He motioned me to look in. 
tional meaning, they excited my curi
osity to the burning point, for who 
could tell if he might not say some
th ing  bearing  on the mystery?

B u t th a t  fevered mind had recurred 
to early  scenes, and the babble which 
cam e to my ears was all of mining 
cam ps in the Rockies and the dicker 
of horses. Perhaps the uneasy move
m ent of my horse pulling a t the  end of 
his te th e r  had  disturbed him. P e r 
haps—

B u t a t  the inner utterance of the 
second “perhaps” I found myself up 
on my elbow listening with all my ears 
and  sta rin g  with wide stretched eyes 
a t the th icket of stunted trees where 
the  road debouched on the platform . 
Som ething was astir there besides my 
horse. I could catch sounds of an un 
m istakab le  nature. A rider w as com
ing up the trail.

Slipping back into my place, I tu rn 
ed tow nrd the doctor, who lay some 
tw o or th ree bunks nearer the open
ing. H e had started  up, too, and in a  
m om ent w as out of the tent. I do not 
th ink  he had observed my action, for

It w as very dark where I lay, and his 
back had been turned tow ard me. As 
for the  others, they slept like the dead, 
only they made more noise.

In te res ted —everything is interesting 
a t such a height. I brought my eye to 
bear on the ledge and soon saw by the 
lim pid light of a full moon the stiff, 
short branches of the trees, on which 
my gaze w as fixed, give way to  an 
advancing horse and rider.

“Hello!” shouted the doctor in a 
w hisper which was in itself a w arn 
ing. “E asy there! We have sickness in 
th is camp, and it’s a late hour fo r vis 
I to rs.”

“I know ."
The answ er w as subdued, but ea r

nest.
“ I ’m the m agistrate of th is d istric t 

I ’ve a question to ask this sick man on 
behalf of the New York chief of police, 
who is a personal friend of mine. I t  it 
connected wiU»”—

“H ush!”
The doctor had seized him by the 

arm  and  turned his face away from 
the sick tent. Then the two beads came 
together, and an argum ent began.

I could not hear a word of It, but 
their motions were eloquent. My sym 
pathy w as with the m agistrate, oi 
course, and I watched eagerly while hé 
passed a le tter over to the doctor, who 
vainly strove to read it by the light ot 
the moon. Finding this Impossible, he 
w as about to return  it when the other 
struck  a  m atch and lit a lantern bang
ing from  the horn of his saddle. The 
tw o heads came together again, but as 
quickly separated, with every appear
ance of irreeonci lernent, and I w as se t
tling back with sensations of great dis
appointm ent when a sound fell on the 
n ight so unexpected to all concerned 
th a t w ith  a common impulse each eye 
sought the sick tent.

“W ater! Will some one give me w a
ter?” a  voice had cried quietly, with 
none of the delirium which had h ither
to rendered  it unnatural.

T he doctor started  for the tent. 
T here w as the quickness of surprise in 
his movement, and the gesture he made 
to th e  m agistrate  as he passed In re 
aw akened an expectation in my breast 
which m ade me doubly watchful.

Providence was intervening in our 
favor, and I was not surprised to see 
him presently  reissue with the nurse, 
whom he drew  into the shadow of the 
trees, w here they had a short confer
ence. I f  she returned alone into the 
ten t a f te r  this conference I should 
know th a t the m atter was at an end 
and th a t the doctor had decided to 
m aintain  his authority against th a t of 
the m agistrate. But she remained out
side, and the m agistrate was invited to 
Join th e ir council. When they again 
left the shadow of the trees It w as to 
approach the tent.

T he m agistrate, who was in the rear, 
could not have more than passed the 
opening, but I thought him far enough 
Inside not to detect any movement on 
my part, so I took advantage of the sit- 
nation to  worm myself out of my cor
ner and across the ledge to where the 
ten t m ade a shadow In the m oonlight

Crouching close and laying my ear 
against the canvas, I listened.

The nurse w as speaking in a gently 
persuasive tone. I Imagined her kneel
ing by the head Of the patient and 
breathing words Into his ear. Tbeae 
were what I beard:

“Yon love dim moods- I have often
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