(1) The Gift Of The Magi
[ ]
One dollar and eighty-seven cents. That was all. And
sixty cents of it was in pennies. Pennies saved one
and two at a time by bulldozing the grocer and the
vegetable man and the butcher until one’s cheeks
burned with the silent imputation of parsimony that
such close dealing implied. Three times Della
counted it. One dollar and eighty-seven cents. And
the next day would be Christmas.

There was clearly nothing to do but flop
down on the shabby little couch and howl. So Della
did it. Which instigates the moral reflection that life
is made up of sobs, sniffles, and smiles, with sniffles
predominating.

While the mistress of the home is gradually
subsiding from the first stage to the second, take a
look at the home. A furnished flat at $8 per week. It
did not exactly beggar description, but it certainly
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had that word on the lookout for the mendicancy
squad.

In the vestibule below was a letter-box into
which no letter would go, and an electric button
from which no mortal finger could coax a ring. Also
appertaining thereunto was a card bearing the name
‘Mr. James Dillingham Young.’

[

]

The ‘Dillingham’ had been flung to the
breeze during a former period of prosperity when its
possessor was being paid $30 per week. Now, when
the income was shrunk to $20, the letters of
‘Dillingham’ looked blurred, as though they were
thinking seriously of contracting to a modest and
unassuming D. But whenever Mr. James Dillingham
Young came home and reached his flat above he was
called ‘Jim’ and greatly hugged by Mrs. James
Dillingham Young, already introduced to you as
Della. Which is all very good.
[

]
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[

]

D
[

]

Della finished her cry and attended to her
cheeks with the powder rag. She stood by the
window and looked out dully at a gray cat walking a
gray fence in a gray backyard. Tomorrow would be
Christmas Day, and she had only $1.87 with which
to buy Jim a present. She had been saving every
penny she could for months, with this result. Twenty
dollars a week doesn’t go far. Expenses had been
greater than she had calculated. They always are.
Only $1.87 to buy a present for Jim. Her Jim. Many
a happy hour she had spent planning for something
nice for him. Something fine and rare and sterling -something just a little bit near to being worthy of the
honor of being owned by Jim.
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There was a pier-glass between the windows
of the room. Perhaps you have seen a pier-glass in
an $8 flat. A very thin and very agile person may, by
observing his refection in a rapid sequence of
longitudinal strips, obtain a fairly accurate
conception of his looks. Della, being slender, had
mastered the art.

Suddenly she whirled from the window and
stood before the glass. Her eyes were shining
brilliantly, but her face had lost its color within
twenty seconds. Rapidly she pulled down her hair
and let it fall to its full length.

Now, there were two possessions of the
James Dillingham Youngs in which they both took a
mighty pride. One was Jim’s gold watch that had
been his father’s and his grandfather’s. The other
was Della’s hair. Had the Queen of Sheba lived in
the flat across the air shaft, Della would had let her
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hair hang out the window some day to dry just to
depreciate Her Majesty’s jewels and gifts. Had King
Solomon been the janitor, with all his treasures piled
up in the basement, Jim would have pulled out his
watch every time he passed, just to see him pluck at
his beard from envy.

So now Della’s beautiful hair fell about her
rippling and shining like a cascade of brown waters.
It reached below her knee and made itself almost a
garment for her. And then she did it up again
nervously and quickly. Once she faltered for a
minute and stood still while a tear or two splashed
on the worn red carpet.

On went her old brown jacket; on went her
old brown hat. With a whirl of skirts and with the
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brilliant sparkle still in her eyes, she fluttered out the
door and down the stairs to the street.

Where she stopped the sign read: ‘Mme.
Sofronie. Hair Goods of All Kinds.’ One flight up
Della ran, and collected herself, panting. Madame,
large, too white, chilly, hardly looked the ‘Sofronie.’
[
]
[

]

‘Will you buy my hair?’ asked Della.
‘I buy hair,’ said Madame. ‘Take yer hat off
and let’s have a sight at the looks of it.’
Down rippled the brown cascade.
‘Twenty dollars,’ said Madame, lifting the
mass with a practiced hand.
‘Give it to me quick,’ said Della.
[
[

]
]

[
]

[
[

]
]
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Oh, and the next two hours tripped by on
rosy wings. Forget the hashed metaphor. She was
ransacking the stores for Jim’s present.

She found it at last. It surely had been made
for Jim and no one else. There was no other like it in
any of the stores, and she had turned all of them
inside out. It was a platinum fob chain simple and
chaste in design, properly proclaiming its value by
substance alone and not by meretricious
ornamentation -- as all good things should do. It was
even worthy of The Watch. As soon as she saw it
she knew that it must be Jim’s . It was like him.
Quietness and value -- the description applied to
both. Twenty-one dollars they took from her for it,
and she hurried home with the 87 cents. With that
chain on his watch Jim might be properly anxious
about the time in any company. Grand as the watch
was, he sometimes looked at it on the sly on account
of the old leather strap that he used in place of a
chain.

--
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When Della reached home her intoxication
gave way a little to prudence and reason. She got
out her curling irons and lighted the gas and went to
work repairing the ravages made by generosity
added to love. Which is always a tremendous task,
dear friends -- a mammoth task.

-Within forty minutes her head was covered
with tiny, close-lying curls that made her look
wonderfully like a truant schoolboy. She looked at
her reflection in the mirror long, carefully, and
critically.

‘If Jim doesn’t kill me,’ she said to herself,
‘before he takes a second look at me, he’ll say I look
like a Coney Island chorus girl. But what could I do
-- oh! What could I do with a dollar and eightyseven cents?’
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]

[

[

]
At 7 o’clock the coffee was made and the
frying-pan was on the back of the stove hot and
ready to cook the chops.

Jim was never late. Della doubled the fob
chain in her hand and sat on the corner of the table
near the door that he always entered. Then she heard
his step on the stair away down on the first flight,
and she turned white for just a moment. She had a
habit of saying little silent prayers about the simplest
everyday things, and now she whispered: ‘Please
God, make him think I am still pretty.’

[
]
The door opened and Jim stepped in and
closed it. He looked thin and very serious. Poor
fellow, he was only twenty-two -- and to be
burdened with a family! He needed a new overcoat
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and he was without gloves.

--

Jim stood inside the door, as immovable as a
setter at the scent of quail. His eyes were fixed upon
Della, and there was an expression in them that she
could not read, and it terrified her. It was not anger,
nor surprise, nor disapproval, nor horror, nor any of
the sentiments that she had been prepared for. He
simply stared at her fixedly with that peculiar
expression on his face.

Della wriggled off the table and went for
him.

‘Jim, darling,’ she cried, ‘don’t look at me
that way. I had my hair cut off and sold it because I
couldn’t have lived through Christmas without
giving you a present. It’ll grow out again -- you
won’t mind, will you? I just had to do it. My hair
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grows awfully fast. “Merry Christmas!” Jim, and
let’s be happy. You don’t know what a nice -- what
a beautiful, nice gift I’ve got for you.’
[

]

[
--

<

>
--

]
‘You’ve cut off your hair?’ asked Jim,
laboriously, as if he had not arrived at that patent
fact yet even after the hardest mental labor.
[

]

‘Cut it off and sold it,’ said Della. ‘Don’t you
like me just as well, anyhow? I’m me without my
hair, ain’t I?’
[

]

[
]

Jim looked about the room curiously.

‘You say your hair is gone?’ he said, with an
air almost of idiocy.
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]

[

‘You needn’t look for it,’ said Della. ‘It’s
sold, I tell you -- sold and gone, too. It’s Christmas
Eve, boy. Be good to me, for it went for you.
Maybe the hairs on my head were numbered,’ she
went on with a sudden serious sweetness, ‘but
nobody could ever count my love for you. Shall I
put the chops on, Jim?’
]

[

[

]

--

[
]

Out of his trance Jim seemed quickly to
wake. He enfolded his Della. For ten seconds let us
regard with discreet scrutiny some inconsequential
object in the other direction. Eight dollars a week or
a million a year -- what is the difference! A
mathematician or a wit would give you the wrong
answer. The magi brought valuable gifts, but that
was not among them. This dark assertion will be
illuminated later on.
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Jim drew a package from his overcoat
pocket and threw it upon the table.

‘Don’t make any mistake, Dell,’ he said,
‘about me. I don’t think there’s anything in the way
of a haircut or a shave or a shampoo that could
make me like my girl any less. But if you’ll unwrap
that package you may see why you had me going a
while at first.’
[

]

[

]
White fingers and nimble tore at the string
and paper. And then an ecstatic scream of joy; and
then, alas! A quick feminine charge to hysterical
tears and wails, necessitating the immediate
employment of all the comforting powers of the lord
of the flat.
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For there lay The Combs -- the set of combs,
side and back, that Della had worshiped for long in a
Broadway window. Beautiful combs, pure tortoise
shell, with jeweled rims -- just the shade to wear in
the beautiful vanished hair. They were expensive
combs, she knew, and her heart had simply craved
and yearned over them without the least hope of
possession. And now, they were hers, but the tresses
that should have adorned the coveted adornments
were gone.
--

--

But she hugged them to her bosom, and at
length she was able to look up with dim eyes and a
smile and say: ‘My hair grows so fast, Jim!’

[
]
And then Della leaped up like a little singed
cat and cried, ‘Oh, oh!’

[

]
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Jim had not yet seen his beautiful present.
She held it out to him eagerly upon her open palm.
The dull precious metal seemed to flash with a
reflection of her bright and ardent spirit.

‘Isn’t it a dandy, Jim? I hunted all over town
to find it. You’ll have to look at the time a hundred
times a day now. Give me your watch. I want to see
how it looks on it.’
[

]
Instead of obeying, Jim tumbled down on the
couch and put his hands under the back of his head
and smiled.

‘Dell,’ said he, ‘let’s put our Christmas
presents away and keep ‘em a while. They’re too
nice to use just at present. I sold the watch to get
the money to buy your combs. And now suppose
you put the chops on.’
[

]

[
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]
The magi, as you know, were wise men -wonderfully wise men -- who brought gifts to the
Babe in the manger. They invented the art of giving
Christmas presents. Being wise, their gifts were no
doubt wise ones, possibly bearing the privilege of
exchange in case of duplication. And here I have
lamely related to you the uneventful chronicle of two
foolish children in a flat who most unwisely
sacrificed for each other the greatest treasures of
their house. But in a last word to the wise of these
days let it be said that of all who give gifts these two
were the wisest. Of all who give and receive gifts,
such as they are wisest. Everywhere they are wisest.
They are the magi.
--
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(2) Cupid A La Carte
[ ]
‘THE DISPOSITIONS OF WOMAN’, said Jeff
Peters, after various opinions on the subject had
been advanced, ‘run, regular, to diversions. What a
woman wants is what you’re out of. She wants more
of a thing when it’s scarce. She likes to have
souvenirs of things she never heard of. A one-sided
view of objects is disjointing to the female
composition.
]

[
[

]
‘’Tis a misfortune of mine, begotten by nature and
travel,’ continued Jeff, looking thoughtfully between
his elevated feet at the grocery stove, ‘to look
deeper into some subjects than most people do. I’ve
breathed gasoline smoke talking to street crowds in
nearly every town in the United States. I’ve held ‘em
spellbound with music, oratory, sleight of hand, and
prevarications, while I’ve sold ‘em jewelry,
medicine, soap, hair tonic, and junk of other
nominations. And during my travels, as a master of
recreation and expiation, I’ve taken cognizance
some of women. It takes a man a lifetime to find out
about one particular woman; but if he puts in, say
ten years, industrious and curious, he can acquire the
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general rudiments of the sex. One lesson I picked up
was when I was working the West with a line of
Brazilian diamonds and a patent fire kindler just
after my trip from Savannah down through the
cotton belt with Dalby’s Anti-explosive Lamp Oil
Powder. ‘Twas when the Oklahoma country was in
first bloom. Guthrie was rising in the middle of it
like a lump of self-raising dough. It was a boom
town of the regular kind -- you stood in line to get a
chance to wash your face; if you ate over ten
minutes you had a lodging bill added on; if you slept
on a plank at night they charged it to you as board
the next morning.
]

[
[

--
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‘By nature and doctrines I am addicted to the habit
of discovering choice places wherein to feed. So I
looked around and found a proposition that exactly
cut the mustard. I found a restaurant tent just
opened up by an outfit that had drifted in on the tail
of the boom. They had knocked together a box
house, where they lived and did the cooking, and
served the meals in a tent pitched against the side.
That tent was joyful with placards on it calculated to
redeem the world-worn pilgrim from the sinfulness
of boarding houses and pick-me-up hotels. “Try
Mother’s Home-Made Biscuits,” “What’s the Matter
with Our Apple Dumplings and Hard Sauce?” “Hot
Cakes and Maple Syrup Like You Ate When a
Boy,” “Our Fried Chicken Never Was Heard to
Crow” -- there was literature doomed to please the
digestions of man! I said to myself that mother’s
wandering boy should munch there that night. And
so it came to pass. And there is where I contracted
my case of Mame Dugan.
[

<
><
><
><

>--
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‘Old Man Dugan was six feet by one of Indiana
loafer, and he spent his time sitting on his shoulder
blades in a rocking-chair in the shanty memorializing
the great corn-crop failure of ‘86. Ma Dugan did the
cooking, and Mame waited on table.
[
86

‘As soon as I saw Mame I knew there was a mistake
in the census reports. There wasn’t but one girl in
the United States. When you come to specifications
it isn’t easy. She was about the size of an angel, and
she had eyes, and ways about her. When you come
to the kind of a girl she was, you’ll find a belt of ‘em
reaching from the Brooklyn Bridge west as far as the
courthouse in Council Bluffs, la. They earn their
own living in stores, restaurants, factories, and
offices. They’re descended straight from Eve, and
they’re the crowd that’s got woman’s rights, and if a
man wants to dispute it he’s in line to get one of
them against his jaw. They’re chummy and honest
and free and tender and sassy, and they look life
straight in the eye. They’ve met man face to face,
and discovered that he’s a poor creature. They’ve
dropped to it that reports in the Seaside Library
about his being a fairly prince lack confirmation.
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[

‘Mame was that sort. She was full of life and fun,
and breeze; she passed the repartee with the
boarders quick as a wink; you’d have smothered
laughing. I am disinclined to make excavations into
the insides of a personal affection. I am glued to the
theory that the diversions and discrepancies of the
indisposition known a love should be as private a
sentiment as a toothbrush. ‘Tis my opinion that the
biographies of the heart should be confined with the
historical romances of the liver to the advertising
pages of the magazines. So, you’ll excuse the lack of
an itemized bill of my feelings toward Mame.
[
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‘Pretty soon I got a regular habit of dropping into
the tent to eat at irregular times when there wasn’t
so many around. Mame would sail in with a smile, in
a black dress and white apron, and say: “Hello, Jeff - why don’t you come at mealtime. Want to see how
much trouble you can be, of course.
Friedchickenbeffsteakporchopshamandeggspotpie” - and so on. She called me Jeff, but there was no
significations attached. Designations was all she
meant. The front names of any of us she used as they
came to hand. I’d eat about two meals before I left,
and string ‘em out like a society spread where they
changed plates and wives, and josh one another
festively between bites. Mame stood for it, pleasant,
for it wasn’t up to her to take any canvas off the tent
by declining dollars just because they were chipped
in after meal times.
[

<
>...
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‘It wasn’t long until there was another fellow named
Ed Collier got the between-meal affliction, and him
and me put in bridges between breakfast and dinner,
and dinner and supper, that made a three-ringed
circus of that tent, and Mame’s turn as a waiter a
continuous performance. That Collier man was
saturated with designs and contrivings. He was in
well-boring or insurance or claim-jumping or
something -- I’ve forgotten which. He was a man
well lubricated with gentility and his words were
such as recommended you to his point of view. So
Collier and me infested the grub tent with care and
activity. Mame was level full of impartiality. ‘Twas
like a casino hand the way she dealt out her favors -one to Collier and one to me and one to the board
and not a card up her sleeve.
[

--
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‘Me and Collier naturally got acquainted, and
gravitated together some on the outside. Divested of
his stratagems, he seemed to be a pleasant chap, full
of an amiable sort of hostility.
[

‘”I notice you have an affinity for grubbing in the
banquet hall after the guests have fled,” says I to him
one day, to draw his conclusions.
[<
>
‘”Well, yes,” says Collier, reflecting: “the tumult of a
crowded board seems to harass my sensitive
nerves.”
[<

>

<
>

‘”It exasperates mine some, too,” says I. “Nice little
girl, don’t you think?”
[<

>

<

>
‘”I see,” says Collier, laughing. “Well, now that you
mention it, I have noticed that she doesn’t seem to
displease the optic nerve.”
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[<

>

<
>

‘”She’s a joy to mine,” says I, “and I’m going after
her. Notice is hereby served.”
>

[<

<

>
‘”I’ll be as candid as you,” admits Collier, “and if the
drug stores don’t run out of pepsin I’ll give you a
run for your money that’ll leave you a dyspeptic at
the wind-up.”
>

[<

<

>
‘So Collier and me begins the race; the grub
department lays in new supplies; Mame waits on us,
jolly and kind and agreeable and it looks like an even
break, with Cupid and the cook working overtime in
Dugan’s restaurant.
[

‘’Twas one night in September when I got Mame to
take a walk after supper when the things were all
cleared away. We strolled out a distance and sat on
a pile of lumber at the edge of town. Such
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opportunities was seldom, so I spoke my piece,
explaining how the Brazilian diamonds and the fire
kindler were laying up sufficient treasure to
guarantee the happiness of two, and that both of ‘m
together couldn’t equal the light from somebody’s
eyes, and that the name of Dugan should be changed
to Peters, or reasons why not would be in order.
[

‘Mame didn’t say anything right away. Directly she
gave a kind of shudder, and I began to learn
something.
[

‘”Jeff,” she says, “I’m sorry you spoke. I like you as
well as any of them, but there isn’t the man in the
world I’d ever marry, and there never will be. Do
you know what a man is in my eyes? He’s a tomb.
He’s a sarcophagus for the interment of
Beffsteakportchopsliver’nbacon-hamandeggs. He’s
that and nothing more. For two yesrs I’ve watched
men eat, eat, eat, until they represent nothing on
earth to me but ruminant bipeds. They’re absolutely
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nothing but something that goes in front of a knife
and fork and plate at the table. They’re fixed that
way in my mind and memory. I’ve tried to overcome
it, but I can’t. I’ve heard girls rave about their
sweethearts, but I never could understand it. A man
and a sausage grinder and a pantry awake im me
exactly the same sentiments. I went to a matinee’s
once to see an actor the girls were crazy about. I got
interested enough to wonder whether he liked his
steak rare or medium, or well done, and his eggs
over or straight up. That was all. No, Jeff; I’ll marry
no man and see him sit at the breakfast table and eat
and come back to dinner and eat, and happen again
at supper to eat, eat, eat.”
[<

>

<
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>
‘”But, Mame,” says I, “it’ll wear off. You’ve had
too much of it. You’ll marry some time, of course.
Men don’t eat always.”
>

[<

<

>
‘”As far as my observation goes, they do. No, I’ll
tell you what I’m going to do,” Mame turns,
suddenly to animation and bright eyes. “There’s a
girl named Susie Foster in Terre Haute, a chum of
mine. She waits in the railroad eating house there. I
worked two years in a restaurant in that town. Susie
has it worse than I do, because the men who eat at
railroad stations gobble. They try to flirt and gobble
at the same time. Whew! Susie and I have it all
planned out. We’re saving our money, and when we
get enough we’re going to buy a little cottage and
five acres we know of, and live together, and grow
violets for the Eastern market. A man better not
bring his appetite within a mile of that ranch.”
[<
>
<
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>
‘”Don’t girls ever -- “I commenced, but Mame
heads me off sharp.
[<

-->

‘”No, they don’t. They nibble a little bit sometimes;
that’s all.”
[<
>
‘”I thought the confec--”
[<

..>

‘”For goodness’ sake, change the subject.” Says
Mame.
[<

>

‘As I said before, that experience put me wise that
the feminine arrangement ever struggles after
deceptions and illusions. Take England -- beef made
her; wieners elevated Germany; Uncle Sam owes his
greatness to fried chicken and pie, but the young
ladies of the Shetalkyou schools, they’ll never
believe it. Shakespeare, they allow, and Rubinstein,
and the Rough Riders is what did the trick.
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[
--

‘’Twas a situation calculated to disturb. I couldn’t
bear to give up Mame; and yet it pained me to think
of abandoning the practice of eating. I had acquired
the habit too early. For twenty-seven years I had
been blindly rushing upon my fate, yielding to the
insidious lures of that deadly monster, food. It was
too late. I was a ruminant biped for keeps. It was
lobster salad to a doughnut that my life was going to
be blighted by it.
[

‘I continue to board at the Dugan tent, hoping that
Mame would relent. I had sufficient faith in true love
to believe that since it has often outlived the absence
of a square meal it might, in time, overcome the
presence of one. I went on ministering to my fatal
vice, although I felt that each time I shoved a potato
into my mouth in Mame’s presence I might be
burying my fondest hopes.
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[

‘I think Collier must have spoken to Mame and got
the same answer, for one day he orders a cup of
coffee and a cracker, and sits nibbling the corner of
it like a girl in the parlor, that’s filled up in the
kitchen, previous, on cold roast and fried cabbage. I
caught on and did the same, and maybe we thought
we’d made a hit! The next day we tried it again, and
out comes Old Man Dugan fetching in his hands the
fairly viands.
[

‘”Kinder off yer feed, ain’t ye, gents?” he asks,
fatherly and some sardonic. “Thought I’d spell
Mame a bit, seein’ the work was light, and my
rhumatiz can stand the strain.
[<

>
<
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>
‘So back me and Collier had to drop to the heavy
grub again. I noticed about that time I was sized by
a most uncommon and devastating appetite. I ate
until Mame must have hated to see me darken the
door. Afterward I found out that I had been made
the victim of the first dark and irreligious trick
played on me by Ed Collier. Him and me had been
taking drinks together uptown regular trying to
drown our thirst for food. That man had bribed
about ten bartenders to always put a big slug of
Appletree’s Anaconda Appetite Bitters in every one
of my drinks. But the last trick he played me was
hardest to forget.
[

‘One day Collie failed to show up at the tent. A man
told me he left town that morning. My only rival
now was the bill of fare. A few days before he left
Collier had presented me with a two-gallon jug of
fine whisky which he said a cousin had sent him
from Kentucky. I now have reason to believe that it
contained Appletree’s Anaconda Appetite Bitters
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almost exclusively. I continued to devour tons of
provisions. In Mame’s eyes I remained a mere biped,
more ruminant than ever.
[

‘About a week after Collier pulled his freight there
came a kind of sideshow to town, and hoisted a tent
near the railroad. I judged it was a sort of fake
museum and curiosity business. I called to see Mame
one night, and Ma Dugan said she and Thomas, her
younger brother, had gone to the show. That same
thing happened for three nights that week. Saturday
night I caught her on the way coming back, and got
to sit on the steps a while and talked to her. I
noticed she looked different. Her eyes were softer,
and shiny like. Instead of a Mame Dugan to fly from
the voracity of man and raise violets, she seems to
be a Mame more in line as God intended her,
approachable, and suited to bask in the light of the
Brazilians and the Kindler.
[
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‘”You seem to be right smart inveigled,” says I,
“with the Unparalleled Exhibition of the World’s
Living Curiosities and Wonders.”
>

[<

<
>

‘”It’s a change,” says Mame.
[<

>

‘”You’ll need another,” says I, “if you keep on
going every night.”
[<

>

<

>
‘”Don’t be cross Jeff,” says she; “it takes my mind
off business.”
[<
>

>

<

‘”Don’t the curiosities eat?” I ask.
[<

>
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‘”Not all of them. Some of them are wax.”
[<

>

‘”Look out, then, that you don’t get stuck,” says I,
kind of flip and foolish.
[<

>

‘Mame blushed. I didn’t know what to think about
her. My hopes raised some that perhaps my
attentions had palliated man’s awful crime of visibly
introducing nourishment into his system. She talked
some about the stars, referring to them with respect
and politeness, and I driveled a quantity about united
hearts, homes made bright by true affection, and the
Kindler. Mame listened without scorn and I says to
myself, “Jeff, old man, you’re removing the hoodoo
that has clung to the consumer of victuals; you’re
setting your heel upon the serpent that lurks in the
gravy bowl.”
[

<
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Monday night I drop around. Mame is at the
Unparalleled Exhibition with Thomas.

‘”Now, may the curse of the forty-one seven-sided
sea cocks,” says I, “and the bad luck of the nine
impenitent grasshoppers rest upon this selfsame
sideshow at once and forever. Amen. I’ll go to see it
myself tomorrow night and investigate its baleful
charm. Shall man that was made to inherit the earth
be bereft of his sweetheart first by a knife and fork
and then by a ten-cent circus?”
[<
>

<

>
‘The next night before starting out for the exhibition
tent I inquire and find out that Mame is not at home.
She is not at the circus with Thomas this time, for
Thomas waylays me in the grass outside of the grub
tent with a scheme of his own before I had time to
eat supper.
[
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‘”What’ll you give me, Jeff,” says he, “if I tell you
something?”
>

[<

<

>
‘”The value of it, son,” I says.
[<

>

‘”Sis is stuck on a freak,” says Thomas, “one of the
side-show freaks. I don’t like him. She does. I
overheard ‘em talking. Thought maybe you’d like to
know. Say, Jeff, does it put you wise two dollars’
worth? There’s a target rifle up town that --”
>

[<

<

..
..>
‘I frisked my pockets and commenced to dribble a
stream of halves and quarters into Thomas’s hat.
The information was of the pile-driver system of
news, and it telescoped my intellects for a while.
While I was leaking internally, I was saying,
idiotically and pleasantly:
[
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‘”Thank you, Thomas -- thank you -- er -- a freak,
you said, Thomas. Now, could you make out the
monstrosity’s entitlements a little clearer if you
please, Thomas?”
[<

--

--

->

‘”This is the fellow,” says Thomas, pulling out a
yellow handbill from his pocket and shoving it under
my nose. “He’s the Champion Faster of the
Universe. I guess that’s why Sis got soft on him. He
don’t eat nothing. He’s going to fast forty-nine days.
This is the sixth. That’s him”
>

[<

<

>
‘I looked at the name Thomas pointed out -“Professor Eduardo Collieri” “Ah!” says I, in
admiration, “that’s not so bad, Ed Collieri. I give
you credit for the trick. But I don’t give you the girl
until she’s Mrs. Freak.”
[

--<
><

>

<
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>
‘I hit the sod in the direction of the show. I came up
to the rear of the tent, and as I did so, a man
wiggled out like a snake from under the bottom of
the canvas, scrambled to his feet, and ran into me
like a locoed bronco. I gathered him by the neck and
investigated him by the light of the starts. It is
Professor Eduardo Collieri, in human habiliments,
with a desperate look in one eye and impatience in
the other.
[

‘”Hello, Curiosity,” says I. “Get still a minute and
let’s have a look at your freakship. How do you like
being the willopus-wallopus or the bimbam from
Borneo, or whatever name you are denounced by in
the sideshow business?”
[<

>

<

>
‘”Jeff Peters,” says Collier, in a weak voice. “Turn
me loose, or I’ll slug you one. I’m in the extremest
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kind of a large hurry. Hands off!”
[<

>

<

>
‘”Tut, tut, Eddie,” I answers, holding him hard; “let
an old friend gaze on the exhibition of your
curiousness. It’s an eminent graft you fell onto, my
son. But don’t speak of assaults and battery, because
you’re not fit. The best you’ve got is a lot of nerve
and mighty empty stomach.” And so it was. The
man was as weak as a vegetarian cat.
>

[<

<

>

‘”I’d argue case with you, Jeff,” says he, regretful in
his style, “for an unlimited number of rounds if I had
half an hour to train in and a slab of beefsteak two
feet square to train with. Curse the man, I say, that
invented the art of going foodless. May his soul in
eternity be chained up within two feet of a
bottomless pit of red-hot hash. I’m abandoning the
conflict, Jeff; I’m deserting to the enemy. You’ll find
Miss Dugan inside contemplating the only living
mummy and the informed hog. She’s a fine girl, Jeff.
I’d have beat you out if I could have kept up the
grubless habit a little while longer. You’ll have to
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admit that the fasting dodge was acesup for a while.
I figured it out that way. But, say, Jeff, it’s said that
love makes the world go around. Let me tell you,
the announcement lacks verification. It’s the wind
from the dinner horn that does it. I love that Mame
Dugan. I’ve six days without food in order to
coincide with her sentiments. Only one bite did I
have. That was when I knocked the tattooed man
down with a war club and got a sandwich he was
gobbling. The manager fined me all my salary; but
salary wasn’t what I was after. ‘Twas that girl. I’d
give my life for her, but I’d endanger my immortal
soul for a beef stew. Hunger is a horrible thing, Jeff.
Love and business and family and religion and art
and patriotism are nothing but shadows of words
when a man’s starving!”
>

[<
<
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‘In such language Ed Collier discoursed to me,
pathetic. I gathered the diagnosis that his affections
and his digestions had been implicated in a scramble
and the commissary had won out. I never disliked
Ed Collier. I searched my internal admonitions of
suitable etiquette to see if I could find a remark of a
consoling nature, but there was none convenient.
[

‘”I’d be glad now,” says Ed, “if you’ll let me go.
I’ve been hard hit, but I’ll hit the ration supply
harder. I’m going to clean out every restaurant in
town. I’m going to wade waist deep in sirloins and
swim in ham and eggs. It’s an awful thing, Jeff
Peters, for a man to come to this pass -- to give up
his girl for something to eat -- but then, hunger’s a
fierce thing. You’ll excuse me, now, Jeff, for I smell
a pervasion of ham frying in the distance, and my
legs are crying out to stampede in that direction.”
[<

>

<
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-->
‘”A hearty meal to you, Ed Collier,” I says to him,
“and no hard feelings. For myself, I am projected to
be an unseldom eater, and I have condolence for
your predicaments.”
[<

>

<
>

‘There was a sudden big whiff of frying ham smell
on the breeze; and the Champion Faster gives a
snort and gallops off in the dark toward fodder.
[

‘I wish some of the cultured outfit that are always
advertising the extenuating circumstances of love
and romance had been there to see. There was Ed
Collier, a fine man full of contrivances and
flirtations, abandoning the girl of his heart and
ripping out into the contiguous territory in the
pursuit of sordid grub. ‘Twas a rebuke to the poets
and a slap at the best-paying element of fiction. An
empty stomach is a sure antidote to an overfull
p. 43 (c) Chinese Translation Copyright 2014

heart.
[

‘I was naturally anxious to know how far Mame was
infatuated with Collier and his stratagems. I went
inside the Unparalleled Exhibition, and there she
was. She looked surprised to see me, but unguilty.
[

‘”It’s an elegant evening outside,”says I. “The
coolness is quite nice and gratifying, and the stars
are lined out, first class, up where they belong.
Wouldn’t you shake these by-products of the animal
kingdom long enough to take a walk with a common
human who never was on a programme in his life?”
[<

>

<

>
‘Mame gave a sort of sly glance around, and I knew
what that meant.
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[<

‘”Oh,” says I, “I hate to tell you; but the curiosity
that lives on wind has flew the coop. He just crawled
out under the tent. By this time he has amalgamated
himself with half the delicatessen trucks in town.”
>

[<

<

]
‘”You mean Ed Collier?” says Mame.
[<

>

‘”I do,” I answers; “and a pity it is that he has gone
back to crime again. I met him outside the tent, and
he exposed his intentions of devastating the food
crop of the world. ‘Tis enormously sad when one’s
ideal descends from his pedestal to make a
seventeen-year locust of himself..”
[<

>

<

>
‘Mame looked at me straight in the eye until she had
corkscrewed my reflections.
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‘”Jeff,” says she, “it isn’t quite like you to talk that
way. I don’t care to hear Ed Collier ridiculed. A man
may do ridiculous things, but they don’t look
ridiculous to the girl he does ‘em for. That was the
man in a hundred. He stopped eating just to please
me. I’d be hardhearted and ungrateful if I didn’t feel
kindly toward him. Could you do what he did?”
>

[<

<

>
‘”I know,” says I, seeing the point. “I’m condemned.
I can’t help it. The brand of the consumer is upon
my brow. Mrs. Eve settled that business for me
when she made the dicker with the snake. I fell from
the fire into the frying-pan. I guess I’m the
Champion Feaster of the Universe.” I spoke humble,
and Mame mollified herself a little.
[<

>

<

>
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‘”Ed Collier and I are good friends,” she said, “the
same as me and you. I gave him the same answer I
did you -- no marrying for me. I liked to be with Ed
and talk to him. There was something mighty
pleasant to me in the thought that here was a man
who never used a knife and fork, and for my sake.”
>

[<

<
--

>
‘”Wasn’t you in love with him?” I asks, all
injudicious. “Wasn’t there a deal on for you to
become Mrs. Curiosity?”
[<

>

<
>

‘All of us do it sometimes. All of us get jostled out
of the line of profitable talk now and then. Mame
put on that little lemon glace smile that runs between
ice and sugar, and says, much too pleasant: “you’re
short on credentials for asking that question, Mr.
Peters. Suppose you do a forty-nine day fast, just to
give you ground to stand on, and then maybe I’ll
answer it.”
[
<
>
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‘So, even after Collier was kidnaped out of the way
by the revolt of his appetite, my own prospects with
Mame didn’t seem to be improved. And then
business played out in Guthrie.
[

‘I had stayed too long there. The Brazilians I had
sold show signs of wear, and the Kindler refused to
light up right frequent on wet mornings. There is
always a time, im my business, when the star of
success says, “Move on to the next town.” I was
traveling by wagon at that time so as not to miss any
of the small town; so I hitched up a few days later
and went down to tell Mame good-bye. I wasn’t
abandoning the game; I intended running over to
Oklahoma City and work it for a week or two. Then
I was coming back to institute fresh proceedings
against Mame.
[

<

>

‘What do I find at the Dugan’s but Mame all
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conspicuous in a blue traveling dress, with her little
trunk at the door. It seems that sister Lottie Bell,
who is a typewriter in Terre Haute, is going to be
married next Thursday, and Mame is off for a
week’s visit to be an accomplice at the ceremony.
Mame is waiting for a freight wagon that is going to
take her to Oklahoma, but I condemns the freight
wagon with promptness and scorn, and offers to
deliver the goods myself. Ma Dugan sees no reason
why not, as Mr. Freighter wants pay for the job; so,
thirty minutes later Mame and I pull out in my light
spring wagon with white canvas cover, and head due
south.
[

‘That morning was of a praiseworthy sort. The
breeze was lively, and smelled excellent of flowers
and grass, and the little cottontail rabbits entertained
themselves with skylarking across the road. My two
Kentucky bays went for the horizon until it come
sailing in so fast you wanted to dodge it like a
clothesline. Mame was full of talk and rattled on like
a kid about her old home and her school pranks and
the things she liked and the hateful ways of those
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Johnson girls just across the street, ‘way up in
Indiana. Not a word was said about Ed Collier or
victuals or such solemn subjects. About noon Mame
looks and finds that the lunch she had put up in a
basket had been left behind. I could have managed
quite a collation, but Mame didn’t seem to be
grieving over nothing to eat, so I made no
lamentations. It was a sore subject with me, and I
ruled provender in all its branches out of my
conversation.
[

‘I am minded to touch light on explanations how I
came to lose the way. The road was dim and well
grown with grass; and there was Mame by my side
confiscating my intellects and attention. The excuses
are good or they are not, as they my appear to you.
But I lost it, and at dusk that afternoon, when we
should have been in Oklahoma city, we were
seesawing along the edge of nowhere in some
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undiscovered river bottom, and the rain was falling
in large, wet bunches. Down there in the swamps we
saw a little log house on a small knoll of high
ground. The bottom grass and the chaparral and the
lonesome timber crowded all around it. It seems to
be a melancholy little house, and you felt sorry for it.
‘Twas that house for the night, the way I reasoned
it. I explained to Mame, and she leaves it to me to
decide. She doesn’t become galvanic and
prosecuting as most women would, but she says it’s
all right; she knows I didn’t mean to do it.
[

‘We found the house was deserted. It had two
empty rooms. There was a little shed in the yard
where beasts had once been kept. In a loft of it was
a lot of old hay. I put my horses in there and gave
them some of it, for which they looked at me
sorrowful, expecting apologies. The rest of the hay I
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carried into the house by armfuls, with a view to
accommodations. I also brought in the patent
Kindler and the Brazilians, neither or which are
guaranteed against the action of water.
[

‘Mame and I sat on the wagon seats on the floor,
and I lit a lot of the Kindler on the hearth, for the
night was chilly. If I was any judge, that girl enjoyed
it. It was a change for her. It gave her a different
point of view. She laughed and talked, and the
Kindler made a dim light compared to her eyes. I
had a pocketful of cigars, and as far as I was
concerned there had never been any fall of man. We
were at the same old stand in the Garden of Eden.
Out there somewhere in the rain and the dark was
the river of Zion, and the angel with the flaming
sword had not yet put up the keep-off-the-grass
sign. I opened up a gross or two of the Brazilians
and make Mame put them on -- rings, brooches,
necklaces, eardrops, bracelets, girdles, and lockets.
She flashed and sparkled like a million-dollar
princess until she had pink spots in her cheeks and
almost cried for a looking-glass.
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[

--

‘When it got late I made a fine bunk on the floor for
Mame with the hay and my lap robes and blankets
out of the wagon and persuaded her to lie down. I
sat in the other room burning tobacco and listening
to the pouring rain and meditating on the many
vicissitudes that come to a man during the seventy
years or so immediately preceding his funeral.
[

‘I must have dozed a little before morning, for my
eyes were shut, and when I opened them it was
daylight, and there stood Mame with her hair all
done up neat and correct, and her eyes bright with
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admiration of existence.
[

‘’”Gee whiz, Jeff!” she exclaims, “but I’m hungry. I
could eat a --”
>

[<

<

..>
‘I looked up and caught her eye. Her smile went
back in and she gave me a cold look of suspicion.
Then I laughed, and laid down on the floor to laugh
easier. It seemed funny to me. By nature and
geniality I am a hearty laugher and I went the limit.
When I came to, Mame was sitting with her back to
me, all contaminated with dignity.
[

‘”Don’t be angry Mame,” I says, “for I couldn’t help
it. It’s the funny way you’ve done up your hair. If
you could only see it!”
[<

>

<
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>
‘”You needn’t tell stories, sir,” said Mame, cool and
advised. “My hair is all right. I know what you were
laughing about. Why, Jeff, look outside,” she winds
up, peeping through a chink between the logs. I
opened the little wooden window and looked out.
The entire river bottom was flooded, and the knob
of land on which the house stood was an island in
the middle of a rushing stream of yellow water a
hundred yards wide. And it was still raining hard. All
we could do was to stay there till the dove brought
in the olive branch.
>

[<
<
>

‘I am bound to admit that conversations and
amusements languished during the day. I was aware
that Mame was getting a too prolonged one-sided
view of things again, but I had no way to change it.
Personally, I was wrapped up in the desire to eat. I
had hallucinations of hash and visions of ham, and I
kept saying to myself all the time, “What’ll you have
to eat Jeff? -- what’ll you order, now, old man,
when the waiter comes?” I picks out to myself all
sorts of favorites from the bill of fare, and imagines
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them coming. I guess it’s that way with all very
hungry men. They can’t get their cogitations trained
on anything but something to eat. It shows that the
little table with the broken-legged caster and the
imitation Worcester sauce and the napkin covering
up the coffee stains is the paramount issue, after all,
instead of the question of immortality or peace
between nations.
[

<
->

‘I sat there, musing along, arguing with myself quite
heated as to how I’d have my steak -- with
mushrooms or a la Creole. Mame was on the other
seat, pensive, her head leaning on her hand. “Let the
potatoes come home-fried,” I states in my mind,
“and brown the hash in the pan, with nine poached
eggs on the side,” I felt, careful, in my own pockets
to see if I could find a peanut or a grain or two of
popcorn.
[
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-<
<

>
>

‘Night came on again with the river still rising and
the rain still falling. I looked at Mame and I noticed
that desperate look on her face that a girl always
wears when she passes an ice-cream lair. I knew that
poor girl was hungry -- maybe for the first time in
her life. There was that anxious look in her eye that
a woman has only when she has missed a meal or
feels her skirt unfastened in the back.
[

--

‘It was about eleven o’clock or so on the second
night when we sat, gloomy, in our ship-wrecked
cabin. I kept jerking my mind away from the subject
of food, but it kept flopping back again before I
could fasten it. I thought of everything good to eat I
had ever heard of. I went away back to my kidhood
and remembered the hot biscuit sopped in sorghum
and bacon gravy with partiality and respect. Then I
trailed along up the years, pausing at green apples
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and salt, flapjacks and maple, lye hominy, fried
chicken Old Virginia style, corn on the cob,
spareribs and sweet potato pie, and wound up with
Georgia Brunswick stew, which is the top notch of
good things to eat, because it comprises ‘em all.
[

‘They say a drowning man sees a panorama of his
whole life pass before him. Well, when a man’s
starving he sees the ghost of every meal he ever ate
set out before him and he invents new dishes that
would make the fortune of a chef. If somebody
would collect the last words of men who starved to
death they’d have to sift ‘em mighty fine to discover
the sentiment, but they’d compile into a cook book
that would sell into the millions.
[

p. 58 (c) Chinese Translation Copyright 2014

‘I guess I must have had my conscience pretty well
inflicted with culinary mediations, for, without
intending to do so, I says out, to the imaginary
waiter, “cut it thick and have it rare, with the French
fried, and six, soft-scrambled, on toast.”
[
<
>
‘Mame turned her head quick as a wink. Her eyes
were sparkling and she smiled sudden.
[
‘”Medium for me,” she rattles on, “with the
Juliennes, and three, straight up. Draw one, and
brown the wheats, double order to come. Oh, Jeff,
wouldn’t it be glorious! And then I’d like to have a
half fry, and a little chicken curried with rice, and a
cup custard with ice cream, and --”
[<

>

<

...>
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‘”Go easy,” I interrupts: “where’s the chicken liver
pie, and the kidney saute on toast, and the roast
lamb, and --”
[<

>

<

...>
‘”Oh,” cuts in Mame, all excited, “with mint sauce,
and the turkey salad, and stuffed olives, and
raspberry tarts, and --”
[<

>

<

...>
‘”Keep it going,” says I. “Hurry up with the fried
squash, and the hot corn pone with sweet milk, and
don’t forget the apple dumpling with hard sauce,
and the cross-barred dewberry pie --”
[<

>

<
...>

‘Yes, for ten minutes we kept up that kind of
restaurant repartee. We ranges up and down and
backward and forward over the main trunk lines and
the branches of the victual subject, and Mame leads
the game, for she is appraised in the ramifications of
grub, and the dishes she nominates aggravates my
yearnings. It seems that there is set up a feeling that
Mame will line up friendly again with food. It seems
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that she looks upon the obnoxious science of eating
with less contempt than before.
[

‘The next morning we find that the flood has
subsided. I geared up the bays, and splashed out
through the mud, some precarious, until we found
the road again. We were only a few miles wrong,
and in two hours we were in Oklahoma City. The
first thing we saw was a big restaurant sign, and we
piled into there in a hurry. Here I finds myself sitting
with Mame at table, with knives and forks and plates
between us, and she not scornful, but smiling with
starvation and sweetness.
[

‘’Twas a new restaurant and well stocked. I
designated a list of quotations from the bill of fare
that made the waiter look out toward the wagon to
see how many more might be coming.
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[

‘There we were, and there was the order being
served. ‘Twas a banquet for a dozen, but we felt like
a dozen. I looked across the table at Mame and
smiled, for I had recollections. Mame was looking at
the table like a boy looks at this first stem-winder.
Then she looked at me, straight in the face, and two
big tears came in her eyes. The waiter was gone
after more grub.
[

‘”Jeff,” she says, soft like, “I’ve been a foolish girl.
I’ve looked at things from the wrong side. I never
felt this way before. Men get hungry every day like
this, don’t they? They’re big and strong, and they do
the hard work of the world, and they don’t eat just
to spite silly waiter girls in restaurants, do they, Jeff?
You said once -- that is, you asked me -- you
wanted me to -- well, Jeff, if you still care -- I’d be
glad and willing to have you always sitting across
the table from me. Now give me something to eat,
quick, please.”
[<

>

<
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---

--

->
‘So, as I’ve said, a woman needs to change her point
of view now and then. They get tired of the same
old sights -- the same old dinner table, washtub, and
sewing machine. Give ‘em a touch of the various -- a
little travel and a little rest, a little tomfoolery along
with the tragedies of keeping house, a little petting
after the blowing-up, a little upsetting and jostling
around -- and everybody in the game will have chips
added to their stack by the play.
[
----
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(3) The Reformation Of Calliope
[ ]
CALLIOPE CATESBY WAS IN HIS HUMORS
AGAIN. Ennui was upon him. This goodly
promontory, the earth -- particularly that portion of
it known as Quicksand -- was to him no more than a
pestilent congregation of vapors. Overtaken by the
megrims, the philosopher may seek relief in
soliloquy; my lady find solace in tears; the flaccid
Easterner scold at the millinery bills of his women
folk. Such recourse was insufficient to the denizens
of Quicksand. Calliope, especially, was wont to
express his ennui according to his lights.

--

--

Over night Calliope had hung out signals of
approaching low spirits. He had kicked his own dog
on the porch of the Occidental Hotel, and refused to
apologize. He had become capricious and faultfinding in conversation. While strolling about he
reached often for twigs of mesquite and chewed the
leaves fiercely. That was always an ominous act.
Another symptom alarming to those who were
familiar with the different stages of his doldrums was
his increasing politeness and a tendency to use
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formal phrases. A husky softness succeeded the
usual penetrating drawl in his tones. A dangerous
courtesy marked his manners. Later, his smile
became crooked, the left side of his mouth slanting
upward, and Quicksand got ready to stand from
under.

At this stage, Calliope generally began to drink.
Finally, about midnight, he was seen going
homeward, saluting those whom he met with
exaggerated but inoffensive courtesy. Not yet was
Calliope’s melancholy at the danger point. He would
seat himself at the window of the room he occupied
over Silverster’s tonsorial parlors and there chant
lugubrious and tuneless ballads until morning,
accompanying the noises by appropriate
maltreatment of a jingling guitar. More
magnanimous than Nero, he would thus give musical
warning of the forthcoming municipal upheaval that
Quicksand was scheduled to endure.
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A quiet, amiable was Calliope Catesby at other times
-- quiet to indolence, and amiable to worthlessness.
At best he was a loafer and a nuisance; at worst he
was the Terror of Quicksand. His ostensible
occupation was something subordinate in the real
estate line; he drove the beguiled Easterner in
buckboards out to look over lots and ranch
property. Originally he came from one of the Gulf
States, his lank six feet, slurring rhythm of speech,
and sectional idioms giving evidence of his
birthplace.
--

And here, after taking on Western adjustments, this
languid pine-box whittler, cracker barrel hugger,
shady corner lounger of the cotton fields and sumac
hills of the South became famed as a bad man among
men who had made a life-long study of the art of
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truculence.

At nine the next morning Calliope was fit. Inspired
by his own barbarious melodies and the contents of
his jug, he was ready primed to gather fresh laurels
from the different brow of Quicksand. Encircled and
crisscrossed with cartridge belts, abundantly
garnished with revolvers, and copiously drunk, he
poured forth into Quicksand’s main street. Too
chivalrous to surprise and capture a town by silent
sortie, he paused at the nearest corner and emitted
his slogan -- that fearful, brassy yell, so reminiscent
of the steam piano, that has gained for him the
classic appellation that had supersede his own
baptismal name. Following close upon his
vociferation came three shots from his forty-five
way of limbering up the guns and testing his aim. A
yellow dog, the personal property of Colonel
Swazey, the proprietor of the Occidental, fell feet
upward in the dust with one farewell yelp. A
Mexican who was crossing the street from the Blue
Front grocery, carrying in his hand a bottle of
kerosene, was stimulated to a sudden and admirable
burst of speed, still grasping the neck of the
shattered bottle. The new gilt weathercock on Judge
Riley’s lemon and ultra-marine two-story residence
shivered, flapped, and hung by a splinter, the sport
of the wanton breezes.
p. 67 (c) Chinese Translation Copyright 2014

-<

>

45

The artillery was in trim. Calliope’s hand was steady.
The high, calm ecstasy of habitual battle was upon
him, though slightly embittered by the sadness of
Alexander in that his conquests were limited to the
small world of Quicksand.

Down the street went Calliope, shooting right and
left. Glass fell like hail; dogs vamoosed; chickens
flew, squawking; feminine voices shrieked
concernedly to youngsters at large. The din was
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perforated at intervals by the staccato of the
Terror’s guns, and was drowned periodically by the
brazen screech that Quicksand knew so well. The
occasion of Calliope’s low spirits were legal holidays
in Quicksand. All along the main street in advance of
his coming clerks were putting up shutters and
closing doors. Business would languish for a space.
The right of way was Calliope’s, and as he
advanced, observing the dearth of opposition and
the few opportunities for distraction, his ennui
perceptibly increased.

But some four squares farther down lively
preparations were being made to minister to Mr.
Catesby’s love for interchange of compliments and
repartee. On the previous night numerous
messengers had hastened to advise Buck Patterson,
the city marshal, of Calliope’s impending eruption.
The patience of that official, often strained in
extending leniency toward the disturber’s misdeeds,
had been overtaxed. In Quicksand some indulgence
was accorded the natural ebullition of human nature.
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Providing that the lives of the more useful citizens
were not recklessly squandered, or too much
property needlessly laid waste, the community
sentiment was against a too strict enforcement of the
law. But Calliope had raised the limit. His outbursts
had been too frequent and too violent to come
within the classification of a normal and sanitary
relaxation of spirit.

Buck Peterson had been expecting and awaiting in
his little ten-by-twelve frame office that preliminary
yell announcing that Calliope was feeling blue. When
the signal came the City Marshal rose to his feet and
buckled on his guns. Two deputy sheriffs and three
citizens who had proven the edible qualities of fire
also stood up, ready to bandy with Calliope’s leaden
jocularities.
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‘Gather that fellow in,’ said Buck Patterson, setting
for the lines of the campaign. ‘Don’t have no talk,
but shoot as soon as you can get a show. Keep
behind cover and bring him down. He’s an nogood
‘un. It’s up to Calliope to turn up his toes this time,
I reckon. Go to him all spraddled out, boys. And
don’t git too reckless, for what Calliope shoots at he
hits.’
]

[
[

]
Buck Patterson, tall, muscular, and solemn-faced,
with his bright ‘City Marshal’ badge shining on the
breast of his blue flannel shirt, gave his posse
directions for the onslaught upon Calliope. The plan
was to accomplish the downfall of the Quicksand
Terror without loss to the attaching party, if
possible.

[

]
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The splenetic Calliope, unconscious of retributive
plots, was steaming down the channel, cannonading
on either side, when he suddenly became aware of
breakers ahead. The City Marshal and one of the
deputies rose up behind some dry-goods boxes half
a square to the front and opened fire. At the same
time the rest of the posse, divided, shelled him from
two side streets up which they were cautiously
manoeuvring from a well-executed detour.

The first volley broke the lock of one of Calliope’s
guns, cut a neat underbit in his right ear, and
exploded a cartridge in his crossbelt, scorching his
ribs as it bursts. Feeling braced up by this
unexpected tonic to his spiritual depression, Calliope
executed a fortissimo note from his upper registers,
and returned the fire like an echo. The upholders of
the law dodged at his flash, but a trifle too late to
save one of the deputies a bullet just above the
elbow, and the marshal a bleeding cheek from a
splinter that a ball tore from a box he had ducked
behind.
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And now Calliope met the enemy’s tactics in kind.
Choosing with a rapid eye the street from which the
weakest and least accurate fire had come, he invaded
it a double-quick, abandoning the unprotected
middle of the street. With a rare cunning the
opposing force in that direction -- one of the
deputies and two of the valorous volunteers -waited, concealed by beer barrels, until Calliope had
passed their retreat, and then peppered him from the
rear. In another moment they were reinforced by the
marshal and his other men, and then Calliope felt
that in order to successfully prolong the delights of
the controversy he must find some means of
reducing the great odds against him. His eye fell
upon a structure that seemed to hold out this
promise, providing he could reach it.
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Not far away was the little railroad station, its
building a strong box house, ten by twenty feet,
resting upon a platform four feet above ground.
Windows were in each of its walls. Something like a
fort it might become to a man thus sorely pressed by
superior numbers.

Calliope made a bolt and rapid spurt for it, the
marshal’s crowd ‘smoking’ him as he ran. He
reached the haven in safety, the station agent leaving
the building by a window, like a flying squirrel, as
the garrison entered the door.
[

]

Patterson and his supporters halted under protection
of a pile of lumber and held consultations. In the
station was an unterrified desperado who was an
excellent shot and carried an abundance of
ammunition. For thirty yards on each side of the
besieged was a stretch of bare, open ground. It was
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a sure thing that the man who attempted to enter
that unprotected area would be stopped by one of
Calliope’s bullets.

The City Marshal was resolved. He had decided that
Calliope Catesby should no more wake the echoes
of Quicksand with his strident whoop. He had so
announced. Officially and personally he felt
imperatively bound to put the soft pedal on that
instrument of discord. It played bad tunes.

Standing near was a hand truck used in the
manipulation of small freight. It stood by a shed full
of sacked wool, a consignment from one of the
sheep ranches. On this truck the marshal and his men
piled three heavy sacks of wool. Stooping low, Buck
Patterson started for Calliope’s fort, slowly pushing
this loaded truck before him for protection. The
posse, scattering broadly, stood ready to nip the
besieged in case he should show himself in an effort
to repel the juggernaut of justice that was creeping
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upon him. Only once did Calliope make
demonstration. He fired from a window and soft
tufts of wool spurted from the marshal’s trustworthy
bulwark. The return shots from the posse pattered
against the window frame of the fort. No loss
resulted on either side.

The marshal was too deeply engrossed in steering
his protected battleship to be aware of the approach
of the morning train until he was within a few feet of
the platform. The train was coming up on the other
side of it. It stopped only one minute at Quicksand.
What an opportunity it would offer to Calliope! He
had only to step out the other door, mount the train,
and away.
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Abandoning his breastworks, Buck, with his gun
ready, dashed up the steps and into the room,
driving open the closed door with one heave of his
weighty shoulder. The members of the posse heard
one shot fired inside, and then there was silence.

At length the wounded man opened his eyes. After a
blank space he again could see and hear and feel and
think. Turning his eyes about, he found himself lying
on a wooden bench. A tall man with a perplexed
countenance, wearing a big badge with ‘City
Marshal’ engraved upon it, stood over him. A little
woman in black, with a wrinkled face and sparkling
black eyes was holding a wet handkerchief against
one of his temples. He was trying to get these facts
fixed in his mind and connected with past events,
when the old woman began to talk.

[

]
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‘There now, great, big, strong man! That bullet
never tetched ye! Jest skeeted along the side of your
head and sort of paralyzed ye for a spell. I’ve heerd
of sech things afor! Con-cussion is what they names
it. Abel Wadkins used to kill squirrels that way -barkin’ em, Abe called it. You jest been barked, sir,
and you’ll be all right in a little bit. Feel lots better
already, don’t ye! You just lay still a while longer
and let me bathe your head. You don’t know me, I
reckon, and ‘tain’t surprisin’ that you shouldn’t. I
come in on that rain from Alabama to see my son.
Big son, ain’t he? Lands! You wouldn’t hardly think
he’d ever been a baby, would ye? This is my son,
sir.’
[

-<

>

]
Turning, the old woman looked up at the standing
man, her worn face lighting with a proud and
wonderful smile. She reached out one veined and
calloused hand and took one of her son’s. Then
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smiling cheerily down at the prostrate man, she
continued to dip the handkerchief in the waitingroom tin washbasin and gently apply it to his temple.
She had the benevolent garrulity of old age.

‘I ain’t seen my son before,’ she continued, ‘in eight
years. One of my nephews, Elkanah Price, he’s a
conductor on one of them railroads, and he got me a
pass to come out here. I can stay a whole week on
it, and then it’ll take me back again. Jest think, now,
that little boy of mine has got to be a officer -- a city
marshal of a whole town! That’s something like a
constable, ain’t it? I never knowed he was a officer;
he didn’t say nothing about it in his letters. I reckon
he thought his old mother’d be skeered about the
danger he was in. But, laws! I never was much of a
hand to git skeered. ‘Tain’t no use. I heard them
guns a-shootin’ while I was gitting off them cars,
and I see smoke a-coming’ out of the depot, but I
jest walked right along. Then I see son’s face lookin’
through the window. I knowed him at oncet. He met
me at the door, and squeezed me ‘most to death.
And there you was, sir, a-lyin’ there jest like you
was dead, and ‘lowed we’d see what might be done
to help sot you up.’
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[

]

[

--

]
‘I think I’ll sit up now,’ said the concussion patient.
‘I’m feeling pretty fair by the time.’
[

]

[
]

He sat, somewhat weakly yet, leaning against the
wall. He was a rugged man, big-boned and straight.
His eyes, steady and keen, seemed to linger upon the
face of the man standing so still above him. His look
wandered often from the face he studied to the
marshal’s badge upon the other’s breast.

p. 80 (c) Chinese Translation Copyright 2014

‘Yes, yes, you’ll be all right,’ said the old woman,
patting his arm, ‘if you don’t get to cuttin’ up again,
and havin’ folks shootin’ at you. Son told me about
you, sir, while you was lyin’ senseless on the floor.
Don’t you take it as meddlesome fer an old woman
with a son as big as you to talk about it. And you
mustn’t hold no grudge ag’in my son for havin’ to
shoot at ye. A officer has got to take up for the law - it’s his duty -- and them that acts bad and lives
wrong has to suffer. Don’t blame my son any, sir -‘tain’t his fault. He’s always been a good boy -good when he was growin’ up, and kind and
‘bedient and well-behaved. Won’t you let me advise
you, sir, not to do so no more? Be a good man, and
leave liquor along and live peaceably and godly.
Keep away from bad company and work honest and
sleep sweet.’
]

[
[

-

---

]
The black-mittened hand of the old pleader gently
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touched the breast of the man she addressed. Very
earnest and candid her old, worn face looked. In her
rusty black dress and antique bonnet she sat, near
the close of a long life, and epitomized the
experience of the world. Still the man to whom she
spoke gazed above her head, contemplating the
silent son of the old mother.

‘What does the marshal say?’ he asked. ‘Does he
believe the advice is good? Suppose the marshal
speaks up and says if the talk’s right?’
[

]

[
]

The tall man moved uneasily. He fingered the badge
on his breast for a moment, and then he put an arm
around the old woman and drew her close to him.
She smiled the unchanging mother smile of threescore years, and patted his big brown hand with her
crooked, mittened fingers while her son spake.
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‘I say this,’ he said, looking squarely into the eyes of
the other man, ‘that if I was in your place I’d follow
it. If I was a drunken, desp’rate character, without
shame or hope, I’d follow it. If I was in your place
and you was in mine I’d say: ”Marshal, I’m willin’ to
swear if you’ll give me the chance I’ll quit the
racket. I’ll drop the tanglefoot and the gun play, and
won’t play hoss no more. I’ll be a good citizen and
to work and quit my foolisness. So help me God!”
That’s what I’d say to you if you was marshal and I
was in your place.’
]

[
[

<

>
]
‘Hear my son talkin’,’ said the old woman softly.
‘Hear him, sir. You promise to be good and he
won’t do you no harm. Forty-one year ago his heart
first beat ag’in mine, and it’s beat true ever since.’
[

]

[

]
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The other man rose to his feet, trying his limbs and
stretching his muscles.

‘Then,’ said he, ‘if you was in my place and said
that, and I was marshal, I’d say, “Go free, and do
your best to keep your promise.”’
]

[

[
<
>]

‘Lawsy!’ exclaimed the old woman, in a sudden
flutter, ‘ef I didn’t clear forget that trunk of mine! I
see a man settin’ it on the platform jest as I seen
son’s face in the window, and it went plum out of
my head. There’s eight jars of home-made quince
jam in that trunk that I made myself. I wouldn’t have
nothin’ happen to them jars for a red apple.’
[

]

[

]
Away to the door she trotted, spry and anxious, and
then Calliope Catesby spoke out to Buck Patterson:
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‘I just couldn’t help it, Buck. I seen her through the
window a-comin’ in. She had never heard a word
‘bout my tough ways. I didn’t have the nerve to let
her know I was a worthless cuss bein’ hunted down
by the community. There you was lyin’ where my
shot laid you, like you was dead. The idea struck me
sudden, and I just took your badge off and fastened
it onto myself, and I fastened my reputation onto
you. I told her I was the marshal and you was a holy
terror. You can take your badge back now, Buck.’
[

]
With shaking fingers Calliope began to unfasten the
disc of metal from his shirt.

‘Easy there!' said Buck Patterson. ‘You keep that
badge right where it is, Calliope Catesby. Don’t you
dare to take it off till the day your mother leaves this
town. You’ll be city marshal of Quicksand as long as
she’s here to know it. After I stir around town a bit
and put ‘em on I’ll guarantee that nobody won’t
give the thing away to her. And say, you leatherheaded, rip-roarin’, low-down son of a locoed
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cyclone, you follow that advice she gave me! I’m
goin’ to take some of it myself, too.’
[

]

[

]
‘Buck,’ said Calliope, feelingly, ‘ef I don’t hope I
may --’
[

]

[

--]

‘Shut up,’ said Buck. ‘She’s a-comin’ back.’
[

]

[

]
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(4) HEARTS AND CROSSES
[ ]
BALDY WOODS REACHED FOR THE
BOTTLE, and got it. Whenever Baldy went for
anything he usually -- but this not Baldy’s story. He
poured out a third drink that was larger by a finger
than the first and second. Baldy was in consultation;
and the consultee is worthy of his hire.

--

‘I’d be king if I was you,’ said Baldy, so positively
that his holster creaked and his spurs rattled.
[

]

Webb Yeager pushed back his flat-brimmed Stetson,
and made further disorder in his straw-colored hair.
The tonsorial recourse being without avail, he
followed the liquid example of the more resourceful
Baldy.
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‘If a man marries a queen, it oughtn’t to make him a
two-spot,’ declared Webb, epitomizing his
grievances.
[
]
‘Sure not,’ said Baldy, sympathetic, still thirsty, and
genuinely solicitous concerning the relative value of
the cards. ‘By rights you’re a king. If I was you, I’d
call for a new deal. The cards have been stacked on
you -- I’ll tell you what you are, Webb Yeager.’
[

]
[

]
‘What?’ asked Webb, with a hopeful look in his
pale-blue eyes.
[

]

‘You’re a prince-consort.’
[

]

‘Go easy,’ said Webb. ‘I never black-guarded you
none.’
[

]

[
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]
‘It’s a title,’ explained Baldy, ‘up among the picturecards; but it don’t take no tricks. I’ll tell you, Webb.
It’s a brand they’ve got for certain animals in
Europe. Say that you or me or one of them Dutch
dukes marries in a royal family. Well, by and by our
wife gets to be queen. Are we king? Not in a million
years. At the coronation ceremonies we march
between little casino and the Ninth Grand Custodian
of the Royal Hall Bedchamber. The only use we are
is to appear in photographs, and accept the
responsibility for the heir-apparent. That ain’t any
square deal. Yes, sir, Webb, you’re a prince-consort;
and if I was you, I’d start a interregnum or a habeas
corpus or something’; and I’d be king if I had to
turn from the bottom of the deck.’
[

]

[

]
Baldy emptied his glass to the ratification of his
Warwick pose.
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‘Baldy’, said Webb, solemnly, ‘me and you punched
cows in the same outfit for years. We been runnin’
on the same range, and ridin’ the same trails since
we was boys. I wouldn’t talk about my family affairs
to nobody but you. You was line-rider on the
Nopalito Ranch when I married Santa McAllister. I
was foreman then; but what am I now? I don’t
amount to a knot in a stake rope’
[

]

[

]
‘When old McAllister was the cattle king of West
Texas,’ continued Baldy with Satanic sweetness,
‘you was some tallow. You had as much to say on
the ranch as he did.’
[

]
[
]

‘I did,’ admitted Webb, ‘up to the time he found out
I was tryin’ to get my rope over Santa’s head. Then
he kept me out on the range as far from the ranchhouse as he could. When the old man died they
commenced to call Santa the “cattle queen.” I’m
boss of the cattle -- that’s all. She ‘tends to all the
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business; she handles all the money; I can’t sell even
a beef-steer to a party of campers, myself. Santa’s
the “queen”; and I’m Mr. Nobody.’
[

]

<

[

>

-<

>

]
‘I’d be a king if I was you,’ repeated Baldy Woods,
the royalist. ‘When a man marries a queen he ought
to grade up with her -- on the hoof -- dressed -dried -- corned -- any old way from the chaparral to
the packing-house. Lots of folks thinks it’s funny,
Webb, that you don’t have the say-so on the
Nopalito. I ain’t reflectin’ none on Miz Yeager -she’s the finest little lady between the Rio Grande
and next Christmas -- but a man ought to be boss of
his own camp.’
]

[
[
---

--

---

--]

p. 91 (c) Chinese Translation Copyright 2014

The smooth, brown face of Yeager lengthened to a
mask of wounded melancholy. With that expression,
and his rumpled yellow hair and guileless blue eyes,
he might have been likened to a schoolboy whose
leadership had been usurped by a youngster of
superior strength. But his active and sinewy seventytwo inches and his girded revolvers forbade the
comparison.

‘What was that you called me, Baldy?’ he asked.
‘What kind of a concert was it?’
]

[

[

]
‘A “consort,”’ corrected Baldy -- ‘”a princeconsort.”It’s a kind of short-card pseudonym. You
came in sort of between Jack-high and a four-card
flush.’
[
J

<

>]

--[<

>
]

Webb Yeager sighed, and gathered the strap of his
Winchester scabbard from the floor.
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‘I’m ridin’ back to the ranch to-day,’ he said, halfheartedly. ‘I’ve got to start a bunch of beeves for
San Antone in the morning.’
[

]

[
]

‘I’m your company as far as Dry Lake,’ announced
Baldy. ‘I’ve got a round-up camp on the San
Marcos cuttin’ out two-year-olds.’
[

]

[
]

The two companeros mounted their ponies and
trotted away from the little railroad settlement,
where they had foregathered in the thirsty morning.

At Dry Lake, where their routes diverged, they
reined up for a party cigarette. For miles they had
ridden in silence save for the soft drum of the
ponies’ hoofs on the matted mesquite grass, and the
rattle of the chaparral against their wooden stirrups.
But in Texas discourse is seldom continuous. You
may fill in a mile, a meal, and a murder between your
paragraphs without detriment to your thesis. So,
without apology, Webb offered an addendum to the
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conversation that had begun ten miles away.

‘You remember, yourself, Baldy, that there was a
time when Santa wasn’t quite so independent. You
remember the days when old McAllister was keepin’
us apart, and how she used to send me the sign that
she wanted to see me? Old man Mac promised to
make me look like a colander if I ever come in gunshot of the ranch. You remember the sign she used
to send, Baldy -- the heart with a cross inside of it?’
[

-]

‘Me?’ cried Baldy, with intoxicated archness.
[

]
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‘You old sugar-stealing coyote! Don’t I remember!
Why, you dadblamed old long-horned turtle-dove,
the boys in camp was all cognoscious about them
hieroglyphs. The “Gizzard-and-crossbones” we used
to call it. We used to see ‘em on truck that was sent
out from the ranch. They was marked in charcoal on
the sacks of flour and in lead-pencil on the
newspapers. I see one of ‘em once chalked on the
back of a new cook that old man McAllister sent out
from the ranch -- danged if I didn’t.’
[
<
>

--

]

‘Santa’s father’ exclaimed Webb gently, ‘got her to
promise that she wouldn’t write to me or send me
any word. That heart-and-cross sign was her
scheme. Whenever she wanted to see me in
particular she managed to put that mark on
somethin’ at the ranch that she knew I’d see. And I
never laid eyes on it but when I burnt the wind for
the ranch the same night. I used to see her in that
coma mott back of the little horse-corral.’
[

]

[
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]
‘We knew it,’ chanted Baldy; ‘but we never let on.
We was all for you. We knew why you always kept
that fast paint in camp. And when we see that
gizzard-and-crossbones figured out on the truck
from the ranch we knowed old Pinto was goin’ to
eat up miles that night instead of grass. You
remember Scurry -- that educated horse-wrangler
we had -- the college fellow that tangle-foot drove
to the ranch? Whenever Scurry saw that come-metyour-honey brand on anything from the ranch, he’d
wave his hand like that and say, ’Our friend Lee
Andrews will again swim the Hell’s point to-night.”’
]

[

[

--<
>]
‘The last time Santa sent me the sign, ‘said Webb,
‘was once when she was sick. I noticed it as soon as
I hit camp, and I galloped Pinto forty mile that night.
She wasn’t at the coma mott. I went to the house;
and old McAllister met me at the door. “Did you
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come here to get killed?” says he; “I’ll disoblige you
for once. I just started a Mexican to bring you.
Santa wants you. Go in that room and see her. And
then come out here and see me.”
[
[

]

[
]

[
]

‘Santa was lyin’ in bed pretty sick. But she gives out
a kind of a smile, and her hand and mine lock horns,
and I sets down by the bed -- mud and spurs and
chaps and all. “I’ve heard you ridin’ across the grass
for hours, Webb,” she says. “I was sure you’d come.
You saw the sign?” she whippers. “The minute I hit
camp,” says I. “‘Twas marked on he bag of potatoes
and onions.” “They’re always together,” says she,
soft like -- “always together in life.” “They go well
together,” I says, “in a stew.” “I mean hearts and
crosses,” says Santa. “Our sign -- to love and to
suffer -- that’s what they mean.”
[
-<
>
>
>

<
<
<
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><

>
><
><

<
<
<

>
>
--

->

‘And there was old Doc Musgrove amusin’ himself
with whisky and a palm-leaf fan. And by and by
Santa goes to sleep; and Doc feels her forehead; and
he says to me: “you’re not such a bad febrifuge. But
you’d better slide out now, for the diagnosis don’t
call for you in regular doses. The little lady’ll be all
right when she wakes up.”
[
å
<

>
‘I seen old McAllister outside. “She’s asleep,” says
I. “And now you can start in with your colanderwork. Take your time; for I left my gun on my
saddle-horn.”
[

<

>

<

>
‘Old Mac laughs, and he says to me: “Pumpin’ lead
into the best ranchboss in West Texas don’t seem to
me good business policy. I don’t know where I
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could get as good a one. It’s the son-in-law idea,
Webb, that makes me admire for to use you as a
target. You ain’t my idea for a member of the
family. But I can use you on the Nopalito if you’ll
keep outside of a radius with the ranch-house in the
middle of it. You go upstairs and lay down on a cot,
and when you get some sleep we’ll talk it over.”’
<

[

>
Baldy Woods pulled down his hat, and uncurled his
leg from his saddlehorn. Webb shortened his rein,
and his pony danced, anxious to be off. The two
men shook hands with Western ceremony.
[

‘Adios, Baldy,’ said Webb. ‘I’m glad I seen you and
had this talk.’
[

]

[
]

With a pounding rush that sounded like the rise of a
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covey of quail, the riders sped away toward different
points of the compass. A hundred yards on his route
Baldy reined in on the top of a bare knoll and
emitted a yell. He swayed on his horse; had he been
on foot, the earth would have risen and conquered
him; but in the saddle he was a master of
equilibrium, and laughed at whisky, and despised the
centre of gravity.

Webb turned in his saddle at the signal.

‘If I was you,’ came Baldy’s strident and perverting
tones, ‘I’d be king!’
[
[

]
]

At eight o’clock on the following morning Bud
Turner rolled from his saddle in front of the
Nopalito ranch-house, and stumbled with whizzing
rowels toward the gallery. Bud was in charge of the
bunch of beef-cattle that was to strike the trail that
morning for San Antonio. Mrs. Yeager was on the
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gallery watering a cluster of hyacinths growing in a
red earthenware jar.

‘King’ McAllister had bequeathed to his daughter
many of his strong characteristics -- his resolution,
his gay courage, his contumacious self-reliance, his
pride as a reigning monarch of hoofs and horns.
Allegro and fortissimo had been McAllister’s tempo
and tone. In Santa they survived, transposed to the
feminine key. Substantially, she preserved the image
of the mother who had been summoned to wander in
other and less finite green pastures long before the
waxing herds of kine had conferred royalty upon the
house. She had her mother’s slim, strong figure and
grave, soft prettiness that relieved in her the severity
of the imperious McAllister eye and the McAllister
air of royal independence.
[

]

--
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Webb stood on one end of the gallery giving orders
to two or three subbosses of various camps and
outfits who had ridden in for instructions.

‘’Morning,” said Bud, briefly. ‘Where do you want
them beeves to go in town -- to Barber’s, as usual?’
[

]

[
--

]

Now, to answer that had been the prerogative of the
queen. All the reins of business -- buying, selling,
and banking -- had been held by her capable fingers.
The handling of the cattle had been entrusted fully to
her husband. In the days of ‘King’ McAllister, Santa
had been his secretary and helper; and she had
continued her work with wisdom and profit. But
before she could reply, the prince-consort spake up
with calm decision:

-<

--

>
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‘You drive that bunch to Zimmerman and Nesbit’s
pens, I spoke to Zimmerman about it some time
ago.’
[
]
Bud turned on his high boot-heels.

‘Wait!’ called Santa quickly. She looked at her
husband with surprise in her steady gray eyes.
]

[

‘Why, what do you mean, Webb?’ She asked, with a
small wrinkle gathering between her brows. ‘I never
deal with Zimmerman and Nesbit. Barber has
handled every head of stock from this ranch in that
market for five years. I’m not going to take the
business out of his hands.’ She faced Bud Turner.
‘Deliver those cattle to Barber,’ she concluded
positively.
]

[
[

]

[

]
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Bud gazed impartially at the water-jar hanging on
the gallery, stood on his other leg, and chewed a
mesquite-leaf.

‘I want this bunch of beeves to go to Zimmerman
and Nesbit,’ said Webb, with a frosty light in his
blue eyes.
]

[

‘Nonsense,’ said Santa impatiently. ‘You’d better
start on, Bud, so as to noon at the Little Elm
waterhole. Tell Barber we’ll have another lot of culls
ready in about a month.’
[

]

[

]
Bud allowed a hesitating eye to steal upward and
meet Webb’s. Webb saw apology in his look, and
fancied he saw commiseration.

‘You deliver them cattle,’ he said grimly, ‘to--’
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[

]

[....]

‘Barber,’ finished Santa sharply. ‘Let that settle it. Is
there anything else you are waiting for, Bud?’
[

]

[
]

‘No, m’m,’ said Bud. But before going he lingered
while a cow’s tail could have switched thrice; for a
man is man’s ally; and even the Philistines must have
blushed when they took Samson in the way they did.
]

[

‘You hear your boss!’ cried Webb, sardonically. He
took off his hat, and bowed until it touched the floor
before his wife.
[

]

‘Webb,’ said Santa rebukingly, ‘you’re acting
mighty foolish today.’
[

]

[

]
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‘Court fool, your Majesty,’ said Webb, in his slow
tones, which had changed their quality. ‘What else
can you expect? Let me tell you. I was a man before
I married a cattle-queen. What am I now? The
laughing-stock of the camps. I’ll be a man again.’
]

[
[

]
Santa looked at him closely.

‘Don’t be unreasonable, Webb,’ she said calmly.
‘You haven’t been slighted in any way. Do I ever
interfere in your management of the cattle? I know
the business side of the ranch much better than you
do. I learned it from Dad. Be sensible.’
[

]

[

]
‘Kingdoms and queendoms,’ said Webb, ‘don’t suit
me unless I am in the pictures, too. I punch the
cattle and you wear the crown. All right. I’d rather
be High Lord Chancellor of a cow-camp than the
eight-spot in a queen-high flush. It’s your ranch; and
Barber gets the beeves.’
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[

]

[
Q

]
Webb’s horse was tied to the rack. He walked into
the house and brought out his roll of blankets that he
never took with him except on long rides, and his
‘slicker’, and his longest stake-rope of plated
rawhide. These he began to tie deliberately upon his
saddle. Santa, a little pale, followed him.

Webb swung up into the saddle. His serious, smooth
face was without expression except for a stubborn
light that smouldered in his eyes.

‘There’s a herd of cows and calves,’ said he, ‘near
the Hondo Waterhole on the Frio that out to be
moved away from timber. Lobos have killed three of
the calves. I forgot to leave orders. You’d better tell
Simms to attend to it.’
[
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]

[
]

Santa laid a hand on the horse’s bridle, and looked
her husband in the eye.

‘Are you going to leave me, Webb?’ she asked
quietly.
[

]

‘I am going to be a man again,’ he answered.
[

]

‘I wish you success in a praiseworthy attempt,’ she
said, with a sudden coldness. She turned and walked
directly into the house.
[

]

Webb Yeager rode to the southeast as straight as the
topography of West Texas permitted. And when he
reached the horizon he might have ridden on into
blue space as far as knowledge of him on the
Nopalito went. And the days, with Sundays at their
head, formed into hebdomadal squads; and the
weeks, captained by the full moon, close ranks into
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menstrual companies carrying ‘Tempus fugit’ on
their banners; and the months marched on toward
the vast camp-ground of years; but Webb Yeager
came no more to the dominions of his queen.

[

]

One day a being named Bartholomew, a sheep-man - and therefore of little account -- from the lower
Rio Grande country, rode in sight of the Nopalito
ranch-house, and felt hunger assail him. Ex
consuetudine he was soon seated a the mid-day
dining-table of that hospitable kingdom. Talk like
water gushed from him; he might have been smitten
with Aaron’s rod -- that is your gentle shepherd
when an audience is vouchsafed him whose ears are
not overgrown with wool.

‘Missis Yeager,’ he babbled, ‘I see a man the other
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day on the Rancho Seco down in Hidalgo County by
your name -- Webb Yeager was his. He’d just been
engaged as manager. He was a tall, light-haired man,
not saying much. Maybe he was some kin of yours,
do you think?’
[

]

[
-]

‘A husband,’ said Santa cordially. ‘The Seco has
done well. Mr. Yeager is one of the best stockmen
in the West.’
[

]

[
]

The dropping out of a prince-consort rarely
disorganizes a monarchy. Queen Santa had
appointed as mayordomo of the ranch, a trusty
subject, named Ramsay, who had been one of her
father’s faithful vassals. And there was scarcely a
ripple on the Nopalito ranch save when the gulfbreeze created undulations in the grass of its wide
acres.
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For several years the Nopalito had been making
experiments with an English breed of cattle that
looked down with aristocratic contempt upon the
Texas long-horns. The experiments were found
satisfactory; and a pasture had been set apart for the
blue-bloods. The fame of them had gone forth into
the chaparral and pear as far as men ride in saddles.
Other ranches woke up, rubbed their eyes, and
looked with new dissatisfaction upon the long-horns.

As a consequence, one day a sunburned, capable,
silk-kerchiefed nonchalant youth, garnished with
revolvers, and attended by three Mexican vaqueros,
alighted at the Nopalito ranch and presented the
following business-like epistle to the queen thereof.

Mrs. Yeager -- The Nopalito Ranch:
Dear Madam:
I am instructed by the owners of the Rancho Seco
to purchase 100 head of two and three-year-old
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cows of the Sussex Breed owned by you. If you can
fill the order please deliver the cattle to the bearer;
and a check will be forwarded to you at once.

Respectfully,
Webster Yeager,
Manager of the Rancho Seco.
--

100

Business is business, even -- very scantily did it
escape being written ‘especially’ -- in a kingdom.

That night the 100 head of cattle were driven up
from the pasture and penned in a corral near the
ranch-house for delivery in the morning.
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When the night closed down and the house was still,
did Santa Yeager throw herself down, clasping that
formal note to her bosom, weeping, and calling out a
name that pride (either in one or the other) had kept
from her lips many a day? Or did she file the letter,
in her business way, retaining her royal balance and
strength?

Wonder if you will; but royalty is sacred; and there
is a veil. But this much you shall learn.

At midnight Santa slipped softly out of the ranchhouse, clothed in something dark and plain. She
paused for a moment under the live-oak trees. The
prairies were somewhat dim, and the moonlight was
pale orange, diluted with particles of an impalpable,
flying mist. But the mockbird whistled on every
bough of vantage; leagues of flowers scented the air;
and a kindergarten of little shadowy rabbits leaped
and played in an open space near by. Santa turned
her face to the southeast and threw kisses
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thitherward; for there was none to see.

Then she sped silently to the blacksmith-shop, fifty
yards away; and what she did there can only be
surmised. But the forge glowed red; and there was a
faint hammering such as Cupid might make when he
sharpens his arrow-points.

Later she came forth with a queer-shaped, handled
thing in one hand, and a portable furnace, such as
are seen in branding-camps, in the other. To the
corral where the Sussex cattle were penned she sped
with these things swiftly in the moonlight.

She opened the gate and slipped inside the corral.
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The Sussex cattle were mostly a dark red. But
among this bunch was one that was milky white -notable among the others.

--

And now Santa shook from her shoulder something
that we had not seen before -- a rope lasso. She
freed the loop of it, coiling the length in her left
hand, and plunged into the thick of the cattle.

--

The white cow was her object. She swing the lasso,
which caught one horn and slipped off. The next
throw encircled the forefeet and the animal fell
heavily. Santa made for it like a panther; but it
scrambled up and dashed against her, knocking her
over like a blade of grass.

Again she made the cast, while the aroused cattle
milled round the four sides of the corral in a
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plunging mass. This throw was fair; the white cow
came to earth again; and before it could rise Santa
had made the lasso fast around a post of the corral
with a swift and simple knot, and had leaped upon
the cow again with the rawhide hobbles.

In one minute the feet of the animal were tied (no
record-breaking deed) and Santa leaned against the
corral for the same space of time, panting and lax.

And then she ran swiftly to her furnace at the gate
and brought the branding-iron, queerly shaped and
white-hot.

The bellow of the outraged white cow, as the iron
was applied, should have stirred the slumbering
auricular nerves and consciences of the nearby
subjects of the Nopalito, but it did not. And it was
amid the deepest nocturnal silence that Santa ran
like a lapwing back to the ranch-house and there fell
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upon a cot and sobbed -- sobbed as though queens
had hearts as simple ranchmen’s wives have, and as
though she would gladly make kings of princeconsorts, should they ride back again from over the
hills and far away.

--

In the morning the capable, revolvered youth and his
vaqueros set forth, driving he bunch of Sussex cattle
across the prairies to the Rancho Seco. Ninety miles
it was; and six day’s journey, grazing and watering
the animals on the way.

The beasts arrived at Rancho Seco one evening at
dusk; and were received and counted by the foreman
of the ranch.

The next morning at eight o’clock a horseman loped
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out of the brush to the Nopalito ranch-house. He
dismounted stiffly, and strode, with whizzing spurs,
to the house. His horse gave a great sigh and swayed
foam-streaked, with down-drooping head and closed
eyes.

But waste not your pity upon Belshazzar, the fleabitten sorrel. Today, in Nopalito horse-pasture he
survives, pampered, beloved, unridden, cherished
record-holder of long-distance rides.

The horseman stumbled into the house. Two arms
fell around his neck and someone cried out in the
voice of woman and queen alike: ‘Webb -- oh,
Webb!’

[
]
‘I was a skunk,’ said Webb Yeager.
[

]
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‘Hush,’ said Santa, ‘did you see it?’
[

]

[

]

‘I saw it,’ said Webb.
[

]

What they meant God knows; and you shall know, if
you rightly read the primer of events.

‘Be the cattle-queen,’ said Webb; ‘and overlook it if
you can. I was a mangy, sheep-stealing coyote.’
]

[

[
]

‘Hush!’, said Santa again, laying her fingers upon his
mouth. ‘There’s no queen here. Do you know who I
am? I am Santa Yeager, First Lady of the
Bedchamber. Come here.’
[
[

]
]

She dragged him from the gallery into the room to
the right. There stood a cradle with an infant in it -a red, ribald, unintelligible, babbling, beautiful infant,
sputtering at life in an unseemly manner.
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--

‘There’s no queen on this ranch,’ said Santa again.
‘Look at the king. He’s got your eyes, Webb. Down
on your knees and look at his Highness.’
]

[

[

]
But jingling rowels sounded on the gallery, and Bud
Turner stumbled there again with the same query
that he had brought, lacking a few days, a year ago.

‘Morning. Them beeves is jus turned out on the trail.
Shall I drive ‘em to Barber’s, or --’
[
--]
He saw Webb and stopped, open-mouthed.

‘Ba-ba-ba-ba-ba--ba!’ shrieked the king in his cradle,
beating the air with his fists.
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[

-

-

-

-

-

]

‘You hear your boss, Bud,’ said Webb Yeager, with
a broad grin -- just as he had said a year ago.
]

[
--

And that is all, except that when old man Quinn,
owner of the Rancho Seco, went out to look over
the herd of Sussex cattle that he had bought from
the Nopalitio ranch, he asked his new manager:

‘What’s the Nopalito ranch brand, Wilson?’
[

]

‘X Bar Y’, said Wilson.
[X

Y

]

‘I thought so,’ said Quinn. ‘But look at that white
heifer there; she’s got another brand -- a heart with a
cross inside of it. What brand is that?’
[

]

[
-]
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