(5) BY COURIER
[ ]
It was neither the season nor the hour when the Park
had frequenters; and it is likely that the young lady,
who was seated on one of the benches at the side of
the walk, had merely obeyed a sudden impulse to sit
for a while and enjoy a foretaste of coming Spring.

She rested there, pensive and still. A certain
melancholy that touched her countenance must have
been of recent birth, for it had not yet altered the
fine and youthful contours of her cheek, nor
subdued the arch though resolute curve of her lips.

A tall young man came striding through the park
along the path near which she sat. Behind him
tagged a boy carrying a suit-case. At sight of the
young lady, the man’s face changed to red and back
to pale again. He watched her countenance as he
drew nearer, with hope and anxiety mingled on his
own. He passed within a few yards of her, but he
saw no evidence that she was aware of his presence
or existence.
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Some fifty yards further on he suddenly stopped and
sat on a bench at one side. The boy dropped the
suit-case and stared at him with wondering, shrewd
eyes. The young man took out his handkerchief and
wiped his brow. It was a good handkerchief, a good
brow, and the young man was good to look at. He
said to the boy:

‘I want you to take a message to that young lady on
that bench. Tell her I am on my way to the station,
to leave for San Francisco, where I shall join that
Alaska moose-hunting expedition. Tell her that,
since she has commanded me neither to speak nor to
write to her, I take his means of making one last
appeal to her sense of justice, for the sake of what
has been. Tell her that to condemn and discard one
who has not deserved such treatment, without giving
him her reasons or a chance to explain is contrary to
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her nature as I believe it to be. Tell her that I have
thus, to a certain degree, disobeyed her injunctions,
in the hope that she may yet be inclined to see justice
done. Go, and tell her that.’
[

]
The young man dropped a half-dollar into the boy’s
hand. The boy looked at him for a moment with
bright, canny eyes out of a dirty, intelligent face and
then set off at a run. He approached the lady on the
bench a little doubtfully, but unembarrassed. He
touched the brim of an old plaid bicycle cap perched
on the back of his head. The lady looked at him
coolly, without prejudice or favor.
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‘Lady,’ he said, ‘dat gent on de oder bench sent yer
a song and dance by me. If yer don’t know de guy,
and he’s tryin’ to do de Johnny act, say de word,
and I’ll call a cop in t’ree minutes. If yer does know
him, and he’s on de square, w’y I’ll spiel yer de
bunch of hot air he sent yer.’
]

[

[

]
The young lady betrayed a faint interest.

‘A song and a dance!’ she said, in a deliberate, sweet
voice that seemed to clothe her words in a
diaphanous garment of impalpable irony. ‘A new
idea -- in the troubadour line, I suppose. I -- used to
know the gentleman who sent you so I think it will
hardly be necessary to call the police. You may
execute your song and dance, but do not sing too
loudly. It is a little early yet for open-air vaudeville,
and we might attract attention.’
[

]
[

--

--
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]

‘Awe,’ said the boy, with a shrug down the length of
him, ‘yer know what I mean, lady. ‘Tain’t a turn, it’s
wind. He told me to tell yer he’s got his collars and
cuffs in dat grip for a scoot clean out to ‘Frisco. Den
he’ goin’ to shoot snow-birds in de Klondike. He
says you told him not to send ‘round no more pink
notes nor come hangin’ over de garden gate, and he
takes dis means of puttin’ yer wise. He says yer
refereed him out like a has-been, and never give him
no chance to kick at de decision. He says yer swiped
him, and never said why.’
[

]

[

]
The slightly awakened interest in the young lady’s
eyes did not abate. Perhaps it was caused by either
the originality or the audacity of the snow-bird
hunter, in thus circumventing her express commands
against the ordinary modes of communication. She
fixed her eye on a statue standing disconsolate in the
disheveled park, and spoke into the transmitter:
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‘Tell the gentleman that I need not repeat to him a
description of my ideals. He knows what they have
been and what they still are. So far as they touch on
this case, absolute loyalty and truth are the ones
paramount. Tell him that I have studied my own
heart as well as one can, and I know its weakness as
well as I do its needs. That is why I decline to hear
his pleas, whatever they may be. I did not condemn
him through hearsay or doubtful evidence, and that
is why I made no charge. But, since he persists in
hearing what he already well knows, you may
convey the matter.
[

‘Tell him that I entered the conservatory that
evening from the rear, to cut a rose for my mother.
Tell him I saw him and Miss Ashburton beneath the
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pink oleander. The tableau was pretty, but the pose
and juxtaposition were too eloquent and evident to
require explanation. I left the conservatory, and, at
the same time, the rose and my ideal. You may carry
that song and dance to your impresario.’
[

]
‘I am shy on one word, lady. Jux -- jux -- put me
wise on that , will yer?’
[

--

--

]
‘Juxtaposition -- or you may call it propinquity -- or,
if you like, being rather too near for one maintaining
the position of an ideal.’
[

--

--

]
The gravel spun from beneath the boy’s feet. He
stood by the other bench. The man’s eyes
interrogated him, hungrily. The boy’s were shining
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with the impersonal zeal of the translator.

‘De lady says dat she’ on to de fact dat gals is dead
easy when a feller come spielin’ ghost stories and
tryin’ to make up, and dat’s why she won’t listen to
no soft-soap. She says she caught yer dead to rights,
huggin’ a bunch o’ calico in de hot-house. She sidestepped in to pull some posies and yer was squeezin’
der oder gal to beat de band. She says it looked
cute, all right all right, but it made her sick. She says
yer better git busy, and make a sneak for de train.’
[

]
The young man gave a low whistle and his eyes
flashed with a sudden thought. His hand flew to the
inside pocket of his coat, and drew out a handful of
letters. Selecting one, he handed it to the boy,
following it with a silver dollar from his vest-pocket.
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‘Give that letter to the lady,’ he said, ‘and ask her to
read it. Tell her that it should explain the situation.
Tell her that, if she had mingled a little trust with her
conception of the ideal, much heartache might have
been avoided. Tell her that loyalty she prizes so
much has never wavered. Tell her I am waiting for
an answer.’
]

[

[

]
The messenger stood before the lady.

‘De gent says he’s had de ski-bunk put on him
widout no cause. He says he’s no bum guy; and,
lady, yer read dat letter, and I’ll bet he’s a white
sport, all right.’
[
]
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The lady unfolded the letter, somewhat doubtfully,
and read it.

Dear Dr. Arnold: I want to thank you for
your most kind and opportune aid to my
daughter last Friday, when she was
overcome by an attack of her old hearttrouble in the conservatory at Mrs.
Waldron’s reception. Had you not been near
to catch her as she fell and to render proper
attention, we might have lost her. I would be
glad if you would call and undertake the
treatment of her case.
Gratefully yours,
Robert Ashburton

The lady refolded the letter, and handed it to the
boy.
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‘De gent wants an answer,’ said the messenger.
‘What’s de word?’
[

]

[

]

The lady’s eyes suddenly flashed on him, bright,
smiling and wet.

‘Tell that guy on the other bench,’ she said, with a
happy, tremulous laugh, ‘that his girl wants him.’
]

[
[

]
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(6) TELEMACHUS, FRIEND
[ ]
Returning from a hunting trip, I waited at the little
town of Los Pinos, in New Mexico, for the southbound train, which was one hour late. I sat on the
porch of the Summit House and discussed the
functions of life with Telemachus Hicks, the hotel
proprietor.

Perceiving that personalities were not out of order, I
asked him what species of beast had long ago
twisted and mutilated his left ear. Being a hunter, I
was concerned in the evils that may befall one in the
pursuit of game.

‘That ear,’ said Hicks, ‘is the relic of true
friendship.’
[

]

[

]
‘An accident?’ I persisted.
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[

]

‘No friendship is an accident,’ said Telemachus; and
I was silent.
]

[

‘The only perfect case of true friendship I ever
knew,’ went on my host, ‘was a cordial intent
between a Connecticut man and a monkey. The
monkey climbed palms in Barranguilla and threw
down coconuts to the man. The man sawed them in
two and made dippers, which he sold for two reales
each and bought rum. The monkey drank the milk of
the nuts. Through each being satisfied with his own
share of the graft, they lived like brothers.
]

[
[

‘But in the case of human beings, friendship is a
transitory act, subject to discontinuance wihtout
further notice.
[
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‘I had a friend once, of the entitlement of Paisley
Fish, that I imagined was sealed to me for an endless
space of time. Side by side for seven years we had
mined, ranched, sold patent churns, herded sheep,
took photographs and other things, built wire fences,
and picked prunes. Thinks I, neither homicide nor
flattery nor riches nor sophistry nor drink can make
trouble between me and Paisley Fish. We was
friends an amount you could hardly guess at. We
was friends in business, and we let our amicable
qualities lap over and season our hours of recreation
and folly. We certainly had days of Damon and
nights of Pythias.
[

‘One summer me and Paisley gallops down into
these San Andres mountains for the purpose of a
month’s surcease and levity, dressed in the natural
store habiliments of man. We hit this town Los
Pinos, which certainly was a roof-garden spot of the
world, and flowing with condensed milk and honey.
It had a street or two, and air, and hens and a eatinghouse; and that was enough for us.
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[

‘We strikes the town after super-time, and we
concludes to sample whatever efficacy there is in
this eating-house down by the railroad tracks. By the
time we had set down and pried up our plates with a
knife from the red oil-cloth, along intrudes Widow
Jessup with the hot biscuit and fried liver.
[

‘Now, there was a woman that would have tempted
an anchovy to forget his vows. She was not so small
as she was large; and a kind of welcome air seemed
to mitigate her vicinity. The pink of her face was the
in hoc signo of a culinary temper and a warm
disposition, and her smile would have brought out
the dogwood blossoms in December.
[
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‘Widow Jessup talks to us a lot of garrulousness
about the climate and history and Tennyson and
prunes and the scarcity of mutton, and finally wants
to know where we came from.
[

‘”Spring Valley,”’ says I.
[<

>]

‘”Big Spring Valley,”’ chips in Paisley, out of a lot
of potatoes and knuckle-bone of ham in his mouth.

[<

>]

‘That was the first sign I notices that the old fidus
Diogenes business between me and Paisley Fish was
ended forever. He knew how I hated a talkative
person, and yet he stampedes into the conversation
with his amendments of syntax. On the map it was
Big Spring Valley; but I had heard Paisley himself
call it Spring Valley a thousand times.
[
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‘Without saying any more, we went out after supper
and set on the railroad track. We had been pardners
too long not to know what was going on in each
other’s mind.
[

‘”I reckon you understand,” says Paisley, “that I’ve
made up my mind to accrue that widow woman as
part and parcel in and to my hereditaments forever,
both domestic, sociable, legal, and otherwise, until
death us do part.”
>

[<

<

>
‘”Why, yes,” says I, “I read it between the lines,
though you only spoke one. And I suppose you are
aware,” says I, “that I have a movement on foot that
leads up to the widow’s changing her name to
Hicks, and leaves you writing to the society column
to inquire whether the best man wears a japonica or
seamless socks at the wedding!”
[<

>

<
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>

<

>
‘”There will be some hiatuses in your program,”
says Paisley, chewing up a piece of a railroad tie.
“I’d give in to you,” says he, “in ‘most any respect if
it was secular affairs, but this is not so. The smiles of
woman,” goes on Paisley, “is the whirlpool of
Squills and Chalybeates, into which vortex the good
ship Friendship is often drawn and dismembered. I’d
assail a bear that was annoying you,” says Paisley,
“or I’d indorse your note, or rub the place between
your shoulder-blades with opodeldoc the same as
ever; but there my sense of etiquette ceases. In this
fracas with Mrs. Jessup we play it alone. I’ve
notified you fair.”
>

[<
<

>

<
>

>

<

<

>
‘And then I collaborates with myself, and offers the
following resolutions and by-laws:
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[

‘”Friendship between man and man,” says I, “is an
ancient historical virtue enacted in the days when
men had to protect each other against lizards with
eighty-foot tails and flying turtles. And they’ve kept
up the habit to this day, and stand by each other till
the bellboy comes up and tells them the animals are
not really there. I’ve often heard,” I says, “about
ladies stepping in and breaking up a friendship
between men. Why should that be? I’ll tell you,
Paisley, the first sight and hot biscuit of Mrs. Jessup
appears to have inserted a oscillation into each of
our bosoms. Let the best man of us have her. I’ll
play you a square game, and won’t do any
underhanded work. I’ll do all of my courting of her
in your presence, so you will have an equal
opportunity. With that arrangement I don’t see why
our steamboat of friendship should fall overboard in
the medicinal whirlpools you speak of, whichever of
us wins out.”
[<

>

<

>

<
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>
‘”Good old hoss!” says Paisley, shaking my hand.
“And I’ll do the same,” says he. “We’ll court the
lady synonymously, and without any of the prudery
and bloodshed usual to such occasions. And we’ll be
friends still, win or lose.”
[<

>
>

<
<
>

‘At one side of Mrs. Jessup’s eating-house was a
bench under some trees where she used to sit in the
breeze after the south-bound had been fed and gone.
And there me and Paisley used to congregate after
supper and make partial payments on our respects to
the lady of our choice. And we was so honorable
and circuitous in our calls that if one of us got there
first we waited for the other before beginning any
gallivantery.
[
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‘The first evening that Mrs. Jessup knew about our
arrangement I got to the bench before Paisley did.
Supper was just over, and Mrs. Jessup was out there
with a fresh pink dress on, and almost cool enough
to handle.
[

‘I sat down by her and made a few specifications
about the moral surface of nature as set forth by the
landscape and the contiguous perspective. That
evening was surely a case in point. The moon was
attending to business in the section of sky where it
belonged, and the trees was making shadows on the
ground according to science and nature, and there
was a kind of conspicious hullabaloo going on in the
bushes between the bull-bats and the orioles and the
jack-rabbits and other feathered insects of the forest.
And the wind out of the mountains was singing like
a jew’s-harp in the pile of old tomato-cans by the
railroad track.
[
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I felt a kind of sensation in my left side -- something
like dough rising in a crock by the fire. Mrs. Jessup
had moved up closer.
--

‘”Oh, Mr. Hicks,” says she, “when one is alone in
the world, don’t they feel it more aggravated on a
beautiful night like this?”
>

[<

<

>
‘I rose up off the bench at once.
[
‘”Excuse me, ma’am,” says I, “but I’ll have to wait
till Paisley comes before I can give a audible hearing
to leading questions like that.”
[<

>

<
>

‘And then I explained to her how we was friends
cinctured by years of embarrassment and travel and
complicity, and how we had agreed to take no
advantage of each other in any of the more mushy
walks of life, such as might be fomented by
sentiment and proximity. Mrs. Jessup appears to
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think serious about the matter for a minute, and then
she breaks into a species of laughter that makes the
wildwood resound.
[

‘In a few mintues Paisley drops around, with oil of
bergamot on his hair, and sits on the other side of
Mrs. Jessup, and inaugurates a sad tale of adventure
in which him and Pieface Lumley has a skinningmatch of dead cows in ‘95 for a silver-mounted
saddle in the Santa Rita valley during the nine
months’ draught.
[
95

‘Now, from the start of that courtship I had Paisley
Fish hobbled and tied to a post. Each one of us had a
different system of reaching out for the easy places
in the female heart. Pailsy’s scheme was to petrify
‘em with wonderful relations of events that he had
either come across personally or in large print. I
think he must have got his idea of subjugation from
one of Shapespeare’s shows I see once called
“Othello.” There is a colored man in it who acquires
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a duke’s daugher by disburing to her a mixture of
the talk turned out by Rider Hagard, Lew
Dockstader, and Dr. Parkhurst. But that style of
courting don’t work well off the stage.
[

<

>

‘Now, I give you my own recipe for inveigling a
woman into that state of affairs when she can be
referred to as “nee Jones.” Learn how to pick up her
hand and hold it, and she’s yours. It ain’t so easy.
Some men grab at it so much like they was going to
set a dislocation of the shoulder that you can smell
the arnica and hear ‘em tearing off bandages. Some
take it up like a hot horseshoe, and hold it off at
arm’s length like a druggist pouring tincture of
asafoetida in a bottle. And most of ‘em catch hold of
it and drag it right out before the lady’s eyes like a
boy finding a baseball in the grass, without giving
her a chance to forget that the hand is growing on
the end of her arm. Them ways are all wrong.
[
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‘I’ll tell you the right way. Did you ever see a man
sneak out in the backyard and pick up a rock to
throw at a tomcat that was sitting on a fence looking
at him? He pretends he hasn’t got a thing in his
hand, and that the cat don’t see him, and that he
don’t see the cat. That’s the idea. Never drag her
hand out where she’ll have to take notice of it.
Don’t let her know that you think she knows you
have the least idea she is aware you are holding her
hand. That was my rule of tactics; and as far as
Paisley’s serenade about hostilities and misadventure
went, he might as well have been reading to her a
time-table of the Sunday trains that stop at Ocean
Grove, New Jersey.
[
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‘One night when I beat Paisley to the bench by one
pipeful, my friendship gets subsidized for a minute,
and I asks Mrs. Jessup if she didn’t think a “H” was
easier to write than a “J”. In a second her head was
mashing the oleander flower in my button-hole, and
I leaned over and -- but I didn’t.
[
<H>
<J>
--

‘”If you don’t mind,” says I, standing up “we’ll wait
for Paisley to come before finishing this. I’ve never
done anything dishonorable yet to our friensdhip,
and this won’t be quite fair.”
>

[<

<
>

‘”Mr. Hicks,” says Mrs. Jessup, looking at me
peculiar in the dark, “if it wasn’t for but one thing,
I’d ask you to hike yourself down the gulch and
never disresume your visits to my house.”
[<

>
<
>

‘”And what is that, ma’an?”
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[<

>

‘”You are too good a friend not to make a good
husband,” says she.
[<
>
‘In five minutes Paisley was on his side of Mrs.
Jessup.
[
‘”In Silver City, in the summer of ‘98,” he begins, “I
see Jim Batholomew chew off a Chinaman’s ear in
the Blue Light Saloon on account of a crossbarred
muslin shirt that --what is that noise?”
>

[<98

<

--

>

‘I had resumed matters again with Mrs. Jessup right
where we had left off.
[

‘”Mrs. Jessup,” says I, “has promised to make it
Hicks. And this is another of the same sort.”
[<

>

<
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‘Paisley winds his feet around a leg of the bench and
kind of groans.
[
‘”Lem,” says he, “we been friends for seven years.
Would you mind not kissing Mrs. Jessup quite so
loud? I’ll do the same for you.”
>

[<

<

>
‘”All right,” says I. “The other kind will do as well.”
[<

>

<

>

‘”This Chinaman,” goes on Paisley, “was the one
that shot a man named Mullins in the spring of ‘97,
and that was--”
[<

>

<

97
...>

‘Paisley interrupted himself again.
[
‘”Lem,” says he, “if you was a true friend you
wouldn’t hug Mrs. Jessup quite hard. I felt the bench
shake all over just then. You know you told me you
would give me an even chance as long as there was
any.”
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[<

>

<
>

‘”Mr. Man,” says Mrs. Jessup, turning around to
Paisley, “if you was to drop in to the celebration of
mine and Mr. Hicks’s silver wedding, twenty-five
years from now, do you think you could get it into
that Hubbard squash you call your head that you are
nix cum rous in this business? I’ve put up with you a
long time because you was Mr. Hicks’s friend; but it
seems to me it’s time for you to wear the willow and
trot off down the hill.”
>

[<

<

‘”Mrs. Jessup,” says I, without losing my grasp on
the situation as fiance. “Mr. Paisley is my friend, and
I offered him a square deal and a equal opportunity
as long as there was a chance.”
[<

>
<
>

‘”A chance!” says she. “Well, he may think he has a
chance; but I hope he won’t think he’s got a cinch,
after what he’s been next to all the evening.”
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[<

>

<

>
‘Well, a month afterwards me and Mrs. Jessup was
married in the Los Pinos Methodist Church; and the
whole town closed up to see the performance.
[

‘When we lined up in front and the preacher was
beginning to sing out his rituals and observances, I
looks around and misses Paisley. I calls time on the
preacher. “Paisley ain’t here,” says I. “We’ve got to
wait for Paisley. A friend once, a friend always -that’s Telemachus Hicks,” says I. Mrs. Jessup’s eyes
snapped some; but the preacher holds up the
incantations according to instructions.
[
<
>

<
--

>

‘In a few minutes Paisley gallops up the aisle,
putting on a cuff as he comes. He explains that the
only dry-goods store in town was closed for the
wedding, and he couldn’t get the kind of a boiled
shirt that his taste called for until he had broke open
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the back window of the store and helped himself.
Then he ranges up on the other side of the bride, and
the wedding goes on. I always imagined that Paisley
calculated as a last chance that the preacher might
marry him to the widow by mistake.
[

‘After the proceedings was over we had tea and
jerked antelope and canned apricots, and then the
populace hiked itself away. Last of all Paisley shook
me by he hand and told me I’d acted square and on
the level with him and he was proud to call me a
friend.
[

‘The preacher had a small house on the side of the
street that he’d fixed up to rent; and he allowed me
and Mrs. Hicks to occupy it till the ten-forty train
the next morning, when we was going on a bridal
tour to El Paso. His wife had decorated it all up with
hollyhocks and poison ivy; and it looked real festal
and bowery.
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[

‘About ten o’clock that night I sets down in the
front door and pulls of my boots a while in the cool
breeze, while Mrs. Hicks was fixing around in the
room. Right soon the light went out inside; and I sat
there a while, reverberating over old times and
scenes. And then I heard Mrs. Hicks call out, “Ain’t
you coming in soon, Lem?”
[

<
>
‘”Well, well!” says I, kind of rousing up. “Durn me
if I wasn’t waiting for old Paisley to--”
[<

>

<
..

>

‘But when I got that far,’ concluded Telemachus
Hicks, ‘I thought somebody had shot this left ear of
mine off with a forty-five. But it turned out to be
only a lick from a broomhandle in the hands of Mrs.
Hicks.’
[

]

[
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45
]
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(7) A CHAPARRAL PRINCE
[ ]
Nine o’clock at last, and the drudging toil of the day
was ended. Lena climbed to her room in the third
half-story of the Quarrymen’s Hotel. Since daylight
she had slaved, doing the work of a full-grown
woman, scrubbing the floors, washing the heavy
ironstone plates and cups, making the beds, and
supplying the insatiate demands for wood and water
in that turbulent and depressing hostelry.

The din of the day’s quarrying was over -- the
blasting and drilling, the creaking of the great
cranes, the shouts of the foremen, the backing and
shifting of the flat-cars hauling the heavy blocks of
limestone. Down in the hotel office three or four of
the laborers were growling and swearing over a
belated game of checkers. Heavy odors of stewed
meat, hot grease, and cheap coffee hung like a
depressing fog about the house.
--
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Lena lit a stump of a candle and sat limply upon her
wooden chair. She was eleven years old, thin and illnourished. Her back and limbs were sore and aching.
But the ache in her heart made the biggest trouble.
The last straw had been added to the burden upon
her small shoulders. They had taken away Grimm.
Always at night, however tired she might be, she had
turned to Grimm for comfort and hope. Each time
had Grimm whispered to her that the prince or the
fairy would come and deliver her out of the wicked
enchantment. Every night she had taken fresh
courage and strength from Grimm.

To whatever tale she read she found an analogy in
her own condition. The woodcutter’s lost child, the
unhappy goose girl, the persecuted stepdaughter, the
little maiden imprisoned in the witch’s hut -- all
these were but transparent disguises for Lena, the
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overworked kitchenmaid in the Quarrymen’s Hotel.
And always when the extremity was direst came the
good fairy or the gallant prince to the rescue.

--

So, here in the ogre’s castle, enslaved by wicked
spell, Lena had leaned upon Grimm and waited,
longing for the powers of goodness to prevail. But
on the day before Mrs. Maloney had found the book
in her room and had carried it away, declaring
sharply that it would not do for servants to read at
night; they lost sleep and did not work briskly the
next day. Can one only eleven years old, living away
from one’s mama, and never having any time to
play, live entirely deprived of Grimm? Just try it
once and you will see what a difficult thing it is.
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Lena’s home was in Texas, away up among the little
mountains on the Pedernales River, in a little town
called Fredericksburg. They are all German people
who live in Fredericksburg. Of evenings they sit at
little tables along the sidewalk and drink beer and
play pinochle and scat. They are very thrifty people.

Thriftiest among them was Peter Hildesmuller,
Lena’s father. And that is why Lena was sent to
work in the hotel at the quarries, thirty miles away.
She earned three dollars every week, and Peter
added her wages to his well-guarded store. Peter
had an ambition to become as rich as his neighbor,
Hugo Heffelbauer, who smoked a meerschaum pipe
three feet long and had wiener schnitzel and
hasenpfeffer for dinner every day in the week. And
now Lena was quite old enough to work and assist
in the accumulation of riches. But conjecture, if you
can, what it means to be sentenced at eleven years of
age from a home in the pleasant little Rhine village
to hard labor in the ogre’s castle, where you must fly
to serve the ogres, while they devour cattle and
sheep, growling fiercely as they stamp white
limestone dust from their great shoes for you to
sweep and scour with your weak, aching fingers.
And then -- to have Grimm taken away from you!
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--

Lena raised the lid of an old empty case that had
once contained canned corn and got out a sheet of
paper and a piece of pencil. She was going to write a
letter to her mamma. Tommy Ryan was going to
post it for her at Ballinger’s. Tommy was seventeen,
worked in the quarries, went home to Ballinger’s
every night, and was now waiting in the shadows
under Lena’s window for her to throw her letter out
to him. That was the only way she could send a
letter to Fredericksburg. Mrs. Maloney did not like
for her to write letters.
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The stump of candle was burning low, so Lena
hastily bit the wood from around the lead of her
pencil and began. This is the letter she wrote:

Dearest Mamma: I want so much to see you.
And Gretel and Claus and Heinrich and little
Adolf. I am so tired. I want to see you. Today I was slapped by Mrs. Maloney and had
no supper. I could not bring in enough
wood, for my hand hurt. She took my book
yesterday. I mean ‘Grimms’s Fairy Tales,’
which Uncle Leo gave me. It did not hurt
any one for me to read the book. I try to
work as well as I can, but there is so much to
do. I read only a little bit every night. Dear
mamma, I shall tell you what I am going to
do. Unless you send for me to-morrow to
bring me home I shall go to a deep place I
know in the river and drown. It is wicked to
drown, I suppose, but I wanted to see you,
and there is no one else. I am very tired, and
Tommy is waiting for the letter. You will
excuse me, mamma, if I do it.
Your respectful and loving daughter,
Lena
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[

]

Tommy was still waiting faithfully when the letter
was concluded, and when Lena dropped it out she
saw him pick it up and start up the steep hillside.
Without undressing she blew out the candle and
curled herself upon the mattress on the floor.

At 10:30 o’clock old man Ballinger came out of the
house in his stocking feet and leaned over the gate,
smoking his pipe. He looked down the big road,
white in the moonshine, and rubbed one ankle with
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the toe of his other foot. It was time for the
Fredericksburg mail to come pattering up the road.

Old man Ballinger had waited only a few minutes
when he heard the lively hoofbeats of Fritz’s team of
little black mules, and very soon afterward his
covered spring wagon stood in front of the gate.
Fritz’s big spectacles flashed in the moonlight and
his tremendous voice shouted a greeting to the
postmaster of Ballinger’s. The mail-carrier jumped
out and took the bridles from the mules, for he
always fed them oats at Ballinger’s.

While the mules were eating from their feed bags old
man Ballinger brought out the mail sack and threw it
into the wagon.
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Fritz Bergmann was a man of three sentiments -- or
to be more accurate -- four, the pair of mules
deserving to be reckoned individually. Those mules
were the chief interest and joy of his existence. Next
came the Emperor of Germany and Lena
Hildesmuller.
--

--

‘Tell me,’ said Fritz, when he was ready to start,
‘contains the sacks a letter to Frau Hildesmuller
from the little Lena at the quarries? One came in the
last mail to say that she is a little sick, already. Her
mamma is very anxious to hear again.’
]

[

[

]
‘Yes,’ said old man Ballinger, ‘that’s a letter for
Mrs. Helterskelter, or some sich name. Tommy
Ryan brung it over when he come. Her little gal
workin’ over thar, you say?’
[

]

[
]

‘In the hotel,’ shouted Fritz, as he gathered up the
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lines; ‘eleven years old and not bigger as a
frankfurter. The close-fist of Peter Hildesmuller! -some day shall I with a big club pound that man’s
dummkopf -- all in and out the town. Perhaps in this
letter Lena will say that she is yet feeling better. So,
her mamma will be glad. Auf Wiedersehen, Herr
Ballinger -- your feets will take cold out in the night
air.’
]

[
[

---

--

]

‘So long, Fritzy,’ said old man Ballinger. ‘You got a
nice cool night for your drive.’
[

]

[

]
Up the road went the little black mules at their
steady trot, while Fritz thundered at them occasional
words of endearment and cheer.

These fancies occupied the mind of the mailcarrier
until he reached the big post-oak forest, eight miles
from Ballinger’s. Here his ruminations were
p. 164 (c) Chinese Translation Copyright 2014

scattered by the sudden flash and report of pistols
and a whooping as if from a whole tribe of Indians.
A band of galloping centaurs closed in around the
mail wagon. One of them leaned over the front
wheel, covered the driver with his revolver, and
ordered him to stop. Others caught at the bridles of
Donder and Blitzen.

‘Donnerwetter!’ shouted Fritz, with all his
tremendous voice -- ‘wass ist? Release your hands
from dose mules. Ve was der United States mail!’
[

]

[
]

‘Hurry up, Dutch!’ drawled a melancholy voice.
‘Don’t you know when you’re in a stick-up?
Reverse your mules and climb out of the cart.’
[

]
[
]

It is due to the breadth of Hondo Bill’s demerit and
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the largeness of his achievements to state that the
holding up of the Fredericksburg mail was not
perpetuated by way of an exploit. As the lion while
in the pursuit of prey commensurate to his prowess
might set a frivolous foot upon a casual rabbit in his
path, so Hondo Bill and his gang had swooped
sportively upon the pacific transport of Meinherr
Fritz.

The real work of their sinister night ride was over.
Fritz and his mail bag and his mules came as a gentle
relaxation, grateful after the arduous duties of their
profession. Twenty miles to the southeast stood a
train with a killed engine, hysterical passengers, and
a looted express and mail car. That represented the
serious occupation of Hondo Bill and his gang. With
a fairly rich prize of currency and silver the robbers
were making a wide detour to the west through the
less populous country, intending to seek safety in
Mexico by means of some fordable spot on the Rio
Grande. The booty from the train had melted the
desperate bushrangers to jovial and happy
skylarkers.
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Trembling with outraged dignity and no little
personal apprehension, Fritz climbed out to the road
after replacing his suddenly removed spectacles. The
band had dismounted and were singing, capering,
and whooping, thus expressing their satisfied delight
in the life of a jolly outlaw. Rattlesnake Rogers, who
stood at the heads of the mules, jerked a little too
vigorously at the rein of the tender-mouthed
Donder, who reared and emitted a loud, protesting
snort of pain. Instantly Fritz, with a scream of anger,
flew at the bulky Rogers and began assiduously to
pommel that surprised free-booter with his fists.
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‘Villain!’ shouted Fritz, ‘dog, bigstiff! Dot mule he
has a soreness by his mouth. I vill knock off your
shoulders mit your head -- robber-mans!’
[

]

[
--

]

‘Yi-yi!’ howled Rattlesnake, roaring with laughter
and ducking his head, ‘somebody git this here
sourkrout off’n me!’
[

-

]
[
]

One of the band jerked Fritz back by the coat-tail,
and the woods rang with Rattlesnake’s vociferous
comments.

‘The dog-goned little weinerwurst,’ he yelled,
amiably. ‘He’s not so much of a skunk, for a
Dutchman. Took up for his animile plum quick,
didn’t he? I like to see a man like his hoss, even if it
is a mule. The dad-blamed little Limburger he went
for me, didn’t he! Whoa, now, muley -- I ain’t agoin’ to hurt your mouth agin any more.’
[

]
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[

--

]

Perhaps the mail would not have been tampered with
had not Ben Moody, the lieutenant, possessed
certain wisdom that seemed to promise more spoils.

‘Say, Cap,’ he said, addressing Hondo Bill, ‘there’s
liable to be good pickings in these mail sacks. I’ve
done some hoss tradin’ with these Dutchmen around
Fredericksburg, and I know the style of the
varmints. There’s big money goes through the mails
to that town. Them Dutch risk a thousand dollars
sent wrapped in a piece of paper before they’d pay
the banks to handle the money.’
[

]

[

]
Hondo Bill, six feet two, gentle of voice and
impulsive in action, was dragging the sacks from the
rear of the wagon before Moody had finished his
speech. A knife shone in his hand, and they heard the
ripping sound as it bit through the tough canvas. The
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outlaws crowded around and began tearing open
letters and packages, enlivening their labors by
searing affably at the writers, who seemed to have
conspired to confute the prediction of Ben Moody.
Not a dollar was found in the Fredericksburg mail.

‘You ought to be ashamed of yourself,’ said Hondo
Bill to the mail-carrier in solemn tones, ‘to be
packing around such a lot of old, trashy paper as
this. What d’you mean by it, anyhow? Where do you
Dutchers keep your money at?’
[

]

[
]

The Ballinger mail sack opened like a cocoon under
Hondo’s knife. It contained but a handful of mail.
Fritz had been fuming with terror and excitement
until this sack was reached. He now remembered
Lena’s letter. He addressed the leader of the band,
asking him that particular missive be spared.
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‘Much obliged, Dutch,’ he said to the disturbed
carrier. ‘I guess that’s the letter we want. Got
spondulicks in it, ain’t it? Here she is. Make a light,
boys.’
]

[
[
]

Hondo found and tore open the letter to Mrs.
Hildersmuller. The others stood about, lighting
twisted-up letters one from another. Hondo gazed
with mute disapproval at the single sheet of paper
covered with the angular German script.

‘Whatever is this you’ve humbugged us with,
Duchy? You call this here a valuable letter? That’s a
mighty low-down trick to play on your friends what
come along to help you distribute your mail.’
[
]

p. 171 (c) Chinese Translation Copyright 2014

‘That’s Chiny writin’,’ said Sandy Grundy, peering
over Hondo’s shoulder.
[

]

‘You’re off your kazip,’ declared another of the
gang, an effective youth, covered with silk
handkerchiefs and nickel plating. ‘That’s shorthand.
I seen ‘em do it once in court.’
[

]
[
]

‘Ach, no, no, no -- dot is German,’ said Fritz. ‘It is
no more as a little girl writing a letter to her mamma.
One poor little girl, sick and vorking hard avay from
home. Ach! It is a shame. Good Mr. Robber-man,
you vill please let me have dot letter?’
[

--

]

[

]
‘What the devil do you take us for, old Pretzels,’
said Hondo with sudden and surprising severity.
‘You ain’t presumin’ to insinuate that we gents ain’t
possessed of sufficient politeness for to take an
interest in the miss’s health are you? Now, you go
on, and you read that scratchin’ out loud and in plain
United States language to this here company of
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educated society.’
[

]
[

]
Hondo twirled his six-shooter by its trigger guard
and stood towering above the little German, who at
once began to read the letter, translating the simple
words into English. The gang of rovers stood in
absolute silence, listening intently.

‘How old is that kid?’ asked Hondo when the letter
was done.
[

]

‘Eleven,’ said Fritz.
[

]

‘And where is she at?’
[

]
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‘At those rock quarries -- working. Ach, mein Gott - little Lena, she speak of drowning. I do not know
if she vill do it, but if she shall I schwear I vill dot
Petter Hildersmuller shoot mit a gun.’
[

--

-]

‘You Dutchers,’ said Hondo Bill, his voice swelling
with fine contempt, ‘make me plenty tired. Hirin’
out your kids to work when they ought to be playin’
dolls in the sand. You’re a hell of a sect of people. I
reckon we’ll fix your clock for a while just to show
what we think of your old chessy nation. Here,
boys!’
]

[
[

]
Hondo Bill parleyed aside briefly with his band, and
then they seized Fritz and conveyed him off the road
to one side. Here they bound him fast to a tree with
a couple of lariats. His team they tied to another tree
near by.
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‘We ain’t going to hurt you bad,’ said Hondo,
reassuringly. ‘’Twon’t hurt you to be tied up for a
while. We will now pass you the time of the day, as
it is up to us to depart. Ausgespielt --nixcomrous,
Duchy. Don’t get any more impatience.’
[

]

[
]

Fritz heard a great squeaking of saddles as the men
mounted their horses. Then a loud yell and a great
clatter of hoofs as they galloped pell-mell back along
the Fredericksburg road.

For more than two hours Fritz sat against his tree,
tightly but not painfully bound. Then from the
reaction after his exciting adventure he sank into
slumber. How long he slept he knew not, but he was
at last awakened by a rough shake. Hands were
untying his ropes. He was lifted to his feet, dazed,
confused in mind, and weary of body. Rubbing his
eyes, he looked and saw that he was again in the
midst of the same band of terrible bandits. They
shoved him up to the seat of his wagon and placed
the lines in his hands.
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‘Hit it out for home, Dutch,’ said Hondo Bill’s
voice, commandingly. ‘You’ve given us lots of
trouble and we’re pleased to see the back your neck.
Spiel! Zwei bier! Vamoose!’
]

[

[

]
Hondo reached out and gave Blitzen a smart cut
with his quirt.

The little mules sprang ahead, glad to be moving
again. Fritz urged them along, himself dizzy and
muddled over his fearful adventure.

According to schedule time, he should have reached
Fredericksburg at daylight. As it was, he drove
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down the long street of the town at eleven o’clock
a.m. He had to pass Peter Hildesmuller’s house on
his way to the post office. He stopped his team at
the gate and called. But Frau Hildesmuller was
watching for him. Out rushed the whole family of
Hildesmullers.

Frau Hildesmuller, fat and flushed, inquired if he had
a letter from Lena, and then Fritz raised his voice
and told the tale of his adventure. He told the
contents of the letter that the robber had made him
read, and then Frau Hildesmuller broke into wild
weeping. Her little Lena drown herself! Why had
they sent her from home? What could be done?
Perhaps it would be too late by the time they could
send for her now. Peter Hildesmuller dropped his
meerschaum on the walk and it shivered into pieces.

‘Woman!’ he roared at his wife, ‘why did you let
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that child go away? It is your fault if she comes
home to us no more.’
[

]

[
]

Every one knew that it was Peter Hildesmuller’s
fault, so they paid no attention to his words.

A moment afterward a strange, faint voice was
heard to call: ‘Mamma!’ Frau Hildesmuller at first
thought it was Lena’s spirit calling, and then she
rushed to the rear of Fritz’s wagon, and, with a loud
shriek of joy, caught up Lena herself, covering her
pale little face with kisses and smothering her with
hugs. Lena’s eyes were heavy with the deep slumber
of exhaustion but she smiled and lay close to the one
she had longed to see. There among the mail sacks,
covered in a nest of strange blankets and comforters,
she had lain asleep until wakened by the voices
around her.
[

]
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Fritz stared at her with eyes that bulged behind his
spectacles.

‘Gott in Himmel!’ he shouted. ‘How did you get in
that wagon? Am I going crazy as well as to be
murdered and hanged by robbers this day?’
]

[

[
]

‘You brought her to us, Fritz,’ cried Frau
Hildesmuller. ‘How can we ever thank you enough?’
]

[
[

]

‘Tell mamma how you came in Fritz’s wagon,’ said
Frau Hildesmuller.
[

]

‘I don’t know,’ said Lena. ‘But I know how I got
away from the hotel. The Prince brought me.’
[

]

[
]

‘By the Emperor’s crown!’ shouted Fritz, ‘we are all
going crazy.’
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[

]

[

]
‘I always knew he would come,’ said Lena, sitting
down on her bundle of bedclothes on the sidewalk.
‘Last night he came with his armed knights and
captured the ogre’s castle. They broke the dishes
and kicked down the doors. They pitched Mr.
Maloney into a barrel of rain water and threw flour
all over Mrs. Maloney. The workmen in the hotel
jumped out of the windows and ran into the woods
when the knights began firing their guns. They
wakened me up and I peeped down the stair. And
then the Prince came up and wrapped me in the
bedclothes and carried me out. He was so tall and
strong and fine. His face was a rough as a scrubbing
brush, and he talked soft and kind and smelled of
schnapps. He took me on his horse before him and
we rode away among the knights. He held me close
and I went to sleep that way, and didn’t wake up till
I got home.’
]

[
[
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]
‘Rubbish!’ cried Fritz Bergmann. ‘Fairy tales! How
did you come from the quarries to my wagon?’
[

]

[
]

‘The Prince brought me,’ said Lena, confidently.
[

]

And to this day the good people of Fredericksburg
haven’t been able to make her give any other
explanation.
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(8) HYGEIA AT THE SOLITO
[ ]
If you are knowing in the chronicles of the ring you
will recall to mind an event in the early ‘nineties
when, for a minute and sundry odd seconds, a
champion and a ‘would-be’ faced each other on the
alien side of an international river. So brief a conflict
had rarely imposed upon the fair promise of true
sport. The reporters made what they could of it, but,
divested of padding, the action was sadly fugacious.
The champion merely smote his victim, turned his
back upon him, remarking, ‘I know what I done to
dat stiff,’ and extended an arm like a ship’s mast for
his glove to be removed.
0
[

[

]

]

Which accounts for a trainload of extremely
disgusted gentlemen in uproar of fancy vests and
neckwear being spilled from their Pullman in San
Antonio in the early morning following the fight.
Which also partly accounts for the unhappy
predicament in which ‘Cricket’ McGuire found
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himself as he tumbled from his car and sat upon the
depot platform, torn by a spasm of that hollow,
racking cough so familiar to San Antonian ears. At
that time, in the uncertain light of dawn, that way
passed Curtis Raidler, the Nueces County cattleman
-- may his shadow never measure under six feet two.

[

]

--

The cattleman, out this early to catch the southbound for his ranch station, stopped at the side of
the distressed patron of sport and spoke in the
kindly drawl of his ilk and region, ‘got it pretty bad,
bud?’

[

]

‘Cricket’ McGuire, exfeather-weight prize-fighter,
tout, jockey, follower of the ‘ponies,’ all-around
sport, and manipulator of the gum balls and walnut
shells, looked up pugnaciously at the imputation cast
by ‘bud.’
[

]
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[

]
[

]

‘G’wan,’ he rasped, ‘telegraph pole. I didn’t ring for
yer.’
[

]

[
]

Another paraxysm wrung him, and he leaned limply
against a convenient baggage truck. Raidler waited
patiently, glancing around at the white hats, short
overcoats, and big cigars thronging the platform.
‘You’re from the No’th ain’t you, bud?’ he asked
when the other was partially recovered. ‘Come
down to see the fight?’

[
]
[

]

‘Fight!’ snapped McGuire. ‘Puss-in-the-corner.
‘Twas a hypodermic injection. Handed him just one
like a squirt of dope, and he’s asleep, and no
tanbark needed in front of his residence. Fight!’ He
rattled a bit, coughed, and went on, hardly
addressing the cattleman, but rather for the relief of
voicing his troubles. ‘No more dead sure t’ings for
me. But Rus Sage himself would have snatched at it.
Five to one dat de boy from Cork wouldn’t stay
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t’ree rounds is what I invested in. Put my last cent
on, and could already smell the sawdust in dat allnight joint of Jimmy Delaney’s on T’irty-seventh
Street I was goin’ to buy. And den -- say, telegraph
pole, what a gazaboo a guy is to put his whole roll
on one turn of the gaboozlum!’
]

[

[

]
[

-]
‘You’re plenty right,’ said the big cattleman; ‘more
‘specially when you lose. Son, you get up and light
out for a hotel. You got a mighty bad cough. Had it
long?’
[

]

[
]

‘Lungs,’ said McGuire comprehensively. ‘I got it.
The croaker says I’ll come to time for six months
longer -- maybe a year if I hold my gait. I wanted to
settle down and take care of myself. Dat’s why I
speculated on dat five to one perhaps. I had a
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t’ousand iron dollars saved up. If I winned I was
goin’ to buy Delaney’s cafe. Who’d a t’ought dat
stiff would take a nap in de foist round -- say?’
[

]

[
--

--

--

]

‘It’s a hard deal,’ commented Raidler, looking down
at the diminutive form of McGuire crumpled against
the truck. ‘But you go to a hotel and rest. There’s
the Menger and the Maverick, and--’
]

[

[
--]
‘And the Fi’th Av’noo, and the Waldorf-Astoria,’
mimicked McGuire. ‘Told you I went broke. I’m on
de bum proper. I’ve got one dime left. Maybe a trip
to Europe or a sail in me private yacht would fix me
up -- pa’per!’
[

]
[

--

]

‘He flung his dime at a newsboy, got his Express,
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propped his back against the truck, and was at once
rapt in the account of his Waterloo, as expanded by
the ingenious press.

Curtis Raidler interrogated an enormous gold watch,
and laid his hand on McGuire’s shoulder.

‘Come on, bud,’ he said. ‘We got three minutes to
catch the train.’
[

]

[

Sarcasm seemed to be McGuire’s vein.

‘You ain’t seen me cash in any chips or call a turn
since I told you I was broke, a minute ago, have
you? Friend, chase yourself away.’
[
]
‘You are going down to my ranch,’ said the
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]

cattleman, ‘and stay till you get well. Six months’ll
fix you good as new.’ He lifted McGuire with one
hand, and half-dragged him in the direction of the
train.
[

]

[
]

‘What about the money?’ said McGuire, struggling
weakly to escape.
]

[

‘Money for what?’ asked Raidler, puzzled. They
eyed each other, not understanding, for they touched
only as at the gear of bevelled cog-wheels -- at right
angles, and moving upon different axes.
[

]
--

Passengers on the south-bound saw them seated
together, and wondered at the conflux of two such
antipodes. McGuire was five feet one, with a
countenance belonging to either Yokohama or
Dublin. Bright-beady of eye, bony of cheek and jaw,
scarred, toughened, broken and reknit,
indestructible, grisly, gladiatorial as a hornet, he was
a type neither new nor unfamiliar. Raidler was the
product of a different soil. Six feet two in height,
miles broad, and no deeper than a crystal brook, he
p. 163 (c) Chinese Translation Copyright 2014

represented the union of the West and South. Few
accurate pictures of his kind have been made, for art
galleries are so small and the mutoscope is as yet
unknown in Texas. After all, the only possible
medium of portrayal of Raidler’s kind would be the
fresco -- something high and simple and cool and
unframed.

--

They were rolling southward on the International.
The timber was huddling into little, dense green
motts at rare distances before the inundation of the
downright, vert prairies. This was the land of the
ranches; the domain of the kings of the kine.

McGuire sat, collapsed into his corner of the seat,
receiving with acid suspicion the conversation of the
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cattleman. What was the ‘game’ of this big ‘geezer’
who was carrying him off? Altruism would have
been McGuire’s last guess. ‘He ain’t no farmer,’
thought the captive, ‘and he ain’t no con man, for
sure. W’at’s his lay? You trail in, Cricket, and see
how many cards he draws. You’re up against it,
anyhow. You get a nickel and gallopin’
consumption, and you better lay low. Lay low and
see w’at’s his game.’

[
[

]

]
[

]
At Rincon, a hundred miles from San Antonio, they
left the train for a buckboard which was waiting
there for Raidler. In this they travelled the thirty
miles between the station and their destination. If
anything could, this drive should have stirred the
acrimonious McGuire to a sense of his ransom. They
sped upon velvet wheels across an exhilarant
savanna. The pair of Spanish ponies struck a nimble,
tireless trot, which gait they occasionally relieved by
a wild, untrammelled gallop. The air was wine and
seltzer, perfumed, as they absorbed it, with the
delicate redolence of prairie flowers. The road
perished, and the buckboard swam the uncharted
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billows of the grass itself, steered by the practised
hand of Raidler, to whom each tiny distant mott of
trees was a signboard, each convolution of the low
hills a voucher of course and distance. But McGuire
reclined upon his spine, seeing nothing but a desert,
and receiving the cattleman’s advances with sullen
distrust. ‘W’at’s he up to?’ was the burden of his
thoughts; ‘w’at kind of a gold brick has the big guy
got to sell?’ McGuire was only applying the measure
of the streets he had walked to a range bounded by
the horizon and the fourth dimension.

[
[

]
]
º

A week before, while riding the prairies, Raidler had
come upon a sick and weakling calf deserted and
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bawling. Without dismounting he had reached and
slung the distressed bossy across his saddle, and
dropped it at the ranch for the boys to attend to. It
was impossible for McGuire to know or
comprehend that, in the eyes of the catleman, his
case and that of the calf were identical in interest
and demand upon his assistance. A creature was ill
and helpless; he had the power to render aid -- these
were the only postulates required for the cattleman
to act. They formed the system of logic and the most
of his creed. McGuire was the seventh invalid whom
Raidler had picked up thus casually in San Antonio,
where so many thousand go for the ozone that is
said to linger about its contracted streets. Five of
them had been guests of Solito Ranch until they had
been able to leave, cured or better, and exhausting
the vocabulary of tearful gratitude. One came too
late, but rested very comfortably, at last, under a
ratama tree in the garden.

--
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So, then, it was no surprise to the ranchhold when
the buckboard spun to the door, and Raidler took up
his debile protege like a handful of rags and set him
down upon the gallery.

McGuire looked upon things strange to him. The
ranch-house was the best in the country. It was built
of brick hauled one hundred miles by wagon, but it
was of but one story, and its four rooms were
completely encircled by a mud floor ‘gallery.’ The
miscellaneous setting of horses, dogs, saddles,
wagons, guns, and cow-punchers’ paraphernalia
oppressed the metropolitan eye of the wrecked
sportsman.

[

]

‘Well, here we are at home,’ said Raidler,
cheeringly.
[

]
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‘It’s a h - l of a looking place,’ said McGuire
promptly, as he rolled upon the gallery floor, in a fit
of coughing.
--

[

]

‘We’ll try to make it comfortable for you, buddy,’
said the cattleman, gently. ‘It ain’t fine inside; but
it’s the outdoors, anyway, that’ll do you the most
good. This’ll be your room, in here. Anything we
got, you ask for it.’
]

[
[
]

He led McGuire into the east room. The floor was
bare and clean. White curtains waved in the gulf
breeze through the open windows. A big willow
rocker, two straight chairs, a long table covered with
newspapers, pipes, tobacco, spurs, and cartridges
stood in the centre. Some well-mounted heads of
deer and one of an enormous black javeli projected
from the walls. A wide, cot-bed stood in a corner.
Nueces County people regarded this guest chamber
as fit for a prince. McGuire showed his eye teeth at
it. He took out his nickel and spun it up to the
ceiling.
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‘T’ought I was lyin’ about the money, did ye? Well,
you can frisk me if you wanter. Dat’s the last
simoleon in the treasury. Who’s goin’ to pay?’
[
]
The cattleman’s clear gray eyes looked steadily from
under his grizzly brows into the huckleberry optics
of his guest. After a little he said simply, and not
ungraciously, ‘I’ll be much obliged to you, son, if
you won’t mention money any more. Once was
quite plenty. Folks I ask to my ranch don’t have to
pay anything, and they very scarcely ever offers it.
Supper’ll be ready in half an hour. There’s water in
the pitcher, and some, cooler, to drink in that red jar
hanging on the gallery.’

[
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]
‘Where’s the bell?’ asked McGuire, looking about.
[

]

‘Bell for what?’
[

]

‘Bell to ring for things. I can’t -- see here,’ he
exploded in a sudden weak fury, ‘I never asked you
to bring me here. I never held you up for a cent. I
never gave you a hard-luck story till you asked me.
Here I am fifty mile from a bellboy or a cocktail. I’m
sick. I can’t hustle. Gee! But I’m up against it!’
McGuire fell upon the cot and sobbed shiveringly.
--

[

]

[

]
Raidler went to the door and called. A slender,
bright-complexioned Mexican youth about twenty
came quickly. Raidler spoke to him in Spanish.
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‘Ylario, it is in my mind that I promised you the
position of vaquero on the San Carlos range at the
fall rodeo.’
[
]
‘Si senor, such was your goodness.’
]

[

‘Listen. This senorito is my friend. He is very sick.
Place yourself at his side. Attend to his wants at all
times. Have much patience and care with him. And
when he is well, or -- and when he is well, instead of
vaquero I will make you mayordomo of the Rancho
de las Piedras. Esta bueno?’
[
-]
‘Si, si -- mil gracias, senor.’ Ylario tried to kneel
upon the floor in his gratitude, but the cattleman
kicked at him benevolently, growling, ‘None of your
opery-house antics, now.’
[

]
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[
]
Ten minutes later Ylario came from McGuire’s
room and stood before Raidler.

‘The little senor,’ he announced, ‘presents his
compliments ‘ (Raidler credited Ylario with the
preliminary) ‘and desires some pounded ice, one hot
bath, one gin feez-z, that the windows be all closed,
toast, one shave, one Newyorkheral’, cigarettes, and
to send one telegram.’
]

[

[

]
[

]
Raidler took a quart bottle of whisky from his
medicine cabinet. ‘Here, take him this,’ he said.
[
[

]

Thus was instituted the reign of terror at the Solito
Ranch. For a few weeks McGuire blustered and
boasted and swaggered before the cow-punchers
who rode in for miles around to see this latest
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importation of Raidler’s. He was an absolutely new
experience to them. He explained to them all the
intricate points of sparring and the tricks of training
and defence. He opened to their minds’ view all the
indecorous life of a tagger after professional sports.
His jargon of slang was a continuous joy and
surprise to them. His gestures, his strange poses, his
frank ribaldry of tongue and principle fascinated
them. He was like a being from a new world.

Strange to say, this new world he had entered did
not exist to him. He was an utter egoist of bricks
and mortar. He had dropped out, he felt, in open
space for a time, and all it contained was an
audience for his reminiscences. Neither the limitless
freedom of the prairie days nor the grand hush of the
close-drawn, spangled nights touched him. All the
hues of Aurora could not win him from the pink
pages of a sporting journal. ‘Get something for
nothing,’ was his mission in life; ‘T’irty-seventh’
Street was his goal.
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[
[

]

]

Nearly two months after his arrival he began to
complain that he felt worse. It was then that he
became the ranch’s incubus, its harpy, its Old Man
of the Sea. He shut himself in his room like some
venomous kobold or flibbertigibbet, whining,
complaining, cursing, accusing. The keynote of his
plaint was that he had been inveigled into a gehenna
against his will; that he was dying of neglect and
lack of comforts. With all his dire protestations of
increasing illness, to the eye of others he remained
unchanged. His currant-like eyes were as bright and
diabolic as ever; his voice was as rasping; his callous
face, with the skin drawn tense as a drum-head, had
no flesh to lose. A flush on his prominent cheek
bones each afternoon hinted that a clinical
thermometer might have revealed a symptom, and
percussion might have established the fact that
McGuire was breathing with only one lung, but his
appearance remained the same.
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In constant attendance upon him was Ylario, whom
the coming reward of the mayordomoship must have
greatly stimulated, for McGuire chained him to a
bitter existence. The air -- the man’s only chance for
life -- he commanded to be kept out by closed
windows and drawn curtains. The room was always
blue and foul with cigarette smoke; whosoever
entered it must sit, suffocating, and listen to the
imp’s interminable gasconade concerning his
scandalous career.

--

--

The oddest thing of all was the relation existing
between McGuire and his benefactor. The attitude
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of the invalid toward the cattleman was something
like that of a peevish, perverse child toward an
indulgent parent. When Raidler would leave the
ranch McGuire would fall into a fit of malevolent,
silent sullenness. When he returned, he would be
met by a string of violent and stinging reproaches.
Raidler’s attitude toward his charge was quite
inexplicable in its way. The cattleman seemed
actually to assume and feel the charge assigned him
by McGuire’s intemperate accusations -- the
character of tyrant and guilty oppressor. He seemed
to have adopted the responsibility of the fellow’s
condition, and he always met his tirades with a
pacific, patient, and even remorseful kindness that
never altered.

--

One day Raidler said to him ‘Try more air, son. You
can have the buckboard and a driver every day if
you’ll go. Try a week or two in one of the cow
camps. I’ll fix you up plum comfortable. The
ground, and the air next to it -- them’s the things to
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cure you. I knowed a man from Philadelphy, sicker
than you are, got lost on the Guadalupe, and slept
on the bare grass in sheep camps for two weeks.
Well, sir, it started him getting well, which he done.
Close to the ground -- that’s where the medicine in
the air stays. Try a little hossback riding now.
There’s a gentle pony -- ‘
[

--

--]
‘What’ve I done to yer?’ screamed McGure. ‘Did I
ever double-cross yer? Did I ask you to bring me
here? Drive me out to your camps if you wanter; or
stick a knife in me and save trouble. Ride! I can’t lift
my feet. I couldn’t sidestep a jar from a five-year-old
kid. That’s what your d--d ranch has done for me.
There’s nothing to eat, nothing to see, and nobody
to talk to but a lot of Reubens who don’t know a
punching bag from lobster salad.’
[

]

[
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--

]
‘It’s a lonesome place, for certain,’ apologized
Raidler abashedly. ‘We got plenty, but it’s rough
enough. Anything you think of you want, the boys’ll
ride up and fetch it down for you.’
]

[
[

]
It was Chad Murchison, a cow-puncher from the
Circle Bar outfit, who first suggested that
McGuire’s illness was fraudulent. Chad had brought
a basket of grapes for him thirty-miles, and four out
of his way, tied to his saddle-horn. After remaining
in the smoke-tainted room for a while, he emerged
and bluntly confided his suspicions to Raidler.

‘His arm,’ said Chad, ‘is harder’n a diamond. He
interduced me to what he called a shore-perplexus
punch, and ‘twas like being kicked twice by a
mustang. He’s payin’ it low down on you, Curt. He
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ain’t no sicker’n I am. I hate to say it, but the runt’s
workin’ you for range and shelter.’
[

]

[

]
The cattleman’s ingenuous mind refused to entertain
Chad’s view of the case, and when, later, he came to
apply the test, doubt entered not into his motives.

One day, about noon, two men drove up the ranch,
alighted, hitched, and came in to dinner; standing
and general invitations being the custom of the
country. One of them was a great San Antonio
doctor, whose costly services had been engaged by a
wealthy cowman who had been laid low by an
accidental bullet. He was now being driven to the
station to take the train back to town. After dinner
Raidler took him aside, pushed a twenty-dollar bill
against his hand, and said:
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‘Doc, there’s a young chap in that room I guess has
got a bad case of consumption. I’d like for you to
look him over and see just how had he is, and if we
can do anything for him.’
[
]
‘How much was that dinner I just ate, Mr. Raidler?’
said the doctor bluffly, looking over his spectacles.
Raidler returned the money to his pocket. The
doctor immediately entered McGuire’s room, and
the cattleman seated himself upon a heap of saddles
on the gallery, ready to reproach himself in the event
the verdict should be unfavorable.
[

]

In ten minutes the doctor came briskly out. ‘Your
man,’ he said promptly, ‘is as sound as a new dollar.
Chest expansion four inches. Not a sign of weakness
anywhere. Of course I didn’t examine for the
bacillus, but it isn’t there. You can put my name to
the diagnosis. Even cigarettes and a vilely close
room haven’t hurt him. Coughs, does he? Well, you
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tell him it isn’t necessary. You asked if there is
anything we could do for him. Well, I advise you to
set him digging post-holes or breaking mustangs.
There’s our team ready. Good-day, sir.’And like a
puff of wholesome, blustery wind the doctor was
off.
[

]

[

]

Raidler reached out and plucked a leaf from a
mesquite bush by the railing, and began chewing it
thoughtfully.

The branding season was at hand, and the next
morning Ross Hargis, foreman of the outfit, was
mustering his force of some twenty-five men at the
ranch, ready to start for the San Carlos range, where
the work was to begin. By six o’clock the horses
were all saddled, the grub wagon ready, and the
cow-punchers were swinging themselves upon their
mounts, when Raidler bade them wait. A boy was
p. 182 (c) Chinese Translation Copyright 2014

bringing up an extra pony, bridled and saddled, to
the gate. Raidler walked to McGuire’s room and
threw open the door. McGuire was lying on his cot,
not yet dressed, smoking.

‘Get up and dress. I can stand a rattlesnake, but I
hate a liar. Do I have to tell you again?’ He caught
McGuire by the neck and stood him on the floor.
[
]

‘Say, friend,’ cried McGuire wildly, ‘are you bughouse? I’m sick -- see? I’ll croak if I got to hustle.
What’ve I done to yer?’ he began his chronic whine
-- ‘I never asked yer to--’
[

]
--

[
]

--[

--]

‘Put on your clothes,’ called Raidler, in a rising tone.
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[

]

Swearing, stumbling, shivering, keeping his amazed,
shiny eyes upon the now menancing form of the
aroused cattleman, McGuire managed to tumble into
his clothes. Then Raidler took him by the collar and
shoved him out and across the yard to the extra
pony hitched at the gate. The cow-punchers lolled in
their saddles, open-mouthed.

‘Take this man,’ said Raidler to Ross Hargis, ‘and
put him to work. Make him work hard, sleep hard,
and eat hard. You boys know I done what I could
for him, and he was welcome. Yesterday the best
doctor in San Antone examine him, and says he’s
got the lungs of a burro and the constitution of a
steer. You know what to do with him, Ross.’
[

]

[

]
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Ross Hargis only smiled grimly.

‘Aw,’ said McGuire, looking intently at Raidler,
with a peculiar expression upon his face, ‘the
croaker said I was all right, did he? Said I was
fakin’, did he? You put him onto me. You t’ought I
wasn’t sick. You said I was a liar. Say, friend, I
talked rough, I know, but I didn’t mean most of it. If
you felt like I did -- aw! I forgot -- I ain’t sick, the
croaker says. Well, friend, now I’ll go work for yer.
Here’s where you play even.’
]

[

[

--

-]

He sprang into the saddle easily as a bird, got the
quirt from the horn, and gave his pony a slash with
it. ‘Cricket,’ who once brought in Good Boy by a
neck at Hawthorne -- and a 10 to 1 shot -- had his
foot in the stirrups again.

[

]
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McGuire led the cavalcade as they dashed away
from Solito, and the cow-punchers gave a yell of
applause as they closed in behind his dust.

But in less than a mile he had lagged to the rear, and
was last man when they struck the patch of high
chaparral below the horse pens. Behind a clump of
this he drew rein, and held a handkerchief to his
mouth. He took it away drenched with bright,
arterial blood, and threw it carefully into a clump of
prickly pear. Then he slashed with his quirt again,
gasped ‘G’wan’ to his astonished pony, and galloped
after the gang.

[

]

That night Raidler received a message from his old
home in Alabama. There had been a death in the
family; an estate was to divide, and they called for
him to come. Daylight found him in the buckboard,
skimming the prairies for the station. It was two
months before he returned. When he arrived at the
ranch-house he found it well-nigh deserted save for
Ylario, who acted as a kind of steward during his
absence. Little by little the youth made him
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acquainted with the work done while he was away.
The branding camp, he was informed, was still doing
business. On account of many severe storms the
cattle had been badly scattered, and the branding had
been accomplished but slowly. The camp was now
in the valley of the Guadalupe, twenty miles away.

‘By the way,’ said Raidler, suddenly remembering,
‘that fellow I sent along with them -- McGuire -- is
he working yet?’
[

]
--

[
--

]

‘I do not know,’ said Ylario. ‘Man’s from the camp
come verree few times to the ranch. So plentee work
with the leetle calves. They no say. Oh, I think that
fellow McGuire he dead much time ago.’
[

]

[
]
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‘Dead!’ said Raidler. ‘What you talking about?’
[

]

[

]

‘Verree sick fellow, McGuire,’ replied Ylario, with a
shrug of his shoulder. ‘I theenk he no live, one, two
month when he go away.’
]

[
[
]

‘Shucks!’ said Raidler. ‘He humbugged you too, did
he? The doctor examined him and said he was sound
as a mesquite knot.’
]

[

[
]

‘The doctor,’ said Ylario, smiling, ‘he tell you so?
That doctor no see McGuire.’
[

]

[

]
‘Talk up,’ ordered Raidler. ‘What the devil do you
mean?’
[

]

[

]
‘McGuire,’ continued the boy tranquilly, ‘he getting
drink water outside when that doctor come in room.
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That doctor take me and pound me all over here
with his fingers’ -- putting his hand to his chest -- ‘I
not know for what. He put his ear here and here and
here, and listen -- I not know for what. He put his
little glass stick in my mouth. He feel my arm here.
He make me count like whisper -- so -- twenty,
trienta, cuarenta. Who knows, ‘ concluded Ylario,
with a deprecating spread of his hands, ‘ for what
that doctor do those verree droll and such-like
things?’
]

[

[
]--

--[

---

--

]
[
]
‘What horses are up?’ asked Raidler, shortly.
[

]

‘Paisano is grazing out behind the little corral,
senor.’
[

]

‘Saddle him for me at once.’
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[

]

Within a very few minutes the cattleman was
mounted and away. Paisano, well named after that
ungainly but swift-running bird, struck into his long
lope that ate up the road like a strip of macaroni. In
two hours and a quarter Raidler, from a gentle swell,
saw the branding camp by a water hole in the
Guadalupe. Sick with expectancy of the news he
feared, he rode up, dismounted, and dropped
Paisano’s reins. So gentle was his heart that at that
moment he would have pleaded guilty to the murder
of McGuire.

The only being in the camp was the cook, who was
just arranging the hunks of barbecued beef, and
distributing the tin coffee cups for supper. Raidler
evaded a direct question concerning the one subject
in his mind.
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‘Everything all right in camp, Pete?’ he managed to
inquire.
[

]

‘So, so,’ said Pete, conservatively. ‘Grub give out
twice. Wind scattered the cattle, and we’ve had to
rake the brush for forty mile. I need a new coffee
pot. And the mosquitoes is some more hellish than
common.’
]

[

[

]
‘The boys -- all well?’
[

--

]

Pete was no optimist. Besides, inquiries concerning
the health of cowpunchers were not only
superfluous, but bordered on flaccidity. It was not
like the boss to make them.

‘What’s left of ‘em don’t miss no calls to grub,’ the
cook conceded.
[

]
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‘What’s left of them?’ repeated Raidler in a husky
voice. Mechanically he began to look around for
McGuire’s grave. He had in his mind a white slab
such as he had seen in the Alabama church-yard. But
immediately he knew that was foolish.
]

[

‘Sure,’ said Pete; ‘what’s left. Cow camps change in
two months. Some’s gone.’
]

[

[
]

Raidler nerved himself.

‘That -- chap -- I sent along -- McGuire -- did -- he -’
[
-]

--

--

--

--

--

-

‘Say,’ interrupted Pete, rising with a chunk of corn
bread in each hand, ‘that was a dirty shame, sending
that poor, sick kid to a cow camp. A doctor that
couldn’t tell he was graveyard meat ought to be
skinned with a cinch buckle. Game as he was, too -it’s a scandal among snakes -- lemme tell you what
p. 192 (c) Chinese Translation Copyright 2014

he done. First night in camp the boys started to
initiate him in the leather breeches degree. Ross
Hargis busted him one swipe with his chaparreras,
and what do you reckon the poor child did? Got up,
the little skeeter, and licked Ross. Licked Ross
Hargis. Licked him good. Hit him plenty and
everywhere and hard. Ross’d just get up and pick
out a fresh place to lay down on agin.
[

]
[

--

--

‘Then that McGuire goes off there and lays down
with his head in the grass and bleeds. A hem’ridge
they calls it. He lays there eighteen hours by the
watch, and they can’t budge him. Then Ross Hargis,
who loves any man who can lick him, goes to work
and damns the doctors from Greenland to Poland
Chiny; and him and Green Branch Johnson they gets
McGuire in a tent, and spells each other feedin’ him
chopped raw meat and whisky.
[
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‘But it looks like the kid ain’t got no appetite to git
well, for they misses him from the tent in the night
and finds him rootin’ in the grass, and likewise a
drizzle fallin’. “Gwan,” he says, “lemme go and die
like I wanter. He said I was a liar and a fake and I
was playin’ sick. Lemme alone.”
[
<

>

<

>
‘Two weeks,’ went on the cook, ‘he laid around,
not noticin’ nobody, and then --’
[

]

[
--]

A sudden thunder filled the air, and a score of
galloping centaurs crashed through the brush into
camp.

‘Illustrious rattlesankes!’ exclaimed Pete, springing
all ways at once: ‘here’s the boys come, and I’m an
assassinated man if supper ain’t ready in three
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minutes.’
[

]
[
]

But Raider saw only one thing. A little brown-face,
grinning chap, springing from his saddle in the full
light of the fire. McGuire was not like that, and yet -

-In another instant the cattleman was holding him by
the hand and shoulder.

‘Son, son, how goes it?’ was all he found to say.
[

]

‘Close to the ground, says you,’ shouted McGuire,
crunching Raidler’s fingers in a grip of steel; ‘and
dat’s where I found it -- healt’ and strengt’, and
tumbled to what a cheap skate I been actin’. T’anks
fer kickin’ me out, old man. And -- say! de joke on
dat croaker, ain’t it? I looked t’rough the window
and see him playin’ tag on dat Dago kid’s solar
plexus.’
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[

]
[
--]

‘You son of a tinker,’ growled the cattleman,
‘whyn’t you talk up and say the doctor never
examined you?’
]

[

[
]

‘Aw -- g’wan!’ said McGuire, with a flash of his old
asperity, ‘no-body can’t bluff me. You never ast me.
You made your spiel, and you t’rowed me out, and I
let it go at dat. And, say, friend, dis chasin’ cows is
outer sight. Dis is de whitest bunch of sports I ever
travelled with. You’ll let me stay, won’t you, old
man?’
]

[
[

]
Raidler looked wonderingly toward Ross Hargis.

‘That cussed little runt,’ remarked Ross tenderly, ‘is
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the Jo-dartin’est hustler -- and the hardest hitter in
anybody’s cow camp.’
[

]

[

-]
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