(13) A CALL LOAN
[
]
In those days the cattlemen were the anointed. They
were the grandees of the grass, kings of the kine,
lords of the lean, barons of beef and bones. They
might have ridden in golden chariots had their tastes
so inclined. The cattleman was caught in a stampede
of dollars. It seemed to him that he had more money
than was decent. But when he had bought a watch
with precious stones set in the case so large that
they hurt his ribs, and a California saddle with silver
nails and Angora skin suaderos, and ordered
everybody up to the bar for whisky -- what else was
there for him to spend money for?

-Not so circumscribed in expedient for the reduction
of surplus wealth were those lairds of the lariat who
had womenfolks to their name. In the breast of the
rib-sprung sex the genius of purse lightening may
slumber through years of inopportunity, but never,
my brothers, does it become extinct.
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So, out of the chaparral came Long Bill Longley
from the Bar Circle Ranch on the Frio -- a wifedriven man -- to taste the urban joys of success.
Something like half a million dollars he had, with an
income steadily increasing.
-

--

Long Bill was a graduate of the camp and trail.
Luck and thrift, a cool head, and a telescopic eye for
mavericks had raised him from cowboy to be a
cowman. Then came the boom in cattle, and
Fortune, stepping gingerly among the cactus thorns,
came and emptied her cornucopia at the doorstep of
the ranch.

In the little frontier city of Chaparosa, Longley built
a costly residence. Here he became a captive, bound
to the chariot of social existence. He was doomed to
become a leading citizen. He struggled for a time
like a mustang in his first corral, and then he hung
up his quirt and spurs. Time hung heavily on his
hands. He organized the First National Bank of
Chaparosa, and was elected its president.
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One day a dyspeptic man, wearing doublemagnifying glasses, inserted an official-looking card
between the bars of the cashier’s window of the first
National Bank. Five minutes later the bank force
was dancing at the beck and call of a national bank
examiner.

This examiner, Mr. J. Edgar Todd, proved to be a
thorough one.

At the end of it all the examiner put on his hat, and
called the president, Mr. William R. Longley, into
the private office.
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‘Well, how do you find things?’ asked Longley, in
his slow, deep tones. ‘Any brands in the round-up
you didn’t like the looks of?’
[

]
[
]

‘The bank checks up all right, Mr. Longley,’ said
Todd; ‘and I find your loans in very good shape -with one exception. You are carrying one very bad
bit of paper -- one that is so bad that I have been
thinking that you surely do not realize the serious
position it places you in. I refer to a call loan of
$10,000 made to Thomas Merwin. Not only is the
amount in excess of the maximum sum the bank can
loan any individual legally, but it is absolutely
without endorsement or security. Thus you have
doubly violated the national banking laws, and have
laid yourself open to criminal prosecution by the
Government. A report of the matter to the
Comptroller of the Currency -- which I am bound to
make -- would, I am sure, result in the matter being
turned over to the Department of Justice for action.
You see what a serious thing it is.’
]

[

[

---
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--]
Bill Longley was leaning his lengthy, slowly moving
frame back in his swivel chair. His hands were
clasped behind his head, and he turned a little to
look the examiner in the face. The examiner was
surprised to see a smile creep about the rugged
mouth of the banker, and a kindly twinkle in his
light-blue eyes. If he saw the seriousness of the
affair, it did not show in his countenance.

‘Of course, you don’t know Tom Merwin,’ said
Longley, almost genially. ‘Yes, I know about that
loan. It hasn’t any security except Tom Merwin’s
word. Somehow, I’ve found that when a man’s
word is good, it’s the best security there is. Oh, yes,
I know the Government doesn’t think so. I guess I’ll
see Tom about that note.’
[
[

]

]
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Mr. Todd’s dyspepsia seems to grow worse. He
looked at the chaparral banker through his doublemagnifying glasses in amazement.

‘You see,’ said Longley, easily explaining the thing
away, ‘Tom heard of 2,000 head of two-year-olds
down near Rocky Ford on the Rio Grande that
could be had for $8 a head. I reckon ‘twas one of
the old Leandro Garcia’s outfit that he had
smuggled over, and he wanted to make a quick turn
on ‘em. Those cattle are worth $15 on the hoof in
Kansas City. Tom knew it and I knew it. He had
$6,000, and I let him have the $10,000 to make the
deal with. His brother Ed took ‘em on to market
three weeks ago. He ought to be back ‘most any day
now with the money. When he comes Tom’ll pay
that note.’
[

]

[

]
The bank examiner was shocked. It was, perhaps,
his duty to step out to the telegraph office and wire
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the situation to the Comptroller. But he did not. He
talked pointedly and effectively to Longley for three
minutes. He succeeded in making the banker
understand that he stood upon the border of a
catastrophe. And then he offered a tiny loophole of
escape.

‘I am going to Hilldale’s to-night,’ he told Longley,
‘to examine a bank there. I will pass through
Chaparosa on my way back. At twelve tomorrow I
shall call at this bank. If this loan has been cleared
out of the way by that time it will not be mentioned
in my report. If no -- I will have to do my duty.’
]

[

[

-

]

With that the examiner bowed and departed.

The president of the First National lounged in his
chair half an hour longer, and then he lit a mild cigar,
and went over to Tom Merwin’s house. Merwin, a
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ranchman in brown duck, with a contemplative eye,
sat with his feet upon a table, plaiting a rawhide
quirt.

‘Tom,’ said Longley, leaning against the table, ‘you
heard anything from Ed yet?’
]

[

[

]
‘Not yet,’ said Merwin, continuing his plaiting. ‘I
guess Ed’ll be along back now in a few days.’
[

]

[
]

‘There was a bank examiner,’ said Longley, ‘nosing
around our place today, and he bucked a sight about
that note of yours. You know I know it’s all right,
but the thing is against the banking laws. I was
pretty sure you’d have paid it off before the bank
was examined again, but the son-of-a-gun slipped in
on us, Tom. Now, I’m short of cash myself just
now, or I’d let you have the money to take it up
with. I’ve got till twelve o’clock tomorrow, and then
I’ve got to show the cash in place of that note or --’
[

]

[
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--]
‘Or what, Bill?’ asked Merwin, as Longley hesitated.
[

]

‘Well, I suppose it means be jumped on with both of
Uncle Sam’s feet.’
]

[
‘I’ll try to raise the money for you on time,’ said
Merwin, interested in his plaiting.
[

]

‘All right, Tom,’ concluded Longley, as he turned
toward the door; ‘I knew you would if you could.’
[

]

[
]

Merwin threw down his whip and went to the only
other bank in town, a private one, run by Cooper &
Craig.
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‘Cooper,’ he said, to the partner by that name, ‘I’ve
got to have $10,000 today or tomorrow. I’ve got a
house and lot here that’s worth about $6,000 and
that’s all the actual collateral. But I’ve got a cattle
deal on that’s sure to bring me in more than that
much profit within a few days.’
[

]

[

]
Copper began to cough.

‘Now, for God’s sake don’t say no.’ said Merwin. ‘I
owe that much money on a call loan. It’s been
called, and the man that called it is a man I’ve laid
on the same blanket with in cow-camps and rangercamps for ten years. He can call anything I’ve got.
He can call the blood out of my veins and it’ll come.
He’s got to have the money. He’s in a devil of a -Well, he needs the money, and I’ve got to get it for
him. You know my word’s good, Cooper.’
[

]

[
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-]
‘No doubt of it,’ assented Cooper, urbanely, ‘but
I’ve a partner, you know. I’m not free in making
loans. And even if you had the best security in your
hands, Merwin, We couldn’t accommodate you in
less than a week. We’re just making a shipment of
$15,000 to Myer Brothers in Rockdell, to buy
cotton with. It goes down on the narrow gauge tonight. That leaves our cash quite short at present.
Sorry we can’t arrange it for you.’
[

]

[

]
Merwin went back to his little bar office and plaited
at his quirt again. About four o’clock in the
afternoon he went to the First National and leaned
over the railing of Longley’s desk.

‘I’ll try to get that money for you to-night -- I mean
to-morrow, Bill.’
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[

--

]

‘All right, Tom,’ said Longley, quietly.
[

]

At nine o’clock that night Tom Merwin stepped
cautiously out of the small frame house in which he
lived. It was near the edge of the little town, and few
citizens were in the neighborhood at that hour.
Merwin wore two six-shooters in a belt and a slouch
hat. He moved swiftly down a lonely street, and then
followed the sandy road that ran parallel to the
narrow-gauge track until he reach the water-tank,
two miles below the town. There Tom Merwin
stopped, tied a black silk handkerchief about the
lower part of his face, and pulled his hat down low.

In ten minutes the night train for Rockdell pulled up
at the tank, having come from Chaparosa.
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With a gun in each hand Merwin raised himself from
behind a clump of chaparral and started for the
engine. But before he had taken three steps, two
long, strong arms clasped him from behind, and he
was lifted from his feet and thrown, face downward,
upon the grass. There was a heavy knee pressing
against his back, and an iron hand grasping each of
his wrists. He was held thus, like a child, until the
engine had taken water, and until the train had
moved, with accelerating speed, out of sight. Then
he was released, and rose to his feet to face Bill
Longley.

‘The case never needed to be fixed up this way,
Tom,’ said Longley. ‘I saw Cooper this evening, and
he told me what you and him talked about. Then I
went down to your house to-night and saw you
come out with your guns on, and I followed you.
Let’s go back, Tom.’
[

]

[
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]
They walked away together, side by side.

‘’Twas the only change I saw,’ said Merwin,
presently. ‘You called your loan, and I tried to
answer you. Now, what’ll you do, Bill, if they sock
it to you?’
]

[

[
]

‘What would you have done if they’d socked it to
you?’ was the answer Longley made.
]

[

‘I never thought I’d lay in a bush to stick up a train,’
remarked Merwin; ‘but a call loan’s different. A
call’s a call with me. We’ve got twelve hours yet,
Bill, before his spy jumps onto you. We’ve got to
raise them spondulicks somehow. Maybe we can -Great Sam Houston! Do you hear that?’
[

]
[

--

]
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Merwin broke into a run, and Longley kept with
him, hearing only a rather pleasing whistle
somewhere in the night rendering the lugubrious air
of ‘The cowboy’s Lament.

[
]
‘It’s the only tune he knows,’ shouted Merwin, as he
ran. ‘I’ll bet --’
]

[
[

--]

They were at the door of Merwin’s house. He
kicked it open and fell over an old valise lying in the
middle of the floor. A sunburned, firmjawed youth,
stained by travel, lay upon the bed puffing at a
brown cigarette.

‘What’s the word, Ed?’ gasped Merwin.
[

]

‘So, so,’ drawled that capable youngster. ‘Just got in
on the 9.30. Sold the bunch for fifteen, straight.
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Now, buddy, you want to quit kickin’ a valise
around that’s got $29,000 in green backs in its
in’ards.’
[

]

[

]
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(14) THE RAMSOM OF MACK
[
]
Me and old Mack Lonsbury, we got out of that
Little Hide-and-Seek gold mine affair with about
$40,000 apiece. I say ‘old’ Mack; but he wasn’t old.
Forty-one, I should say; but he always seemed old.

[

]

‘Andy,’ he says to me, ‘I’m tired of hustling. You
and me have been working hard together for three
years. Say we knock off for a while, and spend some
of this idle money we’ve coaxed our way.’
[

]

[
]

‘The proposition hits me just right,’ says I. ‘Let’s be
nabobs a while and see how it feels. What’ll we do -take in the Niagara Falls, or buck at faro?’
[

]

[
-]

‘For a good many years,’ says Mack, ‘I’ve thought
that if I ever had extravagant money I’d rent a tworoom cabin somewhere, hire a Chinaman to cook,
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and sit in my stocking feet and read Buckle’s
History of Civilization.’
[

]

[

]
‘That sounds self-indulgent and gratifying without
vulgar ostentation,’ says I; ‘and I don’t see how
money could be better invested. Give me a cuckoo
clock and a Sep Winner’s Self-Instructor for the
Banjo, and I’ll join you.’
[
]

[
]

A week afterward me and Mack hits this small town
of Pina, about thirty miles out from Denver, and
finds an elegant two-room house that just suits us.
We deposited half-a-peck of money in the Pina bank
and shook hands with every one of the 340 citizens
in the town. We brought along the Chinaman and
the cuckoo clock and Buckle and the Instructor with
us from Denver; and they made the cabin seem like
home at once.

340
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Never believe it when they tell you riches don’t
bring happiness. If you could have seen old Mack
sitting in his rocking-chair with his blue-yarn sock
feet up in the window and absorbing in that Buckle
stuff through his specs you’d have seen a picture of
content that wold have made Rockefeller jealous.
And I was learning to pick out ‘Old Zip Coon’ on
the banjo, and the cuckoo was on time with his
remarks, and Ah Sing was messing up the
atmosphere with the handsomest smell of ham and
eggs that ever laid the honeysuckle in the shade.
When it got too dark to make out Buckle’s nonsense
and the notes in the Instructor, me and Mack would
light our pipes and talk about science and pearl
diving and sciatica and Egypt and spelling and fish
and trade-winds and leather and gratitude and
eagles, and a lot of subjects that we’d never had
time to explain our sentiments about before.

[
]
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One evening Mack spoke up and asked me if I was
much appraised in the habits and policies of women
folks.

‘Why, yes,’ says I, in a tone of voice; ‘I know ‘em
from Alfred to Omaha. The feminine nature and
similitude,’ says I, ‘is as plain to my sight as the
Rocky Mountains is to a blue-eyed burro. I’m onto
all their little sidesteps and punctual discrepancies.’
]

[

[
]

[
]
‘I tell you, Andy,’ says Mack, with a kind of sigh. ‘I
never had the least amount of intersection with their
predispositions. Maybe I might have had a proneness
in respect to their vicinity, but I never took the time.
I made my own living since I was fourteen; and I
never seemed to get my ratiocinations equipped with
the sentiments usually depicted toward the sect. I
sometimes wish I had,’ says old Mack.
[

]

[
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]
‘They ‘re an adverse study,’ says I, ‘and adapted to
points of view. Although they vary in rationale, I
have found ‘em quite often obviously differing from
each other in divergences of contrast.’
]

[

[

]
‘It seems to me,’ goes on Mack, ‘that a man had
better take ‘em in and secure his inspirations of the
sect when he’s young and so preordained. I let my
chance go by; and I guess I’m too old now to go
hopping into the curriculum.’
[

]

[

]
‘Oh, I don’t know,’ I tells him. ‘Maybe you better
credit yourself with a barrel of money and a lot of
emancipation from a quantity of uncontent. Still, I
don’t regret my knowledge of ‘em, ‘ I says. ‘It takes
a man who understands the symptoms and by-plays
of women-folks to take care of himself in this
world.’
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[

]

[
]

[

]
We stayed on in Pina because we liked the place.
Some folks might enjoy their money with noise and
rapture and locomotion; but me and Mack we had
had plenty of turmoils and hotel towels. The people
were friendly; Ah Sing got the swing of the grub we
liked; Mack and Buckle were as thick as two bodysnatchers, and I was hitting out a cordial
resemblance to ‘Buffalo Gals, Can’t you Come Out
To-night,’ on the banjo.

[

]

One day I got a telegram from Speight, the man that
was working a mine I had an interest in out in New
Mexico. I had to go out there; and I was gone two
months. I was anxious to get back to Pina and enjoy
life once more.
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When I struck the cabin I nearly fainted. Mack was
standing in the door; and if angels ever wept, I saw
no reason why they should be smiling then.

That man was a spectacle. Yes; he was worse; he
was a spyglass; he was the greatest telescope in the
Lick Observatory. He had on a coat and shiny shoes
and a white vest and a high silk hat; and a geranium
as big as an order of spinach was spiked onto his
front. And he was smirking and warping his face like
an infernal storekeeper or a kid wit colic.

‘Hello, Andy’ says Mack, out of his face. ‘Glad to
see you back. Things have happened since you went
away.’
[

]

[
]
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‘I know it,’ says I, ‘and a sacrilegious sight it is.
God never made you that way, Mack Lonsbury.
Why do you scarify His works with this
presumptious kind of ribaldry?’
[

]

[

]
‘Why, Andy,’ said he, ‘they’ve elected me justice of
the peace since you left.’
[

]

[
]

I looked at Mack close. He was restless and
inspired. A justice of the peace ought to be
disconsolate and assuaged.

Just then a young woman passed on the sidewalk;
and I saw Mack kind of half snicker and blush, and
then he raised up his hat and smiled and bowed, and
she smiled and bowed, and went on by.

‘No hope for you,’ says I, ‘if you’ve got the Maryp. 382 (c) Chinese Translation Copyright 2014

Jane infirmity at your age. I thought it wasn’t going
to take on you. And patent leather shoes! All this in
two little short months!’
[

]

[

]
‘I’m going to marry the young lady who just passed
to-night,’ says Mack, in a kind of a flutter.
[

]

‘I forgot something at the post-office,’ says I, and
walked away quick.
]

[

I overtook that young woman a hundred yards
away. I raised my hat and told her my name. She
was about nineteen; and young for her age. She
blushed, and then looked at me cool, like I was the
snow scene from the ‘Two Orphans.’

[

]

‘I understand you are to be married to-night,’ I said.
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[

]

‘Correct,’ says she. ‘You got any objections?’
[

]

[

]

‘Listen, siss,’ I begins.
[

]

‘My name is Miss Rebosa Reed,’ says she in a
pained way.
[

]

‘I know it,’ says I. ‘Now, Rebosa, I’m old enough to
have owed money to your father. And that old
specious, dressed-up, garbled, seasick ptomaine
prancing around avidiously like an irremediable
turkey gobbler with patent leather shoes on is my
best friend. Why did you go and get him invested in
this marriage business?’
[

]

[

]
‘Why, he was the only chance there was,’ answered
Miss Rebosa.
[

]
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‘Nay,’ says I, giving a sickening look of admiration
at her complexion and style of features; ‘with your
beauty you might pick any kind of a man. Listen,
Rebosa. Old Mach ain’t the man you want. He was
twenty-when you was nee Reed, as the papers say.
This bursting into bloom won’t last with him. He’s
all ventilated with oldness and rectitude and decay.
Old Mack’s down with a case of Indian summer. He
overlooked his bet when he was young; and now
he’s suing Nature for the interest on the promissory
note he took from Cupid instead of the cash.
Rebosa, are you bent on having this marriage
occur?’
[

]
[

]
‘Why, sure I am,’ says she, oscillating the pansies on
her hat, ‘and so is somebody else, I reckon.’
[

]
[

]

‘What time is it to take place?’ I asks.
[

]
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‘At six o’clock,’ says she.
[

]

I made up my mind right away what to do. I’d save
old Mack if I could. To have a good, seasoned,
ineligible man like that turn chicken for a girl that
hadn’t quit eating slate pencils and buttoning in the
back was more than I could look on with easiness.

‘Rebosa,’ says I, earnest, drawing upon my display
of knowledge concerning the feminine intuitions of
reason -- ‘ain’t there a young man in Pina -- a nice
young man that you think a heap of?’
[

]
--[
--

]

‘Yep,’ says Rebosa, nodding her pansies -- ‘Sure
there is! What do you think! Gracious!’
[

]
--[

]

‘Does he like you?’ I asks. ‘How does he stand in
the matter?’
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[

]

[

]
‘Crazy,’ says Rebosa. ‘Ma has to wet down the
front steps to keep him from sitting there all the
time. But I guess that’ll be all over after to-night,’
she winds up with a sigh.
]

[

[

]
‘Rebosa,’ says I, ‘you don’t really experience any of
this adoration called love for old Mack, do you?’
[

]

[

]
‘Lord! no,’ says the girl, shaking her head. ‘I think
he’s as dry as a lava bed. The idea!’
[

]

[
]

‘Who is the young man that you like, Rebosa?’ I
inquires.
[

]

‘It’s Eddie Bayles,’ says she. ‘He clerks in Crosby’s
grocery. But he don’t make but thirty-five a month.
Ella Noakes was wild about him once.’
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[

]

[

]
‘Old Mack tells me,’ says I, ‘that he’s going to
marry you at six o’clock this evening.’
[

]

[

]
‘That’s the time,’ says she. ‘It’s going to be at our
house.’
]

[

[

]

‘Rebosa,’ says I, ‘listen to me. If Eddy Bayles had a
thousand dollars cash -- a thousand dollars, mind
you, would buy him a store of his own -- if you and
Eddie had that much to excuse matrimony on, would
you consent to marry him this evening at five
o’clock?’
]
--

[

[

-]
The girl looks at me a minutes; and I can see these
inaudible cogitations going on inside of her, as
women will.
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‘A thousand dollars?’ says she. ‘Of course I would.’
[

]

[

]

‘Come on,’ says I. ‘We’ll go and see Eddie.’
[

]

[

]

We went up to Crosby’s store and called Eddie
outside. He looked to be estimable and freckled; and
he had chills and fever when I made my proposition.

‘At five o’clock?’ says he, ‘for a thousand dollars?
Please don’t wake me up! Well, you are the rich
uncle retired from the spice business in India. I’ll buy
out old Crosby and run the store myself.’
]

[

[

]
We went inside and got old man Crosby apart and
explained it. I wrote my check for a thousand dollars
and handed it to him. If Eddie and Rebosa married
each other at five he was to turn the money over to
them.
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And then I gave ‘em my blessing, and went to
wander in the wild-wood for a season. I sat on a log
and made cogitations on life and old age and the
zodiac and the ways of women and all the disorder
that goes with a lifetime. I passed myself
congratulations that I had probably saved my old
friend Mack from his attack of Indian summer. I
knew when he got well of it and shed his infatuation
and his patent leather shoes, he would feel grateful.
‘To keep old Mack disinvolved,’ thinks I, ‘from
relapses like this, is worth more than a thousand
dollars.’ And most of all I was glad that I’d made a
study of women, and wasn’t to be deceived any by
their means of conceit and evolution.

[

]

[
]

]
It must have been half-past five when I got back
home. I stepped in; and there sat old Mack on the
back of his neck in his old clothes with his blue
p. 390 (c) Chinese Translation Copyright 2014

socks on the window and the History of Civilization
propped up on his knees.

‘This don’t look like getting ready for a wedding at
six,’ I says, to seem innocent.
]

[

‘Oh,’ says Mack, reaching for his tobacco, ‘that was
postponed back to five o’clock. They sent me a note
saying the hour had been changed. It’s all over now.
What made you stay away so long, Andy?’
[

]

[
]

‘You heard about the wedding?’ I asks.
[

]

‘I operated it,’ says he. ‘I told you I was justice of
the peace. The preacher is off East to visit his folks,
and I’m the only one in town that can perform the
dispensations of marriage. I promised Eddie and
Rebosa a month ago I’d marry ‘em. He’s a busy lad;
and he’ll have a grocery of his own some day.’
p. 391 (c) Chinese Translation Copyright 2014

[

]

[

]
‘He will,’ says I.
[

]

‘There was lots of women at the wedding,’ says
Mack, smoking up. ‘But I didn’t seem to get any
ideas from ‘em. I wish I was informed in the
structure of their attainments like you said you was.’
]

[

[

]
‘That was two months ago,’ says I, reaching up for
the banjo.
[

]
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(15) THE MISSING CHORD
[
]
I stopped overnight at the sheep-ranch of Rush
Kinney, on the Sandy Fork of the Nueces. Mr.
Kinney and I had been strangers up to the time when
I called ‘Hallo!’ at his hitching-rack; but from that
moment on until my departure on the next morning
we were, according to the Texas code, undeniable
friends.

After supper the ranchman and I lugged our chairs
outside the two-room house, to its floorless gallery
roofed with chaparral and sacuista grass. With the
rear legs of our chairs sinking deep into the hardpacked loam, each of us reposed against an elm
pillar of the structure and smoked El Toro tobacco,
while we wrangled amicably concerning the affairs
of the rest of the world.

As for conveying adequate conception of the
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engaging charm of that prairie evening, despair waits
upon it. It is a bold chronicler who will undertake
the description of a Texas night in the early spring.
An inventory must suffice.

The ranch rested upon the summit of a lenient slope.
The ambient prairie, diversified by arroyos and
murky patches of brush and pear, lay around us like
a darkened bowl at the bottom of which we reposed
as dregs. Like a turquoises cover the sky pinned us
there. The miraculous air, heady with ozone and
made memorably sweet by leaguers of wild
flowerets, gave tang and savor to the breath. In the
sky was a great, round, mellow searchlight which we
knew to be no moon, but the dark lantern of
summer, who came to hunt northward the cowering
spring. In the nearest corral a flock of sheep lay
silent until a groundless panic would send a squad of
them huddling together with a drumming rush. For
other sounds a shrill family of coyotes yapped
beyond the shearing-pen, and whippoorwills
twittered in the long grass. But even these
dissonances hardly rippled the clear torrent of the
mocking-birds’ notes that fell from a dozen
neighboring shrubs and trees. It would not have
been preposterous for one to tiptoe and essay to
touch the stars, they hung so bright and imminent.
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Mr. Kinney’s wife, a young and capable woman, we
had left in the house. She remained to busy herself
with the domestic round of duties in which I had
observed that she seemed to take a buoyant and
contented pride. In one room we had supped.
Presently, from the other, as Kinney and I sat
without, there burst a volume of sudden and brilliant
music. If I could justly estimate the art of pianoplaying, the construer of that rollicking fantasia had
creditably mastered the secrets of the keyboard. A
piano, and one so well played, seemed to me to be
an unusual thing to find in that small and
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unpromising ranchhouse. I must have looked my
surprise at Rush Kinney, for he laughed in his soft
Southern way, and nodded at me through the
moonlit haze of our cigarettes.

‘You don’t often hear as agreeable a noise as that on
a sheep-ranch,’ he remarked; ‘but I never see any
reason for not playing up to the arts and graces just
because we happen to live out in the brush. It’s a
lonesome life for a woman; and if a little music can
make it any better, why not have it? That’s the way I
look at it.’
[
[

]

]
‘A wise and generous theory,’ I assented. ‘And Mrs.
Kinney plays well. I am not learned in the science of
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music, but I should call her an uncommonly good
performer. She has technic and more than ordinary
power.’
[

]

[

]
The moon was very bright, you will understand, and
I saw upon Kinney’s face a sort of amused and
pregnant expression, as though there were things
behind it that might be expounded.

‘You came up the trail from the Double-Elm Fork,’
he said, promisingly. ‘As you crossed it you must
have seen an old deserted jacal to your left under a
comma mott.’
]

[
[
]

‘I did,’ said I. ‘There was a drove of invalis rooting
around it. I could see by the broken corrals that no
one lived there.’
[

]

[
]
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‘That’s where this music proposition started,’ said
Kinney. ‘I don’t mind telling you about it while we
smoke. That’s where old Cal Adams lived. He had
about eight hundred graded merinos and a daughter
that was solid silk and as handsome as a new stakerope on a thirty-dollar pony. And I don’t mind
telling you that I was guilty in the second degree of
hanging around old Cal’s ranch all the time I could
spare away from lambing and shearing. Miss Marilla
was her name; and I had figured it out by the rule of
two that she was destined to become the chatelaine
and lady superior of Rancho Lomito, belonging to
R. Kinney, Esq., where you are now a welcome and
honored guest.
[
[

]

‘I will say that old Cal wasn’t distinguished as a
sheepman. He was a little, old stoop-shouldered
hombre about as big as a gun scabbard, with scraggy
white whiskers, and condemned to the continuous
use of language. Old Cal was so obscure in his
chosen profession that he wasn’t even hated by the
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cowmen. And when a sheepman don’t get eminent
enough to acquire the hostility of the cattlemen, he
is mighty apt to die unwept and considerably
unsung.
[

‘But that Marilla girl was a benefit to the eye. And
she was the most elegant kind of a housekeeper. I
was the nearest neighbour, and I used to ride over to
the Double-Elm anywhere from nine to sixteen times
a week with fresh butter or a quarter of venison or a
sample of new sheep-dip just as a frivolous excuse
to see Marilla. Marilla and me got to be extensively
inveigled with each other, and I was pretty sure I
was going to get my rope around her neck and lead
her over to the Lomito. Only she was so
everlastingly permeated with filial sentiments toward
old Cal that I never could get her to talk about
serious matters.
[
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‘You never saw anybody in your life that was as full
of knowledge and had less sense than old Cal. He
was advised about all the branches of information
contained in learning, and he was up to all the
rudiments of doctrines and enlightenment. You
couldn’t advance him any ideas on any of the parts
of speech or lines of thought. You would have
thought he was a professor of the weather and
politics and chemistry and natural history and the
origin of derivations. Any subject you brought up
old Cal could give you an abundant synopsis of it
from the Greek root up to the time it was sacked
and on the market.
[

‘One day just after the fall shearing I rides over to
the Double-elm with a lady’s magazine about
fashions for Marilla and a scientific paper for old
Cal.
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[

‘While I was tying my pony to a mesquite, out run
Marrilla, ‘tickled to death’ with some news that
couldn’t wait.
[
<
>
‘”Oh, Rush,” she says, all flushed up with esteem
and gratification, “what do you think! Dad’s going
to buy me a piano. Ain’t it grand? I never dreamed
I’d eve have one.”
>

[<
<

>
‘”It’s sure joyful,” says I. “I always admired the
agreeable uproar of a piano. It’ll be lots of company
for you. That’s might good of Uncle Cal to do that.”
[<

>

<

>
‘”I’m all undecided,” says Marilla, “between a piano
and a organ. A parlor organ is nice.”
[<

>

<
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>
‘”Either of ‘em,” says I, “is first-class for mitigating
the lack of noise around a sheep-ranch. For my
part,” I says, “I shouldn’t like anything better than to
ride home of an evening and listen to a few waltzes
and jigs, with somebody about your size sitting on
the piano-stool and rounding up the notes.”
>

[<

<
>

<

>
‘”Oh, hush about that,” says Marilla, “and go on in
the house. Dad hasn’t rode out to-day. He’s not
feeling well.”
[<

>

<
>

‘Old Cal was inside, lying on a cot. He had a pretty
bad cold and cough. I stayed to supper.
[

‘”Going to get Marilla a piano, I hear,” says I to
him.
[<

>
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‘”Why, yes, something of the kind, Rush,” says he.
“She’s been hankering for music for a long spell; and
I allow to fix her up with something in that line right
away. The sheep sheared six pounds all round this
fall; and I’m going to get Marilla an instrument if it
takes the price of the whole clip to do it.”
>

[<

<

>
‘”Star wayno,” says I. “The little girl deserves it.”
>

[<

<

>

‘”I’m going to San Antone on the last load of
wool,” says Uncle Cal, “and select an instrument for
her myself.”
[<
>

<

>

‘”Wouldn’t it be better,” I suggest, “to take Marilla
along and let her pick out one that she likes?”
[<

>

<
>

‘I might have known that would set Uncle Cal
going. Of course, a man like him, that knew
everything about everything, would look at that as a
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reflection on his attainments.
[

‘”No, sir, it wouldn’t,” says he, pulling at his white
whiskers. “There ain’t a better judge of musical
instruments in the whole world than what I am. I
had an uncle,” says he, “that was a partner in a
piano-factory, and I’ve seen thousands of ‘em put
together. I know all about musical instruments from
a pipe-organ to a corn-stalk fiddle. There ain’t a man
lives, sir, that can tell me any news about any
instrument that has to be pounded, blowed, scraped,
grinded, picked, or wound with a key.”
>

[<
<
>

<

>
‘”You get me what you like dad,” says Marilla,
who couldn’t keep her feet on the floor from joy.
“Of course you know what to select. I’d just as lief
it was a piano or a organ or what.”
[<

>
<
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>
‘”I see in St. Louis once what they call a
orchestrion,” says Uncle Cal, “that I judged was
about the finest thing in the way of music ever
invented. But there ain’t room in this house for one.
Anyway, I imagine they’d cost a thousand dollars. I
reckon something in the piano line would suit
Marilla the best. She took lessons in that respect for
two years over at Birdstail. I wouldn’t trust the
buying of an instrument to anybody else but myself.
I reckon if I hadn’t took up sheep-raising I’d have
been one of the finest composers or piano-and-organ
manufacturers in the world.”
[<
>

<

>
‘That was Uncle Cal’s style. But I never lost any
patience with him, on account of his thinking so
much of Marilla. And she thought just as much of
him. He sent her to the academy over at Birdstail for
two years when it took nearly every pound of wool
to pay the expenses.
[
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‘Along about Tuesday Uncle Cal put out for San
Antone on the last wagon-load of wool. Marilla’s
Uncle Ben, who lived in Birdstail, come over and
stayed at the ranch while Uncle Cal was gone.
[

‘It was ninety miles to San Antone, and forty to the
nearest railroad-sation, so Uncle Cal was gone about
four days. I was over at the Double-elm when he
came rolling back one evening about sundown. And
up there in the wagon, sure enough, was a piano or
a organ -- we couldn’t tell which -- all wrapped up
in wool-sacks, with a wagon-sheet tied over it in
case of rain. And out skips Marilla, hollering, “Oh,
oh!” with her eyes shining and her hair a-flying.
“Dad -- dad,” she sings out, “have you brought it -have you brought it?” -- and it right there before her
eyes, as women will do.
[

--<
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>

<

--

>
--

<
>--

‘”Finest piano in San Antone,” says Uncle Cal,
waving his hand, proud. “Genuine rosewood, and
the finest, loudest tone you ever listened to. I heard
the storekeeper play it, and I took it on the spot and
paid cash down.”
>

[<
<
>

‘Me and Ben and Uncle Cal and a Mexican lifted it
out of the wagon and carried it in the house and set
it in a corner. It was one of them upright
instruments, and not very heavy or very big.
[

‘And then all of a sudden Uncle Cal flops over and
says he’s might sick. He’s got a high fever, and he
complains of his lungs. He gets into bed, while me
and Ben goes out to unhitch and put the horses in
the pasture, and Marilla flies around to get Uncle
Cal something hot to drink. But first she puts both
arms on that piano and hugs it with a soft kind of
smile, like you see kids doing with their Christmas
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toys.
[

‘When I came in from the pasture, Marrilla was in
the room where the piano was. I could see by the
strings and wool-sacks on the floor that she had had
it unwrapped. But now she was tying the wagonsheet over it again, and there was a kind of solemn,
whitish look on her face.
[

‘”Ain’t wrapping up the music again, are you,
Marilla?” I asks. “What’s the matter with just a
couple of tunes for to see how she goes under the
saddle?”
[<

>
<
>

‘”Not to-night, Rush,” says she. “I don’t want to
play any to-night. Dad’s too sick. Just think, Rush,
he paid three hundred dollars for it -- nearly a third
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of what the wool-clip brought!”
[

]

[

->
‘”Well, it ain’t anyways in the neighborhood of a
third of what you are worth,” I told her. “And I
don’t think Uncle Cal is too sick to hear a little
agitation of the piano-keys just to christen the
machine.”

>

[<
<
>

‘”Not to-night, Rush,” says Marilla, in a way that
she had when she wanted to settle things.
[<

>

‘But it seems that Uncle Cal was plenty sick, after
all. He got so bad that Ben saddled up and rode over
to Bridstail for Doc Simpson. I stayed around to see
if I’d be needed for anything.
[
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‘When Uncle Cal’s pain let up on him a little he
called Marilla and says to her: “Did you look at your
instrument, honey? And do you like it?”
[
<

>

‘”It’s lovely, dad,” says she, leaning down by his
pillow; “I never saw one so pretty. How dear and
good it was of you to buy it for me!”
>

[<
<

>
‘”I haven’t hear you play on it any yet,” says Uncle
Cal; “and I’ve been listening. My side don’t hurt
quite so bad now -- won’t you play a piece,
Marilla?”
>

[<

<
--

,

>
‘But no; she puts Uncle Cal off and soothes him
down like you’ve seen women do with a kid. It
seems she’s made up her mind not to touch that
piano at present.
[
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‘When Doc Simpson comes over he tells us that
Uncle Cal has pneumonia the worst kind; and as the
old man was past sixty and nearly on the lift
anyhow, the odds was against his walking on grass
any more.
[

‘On the fourth day of his sickness he calls for Marilla
again and wants to talk piano. Doc Simpson was
there, and so was Ben and Mrs. Ben, trying to do all
they could.
[

‘”I’d have made a wonderful success in anything
connected with music,” says Uncle Cal. “I got the
finest instrument for the money in San Antone. Ain’t
that piano all right in every respect, Marilla?”
[<

>
<
>

‘”It’s just perfect, dad,” says Mamilla. “It’s got the
finest tone I ever heard. But don’t you think you
could sleep a little now, dad?”
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[<

>

<
>

‘”No, I don’t,” says Uncle Cal. “I want to hear that
piano. I don’t believe you’ve even tried it yet. I went
all the way to San Antone and picked it out for you
myself. It took a third of the fall clip to buy it; but I
don’t mind that if it makes any good girl happier.
Won’t you play a little bit for dad, Marilla?”
>

[<

<

>
‘Doc Simpson beckoned Marilla to one side and
recommended her to do what Uncle Cal wanted, so
it would get him quieted. And her Uncle Ben and his
wife asked her, too.
[

‘”Why not hit out a tune or two with the soft pedal
on?” I asks Marilla. “Uncle Cal has begged you so
often. It would please him a good deal to hear you
touch up the piano he’s bought for you. Don’t you
think you might?”
[<

>
<
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>
‘But Marilla stands there with big tears rolling down
from her eyes and says nothing. And then she runs
over and slips her arm under Uncle Cal’s neck and
hugs him tight.
[

‘”Why, last night, dad,” we heard her say, “I played
ever so much. Honest -- I have been playing it. And
it’s such a splendid instrument, you don’t know how
I love it. Last night I played “Bonnie Dundee” and
the “Anvil Polka” and the “Blue Danube” -- and lots
of pieces. You must surely have heard me playing a
little, didn’t you, dad? I didn’t like to play loud when
you was so sick.”
>

[<

<

-<

>

<

<
>--

>

>
‘”Well, well,” says Uncle Cal, “maybe I did. Maybe I
did and forgot about it. My head is a little cranky at
times. I heard the man in the store play it fine. I’m
mighty glad you like it, Marilla. Yes, I believe I
could go to sleep a while if you’ll stay right beside
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me till I do.”
[<

>

<

>
‘There was where Marilla had me guessing. Much as
she thought of that old man, she wouldn’t strike a
note on that piano that he’d bought her. I couldn’t
imagine why she told him she’d been playing it, for
the wagon-sheet hadn’t even been off of it since she
put it back on the same day it come. I knew she
could play a little anyhow, for I’d once heard her
snatch some pretty fair dance-music out of an old
piano at the Charco Largo Ranch.
[

‘Well, in about a week the pneumonia got the best
of Uncle Cal. They had the funeral over at Birdstail,
and all of us went over. I brought Marilla back home
in my buckboard. Her Uncle Ben and his wife were
going to stay there a few days with her.
[
p. 414 (c) Chinese Translation Copyright 2014

‘That night Marilla takes me in the room where the
piano was, while the others were out on the gallery.
[

‘”Come here, Rush,” says she; “I want you to see
this now.”
[<
>

>

<

‘She unties the rope, and drags off the wagon-sheet.
[
‘If you ever rode a saddle without a horse, or fired
off a gun that wasn’t loaded, or took a drink out of
an empty bottle, why, then you might have been able
to scare an opera or two out of the instrument Uncle
Cal had bought.
[

‘Instead of a piano, it was one of them machines
they’ve invented to play the piano with. By itself it
was about as musical as the holes of a flute without
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the flute.
[

‘And that was the piano that Uncle Cal had selected;
and standing by it was the good, fine, all-wool girl
that never let him know it.
[

‘And what you heard playing a while ago,’
concluded Mr. Kinney, ‘was that same deputy-piano
machine; only just at present it’s shoved up against a
six-hundred piano that I bought for Marilla as soon
as we was married.’
]

[

[

]
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16. THE COP AND THE ANTHEM
[
]
On his bench in Madison Square Soapy moved
uneasily. When wild geese honk high of nights, and
when women without sealskin coats grow kind to
their husbands, and when Soapy moves uneasily on
his bench in the park, you may know that winter is
near at hand.

A dead leaf fell in Soapy’s lap. That was Jack
Frost’s card. Jack is kind to the regular denizens of
Madison Square, and gives fair warning of his
annual call. At the corners of four streets he hands
his pasteboard to the North Wind, footman of the
mansion of All Outdoors, so that the inhabitants
thereof may make ready.

Soapy’s mind became cognizant of the fact that the
time had come for him to resolve himself into a
singular Committee of Ways and Means to provide
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against the coming rigor. And therefore he moved
uneasily on his bench.

The hibernatorial ambitions of Soapy were not of the
highest. In them were no considerations of
Mediterranean cruises, of soporific Southern skies
or drifting in the Vesuvian Bay. Three months on the
Island was what his soul craved. Three months of
assured board and bed and congenial company, safe
from Boreas and bluecoats, seemed to Soapy the
essence of things desirable.

For years the hospitable Blackwell’s had been his
winter quarters. Just as his more fortunate fellow
New Yorkers had bought their tickets to Palm
Beach and the Riviera each winter, so Soapy had
made his humble arrangements for his annual hegira
to the Island. And now the time was come. On the
previous night three Sabbath newspapers, distributed
beneath his coat, about his ankles and over his lap,
had failed to repulse the cold as he slept on his
bench near the spurting fountain in the ancient
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square. So the Island loomed big and timely in
Soapy’s mind. He scorned the provisions made in
the name of charity for the city’s dependents. In
Soapy’s opinion the Law was more benign than
Philanthropy. There was an endless round of
institutions, municipal and eleemosynary, on which
he might set out and receive lodging and food
accordant with the simple life. But to one of Soapy’s
proud spirit the gifts of charity are encumbered. If
not in coin you must pay in humiliation of spirit for
every benefit received at the hands of philanthropy.
As Caesar had his Brutus, every bed of charity must
have its toll of a bath, every loaf of bread its
compensation of a private and personal inquisition.
Wherefore it is better to be a guest of the law,
which, though conducted by rules, does not meddle
unduly with a gentleman’s private affairs.
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Soapy, having decided to go to the Island, at once
set about accomplishing his desire. There were many
easy ways of doing this. The pleasantest was to dine
luxuriously at some expensive restaurant, and then,
after declaring insolvency, be handed over quietly
and without uproar to a policeman. An
accommodating magistrate would do the rest.

Soapy left his bench and strolled out of the square
and across the level sea of asphalt, where Broadway
and Fifth Avenue flow together. Up Broadway he
turned, and halted at a glittering cafe, where are
gathered together nightly the choicest products of
the grape, the silkworm, and the protoplasm.
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Soapy had confidence in himself from the lowest
button of his vest upward. He was shaven, and his
coat was decent and his neat black, ready-tied fourin-hand had been presented to him by a lady
missionary on Thanksgiving Day. If he could reach a
table in the restaurant unsuspected, success would
be his. The portion of him that would show above
the table would raise no doubt in the waiter’s mind.
A roasted mallard duck, thought Soapy, would be
about the thing -- with a bottle of Chablis, and then
Camembert, a demi-tasse and a cigar. One dollar for
the cigar would be enough. The total would not be
so high as to call forth any supreme manifestation of
revenge from the cafe management; and yet the meat
would leave him filled and happy for the journey to
his winter refuge.

--

But as Soapy set foot inside the restaurant door the
p. 421 (c) Chinese Translation Copyright 2014

head waiter’s eye fell upon his frayed trousers and
decadent shoes. Strong and ready hands turned him
about and conveyed him in silence and haste to the
sidewalk and averted the ignoble fate of the
menaced mallard.

Soapy turned off Broadway. It seemed that his route
to the coveted Island was not to be an epicurean
one. Some other way of entering limbo must be
thought of.

At the corner of the Sixth Avenue electric lights and
cunningly displayed wares behind plate-glass made a
shop window conspicuous. Soapy took a
cobblestone and dashed it through the glass. People
came running around the corner, a policeman in the
lead. Soapy stood still, with his hands in his pockets,
and smiled at the sight of brass buttons.
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‘Where’s the man that done that?’ inquired the
officer, excitedly.
[

]

‘Don’t you figure out that I might have had
something to do with it?’ said Soapy, not without
sarcasm, but friendly, as one greets good fortune.
[

]

The policeman’s mind refused to accept Soapy even
as a clue. Men who smash windows do not remain
to parley with the law’s minions. They take to their
heels. The policeman saw a man halfway down the
block running to catch a car. With drawn club he
joined in the pursuit. Soapy, with disgust in his
heart, loafed along, twice unsuccessful.

On the opposite side of the street was a restaurant of
no great pretensions. It catered to large appetites
and modest purses. Its crockery and atmosphere
were thick; its soup and napery thin. Into this place
Soapy took his accusive shoes and telltale trousers
without challenge. At a table he sat and consumed
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beefsteak, flapjacks, doughnuts and pie. And then to
the waiter he betrayed the fact that the minutest coin
and himself were strangers.

‘Now, get busy and call a cop,’ said Soapy. ‘And
don’t keep a gentleman waiting.’
]

[

[

]
‘No cop for youse,’ said the waiter, with a voice like
butter cakes and an eye like the cherry in a
Manhattan cocktail. ‘Hey, Con!’
[

]
[
]

Neatly upon his left ear on the callous pavement two
waiters pitched Soapy. He arose joint by joint, as a
carpenter’s rule opens, and beat the dust from his
clothes. Arrest seemed but a rosy dream. The Island
seemed very far away. A policeman who stood
before a drug store two doors away laughed and
walked down the street.
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Five blocks Soapy travelled before his courage
permitted him to woo capture again. This time the
opportunity presented what he fatuously termed to
himself a ‘cinch’. A young woman of a modest and
pleasing guise was standing before a show window
gazing with sprightly interest at its display of
shaving mugs and inkstands, and two yards from the
window a large policeman of severe demeanor
leaned against a water plug.

It was Soapy’s design to assume the role of the
despicable and execrated ’masher.’ The refined and
elegant appearance of his victim and the contiguity
of the conscientious cop encouraged him to believe
that he would soon feel the pleasant official clutch
upon his arm that would insure his winter quarters
on the right little, tight little isle.
[

]
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Soapy straightened the lady missionary’s readymade tie, dragged his shrinking cuffs into the open,
set his hat at a killing cant and sidled toward the
young woman. He made eyes at her, was taken with
sudden coughs and ‘hems,’ smile, smirked and went
brazenly through the impudent and contemptible
litany of the ‘masher.’ With half an eye Soapy saw
that the policeman was watching him fixedly. The
young woman moved away a few steps, and again
bestowed her absorbed attention upon the shaving
mugs. Soapy followed, boldly stepping to her side,
raised his hat and said:

[

]

‘Ah, there, Bedelia! Don’t you want to come and
play in my yard?’
[
]
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The policeman was still looking. The persecuted
young woman had but to beckon a finger and Soapy
would be practically en route for his insular haven.
Already he imagined he could feel the cozy warmth
of the stationhouse. The young woman faced him
and, stretching out a hand, caught Soapy’s coat
sleeve.

‘Sure, Mike,’ she said, joyfully, ‘if you’ll blow me to
a pail of suds. I’d have spoke to you sooner, but the
cop was watching.’
]

[

[

]
With the young woman playing clinging ivy to his
oak Soapy walked past the policeman overcome
with gloom. He seemed doomed to liberty.

At the next corner he shook off his companion and
ran. He halted in the district where by night are
found the lightest streets, hearts, vows and librettos.
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Women in furs and men in greatcoats moved gaily in
the wintry air. A sudden fear seized Soapy that some
dreadful enchantment had rendered him immune to
arrest. The thought brought a little of panic upon it,
and when he came upon another policeman lounging
grandly in front of a transplendent theatre he caught
at the immediate straw of ‘disorderly conduct.’

[

]

On the sidewalk Soapy began to yell drunken
gibberish at the top of his harsh voice. He danced,
howled, raved, and otherwise disturbed the welkin.

The police twirled his club, turned his back to Soapy
and remarked to a citizen.

‘’Tis one of them Yale lads celebratin’ the goose
egg they give to the Hartford College. Noisy; but no
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harm. We’ve instructions to leave them be.’
[
]
Disconsolate, Soapy ceased his unavailing racket.
Would never a policeman lay hands on him? In his
fancy the Island seemed an unattainable arcadia. He
buttoned his thin coat against the chilling wind.

In a cigar store he saw a well-dressed man lighting a
cigar at a swinging light. His silk umbrella he had set
by the door on entering. Soapy stepped inside,
secured the umbrella and sauntered off with it
slowly. The man at the cigar light followed hastily.

‘My umbrella,’ he said, sternly.
[

]

‘Oh, is it?’ sneered Soapy, adding insult to petit
larceny. ‘Well, why don’t you call a policeman? I
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took it. Your umbrella! Why don’t you call a cop?
There stands one on the corner.’
[

]
[
]

The umbrella owner slowed his steps. Soapy did
likewise, with a presentiment that luck would again
run against him. The policeman looked at the two
curiously.

‘Of course,’ said the umbrella man -- ‘ that is -- well,
you know how these mistakes occur -- I -- if it’s
your umbrella I hope you’ll excuse me -- I picked it
up this morning in a restaurant -- If you recognize it
as yours, why -- I hope you’ll --’
[

]

-- [
---

---]

----

‘Of course it’s mine,’ said Soapy, viciously.
[

]

The ex-umbrella man retreated. The policeman
hurried to assist a tall blonde in an opera cloak
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across the street in front of a street car that was
approaching two blocks away.

Soapy walked eastward through a street damaged by
improvements. He hurled the umbrella wrathfully
into an excavation. He muttered against the men
who wear helmets and carry clubs. Because he
wanted to fall into their clutches, they seemed to
regard him as a king who could do no wrong.

At length Soapy reached one of the avenues to the
east where the glitter and turmoil was but faint. He
set his face down this toward Madison Square for
the homing instinct survives even when the home is
a park bench.

But on an unusually quiet corner Soapy came to a
standstill. Here was an old church, quaint and
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rambling and gabled. Through one violet-stained
window a soft light glowed, where, no doubt, the
organist loitered over the keys, making sure of his
mastery of the coming Sabbath anthem. For there
drifted out to Soapy’s ears sweet music that caught
and held him transfixed against the convolutions of
the iron fence.

The moon was above, lustrous and serene; vehicles
and pedestrians were few; sparrows twittered
sleepily in the eaves -- for a while the scene might
have been a country churchyard. And the anthem
that the organist played cemented Soapy to the iron
fence, for he had known it well in the days when his
life contained such things as mothers and roses and
ambitions and friends and immaculate thoughts and
collars.

--
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The junction of Soapy’s receptive state of mind and
the influences about the old church wrought a
sudden and wonderful change in his soul. He viewed
with swift horror the pit into which he had tumbled,
the degraded days, unworthy desires, dead hopes,
wrecked faculties and base motives that made up his
existence.

And also in a moment his heart responded thrillingly
to this novel mood. An instantaneous and strong
impulse moved him to battle with his desperate fate.
He would pull himself out of the mire; he would
make a man of himself again; he would conquer the
evil that had taken possession of him. There was
time; he was comparatively young yet; he would
resurrect his old eager ambitions and pursue them
without faltering. Those solemn but sweet organ
notes had set up a revolution in him. Tomorrow he
would go into the roaring downtown district and
find work. A fur importer had once offered him a
place as driver. He would find him tomorrow and
ask for the position. He would be somebody in the
world. He would --
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-Soapy felt a hand laid on his arm. He looked quickly
around into the broad face of a policeman.

‘What are you doin’ here?’ asked the officer.
[

]

‘Nothin’,’ said Soapy.
[

]

‘Then come along,’ said the policeman.
[

]

‘Three months on the Island,’ said the Magistrate in
the Police Court the next morning.
[

]
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