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Thankful Blossom
1.

The time was the year of grace 1779; the locality,
Morristown, New Jersey.
It was bitterly cold. A northeasterly wind had been
stiffening the mud of the morning’s thaw into a rigid record
of that day’s wayfaring on the Baskingridge road. The hoofprints of cavalry, the deep ruts left by baggage-wagons, and
the deeper channels worn by artillery, lay stark and cold in
the waning light of an April day. There were icicles on the
fences, a rime of silver on the windward bark of maples, and
occasional bare spots on the rocky protuberances of the road,
as if Nature had worn herself out at the knees and elbows
through long waiting for the tardy spring. A few leaves
disinterred by the thaw became crisp again, and rustled in the
wind, making the summer a thing so remote that all human
hope and conjecture fled before them.
Here and there the wayside fences and walls were
broken down or dismantled; and beyond them fields of snow
downtrodden and discolored, and strewn with fragments of
leather, camp equipage, harness, and cast-off clothing,
showed traces of the recent encampment and congregation
of men. On some there were still standing the ruins of rudely
constructed cabins, or the semblance of fortification equally
rude and incomplete. A fox stealing along a half-filled ditch,
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a wolf slinking behind an earthwork, typified the human
abandonment and desolation.
One by one the faint sunset tints faded from the sky;
the far-off crests of the Orange hills grew darker; the nearer
files of pines on the Whatnong Mountain became a mere
black background; and, with the coming-on of night, came
too an icy silence that seemed to stiffen and arrest the very
wind itself. The crisp leaves no longer rustled; the waving
whips of alder and willow snapped no longer; the icicles no
longer dropped a cold fruitage from barren branch and spray;
and the roadside trees relapsed into stony quiet, so that the
sound of horse’s hoofs breaking through the thin, dull,
lustreless films of ice that patched the furrowed road, might
have been heard by the nearest Continental picket a mile
away.
Either a knowledge of this, or the difficulties of the
road, evidently irritated the viewless horseman. Long before
he became visible, his voice was heard in half-suppressed
objurgation of the road, of his beast, of the country folk, and
the country generally. “Steady, you jade!” “Jump, you devil,
jump!” “Curse the road, and the beggarly farmers that durst
not mend it!” And then the moving bulk of horse and rider
suddenly arose above the hill, floundered and splashed, and
then as suddenly disappeared, and the rattling hoof-beats
ceased.
The stranger had turned into a deserted lane still
cushioned with untrodden snow. A stone wall on one
hand―in better keeping and condition than the boundary
monuments of the outlying fields― bespoke protection and
exclusiveness. Half-way up the lane the rider checked his
speed, and, dismounting, tied his horse to a wayside sapling.
This done, he went cautiously forward toward the end of the
lane, and a farm-house from whose gable window a light
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twinkled through the deepening night. Suddenly he stopped,
hesitated, and uttered an impatient ejaculation. The light had
disappeared. He turned sharply on his heel, and retraced his
steps until opposite a farm-shed that stood a few paces from
the wall. Hard by, a large elm cast the gaunt shadow of its
leafless limbs on the wall and surrounding snow. The
stranger stepped into this shadow, and at once seemed to
become a part of its trembling intricacies.
At the present moment it was certainly a bleak place
for a tryst. There was snow yet clinging to the trunk of the
tree, and a film of ice on its bark; the adjacent wall was
slippery with frost, and fringed with icicles. Yet in all there
was a ludicrous suggestion of some sentiment past and
unseasonable: several dislodged stones of the wall were so
disposed as to form a bench and seats, and under the elmtree’s film of ice could still be seen carved on its bark the
effigy of a heart, divers initials, and the legend, “Thine
Forever.”
The stranger, however, kept his eyes fixed only on
the farm-shed and the open field beside it. Five minutes
passed in fruitless expectancy. Ten minutes! And then the
rising moon slowly lifted herself over the black range of the
Orange hills, and looked at him, blushing a little, as if the
appointment were her own.
The face and figure thus illuminated were those of a
strongly built, handsome man of thirty, so soldierly in
bearing that it needed not the buff epaulets and facings to
show his captain’s rank in the Continental army. Yet there
was something in his facial expression that contradicted the
manliness of his presence―an irritation and querulousness
that were inconsistent with his size and strength. This
fretfulness increased as the moments went by without sign
or motion in the faintly lit field beyond, until, in peevish
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exasperation, he began to kick the nearer stones against the
wall.
“Moo-oo-w!”
The soldier started. Not that he was frightened, nor
that he had failed to recognize in these prolonged syllables
the deep-chested, half-drowsy low of a cow, but that it was
so near him―evidently just beside the wall. If an object so
bulky could have approached him so near without his
knowledge, might not she―
“Moo-oo!”
He drew nearer the wall cautiously. “So, Cushy!
Mooly! Come up, Bossy!” he said persuasively.
“Moo”―but here the low unexpectedly broke down, and
ended in a very human and rather musical little laugh.
“Thankful!” exclaimed the soldier, echoing the laugh
a trifle uneasily and affectedly as a hooded little head arose
above the wall.
“Well,” replied the figure, supporting a prettily
rounded chin on her hands, as she laid her elbows
complacently on the wall―“well, what did you expect? Did
you want me to stand here all night, while you skulked
moonstruck under a tree? Or did you look for me to call you
by name? did you expect me to shout out, ‘Captain Allan
Brewster―’”
“Thankful, hush!”
“Captain Allan Brewster of the Connecticut
Contingent,” continued the girl, with an affected raising of a
low, pathetic voice that was, however, inaudible beyond the

6

tree. “Captain Brewster, behold me― your obleeged and
humble servant and sweetheart to command.”
Captain Brewster succeeded, after a slight skirmish
at the wall, in possessing himself of the girl’s hand; at which;
although still struggling, she relented slightly.
“It isn’t every lad that I’d low for,” she said, with an
affected pout, “and there may be others that would not take
it amiss; though there be fine ladies enough at the assembly
halls at Morristown as might think it hoydenish?”
“Nonsense, love,” said the captain, who had by this
time mounted the wall, and encircled the girl’s waist with his
arm. “Nonsense! you startled me only. But,” he added,
suddenly taking her round chin in his hand, and turning her
face toward the moon with an uneasy half-suspicion, “why
did you take that light from the window? What has
happened?”
“We had unexpected guests, sweetheart,” said
Thankful: “the count just arrived.”
“That infernal Hessian!” He stopped, and gazed
questioningly into her face. The moon looked upon her at the
same time: the face was as sweet, as placid, as truthful, as
her own. Possibly these two inconstants understood each
other.
“Nay, Allan, he is not a Hessian, but an exiled
gentleman from abroad―a nobleman―”
“There are no noblemen now,” sniffed the trooper
contemptuously. “Congress has so decreed it. All men are
born free and equal.”
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“But they are not, Allan,” said Thankful, with a
pretty trouble in her brows: “even cows are not born equal.
Is yon calf that was dropped last night by Brindle the equal
of my red heifer whose mother come by herself in a ship
from Surrey? Do they look equal?”
“Titles are but breath,” said Captain Brewster
doggedly. There was an ominous pause.
“Nay, there is one nobleman left,” said Thankful;
“and he is my own―my nature’s nobleman!”
Captain Brewster did not reply. From certain arch
gestures and wreathed smiles with which this forward young
woman accompanied her statement, it would seem to be
implied that the gentleman who stood before her was the
nobleman alluded to. At least, he so accepted it, and
embraced her closely, her arms and part of her mantle
clinging around his neck. In this attitude they remained quiet
for some moments, slightly rocking from side to side like a
metronome; a movement, I fancy, peculiarly bucolic,
pastoral, and idyllic, and as such, I wot, observed by
Theocritus and Virgil.
At these supreme moments weak woman usually
keeps her wits about her much better than your superior
reasoning masculine animal; and, while the gallant captain
was losing himself upon her perfect lips, Miss Thankful
distinctly heard the farm-gate click, and otherwise noticed
that the moon was getting high and obtrusive. She half
released herself from the captain’s arms, thoughtfully and
tenderly―but firmly. “Tell me all about yourself, Allan
dear,” she said quietly, making room for him on the
wall―“all, everything.”
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She turned upon him her beautiful eyes―eyes
habitually earnest and even grave in expression, yet holding
in their brave brown depths a sweet, childlike reliance and
dependency; eyes with a certain tender, deprecating droop in
the brown-fringed lids, and yet eyes that seemed to say to
every man who looked upon them, “I am truthful: be frank
with me.” Indeed, I am convinced there is not one of my
impressible sex, who, looking in those pleading eyes, would
not have perjured himself on the spot rather than have
disappointed their fair owner.
Captain Brewster’s
expression of discontent.

mouth

resumed

its

old

“Everything is growing worse, Thankful, and the
cause is lost. Congress does nothing, and Washington is not
the man for the crisis. Instead of marching to Philadelphia,
and forcing that wretched rabble of Hancock and Adams at
the point of the bayonet, he writes letters.”
“A dignified, formal old fool,” interrupted Mistress
Thankful indignantly; “and look at his wife! Didn’t Mistress
Ford and Mistress Baily, ay, and the best blood of Morris
County, go down to his Excellency’s in their finest bibs and
tuckers, and didn’t they find my lady in a pinafore doing
chores? Vastly polite treatment, indeed! As if the whole
world didn’t know that the general was taken by surprise
when my lady came riding up from Virginia with all those
fine cavaliers, just to see what his Excellency was doing at
these assembly balls. And fine doings, I dare say.”
“This is but idle gossip, Thankful,” said Captain
Brewster with the faintest appearance of self-consciousness;
“the assembly balls are conceived by the general to
strengthen the confidence of the townsfolk, and mitigate the
rigors of the winter encampment. I go there myself rarely: I
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have but little taste for junketing and gavotting, with my
country in such need. No, Thankful! What we want is a
leader; and the men of Connecticut feel it keenly. If I have
been spoken of in that regard,” added the captain with a
slight inflation of his manly breast, “it is because they know
of my sacrifices―because as New England yeomen they
know my devotion to the cause. They know of my
suffering―”
The bright face that looked into his was suddenly
afire with womanly sympathy, the pretty brow was knit, the
sweet eyes overflowed with tenderness. “Forgive me, Allan.
I forgot― perhaps, love―perhaps, dearest, you are hungry
now.”
“No, not now,” replied Captain Brewster, with
gloomy stoicism; “yet,” he added, “it is nearly a week since
I have tasted meat.”
“I―I―brought a few things with me,” continued the
girl, with a certain hesitating timidity. She reached down,
and produced a basket from the shadow of the wall. “These
chickens”―she held up a pair of pullets―“the commanderin-chief himself could not buy: I kept them for MY
commander! And this pot of marmalade, which I know my
Allan loves, is the same I put up last summer. I thought [very
tenderly] you might like a piece of that bacon you liked so
once, dear. Ah, sweetheart, shall we ever sit down to our
little board? Shall we ever see the end of this awful war?
Don’t you think, dear [very pleadingly], it would be best to
give it up? King George is not such a very bad man, is he?
I’ve thought, sweetheart [very confidently], that mayhap you
and he might make it all up without the aid of those
Washingtons, who do nothing but starve one to death. And
if the king only knew you, Allan―should see you as I do,
sweetheart―he’d do just as you say.”
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During this speech she handed him the several
articles alluded to; and he received them, storing them away
in such receptacles of his clothing as were convenient―with
this notable difference, that with HER the act was graceful
and picturesque: with him there was a ludicrousness of
suggestion that his broad shoulders and uniform only
heightened.
“I think not of myself, lass,” he said, putting the eggs
in his pocket, and buttoning the chickens within his martial
breast. “I think not of myself, and perhaps I often spare that
counsel which is but little heeded. But I have a duty to my
men―to Connecticut. [He here tied the marmalade up in his
handkerchief.] I confess I have sometimes thought I might,
under provocation, be driven to extreme measures for the
good of the cause. I make no pretence to leadership, but―”
“With you at the head of the army,” broke in
Thankful enthusiastically, “peace would be declared within
a fortnight.”
There is no flattery, however outrageous, that a man
will not accept from the woman whom he believes loves
him. He will perhaps doubt its influence in the colder
judgment of mankind; but he will consider that this poor
creature, at least, understands him, and in some vague way
represents the eternal but unrecognized verities. And when
this is voiced by lips that are young and warm and red, it is
somehow quite as convincing as the bloodless, remoter
utterance of posterity.
Wherefore the trooper complacently buttoned the
compliment over his chest with the pullets.
“I think you must go now, Allan,” she said, looking
at him with that pseudo-maternal air which the youngest of
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women sometimes assume to their lovers, as if the doll had
suddenly changed sex, and grown to man’s estate. “You
must go now, dear; for it may so chance that father is
considering my absence overmuch. You will come again a’
Wednesday, sweetheart; and you will not go to the
assemblies, nor visit Mistress Judith, nor take any girl picka- back again on your black horse; and you will let me know
when you are hungry?”
She turned her brown eyes lovingly, yet with a
certain pretty trouble in the brow, and such a searching,
pleading inquiry in her glance, that the captain kissed her at
once. Then came the final embrace, performed by the captain
in a half-perfunctory, quiet manner, with a due regard for the
friable nature of part of his provisions. Satisfying himself of
the integrity of the eggs by feeling for them in his pocket, he
waved a military salute with the other hand to Miss
Thankful, and was gone. A few minutes later the sound of
his horse’s hoofs rang sharply from the icy hillside.
But, as he reached the summit, two horsemen
wheeled suddenly from the shadow of the roadside, and bade
him halt.
“Captain Brewster, if this moon does not deceive
me?” queried the foremost stranger with grave civility.
“The same. Major Van Zandt, I calculate?” returned
Brewster querulously.
“Your calculation is quite right. I regret Captain
Brewster, that it is my duty to inform you that you are under
arrest.”
“By whose orders?”
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“The commander-in-chief’s.”
“For what?”
“Mutinous conduct, and disrespect of your superior
officers.”
The sword that Captain Brewster had drawn at the
sudden appearance of the strangers quivered for a moment
in his strong hand. Then, sharply striking it across the
pommel of his saddle, he snapped it in twain, and cast the
pieces at the feet of the speaker.
“Go on,” he said doggedly.
“Captain Brewster,” said Major Van Zandt, with
infinite gravity, “it is not for me to point out the danger to
you of this outspoken emotion, except practically in its effect
upon the rations you have in your pocket. If I mistake not,
they have suffered equally with your steel. Forward, march!”
Captain Brewster looked down, and then dropped to
the rear, as the discased yolks of Mistress Thankful’s most
precious gift slid slowly and pensively over his horse’s
flanks to the ground.
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2.

Mistress Thankful remained at the wall until her
lover had disappeared. Then she turned, a mere lissom
shadow in that uncertain light, and glided under the eaves of
the shed, and thence from tree to tree of the orchard,
lingering a moment under each as a trout lingers in the
shadow of the bank in passing a shallow, and so reached the
farmhouse and the kitchen door, where she entered. Thence
by a back staircase she slipped to her own bower, from
whose window half an hour before she had taken the
signalling light. This she lit again and placed upon a chest of
drawers; and, taking off her hood and a shapeless sleeveless
mantle she had worn, went to the mirror, and proceeded to
re-adjust a high horn comb that had been somewhat
displaced by the captain’s arm, and otherwise after the
fashion of her sex to remove all traces of a previous lover. It
may be here observed that a man is very apt to come from
the smallest encounter with his dulcinea distrait, bored, or
shame- faced; to forget that his cravat is awry, or that a long
blond hair is adhering to his button. But as to
Mademoiselle―well, looking at Miss Pussy’s sleek paws
and spotless face, would you ever know that she had been at
the cream-jug?
Thankful was, I think, satisfied with her appearance.
Small doubt but she had reason for it. And yet her gown was
a mere slip of flowered chintz, gathered at the neck, and
falling at an angle of fifteen degrees to within an inch of a
short petticoat of gray flannel. But so surely is the complete
mould of symmetry indicated in the poise or line of any
single member, that looking at the erect carriage of her
graceful brown head, or below to the curves that were lost in
her shapely ankles, or the little feet that hid themselves in the
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broad-buckled shoes, you knew that the rest was as genuine
and beautiful.
Mistress Thankful, after a pause, opened the door,
and listened. Then she softly slipped down the back staircase
to the front hall. It was dark; but the door of the “companyroom,” or parlor, was faintly indicated by the light that
streamed beneath it. She stood still for a moment
hesitatingly, when suddenly a hand grasped her own, and
half led, half dragged her, into the sitting-room opposite. It
was dark. There was a momentary fumbling for the tinderbox and flint, a muttered oath over one or two impeding
articles of furniture, and Thankful laughed. And then the
light was lit; and her father, a gray wrinkled man of sixty,
still holding her hand, stood before her.
“You have been out, mistress!”
“I have,” said Thankful.
“And not alone,” growled the old man angrily.
“No,” said Mistress Thankful, with a smile that
began in the corners of her brown eyes, ran down into the
dimpled curves of her mouth, and finally ended in the sudden
revelation of her white teeth―“no, not alone.”
“With whom?” asked the old man, gradually
weakening under her strong, saucy presence.
“Well, father,” said Thankful, taking a seat on a
table, and swinging her little feet somewhat ostentatiously
toward him, “I was with Captain Allan Brewster of the
Connecticut Contingent.”
“That man?”
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“That man!”
“I forbid you seeing him again.”
Thankful gripped the table with a hand on each side
of her, to emphasize the statement, and swinging her feet
replied―
“I shall see him as often as I like, father.”
“Thankful Blossom!”
“Abner Blossom!”
“I see you know not,” said Mr. Blossom, abandoning
the severely paternal mandatory air for one of confidential
disclosure, “I see you know not his reputation. He is accused
of inciting his regiment to revolt―of being a traitor to the
cause.”
“And since when, Abner Blossom, have YOU felt
such concern for the cause? Since you refused to sell
supplies to the Continental commissary, except at double
profits? since you told me you were glad I had not polities
like Mistress Ford―”
“Hush!” said the father, motioning to the parlor.
“Hush,” echoed Thankful indignantly. “I won’t be
hushed! Everybody says ‘Hush’ to me. The count says
‘Hush!’ Allan says ‘Hush!’ You say ‘Hush!’ I’m a-weary of
this hushing. Ah, if there was a man who didn’t say it to me!”
and Mistress Thankful lifted her fine eyes to the ceiling.
“You are unwise, Thankful―foolish, indiscreet.
That is why you require much monition.”
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Thankful swung her feet in silence for a few
moments, then suddenly leaped from the table, and, seizing
the old man by the lapels of his coat, fixed her eyes upon
him, and said suspiciously. “Why did you keep me from
going in the company-room? Why did you bring me in
here?”
Blossom senior was staggered for a moment.
“Because, you know, the count―”
“And you were afraid the count should know I had a
sweetheart? Well, I’ll go in and tell him now,” she said,
marching toward the door.
“Then, why did you not tell him when you slipped
out an hour ago? eh, lass?” queried the old man, grasping her
hand. “But ‘tis all one, Thankful: ‘twas not for him I stopped
you. There is a young spark with him―ay, came even as you
left, lass―a likely young gallant; and he and the count are
jabbering away in their own lingo, a kind of Italian, belike;
eh, Thankful?”
“I know not,” she said thoughtfully. “Which way
came the other?” In fact, a fear that this young stranger might
have witnessed the captain’s embrace began to creep over
her.
“From town, my lass.”
Thankful turned to her father as if she had been
waiting a reply to a long-asked question: “Well?”
“Were it not well to put on a few furbelows and a
tucker?” queried the old man. “‘Tis a gallant young spark;
none of your country folk.”
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“No,” said Thankful, with the promptness of a
woman who was looking her best, and knew it. And the old
man, looking at her, accepted her judgment, and without
another word led her to the parlor door, and, opening it, said
briefly, “My daughter, Mistress Thankful Blossom.”
With the opening of the door came the sound of
earnest voices that instantly ceased upon the appearance of
Mistress Thankful. Two gentlemen lolling before the fire
arose instantly, and one came forward with an air of familiar
yet respectful recognition.
“Nay, this is far too great happiness, Mistress
Thankful,” he said, with a strongly marked foreign accent,
and a still more strongly marked foreign manner. “I have
been in despair, and my friend here, the Baron Pomposo,
likewise.”
The slightest trace of a smile, and the swiftest of
reproachful glances, lit up the dark face of the baron as he
bowed low in the introduction. Thankful dropped the
courtesy of the period―i. e., a duck, with semicircular
sweep of the right foot forward. But the right foot was so
pretty, and the grace of the little figure so perfect, that the
baron raised his eyes from the foot to the face in serious
admiration. In the one rapid feminine glance she had given
him, she had seen that he was handsome; in the second,
which she could not help from his protracted silence, she saw
that his beauty centred in his girlish, half fawn-like dark
eyes.
“The baron,” explained Mr. Blossom, rubbing his
hands together as if through mere friction he was trying to
impart a warmth to the reception which his hard face
discountenanced―“the
baron
visits
us
under
discouragement. He comes from far countries. It is the
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custom of gentlefolk of―of foreign extraction to wander
through strange lands, commenting upon the habits and
doings of the peoples. He will find in Jersey,” continued Mr.
Blossom, apparently appealing to Thankful, yet really
evading her contemptuous glance, “a hard-working
yeomanry, ever ready to welcome the stranger, and account
to him, penny for penny, for all his necessary expenditure;
for which purpose, in these troublous times, he will provide
for himself gold or other moneys not affected by these local
disturbances.”
“He will find, good friend Blossom,” said the baron
in a rapid, voluble way, utterly at variance with the soft, quiet
gravity of his eyes, “Beauty, Grace, Accom-plishment,
and―eh―Santa Maria, what shall I say?” He turned
appealingly to the count.
“Virtue,” nodded the count.
“Truly, Birtoo! all in the fair lady of thees countries.
Ah, believe me, honest friend Blossom, there is mooch more
in thees than in thoss!”
So much of this speech was addressed to Mistress
Thankful, that she had to show at least one dimple in reply,
albeit her brows were slightly knit, and she had turned upon
the speaker her honest, questioning eyes.
“And then the General Washington has been kind
enough to offer his protection,” added the count.
“Any fool―any one,” supplemented Thankful
hastily, with a slight blush―“may have the general’s pass,
ay, and his good word. But what of Mistress Prudence
Bookstaver?―she that has a sweetheart in Knyphausen’s
brigade, ay―I warrant a Hessian, but of gentle blood, as
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Mistress Prudence has often told me―and, look you, all her
letters stopped by the general, ay, I warrant, read by my Lady
Washington too, as if ‘twere HER fault that her lad was in
arms against Congress. Riddle me that, now!”
“‘Tis but prudence, lass,” said Blossom, frowning on
the girl. “‘Tis that she might disclose some movement of the
army, tending to defeat the enemy.”
“And why should she not try to save her lad from
capture or ambuscade such as befell the Hessian commissary
with the provisions that you―”
Mr. Blossom, in an ostensible fatherly embrace,
managed to pinch Mistress Thankful sharply. “Hush, lass,”
he said with simulated playfulness; “your tongue clacks like
the Whippany mill.―My daughter has small concern―‘tis
the manner of womenfolk―in politics,” he explained to his
guests. “These dangersome days have given her sore
affliction by way of parting comrades of her childhood, and
others whom she has much affected. It has in some sort
soured her.”
Mr. Blossom would have recalled this speech as soon
as it escaped him, lest it should lead to a revelation from the
truthful Mistress Thankful of her relations with the
Continental captain. But to his astonishment, and, I may add,
to my own, she showed nothing of that disposition she had
exhibited a few moments before. On the contrary, she
blushed slightly, and said nothing.
And then the conversation changed―upon the
weather, the hard winter, the prospects of the Cause, a
criticism upon the commander- in-chief’s management of
affairs, the attitude of Congress, etcetera, between Mr.
Blossom and the count; characterized, I hardly need say, by
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that positiveness of opinion that distinguishes the
unprofessional. In another part of the room, it so chanced
that Mistress Thankful and the baron were talking about
themselves; the assembly balls; who was the prettiest woman
in Morristown; and whether Gen. Washington’s attentions to
Mistress Pyne were only perfunctory gallantry, or what; and
if Lady Washington’s hair was really gray; and if that young
aide-de-camp, Major Van Zandt were really in love with
Lady or whether his attentions were only the zeal of a
subaltern―in the midst of which a sudden gust of wind
shook the house; and Mr. Blossom, going to the front door,
came back with the announcement that it was snowing
heavily.
And indeed, within that past hour, to their astonished
eyes the whole face of nature had changed. The moon was
gone, the sky hidden in a blinding, whirling swarm of
stinging flakes. The wind, bitter and strong, had already
fashioned white feathery drifts upon the threshold, over the
painted benches on the porch, and against the door-posts.
Mistress Thankful and the baron had walked to the
rear door―the baron with a slight tropical shudder―to view
this meteorological change. As Mistress Thankful looked
over the snowy landscape, it seemed to her that all record of
her past experience had been effaced: her very footprints of
an hour before were lost; the gray wall on which she leaned
was white and spotless now; even the familiar farm-shed
looked dim and strange and ghostly. Had she been there? had
she seen the captain? was it all a fancy? She scarcely knew.
A sudden gust of wind closed the door behind them
with a crash, and sent Mistress Thankful, with a slight
feminine scream, forward into the outer darkness. But the
baron caught her by the waist, and saved her from Heaven
knows what imaginable disaster; and the scene ended in a
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half-hysterical laugh. But the wind then set upon them both
with a malevolent fury; and the baron was, I presume,
obliged to draw her closer to his side.
They were alone, save for the presence of those
mischievous confederates, Nature and Opportunity. In the
half-obscurity of the storm she could not help turning her
mischievous eyes on his. But she was perhaps surprised to
find them luminous, soft, and, as it seemed to her at that
moment, grave beyond the occasion. An embarrassment
utterly new and singular seized upon her; and when, as she
half feared yet half expected, he bent down and pressed his
lips to hers, she was for a moment powerless. But in the next
instant she boxed his ears sharply, and vanished in the
darkness. When Mr. Blossom opened the door to the baron
he was surprised to find that gentleman alone, and still more
surprised to find, when they re-entered the house, to see
Mistress Thankful enter at the same moment, demurely,
from the front door.
When Mr. Blossom knocked at his daughter’s door
the next morning it opened upon her completely dressed, but
withal somewhat pale, and, if the truth must be told, a little
surly.
“And you were stirring so early, Thankful,” he said:
“‘twould have been but decent to have bidden God-speed to
the guests, especially the baron, who seemed much
concerned at your absence.”
Miss Thankful blushed slightly, but answered with
savage celerity, “And since when is it necessary that I should
dance attendance upon every foreign jack-in-the-box that
may lie at the house?”
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“He has shown great courtesy to you, mistress, and
is a gentleman.”
“Courtesy, indeed!” said Mistress Thankful.
“He has not presumed?” said Mr. Blossom suddenly,
bringing his cold gray eyes to bear upon his daughter’s.
“No, no,” said Thankful hurriedly, flaming a bright
scarlet; “but― nothing. But what have you there? a letter?”
“Ay―from the captain, I warrant,” said Mr.
Blossom, handing her a three-cornered bit of paper: “‘twas
left here by a camp-follower. Thankful,” he continued, with
a meaning glance, “you will heed my counsel in season. The
captain is not meet for such as you.”
Thankful suddenly grew pale and contemptuous
again as she snatched the letter from his hand. When his
retiring footsteps were lost on the stairs she regained her
color, and opened the letter. It was slovenly written,
grievously misspelled, and read as follows:

SWEETHEART: A tyranous Act, begotten in Envy
and Jealousie, keeps me here a prisoner. Last night
I was Basely arrested by Servile Hands for that
Freedom of Thought and Expression for which I
have already Sacrifized so much―aye all that Man
hath but Love and Honour. But the End is Near.
When for the Maintenance of Power, the Liberties
of the Peoples are subdued by Martial Supremacy
and the Dictates of Ambition the State is Lost. I lie
in Vile Bondage here in Morristown under charge
of Disrespeck―me that a twelvemonth past left a
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home and Respectable Connexions to serve my
Country. Believe me still your own Love, albeit in
the Power of Tyrants and condemned it may be to
the scaffold.
The Messenger is Trustworthy and will speed
safely to me such as you may deliver unto him. The
Provender sanktified by your Hands and made
precious by yr. Love was wrested from me by
Servil Hands and the Eggs, Sweetheart, were
somewhat Addled. The Bacon is, methinks by this
time on the Table of the Comr-in-Chief. Such is
Tyranny and Ambition. Sweetheart, farewell, for
the present.
ALLAN

Mistress Thankful read this composition once, twice,
and then tore it up. Then, reflecting that it was the first letter
of her lover’s that she had not kept, she tried to put together
again the torn fragments, but vainly, and then in a pet, new
to her, cast them from the window. During the rest of the day
she was considerably distraite, and even manifested more
temper than she was wont to do; and later, when her father
rode away on his daily visit to Morristown, she felt strangely
relieved. By noon the snow ceased, or rather turned into a
driving sleet that again in turn gave way to rain. By this time
she became absorbed in her household duties―in which she
was usually skilful―and in her own thoughts that to-day had
a novelty in their meaning. In the midst of this, at about dark,
her room being in the rear of the house, she was perhaps
unmindful of the trampling of horse without, or the sound of
voices in the hall below. Neither was uncommon at that time.
Although protected by the Continental army from forage or
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the rudeness of soldiery, the Blossom farm had always been
a halting-place for passing troopers, commissary teamsters,
and reconnoitring officers. Gen. Sullivan and Col. Hamilton
had watered their horses at its broad, substantial wayside
trough, and sat in the shade of its porch. Miss Thankful was
only awakened from her daydream by the entrance of the
negro farm-hand, Caesar.
“Fo’ God, Missy Thankful, them sogers is g’wine
into camp in the road, I reckon, for they’s jest makin’
theysevs free afo’ the house, and they’s an officer in the
company-room with his spurs cocked on the table, readin’ a
book.”
A quick flame leaped into Thankful’s cheek, and her
pretty brows knit themselves over darkening eyes. She arose
from her work no longer the moody girl, but an indignant
goddess, and, pushing the servant aside, swept down the
stairs, and threw open the door.
An officer sitting by the fire in an easy, lounging
attitude that justified the servant’s criticism, arose instantly
with an air of evident embarrassment and surprise that was,
however, as quickly dominated and controlled by a
gentleman’s breeding.
“I beg your pardon,” he said, with a deep inclination
of his handsome head, “but I had no idea that there was any
member of this household at home―at least, a lady.” He
hesitated a moment, catching in the raising of her brownfringed lids a sudden revelation of her beauty, and partly
losing his composure. “I am Major Van Zandt: I have the
honor of addressing―”
“Thankful Blossom,” said Thankful a little proudly,
divining with a woman’s swift instinct the cause of the
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major’s hesitation. But her triumph was checked by a new
embarrassment visible in the face of the officer at the
mention of her name.
“Thankful Blossom,” repeated the officer quickly.
“You are, then, the daughter of Abner Blossom?”
“Certainly,” said Thankful, turning her inquiring
eyes upon him. “He will be here betimes. He has gone only
to Morristown.” In a new fear that had taken possession of
her, her questioning eyes asked, “Has he not?”
The officer, answering her eyes rather than her lips,
came toward her gravely. “He will not return to-day,
Mistress Thankful, nor perhaps even to-morrow. He is―a
prisoner.”
Thankful opened her brown eyes aggressively on the
major. “A prisoner―for what?”
“For aiding and giving comfort to the enemy, and for
harboring spies,” replied the major with military curtness.
Mistress Thankful’s cheek flushed slightly at the last
sentence: a recollection of the scene on the porch and the
baron’s stolen kiss flashed across her, and for a moment she
looked as guilty as if the man before her had been a witness
to the deed. He saw it, and misinterpreted her confusion.
“Belike, then,” said Mistress Thankful, slightly
raising her voice, and standing squarely before the major,
“belike, then, I should be a prisoner too; for the guests of this
house, if they be spies, were MY guests, and, as my father’s
daughter, I was their hostess; ay, man, and right glad to be
the hostess of such gallant gentlemen―gentlemen, I
warrant, too fine to insult a defenceless girl; gentlemen spies

26

that did not cock their boots on the table, or turn an honest
farmer’s house into a tap-room.”
An expression of half pain, half amusement, covered
the face of the major, but he made no other reply than by a
profound and graceful bow. Courteous and deprecatory as it
was, it apparently exasperated Mistress Thankful only the
more.
“And pray who are these spies, and who is the
informer?” said Mistress Thankful, facing the soldier, with
one hand truculently placed on her flexible hip, and the other
slipped behind her. “Methinks ‘tis only honest we should
know when and how we have entertained both.”
“Your father, Mistress Thankful,” said Major Van
Zandt gravely, “has long been suspected of favoring the
enemy; but it has been the policy of the commander-in-chief
to overlook the political preferences of non-combatants, and
to strive to win their allegiance to the good cause by liberal
privileges. But when it was lately discovered that two
strangers, although bearing a pass from him, have been
frequenters of this house under fictitious names―”
“You mean Count Ferdinand and the Baron
Pomposo,” said Thankful quickly―“two honest gentlefolk;
and if they choose to pay their devoirs to a lass―although,
perhaps, not a quality lady, yet an honest girl―”
“Dear Mistress Thankful,” said the major with a
profound bow and smile, that, spite of its courtesy, drove
Thankful to the verge of wrathful hysterics, “if you establish
that fact―and, from this slight acquaintance with your
charms, I doubt not you will―your father is safe from
further inquiry or detention. The commander- in-chief is a

27

gentleman who has never underrated the influence of your
sex, nor held himself averse to its fascinations.”
“What is the name of this informer?” broke in
Mistress Thankful angrily. “Who is it that has dared―”
“It is but king’s evidence, mayhap, Mistress
Thankful; for the informer is himself under arrest. It is on the
information of Captain Allan Brewster of the Connecticut
Contingent.”
Mistress Thankful whitened, then flushed, and then
whitened again. Then she stood up to the major.
“It’s a lie―a cowardly lie!”
Major Van Zandt bowed. Mistress Thankful flew up
stairs, and in another moment swept back again into the
room in riding hat and habit.
“I suppose I can go and see―my father,” she said,
without lifting her eyes to the officer.
“You are free as air, Mistress Thankful. My orders
and instructions, far from implicating you in your father’s
offences, do not even suggest your existence. Let me help
you to your horse.”
The girl did not reply. During that brief interval,
however, Caesar had saddled her white mare, and brought it
to the door. Mistress Thankful, disdaining the offered hand
of the major, sprang to the saddle.
The major still held the reins. “One moment,
Mistress Thankful.”
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“Let me go!” she said, with suppressed passion.
“One moment, I beg.”
His hand still held her bridle-rein. The mare reared,
nearly upsetting her. Crimson with rage and mortification,
she raised her riding-whip, and laid it smartly over the face
of the man before her.
He dropped the rein instantly. Then he raised to her
a face calm and colorless, but for a red line extending from
his eyebrow to his chin, and said quietly―
“I had no desire to detain you. I only wished to say
that when you see Gen. Washington I know you will be just
enough to tell him that Major Van Zandt knew nothing of
your wrongs, or even your presence here, until you presented
them, and that since then he has treated you as became an
officer and a gentleman.”
Yet even as he spoke she was gone. At the moment
that her fluttering skirt swept in a furious gallop down the
hillside, the major turned, and re-entered the house. The few
lounging troopers who were witnesses of the scene prudently
turned their eyes from the white face and blazing eyes of
their officer as he strode by them. Nevertheless, when the
door closed behind him, contemporary criticism broke out:
“‘Tis a Tory jade, vexed that she cannot befool the
major as she has the captain,” muttered Sergeant Tibbitts.
“And going to try her tricks on the general,” added
Private Hicks.
Howbeit both these critics may have been wrong. For
as Mistress Thankful thundered down the Morristown road
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she thought of many things. She thought of her sweetheart
Allan, a prisoner, and pining for HER help and HER
solicitude; and yet―how dared he―if he HAD really
betrayed or misjudged her! And then she thought bitterly of
the count and the baron, and burned to face the latter, and in
some vague way charge the stolen kiss upon him as the cause
of all her shame and mortification. And lastly she thought of
her father, and began to hate everybody. But above all and
through all, in her vague fears for her father, in her
passionate indignation against the baron, in her fretful
impatience of Allan, one thing was ever dominant and
obtrusive; one thing she tried to put away, but could not―the
handsome, colorless face of Major Van Zandt, with the red
welt of her riding-whip overlying its cold outlines.
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3.

The rising wind, which had ridden much faster than
Mistress Thankful, had increased to a gale by the time it
reached Morristown. It swept through the leafless maples,
and rattled the dry bones of the elms. It whistled through the
quiet Presbyterian churchyard, as if trying to arouse the
sleepers it had known in days gone by. It shook the blank,
lustreless windows of the Assembly Rooms over the
Freemasons’ Tavern, and wrought in their gusty curtains
moving shadows of those amply petticoated dames and
tightly hosed cavaliers who had swung in “Sir Roger,” or
jigged in “Money Musk,” the night before.
But I fancy it was around the isolated “Ford
Mansion,” better known as the “headquarters,” that the wind
wreaked its grotesque rage. It howled under its scant eaves,
it sang under its bleak porch, it tweaked the peak of its front
gable, it whistled through every chink and cranny of its
square, solid, unpicturesque structure. Situated on a hillside
that descended rapidly to the Whippany River, every
summer zephyr that whispered through the porches of the
Morristown farm-houses charged as a stiff breeze upon the
swinging half doors and windows of the “Ford Mansion”;
every wintry wind became a gale that threatened its security.
The sentry who paced before its front porch knew from
experience when to linger under its lee, and adjust his
threadbare outer coat to the bitter north wind.
Within the house something of this cheerlessness
prevailed. It had an ascetic gloom, which the scant firelight
of the reception-room, and the dying embers on the diningroom hearth, failed to dissipate. The central hall was broad,
and furnished plainly with a few rush-bottomed chairs, on
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one of which half dozed a black body-servant of the
commander-in-chief. Two officers in the dining-room,
drawn close by the chimney-corner, chatted in undertones,
as if mindful that the door of the drawing-room was open,
and their voices might break in upon its sacred privacy. The
swinging light in the hall partly illuminated it, or rather
glanced gloomily from the black polished furniture, the
lustreless chairs, the quaint cabinet, the silent spinet, the
skeleton-legged centre- table, and finally upon the
motionless figure of a man seated by the fire.
It was a figure since so well known to the civilized
world, since so celebrated in print and painting, as to need
no description here. Its rare combination of gentle dignity
with profound force, of a set resoluteness of purpose with a
philosophical patience, have been so frequently delivered to
a people not particularly remarkable for these qualities, that
I fear it has too often provoked a spirit of playful aggression,
in which the deeper underlying meaning was forgotten. So
let me add that in manner, physical equipoise, and even in
the mere details of dress, this figure indicated a certain
aristocratic exclusiveness. It was the presentment of a
king―a king who by the irony of circumstances was just
then waging war against all kingship; a ruler of men, who
just then was fighting for the right of these men to govern
themselves, but whom by his own inherent right he
dominated. From the crown of his powdered head to the
silver buckle of his shoe he was so royal that it was not
strange that his brother George of England and
Hanover―ruling by accident, otherwise impiously known as
the “grace of God”―could find no better way of resisting his
power than by calling him “Mr. Washington.”
The sound of horses’ hoofs, the formal challenge of
sentry, the grave questioning of the officer of the guard,
followed by footsteps upon the porch, did not apparently
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disturb his meditation. Nor did the opening of the outer door,
and a charge of cold air into the hall that invaded even the
privacy of the reception-room, and brightened the dying
embers on the hearth, stir his calm pre-occupation. But an
instant later there was the distinct rustle of a feminine skirt
in the hall, a hurried whispering of men’s voices, and then
the sudden apparition of a smooth, fresh-faced young officer
over the shoulder of the unconscious figure.
“I beg your pardon, general,” said the officer
doubtingly, “but―”
“You are not intruding, Col. Hamilton,” said the
general quietly.
“There is a young lady without who wishes an
audience of your Excellency. ‘Tis Mistress Thankful
Blossom―the daughter of Abner Blossom, charged with
treasonous practice and favoring the enemy, now in the
guard-house at Morristown.”
“Thankful
interrogatively.

Blossom?”

repeated

the

general

“Your Excellency doubtless remembers a little
provincial beauty and a famous toast of the countryside―the Cressida of our Morristown epic, who led our
gallant. Connecticut captain astray―”
“You have the advantages, besides the better
memory of a younger man, colonel,” said Washington, with
a playful smile that slightly reddened the cheek of his aidede-camp. “Yet I think I HAVE heard of this phenomenon.
By all means, admit her―and her escort.”
“She is alone, general,” responded the subordinate.
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“Then the more reason why we should be polite,”
returned Washington, for the first time altering his easy
posture, rising to his feet, and lightly clasping his ruffled
hands before him. “We must not keep her waiting. Give her
access, my dear colonel, at once; and even as she
came―ALONE.”
The aide-de-camp bowed and withdrew. In another
moment the half- opened door swung wide to Mistress
Thankful Blossom.
She was so beautiful in her simple riding-dress, so
quaint and original in that very beauty, and, above all, so
teeming with a certain vital earnestness of purpose just
positive and audacious enough to set off that beauty, that the
grave gentleman before her did not content himself with the
usual formal inclination of courtesy, but actually advanced,
and, taking her cold little hand in his, graciously led her to
the chair he had just vacated.
“Even if your name were not known to me, Mistress
Thankful,” said the commander-in-chief, looking down
upon her with grave politeness, “nature has, methinks,
spared you the necessity of any introduction to the courtesy
of a gentleman. But how can I especially serve you?”
Alack! the blaze of Mistress Thankful’s brown eyes
had become somewhat dimmed in the grave half-lights of the
room, in the graver, deeper dignity of the erect, soldier-like
figure before her. The bright color born of the tempest within
and without had somehow faded from her cheek; the
sauciness begotten from bullying her horse in the last halfhour’s rapid ride was so subdued by the actual presence of
the man she had come to bully, that I fear she had to use all
her self-control to keep down her inclination to whimper,
and to keep back the tears, that, oddly enough, rose to her
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sweet eyes as she lifted them to the quietly critical yet placid
glance of her interlocutor.
“I can readily conceive the motive of this visit, Miss
Thankful,” continued Washington, with a certain dignified
kindliness that was more reassuring than the formal gallantry
of the period; “and it is, I protest, to your credit. A father’s
welfare, however erring and weak that father may be, is most
seemly in a maiden―”
Thankful’s eyes flashed again as she rose to her feet.
Her upper lip, that had a moment before trembled in a pretty
infantine distress, now stiffened and curled as she confronted
the dignified figure before her. “It is not of my father I would
speak,” she said saucily: “I did not ride here alone to-night,
in this weather, to talk of HIM; I warrant HE can speak for
himself. I came here to speak of myself, of lies―ay, LIES
told of me, a poor girl; ay, of cowardly gossip about me and
my sweetheart, Captain Brewster, now confined in prison
because he hath loved me, a lass without polities or
adherence to the cause―as if ‘twere necessary every lad
should ask the confidence or permission of yourself or,
belike, my Lady Washington, in his preferences.”
She paused a moment, out of breath. With a woman’s
quickness of intuition she saw the change in Washington’s
face―saw a certain cold severity overshadowing it. With a
woman’s fateful persistency―a persistency which I humbly
suggest might, on occasion, be honorably copied by our
more politic sex―she went on to say what was in her, even
if she were obliged, with a woman’s honorable
inconsistency, to unsay it an hour or two later; an
inconsistency which I also humbly protest might be as
honorably imitated by us―on occasion.
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“It has been said,” said Thankful Blossom quickly,
“that my father has given entertainment knowingly to two
spies―two spies that, begging your Excellency’s pardon,
and the pardon of Congress, I know only as two honorable
gentlemen who have as honorably tendered me their
affections. It is said, and basely and most falsely too, that my
sweetheart, Captain Allan Brewster, has lodged this
information. I have ridden here to deny it. I have ridden here
to demand of you that an honest woman’s reputation shall
not be sacrificed to the interests of politics; that a prying mob
of ragamuffins shall not be sent to an honest farmer’s house
to spy and spy―and turn a poor girl out of doors that they
might do it. ‘Tis shameful, so it is; there! ‘tis most
scandalous, so it is: there, now! Spies, indeed! what are
THEY, pray?”
In the indignation which the recollection of her
wrongs had slowly gathered in her, from the beginning of
this speech, she had advanced her face, rosy with courage,
and beautiful in its impertinence, within a few inches of the
dignified features and quiet gray eyes of the great
commander. To her utter stupefaction, he bent his head and
kissed her, with a grave benignity, full on the centre of her
audacious forehead.
“Be seated, I beg, Mistress Blossom,” he said, taking
her cold hand in his, and quietly replacing her in the
unoccupied chair. “Be seated, I beg, and give me, if you can,
your attention for a moment. The officer intrusted with the
ungracious task of occupying your father’s house is a
member of my military family, and a gentleman. If he has so
far forgotten himself―if he has so far disgraced himself and
me as―”
“the

“No! no!” uttered Thankful, with feverish alacrity,
gentleman was most considerate. On the
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contrary―mayhap―I”―she hesitated, and then came to a
full stop, with a heightened color, as a vivid recollection of
that gentleman’s face, with the mark of her riding- whip
lying across it, rose before her.
“I was about to say that Major Van Zandt, as a
gentleman, has known how to fully excuse the natural
impulses of a daughter,” continued Washington, with a look
of perfect understanding; “but let me now satisfy you on
another point, where it would seem we greatly differ.”
He walked to the door, and summoned his servant, to
whom he gave an order. In another moment the fresh-faced
young officer who had at first admitted her re-appeared with
a file of official papers. He glanced slyly at Thankful
Blossom’s face with an amused look, as if he had already
heard the colloquy between her and his superior officer, and
had appreciated that which neither of the earnest actors in
the scene had themselves felt―a certain sense of humor in
the situation.
Howbeit, standing before them, Col. Hamilton
gravely turned over the file of papers. Thankful bit her lips
in embarrassment. A slight feeling of awe, and a
presentiment of some fast-coming shame; a new and strange
consciousness of herself, her surroundings, of the dignity of
the two men before her; an uneasy feeling of the presence of
two ladies who had in some mysterious way entered the
room from another door, and who seemed to be intently
regarding her from afar with a curiosity as if she were some
strange animal; and a wild premonition that her whole future
life and happiness depended upon the events of the next few
moments―so took possession of her, that the brave girl
trembled for a moment in her isolation and loneliness. In
another instant Col. Hamilton, speaking to his superior, but
looking obviously at one of the ladies who had entered,
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handed a paper to Washington, and said, “Here are the
charges.”
“Read them,” said the general coldly.
Col. Hamilton, with a manifest consciousness of
another hearer than Mistress Blossom and his general, read
the paper. It was couched in phrases of military and legal
precision, and related briefly, that upon the certain and
personal knowledge of the writer, Abner Blossom of the
“Blossom Farm” was in the habit of entertaining two
gentlemen, namely, the “Count Ferdinand” and the “Baron
Pomposo,” suspected enemies of the cause, and possible
traitors to the Continental army. It was signed by Allan
Brewster, late captain in the Connecticut Contingent.
As Col. Hamilton exhibited the signature, Thankful
Blossom had no difficulty in recognizing the familiar bad
hand and equally familiar mis-spelling of her lover.
She rose to her feet. With eyes that showed her
present trouble and perplexity as frankly as they had a
moment before blazed with her indignation, she met, one by
one, the glances of the group who now seemed to be closing
round her. Yet with a woman’s instinct she felt, I am
constrained to say, more unfriendliness in the silent presence
of the two women than in the possible outspoken criticism
of our much-abused sex.
“Of course,” said a voice which Thankful at once, by
a woman’s unerring instinct, recognized as the elder of the
two ladies, and the legitimate keeper of the conscience of
some one of the men who were present―“of course Mistress
Thankful will be able to elect which of her lovers among her
country’s enemies she will be able to cling to for support in
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her present emergency. She does not seem to have been so
special in her favors as to have positively excluded any one.”
“At least, dear Lady Washington, she will not give it
to the man who has proven a traitor to HER,” said the
younger woman impulsively. “That is―I beg your
ladyship’s pardon”―she hesitated, observing in the dead
silence that ensued that the two superior male beings present
looked at each other in lofty astonishment.
“He that is trait’rous to his country,” said Lady
Washington coldly, “is apt to be trait’rous elsewhere.”
“‘Twere as honest to say that he that was trait’rous to
his king was trait’rous to his country,” said Mistress
Thankful with sudden audacity, bending her knit brows on
Lady Washington. But that lady turned dignifiedly away,
and Mistress Thankful again faced the general.
“I ask your pardon,” she said proudly, “for troubling
you with my wrongs. But it seems to me that even if another
and a greater wrong were done me by my sweetheart,
through jealousy, it would not justify this accusation against
me, even though,” she added, darting a wicked glance at the
placid brocaded back of Lady Washington, “even though
that accusation came from one who knows that jealousy may
belong to the wife of a patriot as well as a traitor.” She was
herself again after this speech, although her face was white
with the blow she had taken and returned.
Col. Hamilton passed his hand across his mouth, and
coughed slightly. Gen. Washington, standing by the fire with
an impassive face, turned to Thankful gravely:
“You are forgetting, Mistress Thankful, that you
have not told me how I can serve you. It cannot be that you
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are still concerned in Captain Brewster, who has given
evidence against your other―FRIENDS, and tacitly against
YOU. Nor can it be on their account, for I regret to say they
are still free and unknown. If you come with any information
exculpating them, and showing they are not spies or hostile
to the cause, your father’s release shall be certain and
speedy. Let me ask you a single question: Why do you
believe them honest?”
“Because,” said
were―were―gentlemen.”

Mistress

Thankful,

“they

“Many spies have been of excellent family, good
address, and fair talents,” said Washington gravely; “but you
have, mayhap, some other reason.”
“Because they talked only to ME,” said Mistress
Thankful, blushing mightily; “because they preferred my
company to father’s; because”― she hesitated a
moment―“because they spoke not of politics, but―
of―that which lads mainly talk of―and―and,”―here she
broke down a little―“and the baron I only saw once, but
he”―here she broke down utterly―“I know they weren’t
spies: there, now!”
“I must ask you something more,” said Washington,
with grave kindness: “whether you give me the information
or not, you will consider, that, if what you believe is true, it
cannot in any way injure the gentlemen you speak of; while,
on the other hand, it may relieve your father of suspicion.
Will you give to Col. Hamilton, my secretary, a full
description of them―that fuller description which Captain
Brewster, for reasons best known to yourself, was unable to
give?”
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Mistress Thankful hesitated for a moment, and then,
with one of her truthful glances at the commander-in-chief,
began a detailed account of the outward semblance of the
count. Why she began with him, I am unable to say; but
possibly it was because it was easier, for when she came to
describe the baron, she was, I regret to say, somewhat vague
and figurative. Not so vague, however, but that Col.
Hamilton suddenly started up with a look at his chief, who
instantly checked it with a gesture of his ruffled hand.
“I thank you. Mistress Thankful,” he said quite
impassively, “but did this other gentleman, this baron―”
“Pomposo,” said Thankful proudly. A titter
originated in the group of ladies by the window, and became
visible on the fresh face of Col. Hamilton; but the dignified
color of Washington’s countenance was unmoved.
“May I ask if the baron made an honorable tender of
his affections to you,” he continued, with respectful
gravity―“if his attentions were known to your father, and
were such as honest Mistress Blossom could receive?”
“Father introduced him to me, and wanted me to be
kind to him, He― he kissed me, and I slapped his face,” said
Thankful quickly, with cheeks as red, I warrant, as the
baron’s might have been.
The moment the words had escaped her truthful lips,
she would have given her life to recall them. To her
astonishment, however, Col. Hamilton laughed outright, and
the ladies turned and approached her, but were checked by a
slight gesture from the otherwise impassive figure of the
general.
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“It is possible, Mistress Thankful,” he resumed, with
undisturbed composure, “that one at least of these gentlemen
may be known to us, and that your instincts may be correct.
At least rest assured that we shall fully inquire into it, and
that your father shall have the benefit of that inquiry.”
“I thank your Excellency,” said Thankful, still
reddening under the contemplation of her own late
frankness,
and
retreating
toward
the
door.
“I―think―I―must―go―now. It is late, and I have far to
ride.”
To her surprise, however, Washington stepped
forward, and, again taking her hands in his, said with a grave
smile, “For that very reason, if for none other, you must be
our guest to-night, Mistress Thankful Blossom. We still
retain our Virginian ideas of hospitality, and are tyrannous
enough to make strangers conform to them, even though we
have but perchance the poorest of entertainment to offer
them. Lady Washington will not permit Mistress Thankful
Blossom to leave her roof to-night until she has partaken of
her courtesy as well as her counsel.”
“Mistress Thankful Blossom will make us believe
that she has at least in so far trusted our desire to serve her
justly, by accepting our poor hospitality for a single night,”
said Lady Washington, with a stately courtesy.
Thankful Blossom still stood irresolutely at the door.
But the next moment a pair of youthful arms encircled her;
and the younger gentlewoman, looking into her brown eyes
with an honest frankness equal to her own, said caressingly,
“Dear Mistress Thankful, though I am but a guest in her
ladyship’s house, let me, I pray you, add my voice to hers. I
am Mistress Schuyler of Albany, at your service, Mistress
Thankful, as Col. Hamilton here will bear me witness, did I
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need any interpreter to your honest heart. Believe me, dear
Mistress Thankful, I sympathize with you, and only beg you
to give me an opportunity to-night to serve you. You will
stay, I know, and you will stay with me; and we shall talk
over the faithlessness of that over-jealous Yankee captain
who has proved himself, I doubt not, as unworthy of YOU
as he is of his country.”
Hateful to Thankful as was the idea of being
commiserated, she nevertheless could not resist the gentle
courtesy and gracious sympathy of Miss Schuyler. Besides,
it must be confessed that for the first time in her life she felt
a doubt of the power of her own independence, and a strange
fascination for this young gentlewoman whose arms were
around her, who could so thoroughly sympathize with her,
and yet allow herself to be snubbed by Lady Washington.
“You have a mother, I doubt not?” said Thankful,
raising her questioning eyes to Miss Schuyler.
Irrelevant as this question seemed to the two
gentlemen, Miss Schuyler answered it with feminine
intuition: “And you, dear Mistress Thankful―”
“Have none,” said Thankful; and here, I regret to say,
she whimpered slightly, at which Miss Schuyler, with tears
in her own fine eyes, bent her head suddenly to Thankful’s
ear, put her arm about the waist of the pretty stranger, and
then, to the astonishment of Col. Hamilton, quietly swept her
out of the august presence.
When the door had closed upon them, Col. Hamilton
turned half- smilingly, half-inquiringly, to his chief.
Washington returned his glance kindly but gravely, and then
said quietly―
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“If your suspicions jump with mine, colonel, I need
not remind you that it is a matter so delicate that it would be
as well if you locked it in your own breast for the present; at
least, that you should not intimate to the gentleman whom
you may have suspected, aught that has passed this evening.”
“As you will, general,” said the subaltern
respectfully; “but may I ask”―he hesitated―“if you believe
that anything more than a passing fancy for a pretty girl―”
“When I asked your silence, colonel,” interrupted
Washington kindly, laying his hand upon the shoulder of the
younger man, “it was because I thought the matter
sufficiently momentous to claim my own private and
especial attention.”
“I ask your Excellency’s pardon,” said the young
man, reddening through his fresh complexion like a girl; “I
only meant―”
“That you would ask to be relieved to-night,”
interrupted Washington, with a benign smile, “forasmuch as
you wished the more to show entertainment to our dear
friend Miss Schuyler, and her guest; a wayward girl, colonel,
but, methinks, an honest one. Treat her of your own quality,
colonel, but discreetly, and not too kindly, lest we have
Mistress Schuyler, another injured damsel, on our hands;”
and with a half playful gesture peculiar to the man, and yet
not inconsistent with his dignity, he half led, half pushed his
youthful secretary from the room.
When the door had closed upon the colonel, Lady
Washington rustled toward her husband, who stood still,
quiet and passive, on the hearthstone.

44

“You surely see in this escapade nothing of political
intrigue―no treachery?” she said hastily.
“No,” said Washington quietly.
“Nothing more than an idle, wanton intrigue with a
foolish, vain country girl?”
“Pardon me, my lady,” said Washington gravely. “I
doubt not we may misjudge her. ‘Tis no common rustic lass
that can thus stir the country side. ‘Twere an insult to your
sex to believe it. It is not yet sure that she has not captured
even so high game as she has named. If she has, it would add
another interest to a treaty of comity and alliance.”
“That creature!” said Lady Washington―“that lighto’-love with her Connecticut captain lover! Pardon me, but
this is preposterous;” and with a stiff courtesy she swept
from the room, leaving the central figure of history―as such
central figures are apt to be left―alone.
Later in the evening Mistress Schuyler so far
subdued the tears and emotions of Thankful, that she was
enabled to dry her eyes, and re- arrange her brown hair in the
quaint little mirror in Mistress Schuyler’s chamber; Mistress
Schuyler herself lending a touch and suggestion here and
there, after the secret freemasonry of her sex. “You are well
rid of this forsworn captain, dear Mistress Thankful; and
methinks that with hair as beautiful as yours, the new style
of wearing it, though a modish frivolity, is most becoming. I
assure you ‘tis much affected in New York and
Philadelphia―drawn straight back from the forehead, after
this manner, as you see.”
The result was, that an hour later Mistress Schuyler
and Mistress Blossom presented themselves to Col.
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Hamilton in the reception- room, with a certain freshness and
elaboration of toilet that not only quite shamed the young
officer’s affaire negligence, but caused him to open his eyes
in astonishment. “Perhaps she would rather be alone, that she
might indulge her grief,” he said doubtingly, in an aside to
Miss Schuyler, “rather than appear in company.”
“Nonsense,” quoth Mistress Schuyler. “Is a young
woman to mope and sigh because her lover proves false?”
“But her father is a prisoner,” said Hamilton in
amazement.
“Can you look me in the face,” said Mistress
Schuyler mischievously, “and tell me that you don’t know
that in twenty-four hours her father will be cleared of these
charges? Nonsense! Do you think I have no eyes in my head?
Do you think I misread the general’s face and your own?”
“But, my dear girl,” said the officer in alarm.
“Oh! I told her so, but not WHY,” responded Miss
Schuyler with a wicked look in her dark eyes, “though I had
warrant enough to do so, to serve you for keeping a secret
from ME!”
And with this Parthian shot she returned to Mistress
Thankful, who, with her face pressed against the window,
was looking out on the moonlit slope beside the Whippany
River.
For, by one of those freaks peculiar to the American
springtide, the weather had again marvellously changed. The
rain had ceased, and the ground was covered with an icing
of sleet and snow, that now glittered under a clear sky and a
brilliant moon. The northeast wind that shook the loose
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sashes of the windows had transformed each dripping tree
and shrub to icy stalactites that silvered under the moon’s
cold touch.
“‘Tis a beautiful sight, ladies,” said a bluff, hearty,
middle-aged man, joining the group by the window. “But
God send the spring to us quickly, and spare us any more
such cruel changes! My lady moon looks fine enough,
glittering in yonder treetops; but I doubt not she looks down
upon many a poor fellow shivering under his tattered
blankets in the camp beyond. Had ye seen the Connecticut
tatterdemalions file by last night, with arms reversed,
showing their teeth at his Excellency, and yet not daring to
bite; had ye watched these faint-hearts, these doubting
Thomases, ripe for rebellion against his Excellency, against
the cause, but chiefly against the weather―ye would pray
for a thaw that would melt the hearts of these men as it would
these stubborn fields around us. Two weeks more of such
weather would raise up not one Allan Brewster, but a dozen
such malcontent puppies ripe for a drum-head courtmartial.”
“Yet ‘tis a fine night, Gen. Sullivan,” said Col.
Hamilton, sharply nudging the ribs of his superior officer
with his elbow. “There would be little trouble on such a
night, I fancy, to track our ghostly visitant.” Both of the
ladies becoming interested, and Col. Hamilton having thus
adroitly turned the flank of his superior officer, he went on,
“You should know that the camp, and indeed the whole
locality here, is said to be haunted by the apparition of a
gray-coated figure, whose face is muffled and hidden in his
collar, but who has the password pat to his lips, and whose
identity hath baffled the sentries. This figure, it is said,
forasmuch as it has been seen just before an assault, an
attack, or some tribulation of the army, is believed by many
to be the genius or guardian spirit of the cause, and, as such,
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has incited sentries and guards to greater vigilance, and has
to some seemed a premonition of disaster. Before the last
outbreak of the Connecticut militia, Master Graycoat
haunted the outskirts of the weather-beaten and bedraggled
camp, and, I doubt not, saw much of that preparation that
sent that regiment of faint-hearted onion-gatherers to flaunt
their woes and their wrongs in the face of the general
himself.”
Here Col. Hamilton, in turn, received a slight nudge
from Mistress Schuyler, and ended his speech somewhat
abruptly.
Mistress Thankful was not unmindful of both these
allusions to her faithless lover, but only a consciousness of
mortification and wounded pride was awakened by them. In
fact, during the first tempest of her indignation at his arrest,
still later at the arrest of her father, and finally at the
discovery of his perfidy to her, she had forgotten that he was
her lover; she had forgotten her previous tenderness toward
him; and, now that her fire and indignation were spent, only
a sense of numbness and vacancy remained. All that had
gone before seemed not something to be regretted as her own
act, but rather as the act of another Thankful Blossom, who
had been lost that night in the snow-storm: she felt she had
become, within the last twenty-four hours, not perhaps
ANOTHER woman, but for the first time a WOMEN.
Yet it was singular that she felt more confused when,
a few moments later, the conversation turned upon Major
Van Zandt: it was still more singular that she even felt
considerably frightened at that confusion. Finally she found
herself listening with alternate irritability, shame, and
curiosity, to praises of that gentleman, of his courage, his
devotion, and his personal graces. For one wild moment
Thankful felt like throwing herself on the breast of Mistress
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Schuyler, and confessing her rudeness to the major; but a
conviction that Mistress Schuyler would share that secret
with Col. Hamilton, that Major Van Zandt might not like that
revelation, and, oddly enough associated with this, a feeling
of unconquerable irritability toward that handsome and
gentle young officer, kept her mouth closed. “Besides,” she
said to herself, “he ought to know, if he’s such a fine
gentleman as they say, just how I was feeling, and that I
don’t mean any rudeness to him;” and with this
unanswerable feminine logic poor Thankful to some extent
stilled her own honest little heart.
But not, I fear, entirely. The night was a restless one
to her: like all impulsive natures, the season of reflection,
and perhaps distrust, came to her upon acts that were already
committed, and when reason seemed to light the way only to
despair. She saw the folly of her intrusion at the
headquarters, as she thought, only when it was too late to
remedy it; she saw the gracelessness and discourtesy of her
conduct to Major Van Zandt, only when distance and time
rendered an apology weak and ineffectual. I think she cried
a little to herself, lying in the strange gloomy chamber of the
healthfully sleeping Mistress Schuyler, the sweet security of
whose manifest goodness and kindness she alternately hated
and envied; and at last, unable to stand it longer, slipped
noiselessly from her bed, and stood very wretched and
disconsolate before the window that looked out upon the
slope toward the Whippany River. The moon on the newfallen, frigid, and untrodden snow shone brightly. Far to the
left it glittered on the bayonet of a sentry pacing beside the
river-bank, and gave a sense of security to the girl that
perhaps strengthened another idea that had grown up in her
mind. Since she could not sleep, why should she not ramble
about until she could? She had been accustomed to roam
about the farm in all weathers and at all times and seasons.
She recalled to herself the night―a tempestuous one―when
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she had risen in serious concern as to the lying-in of her
favorite Alderney heifer, and how she had saved the life of
the calf, a weakling, dropped apparently from the clouds in
the tempest, as it lay beside the barn. With this in her mind,
she donned her dress again, and, with Mistress Schuyler’s
mantle over her shoulders, noiselessly crept down the
narrow staircase, passed the sleeping servant on the settee,
and, opening the rear door, in another moment was inhaling
the crisp air, and tripping down the crisp snow of the hillside.
But Mistress Thankful had overlooked one
difference between her own farm and a military
encampment. She had not proceeded a dozen yards before a
figure apparently started out of the ground beneath her, and,
levelling a bayoneted musket across her path, called, “Halt!”
The hot blood mounted to the girl’s cheek at the first
imperative command she had ever received in her life:
nevertheless she halted unconsciously, and without a word
confronted the challenger with her old audacity.
“Who comes there?” reiterated the sentry, still
keeping his bayonet level with her breast.
“Thankful Blossom,” she responded promptly.
The sentry brought his musket to a “present.” “Pass,
Thankful Blossom, and God send it soon and the spring with
it, and good- night,” he said, with a strong Milesian accent.
And before the still-amazed girl could comprehend the
meaning of his abrupt challenge, or his equally abrupt
departure, he had resumed his monotonous pace in the
moonlight. Indeed, as she stood looking after him, the whole
episode, the odd unreality of the moonlit landscape, the
novelty of her position, the morbid play of her thoughts,
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seemed to make it part of a dream which the morning light
might dissipate, but could never fully explain.
With something of this feeling still upon her, she kept
her way to the river. Its banks were still fringed with ice,
through which its dark current flowed noiselessly. She knew
it flowed through the camp where lay her faithless lover, and
for an instant indulged the thought of following it, and facing
him with the proof of his guilt; but even at the thought she
recoiled with a new and sudden doubt in herself, and stood
dreamily watching the shimmer of the moon on the icy
banks, until another, and, it seemed to her, equally unreal
vision suddenly stayed her feet, and drove the blood from
her feverish cheeks.
A figure was slowly approaching from the direction
of the sleeping encampment. Tall, erect, and habited in a
gray surtout, with a hood partially concealing its face, it was
the counterfeit presentment of the ghostly visitant she had
heard described. Thankful scarcely breathed. The brave little
heart that had not quailed before the sentry’s levelled musket
a moment before now faltered and stood still, as the phantom
with a slow and majestic tread moved toward her. She had
only time to gain the shelter of a tree before the figure,
majestically unconscious of her presence, passed slowly by.
Through all her terror Thankful was still true to a certain
rustic habit of practical perception to observe that the tread
of the phantom was quite audible over the crust of snow, and
was visible and palpable as the imprint of a military boot.
The blood came back to Thankful’s cheek, and with
it her old audacity. In another instant she was out from the
tree, and tracking with a light feline tread the apparition that
now loomed up the hill before her. Slipping from tree to tree,
she followed until it passed before the door of a low hut or
farm-shed that stood midway up the hill. Here it entered, and
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the door closed behind it. With every sense feverishly alert,
Thankful, from the secure advantage of a large maple,
watched the door of the hut. In a few moments it re-opened
to the same figure free of its gray enwrappings. Forgetful of
every thing now, but detecting the face of the impostor, the
fearless girl left the tree, and placed herself directly in the
path of the figure. At the same moment it turned toward her
inquiringly, and the moonlight fell full upon the calm,
composed features of Gen. Washington.
In her consternation Thankful could only drop an
embarrassed courtesy, and hang out two lovely signals of
distress in her cheeks. The face of the pseudo ghost alone
remained unmoved.
“You are wandering late, Mistress Thankful,” he said
at last, with a paternal gravity; “and I fear that the formal
restraint of a military household has already given you some
embarrassment. Yonder sentry, for instance, might have
stopped you.”
“Oh, he did!” said Thankful quickly; “but it’s all
right, please your Excellency. “He asked me ‘Who went
there,’ and I told him; and he was vastly polite, I assure you.”
The grave features of the commander-in-chief
relaxed in a smile. “You are more happy than most of your
sex in turning a verbal compliment to practical account. For
know then, dear young lady, that in honor of your visit to the
headquarters, the password to- night through this
encampment was none other than your own pretty
patronymic―‘Thankful Blossom.’”
The tears glittered in the girl’s eyes, and her lip
trembled; but, with all her readiness of speech, she could
only say, “Oh, your Excellency.”
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“Then you DID pass the sentry?” continued
Washington, looking at her intently with a certain grave
watchfulness in his gray eyes. “And doubtless you wandered
at the river-bank. Although I myself, tempted by the night,
sometimes extend my walk as far as yonder shed, it were a
hazardous act for a young lady to pass beyond the protection
of the line.”
“Oh! I met no one, your Excellency,” said the usually
truthful Thankful hastily, rushing to her first lie with grateful
impetuosity.
“And saw no one?” asked Washington quietly.
“No one,” said Thankful, raising her brown eyes to
the general’s.
They both looked at each other―the naturally most
veracious young woman in the colonies, and the subsequent
allegorical impersonation of truth in America―and knew
each other lied, and, I imagine, respected each other for it.
“I am glad to hear you say so, Mistress Thankful,”
said Washington quietly; “for ‘twould have been natural for
you to have sought an interview with your recreant lover in
yonder camp, though the attempt would have been unwise
and impossible.”
“I had no such thought, your Excellency,” said
Thankful, who had really quite forgotten her late intention;
“yet, if with your permission I could hold a few moments’
converse with Captain Brewster, it would greatly ease my
mind.”
“‘Twould not be well for the present,” said
Washington thoughtfully. “But in a day or two Captain
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Brewster will be tried by court-martial at Morristown. It
shall be so ordered that when he is conveyed thither his guard
shall halt at the Blossom Farm. I will see that the officer in
command gives you an opportunity to see him. And I think
I can promise also, Mistress Thankful, that your father shall
be also present under his own roof, a free man.”
They had reached the entrance to the mansion, and
entered the hall. Thankful turned impulsively, and kissed the
extended hand of the commander. “You are so good! I have
been so foolish―so very, very wrong,” she said, with a
slight trembling of her lip. “And your Excellency believes
my story; and those gentlemen were NOT spies, but even as
they gave themselves to be.”
“I said not that much,” replied Washington with a
kindly smile, “but no matter. Tell me rather, Mistress
Thankful, how far your acquaintance with these gentlemen
has gone; or did it end with the box on the ear that you gave
the baron?”
“He had asked me to ride with him to the
Baskingridge, and I―had said―yes,” faltered Mistress
Thankful.
“Unless I misjudge you, Mistress Thankful, you can
without great sacrifice promise me that you will not see him
until I give you my permission,” said Washington, with
grave playfulness.
The swinging light shone full in Thankful’s truthful
eyes as she lifted them to his.
“I do,” she said quietly.
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“Good-night,” said the commander, with a formal
bow.
“Good-night, your Excellency.”
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4.

The sun was high over the Short Hills when Mistress
Thankful, the next day, drew up her sweating mare beside
the Blossom Farm gate. She had never looked prettier, she
had never felt more embarrassed, as she entered her own
house. During her rapid ride she had already framed a speech
of apology to Major Van Zandt, which, however, utterly fled
from her lips as that officer showed himself respectfully on
the threshold. Yet she permitted him to usurp the functions
of the grinning Caesar, and help her from her horse; albeit
she was conscious of exhibiting the awkward timidity of a
bashful rustic, until at last, with a stammering, “Thank ye,”
she actually ran up stairs to hide her glowing face and far too
conscious eyelids.
During the rest of that day Major Van Zandt quietly
kept out of the way, without obtrusively seeming to avoid
her. Yet, when they met casually in the performance of her
household duties, the innocent Mistress Thankful noticed,
under her downcast penitential eyelids, that the eyes of the
officer followed her intently. And thereat she fell
unconsciously to imitating him; and so they eyed each other
furtively like cats, and rubbed themselves along the walls of
rooms and passages when they met, lest they should seem
designedly to come near each other, and enacted the gravest
and most formal of genuflexions, courtesies, and bows,
when they accidentally DID meet. And just at the close of
the second day, as the elegant Major Van Zandt was feeling
himself fast becoming a drivelling idiot and an awkward
country booby, the arrival of a courier from headquarters
saved that gentleman his self-respect forever.
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Mistress Thankful was in her sitting-room when he
knocked at her door. She opened it in sudden, conscious
trepidation.
“I ask pardon for intruding, Mistress Thankful
Blossom,” he said gravely; “but I have here”―he held out a
pretentious document―“a letter for you from headquarters.
May I hope that it contains good news―the release of your
father.―and that it relieves you from my presence, and an
espionage which I assure you cannot be more unpleasant to
you than it has been to myself.”
As he entered the room, Thankful had risen to her
feet with the full intention of delivering to him her little set
apology; but, as he ended his speech, she looked at him
blankly, and burst out crying.
Of course he was in an instant at her side, and holding
her cold little hand. Then she managed to say, between her
tears, that she had been wanting to make an apology to him;
that she had wanted to say ever since she arrived that she had
been rude, very rude, and that she knew he never could
forgive her; that she had been trying to say that she never
could forget his gentle forbearance: “only,” she added,
suddenly raising her tear-fringed brown lids to the
astonished man, “YOU WOULDN’T EVER LET ME!”
“Dear Mistress Thankful,” said the major, in
conscience-stricken horror, “if I have made myself distant to
you, believe me it was only because I feared to intrude upon
your sorrow. I really―dear Mistress Thankful―I―”
“When you took all the pains to go round the hall
instead of through the dining-room, lest I should ask you to
forgive
me,”
sobbed
Mistress
Thankful,
“I
thought―you―must―hate me, and preferred to―”
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“Perhaps this letter may mitigate your sorrow,
Mistress Thankful,” said the officer, pointing to the letter she
still held unconsciously in her hand.
With a blush at her pre-occupation, Thankful opened
the letter. It was a half-official document, and ran as follows:

The Commander-in-Chief is glad to inform
Mistress Thankful Blossom that the charges
preferred against her father have, upon fair
examination, been found groundless and trivial.
The Commander-in- Chief further begs to inform
Mistress Blossom that the gentleman known to her
under the name of the ‘Baron Pomposo’ was his
Excellency Don Juan Morales, Ambassador and
Envoy Extraordinary of the Court of Spain, and that
the gentleman known to her as the ‘Count
Ferdinand’ was Senor Godoy, Secretary to the
Embassy. The Commander-in-Chief wishes to add
that Mistress Thankful Blossom is relieved of any
further obligation of hospitality toward these
honorable gentlemen, as the Commander-in-Chief
regrets to record the sudden and deeply-to-bedeplored death of his Excellency this morning by
typhoid fever, and the possible speedy return of the
Embassy.
In conclusion, the Commander-in-Chief wishes to
bear testimony to the Truthfulness, Intuition, and
Discretion of Mistress Thankful Blossom.
By order of his Excellency,
General GEORGE WASHINGTON
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ALEX. HAMILTON, Secretary
To Mistress THANKFUL BLOSSOM, of
Blossom Farm

Thankful Blossom was silent for a few moments, and
then raised her abashed eyes to Major Van Zandt. A single
glance satisfied her that he knew nothing of the imposture
that had been practised upon her―knew nothing of the trap
into which her vanity and self-will had led her.
“Dear Mistress Thankful,” said the major, seeing the
distress in her face, “I trust the news is not ill. Surely I
gathered from the sergeant that―”
“What?” said Thankful, looking at him intently.
“That in twenty-four hours at furthest your father
would be free, and that I should be relieved―”
“I know that you are a-weary of your task, major,”
said Thankful bitterly: “rejoice, then, to know your
information is correct, and that my father is
exonerated―unless―unless this is a forgery, and Gen.
Washington should turn out to be somebody else, and YOU
should turn out to be somebody else―” And she stopped
short, and hid her wet eyes in the window-curtains.
“Poor girl!” said Major Van Zandt to himself. “This
trouble has undoubtedly frenzied her. Fool that I was to lay
up the insult of one that sorrow and excitement had bereft of
reason and responsibility! ‘Twere better I should retire at
once, and leave her to herself,” and the young man slowly
retreated toward the door.
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But at this moment there were alarming symptoms of
distress in the window-curtain; and the major paused as a
voice from its dimity depths said plaintively, “And YOU are
going without forgiving me!”
“Forgive YOU, Mistress Thankful,” said the major,
striding to the curtain, and seizing a little hand that was
obtruded from its folds―“forgive you? rather can you
forgive
me
for
the
folly―the
cruelty
of
mistaking―of―of”―and here the major, hitherto famous
for facile compliments, utterly broke down. But the hand he
held was no longer cold, but warm and intelligent; and in
default of coherent speech he held fast by that as the thread
of his discourse, until Mistress Thankful quietly withdrew it,
thanked him for his forgiveness, and retired deeper behind
the curtain.
When he had gone, she threw herself in a chair, and
again gave way to a passionate flood of tears. In the last
twenty-four hours her pride had been utterly humbled: the
independent spirit of this self-willed little beauty had met for
the first time with defeat. When she had got over her
womanly shock at the news of the sham baron’s death, she
had, I fear, only a selfish regard at his taking off; believing
that if living he would in some way show the world― which
just then consisted of the headquarters and Major Van
Zandt― that he had really made love to her, and possibly did
honorably love her still, and might yet give her an
opportunity to reject him. And now he was dead, and she was
held up to the world as the conceited plaything of a fine
gentleman’s masquerading sport. That her father’s cupidity
and ambition made him sanction the imposture, in her
bitterness she never doubted. No! Lover, friend, father― all
had been false to her, and the only kindness she had received
was from the men she had wantonly insulted. Poor little
Blossom! indeed, a most premature Blossom; I fear a most
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unthankful Blossom, sitting there shivering in the first chill
wind of adversity, rocking backward and forward, with the
skirt of her dimity short- gown over her shoulders, and her
little buckled shoes and clocked stockings pathetically
crossed before her.
But healthy youth is re-active; and in an hour or two
Thankful was down at the cow-shed, with her arms around
the neck of her favorite heifer, to whom she poured out much
of her woes, and from whom she won an intelligent sort of
slobbering sympathy. And then she sharply scolded Caesar
for nothing at all, and a moment after returned to the house
with the air and face of a deeply injured angel, who had been
disappointed in some celestial idea of setting this world
right, but was still not above forgiveness―a spectacle that
sunk Major Van Zandt into the dark depths of remorse, and
eventually sent him to smoke a pipe of Virginia with his men
in the roadside camp; seeing which, Thankful went early to
bed, and cried herself to sleep. And Nature possibly followed
her example; for at sunset a great thaw set in, and by
midnight the freed rivers and brooks were gurgling
melodiously, and tree and shrub and fence were moist and
dripping.
The red dawn at last struggled through the vaporous
veil that hid the landscape. Then occurred one of those
magical changes peculiar to the climate, yet perhaps preeminently notable during that historic winter and spring. By
ten o’clock on that 3d of May, 1780, a fervent June-like sun
had rent that vaporous veil, and poured its direct rays upon
the gaunt and haggard profile of the Jersey hills. The chilled
soil responded but feebly to that kiss; perhaps a few of the
willows that yellowed the river-banks took on a deeper color.
But the country folk were certain that spring had come at
last; and even the correct and self-sustained Major Van
Zandt came running in to announce to Mistress Thankful that
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one of his men had seen a violet in the meadow. In another
moment Mistress Thankful had donned her cloak and pattens
to view this firstling of the laggard summer. It was quite
natural that Major Van Zandt should accompany her as she
tripped on; and so, without a thought of their past
differences, they ran like very children down the moist and
rocky slope that led to the quaggy meadow. Such was the
influence of the vernal season.
But the violets were hidden. Mistress Thankful,
regardless of the wet leaves and her new gown, groped with
her fingers among the withered grasses. Major Van Zandt
leaned against a bowlder, and watched her with admiring
eyes.
“You’ll never find flowers that way,” she said at last,
looking up to him impatiently. “Go down on your knees like
an honest man. There are some things in this world worth
stooping for.”
The major instantly dropped on his knees beside her.
But at that moment Mistress Thankful found her posies, and
rose to her feet. “Stay where you are,” she said
mischievously, as she stooped down, and placed a flower in
the lapel of his coat. “That is to make amends for my
rudeness. Now get up.”
But the major did not rise. He caught the two little
hands that had seemed to flutter like birds against his breast,
and, looking up into the laughing face above him, said,
“Dear Mistress Thankful, dare I remind you of your own
words, that ‘there be some things worth stooping for’? Think
of my love, Mistress Thankful, as a flower―mayhap not as
gracious to you as your violets, but as honest
and―and―and―as―”
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“Ready to spring up in a single night,” laughed
Thankful. “But no; get up, major! What would the fine ladies
of Morristown say of your kneeling at the feet of a country
girl―the play and sport of every fine gentleman? What if
Mistress Bolton should see her own cavalier, the modish
Major Van Zandt, proffering his affections to the disgraced
sweetheart of a perjured traitor? Leave go my hand, I pray
you, major―if you respect―”
She was free, yet she faltered a moment beside him,
with tears quivering on her long brown lashes. Then she said
tremulously, “Rise up, major. Let us think no more of this. I
pray you forgive me, if I have again been rude.”
The major struggled to rise to his feet. But he could
not. And then I regret to have to record that the fact became
obvious that one of his shapely legs was in a bog-hole, and
that he was perceptibly sinking out of sight. Whereat
Mistress Thankful trilled out a three-syllabled laugh, looked
demure and painfully concerned at his condition, and then
laughed again. The major joined in her mirth, albeit his face
was crimson. And then, with a little cry of alarm, she flew to
his side, and put her arms around him.
“Keep away, keep away, for Heaven’s sake, Mistress
Blossom,” he said quickly, “or I shall plunge you into my
mishap, and make you as ridiculous as myself.”
But the quick-witted girl had already leaped to an
adjacent bowlder. “Take off your sash,” she said quickly;
“fasten it to your belt, and throw it to me.” He did so. She
straightened herself back on the rock. “Now, all together,”
she cried, with a preliminary strain on the sash; and then the
cords of her well- trained muscles stood out on her rounded
arms, and, with a long pull and a strong pull and a pull all
together, she landed the major upon the rock. And then she
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laughed; and then, inconsistent as it may appear, she became
grave, and at once proceeded to scrape him off, and rub him
down with dried leaves, with fern-twigs, with her
handkerchief, with the border of her mantle, as if he were a
child, until he blushed with alternate shame and secret
satisfaction.
They spoke but little on their return to the farmhouse, for Mistress Thankful had again become grave. And
yet the sun shone cheerily above them; the landscape was
filled with the joy of resurrection and new and awakened
life; the breeze whispered gentle promises of hope, and the
fruition of their hopes in the summer to come. And these two
fared on until they reached the porch, with a half-pleased,
half-frightened consciousness that they were not the same
beings who had left it a half-hour before.
Nevertheless at the porch Mistress Thankful
regained something of her old audacity. As they stood
together in the hall, she handed him back the sash she had
kept with her. As she did so, she could not help saying,
“There are some things worth stooping for, Major Van
Zandt.”
But she had not calculated upon the audacity of the
man; and as she turned to fly she was caught by his strong
arm, and pinioned to his side. She struggled, honestly I think,
and perhaps more frightened at her own feelings than at his
strength; but it is to be recorded that he kissed her in a
moment of comparative yielding, and then, frightened
himself, released her quickly, whereat she fled to her room,
and threw herself panting and troubled upon her bed. For an
hour or two she lay there, with flushed cheeks and
conflicting thoughts. “He must never kiss me again,” she
said softly to herself, “unless”―but the interrupting thought
said, “I shall die if he kiss me not again; and I never can kiss
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another.” And then she was roused by a footstep upon the
stair, which in that brief time she had learned to know and
look for, and a knock at the door. She opened it to Major Van
Zandt, white and so colorless as to bring out once more the
faint red line made by her riding-whip two days before, as if
it had risen again in accusation. The blood dropped out of
her cheeks as she gazed at him in silence.
“An escort of dragoons,” said Major Van Zandt
slowly, and with military precision, “has just arrived,
bringing with them one Captain Allan Brewster, of the
Connecticut Contingent, on his way to Morristown to be
tried for mutiny and treason. A private note from Col.
Hamilton instructs me to allow him to have a private
audience with you―if YOU so wish it.”
With a woman’s swift and too often hopeless
intuition, Thankful knew that this was not the sole contents
of the letter, and that her relations with Captain Brewster
were known to the man before her. But she drew herself up
a little proudly, and, turning her truthful eyes upon the major,
said, “I DO so wish it.”
“It shall be done as you desire, Mistress Blossom,”
returned the officer with cold politeness, as he turned upon
his heel.
“One moment, Major Van Zandt,” said Thankful
swiftly.
The major turned quickly; but Thankful’s eyes were
gazing thoughtfully forward, and scarcely glanced at him. “I
would prefer,” she said timidly and hesitatingly, “that this
interview should not take place under the roof
where―where―where―my father lives. Half-way down
the meadow there is a barn, and before it a broken part of the
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wall, fronting on a sycamore-tree. HE will know where it is.
Tell him I will see him there in half an hour.”
A smile, which the major had tried to make a careless
one, curled his lip satirically as he bowed in reply. “It is the
first time,” he said dryly, “that I believe I have been honored
with arranging a tryst for two lovers; but believe me,
Mistress Thankful, I will do my best. In half an hour I will
turn my prisoner over to you.”
In half an hour the punctual Mistress Thankful, with
a hood hiding her pale face, passed the officer in the hall, on
the way to her rendezvous. An hour later Caesar came with
a message that Mistress Thankful would like to see him.
When the major entered the sitting-room, he was shocked to
find her lying pale and motionless on the sofa; but as the door
closed she rose to her feet, and confronted him.
“I do not know,” she said slowly, “whether you are
aware that the man I just now parted from was for a
twelvemonth past my sweetheart, and that I believed I loved
him, and KNEW I was true to him. If you have not heard it,
I tell you now, for the time will come when you will hear
part of it from the lips of others, and I would rather you
should take the whole truth from mine. This man was false
to me. He betrayed two friends of mine as spies. I could have
forgiven it, had it been only foolish jealousy; but it was, I
have since learned from his own lips, only that he might
gratify his spite against the commander-in-chief by
procuring their arrest, and making a serious difficulty in the
American camp, by means of which he hoped to serve his
own ends. He told me this, believing that I sympathized with
him in his hatred of the commander-in-chief, and in his own
wrongs and sufferings. I confess to my shame, Major Van
Zandt, that two days ago I did believe him, and that I looked
upon you as a mere catch-poll or bailiff of the tyrant. That I
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found out how I was deceived when I saw the commanderin-chief, you, major, who know him so well, need not be
told. Nor was it necessary for me to tell this man that he had
deceived me: for I felt that―that―was―not―the―only
reason― why I could no longer return―his love.”
She paused, as the major approached her earnestly,
and waved him back with her hand. “He reproached me
bitterly with my want of feeling for his misfortunes,” she
went on again: “he recalled my past protestations; he showed
me my love-letters; and he told me that if I were still his true
sweetheart I ought to help him. I told him if he would never
call me by that name again; if he would give up all claim to
me; if he would never speak, write to me, nor see me again;
if he would hand me back my letters―I would help him.”
She stopped: the blood rushed into her pale face. “You will
remember, major, that I accepted this man’s love as a young,
foolish, trustful girl; but when I made him this
offer―he―he accepted it.”
“The dog!” said Major Van Zandt. “But in what way
could you help this double traitor?”
“I HAVE helped him,” said Thankful quietly.
“But how?” said Major Van Zandt.
“By becoming a traitor myself,” she said, turning
upon him almost fiercely. “Hear me! While you were quietly
pacing these halls, while your men were laughing and talking
in the road, Caesar was saddling my white mare, the fleetest
in the country. He led her to the lane below. That mare is
now two miles away, with Captain Brewster on her back.
Why do you not start, major? Look at me. I am a traitor, and
this is my bribe;” and she drew a package of letters from her
bosom, and flung them on the table.
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She had been prepared for an outbreak or
exclamation from the man before her, but not for his cold
silence. “Speak,” she cried at last, passionately. “Speak!
Open your lips, if only to curse me! Order in your men to
arrest me. I will proclaim myself guilty, and save your honor.
But only speak!”
“May I ask,” said Major Van Zandt coldly, “why you
have twice honored me with a blow?”
“Because I loved you; because, when I first saw you
I saw the only man that was my master, and I rebelled;
because, when I found I could not help but love you, I knew
I never had loved before, and I would wipe out with one
stroke all the past that rose in judgment against me; because
I would not have you ever confronted with one endearing
word of mine that was not meant for you.”
Major Van Zandt turned from the window where he
had stood, and faced the girl with sad resignation. “If I have
in my foolishness, Mistress Thankful, shown you how great
was your power over me, when you descended to this artifice
to spare my feelings by confessing your own love for me,
you should have remembered that you were doing that which
forever kept me from wooing or winning you. If you had
really loved me your heart, as a woman’s, would have
warned you against that which my heart, as a gentleman’s,
has made a law of honor; when I tell you, as much for the
sake of relieving your own conscience as for the sake of
justifying mine, that if this man, a traitor, my prisoner, and
your recognized lover, had escaped from my custody
without your assistance, connivance, or even knowledge, I
should have deemed it my duty to forsake you until I caught
him, even if we had been standing before the altar.”
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Thankful heard him, but only as a strange voice in
the distance, as she stood with fixed eyes, and breathless,
parted lips before him. Yet even then I fear that, womanlike,
she did not comprehend his rhetoric of honor, but only
caught here and there a dull, benumbing idea that he
despised her, and that in her effort to win his love she had
killed it, and ruined him forever.
“If you think it strange,” continued the major, “that,
believing as I do, I stand here only to utter moral axioms
when my duty calls me to pursue your lover, I beg you to
believe that it is only for your sake. I wish to allow a
reasonable time between your interview with him, and his
escape, that shall save you from any suspicion of complicity.
Do not think,” he added with a sad smile, as the girl made an
impatient step toward him, “do not think I am running any
risk. The man cannot escape. A cordon of pickets surrounds
the camp for many miles. He has not the countersign, and his
face and crime are known.”
“Yes,” said Thankful eagerly, “but a part of his own
regiment guards the Baskingridge road.”
“How know you this?” said the major, seizing her
hand.
“He told me.”
Before she could fall on her knees, and beg his
forgiveness, he had darted from the room, given an order,
and returned with cheeks and eyes blazing.
“Hear me,” he said rapidly, taking the girl’s two
hands, “you know not what you’ve done. I forgive you. But
this is no longer a matter of duty, but my personal honor. I
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shall pursue this man alone. I shall return with him, or not at
all. Farewell. God bless you!”
But before he reached the door she caught him again.
“Only say you have forgiven me once more.”
“I do.”
“Guert!”
There was something in the girl’s voice more than
this first utterance of his Christian name, that made him
pause.
“I told―a―lie―just―now. There is a fleeter horse
in the stable than my mare; ‘tis the roan filly in the second
stall.”
“God bless you!”
He was gone. She waited to hear the clatter of his
horse’s hoofs in the roadway. When Caesar came in a few
moments later, to tell the news of Captain Brewster’s escape,
the room was empty; but it was soon filled again by a dozen
turbulent troopers.
“Of course she’s gone,” said Sergeant Tibbitts: “the
jade flew with the captain.”
“Ay, ‘tis plain enough. Two horses are gone from the
stable besides the major’s,” said Private Hicks.
Nor was this military criticism entirely a private one.
When the courier arrived at headquarters the next morning,
it was to bring the report that Mistress Thankful Blossom,
after assisting her lover to escape had fled with him. “The
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renegade is well off our hands,” said Gen. Sullivan gruffly:
“he has saved us the public disgrace of a trial. But this is bad
news of Major Van Zandt.”
“What news of the major?” asked Washington
quickly.
“He pursued the vagabond as far as Springfield,
killing his horse, and falling himself insensible before Major
Merton’s quarters. Here he became speedily delirious, fever
supervened, and the regimental surgeon, after a careful
examination, pronounced his case one of small-pox.”
A whisper of horror and pity went around the room.
“Another gallant soldier, who should have died leading a
charge, laid by the heels by a beggar’s filthy distemper,”
growled Sullivan. “Where will it end?”
“God knows,” said Hamilton. “Poor Van Zandt! But
whither was he sent―to the hospital?”
“No: a special permit was granted in his case; and ‘tis
said he was removed to the Blossom Farm―it being remote
from neighbors―and the house placed under quarantine.
Abner Blossom has prudently absented himself from the
chances of infection, and the daughter has fled. The sick man
is attended only by a black servant and an ancient crone; so
that, if the poor major escapes with his life or without
disfigurement, pretty Mistress Bolton of Morristown need
not be scandalized or jealous.”
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5.

The ancient crone alluded to in the last chapter had
been standing behind the window-curtains of that bedroom
which had been Thankful Blossom’s in the weeks gone by.
She did not move her head, but stood looking demurely, after
the manner of ancient crones, over the summer landscape.
For the summer had come before the tardy spring was scarce
gone, and the elms before the window no longer lisped, but
were eloquent in the softest zephyrs. There was the flash of
birds in among the bushes, the occasional droning of bees in
and out the open window, and a perpetually swinging censer
of flower incense rising from below. The farm had put on its
gayest bridal raiment; and looking at the old farm-house
shadowed with foliage and green with creeping vines, it was
difficult to conceive that snow had ever lain on its porches,
or icicles swung from its mossy eaves.
“Thankful!” said a voice still tremulous with
weakness.
The ancient crone turned, drew aside the curtains,
and showed the sweet face of Thankful Blossom, more
beautiful even in its paleness.
“Come here, darling,” repeated the voice.
Thankful stepped to the sofa whereon lay the
convalescent Major Van Zandt.
“Tell me, sweetheart,” said the major, taking her
hand in his, “when you married me, as you told the chaplain,
that you might have the right to nurse me, did you never
think that if death spared me I might be so disfigured that
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even you, dear love, would have turned from me with
loathing?”
“That was why I did it, dear,” said Thankful
mischievously. “I knew that the pride, and the sense of
honor, and self-devotion of some people, would have kept
them from keeping their promises to a poor girl.”
“But, darling,” continued the major, raising her hand
to his lips, “suppose the case had been reversed: suppose you
had taken the disease, that I had recovered without
disfigurement, but that this sweet face―”
“I thought of that too,” interrupted Thankful. “Well,
what would you have done, dear?” said the major, with his
old mischievous smile.
“I should have died,” said Thankful gravely.
“But how?”
“Somehow. But you are to go to sleep, and not ask
impertinent and frivolous questions; for father is coming tomorrow.”
“Thankful, dear, do you know what the trees and the
birds said to me as I lay there tossing with fever?”
“No, dear.”
“Thankful Blossom! Thankful Blossom! Thankful
Blossom is coming!”
“Do you know what I said, sweetheart, as I lifted
your dear head from the ground when you reeled from your
horse just as I overtook you at Springfield?”
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“No, dear.”
“There are some things in life worth stooping for.”
And she winged this Parthian arrow home with a
kiss.
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In the Tules
He had never seen a steamboat in his life. Born and
reared in one of the Western Territories, far from a navigable
river, he had only known the “dugout” or canoe as a means
of conveyance across the scant streams whose fordable
waters made even those scarcely a necessity. The long,
narrow, hooded wagon, drawn by swaying oxen, known
familiarly as a “prairie schooner,” in which he journeyed
across the plains to California in ‘53, did not help his
conception by that nautical figure. And when at last he
dropped upon the land of promise through one of the
Southern mountain passes he halted all unconsciously upon
the low banks of a great yellow river amidst a tangled brake
of strange, reed-like grasses that were unknown to him. The
river, broadening as it debouched through many channels
into a lordly bay, seemed to him the ULTIMA THULE of
his journeyings. Unyoking his oxen on the edge of the
luxuriant meadows which blended with scarcely any line of
demarcation into the great stream itself, he found the
prospect “good” according to his lights and prairial
experiences, and, converting his halted wagon into a
temporary cabin, he resolved to rest here and “settle.”
There was little difficulty in so doing. The cultivated
clearings he had passed were few and far between; the land
would be his by discovery and occupation; his habits of
loneliness and self- reliance made him independent of
neighbors. He took his first meal in his new solitude under a
spreading willow, but so near his natural boundary that the
waters gurgled and oozed in the reeds but a few feet from
him. The sun sank, deepening the gold of the river until it

75

might have been the stream of Pactolus itself. But Martin
Morse had no imagination; he was not even a gold-seeker;
he had simply obeyed the roving instincts of the
frontiersman in coming hither. The land was virgin and
unoccupied; it was his; he was alone. These questions
settled, he smoked his pipe with less concern over his three
thousand miles’ transference of habitation than the man of
cities who had moved into a next street. When the sun sank,
he rolled himself in his blankets in the wagon bed and went
quietly to sleep.
But he was presently awakened by something which
at first he could not determine to be a noise or an intangible
sensation. It was a deep throbbing through the silence of the
night―a pulsation that seemed even to be communicated to
the rude bed whereon he lay. As it came nearer it separated
itself into a labored, monotonous panting, continuous, but
distinct from an equally monotonous but fainter beating of
the waters, as if the whole track of the river were being
coursed and trodden by a multitude of swiftly trampling feet.
A strange feeling took possession of him―half of fear, half
of curious expectation. It was coming nearer. He rose, leaped
hurriedly from the wagon, and ran to the bank. The night was
dark; at first he saw nothing before him but the steel-black
sky pierced with far-spaced, irregularly scattered stars. Then
there seemed to be approaching him, from the left, another
and more symmetrical constellation―a few red and blue
stars high above the river, with three compact lines of larger
planetary lights flashing towards him and apparently on his
own level. It was almost upon him; he involuntarily drew
back as the strange phenomenon swept abreast of where he
stood, and resolved itself into a dark yet airy bulk, whose
vagueness, topped by enormous towers, was yet illuminated
by those open squares of light that he had taken for stars, but
which he saw now were brilliantly lit windows.
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Their vivid rays shot through the reeds and sent
broad bands across the meadow, the stationary wagon, and
the slumbering oxen. But all this was nothing to the inner life
they disclosed through lifted curtains and open blinds, which
was the crowning revelation of this strange and wonderful
spectacle. Elegantly dressed men and women moved through
brilliantly lit and elaborately gilt saloons; in one a banquet
seemed to be spread, served by white-jacketed servants; in
another were men playing cards around marble-topped
tables; in another the light flashed back again from the
mirrors and glistening glasses and decanters of a gorgeous
refreshment saloon; in smaller openings there was the shy
disclosure of dainty white curtains and velvet lounges of
more intimate apartments.
Martin Morse stood enthralled and mystified. It was
as if some invisible Asmodeus had revealed to this simple
frontiersman a world of which he had never dreamed. It was
THE world―a world of which he knew nothing in his
simple,
rustic
habits
and
profound
Western
isolation―sweeping by him with the rush of an unknown
planet. In another moment it was gone; a shower of sparks
shot up from one of the towers and fell all around him, and
then vanished, even as he remembered the set piece of
“Fourth of July” fireworks had vanished in his own rural
town when he was a boy. The darkness fell with it too. But
such was his utter absorption and breathless preoccupation
that only a cold chill recalled him to himself, and he found
he was standing mid-leg deep in the surge cast over the low
banks by this passage of the first steamboat he had ever seen!
He waited for it the next night, when it appeared a
little later from the opposite direction on its return trip. He
watched it the next night and the next. Hereafter he never
missed it, coming or going―whatever the hard and weary
preoccupations of his new and lonely life. He felt he could
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not have slept without seeing it go by. Oddly enough, his
interest and desire did not go further. Even had he the time
and money to spend in a passage on the boat, and thus
actively realize the great world of which he had only these
rare glimpses, a certain proud, rustic shyness kept him from
it. It was not HIS world; he could not affront the snubs that
his ignorance and inexperience would have provoked, and
he was dimly conscious, as so many of us are in our
ignorance, that in mingling with it he would simply lose the
easy privileges of alien criticism. For there was much that he
did not understand, and some things that grated upon his
lonely independence.
One night, a lighter one than those previous, he
lingered a little longer in the moonlight to watch the
phosphorescent wake of the retreating boat. Suddenly it
struck him that there was a certain irregular splashing in the
water, quite different from the regular, diagonally crossing
surges that the boat swept upon the bank. Looking at it more
intently, he saw a black object turning in the water like a
porpoise, and then the unmistakable uplifting of a black arm
in an unskillful swimmer’s overhand stroke. It was a
struggling man. But it was quickly evident that the current
was too strong and the turbulence of the shallow water too
great for his efforts. Without a moment’s hesitation, clad as
he was in only his shirt and trousers, Morse strode into the
reeds, and the next moment, with a call of warning, was
swimming toward the now wildly struggling figure. But,
from some unknown reason, as Morse approached him
nearer the man uttered some incoherent protest and
desperately turned away, throwing off Morse’s extended
arm.
Attributing this only to the vague convulsions of a
drowning man, Morse, a skilled swimmer, managed to
clutch his shoulder, and propelled him at arm’s length, still
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struggling, apparently with as much reluctance as incapacity,
toward the bank. As their feet touched the reeds and slimy
bottom the man’s resistance ceased, and he lapsed quite
listlessly in Morse’s arms. Half lifting, half dragging his
burden, he succeeded at last in gaining the strip of meadow,
and deposited the unconscious man beneath the willow tree.
Then he ran to his wagon for whisky.
But, to his surprise, on his return the man was already
sitting up and wringing the water from his clothes. He then
saw for the first time, by the clear moonlight, that the
stranger was elegantly dressed and of striking appearance,
and was clearly a part of that bright and fascinating world
which Morse had been contemplating in his solitude. He
eagerly took the proffered tin cup and drank the whisky.
Then he rose to his feet, staggered a few steps forward, and
glanced curiously around him at the still motionless wagon,
the few felled trees and evidence of “clearing,” and even at
the rude cabin of logs and canvas just beginning to rise from
the ground a few paces distant, and said, impatiently:
“Where the devil am I?”
Morse hesitated. He was unable to name the locality
of his dwelling-place. He answered briefly:
“On the right bank of the Sacramento.”
The stranger turned upon him a look of suspicion not
unmingled with resentment. “Oh! “ he said, with ironical
gravity, “and I suppose that this water you picked me out of
was the Sacramento River. Thank you!”
Morse, with slow Western patience, explained that
he had only settled there three weeks ago, and the place had
no name.

79

“What’s your nearest town, then?”
“Thar ain’t any. Thar’s a blacksmith’s shop and
grocery at the crossroads, twenty miles further on, but it’s
got no name as I’ve heard on.”
The stranger’s look of suspicion passed. “Well he
said, in an imperative fashion, which, however, seemed as
much the result of habit as the occasion, “I want a horse, and
mighty quick, too.”
“H’ain’t got any.”
“No horse? How did you get to this place?”
Morse pointed to the slumbering oxen.
The stranger again stared curiously at him. After a
pause he said, with a half-pitying, half-humorous smile:
“Pike―aren’t you?”
Whether Morse did or did not know that this current
California slang for a denizen of the bucolic West implied a
certain contempt, he replied simply:
“I’m from Pike County, Mizzouri.”
“Well,” said the stranger, resuming his impatient
manner, “you must beg or steal a horse from your
neighbors.”
“Thar ain’t any neighbor nearer than fifteen miles.”
“Then send fifteen miles! Stop.” He opened his still
clinging shirt and drew out a belt pouch, which he threw to
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Morse. “There! there’s two hundred and fifty dollars in that.
Now, I want a horse. Sabe?”
“Thar ain’t anyone to send,” said Morse, quietly.
“Do you mean to say you are all alone here?”
“Yes.
“And you fished me out―all by yourself?”
“Yes.
The stranger again examined him curiously. Then he
suddenly stretched out his hand and grasped his
companion’s.
“All right; if you can’t send, I reckon I can manage
to walk over there tomorrow.”
“I was goin’ on to say,” said Morse, simply, “that if
you’ll lie by tonight, I’ll start over sunup, after puttin’ out
the cattle, and fetch you back a horse afore noon.”
“That’s enough.” He, however, remained looking
curiously at Morse. “Did you never hear,” he said, with a
singular smile, “that it was about the meanest kind of luck
that could happen to you to save a drowning man?”
“No,” said Morse, simply. “I reckon it orter be the
meanest if you DIDN’T.”
“That depends upon the man you save,” said the
stranger, with the same ambiguous smile, “and whether the
SAVING him is only putting things off. Look here,” he
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added, with an abrupt return to his imperative style, “can’t
you give me some dry clothes?”
Morse brought him a pair of overalls and a “hickory
shirt,” well worn, but smelling strongly of a recent wash with
coarse soap. The stranger put them on while his companion
busied himself in collecting a pile of sticks and dry leaves.
“What’s that for?” said the stranger, suddenly.
“A fire to dry your clothes.”
The stranger calmly kicked the pile aside.
“Not any fire tonight if I know it,” he said, brusquely.
Before Morse could resent his quickly changing moods he
continued, in another tone, dropping to an easy reclining
position beneath the tree, “Now, tell me all about yourself,
and what you are doing here.”
Thus commanded, Morse patiently repeated his story
from the time he had left his backwoods cabin to his
selection of the river bank for a “location.” He pointed out
the rich quality of this alluvial bottom and its adaptability for
the raising of stock, which he hoped soon to acquire. The
stranger smiled grimly, raised himself to a sitting position,
and, taking a penknife from his damp clothes, began to clean
his nails in the bright moonlight―an occupation which made
the simple Morse wander vaguely in his narration.
“And you don’t know that this hole will give you
chills and fever till you’ll shake yourself out of your boots?”
Morse had lived before in aguish districts, and had
no fear.
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“And you never heard that some night the whole
river will rise up and walk over you and your cabin and your
stock?”
“No. For I reckon to move my shanty farther back.”
The man shut up his penknife with a click and rose.
“If you’ve got to get up at sunrise, we’d better be
turning in. I suppose you can give me a pair of blankets?”
Morse pointed to the wagon. “Thar’s a shakedown in
the wagon bed; you kin lie there.” Nevertheless he hesitated,
and, with the inconsequence and abruptness of a shy man,
continued the previous conversation.
“I shouldn’t like to move far away, for them
steamboats is pow’ful kempany o’ nights. I never seed one
afore I kem here,” and then, with the inconsistency of a
reserved man, and without a word of further preliminary, he
launched into a confidential disclosure of his late
experiences. The stranger listened with a singular interest
and a quietly searching eye.
“Then you were watching the boat very closely just
now when you saw me. What else did you see? Anything
before that―before you saw me in the water?”
“No―the boat had got well off before I saw you at
all.”
“Ah,” said the stranger. “Well, I’m going to turn in.”
He walked to the wagon, mounted it, and by the time that
Morse had reached it with his wet clothes he was already
wrapped in the blankets. A moment later he seemed to be in
a profound slumber.
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It was only then, when his guest was lying helplessly
at his mercy, that he began to realize his strange experiences.
The domination of this man had been so complete that
Morse, although by nature independent and self-reliant, had
not permitted himself to question his right or to resent his
rudeness. He had accepted his guest’s careless or
premeditated silence regarding the particulars of his accident
as a matter of course, and had never dreamed of questioning
him. That it was a natural accident of that great world so
apart from his own experiences he did not doubt, and thought
no more about it. The advent of the man himself was greater
to him than the causes which brought him there. He was as
yet quite unconscious of the complete fascination this
mysterious stranger held over him, but he found himself
shyly pleased with even the slight interest he had displayed
in his affairs, and his hand felt yet warm and tingling from
his sudden soft but expressive grasp, as if it had been a
woman’s. There is a simple intuition of friendship in some
lonely, self-abstracted natures that is nearly akin to love at
first sight. Even the audacities and insolence of this stranger
affected Morse as he might have been touched and
captivated by the coquetries or imperiousness of some
bucolic virgin. And this reserved and shy frontiersman found
himself that night sleepless, and hovering with an abashed
timidity and consciousness around the wagon that sheltered
his guest, as if he had been a very Corydon watching the
moonlit couch of some slumbering Amaryllis.
He was off by daylight―after having placed a rude
breakfast by the side of the still sleeping guest―and before
midday he had returned with a horse. When he handed the
stranger his pouch, less the amount he had paid for the horse,
the man said curtly:
“What’s that for?”
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“Your change. I paid only fifty dollars for the horse.”
The stranger regarded him with his peculiar smile.
Then, replacing the pouch in his belt, he shook Morse’s hand
again and mounted the horse.
“So your name’s Martin Morse! Well―goodby,
Morsey!”
Morse hesitated. A blush rose to his dark check.
“You didn’t tell me your name,” he said. “In case―”
“In case I’m WANTED? Well, you can call me
Captain Jack.” He smiled, and, nodding his head, put spurs
to his mustang and cantered away.
Morse did not do much work that day, falling into
abstracted moods and living over his experiences of the
previous night, until he fancied he could almost see his
strange guest again. The narrow strip of meadow was
haunted by him. There was the tree under which he had first
placed him, and that was where he had seen him sitting up in
his dripping but well-fitting clothes. In the rough garments
he had worn and returned lingered a new scent of some
delicate soap, overpowering the strong alkali flavor of his
own. He was early by the river side, having a vague hope, he
knew not why, that he should again see him and recognize
him among the passengers. He was wading out among the
reeds, in the faint light of the rising moon, recalling the exact
spot where he had first seen the stranger, when he was
suddenly startled by the rolling over in the water of some
black object that had caught against the bank, but had been
dislodged by his movements. To his horror it bore a faint
resemblance to his first vision of the preceding night. But a
second glance at the helplessly floating hair and bloated
outline showed him that it was a DEAD man, and of a type
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and build far different from his former companion. There
was a bruise upon his matted forehead and an enormous
wound in his throat already washed bloodless, white, and
waxen. An inexplicable fear came upon him, not at the sight
of the corpse, for he had been in Indian massacres and had
rescued bodies mutilated beyond recognition; but from some
moral dread that, strangely enough, quickened and deepened
with the far-off pant of the advancing steamboat. Scarcely
knowing why, he dragged the body hurriedly ashore,
concealing it in the reeds, as if he were disposing of the
evidence of his own crime. Then, to his preposterous terror,
he noticed that the panting of the steamboat and the beat of
its paddles were “slowing” as the vague bulk came in sight,
until a huge wave from the suddenly arrested wheels sent a
surge like an enormous heartbeat pulsating through the sedge
that half submerged him. The flashing of three or four
lanterns on deck and the motionless line of lights abreast of
him dazzled his eyes, but he knew that the low fringe of
willows hid his house and wagon completely from view. A
vague murmur of voices from the deck was suddenly
overridden by a sharp order, and to his relief the slowly
revolving wheels again sent a pulsation through the water,
and the great fabric moved solemnly away. A sense of relief
came over him, he knew not why, and he was conscious that
for the first time he had not cared to look at the boat.
When the moon arose he again examined the body,
and took from its clothing a few articles of identification and
some papers of formality and precision, which he vaguely
conjectured to be some law papers from their resemblance to
the phrasing of sheriffs’ and electors’ notices which he had
seen in the papers. He then buried the corpse in a shallow
trench, which he dug by the light of the moon. He had no
question of responsibility; his pioneer training had not
included coroners’ inquests in its experience; in giving the
body a speedy and secure burial from predatory animals he
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did what one frontiersman would do for another―what he
hoped might be done for him. If his previous unaccountable
feelings returned occasionally, it was not from that; but
rather from some uneasiness in regard to his late guest’s
possible feelings, and a regret that he had not been here at
the finding of the body. That it would in some way have
explained his own accident he did not doubt.
The boat did not “slow up” the next night, but passed
as usual; yet three or four days elapsed before he could look
forward to its coming with his old extravagant and halfexalted curiosity―which was his nearest approach to
imagination. He was then able to examine it more closely,
for the appearance of the stranger whom he now began to
call “his friend” in his verbal communings with
himself―but whom he did not seem destined to again
discover; until one day, to his astonishment, a couple of fine
horses were brought to his clearing by a stock-drover. They
had been “ordered” to be left there. in vain Morse
expostulated and questioned.
“Your name’s Martin Morse, ain’t it?” said the
drover, with business brusqueness; “and I reckon there ain’t
no other man o’ that name around here?”
“No,” said Morse.
“Well, then, they’re YOURS.”
“But who sent them?” insisted Morse. “What was his
name, and where does he live?”
“I didn’t know ez I was called upon to give the
pedigree o’ buyers,” said the drover dryly; “but the horses is
‘Morgan,’ you can bet your life.” He grinned as he rode
away.
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That Captain Jack sent them, and that it was a natural
prelude to his again visiting him, Morse did not doubt, and
for a few days he lived in that dream. But Captain Jack did
not come. The animals were of great service to him in
“rounding up” the stock he now easily took in for pasturage,
and saved him the necessity of having a partner or a hired
man. The idea that this superior gentleman in fine clothes
might ever appear to him in the former capacity had even
flitted through his brain, but he had rejected it with a sigh.
But the thought that, with luck and industry, he himself
might, in course of time, approximate to Captain Jack’s
evident station, DID occur to him, and was an incentive to
energy. Yet it was quite distinct from the ordinary working
man’s ambition of wealth and state. It was only that it might
make him more worthy of his friend. The great world was
still as it had appeared to him in the passing boat―a thing to
wonder at―to be above―and to criticize.
For all that, he prospered in his occupation. But one
day he woke with listless limbs and feet that scarcely carried
him through his daily labors. At night his listlessness
changed to active pain and a feverishness that seemed to
impel him toward the fateful river, as if his one aim in life
was to drink up its waters and bathe in its yellow stream. But
whenever he seemed to attempt it, strange dreams assailed
him of dead bodies arising with swollen and distorted lips to
touch his own as he strove to drink, or of his mysterious
guest battling with him in its current, and driving him ashore.
Again, when he essayed to bathe his parched and crackling
limbs in its flood, he would be confronted with the dazzling
lights of the motionless steamboat and the glare of stony
eyes―until he fled in aimless terror. How long this lasted he
knew not, until one morning he awoke in his new cabin with
a strange man sitting by his bed and a Negress in the
doorway.
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“You’ve had a sharp attack of ‘tule fever,’” said the
stranger, dropping Morse’s listless wrist and answering his
questioning eyes, “but you’re all right now, and will pull
through.”
“Who are you?” stammered Morse feebly.
“Doctor Duchesne, of Sacramento.”
“How did you come here?”
“I was ordered to come to you and bring a nurse, as
you were alone. There she is.” He pointed to the smiling
Negress.
“WHO ordered you?”
The doctor smiled with professional tolerance. “One
of your friends, of course.”
“But what was his name?”
“Really, I don’t remember. But don’t distress
yourself. He has settled for everything right royally. You
have only to get strong now. My duty is ended, and I can
safely leave you with the nurse. Only when you are strong
again, I say―and HE says―keep back farther from the
river.”
And that was all he knew. For even the nurse who
attended him through the first days of his brief
convalescence would tell him nothing more. He quickly got
rid of her and resumed his work, for a new and strange phase
of his simple, childish affection for his benefactor, partly
superinduced by his illness, was affecting him. He was
beginning to feel the pain of an unequal friendship; he was
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dimly conscious that his mysterious guest was only coldly
returning his hospitality and benefits, while holding aloof
from any association with him―and indicating the
immeasurable distance that separated their future
intercourse. He had withheld any kind message or
sympathetic greeting; he had kept back even his NAME. The
shy, proud, ignorant heart of the frontiersman swelled
beneath the fancied slight, which left him helpless alike of
reproach or resentment. He could not return the horses,
although in a fit of childish indignation he had resolved not
to use them; he could not reimburse him for the doctor’s bill,
although he had sent away the nurse.
He took a foolish satisfaction in not moving back
from the river, with a faint hope that his ignoring of Captain
Jack’s advice might mysteriously be conveyed to him. He
even thought of selling out his location and abandoning it,
that he might escape the cold surveillance of his heartless
friend. All this was undoubtedly childish―but there is an
irrepressible simplicity of youth in all deep feeling, and the
worldly inexperience of the frontiersman left him as
innocent as a child. In this phase of his unrequited affection
he even went so far as to seek some news of Captain Jack at
Sacramento, and, following out his foolish quest, even to
take the steamboat from thence to Stockton.
What happened to him then was perhaps the common
experience of such natures. Once upon the boat the illusion
of the great world it contained for him utterly vanished. He
found it noisy, formal, insincere, and―had he ever
understood or used the word in his limited
vocabulary―VULGAR. Rather, perhaps, it seemed to him
that the prevailing sentiment and action of those who
frequented it―and for whom it was built―were of a lower
grade than his own. And, strangely enough, this gave him
none of his former sense of critical superiority, but only of
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his own utter and complete isolation. He wandered in his
rough frontiersman’s clothes from deck to cabin, from airy
galleries to long saloons, alone, unchallenged, unrecognized,
as if he were again haunting it only in spirit, as he had so
often done in his dreams.
His presence on the fringe of some voluble crowd
caused no interruption; to him their speech was almost
foreign in its allusions to things he did not understand, or,
worse, seemed inconsistent with their eagerness and
excitement. How different from all this were his old
recollections of slowly oncoming teams, uplifted above the
level horizon of the plains in his former wanderings; the few
sauntering figures that met him as man to man, and
exchanged the chronicle of the road; the record of Indian
tracks; the finding of a spring; the discovery of pasturage,
with the lazy, restful hospitality of the night! And how fierce
here this continual struggle for dominance and existence,
even in this lull of passage. For above all and through all he
was conscious of the feverish haste of speed and exertion.
The boat trembled, vibrated, and shook with every
stroke of the ponderous piston. The laughter of the crowd,
the exchange of gossip and news, the banquet at the long
table, the newspapers and books in the reading-room, even
the luxurious couches in the staterooms, were all dominated,
thrilled, and pulsating with the perpetual throb of the demon
of hurry and unrest. And when at last a horrible fascination
dragged him into the engine room, and he saw the cruel
relentless machinery at work, he seemed to recognize and
understand some intelligent but pitiless Moloch, who was
dragging this feverish world at its heels.
Later he was seated in a corner of the hurricane deck,
whence he could view the monotonous banks of the river;
yet, perhaps by certain signs unobservable to others, he knew
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he was approaching his own locality. He knew that his cabin
and clearing would be undiscernible behind the fringe of
willows on the bank, but he already distinguished the points
where a few cottonwoods struggled into a promontory of
lighter foliage beyond them. Here voices fell upon his ear,
and he was suddenly aware that two men had lazily crossed
over from the other side of the boat, and were standing
before him looking upon the bank.
“It was about here, I reckon,” said one, listlessly, as
if continuing a previous lagging conversation, “that it must
have happened. For it was after we were making for the bend
we’ve just passed that the deputy, goin’ to the stateroom
below us, found the door locked and the window open. But
both men―Jack Despard and Seth Hall, the sheriff―weren’t
to be found. Not a trace of ‘em. The boat was searched, but
all for nothing. The idea is that the sheriff, arter getting his
prisoner comf’ble in the stateroom, took off Jack’s handcuffs
and locked the door; that Jack, who was mighty desp’rate,
bolted through the window into the river, and the sheriff,
who was no slouch, arter him. Others allow―for the chairs
and things was all tossed about in the stateroom―that the
two men clinched THAR, and Jack choked Hall and chucked
him out, and then slipped cl’ar into the water himself, for the
stateroom window was just ahead of the paddle box, and the
cap’n allows that no man or men could fall afore the paddles
and live. Anyhow, that was all they ever knew of it.”
“And there wasn’t no trace of them found?” said the
second man, after a long pause.
“No. Cap’n says them paddles would hev’ just
snatched ‘em and slung ‘em round and round and buried ‘em
way down in the ooze of the river bed, with all the silt of the
current atop of ‘em, and they mightn’t come up for ages; or
else the wheels might have waltzed ‘em way up to
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Sacramento until there wasn’t enough left of ‘em to float,
and dropped ‘em when the boat stopped.”
“It was a mighty fool risk for a man like Despard to
take,” resumed the second speaker as he turned away with a
slight yawn.
“Bet your life! but he was desp’rate, and the sheriff
had got him sure! And they DO say that he was superstitious,
like all them gamblers, and allowed that a man who was
fixed to die by a rope or a pistol wasn’t to be washed out of
life by water.”
The two figures drifted lazily away, but Morse sat
rigid and motionless. Yet, strange to say, only one idea came
to him clearly out of this awful revelation―the thought that
his friend was still true to him―and that his strange absence
and mysterious silence were fully accounted for and
explained. And with it came the more thrilling fancy that this
man was alive now to HIM alone.
HE was the sole custodian of his secret. The morality
of the question, while it profoundly disturbed him, was
rather in reference to its effect upon the chances of Captain
Jack and the power it gave his enemies than his own
conscience. He would rather that his friend should have
proven the proscribed outlaw who retained an unselfish
interest in him than the superior gentleman who was coldly
wiping out his gratitude. He thought he understood now the
reason of his visitor’s strange and varying moods―even his
bitter superstitious warning in regard to the probable curse
entailed upon one who should save a drowning man. Of this
he recked little; enough that he fancied that Captain Jack’s
concern in his illness was heightened by that fear, and this
assurance of his protecting friendship thrilled him with
pleasure.
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There was no reason now why he should not at once
go back to his farm, where, at least, Captain Jack would
always find him; and he did so, returning on the same boat.
He was now fully recovered from his illness, and calmer in
mind; he redoubled his labors to put himself in a position to
help the mysterious fugitive when the time should come. The
remote farm should always be a haven of refuge for him, and
in this hope he forbore to take any outside help, remaining
solitary and alone, that Captain Jack’s retreat should be
inviolate. And so the long, dry season passed, the hay was
gathered, the pasturing herds sent home, and the first rains,
dimpling like shot the broadening surface of the river, were
all that broke his unending solitude. In this enforced attitude
of waiting and expectancy he was exalted and strengthened
by a new idea. He was not a religious man, but, dimly
remembering the exhortations of some camp meeting of his
boyhood, he conceived the idea that he might have been
selected to work out the regeneration of Captain Jack. What
might not come of this meeting and communing together in
this lonely spot? That anything was due to the memory of
the murdered sheriff, whose bones were rotting in the trench
that he daily but unconcernedly passed, did not occur to him.
Perhaps his mind was not large enough for the double
consideration. Friendship and love―and, for the matter of
that, religion―are eminently one-ideaed.
But one night he awakened with a start. His hand,
which was hanging out of his bunk, was dabbling idly in
water. He had barely time to spring to his middle in what
seemed to be a slowly filling tank before the door fell out as
from that inward pressure, and his whole shanty collapsed
like a pack of cards. But it fell outwards, the roof sliding
from over his head like a withdrawn canopy; and he was
swept from his feet against it, and thence out into what might
have been another world! For the rain had ceased, and the
full moon revealed only one vast, illimitable expanse of
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water! It was not an overflow, but the whole rushing river
magnified and repeated a thousand times, which, even as he
gasped for breath and clung to the roof, was bearing him
away he knew not whither. But it was bearing him away
upon its center, for as he cast one swift glance toward his
meadows he saw they were covered by the same sweeping
torrent, dotted with his sailing hayricks and reaching to the
wooded foothills. It was the great flood of ‘54. In its aweinspiring completeness it might have seemed to him the
primeval Deluge.
As his frail raft swept under a cottonwood he caught
at one of the overhanging limbs, and, working his way
desperately along the bough, at last reached a secure position
in the fork of the tree. Here he was for the moment safe. But
the devastation viewed from this height was only the more
appalling. Every sign of his clearing, all evidence of his past
year’s industry, had disappeared. He was now conscious for
the first time of the lowing of the few cattle he had kept as,
huddled together on a slight eminence, they one by one
slipped over struggling into the flood. The shining bodies of
his dead horses rolled by him as he gazed. The lower-lying
limbs of the sycamore near him were bending with the
burden of the lighter articles from his overturned wagon and
cabin which they had caught and retained, and a rake was
securely lodged in a bough. The habitual solitude of his
locality was now strangely invaded by drifting sheds,
agricultural implements, and fence rails from unknown and
remote neighbors, and he could faintly hear the far-off
calling of some unhappy farmer adrift upon a spar of his
wrecked and shattered house. When day broke he was cold
and hungry.
Hours passed in hopeless monotony, with no
slackening or diminution of the waters. Even the drifts
became less, and a vacant sea at last spread before him on
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which nothing moved. An awful silence impressed him. In
the afternoon rain again began to fall on this gray, nebulous
expanse, until the whole world seemed made of aqueous
vapor. He had but one idea now―the coming of the evening
boat, and he would reserve his strength to swim to it. He did
not know until later that it could no longer follow the old
channel of the river, and passed far beyond his sight and
hearing. With his disappointment and exposure that night
came a return of his old fever. His limbs were alternately
racked with pain or benumbed and lifeless. He could
scarcely retain his position―at times he scarcely cared
to―and speculated upon ending his sufferings by a quick
plunge downward. In other moments of lucid misery he was
conscious of having wandered in his mind; of having seen
the dead face of the murdered sheriff, washed out of his
shallow grave by the flood, staring at him from the water; to
this was added the hallucination of noises. He heard voices,
his own name called by a voice he knew―Captain Jack’s!
Suddenly he started, but in that fatal movement lost
his balance and plunged downward. But before the water
closed above his head he had had a cruel glimpse of help
near him; of a flashing light― of the black hull of a tug not
many yards away―of moving figures― the sensation of a
sudden plunge following his own, the grip of a strong hand
upon his collar, and―unconsciousness!
When he came to he was being lifted in a boat from
the tug and rowed through the deserted streets of a large city,
until he was taken in through the second-story window of a
half-submerged hotel and cared for. But all his questions
yielded only the information that the tug―a privately
procured one, not belonging to the Public Relief
Association―had been dispatched for him with special
directions, by a man who acted as one of the crew, and who
was the one who had plunged in for him at the last moment.
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The man had left the boat at Stockton. There was nothing
more? Yes!―he had left a letter. Morse seized it feverishly.
It contained only a few lines:

We are quits now. You are all right. I have saved
YOU from drowning, and shifted the curse to my
own shoulders. Good-by.
CAPTAIN JACK

The astounded man attempted to rise―to utter an
exclamation―but fell back, unconscious.
Weeks passed before he was able to leave his
bed―and then only as an impoverished and physically
shattered man. He had no means to restock the farm left bare
by the subsiding water. A kindly train- packer offered him a
situation as muleteer in a pack train going to the
mountains―for he knew tracks and passes and could ride.
The mountains gave him back a little of the vigor he had lost
in the river valley, but none of its dreams and ambitions. One
day, while tracking a lost mule, he stopped to slake his thirst
in a waterhole―all that the summer had left of a lonely
mountain torrent. Enlarging the hole to give drink to his
beast also, he was obliged to dislodge and throw out with the
red soil some bits of honeycomb rock, which were so queerlooking and so heavy as to attract his attention. Two of the
largest he took back to camp with him. They were gold!
From the locality he took out a fortune. Nobody wondered.
To the Californian’s superstition it was perfectly natural. It
was “[racial expletive] luck”―the luck of the stupid, the
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ignorant, the inexperienced, the nonseeker―the irony of the
gods!
But the simple, bucolic nature that had sustained
itself against temptation with patient industry and lonely
self-concentration succumbed to rapidly acquired wealth. So
it chanced that one day, with a crowd of excitement-loving
spendthrifts and companions, he found himself on the
outskirts of a lawless mountain town. An eager, frantic
crowd had already assembled there―a desperado was to be
lynched! Pushing his way through the crowd for a nearer
view of the exciting spectacle, the changed and reckless
Morse was stopped by armed men only at the foot of a cart,
which upheld a quiet, determined man, who, with a rope
around his neck, was scornfully surveying the mob, that held
the other end of the rope drawn across the limb of a tree
above him. The eyes of the doomed man caught those of
Morse―his expression changed―a kindly smile lit his
face―he bowed his proud head for the first time, with an
easy gesture of farewell.
And then, with a cry, Morse threw himself upon the
nearest armed guard, and a fierce struggle began. He had
overpowered one adversary and seized another in his
hopeless fight toward the cart when the half-astonished
crowd felt that something must be done. It was done with a
sharp report, the upward curl of smoke and the falling back
of the guard as Morse staggered forward FREE―with a
bullet in his heart. Yet even then he did not fall until he
reached the cart, when he lapsed forward, dead, with his
arms outstretched and his head at the doomed man’s feet.
There was something so supreme and all-powerful in
this hopeless act of devotion that the heart of the multitude
thrilled and then recoiled aghast at its work, and a single
word or a gesture from the doomed man himself would have
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set him free. But they say―and it is credibly recorded―that
as Captain Jack Despard looked down upon the hopeless
sacrifice at his feet his eyes blazed, and he flung upon the
crowd a curse so awful and sweeping that, hardened as they
were, their blood ran cold, and then leaped furiously to their
cheeks.
“And now,” he said, coolly tightening the rope
around his neck with a jerk of his head―“Go on, and be
damned to you! I’m ready.”
They did not hesitate this time. And Martin Morse
and Captain Jack Despard were buried in the same grave.
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The Mermaid of
Lighthouse Point
Some forty years ago, on the northern coast of
California, near the Golden Gate, stood a lighthouse. Of a
primitive class, since superseded by a building more in
keeping with the growing magnitude of the adjacent port, it
attracted little attention from the desolate shore, and, it was
alleged, still less from the desolate sea beyond. A gray
structure of timber, stone, and glass, it was buffeted and
harried by the constant trade winds, baked by the unclouded
six months’ sun, lost for a few hours in the afternoon seafog, and laughed over by circling guillemots from the
Farallones. It was kept by a recluse―a preoccupied man of
scientific tastes, who, in shameless contrast to his fellow
immigrants, had applied to the government for this scarcely
lucrative position as a means of securing the seclusion he
valued more than gold. Some believed that he was the victim
of an early disappointment in love―a view charitably taken
by those who also believed that the government would not
have appointed “a crank” to a position of responsibility.
Howbeit, he fulfilled his duties, and, with the assistance of
an Indian, even cultivated a small patch of ground beside the
lighthouse. His isolation was complete! There was little to
attract wanderers here: the nearest mines were fifty miles
away; the virgin forest on the mountains inland were
penetrated only by sawmills and woodmen from the Bay
settlements, equally remote. Although by the shore-line the
lights of the great port were sometimes plainly visible, yet
the solitude around him was peopled only by Indians―a
branch of the great northern tribe of “root-
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diggers,”―peaceful and simple in their habits, as yet
undisturbed by the white man, nor stirred into antagonism by
aggression. Civilization only touched him at stated intervals,
and then by the more expeditious sea from the government
boat that brought him supplies. But for his contiguity to the
perpetual turmoil of wind and sea, he might have passed a
restful Arcadian life in his surroundings; for even his
solitude was sometimes haunted by this faint reminder of the
great port hard by that pulsated with an equal unrest.
Nevertheless, the sands before his door and the rocks behind
him seemed to have been untrodden by any other white
man’s foot since their upheaval from the ocean. It was true
that the little bay beside him was marked on the map as “Sir
Francis Drake’s Bay,” tradition having located it as the spot
where that ingenious pirate and empire-maker had once
landed his vessels and scraped the barnacles from his
adventurous keels. But of this Edgar Pomfrey―or “Captain
Pomfrey,” as he was called by virtue of his half-nautical
office―had thought little.
For the first six months he had thoroughly enjoyed
his seclusion. In the company of his books, of which he had
brought such a fair store that their shelves lined his snug
corners to the exclusion of more comfortable furniture, he
found his principal recreation. Even his unwonted manual
labor, the trimming of his lamp and cleaning of his reflectors,
and his personal housekeeping, in which his Indian help at
times assisted, he found a novel and interesting occupation.
For outdoor exercise, a ramble on the sands, a climb to the
rocky upland, or a pull in the lighthouse boat, amply sufficed
him. “Crank” as he was supposed to be, he was sane enough
to guard against any of those early lapses into barbarism
which marked the lives of some solitary gold-miners. His
own taste, as well as the duty of his office, kept his person
and habitation sweet and clean, and his habits regular. Even
the little cultivated patch of ground on the lee side of the
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tower was symmetrical and well ordered. Thus the outward
light of Captain Pomfrey shone forth over the wilderness of
shore and wave, even like his beacon, whatever his inward
illumination may have been.
It was a bright summer morning, remarkable even in
the monotonous excellence of the season, with a slight touch
of warmth which the invincible Northwest Trades had not
yet chilled. There was still a faint haze off the coast, as if last
night’s fog had been caught in the quick sunshine, and the
shining sands were hot, but without the usual dazzling glare.
A faint perfume from a quaint lilac-colored beach-flower,
whose clustering heads dotted the sand like bits of blown
spume, took the place of that smell of the sea which the
odorless Pacific lacked. A few rocks, half a mile away, lifted
themselves above the ebb tide at varying heights as they lay
on the trough of the swell, were crested with foam by a
striking surge, or cleanly erased in the full sweep of the sea.
Beside, and partly upon one of the higher rocks, a singular
object was moving.
Pomfrey was interested but not startled. He had once
or twice seen seals disporting on these rocks, and on one
occasion a sea-lion― an estray from the familiar rocks on
the other side of the Golden Gate. But he ceased work in his
garden patch, and coming to his house, exchanged his hoe
for a telescope. When he got the mystery in focus he
suddenly stopped and rubbed the object-glass with his
handkerchief. But even when he applied the glass to his eye
for a second time, he could scarcely believe his eyesight. For
the object seemed to be a woman, the lower part of her figure
submerged in the sea, her long hair depending over her
shoulders and waist. There was nothing in her attitude to
suggest terror or that she was the victim of some accident.
She moved slowly and complacently with the sea, and
even―a more staggering suggestion―appeared to be
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combing out the strands of her long hair with her fingers.
With her body half concealed she might have been a
mermaid!
He swept the foreshore and horizon with his glass;
there was neither boat nor ship―nor anything that moved,
except the long swell of the Pacific. She could have come
only from the sea; for to reach the rocks by land she would
have had to pass before the lighthouse, while the narrow strip
of shore which curved northward beyond his range of view
he knew was inhabited only by Indians. But the woman was
unhesitatingly and appallingly white, and her hair light even
to a golden gleam in the sunshine.
Pomfrey was a gentleman, and as such was amazed,
dismayed, and cruelly embarrassed. If she was a simple
bather from some vicinity hitherto unknown and
unsuspected by him, it was clearly his business to shut up his
glass and go back to his garden patch― although the
propinquity of himself and the lighthouse must have been as
plainly visible to her as she was to him. On the other hand,
if she was the survivor of some wreck and in distress―or, as
he even fancied from her reckless manner, bereft of her
senses, his duty to rescue her was equally clear. In his
dilemma he determined upon a compromise and ran to his
boat. He would pull out to sea, pass between the rocks and
the curving sand-spit, and examine the sands and sea more
closely for signs of wreckage, or some overlooked waiting
boat near the shore. He would be within hail if she needed
him, or she could escape to her boat if she had one.
In another moment his boat was lifting on the swell
towards the rocks. He pulled quickly, occasionally turning
to note that the strange figure, whose movements were quite
discernible to the naked eye, was still there, but gazing more
earnestly towards the nearest shore for any sign of life or
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occupation. In ten minutes he had reached the curve where
the trend opened northward, and the long line of shore
stretched before him. He swept it eagerly with a single
searching glance. Sea and shore were empty. He turned
quickly to the rock, scarcely a hundred yards on his beam. It
was empty too! Forgetting his previous scruples, he pulled
directly for it until his keel grated on its submerged base.
There was nothing there but the rock, slippery with the
yellow-green slime of seaweed and kelp―neither trace nor
sign of the figure that had occupied it a moment ago. He
pulled around it; there was no cleft or hiding-place. For an
instant his heart leaped at the sight of something white,
caught in a jagged tooth of the outlying reef, but it was only
the bleached fragment of a bamboo orange-crate, cast from
the deck of some South Sea trader, such as often strewed the
beach. He lay off the rock, keeping way in the swell, and
scrutinizing the glittering sea. At last he pulled back to the
lighthouse, perplexed and discomfited.
Was it simply a sporting seal, transformed by some
trick of his vision? But he had seen it through his glass, and
now remembered such details as the face and features
framed in their contour of golden hair, and believed he could
even have identified them. He examined the rock again with
his glass, and was surprised to see how clearly it was
outlined now in its barren loneliness. Yet he must have been
mistaken. His scientific and accurate mind allowed of no
errant fancy, and he had always sneered at the marvelous as
the result of hasty or superficial observation. He was a little
worried at this lapse of his healthy accuracy―fearing that it
might be the result of his seclusion and loneliness―akin to
the visions of the recluse and solitary. It was strange, too,
that it should take the shape of a woman; for Edgar Pomfrey
had a story― the usual old and foolish one.
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Then his thoughts took a lighter phase, and he turned
to the memory of his books, and finally to the books
themselves. From a shelf he picked out a volume of old
voyages, and turned to a remembered passage: “In other seas
doe abound marvells soche as Sea Spyders of the bigness of
a pinnace, the wich they have been known to attack and
destroy; Sea Vypers which reach to the top of a goodly
maste, whereby they are able to draw marinners from the
rigging by the suction of their breathes; and Devill Fyshe,
which vomit fire by night which makyth the sea to shine
prodigiously, and mermaydes. They are half fyshe and half
mayde of grate Beauty, and have been seen of divers godly
and creditable witnesses swymming beside rocks, hidden to
their waist in the sea, combing of their hayres, to the help of
whych they carry a small mirrore of the bigness of their
fingers.” Pomfrey laid the book aside with a faint smile. To
even this credulity he might come!
Nevertheless, he used the telescope again that day.
But there was no repetition of the incident, and he was forced
to believe that he had been the victim of some extraordinary
illusion. The next morning, however, with his calmer
judgment doubts began to visit him. There was no one of
whom he could make inquiries but his Indian helper, and
their conversation had usually been restricted to the language
of signs or the use of a few words he had picked up. He
contrived, however, to ask if there was a “waugee” (white)
woman in the neighborhood. The Indian shook his head in
surprise. There was no “waugee” nearer than the remote
mountain-ridge to which he pointed. Pomfrey was obliged to
be content with this. Even had his vocabulary been larger, he
would as soon have thought of revealing the embarrassing
secret of this woman, whom he believed to be of his own
race, to a mere barbarian as he would of asking him to verify
his own impressions by allowing him to look at her that
morning. The next day, however, something happened
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which forced him to resume his inquiries. He was rowing
around the curving spot when he saw a number of black
objects on the northern sands moving in and out of the surf,
which he presently made out as Indians. A nearer approach
satisfied him that they were wading squaws and children
gathering seaweed and shells. He would have pushed his
acquaintance still nearer, but as his boat rounded the point,
with one accord they all scuttled away like frightened
sandpipers. Pomfrey, on his return, asked his Indian retainer
if they could swim. “Oh, yes!” “As far as the rock?” “Yes.”
Yet Pomfrey was not satisfied. The color of his strange
apparition remained unaccounted for, and it was not that of
an Indian woman.
Trifling events linger long in a monotonous
existence, and it was nearly a week before Pomfrey gave up
his daily telescopic inspection of the rock. Then he fell back
upon his books again, and, oddly enough, upon another
volume of voyages, and so chanced upon the account of Sir
Francis Drake’s occupation of the bay before him. He had
always thought it strange that the great adventurer had left
no trace or sign of his sojourn there; still stranger that he
should have overlooked the presence of gold, known even to
the Indians themselves, and have lost a discovery far beyond
his wildest dreams and a treasure to which the cargoes of
those Philippine galleons he had more or less successfully
intercepted were trifles. Had the restless explorer been
content to pace those dreary sands during three weeks of
inactivity, with no thought of penetrating the inland forests
behind the range, or of even entering the nobler bay beyond?
Or was the location of the spot a mere tradition as wild and
unsupported as the “marvells” of the other volume? Pomfrey
had the skepticism of the scientific, inquiring mind.
Two weeks had passed and he was returning from a
long climb inland, when he stopped to rest in his descent to
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the sea. The panorama of the shore was before him, from its
uttermost limit to the lighthouse on the northern point. The
sun was still one hour high, it would take him about that time
to reach home. But from this coign of vantage he could
see―what he had not before observed― that what he had
always believed was a little cove on the northern shore was
really the estuary of a small stream which rose near him and
eventually descended into the ocean at that point. He could
also see that beside it was a long low erection of some kind,
covered with thatched brush, which looked like a “barrow,”
yet showed signs of habitation in the slight smoke that rose
from it and drifted inland. It was not far out of his way, and
he resolved to return in that direction. On his way down he
once or twice heard the barking of an Indian dog, and knew
that he must be in the vicinity of an encampment. A campfire, with the ashes yet warm, proved that he was on the trail
of one of the nomadic tribes, but the declining sun warned
him to hasten home to his duty. When he at last reached the
estuary, he found that the building beside it was little else
than a long hut, whose thatched and mud-plastered moundlike roof gave it the appearance of a cave. Its single opening
and entrance abutted on the water’s edge, and the smoke he
had noticed rolled through this entrance from a smouldering
fire within. Pomfrey had little difficulty in recognizing the
purpose of this strange structure from the accounts he had
heard from “loggers” of the Indian customs. The cave was a
“sweat-house”―a calorific chamber in which the Indians
closely shut themselves, naked, with a “smudge” or
smouldering fire of leaves, until, perspiring and half
suffocated, they rushed from the entrance and threw
themselves into the water before it. The still smouldering fire
told him that the house had been used that morning, and he
made no doubt that the Indians were encamped near by. He
would have liked to pursue his researches further, but he
found he had already trespassed upon his remaining time,
and he turned somewhat abruptly away―so abruptly, in fact,
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that a figure, which had evidently been cautiously following
him at a distance, had not time to get away. His heart leaped
with astonishment. It was the woman he had seen on the
rock.
Although her native dress now only disclosed her
head and hands, there was no doubt about her color, and it
was distinctly white, save for the tanning of exposure and a
slight red ochre marking on her low forehead. And her hair,
long and unkempt as it was, showed that he had not erred in
his first impression of it. It was a tawny flaxen, with fainter
bleachings where the sun had touched it most. Her eyes were
of a clear Northern blue. Her dress, which was quite
distinctive in that it was neither the cast off finery of
civilization nor the cheap “government” flannels and
calicoes usually worn by the Californian tribes, was purely
native, and of fringed deerskin, and consisted of a long, loose
shirt and leggings worked with bright feathers and colored
shells. A necklace, also of shells and fancy pebbles, hung
round her neck. She seemed to be a fully developed woman,
in spite of the girlishness of her flowing hair, and
notwithstanding the shapeless length of her gaberdine- like
garment, taller than the ordinary squaw.
Pomfrey saw all this in a single flash of perception,
for the next instant she was gone, disappearing behind the
sweat-house. He ran after her, catching sight of her again,
half doubled up, in the characteristic Indian trot, dodging
around rocks and low bushes as she fled along the banks of
the stream. But for her distinguishing hair, she looked in her
flight like an ordinary frightened squaw. This, which gave a
sense of unmanliness and ridicule to his own pursuit of her,
with the fact that his hour of duty was drawing near and he
was still far from the lighthouse, checked him in full career,
and he turned regretfully away. He had called after her at
first, and she had not heeded him. What he would have said
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to her he did not know. He hastened home discomfited, even
embarrassed― yet excited to a degree he had not deemed
possible in himself.
During the morning his thoughts were full of her.
Theory after theory for her strange existence there he
examined and dismissed. His first thought, that she was a
white woman―some settler’s wife― masquerading in
Indian garb, he abandoned when he saw her moving; no
white woman could imitate that Indian trot, nor would
remember to attempt it if she were frightened. The idea that
she was a captive white, held by the Indians, became
ridiculous when he thought of the nearness of civilization
and the peaceful, timid character of the “digger” tribes. That
she was some unfortunate demented creature who had
escaped from her keeper and wandered into the wilderness,
a glance at her clear, frank, intelligent, curious eyes had
contradicted. There was but one theory left―the most
sensible and practical one―that she was the offspring of
some white man and Indian squaw. Yet this he found, oddly
enough, the least palatable to his fancy. And the few halfbreeds he had seen were not at all like her.
The next morning he had recourse to his Indian
retainer, “Jim.” With infinite difficulty, protraction, and not
a little embarrassment, he finally made him understand that
he had seen a “white squaw” near the “sweat-house,” and
that he wanted to know more about her. With equal difficulty
Jim finally recognized the fact of the existence of such a
person, but immediately afterwards shook his head in an
emphatic negation. With greater difficulty and greater
mortification Pomfrey presently ascertained that Jim’s
negative referred to a supposed abduction of the woman
which he understood that his employer seriously
contemplated. But he also learned that she was a real Indian,
and that there were three or four others like her, male and
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female, in that vicinity; that from a “skeena mowitch” (little
baby) they were all like that, and that their parents were of
the same color, but never a white or “waugee” man or
woman among them; that they were looked upon as a distinct
and superior caste of Indians, and enjoyed certain privileges
with the tribe; that they superstitiously avoided white men,
of whom they had the greatest fear, and that they were
protected in this by the other Indians; that it was marvelous
and almost beyond belief that Pomfrey had been able to see
one, for no other white man had, or was even aware of their
existence.
How much of this he actually understood, how much
of it was lying and due to Jim’s belief that he wished to
abduct the fair stranger, Pomfrey was unable to determine.
There was enough, however, to excite his curiosity strongly
and occupy his mind to the exclusion of his books―save
one. Among his smaller volumes he had found a travel book
of the “Chinook Jargon,” with a lexicon of many of the
words commonly used by the Northern Pacific tribes. An
hour or two’s trial with the astonished Jim gave him an
increased vocabulary and a new occupation. Each day the
incongruous pair took a lesson from the lexicon. In a week
Pomfrey felt he would be able to accost the mysterious
stranger. But he did not again surprise her in any of his
rambles, or even in a later visit to the sweat-house. He had
learned from Jim that the house was only used by the
“bucks,” or males, and that her appearance there had been
accidental. He recalled that he had had the impression that
she had been stealthily following him, and the recollection
gave him a pleasure he could not account for. But an incident
presently occurred which gave him a new idea of her
relations towards him.
The difficulty of making Jim understand had hitherto
prevented Pomfrey from intrusting him with the care of the
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lantern; but with the aid of the lexicon he had been able to
make him comprehend its working, and under Pomfrey’s
personal guidance the Indian had once or twice lit the lamp
and set its machinery in motion. It remained for him only to
test Jim’s unaided capacity, in case of his own absence or
illness. It happened to be a warm, beautiful sunset, when the
afternoon fog had for once delayed its invasion of the shoreline, that he left the lighthouse to Jim’s undivided care, and
reclining on a sand-dune still warm from the sun, lazily
watched the result of Jim’s first essay. As the twilight
deepened, and the first flash of the lantern strove with the
dying glories of the sun, Pomfrey presently became aware
that he was not the only watcher. A little gray figure creeping
on all fours suddenly glided out of the shadow of another
sand-dune and then halted, falling back on its knees, gazing
fixedly at the growing light. It was the woman he had seen.
She was not a dozen yards away, and in her eagerness and
utter absorption in the light had evidently overlooked him.
He could see her face distinctly, her lips parted half in
wonder, half with the breathless absorption of a devotee. A
faint sense of disappointment came over him. It was not him
she was watching, but the light! As it swelled out over the
darkening gray sand she turned as if to watch its effect
around her, and caught sight of Pomfrey. With a little startled
cry―the first she had uttered―she darted away. He did not
follow. A moment before, when he first saw her, an Indian
salutation which he had learned from Jim had risen to his
lips, but in the odd feeling which her fascination of the light
had caused him he had not spoken. He watched her bent
figure scuttling away like some frightened animal, with a
critical consciousness that she was really scarce human, and
went back to the lighthouse. He would not run after her
again! Yet that evening he continued to think of her, and
recalled her voice, which struck him now as having been at
once melodious and childlike, and wished he had at least
spoken, and perhaps elicited a reply.
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He did not, however, haunt the sweat-house near the
river again. Yet he still continued his lessons with Jim, and
in this way, perhaps, although quite unpremeditatedly,
enlisted a humble ally. A week passed in which he had not
alluded to her, when one morning, as he was returning from
a row, Jim met him mysteriously on the beach.
“S’pose him come slow, slow,” said Jim gravely,
airing his newly acquired English; “make no noise―plenty
catchee Indian maiden.” The last epithet was the polite
lexicon equivalent of squaw.
Pomfrey, not entirely satisfied in his mind,
nevertheless softly followed the noiselessly gliding Jim to
the lighthouse. Here Jim cautiously opened the door,
motioning Pomfrey to enter.
The base of the tower was composed of two living
rooms, a storeroom and oil-tank. As Pomfrey entered, Jim
closed the door softly behind him. The abrupt transition from
the glare of the sands and sun to the semi-darkness of the
storeroom at first prevented him from seeing anything, but
he was instantly distracted by a scurrying flutter and wild
beating of the walls, as of a caged bird. In another moment
he could make out the fair stranger, quivering with
excitement, passionately dashing at the barred window, the
walls, the locked door, and circling around the room in her
desperate attempt to find an egress, like a captured seagull.
Amazed, mystified, indignant with Jim, himself, and even
his unfortunate captive, Pomfrey called to her in Chinook to
stop, and going to the door, flung it wide open. She darted
by him, raising her soft blue eyes for an instant in a swift,
sidelong glance of half appeal, half-frightened admiration,
and rushed out into the open. But here, to his surprise, she
did not run away. On the contrary, she drew herself up with
a dignity that seemed to increase her height, and walked
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majestically towards Jim, who at her unexpected exit had
suddenly thrown himself upon the sand, in utterly abject
terror and supplication. She approached him slowly, with
one small hand uplifted in a menacing gesture. The man
writhed and squirmed before her. Then she turned, caught
sight of Pomfrey standing in the doorway, and walked
quietly away. Amazed, yet gratified with this new assertion
of herself, Pomfrey respectfully, but alas! incautiously,
called after her. In an instant, at the sound of his voice, she
dropped again into her slouching Indian trot and glided away
over the sandhills.
Pomfrey did not add any reproof of his own to the
discomfiture of his Indian retainer. Neither did he attempt to
inquire the secret of this savage girl’s power over him. It was
evident he had spoken truly when he told his master that she
was of a superior caste. Pomfrey recalled her erect and
indignant figure standing over the prostrate Jim, and was
again perplexed and disappointed at her sudden lapse into
the timid savage at the sound of his voice. Would not this
well-meant but miserable trick of Jim’s have the effect of
increasing her unreasoning animal-like distrust of him? A
few days later brought an unexpected answer to his question.
It was the hottest hour of the day. He had been fishing
off the reef of rocks where he had first seen her, and had
taken in his line and was leisurely pulling for the lighthouse.
Suddenly a little musical cry not unlike a bird’s struck his
ear. He lay on his oars and listened. It was repeated; but this
time it was unmistakably recognizable as the voice of the
Indian girl, although he had heard it but once. He turned
eagerly to the rock, but it was empty; he pulled around it, but
saw nothing. He looked towards the shore, and swung his
boat in that direction, when again the cry was repeated with
the faintest quaver of a laugh, apparently on the level of the
sea before him. For the first time he looked down, and there
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on the crest of a wave not a dozen yards ahead, danced the
yellow hair and laughing eyes of the girl. The frightened
gravity of her look was gone, lost in the flash of her white
teeth and quivering dimples as her dripping face rose above
the sea. When their eyes met she dived again, but quickly
reappeared on the other bow, swimming with lazy, easy
strokes, her smiling head thrown back over her white
shoulder, as if luring him to a race. If her smile was a
revelation to him, still more so was this first touch of
feminine coquetry in her attitude. He pulled eagerly towards
her; with a few long overhand strokes she kept her distance,
or, if he approached too near, she dived like a loon, coming
up astern of him with the same childlike, mocking cry. In
vain he pursued her, calling her to stop in her own tongue,
and laughingly protested; she easily avoided his boat at
every turn. Suddenly, when they were nearly abreast of the
river estuary, she rose in the water, and, waving her little
hands with a gesture of farewell, turned, and curving her
back like a dolphin, leaped into the surging swell of the
estuary bar and was lost in its foam. It would have been
madness for him to have attempted to follow in his boat, and
he saw that she knew it. He waited until her yellow crest
appeared in the smoother water of the river, and then rowed
back. In his excitement and preoccupation he had quite
forgotten his long exposure to the sun during his active
exercise, and that he was poorly equipped for the cold seafog which the heat had brought in earlier, and which now
was quietly obliterating sea and shore. This made his
progress slower and more difficult, and by the time he had
reached the lighthouse he was chilled to the bone.
The next morning he woke with a dull headache and
great weariness, and it was with considerable difficulty that
he could attend to his duties. At nightfall, feeling worse, he
determined to transfer the care of the light to Jim, but was
amazed to find that he had disappeared, and what was more
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ominous, a bottle of spirits which Pomfrey had taken from
his locker the night before had disappeared too. Like all
Indians, Jim’s rudimentary knowledge of civilization
included “fire-water;” he evidently had been tempted, had
fallen, and was too ashamed or too drunk to face his master.
Pomfrey, however, managed to get the light in order and
working, and then, he scarcely knew how, betook himself to
bed in a state of high fever. He turned from side to side
racked by pain, with burning lips and pulses. Strange fancies
beset him; he had noticed when he lit his light that a strange
sail was looming off the estuary―a place where no sail had
ever been seen or should be―and was relieved that the
lighting of the tower might show the reckless or ignorant
mariner his real bearings for the “Gate.” At times he had
heard voices above the familiar song of the surf, and tried to
rise from his bed, but could not. Sometimes these voices
were strange, outlandish, dissonant, in his own language, yet
only partly intelligible; but through them always rang a
single voice, musical, familiar, yet of a tongue not his
own―hers! And then, out of his delirium―for such it
proved afterwards to be―came a strange vision. He thought
that he had just lit the light when, from some strange and
unaccountable reason, it suddenly became dim and defied all
his efforts to revive it. To add to his discomfiture, he could
see quite plainly through the lantern a strange-looking vessel
standing in from the sea. She was so clearly out of her course
for the Gate that he knew she had not seen the light, and his
limbs trembled with shame and terror as he tried in vain to
rekindle the dying light. Yet to his surprise the strange ship
kept steadily on, passing the dangerous reef of rocks, until
she was actually in the waters of the bay. But stranger than
all, swimming beneath her bows was the golden head and
laughing face of the Indian girl, even as he had seen it the
day before. A strange revulsion of feeling overtook him.
Believing that she was luring the ship to its destruction, he
ran out on the beach and strove to hail the vessel and warn it
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of its impending doom. But he could not speak―no sound
came from his lips. And now his attention was absorbed by
the ship itself. High-bowed and pooped, and curved like the
crescent moon, it was the strangest craft that he had ever
seen. Even as he gazed it glided on nearer and nearer, and at
last beached itself noiselessly on the sands before his own
feet. A score of figures as bizarre and outlandish as the ship
itself now thronged its high forecastle―really a castle in
shape and warlike purpose―and leaped from its ports. The
common seamen were nearly naked to the waist; the officers
looked more like soldiers than sailors. What struck him more
strangely was that they were one and all seemingly
unconscious of the existence of the lighthouse, sauntering up
and down carelessly, as if on some uninhabited strand, and
even talking―so far as he could understand their old
bookish dialect―as if in some hitherto undiscovered land.
Their ignorance of the geography of the whole coast, and
even of the sea from which they came, actually aroused his
critical indignation; their coarse and stupid allusions to the
fair Indian swimmer as the “mermaid” that they had seen
upon their bow made him more furious still. Yet he was
helpless to express his contemptuous anger, or even make
them conscious of his presence. Then an interval of
incoherency and utter blankness followed. When he again
took up the thread of his fancy the ship seemed to be lying
on her beam ends on the sand; the strange arrangement of
her upper deck and top-hamper, more like a dwelling than
any ship he had ever seen, was fully exposed to view, while
the seamen seemed to be at work with the rudest
contrivances, calking and scraping her barnacled sides. He
saw that phantom crew, when not working, at wassail and
festivity; heard the shouts of drunken roisterers; saw the
placing of a guard around some of the most uncontrollable,
and later detected the stealthy escape of half a dozen sailors
inland, amidst the fruitless volley fired upon them from
obsolete blunderbusses. Then his strange vision transported
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him inland, where he saw these seamen following some
Indian women. Suddenly one of them turned and ran
frenziedly towards him as if seeking succor, closely pursued
by one of the sailors. Pomfrey strove to reach her, struggled
violently with the fearful apathy that seemed to hold his
limbs, and then, as she uttered at last a little musical cry,
burst his bonds and―awoke!
As consciousness slowly struggled back to him, he
could see the bare wooden-like walls of his sleeping-room,
the locker, the one window bright with sunlight, the open
door of the tank-room, and the little staircase to the tower.
There was a strange smoky and herb-like smell in the room.
He made an effort to rise, but as he did so a small sunburnt
hand was laid gently yet restrainingly upon his shoulder, and
he heard the same musical cry as before, but this time
modulated to a girlish laugh. He raised his head faintly. Half
squatting, half kneeling by his bed was the yellow-haired
stranger.
With the recollection of his vision still perplexing
him, he said in a weak voice, “Who are you?”
Her blue eyes met his own with quick intelligence
and no trace of her former timidity. A soft, caressing light
had taken its place. Pointing with her finger to her breast in
a childlike gesture, she said, “Me―Olooya.”
“Olooya!” He remembered suddenly that Jim had
always used that word in speaking of her, but until then he
had always thought it was some Indian term for her distinct
class.
“Olooya,” he repeated. Then, with difficulty
attempting to use her own tongue, he asked, “When did you
come here?”
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“Last night,” she answered in the same tongue.
“There was no witch-fire there,” she continued, pointing to
the tower; “when it came not, Olooya came! Olooya found
white chief sick and alone. White chief could not get up!
Olooya lit witch-fire for him.”
“You?” he repeated in astonishment. “I lit it myself.”
She looked at him pityingly, as if still recognizing his
delirium, and shook her head. “White chief was sick―how
can know? Olooya made witch-fire.”
He cast a hurried glance at his watch hanging on the
wall beside him. It had run down, although he had wound it
the last thing before going to bed. He had evidently been
lying there helpless beyond the twenty-four hours!
He groaned and turned to rise, but she gently forced
him down again, and gave him some herbal infusion, in
which he recognized the taste of the Yerba Buena vine which
grew by the river. Then she made him comprehend in her
own tongue that Jim had been decoyed, while drunk, aboard
a certain schooner lying off the shore at a spot where she had
seen some men digging in the sands. She had not gone there,
for she was afraid of the bad men, and a slight return of her
former terror came into her changeful eyes. She knew how
to light the witch-light; she reminded him she had been in
the tower before.
“You have saved my light, and perhaps my life,” he
said weakly, taking her hand.
Possibly she did not understand him, for her only
answer was a vague smile. But the next instant she started
up, listening intently, and then with a frightened cry drew
away her hand and suddenly dashed out of the building. In
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the midst of his amazement the door was darkened by a
figure―a stranger dressed like an ordinary miner. Pausing a
moment to look after the flying Olooya, the man turned and
glanced around the room, and then with a coarse, familiar
smile approached Pomfrey.
“Hope I ain’t disturbin’ ye, but I allowed I’d just be
neighborly and drop in―seein’ as this is gov’nment
property, and me and my pardners, as American citizens and
tax-payers, helps to support it. We’re coastin’ from Trinidad
down here and prospectin’ along the beach for gold in the
sand. Ye seem to hev a mighty soft berth of it here―nothing
to do―and lots of purty half-breeds hangin’ round!”
The man’s effrontery was too much for Pomfrey’s
self-control, weakened by illness. “It is government
property,” he answered hotly, “and you have no more right
to intrude upon it than you have to decoy away my servant,
a government employee, during my illness, and jeopardize
that property.”
The unexpectedness of this attack, and the sudden
revelation of the fact of Pomfrey’s illness in his flushed face
and hollow voice apparently frightened and confused the
stranger. He stammered a surly excuse, backed out of the
doorway, and disappeared. An hour later Jim appeared,
crestfallen, remorseful, and extravagantly penitent. Pomfrey
was too weak for reproaches or inquiry, and he was thinking
only of Olooya.
She did not return. His recovery in that keen air,
aided, as he sometimes thought, by the herbs she had given
him, was almost as rapid as his illness. The miners did not
again intrude upon the lighthouse nor trouble his seclusion.
When he was able to sun himself on the sands, he could see
them in the distance at work on the beach. He reflected that
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she would not come back while they were there, and was
reconciled. But one morning Jim appeared, awkward and
embarrassed, leading another Indian, whom he introduced as
Olooya’s brother. Pomfrey’s suspicions were aroused.
Except that the stranger had something of the girl’s
superiority of manner, there was no likeness whatever to his
fair-haired acquaintance. But a fury of indignation was
added to his suspicions when he learned the amazing purport
of their visit. It was nothing less than an offer from the
alleged brother to sell his sister to Pomfrey for forty dollars
and a jug of whiskey! Unfortunately, Pomfrey’s temper once
more got the better of his judgment. With a scathing
exposition of the laws under which the Indian and white man
equally lived, and the legal punishment of kidnaping, he
swept what he believed was the impostor from his presence.
He was scarcely alone again before he remembered that his
imprudence might affect the girl’s future access to him, but
it was too late now.
Still he clung to the belief that he should see her
when the prospectors had departed, and he hailed with
delight the breaking up of the camp near the “sweat-house”
and the disappearance of the schooner. It seemed that their
gold-seeking was unsuccessful; but Pomfrey was struck, on
visiting the locality, to find that in their excavations in the
sand at the estuary they had uncovered the decaying timbers
of a ship’s small boat of some ancient and obsolete
construction. This made him think of his strange dream, with
a vague sense of warning which he could not shake off, and
on his return to the lighthouse he took from his shelves a
copy of the old voyages to see how far his fancy had been
affected by his reading. In the account of Drake’s visit to the
coast he found a footnote which he had overlooked before,
and which ran as follows: “The Admiral seems to have lost
several of his crew by desertion, who were supposed to have
perished miserably by starvation in the inhospitable interior
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or by the hands of savages. But later voyagers have
suggested that the deserters married Indian wives, and there
is a legend that a hundred years later a singular race of halfbreeds, bearing unmistakable Anglo-Saxon characteristics,
was found in that locality.” Pomfrey fell into a reverie of
strange hypotheses and fancies. He resolved that, when he
again saw Olooya, he would question her; her terror of these
men might be simply racial or some hereditary transmission.
But his intention was never fulfilled. For when days
and weeks had elapsed, and he had vainly haunted the river
estuary and the rocky reef before the lighthouse without a
sign of her, he overcame his pride sufficiently to question
Jim. The man looked at him with dull astonishment.
“Olooya gone,” he said.
“Gone!―where?”
The Indian made a gesture to seaward which seemed
to encompass the whole Pacific.
“How? With whom?” repeated his angry yet halffrightened master.
“With white man in ship. You say you no want
Olooya―forty dollars too much. White man give fifty
dollars―takee Olooya all same.”
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A Romance of the Line
As the train moved slowly out of the station, the
Writer of Stories looked up wearily from the illustrated
pages of the magazines and weeklies on his lap to the
illustrated advertisements on the walls of the station sliding
past his carriage windows. It was getting to be monotonous.
For a while he had been hopefully interested in the bustle of
the departing trains, and looked up from his comfortable and
early invested position to the later comers with that sense of
superiority common to travelers; had watched the
conventional leave-takings―always feebly prolonged to the
uneasiness of both parties―and contrasted it with the
impassive business promptitude of the railway officials; but
it was the old experience repeated. Falling back on the
illustrated advertisements again, he wondered if their
perpetual recurrence at every station would not at last bring
to the tired traveler the loathing of satiety; whether the
passenger in railway carriages, continually offered
Somebody’s oats, inks, washing blue, candles, and soap,
apparently as a necessary equipment for a few hours’
journey, would not there and thereafter forever ignore the
use of these articles, or recoil from that particular quality.
Or, as an unbiased observer, he wondered if, on the other
hand, impressible passengers, after passing three or four
stations, had ever leaped from the train and refused to
proceed further until they were supplied with one or more of
those articles. Had he ever known any one who confided to
him in a moment of expansiveness that he had dated his use
of Somebody’s soap to an advertisement persistently borne
upon him through the medium of a railway carriage
window? No! Would he not have connected that man with
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that other certifying individual who always appends a name
and address singularly obscure and unconvincing, yet who,
at some supreme moment, recommends Somebody’s pills to
a dying friend―afflicted with a similar address―which
restore him to life and undying obscurity. Yet these pictorial
and literary appeals must have a potency independent of the
wares they advertise, or they wouldn’t be there.
Perhaps he was the more sensitive to this monotony
as he was just then seeking change and novelty in order to
write a new story. He was not looking for material―his
subjects were usually the same― he was merely hoping for
that relaxation and diversion which should freshen and fit
him for later concentration. Still, he had often heard of the
odd circumstances to which his craft were sometimes
indebted for suggestion. The invasion of an eccentriclooking individual―probably an innocent tradesman into a
railway carriage had given the hint for “A Night with a
Lunatic;” a nervously excited and belated passenger had
once unconsciously sat for an escaped forger; the picking up
of a forgotten novel in the rack, with passages marked in
pencil, had afforded the plot of a love story; or the germ of a
romance had been found in an obscure news paragraph
which, under less listless moments, would have passed
unread. On the other hand, he recalled these inconvenient
and inconsistent moments from which the so-called
“inspiration” sprang, the utter incongruity of time and place
in some brilliant conception, and wondered if sheer vacuity
of mind were really so favorable.
Going back to his magazine again, he began to get
mildly interested in a story. Turning the page, however, he
was confronted by a pictorial advertising leaflet inserted
between the pages, yet so artistic in character that it might
have been easily mistaken for an illustration of the story he
was reading, and perhaps was not more remote or obscure in
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reference than many he had known. But the next moment he
recognized with despair that it was only a smaller copy of
one he had seen on the hoarding at the last station. He threw
the leaflet aside, but the flavor of the story was gone. The
peerless detergent of the advertisement had erased it from
the tablets of his memory. He leaned back in his seat again,
and lazily watched the flying suburbs. Here were the usual
promising open spaces and patches of green, quickly
succeeded again by solid blocks of houses whose rear
windows gave directly upon the line, yet seldom showed an
inquisitive face―even of a wondering child. It was a strange
revelation of the depressing effects of familiarity. Expresses
might thunder by, goods trains drag their slow length along,
shunting trains pipe all day beneath their windows, but the
tenants heeded them not. Here, too, was the junction, with
its labyrinthine interlacing of tracks that dazed the tired
brain; the overburdened telegraph posts, that looked as if
they really could not stand another wire; the long lines of
empty, homeless, and deserted trains in sidings that had seen
better days; the idle trains, with staring vacant windows,
which were eventually seized by a pert engine hissing,
“Come along, will you?” and departed with a discontented
grunt from every individual carriage coupling; the racing
trains, that suddenly appeared parallel with one’s carriage
windows, begot false hopes of a challenge of speed, and
then, without warning, drew contemptuously and,
superciliously away; the swift eclipse of everything in a
tunneled bridge; the long, slithering passage of an “up”
express, and then the flash of a station, incoherent and
unintelligible with pictorial advertisements again.
He closed his eyes to concentrate his thought, and by
degrees a pleasant languor stole over him. The train had by
this time attained that rate of speed which gave it a slight
swing and roll on curves and switches not unlike the rocking
of a cradle. Once or twice he opened his eyes sleepily upon
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the waltzing trees in the double planes of distance, and again
closed them. Then, in one of these slight oscillations, he felt
himself ridiculously slipping into slumber, and awoke with
some indignation. Another station was passed, in which
process the pictorial advertisements on the hoardings and the
pictures in his lap seemed to have become jumbled up,
confused, and to dance before him, and then suddenly and
strangely, without warning, the train stopped short―at
another station. And then he arose, and―what five minutes
before he never conceived of doing―gathered his papers
and slipped from the carriage to the platform. When I say
“he” I mean, of course, the Writer of Stories; yet the man
who slipped out was half his age and a different-looking
person.
*

*

*

*

*

*

*

*

The change from the motion of the train―for it
seemed that he had been traveling several hours―to the
firmer platform for a moment bewildered him. The station
looked strange, and he fancied it lacked a certain kind of
distinctness. But that quality was also noticeable in the
porters and loungers on the platform. He thought it singular,
until it seemed to him that they were not characteristic, nor
in any way important or necessary to the business he had in
hand. Then, with an effort, he tried to remember himself and
his purpose, and made his way through the station to the
open road beyond. A van, bearing the inscription,
“Removals to Town and Country,” stood before him and
blocked his way, but a dogcart was in waiting, and a grizzled
groom, who held the reins, touched his hat respectfully.
Although still dazed by his journey and uncertain of himself,
he seemed to recognize in the man that distinctive character
which was wanting in the others. The correctness of his
surmise was revealed a few moments later, when, after he
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had taken his seat beside him, and they were rattling out of
the village street, the man turned towards him and said:
“Tha’ll know Sir Jarge?”
“I do not,” said the young man.
“Ay! but theer’s many as cooms here as doan’t, for
all they cooms. Tha’ll say it ill becooms mea as war man and
boy in Sir Jarge’s sarvice for fifty year, to say owt agen him,
but I’m here to do it, or they couldn’t foolfil their business.
Tha wast to ax me questions about Sir Jarge and the Grange,
and I wor to answer soa as to make tha think thar was suthing
wrong wi’ un. Howbut I may save tha time and tell thea
downroight that Sir Jarge forged his uncle’s will, and so
gotten the Grange. That ‘ee keeps his niece in mortal fear o’
he. That tha’ll be put in haunted chamber wi’ a boggle.”
“I think,” said the young man hesitatingly, “that there
must be some mistake. I do not know any Sir George, and I
am not going to the Grange.”
“Eay! Then thee aren’t the ‘ero sent down from
London by the story writer?”
“Not by that one,” said the young man diffidently.
The old man’s face changed. It was no mere figure
of speech: it actually was another face that looked down
upon the traveler.
“Then mayhap your honor will be bespoken at the
Angel’s Inn,” he said, with an entirely distinct and older
dialect, “and a finer hostel for a young gentleman of your
condition ye’ll not find on this side of Oxford. A fair
chamber, looking to the sun; sheets smelling of lavender
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from Dame Margery’s own store, and, for the matter of that,
spread by the fair hands of Maudlin, her daughter― the best
favored lass that ever danced under a Maypole. Ha! have at
ye there, young sir! Not to speak of the October ale of old
Gregory, her father―ay, nor the rare Hollands, that never
paid excise duties to the king.”
“I’m afraid,” said the young traveler timidly, “there’s
over a century between us. There’s really some mistake.”
“What?” said the groom, “ye are not the young spark
who is to marry Mistress Amy at the Hall, yet makes a pother
and mess of it all by a duel with Sir Roger de Cadgerly, the
wicked baronet, for his over-free discourse with our fair
Maudlin this very eve? Ye are not the traveler whose postchaise is now at the Falcon? Ye are not he that was bespoken
by the story writer in London?”
“I don’t think I am,” said the young man
apologetically. “Indeed, as I am feeling far from well, I think
I’ll get out and walk.”
He got down―the vehicle and driver vanished in the
distance. It did not surprise him. “I must collect my
thoughts,” he said. He did so. Possibly the collection was not
large, for presently he said, with a sigh of relief:
“I see it all now! My name is Paul Bunker. I am of
the young branch of an old Quaker family, rich and respected
in the country, and I am on a visit to my ancestral home. But
I have lived since a child in America, and am alien to the
traditions and customs of the old country, and even of the
seat to which my fathers belong. I have brought with me
from the far West many peculiarities of speech and thought
that may startle my kinsfolk. But I certainly shall not address
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my uncle as ‘Hoss!’ nor shall I say ‘guess’ oftener than is
necessary.”
Much brightened and refreshed by his settled
identity, he had time, as he walked briskly along, to notice
the scenery, which was certainly varied and conflicting in
character, and quite inconsistent with his preconceived
notions of an English landscape. On his right, a lake of the
brightest cobalt blue stretched before a many-towered and
terraced town, which was relieved by a background of
luxuriant foliage and emerald-green mountains; on his left
arose a rugged mountain, which he was surprised to see was
snow-capped, albeit a tunnel was observable midway of its
height, and a train just issuing from it. Almost regretting that
he had not continued on his journey, as he was fully sensible
that it was in some way connected with the railway he had
quitted, presently his attention was directed to the gateway
of a handsome park, whose mansion was faintly seen in the
distance. Hurrying towards him, down the avenue of limes,
was a strange figure. It was that of a man of middle age; clad
in Quaker garb, yet with an extravagance of cut and detail
which seemed antiquated even for England. He had
evidently seen the young man approaching, and his face was
beaming with welcome. If Paul had doubted that it was his
uncle, the first words he spoke would have reassured him.
“Welcome to Hawthorn Hall,” said the figure,
grasping his hand heartily, “but thee will excuse me if I do
not tarry with thee long at present, for I am hastening, even
now, with some nourishing and sustaining food for Giles
Hayward, a farm laborer.” He pointed to a package he was
carrying. “But thee will find thy cousins Jane and Dorcas
Bunker taking tea in the summer-house. Go to them!
Nay―positively―I may not linger, but will return to thee
quickly.” And, to Paul’s astonishment, he trotted away on
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his sturdy, respectable legs, still beaming and carrying his
package in his hand.
“Well, I’ll be dog-goned! but the old man ain’t going
to be left, you bet!” he ejaculated, suddenly remembering his
dialect. “He’ll get there, whether school keeps or not!” Then,
reflecting that no one heard him, he added simply, “He
certainly was not over civil towards the nephew he has never
seen before. And those girls―whom I don’t know! How
very awkward!”
Nevertheless, he continued his way up the avenue
towards the mansion. The park was beautifully kept.
Remembering the native wildness and virgin seclusion of the
Western forest, he could not help contrasting it with the
conservative gardening of this pretty woodland, every rood
of which had been patrolled by keepers and rangers, and
preserved and fostered hundreds of years before he was born,
until warmed for human occupancy. At times the avenue was
crossed by grass drives, where the original woodland had
been displaced, not by the exigency of a “clearing” for
tillage, as in his own West, but for the leisurely pleasure of
the owner. Then, a few hundred yards from the house
itself―a quaint Jacobean mansion―he came to an open
space where the sylvan landscape had yielded to floral
cultivation, and so fell upon a charming summer- house, or
arbor, embowered with roses. It must have been the one of
which his uncle had spoken, for there, to his wondering
admiration, sat two little maids before a rustic table, drinking
tea demurely, yes, with all the evident delight of a childish
escapade from their elders. While in the picturesque
quaintness of their attire there was still a formal suggestion
of the sect to which their father belonged, their summer
frocks―differing in color, yet each of the same subdued
tint―were alike in cut and fashion, and short enough to
show their dainty feet in prim slippers and silken hose that
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matched their frocks. As the afternoon sun glanced through
the leaves upon their pink cheeks, tied up in quaint hats by
ribbons under their chins, they made a charming picture. At
least Paul thought so as he advanced towards them, hat in
hand. They looked up at his approach, but again cast down
their eyes with demure shyness; yet he fancied that they first
exchanged glances with each other, full of mischievous
intelligence.
“I am your cousin Paul,” he said smilingly, “though
I am afraid I am introducing myself almost as briefly as your
father just now excused himself to me. He told me I would
find you here, but he himself was hastening on a Samaritan
mission.”
“With a box in his hand?” said the girls
simultaneously, exchanging glances with each other again.
“With a box containing some restorative, I think,”
responded Paul, a little wonderingly.
“Restorative! So that’s what he calls it now, is it?”
said one of the girls saucily. “Well, no one knows what’s in
the box, though he always carries it with him. Thee never
sees him without it”―
“And a roll of paper,” suggested the other girl.
“Yes, a roll of paper―but one never knows what it
is!” said the first speaker. “It’s very strange. But no matter
now, Paul. Welcome to Hawthorn Hall. I am Jane Bunker,
and this is Dorcas.” She stopped, and then, looking down
demurely, added, “Thee may kiss us both, cousin Paul.”
The young man did not wait for a second invitation,
but gently touched his lips to their soft young cheeks.
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“Thee does not speak like an American, Paul. Is thee
really and truly one?” continued Jane.
Paul remembered that he had forgotten his dialect,
but it was too late now.
“I am really and truly one, and your own cousin, and
I hope you will find me a very dear”―
“Oh!” said Dorcas, starting up primly. “You must
really allow me to withdraw.” To the young man’s
astonishment, she seized her parasol, and, with a youthful
affectation of dignity, glided from the summer-house and
was lost among the trees.
“Thy declaration to me was rather sudden,” said Jane
quietly, in answer to his look of surprise, “and Dorcas is
peculiarly sensitive and less like the ‘world’s people’ than I
am. And it was just a little cruel, considering that she has
loved thee secretly all these years, followed thy fortunes in
America with breathless eagerness, thrilled at thy narrow
escapes, and wept at thy privations.”
“But she has never seen me before!” said the
astounded Paul.
“And thee had never seen me before, and yet thee has
dared to propose to me five minutes after thee arrived, and
in her presence.”
“But, my dear girl!” expostulated Paul.
“Stand off!” she said, rapidly opening her parasol
and interposing it between them. “Another step nearer―ay,
even another word of endearment―and I shall be
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compelled―nay, forced,” she added in a lower voice, “to
remove this parasol, lest it should be crushed and ruined!”
“I see,” he said gloomily, “you have been reading
novels; but so have I, and the same ones! Nevertheless, I
intended only to tell you that I hoped you would always find
me a kind friend.”
She shut her parasol up with a snap. “And I only
intended to tell thee that my heart was given to another.”
“You intended―and now?”
“Is it the ‘kind friend’ who asks?”
“If it were not?”
“Really?”
“Yes.”
“Ah!”
“Oh!”
“But thee loves another?” she said, toying with her
cup.
He attempted to toy with his, but broke it. A man
lacks delicacy in this kind of persiflage. “You mean I am
loved by another,” he said bluntly.
“You dare to say that!” she said, flashing, in spite of
her prim demeanor.
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“No, but you did just now! You said your sister loved
me!”
“Did I?” she said dreamily. “Dear! dear! That’s the
trouble of trying to talk like Mr. Blank’s delightful
dialogues. One gets so mixed!”
“Yet you will be a sister to me?” he said. “‘Tis an old
American joke, but ‘twill serve.”
There was a long silence.
“Had thee not better go to sister Dorcas? She is
playing with the cows,” said Jane plaintively.
“You forget,” he returned gravely, “that, on page 27
of the novel we have both read, at this point he is supposed
to kiss her.”
She had forgotten, but they both remembered in time.
At this moment a scream came faintly from the distance.
They both started, and rose.
“It is sister Dorcas,” said Jane, sitting down again
and pouring out another cup of tea. “I have always told her
that one of those Swiss cows would hook her.”
Paul stared at her with a strange revulsion of feeling.
“I could save Dorcas,” he muttered to himself, “in less time
than it takes to describe.” He paused, however, as he
reflected that this would depend entirely upon the methods
of the writer of this description. “I could rescue her! I have
only to take the first clothes-line that I find, and with that
knowledge and skill with the lasso which I learned in the
wilds of America, I could stop the charge of the most furious
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ruminant. I will!” and without another word he turned and
rushed off in the direction of the sound.
*

*

*

*

*

*

*

*

He had not gone a hundred yards before he paused, a
little bewildered. To the left could still be seen the cobalt
lake with the terraced background; to the right the rugged
mountains. He chose the latter. Luckily for him a cottager’s
garden lay in his path, and from a line supported by a single
pole depended the homely linen of the cottager. To tear these
garments from the line was the work of a moment (although
it represented the whole week’s washing), and hastily coiling
the rope dexterously in his hand, he sped onward. Already
panting with exertion and excitement, a few roods farther he
was confronted with a spectacle that left him breathless.
A woman―young, robust, yet gracefully
formed―was running ahead of him, driving before her with
an open parasol an animal which he instantly recognized as
one of that simple yet treacherous species most feared by the
sex―known as the “Moo Cow.”
For a moment he was appalled by the spectacle. But
it was only for a moment! Recalling his manhood and her
weakness, he stopped, and bracing his foot against a stone,
with a graceful flourish of his lasso around his head, threw it
in the air. It uncoiled slowly, sped forward with unerring
precision, and missed! With the single cry of “Saved!” the
fair stranger sank fainting in his arms! He held her closely
until the color came back to her pale face. Then he quietly
disentangled the lasso from his legs.
“Where am I?” she said faintly.
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“In the same place,” he replied, slowly but firmly.
“But,” he added, “you have changed!”
She had, indeed, even to her dress. It was now of a
vivid brick red, and so much longer in the skirt that it seemed
to make her taller. Only her hat remained the same.
“Yes,” she said, in a low, reflective voice and a
disregard of her previous dialect, as she gazed up in his eyes
with an eloquent lucidity, “I have changed, Paul! I feel
myself changing at those words you uttered to Jane. There
are moments in a woman’s life that man knows nothing of;
moments bitter and cruel, sweet and merciful, that change
her whole being; moments in which the simple girl becomes
a worldly woman; moments in which the slow procession of
her years is never noted―except by another woman!
Moments that change her outlook on the world and her
relations to it―and her husband’s relations! Moments when
the maid becomes a wife, the wife a widow, the widow a remarried woman, by a simple, swift illumination of the fancy.
Moments when, wrought upon by a single word―a
look―an emphasis and rising inflection, all logical sequence
is cast away, processes are lost―inductions lead nowhere.
Moments when the inharmonious becomes harmonious, the
indiscreet discreet, the inefficient efficient, and the
inevitable evitable. I mean,” she corrected herself
hurriedly―“You know what I mean! If you have not felt it
you have read it!”
“I have,” he said thoughtfully. “We have both read it
in the same novel. She is a fine writer.”
“Ye-e-s.” She hesitated with that slight resentment of
praise of another woman so delightful in her sex. “But you
have forgotten the Moo Cow!” and she pointed to where the
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distracted animal was careering across the lawn towards the
garden.
“You are right,” he said, “the incident is not yet
closed. Let us pursue it.”
They both pursued it. Discarding the useless lasso,
he had recourse to a few well-aimed epithets. The infuriated
animal swerved and made directly towards a small fountain
in the centre of the garden. In attempting to clear it, it fell
directly into the deep cup-like basin and remained helplessly
fixed, with its fore- legs projecting uneasily beyond the rim.
“Let us leave it there,” she said, “and forget it―and
all that has gone before. Believe me,” she added, with a faint
sigh, “it is best. Our paths diverge from this moment. I go to
the summer- house, and you go to the Hall, where my father
is expecting you.” He would have detained her a moment
longer, but she glided away and was gone.
Left to himself again, that slight sense of
bewilderment which had clouded his mind for the last hour
began to clear away; his singular encounter with the girls
strangely enough affected him less strongly than his brief
and unsatisfactory interview with his uncle. For, after all, he
was his host, and upon him depended his stay at Hawthorn
Hall. The mysterious and slighting allusions of his cousins
to the old man’s eccentricities also piqued his curiosity. Why
had they sneered at his description of the contents of the
package he carried―and what did it really contain? He did
not reflect that it was none of his business―people in his
situation seldom do―and he eagerly hurried towards the
Hall. But he found in his preoccupation he had taken the
wrong turning in the path, and that he was now close to the
wall which bounded and overlooked the highway. Here a
singular spectacle presented itself. A cyclist covered with
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dust was seated in the middle of the road, trying to restore
circulation to his bruised and injured leg by chafing it with
his hands, while beside him lay his damaged bicycle. He had
evidently met with an accident. In an instant Paul had
climbed the wall and was at his side.
“Can I offer you any assistance?” he asked eagerly.
“Thanks―no! I’ve come a beastly cropper over
something or other on this road, and I’m only bruised,
though the machine has suffered worse,” replied the
stranger, in a fresh, cheery voice. He was a good-looking
fellow of about Paul’s own age, and the young American’s
heart went out towards him.
“How did it happen?” asked Paul.
“That’s what puzzles me,” said the stranger. “I was
getting out of the way of a queer old chap in the road, and I
ran over something that seemed only an old scroll of paper;
but the shock was so great that I was thrown, and I fancy I
was for a few moments unconscious. Yet I cannot see any
other obstruction in the road, and there’s only that bit of
paper.” He pointed to the paper―a half-crushed roll of
ordinary foolscap, showing the mark of the bicycle upon it.
A strange idea came into Paul’s mind. He picked up
the paper and examined it closely. Besides the mark already
indicated, it showed two sharp creases about nine inches
long, and another exactly at the point of the impact of the
bicycle. Taking a folded two-foot rule from his pocket, he
carefully measured these parallel creases and made an
exhaustive geometrical calculation with his pencil on the
paper. The stranger watched him with awed and admiring
interest. Rising, he again carefully examined the road, and
was finally rewarded by the discovery of a sharp indentation
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in the dust, which, on measurement and comparison with the
creases in the paper and the calculations he had just made,
proved to be identical.
“There was a solid body in that paper,” said Paul
quietly; “a parallelogram exactly nine inches long and three
wide.”
“I say! you’re wonderfully clever, don’t you know,”
said the stranger, with unaffected wonder. “I see it all―a
brick.”
Paul smiled gently and shook his head. “That is the
hasty inference of an inexperienced observer. You will
observe at the point of impact of your wheel the parallel
crease is curved, as from the yielding of the resisting
substances, and not broken, as it would be by the crumbling
of a brick.”
“I say, you’re awfully detective, don’t you know! just
like that fellow―what’s his name?” said the stranger
admiringly.
The words recalled Paul to himself. Why was he
acting like a detective? and what was he seeking to discover?
Nevertheless, he felt impelled to continue. “And that queer
old chap whom you met― why didn’t he help you?”
“Because I passed him before I ran into the―the
parallelogram, and I suppose he didn’t know what happened
behind him?”
“Did he have anything in his hand?”
“Can’t say.”
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“And you say you were unconscious afterwards?”
“Yes!”
“Long enough for the culprit to remove the principal
evidence of his crime?”
“Come! I say, really you are―you know you are!”
“Have you any secret enemy?”
“No.”
“And you don’t know Mr. Bunker, the man who
owns this vast estate?”
“Not at all. I’m from Upper Tooting.”
“Good afternoon,” said Paul abruptly, and turned
away.
It struck him afterwards that his action might have
seemed uncivil, and even inhuman, to the bruised cyclist,
who could hardly walk. But it was getting late, and he was
still far from the Hall, which, oddly enough, seemed to be no
longer visible from the road. He wandered on for some time,
half convinced that he had passed the lodge gates, yet hoping
to find some other entrance to the domain. Dusk was falling;
the rounded outlines of the park trees beyond the wall were
solid masses of shadow. The full moon, presently rising,
restored them again to symmetry, and at last he, to his relief,
came upon the massive gateway. Two lions ramped in stone
on the side pillars. He thought it strange that he had not
noticed the gateway on his previous entrance, but he
remembered that he was fully preoccupied with the
advancing figure of his uncle. In a few minutes the Hall itself
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appeared, and here again he was surprised that he had
overlooked before its noble proportions and picturesque
outline. Its broad terraces, dazzlingly white in the moonlight;
its long line of mullioned windows, suffused with a warm
red glow from within, made it look like part of a wintry
landscape―and suggested a Christmas card. The venerable
ivy that hid the ravages time had made in its walls looked
like black carving. His heart swelled with strange emotions
as he gazed at his ancestral hall. How many of his blood had
lived and died there; how many had gone forth from that
great porch to distant lands! He tried to think of his father―a
little child―peeping between the balustrades of that terrace.
He tried to think of it, and perhaps would have succeeded
had it not occurred to him that it was a known fact that his
uncle had bought the estate and house of an impoverished
nobleman only the year before. Yet―he could not tell
why―he seemed to feel higher and nobler for that trial.
The terrace was deserted, and so quiet that as he
ascended to it his footsteps seemed to echo from the walls.
When he reached the portals, the great oaken door swung
noiselessly on its hinges― opened by some unseen but
waiting servitor―and admitted him to a lofty hall, dark with
hangings and family portraits, but warmed by a red carpet
the whole length of its stone floor. For a moment he waited
for the servant to show him to the drawing-room or his
uncle’s study. But no one appeared. Believing this to be a
part of the characteristic simplicity of the Quaker household,
he boldly entered the first door, and found himself in a
brilliantly lit and perfectly empty drawing-room. The same
experience met him with the other rooms on that floor―the
dining-room displaying an already set, exquisitely furnished
and decorated table, with chairs for twenty guests! He
mechanically ascended the wide oaken staircase that led to
the corridor of bedrooms above a central salon. Here he
found only the same solitude. Bedroom doors yielded to his
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touch, only to show the same brilliantly lit vacancy. He
presently came upon one room which seemed to give
unmistakable signs of his own occupancy. Surely there stood
his own dressing-case on the table! and his own evening
clothes carefully laid out on another, as if fresh from a valet’s
hands. He stepped hastily into the corridor―there was no
one there; he rang the bell―there was no response! But he
noticed that there was a jug of hot water in his basin, and he
began dressing mechanically.
There was little doubt that he was in a haunted house,
but this did not particularly disturb him. Indeed, he found
himself wondering if it could be logically called a haunted
house―unless he himself was haunting it, for there seemed
to be no other there. Perhaps the apparitions would come
later, when he was dressed. Clearly it was not his uncle’s
house―and yet, as he had never been inside his uncle’s
house, he reflected that he ought not to be positive.
He finished dressing and sat down in an armchair
with a kind of thoughtful expectancy. But presently his
curiosity became impatient of the silence and mystery, and
he ventured once more to explore the house. Opening his
bedroom door, he found himself again upon the deserted
corridor, but this time he could distinctly hear a buzz of
voices from the drawing-room below. Assured that he was
near a solution of the mystery, he rapidly descended the
broad staircase and made his way to the open door of the
drawing-room. But although the sound of voices increased
as he advanced, when he entered the room, to his utter
astonishment, it was as empty as before.
Yet, in spite of his bewilderment and confusion, he
was able to follow one of the voices, which, in its peculiar
distinctness and half-perfunctory tone, he concluded must
belong to the host of the invisible assembly.
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“Ah,” said the voice, greeting some unseen visitor,
“so glad you have come. Afraid your engagements just now
would keep you away.” Then the voice dropped to a lower
and more confidential tone. “You must take down Lady
Dartman, but you will have Miss Morecamp―a clever
girl―on the other side of you. Ah, Sir George! So good of
you to come. All well at the Priory? So glad to hear it.”
(Lower and more confidentially.) “You know Mrs.
Monkston. You’ll sit by her. A little cut up by her husband
losing his seat. Try to amuse her.”
Emboldened by desperation, Paul turned in the
direction of the voice. “I am Paul Bunker,” he said
hesitatingly. “I’m afraid you’ll think me intrusive, but I was
looking for my uncle, and”―
“Intrusive, my dear boy! The son of my near
neighbor in the country intrusive? Really, now, I like that!
Grace!” (the voice turned in another direction) “here is the
American nephew of our neighbor Bunker at Widdlestone,
who thinks he is ‘a stranger.’”
“We all knew of your expected arrival at
Widdlestone―it was so good of you to waive ceremony and
join us,” said a well-bred feminine voice, which Paul at once
assumed to belong to the hostess. “But I must find some one
for your dinner partner. Mary” (here her voice was likewise
turned away), “this is Mr. Bunker, the nephew of an old
friend and neighbor in Upshire;” (the voice again turned to
him), “you will take Miss Morecamp in. My dear” (once
again averted), “I must find some one else to console poor
dear Lord Billingtree with.” Here the hostess’ voice was
drowned by fresh arrivals.
Bewildered and confused as he was, standing in this
empty desert of a drawing-room, yet encompassed on every
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side by human voices, so marvelous was the power of
suggestion, he seemed to almost feel the impact of the
invisible crowd. He was trying desperately to realize his
situation when a singularly fascinating voice at his elbow
unexpectedly assisted him. It was evidently his dinner
partner.
“I suppose you must be tired after your journey.
When did you arrive?”
“Only a few hours ago,” said Paul.
“And I dare say you haven’t slept since you arrived.
One doesn’t on the passage, you know; the twenty hours pass
so quickly, and the experience is so exciting―to us at least.
But I suppose as an American you are used to it.”
Paul gasped. He had passively accepted the bodiless
conversation, because it was at least intelligible! But now!
Was he going mad?
She evidently noticed his silence. “Never mind,” she
continued, “you can tell me all about it at dinner. Do you
know I always think that this sort of thing―what we’re
doing now―this ridiculous formality of reception―which I
suppose is after all only a concession to our English force of
habit―is absurd! We ought to pass, as it were, directly from
our houses to the dinner- table. It saves time.”
“Yes―no―that is―I’m afraid I don’t follow you,”
stammered Paul.
There was a slight pout in her voice as she replied:
“No matter now―we must follow them―for our host is
moving off with Lady Billingtree, and it’s our turn now.”
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So great was the illusion that he found himself
mechanically offering his arm as he moved through the
empty room towards the door. Then he descended the
staircase without another word, preceded, however, by the
sound of his host’s voice. Following this as a blind man
might, he entered the dining-room, which to his discomfiture
was as empty as the salon above. Still following the host’s
voice, he dropped into a chair before the empty table,
wondering what variation of the Barmecide feast was in
store for him. Yet the hum of voices from the vacant chairs
around the board so strongly impressed him that he could
almost believe that he was actually at dinner.
“Are you seated?” asked the charming voice at his
side.
“Yes,” a little wonderingly, as his was the only seat
visibly occupied.
“I am so glad that this silly ceremony is over. By the
way, where are you?”
Paul would have liked to answer, “Lord only
knows!” but he reflected that it might not sound polite.
“Where am I?” he feebly repeated.
“Yes; where are you dining?”
It seemed a cool question under the circumstances,
but he answered promptly―
“With you.”
“Of course,” said the charming voice; “but where are
you eating your dinner?”
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Considering that he was not eating anything, Paul
thought this cooler still. But he answered briefly, “In
Upshire.”
“Oh! At your uncle’s?”
“No,” said Paul bluntly; “in the next house.”
“Why, that’s Sir William’s―our host’s―and he and
his family are here in London. You are joking.”
“Listen!” said Paul desperately. Then in a voice
unconsciously lowered he hurriedly told her where he
was―how he came there―the empty house―the viewless
company! To his surprise the only response was a musical
little laugh. But the next moment her voice rose higher with
an unmistakable concern in it, apparently addressing their
invisible host.
“Oh, Sir William, only think how dreadful. Here’s
poor Mr. Bunker, alone in an empty house, which he has
mistaken for his uncle’s―and without any dinner!”
“Really; dear, dear! How provoking! But how does
he happen to be with us? James, how is this?”
“If you please, Sir William,” said a servant’s
respectful voice, “Widdlestone is in the circuit and is
switched on with the others. We heard that a gentleman’s
luggage had arrived at Widdlestone, and we telegraphed for
the rooms to be made ready, thinking we’d have her
ladyship’s orders later.”
A single gleam of intelligence flashed upon Paul. His
luggage― yes, had been sent from the station to the wrong
house, and he had unwittingly followed. But these voices!
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whence did they come? And where was the actual dinner at
which his host was presiding? It clearly was not at this empty
table.
“See that he has everything he wants at once,” said
Sir William; “there must be some one there.” Then his voice
turned in the direction of Paul again, and he said laughingly,
“Possess your soul and appetite in patience for a moment,
Mr. Bunker; you will be only a course behind us. But we are
lucky in having your company―even at your own
discomfort.”
Still more bewildered, Paul turned to his invisible
partner. “May I ask where you are dining?”
“Certainly; at home in Curzon Street,” returned the
pretty voice. “It was raining so, I did not go out.”
“And―Lord Billington?” faltered Paul.
“Oh, he’s in Scotland―at his own place.”
“Then, in fact, nobody is dining here at all,” said Paul
desperately.
There was a slight pause, and then the voice
responded, with a touch of startled suggestion in it: “Good
heavens, Mr. Bunker! Is it possible you don’t know we’re
dining by telephone?”
“By what?”
“Telephone. Yes. We’re a telephonic dinner-party.
We are dining in our own houses; but, being all friends,
we’re switched on to each other, and converse exactly as we
would at table. It saves a great trouble and expense, for any
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one of us can give the party, and the poorest can equal the
most extravagant. People who are obliged to diet can partake
of their own slops at home, and yet mingle with the gourmets
without awkwardness or the necessity of apology. We are
spared the spectacle, at least, of those who eat and drink too
much. We can switch off a bore at once. We can retire when
we are fatigued, without leaving a blank space before the
others. And all this without saying anything of the higher
spiritual and intellectual effect―freed from material
grossness of appetite and show―which the dinner party thus
attains. But you are surely joking! You, an American, and
not know it! Why, it comes from Boston. Haven’t you read
that book, ‘Jumping a Century’? It’s by an American.”
A strange illumination came upon Paul. Where had
he heard something like this before? But at the same moment
his thoughts were diverted by the material entrance of a
footman, bearing a silver salver with his dinner. It was part
of his singular experience that the visible entrance of this
real, commonplace mortal―the only one he had seen―in
the midst of this voiceless solitude was distinctly unreal, and
had all the effect of an apparition. He distrusted it and the
dishes before him. But his lively partner’s voice was now
addressing an unseen occupant of the next chair. Had she got
tired of his ignorance, or was it feminine tact to enable him
to eat something? He accepted the latter hypothesis, and tried
to eat. But he felt himself following the fascinating voice in
all the charm of its youthful and spiritual inflections. Taking
advantage of its momentary silence, he said gently―
“I confess my ignorance, and am willing to admit all
you claim for this wonderful invention. But do you think it
compensates for the loss of the individual person? Take my
own case―if you will not think me personal. I have never
had the pleasure of seeing you; do you believe that I am
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content with only that suggestion of your personality which
the satisfaction of hearing your voice affords me?”
There was a pause, and then a very mischievous ring
in the voice that replied: “It certainly is a personal question,
and it is another blessing of this invention that you’ll never
know whether I am blushing or not; but I forgive you, for I
never before spoke to any one I had never seen―and I
suppose it’s confusion. But do you really think you would
know me―the real one―any better? It is the real person
who thinks and speaks, not the outward semblance that we
see, which very often unfairly either attracts or repels us? We
can always show ourselves at our best, but we must, at last,
reveal our true colors through our thoughts and speech. Isn’t
it better to begin with the real thing first?”
“I hope, at least, to have the privilege of judging by
myself,” said Paul gallantly. “You will not be so cruel as not
to let me see you elsewhere, otherwise I shall feel as if I were
in some dream, and will certainly be opposed to your
preference for realities.”
“I am not certain if the dream would not be more
interesting to you,” said the voice laughingly. “But I think
your hostess is already saying ‘good-by.’ You know
everybody goes at once at this kind of party; the ladies don’t
retire first, and the gentlemen join them afterwards. In
another moment we’ll all be switched off; but Sir William
wants me to tell you that his coachman will drive you to your
uncle’s, unless you prefer to try and make yourself
comfortable for the night here. Good-by!”
The voices around him seemed to grow fainter, and
then utterly cease. The lights suddenly leaped up, went out,
and left him in complete darkness. He attempted to rise, but
in doing so overset the dishes before him, which slid to the
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floor. A cold air seemed to blow across his feet. The “goodby” was still ringing in his ears as he straightened himself to
find he was in his railway carriage, whose door had just been
opened for a young lady who was entering the compartment
from a wayside station. “Good-by,” she repeated to the
friend who was seeing her off. The Writer of Stories
hurriedly straightened himself, gathered up the magazines
and papers that had fallen from his lap, and glanced at the
station walls. The old illustrations glanced back at him! He
looked at his watch; he had been asleep just ten minutes!
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A Convert of the Mission
The largest tent of the Tasajara camp meeting was
crowded to its utmost extent. The excitement of that dense
mass was at its highest pitch. The Reverend Stephen
Masterton, the single erect, passionate figure of that
confused medley of kneeling worshipers, had reached the
culminating pitch of his irresistible exhortatory power. Sighs
and groans were beginning to respond to his appeals, when
the reverend brother was seen to lurch heavily forward and
fall to the ground.
At first the effect was that of a part of his
performance; the groans redoubled, and twenty or thirty
brethren threw themselves prostrate in humble imitation of
the preacher. But Sister Deborah Stokes, perhaps through
some special revelation of feminine intuition, grasped the
fallen man, tore loose his black silk necktie, and dragged him
free of the struggling, frantic crowd whose paroxysms he had
just evoked. Howbeit he was pale and unconscious, and
unable to continue the service. Even the next day, when he
had slightly recovered, it was found that any attempt to
renew his fervid exhortations produced the same disastrous
result.
A council was hurriedly held by the elders. In spite
of the energetic protests of Sister Stokes, it was held that the
Lord “was wrestlin’ with his sperrit,” and he was subjected
to the same extraordinary treatment from the whole
congregation that he himself had applied to THEM. Propped
up pale and trembling in the “Mourners’ Bench” by two
brethren, he was “striven with,” exhorted, prayed over, and
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admonished, until insensibility mercifully succeeded
convulsions. Spiritual therapeutics having failed, he was
turned over to the weak and carnal nursing of “womenfolk.”
But after a month of incapacity he was obliged to yield to
“the flesh,” and, in the local dialect, “to use a doctor.”
It so chanced that the medical practitioner of the
district was a man of large experience, of military training,
and plain speech. When, therefore, he one day found in his
surgery a man of rude Western type, strong-limbed and
sunburned, but trembling, hesitating and neurotic in
movement, after listening to his symptoms gravely, he
asked, abruptly: “And how much are you drinking now?”
“I am a lifelong abstainer,” stammered his patient in
quivering indignation. But this was followed by another
question so frankly appalling to the hearer that he staggered
to his feet.
“I’m Stephen Masterton―known of men as a circuit
preacher, of the Northern California district,” he
thundered―“and an enemy of the flesh in all its forms.”
“I beg your pardon,” responded Doctor Duchesne,
grimly, “but as you are suffering from excessive and
repeated excitation of the nervous system, and the
depression following prolonged artificial exaltation―it
makes little difference whether the cause be spiritual, as long
as there is a certain physical effect upon your
BODY―which I believe you have brought to me to cure.
Now―as to diet? you look all wrong there.
“My food is of the simplest―I have no hankering for
fleshpots,” responded the patient.
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“I suppose you call saleratus bread and salt pork and
flapjacks SIMPLE?” said the doctor, coolly; “they are
COMMON enough, and if you were working with your
muscles instead of your nerves in that frame of yours they
might not hurt you; but you are suffering as much from
eating more than you can digest as the veriest gourmand.
You must stop all that. Go down to a quiet watering-place
for two months.” ...
“I go to a watering-place?” interrupted Masterton;
“to the haunt of the idle, the frivolous and wanton―never!”
“Well, I’m not particular about a ‘watering-place,’”
said the doctor, with a shrug, “although a little idleness and
frivolity with different food wouldn’t hurt you―but you
must go somewhere and change your habits and mode of life
COMPLETELY. I will find you some sleepy old Spanish
town in the southern country where you can rest and diet. If
this is distasteful to you,” he continued, grimly, “you can
always call it ‘a trial.’”
Stephen Masterton may have thought it so when, a
week later, he found himself issuing from a rocky gorge into
a rough, badly paved, hilly street, which seemed to be only
a continuation of the mountain road itself. It broadened
suddenly into a square or plaza, flanked on each side by an
irregular row of yellowing adobe houses, with the inevitable
verandaed tienda in each corner, and the solitary, galleried
fonda, with a half-Moorish archway leading into an inner
patio or courtyard in the center.
The whole street stopped as usual at the very door of
the Mission church, a few hundred yards farther on, and
under the shadow of the two belfry towers at each angle of
the facade, as if this were the ultima thule of every traveler.
But all that the eye rested on was ruined, worn, and
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crumbling. The adobe houses were cracked by the incessant
sunshine of the half-year-long summer, or the more
intermittent earthquake shock; the paved courtyard of the
fonda was so uneven and sunken in the center that the
lumbering wagon and faded diligencia stood on an incline,
and the mules with difficulty kept their footing while being
unladen; the whitened plaster had fallen from the feet of the
two pillars that flanked the Mission doorway, like bandages
from a gouty limb, leaving the reddish core of adobe visible;
there were apparently as many broken tiles in the streets and
alleys as there were on the heavy red roofs that everywhere
asserted themselves―and even seemed to slide down the
crumbling walls to the ground. There were hopeless gaps in
grille and grating of doorways and windows, where the iron
bars had dropped helplessly out, or were bent at different
angles. The walls of the peaceful Mission garden and the
warlike presidio were alike lost in the escalading vines or
leveled by the pushing boughs of gnarled pear and olive trees
that now surmounted them. The dust lay thick and
impalpable in hollow and gutter, and rose in little vapory
clouds with a soft detonation at every stroke of his horse’s
hoofs. Over all this dust and ruin, idleness seemed to reign
supreme. From the velvet-jacketed figures lounging
motionless in the shadows of the open doorways―so
motionless that only the lazy drift of cigarette smoke
betokened their breathing―to the reclining peons in the
shade of a catalpa, or the squatting Indians in the arroyo―all
was sloth and dirt.
The Rev. Stephen Masterton felt his throat swell with
his old exhortative indignation. A gaudy yellow fan waved
languidly in front of a black rose-crested head at a whitecurtained window. He knew he was stifling with righteous
wrath, and clapped his spurs to his horse.
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Nevertheless, in a few days, by the aid of a letter to
the innkeeper, he was installed in a dilapidated adobe house,
not unlike those he had seen, but situated in the outskirts and
overlooking the garden and part of the refectory of the old
Mission. It had even a small garden of its own―if a strip of
hot wall, overburdened with yellow and white roses, a dozen
straggling callas, a bank of heliotrope, and an almond tree
could be called a garden. It had an open doorway, but so
heavily recessed in the thick walls that it preserved
seclusion, a sitting-room, and an alcoved bedroom with deep
embrasured windows that however excluded the unwinking
sunlight and kept an even monotone of shade.
Strange to say, he found it cool, restful, and, in spite
of the dust, absolutely clean, and, but for the scent of
heliotrope, entirely inodorous. The dry air seemed to
dissipate all noxious emanations and decay―the very dust
itself in its fine impalpability was volatile with a spicelike
piquancy, and left no stain.
A wrinkled Indian woman, brown and veined like a
tobacco leaf, ministered to his simple wants. But these wants
had also been regulated by Doctor Duchesne. He found
himself, with some grave doubts of his effeminacy,
breakfasting on a single cup of chocolate instead of his usual
bowl of molasses-sweetened coffee; crumbling a crisp
tortilla instead of the heavy saleratus bread, greasy flapjack,
or the lard-fried steak, and, more wonderful still, completing
his repast with purple grapes from the Mission wall. He
could not deny that it was simple―that it was even
refreshing and consistent with the climate and his
surroundings. On the other hand, it was the frugal diet of the
commonest peasant―and were not those peons slothful
idolaters?
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At the end of the week―his correspondence being
also restricted by his doctor to a few lines to himself
regarding his progress―he wrote to that adviser:
“The trembling and unquiet has almost ceased; I have
less nightly turmoil and visions; my carnal appetite seems to
be amply mollified and soothed by these viands, whatever
may be their ultimate effect upon the weakness of our
common sinful nature. But I should not be truthful to you if
I did not warn you that I am viewing with the deepest
spiritual concern a decided tendency toward sloth, and a
folding of the hands over matters that often, I fear, are
spiritual as well as temporal. I would ask you to consider, in
a spirit of love, if it be not wise to rouse my apathetic flesh,
so as to strive, even with the feeblest exhortations, against
this sloth in others―if only to keep one’s self from falling
into the pit of easy indulgence.”
What answer he received is not known, but it is to be
presumed that he kept loyal faith with his physician, and
gave himself up to simple walks and rides and occasional
meditation. His solitude was not broken in upon; curiosity
was too active a vice, and induced too much exertion for his
indolent neighbors, and the Americano’s basking seclusion,
though unlike the habits of his countrymen, did not affect
them. The shopkeeper and innkeeper saluted him always
with a profound courtesy which awakened his slight
resentment, partly because he was conscious that it was
grateful to him, and partly that he felt he ought to have
provoked in them a less satisfied condition.
Once, when he had unwittingly passed the confines
of his own garden, through a gap in the Mission orchard, a
lissome, black- coated shadow slipped past him with an
obeisance so profound and gentle that he was startled at first
into an awkward imitation of it himself, and then into an
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angry self-examination. He knew that he loathed that longskirted, womanlike garment, that dangling, ostentatious
symbol, that air of secrecy and mystery, and he inflated his
chest above his loosely tied cravat and unbuttoned waistcoat
with a contrasted sense of freedom. But he was conscious the
next day of weakly avoiding a recurrence of this meeting,
and in his self-examination put it down to his self-disciplined
observance of his doctor’s orders. But when he was strong
again, and fitted for his Master’s work, how strenuously he
should improve the occasion this gave him of attacking the
Scarlet Woman among her slaves and worshipers!
His afternoon meditations and the perusal of his only
book―the Bible―were regularly broken in upon at about
sunset by two or three strokes from the cracked bell that hung
in the open belfry which reared itself beyond the gnarled
pear tees. He could not say that it was aggressive or
persistent, like his own church bells, nor that it even
expressed to him any religious sentiment. Moreover, it was
not a Sabbath” bell, but a DAILY one, and even then seemed
to be only a signal to ears easily responsive, rather than a
stern reminder. And the hour was always a singularly
witching one.
It was when the sun had slipped from the glaring red
roofs, and the yellowing adobe of the Mission walls and the
tall ranks of wild oats on the hillside were all of the one color
of old gold. It was when the quivering heat of the arroyo and
dusty expanse of plaza was blending with the soft breath of
the sea fog that crept through the clefts of the coast range,
until a refreshing balm seemed to fall like a benediction on
all nature. It was when the trade-wind- swept and irritated
surfaces of the rocky gorge beyond were soothed with
clinging vapors; when the pines above no longer rocked
monotonously, and the great undulating sea of the wild-oat
plains had gone down and was at rest. It was at this hour, one
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afternoon, that, with the released scents of the garden, there
came to him a strange and subtle perfume that was new to
his senses. He laid aside his book, went into the garden, and,
half-unconscious of his trespass, passed through the Mission
orchard and thence into the little churchyard beside the
church.
Looking at the strange inscriptions in an unfamiliar
tongue, he was singularly touched with the few cheap
memorials lying upon the graves―like childish toys―and
for the moment overlooked the papistic emblems that
accompanied them. It struck him vaguely that Death, the
common leveler, had made even the symbols of a faith
eternal inferior to those simple records of undying memory
and affection, and he was for a moment startled into doubt.
He walked to the door of the church; to his surprise
it was open. Standing upon the threshold, he glanced inside,
and stood for a moment utterly bewildered. In a man of
refined taste and education that bizarre and highly colored
interior would have only provoked a smile or shrug; to
Stephen Masterton’s highly emotional nature, but artistic
inexperience, strangely enough it was profoundly
impressive. The heavily timbered, roughly hewn roof, barred
with alternate bands of blue and Indian red, the crimson
hangings, the gold and black draperies, affected this
religious backwoodsman exactly as they were designed to
affect the heathen and acolytes for whose conversion the
temple had been reared. He could scarcely take his eyes from
the tinsel-crowned Mother of Heaven, resplendent in white
and gold and glittering with jewels; the radiant shield before
the Host, illuminated by tall spectral candles in the
mysterious obscurity of the altar, dazzled him like the rayed
disk of the setting sun.

158

A gentle murmur, as of the distant sea, came from the
altar. In his naive bewilderment he had not seen the few
kneeling figures in the shadow of column and aisle; it was
not until a man, whom he recognized as a muleteer he had
seen that afternoon gambling and drinking in the fonda,
slipped by him like a shadow and sank upon his knees in the
center of the aisle that he realized the overpowering truth.
HE, Stephen Masterton, was looking upon some rite
of Popish idolatry! He was turning quickly away when the
keeper of the tienda―a man of sloth and sin―gently
approached him from the shadow of a column with a mute
gesture, which he took to be one of invitation. A fierce
protest of scorn and indignation swelled to his throat, but
died upon his lips. Yet he had strength enough to erect his
gaunt emaciated figure, throwing out his long arms and
extended palms in the attitude of defiant exorcism, and then
rush swiftly from the church. As he did so he thought he saw
a faint smile cross the shopkeeper’s face, and a whispered
exchange of words with a neighboring worshiper of more
exalted appearance came to his ears. But it was not
intelligible to his comprehension.
The next day he wrote to his doctor in that quaint
grandiloquence of written speech with which the halfeducated man balances the slips of his colloquial phrasing:

Do not let the purgation of my flesh be unduly
protracted. What with the sloth and idolatries of
Baal and Ashteroth, which I see daily around me, I
feel that without a protest not only the flesh but the
spirit is mortified. But my bodily strength is
mercifully returning, and I found myself yesterday
able to take a long ride at that hour which they here
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keep sacred for an idolatrous rite, under the
beautiful name of “The Angelus.” Thus do they
bear false witness to Him! Can you tell me the
meaning of the Spanish words “Don Keyhotter”? I
am ignorant of these sensuous Southern languages,
and am aware that this is not the correct spelling,
but I have striven to give the phonetic equivalent. It
was used, I am inclined to think, in reference to
MYSELF, by an idolater.
P.S.―You need not trouble yourself. I have just
ascertained that the words in question were simply
the title of an idle novel, and, of course, could not
possibly refer to ME.

Howbeit it was as “Don Quixote”―that is, the
common Spaniard’s conception of the Knight of La Mancha,
merely the simple fanatic and madman―that Mr. Stephen
Masterton ever after rode all unconsciously through the
streets of the Mission, amid the half- pitying, half-smiling
glances of the people.
In spite of his meditations, his single volume, and his
habit of retiring early, he found his evenings were growing
lonely and tedious. He missed the prayer meeting, and,
above all, the hymns. He had a fine baritone voice,
sympathetic, as may be imagined, but not cultivated. One
night, in the seclusion of his garden, and secure in his
distance from other dwellings, he raised his voice in a
familiar camp-meeting hymn with a strong Covenanter’s
ring in the chorus. Growing bolder as he went on, he at last
filled the quiet night with the strenuous sweep of his chant.
Surprised at his own fervor, he paused for a moment,
listening, half frightened, half ashamed of his outbreak. But
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there was only the trilling of the night wind in the leaves, or
the far-off yelp of a coyote.
For a moment he thought he heard the metallic twang
of a stringed instrument in the Mission garden beyond his
own, and remembered his contiguity to the church with a stir
of defiance. But he was relieved, nevertheless. His pent-up
emotion had found vent, and without the nervous excitement
that had followed his old exaltation. That night he slept
better. He had found the Lord again―with Psalmody!
The next evening he chanced upon a softer hymn of
the same simplicity, but with a vein of human tenderness in
its aspirations, which his more hopeful mood gently
rendered. At the conclusion of the first verse he was,
however, distinctly conscious of being followed by the same
twanging sound he had heard on the previous night, and
which even his untutored ear could recognize as an attempt
to accompany him. But before he had finished the second
verse the unknown player, after an ingenious but ineffectual
essay to grasp the right chord, abandoned it with an
impatient and almost pettish flourish, and a loud bang upon
the sounding-board of the unseen instrument. Masterton
finished it alone.
With his curiosity excited, however, he tried to
discover the locality of the hidden player. The sound
evidently came from the Mission garden; but in his
ignorance of the language he could not even interrogate his
Indian housekeeper. On the third night, however, his hymn
was uninterrupted by any sound from the former musician.
A sense of disappointment, he knew not why, came over
him. The kindly overture of the unseen player had been a
relief to his loneliness. Yet he had barely concluded the
hymn when the familiar sound again struck his ears. But this
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time the musician played boldly, confidently, and with a
singular skill on the instrument.
The brilliant prelude over, to his entire surprise and
some confusion, a soprano voice, high, childish, but
infinitely quaint and fascinating, was mischievously
uplifted. But alas! even to his ears, ignorant of the language,
it was very clearly a song of levity and wantonness, of
freedom and license, of coquetry and incitement! Yet such
was its fascination that he fancied it was reclaimed by the
delightful childlike and innocent expression of the singer.
Enough that this tall, gaunt, broad-shouldered man
arose and, overcome by a curiosity almost as childlike,
slipped into the garden and glided with an Indian softness of
tread toward the voice. The moon shone full upon the ruined
Mission wall tipped with clusters of dark foliage. Half
hiding, half mingling with one of them―an indistinct bulk
of light-colored huddled fleeces like an extravagant bird’s
nest―hung the unknown musician. So intent was the
performer’s preoccupation that Masterton actually reached
the base of the wall immediately below the figure without
attracting its attention. But his foot slipped on the crumbling
debris with a snapping of dry twigs. There was a quick little
cry from above. He had barely time to recover his position
before the singer, impulsively leaning over the parapet, had
lost hers, and fell outward. But Masterton was tall, alert, and
self-possessed, and threw out his long arms. The next
moment they were full of soft flounces, a struggling figure
was against his breast, and a woman’s frightened little hands
around his neck. But he had broken her fall, and almost
instantly, yet with infinite gentleness, he released her
unharmed, with hardly her crisp flounces crumpled, in an
upright position against the wall. Even her guitar, still
hanging from her shoulder by a yellow ribbon, had bounded
elastic and resounding against the wall, but lay intact at her
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satin- slippered feet. She caught it up with another quick
little cry, but this time more of sauciness than fear, and drew
her little hand across its strings, half defiantly.
“I hope you are not hurt?” said the circuit preacher,
gravely.
She broke into a laugh so silvery that he thought it no
extravagance to liken it to the moonbeams that played over
her made audible. She was lithe, yet plump; barred with
black and yellow and small-waisted like a pretty wasp. Her
complexion in that light was a sheen of pearl satin that made
her eyes blacker and her little mouth redder than any other
color could. She was small, but, remembering the fourteenyear-old wife of the shopkeeper, he felt that, for all her
childish voice and features, she was a grown woman, and a
sudden shyness took hold of him.
But she looked pertly in his face, stood her guitar
upright before her, and put her hands behind her back as she
leaned saucily against the wall and shrugged her shoulders.
“It was the fault of you,” she said, in a broken
English that seemed as much infantine as foreign. “What for
you not remain to yourself in your own CASA? So it come.
You creep so―in the dark- -and shake my wall, and I fall.
And she,” pointing to the guitar, “is a’most broke! And for
all thees I have only make to you a serenade. Ingrate!”
“I beg your pardon,” said Masterton quickly, “but I
was curious. I thought I might help you, and―”
“Make yourself another cat on the wall, eh? No; one
is enough, thank you!”
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A frown lowered on Masterton’s brow. “You don’t
understand me,” he said, bluntly. “I did not know WHO was
here.”
“Ah, BUENO! Then it is Pepita Ramirez, you see,”
she said, tapping her bodice with one little finger, “all the
same; the niece from Manuel Garcia, who keeps the Mission
garden and lif there. And you?”
“My name is Masterton.”
“How mooch?”
“Masterton,” he repeated.
She tried to pronounce it once or twice desperately,
and then shook her little head so violently that a yellow rose
fastened over her ear fell to the ground. But she did not heed
it, nor the fact that Masterton had picked it up.
“Ah, I cannot!” she said, poutingly. “It is as
deefeecult to make go as my guitar with your serenade.”
“Can you not say ‘Stephen Masterton’?” he asked,
more gently, with a returning and forgiving sense of her
childishness.
“Es-stefen? Ah, ESTEBAN! Yes; Don Esteban!
BUENO! Then, Don Esteban, what for you sink so melankolly one night, and one night so fierce? The melank-olly, he
ees not so bad; but the fierce―ah! he is weeked! Ess it how
the Americano make always his serenade?”
Masterton’s brow again darkened. And his hymn of
exultation had been mistaken by these people―by this―this
wanton child!
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“It was no serenade,” he replied, curtly; “it was in the
praise of the Lord!”
“Of how mooch?”
“Of the Lord of Hosts―of the Almighty in Heaven.”
He lifted his long arms reverently on high.
“Oh!” she said, with a frightened look, slightly
edging away from the wall. At a secure distance she stopped.
“Then you are a soldier, Don Esteban?”
“No!”
“Then what for you sink ‘I am a soldier of the Lord,’
and you will make die ‘in His army’? Oh, yes; you have
said.” She gathered up her guitar tightly under her arm,
shook her small finger at him gravely, and said, “You are a
hoombog, Don Esteban; good a’ night,” and began to glide
away.
“One moment, Miss―Miss Ramirez,” called
Masterton. “I―that is you―you have―forgotten your
rose,” he added, feebly, holding up the flower. She halted.
“Ah, yes; he have drop, you have pick him up, he is
yours. I have drop, you have pick ME up, but I am NOT
yours. Good a’ night, COMANDANTE Don Esteban!”
With a light laugh she ran along beside the wall for a
little distance, suddenly leaped up and disappeared in one of
the largest gaps in its ruined and helpless structure. Stephen
Masterton gazed after her stupidly, still holding the rose in
his hand. Then he threw it away and re-entered his home.
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Lighting his candle, he undressed himself, prayed
fervently―so fervently that all remembrance of the idle,
foolish incident was wiped from his mind, and went to bed.
He slept well and dreamlessly. The next morning, when his
thoughts recurred to the previous night, this seemed to him a
token that he had not deviated from his spiritual integrity; it
did not occur to him that the thought itself was a tacit
suspicion.
So his feet quite easily sought the garden again in the
early sunshine, even to the wall where she had stood. But he
had not taken into account the vivifying freshness of the
morning, the renewed promise of life and resurrection in the
pulsing air and potent sunlight, and as he stood there he
seemed to see the figure of the young girl again leaning
against the wall in all the charm of her irrepressible and
innocent youth. More than that, he found the whole scene reenacting itself before him; the nebulous drapery half hidden
in the foliage, the cry and the fall; the momentary soft
contact of the girl’s figure against his own, the clinging arms
around his neck, the brush and fragrance of her flounces―all
this came back to him with a strength he had NOT felt when
it occurred.
He was turning hurriedly away when his eyes fell
upon the yellow rose still lying in the debris where he had
thrown it―but still pure, fresh, and unfaded. He picked it up
again, with a singular fancy that it was the girl herself, and
carried it into the house.
As he placed it half shyly in a glass on his table a
wonderful thought occurred to him. Was not the episode of
last night a special providence? Was not that young girl,
wayward and childlike, a mere neophyte in her idolatrous
religion, as yet unsteeped in sloth and ignorance, presented
to him as a brand to be snatched from the burning? Was not
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this the opportunity of conversion he had longed for―this
the chance of exercising his gifts of exhortation that he had
been hiding in the napkin of solitude and seclusion? Nay,
was not all this PREDESTINED? His illness, his consequent
exile to this land of false gods―this contiguity to the
Mission―was not all this part of a supremely ordered plan
for the girl’s salvation―and was HE not elected and
ordained for that service? Nay, more, was not the girl herself
a mere unconscious instrument in the hands of a higher
power; was not her voluntary attempt to accompany him in
his devotional exercise a vague stirring of that predestined
force within her? Was not even that wantonness and frivolity
contrasted with her childishness― which he had at first
misunderstood―the stirrings of the flesh and the spirit, and
was he to abandon her in that struggle of good and evil?
He lifted his bowed head, that had been resting on his
arm before the little flower on the table―as if it were a
shrine―with a flash of resolve in his blue eyes. The
wrinkled Concepcion coming to her duties in the morning
scarcely recognized her gloomily abstracted master in this
transfigured man. He looked ten years younger.
She met his greeting, and the few direct inquiries that
his new resolve enabled him to make more freely, with some
information― which a later talk with the shopkeeper, who
had a fuller English vocabulary, confirmed in detail.
“YES! truly this was a niece of the Mission gardener,
who lived with her uncle in the ruined wing of the presidio.
She had taken her first communion four years ago. Ah, yes,
she was a great musician, and could play on the organ. And
the guitar, ah, yes―of a certainty. She was gay, and flirted
with the caballeros, young and old, but she cared not for
any.”

167

Whatever satisfaction this latter statement gave
Masterton, he believed it was because the absence of any
disturbing worldly affection would make her an easier
convert.
But how continue this chance acquaintance and
effect her conversion? For the first time Masterton realized
the value of expediency; while his whole nature impelled
him to seek her society frankly and publicly and exhort her
openly, he knew that this was impossible; still more, he
remembered her unmistakable fright at his first expression
of faith; he must “be wise as the serpent and harmless as the
dove.” He must work upon her soul alone, and secretly. He,
who would have shrunk from any clandestine association
with a girl from mere human affection, saw no wrong in a
covert intimacy for the purpose of religious salvation.
Ignorant as he was of the ways of the world, and
inexperienced in the usages of society, he began to plan
methods of secretly meeting her with all the intrigue of a
gallant. The perspicacity as well as the intuition of a true
lover had descended upon him in this effort of mere spiritual
conquest.
Armed with his information and a few Spanish
words, he took the yellow Concepcion aside and gravely
suborned her to carry a note to be delivered secretly to Miss
Ramirez. To his great relief and some surprise the old
woman grinned with intelligence, and her withered hand
closed with a certain familiar dexterity over the epistle and
the accompanying gratuity. To a man less naively oneideaed it might have awakened some suspicion; but to the
more sanguine hopefulness of Masterton it only suggested
the fancy that Concepcion herself might prove to be open to
conversion, and that he should in due season attempt HER
salvation also. But that would be later. For Concepcion was
always with him and accessible; the girl was not.
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The note, which had cost him some labor of
composition, simple and almost businesslike as was the
result, ran as follows:
“I wish to see you upon some matter of grave concern
to yourself. Will you oblige me by coming again to the wall
of the Mission tonight at early candlelight? It would avert
worldly suspicion if you brought also your guitar.”
The afternoon dragged slowly on; Concepcion
returned; she had, with great difficulty, managed to see the
senorita, but not alone; she had, however, slipped the note
into her hand, not daring to wait for an answer.
In his first hopefulness Masterton did not doubt what
the answer would be, but as evening approached he grew
concerned as to the girl’s opportunities of coming, and
regretted that he had not given her a choice of time.
Before his evening meal was finished he began to
fear for her willingness, and doubt the potency of his note.
He was accustomed to exhort ORALLY―perhaps he ought
to have waited for the chance of SPEAKING to her directly
without writing.
When the moon rose he was already in the garden.
Lingering at first in the shadow of an olive tree, he waited
until the moonbeams fell on the wall and its crests of foliage.
But nothing moved among that ebony tracery; his ear was
strained for the familiar tinkle of the guitar―all was silent.
As the moon rose higher he at last boldly walked to the wall,
and listened for any movement on the other side of it. But
nothing stirred. She was evidently NOT coming―his note
had failed.
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He was turning away sadly, but as he faced his home
again he heard a light laugh beside him. He stopped. A black
shadow stepped out from beneath his own almond tree. He
started when, with a gesture that seemed familiar to him, the
upper part of the shadow seemed to fall away with a long
black mantilla and the face of the young girl was revealed.
He could see now that she was clad in black lace from
head to foot. She looked taller, older, and he fancied even
prettier than before. A sudden doubt of his ability to impress
her, a swift realization of all the difficulties of the attempt,
and, for the first time perhaps, a dim perception of the
incongruity of the situation came over him.
“I was looking for you on the wall,” he stammered.
“MADRE DE DIOS!” she retorted, with a laugh and
her old audacity, “you would that I shall ALWAYS hang
there, and drop upon you like a pear when you shake the
tree? No!”
“You haven’t brought your guitar,” he continued,
still more awkwardly, as he noticed that she held only a long
black fan in her hand.
“For why? You would that I PLAY it, and when my
uncle say ‘Where go Pepita? She is loss,’ someone shall say,
‘Oh! I have hear her tink-a-tink in the garden of the
Americano, who lif alone.’ And then―it ess finish!”
Masterton began to feel exceedingly uncomfortable.
There was something in this situation that he had not
dreamed of. But with the persistency of an awkward man he
went on.
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“But you played on the wall the other night, and tried
to accompany me.”
“But that was lass night and on the wall. I had not
speak to you, you had not speak to me. You had not sent me
the leetle note by your peon.” She stopped, and suddenly
opening her fan before her face, so that only her mischievous
eyes were visible, added: “You had not asked me then to
come to hear you make lof to me, Don Esteban. That is the
difference.”
The circuit preacher felt the blood rush to his face.
Anger, shame, mortification, remorse, and fear alternately
strove with him, but above all and through all he was
conscious of a sharp, exquisite pleasure―that frightened
him still more. Yet he managed to exclaim:
“No! no! You cannot think me capable of such a
cowardly trick?”
The girl started, more at the unmistakable sincerity
of his utterance than at the words, whose full meaning she
may have only imperfectly caught.
“A treek? A treek?” she slowly and wonderingly
repeated. Then suddenly, as if comprehending him, she
turned her round black eyes full upon him and dropped her
fan from her face.
“And WHAT for you ask me to come here then?”
“I wanted to talk with you,” he began, “on far more
serious matters. I wished to―” but he stopped. He could not
address this quaint child-woman staring at him in black-eyed
wonder, in either the measured or the impetuous terms with
which he would have exhorted a maturer responsible being.
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He made a step toward her; she drew back, striking at his
extended hand half impatiently, half mischievously with her
fan.
He flushed―and then burst out bluntly, “I want to
talk with you about your soul.”
“My what?”
“Your immortal soul, unhappy girl.”
“What have you to make with that? Are you a devil?”
Her eyes grew rounder, though she faced him boldly.
“I am a Minister of the Gospel,” he said, in hurried
entreaty. “You must hear me for a moment. I would save
your soul.”
“My immortal soul lif with the Padre at the
Mission―you moost seek her there! My mortal BODY,” she
added, with a mischievous smile, “say to you, ‘good a’ night,
Don Esteban.’” She dropped him a little curtsy and―ran
away.
“One moment, Miss Ramirez,” said Masterton,
eagerly; but she had already slipped beyond his reach. He
saw her little black figure passing swiftly beside the moonlit
wall, saw it suddenly slide into a shadowy fissure, and
vanish.
In his blank disappointment he could not bear to reenter the house he had left so sanguinely a few moments
before, but walked moodily in the garden. His discomfiture
was the more complete since he felt that his defeat was
owing to some mistake in his methods, and not the
incorrigibility of his subject.
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Was it not a spiritual weakness in him to have
resented so sharply the girl’s imputation that he wished to
make love to her? He should have borne it as Christians had
even before now borne slander and false testimony for their
faith! He might even have ACCEPTED it, and let the
triumph of her conversion in the end prove his innocence. Or
was his purpose incompatible with that sisterly affection he
had so often preached to the women of his flock? He might
have taken her hand, and called her “Sister Pepita,” even as
he had called Deborah “Sister.” He recalled the fact that he
had for an instant held her struggling in his arms: he
remembered the thrill that the recollection had caused him,
and somehow it now sent a burning blush across his face. He
hurried back into the house.
The next day a thousand wild ideas took the place of
his former settled resolution. He would seek the Padre, this
custodian of the young girl’s soul; he would convince HIM
of his error, or beseech him to give him an equal access to
her spirit! He would seek the uncle of the girl, and work upon
his feelings.
Then for three or four days he resolved to put the
young girl from his mind, trusting after the fashion of his
kind for some special revelation from a supreme source as
an indication for his conduct. This revelation presently
occurred, as it is apt to occur when wanted.
One evening his heart leaped at the familiar sound of
Pepita’s guitar in the distance. Whatever his ultimate
intention now, he hurriedly ran into the garden. The sound
came from the former direction, but as he unhesitatingly
approached the Mission wall, he could see that she was not
upon it, and as the notes of her guitar were struck again, he
knew that they came from the other side. But the chords were
a prelude to one of his own hymns, and he stood entranced
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as her sweet, childlike voice rose with the very words that he
had sung. The few defects were those of purely oral
imitation, the accents, even the slight reiteration of the “s,”
were Pepita’s own:

Cheeldren oof the Heavenly King,
As ye journey essweetly ssing;
Essing your great Redeemer’s praise,
Glorioos in Hees works and ways

He was astounded. Her recollection of the air and
words was the more wonderful, for he remembered now that
he had only sung that particular hymn once. But to his still
greater delight and surprise, her voice rose again in the
second verse, with a touch of plaintiveness that swelled his
throat:

We are traveling home to God,
In the way our farzers trod,
They are happy now, and we
Soon their happiness shall see

The simple, almost childish words―so childish that
they might have been the fitting creation of her own childish
lips―here died away with a sweep and crash of the whole
strings. Breathless silence followed, in which Stephen
Masterton could feel the beatings of his own heart.
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“Miss Ramirez,” he called, in a voice that scarcely
seemed his own. There was no reply. “Pepita!” he repeated;
it was strangely like the accent of a lover, but he no longer
cared. Still the singer’s voice was silent.
Then he ran swiftly beside the wall, as he had seen
her run, until he came to the fissure. It was overgrown with
vines and brambles almost as impenetrable as an abatis, but
if she had pierced it in her delicate crape dress, so could he!
He brushed roughly through, and found himself in a
glimmering aisle of pear trees close by the white wall of the
Mission church.
For a moment in that intricate tracing of ebony and
ivory made by the rising moon, he was dazzled, but evidently
his irruption into the orchard had not been as lithe and silent
as her own, for a figure in a parti-colored dress suddenly
started into activity, and running from the wall, began to
course through the trees until it became apparently a part of
that involved pattern. Nothing daunted, however, Stephen
Masterton pursued, his speed increased as he recognized the
flounces of Pepita’s barred dress, but the young girl had the
advantage of knowing the locality, and could evade her
pursuer by unsuspected turns and doubles.
For some moments this fanciful sylvan chase was
kept up in perfect silence; it might have been a woodland
nymph pursued by a wandering shepherd. Masterton
presently saw that she was making toward a tiled roof that
was now visible as projecting over the presidio wall, and was
evidently her goal of refuge. He redoubled his speed; with
skillful audacity and sheer strength of his broad shoulders he
broke through a dense ceanothus hedge which Pepita was
swiftly skirting, and suddenly appeared between her and her
house.

175

With her first cry, the young girl turned and tried to
bury herself in the hedge; but in another stride the circuit
preacher was at her side, and caught her panting figure in his
arms.
While he had been running he had swiftly formulated
what he should do and what he should say to her. To his
simple appeal for her companionship and willing ear he
would add a brotherly tenderness, that should invite her
trustfulness in him; he would confess his wrong and ask her
forgiveness of his abrupt solicitations; he would propose to
teach her more hymns, they would practice psalmody
together; even this priest, the custodian of her soul, could not
object to that; but chiefly he would thank her: he would tell
her how she had pleased him, and this would lead to more
serious and thoughtful converse. All this was in his mind
while he ran, was upon his lips as he caught her and for an
instant she lapsed, exhausted, in his arms. But, alas! even in
that moment he suddenly drew her toward him, and kissed
her as only a lover could!
The wire grass was already yellowing on the Tasajara
plains with the dusty decay of the long, dry summer when
Doctor Duchesne returned to Tasajara. He came to see the
wife of Deacon Sanderson, who, having for the twelfth time
added to the population of the settlement, was not “doing as
well”
as
everybody―except,
possibly,
Doctor
Duchesne―expected. After he had made this hollow-eyed,
over- burdened, undernourished woman as comfortable as he
could in her rude, neglected surroundings, to change the
dreary chronicle of suffering, he turned to the husband, and
said, “And what has become of Mr. Masterton, who used to
be in your―vocation?” A long groan came from the deacon.
“Hallo! I hope he has not had a relapse,” said the
doctor, earnestly. “I thought I’d knocked all that nonsense
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out of him―I beg your pardon―I mean,” he added,
hurriedly, “he wrote to me only a few weeks ago that he was
picking up his strength again and doing well!”
“In his weak, gross, sinful flesh―yes, no doubt,”
returned the Deacon, scornfully, “and, perhaps, even in a
worldly sense, for those who value the vanities of life; but
he is lost to us, for all time, and lost to eternal life forever.
Not,” he continued in sanctimonious vindictiveness, “but
that I often had my doubts of Brother Masterton’s
steadfastness. He was too much given to imagery and song.”
“But what has he done?” persisted Doctor Duchesne.
“Done! He has embraced the Scarlet Woman!”
“Dear me!” said the doctor, “so soon? Is it anybody
you knew here?―not anybody’s wife? Eh?”
“He has entered the Church of Rome,” said the
Deacon, indignantly, “he has forsaken the God of his fathers
for the tents of the idolaters; he is the consort of Papists and
the slave of the Pope!”
“But are you SURE?” said Doctor Duchesne, with
perhaps less concern than before.
“Sure,” returned the Deacon angrily, “didn’t Brother
Bulkley, on account of warning reports made by a Godfearing and soul-seeking teamster, make a special pilgrimage
to this land of Sodom to inquire and spy out its wickedness?
Didn’t he find Stephen Masterton steeped in the iniquity of
practicing on an organ―he that scorned even a violin or
harmonium in the tents of the Lord― in an idolatrous chapel,
with a foreign female Papist for a teacher? Didn’t he find
him a guest at the board of a Jesuit priest, visiting the schools
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of the Mission where this young Jezebel of a singer teaches
the children to chant in unknown tongues? Didn’t he find
him living with a wrinkled Indian witch who called him
‘Padrone’―and speaking her gibberish? Didn’t he find him,
who left here a man mortified in flesh and spirit and pale
with striving with sinners, fat and rosy from native wines and
fleshpots, and even vain and gaudy in colored apparel? And
last of all, didn’t Brother Bulkley hear that a rumor was
spread far and wide that this miserable backslider was to take
to himself a wife― in one of these strange women―that
very Jezebel who seduced him? What do you call that?”
“It looks a good deal like human nature,” said the
doctor, musingly, “but I call it a cure!”
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Under the Eaves
The assistant editor of the San Francisco “Daily
Informer” was going home. So much of his time was spent
in the office of the “Informer” that no one ever cared to know
where he passed those six hours of sleep which presumably
suggested a domicile. His business appointments outside the
office were generally kept at the restaurant where he
breakfasted and dined, or of evenings in the lobbies of
theatres or the anterooms of public meetings. Yet he had a
home and an interval of seclusion of which he was jealously
mindful, and it was to this he was going to-night at his usual
hour.
His room was in a new building on one of the larger
and busier thoroughfares. The lower floor was occupied by
a bank, but as it was closed before he came home, and not
yet opened when he left, it did not disturb his domestic
sensibilities. The same may be said of the next floor, which
was devoted to stockbrokers’ and companies offices, and
was equally tomb-like and silent when he passed; the floor
above that was a desert of empty rooms, which echoed to his
footsteps night and morning, with here and there an oasis in
the green sign of a mining secretary’s office, with, however,
the desolating announcement that it would only be “open for
transfers from two to four on Saturdays.” The top floor had
been frankly abandoned in an unfinished state by the builder,
whose ambition had “o’erleaped itself” in that sanguine era
of the city’s growth. There was a smell of plaster and the first
coat of paint about it still, but the whole front of the building
was occupied by a long room with odd “bull’s-eye” windows
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looking out through the heavy ornamentations of the cornice
over the adjacent roofs.
It had been originally intended for a club-room, but
after the ill fortune which attended the letting of the floor
below, and possibly because the earthquake-fearing San
Franciscans had their doubts of successful hilarity at the top
of so tall a building, it remained unfinished, with the two
smaller rooms at its side. Its incomplete and lonely grandeur
had once struck the editor during a visit of inspection, and
the landlord, whom he knew, had offered to make it
habitable for him at a nominal rent. It had a lavatory with a
marble basin and a tap of cold water. The offer was a novel
one, but he accepted it, and fitted up the apartment with some
cheap second-hand furniture, quite inconsistent with the
carved mantels and decorations, and made a fair sitting-room
and bedroom of it. Here, on a Sunday, when its stillness was
intensified, and even a passing footstep on the pavement fifty
feet below was quite startling, he would sit and work by one
of the quaint open windows. In the rainy season, through the
filmed panes he sometimes caught a glimpse of the distant,
white-capped bay, but never of the street below him.
The lights were out, but, groping his way up to the
first landing, he took from a cup-boarded niche in the wall
his candlestick and matches and continued the ascent to his
room. The humble candlelight flickered on the ostentatious
gold letters displayed on the ground-glass doors of opulent
companies which he knew were famous, and rooms where
millionaires met in secret conclave, but the contrast
awakened only his sense of humor. Yet he was always
relieved after he had reached his own floor. Possibly its
incompleteness and inchoate condition made it seem less
lonely than the desolation of the finished and furnished
rooms below, and it was only this recollection of past human
occupancy that was depressing.
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He opened his door, lit the solitary gas jet that only
half illuminated the long room, and, it being already past
midnight, began to undress himself. This process presently
brought him to that corner of his room where his bed stood,
when he suddenly stopped, and his sleepy yawn changed to
a gape of surprise. For, lying in the bed, its head upon the
pillow, and its rigid arms accurately stretched down over the
turned-back sheet, was a child’s doll! It was a small doll―a
banged and battered doll, that had seen service, but it had
evidently been “tucked in” with maternal tenderness, and lay
there with its staring eyes turned to the ceiling, the very
genius of insomnia!
His first start of surprise was followed by a natural
resentment of what might have been an impertinent intrusion
on his privacy by some practical-joking adult, for he knew
there was no child in the house.
His room was kept in order by the wife of the night
watchman employed by the bank, and no one else had a right
of access to it. But the woman might have brought a child
there and not noticed its disposal of its plaything. He smiled.
It might have been worse! It might have been a real baby!
The idea tickled him with a promise of future
“copy”―of a story with farcical complications, or even a
dramatic ending, in which the baby, adopted by him, should
turn out to be somebody’s stolen offspring. He lifted the little
image that had suggested these fancies, carefully laid it on
his table, went to bed, and presently forgot it all in slumber.
In the morning his good-humor and interest in it
revived to the extent of writing on a slip of paper, “Goodmorning! Thank you― I’ve slept very well,” putting the slip
in the doll’s jointed arms, and leaving it in a sitting posture
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outside his door when he left his room. When he returned
late at night it was gone.
But it so chanced that, a few days later, owing to
press of work on the “Informer,” he was obliged to forego
his usual Sunday holiday out of town, and that morning
found him, while the bells were ringing for church, in his
room with a pile of manuscript and proof before him. For
these were troublous days in San Francisco; the great
Vigilance Committee of ‘56 was in session, and the offices
of the daily papers were thronged with eager seekers of
news. Such affairs, indeed, were not in the functions of the
assistant editor, nor exactly to his taste; he was neither a
partisan of the so- called Law and Order Party, nor yet an
enthusiastic admirer of the citizen Revolutionists known as
the Vigilance Committee, both extremes being incompatible
with his habits of thought. Consequently he was not
displeased at this opportunity of doing his work away from
the office and the “heady talk” of controversy.
He worked on until the bells ceased and a more than
Sabbath stillness fell upon the streets. So quiet was it that
once or twice the conversation of passing pedestrians floated
up and into his window, as of voices at his elbow.
Presently he heard the sound of a child’s voice
singing in subdued tone, as if fearful of being overheard.
This time he laid aside his pen―it certainly was no delusion!
The sound did not come from the open window, but from
some space on a level with his room. Yet there was no
contiguous building as high.
He rose and tried to open his door softly, but it
creaked, and the singing instantly ceased. There was nothing
before him but the bare, empty hall, with its lathed and
plastered partitions, and the two smaller rooms, unfinished
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like his own, on either side of him. Their doors were shut;
the one at his right hand was locked, the other yielded to his
touch.
For the first moment he saw only the bare walls of
the apparently empty room. But a second glance showed him
two children―a boy of seven and a girl of five―sitting on
the floor, which was further littered by a mattress, pillow,
and blanket. There was a cheap tray on one of the trunks
containing two soiled plates and cups and fragments of a
meal. But there was neither a chair nor table nor any other
article of furniture in the room. Yet he was struck by the fact
that, in spite of this poverty of surrounding, the children were
decently dressed, and the few scattered pieces of luggage in
quality bespoke a superior condition.
The children met his astonished stare with an equal
wonder and, he fancied, some little fright. The boy’s lips
trembled a little as he said apologetically―
“I told Jinny not to sing. But she didn’t make much
noise.”
“Mamma said I could play with my dolly. But I
fordot and singed,” said the little girl penitently.
“Where’s your mamma?” asked the young man. The
fancy of their being near relatives of the night watchman had
vanished at the sound of their voices.
“Dorn out,” said the girl.
“When did she go out?”
“Last night.”
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“Were you all alone here last night?”
“Yes!”
Perhaps they saw the look of indignation and pity in
the editor’s face, for the boy said quickly―
“She don’t go out every night; last night she went
to”―
He stopped suddenly, and both children looked at
each other with a half laugh and half cry, and then repeated
in hopeless unison, “She’s dorn out.”
“When is she coming back again?”
“To-night. But we won’t make any more noise.”
“Who brings you your food?” continued the editor,
looking at the tray.
“Woberts.”
Evidently Roberts, the night watchman! The editor
felt relieved; here was a clue to some explanation. He
instantly sat down on the floor between them.
“So that was the dolly that slept in my bed,” he said
gayly, taking it up.
God gives helplessness a wonderful intuition of its
friends. The children looked up at the face of their grown-up
companion, giggled, and then burst into a shrill fit of
laughter. He felt that it was the first one they had really
indulged in for many days. Nevertheless he said, “Hush!”
confidentially; why he scarcely knew, except to intimate to

184

them that he had taken in their situation thoroughly. “Make
no noise,” he added softly, “and come into my big room.”
They hung back, however, with frightened yet
longing eyes. “Mamma said we mussent do out of this
room,” said the girl.
“Not alone,” responded the editor quickly, “but with
me, you know; that’s different.”
The logic sufficed them, poor as it was. Their hands
slid quite naturally into his. But at the door he stopped, and
motioning to the locked door of the other room, asked:
“And is that mamma’s room, too?”
Their little hands slipped from his and they were
silent. Presently the boy, as if acted upon by some occult
influence of the girl, said in a half whisper, “Yes.”
The editor did not question further, but led them into
his room. Here they lost the slight restraint they had shown,
and began, child fashion, to become questioners themselves.
In a few moments they were in possession of his
name, his business, the kind of restaurant he frequented,
where he went when he left his room all day, the meaning of
those funny slips of paper, and the written manuscripts, and
why he was so quiet. But any attempt of his to retaliate by
counter questions was met by a sudden reserve so
unchildlike and painful to him―as it was evidently to
themselves―that he desisted, wisely postponing his
inquiries until he could meet Roberts.
He was glad when they fell to playing games with
each other quite naturally, yet not entirely forgetting his
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propinquity, as their occasional furtive glances at his
movements showed him. He, too, became presently
absorbed in his work, until it was finished and it was time
for him to take it to the office of the “Informer.” The wild
idea seized him of also taking the children afterwards for a
holiday to the Mission Dolores, but he prudently
remembered that even this negligent mother of theirs might
have some rights over her offspring that he was bound to
respect.
He took leave of them gayly, suggesting that the doll
be replaced in his bed while he was away, and even assisted
in “tucking it up.” But during the afternoon the recollection
of these lonely playfellows in the deserted house obtruded
itself upon his work and the talk of his companions. Sunday
night was his busiest night, and he could not, therefore, hope
to get away in time to assure himself of their mother’s return.
It was nearly two in the morning when he returned to
his room. He paused for a moment on the threshold to listen
for any sound from the adjoining room. But all was hushed.
His intention of speaking to the night watchman was,
however, anticipated the next morning by that guardian
himself. A tap upon his door while he was dressing caused
him to open it somewhat hurriedly in the hope of finding one
of the children there, but he met only the embarrassed face
of Roberts. Inviting him into the room, the editor continued
dressing. Carefully closing the door behind him, the man
began, with evident hesitation―
“I oughter hev told ye suthin’ afore, Mr. Breeze; but
I kalkilated, so to speak, that you wouldn’t be bothered one
way or another, and so ye hadn’t any call to know that there
was folks here”―

186

“Oh, I see,” interrupted Breeze cheerfully; “you’re
speaking of the family next door―the landlord’s new
tenants.”
“They ain’t exactly that,” said Roberts, still with
embarrassment. “The fact is―ye see―the thing points this
way: they ain’t no right to be here, and it’s as much as my
place is worth if it leaks out that they are.”
Mr. Breeze suspended his collar-buttoning, and
stared at Roberts.
“You see, sir, they’re mighty poor, and they’ve
nowhere else to go― and I reckoned to take ‘em in here for
a spell and say nothing about it.”
“But the landlord wouldn’t object, surely? I’ll speak
to him myself,” said Breeze impulsively.
“Oh, no; don’t!” said Roberts in alarm; “he wouldn’t
like it. You see, Mr. Breeze, it’s just this way: the mother,
she’s a born lady, and did my old woman a good turn in old
times when the family was rich; but now she’s obliged―just
to support herself, you know―to take up with what she gets,
and she acts in the bally in the theatre, you see, and hez to
come in late o’ nights. In them cheap boarding-houses, you
know, the folks looks down upon her for that, and won’t hev
her, and in the cheap hotels the men are―you know―a
darned sight wuss, and that’s how I took her and her kids in
here, where no one knows ‘em.”
“I see,” nodded the editor sympathetically; “and very
good it was of you, my man.”
Roberts looked still more confused, and stammered
with a forced laugh, “And―so―I’m just keeping her on
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here, unbeknownst, until her husband gets”― He stopped
suddenly.
“So she has a husband living, then?” said Breeze in
surprise.
“In the mines, yes―in the mines!” repeated Roberts
with a monotonous deliberation quite distinct from his
previous hesitation, “and she’s only waitin’ until he gets
money enough― to―to take her away.” He stopped and
breathed hard.
“But couldn’t you―couldn’t we―get her some more
furniture? There’s nothing in that room, you know, not a
chair or table; and unless the other room is better
furnished”―
“Eh? Oh, yes!” said Roberts quickly, yet still with a
certain embarrassment; “of course that’s better furnished,
and she’s quite satisfied, and so are the kids, with anything.
And now, Mr. Breeze, I reckon you’ll say nothin’ o’ this, and
you’ll never go back on me?”
“My dear Mr. Roberts,” said the editor gravely,
“from this moment I am not only blind, but deaf to the fact
that anybody occupies this floor but myself.”
“I knew you was white all through, Mr. Breeze,” said
the night watchman, grasping the young man’s hand with a
grip of iron, “and I telled my wife so. I sez, ‘Jest you let me
tell him everythin’,’ but she”― He stopped again and
became confused.
“And she was quite right, I dare say,” said Breeze,
with a laugh; “and I do not want to know anything. And that
poor woman must never know that I ever knew anything,
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either. But you may tell your wife that when the mother is
away she can bring the little ones in here whenever she
likes.”
“Thank ye―thank ye, sir!―and I’ll just run down
and tell the old woman now, and won’t intrude upon your
dressin’ any longer.”
He grasped Breeze’s hand again, went out and closed
the door behind him. It might have been the editor’s fancy,
but he thought there was a certain interval of silence outside
the door before the night watchman’s heavy tread was heard
along the hall again.
For several evenings after this Mr. Breeze paid some
attention to the ballet in his usual round of the theatres.
Although he had never seen his fair neighbor, he had a vague
idea that he might recognize her through some likeness to
her children. But in vain. In the opulent charms of certain
nymphs, and in the angular austerities of others, he failed
equally to discern any of those refinements which might
have distinguished the “born lady” of Roberts’ story, or
which he himself had seen in her children.
These he did not meet again during the week, as his
duties kept him late at the office; but from certain signs in
his room he knew that Mrs. Roberts had availed herself of
his invitation to bring them in with her, and he regularly
found “Jinny’s” doll tucked up in his bed at night, and he as
regularly disposed of it outside his door in the morning, with
a few sweets, like an offering, tucked under its rigid arms.
But another circumstance touched him more
delicately; his room was arranged with greater care than
before, and with an occasional exhibition of taste that
certainly had not distinguished Mrs. Roberts’ previous
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ministrations. One evening on his return he found a small
bouquet of inexpensive flowers in a glass on his writingtable. He loved flowers too well not to detect that they were
quite fresh, and could have been put there only an hour or
two before he arrived.
The next evening was Saturday, and, as he usually
left the office earlier on that day, it occurred to him, as he
walked home, that it was about the time his fair neighbor
would be leaving the theatre, and that it was possible he
might meet her.
At the front door, however, he found Roberts, who
returned his greeting with a certain awkwardness which
struck him as singular. When he reached the niche on the
landing he found his candle was gone, but he proceeded on,
groping his way up the stairs, with an odd conviction that
both these incidents pointed to the fact that the woman had
just returned or was expected.
He had also a strange feeling―which may have been
owing to the darkness―that some one was hidden on the
landing or on the stairs where he would pass. This was
further accented by a faint odor of patchouli, as, with his
hand on the rail, he turned the corner of the third landing,
and he was convinced that if he had put out his other hand it
would have come in contact with his mysterious neighbor.
But a certain instinct of respect for her secret, which she was
even now guarding in the darkness, withheld him, and he
passed on quickly to his own floor.
Here it was lighter; the moon shot a beam of silver
across the passage from an unshuttered window as he passed.
He reached his room door, entered, but instead of lighting
the gas and shutting the door, stood with it half open,
listening in the darkness.
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His suspicions were verified; there was a slight
rustling noise, and a figure which had evidently followed
him appeared at the end of the passage. It was that of a
woman habited in a grayish dress and cloak of the same
color; but as she passed across the band of moonlight he had
a distinct view of her anxious, worried face. It was a face no
longer young; it was worn with illness, but still replete with
a delicacy and faded beauty so inconsistent with her avowed
profession that he felt a sudden pang of pain and doubt. The
next moment she had vanished in her room, leaving the same
faint perfume behind her. He closed his door softly, lit the
gas, and sat down in a state of perplexity. That swift glimpse
of her face and figure had made her story improbable to the
point of absurdity, or possibly to the extreme of pathos!
It seemed incredible that a woman of that quality
should be forced to accept a vocation at once so low, so
distasteful, and so unremunerative. With her evident
antecedents, had she no friends but this common Western
night watchman of a bank? Had Roberts deceived him? Was
his whole story a fabrication, and was there some complicity
between the two? What was it? He knit his brows.
Mr. Breeze had that overpowering knowledge of the
world which only comes with the experience of twenty-five,
and to this he superadded the active imagination of a
newspaper man. A plot to rob the bank? These mysterious
absences, that luggage which he doubted not was empty and
intended for spoil! But why encumber herself with the two
children? Here his common sense and instinct of the
ludicrous returned and he smiled.
But he could not believe in the ballet dancer! He
wondered, indeed, how any manager could have accepted
the grim satire of that pale, worried face among the fairies,
that sad refinement amid their vacant smiles and rouged
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checks. And then, growing sad again, he comforted himself
with the reflection that at least the children were not alone
that night, and so went to sleep.
For some days he had no further meeting with his
neighbors. The disturbed state of the city―for the Vigilance
Committee were still in session―obliged the daily press to
issue “extras,” and his work at the office increased.
It was not until Sunday again that he was able to be
at home. Needless to say that his solitary little companions
were duly installed there, while he sat at work with his proofs
on the table before him.
The stillness of the empty house was only broken by
the habitually subdued voices of the children at their play,
when suddenly the harsh stroke of a distant bell came
through the open window. But it was no Sabbath bell, and
Mr. Breeze knew it. It was the tocsin of the Vigilance
Committee, summoning the members to assemble at their
quarters for a capture, a trial, or an execution of some
wrongdoer. To him it was equally a summons to the
office―to distasteful news and excitement.
He threw his proofs aside in disgust, laid down his
pen, seized his hat, and paused a moment to look round for
his playmates. But they were gone! He went into the hall,
looked into the open door of their room, but they were not
there. He tried the door of the second room, but it was
locked.
Satisfied that they had stolen downstairs in their
eagerness to know what the bell meant, he hurried down
also, met Roberts in the passage―a singularly unusual
circumstance at that hour―called to him to look after the
runaways, and hurried to his office.
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Here he found the staff collected, excitedly
discussing the news. One of the Vigilance Committee
prisoners, a notorious bully and ruffian, detained as a
criminal and a witness, had committed suicide in his cell.
Fortunately this was all reportorial work, and the services of
Mr. Breeze were not required. He hurried back, relieved, to
his room.
When he reached his landing, breathlessly, he heard
the same quick rustle he had heard that memorable evening,
and was quite satisfied that he saw a figure glide swiftly out
of the open door of his room. It was no doubt his neighbor,
who had been seeking her children, and as he heard their
voices as he passed, his uneasiness and suspicions were
removed.
He sat down again to his scattered papers and proofs,
finished his work, and took it to the office on his way to
dinner. He returned early, in the hope that he might meet his
neighbor again, and had quite settled his mind that he was
justified in offering a civil “Good-evening” to her, in spite
of his previous respectful ignoring of her presence. She must
certainly have become aware by this time of his attention to
her children and consideration for herself, and could not
mistake his motives. But he was disappointed, although he
came up softly; he found the floor in darkness and silence on
his return, and he had to be content with lighting his gas and
settling down to work again.
A near church clock had struck ten when he was
startled by the sound of an unfamiliar and uncertain step in
the hall, followed by a tap at his door. Breeze jumped to his
feet, and was astonished to find Dick, the “printer’s devil,”
standing on the threshold with a roll of proofs in his hand.
“How did you get here?” he asked testily.
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“They told me at the restaurant they reckoned you
lived yere, and the night watchman at the door headed me
straight up. When he knew whar I kem from he wanted to
know what the news was, but I told him he’d better buy an
extra and see.”
“Well, what did you come for?” said the editor
impatiently.
“The foreman said it was important, and he wanted
to know afore he went to press ef this yer correction was
yours?”
He went to the table, unrolled the proofs, and, taking
out the slip, pointed to a marked paragraph. “The foreman
says the reporter who brought the news allows he got it
straight first-hand! But ef you’ve corrected it, he reckons you
know best.”
Breeze saw at a glance that the paragraph alluded to
was not of his own writing, but one of several news items
furnished by reporters. These had been “set up” in the same
“galley,” and consequently appeared in the same proof-slip.
He was about to say curtly that neither the matter nor the
correction was his, when something odd in the correction of
the item struck him. It read as follows:
“It appears that the notorious ‘Jim Bodine,’ who is in
hiding and badly wanted by the Vigilance Committee, has
been tempted lately into a renewal of his old recklessness.
He was seen in Sacramento Street the other night by two
separate witnesses, one of whom followed him, but he
escaped in some friendly doorway.”
The words “in Sacramento Street” were stricken out
and replaced by the correction “on the Saucelito shore,” and
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the words “friendly doorway” were changed to “friendly
dinghy.” The correction was not his, nor the handwriting,
which was further disguised by being an imitation of print.
A strange idea seized him.
“Has any one seen these proofs since I left them at
the office?”
“No, only the foreman, sir.”
He remembered that he had left the proofs lying
openly on his table when he was called to the office at the
stroke of the alarm bell; he remembered the figure he saw
gliding from his room on his return. She had been there alone
with the proofs; she only could have tampered with them.
The evident object of the correction was to direct the
public attention from Sacramento Street to Saucelito, as the
probable whereabouts of this “Jimmy Bodine.” The street
below was Sacramento Street, the “friendly doorway” might
have been their own.
That she had some knowledge of this Bodine was not
more improbable than the ballet story. Her strange absences,
the mystery surrounding her, all seemed to testify that she
had some connection―perhaps only an innocent one―with
these desperate people whom the Vigilance Committee were
hunting down. Her attempt to save the man was, after all, no
more illegal than their attempt to capture him. True, she
might have trusted him, Breeze, without this tampering with
his papers; yet perhaps she thought he was certain to
discover it―and it was only a silent appeal to his mercy. The
corrections were ingenious and natural―it was the act of an
intelligent, quick-witted woman.
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Mr. Breeze was prompt in acting upon his intuition,
whether right or wrong. He took up his pen, wrote on the
margin of the proof, “Print as corrected,” said to the boy
carelessly, “The corrections are all right,” and dismissed him
quickly.
The corrected paragraph which appeared in the
“Informer” the next morning seemed to attract little public
attention, the greater excitement being the suicide of the
imprisoned bully and the effect it might have upon the
prosecution of other suspected parties, against whom the
dead man had been expected to bear witness.
Mr. Breeze was unable to obtain any information
regarding the desperado Bodine’s associates and relations;
his correction of the paragraph had made the other members
of the staff believe he had secret and superior information
regarding the fugitive, and he thus was estopped from asking
questions. But he felt himself justified now in demanding
fuller information from Roberts at the earliest opportunity.
For this purpose he came home earlier that night,
hoping to find the night watchman still on his first beat in the
lower halls. But he was disappointed. He was amazed,
however, on reaching his own landing, to find the passage
piled with new luggage, some of that ruder type of rolled
blanket and knapsack known as a “miner’s kit.” He was still
more surprised to hear men’s voices and the sound of
laughter proceeding from the room that was always locked.
A sudden sense of uneasiness and disgust, he knew not why,
came over him.
He passed quickly into his room, shut the door
sharply, and lit the gas. But he presently heard the door of
the locked room open, a man’s voice, slightly elevated by
liquor and opposition, saying, “I know what’s due from one
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gen’leman to ‘nother”―a querulous, objecting voice saying,
“Hole on! not now,” and a fainter feminine protest, all of
which were followed by a rap on his door.
Breeze opened it to two strangers, one of whom
lurched forward unsteadily with outstretched hand. He had a
handsome face and figure, and a certain consciousness of it
even in the abandon of liquor; he had an aggressive
treacherousness of eye which his potations had not subdued.
He grasped Breeze’s hand tightly, but dropped it the next
moment perfunctorily as he glanced round the room.
“I told them I was bound to come in,” he said,
without looking at Breeze, “and say ‘Howdy!’ to the man
that’s bin a pal to my women folks and the kids―and acted
white all through! I said to Mame, ‘I reckon he knows who I
am, and that I kin be high-toned to them that’s high-toned;
kin return shake for shake and shot for shot!’ Aye! that’s me!
So I was bound to come in like a gen’leman, sir, and here I
am!”
He threw himself in an unproffered chair and stared
at Breeze.
“I’m afraid,” said Breeze dryly, “that, nevertheless, I
never knew who you were, and that even now I am ignorant
whom I am addressing.”
“That’s just it,” said the second man, with a
querulous protest, which did not, however, conceal his
admiring vassalage to his friend; “that’s what I’m allus
telling Jim. ‘Jim,’ I says, ‘how is folks to know you’re the
man that shot Kernel Baxter, and dropped three o’ them
Mariposa Vigilants? They didn’t see you do it! They just
look at your fancy style and them mustaches of yours, and
allow ye might be death on the girls, but they don’t know ye!
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An’ this man yere―he’s a scribe in them papers―writes
what the boss editor tells him, and lives up yere on the roof,
‘longside yer wife and the children―what’s he knowin’
about you?’ Jim’s all right enough,” he continued, in easy
confidence to Breeze, “but he’s too fresh ‘bout himself.”
Mr. James Bodine accepted this tribute and criticism
of his henchman with a complacent laugh, which was not,
however, without a certain contempt for the speaker and the
man spoken to. His bold, selfish eyes wandered round the
room as if in search of some other amusement than his
companions offered.
“I reckon this is the room which that hound of a
landlord, Rakes, allowed he’d fix up for our poker club―the
club that Dan Simmons and me got up, with a few other
sports. It was to be a slap-up affair, right under the roof,
where there was no chance of the police raiding us. But the
cur weakened when the Vigilants started out to make war on
any game a gen’leman might hev that wasn’t in their
gummy-bag, salt pork trade. Well, it’s gettin’ a long time
between drinks, gen’lemen, ain’t it?” He looked round him
significantly.
Only the thought of the woman and her children in
the next room, and the shame that he believed she was
enduring, enabled Breeze to keep his temper or even a show
of civility.
“I’m afraid,” he said quietly, “that you’ll find very
little here to remind you of the club―not even the whiskey;
for I use the room only as a bedroom, and as I am a
workingman, and come in late and go out early, I have never
found it available for hospitality, even to my intimate
friends. I am very glad, however, that the little leisure I have
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had in it has enabled me to make the floor less lonely for
your children.”
Mr. Bodine got up with an affected yawn, turned an
embarrassed yet darkening eye on Breeze, and lunged
unsteadily to the door. “And as I only happened in to do the
reg’lar thing between high-toned gen’lemen, I reckon we kin
say ‘Quits.’” He gave a coarse laugh, said “So long,”
nodded, stumbled into the passage, and thence into the other
room.
His companion watched him pass out with a relieved
yet protecting air, and then, closing the door softly, drew
nearer to Breeze, and said in husky confidence―
“Ye ain’t seein’ him at his best, mister! He’s bin
drinkin’ too much, and this yer news has upset him.”
“What news?” asked Breeze.
“This yer suicide o’ Irish Jack!”
“Was he his friend?”
“Friend?” ejaculated the man, horrified at the mere
suggestion. “Not much! Why, Irish Jack was the only man
that could hev hung Jim! Now he’s dead, in course the
Vigilants ain’t got no proof agin Jim. Jim wants to face it out
now an’ stay here, but his wife and me don’t see it noways!
So we are taking advantage o’ the lull agin him to get him
off down the coast this very night. That’s why he’s been off
his head drinkin’. Ye see, when a man has been for weeks
hidin’―part o’ the time in that room and part o’ the time on
the wharf, where them Vigilants has been watchin’ every
ship that left in order to ketch him, he’s inclined to celebrate
his chance o’ getting away”―
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“Part of the time in that room?” interrupted Breeze
quickly.
“Sartin! Don’t ye see? He allus kem in as you went
out―sabe!― and got away before you kem back, his wife
all the time just a- hoverin’ between the two places, and
keeping watch for him. It was killin’ to her, you see, for she
wasn’t brought up to it, whiles Jim didn’t keer―had two
revolvers and kalkilated to kill a dozen Vigilants afore he
dropped. But that’s over now, and when I’ve got him safe on
that ‘plunger’ down at the wharf to-night, and put him
aboard the schooner that’s lying off the Heads, he’s all right
agin.”
“And Roberts knew all this and was one of his
friends?” asked Breeze.
“Roberts knew it, and Roberts’ wife used to be a kind
of servant to Jim’s wife in the South, when she was a girl,
but I don’t know ez Roberts is his friend!”
“He certainly has shown himself one,” said Breeze.
“Ye-e-s,” said the stranger meditatively, “ye-e-s.” He
stopped, opened the door softly, and peeped out, and then
closed it again softly. “It’s sing’lar, Mr. Breeze,” he went on
in a sudden yet embarrassed burst of confidence, “that Jim
thar―a man thet can shoot straight, and hez frequent; a man
thet knows every skin game goin’―that thet man Jim,” very
slowly, “hezn’t really―got―any friends―‘cept me―and
his wife.”
“Indeed?” said Mr. Breeze dryly.
“Sure! Why, you yourself didn’t cotton to him―I
could see thet.”
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Mr. Breeze felt himself redden slightly, and looked
curiously at the man. This vulgar parasite, whom he had set
down as a worshiper of sham heroes, undoubtedly did not
look like an associate of Bodine’s, and had a certain
seriousness that demanded respect. As he looked closer into
his wide, round face, seamed with small-pox, he fancied he
saw even in its fatuous imbecility something of that haunting
devotion he had seen on the refined features of the wife. He
said more gently―
“But one friend like you would seem to be enough.”
“I ain’t what I uster be, Mr. Breeze,” said the man
meditatively, “and mebbe ye don’t know who I am. I’m Abe
Shuckster, of Shuckster’s Ranch―one of the biggest in
Petalumy. I was a rich man until a year ago, when Jim got
inter trouble. What with mortgages and interest, payin’ up
Jim’s friends and buying off some ez was set agin him, thar
ain’t much left, and when I’ve settled that bill for the
schooner lying off the Heads there I reckon I’m about played
out. But I’ve allus a shanty at Petalumy, and mebbe when
things is froze over and Jim gets back―you’ll come and see
him―for you ain’t seen him at his best.”
“I suppose his wife and children go with him?” said
Breeze.
“No! He’s agin it, and wants them to come later. But
that’s all right, for you see she kin go back to their own house
at the Mission, now that the Vigilants are givin’ up
shadderin’ it. So long, Mr. Breeze! We’re startin’ afore
daylight. Sorry you didn’t see Jim in condition.”
He grasped Breeze’s hand warmly and slipped out of
the door softly. For an instant Mr. Breeze felt inclined to
follow him into the room and make a kinder adieu to the pair,
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but the reflection that he might embarrass the wife, who, it
would seem, had purposely avoided accompanying her
husband when he entered, withheld him. And for the last few
minutes he had been doubtful if he had any right to pose as
her friend. Beside the devotion of the man who had just left
him, his own scant kindness to her children seemed
ridiculous.
He went to bed, but tossed uneasily until he fancied
he heard stealthy footsteps outside his door and in the
passage. Even then he thought of getting up, dressing, and
going out to bid farewell to the fugitives. But even while he
was thinking of it he fell asleep and did not wake until the
sun was shining in at his windows.
He sprang to his feet, threw on his dressing-gown,
and peered into the passage. Everything was silent. He
stepped outside―the light streamed into the hall from the
open doors and windows of both rooms―the floor was
empty; not a trace of the former occupants remained. He was
turning back when his eye fell upon the battered wooden doll
set upright against his doorjamb, holding stiffly in its jointed
arms a bit of paper folded like a note. Opening it, he found a
few lines written in pencil.

God bless you for your kindness to us, and try to
forgive me for touching your papers. But I thought
that you would detect it, know why I did it, and then
help us, as you did! Good-by!
Mamie Bodine
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Mr. Breeze laid down the paper with a slight
accession of color, as if its purport had been ironical. How
little had he done compared to the devotion of this delicate
woman or the sacrifices of that rough friend! How deserted
looked this nest under the eaves, which had so long borne its
burden of guilt, innocence, shame, and suffering! For many
days afterwards he avoided it except at night, and even then
he often found himself lying awake to listen to the lost voices
of the children.
But one evening, a fortnight later, he came upon
Roberts in the hall. “Well,” said Breeze, with abrupt
directness, “did he get away?”
Roberts started, uttered an oath which it is possible
the Recording Angel passed to his credit, and said, “Yes, he
got away all right!”
“Why, hasn’t his wife joined him?”
“No. Never, in this world, I reckon; and if anywhere
in the next, I don’t want to go there!” said Roberts furiously.
“Is he dead?”
“Dead? That kind don’t die!”
“What do you mean?”
Roberts’ lips writhed, and then, with a strong effort,
he said with deliberate distinctness, “I mean―that the hound
went off with another woman―that―was―in―that
schooner, and left that fool Shuckster adrift in the plunger.”
“And the wife and children?”
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“Shuckster sold his shanty at Petaluma to pay their
passage to the States. Good-night!”
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