“The Notorious Jumping Frog of Calaveras County” by Mark Twain

In compliance with the request of a friend of mine,
who wrote me from the East, | called on good-
natured, garrulous old Simon Wheeler, and inquired
after my friend's friend, Leonidas W. Smiley, as
requested to do, and | hereunto append the result. |
have a lurking suspicion that Leonidas W. Smiley is a
myth that my friend never knew such a personage;
and that he only conjectured that if | asked old
Wheeler about him, it would remind him of his
infamous Jim Smiley, and he would go to work and
bore me to death with some exasperating
reminiscence of him as long and as tedious as it
should be useless to me. If that was the design, it
succeeded.

| found Simon Wheeler dozing comfortably by the
bar-room stove of the dilapidated tavern in the
decayed mining camp of Angel's, and | noticed that
he was fat and bald-headed, and had an expression
of winning gentleness and simplicity upon his
tranquil countenance. He roused up, and gave me
good day. | told him that a friend of mine had
commissioned me to make some inquiries about a
cherished companion of his boyhood named
Leonidas W. Smiley—Rev. Leonidas W. Smiley, a
young minister of the Gospel, who he had heard was
at one time resident of Angel's Camp. | added that if
Mr. Wheeler could tell me anything about this Rev.
Leonidas W. Smiley, | would feel under many
obligations to him.

Simon Wheeler backed me into a corner and
blockaded me there with his chair, and then sat
down and reeled off the monotonous narrative
which follows this paragraph. He never smiled, he
never frowned, he never changed his voice from the
gentle flowing key to which he tuned his initial
sentence, he never betrayed the slightest suspicion
of enthusiasm; but all through the interminable
narrative there ran a vein of impressive earnestness
and sincerity, which showed me plainly that, so far
from his imagining that there was anything
ridiculous or funny about his story, he regarded it as

a really important matter, and admired its two
heroes as men of transcendent genius in 'finesse.' |
let him go on in his own way, and never interrupted
him once.

"Rev. Leonidas W. H'm, Reverend Le—well, there
was a feller here, once by the name of Jim Smiley, in
the winter of '49—or maybe it was the spring of
'50—! don't recollect exactly, somehow, though
what makes me think it was one or the other is
because | remember the big flume warn't finished
when he first come to the camp; but anyway, he was
the curiousest man about always betting on anything
that turned up you ever see, if he could get anybody
to bet on the other side; and if he couldn't he'd
change sides. Any way that suited the other man
would suit HIM—any way just so's he got a bet, he
was satisfied. But still he was lucky, uncommon
lucky; he most always come out winner. He was
always ready and laying for a chance; there couldn't
be no solit'ry thing mentioned but that feller'd offer
to bet on it, and take ary side you please, as | was
just telling you. If there was a horse-race, you'd find
him flush or you'd find him busted at the end of it; if
there was a dog-fight, he'd bet on it; if there was a
cat-fight, he'd bet on it; if there was a chicken-fight,
he'd bet on it; why, if there was two birds setting on
a fence, he would bet you which one would fly first;
or if there was a camp-meeting, he would be there
reg'lar to bet on Parson Walker, which he judged to
be the best exhorter about here, and so he was too,
and a good man. If he even see a straddle-bug start
to go anywheres, he would bet you how long it
would take him to get to—to wherever he was going
to, and if you took him up, he would foller that
straddle-bug to Mexico but what he would find out
where he was bound for and how long he was on the
road. Lots of the boys here has seen that Smiley, and
can tell you about him. Why, it never made no
difference to him—he'd bet on any thing—the
dangdest feller. Parson Walker's wife laid very sick
once, for a good while, and it seemed as if they
warn't going to save her; but one morning he come



in, and Smiley up and asked him how she was, and
he said she was considerable better—thank the Lord
for his inf'nite mercy—and coming on so smart that
with the blessing of Prov'dence she'd get well yet;
and Smiley, before he thought, says, 'Well, I'll resk
two-and-a-half she don't anyway.'

"Thish-yer Smiley had a mare—the boys called her
the fifteen-minute nag, but that was only in fun, you
know, because of course she was faster than that—
and he used to win money on that horse, for all she
was so slow and always had the asthma, or the
distemper, or the consumption, or something of that
kind. They used to give her two or three hundred
yards' start, and then pass her under way; but
always at the fag end of the race she get excited and
desperate like, and come cavorting and straddling
up, and scattering her legs around limber,
sometimes in the air, and sometimes out to one side
among the fences, and kicking up m-o-r-e dust and
raising m-o-r-e racket with her coughing and
sneezing and blowing her nose—and always fetch up
at the stand just about a neck ahead, as near as you
could cipher it down.

"And he had a little small bull-pup, that to look at
him you'd think he warn't worth a cent but to set
around and look ornery and lay for a chance to steal
something. But as soon as money was up on him he
was a different dog; his under-jaw'd begin to stick
out like the fo'castle of a steamboat, and his teeth
would uncover and shine like the furnaces. And a
dog might tackle him and bully-rag him, and bite
him, and throw him over his shoulder two or three
times, and Andrew Jackson—which was the name of
the pup—Andrew Jackson would never let on but
what he was satisfied, and hadn't expected nothing
else—and the bets being doubled and doubled on
the other side all the time, till the money was all up;
and then all of a sudden he would grab that other
dog jest by the j'int of his hind leg and freeze to it—
not chaw, you understand, but only just grip and
hang on till they throwed up the sponge, if it was a
year. Smiley always come out winner on that pup, till
he harnessed a dog once that didn't have no hind
legs, because they'd been sawed off in a circular

saw, and when the thing had gone along far enough,
and the money was all up, and he come to make a
snatch for his pet holt, he see in a minute how he'd
been imposed on, and how the other dog had him in
the door, so to speak, and he 'peared surprised, and
then he looked sorter discouraged-like and didn't try
no more to win the fight, and so he got shucked out
bad. He give Smiley a look, as much as to say his
heart was broke, and it was his fault, for putting up a
dog that hadn't no hind legs for him to take holt of,
which was his main dependence in a fight, and then
he limped off a piece and laid down and died. It was
a good pup, was that Andrew Jackson, and would
have made a name for hisself if he'd lived, for the
stuff was in him and he had genius—I know it,
because he hadn't no opportunities to speak of, and
it don't stand to reason that a dog could make such a
fight as he could under them circumstances if he
hadn't no talent. It always makes me feel sorry when
I think of that last fight of his'n, and the way it
turned out.

"Well, thish-yer Smiley had rat-tarriers, and chicken
cocks, and tomcats and all them kind of things, till
you couldn't rest, and you couldn't fetch nothing for
him to bet on but he'd match you. He ketched a frog
one day, and took him home, and said he cal'lated to
educate him; and so he never done nothing for three
months but set in his back yard and learn that frog to
jump. And you bet you he did learn him, too. He'd
give him a little punch behind, and the next minute
you'd see that frog whirling in the air like a
doughnut—see him turn one summerset, or maybe
a couple, if he got a good start, and come down flat-
footed and all right, like a cat. He got him up so in
the matter of ketching flies, and kep' him in practice
so constant, that he'd nail a fly every time as fur as
he could see him. Smiley said all a frog wanted was
education, and he could do 'most anything—and |
believe him. Why, I've seen him set Dan'l Webster
down here on this floor—Dan'l Webster was the
name of the frog—and sing out, 'Flies, Dan'l, flies!'
and quicker'n you could wink he'd spring straight up
and snake a fly off'n the counter there, and flop
down on the floor ag'in as solid as a gob of mud, and
fall to scratching the side of his head with his hind



foot as indifferent as if he hadn't no idea he'd been
doin' any more'n any frog might do. You never see a
frog so modest and straightfor'ard as he was, for all
he was so gifted. And when it come to fair and
square jumping on a dead level, he could get over
more ground at one straddle than any animal of his
breed you ever see. Jumping on a dead level was his
strong suit, you understand; and when it come to
that, Smiley would ante up money on him as long as
he had a red. Smiley was monstrous proud of his
frog, and well he might be, for fellers that had
traveled and been everywheres all said he laid over
any frog that ever they see.

"Well, Smiley kep' the beast in a little lattice box, and
he used to fetch him down-town sometimes and lay
for a bet. One day a feller —a stranger in the camp,
he was—come acrost him with his box, and says:

""What might it be that you've got in the box?'

"And Smiley says, sorter indifferent-like, 'It might be
a parrot, or it might be a canary, maybe, but it
ain't—it's only just a frog.'

"And the feller took it, and looked at it careful, and
turned it round this way and that, and says, '"H'm—so
'tis. Well, what's HE good for.

"'Well," Smiley says, easy and careless, 'he's good
enough for one thing, | should judge—he can
outjump any frog in Calaveras County.

"The feller took the box again, and took another
long, particular look, and give it back to Smiley, and
says, very deliberate, 'Well," he says, 'l don't see no
p’ints about that frog that's any better'n any other
frog.'

""Maybe you don't,’ Smiley says. 'Maybe you
understand frogs and maybe you don't understand
‘em; maybe you've had experience, and maybe you
ain't only a amature, as it were. Anyways, I've got my
opinion, and I'll resk forty dollars the he can outjump
any frog in Calaveras County.'

"And the feller studied a minute, and then says,
kinder sad-like, 'Well, I'm only a stranger here, and |
ain't got no frog; but if | had a frog, I'd bet you.

"And then Smiley says, 'That's all right—that's all
right if you'll hold my box a minute, I'll go and get
you a frog." And so the feller took the box, and put
up his forty dollars along with Smiley's, and set down
to wait.

"So he set there a good while thinking and thinking
to himself and then he got the frog out and prized
his mouth open and took a teaspoon and filled him
full of quail-shot—filled him pretty near up to his
chin—and set him on the floor. Smiley he went to
the swamp and slopped around in the mud for a long
time, and finally he ketched a frog, and fetched him
in, and give him to this feller and says:

"'"Now, if you're ready, set him alongside of Dan'l,
with his fore paws just even with Dan'l's, and I'll give
the word.' Then he says, 'One-two-three—git' and
him and the feller touches up the frogs from behind,
and the new frog hopped off lively but Dan'l give a
heave, and hysted up his shoulders—so-like a
Frenchman, but it warn't no use—he couldn't budge;
he was planted as solid as a church, and he couldn't
no more stir than if he was anchored out. Smiley was
a good deal surprised, and he was disgusted too, but
he didn't have no idea what the matter was of
course.

"The feller took the money and started away; and
when he was going out at the door, he sorter jerked
his thumb over his shoulder—so—at Dan'l, and says
again, very deliberate, 'Well,' he says, 'l don't see no
p’ints about that frog that's any better'n any other
frog.'

"Smiley he stood scratching his head and looking
down at Dan'l a long time, and at last he says, 'l do
wonder what in the nation that frog throw'd off
for—I wonder if there ain't something the matter
with him —he 'pears to look mighty baggy,
somehow.' And he ketched Dan'l by the nap of the
neck, and hefted him, and says, 'Why blame my cats



if he don't weigh five pound!' and turned him upside
down and he belched out a double handful of shot.
And then he see how it was, and he was the
maddest man —he set the frog down and took out
after that feller, but he never ketched him. And—"

[Here Simon Wheeler heard his name called from
the front yard, and got up to see what was wanted.]
And turning to me as he moved away, he said: "Just
set where you are, stranger, and rest easy—I ain't
going to be gone a second."

But, by your leave, | did not think that a continuation
of the history of the enterprising vagabond Jim
Smiley would be likely to afford me much
information concerning the Rev. Leonidas W. Smiley,
and so | started away.

At the door | met the sociable Wheeler returning,
and he buttonholed me and recommenced:

"Well, thish-yer Smiley had a yaller one-eyed cow
that didn't have no tail, only just a short stump like a
bannanner, and—"

However, lacking both time and inclination, | did not
wait to hear about the afflicted cow, but took my
leave.



“The Luck of Roaring Camp” by Bret Harte

There was commotion in Roaring Camp. It could not
have been a fight, for in 1850 that was not novel
enough to have called together the entire
settlement. The ditches and claims were not only
deserted, but "Tuttle's grocery" had contributed its
gamblers, who, it will be remembered, calmly
continued their game the day that French Pete and
Kanaka Joe shot each other to death over the bar in
the front room. The whole camp was collected
before a rude cabin on the outer edge of the
clearing. Conversation was carried on in a low tone,
but the name of a woman was frequently repeated.
It was a name familiar enough in the camp,—
"Cherokee Sal."

Perhaps the less said of her the better. She was a
coarse and, it is to be feared, a very sinful woman.
But at that time she was the only woman in Roaring
Camp, and was just then lying in sore extremity,
when she most needed the ministration of her own
sex. Dissolute, abandoned, and irreclaimable, she
was yet suffering a martyrdom hard enough to bear
even when veiled by sympathizing womanhood, but
now terrible in her loneliness. The primal curse had
come to her in that original isolation which must
have made the punishment of the first transgression
so dreadful. It was, perhaps, part of the expiation of
her sin that, at a moment when she most lacked her
sex's intuitive tenderness and care, she met only the
half-contemptuous faces of her masculine
associates. Yet a few of the spectators were, | think,
touched by her sufferings. Sandy Tipton thought it
was "rough on Sal," and, in the contemplation of her
condition, for a moment rose superior to the fact
that he had an ace and two bowers in his sleeve.

It will be seen also that the situation was novel.
Deaths were by no means uncommon in Roaring
Camp, but a birth was a new thing. People had been
dismissed the camp effectively, finally, and with no
possibility of return; but this was the first time that
anybody had been introduced _ab initio_. Hence the
excitement.

"You go in there, Stumpy," said a prominent citizen
known as "Kentuck," addressing one of the loungers.
"Go in there, and see what you kin do. You've had
experience in them things."

Perhaps there was a fitness in the selection. Stumpy,
in other climes, had been the putative head of two
families; in fact, it was owing to some legal
informality in these proceedings that Roaring
Camp—a city of refuge—was indebted to his
company. The crowd approved the choice, and
Stumpy was wise enough to bow to the majority.
The door closed on the extempore surgeon and
midwife, and Roaring Camp sat down outside,
smoked its pipe, and awaited the issue.

The assemblage numbered about a hundred men.
One or two of these were actual fugitives from
justice, some were criminal, and all were reckless.
Physically they exhibited no indication of their past
lives and character. The greatest scamp had a
Raphael face, with a profusion of blonde hair;
Oakhurst, a gambler, had the melancholy air and
intellectual abstraction of a Hamlet; the coolest and
most courageous man was scarcely over five feet in
height, with a soft voice and an embarrassed, timid
manner. The term "roughs" applied to them was a
distinction rather than a definition. Perhaps in the
minor details of fingers, toes, ears, etc., the camp
may have been deficient, but these slight omissions
did not detract from their aggregate force. The
strongest man had but three fingers on his right
hand; the best shot had but one eye.

Such was the physical aspect of the men that were
dispersed around the cabin. The camp lay in a
triangular valley between two hills and a river. The
only outlet was a steep trail over the summit of a hill
that faced the cabin, now illuminated by the rising
moon. The suffering woman might have seen it from
the rude bunk whereon she lay, —seen it winding like
a silver thread until it was lost in the stars above.



A fire of withered pine boughs added sociability to
the gathering. By degrees the natural levity of
Roaring Camp returned. Bets were freely offered and
taken regarding the result. Three to five that "Sal
would get through with it;" even that the child
would survive; side bets as to the sex and
complexion of the coming stranger. In the midst of
an excited discussion an exclamation came from
those nearest the door, and the camp stopped to
listen. Above the swaying and moaning of the pines,
the swift rush of the river, and the crackling of the
fire rose a sharp, querulous cry,—a cry unlike
anything heard before in the camp. The pines
stopped moaning, the river ceased to rush, and the
fire to crackle. It seemed as if Nature had stopped to
listen too.

The camp rose to its feet as one man! It was
proposed to explode a barrel of gunpowder; but in
consideration of the situation of the mother, better
counsels prevailed, and only a few revolvers were
discharged; for whether owing to the rude surgery of
the camp, or some other reason, Cherokee Sal was
sinking fast. Within an hour she had climbed, as it
were, that rugged road that led to the stars, and so
passed out of Roaring Camp, its sin and shame,
forever. 1 do not think that the announcement
disturbed them much, except in speculation as to
the fate of the child. "Can he live now?" was asked
of Stumpy. The answer was doubtful. The only other
being of Cherokee Sal's sex and maternal condition
in the settlement was an ass. There was some
conjecture as to fitness, but the experiment was
tried. It was less problematical than the ancient
treatment of Romulus and Remus, and apparently as
successful.

When these details were completed, which
exhausted another hour, the door was opened, and
the anxious crowd of men, who had already formed
themselves into a queue, entered in single file.
Beside the low bunk or shelf, on which the figure of
the mother was starkly outlined below the blankets,
stood a pine table. On this a candle-box was placed,
and within it, swathed in staring red flannel, lay the
last arrival at Roaring Camp. Beside the candle-box

was placed a hat. Its use was soon indicated.
"Gentlemen," said Stumpy, with a singular mixture
of authority and _ex officio_ complacency,—
"gentlemen will please pass in at the front door,
round the table, and out at the back door. Them as
wishes to contribute anything toward the orphan
will find a hat handy." The first man entered with his
hat on; he uncovered, however, as he looked about
him, and so unconsciously set an example to the
next. In such communities good and bad actions are
catching. As the procession filed in comments were
audible,—criticisms addressed perhaps rather to
Stumpy in the character of showman: "Is that him?"
"Mighty small specimen;" "Hasn't more'n got the
color;" "Ain't bigger nor a derringer." The
contributions were as characteristic: A silver tobacco
box; a doubloon; a navy revolver, silver mounted; a
gold specimen; a very beautifully embroidered lady's
handkerchief (from Oakhurst the gambler); a
diamond breastpin; a diamond ring (suggested by
the pin, with the remark from the giver that he "saw
that pin and went two diamonds better"); a slung-
shot; a Bible (contributor not detected); a golden
spur; a silver teaspoon (the initials, | regret to say,
were not the giver's); a pair of surgeon's shears; a
lancet; a Bank of England note for L5; and about
$200 in loose gold and silver coin. During these
proceedings Stumpy maintained a silence as
impassive as the dead on his left, a gravity as
inscrutable as that of the newly born on his right.
Only one incident occurred to break the monotony
of the curious procession. As Kentuck bent over the
candle-box half curiously, the child turned, and, in a
spasm of pain, caught at his groping finger, and held
it fast for a moment. Kentuck looked foolish and
embarrassed. Something like a blush tried to assert
itself in his weather-beaten cheek. "The d—d little
cuss!" he said, as he extricated his finger, with
perhaps more tenderness and care than he might
have been deemed capable of showing. He held that
finger a little apart from its fellows as he went out,
and examined it curiously. The examination
provoked the same original remark in regard to the
child. In fact, he seemed to enjoy repeating it. "He
rastled with my finger," he remarked to Tipton,
holding up the member, "the d—d little cuss!"



It was four o'clock before the camp sought repose. A
light burnt in the cabin where the watchers sat, for
Stumpy did not go to bed that night. Nor did
Kentuck. He drank quite freely, and related with
great gusto his experience, invariably ending with his
characteristic condemnation of the newcomer. It
seemed to relieve him of any unjust implication of
sentiment, and Kentuck had the weaknesses of the
nobler sex. When everybody else had gone to bed,
he walked down to the river and whistled
reflectingly. Then he walked up the gulch past the
cabin, still whistling with demonstrative unconcern.
At a large redwood-tree he paused and retraced his
steps, and again passed the cabin. Halfway down to
the river's bank he again paused, and then returned
and knocked at the door. It was opened by Stumpy.
"How goes it?" said Kentuck, looking past Stumpy
toward the candle-box. "All serene!" replied Stumpy.
"Anything up?" "Nothing." There was a pause—an
embarrassing one—Stumpy still holding the door.
Then Kentuck had recourse to his finger, which he
held up to Stumpy. "Rastled with it, —the d—d little
cuss," he said, and retired.

The next day Cherokee Sal had such rude sepulture
as Roaring Camp afforded. After her body had been
committed to the hillside, there was a formal
meeting of the camp to discuss what should be done
with her infant. A resolution to adopt it was
unanimous and enthusiastic. But an animated
discussion in regard to the manner and feasibility of
providing for its wants at once sprang up. It was
remarkable that the argument partook of none of
those fierce personalities with which discussions
were usually conducted at Roaring Camp. Tipton
proposed that they should send the child to Red
Dog,—a distance of forty miles,—where female
attention could be procured. But the unlucky
suggestion met with fierce and unanimous
opposition. It was evident that no plan which
entailed parting from their new acquisition would for
a moment be entertained. "Besides," said Tom
Ryder, "them fellows at Red Dog would swap it, and
ring in somebody else on us." A disbelief in the
honesty of other camps prevailed at Roaring Camp,
as in other places.

The introduction of a female nurse in the camp also
met with objection. It was argued that no decent
woman could be prevailed to accept Roaring Camp
as her home, and the speaker urged that "they didn't
want any more of the other kind." This unkind
allusion to the defunct mother, harsh as it may
seem, was the first spasm of propriety,—the first
symptom of the camp's regeneration. Stumpy
advanced nothing. Perhaps he felt a certain delicacy
in interfering with the selection of a possible
successor in office. But when questioned, he averred
stoutly that he and "Jinny"—the mammal before
alluded to—could manage to rear the child. There
was something original, independent, and heroic
about the plan that pleased the camp. Stumpy was
retained. Certain articles were sent for to
Sacramento. "Mind," said the treasurer, as he
pressed a bag of gold-dust into the expressman's
hand, "the best that can be got,—lace, you know,
and filigree-work and frills,—d—n the cost!" Strange
to say, the child thrived. Perhaps the invigorating
climate of the mountain camp was compensation for
material deficiencies. Nature took the foundling to
her broader breast. In that rare atmosphere of the
Sierra foothills,—that air pungent with balsamic
odor, that ethereal cordial at once bracing and
exhilarating,—he may have found food and
nourishment, or a subtle chemistry that transmuted
ass's milk to lime and phosphorus. Stumpy inclined
to the belief that it was the latter and good nursing.
"Me and that ass," he would say, "has been father
and mother to him! Don't you," he would add,
apostrophizing the helpless bundle before him,
"never go back on us."

By the time he was a month old the necessity of
giving him a name became apparent. He had
generally been known as "The Kid," "Stumpy's Boy,"
"The Coyote" (an allusion to his vocal powers), and
even by Kentuck's endearing diminutive of "The d—d
little cuss." But these were felt to be vague and
unsatisfactory, and were at last dismissed under
another influence. Gamblers and adventurers are
generally superstitious, and Oakhurst one day
declared that the baby had brought "the luck" to
Roaring Camp. It was certain that of late they had
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been successful. "Luck" was the name agreed upon,
with the prefix of Tommy for greater convenience.
No allusion was made to the mother, and the father
was unknown. "It's better," said the philosophical
Oakhurst, "to take a fresh deal all round. Call him
Luck, and start him fair." A day was accordingly set
apart for the christening. What was meant by this
ceremony the reader may imagine who has already
gathered some idea of the reckless irreverence of
Roaring Camp. The master of ceremonies was one
"Boston," a noted wag, and the occasion seemed to
promise the greatest facetiousness. This ingenious
satirist had spent two days in preparing a burlesque
of the Church service, with pointed local allusions.
The choir was properly trained, and Sandy Tipton
was to stand godfather. But after the procession had
marched to the grove with music and banners, and
the child had been deposited before a mock altar,
Stumpy stepped before the expectant crowd. "It
ain't my style to spoil fun, boys," said the little man,
stoutly eying the faces around him, "but it strikes me
that this thing ain't exactly on the squar. It's playing
it pretty low down on this yer baby to ring in fun on
him that he ain't goin' to understand. And ef there's
goin' to be any godfathers round, I'd like to see
who's got any better rights than me." A silence
followed Stumpy's speech. To the credit of all
humorists be it said that the first man to
acknowledge its justice was the satirist thus stopped
of his fun. "But," said Stumpy, quickly following up
his advantage, "we're here for a christening, and
we'll have it. | proclaim you Thomas Luck, according
to the laws of the United States and the State of
California, so help me God." It was the first time that
the name of the Deity had been otherwise uttered
than profanely in the camp. The form of christening
was perhaps even more ludicrous than the satirist
had conceived; but strangely enough, nobody saw it
and nobody laughed. "Tommy" was christened as
seriously as he would have been under a Christian
roof, and cried and was comforted in as orthodox
fashion.

And so the work of regeneration began in Roaring
Camp. Almost imperceptibly a change came over the
settlement. The cabin assigned to "Tommy Luck"—or

"The Luck," as he was more frequently called —first
showed signs of improvement. It was kept
scrupulously clean and whitewashed. Then it was
boarded, clothed, and papered. The rosewood,
cradle, packed eighty miles by mule, had, in
Stumpy's way of putting it, "sorter killed the rest of
the furniture." So the rehabilitation of the cabin
became a necessity. The men who were in the habit
of lounging in at Stumpy's to see "how 'The Luck' got
on" seemed to appreciate the change, and in self-
defense the rival establishment of "Tuttle's grocery"
bestirred itself and imported a carpet and mirrors.
The reflections of the latter on the appearance of
Roaring Camp tended to produce stricter habits of
personal cleanliness. Again Stumpy imposed a kind
of quarantine upon those who aspired to the honor
and privilege of holding The Luck. It was a cruel
mortification to Kentuck—who, in the carelessness
of a large nature and the habits of frontier life, had
begun to regard all garments as a second cuticle,
which, like a snake's, only sloughed off through
decay—to be debarred this privilege from certain
prudential reasons. Yet such was the subtle
influence of innovation that he thereafter appeared
regularly every afternoon in a clean shirt and face
still shining from his ablutions. Nor were moral and
social sanitary laws neglected. "Tommy," who was
supposed to spend his whole existence in a
persistent attempt to repose, must not be disturbed
by noise. The shouting and yelling, which had gained
the camp its infelicitous title, were not permitted
within hearing distance of Stumpy's. The men
conversed in whispers or smoked with Indian gravity.
Profanity was tacitly given up in these sacred
precincts, and throughout the camp a popular form
of expletive, known as "D—n the luck!" and "Curse
the luck!" was abandoned, as having a new personal
bearing. Vocal music was not interdicted, being
supposed to have a soothing, tranquilizing quality;
and one song, sung by "Man-o'-War Jack," an English
sailor from her Majesty's Australian colonies, was
quite popular as a lullaby. It was a lugubrious recital
of the exploits of "the Arethusa, Seventy-four," in a
muffled minor, ending with a prolonged dying fall at
the burden of each verse, "On b-0o0-0-ard of the
Arethusa." It was a fine sight to see Jack holding The
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Luck, rocking from side to side as if with the motion
of a ship, and crooning forth this naval ditty. Either
through the peculiar rocking of Jack or the length of
his song,—it contained ninety stanzas, and was
continued with conscientious deliberation to the
bitter end,—the lullaby generally had the desired
effect. At such times the men would lie at full length
under the trees in the soft summer twilight, smoking
their pipes and drinking in the melodious utterances.
An indistinct idea that this was pastoral happiness
pervaded the camp. "This 'ere kind o' think," said the
Cockney Simmons, meditatively reclining on his
elbow, "is 'evingly." It reminded him of Greenwich.

On the long summer days The Luck was usually
carried to the gulch from whence the golden store of
Roaring Camp was taken. There, on a blanket spread
over pine boughs, he would lie while the men were
working in the ditches below. Latterly there was a
rude attempt to decorate this bower with flowers
and sweet-smelling shrubs, and generally some one
would bring him a cluster of wild honeysuckles,
azaleas, or the painted blossoms of Las Mariposas.
The men had suddenly awakened to the fact that
there were beauty and significance in these trifles,
which they had so long trodden carelessly beneath
their feet. A flake of glittering mica, a fragment of
variegated quartz, a bright pebble from the bed of
the creek, became beautiful to eyes thus cleared and
strengthened, and were invariably put aside for The
Luck. It was wonderful how many treasures the
woods and hillsides yielded that "would do for
Tommy." Surrounded by playthings such as never
child out of fairyland had before, it is to be hoped
that Tommy was content. He appeared to be
serenely happy, albeit there was an infantine gravity
about him, a contemplative light in his round gray
eyes, that sometimes worried Stumpy. He was
always tractable and quiet, and it is recorded that
once, having crept beyond his "corral,"—a hedge of
tessellated pine boughs, which surrounded his
bed,—he dropped over the bank on his head in the
soft earth, and remained with his mottled legs in the
air in that position for at least five minutes with
unflinching gravity. He was extricated without a
murmur. | hesitate to record the many other

instances of his sagacity, which rest, unfortunately,
upon the statements of prejudiced friends. Some of
them were not without a tinge of superstition. "I
crep' up the bank just now," said Kentuck one day, in
a breathless state of excitement, "and dern my skin
if he wasn't a-talking to a jaybird as was a-sittin' on
his lap. There they was, just as free and sociable as
anything you please, a-jawin' at each other just like
two cherrybums." Howbeit, whether creeping over
the pine boughs or lying lazily on his back blinking at
the leaves above him, to him the birds sang, the
squirrels chattered, and the flowers bloomed.
Nature was his nurse and playfellow. For him she
would let slip between the leaves golden shafts of
sunlight that fell just within his grasp; she would
send wandering breezes to visit him with the balm of
bay and resinous gum; to him the tall redwoods
nodded familiarly and sleepily, the bumblebees
buzzed, and the rooks cawed a slumberous
accompaniment.

Such was the golden summer of Roaring Camp. They
were "flush times," and the luck was with them. The
claims had vyielded enormously. The camp was
jealous of its privileges and looked suspiciously on
strangers. No encouragement was given to
immigration, and, to make their seclusion more
perfect, the land on either side of the mountain wall
that surrounded the camp they duly preempted.
This, and a reputation for singular proficiency with
the revolver, kept the reserve of Roaring Camp
inviolate. The expressman—their only connecting
link with the surrounding world—sometimes told
wonderful stories of the camp. He would say,
"They've a street up there in 'Roaring' that would lay
over any street in Red Dog. They've got vines and
flowers round their houses, and they wash
themselves twice a day. But they're mighty rough on
strangers, and they worship an Ingin baby."

With the prosperity of the camp came a desire for
further improvement. It was proposed to build a
hotel in the following spring, and to invite one or
two decent families to reside there for the sake of
The Luck, who might perhaps profit by female
companionship. The sacrifice that this concession to
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the sex cost these men, who were fiercely skeptical
in regard to its general virtue and usefulness, can
only be accounted for by their affection for Tommy.
A few still held out. But the resolve could not be
carried into effect for three months, and the
minority meekly yielded in the hope that something
might turn up to prevent it. And it did.

The winter of 1851 will long be remembered in the
foothills. The snow lay deep on the Sierras, and
every mountain creek became a river, and every
river a lake. Each gorge and gulch was transformed
into a tumultuous watercourse that descended the
hillsides, tearing down giant trees and scattering its
drift and debris along the plain. Red Dog had been
twice under water, and Roaring Camp had been
forewarned. "Water put the gold into them gulches,"
said Stumpy. "It's been here once and will be here
again!" And that night the North Fork suddenly
leaped over its banks and swept up the triangular
valley of Roaring Camp.

In the confusion of rushing water, crashing trees,
and crackling timber, and the darkness which
seemed to flow with the water and blot out the fair
valley, but little could be done to collect the
scattered camp. When the morning broke, the cabin
of Stumpy, nearest the river-bank, was gone. Higher
up the gulch they found the body of its unlucky
owner; but the pride, the hope, the joy, The Luck, of
Roaring Camp had disappeared. They were returning
with sad hearts when a shout from the bank recalled
them.

It was a relief-boat from down the river. They had
picked up, they said, a man and an infant, nearly
exhausted, about two miles below. Did anybody
know them, and did they belong here?

It needed but a glance to show them Kentuck lying
there, cruelly crushed and bruised, but still holding
The Luck of Roaring Camp in his arms. As they bent
over the strangely assorted pair, they saw that the
child was cold and pulseless. "He is dead," said one.
Kentuck opened his eyes. "Dead?" he repeated
feebly. "Yes, my man, and you are dying too." A

smile lit the eyes of the expiring Kentuck. "Dying!" he
repeated; "he's a-taking me with him. Tell the boys
I've got The Luck with me now;" and the strong man,
clinging to the frail babe as a drowning man is said to
cling to a straw, drifted away into the shadowy river
that flows forever to the unknown sea.
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“An Occurrence at Owl Creek Bridge” by Ambrose Bierce

A man stood upon a railroad bridge in northern
Alabama, looking down into the swift water twenty
feet below. The man's hands were behind his back,
the wrists bound with a cord. A rope closely
encircled his neck. It was attached to a stout cross-
timber above his head and the slack fell to the level
of his knees. Some loose boards laid upon the ties
supporting the rails of the railway supplied a footing
for him and his executioners—two private soldiers of
the Federal army, directed by a sergeant who in civil
life may have been a deputy sheriff. At a short
remove upon the same temporary platform was an
officer in the uniform of his rank, armed. He was a
captain. A sentinel at each end of the bridge stood
with his rifle in the position known as "support," that
is to say, vertical in front of the left shoulder, the
hammer resting on the forearm thrown straight
across the chest—a formal and unnatural position,
enforcing an erect carriage of the body. It did not
appear to be the duty of these two men to know
what was occurring at the center of the bridge; they
merely blockaded the two ends of the foot planking
that traversed it.

Beyond one of the sentinels nobody was in sight; the
railroad ran straight away into a forest for a hundred
yards, then, curving, was lost to view. Doubtless
there was an outpost farther along. The other bank
of the stream was open ground—a gentle slope
topped with a stockade of vertical tree trunks,
loopholed for rifles, with a single embrasure through
which protruded the muzzle of a brass cannon
commanding the bridge. Midway up the slope
between the bridge and fort were the spectators—a
single company of infantry in line, at "parade rest,"
the butts of their rifles on the ground, the barrels
inclining slightly backward against the right shoulder,
the hands crossed upon the stock. A lieutenant
stood at the right of the line, the point of his sword
upon the ground, his left hand resting upon his right.
Excepting the group of four at the center of the

bridge, not a man moved. The company faced the
bridge, staring stonily, motionless. The sentinels,
facing the banks of the stream, might have been
statues to adorn the bridge. The captain stood with
folded arms, silent, observing the work of his
subordinates, but making no sign. Death is a
dignitary who when he comes announced is to be
received with formal manifestations of respect, even
by those most familiar with him. In the code of
military etiquette silence and fixity are forms of
deference.

The man who was engaged in being hanged was
apparently about thirty-five years of age. He was a
civilian, if one might judge from his habit, which was
that of a planter. His features were good—a straight
nose, firm mouth, broad forehead, from which his
long, dark hair was combed straight back, falling
behind his ears to the collar of his well fitting frock
coat. He wore a moustache and pointed beard, but
no whiskers; his eyes were large and dark gray, and
had a kindly expression which one would hardly
have expected in one whose neck was in the hemp.
Evidently this was no wvulgar assassin. The liberal
military code makes provision for hanging many
kinds of persons, and gentlemen are not excluded.

The preparations being complete, the two private
soldiers stepped aside and each drew away the
plank upon which he had been standing. The
sergeant turned to the captain, saluted and placed
himself immediately behind that officer, who in turn
moved apart one pace. These movements left the
condemned man and the sergeant standing on the
two ends of the same plank, which spanned three of
the cross-ties of the bridge. The end upon which the
civilian stood almost, but not quite, reached a
fourth. This plank had been held in place by the
weight of the captain; it was now held by that of the
sergeant. At a signal from the former the latter
would step aside, the plank would tilt and the
condemned man go down between two ties. The
arrangement commended itself to his judgement as
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simple and effective. His face had not been covered
nor his eyes bandaged. He looked a moment at his
"unsteadfast footing," then let his gaze wander to
the swirling water of the stream racing madly
beneath his feet. A piece of dancing driftwood
caught his attention and his eyes followed it down
the current. How slowly it appeared to move! What
a sluggish stream!

He closed his eyes in order to fix his last thoughts
upon his wife and children. The water, touched to
gold by the early sun, the brooding mists under the
banks at some distance down the stream, the fort,
the soldiers, the piece of drift—all had distracted
him. And now he became conscious of a new
disturbance. Striking through the thought of his dear
ones was sound which he could neither ignore nor
understand, a sharp, distinct, metallic percussion like
the stroke of a blacksmith's hammer upon the anvil;
it had the same ringing quality. He wondered what it
was, and whether immeasurably distant or near by—
it seemed both. Its recurrence was regular, but as
slow as the tolling of a death knell. He awaited each
new stroke with impatience and—he knew not
why—apprehension. The intervals of silence grew
progressively longer; the delays became maddening.
With their greater infrequency the sounds increased
in strength and sharpness. They hurt his ear like the
trust of a knife; he feared he would shriek. What he
heard was the ticking of his watch.

He unclosed his eyes and saw again the water below
him. "If | could free my hands," he thought, "I might
throw off the noose and spring into the stream. By
diving | could evade the bullets and, swimming
vigorously, reach the bank, take to the woods and
get away home. My home, thank God, is as yet
outside their lines; my wife and little ones are still
beyond the invader's farthest advance."

As these thoughts, which have here to be set down
in words, were flashed into the doomed man's brain
rather than evolved from it the captain nodded to
the sergeant. The sergeant stepped aside.

Peyton Farquhar was a well to do planter, of an old
and highly respected Alabama family. Being a slave
owner and like other slave owners a politician, he
was naturally an original secessionist and ardently
devoted to the Southern cause. Circumstances of an
imperious nature, which it is unnecessary to relate
here, had prevented him from taking service with
that gallant army which had fought the disastrous
campaigns ending with the fall of Corinth, and he
chafed under the inglorious restraint, longing for the
release of his energies, the larger life of the soldier,
the opportunity for distinction. That opportunity, he
felt, would come, as it comes to all in wartime.
Meanwhile he did what he could. No service was too
humble for him to perform in the aid of the South,
no adventure too perilous for him to undertake if
consistent with the character of a civilian who was at
heart a soldier, and who in good faith and without
too much qualification assented to at least a part of
the frankly villainous dictum that all is fair in love
and war.

One evening while Farquhar and his wife were sitting
on a rustic bench near the entrance to his grounds, a
gray-clad soldier rode up to the gate and asked for a
drink of water. Mrs. Farquhar was only too happy to
serve him with her own white hands. While she was
fetching the water her husband approached the
dusty horseman and inquired eagerly for news from
the front.

"The Yanks are repairing the railroads," said the
man, "and are getting ready for another advance.
They have reached the Owl Creek bridge, put it in
order and built a stockade on the north bank. The
commandant has issued an order, which is posted
everywhere, declaring that any civilian caught
interfering with the railroad, its bridges, tunnels, or
trains will be summarily hanged. | saw the order."

"How far is it to the Owl Creek bridge?" Farquhar
asked.

"About thirty miles."

"Is there no force on this side of the creek?"
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"Only a picket post half a mile out, on the railroad,
and a single sentinel at this end of the bridge."

"Suppose a man—a civilian and student of hanging—
should elude the picket post and perhaps get the
better of the sentinel," said Farquhar, smiling, "what
could he accomplish?"

The soldier reflected. "l was there a month ago," he
replied. "l observed that the flood of last winter had
lodged a great quantity of driftwood against the
wooden pier at this end of the bridge. It is now dry
and would burn like tinder."

The lady had now brought the water, which the
soldier drank. He thanked her ceremoniously, bowed
to her husband and rode away. An hour later, after
nightfall, he repassed the plantation, going
northward in the direction from which he had come.
He was a Federal scout.

As Peyton Farquhar fell straight downward through
the bridge he lost consciousness and was as one
already dead. From this state he was awakened—
ages later, it seemed to him—by the pain of a sharp
pressure upon his throat, followed by a sense of
suffocation. Keen, poignant agonies seemed to shoot
from his neck downward through every fiber of his
body and limbs. These pains appeared to flash along
well defined lines of ramification and to beat with an
inconceivably rapid periodicity. They seemed like
streams of pulsating fire heating him to an
intolerable temperature. As to his head, he was
conscious of nothing but a feeling of fullness—of
congestion. These sensations were unaccompanied
by thought. The intellectual part of his nature was
already effaced; he had power only to feel, and
feeling was torment. He was conscious of motion.
Encompassed in a luminous cloud, of which he was
now merely the fiery heart, without material
substance, he swung through unthinkable arcs of
oscillation, like a vast pendulum. Then all at once,
with terrible suddenness, the light about him shot
upward with the noise of a loud splash; a frightful

roaring was in his ears, and all was cold and dark.
The power of thought was restored; he knew that
the rope had broken and he had fallen into the
stream. There was no additional strangulation; the
noose about his neck was already suffocating him
and kept the water from his lungs. To die of hanging
at the bottom of a river!—the idea seemed to him
ludicrous. He opened his eyes in the darkness and
saw above him a gleam of light, but how distant,
how inaccessible! He was still sinking, for the light
became fainter and fainter until it was a mere
glimmer. Then it began to grow and brighten, and he
knew that he was rising toward the surface—knew it
with reluctance, for he was now very comfortable.
"To be hanged and drowned," he thought, "that is
not so bad; but | do not wish to be shot. No; | will
not be shot; that is not fair."

He was not conscious of an effort, but a sharp pain in
his wrist apprised him that he was trying to free his
hands. He gave the struggle his attention, as an idler
might observe the feat of a juggler, without interest
in the outcome. What splendid effort!l—what
magnificent, what superhuman strength! Ah, that
was a fine endeavor! Bravo! The cord fell away; his
arms parted and floated upward, the hands dimly
seen on each side in the growing light. He watched
them with a new interest as first one and then the
other pounced upon the noose at his neck. They tore
it away and thrust it fiercely aside, its undulations
resembling those of a water snake. "Put it back, put
it back!" He thought he shouted these words to his
hands, for the undoing of the noose had been
succeeded by the direst pang that he had yet
experienced. His neck ached horribly; his brain was
on fire, his heart, which had been fluttering faintly,
gave a great leap, trying to force itself out at his
mouth. His whole body was racked and wrenched
with an insupportable anguish! But his disobedient
hands gave no heed to the command. They beat the
water vigorously with quick, downward strokes,
forcing him to the surface. He felt his head emerge;
his eyes were blinded by the sunlight; his chest
expanded convulsively, and with a supreme and
crowning agony his lungs engulfed a great draught of
air, which instantly he expelled in a shriek!
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He was now in full possession of his physical senses.
They were, indeed, preternaturally keen and alert.
Something in the awful disturbance of his organic
system had so exalted and refined them that they
made record of things never before perceived. He
felt the ripples upon his face and heard their
separate sounds as they struck. He looked at the
forest on the bank of the stream, saw the individual
trees, the leaves and the veining of each leaf—he
saw the very insects upon them: the locusts, the
brilliant bodied flies, the gray spiders stretching their
webs from twig to twig. He noted the prismatic
colors in all the dewdrops upon a million blades of
grass. The humming of the gnats that danced above
the eddies of the stream, the beating of the dragon
flies' wings, the strokes of the water spiders' legs,
like oars which had lifted their boat—all these made
audible music. A fish slid along beneath his eyes and
he heard the rush of its body parting the water.

He had come to the surface facing down the stream;
in @ moment the visible world seemed to wheel
slowly round, himself the pivotal point, and he saw
the bridge, the fort, the soldiers upon the bridge, the
captain, the sergeant, the two privates, his
executioners. They were in silhouette against the
blue sky. They shouted and gesticulated, pointing at
him. The captain had drawn his pistol, but did not
fire; the others were unarmed. Their movements
were grotesque and horrible, their forms gigantic.

Suddenly he heard a sharp report and something
struck the water smartly within a few inches of his
head, spattering his face with spray. He heard a
second report, and saw one of the sentinels with his
rifle at his shoulder, a light cloud of blue smoke
rising from the muzzle. The man in the water saw
the eye of the man on the bridge gazing into his own
through the sights of the rifle. He observed that it
was a gray eye and remembered having read that
gray eyes were keenest, and that all famous
marksmen had them. Nevertheless, this one had
missed.

A counter-swirl had caught Farquhar and turned him
half round; he was again looking at the forest on the

bank opposite the fort. The sound of a clear, high
voice in a monotonous singsong now rang out
behind him and came across the water with a
distinctness that pierced and subdued all other
sounds, even the beating of the ripples in his ears.
Although no soldier, he had frequented camps
enough to know the dread significance of that
deliberate, drawling, aspirated chant; the lieutenant
on shore was taking a part in the morning's work.
How coldly and pitilessly—with what an even, calm
intonation, presaging, and enforcing tranquility in
the men—with what accurately measured interval
fell those cruel words:

"Company! . . . Attention! . . . Shoulder arms! . . .
Ready!... Aim! ... Fire!"

Farquhar dived—dived as deeply as he could. The
water roared in his ears like the voice of Niagara, yet
he heard the dull thunder of the volley and, rising
again toward the surface, met shining bits of metal,
singularly flattened, oscillating slowly downward.
Some of them touched him on the face and hands,
then fell away, continuing their descent. One lodged
between his collar and neck; it was uncomfortably
warm and he snatched it out.

As he rose to the surface, gasping for breath, he saw
that he had been a long time under water; he was
perceptibly farther downstream—nearer to safety.
The soldiers had almost finished reloading; the metal
ramrods flashed all at once in the sunshine as they
were drawn from the barrels, turned in the air, and
thrust into their sockets. The two sentinels fired
again, independently and ineffectually.

The hunted man saw all this over his shoulder; he
was now swimming vigorously with the current. His
brain was as energetic as his arms and legs; he
thought with the rapidity of lightning:

"The officer," he reasoned, "will not make that
martinet's error a second time. It is as easy to dodge
a volley as a single shot. He has probably already
given the command to fire at will. God help me, |
cannot dodge them all!"
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An appalling splash within two yards of him was
followed by a loud, rushing sound, diminuendo,
which seemed to travel back through the air to the
fort and died in an explosion which stirred the very
river to its deeps! A rising sheet of water curved over
him, fell down upon him, blinded him, strangled
him! The cannon had taken an hand in the game. As
he shook his head free from the commotion of the
smitten water he heard the deflected shot humming
through the air ahead, and in an instant it was
cracking and smashing the branches in the forest
beyond.

"They will not do that again," he thought; "the next
time they will use a charge of grape. | must keep my
eye upon the gun; the smoke will apprise me—the
report arrives too late; it lags behind the missile.
That is a good gun."

Suddenly he felt himself whirled round and round—
spinning like a top. The water, the banks, the forests,
the now distant bridge, fort and men, all were
commingled and blurred. Objects were represented
by their colors only; circular horizontal streaks of
color—that was all he saw. He had been caught in a
vortex and was being whirled on with a velocity of
advance and gyration that made him giddy and sick.
In few moments he was flung upon the gravel at the
foot of the left bank of the stream—the southern
bank—and behind a projecting point which
concealed him from his enemies. The sudden arrest
of his motion, the abrasion of one of his hands on
the gravel, restored him, and he wept with delight.
He dug his fingers into the sand, threw it over
himself in handfuls and audibly blessed it. It looked
like diamonds, rubies, emeralds; he could think of
nothing beautiful which it did not resemble. The
trees upon the bank were giant garden plants; he
noted a definite order in their arrangement, inhaled
the fragrance of their blooms. A strange roseate light
shone through the spaces among their trunks and
the wind made in their branches the music of
AEolian harps. He had not wish to perfect his
escape—he was content to remain in that
enchanting spot until retaken.

A whiz and a rattle of grapeshot among the branches
high above his head roused him from his dream. The
baffled cannoneer had fired him a random farewell.
He sprang to his feet, rushed up the sloping bank,
and plunged into the forest.

All that day he traveled, laying his course by the
rounding sun. The forest seemed interminable;
nowhere did he discover a break in it, not even a
woodman's road. He had not known that he lived in
so wild a region. There was something uncanny in
the revelation.

By nightfall he was fatigued, footsore, famished. The
thought of his wife and children urged him on. At
last he found a road which led him in what he knew
to be the right direction. It was as wide and straight
as a city street, yet it seemed untraveled. No fields
bordered it, no dwelling anywhere. Not so much as
the barking of a dog suggested human habitation.
The black bodies of the trees formed a straight wall
on both sides, terminating on the horizon in a point,
like a diagram in a lesson in perspective. Overhead,
as he looked up through this rift in the wood, shone
great golden stars looking unfamiliar and grouped in
strange constellations. He was sure they were
arranged in some order which had a secret and
malign significance. The wood on either side was full
of singular noises, among which—once, twice, and
again—he distinctly heard whispers in an unknown
tongue.

His neck was in pain and lifting his hand to it found it
horribly swollen. He knew that it had a circle of black
where the rope had bruised it. His eyes felt
congested; he could no longer close them. His
tongue was swollen with thirst; he relieved its fever
by thrusting it forward from between his teeth into
the cold air. How softly the turf had carpeted the
untraveled avenue—he could no longer feel the
roadway beneath his feet!

Doubtless, despite his suffering, he had fallen asleep
while walking, for now he sees another scene—
perhaps he has merely recovered from a delirium.
He stands at the gate of his own home. All is as he
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left it, and all bright and beautiful in the morning
sunshine. He must have traveled the entire night. As
he pushes open the gate and passes up the wide
white walk, he sees a flutter of female garments; his
wife, looking fresh and cool and sweet, steps down
from the veranda to meet him. At the bottom of the
steps she stands waiting, with a smile of ineffable
joy, an attitude of matchless grace and dignity. Ah,
how beautiful she is! He springs forwards with
extended arms. As he is about to clasp her he feels a
stunning blow upon the back of the neck; a blinding
white light blazes all about him with a sound like the
shock of a cannon—then all is darkness and silence!

Peyton Farquhar was dead; his body, with a broken
neck, swung gently from side to side beneath the
timbers of the Owl Creek bridge.
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“Under The Lion's Paw” by Hamlin Garland

"Along the main-travelled road trailed an endless
line of prairie schooners. Coming into sight at the
east, and passing out of sight over the swell to the
west. We children used to wonder where they were
going and why they went."

IT was the last of autumn and first day of winter
coming together. All day long the ploughmen on
their prairie farms had moved to and fro in their
wide level fields through the falling snow, which
melted as it fell, wetting them to the skin all day,
notwithstanding the frequent squalls of snow, the
dripping, desolate clouds, and the muck of the
furrows, black and tenacious as tar.

Under their dripping harness the horses swung to
and fro silently with that marvellous uncomplaining
patience which marks the horse. All day the wild
geese, honking wildly, as they sprawled sidewise
down the wind, seemed to be fleeing from an enemy
behind, and with neck outthrust and wings
extended, sailed down the wind, soon lost to sight.

Yet the ploughman behind his plough, though the
snow lay on his ragged great-coat, and the cold
clinging mud rose on his heavy boots, fettering him
like gyves, whistled in the very beard of the gale. As
day passed, the snow, ceasing to melt, lay along the
ploughed land, and lodged in the depth of the
stubble, till on each slow round the last furrow stood
out black and shining as jet between the ploughed
land and the gray stubble.

When night began to fall, and the geese, flying low,
began to alight invisibly in the near corn-field,
Stephen Council was still at work "finishing a land."
He rode on his sulky plough when going with the
wind, but walked when facing it. Sitting bent and
cold but cheery under his slouch hat, he talked
encouragingly to his four-in-hand.

"Come round there, boys! Round agin! We got t'
finish this land. Come in there, Dan! Stiddy, Kate,
stiddy! None o' y'r tantrums, Kittie. It's purty tuff,
but got a be did. Tchk! tchk! Step along, Pete! Don't
let Kate git y'r single-tree on the wheel. Once more!"

They seemed to know what he meant, and that this
was the last round, for they worked with greater
vigor than before. "Once more, boys, an' then, sez |,
oats an' a nice warm stall, an' sleep f'r all."

By the time the last furrow was turned on the land it
was too dark to see the house, and the snow was
changing to rain again. The tired and hungry man
could see the light from the kitchen shining through
the leafless hedge, and he lifted a great shout,
"Supper f'r a half a dozen!"

It was nearly eight o'clock by the time he had
finished his chores and started for supper. He was
picking his way carefully through the mud, when the
tall form of a man loomed up before him with a
premonitory cough.

"Waddy ye want?" was the rather startled question
of the farmer.

"Well, ye see," began the stranger, in a deprecating
tone, "we'd like t' git in f'r the night. We've tried
every house f'r the last two miles, but they hadn't
any room f'r us. My wife's jest about sick, 'n' the
children are cold and hungry— "

"Oh, y' want 'o stay all night, eh,?"

"Yes, sir; it 'ud be a great accom—"

"Waal, | don't make it a practice t' turn anybuddy
way hungry, not on sech nights as this. Drive right in.

We ain't got much, but sech as it is—"

But the stranger had disappeared. And soon his
steaming, weary team, with drooping heads and
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swinging single-trees, moved past the well to the
block beside the path. Council stood at the side of
the "schooner" and helped the children out two little
half- sleeping children and then a small woman with
a babe in her arms.

"There ye go!" he shouted jovially, to the children.
"Now we're all right! Run right along to the house
there, an' tell Mam' Council you wants sumpthin' t'
eat. Right this way, Mis' keep right off t' the right
there. I'll go an' git a lantern. Come," he said to the
dazed and silent group at his side.

"Mother'" he shouted, as he neared the fragrant and
warmly lighted kitchen, "here are some wayfarers
an' folks who need sumpthin' t' eat an' a place t'
snoot." He ended by pushing them all in.

Mrs. Council, a large, jolly, rather coarse-looking
woman, too the children in her arms. "Come right in,
you little rabbits. 'Mos asleep, hey? Now here's a
drink o' milk f'r each o' ye. I'll have sam tea in a
minute. Take off y'r things and set up t' the fire."

While she set the children to drinking milk, Council
got out his lantern and went out to the barn to help
the stranger about his team, where his loud, hearty
voice could be heard as it came and went between
the haymow and the stalls.

The woman came to light as a small, timid, and
discouraged looking woman, but still pretty, in a thin
and sorrowful way.

"Land sakes! An' you've travelled all the way from
Clear Lake' t'-day in this mud! Waal! Waal! No
wonder you're all tired out Don't wait f'r the men,
Mis'— " She hesitated, waiting for the name.

"Haskins."

"Mis' Haskins, set right up to the table an' take a
good swig o tea whilst | make y' s'm toast. It's green
tea, an' it's good. | tell Council as | git older | don't
seem to enjoy Young Hyson n'r Gunpowder. | want
the reel green tea, jest as it comes off'n the vines.

Seems t' have more heart in it, some way. Don't
s'pose it has. Council says it's all in m' eye."

Going on in this easy way, she soon had the children
filled with bread and milk and the woman
thoroughly at home, eating some toast and sweet-
melon pickles, and sipping the tea.

"See the little rats!" she laughed at the children.
"They're full as they can stick now, and they want to
go to bed. Now, don't git up, Mis' Haskins; set right
where you are an' let me look after 'em. | know all
about young ones, though I'm all alone now. Jane
went an' married last fall. But, as | tell Council, it's
lucky we keep our health. Set right there, Mis'
Haskins; | won't have you stir a finger."

It was an unmeasured pleasure to sit there in the
warm, homely kitchen. the jovial chatter of the
housewife driving out and holding at bay the growl
of the impotent, cheated wind.

The little woman's eyes filled with tears which fell
down upon the sleeping baby in her arms. The world
was not so desolate and cold and hopeless, after all.

"Now | hope. Council won't stop out there and talk
politics all night. He's the greatest man to talk
politics an' read the Tribune—How old is it?"

She broke off and peered down at the face of the
babe.

"Two months 'n' five days," said the mother, with a
mother's exactness.

"Ye don't say! | want 'o know! The dear little pudzy-
wudzy!" she went on, stirring it up in the
neighborhood of the ribs with her fat forefinger.

"Pooty tough on 'oo to go gallivant'n' 'cross lots this

way_ll

"Yes, that's so; a man can't lift a mountain," said
Council, entering the door. "Mother, this is Mr.
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Haskins, from Kansas. He's been eat up 'n' drove out
by grasshoppers."

"Glad t' see yeh! Pa, empty that wash-basin 'n' give
him a chance t' wash." Haskins was a tall man, with a
thin, gloomy face. His hair was a reddish brown, like
his coat, and seemed equally faded by the wind and
sun, and his sallow face, though hard and set, was
pathetic somehow. You would have felt that he had
suffered much by the line of his mouth showing
under his thin, yellow mustache.

"Hadn't ke got home yet, Sairy?"

"Hadn't seen 'im."

"W-a-a-l, set right up, Mr. Haskins; wade right into
what we've got; 'taint much, but we manage to live
on it she gits fat on it," laughed Council, pointing his
thumb at his wife.

After supper, while the women put the children to
bed, Haskins and Council talked on, seated near the
huge cooking-stove, the steam rising from their wet
clothing. In the Western fashion Council told as
much of his own life as he drew from his guest. He
asked but few questions, but by and by the story of
Haskins' struggles and defeat came out. The story
was a terrible one, but he told it quietly, seated with
his elbows on his knees, gazing most of the time at
the hearth.

"I didn't like the looks of the country, anyhow,"
Haskins said, partly rising and glancing at his wife. "I
was ust t' northern Ingyannie, where we have lots o'
timber 'n' lots o' rain, 'n' | didn't like the looks o' that
dry prairie. What galled me the worst was goin' s' far
away acrosst so much fine land layin' all through
here vacant.

"And the 'hoppers eat ye four years, hand runnin',
did they?" "Eat! They wiped us out. They chawed
everything that was green. They jest set around
waitin' f'r us to die t' eat us, too. My God! | ust t'
dream of 'em sittin' 'round on the bedpost, six feet
long, workin' their jaws. They eet the fork-handles.

They got worse 'n' worse till they jest rolled on one
another, piled up like snow in winter Well, it ain't no
use. If | was t' talk all winter | couldn't tell nawthin'.
But all the while | couldn't help thinkin' of all that
land back here that nobuddy was usin' that | ought 'o
had 'stead o' bein' out there in that cussed country."

"Waal, why didn't ye stop an' settle here?" asked lke,
who had come in and was eating his supper.

"Fer the simple reason that you fellers wantid ten 'r
fifteen dollars an acre fer the bare land, and | hadn't
no money fer that kind o' thing."

"Yes, | do my own work," Mrs. Council was heard to
say in the pause which followed. "I'm a gettin' purty
heavy t' be on m'laigs all day, but we can't afford t'
hire, so | keep rackin' around somehow, like a
foundered horse. S' lame | tell Council he can t tell
how lame | am, f'r I'm jest as lame in one laig as t'
other." And the good soul laughed at the joke on
herself as she took a handful of flour and dusted the
biscuit-board to keep the dough from sticking.

"Well, I hadn't never been very strong," said Mrs.
Haskins. "Our folks was Canadians an' small-boned,
and then since my last child | hadn't got up again
fairly. 1 don't like t' complain. Tim has about all he
can bear now but they was days this week when |
jest wanted to lay right down an' die."

"Waal, now, I'll tell ye," said Council, from his side of
the stove silencing everybody with his good-natured
roar, "I'd go down and see Butler, anyway, if | was
you. | guess he'd let you have his place purty cheap;
the farm's all run down. He's teen anxious t' let t'
somebuddy next year. It 'ud be a good chance fer
you. Anyhow, you go to bed and sleep like a babe.
I've got some ploughing t' do, anyhow, an' we'll see
if somethin' can't be done about your case. lke, you
go out an' see if the horses is all right, an' I'll show
the folks t' bed."

When the tired husband and wife were lying under
the generous quilts of the spare bed, Haskins
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listened a moment to the wind in the eaves, and
then said, with a slow and solemn tone,

"There are people in this world who are good
enough t' be angels, an' only haff t' die to be angels."

Jim Butler was one of those men called in the West
"land poor. " Early in the history of Rock River he had
come into the town and started in the grocery
business in a small way, occupying a small building in
a mean part of the town. At this period of his life he
earned all he got, and was up early and late sorting
beans, working over butter, and carting his goods to
and from the station. But a change came over him at
the end of the second year, when he sold a lot of
land for four times what he paid for it. From that
time forward he believed in land speculation as the
surest way of getting rich. Every cent he could save
or spare from his trade he put into land at forced
sale, or mortgages on land, which were "just as good
as the wheat," he was accustomed to say.

Farm after farm fell into his hands, until he was
recognized as one of the leading landowners of the
county. His mortgages were scattered all over Cedar
County, and as they slowly but surely fell in he
sought usually to retain the former owner as tenant.

He was not ready to foreclose; indeed, he had the
name of being one of the "easiest" men in the town.
He let the debtor off again and again, extending the
time whenever possible.

"I don't want y'r land," he said. "All I'm after is the
int'rest on my money that's all. Now, if y' want 'o
stay on the farm, why, I'll give y' a good chance. |
can't have the land layin' vacant. " And in many
cases the owner remained as tenant.

In the meantime he had sold his store; he couldn't
spend time in it—he was mainly occupied now with
sitting around town on rainy days smoking and
"gassin' with the boys," or in riding to and from his
farms. In fishing-time he fished a good deal. Doc

Grimes, Ben Ashley, and Cal Cheatham were his
cronies on these fishing excursions or hunting trips
in the time of chickens or partridges. In winter they
went to Northern Wisconsin to shoot deer.

In spite of all these signs of easy life Butler persisted
in saying he "hadn't enough money to pay taxes on
his land," and was careful to convey the impression
that he was poor in spite of his twenty farms. At one
time he was said to be worth fifty thousand dollars,
but land had been a little slow of sale of late, so that
he was not worth so much.

A fine farm, known as the Higley place, had fallen
into his hands in the usual way the previous year,
and he had not been able to find a tenant for it. Poor
Higley, after working himself nearly to death on it in
the attempt to lift the mortgage, had gone off to
Dakota, leaving the farm and his curse to Butler.

This was the farm which Council advised Haskins to
apply for; and the next day Council hitched up his
team and drove down to see Butler.

"You jest let me do the talkin'," he said. "We'll find
him wearin' out his pants on some salt barrel
somew'ers; and if he thought you wanted a place
he'd sock it to you hot and heavy. You jest keep
quiet, I'll fix 'im."

Butler was seated in Ben Ashley's store telling fish
yarns when Council sauntered in casually.

"Hello, But; lyin' agin, hey?"

"Hello, Steve! How goes it?"

"Oh, so-so. Too clang much rain these days. |
thought it was goin' t freeze up f'r good last night.
Tight squeak if | get m' ploughin' done. How's farmin'
with you these days?"

"Bad. Ploughin' ain't half done."

"It 'ud be a religious idee f'r you t' go out an' take a
hand y'rself."
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"I don't haff to," said Butler, with a wink.

"Got anybody on the Higley place?"

"No. Know of anybody?"

"Waal, no; not eggsackly. I've got a relation back t'
Michigan who's ben hot an' cold on the idea o'
comin' West f'r some time. Might come if he could
get a good lay-out. What do you talk on the farm?"

"Well, 1 d' know. I'll rent it on shares or I'll rent it
money rent."

"Waal, how much money, say?"

"Well, say ten per cent, on the price two-fifty."

"Wall, that ain't bad. Wait on 'im till 'e thrashes?"

Haskins listened eagerly to this important question,
but Council was coolly eating a dried apple which he
had speared out of a barrel with his knife. Butler
studied him carefully.

"Well, knocks me out of twenty-five dollars interest."

"My relation'll need all he's got t' git his crops in,"
said Council, in the same, indifferent way.

"Well, all right; say wait," concluded Butler.

"All right; this is the man. Haskins, this is Mr. Butler
no relation to Ben the hardest-working man in Cedar
County."

On the way home Haskins said: "I ain't much better
off. I'd like that farm; it's a good farm, but it's all run
down, an' so 'm I. | could make a good farm of it if |
had half a show. But | can't stock it n'r seed it."

"Waal, now, don't you worry," roared Council in his
ear. "We'll pull y' through somehow till next harvest.
He's agreed t' hire it ploughed, an' you can earn a
hundred dollars ploughin' an' y' c'n git the seed o'
me, an' pay me back when y' can."

Haskins was silent with emotion, but at last he said,
"l ain't got nothin' t' live on."

"Now, don't you worry 'bout that. You jest make
your headquarters at ol' Steve Council's. Mother'll
take a pile o' comfort in havin' y'r wife an' children
‘round.

Y' see, Jane's married off lately, an' Ike's away a good
‘eal, so we'll be darn glad t' have y' stop with us this
winter. Nex' spring we'll see if y' can't git a start
agin." And he chirruped to the team, which sprang
forward with the rumbling, clattering wagon.

"Say, looky here, Council, you can't do this. | never
saw " shouted Haskins in his neighbor's ear.

Council moved about uneasily in his seat and
stopped his stammering gratitude by saying: "Hold
on, now; don't make such a fuss over a little thing.
When | see a man down, an' things all on top of 'm, |
jest like t' kick 'em off an' help 'm up. That's the kind
of religion | got, an' it's about the only kind."

They rode the rest of the way home in silence. And
when the red light of the lamp shone out into the
darkness of the cold and windy night, and he
thought of this refuge for his children and wife,
Haskins could have put his arm around the neck of
his burly companion and squeezed him like a lover.
But he contented himself with saying, "Steve
Council, you'll git y'r pay f'r this some day."

"Don't want any pay. My religion ain't run on such
business principles."

The wind was growing colder, and the ground was
covered with a white frost, as they turned into the
gate of the Council farm, and the children came
rushing out, shouting, "Papa's come!" They hardly
looked like the same children who had sat at the
table the night before. Their torpidity, under the
influence of sunshine and Mother Council, had given
way to a sort of spasmodic cheerfulness, as insects in
winter revive when laid on the hearth.
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Haskins worked like a fiend, and his wife, like the
heroic woman that she was, bore also
uncomplainingly the most terrible burdens. They
rose early and toiled without intermission till the
darkness fell on the plain, then tumbled into bed,
every bone and muscle aching with fatigue, to rise
with the sun next morning to the same round of the
same ferocity of labor.

The eldest boy drove a team all through the spring,
ploughing and seeding, milked the cows, and did
chores innumerable, in most ways taking the place
of a man.

An infinitely pathetic but common figure this boy on
the American farm, where there is no law against
child labor. To see him in his coarse clothing, his
huge boots, and his ragged cap, as he staggered with
a pail of water from the well, or trudged in the cold
and cheerless dawn out into the frosty field behind
his team, gave the city-bred visitor a sharp pang of
sympathetic pain. Yet Haskins loved his boy, and
would have saved him from this if he could, but he
could not.

By June the first year the result of such Herculean
toil began to show on the farm. The yard was
cleaned up and sown to grass, the garden ploughed
and planted, and the house mended.

Council had given them four of his cows.

"Take 'em an' run 'em on shares. | don't want 'o milk
s' many. lke's away s' much now, Sat'd'ys an'
Sund'ys, | can't stand the bother anyhow."

Other men, seeing the confidence of Council in the
newcomer, had sold him tools on time; and as he
was really an able farmer, he soon had round him
many evidences of his care and thrift. At the advice
of Council he had taken the farm for three years,
with the privilege of re-renting or buying at the end
of the term.

"It's a good bargain, an' y' want 'o nail it," said
Council. "If you have any kind ov a crop, you c'n pay
y'r debts, an' keep seed an' bread."

The new hope which now sprang up in the heart of
Haskins and his wife grew almost as a pain by the
time the wide field of wheat began to wave and
rustle and swirl in the winds of July. Day after day he
would snatch a few moments after supper to go and
look at it.

"'Have ye seen the wheat t'-day, Nettie?" he asked
one night as he rose from supper.

"No, Tim, | ain't had time."

"Well, take time now. Le's go look at it."

She threw an old hat on her head Tommy's hat and
looking almost pretty in her thin, sad way, went out
with her husband to the hedge.

"Ain't it grand, Nettie? Just look at it."

It was grand. Level, russet here and there, heavy-
headed, wide as a lake, and full of multitudinous
whispers and gleams of wealth, it stretched away
before the gazers like the fabled field of the cloth of
gold.

"Oh, | think | hope we'll have a good crop, Tim; and
oh, how good the people have been to us!"

"Yes; | don't know where we'd be t'-day if it hadn't
teen f'r Council and his wife."

"They're the best people in the world," said the little
woman, with a great sob of gratitude.

"We'll be in the field on Monday sure," said Haskins,
gripping the rail on the fences as if already at the

work of the harvest.

The harvest came, bounteous, glorious, but the
winds came and blew it into tangles, and the rain

22



matted it here and there close to the ground,
increasing the work of gathering it threefold.

Oh, how they toiled in those glorious days! Clothing
dripping with sweat, arms aching, filled with briers,
fingers raw and bleeding, backs broken with the
weight of heavy bundles, Haskins and his man toiled
on. Tummy drove the harvester, while his father and
a hired man bound on the machine. In this way they
cut ten acres every day, and almost every night after
supper, when the hand went to bed, Haskins
returned to the field shocking the bound grain in the
light of the moon. Many a night he worked till his
anxious wife came out at ten o'clock to call him in to
rest and lunch. At the same time she cooked for the
men, took care of the children, washed and ironed,
milked the cows at night, made the butter, and
sometimes fed the horses and watered them while
her husband kept at the shocking.

No slave in the Roman galleys could have toiled so
frightfully and lived, for this man thought himself a
free man, and that he was working for his wife and
babes.

When he sank into his bed with a deep groan of
relief, too tired to change his grimy, dripping
clothing, he felt that he was getting nearer and
nearer to a home of his own, and pushing the wolf of
want a little farther from his door.

There is no despair so deep as the despair of a
homeless man or woman. To roam the roads of the
country or the streets of the city, to feel there is no
rood of ground on which the feet can rest, to halt
weary and hungry outside lighted windows and hear
laughter and song within, these are the hungers and
rebellions that drive men to crime and women to
shame.

It was the memory of this homelessness, and the
fear of its coming again, that spurred Timothy
Haskins and Nettie, his wife, to such ferocious labor
during that first year.

v

"'"M, yes; 'm, yes; first-rate," said Butler, as his eye
took in the neat garden, the pig-pen, and the well-
filled barnyard. "You're gitt'n' quite a stock around
yeh. Done well, eh?" Haskins was showing Butler
around the place. He had not seen it for a year,
having spent the year in Washington and Boston
with Ashley, his brother-in-law, who had been
elected to Congress.

"Yes, I've laid out a good deal of money durin' the
last three years. I've paid out three hundred dollars

f'r fencin'.

"Um h'm! | see, | see," said Butler, while Haskins
went on:

"The kitchen there cost two hundred; the barn ain't
cost much in money, but I've put a lot o' time on it.
I've dug a new well, and I—"

"Yes, yes, | see. You've done well. Stock worth a
thousand dollars, " said Butler, picking his teeth with
a straw.

"About that," said Haskins, modestly. "We begin to
feel's if we was gitt'n' a home f'r ourselves; but
we've worked hard. | tell you we begin to feel it, Mr.
Butler, and we're goin' t' begin to ease up purty
soon. We've been kind o' plannin' a trip back t' her
folks after the fall ploughin's done."

"Eggs-actly!" said Butler, who was evidently thinking
of something else. "I suppose you've kind o'
calc'lated on stayin' here three years more?"

"Well, yes. Fact is, | think | c'n buy the farm this fall,
if you'll give me a reasonable show."

"Um m! What do you call a reasonable show?"
"Well, say a quarter down and three years' time."
Butler looked at the huge stacks of wheat, which
filled the vyard, over which the chickens were

fluttering and crawling, catching grasshoppers, and
out of which the crickets were singing innumerably.
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He smiled in a peculiar way as he said, "Oh, | won't
be hard on yeh. But what did you expect to pay f'r
the place?"

"Why, about what you offered it for before, two
thousand five hundred, or possibly three thousand
dollars," he added quickly, as he saw the owner
shake his head.

"This farm is worth five thousand and five hundred
dollars," said Butler, in a careless and decided voice.

"What!" almost shrieked the astounded Haskins.
"What's that? Five thousand? Why, that's double
what you offered it for three years ago."

"Of course, and it's worth it. It was all run down
then—now it's in good shape. You've laid out fifteen
hundred dollars in improvements, according to your
own story."

"But you had nothin' t' do about that. It's my work
an' my money. "

"You bet it was; but it's my land."

"But what's to pay me for all my—"

"Ain't you had the use of 'em?" replied Butler,
smiling calmly into his face.

Haskins was like a man struck on the head with a
sandbag; he couldn't think; he stammered as he
tried to say: "But | never'd git the use You'd rob me!
More'n that: you agreed you promised that | could
buy or rent at the end of three years at— "

"That's all right. But | didn't say I'd let you carry off
the improvements, nor that I'd go on renting the
farm at two-fifty. The land is doubled in value, it
don't matter how; it don't enter into the question;
an' now you can pay me five hundred dollars a year
rent, or take it on your own terms at fifty-five
hundred, or git out."

He was turning away when Haskins, the sweat
pouring from his face, fronted him, saying again:

"But you've done nothing to make it so. You hadn't
added a cent. | put it all there myself, expectin' to
buy. | worked an' sweat to improve it. | was workin'
for myself an' babes— "

"Well, why didn't you buy when | offered to sell?
What y' kickin' about?"

"I'm kickin' about payin' you twice f'r my own things,
my own fences, my own kitchen, my own garden."

Butler laughed. "You're too green t' eat, young feller.
Your improvements! The law will sing another tune."

"But | trusted your word."

"Never trust anybody, my friend. Besides, | didn't
promise not to do this thing. Why, man, don't look at
me like that. Don't take me for a thief. It's the law.
The reg'lar thing. Everybody does it."

"I don't care if they do. It's stealin' jest the same. You
take three thousand dollars of my money the work
o' my hands and my wife's." He broke down at this
point. He was not a strong man mentally. He could
face hardship, ceaseless toil, but he could not face
the cold and sneering face of Butler.

"But | don't take it," said Butler, coolly "All you've
got to do is to go on jest as you've been a-coin', or
give me a thousand dollars down, and a mortgage at
ten per cent on the rest."

Haskins sat down blindly on a bundle of oats near by,
and with staring eyes and drooping head went over
the situation. He was under the lion's paw. He felt a
horrible numbness in his heart and limbs. He was hid
in a mist, and there was no path out.

Butler walked about, looking at the huge stacks of

grain, and pulling now and again a few handfuls out,
shelling the heads in his hands and blowing the chaff
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away. He hummed a little tune as he did so. He had
an accommodating air of waiting.

Haskins was in the midst of the terrible toil of the
last year. He was walking again in the rain and the
mud behind his plough - he felt the dust and dirt of
the threshing. The ferocious husking- time, with its
cutting wind and biting, clinging snows, lay hard
upon him. Then he thought of his wife, how she had
cheerfully cooked and baked, without holiday and
without rest.

"Well, what do you think of it?" inquired the cool,
mocking, insinuating voice of Butler.

"I think you're a thief and a liar!" shouted Haskins,
leaping up. "A black-hearted houn'!" Butler's smile
maddened him; with a sudden leap he caught a fork
in his hands, and whirled it in the air. "You'll never
rob another man, damn ye!" he grated through his
teeth, a look of pitiless ferocity in his accusing eyes.

Butler shrank and quivered, expecting the blow;
stood, held hypnotized by the eyes of the man he
had a moment before despised a man transformed
into an avenging demon. But in the deadly hush
between the lift of the weapon and its fall there
came a gush of faint, childish laughter and then
across the range of his vision, far away and dim, he
saw the sun-bright head of his baby girl, as, with the
pretty, tottering run of a two-year-old, she moved
across the grass of the dooryard. His hands relaxed:
the fork fell to the ground; his head lowered.

"Make out y'r deed an' mor'gage, an' git off'n my
land, an' don't ye never cross my line agin; if y' do, I'll
kill ye."

Butler backed away from the man in wild haste, and
climbing into his buggy with trembling limbs drove
off down the road, leaving Haskins seated dumbly on
the sunny pile of sheaves, his head sunk into his
hands.
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