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			I

			It was Sun­day, and, ac­cord­ing to his cus­tom on that day, McTeague took his din­ner at two in the af­ter­noon at the car con­duc­tors’ cof­fee-joint on Polk Street. He had a thick gray soup; heavy, un­der­done meat, very hot, on a cold plate; two kinds of veg­eta­bles; and a sort of suet pud­ding, full of strong but­ter and sug­ar. On his way back to his of­fice, one block above, he stopped at Joe Fren­na’s sa­loon and bought a pitch­er of steam beer. It was his habit to leave the pitch­er there on his way to din­ner.

			Once in his of­fice, or, as he called it on his sign­board, Den­tal Par­lors, he took off his coat and shoes, un­but­toned his vest, and, hav­ing crammed his lit­tle stove full of coke, lay back in his op­er­at­ing chair at the bay win­dow, read­ing the pa­per, drink­ing his beer, and smok­ing his huge porce­lain pipe while his food di­gest­ed; crop-full, stupid, and warm. By and by, gorged with steam beer, and over­come by the heat of the room, the cheap to­bac­co, and the ef­fects of his heavy meal, he dropped off to sleep. Late in the af­ter­noon his ca­nary bird, in its gilt cage just over his head, be­gan to sing. He woke slow­ly, fin­ished the rest of his beer—very flat and stale by this time—and tak­ing down his con­certi­na from the book­case, where in week days it kept the com­pa­ny of sev­en vol­umes of Allen’s Prac­ti­cal Den­tist, played up­on it some half-dozen very mourn­ful airs.

			McTeague looked for­ward to these Sun­day af­ter­noons as a pe­ri­od of re­lax­ation and en­joy­ment. He in­vari­ably spent them in the same fash­ion. These were his on­ly plea­sures—to eat, to smoke, to sleep, and to play up­on his con­certi­na.

			The six lugubri­ous airs that he knew, al­ways car­ried him back to the time when he was a car­boy at the Big Dip­per Mine in Plac­er Coun­ty, ten years be­fore. He re­mem­bered the years he had spent there trundling the heavy cars of ore in and out of the tun­nel un­der the di­rec­tion of his fa­ther. For thir­teen days of each fort­night his fa­ther was a steady, hard­work­ing shift-boss of the mine. Ev­ery oth­er Sun­day he be­came an ir­re­spon­si­ble an­i­mal, a beast, a brute, crazy with al­co­hol.

			McTeague re­mem­bered his moth­er, too, who, with the help of the Chi­na­man, cooked for forty min­ers. She was an over­worked drudge, fiery and en­er­get­ic for all that, filled with the one idea of hav­ing her son rise in life and en­ter a pro­fes­sion. The chance had come at last when the fa­ther died, cor­rod­ed with al­co­hol, col­laps­ing in a few hours. Two or three years lat­er a trav­el­ling den­tist vis­it­ed the mine and put up his tent near the bunk-house. He was more or less of a char­la­tan, but he fired Mrs. McTeague’s am­bi­tion, and young McTeague went away with him to learn his pro­fes­sion. He had learnt it af­ter a fash­ion, most­ly by watch­ing the char­la­tan op­er­ate. He had read many of the nec­es­sary books, but he was too hope­less­ly stupid to get much ben­e­fit from them.

			Then one day at San Fran­cis­co had come the news of his moth­er’s death; she had left him some mon­ey—not much, but enough to set him up in busi­ness; so he had cut loose from the char­la­tan and had opened his Den­tal Par­lors on Polk Street, an “ac­com­mo­da­tion street” of small shops in the res­i­dence quar­ter of the town. Here he had slow­ly col­lect­ed a clien­tele of butch­er boys, shop girls, drug clerks, and car con­duc­tors. He made but few ac­quain­tances. Polk Street called him the “Doc­tor” and spoke of his enor­mous strength. For McTeague was a young gi­ant, car­ry­ing his huge shock of blond hair six feet three inch­es from the ground; mov­ing his im­mense limbs, heavy with ropes of mus­cle, slow­ly, pon­der­ous­ly. His hands were enor­mous, red, and cov­ered with a fell of stiff yel­low hair; they were hard as wood­en mal­lets, strong as vis­es, the hands of the old-time car­boy. Of­ten he dis­pensed with for­ceps and ex­tract­ed a re­frac­to­ry tooth with his thumb and fin­ger. His head was square-cut, an­gu­lar; the jaw salient, like that of the car­nivo­ra.

			McTeague’s mind was as his body, heavy, slow to act, slug­gish. Yet there was noth­ing vi­cious about the man. Al­to­geth­er he sug­gest­ed the draught horse, im­mense­ly strong, stupid, docile, obe­di­ent.

			When he opened his Den­tal Par­lors, he felt that his life was a suc­cess, that he could hope for noth­ing bet­ter. In spite of the name, there was but one room. It was a cor­ner room on the sec­ond floor over the branch post-of­fice, and faced the street. McTeague made it do for a bed­room as well, sleep­ing on the big bed-lounge against the wall op­po­site the win­dow. There was a wash­stand be­hind the screen in the cor­ner where he man­u­fac­tured his moulds. In the round bay win­dow were his op­er­at­ing chair, his den­tal en­gine, and the mov­able rack on which he laid out his in­stru­ments. Three chairs, a bar­gain at the sec­ond­hand store, ranged them­selves against the wall with mil­i­tary pre­ci­sion un­der­neath a steel en­grav­ing of the court of Loren­zo de’ Medi­ci, which he had bought be­cause there were a great many fig­ures in it for the mon­ey. Over the bed-lounge hung a ri­fle man­u­fac­tur­er’s ad­ver­tise­ment cal­en­dar which he nev­er used. The oth­er or­na­ments were a small mar­ble-topped cen­tre ta­ble cov­ered with back num­bers of The Amer­i­can Sys­tem of Den­tistry, a stone pug dog sit­ting be­fore the lit­tle stove, and a ther­mome­ter. A stand of shelves oc­cu­pied one cor­ner, filled with the sev­en vol­umes of Allen’s Prac­ti­cal Den­tist. On the top shelf McTeague kept his con­certi­na and a bag of bird seed for the ca­nary. The whole place ex­haled a min­gled odor of bed­ding, cre­osote, and ether.

			But for one thing, McTeague would have been per­fect­ly con­tent­ed. Just out­side his win­dow was his sign­board—a mod­est af­fair—that read: “Doc­tor McTeague. Den­tal Par­lors. Gas Giv­en”; but that was all. It was his am­bi­tion, his dream, to have pro­ject­ing from that cor­ner win­dow a huge gild­ed tooth, a mo­lar with enor­mous prongs, some­thing gor­geous and at­trac­tive. He would have it some day, on that he was re­solved; but as yet such a thing was far be­yond his means.

			When he had fin­ished the last of his beer, McTeague slow­ly wiped his lips and huge yel­low mus­tache with the side of his hand. Bull-like, he heaved him­self la­bo­ri­ous­ly up, and, go­ing to the win­dow, stood look­ing down in­to the street.

			The street nev­er failed to in­ter­est him. It was one of those cross streets pe­cu­liar to West­ern cities, sit­u­at­ed in the heart of the res­i­dence quar­ter, but oc­cu­pied by small trades­peo­ple who lived in the rooms above their shops. There were cor­ner drug stores with huge jars of red, yel­low, and green liq­uids in their win­dows, very brave and gay; sta­tion­ers’ stores, where il­lus­trat­ed week­lies were tacked up­on bul­letin boards; bar­ber shops with cigar stands in their vestibules; sad-look­ing plumbers’ of­fices; cheap restau­rants, in whose win­dows one saw piles of un­opened oys­ters weight­ed down by cubes of ice, and chi­na pigs and cows knee deep in lay­ers of white beans. At one end of the street McTeague could see the huge pow­er­house of the ca­ble line. Im­me­di­ate­ly op­po­site him was a great mar­ket; while far­ther on, over the chim­ney stacks of the in­ter­ven­ing hous­es, the glass roof of some huge pub­lic baths glit­tered like crys­tal in the af­ter­noon sun. Un­der­neath him the branch post-of­fice was open­ing its doors, as was its cus­tom be­tween two and three o’clock on Sun­day af­ter­noons. An acrid odor of ink rose up­ward to him. Oc­ca­sion­al­ly a ca­ble car passed, trundling heav­i­ly, with a stri­dent whirring of jos­tled glass win­dows.

			On week days the street was very live­ly. It woke to its work about sev­en o’clock, at the time when the news­boys made their ap­pear­ance to­geth­er with the day la­bor­ers. The la­bor­ers went trudg­ing past in a strag­gling file—plumbers’ ap­pren­tices, their pock­ets stuffed with sec­tions of lead pipe, tweez­ers, and pli­ers; car­pen­ters, car­ry­ing noth­ing but their lit­tle paste­board lunch bas­kets paint­ed to im­i­tate leather; gangs of street work­ers, their over­alls soiled with yel­low clay, their picks and long-han­dled shov­els over their shoul­ders; plas­ter­ers, spot­ted with lime from head to foot. This lit­tle army of work­ers, tramp­ing steadi­ly in one di­rec­tion, met and min­gled with oth­er toil­ers of a dif­fer­ent de­scrip­tion—con­duc­tors and “swing men” of the ca­ble com­pa­ny go­ing on du­ty; heavy-eyed night clerks from the drug stores on their way home to sleep; rounds­men re­turn­ing to the precinct po­lice sta­tion to make their night re­port, and Chi­nese mar­ket gar­den­ers tee­ter­ing past un­der their heavy bas­kets. The ca­ble cars be­gan to fill up; all along the street could be seen the shop­keep­ers tak­ing down their shut­ters.

			Be­tween sev­en and eight the street break­fast­ed. Now and then a wait­er from one of the cheap restau­rants crossed from one side­walk to the oth­er, bal­anc­ing on one palm a tray cov­ered with a nap­kin. Ev­ery­where was the smell of cof­fee and of fry­ing steaks. A lit­tle lat­er, fol­low­ing in the path of the day la­bor­ers, came the clerks and shop girls, dressed with a cer­tain cheap smart­ness, al­ways in a hur­ry, glanc­ing ap­pre­hen­sive­ly at the pow­er­house clock. Their em­ploy­ers fol­lowed an hour or so lat­er—on the ca­ble cars for the most part whiskered gen­tle­men with huge stom­achs, read­ing the morn­ing pa­pers with great grav­i­ty; bank cashiers and in­sur­ance clerks with flow­ers in their but­ton­holes.

			At the same time the school chil­dren in­vad­ed the street, fill­ing the air with a clam­or of shrill voic­es, stop­ping at the sta­tion­ers’ shops, or idling a mo­ment in the door­ways of the can­dy stores. For over half an hour they held pos­ses­sion of the side­walks, then sud­den­ly dis­ap­peared, leav­ing be­hind one or two strag­glers who hur­ried along with great strides of their lit­tle thin legs, very anx­ious and pre­oc­cu­pied.

			To­wards eleven o’clock the ladies from the great av­enue a block above Polk Street made their ap­pear­ance, prom­e­nad­ing the side­walks leisure­ly, de­lib­er­ate­ly. They were at their morn­ing’s mar­ket­ing. They were hand­some wom­en, beau­ti­ful­ly dressed. They knew by name their butch­ers and gro­cers and veg­etable men. From his win­dow McTeague saw them in front of the stalls, gloved and veiled and dain­ti­ly shod, the sub­servient pro­vi­sion men at their el­bows, scrib­bling hasti­ly in the or­der books. They all seemed to know one an­oth­er, these grand ladies from the fash­ion­able av­enue. Meet­ings took place here and there; a con­ver­sa­tion was be­gun; oth­ers ar­rived; groups were formed; lit­tle im­promp­tu re­cep­tions were held be­fore the chop­ping blocks of butch­ers’ stalls, or on the side­walk, around box­es of berries and fruit.

			From noon to evening the pop­u­la­tion of the street was of a mixed char­ac­ter. The street was busiest at that time; a vast and pro­longed mur­mur arose—the min­gled shuf­fling of feet, the rat­tle of wheels, the heavy trundling of ca­ble cars. At four o’clock the school chil­dren once more swarmed the side­walks, again dis­ap­pear­ing with sur­pris­ing sud­den­ness. At six the great home­ward march com­menced; the cars were crowd­ed, the la­bor­ers thronged the side­walks, the news­boys chant­ed the evening pa­pers. Then all at once the street fell qui­et; hard­ly a soul was in sight; the side­walks were de­sert­ed. It was sup­per hour. Evening be­gan; and one by one a mul­ti­tude of lights, from the de­mo­ni­ac glare of the drug­gists’ win­dows to the daz­zling blue white­ness of the elec­tric globes, grew thick from street cor­ner to street cor­ner. Once more the street was crowd­ed. Now there was no thought but for amuse­ment. The ca­ble cars were load­ed with the­atre­go­ers—men in high hats and young girls in furred opera cloaks. On the side­walks were groups and cou­ples—the plumbers’ ap­pren­tices, the girls of the rib­bon coun­ters, the lit­tle fam­i­lies that lived on the sec­ond sto­ries over their shops, the dress­mak­ers, the small doc­tors, the har­ness-mak­ers—all the var­i­ous in­hab­i­tants of the street were abroad, strolling idly from shop win­dow to shop win­dow, tak­ing the air af­ter the day’s work. Groups of girls col­lect­ed on the cor­ners, talk­ing and laugh­ing very loud, mak­ing re­marks up­on the young men that passed them. The tamale men ap­peared. A band of Sal­va­tion­ists be­gan to sing be­fore a sa­loon.

			Then, lit­tle by lit­tle, Polk Street dropped back to soli­tude. Eleven o’clock struck from the pow­er­house clock. Lights were ex­tin­guished. At one o’clock the ca­ble stopped, leav­ing an abrupt si­lence in the air. All at once it seemed very still. The ug­ly nois­es were the oc­ca­sion­al foot­falls of a po­lice­man and the per­sis­tent call­ing of ducks and geese in the closed mar­ket. The street was asleep.

			Day af­ter day, McTeague saw the same panora­ma un­roll it­self. The bay win­dow of his Den­tal Par­lors was for him a point of van­tage from which he watched the world go past.

			On Sun­days, how­ev­er, all was changed. As he stood in the bay win­dow, af­ter fin­ish­ing his beer, wip­ing his lips, and look­ing out in­to the street, McTeague was con­scious of the dif­fer­ence. Near­ly all the stores were closed. No wag­ons passed. A few peo­ple hur­ried up and down the side­walks, dressed in cheap Sun­day fin­ery. A ca­ble car went by; on the out­side seats were a par­ty of re­turn­ing pic­nick­ers. The moth­er, the fa­ther, a young man, and a young girl, and three chil­dren. The two old­er peo­ple held emp­ty lunch bas­kets in their laps, while the bands of the chil­dren’s hats were stuck full of oak leaves. The girl car­ried a huge bunch of wilt­ing pop­pies and wild flow­ers.

			As the car ap­proached McTeague’s win­dow the young man got up and swung him­self off the plat­form, wav­ing good­bye to the par­ty. Sud­den­ly McTeague rec­og­nized him.

			“There’s Mar­cus Schouler,” he mut­tered be­hind his mus­tache.

			Mar­cus Schouler was the den­tist’s one in­ti­mate friend. The ac­quain­tance had be­gun at the car con­duc­tors’ cof­fee-joint, where the two oc­cu­pied the same ta­ble and met at ev­ery meal. Then they made the dis­cov­ery that they both lived in the same flat, Mar­cus oc­cu­py­ing a room on the floor above McTeague. On dif­fer­ent oc­ca­sions McTeague had treat­ed Mar­cus for an ul­cer­at­ed tooth and had re­fused to ac­cept pay­ment. Soon it came to be an un­der­stood thing be­tween them. They were “pals.”

			McTeague, lis­ten­ing, heard Mar­cus go up­stairs to his room above. In a few min­utes his door opened again. McTeague knew that he had come out in­to the hall and was lean­ing over the ban­is­ters.

			“Oh, Mac!” he called. McTeague came to his door.

			“Hul­lo! ’sthat you, Mark?”

			“Sure,” an­swered Mar­cus. “Come on up.”

			“You come on down.”

			“No, come on up.”

			“Oh, you come on down.”

			“Oh, you lazy duck!” re­tort­ed Mar­cus, com­ing down the stairs.

			“Been out to the Cliff House on a pic­nic,” he ex­plained as he sat down on the bed-lounge, “with my un­cle and his peo­ple—the Sieppes, you know. By damn! it was hot,” he sud­den­ly vo­cif­er­at­ed. “Just look at that! Just look at that!” he cried, drag­ging at his limp col­lar. “That’s the third one since morn­ing; it is—it is, for a fact—and you got your stove go­ing.” He be­gan to tell about the pic­nic, talk­ing very loud and fast, ges­tur­ing fu­ri­ous­ly, very ex­cit­ed over triv­ial de­tails. Mar­cus could not talk with­out get­ting ex­cit­ed.

			“You ought t’have seen, y’ought t’have seen. I tell you, it was ou­ta sight. It was; it was, for a fact.”

			“Yes, yes,” an­swered McTeague, be­wil­dered, try­ing to fol­low. “Yes, that’s so.”

			In re­count­ing a cer­tain dis­pute with an awk­ward bi­cy­clist, in which it ap­peared he had be­come in­volved, Mar­cus quiv­ered with rage. “ ‘Say that again,’ says I to um. ‘Just say that once more, and’ ”—here a rolling ex­plo­sion of oaths—“ ‘you’ll go back to the city in the Morgue wag­on. Ain’t I got a right to cross a street even, I’d like to know, with­out be­ing run down—what?’ I say it’s out­ra­geous. I’d a knifed him in an­oth­er minute. It was an out­rage. I say it was an out­rage.”

			“Sure it was,” McTeague has­tened to re­ply. “Sure, sure.”

			“Oh, and we had an ac­ci­dent,” shout­ed the oth­er, sud­den­ly off on an­oth­er tack. “It was aw­ful. Tri­na was in the swing there—that’s my cousin Tri­na, you know who I mean—and she fell out. By damn! I thought she’d killed her­self; struck her face on a rock and knocked out a front tooth. It’s a won­der she didn’t kill her­self. It is a won­der; it is, for a fact. Ain’t it, now? Huh? Ain’t it? Y’ought t’have seen.”

			McTeague had a vague idea that Mar­cus Schouler was stuck on his cousin Tri­na. They “kept com­pa­ny” a good deal; Mar­cus took din­ner with the Sieppes ev­ery Sat­ur­day evening at their home at B Street sta­tion, across the bay, and Sun­day af­ter­noons he and the fam­i­ly usu­al­ly made lit­tle ex­cur­sions in­to the sub­urbs. McTeague be­gan to won­der dim­ly how it was that on this oc­ca­sion Mar­cus had not gone home with his cousin. As some­times hap­pens, Mar­cus fur­nished the ex­pla­na­tion up­on the in­stant.

			“I promised a duck up here on the av­enue I’d call for his dog at four this af­ter­noon.”

			Mar­cus was Old Gran­nis’s as­sis­tant in a lit­tle dog hos­pi­tal that the lat­ter had opened in a sort of al­ley just off Polk Street, some four blocks above Old Gran­nis lived in one of the back rooms of McTeague’s flat. He was an En­glish­man and an ex­pert dog sur­geon, but Mar­cus Schouler was a bun­gler in the pro­fes­sion. His fa­ther had been a vet­eri­nary sur­geon who had kept a liv­ery sta­ble near by, on Cal­i­for­nia Street, and Mar­cus’s knowl­edge of the dis­eases of do­mes­tic an­i­mals had been picked up in a hap­haz­ard way, much af­ter the man­ner of McTeague’s ed­u­ca­tion. Some­how he man­aged to im­press Old Gran­nis, a gen­tle, sim­ple-mind­ed old man, with a sense of his fit­ness, be­wil­der­ing him with a tor­rent of emp­ty phras­es that he de­liv­ered with fierce ges­tures and with a man­ner of the great­est con­vic­tion.

			“You’d bet­ter come along with me, Mac,” ob­served Mar­cus. “We’ll get the duck’s dog, and then we’ll take a lit­tle walk, huh? You got nothun to do. Come along.”

			McTeague went out with him, and the two friends pro­ceed­ed up to the av­enue to the house where the dog was to be found. It was a huge man­sion-like place, set in an enor­mous gar­den that oc­cu­pied a whole third of the block; and while Mar­cus tramped up the front steps and rang the door­bell bold­ly, to show his in­de­pen­dence, McTeague re­mained be­low on the side­walk, gaz­ing stupid­ly at the cur­tained win­dows, the mar­ble steps, and the bronze griffins, trou­bled and a lit­tle con­fused by all this mas­sive lux­u­ry.

			Af­ter they had tak­en the dog to the hos­pi­tal and had left him to whim­per be­hind the wire net­ting, they re­turned to Polk Street and had a glass of beer in the back room of Joe Fren­na’s cor­ner gro­cery.

			Ev­er since they had left the huge man­sion on the av­enue, Mar­cus had been at­tack­ing the cap­i­tal­ists, a class which he pre­tend­ed to ex­e­crate. It was a pose which he of­ten as­sumed, cer­tain of im­press­ing the den­tist. Mar­cus had picked up a few half-truths of po­lit­i­cal econ­o­my—it was im­pos­si­ble to say where—and as soon as the two had set­tled them­selves to their beer in Fren­na’s back room he took up the theme of the la­bor ques­tion. He dis­cussed it at the top of his voice, vo­cif­er­at­ing, shak­ing his fists, ex­cit­ing him­self with his own noise. He was con­tin­u­al­ly mak­ing use of the stock phras­es of the pro­fes­sion­al politi­cian—phras­es he had caught at some of the ward “ral­lies” and “rat­i­fi­ca­tion meet­ings.” These rolled off his tongue with in­cred­i­ble em­pha­sis, ap­pear­ing at ev­ery turn of his con­ver­sa­tion—“Out­raged con­stituen­cies,” “cause of la­bor,” “wage earn­ers,” “opin­ions bi­ased by per­son­al in­ter­ests,” “eyes blind­ed by par­ty prej­u­dice.” McTeague lis­tened to him, awestruck.

			“There’s where the evil lies,” Mar­cus would cry. “The mass­es must learn self-con­trol; it stands to rea­son. Look at the fig­ures, look at the fig­ures. De­crease the num­ber of wage earn­ers and you in­crease wages, don’t you? don’t you?”

			Ab­so­lute­ly stupid, and un­der­stand­ing nev­er a word, McTeague would an­swer:

			“Yes, yes, that’s it—self-con­trol—that’s the word.”

			“It’s the cap­i­tal­ists that’s ru­in­ing the cause of la­bor,” shout­ed Mar­cus, bang­ing the ta­ble with his fist till the beer glass­es danced; “white-liv­ered drones, traitors, with their liv­ers white as snow, ea­tun the bread of wid­ows and or­phuns; there’s where the evil lies.”

			Stu­pe­fied with his clam­or, McTeague an­swered, wag­ging his head:

			“Yes, that’s it; I think it’s their liv­ers.”

			Sud­den­ly Mar­cus fell calm again, for­get­ting his pose all in an in­stant.

			“Say, Mac, I told my cousin Tri­na to come round and see you about that tooth of hers. She’ll be in to­mor­row, I guess.”

		
	
		
			II

			Af­ter his break­fast the fol­low­ing Mon­day morn­ing, McTeague looked over the ap­point­ments he had writ­ten down in the book-slate that hung against the screen. His writ­ing was im­mense, very clum­sy, and very round, with huge, full-bel­lied l’s and h’s. He saw that he had made an ap­point­ment at one o’clock for Miss Bak­er, the re­tired dress­mak­er, a lit­tle old maid who had a tiny room a few doors down the hall. It ad­joined that of Old Gran­nis.

			Quite an af­fair had arisen from this cir­cum­stance. Miss Bak­er and Old Gran­nis were both over six­ty, and yet it was cur­rent talk amongst the lodgers of the flat that the two were in love with each oth­er. Sin­gu­lar­ly enough, they were not even ac­quain­tances; nev­er a word had passed be­tween them. At in­ter­vals they met on the stair­way; he on his way to his lit­tle dog hos­pi­tal, she re­turn­ing from a bit of mar­ket­ing in the street. At such times they passed each oth­er with avert­ed eyes, pre­tend­ing a cer­tain pre­oc­cu­pa­tion, sud­den­ly seized with a great em­bar­rass­ment, the timid­i­ty of a sec­ond child­hood. He went on about his busi­ness, dis­turbed and thought­ful. She hur­ried up to her tiny room, her cu­ri­ous lit­tle false curls shak­ing with her ag­i­ta­tion, the faintest sug­ges­tion of a flush com­ing and go­ing in her with­ered cheeks. The emo­tion of one of these chance meet­ings re­mained with them dur­ing all the rest of the day.

			Was it the first ro­mance in the lives of each? Did Old Gran­nis ev­er re­mem­ber a cer­tain face amongst those that he had known when he was young Gran­nis—the face of some pale-haired girl, such as one sees in the old cathe­dral towns of Eng­land? Did Miss Bak­er still trea­sure up in a sel­dom opened draw­er or box some fad­ed da­guerreo­type, some strange old-fash­ioned like­ness, with its curl­ing hair and high stock? It was im­pos­si­ble to say.

			Maria Maca­pa, the Mex­i­can wom­an who took care of the lodgers’ rooms, had been the first to call the flat’s at­ten­tion to the af­fair, spread­ing the news of it from room to room, from floor to floor. Of late she had made a great dis­cov­ery; all the wom­en folk of the flat were yet vi­brant with it. Old Gran­nis came home from his work at four o’clock, and be­tween that time and six Miss Bak­er would sit in her room, her hands idle in her lap, do­ing noth­ing, lis­ten­ing, wait­ing. Old Gran­nis did the same, draw­ing his arm­chair near to the wall, know­ing that Miss Bak­er was up­on the oth­er side, con­scious, per­haps, that she was think­ing of him; and there the two would sit through the hours of the af­ter­noon, lis­ten­ing and wait­ing, they did not know ex­act­ly for what, but near to each oth­er, sep­a­rat­ed on­ly by the thin par­ti­tion of their rooms. They had come to know each oth­er’s habits. Old Gran­nis knew that at quar­ter of five pre­cise­ly Miss Bak­er made a cup of tea over the oil stove on the stand be­tween the bu­reau and the win­dow. Miss Bak­er felt in­stinc­tive­ly the ex­act mo­ment when Old Gran­nis took down his lit­tle bind­ing ap­pa­ra­tus from the sec­ond shelf of his clothes clos­et and be­gan his fa­vorite oc­cu­pa­tion of bind­ing pam­phlets—pam­phlets that he nev­er read, for all that.

			In his Par­lors McTeague be­gan his week’s work. He glanced in the glass saucer in which he kept his sponge-gold, and notic­ing that he had used up all his pel­lets, set about mak­ing some more. In ex­am­in­ing Miss Bak­er’s teeth at the pre­lim­i­nary sit­ting he had found a cav­i­ty in one of the in­cisors. Miss Bak­er had de­cid­ed to have it filled with gold. McTeague re­mem­bered now that it was what is called a “prox­i­mate case,” where there is not suf­fi­cient room to fill with large pieces of gold. He told him­self that he should have to use “mats” in the fill­ing. He made some dozen of these “mats” from his tape of non-co­he­sive gold, cut­ting it trans­verse­ly in­to small pieces that could be in­sert­ed edge­wise be­tween the teeth and con­sol­i­dat­ed by pack­ing. Af­ter he had made his “mats” he con­tin­ued with the oth­er kind of gold fill­ings, such as he would have oc­ca­sion to use dur­ing the week; “blocks” to be used in large prox­i­mal cav­i­ties, made by fold­ing the tape on it­self a num­ber of times and then shap­ing it with the sol­der­ing pli­ers; “cylin­ders” for com­menc­ing fill­ings, which he formed by rolling the tape around a nee­dle called a “broach,” cut­ting it af­ter­wards in­to dif­fer­ent lengths. He worked slow­ly, me­chan­i­cal­ly, turn­ing the foil be­tween his fin­gers with the man­u­al dex­ter­i­ty that one some­times sees in stupid per­sons. His head was quite emp­ty of all thought, and he did not whis­tle over his work as an­oth­er man might have done. The ca­nary made up for his si­lence, trilling and chit­ter­ing con­tin­u­al­ly, splash­ing about in its morn­ing bath, keep­ing up an in­ces­sant noise and move­ment that would have been mad­den­ing to any­one but McTeague, who seemed to have no nerves at all.

			Af­ter he had fin­ished his fill­ings, he made a hook broach from a bit of pi­ano wire to re­place an old one that he had lost. It was time for his din­ner then, and when he re­turned from the car con­duc­tors’ cof­fee-joint, he found Miss Bak­er wait­ing for him.

			The an­cient lit­tle dress­mak­er was at all times will­ing to talk of Old Gran­nis to any­body that would lis­ten, quite un­con­scious of the gos­sip of the flat. McTeague found her all aflut­ter with ex­cite­ment. Some­thing ex­tra­or­di­nary had hap­pened. She had found out that the wall­pa­per in Old Gran­nis’s room was the same as that in hers.

			“It has led me to think­ing, Doc­tor McTeague,” she ex­claimed, shak­ing her lit­tle false curls at him. “You know my room is so small, any­how, and the wall­pa­per be­ing the same—the pat­tern from my room con­tin­ues right in­to his—I de­clare, I be­lieve at one time that was all one room. Think of it, do you sup­pose it was? It al­most amounts to our oc­cu­py­ing the same room. I don’t know—why, re­al­ly—do you think I should speak to the land­la­dy about it? He bound pam­phlets last night un­til half-past nine. They say that he’s the younger son of a baronet; that there are rea­sons for his not com­ing to the ti­tle; his step­fa­ther wronged him cru­el­ly.”

			No one had ev­er said such a thing. It was pre­pos­ter­ous to imag­ine any mys­tery con­nect­ed with Old Gran­nis. Miss Bak­er had cho­sen to in­vent the lit­tle fic­tion, had cre­at­ed the ti­tle and the un­just step­fa­ther from some dim mem­o­ries of the nov­els of her girl­hood.

			She took her place in the op­er­at­ing chair. McTeague be­gan the fill­ing. There was a long si­lence. It was im­pos­si­ble for McTeague to work and talk at the same time.

			He was just bur­nish­ing the last “mat” in Miss Bak­er’s tooth, when the door of the Par­lors opened, jan­gling the bell which he had hung over it, and which was ab­so­lute­ly un­nec­es­sary. McTeague turned, one foot on the ped­al of his den­tal en­gine, the corun­dum disk whirling be­tween his fin­gers.

			It was Mar­cus Schouler who came in, ush­er­ing a young girl of about twen­ty.

			“Hel­lo, Mac,” ex­claimed Mar­cus; “busy? Brought my cousin round about that bro­ken tooth.”

			McTeague nod­ded his head grave­ly.

			“In a minute,” he an­swered.

			Mar­cus and his cousin Tri­na sat down in the rigid chairs un­der­neath the steel en­grav­ing of the court of Loren­zo de’ Medi­ci. They be­gan talk­ing in low tones. The girl looked about the room, notic­ing the stone pug dog, the ri­fle man­u­fac­tur­er’s cal­en­dar, the ca­nary in its lit­tle gilt prison, and the tum­bled blan­kets on the un­made bed-lounge against the wall. Mar­cus be­gan telling her about McTeague. “We’re pals,” he ex­plained, just above a whis­per. “Ah, Mac’s all right, you bet. Say, Tri­na, he’s the strong­est duck you ev­er saw. What do you sup­pose? He can pull out your teeth with his fin­gers; yes, he can. What do you think of that? With his fin­gers, mind you; he can, for a fact. Get on to the size of him, any­how. Ah, Mac’s all right!”

			Maria Maca­pa had come in­to the room while he had been speak­ing. She was mak­ing up McTeague’s bed. Sud­den­ly Mar­cus ex­claimed un­der his breath: “Now we’ll have some fun. It’s the girl that takes care of the rooms. She’s a greas­er, and she’s queer in the head. She ain’t reg­u­lar­ly crazy, but I don’t know, she’s queer. Y’ought to hear her go on about a gold din­ner ser­vice she says her folks used to own. Ask her what her name is and see what she’ll say.” Tri­na shrank back, a lit­tle fright­ened.

			“No, you ask,” she whis­pered.

			“Ah, go on; what you ’fraid of?” urged Mar­cus. Tri­na shook her head en­er­get­i­cal­ly, shut­ting her lips to­geth­er.

			“Well, lis­ten here,” an­swered Mar­cus, nudg­ing her; then rais­ing his voice, he said:

			“How do, Maria?” Maria nod­ded to him over her shoul­der as she bent over the lounge.

			“Workun hard nowa­days, Maria?”

			“Pret­ty hard.”

			“Didunt al­ways have to work for your liv­ing, though, did you, when you ate of­fa gold dish­es?” Maria didn’t an­swer, ex­cept by putting her chin in the air and shut­ting her eyes, as though to say she knew a long sto­ry about that if she had a mind to talk. All Mar­cus’s ef­forts to draw her out on the sub­ject were un­avail­ing. She on­ly re­spond­ed by move­ments of her head.

			“Can’t al­ways start her go­ing,” Mar­cus told his cousin.

			“What does she do, though, when you ask her about her name?”

			“Oh, sure,” said Mar­cus, who had for­got­ten. “Say, Maria, what’s your name?”

			“Huh?” asked Maria, straight­en­ing up, her hands on he hips.

			“Tell us your name,” re­peat­ed Mar­cus.

			“Name is Maria—Mi­ran­da—Maca­pa.” Then, af­ter a pause, she added, as though she had but that mo­ment thought of it, “Had a fly­ing squir­rel an’ let him go.”

			In­vari­ably Maria Maca­pa made this an­swer. It was not al­ways she would talk about the fa­mous ser­vice of gold plate, but a ques­tion as to her name nev­er failed to elic­it the same strange an­swer, de­liv­ered in a rapid un­der­tone: “Name is Maria—Mi­ran­da—Maca­pa.” Then, as if struck with an af­ter thought, “Had a fly­ing squir­rel an’ let him go.”

			Why Maria should as­so­ciate the re­lease of the myth­i­cal squir­rel with her name could not be said. About Maria the flat knew ab­so­lute­ly noth­ing fur­ther than that she was Span­ish-Amer­i­can. Miss Bak­er was the old­est lodger in the flat, and Maria was a fix­ture there as maid of all work when she had come. There was a leg­end to the ef­fect that Maria’s peo­ple had been at one time im­mense­ly wealthy in Cen­tral Amer­i­ca.

			Maria turned again to her work. Tri­na and Mar­cus watched her cu­ri­ous­ly. There was a si­lence. The corun­dum burr in McTeague’s en­gine hummed in a pro­longed mono­tone. The ca­nary bird chit­tered oc­ca­sion­al­ly. The room was warm, and the breath­ing of the five peo­ple in the nar­row space made the air close and thick. At long in­ter­vals an acrid odor of ink float­ed up from the branch post-of­fice im­me­di­ate­ly be­low.

			Maria Maca­pa fin­ished her work and start­ed to leave. As she passed near Mar­cus and his cousin she stopped, and drew a bunch of blue tick­ets furtive­ly from her pock­et. “Buy a tick­et in the lot­tery?” she in­quired, look­ing at the girl. “Just a dol­lar.”

			“Go along with you, Maria,” said Mar­cus, who had but thir­ty cents in his pock­et. “Go along; it’s against the law.”

			“Buy a tick­et,” urged Maria, thrust­ing the bun­dle to­ward Tri­na. “Try your luck. The butch­er on the next block won twen­ty dol­lars the last draw­ing.”

			Very un­easy, Tri­na bought a tick­et for the sake of be­ing rid of her. Maria dis­ap­peared.

			“Ain’t she a queer bird?” mut­tered Mar­cus. He was much em­bar­rassed and dis­turbed be­cause he had not bought the tick­et for Tri­na.

			But there was a sud­den move­ment. McTeague had just fin­ished with Miss Bak­er.

			“You should no­tice,” the dress­mak­er said to the den­tist, in a low voice, “he al­ways leaves the door a lit­tle ajar in the af­ter­noon.” When she had gone out, Mar­cus Schouler brought Tri­na for­ward.

			“Say, Mac, this is my cousin, Tri­na Sieppe.” The two shook hands dumb­ly, McTeague slow­ly nod­ding his huge head with its great shock of yel­low hair. Tri­na was very small and pret­ti­ly made. Her face was round and rather pale; her eyes long and nar­row and blue, like the half-open eyes of a lit­tle ba­by; her lips and the lobes of her tiny ears were pale, a lit­tle sug­ges­tive of anaemia; while across the bridge of her nose ran an adorable lit­tle line of freck­les. But it was to her hair that one’s at­ten­tion was most at­tract­ed. Heaps and heaps of blue-black coils and braids, a roy­al crown of swarthy bands, a ver­i­ta­ble sable tiara, heavy, abun­dant, odor­ous. All the vi­tal­i­ty that should have giv­en col­or to her face seemed to have been ab­sorbed by this mar­vel­lous hair. It was the coif­fure of a queen that shad­owed the pale tem­ples of this lit­tle bour­geoise. So heavy was it that it tipped her head back­ward, and the po­si­tion thrust her chin out a lit­tle. It was a charm­ing poise, in­no­cent, con­fid­ing, al­most in­fan­tile.

			She was dressed all in black, very mod­est and plain. The ef­fect of her pale face in all this con­trast­ing black was al­most monas­tic.

			“Well,” ex­claimed Mar­cus sud­den­ly, “I got to go. Must get back to work. Don’t hurt her too much, Mac. S’long, Tri­na.”

			McTeague and Tri­na were left alone. He was em­bar­rassed, trou­bled. These young girls dis­turbed and per­plexed him. He did not like them, ob­sti­nate­ly cher­ish­ing that in­tu­itive sus­pi­cion of all things fem­i­nine—the per­verse dis­like of an over­grown boy. On the oth­er hand, she was per­fect­ly at her ease; doubt­less the wom­an in her was not yet awak­ened; she was yet, as one might say, with­out sex. She was al­most like a boy, frank, can­did, un­re­served.

			She took her place in the op­er­at­ing chair and told him what was the mat­ter, look­ing square­ly in­to his face. She had fall­en out of a swing the af­ter­noon of the pre­ced­ing day; one of her teeth had been knocked loose and the oth­er al­to­geth­er bro­ken out.

			McTeague lis­tened to her with ap­par­ent sto­lid­i­ty, nod­ding his head from time to time as she spoke. The keen­ness of his dis­like of her as a wom­an be­gan to be blunt­ed. He thought she was rather pret­ty, that he even liked her be­cause she was so small, so pret­ti­ly made, so good na­tured and straight­for­ward.

			“Let’s have a look at your teeth,” he said, pick­ing up his mir­ror. “You bet­ter take your hat off.” She leaned back in her chair and opened her mouth, show­ing the rows of lit­tle round teeth, as white and even as the ker­nels on an ear of green corn, ex­cept where an ug­ly gap came at the side.

			McTeague put the mir­ror in­to her mouth, touch­ing one and an­oth­er of her teeth with the han­dle of an ex­ca­va­tor. By and by he straight­ened up, wip­ing the mois­ture from the mir­ror on his coat-sleeve.

			“Well, Doc­tor,” said the girl, anx­ious­ly, “it’s a dread­ful dis­fig­ure­ment, isn’t it?” adding, “What can you do about it?”

			“Well,” an­swered McTeague, slow­ly, look­ing vague­ly about on the floor of the room, “the roots of the bro­ken tooth are still in the gum; they’ll have to come out, and I guess I’ll have to pull that oth­er bi­cus­pid. Let me look again. Yes,” he went on in a mo­ment, peer­ing in­to her mouth with the mir­ror, “I guess that’ll have to come out, too.” The tooth was loose, dis­col­ored, and ev­i­dent­ly dead. “It’s a cu­ri­ous case,” McTeague went on. “I don’t know as I ev­er had a tooth like that be­fore. It’s what’s called necro­sis. It don’t of­ten hap­pen. It’ll have to come out sure.”

			Then a dis­cus­sion was opened on the sub­ject, Tri­na sit­ting up in the chair, hold­ing her hat in her lap; McTeague lean­ing against the win­dow frame his hands in his pock­ets, his eyes wan­der­ing about on the floor. Tri­na did not want the oth­er tooth re­moved; one hole like that was bad enough; but two—ah, no, it was not to be thought of.

			But McTeague rea­soned with her, tried in vain to make her un­der­stand that there was no vas­cu­lar con­nec­tion be­tween the root and the gum. Tri­na was blind­ly per­sis­tent, with the per­sis­ten­cy of a girl who has made up her mind.

			McTeague be­gan to like her bet­ter and bet­ter, and af­ter a while com­menced him­self to feel that it would be a pity to dis­fig­ure such a pret­ty mouth. He be­came in­ter­est­ed; per­haps he could do some­thing, some­thing in the way of a crown or bridge. “Let’s look at that again,” he said, pick­ing up his mir­ror. He be­gan to study the sit­u­a­tion very care­ful­ly, re­al­ly de­sir­ing to rem­e­dy the blem­ish.

			It was the first bi­cus­pid that was miss­ing, and though part of the root of the sec­ond (the loose one) would re­main af­ter its ex­trac­tion, he was sure it would not be strong enough to sus­tain a crown. All at once he grew ob­sti­nate, re­solv­ing, with all the strength of a crude and prim­i­tive man, to con­quer the dif­fi­cul­ty in spite of ev­ery­thing. He turned over in his mind the tech­ni­cal­i­ties of the case. No, ev­i­dent­ly the root was not strong enough to sus­tain a crown; be­sides that, it was placed a lit­tle ir­reg­u­lar­ly in the arch. But, for­tu­nate­ly, there were cav­i­ties in the two teeth on ei­ther side of the gap—one in the first mo­lar and one in the pala­tine sur­face of the cus­pid; might he not drill a sock­et in the re­main­ing root and sock­ets in the mo­lar and cus­pid, and, part­ly by bridg­ing, part­ly by crown­ing, fill in the gap? He made up his mind to do it.

			Why he should pledge him­self to this haz­ardous case McTeague was puz­zled to know. With most of his clients he would have con­tent­ed him­self with the ex­trac­tion of the loose tooth and the roots of the bro­ken one. Why should he risk his rep­u­ta­tion in this case? He could not say why.

			It was the most dif­fi­cult op­er­a­tion he had ev­er per­formed. He bun­gled it con­sid­er­ably, but in the end he suc­ceed­ed pass­ably well. He ex­tract­ed the loose tooth with his bay­o­net for­ceps and pre­pared the roots of the bro­ken one as if for fill­ing, fit­ting in­to them a flat­tened piece of plat­inum wire to serve as a dow­el. But this was on­ly the be­gin­ning; al­to­geth­er it was a fort­night’s work. Tri­na came near­ly ev­ery oth­er day, and passed two, and even three, hours in the chair.

			By de­grees McTeague’s first awk­ward­ness and sus­pi­cion van­ished en­tire­ly. The two be­came good friends. McTeague even ar­rived at that point where he could work and talk to her at the same time—a thing that had nev­er be­fore been pos­si­ble for him.

			Nev­er un­til then had McTeague be­come so well ac­quaint­ed with a girl of Tri­na’s age. The younger wom­en of Polk Street—the shop girls, the young wom­en of the so­da foun­tains, the wait­ress­es in the cheap restau­rants—pre­ferred an­oth­er den­tist, a young fel­low just grad­u­at­ed from the col­lege, a pos­er, a rid­er of bi­cy­cles, a man about town, who wore as­ton­ish­ing waist­coats and bet mon­ey on grey­hound cours­ing. Tri­na was McTeague’s first ex­pe­ri­ence. With her the fem­i­nine el­e­ment sud­den­ly en­tered his lit­tle world. It was not on­ly her that he saw and felt, it was the wom­an, the whole sex, an en­tire new hu­man­i­ty, strange and al­lur­ing, that he seemed to have dis­cov­ered. How had he ig­nored it so long? It was daz­zling, de­li­cious, charm­ing be­yond all words. His nar­row point of view was at once en­larged and con­fused, and all at once he saw that there was some­thing else in life be­sides con­certi­nas and steam beer. Ev­ery­thing had to be made over again. His whole rude idea of life had to be changed. The male vir­ile de­sire in him tardi­ly awak­ened, aroused it­self, strong and bru­tal. It was re­sist­less, un­trained, a thing not to be held in leash an in­stant.

			Lit­tle by lit­tle, by grad­u­al, al­most im­per­cep­ti­ble de­grees, the thought of Tri­na Sieppe oc­cu­pied his mind from day to day, from hour to hour. He found him­self think­ing of her con­stant­ly; at ev­ery in­stant he saw her round, pale face; her nar­row, milk-blue eyes; her lit­tle out-thrust chin; her heavy, huge tiara of black hair. At night he lay awake for hours un­der the thick blan­kets of the bed-lounge, star­ing up­ward in­to the dark­ness, tor­ment­ed with the idea of her, ex­as­per­at­ed at the del­i­cate, sub­tle mesh in which he found him­self en­tan­gled. Dur­ing the forenoons, while he went about his work, he thought of her. As he made his plas­ter-of-paris moulds at the wash­stand in the cor­ner be­hind the screen he turned over in his mind all that had hap­pened, all that had been said at the pre­vi­ous sit­ting. Her lit­tle tooth that he had ex­tract­ed he kept wrapped in a bit of news­pa­per in his vest pock­et. Of­ten he took it out and held it in the palm of his im­mense, horny hand, seized with some strange ele­phan­tine sen­ti­ment, wag­ging his head at it, heav­ing tremen­dous sighs. What a fol­ly!

			At two o’clock on Tues­days, Thurs­days, and Sat­ur­days Tri­na ar­rived and took her place in the op­er­at­ing chair. While at his work McTeague was ev­ery minute obliged to bend close­ly over her; his hands touched her face, her cheeks, her adorable lit­tle chin; her lips pressed against his fin­gers. She breathed warm­ly on his fore­head and on his eye­lids, while the odor of her hair, a charm­ing fem­i­nine per­fume, sweet, heavy, en­er­vat­ing, came to his nos­trils, so pen­e­trat­ing, so de­li­cious, that his flesh pricked and tin­gled with it; a ver­i­ta­ble sen­sa­tion of faint­ness passed over this huge, cal­lous fel­low, with his enor­mous bones and cord­ed mus­cles. He drew a short breath through his nose; his jaws sud­den­ly gripped to­geth­er vise-like.

			But this was on­ly at times—a strange, vex­ing spasm, that sub­sid­ed al­most im­me­di­ate­ly. For the most part, McTeague en­joyed the plea­sure of these sit­tings with Tri­na with a cer­tain strong calm­ness, blind­ly hap­py that she was there. This poor crude den­tist of Polk Street, stupid, ig­no­rant, vul­gar, with his sham ed­u­ca­tion and ple­beian tastes, whose on­ly re­lax­ations were to eat, to drink steam beer, and to play up­on his con­certi­na, was liv­ing through his first ro­mance, his first idyll. It was de­light­ful. The long hours he passed alone with Tri­na in the Den­tal Par­lors, silent, on­ly for the scrap­ing of the in­stru­ments and the pour­ing of bud-burrs in the en­gine, in the foul at­mos­phere, over­heat­ed by the lit­tle stove and heavy with the smell of ether, cre­osote, and stale bed­ding, had all the charm of se­cret ap­point­ments and stolen meet­ings un­der the moon.

			By de­grees the op­er­a­tion pro­gressed. One day, just af­ter McTeague had put in the tem­po­rary gut­ta-per­cha fill­ings and noth­ing more could be done at that sit­ting, Tri­na asked him to ex­am­ine the rest of her teeth. They were per­fect, with one ex­cep­tion—a spot of white caries on the lat­er­al sur­face of an in­cisor. McTeague filled it with gold, en­larg­ing the cav­i­ty with hard-bits and hoe-ex­ca­va­tors, and bur­ring in af­ter­ward with half-cone burrs. The cav­i­ty was deep, and Tri­na be­gan to wince and moan. To hurt Tri­na was a pos­i­tive an­guish for McTeague, yet an an­guish which he was obliged to en­dure at ev­ery hour of the sit­ting. It was har­row­ing—he sweat­ed un­der it—to be forced to tor­ture her, of all wom­en in the world; could any­thing be worse than that?

			“Hurt?” he in­quired, anx­ious­ly.

			She an­swered by frown­ing, with a sharp in­take of breath, putting her fin­gers over her closed lips and nod­ding her head. McTeague sprayed the tooth with glyc­erite of tan­nin, but with­out ef­fect. Rather than hurt her he found him­self forced to the use of anaes­the­sia, which he hat­ed. He had a no­tion that the ni­trous ox­ide gas was dan­ger­ous, so on this oc­ca­sion, as on all oth­ers, used ether.

			He put the sponge a half dozen times to Tri­na’s face, more ner­vous than he had ev­er been be­fore, watch­ing the symp­toms close­ly. Her breath­ing be­came short and ir­reg­u­lar; there was a slight twitch­ing of the mus­cles. When her thumbs turned in­ward to­ward the palms, he took the sponge away. She passed off very quick­ly, and, with a long sigh, sank back in­to the chair.

			McTeague straight­ened up, putting the sponge up­on the rack be­hind him, his eyes fixed up­on Tri­na’s face. For some time he stood watch­ing her as she lay there, un­con­scious and help­less, and very pret­ty. He was alone with her, and she was ab­so­lute­ly with­out de­fense.

			Sud­den­ly the an­i­mal in the man stirred and woke; the evil in­stincts that in him were so close to the sur­face leaped to life, shout­ing and clam­or­ing.

			It was a cri­sis—a cri­sis that had arisen all in an in­stant; a cri­sis for which he was to­tal­ly un­pre­pared. Blind­ly, and with­out know­ing why, McTeague fought against it, moved by an un­rea­soned in­stinct of re­sis­tance. With­in him, a cer­tain sec­ond self, an­oth­er bet­ter McTeague rose with the brute; both were strong, with the huge crude strength of the man him­self. The two were at grap­ples. There in that cheap and shab­by Den­tal Par­lor a dread­ed strug­gle be­gan. It was the old bat­tle, old as the world, wide as the world—the sud­den pan­ther leap of the an­i­mal, lips drawn, fangs aflash, hideous, mon­strous, not to be re­sist­ed, and the si­mul­ta­ne­ous arous­ing of the oth­er man, the bet­ter self that cries, “Down, down,” with­out know­ing why; that grips the mon­ster; that fights to stran­gle it, to thrust it down and back.

			Dizzied and be­wil­dered with the shock, the like of which he had nev­er known be­fore, McTeague turned from Tri­na, gaz­ing be­wil­dered­ly about the room. The strug­gle was bit­ter; his teeth ground them­selves to­geth­er with a lit­tle rasp­ing sound; the blood sang in his ears; his face flushed scar­let; his hands twist­ed them­selves to­geth­er like the knot­ting of ca­bles. The fury in him was as the fury of a young bull in the heat of high sum­mer. But for all that he shook his huge head from time to time, mut­ter­ing:

			“No, by God! No, by God!”

			Dim­ly he seemed to re­al­ize that should he yield now he would nev­er be able to care for Tri­na again. She would nev­er be the same to him, nev­er so ra­di­ant, so sweet, so adorable; her charm for him would van­ish in an in­stant. Across her fore­head, her lit­tle pale fore­head, un­der the shad­ow of her roy­al hair, he would sure­ly see the smudge of a foul or­dure, the foot­print of the mon­ster. It would be a sac­ri­lege, an abom­i­na­tion. He re­coiled from it, band­ing all his strength to the is­sue.

			“No, by God! No, by God!”

			He turned to his work, as if seek­ing a refuge in it. But as he drew near to her again, the charm of her in­no­cence and help­less­ness came over him afresh. It was a fi­nal protest against his res­o­lu­tion. Sud­den­ly he leaned over and kissed her, gross­ly, full on the mouth. The thing was done be­fore he knew it. Ter­ri­fied at his weak­ness at the very mo­ment he be­lieved him­self strong, he threw him­self once more in­to his work with des­per­ate en­er­gy. By the time he was fas­ten­ing the sheet of rub­ber up­on the tooth, he had him­self once more in hand. He was dis­turbed, still trem­bling, still vi­brat­ing with the throes of the cri­sis, but he was the mas­ter; the an­i­mal was downed, was cowed for this time, at least.

			But for all that, the brute was there. Long dor­mant, it was now at last alive, awake. From now on he would feel its pres­ence con­tin­u­al­ly; would feel it tug­ging at its chain, watch­ing its op­por­tu­ni­ty. Ah, the pity of it! Why could he not al­ways love her pure­ly, clean­ly? What was this per­verse, vi­cious thing that lived with­in him, knit­ted to his flesh?

			Be­low the fine fab­ric of all that was good in him ran the foul stream of hered­i­tary evil, like a sew­er. The vices and sins of his fa­ther and of his fa­ther’s fa­ther, to the third and fourth and five hun­dredth gen­er­a­tion, taint­ed him. The evil of an en­tire race flowed in his veins. Why should it be? He did not de­sire it. Was he to blame?

			But McTeague could not un­der­stand this thing. It had faced him, as soon­er or lat­er it faces ev­ery child of man; but its sig­nif­i­cance was not for him. To rea­son with it was be­yond him. He could on­ly op­pose to it an in­stinc­tive stub­born re­sis­tance, blind, in­ert.

			McTeague went on with his work. As he was rap­ping in the lit­tle blocks and cylin­ders with the mal­let, Tri­na slow­ly came back to her­self with a long sigh. She still felt a lit­tle con­fused, and lay qui­et in the chair. There was a long si­lence, bro­ken on­ly by the un­even tap­ping of the hard­wood mal­let. By and by she said, “I nev­er felt a thing,” and then she smiled at him very pret­ti­ly be­neath the rub­ber dam. McTeague turned to her sud­den­ly, his mal­let in one hand, his pli­ers hold­ing a pel­let of sponge-gold in the oth­er. All at once he said, with the un­rea­soned sim­plic­i­ty and di­rect­ness of a child: “Lis­ten here, Miss Tri­na, I like you bet­ter than any­one else; what’s the mat­ter with us get­ting mar­ried?”

			Tri­na sat up in the chair quick­ly, and then drew back from him, fright­ened and be­wil­dered.

			“Will you? Will you?” said McTeague. “Say, Miss Tri­na, will you?”

			“What is it? What do you mean?” she cried, con­fus­ed­ly, her words muf­fled be­neath the rub­ber.

			“Will you?” re­peat­ed McTeague.

			“No, no,” she ex­claimed, re­fus­ing with­out know­ing why, sud­den­ly seized with a fear of him, the in­tu­itive fem­i­nine fear of the male. McTeague could on­ly re­peat the same thing over and over again. Tri­na, more and more fright­ened at his huge hands—the hands of the old-time car­boy—his im­mense square-cut head and his enor­mous brute strength, cried out: “No, no,” be­hind the rub­ber dam, shak­ing her head vi­o­lent­ly, hold­ing out her hands, and shrink­ing down be­fore him in the op­er­at­ing chair. McTeague came near­er to her, re­peat­ing the same ques­tion. “No, no,” she cried, ter­ri­fied. Then, as she ex­claimed, “Oh, I am sick,” was sud­den­ly tak­en with a fit of vom­it­ing. It was the not un­usu­al af­ter ef­fect of the ether, aid­ed now by her ex­cite­ment and ner­vous­ness. McTeague was checked. He poured some bro­mide of potas­si­um in­to a grad­u­at­ed glass and held it to her lips.

			“Here, swal­low this,” he said.

		
	
		
			III

			Once ev­ery two months Maria Maca­pa set the en­tire flat in com­mo­tion. She roamed the build­ing from gar­ret to cel­lar, search­ing each cor­ner, fer­ret­ing through ev­ery old box and trunk and bar­rel, grop­ing about on the top shelves of clos­ets, peer­ing in­to rag-bags, ex­as­per­at­ing the lodgers with her per­sis­tence and im­por­tu­ni­ty. She was col­lect­ing junks, bits of iron, stone jugs, glass bot­tles, old sacks, and cast-off gar­ments. It was one of her perquisites. She sold the junk to Zerkow, the rags-bot­tles-sacks man, who lived in a filthy den in the al­ley just back of the flat, and who some­times paid her as much as three cents a pound. The stone jugs, how­ev­er, were worth a nick­el. The mon­ey that Zerkow paid her, Maria spent on shirt waists and dot­ted blue neck­ties, try­ing to dress like the girls who tend­ed the so­da-wa­ter foun­tain in the can­dy store on the cor­ner. She was sick with en­vy of these young wom­en. They were in the world, they were el­e­gant, they were debonair, they had their “young men.”

			On this oc­ca­sion she pre­sent­ed her­self at the door of Old Gran­nis’s room late in the af­ter­noon. His door stood a lit­tle open. That of Miss Bak­er was ajar a few inch­es. The two old peo­ple were “keep­ing com­pa­ny” af­ter their fash­ion.

			“Got any junk, Mis­ter Gran­nis?” in­quired Maria, stand­ing in the door, a very dirty, half-filled pil­low­case over one arm.

			“No, noth­ing—noth­ing that I can think of, Maria,” replied Old Gran­nis, ter­ri­bly vexed at the in­ter­rup­tion, yet not wish­ing to be un­kind. “Noth­ing I think of. Yet, how­ev­er—per­haps—if you wish to look.”

			He sat in the mid­dle of the room be­fore a small pine ta­ble. His lit­tle bind­ing ap­pa­ra­tus was be­fore him. In his fin­gers was a huge up­hol­ster­er’s nee­dle thread­ed with twine, a bradawl lay at his el­bow, on the floor be­side him was a great pile of pam­phlets, the pages un­cut. Old Gran­nis bought the “Na­tion” and the “Breed­er and Sports­man.” In the lat­ter he oc­ca­sion­al­ly found ar­ti­cles on dogs which in­ter­est­ed him. The for­mer he sel­dom read. He could not af­ford to sub­scribe reg­u­lar­ly to ei­ther of the pub­li­ca­tions, but pur­chased their back num­bers by the score, al­most sole­ly for the plea­sure he took in bind­ing them.

			“What you alus sewing up them books for, Mis­ter Gran­nis?” asked Maria, as she be­gan rum­mag­ing about in Old Gran­nis’s clos­et shelves. “There’s just hun­dreds of ’em in here on yer shelves; they ain’t no good to you.”

			“Well, well,” an­swered Old Gran­nis, timid­ly, rub­bing his chin, “I—I’m sure I can’t quite say; a lit­tle habit, you know; a di­ver­sion, a—a—it oc­cu­pies one, you know. I don’t smoke; it takes the place of a pipe, per­haps.”

			“Here’s this old yel­low pitch­er,” said Maria, com­ing out of the clos­et with it in her hand. “The han­dle’s cracked; you don’t want it; bet­ter give me it.”

			Old Gran­nis did want the pitch­er; true, he nev­er used it now, but he had kept it a long time, and some­how he held to it as old peo­ple hold to triv­ial, worth­less things that they have had for many years.

			“Oh, that pitch­er—well, Maria, I—I don’t know. I’m afraid—you see, that pitch­er—”

			“Ah, go ’long,” in­ter­rupt­ed Maria Maca­pa, “what’s the good of it?”

			“If you in­sist, Maria, but I would much rather—” he rubbed his chin, per­plexed and an­noyed, hat­ing to refuse, and wish­ing that Maria were gone.

			“Why, what’s the good of it?” per­sist­ed Maria. He could give no suf­fi­cient an­swer. “That’s all right,” she as­sert­ed, car­ry­ing the pitch­er out.

			“Ah—Maria—I say, you—you might leave the door—ah, don’t quite shut it—it’s a bit close in here at times.” Maria grinned, and swung the door wide. Old Gran­nis was hor­ri­bly em­bar­rassed; pos­i­tive­ly, Maria was be­com­ing un­bear­able.

			“Got any junk?” cried Maria at Miss Bak­er’s door. The lit­tle old la­dy was sit­ting close to the wall in her rock­ing-chair; her hands rest­ing idly in her lap.

			“Now, Maria,” she said plain­tive­ly, “you are al­ways af­ter junk; you know I nev­er have any­thing lay­ing ’round like that.”

			It was true. The re­tired dress­mak­er’s tiny room was a mar­vel of neat­ness, from the lit­tle red ta­ble, with its three Gorham spoons laid in ex­act par­al­lels, to the deco­rous gera­ni­ums and mignonettes grow­ing in the starch box at the win­dow, un­der­neath the fish globe with its one ven­er­a­ble gold fish. That day Miss Bak­er had been do­ing a bit of wash­ing; two pock­et hand­ker­chiefs, still moist, ad­hered to the win­dow panes, dry­ing in the sun.

			“Oh, I guess you got some­thing you don’t want,” Maria went on, peer­ing in­to the cor­ners of the room. “Look-a-here what Mis­ter Gran­nis gi’ me,” and she held out the yel­low pitch­er. In­stant­ly Miss Bak­er was in a quiver of con­fu­sion. Ev­ery word spo­ken aloud could be per­fect­ly heard in the next room. What a stupid drab was this Maria! Could any­thing be more try­ing than this po­si­tion?

			“Ain’t that right, Mis­ter Gran­nis?” called Maria; “didn’t you gi’ me this pitch­er?” Old Gran­nis af­fect­ed not to hear; per­spi­ra­tion stood on his fore­head; his timid­i­ty over­came him as if he were a ten-year-old school­boy. He half rose from his chair, his fin­gers danc­ing ner­vous­ly up­on his chin.

			Maria opened Miss Bak­er’s clos­et un­con­cerned­ly. “What’s the mat­ter with these old shoes?” she ex­claimed, turn­ing about with a pair of half-worn silk gaiters in her hand. They were by no means old enough to throw away, but Miss Bak­er was al­most be­side her­self. There was no telling what might hap­pen next. Her on­ly thought was to be rid of Maria.

			“Yes, yes, any­thing. You can have them; but go, go. There’s noth­ing else, not a thing.”

			Maria went out in­to the hall, leav­ing Miss Bak­er’s door wide open, as if ma­li­cious­ly. She had left the dirty pil­low­case on the floor in the hall, and she stood out­side, be­tween the two open doors, stow­ing away the old pitch­er and the half-worn silk shoes. She made re­marks at the top of her voice, call­ing now to Miss Bak­er, now to Old Gran­nis. In a way she brought the two old peo­ple face to face. Each time they were forced to an­swer her ques­tions it was as if they were talk­ing di­rect­ly to each oth­er.

			“These here are first-rate shoes, Miss Bak­er. Look here, Mis­ter Gran­nis, get on to the shoes Miss Bak­er gi’ me. You ain’t got a pair you don’t want, have you? You two peo­ple have less junk than any­one else in the flat. How do you man­age, Mis­ter Gran­nis? You old bach­e­lors are just like old maids, just as neat as pins. You two are just alike—you and Mis­ter Gran­nis—ain’t you, Miss Bak­er?”

			Noth­ing could have been more hor­ri­bly con­strained, more awk­ward. The two old peo­ple suf­fered ver­i­ta­ble tor­ture. When Maria had gone, each heaved a sigh of un­speak­able re­lief. Soft­ly they pushed to their doors, leav­ing open a space of half a dozen inch­es. Old Gran­nis went back to his bind­ing. Miss Bak­er brewed a cup of tea to qui­et her nerves. Each tried to re­gain their com­po­sure, but in vain. Old Gran­nis’s fin­gers trem­bled so that he pricked them with his nee­dle. Miss Bak­er dropped her spoon twice. Their ner­vous­ness would not wear off. They were per­turbed, up­set. In a word, the af­ter­noon was spoiled.

			Maria went on about the flat from room to room. She had al­ready paid Mar­cus Schouler a vis­it ear­ly that morn­ing be­fore he had gone out. Mar­cus had sworn at her, ex­cit­ed­ly vo­cif­er­at­ing; “No, by damn! No, he hadn’t a thing for her; he hadn’t, for a fact. It was a pos­i­tive per­se­cu­tion. Ev­ery day his pri­va­cy was in­vad­ed. He would com­plain to the land­la­dy, he would. He’d move out of the place.” In the end he had giv­en Maria sev­en emp­ty whiskey flasks, an iron grate, and ten cents—the lat­ter be­cause he said she wore her hair like a girl he used to know.

			Af­ter com­ing from Miss Bak­er’s room Maria knocked at McTeague’s door. The den­tist was ly­ing on the bed-lounge in his stock­ing feet, do­ing noth­ing ap­par­ent­ly, gaz­ing up at the ceil­ing, lost in thought.

			Since he had spo­ken to Tri­na Sieppe, ask­ing her so abrupt­ly to mar­ry him, McTeague had passed a week of tor­ment. For him there was no go­ing back. It was Tri­na now, and none oth­er. It was all one with him that his best friend, Mar­cus, might be in love with the same girl. He must have Tri­na in spite of ev­ery­thing; he would have her even in spite of her­self. He did not stop to re­flect about the mat­ter; he fol­lowed his de­sire blind­ly, reck­less­ly, fu­ri­ous and rag­ing at ev­ery ob­sta­cle. And she had cried “No, no!” back at him; he could not for­get that. She, so small and pale and del­i­cate, had held him at bay, who was so huge, so im­mense­ly strong.

			Be­sides that, all the charm of their in­ti­ma­cy was gone. Af­ter that un­hap­py sit­ting, Tri­na was no longer frank and straight­for­ward. Now she was cir­cum­spect, re­served, dis­tant. He could no longer open his mouth; words failed him. At one sit­ting in par­tic­u­lar they had said but good day and good­bye to each oth­er. He felt that he was clum­sy and un­gain­ly. He told him­self that she de­spised him.

			But the mem­o­ry of her was with him con­stant­ly. Night af­ter night he lay broad awake think­ing of Tri­na, won­der­ing about her, racked with the in­fi­nite de­sire of her. His head burnt and throbbed. The palms of his hands were dry. He dozed and woke, and walked aim­less­ly about the dark room, bruis­ing him­self against the three chairs drawn up “at at­ten­tion” un­der the steel en­grav­ing, and stum­bling over the stone pug dog that sat in front of the lit­tle stove.

			Be­sides this, the jeal­ousy of Mar­cus Schouler ha­rassed him. Maria Maca­pa, com­ing in­to his Par­lor to ask for junk, found him flung at length up­on the bed-lounge, gnaw­ing at his fin­gers in an ex­cess of silent fury. At lunch that day Mar­cus had told him of an ex­cur­sion that was planned for the next Sun­day af­ter­noon. Mr. Sieppe, Tri­na’s fa­ther, be­longed to a ri­fle club that was to hold a meet at Schuet­zen Park across the bay. All the Sieppes were go­ing; there was to be a bas­ket pic­nic. Mar­cus, as usu­al, was in­vit­ed to be one of the par­ty. McTeague was in agony. It was his first ex­pe­ri­ence, and he suf­fered all the worse for it be­cause he was to­tal­ly un­pre­pared. What mis­er­able com­pli­ca­tion was this in which he found him­self in­volved? It seemed so sim­ple to him since he loved Tri­na to take her straight to him­self, stop­ping at noth­ing, ask­ing no ques­tions, to have her, and by main strength to car­ry her far away some­where, he did not know ex­act­ly where, to some vague coun­try, some undis­cov­ered place where ev­ery day was Sun­day.

			“Got any junk?”

			“Huh? What? What is it?” ex­claimed McTeague, sud­den­ly rous­ing up from the lounge. Of­ten Maria did very well in the Den­tal Par­lors. McTeague was con­tin­u­al­ly break­ing things which he was too stupid to have mend­ed; for him any­thing that was bro­ken was lost. Now it was a cus­pi­dor, now a fire-shov­el for the lit­tle stove, now a Chi­na shav­ing mug.

			“Got any junk?”

			“I don’t know—I don’t re­mem­ber,” mut­tered McTeague. Maria roamed about the room, McTeague fol­low­ing her in his huge stockinged feet. All at once she pounced up­on a sheaf of old hand in­stru­ments in a cov­er­less cigar-box, plug­gers, hard bits, and ex­ca­va­tors. Maria had long cov­et­ed such a find in McTeague’s Par­lor, know­ing it should be some­where about. The in­stru­ments were of the finest tem­pered steel and re­al­ly valu­able.

			“Say, Doc­tor, I can have these, can’t I?” ex­claimed Maria. “You got no more use for them.” McTeague was not at all sure of this. There were many in the sheaf that might be re­paired, re­shaped.

			“No, no,” he said, wag­ging his head. But Maria Maca­pa, know­ing with whom she had to deal, at once let loose a tor­rent of words. She made the den­tist be­lieve that he had no right to with­hold them, that he had promised to save them for her. She af­fect­ed a great in­dig­na­tion, purs­ing her lips and putting her chin in the air as though wound­ed in some fin­er sense, chang­ing so rapid­ly from one mood to an­oth­er, fill­ing the room with such shrill clam­or, that McTeague was dazed and be­numbed.

			“Yes, all right, all right,” he said, try­ing to make him­self heard. “It would be mean. I don’t want ’em.” As he turned from her to pick up the box, Maria took ad­van­tage of the mo­ment to steal three “mats” of sponge-gold out of the glass saucer. Of­ten she stole McTeague’s gold, al­most un­der his very eyes; in­deed, it was so easy to do so that there was but lit­tle plea­sure in the theft. Then Maria took her­self off. McTeague re­turned to the so­fa and flung him­self up­on it face down­ward.

			A lit­tle be­fore sup­per time Maria com­plet­ed her search. The flat was cleaned of its junk from top to bot­tom. The dirty pil­low­case was full to burst­ing. She took ad­van­tage of the sup­per hour to car­ry her bun­dle around the cor­ner and up in­to the al­ley where Zerkow lived.

			When Maria en­tered his shop, Zerkow had just come in from his dai­ly rounds. His de­crepit wag­on stood in front of his door like a strand­ed wreck; the mis­er­able horse, with its lam­en­ta­ble swollen joints, fed greed­i­ly up­on an arm­ful of spoiled hay in a shed at the back.

			The in­te­ri­or of the junk shop was dark and damp, and foul with all man­ner of chok­ing odors. On the walls, on the floor, and hang­ing from the rafters was a world of de­bris, dust-black­ened, rust-cor­rod­ed. Ev­ery­thing was there, ev­ery trade was rep­re­sent­ed, ev­ery class of so­ci­ety; things of iron and cloth and wood; all the de­tri­tus that a great city sloughs off in its dai­ly life. Zerkow’s junk shop was the last abid­ing-place, the almshouse, of such ar­ti­cles as had out­lived their use­ful­ness.

			Maria found Zerkow him­self in the back room, cook­ing some sort of a meal over an al­co­hol stove. Zerkow was a Pol­ish Jew—cu­ri­ous­ly enough his hair was fiery red. He was a dry, shriv­elled old man of six­ty odd. He had the thin, ea­ger, cat­like lips of the cov­etous; eyes that had grown keen as those of a lynx from long search­ing amidst muck and de­bris; and claw-like, pre­hen­sile fin­gers—the fin­gers of a man who ac­cu­mu­lates, but nev­er dis­burs­es. It was im­pos­si­ble to look at Zerkow and not know in­stant­ly that greed—in­or­di­nate, in­sa­tiable greed—was the dom­i­nant pas­sion of the man. He was the Man with the Rake, grop­ing hourly in the muck-heap of the city for gold, for gold, for gold. It was his dream, his pas­sion; at ev­ery in­stant he seemed to feel the gen­er­ous sol­id weight of the crude fat met­al in his palms. The glint of it was con­stant­ly in his eyes; the jan­gle of it sang for­ev­er in his ears as the jan­gling of cym­bals.

			“Who is it? Who is it?” ex­claimed Zerkow, as he heard Maria’s foot­steps in the out­er room. His voice was faint, husky, re­duced al­most to a whis­per by his pro­longed habit of street cry­ing.

			“Oh, it’s you again, is it?” he added, peer­ing through the gloom of the shop. “Let’s see; you’ve been here be­fore, ain’t you? You’re the Mex­i­can wom­an from Polk Street. Maca­pa’s your name, hey?”

			Maria nod­ded. “Had a fly­ing squir­rel an’ let him go,” she mut­tered, ab­sent­ly. Zerkow was puz­zled; he looked at her sharply for a mo­ment, then dis­missed the mat­ter with a move­ment of his head.

			“Well, what you got for me?” he said. He left his sup­per to grow cold, ab­sorbed at once in the af­fair.

			Then a long wran­gle be­gan. Ev­ery bit of junk in Maria’s pil­low­case was dis­cussed and weighed and dis­put­ed. They clam­ored in­to each oth­er’s faces over Old Gran­nis’s cracked pitch­er, over Miss Bak­er’s silk gaiters, over Mar­cus Schouler’s whiskey flasks, reach­ing the cli­max of dis­agree­ment when it came to McTeague’s in­stru­ments.

			“Ah, no, no!” shout­ed Maria. “Fif­teen cents for the lot! I might as well make you a Christ­mas present! Be­sides, I got some gold fill­ings off him; look at um.”

			Zerkow drew a quick breath as the three pel­lets sud­den­ly flashed in Maria’s palm. There it was, the vir­gin met­al, the pure, un­al­loyed ore, his dream, his con­sum­ing de­sire. His fin­gers twitched and hooked them­selves in­to his palms, his thin lips drew tight across his teeth.

			“Ah, you got some gold,” he mut­tered, reach­ing for it.

			Maria shut her fist over the pel­lets. “The gold goes with the oth­ers,” she de­clared. “You’ll gi’ me a fair price for the lot, or I’ll take um back.”

			In the end a bar­gain was struck that sat­is­fied Maria. Zerkow was not one who would let gold go out of his house. He count­ed out to her the price of all her junk, grudg­ing each piece of mon­ey as if it had been the blood of his veins. The af­fair was con­clud­ed.

			But Zerkow still had some­thing to say. As Maria fold­ed up the pil­low­case and rose to go, the old Jew said:

			“Well, see here a minute, we’ll—you’ll have a drink be­fore you go, won’t you? Just to show that it’s all right be­tween us.” Maria sat down again.

			“Yes, I guess I’ll have a drink,” she an­swered.

			Zerkow took down a whiskey bot­tle and a red glass tum­bler with a bro­ken base from a cup­board on the wall. The two drank to­geth­er, Zerkow from the bot­tle, Maria from the bro­ken tum­bler. They wiped their lips slow­ly, draw­ing breath again. There was a mo­ment’s si­lence.

			“Say,” said Zerkow at last, “how about those gold dish­es you told me about the last time you were here?”

			“What gold dish­es?” in­quired Maria, puz­zled.

			“Ah, you know,” re­turned the oth­er. “The plate your fa­ther owned in Cen­tral Amer­i­ca a long time ago. Don’t you know, it rang like so many bells? Red gold, you know, like or­anges?”

			“Ah,” said Maria, putting her chin in the air as if she knew a long sto­ry about that if she had a mind to tell it. “Ah, yes, that gold ser­vice.”

			“Tell us about it again,” said Zerkow, his blood­less low­er lip mov­ing against the up­per, his claw-like fin­gers feel­ing about his mouth and chin. “Tell us about it; go on.”

			He was breath­ing short, his limbs trem­bled a lit­tle. It was as if some hun­gry beast of prey had scent­ed a quar­ry. Maria still re­fused, putting up her head, in­sist­ing that she had to be go­ing.

			“Let’s have it,” in­sist­ed the Jew. “Take an­oth­er drink.” Maria took an­oth­er swal­low of the whiskey. “Now, go on,” re­peat­ed Zerkow; “let’s have the sto­ry.” Maria squared her el­bows on the deal ta­ble, look­ing straight in front of her with eyes that saw noth­ing.

			“Well, it was this way,” she be­gan. “It was when I was lit­tle. My folks must have been rich, oh, rich in­to the mil­lions—cof­fee, I guess—and there was a large house, but I can on­ly re­mem­ber the plate. Oh, that ser­vice of plate! It was won­der­ful. There were more than a hun­dred pieces, and ev­ery one of them gold. You should have seen the sight when the leather trunk was opened. It fair daz­zled your eyes. It was a yel­low blaze like a fire, like a sun­set; such a glo­ry, all piled up to­geth­er, one piece over the oth­er. Why, if the room was dark you’d think you could see just the same with all that glit­ter there. There wa’n’t a piece that was so much as scratched; ev­ery one was like a mir­ror, smooth and bright, just like a lit­tle pool when the sun shines in­to it. There was din­ner dish­es and soup tureens and pitch­ers; and great, big plat­ters as long as that and wide too; and cream-jugs and bowls with carved han­dles, all vines and things; and drink­ing mugs, ev­ery one a dif­fer­ent shape; and dish­es for gravy and sauces; and then a great, big punch-bowl with a la­dle, and the bowl was all carved out with fig­ures and bunch­es of grapes. Why, just on­ly that punch-bowl was worth a for­tune, I guess. When all that plate was set out on a ta­ble, it was a sight for a king to look at. Such a ser­vice as that was! Each piece was heavy, oh, so heavy! and thick, you know; thick, fat gold, noth­ing but gold—red, shin­ing, pure gold, or­ange red—and when you struck it with your knuck­le, ah, you should have heard! No church bell ev­er rang sweet­er or clear­er. It was soft gold, too; you could bite in­to it, and leave the dent of your teeth. Oh, that gold plate! I can see it just as plain—sol­id, sol­id, heavy, rich, pure gold; noth­ing but gold, gold, heaps and heaps of it. What a ser­vice that was!”

			Maria paused, shak­ing her head, think­ing over the van­ished splen­dor. Il­lit­er­ate enough, unimag­i­na­tive enough on all oth­er sub­jects, her dis­tort­ed wits called up this pic­ture with mar­vel­lous dis­tinct­ness. It was plain she saw the plate clear­ly. Her de­scrip­tion was ac­cu­rate, was al­most elo­quent.

			Did that won­der­ful ser­vice of gold plate ev­er ex­ist out­side of her dis­eased imag­i­na­tion? Was Maria ac­tu­al­ly re­mem­ber­ing some re­al­i­ty of a child­hood of bar­bar­ic lux­u­ry? Were her par­ents at one time pos­sessed of an in­cal­cu­la­ble for­tune de­rived from some Cen­tral Amer­i­can cof­fee plan­ta­tion, a for­tune long since con­fis­cat­ed by armies of in­sur­rec­tion­ists, or squan­dered in the sup­port of rev­o­lu­tion­ary gov­ern­ments?

			It was not im­pos­si­ble. Of Maria Maca­pa’s past pri­or to the time of her ap­pear­ance at the “flat” ab­so­lute­ly noth­ing could be learned. She sud­den­ly ap­peared from the un­known, a strange wom­an of a mixed race, sane on all sub­jects but that of the fa­mous ser­vice of gold plate; but un­usu­al, com­plex, mys­te­ri­ous, even at her best.

			But what mis­ery Zerkow en­dured as he lis­tened to her tale! For he chose to be­lieve it, forced him­self to be­lieve it, lashed and ha­rassed by a piti­less greed that checked at no tale of trea­sure, how­ev­er pre­pos­ter­ous. The sto­ry rav­ished him with de­light. He was near some­one who had pos­sessed this wealth. He saw some­one who had seen this pile of gold. He seemed near it; it was there, some­where close by, un­der his eyes, un­der his fin­gers; it was red, gleam­ing, pon­der­ous. He gazed about him wild­ly; noth­ing, noth­ing but the sor­did junk shop and the rust-cor­rod­ed tins. What ex­as­per­a­tion, what pos­i­tive mis­ery, to be so near to it and yet to know that it was ir­re­vo­ca­bly, ir­re­triev­ably lost! A spasm of an­guish passed through him. He gnawed at his blood­less lips, at the hope­less­ness of it, the rage, the fury of it.

			“Go on, go on,” he whis­pered; “let’s have it all over again. Pol­ished like a mir­ror, hey, and heavy? Yes, I know, I know. A punch-bowl worth a for­tune. Ah! and you saw it, you had it all!”

			Maria rose to go. Zerkow ac­com­pa­nied her to the door, urg­ing an­oth­er drink up­on her.

			“Come again, come again,” he croaked. “Don’t wait till you’ve got junk; come any time you feel like it, and tell me more about the plate.”

			He fol­lowed her a step down the al­ley.

			“How much do you think it was worth?” he in­quired, anx­ious­ly.

			“Oh, a mil­lion dol­lars,” an­swered Maria, vague­ly.

			When Maria had gone, Zerkow re­turned to the back room of the shop, and stood in front of the al­co­hol stove, look­ing down in­to his cold din­ner, pre­oc­cu­pied, thought­ful.

			“A mil­lion dol­lars,” he mut­tered in his rasp­ing, gut­tural whis­per, his fin­ger­tips wan­der­ing over his thin, cat­like lips. “A gold­en ser­vice worth a mil­lion dol­lars; a punch­bowl worth a for­tune; red gold plates, heaps and piles. God!”

		
	
		
			IV

			The days passed. McTeague had fin­ished the op­er­a­tion on Tri­na’s teeth. She did not come any more to the Par­lors. Mat­ters had read­just­ed them­selves a lit­tle be­tween the two dur­ing the last sit­tings. Tri­na yet stood up­on her re­serve, and McTeague still felt him­self sham­bling and un­gain­ly in her pres­ence; but that con­straint and em­bar­rass­ment that had fol­lowed up­on McTeague’s blun­der­ing dec­la­ra­tion broke up lit­tle by lit­tle. In spite of them­selves they were grad­u­al­ly re­sum­ing the same rel­a­tive po­si­tions they had oc­cu­pied when they had first met.

			But McTeague suf­fered mis­er­ably for all that. He nev­er would have Tri­na, he saw that clear­ly. She was too good for him; too del­i­cate, too re­fined, too pret­ti­ly made for him, who was so coarse, so enor­mous, so stupid. She was for some­one else—Mar­cus, no doubt—or at least for some fin­er-grained man. She should have gone to some oth­er den­tist; the young fel­low on the cor­ner, for in­stance, the pos­er, the rid­er of bi­cy­cles, the cours­er of grey­hounds. McTeague be­gan to loathe and to en­vy this fel­low. He spied up­on him go­ing in and out of his of­fice, and not­ed his salmon-pink neck­ties and his as­ton­ish­ing waist­coats.

			One Sun­day, a few days af­ter Tri­na’s last sit­ting, McTeague met Mar­cus Schouler at his ta­ble in the car con­duc­tors’ cof­fee-joint, next to the har­ness shop.

			“What you got to do this af­ter­noon, Mac?” in­quired the oth­er, as they ate their suet pud­ding.

			“Noth­ing, noth­ing,” replied McTeague, shak­ing his head. His mouth was full of pud­ding. It made him warm to eat, and lit­tle beads of per­spi­ra­tion stood across the bridge of his nose. He looked for­ward to an af­ter­noon passed in his op­er­at­ing chair as usu­al. On leav­ing his Par­lors he had put ten cents in­to his pitch­er and had left it at Fren­na’s to be filled.

			“What do you say we take a walk, huh?” said Mar­cus. “Ah, that’s the thing—a walk, a long walk, by damn! It’ll be ou­ta sight. I got to take three or four of the dogs out for ex­er­cise, any­how. Old Gran­nis thinks they need ut. We’ll walk out to the Pre­sidio.”

			Of late it had be­come the cus­tom of the two friends to take long walks from time to time. On hol­i­days and on those Sun­day af­ter­noons when Mar­cus was not ab­sent with the Sieppes they went out to­geth­er, some­times to the park, some­times to the Pre­sidio, some­times even across the bay. They took a great plea­sure in each oth­er’s com­pa­ny, but silent­ly and with reser­va­tion, hav­ing the mas­cu­line hor­ror of any demon­stra­tion of friend­ship.

			They walked for up­wards of five hours that af­ter­noon, out the length of Cal­i­for­nia Street, and across the Pre­sidio Reser­va­tion to the Gold­en Gate. Then they turned, and, fol­low­ing the line of the shore, brought up at the Cliff House. Here they halt­ed for beer, Mar­cus swear­ing that his mouth was as dry as a hay-bin. Be­fore start­ing on their walk they had gone around to the lit­tle dog hos­pi­tal, and Mar­cus had let out four of the con­va­les­cents, crazed with joy at the re­lease.

			“Look at that dog,” he cried to McTeague, show­ing him a fine­ly-bred Irish set­ter. “That’s the dog that be­longed to the duck on the av­enue, the dog we called for that day. I’ve bought ’um. The duck thought he had the dis­tem­per, and just threw ’um away. Nothun wrong with ’um but a lit­tle catarrh. Ain’t he a bird? Say, ain’t he a bird? Look at his flag; it’s per­fect; and see how he car­ries his tail on a line with his back. See how stiff and white his whiskers are. Oh, by damn! you can’t fool me on a dog. That dog’s a win­ner.”

			At the Cliff House the two sat down to their beer in a qui­et cor­ner of the bil­liard-room. There were but two play­ers. Some­where in an­oth­er part of the build­ing a mam­moth mu­sic-box was jan­gling out a quick­step. From out­side came the long, rhyth­mi­cal rush of the surf and the sonorous bark­ing of the seals up­on the seal rocks. The four dogs curled them­selves down up­on the sand­ed floor.

			“Here’s how,” said Mar­cus, half emp­ty­ing his glass. “Ah-h!” he added, with a long breath, “that’s good; it is, for a fact.”

			For the last hour of their walk Mar­cus had done near­ly all the talk­ing. McTeague mere­ly an­swer­ing him by un­cer­tain move­ments of the head. For that mat­ter, the den­tist had been silent and pre­oc­cu­pied through­out the whole af­ter­noon. At length Mar­cus no­ticed it. As he set down his glass with a bang he sud­den­ly ex­claimed:

			“What’s the mat­ter with you these days, Mac? You got a bean about somethun, hey? Spit ut out.”

			“No, no,” replied McTeague, look­ing about on the floor, rolling his eyes; “noth­ing, no, no.”

			“Ah, rats!” re­turned the oth­er. McTeague kept si­lence. The two bil­liard play­ers de­part­ed. The huge mu­sic-box struck in­to a fresh tune.

			“Huh!” ex­claimed Mar­cus, with a short laugh, “guess you’re in love.”

			McTeague gasped, and shuf­fled his enor­mous feet un­der the ta­ble.

			“Well, somethun’s bitun you, any­how,” pur­sued Mar­cus. “Maybe I can help you. We’re pals, you know. Bet­ter tell me what’s up; guess we can straight­en ut out. Ah, go on; spit ut out.”

			The sit­u­a­tion was abom­inable. McTeague could not rise to it. Mar­cus was his best friend, his on­ly friend. They were “pals” and McTeague was very fond of him. Yet they were both in love, pre­sum­ably, with the same girl, and now Mar­cus would try and force the se­cret out of him; would rush blind­ly at the rock up­on which the two must split, stirred by the very best of mo­tives, wish­ing on­ly to be of ser­vice. Be­sides this, there was no­body to whom McTeague would have bet­ter pre­ferred to tell his trou­bles than to Mar­cus, and yet about this trou­ble, the great­est trou­ble of his life, he must keep silent; must re­frain from speak­ing of it to Mar­cus above ev­ery­body.

			McTeague be­gan dim­ly to feel that life was too much for him. How had it all come about? A month ago he was per­fect­ly con­tent; he was calm and peace­ful, tak­ing his lit­tle plea­sures as he found them. His life had shaped it­self; was, no doubt, to con­tin­ue al­ways along these same lines. A wom­an had en­tered his small world and in­stant­ly there was dis­cord. The dis­turb­ing el­e­ment had ap­peared. Wher­ev­er the wom­an had put her foot a score of dis­tress­ing com­pli­ca­tions had sprung up, like the sud­den growth of strange and puz­zling flow­ers.

			“Say, Mac, go on; let’s have ut straight,” urged Mar­cus, lean­ing to­ward him. “Has any duck been do­ing you dirt?” he cried, his face crim­son on the in­stant.

			“No,” said McTeague, help­less­ly.

			“Come along, old man,” per­sist­ed Mar­cus; “let’s have ut. What is the row? I’ll do all I can to help you.”

			It was more than McTeague could bear. The sit­u­a­tion had got be­yond him. Stupid­ly he spoke, his hands deep in his pock­ets, his head rolled for­ward.

			“It’s—it’s Miss Sieppe,” he said.

			“Tri­na, my cousin? How do you mean?” in­quired Mar­cus sharply.

			“I—I—I don’ know,” stam­mered McTeague, hope­less­ly con­found­ed.

			“You mean,” cried Mar­cus, sud­den­ly en­light­ened, “that you are—that you, too.”

			McTeague stirred in his chair, look­ing at the walls of the room, avoid­ing the oth­er’s glance. He nod­ded his head, then sud­den­ly broke out:

			“I can’t help it. It ain’t my fault, is it?”

			Mar­cus was struck dumb; he dropped back in his chair breath­less. Sud­den­ly McTeague found his tongue.

			“I tell you, Mark, I can’t help it. I don’t know how it hap­pened. It came on so slow that I was, that—that—that it was done be­fore I knew it, be­fore I could help my­self. I know we’re pals, us two, and I knew how—how you and Miss Sieppe were. I know now, I knew then; but that wouldn’t have made any dif­fer­ence. Be­fore I knew it—it—it—there I was. I can’t help it. I wouldn’t ’a’ had ut hap­pen for any­thing, if I could ’a’ stopped it, but I don’ know, it’s some­thing that’s just stronger than you are, that’s all. She came there—Miss Sieppe came to the par­lors there three or four times a week, and she was the first girl I had ev­er known—and you don’ know! Why, I was so close to her I touched her face ev­ery minute, and her mouth, and smelt her hair and her breath—oh, you don’t know any­thing about it. I can’t give you any idea. I don’ know ex­act­ly my­self; I on­ly know how I’m fixed. I—I—it’s been done; it’s too late, there’s no go­ing back. Why, I can’t think of any­thing else night and day. It’s ev­ery­thing. It’s—it’s—oh, it’s ev­ery­thing! I—I—why, Mark, it’s ev­ery­thing—I can’t ex­plain.” He made a help­less move­ment with both hands.

			Nev­er had McTeague been so ex­cit­ed; nev­er had he made so long a speech. His arms moved in fierce, un­cer­tain ges­tures, his face flushed, his enor­mous jaws shut to­geth­er with a sharp click at ev­ery pause. It was like some colos­sal brute trapped in a del­i­cate, in­vis­i­ble mesh, rag­ing, ex­as­per­at­ed, pow­er­less to ex­tri­cate him­self.

			Mar­cus Schouler said noth­ing. There was a long si­lence. Mar­cus got up and walked to the win­dow and stood look­ing out, but see­ing noth­ing. “Well, who would have thought of this?” he mut­tered un­der his breath. Here was a fix. Mar­cus cared for Tri­na. There was no doubt in his mind about that. He looked for­ward ea­ger­ly to the Sun­day af­ter­noon ex­cur­sions. He liked to be with Tri­na. He, too, felt the charm of the lit­tle girl—the charm of the small, pale fore­head; the lit­tle chin thrust out as if in con­fi­dence and in­no­cence; the heavy, odor­ous crown of black hair. He liked her im­mense­ly. Some day he would speak; he would ask her to mar­ry him. Mar­cus put off this mat­ter of mar­riage to some fu­ture pe­ri­od; it would be some time—a year, per­haps, or two. The thing did not take def­i­nite shape in his mind. Mar­cus “kept com­pa­ny” with his cousin Tri­na, but he knew plen­ty of oth­er girls. For the mat­ter of that, he liked all girls pret­ty well. Just now the sin­gle­ness and strength of McTeague’s pas­sion star­tled him. McTeague would mar­ry Tri­na that very af­ter­noon if she would have him; but would he—Mar­cus? No, he would not; if it came to that, no, he would not. Yet he knew he liked Tri­na. He could say—yes, he could say—he loved her. She was his “girl.” The Sieppes ac­knowl­edged him as Tri­na’s “young man.” Mar­cus came back to the ta­ble and sat down side­ways up­on it.

			“Well, what are we go­ing to do about it, Mac?” he said.

			“I don’ know,” an­swered McTeague, in great dis­tress. “I don’ want any­thing to—to come be­tween us, Mark.”

			“Well, nothun will, you bet!” vo­cif­er­at­ed the oth­er. “No, sir; you bet not, Mac.”

			Mar­cus was think­ing hard. He could see very clear­ly that McTeague loved Tri­na more than he did; that in some strange way this huge, bru­tal fel­low was ca­pa­ble of a greater pas­sion than him­self, who was twice as clever. Sud­den­ly Mar­cus jumped im­petu­ous­ly to a res­o­lu­tion.

			“Well, say, Mac,” he cried, strik­ing the ta­ble with his fist, “go ahead. I guess you—you want her pret­ty bad. I’ll pull out; yes, I will. I’ll give her up to you, old man.”

			The sense of his own mag­na­nim­i­ty all at once over­came Mar­cus. He saw him­self as an­oth­er man, very no­ble, self-sac­ri­fic­ing; he stood apart and watched this sec­ond self with bound­less ad­mi­ra­tion and with in­fi­nite pity. He was so good, so mag­nif­i­cent, so hero­ic, that he al­most sobbed. Mar­cus made a sweep­ing ges­ture of res­ig­na­tion, throw­ing out both his arms, cry­ing:

			“Mac, I’ll give her up to you. I won’t stand be­tween you.” There were ac­tu­al­ly tears in Mar­cus’s eyes as he spoke. There was no doubt he thought him­self sin­cere. At that mo­ment he al­most be­lieved he loved Tri­na con­sci­en­tious­ly, that he was sac­ri­fic­ing him­self for the sake of his friend. The two stood up and faced each oth­er, grip­ping hands. It was a great mo­ment; even McTeague felt the dra­ma of it. What a fine thing was this friend­ship be­tween men! the den­tist treats his friend for an ul­cer­at­ed tooth and re­fus­es pay­ment; the friend re­cip­ro­cates by giv­ing up his girl. This was no­bil­i­ty. Their mu­tu­al af­fec­tion and es­teem sud­den­ly in­creased enor­mous­ly. It was Da­mon and Pythias; it was David and Jonathan; noth­ing could ev­er es­trange them. Now it was for life or death.

			“I’m much obliged,” mur­mured McTeague. He could think of noth­ing bet­ter to say. “I’m much obliged,” he re­peat­ed; “much obliged, Mark.”

			“That’s all right, that’s all right,” re­turned Mar­cus Schouler, brave­ly, and it oc­curred to him to add, “You’ll be hap­py to­geth­er. Tell her for me—tell her—tell her—” Mar­cus could not go on. He wrung the den­tist’s hand silent­ly.

			It had not ap­peared to ei­ther of them that Tri­na might refuse McTeague. McTeague’s spir­its rose at once. In Mar­cus’s with­draw­al he fan­cied he saw an end to all his dif­fi­cul­ties. Ev­ery­thing would come right, af­ter all. The strained, ex­alt­ed state of Mar­cus’s nerves end­ed by putting him in­to fine hu­mor as well. His grief sud­den­ly changed to an ex­cess of gai­ety. The af­ter­noon was a suc­cess. They slapped each oth­er on the back with great blows of the open palms, and they drank each oth­er’s health in a third round of beer.

			Ten min­utes af­ter his re­nun­ci­a­tion of Tri­na Sieppe, Mar­cus as­tound­ed McTeague with a tremen­dous feat.

			“Looka here, Mac. I know somethun you can’t do. I’ll bet you two bits I’ll stump you.” They each put a quar­ter on the ta­ble. “Now watch me,” cried Mar­cus. He caught up a bil­liard ball from the rack, poised it a mo­ment in front of his face, then with a sud­den, hor­ri­fy­ing dis­ten­sion of his jaws crammed it in­to his mouth, and shut his lips over it.

			For an in­stant McTeague was stu­pe­fied, his eyes bulging. Then an enor­mous laugh shook him. He roared and shout­ed, sway­ing in his chair, slap­ping his knee. What a josh­er was this Mar­cus! Sure, you nev­er could tell what he would do next. Mar­cus slipped the ball out, wiped it on the table­cloth, and passed it to McTeague.

			“Now let’s see you do it.”

			McTeague fell sud­den­ly grave. The mat­ter was se­ri­ous. He part­ed his thick mus­tach­es and opened his enor­mous jaws like an ana­con­da. The ball dis­ap­peared in­side his mouth. Mar­cus ap­plaud­ed vo­cif­er­ous­ly, shout­ing, “Good work!” McTeague reached for the mon­ey and put it in his vest pock­et, nod­ding his head with a know­ing air.

			Then sud­den­ly his face grew pur­ple, his jaws moved con­vul­sive­ly, he pawed at his cheeks with both hands. The bil­liard ball had slipped in­to his mouth eas­i­ly enough; now, how­ev­er, he could not get it out again.

			It was ter­ri­ble. The den­tist rose to his feet, stum­bling about among the dogs, his face work­ing, his eyes start­ing. Try as he would, he could not stretch his jaws wide enough to slip the ball out. Mar­cus lost his wits, swear­ing at the top of his voice. McTeague sweat­ed with ter­ror; inar­tic­u­late sounds came from his crammed mouth; he waved his arms wild­ly; all the four dogs caught the ex­cite­ment and be­gan to bark. A wait­er rushed in, the two bil­liard play­ers re­turned, a lit­tle crowd formed. There was a ver­i­ta­ble scene.

			All at once the ball slipped out of McTeague’s jaws as eas­i­ly as it had gone in. What a re­lief! He dropped in­to a chair, wip­ing his fore­head, gasp­ing for breath.

			On the strength of the oc­ca­sion Mar­cus Schouler in­vit­ed the en­tire group to drink with him.

			By the time the af­fair was over and the group dis­persed it was af­ter five. Mar­cus and McTeague de­cid­ed they would ride home on the cars. But they soon found this im­pos­si­ble. The dogs would not fol­low. On­ly Alexan­der, Mar­cus’s new set­ter, kept his place at the rear of the car. The oth­er three lost their sens­es im­me­di­ate­ly, run­ning wild­ly about the streets with their heads in the air, or sud­den­ly start­ing off at a fu­ri­ous gal­lop di­rect­ly away from the car. Mar­cus whis­tled and shout­ed and lath­ered with rage in vain. The two friends were obliged to walk. When they fi­nal­ly reached Polk Street, Mar­cus shut up the three dogs in the hos­pi­tal. Alexan­der he brought back to the flat with him.

			There was a minute back yard in the rear, where Mar­cus had made a ken­nel for Alexan­der out of an old wa­ter bar­rel. Be­fore he thought of his own sup­per Mar­cus put Alexan­der to bed and fed him a cou­ple of dog bis­cuits. McTeague had fol­lowed him to the yard to keep him com­pa­ny. Alexan­der set­tled to his sup­per at once, chew­ing vig­or­ous­ly at the bis­cuit, his head on one side.

			“What you go­ing to do about this—about that—about—about my cousin now, Mac?” in­quired Mar­cus.

			McTeague shook his head help­less­ly. It was dark by now and cold. The lit­tle back yard was grimy and full of odors. McTeague was tired with their long walk. All his un­easi­ness about his af­fair with Tri­na had re­turned. No, sure­ly she was not for him. Mar­cus or some oth­er man would win her in the end. What could she ev­er see to de­sire in him—in him, a clum­sy gi­ant, with hands like wood­en mal­lets? She had told him once that she would not mar­ry him. Was that not fi­nal?

			“I don’ know what to do, Mark,” he said.

			“Well, you must make up to her now,” an­swered Mar­cus. “Go and call on her.”

			McTeague start­ed. He had not thought of call­ing on her. The idea fright­ened him a lit­tle.

			“Of course,” per­sist­ed Mar­cus, “that’s the prop­er ca­per. What did you ex­pect? Did you think you was nev­er go­ing to see her again?”

			“I don’ know, I don’ know,” re­spond­ed the den­tist, look­ing stupid­ly at the dog.

			“You know where they live,” con­tin­ued Mar­cus Schouler. “Over at B Street sta­tion, across the bay. I’ll take you over there when­ev­er you want to go. I tell you what, we’ll go over there Wash­ing­ton’s Birth­day. That’s this next Wednes­day; sure, they’ll be glad to see you.” It was good of Mar­cus. All at once McTeague rose to an ap­pre­ci­a­tion of what his friend was do­ing for him. He stam­mered:

			“Say, Mark—you’re—you’re all right, any­how.”

			“Why, pshaw!” said Mar­cus. “That’s all right, old man. I’d like to see you two fixed, that’s all. We’ll go over Wednes­day, sure.”

			They turned back to the house. Alexan­der left off eat­ing and watched them go away, first with one eye, then with the oth­er. But he was too self-re­spect­ing to whim­per. How­ev­er, by the time the two friends had reached the sec­ond land­ing on the back stairs a ter­ri­ble com­mo­tion was un­der way in the lit­tle yard. They rushed to an open win­dow at the end of the hall and looked down.

			A thin board fence sep­a­rat­ed the flat’s back yard from that used by the branch post-of­fice. In the lat­ter place lived a col­lie dog. He and Alexan­der had smelt each oth­er out, blow­ing through the cracks of the fence at each oth­er. Sud­den­ly the quar­rel had ex­plod­ed on ei­ther side of the fence. The dogs raged at each oth­er, snarling and bark­ing, fran­tic with hate. Their teeth gleamed. They tore at the fence with their front paws. They filled the whole night with their clam­or.

			“By damn!” cried Mar­cus, “they don’t love each oth­er. Just lis­ten; wouldn’t that make a fight if the two got to­geth­er? Have to try it some day.”

		
	
		
			V

			Wednes­day morn­ing, Wash­ing­ton’s Birth­day, McTeague rose very ear­ly and shaved him­self. Be­sides the six mourn­ful con­certi­na airs, the den­tist knew one song. When­ev­er he shaved, he sung this song; nev­er at any oth­er time. His voice was a bel­low­ing roar, enough to make the win­dow sash­es rat­tle. Just now he woke up all the lodgers in his hall with it. It was a lam­en­ta­ble wail:

			
				
					No one to love, none to ca­ress,
					

					Left all alone in this world’s wilder­ness.
				

			

			As he paused to strop his ra­zor, Mar­cus came in­to his room, half-dressed, a star­tling phan­tom in red flan­nels.

			Mar­cus of­ten ran back and forth be­tween his room and the den­tist’s Par­lors in all sorts of un­dress. Old Miss Bak­er had seen him thus sev­er­al times through her half-open door, as she sat in her room lis­ten­ing and wait­ing. The old dress­mak­er was shocked out of all ex­pres­sion. She was out­raged, of­fend­ed, purs­ing her lips, putting up her head. She talked of com­plain­ing to the land­la­dy. “And Mr. Gran­nis right next door, too. You can un­der­stand how try­ing it is for both of us.” She would come out in the hall af­ter one of these ap­pari­tions, her lit­tle false curls shak­ing, talk­ing loud and shrill to any­one in reach of her voice.

			“Well,” Mar­cus would shout, “shut your door, then, if you don’t want to see. Look out, now, here I come again. Not even a por­ous plas­ter on me this time.”

			On this Wednes­day morn­ing Mar­cus called McTeague out in­to the hall, to the head of the stairs that led down to the street door.

			“Come and lis­ten to Maria, Mac,” said he.

			Maria sat on the next to the low­est step, her chin propped by her two fists. The red­head­ed Pol­ish Jew, the rag­man Zerkow, stood in the door­way. He was talk­ing ea­ger­ly.

			“Now, just once more, Maria,” he was say­ing. “Tell it to us just once more.” Maria’s voice came up the stair­way in a mono­tone. Mar­cus and McTeague caught a phrase from time to time.

			“There were more than a hun­dred pieces, and ev­ery one of them gold—just that punch-bowl was worth a for­tune-thick, fat, red gold.”

			“Get on­to to that, will you?” ob­served Mar­cus. “The old skin has got her start­ed on the plate. Ain’t they a pair for you?”

			“And it rang like bells, didn’t it?” prompt­ed Zerkow.

			“Sweet­er’n church bells, and clear­er.”

			“Ah, sweet­er’n bells. Wasn’t that punch-bowl aw­ful heavy?”

			“All you could do to lift it.”

			“I know. Oh, I know,” an­swered Zerkow, claw­ing at his lips. “Where did it all go to? Where did it go?”

			Maria shook her head.

			“It’s gone, any­how.”

			“Ah, gone, gone! Think of it! The punch-bowl gone, and the en­graved la­dle, and the plates and gob­lets. What a sight it must have been all heaped to­geth­er!”

			“It was a won­der­ful sight.”

			“Yes, won­der­ful; it must have been.”

			On the low­er steps of that cheap flat, the Mex­i­can wom­an and the red-haired Pol­ish Jew mused long over that van­ished, half-myth­i­cal gold plate.

			Mar­cus and the den­tist spent Wash­ing­ton’s Birth­day across the bay. The jour­ney over was one long agony to McTeague. He shook with a form­less, un­cer­tain dread; a dozen times he would have turned back had not Mar­cus been with him. The stol­id gi­ant was as ner­vous as a school­boy. He fan­cied that his call up­on Miss Sieppe was an out­ra­geous af­front. She would freeze him with a stare; he would be shown the door, would be eject­ed, dis­graced.

			As they got off the lo­cal train at B Street sta­tion they sud­den­ly col­lid­ed with the whole tribe of Sieppes—the moth­er, fa­ther, three chil­dren, and Tri­na—equipped for one of their eter­nal pic­nics. They were to go to Schuet­zen Park, with­in walk­ing dis­tance of the sta­tion. They were grouped about four lunch bas­kets. One of the chil­dren, a lit­tle boy, held a black grey­hound by a rope around its neck. Tri­na wore a blue cloth skirt, a striped shirt waist, and a white sailor; about her round waist was a belt of im­i­ta­tion al­li­ga­tor skin.

			At once Mrs. Sieppe be­gan to talk to Mar­cus. He had writ­ten of their com­ing, but the pic­nic had been de­cid­ed up­on af­ter the ar­rival of his let­ter. Mrs. Sieppe ex­plained this to him. She was an im­mense old la­dy with a pink face and won­der­ful hair, ab­so­lute­ly white. The Sieppes were a Ger­man-Swiss fam­i­ly.

			“We go to der park, Schuet­zen Park, mit alle dem childern, a lit­tle eggs-kur­sion, eh not soh? We breathe der fresh­es air, a celu­bra­tion, a pig­nic bei der seashore on. Ach, dot wull be soh gay, ah?”

			“You bet it will. It’ll be ou­ta sight,” cried Mar­cus, en­thu­si­as­tic in an in­stant. “This is m’ friend Doc­tor McTeague I wrote you about, Mrs. Sieppe.”

			“Ach, der dok­tor,” cried Mrs. Sieppe.

			McTeague was pre­sent­ed, shak­ing hands grave­ly as Mar­cus shoul­dered him from one to the oth­er.

			Mr. Sieppe was a lit­tle man of a mil­i­tary as­pect, full of im­por­tance, tak­ing him­self very se­ri­ous­ly. He was a mem­ber of a ri­fle team. Over his shoul­der was slung a Spring­field ri­fle, while his breast was dec­o­rat­ed by five bronze medals.

			Tri­na was de­light­ed. McTeague was dumb­found­ed. She ap­peared pos­i­tive­ly glad to see him.

			“How do you do, Doc­tor McTeague,” she said, smil­ing at him and shak­ing his hand. “It’s nice to see you again. Look, see how fine my fill­ing is.” She lift­ed a cor­ner of her lip and showed him the clum­sy gold bridge.

			Mean­while, Mr. Sieppe toiled and per­spired. Up­on him de­volved the re­spon­si­bil­i­ty of the ex­cur­sion. He seemed to con­sid­er it a mat­ter of vast im­por­tance, a ver­i­ta­ble ex­pe­di­tion.

			“Ow­gooste!” he shout­ed to the lit­tle boy with the black grey­hound, “you will der hound und bas­ket num­ber three car­ry. Der ter­vins,” he added, call­ing to the two small­est boys, who were dressed ex­act­ly alike, “will releef one un­ud­der mit der camp-stuhl und bas­ket num­ber four. Dat is com­pre­hend, hay? When we make der start, you childern will in der ad­vance march. Dat is your or­ders. But we do not start,” he ex­claimed, ex­cit­ed­ly; “we re­main. Ach Gott, Seli­na, who does not ar­rive.”

			Seli­na, it ap­peared, was a niece of Mrs. Sieppe’s. They were on the point of start­ing with­out her, when she sud­den­ly ar­rived, very much out of breath. She was a slen­der, un­healthy look­ing girl, who over­worked her­self giv­ing lessons in hand-paint­ing at twen­ty-five cents an hour. McTeague was pre­sent­ed. They all be­gan to talk at once, fill­ing the lit­tle sta­tion-house with a con­fu­sion of tongues.

			“At­ten­tion!” cried Mr. Sieppe, his gold-head­ed cane in one hand, his Spring­field in the oth­er. “At­ten­tion! We de­part.” The four lit­tle boys moved off ahead; the grey­hound sud­den­ly be­gan to bark, and tug at his leash. The oth­ers picked up their bun­dles.

			“Vor­warts!” shout­ed Mr. Sieppe, wav­ing his ri­fle and as­sum­ing the at­ti­tude of a lieu­tenant of in­fantry lead­ing a charge. The par­ty set off down the rail­road track.

			Mrs. Sieppe walked with her hus­band, who con­stant­ly left her side to shout an or­der up and down the line. Mar­cus fol­lowed with Seli­na. McTeague found him­self with Tri­na at the end of the pro­ces­sion.

			“We go off on these pic­nics al­most ev­ery week,” said Tri­na, by way of a be­gin­ning, “and al­most ev­ery hol­i­day, too. It is a cus­tom.”

			“Yes, yes, a cus­tom,” an­swered McTeague, nod­ding; “a cus­tom—that’s the word.”

			“Don’t you think pic­nics are fine fun, Doc­tor McTeague?” she con­tin­ued. “You take your lunch; you leave the dirty city all day; you race about in the open air, and when lunchtime comes, oh, aren’t you hun­gry? And the woods and the grass smell so fine!”

			“I don’ know, Miss Sieppe,” he an­swered, keep­ing his eyes fixed on the ground be­tween the rails. “I nev­er went on a pic­nic.”

			“Nev­er went on a pic­nic?” she cried, as­ton­ished. “Oh, you’ll see what fun we’ll have. In the morn­ing fa­ther and the chil­dren dig clams in the mud by the shore, an’ we bake them, and—oh, there’s thou­sands of things to do.”

			“Once I went sail­ing on the bay,” said McTeague. “It was in a tug­boat; we fished off the heads. I caught three cod­fish­es.”

			“I’m afraid to go out on the bay,” an­swered Tri­na, shak­ing her head, “sail­boats tip over so easy. A cousin of mine, Seli­na’s broth­er, was drowned one Dec­o­ra­tion Day. They nev­er found his body. Can you swim, Doc­tor McTeague?”

			“I used to at the mine.”

			“At the mine? Oh, yes, I re­mem­ber, Mar­cus told me you were a min­er once.”

			“I was a car­boy; all the car­boys used to swim in the reser­voir by the ditch ev­ery Thurs­day evening. One of them was bit by a rat­tlesnake once while he was dress­ing. He was a French­man, named An­drew. He swelled up and be­gan to twitch.”

			“Oh, how I hate snakes! They’re so crawly and grace­ful—but, just the same, I like to watch them. You know that drug store over in town that has a show­case full of live ones?”

			“We killed the rat­tler with a cart whip.”

			“How far do you think you could swim? Did you ev­er try? D’you think you could swim a mile?”

			“A mile? I don’t know. I nev­er tried. I guess I could.”

			“I can swim a lit­tle. Some­times we all go out to the Crys­tal Baths.”

			“The Crys­tal Baths, huh? Can you swim across the tank?”

			“Oh, I can swim all right as long as pa­pa holds my chin up. Soon as he takes his hand away, down I go. Don’t you hate to get wa­ter in your ears?”

			“Bathing’s good for you.”

			“If the wa­ter’s too warm, it isn’t. It weak­ens you.”

			Mr. Sieppe came run­ning down the tracks, wav­ing his cane.

			“To one side,” he shout­ed, mo­tion­ing them off the track; “der drain gomes.” A lo­cal pas­sen­ger train was just pass­ing B Street sta­tion, some quar­ter of a mile be­hind them. The par­ty stood to one side to let it pass. Mar­cus put a nick­el and two crossed pins up­on the rail, and waved his hat to the pas­sen­gers as the train roared past. The chil­dren shout­ed shril­ly. When the train was gone, they all rushed to see the nick­el and the crossed pins. The nick­el had been jolt­ed off, but the pins had been flat­tened out so that they bore a faint re­sem­blance to opened scis­sors. A great con­tention arose among the chil­dren for the pos­ses­sion of these “scis­sors.” Mr. Sieppe was obliged to in­ter­vene. He re­flect­ed grave­ly. It was a mat­ter of tremen­dous mo­ment. The whole par­ty halt­ed, await­ing his de­ci­sion.

			“At­tend now,” he sud­den­ly ex­claimed. “It will not be soh soon. At der end of der day, ven we shall have home gecom­men, den wull it pe ad­judge, eh? A reward of mer­it to him who der bes’ pe­haves. It is an or­der. Vor­warts!”

			“That was a Sacra­men­to train,” said Mar­cus to Seli­na as they start­ed off; “it was, for a fact.”

			“I know a girl in Sacra­men­to,” Tri­na told McTeague. “She’s fore­wom­an in a glove store, and she’s got con­sump­tion.”

			“I was in Sacra­men­to once,” ob­served McTeague, “near­ly eight years ago.”

			“Is it a nice place—as nice as San Fran­cis­co?”

			“It’s hot. I prac­tised there for a while.”

			“I like San Fran­cis­co,” said Tri­na, look­ing across the bay to where the city piled it­self up­on its hills.

			“So do I,” an­swered McTeague. “Do you like it bet­ter than liv­ing over here?”

			“Oh, sure, I wish we lived in the city. If you want to go across for any­thing it takes up the whole day.”

			“Yes, yes, the whole day—al­most.”

			“Do you know many peo­ple in the city? Do you know any­body named Oel­ber­mann? That’s my un­cle. He has a whole­sale toy store in the Mis­sion. They say he’s aw­ful rich.”

			“No, I don’ know him.”

			“His step­daugh­ter wants to be a nun. Just fan­cy! And Mr. Oel­ber­mann won’t have it. He says it would be just like bury­ing his child. Yes, she wants to en­ter the con­vent of the Sa­cred Heart. Are you a Catholic, Doc­tor McTeague?”

			“No. No, I—”

			“Pa­pa is a Catholic. He goes to Mass on the feast days once in a while. But mam­ma’s Luther­an.”

			“The Catholics are try­ing to get con­trol of the schools,” ob­served McTeague, sud­den­ly re­mem­ber­ing one of Mar­cus’s po­lit­i­cal tirades.

			“That’s what cousin Mark says. We are go­ing to send the twins to the kinder­garten next month.”

			“What’s the kinder­garten?”

			“Oh, they teach them to make things out of straw and tooth­picks—kind of a play place to keep them off the street.”

			“There’s one up on Sacra­men­to Street, not far from Polk Street. I saw the sign.”

			“I know where. Why, Seli­na used to play the pi­ano there.”

			“Does she play the pi­ano?”

			“Oh, you ought to hear her. She plays fine. Seli­na’s very ac­com­plished. She paints, too.”

			“I can play on the con­certi­na.”

			“Oh, can you? I wish you’d brought it along. Next time you will. I hope you’ll come of­ten on our pic­nics. You’ll see what fun we’ll have.”

			“Fine day for a pic­nic, ain’t it? There ain’t a cloud.”

			“That’s so,” ex­claimed Tri­na, look­ing up, “not a sin­gle cloud. Oh, yes; there is one, just over Tele­graph Hill.”

			“That’s smoke.”

			“No, it’s a cloud. Smoke isn’t white that way.”

			“ ’Tis a cloud.”

			“I knew I was right. I nev­er say a thing un­less I’m pret­ty sure.”

			“It looks like a dog’s head.”

			“Don’t it? Isn’t Mar­cus fond of dogs?”

			“He got a new dog last week—a set­ter.”

			“Did he?”

			“Yes. He and I took a lot of dogs from his hos­pi­tal out for a walk to the Cliff House last Sun­day, but we had to walk all the way home, be­cause they wouldn’t fol­low. You’ve been out to the Cliff House?”

			“Not for a long time. We had a pic­nic there one Fourth of Ju­ly, but it rained. Don’t you love the ocean?”

			“Yes—yes, I like it pret­ty well.”

			“Oh, I’d like to go off in one of those big sail­ing ships. Just away, and away, and away, any­where. They’re dif­fer­ent from a lit­tle yacht. I’d love to trav­el.”

			“Sure; so would I.”

			“Pa­pa and mam­ma came over in a sail­ing ship. They were twen­ty-one days. Mam­ma’s un­cle used to be a sailor. He was cap­tain of a steam­er on Lake Gene­va, in Switzer­land.”

			“Halt!” shout­ed Mr. Sieppe, bran­dish­ing his ri­fle. They had ar­rived at the gates of the park. All at once McTeague turned cold. He had on­ly a quar­ter in his pock­et. What was he ex­pect­ed to do—pay for the whole par­ty, or for Tri­na and him­self, or mere­ly buy his own tick­et? And even in this lat­ter case would a quar­ter be enough? He lost his wits, rolling his eyes help­less­ly. Then it oc­curred to him to feign a great ab­strac­tion, pre­tend­ing not to know that the time was come to pay. He looked in­tent­ly up and down the tracks; per­haps a train was com­ing. “Here we are,” cried Tri­na, as they came up to the rest of the par­ty, crowd­ed about the en­trance. “Yes, yes,” ob­served McTeague, his head in the air.

			“Gi’ me four bits, Mac,” said Mar­cus, com­ing up. “Here’s where we shell out.”

			“I—I—I on­ly got a quar­ter,” mum­bled the den­tist, mis­er­ably. He felt that he had ru­ined him­self for­ev­er with Tri­na. What was the use of try­ing to win her? Des­tiny was against him. “I on­ly got a quar­ter,” he stam­mered. He was on the point of adding that he would not go in the park. That seemed to be the on­ly al­ter­na­tive.

			“Oh, all right!” said Mar­cus, eas­i­ly. “I’ll pay for you, and you can square with me when we go home.”

			They filed in­to the park, Mr. Sieppe count­ing them off as they en­tered.

			“Ah,” said Tri­na, with a long breath, as she and McTeague pushed through the wick­et, “here we are once more, Doc­tor.” She had not ap­peared to no­tice McTeague’s em­bar­rass­ment. The dif­fi­cul­ty had been tid­ed over some­how. Once more McTeague felt him­self saved.

			“To der beach!” shout­ed Mr. Sieppe. They had checked their bas­kets at the peanut stand. The whole par­ty trooped down to the seashore. The grey­hound was turned loose. The chil­dren raced on ahead.

			From one of the larg­er parcels Mrs. Sieppe had drawn forth a small tin steam­boat—Au­gust’s birth­day present—a gaudy lit­tle toy which could be steamed up and nav­i­gat­ed by means of an al­co­hol lamp. Her tri­al trip was to be made this morn­ing.

			“Gi’ me it, gi’ me it,” shout­ed Au­gust, danc­ing around his fa­ther.

			“Not soh, not soh,” cried Mr. Sieppe, bear­ing it aloft. “I must first der eggsper­imunt make.”

			“No, no!” wailed Au­gust. “I want to play with ut.”

			“Obey!” thun­dered Mr. Sieppe. Au­gust sub­sid­ed. A lit­tle jet­ty ran part of the way in­to the wa­ter. Here, af­ter a care­ful study of the di­rec­tions print­ed on the cov­er of the box, Mr. Sieppe be­gan to fire the lit­tle boat.

			“I want to put ut in the wa-ater,” cried Au­gust.

			“Stand back!” shout­ed his par­ent. “You do not know so well as me; dere is dandger. Mitout at­ten­tion he will eggsplode.”

			“I want to play with ut,” protest­ed Au­gust, be­gin­ning to cry.

			“Ach, soh; you cry, bube!” vo­cif­er­at­ed Mr. Sieppe. “Mom­mer,” ad­dress­ing Mrs. Sieppe, “he will soh soon be ge-whipt, eh?”

			“I want my boa-wut,” screamed Au­gust, danc­ing.

			“Si­lence!” roared Mr. Sieppe. The lit­tle boat be­gan to hiss and smoke.

			“Soh,” ob­served the fa­ther, “he gom­mence. At­ten­tion! I put him in der wa­ter.” He was very ex­cit­ed. The per­spi­ra­tion dripped from the back of his neck. The lit­tle boat was launched. It hissed more fu­ri­ous­ly than ev­er. Clouds of steam rolled from it, but it re­fused to move.

			“You don’t know how she wo-rks,” sobbed Au­gust.

			“I know more soh mudge as der gross­est lid­dle fool as you,” cried Mr. Sieppe, fierce­ly, his face pur­ple.

			“You must give it sh—shove!” ex­claimed the boy.

			“Den he eggsplode, id­iot!” shout­ed his fa­ther. All at once the boil­er of the steam­er blew up with a sharp crack. The lit­tle tin toy turned over and sank out of sight be­fore any­one could in­ter­fere.

			“Ah—h! Yah! Yah!” yelled Au­gust. “It’s go-one!”

			In­stant­ly Mr. Sieppe boxed his ears. There was a lam­en­ta­ble scene. Au­gust rent the air with his out­cries; his fa­ther shook him till his boots danced on the jet­ty, shout­ing in­to his face:

			“Ach, id­iot! Ach, im­be­cile! Ach, mis­er­able! I tol’ you he eggsplode. Stop your cry. Stop! It is an or­der. Do you wish I drow you in der wa­ter, eh? Speak. Si­lence, bube! Mom­mer, where ist mein stick? He will der gross­est whip­pun ev­er of his life re­ceive.”

			Lit­tle by lit­tle the boy sub­sid­ed, swal­low­ing his sobs, knuck­ling his eyes, gaz­ing rue­ful­ly at the spot where the boat had sunk. “Dot is bet­ter soh,” com­ment­ed Mr. Sieppe, fi­nal­ly re­leas­ing him. “Next dime berhaps you will your fat’er bet­ter pelief. Now, no more. We will der glams ge-dig, Mom­mer, a fire. Ach, him­mel! we have der pf­ef­fer for­got­ten.”

			The work of clam dig­ging be­gan at once, the lit­tle boys tak­ing off their shoes and stock­ings. At first Au­gust re­fused to be com­fort­ed, and it was not un­til his fa­ther drove him in­to the wa­ter with his gold-head­ed cane that he con­sent­ed to join the oth­ers.

			What a day that was for McTeague! What a nev­er-to-be-for­got­ten day! He was with Tri­na con­stant­ly. They laughed to­geth­er—she de­mure­ly, her lips closed tight, her lit­tle chin thrust out, her small pale nose, with its adorable lit­tle freck­les, wrin­kling; he roared with all the force of his lungs, his enor­mous mouth dis­tend­ed, strik­ing sledge­ham­mer blows up­on his knee with his clenched fist.

			The lunch was de­li­cious. Tri­na and her moth­er made a clam chow­der that melt­ed in one’s mouth. The lunch bas­kets were emp­tied. The par­ty were ful­ly two hours eat­ing. There were huge loaves of rye bread full of grains of chick­weed. There were wein­er-wurst and frank­furter sausages. There was un­salt­ed but­ter. There were pret­zels. There was cold un­der­done chick­en, which one ate in slices, plas­tered with a won­der­ful kind of mus­tard that did not sting. There were dried ap­ples, that gave Mr. Sieppe the hic­cups. There were a dozen bot­tles of beer, and, last of all, a crown­ing achieve­ment, a mar­vel­lous Gotha truf­fle. Af­ter lunch came to­bac­co. Stuffed to the eyes, McTeague drowsed over his pipe, prone on his back in the sun, while Tri­na, Mrs. Sieppe, and Seli­na washed the dish­es. In the af­ter­noon Mr. Sieppe dis­ap­peared. They heard the re­ports of his ri­fle on the range. The oth­ers swarmed over the park, now around the swings, now in the Casi­no, now in the mu­se­um, now in­vad­ing the mer­ry-go-round.

			At half-past five o’clock Mr. Sieppe mar­shalled the par­ty to­geth­er. It was time to re­turn home.

			The fam­i­ly in­sist­ed that Mar­cus and McTeague should take sup­per with them at their home and should stay over night. Mrs. Sieppe ar­gued they could get no de­cent sup­per if they went back to the city at that hour; that they could catch an ear­ly morn­ing boat and reach their busi­ness in good time. The two friends ac­cept­ed.

			The Sieppes lived in a lit­tle box of a house at the foot of B Street, the first house to the right as one went up from the sta­tion. It was two sto­ries high, with a fun­ny red mansard roof of oval slates. The in­te­ri­or was cut up in­to in­nu­mer­able tiny rooms, some of them so small as to be hard­ly bet­ter than sleep­ing clos­ets. In the back yard was a con­trivance for pump­ing wa­ter from the cis­tern that in­ter­est­ed McTeague at once. It was a dog-wheel, a huge re­volv­ing box in which the un­hap­py black grey­hound spent most of his wak­ing hours. It was his ken­nel; he slept in it. From time to time dur­ing the day Mrs. Sieppe ap­peared on the back doorstep, cry­ing shril­ly, “Hoop, hoop!” She threw lumps of coal at him, wak­ing him to his work.

			They were all very tired, and went to bed ear­ly. Af­ter great dis­cus­sion it was de­cid­ed that Mar­cus would sleep up­on the lounge in the front par­lor. Tri­na would sleep with Au­gust, giv­ing up her room to McTeague. Seli­na went to her home, a block or so above the Sieppes’s. At nine o’clock Mr. Sieppe showed McTeague to his room and left him to him­self with a new­ly light­ed can­dle.

			For a long time af­ter Mr. Sieppe had gone McTeague stood mo­tion­less in the mid­dle of the room, his el­bows pressed close to his sides, look­ing oblique­ly from the cor­ners of his eyes. He hard­ly dared to move. He was in Tri­na’s room.

			It was an or­di­nary lit­tle room. A clean white mat­ting was on the floor; gray pa­per, spot­ted with pink and green flow­ers, cov­ered the walls. In one cor­ner, un­der a white net­ting, was a lit­tle bed, the wood­work gay­ly paint­ed with knots of bright flow­ers. Near it, against the wall, was a black wal­nut bu­reau. A work­table with spi­ral legs stood by the win­dow, which was hung with a green and gold win­dow cur­tain. Op­po­site the win­dow the clos­et door stood ajar, while in the cor­ner across from the bed was a tiny wash­stand with two clean tow­els.

			And that was all. But it was Tri­na’s room. McTeague was in his la­dy’s bow­er; it seemed to him a lit­tle nest, in­ti­mate, dis­creet. He felt hideous­ly out of place. He was an in­trud­er; he, with his enor­mous feet, his colos­sal bones, his crude, bru­tal ges­tures. The mere weight of his limbs, he was sure, would crush the lit­tle bed­stead like an eggshell.

			Then, as this first sen­sa­tion wore off, he be­gan to feel the charm of the lit­tle cham­ber. It was as though Tri­na were close by, but in­vis­i­ble. McTeague felt all the de­light of her pres­ence with­out the em­bar­rass­ment that usu­al­ly ac­com­pa­nied it. He was near to her—near­er than he had ev­er been be­fore. He saw in­to her dai­ly life, her lit­tle ways and man­ners, her habits, her very thoughts. And was there not in the air of that room a cer­tain faint per­fume that he knew, that re­called her to his mind with mar­vel­lous vivid­ness?

			As he put the can­dle down up­on the bu­reau he saw her hair­brush ly­ing there. In­stant­ly he picked it up, and, with­out know­ing why, held it to his face. With what a de­li­cious odor was it redo­lent! That heavy, en­er­vat­ing odor of her hair—her won­der­ful, roy­al hair! The smell of that lit­tle hair­brush was tal­is­man­ic. He had but to close his eyes to see her as dis­tinct­ly as in a mir­ror. He saw her tiny, round fig­ure, dressed all in black—for, cu­ri­ous­ly enough, it was his very first im­pres­sion of Tri­na that came back to him now—not the Tri­na of the lat­er oc­ca­sions, not the Tri­na of the blue cloth skirt and white sailor. He saw her as he had seen her the day that Mar­cus had in­tro­duced them: saw her pale, round face; her nar­row, half-open eyes, blue like the eyes of a ba­by; her tiny, pale ears, sug­ges­tive of anaemia; the freck­les across the bridge of her nose; her pale lips; the tiara of roy­al black hair; and, above all, the de­li­cious poise of the head, tipped back as though by the weight of all that hair—the poise that thrust out her chin a lit­tle, with the move­ment that was so con­fid­ing, so in­no­cent, so near­ly in­fan­tile.

			McTeague went soft­ly about the room from one ob­ject to an­oth­er, be­hold­ing Tri­na in ev­ery­thing he touched or looked at. He came at last to the clos­et door. It was ajar. He opened it wide, and paused up­on the thresh­old.

			Tri­na’s clothes were hang­ing there—skirts and waists, jack­ets, and stiff white pet­ti­coats. What a vi­sion! For an in­stant McTeague caught his breath, spell­bound. If he had sud­den­ly dis­cov­ered Tri­na her­self there, smil­ing at him, hold­ing out her hands, he could hard­ly have been more over­come. In­stant­ly he rec­og­nized the black dress she had worn on that fa­mous first day. There it was, the lit­tle jack­et she had car­ried over her arm the day he had ter­ri­fied her with his blun­der­ing dec­la­ra­tion, and still oth­ers, and oth­ers—a whole group of Tri­nas faced him there. He went far­ther in­to the clos­et, touch­ing the clothes gin­ger­ly, stroking them soft­ly with his huge leath­ern palms. As he stirred them a del­i­cate per­fume dis­en­gaged it­self from the folds. Ah, that ex­quis­ite fem­i­nine odor! It was not on­ly her hair now, it was Tri­na her­self—her mouth, her hands, her neck; the in­de­scrib­ably sweet, flesh­ly aro­ma that was a part of her, pure and clean, and redo­lent of youth and fresh­ness. All at once, seized with an un­rea­soned im­pulse, McTeague opened his huge arms and gath­ered the lit­tle gar­ments close to him, plung­ing his face deep amongst them, sa­vor­ing their de­li­cious odor with long breaths of lux­u­ry and supreme con­tent.

			

			The pic­nic at Schuet­zen Park de­cid­ed mat­ters. McTeague be­gan to call on Tri­na reg­u­lar­ly Sun­day and Wednes­day af­ter­noons. He took Mar­cus Schouler’s place. Some­times Mar­cus ac­com­pa­nied him, but it was gen­er­al­ly to meet Seli­na by ap­point­ment at the Sieppes’s house.

			But Mar­cus made the most of his re­nun­ci­a­tion of his cousin. He re­mem­bered his pose from time to time. He made McTeague un­hap­py and be­wil­dered by wring­ing his hand, by vent­ing sighs that seemed to tear his heart out, or by giv­ing ev­i­dences of an in­fi­nite melan­choly. “What is my life!” he would ex­claim. “What is left for me? Noth­ing, by damn!” And when McTeague would at­tempt re­mon­strance, he would cry: “Nev­er mind, old man. Nev­er mind me. Go, be hap­py. I for­give you.”

			For­give what? McTeague was all at sea, was ha­rassed with the thought of some shad­owy, ir­repara­ble in­jury he had done his friend.

			“Oh, don’t think of me!” Mar­cus would ex­claim at oth­er times, even when Tri­na was by. “Don’t think of me; I don’t count any more. I ain’t in it.” Mar­cus seemed to take great plea­sure in con­tem­plat­ing the wreck of his life. There is no doubt he en­joyed him­self huge­ly dur­ing these days.

			The Sieppes were at first puz­zled as well over this change of front.

			“Tri­na has den a new younge man,” cried Mr. Sieppe. “First Schouler, now der dok­tor, eh? What die tevil, I say!”

			Weeks passed, Feb­ru­ary went, March came in very rainy, putting a stop to all their pic­nics and Sun­day ex­cur­sions.

			One Wednes­day af­ter­noon in the sec­ond week in March McTeague came over to call on Tri­na, bring­ing his con­certi­na with him, as was his cus­tom nowa­days. As he got off the train at the sta­tion he was sur­prised to find Tri­na wait­ing for him.

			“This is the first day it hasn’t rained in weeks,” she ex­plained, “an’ I thought it would be nice to walk.”

			“Sure, sure,” as­sent­ed McTeague.

			B Street sta­tion was noth­ing more than a lit­tle shed. There was no tick­et of­fice, noth­ing but a cou­ple of whit­tled and car­ven bench­es. It was built close to the rail­road tracks, just across which was the dirty, mud­dy shore of San Fran­cis­co Bay. About a quar­ter of a mile back from the sta­tion was the edge of the town of Oak­land. Be­tween the sta­tion and the first hous­es of the town lay im­mense salt flats, here and there bro­ken by wind­ing streams of black wa­ter. They were cov­ered with a growth of wiry grass, strange­ly dis­col­ored in places by enor­mous stains of or­ange yel­low.

			Near the sta­tion a bit of fence paint­ed with a cigar ad­ver­tise­ment reeled over in­to the mud, while un­der its lee lay an aban­doned grav­el wag­on with dished wheels. The sta­tion was con­nect­ed with the town by the ex­ten­sion of B Street, which struck across the flats ge­o­met­ri­cal­ly straight, a file of tall poles with in­ter­ven­ing wires march­ing along with it. At the sta­tion these were head­ed by an iron elec­tric-light pole that, with its sup­ports and out­rig­gers, looked for all the world like an im­mense grasshop­per on its hind legs.

			Across the flats, at the fringe of the town, were the dump heaps, the fig­ures of a few Chi­nese rag-pick­ers mov­ing over them. Far to the left the view was shut off by the im­mense red-brown drum of the gas­works; to the right it was bound­ed by the chim­neys and work­shops of an iron foundry.

			Across the rail­road tracks, to sea­ward, one saw the long stretch of black mud bank left bare by the tide, which was far out, near­ly half a mile. Clouds of seag­ulls were for­ev­er ris­ing and set­tling up­on this mud bank; a wrecked and aban­doned wharf crawled over it on tot­ter­ing legs; close in an old sail­boat lay cant­ed on her bilge.

			But far­ther on, across the yel­low wa­ters of the bay, be­yond Goat Is­land, lay San Fran­cis­co, a blue line of hills, rugged with roofs and spires. Far to the west­ward opened the Gold­en Gate, a bleak cut­ting in the sand-hills, through which one caught a glimpse of the open Pa­cif­ic.

			The sta­tion at B Street was soli­tary; no trains passed at this hour; ex­cept the dis­tant rag-pick­ers, not a soul was in sight. The wind blew strong, car­ry­ing with it the min­gled smell of salt, of tar, of dead sea­weed, and of bilge. The sky hung low and brown; at long in­ter­vals a few drops of rain fell.

			Near the sta­tion Tri­na and McTeague sat on the roadbed of the tracks, at the edge of the mud bank, mak­ing the most out of the land­scape, en­joy­ing the open air, the salt marsh­es, and the sight of the dis­tant wa­ter. From time to time McTeague played his six mourn­ful airs up­on his con­certi­na.

			Af­ter a while they be­gan walk­ing up and down the tracks, McTeague talk­ing about his pro­fes­sion, Tri­na lis­ten­ing, very in­ter­est­ed and ab­sorbed, try­ing to un­der­stand.

			“For pulling the roots of the up­per mo­lars we use the cowhorn for­ceps,” con­tin­ued the den­tist, monotonous­ly. “We get the in­side beak over the palatal roots and the cow-horn beak over the buc­cal roots—that’s the roots on the out­side, you see. Then we close the for­ceps, and that breaks right through the alve­o­lus—that’s the part of the sock­et in the jaw, you un­der­stand.”

			At an­oth­er mo­ment he told her of his one un­sat­is­fied de­sire. “Some day I’m go­ing to have a big gild­ed tooth out­side my win­dow for a sign. Those big gold teeth are beau­ti­ful, beau­ti­ful—on­ly they cost so much, I can’t af­ford one just now.”

			“Oh, it’s rain­ing,” sud­den­ly ex­claimed Tri­na, hold­ing out her palm. They turned back and reached the sta­tion in a driz­zle. The af­ter­noon was clos­ing in dark and rainy. The tide was com­ing back, talk­ing and lap­ping for miles along the mud bank. Far off across the flats, at the edge of the town, an elec­tric car went by, string­ing out a long row of di­a­mond sparks on the over­head wires.

			“Say, Miss Tri­na,” said McTeague, af­ter a while, “what’s the good of wait­ing any longer? Why can’t us two get mar­ried?”

			Tri­na still shook her head, say­ing “No” in­stinc­tive­ly, in spite of her­self.

			“Why not?” per­sist­ed McTeague. “Don’t you like me well enough?”

			“Yes.”

			“Then why not?”

			“Be­cause.”

			“Ah, come on,” he said, but Tri­na still shook her head.

			“Ah, come on,” urged McTeague. He could think of noth­ing else to say, re­peat­ing the same phrase over and over again to all her re­fusals.

			“Ah, come on! Ah, come on!”

			Sud­den­ly he took her in his enor­mous arms, crush­ing down her strug­gle with his im­mense strength. Then Tri­na gave up, all in an in­stant, turn­ing her head to his. They kissed each oth­er, gross­ly, full in the mouth.

			A roar and a jar­ring of the earth sud­den­ly grew near and passed them in a reek of steam and hot air. It was the Over­land, with its flam­ing head­light, on its way across the con­ti­nent.

			The pas­sage of the train star­tled them both. Tri­na strug­gled to free her­self from McTeague. “Oh, please! please!” she plead­ed, on the point of tears. McTeague re­leased her, but in that mo­ment a slight, a bare­ly per­cep­ti­ble, re­vul­sion of feel­ing had tak­en place in him. The in­stant that Tri­na gave up, the in­stant she al­lowed him to kiss her, he thought less of her. She was not so de­sir­able, af­ter all. But this re­ac­tion was so faint, so sub­tle, so in­tan­gi­ble, that in an­oth­er mo­ment he had doubt­ed its oc­cur­rence. Yet af­ter­ward it re­turned. Was there not some­thing gone from Tri­na now? Was he not dis­ap­point­ed in her for do­ing that very thing for which he had longed? Was Tri­na the sub­mis­sive, the com­pli­ant, the at­tain­able just the same, just as del­i­cate and adorable as Tri­na the in­ac­ces­si­ble? Per­haps he dim­ly saw that this must be so, that it be­longed to the change­less or­der of things—the man de­sir­ing the wom­an on­ly for what she with­holds; the wom­an wor­ship­ping the man for that which she yields up to him. With each con­ces­sion gained the man’s de­sire cools; with ev­ery sur­ren­der made the wom­an’s ado­ra­tion in­creas­es. But why should it be so?

			Tri­na wrenched her­self free and drew back from McTeague, her lit­tle chin quiv­er­ing; her face, even to the lobes of her pale ears, flushed scar­let; her nar­row blue eyes brim­ming. Sud­den­ly she put her head be­tween her hands and be­gan to sob.

			“Say, say, Miss Tri­na, lis­ten—lis­ten here, Miss Tri­na,” cried McTeague, com­ing for­ward a step.

			“Oh, don’t!” she gasped, shrink­ing. “I must go home,” she cried, spring­ing to her feet. “It’s late. I must. I must. Don’t come with me, please. Oh, I’m so—so,”—she could not find any words. “Let me go alone,” she went on. “You may—you come Sun­day. Good­bye.”

			“Good­bye,” said McTeague, his head in a whirl at this sud­den, un­ac­count­able change. “Can’t I kiss you again?” But Tri­na was firm now. When it came to his plead­ing—a mere mat­ter of words—she was strong enough.

			“No, no, you must not!” she ex­claimed, with en­er­gy. She was gone in an­oth­er in­stant. The den­tist, stunned, be­wil­dered, gazed stupid­ly af­ter her as she ran up the ex­ten­sion of B Street through the rain.

			But sud­den­ly a great joy took pos­ses­sion of him. He had won her. Tri­na was to be for him, af­ter all. An enor­mous smile dis­tend­ed his thick lips; his eyes grew wide, and flashed; and he drew his breath quick­ly, strik­ing his mal­let-like fist up­on his knee, and ex­claim­ing un­der his breath:

			“I got her, by God! I got her, by God!” At the same time he thought bet­ter of him­self; his self-re­spect in­creased enor­mous­ly. The man that could win Tri­na Sieppe was a man of ex­tra­or­di­nary abil­i­ty.

			Tri­na burst in up­on her moth­er while the lat­ter was set­ting a mouse­trap in the kitchen.

			“Oh, mam­ma!”

			“Eh? Tri­na? Ach, what has hap­pun?”

			Tri­na told her in a breath.

			“Soh soon?” was Mrs. Sieppe’s first com­ment. “Eh, well, what you cry for, then?”

			“I don’t know,” wailed Tri­na, pluck­ing at the end of her hand­ker­chief.

			“You loaf der younge dok­tor?”

			“I don’t know.”

			“Well, what for you kiss him?”

			“I don’t know.”

			“You don’ know, you don’ know? Where haf your sen­sus gone, Tri­na? You kiss der dok­tor. You cry, and you don’ know. Is ut Mar­cus den?”

			“No, it’s not Cousin Mark.”

			“Den ut must be der dok­tor.”

			Tri­na made no an­swer.

			“Eh?”

			“I—I guess so.”

			“You loaf him?”

			“I don’t know.”

			Mrs. Sieppe set down the mouse­trap with such vi­o­lence that it sprung with a sharp snap.

		
	
		
			VI

			No, Tri­na did not know. “Do I love him? Do I love him?” A thou­sand times she put the ques­tion to her­self dur­ing the next two or three days. At night she hard­ly slept, but lay broad awake for hours in her lit­tle, gay­ly paint­ed bed, with its white net­ting, tor­tur­ing her­self with doubts and ques­tions. At times she re­mem­bered the scene in the sta­tion with a ver­i­ta­ble agony of shame, and at oth­er times she was ashamed to re­call it with a thrill of joy. Noth­ing could have been more sud­den, more un­ex­pect­ed, than that sur­ren­der of her­self. For over a year she had thought that Mar­cus would some day be her hus­band. They would be mar­ried, she sup­posed, some time in the fu­ture, she did not know ex­act­ly when; the mat­ter did not take def­i­nite shape in her mind. She liked Cousin Mark very well. And then sud­den­ly this cross­cur­rent had set in; this blond gi­ant had ap­peared, this huge, stol­id fel­low, with his im­mense, crude strength. She had not loved him at first, that was cer­tain. The day he had spo­ken to her in his Par­lors she had on­ly been ter­ri­fied. If he had con­fined him­self to mere­ly speak­ing, as did Mar­cus, to plead­ing with her, to woo­ing her at a dis­tance, fore­stalling her wish­es, show­ing her lit­tle at­ten­tions, send­ing her box­es of can­dy, she could have eas­i­ly with­stood him. But he had on­ly to take her in his arms, to crush down her strug­gle with his enor­mous strength, to sub­due her, con­quer her by sheer brute force, and she gave up in an in­stant.

			But why—why had she done so? Why did she feel the de­sire, the ne­ces­si­ty of be­ing con­quered by a su­pe­ri­or strength? Why did it please her? Why had it sud­den­ly thrilled her from head to foot with a quick, ter­ri­fy­ing gust of pas­sion, the like of which she had nev­er known? Nev­er at his best had Mar­cus made her feel like that, and yet she had al­ways thought she cared for Cousin Mark more than for any­one else.

			When McTeague had all at once caught her in his huge arms, some­thing had leaped to life in her—some­thing that had hith­er­to lain dor­mant, some­thing strong and over­pow­er­ing. It fright­ened her now as she thought of it, this sec­ond self that had wak­ened with­in her, and that shout­ed and clam­ored for recog­ni­tion. And yet, was it to be feared? Was it some­thing to be ashamed of? Was it not, af­ter all, nat­u­ral, clean, spon­ta­neous? Tri­na knew that she was a pure girl; knew that this sud­den com­mo­tion with­in her car­ried with it no sug­ges­tion of vice.

			Dim­ly, as fig­ures seen in a wak­ing dream, these ideas float­ed through Tri­na’s mind. It was quite be­yond her to re­al­ize them clear­ly; she could not know what they meant. Un­til that rainy day by the shore of the bay Tri­na had lived her life with as lit­tle self-con­scious­ness as a tree. She was frank, straight­for­ward, a healthy, nat­u­ral hu­man be­ing, with­out sex as yet. She was al­most like a boy. At once there had been a mys­te­ri­ous dis­tur­bance. The wom­an with­in her sud­den­ly awoke.

			Did she love McTeague? Dif­fi­cult ques­tion. Did she choose him for bet­ter or for worse, de­lib­er­ate­ly, of her own free will, or was Tri­na her­self al­lowed even a choice in the tak­ing of that step that was to make or mar her life? The Wom­an is awak­ened, and, start­ing from her sleep, catch­es blind­ly at what first her new­ly opened eyes light up­on. It is a spell, a witch­ery, ruled by chance alone, in­ex­pli­ca­ble—a fairy queen en­am­ored of a clown with ass’s ears.

			McTeague had awak­ened the Wom­an, and, whether she would or no, she was his now ir­re­vo­ca­bly; strug­gle against it as she would, she be­longed to him, body and soul, for life or for death. She had not sought it, she had not de­sired it. The spell was laid up­on her. Was it a bless­ing? Was it a curse? It was all one; she was his, in­dis­sol­ubly, for evil or for good.

			And he? The very act of sub­mis­sion that bound the wom­an to him for­ev­er had made her seem less de­sir­able in his eyes. Their un­do­ing had al­ready be­gun. Yet nei­ther of them was to blame. From the first they had not sought each oth­er. Chance had brought them face to face, and mys­te­ri­ous in­stincts as un­govern­able as the winds of heav­en were at work knit­ting their lives to­geth­er. Nei­ther of them had asked that this thing should be—that their des­tinies, their very souls, should be the sport of chance. If they could have known, they would have shunned the fear­ful risk. But they were al­lowed no voice in the mat­ter. Why should it all be?

			It had been on a Wednes­day that the scene in the B Street sta­tion had tak­en place. Through­out the rest of the week, at ev­ery hour of the day, Tri­na asked her­self the same ques­tion: “Do I love him? Do I re­al­ly love him? Is this what love is like?” As she re­called McTeague—re­called his huge, square-cut head, his salient jaw, his shock of yel­low hair, his heavy, lum­ber­ing body, his slow wits—she found lit­tle to ad­mire in him be­yond his phys­i­cal strength, and at such mo­ments she shook her head de­ci­sive­ly. “No, sure­ly she did not love him.” Sun­day af­ter­noon, how­ev­er, McTeague called. Tri­na had pre­pared a lit­tle speech for him. She was to tell him that she did not know what had been the mat­ter with her that Wednes­day af­ter­noon; that she had act­ed like a bad girl; that she did not love him well enough to mar­ry him; that she had told him as much once be­fore.

			McTeague saw her alone in the lit­tle front par­lor. The in­stant she ap­peared he came straight to­wards her. She saw what he was bent up­on do­ing. “Wait a minute,” she cried, putting out her hands. “Wait. You don’t un­der­stand. I have got some­thing to say to you.” She might as well have talked to the wind. McTeague put aside her hands with a sin­gle ges­ture, and gripped her to him in a bear­like em­brace that all but smoth­ered her. Tri­na was but a reed be­fore that gi­ant strength. McTeague turned her face to his and kissed her again up­on the mouth. Where was all Tri­na’s re­solve then? Where was her care­ful­ly pre­pared lit­tle speech? Where was all her hes­i­ta­tion and tor­tur­ing doubts of the last few days? She clasped McTeague’s huge red neck with both her slen­der arms; she raised her adorable lit­tle chin and kissed him in re­turn, ex­claim­ing: “Oh, I do love you! I do love you!” Nev­er af­ter­ward were the two so hap­py as at that mo­ment.

			A lit­tle lat­er in that same week, when Mar­cus and McTeague were tak­ing lunch at the car con­duc­tors’ cof­fee-joint, the for­mer sud­den­ly ex­claimed:

			“Say, Mac, now that you’ve got Tri­na, you ought to do more for her. By damn! you ought to, for a fact. Why don’t you take her out some­where—to the the­atre, or some­where? You ain’t on to your job.”

			Nat­u­ral­ly, McTeague had told Mar­cus of his suc­cess with Tri­na. Mar­cus had tak­en on a grand air.

			“You’ve got her, have you? Well, I’m glad of it, old man. I am, for a fact. I know you’ll be hap­py with her. I know how I would have been. I for­give you; yes, I for­give you, freely.”

			McTeague had not thought of tak­ing Tri­na to the the­atre.

			“You think I ought to, Mark?” he in­quired, hes­i­tat­ing. Mar­cus an­swered, with his mouth full of suet pud­ding:

			“Why, of course. That’s the prop­er ca­per.”

			“Well—well, that’s so. The the­atre—that’s the word.”

			“Take her to the va­ri­ety show at the Or­pheum. There’s a good show there this week; you’ll have to take Mrs. Sieppe, too, of course,” he added. Mar­cus was not sure of him­self as re­gard­ed cer­tain pro­pri­eties, nor, for that mat­ter, were any of the peo­ple of the lit­tle world of Polk Street. The shop girls, the plumbers’ ap­pren­tices, the small trades­peo­ple, and their like, whose so­cial po­si­tion was not clear­ly de­fined, could nev­er be sure how far they could go and yet pre­serve their “re­spectabil­i­ty.” When they wished to be “prop­er,” they in­vari­ably over­did the thing. It was not as if they be­longed to the “tough” el­e­ment, who had no ap­pear­ances to keep up. Polk Street rubbed el­bows with the “av­enue” one block above. There were cer­tain lim­its which its dwellers could not over­step; but un­for­tu­nate­ly for them, these lim­its were poor­ly de­fined. They could nev­er be sure of them­selves. At an un­guard­ed mo­ment they might be tak­en for “toughs,” so they gen­er­al­ly erred in the oth­er di­rec­tion, and were ab­surd­ly for­mal. No peo­ple have a keen­er eye for the ameni­ties than those whose so­cial po­si­tion is not as­sured.

			“Oh, sure, you’ll have to take her moth­er,” in­sist­ed Mar­cus. “It wouldn’t be the prop­er rack­et if you didn’t.”

			McTeague un­der­took the af­fair. It was an or­deal. Nev­er in his life had he been so per­turbed, so hor­ri­bly anx­ious. He called up­on Tri­na the fol­low­ing Wednes­day and made ar­range­ments. Mrs. Sieppe asked if lit­tle Au­gust might be in­clud­ed. It would con­sole him for the loss of his steam­boat.

			“Sure, sure,” said McTeague. “Au­gust too—ev­ery­body,” he added, vague­ly.

			“We al­ways have to leave so ear­ly,” com­plained Tri­na, “in or­der to catch the last boat. Just when it’s be­com­ing in­ter­est­ing.”

			At this McTeague, act­ing up­on a sug­ges­tion of Mar­cus Schouler’s, in­sist­ed they should stay at the flat over night. Mar­cus and the den­tist would give up their rooms to them and sleep at the dog hos­pi­tal. There was a bed there in the sick ward that old Gran­nis some­times oc­cu­pied when a bad case need­ed watch­ing. All at once McTeague had an idea, a ver­i­ta­ble in­spi­ra­tion.

			“And we’ll—we’ll—we’ll have—what’s the mat­ter with hav­ing some­thing to eat af­ter­ward in my Par­lors?”

			“Vairy goot,” com­ment­ed Mrs. Sieppe. “Bier, eh? And some damales.”

			“Oh, I love tamales!” ex­claimed Tri­na, clasp­ing her hands.

			McTeague re­turned to the city, re­hears­ing his in­struc­tions over and over. The the­atre par­ty be­gan to as­sume tremen­dous pro­por­tions. First of all, he was to get the seats, the third or fourth row from the front, on the left-hand side, so as to be out of the hear­ing of the drums in the or­ches­tra; he must make ar­range­ments about the rooms with Mar­cus, must get in the beer, but not the tamales; must buy for him­self a white lawn tie—so Mar­cus di­rect­ed; must look to it that Maria Maca­pa put his room in per­fect or­der; and, fi­nal­ly, must meet the Sieppes at the fer­ry slip at half-past sev­en the fol­low­ing Mon­day night.

			The re­al la­bor of the af­fair be­gan with the buy­ing of the tick­ets. At the the­atre McTeague got in­to wrong en­trances; was sent from one wick­et to an­oth­er; was be­wil­dered, con­fused; mis­un­der­stood di­rec­tions; was at one mo­ment sud­den­ly con­vinced that he had not enough mon­ey with him, and start­ed to re­turn home. Fi­nal­ly he found him­self at the box-of­fice wick­et.

			“Is it here you buy your seats?”

			“How many?”

			“Is it here—”

			“What night do you want ’em? Yes, sir, here’s the place.”

			McTeague grave­ly de­liv­ered him­self of the for­mu­la he had been recit­ing for the last dozen hours.

			“I want four seats for Mon­day night in the fourth row from the front, and on the right-hand side.”

			“Right hand as you face the house or as you face the stage?” McTeague was dumb­found­ed.

			“I want to be on the right-hand side,” he in­sist­ed, stolid­ly; adding, “in or­der to be away from the drums.”

			“Well, the drums are on the right of the or­ches­tra as you face the stage,” shout­ed the oth­er im­pa­tient­ly; “you want to the left, then, as you face the house.”

			“I want to be on the right-hand side,” per­sist­ed the den­tist.

			With­out a word the sell­er threw out four tick­ets with a mag­nif­i­cent, su­per­cil­ious ges­ture.

			“There’s four seats on the right-hand side, then, and you’re right up against the drums.”

			“But I don’t want to be near the drums,” protest­ed McTeague, be­gin­ning to per­spire.

			“Do you know what you want at all?” said the tick­et sell­er with calm­ness, thrust­ing his head at McTeague. The den­tist knew that he had hurt this young man’s feel­ings.

			“I want—I want,” he stam­mered. The sell­er slammed down a plan of the house in front of him and be­gan to ex­plain ex­cit­ed­ly. It was the one thing lack­ing to com­plete McTeague’s con­fu­sion.

			“There are your seats,” fin­ished the sell­er, shov­ing the tick­ets in­to McTeague’s hands. “They are the fourth row from the front, and away from the drums. Now are you sat­is­fied?”

			“Are they on the right-hand side? I want on the right—no, I want on the left. I want—I don’ know, I don’ know.”

			The sell­er roared. McTeague moved slow­ly away, gaz­ing stupid­ly at the blue slips of paste­board. Two girls took his place at the wick­et. In an­oth­er mo­ment McTeague came back, peer­ing over the girls’ shoul­ders and call­ing to the sell­er:

			“Are these for Mon­day night?”

			The oth­er dis­dained re­ply. McTeague re­treat­ed again timid­ly, thrust­ing the tick­ets in­to his im­mense wal­let. For a mo­ment he stood thought­ful on the steps of the en­trance. Then all at once he be­came en­raged, he did not know ex­act­ly why; some­how he felt him­self slight­ed. Once more he came back to the wick­et.

			“You can’t make small of me,” he shout­ed over the girls’ shoul­ders; “you—you can’t make small of me. I’ll thump you in the head, you lit­tle—you lit­tle—you lit­tle—lit­tle—lit­tle pup.” The tick­et sell­er shrugged his shoul­ders weari­ly. “A dol­lar and a half,” he said to the two girls.

			McTeague glared at him and breathed loud­ly. Fi­nal­ly he de­cid­ed to let the mat­ter drop. He moved away, but on the steps was once more seized with a sense of in­jury and out­raged dig­ni­ty.

			“You can’t make small of me,” he called back a last time, wag­ging his head and shak­ing his fist. “I will—I will—I will—yes, I will.” He went off mut­ter­ing.

			At last Mon­day night came. McTeague met the Sieppes at the fer­ry, dressed in a black Prince Al­bert coat and his best slate-blue trousers, and wear­ing the made-up lawn neck­tie that Mar­cus had se­lect­ed for him. Tri­na was very pret­ty in the black dress that McTeague knew so well. She wore a pair of new gloves. Mrs. Sieppe had on lisle-thread mits, and car­ried two ba­nanas and an or­ange in a net retic­ule. “For Ow­gooste,” she con­fid­ed to him. Ow­gooste was in a Fauntleroy “cos­tume” very much too small for him. Al­ready he had been cry­ing.

			“Woult you pelief, Dok­tor, dot bube has torn his stock­un al­reat­ty? Walk in der front, you; stop cryun. Where is dot berlice­man?”

			At the door of the the­atre McTeague was sud­den­ly seized with a pan­ic ter­ror. He had lost the tick­ets. He tore through his pock­ets, ran­sacked his wal­let. They were nowhere to be found. All at once he re­mem­bered, and with a gasp of re­lief re­moved his hat and took them out from be­neath the sweat­band.

			The par­ty en­tered and took their places. It was ab­surd­ly ear­ly. The lights were all dark­ened, the ush­ers stood un­der the gal­leries in groups, the emp­ty au­di­to­ri­um echo­ing with their noisy talk. Oc­ca­sion­al­ly a wait­er with his tray and clean white apron saun­tered up and doun the aisle. Di­rect­ly in front of them was the great iron cur­tain of the stage, paint­ed with all man­ner of ad­ver­tise­ments. From be­hind this came a noise of ham­mer­ing and of oc­ca­sion­al loud voic­es.

			While wait­ing they stud­ied their pro­grammes. First was an over­ture by the or­ches­tra, af­ter which came “The Glea­sons, in their mirth-mov­ing mu­si­cal farce, en­ti­tled ‘Mc­Mon­ni­gal’s Courtship.’ ” This was to be fol­lowed by “The La­m­ont Sis­ters, Win­nie and Vi­o­let, se­rio-comiques and skirt dancers.” And af­ter this came a great ar­ray of oth­er “artists” and “spe­cial­ty per­form­ers,” mu­si­cal won­ders, ac­ro­bats, light­ning artists, ven­tril­o­quists, and last of all, “The fea­ture of the evening, the crown­ing sci­en­tif­ic achieve­ment of the nine­teenth cen­tu­ry, the kine­to­scope.” McTeague was ex­cit­ed, daz­zled. In five years he had not been twice to the the­atre. Now he be­held him­self invit­ing his “girl” and her moth­er to ac­com­pa­ny him. He be­gan to feel that he was a man of the world. He or­dered a cigar.

			Mean­while the house was fill­ing up. A few side brack­ets were turned on. The ush­ers ran up and down the aisles, stubs of tick­ets be­tween their thumb and fin­ger, and from ev­ery part of the au­di­to­ri­um could be heard the sharp clap-clap­ping of the seats as the ush­ers flipped them down. A buzz of talk arose. In the gallery a street gamin whis­tled shril­ly, and called to some friends on the oth­er side of the house.

			“Are they go-wun to be­gin pret­ty soon, ma?” whined Ow­gooste for the fifth or sixth time; adding, “Say, ma, can’t I have some can­dy?” A ca­dav­er­ous lit­tle boy had ap­peared in their aisle, chant­ing, “Can­dies, French mixed can­dies, pop­corn, peanuts and can­dy.” The or­ches­tra en­tered, each man crawl­ing out from an open­ing un­der the stage, hard­ly larg­er than the gate of a rab­bit hutch. At ev­ery in­stant now the crowd in­creased; there were but few seats that were not tak­en. The wait­ers hur­ried up and down the aisles, their trays laden with beer glass­es. A smell of cigar-smoke filled the air, and soon a faint blue haze rose from all cor­ners of the house.

			“Ma, when are they go-wun to be­gin?” cried Ow­gooste. As he spoke the iron ad­ver­tise­ment cur­tain rose, dis­clos­ing the cur­tain prop­er un­der­neath. This lat­ter cur­tain was quite an af­fair. Up­on it was paint­ed a won­der­ful pic­ture. A flight of mar­ble steps led down to a stream of wa­ter; two white swans, their necks arched like the cap­i­tal let­ter S, float­ed about. At the head of the mar­ble steps were two vas­es filled with red and yel­low flow­ers, while at the foot was moored a gon­do­la. This gon­do­la was full of red vel­vet rugs that hung over the side and trailed in the wa­ter. In the prow of the gon­do­la a young man in ver­mil­ion tights held a man­dolin in his left hand, and gave his right to a girl in white satin. A King Charles spaniel, drag­ging a lead­ing-string in the shape of a huge pink sash, fol­lowed the girl. Sev­en scar­let ros­es were scat­tered up­on the two low­est steps, and eight float­ed in the wa­ter.

			“Ain’t that pret­ty, Mac?” ex­claimed Tri­na, turn­ing to the den­tist.

			“Ma, ain’t they go-wun to be­gin now-wow?” whined Ow­gooste. Sud­den­ly the lights all over the house blazed up. “Ah!” said ev­ery­body all at once.

			“Ain’t ut crow­dut?” mur­mured Mr. Sieppe. Ev­ery seat was tak­en; many were even stand­ing up.

			“I al­ways like it bet­ter when there is a crowd,” said Tri­na. She was in great spir­its that evening. Her round, pale face was pos­i­tive­ly pink.

			The or­ches­tra banged away at the over­ture, sud­den­ly fin­ish­ing with a great flour­ish of vi­o­lins. A short pause fol­lowed. Then the or­ches­tra played a quick­step strain, and the cur­tain rose on an in­te­ri­or fur­nished with two red chairs and a green so­fa. A girl in a short blue dress and black stock­ings en­tered in a hur­ry and be­gan to dust the two chairs. She was in a great tem­per, talk­ing very fast, dis­claim­ing against the “new lodger.” It ap­peared that this lat­ter nev­er paid his rent; that he was giv­en to late hours. Then she came down to the foot­lights and be­gan to sing in a tremen­dous voice, hoarse and flat, al­most like a man’s. The cho­rus, of a fee­ble orig­i­nal­i­ty, ran:

			
				
					Oh, how hap­py I will be,
					

					When my dar­ling’s face I’ll see;
					

					Oh, tell him for to meet me in the moon­light,
					

					Down where the gold­en lilies bloom.
				

			

			The or­ches­tra played the tune of this cho­rus a sec­ond time, with cer­tain vari­a­tions, while the girl danced to it. She si­dled to one side of the stage and kicked, then si­dled to the oth­er and kicked again. As she fin­ished with the song, a man, ev­i­dent­ly the lodger in ques­tion, came in. In­stant­ly McTeague ex­plod­ed in a roar of laugh­ter. The man was in­tox­i­cat­ed, his hat was knocked in, one end of his col­lar was un­fas­tened and stuck up in­to his face, his watch-chain dan­gled from his pock­et, and a yel­low satin slip­per was tied to a but­ton­hole of his vest; his nose was ver­mil­ion, one eye was black and blue. Af­ter a short di­a­logue with the girl, a third ac­tor ap­peared. He was dressed like a lit­tle boy, the girl’s younger broth­er. He wore an im­mense turned-down col­lar, and was con­tin­u­al­ly do­ing hand­springs and won­der­ful back som­er­saults. The “act” de­volved up­on these three peo­ple; the lodger mak­ing love to the girl in the short blue dress, the boy play­ing all man­ner of tricks up­on him, giv­ing him tremen­dous digs in the ribs or slaps up­on the back that made him cough, pulling chairs from un­der him, run­ning on all fours be­tween his legs and up­set­ting him, knock­ing him over at in­op­por­tune mo­ments. Ev­ery one of his falls was ac­cen­tu­at­ed by a bang up­on the bass drum. The whole hu­mor of the “act” seemed to con­sist in the trip­ping up of the in­tox­i­cat­ed lodger.

			This horse­play de­light­ed McTeague be­yond mea­sure. He roared and shout­ed ev­ery time the lodger went down, slap­ping his knee, wag­ging his head. Ow­gooste crowed shril­ly, clap­ping his hands and con­tin­u­al­ly ask­ing, “What did he say, ma? What did he say?” Mrs. Sieppe laughed im­mod­er­ate­ly, her huge fat body shak­ing like a moun­tain of jel­ly. She ex­claimed from time to time, “Ach, Gott, dot fool!” Even Tri­na was moved, laugh­ing de­mure­ly, her lips closed, putting one hand with its new glove to her mouth.

			The per­for­mance went on. Now it was the “mu­si­cal mar­vels,” two men ex­trav­a­gant­ly made up as ne­gro min­strels, with im­mense shoes and plaid vests. They seemed to be able to wres­tle a tune out of al­most any­thing—glass bot­tles, cigar-box fid­dles, strings of sleigh-bells, even grad­u­at­ed brass tubes, which they rubbed with resined fin­gers. McTeague was stu­pe­fied with ad­mi­ra­tion.

			“That’s what you call mu­si­cians,” he an­nounced grave­ly. “ ’Home, Sweet Home,’ played up­on a trom­bone. Think of that! Art could go no far­ther.”

			The ac­ro­bats left him breath­less. They were daz­zling young men with beau­ti­ful­ly part­ed hair, con­tin­u­al­ly mak­ing grace­ful ges­tures to the au­di­ence. In one of them the den­tist fan­cied he saw a strong re­sem­blance to the boy who had tor­ment­ed the in­tox­i­cat­ed lodger and who had turned such mar­vel­lous som­er­saults. Tri­na could not bear to watch their an­tics. She turned away her head with a lit­tle shud­der. “It al­ways makes me sick,” she ex­plained.

			The beau­ti­ful young la­dy, “The So­ci­ety Con­tral­to,” in evening dress, who sang the sen­ti­men­tal songs, and car­ried the sheets of mu­sic at which she nev­er looked, pleased McTeague less. Tri­na, how­ev­er, was cap­ti­vat­ed. She grew pen­sive over

			
				
					You do not love me—no;
					

					Bid me good­bye and go;
				

			

			and split her new gloves in her en­thu­si­asm when it was fin­ished.

			“Don’t you love sad mu­sic, Mac?” she mur­mured.

			Then came the two co­me­di­ans. They talked with fear­ful ra­pid­i­ty; their wit and repar­tee seemed in­ex­haustible.

			“As I was go­ing down the street yes­ter­day—”

			“Ah! as you were go­ing down the street—all right.”

			“I saw a girl at a win­dow—”

			“You saw a girl at a win­dow.”

			“And this girl she was a cork­er—”

			“Ah! as you were go­ing down the street yes­ter­day you saw a girl at a win­dow, and this girl she was a cork­er. All right, go on.”

			The oth­er co­me­di­an went on. The joke was sud­den­ly evolved. A cer­tain phrase led to a song, which was sung with light­ning ra­pid­i­ty, each per­former mak­ing pre­cise­ly the same ges­tures at pre­cise­ly the same in­stant. They were ir­re­sistible. McTeague, though he caught but a third of the jokes, could have lis­tened all night.

			Af­ter the co­me­di­ans had gone out, the iron ad­ver­tise­ment cur­tain was let down.

			“What comes now?” said McTeague, be­wil­dered.

			“It’s the in­ter­mis­sion of fif­teen min­utes now.”

			The mu­si­cians dis­ap­peared through the rab­bit hutch, and the au­di­ence stirred and stretched it­self. Most of the young men left their seats.

			Dur­ing this in­ter­mis­sion McTeague and his par­ty had “re­fresh­ments.” Mrs. Sieppe and Tri­na had Queen Char­lottes, McTeague drank a glass of beer, Ow­gooste ate the or­ange and one of the ba­nanas. He begged for a glass of lemon­ade, which was fi­nal­ly giv­en him.

			“Joost to geep um qui­et,” ob­served Mrs. Sieppe.

			But al­most im­me­di­ate­ly af­ter drink­ing his lemon­ade Ow­gooste was seized with a sud­den rest­less­ness. He twist­ed and wrig­gled in his seat, swing­ing his legs vi­o­lent­ly, look­ing about him with eyes full of a vague dis­tress. At length, just as the mu­si­cians were re­turn­ing, he stood up and whis­pered en­er­get­i­cal­ly in his moth­er’s ear. Mrs. Sieppe was ex­as­per­at­ed at once.

			“No, no,” she cried, re­seat­ing him brusque­ly.

			The per­for­mance was re­sumed. A light­ning artist ap­peared, draw­ing car­i­ca­tures and por­traits with in­cred­i­ble swift­ness. He even went so far as to ask for sub­jects from the au­di­ence, and the names of prom­i­nent men were shout­ed to him from the gallery. He drew por­traits of the Pres­i­dent, of Grant, of Wash­ing­ton, of Napoleon Bona­parte, of Bis­mar­ck, of Garibal­di, of P. T. Bar­num.

			And so the evening passed. The hall grew very hot, and the smoke of in­nu­mer­able cigars made the eyes smart. A thick blue mist hung low over the heads of the au­di­ence. The air was full of var­ied smells—the smell of stale cigars, of flat beer, of or­ange peel, of gas, of sa­chet pow­ders, and of cheap per­fumery.

			One “artist” af­ter an­oth­er came up­on the stage. McTeague’s at­ten­tion nev­er wan­dered for a minute. Tri­na and her moth­er en­joyed them­selves huge­ly. At ev­ery mo­ment they made com­ments to one an­oth­er, their eyes nev­er leav­ing the stage.

			“Ain’t dot fool joost too fun­ny?”

			“That’s a pret­ty song. Don’t you like that kind of a song?”

			“Won­der­ful! It’s won­der­ful! Yes, yes, won­der­ful! That’s the word.”

			Ow­gooste, how­ev­er, lost in­ter­est. He stood up in his place, his back to the stage, chew­ing a piece of or­ange peel and watch­ing a lit­tle girl in her fa­ther’s lap across the aisle, his eyes fixed in a glassy, ox-like stare. But he was un­easy. He danced from one foot to the oth­er, and at in­ter­vals ap­pealed in hoarse whis­pers to his moth­er, who dis­dained an an­swer.

			“Ma, say, ma-ah,” he whined, ab­stract­ed­ly chew­ing his or­ange peel, star­ing at the lit­tle girl.

			“Ma-ah, say, ma.” At times his mo­not­o­nous plaint reached his moth­er’s con­scious­ness. She sud­den­ly re­al­ized what this was that was an­noy­ing her.

			“Ow­gooste, will you sit down?” She caught him up all at once, and jammed him down in­to his place. “Be qui­et, den; loog; lis­tun at der yunge girls.”

			Three young wom­en and a young man who played a zither oc­cu­pied the stage. They were dressed in Ty­rolese cos­tume; they were yo­dlers, and sang in Ger­man about “moun­tain tops” and “bold hunters” and the like. The yo­dling cho­rus was a mar­vel of flute-like mod­u­la­tions. The girls were re­al­ly pret­ty, and were not made up in the least. Their “turn” had a great suc­cess. Mrs. Sieppe was en­tranced. In­stant­ly she re­mem­bered her girl­hood and her na­tive Swiss vil­lage.

			“Ach, dot is heavun­ly; joost like der old coun­try. Mein gran’mut­ter used to be one of der mos’ fa­mous yo­dlers. When I was lee­dle, I haf seen dem joost like dat.”

			“Ma-ah,” be­gan Ow­gooste fret­ful­ly, as soon as the yo­dlers had de­part­ed. He could not keep still an in­stant; he twist­ed from side to side, swing­ing his legs with in­cred­i­ble swift­ness.

			“Ma-ah, I want to go ho-ome.”

			“Pe­have!” ex­claimed his moth­er, shak­ing him by the arm; “loog, der lee­dle girl is watchun you. Dis is der last dime I take you to der blay, you see.”

			“I don’t ca-are; I’m sleepy.” At length, to their great re­lief, he went to sleep, his head against his moth­er’s arm.

			The kine­to­scope fair­ly took their breaths away.

			“What will they do next?” ob­served Tri­na, in amaze­ment. “Ain’t that won­der­ful, Mac?”

			McTeague was awestruck.

			“Look at that horse move his head,” he cried ex­cit­ed­ly, quite car­ried away. “Look at that ca­ble car com­ing—and the man go­ing across the street. See, here comes a truck. Well, I nev­er in all my life! What would Mar­cus say to this?”

			“It’s all a drick!” ex­claimed Mrs. Sieppe, with sud­den con­vic­tion. “I ain’t no fool; dot’s nothun but a drick.”

			“Well, of course, mam­ma,” ex­claimed Tri­na, “it’s—”

			But Mrs. Sieppe put her head in the air.

			“I’m too old to be fooled,” she per­sist­ed. “It’s a drick.” Noth­ing more could be got out of her than this.

			The par­ty stayed to the very end of the show, though the kine­to­scope was the last num­ber but one on the pro­gramme, and ful­ly half the au­di­ence left im­me­di­ate­ly af­ter­ward. How­ev­er, while the un­for­tu­nate Irish co­me­di­an went through his “act” to the backs of the de­part­ing peo­ple, Mrs. Sieppe woke Ow­gooste, very cross and sleepy, and be­gan get­ting her “things to­geth­er.” As soon as he was awake Ow­gooste be­gan fid­get­ing again.

			“Save der bro­gramme, Tri­na,” whis­pered Mrs. Sieppe. “Take ut home to pop­per. Where is der hat of Ow­gooste? Haf you got mein hand­ker­chief, Tri­na?”

			But at this mo­ment a dread­ful ac­ci­dent hap­pened to Ow­gooste; his dis­tress reached its cli­max; his for­ti­tude col­lapsed. What a mis­ery! It was a ver­i­ta­ble catas­tro­phe, de­plorable, lam­en­ta­ble, a thing be­yond words! For a mo­ment he gazed wild­ly about him, help­less and pet­ri­fied with as­ton­ish­ment and ter­ror. Then his grief found ut­ter­ance, and the clos­ing strains of the or­ches­tra were min­gled with a pro­longed wail of in­fi­nite sad­ness.

			“Ow­gooste, what is ut?” cried his moth­er eye­ing him with dawn­ing sus­pi­cion; then sud­den­ly, “What haf you done? You haf ru­in your new Vauntleroy gos­tume!” Her face blazed; with­out more ado she smacked him sound­ly. Then it was that Ow­gooste touched the lim­it of his mis­ery, his un­hap­pi­ness, his hor­ri­ble dis­com­fort; his ut­ter wretched­ness was com­plete. He filled the air with his dole­ful out­cries. The more he was smacked and shak­en, the loud­er he wept.

			“What—what is the mat­ter?” in­quired McTeague.

			Tri­na’s face was scar­let. “Noth­ing, noth­ing,” she ex­claimed hasti­ly, look­ing away. “Come, we must be go­ing. It’s about over.” The end of the show and the break­ing up of the au­di­ence tid­ed over the em­bar­rass­ment of the mo­ment.

			The par­ty filed out at the tail end of the au­di­ence. Al­ready the lights were be­ing ex­tin­guished and the ush­ers spread­ing drugget­ing over the up­hol­stered seats.

			McTeague and the Sieppes took an up­town car that would bring them near Polk Street. The car was crowd­ed; McTeague and Ow­gooste were obliged to stand. The lit­tle boy fret­ted to be tak­en in his moth­er’s lap, but Mrs. Sieppe em­phat­i­cal­ly re­fused.

			On their way home they dis­cussed the per­for­mance.

			“I—I like best der yo­dlers.”

			“Ah, the soloist was the best—the la­dy who sang those sad songs.”

			“Wasn’t—wasn’t that mag­ic lantern won­der­ful, where the fig­ures moved? Won­der­ful—ah, won­der­ful! And wasn’t that first act fun­ny, where the fel­low fell down all the time? And that mu­si­cal act, and the fel­low with the burnt-cork face who played ‘Near­er, My God, to Thee’ on the beer bot­tles.”

			They got off at Polk Street and walked up a block to the flat. The street was dark and emp­ty; op­po­site the flat, in the back of the de­sert­ed mar­ket, the ducks and geese were call­ing per­sis­tent­ly.

			As they were buy­ing their tamales from the half-breed Mex­i­can at the street cor­ner, McTeague ob­served:

			“Mar­cus ain’t gone to bed yet. See, there’s a light in his win­dow. There!” he ex­claimed at once, “I for­got the doorkey. Well, Mar­cus can let us in.”

			Hard­ly had he rung the bell at the street door of the flat when the bolt was shot back. In the hall at the top of the long, nar­row stair­case there was the sound of a great scur­ry­ing. Maria Maca­pa stood there, her hand up­on the rope that drew the bolt; Mar­cus was at her side; Old Gran­nis was in the back­ground, look­ing over their shoul­ders; while lit­tle Miss Bak­er leant over the ban­is­ters, a strange man in a drab over­coat at her side. As McTeague’s par­ty stepped in­to the door­way a half-dozen voic­es cried:

			“Yes, it’s them.”

			“Is that you, Mac?”

			“Is that you, Miss Sieppe?”

			“Is your name Tri­na Sieppe?”

			Then, shriller than all the rest, Maria Maca­pa screamed:

			“Oh, Miss Sieppe, come up here quick. Your lot­tery tick­et has won five thou­sand dol­lars!”

		
	
		
			VII

			“What non­sense!” an­swered Tri­na.

			“Ach Gott! What is ut?” cried Mrs. Sieppe, mis­un­der­stand­ing, sup­pos­ing a calami­ty.

			“What—what—what,” stam­mered the den­tist, con­fused by the lights, the crowd­ed stair­way, the med­ley of voic­es. The par­ty reached the land­ing. The oth­ers sur­round­ed them. Mar­cus alone seemed to rise to the oc­ca­sion.

			“Le’ me be the first to con­grat­u­late you,” he cried, catch­ing Tri­na’s hand. Ev­ery one was talk­ing at once.

			“Miss Sieppe, Miss Sieppe, your tick­et has won five thou­sand dol­lars,” cried Maria. “Don’t you re­mem­ber the lot­tery tick­et I sold you in Doc­tor McTeague’s of­fice?”

			“Tri­na!” al­most screamed her moth­er. “Five tausend thalers! five tausend thalers! If pop­per were on­ly here!”

			“What is it—what is it?” ex­claimed McTeague, rolling his eyes.

			“What are you go­ing to do with it, Tri­na?” in­quired Mar­cus.

			“You’re a rich wom­an, my dear,” said Miss Bak­er, her lit­tle false curls quiv­er­ing with ex­cite­ment, “and I’m glad for your sake. Let me kiss you. To think I was in the room when you bought the tick­et!”

			“Oh, oh!” in­ter­rupt­ed Tri­na, shak­ing her head, “there is a mis­take. There must be. Why—why should I win five thou­sand dol­lars? It’s non­sense!”

			“No mis­take, no mis­take,” screamed Maria. “Your num­ber was 400,012. Here it is in the pa­per this evening. I re­mem­ber it well, be­cause I keep an ac­count.”

			“But I know you’re wrong,” an­swered Tri­na, be­gin­ning to trem­ble in spite of her­self. “Why should I win?”

			“Eh? Why shouldn’t you?” cried her moth­er.

			In fact, why shouldn’t she? The idea sud­den­ly oc­curred to Tri­na. Af­ter all, it was not a ques­tion of ef­fort or mer­it on her part. Why should she sup­pose a mis­take? What if it were true, this won­der­ful fil­lip of for­tune strik­ing in there like some chance-driv­en bolt?

			“Oh, do you think so?” she gasped.

			The stranger in the drab over­coat came for­ward.

			“It’s the agent,” cried two or three voic­es, si­mul­ta­ne­ous­ly.

			“I guess you’re one of the lucky ones, Miss Sieppe,” he said. “I sup­pose you have kept your tick­et.”

			“Yes, yes; four three oughts twelve—I re­mem­ber.”

			“That’s right,” ad­mit­ted the oth­er. “Present your tick­et at the lo­cal branch of­fice as soon as pos­si­ble—the ad­dress is print­ed on the back of the tick­et—and you’ll re­ceive a check on our bank for five thou­sand dol­lars. Your num­ber will have to be ver­i­fied on our of­fi­cial list, but there’s hard­ly a chance of a mis­take. I con­grat­u­late you.”

			All at once a great shrill of glad­ness surged up in Tri­na. She was to pos­sess five thou­sand dol­lars. She was car­ried away with the joy of her good for­tune, a nat­u­ral, spon­ta­neous joy—the gai­ety of a child with a new and won­der­ful toy.

			“Oh, I’ve won, I’ve won, I’ve won!” she cried, clap­ping her hands. “Mam­ma, think of it. I’ve won five thou­sand dol­lars, just by buy­ing a tick­et. Mac, what do you say to that? I’ve got five thou­sand dol­lars. Au­gust, do you hear what’s hap­pened to sis­ter?”

			“Kiss your mom­mer, Tri­na,” sud­den­ly com­mand­ed Mrs. Sieppe. “What efer will you do mit all dose mon­ey, eh, Tri­na?”

			“Huh!” ex­claimed Mar­cus. “Get mar­ried on it for one thing.” There­at they all shout­ed with laugh­ter. McTeague grinned, and looked about sheep­ish­ly. “Talk about luck,” mut­tered Mar­cus, shak­ing his head at the den­tist; then sud­den­ly he added:

			“Well, are we go­ing to stay talk­ing out here in the hall all night? Can’t we all come in­to your Par­lors, Mac?”

			“Sure, sure,” ex­claimed McTeague, hasti­ly un­lock­ing his door.

			“Efery bot­ty gome,” cried Mrs. Sieppe, ge­nial­ly. “Ain’t ut so, Dok­tor?”

			“Ev­ery­body,” re­peat­ed the den­tist. “There’s—there’s some beer.”

			“We’ll cel­e­brate, by damn!” ex­claimed Mar­cus. “It ain’t ev­ery day you win five thou­sand dol­lars. It’s on­ly Sun­days and le­gal hol­i­days.” Again he set the com­pa­ny off in­to a gale of laugh­ter. Any­thing was fun­ny at a time like this. In some way ev­ery one of them felt elat­ed. The wheel of for­tune had come spin­ning close to them. They were near to this great sum of mon­ey. It was as though they too had won.

			“Here’s right where I sat when I bought that tick­et,” cried Tri­na, af­ter they had come in­to the Par­lors, and Mar­cus had lit the gas. “Right here in this chair.” She sat down in one of the rigid chairs un­der the steel en­grav­ing. “And, Mar­cus, you sat here—”

			“And I was just get­ting out of the op­er­at­ing chair,” in­ter­posed Miss Bak­er.

			“Yes, yes. That’s so; and you,” con­tin­ued Tri­na, point­ing to Maria, “came up and said, ‘Buy a tick­et in the lot­tery; just a dol­lar.’ Oh, I re­mem­ber it just as plain as though it was yes­ter­day, and I wasn’t go­ing to at first—”

			“And don’t you know I told Maria it was against the law?”

			“Yes, I re­mem­ber, and then I gave her a dol­lar and put the tick­et in my pock­et­book. It’s in my pock­et­book now at home in the top draw­er of my bu­reau—oh, sup­pose it should be stolen now,” she sud­den­ly ex­claimed.

			“It’s worth big mon­ey now,” as­sert­ed Mar­cus.

			“Five thou­sand dol­lars. Who would have thought it? It’s won­der­ful.” Ev­ery­body start­ed and turned. It was McTeague. He stood in the mid­dle of the floor, wag­ging his huge head. He seemed to have just re­al­ized what had hap­pened.

			“Yes, sir, five thou­sand dol­lars!” ex­claimed Mar­cus, with a sud­den un­ac­count­able mirth­less­ness. “Five thou­sand dol­lars! Do you get on to that? Cousin Tri­na and you will be rich peo­ple.”

			“At six per­cent, that’s twen­ty-five dol­lars a month,” haz­ard­ed the agent.

			“Think of it. Think of it,” mut­tered McTeague. He went aim­less­ly about the room, his eyes wide, his enor­mous hands dan­gling.

			“A cousin of mine won forty dol­lars once,” ob­served Miss Bak­er. “But he spent ev­ery cent of it buy­ing more tick­ets, and nev­er won any­thing.”

			Then the rem­i­nis­cences be­gan. Maria told about the butch­er on the next block who had won twen­ty dol­lars the last draw­ing. Mrs. Sieppe knew a gas­fit­ter in Oak­land who had won sev­er­al times; once a hun­dred dol­lars. Lit­tle Miss Bak­er an­nounced that she had al­ways be­lieved that lot­ter­ies were wrong; but, just the same, five thou­sand was five thou­sand.

			“It’s all right when you win, ain’t it, Miss Bak­er?” ob­served Mar­cus, with a cer­tain sar­casm. What was the mat­ter with Mar­cus? At mo­ments he seemed sin­gu­lar­ly out of tem­per.

			But the agent was full of sto­ries. He told his ex­pe­ri­ences, the leg­ends and myths that had grown up around the his­to­ry of the lot­tery; he told of the poor news­boy with a dy­ing moth­er to sup­port who had drawn a prize of fif­teen thou­sand; of the man who was driv­en to sui­cide through want, but who held (had he but known it) the num­ber that two days af­ter his death drew the cap­i­tal prize of thir­ty thou­sand dol­lars; of the lit­tle milliner who for ten years had played the lot­tery with­out suc­cess, and who had one day de­clared that she would buy but one more tick­et and then give up try­ing, and of how this last tick­et had brought her a for­tune up­on which she could re­tire; of tick­ets that had been lost or de­stroyed, and whose num­bers had won fab­u­lous sums at the draw­ing; of crim­i­nals, driv­en to vice by pover­ty, and who had re­formed af­ter win­ning com­pe­ten­cies; of gam­blers who played the lot­tery as they would play a faro bank, turn­ing in their win­nings again as soon as made, buy­ing thou­sands of tick­ets all over the coun­try; of su­per­sti­tions as to ter­mi­nal and ini­tial num­bers, and as to lucky days of pur­chase; of mar­vel­lous co­in­ci­dences—three cap­i­tal prizes drawn con­sec­u­tive­ly by the same town; a tick­et bought by a mil­lion­aire and giv­en to his boot­black, who won a thou­sand dol­lars up­on it; the same num­ber win­ning the same amount an in­def­i­nite num­ber of times; and so on to in­fin­i­ty. In­vari­ably it was the needy who won, the des­ti­tute and starv­ing woke to wealth and plen­ty, the vir­tu­ous toil­er sud­den­ly found his re­ward in a tick­et bought at a haz­ard; the lot­tery was a great char­i­ty, the friend of the peo­ple, a vast benef­i­cent ma­chine that rec­og­nized nei­ther rank nor wealth nor sta­tion.

			The com­pa­ny be­gan to be very gay. Chairs and ta­bles were brought in from the ad­join­ing rooms, and Maria was sent out for more beer and tamales, and al­so com­mis­sioned to buy a bot­tle of wine and some cake for Miss Bak­er, who ab­horred beer.

			The Den­tal Par­lors were in great con­fu­sion. Emp­ty beer bot­tles stood on the mov­able rack where the in­stru­ments were kept; plates and nap­kins were up­on the seat of the op­er­at­ing chair and up­on the stand of shelves in the cor­ner, side by side with the con­certi­na and the vol­umes of Allen’s Prac­ti­cal Den­tist. The ca­nary woke and chit­tered cross­ly, his feath­ers puffed out; the husks of tamales lit­tered the floor; the stone pug dog sit­ting be­fore the lit­tle stove stared at the un­usu­al scene, his glass eyes start­ing from their sock­ets.

			They drank and feast­ed in im­promp­tu fash­ion. Mar­cus Schouler as­sumed the of­fice of mas­ter of cer­e­monies; he was in a lath­er of ex­cite­ment, rush­ing about here and there, open­ing beer bot­tles, serv­ing the tamales, slap­ping McTeague up­on the back, laugh­ing and jok­ing con­tin­u­al­ly. He made McTeague sit at the head of the ta­ble, with Tri­na at his right and the agent at his left; he—when he sat down at all—oc­cu­pied the foot, Maria Maca­pa at his left, while next to her was Mrs. Sieppe, op­po­site Miss Bak­er. Ow­gooste had been put to bed up­on the bed-lounge.

			“Where’s Old Gran­nis?” sud­den­ly ex­claimed Mar­cus. Sure enough, where had the old En­glish­man gone? He had been there at first.

			“I called him down with ev­ery­body else,” cried Maria Maca­pa, “as soon as I saw in the pa­per that Miss Sieppe had won. We all came down to Mr. Schouler’s room and wait­ed for you to come home. I think he must have gone back to his room. I’ll bet you’ll find him sewing up his books.”

			“No, no,” ob­served Miss Bak­er, “not at this hour.”

			Ev­i­dent­ly the timid old gen­tle­man had tak­en ad­van­tage of the con­fu­sion to slip un­ob­tru­sive­ly away.

			“I’ll go bring him down,” shout­ed Mar­cus; “he’s got to join us.”

			Miss Bak­er was in great ag­i­ta­tion.

			“I—I hard­ly think you’d bet­ter,” she mur­mured; “he—he—I don’t think he drinks beer.”

			“He takes his amuse­ment in sewin’ up books,” cried Maria.

			Mar­cus brought him down, nev­er­the­less, hav­ing found him just pre­par­ing for bed.

			“I—I must apol­o­gize,” stam­mered Old Gran­nis, as he stood in the door­way. “I had not quite ex­pect­ed—I—find—find my­self a lit­tle un­pre­pared.” He was with­out col­lar and cra­vat, ow­ing to Mar­cus Schouler’s pre­cip­i­tate haste. He was an­noyed be­yond words that Miss Bak­er saw him thus. Could any­thing be more em­bar­rass­ing?

			Old Gran­nis was in­tro­duced to Mrs. Sieppe and to Tri­na as Mar­cus’s em­ploy­er. They shook hands solemn­ly.

			“I don’t be­lieve that he an’ Miss Bak­er have ev­er been in­tro­duced,” cried Maria Maca­pa, shril­ly, “an’ they’ve been livin’ side by side for years.”

			The two old peo­ple were speech­less, avoid­ing each oth­er’s gaze. It had come at last; they were to know each oth­er, to talk to­geth­er, to touch each oth­er’s hands.

			Mar­cus brought Old Gran­nis around the ta­ble to lit­tle Miss Bak­er, drag­ging him by the coat sleeve, ex­claim­ing: “Well, I thought you two peo­ple knew each oth­er long ago. Miss Bak­er, this is Mr. Gran­nis; Mr. Gran­nis, this is Miss Bak­er.” Nei­ther spoke. Like two lit­tle chil­dren they faced each oth­er, awk­ward, con­strained, tongue-tied with em­bar­rass­ment. Then Miss Bak­er put out her hand shy­ly. Old Gran­nis touched it for an in­stant and let it fall.

			“Now you know each oth­er,” cried Mar­cus, “and it’s about time.” For the first time their eyes met; Old Gran­nis trem­bled a lit­tle, putting his hand un­cer­tain­ly to his chin. Miss Bak­er flushed ev­er so slight­ly, but Maria Maca­pa passed sud­den­ly be­tween them, car­ry­ing a half emp­ty beer bot­tle. The two old peo­ple fell back from one an­oth­er, Miss Bak­er re­sum­ing her seat.

			“Here’s a place for you over here, Mr. Gran­nis,” cried Mar­cus, mak­ing room for him at his side. Old Gran­nis slipped in­to the chair, with­draw­ing at once from the com­pa­ny’s no­tice. He stared fixed­ly at his plate and did not speak again. Old Miss Bak­er be­gan to talk vol­ubly across the ta­ble to Mrs. Sieppe about hot­house flow­ers and med­i­cat­ed flan­nels.

			It was in the midst of this lit­tle im­promp­tu sup­per that the en­gage­ment of Tri­na and the den­tist was an­nounced. In a pause in the chat­ter of con­ver­sa­tion Mrs. Sieppe leaned for­ward and, speak­ing to the agent, said:

			“Vell, you know al­so my daugh­ter Tri­na get mar­ried bret­ty soon. She and der den­tist, Dok­tor McTeague, eh, yes?”

			There was a gen­er­al ex­cla­ma­tion.

			“I thought so all along,” cried Miss Bak­er, ex­cit­ed­ly. “The first time I saw them to­geth­er I said, ‘What a pair!’ ”

			“De­light­ful!” ex­claimed the agent, “to be mar­ried and win a snug lit­tle for­tune at the same time.”

			“So—So,” mur­mured Old Gran­nis, nod­ding at his plate.

			“Good luck to you,” cried Maria.

			“He’s lucky enough al­ready,” growled Mar­cus un­der his breath, re­laps­ing for a mo­ment in­to one of those strange moods of sul­len­ness which had marked him through­out the evening.

			Tri­na flushed crim­son, draw­ing shy­ly near­er her moth­er. McTeague grinned from ear to ear, look­ing around from one to an­oth­er, ex­claim­ing “Huh! Huh!”

			But the agent rose to his feet, a new­ly filled beer glass in his hand. He was a man of the world, this agent. He knew life. He was suave and easy. A di­a­mond was on his lit­tle fin­ger.

			“Ladies and gen­tle­men,” he be­gan. There was an in­stant si­lence. “This is in­deed a hap­py oc­ca­sion. I—I am glad to be here tonight; to be a wit­ness to such good for­tune; to par­take in these—in this cel­e­bra­tion. Why, I feel al­most as glad as if I had held four three oughts twelve my­self; as if the five thou­sand were mine in­stead of be­long­ing to our charm­ing host­ess. The good wish­es of my hum­ble self go out to Miss Sieppe in this mo­ment of her good for­tune, and I think—in fact, I am sure I can speak for the great in­sti­tu­tion, the great com­pa­ny I rep­re­sent. The com­pa­ny con­grat­u­lates Miss Sieppe. We—they—ah—They wish her ev­ery hap­pi­ness her new for­tune can pro­cure her. It has been my du­ty, my—ah—cheer­ful du­ty to call up­on the win­ners of large prizes and to of­fer the fe­lic­i­ta­tion of the com­pa­ny. I have, in my ex­pe­ri­ence, called up­on many such; but nev­er have I seen for­tune so hap­pi­ly be­stowed as in this case. The com­pa­ny have dow­ered the prospec­tive bride. I am sure I but echo the sen­ti­ments of this as­sem­bly when I wish all joy and hap­pi­ness to this hap­py pair, hap­py in the pos­ses­sion of a snug lit­tle for­tune, and hap­py—hap­py in—” he fin­ished with a sud­den in­spi­ra­tion—“in the pos­ses­sion of each oth­er; I drink to the health, wealth, and hap­pi­ness of the fu­ture bride and groom. Let us drink stand­ing up.” They drank with en­thu­si­asm. Mar­cus was car­ried away with the ex­cite­ment of the mo­ment.

			“Ou­ta sight, ou­ta sight,” he vo­cif­er­at­ed, clap­ping his hands. “Very well said. To the health of the bride. McTeague, McTeague, speech, speech!”

			In an in­stant the whole ta­ble was clam­or­ing for the den­tist to speak. McTeague was ter­ri­fied; he gripped the ta­ble with both hands, look­ing wild­ly about him.

			“Speech, speech!” shout­ed Mar­cus, run­ning around the ta­ble and en­deav­or­ing to drag McTeague up.

			“No—no—no,” mut­tered the oth­er. “No speech.” The com­pa­ny rat­tled up­on the ta­ble with their beer glass­es, in­sist­ing up­on a speech. McTeague set­tled ob­sti­nate­ly in­to his chair, very red in the face, shak­ing his head en­er­get­i­cal­ly.

			“Ah, go on!” he ex­claimed; “no speech.”

			“Ah, get up and say somethun, any­how,” per­sist­ed Mar­cus; “you ought to do it. It’s the prop­er ca­per.”

			McTeague heaved him­self up; there was a burst of ap­plause; he looked slow­ly about him, then sud­den­ly sat down again, shak­ing his head hope­less­ly.

			“Oh, go on, Mac,” cried Tri­na.

			“Get up, say somethun, any­how,” cried Mar­cus, tug­ging at his arm; “you got to.”

			Once more McTeague rose to his feet.

			“Huh!” he ex­claimed, look­ing steadi­ly at the ta­ble. Then he be­gan:

			“I don’ know what to say—I—I—I ain’t nev­er made a speech be­fore; I—I ain’t nev­er made a speech be­fore. But I’m glad Tri­na’s won the prize—”

			“Yes, I’ll bet you are,” mut­tered Mar­cus.

			“I—I—I’m glad Tri­na’s won, and I—I want to—I want to—I want to—want to say that—you’re—all—wel­come, an’ drink hearty, an’ I’m much obliged to the agent. Tri­na and I are goin’ to be mar­ried, an’ I’m glad ev­ery­body’s here tonight, an’ you’re—all—wel­come, an’ drink hearty, an’ I hope you’ll come again, an’ you’re al­ways wel­come—an’—I—an’—an’—That’s—about—all—I—got­ta say.” He sat down, wip­ing his fore­head, amidst tremen­dous ap­plause.

			Soon af­ter that the com­pa­ny pushed back from the ta­ble and re­laxed in­to cou­ples and groups. The men, with the ex­cep­tion of Old Gran­nis, be­gan to smoke, the smell of their to­bac­co min­gling with the odors of ether, cre­osote, and stale bed­ding, which per­vad­ed the Par­lors. Soon the win­dows had to be low­ered from the top. Mrs. Sieppe and old Miss Bak­er sat to­geth­er in the bay win­dow ex­chang­ing con­fi­dences. Miss Bak­er had turned back the over­skirt of her dress; a plate of cake was in her lap; from time to time she sipped her wine with the del­i­ca­cy of a white cat. The two wom­en were much in­ter­est­ed in each oth­er. Miss Bak­er told Mrs. Sieppe all about Old Gran­nis, not for­get­ting the fic­tion of the ti­tle and the un­just step­fa­ther.

			“He’s quite a per­son­age re­al­ly,” said Miss Bak­er.

			Mrs. Sieppe led the con­ver­sa­tion around to her chil­dren. “Ach, Tri­na is sudge a goote girl,” she said; “al­ways gay, yes, und sing from mor­gen to night. Und Ow­gooste, he is soh smart al­so, yes, eh? He has der ge­nius for ma­chines, al­ways mak­ing somethun mit wheels und sbrings.”

			“Ah, if—if—I had chil­dren,” mur­mured the lit­tle old maid a tri­fle wist­ful­ly, “one would have been a sailor; he would have be­gun as a mid­ship­man on my broth­er’s ship; in time he would have been an of­fi­cer. The oth­er would have been a land­scape gar­den­er.”

			“Oh, Mac!” ex­claimed Tri­na, look­ing up in­to the den­tist’s face, “think of all this mon­ey com­ing to us just at this very mo­ment. Isn’t it won­der­ful? Don’t it kind of scare you?”

			“Won­der­ful, won­der­ful!” mut­tered McTeague, shak­ing his head. “Let’s buy a lot of tick­ets,” he added, struck with an idea.

			“Now, that’s how you can al­ways tell a good cigar,” ob­served the agent to Mar­cus as the two sat smok­ing at the end of the ta­ble. “The light end should be rolled to a point.”

			“Ah, the Chi­nese cigar-mak­ers,” cried Mar­cus, in a pas­sion, bran­dish­ing his fist. “It’s them as is ru­in­ing the cause of white la­bor. They are, they are for a fact. Ah, the rat-eaters! Ah, the white-liv­ered curs!”

			Over in the cor­ner, by the stand of shelves, Old Gran­nis was lis­ten­ing to Maria Maca­pa. The Mex­i­can wom­an had been vi­o­lent­ly stirred over Tri­na’s sud­den wealth; Maria’s mind had gone back to her younger days. She leaned for­ward, her el­bows on her knees, her chin in her hands, her eyes wide and fixed. Old Gran­nis lis­tened to her at­ten­tive­ly.

			“There wa’n’t a piece that was so much as scratched,” Maria was say­ing. “Ev­ery piece was just like a mir­ror, smooth and bright; oh, bright as a lit­tle sun. Such a ser­vice as that was—plat­ters and soup tureens and an im­mense big punch­bowl. Five thou­sand dol­lars, what does that amount to? Why, that punch-bowl alone was worth a for­tune.”

			“What a won­der­ful sto­ry!” ex­claimed Old Gran­nis, nev­er for an in­stant doubt­ing its truth. “And it’s all lost now, you say?”

			“Lost, lost,” re­peat­ed Maria.

			“Tut, tut! What a pity! What a pity!”

			Sud­den­ly the agent rose and broke out with:

			“Well, I must be go­ing, if I’m to get any car.”

			He shook hands with ev­ery­body, of­fered a part­ing cigar to Mar­cus, con­grat­u­lat­ed McTeague and Tri­na a last time, and bowed him­self out.

			“What an el­e­gant gen­tle­man,” com­ment­ed Miss Bak­er.

			“Ah,” said Mar­cus, nod­ding his head, “there’s a man of the world for you. Right on to him­self, by damn!”

			The com­pa­ny broke up.

			“Come along, Mac,” cried Mar­cus; “we’re to sleep with the dogs tonight, you know.”

			The two friends said “Good night” all around and de­part­ed for the lit­tle dog hos­pi­tal.

			Old Gran­nis hur­ried to his room furtive­ly, ter­ri­fied lest he should again be brought face to face with Miss Bak­er. He bolt­ed him­self in and lis­tened un­til he heard her foot in the hall and the soft clos­ing of her door. She was there close be­side him; as one might say, in the same room; for he, too, had made the dis­cov­ery as to the sim­i­lar­i­ty of the wall­pa­per. At long in­ter­vals he could hear a faint rustling as she moved about. What an evening that had been for him! He had met her, had spo­ken to her, had touched her hand; he was in a tremor of ex­cite­ment. In a like man­ner the lit­tle old dress­mak­er lis­tened and quiv­ered. He was there in that same room which they shared in com­mon, sep­a­rat­ed on­ly by the thinnest board par­ti­tion. He was think­ing of her, she was al­most sure of it. They were strangers no longer; they were ac­quain­tances, friends. What an event that evening had been in their lives!

			Late as it was, Miss Bak­er brewed a cup of tea and sat down in her rock­ing chair close to the par­ti­tion; she rocked gen­tly, sip­ping her tea, calm­ing her­self af­ter the emo­tions of that won­der­ful evening.

			Old Gran­nis heard the clink­ing of the tea things and smelt the faint odor of the tea. It seemed to him a sig­nal, an in­vi­ta­tion. He drew his chair close to his side of the par­ti­tion, be­fore his work­table. A pile of half-bound “Na­tions” was in the lit­tle bind­ing ap­pa­ra­tus; he thread­ed his huge up­hol­ster­er’s nee­dle with stout twine and set to work.

			It was their tête-à-tête. In­stinc­tive­ly they felt each oth­er’s pres­ence, felt each oth­er’s thought com­ing to them through the thin par­ti­tion. It was charm­ing; they were per­fect­ly hap­py. There in the still­ness that set­tled over the flat in the half hour af­ter mid­night the two old peo­ple “kept com­pa­ny,” en­joy­ing af­ter their fash­ion their lit­tle ro­mance that had come so late in­to the lives of each.

			On the way to her room in the gar­ret Maria Maca­pa paused un­der the sin­gle gas-jet that burned at the top of the well of the stair­case; she as­sured her­self that she was alone, and then drew from her pock­et one of McTeague’s “tapes” of non-co­he­sive gold. It was the most valu­able steal she had ev­er yet made in the den­tist’s Par­lors. She told her­self that it was worth at least a cou­ple of dol­lars. Sud­den­ly an idea oc­curred to her, and she went hasti­ly to a win­dow at the end of the hall, and, shad­ing her face with both hands, looked down in­to the lit­tle al­ley just back of the flat. On some nights Zerkow, the red­head­ed Pol­ish Jew, sat up late, tak­ing ac­count of the week’s rag­pick­ing. There was a dim light in his win­dow now.

			Maria went to her room, threw a shawl around her head, and de­scend­ed in­to the lit­tle back yard of the flat by the back stairs. As she let her­self out of the back gate in­to the al­ley, Alexan­der, Mar­cus’s Irish set­ter, woke sud­den­ly with a gruff bark. The col­lie who lived on the oth­er side of the fence, in the back yard of the branch post-of­fice, an­swered with a snarl. Then in an in­stant the end­less feud be­tween the two dogs was re­sumed. They dragged their re­spec­tive ken­nels to the fence, and through the cracks raged at each oth­er in a fren­zy of hate; their teeth snapped and gleamed; the hack­les on their backs rose and stiff­ened. Their hideous clam­or could have been heard for blocks around. What a mas­sacre should the two ev­er meet!

			Mean­while, Maria was knock­ing at Zerkow’s mis­er­able hov­el.

			“Who is it? Who is it?” cried the rag­pick­er from with­in, in his hoarse voice, that was half whis­per, start­ing ner­vous­ly, and sweep­ing a hand­ful of sil­ver in­to his draw­er.

			“It’s me, Maria Maca­pa;” then in a low­er voice, and as if speak­ing to her­self, “had a fly­ing squir­rel an’ let him go.”

			“Ah, Maria,” cried Zerkow, ob­se­quious­ly open­ing the door. “Come in, come in, my girl; you’re al­ways wel­come, even as late as this. No junk, hey? But you’re wel­come for all that. You’ll have a drink, won’t you?” He led her in­to his back room and got down the whiskey bot­tle and the bro­ken red tum­bler.

			Af­ter the two had drunk to­geth­er Maria pro­duced the gold “tape.” Zerkow’s eyes glit­tered on the in­stant. The sight of gold in­vari­ably sent a qualm all through him; try as he would, he could not re­press it. His fin­gers trem­bled and clawed at his mouth; his breath grew short.

			“Ah, ah, ah!” he ex­claimed, “give it here, give it here; give it to me, Maria. That’s a good girl, come give it to me.”

			They hag­gled as usu­al over the price, but tonight Maria was too ex­cit­ed over oth­er mat­ters to spend much time in bick­er­ing over a few cents.

			“Look here, Zerkow,” she said as soon as the trans­fer was made, “I got some­thing to tell you. A lit­tle while ago I sold a lot­tery tick­et to a girl at the flat; the draw­ing was in this evening’s pa­pers. How much do you sup­pose that girl has won?”

			“I don’t know. How much? How much?”

			“Five thou­sand dol­lars.”

			It was as though a knife had been run through the Jew; a spasm of an al­most phys­i­cal pain twist­ed his face—his en­tire body. He raised his clenched fists in­to the air, his eyes shut, his teeth gnaw­ing his lip.

			“Five thou­sand dol­lars,” he whis­pered; “five thou­sand dol­lars. For what? For noth­ing, for sim­ply buy­ing a tick­et; and I have worked so hard for it, so hard, so hard. Five thou­sand dol­lars, five thou­sand dol­lars. Oh, why couldn’t it have come to me?” he cried, his voice chok­ing, the tears start­ing to his eyes; “why couldn’t it have come to me? To come so close, so close, and yet to miss me—me who have worked for it, fought for it, starved for it, am dy­ing for it ev­ery day. Think of it, Maria, five thou­sand dol­lars, all bright, heavy pieces—”

			“Bright as a sun­set,” in­ter­rupt­ed Maria, her chin propped on her hands. “Such a glo­ry, and heavy. Yes, ev­ery piece was heavy, and it was all you could do to lift the punch-bowl. Why, that punch-bowl was worth a for­tune alone—”

			“And it rang when you hit it with your knuck­les, didn’t it?” prompt­ed Zerkow, ea­ger­ly, his lips trem­bling, his fin­gers hook­ing them­selves in­to claws.

			“Sweet­er’n any church bell,” con­tin­ued Maria.

			“Go on, go on, go on,” cried Zerkow, draw­ing his chair clos­er, and shut­ting his eyes in ec­sta­sy.

			“There were more than a hun­dred pieces, and ev­ery one of them gold—”

			“Ah, ev­ery one of them gold.”

			“You should have seen the sight when the leather trunk was opened. There wa’n’t a piece that was so much as scratched; ev­ery one was like a mir­ror, smooth and bright, pol­ished so that it looked black—you know how I mean.”

			“Oh, I know, I know,” cried Zerkow, moist­en­ing his lips.

			Then he plied her with ques­tions—ques­tions that cov­ered ev­ery de­tail of that ser­vice of plate. It was soft, wasn’t it? You could bite in­to a plate and leave a dent? The han­dles of the knives, now, were they gold, too? All the knife was made from one piece of gold, was it? And the forks the same? The in­te­ri­or of the trunk was quilt­ed, of course? Did Maria ev­er pol­ish the plates her­self? When the com­pa­ny ate off this ser­vice, it must have made a fine noise—these gold knives and forks clink­ing to­geth­er up­on these gold plates.

			“Now, let’s have it all over again, Maria,” plead­ed Zerkow. “Be­gin now with ‘There were more than a hun­dred pieces, and ev­ery one of them gold.’ Go on, be­gin, be­gin, be­gin!”

			The red­head­ed Pole was in a fever of ex­cite­ment. Maria’s recital had be­come a ver­i­ta­ble ma­nia with him. As he lis­tened, with closed eyes and trem­bling lips, he fan­cied he could see that won­der­ful plate be­fore him, there on the ta­ble, un­der his eyes, un­der his hand, pon­der­ous, mas­sive, gleam­ing. He tor­ment­ed Maria in­to a sec­ond rep­e­ti­tion of the sto­ry—in­to a third. The more his mind dwelt up­on it, the sharp­er grew his de­sire. Then, with Maria’s re­fusal to con­tin­ue the tale, came the re­ac­tion. Zerkow awoke as from some rav­ish­ing dream. The plate was gone, was ir­re­triev­ably lost. There was noth­ing in that mis­er­able room but grimy rags and rust-cor­rod­ed iron. What tor­ment! what agony! to be so near—so near, to see it in one’s dis­tort­ed fan­cy as plain as in a mir­ror. To know ev­ery in­di­vid­u­al piece as an old friend; to feel its weight; to be daz­zled by its glit­ter; to call it one’s own, own; to have it to one­self, hugged to the breast; and then to start, to wake, to come down to the hor­ri­ble re­al­i­ty.

			“And you, you had it once,” gasped Zerkow, claw­ing at her arm; “you had it once, all your own. Think of it, and now it’s gone.”

			“Gone for good and all.”

			“Per­haps it’s buried near your old place some­where.”

			“It’s gone—gone—gone,” chant­ed Maria in a mono­tone.

			Zerkow dug his nails in­to his scalp, tear­ing at his red hair.

			“Yes, yes, it’s gone, it’s gone—lost for­ev­er! Lost for­ev­er!”

			

			Mar­cus and the den­tist walked up the silent street and reached the lit­tle dog hos­pi­tal. They had hard­ly spo­ken on the way. McTeague’s brain was in a whirl; speech failed him. He was busy think­ing of the great thing that had hap­pened that night, and was try­ing to re­al­ize what its ef­fect would be up­on his life—his life and Tri­na’s. As soon as they had found them­selves in the street, Mar­cus had re­lapsed at once to a sullen si­lence, which McTeague was too ab­stract­ed to no­tice.

			They en­tered the tiny of­fice of the hos­pi­tal with its red car­pet, its gas stove, and its col­ored prints of fa­mous dogs hang­ing against the walls. In one cor­ner stood the iron bed which they were to oc­cu­py.

			“You go on an’ get to bed, Mac,” ob­served Mar­cus. “I’ll take a look at the dogs be­fore I turn in.”

			He went out­side and passed along in­to the yard, that was bound­ed on three sides by pens where the dogs were kept. A bull ter­ri­er dy­ing of gas­tri­tis rec­og­nized him and be­gan to whim­per fee­bly.

			Mar­cus paid no at­ten­tion to the dogs. For the first time that evening he was alone and could give vent to his thoughts. He took a cou­ple of turns up and down the yard, then sud­den­ly in a low voice ex­claimed:

			“You fool, you fool, Mar­cus Schouler! If you’d kept Tri­na you’d have had that mon­ey. You might have had it your­self. You’ve thrown away your chance in life—to give up the girl, yes—but this,” he stamped his foot with rage—“to throw five thou­sand dol­lars out of the win­dow—to stuff it in­to the pock­ets of some­one else, when it might have been yours, when you might have had Tri­na and the mon­ey—and all for what? Be­cause we were pals. Oh, ‘pals’ is all right—but five thou­sand dol­lars—to have played it right in­to his hands—God the damn luck!”

		
	
		
			VIII

			The next two months were de­light­ful. Tri­na and McTeague saw each oth­er reg­u­lar­ly, three times a week. The den­tist went over to B Street Sun­day and Wednes­day af­ter­noons as usu­al; but on Fri­days it was Tri­na who came to the city. She spent the morn­ing be­tween nine and twelve o’clock down town, for the most part in the cheap de­part­ment stores, do­ing the week­ly shop­ping for her­self and the fam­i­ly. At noon she took an up­town car and met McTeague at the cor­ner of Polk Street. The two lunched to­geth­er at a small up­town ho­tel just around the cor­ner on Sut­ter Street. They were giv­en a lit­tle room to them­selves. Noth­ing could have been more de­li­cious. They had but to close the slid­ing door to shut them­selves off from the whole world.

			Tri­na would ar­rive breath­less from her raids up­on the bar­gain coun­ters, her pale cheeks flushed, her hair blown about her face and in­to the cor­ners of her lips, her moth­er’s net retic­ule stuffed to burst­ing. Once in their tiny pri­vate room, she would drop in­to her chair with a lit­tle groan.

			“Oh, Mac, I am so tired; I’ve just been all over town. Oh, it’s good to sit down. Just think, I had to stand up in the car all the way, af­ter be­ing on my feet the whole blessed morn­ing. Look here what I’ve bought. Just things and things. Look, there’s some dot­ted veil­ing I got for my­self; see now, do you think it looks pret­ty?”—she spread it over her face—“and I got a box of writ­ing pa­per, and a roll of crepe pa­per to make a lamp shade for the front par­lor; and—what do you sup­pose—I saw a pair of Not­ting­ham lace cur­tains for forty-nine cents; isn’t that cheap? and some che­nille portieres for two and a half. Now what have you been do­ing since I last saw you? Did Mr. Heise fi­nal­ly get up enough courage to have his tooth pulled yet?” Tri­na took off her hat and veil and re­ar­ranged her hair be­fore the look­ing-glass.

			“No, no—not yet. I went down to the sign painter’s yes­ter­day af­ter­noon to see about that big gold tooth for a sign. It costs too much; I can’t get it yet a while. There’s two kinds, one Ger­man gilt and the oth­er French gilt; but the Ger­man gilt is no good.”

			McTeague sighed, and wagged his head. Even Tri­na and the five thou­sand dol­lars could not make him for­get this one un­sat­is­fied long­ing.

			At oth­er times they would talk at length over their plans, while Tri­na sipped her choco­late and McTeague de­voured huge chunks of but­ter­less bread. They were to be mar­ried at the end of May, and the den­tist al­ready had his eye on a cou­ple of rooms, part of the suite of a bank­rupt pho­tog­ra­pher. They were sit­u­at­ed in the flat, just back of his Par­lors, and he be­lieved the pho­tog­ra­pher would sub­let them fur­nished.

			McTeague and Tri­na had no ap­pre­hen­sions as to their fi­nances. They could be sure, in fact, of a tidy lit­tle in­come. The den­tist’s prac­tice was fair­ly good, and they could count up­on the in­ter­est of Tri­na’s five thou­sand dol­lars. To McTeague’s mind this in­ter­est seemed woe­ful­ly small. He had had un­cer­tain ideas about that five thou­sand dol­lars; had imag­ined that they would spend it in some lav­ish fash­ion; would buy a house, per­haps, or would fur­nish their new rooms with over­whelm­ing lux­u­ry—lux­u­ry that im­plied red vel­vet car­pets and con­tin­ued feast­ing. The old­time min­er’s idea of wealth eas­i­ly gained and quick­ly spent per­sist­ed in his mind. But when Tri­na had be­gun to talk of in­vest­ments and in­ter­ests and per­cents, he was trou­bled and not a lit­tle dis­ap­point­ed. The lump sum of five thou­sand dol­lars was one thing, a mis­er­able lit­tle twen­ty or twen­ty-five a month was quite an­oth­er; and then some­one else had the mon­ey.

			“But don’t you see, Mac,” ex­plained Tri­na, “it’s ours just the same. We could get it back when­ev­er we want­ed it; and then it’s the rea­son­able way to do. We mustn’t let it turn our heads, Mac, dear, like that man that spent all he won in buy­ing more tick­ets. How fool­ish we’d feel af­ter we’d spent it all! We ought to go on just the same as be­fore; as if we hadn’t won. We must be sen­si­ble about it, mustn’t we?”

			“Well, well, I guess per­haps that’s right,” the den­tist would an­swer, look­ing slow­ly about on the floor.

			Just what should ul­ti­mate­ly be done with the mon­ey was the sub­ject of end­less dis­cus­sion in the Sieppe fam­i­ly. The sav­ings bank would al­low on­ly three per­cent, but Tri­na’s par­ents be­lieved that some­thing bet­ter could be got.

			“There’s Un­cle Oel­ber­mann,” Tri­na had sug­gest­ed, re­mem­ber­ing the rich rel­a­tive who had the whole­sale toy store in the Mis­sion.

			Mr. Sieppe struck his hand to his fore­head. “Ah, an idea,” he cried. In the end an agree­ment was made. The mon­ey was in­vest­ed in Mr. Oel­ber­mann’s busi­ness. He gave Tri­na six per­cent.

			In­vest­ed in this fash­ion, Tri­na’s win­ning would bring in twen­ty-five dol­lars a month. But, be­sides this, Tri­na had her own lit­tle trade. She made Noah’s ark an­i­mals for Un­cle Oel­ber­mann’s store. Tri­na’s an­ces­tors on both sides were Ger­man-Swiss, and some long-for­got­ten fore­fa­ther of the six­teenth cen­tu­ry, some worsted-leg­gined wood­carv­er of the Ty­rol, had hand­ed down the tal­ent of the na­tion­al in­dus­try, to reap­pear in this strange­ly dis­tort­ed guise.

			She made Noah’s ark an­i­mals, whit­tling them out of a block of soft wood with a sharp jack­knife, the on­ly in­stru­ment she used. Tri­na was very proud to ex­plain her work to McTeague as he had al­ready ex­plained his own to her.

			“You see, I take a block of straight-grained pine and cut out the shape, rough­ly at first, with the big blade; then I go over it a sec­ond time with the lit­tle blade, more care­ful­ly; then I put in the ears and tail with a drop of glue, and paint it with a ‘non­poi­sonous’ paint—Vandyke brown for the hors­es, fox­es, and cows; slate gray for the ele­phants and camels; burnt um­ber for the chick­ens, ze­bras, and so on; then, last, a dot of Chi­nese white for the eyes, and there you are, all fin­ished. They sell for nine cents a dozen. On­ly I can’t make the manikins.”

			“The manikins?”

			“The lit­tle fig­ures, you know—Noah and his wife, and Shem, and all the oth­ers.”

			It was true. Tri­na could not whit­tle them fast enough and cheap enough to com­pete with the turn­ing lathe, that could throw off whole tribes and peo­ples of manikins while she was fash­ion­ing one fam­i­ly. Ev­ery­thing else, how­ev­er, she made—the ark it­self, all win­dows and no door; the box in which the whole was packed; even down to past­ing on the la­bel, which read, “Made in France.” She earned from three to four dol­lars a week.

			The in­come from these three sources, McTeague’s pro­fes­sion, the in­ter­est of the five thou­sand dol­lars, and Tri­na’s whit­tling, made a re­spectable lit­tle sum tak­en al­to­geth­er. Tri­na de­clared they could even lay by some­thing, adding to the five thou­sand dol­lars lit­tle by lit­tle.

			It soon be­came ap­par­ent that Tri­na would be an ex­traor­di­nar­i­ly good house­keep­er. Econ­o­my was her strong point. A good deal of peas­ant blood still ran undi­lut­ed in her veins, and she had all the in­stinct of a hardy and penu­ri­ous moun­tain race—the in­stinct which saves with­out any thought, with­out idea of con­se­quence—sav­ing for the sake of sav­ing, hoard­ing with­out know­ing why. Even McTeague did not know how close­ly Tri­na held to her new­found wealth.

			But they did not al­ways pass their lun­cheon hour in this dis­cus­sion of in­comes and economies. As the den­tist came to know his lit­tle wom­an bet­ter she grew to be more and more of a puz­zle and a joy to him. She would sud­den­ly in­ter­rupt a grave dis­course up­on the rents of rooms and the cost of light and fu­el with a brusque out­burst of af­fec­tion that set him all a-trem­ble with de­light. All at once she would set down her choco­late, and, lean­ing across the nar­row ta­ble, would ex­claim:

			“Nev­er mind all that! Oh, Mac, do you tru­ly, re­al­ly love me—love me big?”

			McTeague would stam­mer some­thing, gasp­ing, and wag­ging his head, be­side him­self for the lack of words.

			“Old bear,” Tri­na would an­swer, grasp­ing him by both huge ears and sway­ing his head from side to side. “Kiss me, then. Tell me, Mac, did you think any less of me that first time I let you kiss me there in the sta­tion? Oh, Mac, dear, what a fun­ny nose you’ve got, all full of hairs in­side; and, Mac, do you know you’ve got a bald spot—” she dragged his head down to­wards her—“right on the top of your head.” Then she would se­ri­ous­ly kiss the bald spot in ques­tion, declar­ing:

			“That’ll make the hair grow.”

			Tri­na took an in­fi­nite en­joy­ment in play­ing with McTeague’s great square-cut head, rum­pling his hair till it stood on end, putting her fin­gers in his eyes, or stretch­ing his ears out straight, and watch­ing the ef­fect with her head on one side. It was like a lit­tle child play­ing with some gi­gan­tic, good-na­tured Saint Bernard.

			One par­tic­u­lar amuse­ment they nev­er wea­ried of. The two would lean across the ta­ble to­wards each oth­er, McTeague fold­ing his arms un­der his breast. Then Tri­na, rest­ing on her el­bows, would part his mus­tache—the great blond mus­tache of a viking—with her two hands, push­ing it up from his lips, caus­ing his face to as­sume the ap­pear­ance of a Greek mask. She would curl it around ei­ther fore­fin­ger, draw­ing it to a fine end. Then all at once McTeague would make a fear­ful snort­ing noise through his nose. In­vari­ably—though she was ex­pect­ing this, though it was part of the game—Tri­na would jump with a sti­fled shriek. McTeague would bel­low with laugh­ter till his eyes wa­tered. Then they would recom­mence up­on the in­stant, Tri­na protest­ing with a ner­vous tremu­lous­ness:

			“Now—now—now, Mac, don’t; you scare me so.”

			But these de­li­cious tête-à-têtes with Tri­na were off­set by a cer­tain cool­ness that Mar­cus Schouler be­gan to af­fect to­wards the den­tist. At first McTeague was un­aware of it; but by this time even his slow wits be­gan to per­ceive that his best friend—his “pal”—was not the same to him as for­mer­ly. They con­tin­ued to meet at lunch near­ly ev­ery day but Fri­day at the car con­duc­tors’ cof­fee-joint. But Mar­cus was sulky; there could be no doubt about that. He avoid­ed talk­ing to McTeague, read the pa­per con­tin­u­al­ly, an­swer­ing the den­tist’s timid ef­forts at con­ver­sa­tion in gruff mono­syl­la­bles. Some­times, even, he turned side­ways to the ta­ble and talked at great length to Heise the har­ness-mak­er, whose ta­ble was next to theirs. They took no more long walks to­geth­er when Mar­cus went out to ex­er­cise the dogs. Nor did Mar­cus ev­er again re­cur to his gen­eros­i­ty in re­nounc­ing Tri­na.

			One Tues­day, as McTeague took his place at the ta­ble in the cof­fee-joint, he found Mar­cus al­ready there.

			“Hel­lo, Mark,” said the den­tist, “you here al­ready?”

			“Hel­lo,” re­turned the oth­er, in­dif­fer­ent­ly, help­ing him­self to toma­to cat­sup. There was a si­lence. Af­ter a long while Mar­cus sud­den­ly looked up.

			“Say, Mac,” he ex­claimed, “when you go­ing to pay me that mon­ey you owe me?”

			McTeague was as­ton­ished.

			“Huh? What? I don’t—do I owe you any mon­ey, Mark?”

			“Well, you owe me four bits,” re­turned Mar­cus, dogged­ly. “I paid for you and Tri­na that day at the pic­nic, and you nev­er gave it back.”

			“Oh—oh!” an­swered McTeague, in dis­tress. “That’s so, that’s so. I—you ought to have told me be­fore. Here’s your mon­ey, and I’m obliged to you.”

			“It ain’t much,” ob­served Mar­cus, sul­len­ly. “But I need all I can get nowa­days.”

			“Are you—are you broke?” in­quired McTeague.

			“And I ain’t say­ing any­thing about your sleep­ing at the hos­pi­tal that night, ei­ther,” mut­tered Mar­cus, as he pock­et­ed the coin.

			“Well—well—do you mean—should I have paid for that?”

			“Well, you’d ’a’ had to sleep some­wheres, wouldn’t you?” flashed out Mar­cus. “You ’a’ had to pay half a dol­lar for a bed at the flat.”

			“All right, all right,” cried the den­tist, hasti­ly, feel­ing in his pock­ets. “I don’t want you should be out any­thing on my ac­count, old man. Here, will four bits do?”

			“I don’t want your damn mon­ey,” shout­ed Mar­cus in a sud­den rage, throw­ing back the coin. “I ain’t no beg­gar.”

			McTeague was mis­er­able. How had he of­fend­ed his pal?

			“Well, I want you should take it, Mark,” he said, push­ing it to­wards him.

			“I tell you I won’t touch your mon­ey,” ex­claimed the oth­er through his clenched teeth, white with pas­sion. “I’ve been played for a suck­er long enough.”

			“What’s the mat­ter with you late­ly, Mark?” re­mon­strat­ed McTeague. “You’ve got a grouch about some­thing. Is there any­thing I’ve done?”

			“Well, that’s all right, that’s all right,” re­turned Mar­cus as he rose from the ta­ble. “That’s all right. I’ve been played for a suck­er long enough, that’s all. I’ve been played for a suck­er long enough.” He went away with a part­ing malev­o­lent glance.

			At the cor­ner of Polk Street, be­tween the flat and the car con­duc­tors’ cof­fee-joint, was Fren­na’s. It was a cor­ner gro­cery; ad­ver­tise­ments for cheap but­ter and eggs, paint­ed in green mark­ing-ink up­on wrap­ping pa­per, stood about on the side­walk out­side. The door­way was dec­o­rat­ed with a huge Mil­wau­kee beer sign. Back of the store prop­er was a bar where white sand cov­ered the floor. A few ta­bles and chairs were scat­tered here and there. The walls were hung with gor­geous­ly-col­ored to­bac­co ad­ver­tise­ments and col­ored lith­o­graphs of trot­ting hors­es. On the wall be­hind the bar was a mod­el of a full-rigged ship en­closed in a bot­tle.

			It was at this place that the den­tist used to leave his pitch­er to be filled on Sun­day af­ter­noons. Since his en­gage­ment to Tri­na he had dis­con­tin­ued this habit. How­ev­er, he still dropped in­to Fren­na’s one or two nights in the week. He spent a pleas­ant hour there, smok­ing his huge porce­lain pipe and drink­ing his beer. He nev­er joined any of the groups of pi­quet play­ers around the ta­bles. In fact, he hard­ly spoke to any­one but the bar­tender and Mar­cus.

			For Fren­na’s was one of Mar­cus Schouler’s haunts; a great deal of his time was spent there. He in­volved him­self in fear­ful po­lit­i­cal and so­cial dis­cus­sions with Heise the har­ness-mak­er, and with one or two old Ger­man, habitués of the place. These dis­cus­sions Mar­cus car­ried on, as was his cus­tom, at the top of his voice, ges­tic­u­lat­ing fierce­ly, bang­ing the ta­ble with his fists, bran­dish­ing the plates and glass­es, ex­cit­ing him­self with his own clam­or.

			On a cer­tain Sat­ur­day evening, a few days af­ter the scene at the cof­fee-joint, the den­tist bethought him to spend a qui­et evening at Fren­na’s. He had not been there for some time, and, be­sides that, it oc­curred to him that the day was his birth­day. He would per­mit him­self an ex­tra pipe and a few glass­es of beer. When McTeague en­tered Fren­na’s back room by the street door, he found Mar­cus and Heise al­ready in­stalled at one of the ta­bles. Two or three of the old Ger­mans sat op­po­site them, gulp­ing their beer from time to time. Heise was smok­ing a cigar, but Mar­cus had be­fore him his fourth whiskey cock­tail. At the mo­ment of McTeague’s en­trance Mar­cus had the floor.

			“It can’t be proven,” he was yelling. “I de­fy any sane politi­cian whose eyes are not blind­ed by par­ty prej­u­dices, whose opin­ions are not warped by a per­son­al bias, to sub­stan­ti­ate such a state­ment. Look at your facts, look at your fig­ures. I am a free Amer­i­can cit­i­zen, ain’t I? I pay my tax­es to sup­port a good gov­ern­ment, don’t I? It’s a con­tract be­tween me and the gov­ern­ment, ain’t it? Well, then, by damn! if the au­thor­i­ties do not or will not af­ford me pro­tec­tion for life, lib­er­ty, and the pur­suit of hap­pi­ness, then my obli­ga­tions are at an end; I with­hold my tax­es. I do—I do—I say I do. What?” He glared about him, seek­ing op­po­si­tion.

			“That’s non­sense,” ob­served Heise, qui­et­ly. “Try it once; you’ll get jugged.” But this ob­ser­va­tion of the har­ness-mak­er’s roused Mar­cus to the last pitch of fren­zy.

			“Yes, ah, yes!” he shout­ed, ris­ing to his feet, shak­ing his fin­ger in the oth­er’s face. “Yes, I’d go to jail; but be­cause I—I am crushed by a tyran­ny, does that make the tyran­ny right? Does might make right?”

			“You must make less noise in here, Mis­ter Schouler,” said Fren­na, from be­hind the bar.

			“Well, it makes me mad,” an­swered Mar­cus, sub­sid­ing in­to a growl and re­sum­ing his chair. “Hul­lo, Mac.”

			“Hul­lo, Mark.”

			But McTeague’s pres­ence made Mar­cus un­easy, rous­ing in him at once a sense of wrong. He twist­ed to and fro in his chair, shrug­ging first one shoul­der and then an­oth­er. Quar­rel­some at all times, the heat of the pre­vi­ous dis­cus­sion had awak­ened with­in him all his nat­u­ral com­bat­ive­ness. Be­sides this, he was drink­ing his fourth cock­tail.

			McTeague be­gan fill­ing his big porce­lain pipe. He lit it, blew a great cloud of smoke in­to the room, and set­tled him­self com­fort­ably in his chair. The smoke of his cheap to­bac­co drift­ed in­to the faces of the group at the ad­join­ing ta­ble, and Mar­cus stran­gled and coughed. In­stant­ly his eyes flamed.

			“Say, for God’s sake,” he vo­cif­er­at­ed, “choke off on that pipe! If you’ve got to smoke rope like that, smoke it in a crowd of muck­ers; don’t come here amongst gen­tle­men.”

			“Shut up, Schouler!” ob­served Heise in a low voice.

			McTeague was stunned by the sud­den­ness of the at­tack. He took his pipe from his mouth, and stared blankly at Mar­cus; his lips moved, but he said no word. Mar­cus turned his back on him, and the den­tist re­sumed his pipe.

			But Mar­cus was far from be­ing ap­peased. McTeague could not hear the talk that fol­lowed be­tween him and the har­ness­mak­er, but it seemed to him that Mar­cus was telling Heise of some in­jury, some griev­ance, and that the lat­ter was try­ing to paci­fy him. All at once their talk grew loud­er. Heise laid a re­tain­ing hand up­on his com­pan­ion’s coat sleeve, but Mar­cus swung him­self around in his chair, and, fix­ing his eyes on McTeague, cried as if in an­swer to some protes­ta­tion on the part of Heise:

			“All I know is that I’ve been sol­diered out of five thou­sand dol­lars.”

			McTeague gaped at him, be­wil­dered. He re­moved his pipe from his mouth a sec­ond time, and stared at Mar­cus with eyes full of trou­ble and per­plex­i­ty.

			“If I had my rights,” cried Mar­cus, bit­ter­ly, “I’d have part of that mon­ey. It’s my due—it’s on­ly jus­tice.” The den­tist still kept si­lence.

			“If it hadn’t been for me,” Mar­cus con­tin­ued, ad­dress­ing him­self di­rect­ly to McTeague, “you wouldn’t have had a cent of it—no, not a cent. Where’s my share, I’d like to know? Where do I come in? No, I ain’t in it any more. I’ve been played for a suck­er, an’ now that you’ve got all you can out of me, now that you’ve done me out of my girl and out of my mon­ey, you give me the go-by. Why, where would you have been to­day if it hadn’t been for me?” Mar­cus shout­ed in a sud­den ex­as­per­a­tion, “You’d a been plug­ging teeth at two bits an hour. Ain’t you got any grat­i­tude? Ain’t you got any sense of de­cen­cy?”

			“Ah, hold up, Schouler,” grum­bled Heise. “You don’t want to get in­to a row.”

			“No, I don’t, Heise,” re­turned Mar­cus, with a plain­tive, ag­grieved air. “But it’s too much some­times when you think of it. He stole away my girl’s af­fec­tions, and now that he’s rich and pros­per­ous, and has got five thou­sand dol­lars that I might have had, he gives me the go-by; he’s played me for a suck­er. Look here,” he cried, turn­ing again to McTeague, “do I get any of that mon­ey?”

			“It ain’t mine to give,” an­swered McTeague. “You’re drunk, that’s what you are.”

			“Do I get any of that mon­ey?” cried Mar­cus, per­sis­tent­ly.

			The den­tist shook his head. “No, you don’t get any of it.”

			“Now—now,” clam­ored the oth­er, turn­ing to the har­ness­mak­er, as though this ex­plained ev­ery­thing. “Look at that, look at that. Well, I’ve done with you from now on.” Mar­cus had risen to his feet by this time and made as if to leave, but at ev­ery in­stant he came back, shout­ing his phras­es in­to McTeague’s face, mov­ing off again as he spoke the last words, in or­der to give them bet­ter ef­fect.

			“This set­tles it right here. I’ve done with you. Don’t you ev­er dare speak to me again”—his voice was shak­ing with fury—“and don’t you sit at my ta­ble in the restau­rant again. I’m sor­ry I ev­er low­ered my­self to keep com­pa­ny with such dirt. Ah, one-horse den­tist! Ah, ten-cent zinc-plug­ger—hood­lum—muck­er! Get your damn smoke ou­ta my face.”

			Then mat­ters reached a sud­den cli­max. In his ag­i­ta­tion the den­tist had been pulling hard on his pipe, and as Mar­cus for the last time thrust his face close to his own, McTeague, in open­ing his lips to re­ply, blew a sti­fling, acrid cloud di­rect­ly in Mar­cus Schouler’s eyes. Mar­cus knocked the pipe from his fin­gers with a sud­den flash of his hand; it spun across the room and broke in­to a dozen frag­ments in a far cor­ner.

			McTeague rose to his feet, his eyes wide. But as yet he was not an­gry, on­ly sur­prised, tak­en all aback by the sud­den­ness of Mar­cus Schouler’s out­break as well as by its un­rea­son­able­ness. Why had Mar­cus bro­ken his pipe? What did it all mean, any­way? As he rose the den­tist made a vague mo­tion with his right hand. Did Mar­cus mis­in­ter­pret it as a ges­ture of men­ace? He sprang back as though avoid­ing a blow. All at once there was a cry. Mar­cus had made a quick, pe­cu­liar mo­tion, swing­ing his arm up­ward with a wide and sweep­ing ges­ture; his jack­knife lay open in his palm; it shot for­ward as he flung it, glint­ed sharply by McTeague’s head, and struck quiv­er­ing in­to the wall be­hind.

			A sud­den chill ran through the room; the oth­ers stood trans­fixed, as at the swift pas­sage of some cold and dead­ly wind. Death had stooped there for an in­stant, had stooped and past, leav­ing a trail of ter­ror and con­fu­sion. Then the door lead­ing to the street slammed; Mar­cus had dis­ap­peared.

			There­on a great ba­bel of ex­cla­ma­tion arose. The ten­sion of that all but fa­tal in­stant snapped, and speech be­came once more pos­si­ble.

			“He would have knifed you.”

			“Nar­row es­cape.”

			“What kind of a man do you call that?”

			“ ’Tain’t his fault he ain’t a mur­der­er.”

			“I’d have him up for it.”

			“And they two have been the great­est kind of friends.”

			“He didn’t touch you, did he?”

			“No—no—no.”

			“What a—what a dev­il! What treach­ery! A reg­u­lar greas­er trick!”

			“Look out he don’t stab you in the back. If that’s the kind of man he is, you nev­er can tell.”

			Fren­na drew the knife from the wall.

			“Guess I’ll keep this toad-stab­ber,” he ob­served. “That fel­low won’t come round for it in a hur­ry; good­sized blade, too.” The group ex­am­ined it with in­tense in­ter­est.

			“Big enough to let the life out of any man,” ob­served Heise.

			“What—what—what did he do it for?” stam­mered McTeague. “I got no quar­rel with him.”

			He was puz­zled and ha­rassed by the strange­ness of it all. Mar­cus would have killed him; had thrown his knife at him in the true, un­can­ny “greas­er” style. It was in­ex­pli­ca­ble. McTeague sat down again, look­ing stupid­ly about on the floor. In a cor­ner of the room his eye en­coun­tered his bro­ken pipe, a dozen lit­tle frag­ments of paint­ed porce­lain and the stem of cher­ry wood and am­ber.

			At that sight his tardy wrath, ev­er lag­ging be­hind the orig­i­nal af­front, sud­den­ly blazed up. In­stant­ly his huge jaws clicked to­geth­er.

			“He can’t make small of me,” he ex­claimed, sud­den­ly. “I’ll show Mar­cus Schouler—I’ll show him—I’ll—”

			He got up and clapped on his hat.

			“Now, Doc­tor,” re­mon­strat­ed Heise, stand­ing be­tween him and the door, “don’t go make a fool of your­self.”

			“Let ’um alone,” joined in Fren­na, catch­ing the den­tist by the arm; “he’s full, any­how.”

			“He broke my pipe,” an­swered McTeague.

			It was this that had roused him. The thrown knife, the at­tempt on his life, was be­yond his so­lu­tion; but the break­ing of his pipe he un­der­stood clear­ly enough.

			“I’ll show him,” he ex­claimed.

			As though they had been lit­tle chil­dren, McTeague set Fren­na and the har­ness-mak­er aside, and strode out at the door like a rag­ing ele­phant. Heise stood rub­bing his shoul­der.

			“Might as well try to stop a lo­co­mo­tive,” he mut­tered. “The man’s made of iron.”

			Mean­while, McTeague went storm­ing up the street to­ward the flat, wag­ging his head and grum­bling to him­self. Ah, Mar­cus would break his pipe, would he? Ah, he was a zinc-plug­ger, was he? He’d show Mar­cus Schouler. No one should make small of him. He tramped up the stairs to Mar­cus’s room. The door was locked. The den­tist put one enor­mous hand on the knob and pushed the door in, snap­ping the wood­work, tear­ing off the lock. No­body—the room was dark and emp­ty. Nev­er mind, Mar­cus would have to come home some time that night. McTeague would go down and wait for him in his Par­lors. He was bound to hear him as he came up the stairs.

			As McTeague reached his room he stum­bled over, in the dark­ness, a big pack­ing-box that stood in the hall­way just out­side his door. Puz­zled, he stepped over it, and light­ing the gas in his room, dragged it in­side and ex­am­ined it.

			It was ad­dressed to him. What could it mean? He was ex­pect­ing noth­ing. Nev­er since he had first fur­nished his room had pack­ing-cas­es been left for him in this fash­ion. No mis­take was pos­si­ble. There were his name and ad­dress un­mis­tak­ably. “Dr. McTeague, den­tist—Polk Street, San Fran­cis­co, Cal.,” and the red Wells Far­go tag.

			Seized with the joy­ful cu­rios­i­ty of an over­grown boy, he pried off the boards with the cor­ner of his fireshov­el. The case was stuffed full of ex­cel­sior. On the top lay an en­ve­lope ad­dressed to him in Tri­na’s hand­writ­ing. He opened it and read, “For my dear Mac’s birth­day, from Tri­na;” and be­low, in a kind of post­script, “The man will be round to­mor­row to put it in place.” McTeague tore away the ex­cel­sior. Sud­den­ly he ut­tered an ex­cla­ma­tion.

			It was the Tooth—the fa­mous gold­en mo­lar with its huge prongs—his sign, his am­bi­tion, the one un­re­al­ized dream of his life; and it was French gilt, too, not the cheap Ger­man gilt that was no good. Ah, what a dear lit­tle wom­an was this Tri­na, to keep so qui­et, to re­mem­ber his birth­day!

			“Ain’t she—ain’t she just a—just a jew­el,” ex­claimed McTeague un­der his breath, “a jew­el—yes, just a jew­el; that’s the word.”

			Very care­ful­ly he re­moved the rest of the ex­cel­sior, and lift­ing the pon­der­ous Tooth from its box, set it up­on the mar­ble-top cen­tre ta­ble. How im­mense it looked in that lit­tle room! The thing was tremen­dous, over­pow­er­ing—the tooth of a gi­gan­tic fos­sil, gold­en and daz­zling. Be­side it ev­ery­thing seemed dwarfed. Even McTeague him­self, big boned and enor­mous as he was, shrank and dwin­dled in the pres­ence of the mon­ster. As for an in­stant he bore it in his hands, it was like a puny Gul­liv­er strug­gling with the mo­lar of some vast Brob­d­ing­nag.

			The den­tist cir­cled about that gold­en won­der, gasp­ing with de­light and stu­pe­fac­tion, touch­ing it gin­ger­ly with his hands as if it were some­thing sa­cred. At ev­ery mo­ment his thought re­turned to Tri­na. No, nev­er was there such a lit­tle wom­an as his—the very thing he want­ed—how had she re­mem­bered? And the mon­ey, where had that come from? No one knew bet­ter than he how ex­pen­sive were these signs; not an­oth­er den­tist on Polk Street could af­ford one. Where, then, had Tri­na found the mon­ey? It came out of her five thou­sand dol­lars, no doubt.

			But what a won­der­ful, beau­ti­ful tooth it was, to be sure, bright as a mir­ror, shin­ing there in its coat of French gilt, as if with a light of its own! No dan­ger of that tooth turn­ing black with the weath­er, as did the cheap Ger­man gilt im­pos­tures. What would that oth­er den­tist, that pos­er, that rid­er of bi­cy­cles, that cours­er of grey­hounds, say when he should see this mar­vel­lous mo­lar run out from McTeague’s bay win­dow like a flag of de­fi­ance? No doubt he would suf­fer ver­i­ta­ble con­vul­sions of en­vy; would be pos­i­tive­ly sick with jeal­ousy. If McTeague could on­ly see his face at the mo­ment!

			For a whole hour the den­tist sat there in his lit­tle Par­lor, gaz­ing ec­stat­i­cal­ly at his trea­sure, daz­zled, supreme­ly con­tent. The whole room took on a dif­fer­ent as­pect be­cause of it. The stone pug dog be­fore the lit­tle stove re­flect­ed it in his pro­trud­ing eyes; the ca­nary woke and chit­tered fee­bly at this new gilt, so much brighter than the bars of its lit­tle prison. Loren­zo de’ Medi­ci, in the steel en­grav­ing, sit­ting in the heart of his court, seemed to ogle the thing out of the cor­ner of one eye, while the bril­liant col­ors of the un­used ri­fle man­u­fac­tur­er’s cal­en­dar seemed to fade and pale in the bril­liance of this greater glo­ry.

			At length, long af­ter mid­night, the den­tist start­ed to go to bed, un­dress­ing him­self with his eyes still fixed on the great tooth. All at once he heard Mar­cus Schouler’s foot on the stairs; he start­ed up with his fists clenched, but im­me­di­ate­ly dropped back up­on the bed-lounge with a ges­ture of in­dif­fer­ence.

			He was in no tru­cu­lent state of mind now. He could not re­in­state him­self in that mood of wrath where­in he had left the cor­ner gro­cery. The tooth had changed all that. What was Mar­cus Schouler’s ha­tred to him, who had Tri­na’s af­fec­tion? What did he care about a bro­ken pipe now that he had the tooth? Let him go. As Fren­na said, he was not worth it. He heard Mar­cus come out in­to the hall, shout­ing ag­grieved­ly to any­one with­in sound of his voice:

			“An’ now he breaks in­to my room—in­to my room, by damn! How do I know how many things he’s stolen? It’s come to steal­ing from me, now, has it?” He went in­to his room, bang­ing his splin­tered door.

			McTeague looked up­ward at the ceil­ing, in the di­rec­tion of the voice, mut­ter­ing:

			“Ah, go to bed, you.”

			He went to bed him­self, turn­ing out the gas, but leav­ing the win­dow-cur­tains up so that he could see the tooth the last thing be­fore he went to sleep and the first thing as he arose in the morn­ing.

			But he was rest­less dur­ing the night. Ev­ery now and then he was awak­ened by nois­es to which he had long since be­come ac­cus­tomed. Now it was the cack­ling of the geese in the de­sert­ed mar­ket across the street; now it was the stop­page of the ca­ble, the sud­den si­lence com­ing al­most like a shock; and now it was the in­fu­ri­at­ed bark­ing of the dogs in the back yard—Alec, the Irish set­ter, and the col­lie that be­longed to the branch post-of­fice rag­ing at each oth­er through the fence, snarling their end­less ha­tred in­to each oth­er’s faces. As of­ten as he woke, McTeague turned and looked for the tooth, with a sud­den sus­pi­cion that he had on­ly that mo­ment dreamed the whole busi­ness. But he al­ways found it—Tri­na’s gift, his birth­day from his lit­tle wom­an—a huge, vague bulk, loom­ing there through the half dark­ness in the cen­tre of the room, shin­ing dim­ly out as if with some mys­te­ri­ous light of its own.

		
	
		
			IX

			Tri­na and McTeague were mar­ried on the first day of June, in the pho­tog­ra­pher’s rooms that the den­tist had rent­ed. All through May the Sieppe house­hold had been turned up­side down. The lit­tle box of a house vi­brat­ed with ex­cite­ment and con­fu­sion, for not on­ly were the prepa­ra­tions for Tri­na’s mar­riage to be made, but al­so the pre­lim­i­nar­ies were to be ar­ranged for the he­gi­ra of the en­tire Sieppe fam­i­ly.

			They were to move to the south­ern part of the State the day af­ter Tri­na’s mar­riage, Mr. Sieppe hav­ing bought a third in­ter­est in an up­hol­ster­ing busi­ness in the sub­urbs of Los An­ge­les. It was pos­si­ble that Mar­cus Schouler would go with them.

			Not Stan­ley pen­e­trat­ing for the first time in­to the Dark Con­ti­nent, not Napoleon lead­ing his army across the Alps, was more weight­ed with re­spon­si­bil­i­ty, more bur­dened with care, more over­come with the sense of the im­por­tance of his un­der­tak­ing, than was Mr. Sieppe dur­ing this pe­ri­od of prepa­ra­tion. From dawn to dark, from dark to ear­ly dawn, he toiled and planned and fret­ted, or­ga­niz­ing and re­or­ga­niz­ing, pro­ject­ing and de­vis­ing. The trunks were let­tered, A, B, and C, the pack­ages and small­er bun­dles num­bered. Each mem­ber of the fam­i­ly had his es­pe­cial du­ty to per­form, his par­tic­u­lar bun­dles to over­see. Not a de­tail was for­got­ten—fares, prices, and tips were cal­cu­lat­ed to two places of dec­i­mals. Even the amount of food that it would be nec­es­sary to car­ry for the black grey­hound was de­ter­mined. Mrs. Sieppe was to look af­ter the lunch, “der gomis­ari­at.” Mr. Sieppe would as­sume charge of the checks, the mon­ey, the tick­ets, and, of course, gen­er­al su­per­vi­sion. The twins would be un­der the com­mand of Ow­gooste, who, in turn, would re­port for or­ders to his fa­ther.

			Day in and day out these minu­ti­ae were re­hearsed. The chil­dren were drilled in their parts with a mil­i­tary ex­ac­ti­tude; obe­di­ence and punc­tu­al­i­ty be­came car­di­nal virtues. The vast im­por­tance of the un­der­tak­ing was in­sist­ed up­on with scrupu­lous it­er­a­tion. It was a ma­neu­ver, an army chang­ing its base of op­er­a­tions, a ver­i­ta­ble trib­al mi­gra­tion.

			On the oth­er hand, Tri­na’s lit­tle room was the cen­tre around which re­volved an­oth­er and dif­fer­ent or­der of things. The dress­mak­er came and went, con­grat­u­la­to­ry vis­i­tors in­vad­ed the lit­tle front par­lor, the chat­ter of un­fa­mil­iar voic­es re­sound­ed from the front steps; bon­net-box­es and yards of dress-goods lit­tered the beds and chairs; wrap­ping pa­per, tis­sue pa­per, and bits of string strewed the floor; a pair of white satin slip­pers stood on a cor­ner of the toi­let ta­ble; lengths of white veil­ing, like a snow-flur­ry, buried the lit­tle work­table; and a mis­laid box of ar­ti­fi­cial or­ange blos­soms was fi­nal­ly dis­cov­ered be­hind the bu­reau.

			The two sys­tems of op­er­a­tion of­ten clashed and tan­gled. Mrs. Sieppe was found by her ha­rassed hus­band help­ing Tri­na with the waist of her gown when she should have been slic­ing cold chick­en in the kitchen. Mr. Sieppe packed his frock coat, which he would have to wear at the wed­ding, at the very bot­tom of “Trunk C.” The min­is­ter, who called to of­fer his con­grat­u­la­tions and to make ar­range­ments, was mis­tak­en for the ex­press­man.

			McTeague came and went furtive­ly, dizzied and made un­easy by all this bus­tle. He got in the way; he trod up­on and tore breadths of silk; he tried to help car­ry the pack­ing-box­es, and broke the hall gas fix­ture; he came in up­on Tri­na and the dress­mak­er at an ill-timed mo­ment, and re­tir­ing pre­cip­i­tate­ly, over­turned the piles of pic­tures stacked in the hall.

			There was an in­ces­sant go­ing and com­ing at ev­ery mo­ment of the day, a great call­ing up and down stairs, a shout­ing from room to room, an open­ing and shut­ting of doors, and an in­ter­mit­tent sound of ham­mer­ing from the laun­dry, where Mr. Sieppe in his shirt sleeves la­bored among the pack­ing-box­es. The twins clat­tered about on the car­pet­less floors of the de­nud­ed rooms. Ow­gooste was smacked from hour to hour, and wept up­on the front stairs; the dress­mak­er called over the ban­is­ters for a hot flat­iron; ex­press­men tramped up and down the stair­way. Mrs. Sieppe stopped in the prepa­ra­tion of the lunch­es to call “Hoop, Hoop” to the grey­hound, throw­ing lumps of coal. The dog-wheel creaked, the front door bell rang, de­liv­ery wag­ons rum­bled away, win­dows rat­tled—the lit­tle house was in a pos­i­tive up­roar.

			Al­most ev­ery day of the week now Tri­na was obliged to run over to town and meet McTeague. No more phi­lan­der­ing over their lunch nowa­days. It was busi­ness now. They haunt­ed the house-fur­nish­ing floors of the great de­part­ment hous­es, in­spect­ing and pric­ing ranges, hard­ware, chi­na, and the like. They rent­ed the pho­tog­ra­pher’s rooms fur­nished, and for­tu­nate­ly on­ly the kitchen and din­ing-room uten­sils had to be bought.

			The mon­ey for this as well as for her trousseau came out of Tri­na’s five thou­sand dol­lars. For it had been fi­nal­ly de­cid­ed that two hun­dred dol­lars of this amount should be de­vot­ed to the es­tab­lish­ment of the new house­hold. Now that Tri­na had made her great win­ning, Mr. Sieppe no longer saw the ne­ces­si­ty of dow­er­ing her fur­ther, es­pe­cial­ly when he con­sid­ered the enor­mous ex­pense to which he would be put by the voy­age of his own fam­i­ly.

			It had been a dread­ful wrench for Tri­na to break in up­on her pre­cious five thou­sand. She clung to this sum with a tenac­i­ty that was sur­pris­ing; it had be­come for her a thing mirac­u­lous, a god-from-the-ma­chine, sud­den­ly de­scend­ing up­on the stage of her hum­ble lit­tle life; she re­gard­ed it as some­thing al­most sa­cred and in­vi­o­lable. Nev­er, nev­er should a pen­ny of it be spent. Be­fore she could be in­duced to part with two hun­dred dol­lars of it, more than one scene had been en­act­ed be­tween her and her par­ents.

			Did Tri­na pay for the gold­en tooth out of this two hun­dred? Lat­er on, the den­tist of­ten asked her about it, but Tri­na in­vari­ably laughed in his face, declar­ing that it was her se­cret. McTeague nev­er found out.

			One day dur­ing this pe­ri­od McTeague told Tri­na about his af­fair with Mar­cus. In­stant­ly she was aroused.

			“He threw his knife at you! The cow­ard! He wouldn’t of dared stand up to you like a man. Oh, Mac, sup­pose he had hit you?”

			“Came with­in an inch of my head,” put in McTeague, proud­ly.

			“Think of it!” she gasped; “and he want­ed part of my mon­ey. Well, I do like his cheek; part of my five thou­sand! Why, it’s mine, ev­ery sin­gle pen­ny of it. Mar­cus hasn’t the least bit of right to it. It’s mine, mine.—I mean, it’s ours, Mac, dear.”

			The el­der Sieppes, how­ev­er, made ex­cus­es for Mar­cus. He had prob­a­bly been drink­ing a good deal and didn’t know what he was about. He had a dread­ful tem­per, any­how. Maybe he on­ly want­ed to scare McTeague.

			The week be­fore the mar­riage the two men were rec­on­ciled. Mrs. Sieppe brought them to­geth­er in the front par­lor of the B Street house.

			“Now, you two fellers, don’t be dot fool­ish. Schake hands und maig ut oop, soh.”

			Mar­cus mut­tered an apol­o­gy. McTeague, mis­er­ably em­bar­rassed, rolled his eyes about the room, mur­mur­ing, “That’s all right—that’s all right—that’s all right.”

			How­ev­er, when it was pro­posed that Mar­cus should be McTeague’s best man, he flashed out again with re­newed vi­o­lence. Ah, no! ah, no! He’d make up with the den­tist now that he was go­ing away, but he’d be damned—yes, he would—be­fore he’d be his best man. That was rub­bing it in. Let him get Old Gran­nis.

			“I’m friends with um all right,” vo­cif­er­at­ed Mar­cus, “but I’ll not stand up with um. I’ll not be any­body’s best man, I won’t.”

			The wed­ding was to be very qui­et; Tri­na pre­ferred it that way. McTeague would in­vite on­ly Miss Bak­er and Heise the har­ness-mak­er. The Sieppes sent cards to Seli­na, who was count­ed on to fur­nish the mu­sic; to Mar­cus, of course; and to Un­cle Oel­ber­mann.

			At last the great day, the first of June, ar­rived. The Sieppes had packed their last box and had strapped the last trunk. Tri­na’s two trunks had al­ready been sent to her new home—the re­mod­elled pho­tog­ra­pher’s rooms. The B Street house was de­sert­ed; the whole fam­i­ly came over to the city on the last day of May and stopped over night at one of the cheap down­town ho­tels. Tri­na would be mar­ried the fol­low­ing evening, and im­me­di­ate­ly af­ter the wed­ding sup­per the Sieppes would leave for the South.

			McTeague spent the day in a fever of ag­i­ta­tion, fright­ened out of his wits each time that Old Gran­nis left his el­bow.

			Old Gran­nis was de­light­ed be­yond mea­sure at the prospect of act­ing the part of best man in the cer­e­mo­ny. This wed­ding in which he was to fig­ure filled his mind with vague ideas and half-formed thoughts. He found him­self con­tin­u­al­ly won­der­ing what Miss Bak­er would think of it. Dur­ing all that day he was in a re­flec­tive mood.

			“Mar­riage is a—a no­ble in­sti­tu­tion, is it not, Doc­tor?” he ob­served to McTeague. “The—the foun­da­tion of so­ci­ety. It is not good that man should be alone. No, no,” he added, pen­sive­ly, “it is not good.”

			“Huh? Yes, yes,” McTeague an­swered, his eyes in the air, hard­ly hear­ing him. “Do you think the rooms are all right? Let’s go in and look at them again.”

			They went down the hall to where the new rooms were sit­u­at­ed, and the den­tist in­spect­ed them for the twen­ti­eth time.

			The rooms were three in num­ber—first, the sit­ting-room, which was al­so the din­ing-room; then the bed­room, and back of this the tiny kitchen.

			The sit­ting-room was par­tic­u­lar­ly charm­ing. Clean mat­ting cov­ered the floor, and two or three bright col­ored rugs were scat­tered here and there. The backs of the chairs were hung with knit­ted worsted ti­dies, very gay. The bay win­dow should have been oc­cu­pied by Tri­na’s sewing ma­chine, but this had been moved to the oth­er side of the room to give place to a lit­tle black wal­nut ta­ble with spi­ral legs, be­fore which the pair were to be mar­ried. In one cor­ner stood the par­lor melodeon, a fam­i­ly pos­ses­sion of the Sieppes, but giv­en now to Tri­na as one of her par­ents’ wed­ding presents. Three pic­tures hung up­on the walls. Two were com­pan­ion pieces. One of these rep­re­sent­ed a lit­tle boy wear­ing huge spec­ta­cles and try­ing to smoke an enor­mous pipe. This was called “I’m Grand­pa,” the ti­tle be­ing print­ed in large black let­ters; the com­pan­ion pic­ture was en­ti­tled “I’m Grand­ma,” a lit­tle girl in cap and “specs,” wear­ing mitts, and knit­ting. These pic­tures were hung on ei­ther side of the man­tel­piece. The oth­er pic­ture was quite an af­fair, very large and strik­ing. It was a col­ored litho­graph of two lit­tle gold­en-haired girls in their night­gowns. They were kneel­ing down and say­ing their prayers; their eyes—very large and very blue—rolled up­ward. This pic­ture had for name, “Faith,” and was bor­dered with a red plush mat and a frame of im­i­ta­tion beat­en brass.

			A door hung with che­nille portieres—a bar­gain at two dol­lars and a half—ad­mit­ted one to the bed­room. The bed­room could boast a car­pet, three-ply in­grain, the de­sign be­ing bunch­es of red and green flow­ers in yel­low bas­kets on a white ground. The wall­pa­per was ad­mirable—hun­dreds and hun­dreds of tiny Ja­pa­nese man­darins, all iden­ti­cal­ly alike, help­ing hun­dreds of al­mond-eyed ladies in­to hun­dreds of im­pos­si­ble junks, while hun­dreds of bam­boo palms over­shad­owed the pair, and hun­dreds of long-legged storks trailed con­temp­tu­ous­ly away from the scene. This room was pro­lif­ic in pic­tures. Most of them were framed col­ored prints from Christ­mas edi­tions of the Lon­don Graph­ic and Il­lus­trat­ed News, the sub­ject of each pic­ture in­evitably in­volv­ing very alert fox ter­ri­ers and very pret­ty moon-faced lit­tle girls.

			Back of the bed­room was the kitchen, a cre­ation of Tri­na’s, a dream of a kitchen, with its range, its porce­lain-lined sink, its cop­per boil­er, and its over­pow­er­ing ar­ray of flash­ing tin­ware. Ev­ery­thing was new; ev­ery­thing was com­plete.

			Maria Maca­pa and a wait­er from one of the restau­rants in the street were to pre­pare the wed­ding sup­per here. Maria had al­ready put in an ap­pear­ance. The fire was crack­ling in the new stove, that smoked bad­ly; a smell of cook­ing was in the air. She drove McTeague and Old Gran­nis from the room with great ges­tures of her bare arms.

			This kitchen was the on­ly one of the three rooms they had been obliged to fur­nish through­out. Most of the sit­ting-room and bed­room fur­ni­ture went with the suite; a few pieces they had bought; the re­main­der Tri­na had brought over from the B Street house.

			The presents had been set out on the ex­ten­sion ta­ble in the sit­ting-room. Be­sides the par­lor melodeon, Tri­na’s par­ents had giv­en her an ice-wa­ter set, and a carv­ing knife and fork with elk-horn han­dles. Seli­na had paint­ed a view of the Gold­en Gate up­on a pol­ished slice of red­wood that an­swered the pur­pos­es of a pa­per weight. Mar­cus Schouler—af­ter im­press­ing up­on Tri­na that his gift was to her, and not to McTeague—had sent a chate­laine watch of Ger­man sil­ver; Un­cle Oel­ber­mann’s present, how­ev­er, had been await­ed with a good deal of cu­rios­i­ty. What would he send? He was very rich; in a sense Tri­na was his pro­tégé. A cou­ple of days be­fore that up­on which the wed­ding was to take place, two box­es ar­rived with his card. Tri­na and McTeague, as­sist­ed by Old Gran­nis, had opened them. The first was a box of all sorts of toys.

			“But what—what—I don’t make it out,” McTeague had ex­claimed. “Why should he send us toys? We have no need of toys.” Scar­let to her hair, Tri­na dropped in­to a chair and laughed till she cried be­hind her hand­ker­chief.

			“We’ve no use of toys,” mut­tered McTeague, look­ing at her in per­plex­i­ty. Old Gran­nis smiled dis­creet­ly, rais­ing a tremu­lous hand to his chin.

			The oth­er box was heavy, bound with with­es at the edges, the let­ters and stamps burnt in.

			“I think—I re­al­ly think it’s cham­pagne,” said Old Gran­nis in a whis­per. So it was. A full case of Mono­pole. What a won­der! None of them had seen the like be­fore. Ah, this Un­cle Oel­ber­mann! That’s what it was to be rich. Not one of the oth­er presents pro­duced so deep an im­pres­sion as this.

			Af­ter Old Gran­nis and the den­tist had gone through the rooms, giv­ing a last look around to see that ev­ery­thing was ready, they re­turned to McTeague’s Par­lors. At the door Old Gran­nis ex­cused him­self.

			At four o’clock McTeague be­gan to dress, shav­ing him­self first be­fore the hand-glass that was hung against the wood­work of the bay win­dow. While he shaved he sang with strange in­ap­pro­pri­ate­ness:

			
				
					No one to love, none to ca­ress,
					

					Left all alone in this world’s wilder­ness.
				

			

			But as he stood be­fore the mir­ror, in­tent up­on his shav­ing, there came a roll of wheels over the cob­bles in front of the house. He rushed to the win­dow. Tri­na had ar­rived with her fa­ther and moth­er. He saw her get out, and as she glanced up­ward at his win­dow, their eyes met.

			Ah, there she was. There she was, his lit­tle wom­an, look­ing up at him, her adorable lit­tle chin thrust up­ward with that fa­mil­iar move­ment of in­no­cence and con­fi­dence. The den­tist saw again, as if for the first time, her small, pale face look­ing out from be­neath her roy­al tiara of black hair; he saw again her long, nar­row blue eyes; her lips, nose, and tiny ears, pale and blood­less, and sug­ges­tive of anaemia, as if all the vi­tal­i­ty that should have lent them col­or had been sucked up in­to the strands and coils of that won­der­ful hair.

			As their eyes met they waved their hands gay­ly to each oth­er; then McTeague heard Tri­na and her moth­er come up the stairs and go in­to the bed­room of the pho­tog­ra­pher’s suite, where Tri­na was to dress.

			No, no; sure­ly there could be no longer any hes­i­ta­tion. He knew that he loved her. What was the mat­ter with him, that he should have doubt­ed it for an in­stant? The great dif­fi­cul­ty was that she was too good, too adorable, too sweet, too del­i­cate for him, who was so huge, so clum­sy, so bru­tal.

			There was a knock at the door. It was Old Gran­nis. He was dressed in his one black suit of broad­cloth, much wrin­kled; his hair was care­ful­ly brushed over his bald fore­head.

			“Miss Tri­na has come,” he an­nounced, “and the min­is­ter. You have an hour yet.”

			The den­tist fin­ished dress­ing. He wore a suit bought for the oc­ca­sion—a ready made “Prince Al­bert” coat too short in the sleeves, striped “blue” trousers, and new patent leather shoes—ver­i­ta­ble in­stru­ments of tor­ture. Around his col­lar was a won­der­ful neck­tie that Tri­na had giv­en him; it was of salmon-pink satin; in its cen­tre Seli­na had paint­ed a knot of blue for­get-me-nots.

			At length, af­ter an in­ter­minable pe­ri­od of wait­ing, Mr. Sieppe ap­peared at the door.

			“Are you reat­ty?” he asked in a sepul­chral whis­per. “Gome, den.” It was like King Charles sum­moned to ex­e­cu­tion. Mr. Sieppe pre­ced­ed them in­to the hall, mov­ing at a fu­ne­re­al pace. He paused. Sud­den­ly, in the di­rec­tion of the sit­ting-room, came the strains of the par­lor melodeon. Mr. Sieppe flung his arm in the air.

			“Vowaarts!” he cried.

			He left them at the door of the sit­ting-room, he him­self go­ing in­to the bed­room where Tri­na was wait­ing, en­ter­ing by the hall door. He was in a tremen­dous state of ner­vous ten­sion, fear­ful lest some­thing should go wrong. He had em­ployed the pe­ri­od of wait­ing in go­ing through his part for the fifti­eth time, re­peat­ing what he had to say in a low voice. He had even made chalk marks on the mat­ting in the places where he was to take po­si­tions.

			The den­tist and Old Gran­nis en­tered the sit­ting-room; the min­is­ter stood be­hind the lit­tle ta­ble in the bay win­dow, hold­ing a book, one fin­ger mark­ing the place; he was rigid, erect, im­pas­sive. On ei­ther side of him, in a semi­cir­cle, stood the in­vit­ed guests. A lit­tle pock­marked gen­tle­man in glass­es, no doubt the fa­mous Un­cle Oel­ber­mann; Miss Bak­er, in her black grena­dine, false curls, and coral brooch; Mar­cus Schouler, his arms fold­ed, his brows bent, grand and gloomy; Heise the har­ness-mak­er, in yel­low gloves, in­tent­ly study­ing the pat­tern of the mat­ting; and Ow­gooste, in his Fauntleroy “cos­tume,” stu­pe­fied and a lit­tle fright­ened, rolling his eyes from face to face. Seli­na sat at the par­lor melodeon, fin­ger­ing the keys, her glance wan­der­ing to the che­nille portieres. She stopped play­ing as McTeague and Old Gran­nis en­tered and took their places. A pro­found si­lence en­sued. Un­cle Oel­ber­mann’s shirt front could be heard creak­ing as he breathed. The most solemn ex­pres­sion per­vad­ed ev­ery face.

			All at once the portieres were shak­en vi­o­lent­ly. It was a sig­nal. Seli­na pulled open the stops and swung in­to the wed­ding march.

			Tri­na en­tered. She was dressed in white silk, a crown of or­ange blos­soms was around her swarthy hair—dressed high for the first time—her veil reached to the floor. Her face was pink, but oth­er­wise she was calm. She looked qui­et­ly around the room as she crossed it, un­til her glance rest­ed on McTeague, smil­ing at him then very pret­ti­ly and with per­fect self-pos­ses­sion.

			She was on her fa­ther’s arm. The twins, dressed ex­act­ly alike, walked in front, each car­ry­ing an enor­mous bou­quet of cut flow­ers in a “lace-pa­per” hold­er. Mrs. Sieppe fol­lowed in the rear. She was cry­ing; her hand­ker­chief was rolled in­to a wad. From time to time she looked at the train of Tri­na’s dress through her tears. Mr. Sieppe marched his daugh­ter to the ex­act mid­dle of the floor, wheeled at right an­gles, and brought her up to the min­is­ter. He stepped back three paces, and stood plant­ed up­on one of his chalk marks, his face glis­ten­ing with per­spi­ra­tion.

			Then Tri­na and the den­tist were mar­ried. The guests stood in con­strained at­ti­tudes, look­ing furtive­ly out of the cor­ners of their eyes. Mr. Sieppe nev­er moved a mus­cle; Mrs. Sieppe cried in­to her hand­ker­chief all the time. At the melodeon Seli­na played “Call Me Thine Own,” very soft­ly, the tremu­lo stop pulled out. She looked over her shoul­der from time to time. Be­tween the paus­es of the mu­sic one could hear the low tones of the min­is­ter, the re­spons­es of the par­tic­i­pants, and the sup­pressed sounds of Mrs. Sieppe’s weep­ing. Out­side the nois­es of the street rose to the win­dows in muf­fled un­der­tones, a ca­ble car rum­bled past, a news­boy went by chant­ing the evening pa­pers; from some­where in the build­ing it­self came a per­sis­tent noise of saw­ing.

			Tri­na and McTeague knelt. The den­tist’s knees thud­ded on the floor and he pre­sent­ed to view the soles of his shoes, painful­ly new and un­worn, the leather still yel­low, the brass nail heads still glit­ter­ing. Tri­na sank at his side very grace­ful­ly, set­ting her dress and train with a lit­tle ges­ture of her free hand. The com­pa­ny bowed their heads, Mr. Sieppe shut­ting his eyes tight. But Mrs. Sieppe took ad­van­tage of the mo­ment to stop cry­ing and make furtive ges­tures to­wards Ow­gooste, sign­ing him to pull down his coat. But Ow­gooste gave no heed; his eyes were start­ing from their sock­ets, his chin had dropped up­on his lace col­lar, and his head turned vague­ly from side to side with a con­tin­ued and ma­ni­a­cal mo­tion.

			All at once the cer­e­mo­ny was over be­fore any­one ex­pect­ed it. The guests kept their po­si­tions for a mo­ment, eye­ing one an­oth­er, each fear­ing to make the first move, not quite cer­tain as to whether or not ev­ery­thing were fin­ished. But the cou­ple faced the room, Tri­na throw­ing back her veil. She—per­haps McTeague as well—felt that there was a cer­tain in­ad­e­quate­ness about the cer­e­mo­ny. Was that all there was to it? Did just those few mut­tered phras­es make them man and wife? It had been over in a few mo­ments, but it had bound them for life. Had not some­thing been left out? Was not the whole af­fair cur­so­ry, su­per­fi­cial? It was dis­ap­point­ing.

			But Tri­na had no time to dwell up­on this. Mar­cus Schouler, in the man­ner of a man of the world, who knew how to act in ev­ery sit­u­a­tion, stepped for­ward and, even be­fore Mr. or Mrs. Sieppe, took Tri­na’s hand.

			“Let me be the first to con­grat­u­late Mrs. McTeague,” he said, feel­ing very no­ble and hero­ic. The strain of the pre­vi­ous mo­ments was re­laxed im­me­di­ate­ly, the guests crowd­ed around the pair, shak­ing hands—a ba­bel of talk arose.

			“Ow­gooste, will you pull down your goat, den?”

			“Well, my dear, now you’re mar­ried and hap­py. When I first saw you two to­geth­er, I said, ‘What a pair!’ We’re to be neigh­bors now; you must come up and see me very of­ten and we’ll have tea to­geth­er.”

			“Did you hear that saw­ing go­ing on all the time? I de­clare it reg­u­lar­ly got on my nerves.”

			Tri­na kissed her fa­ther and moth­er, cry­ing a lit­tle her­self as she saw the tears in Mrs. Sieppe’s eyes.

			Mar­cus came for­ward a sec­ond time, and, with an air of great grav­i­ty, kissed his cousin up­on the fore­head. Heise was in­tro­duced to Tri­na and Un­cle Oel­ber­mann to the den­tist.

			For up­wards of half an hour the guests stood about in groups, fill­ing the lit­tle sit­ting-room with a great chat­ter of talk. Then it was time to make ready for sup­per.

			This was a tremen­dous task, in which near­ly all the guests were obliged to as­sist. The sit­ting-room was trans­formed in­to a din­ing-room. The presents were re­moved from the ex­ten­sion ta­ble and the ta­ble drawn out to its full length. The cloth was laid, the chairs—rent­ed from the danc­ing acad­e­my hard by—drawn up, the dish­es set out, and the two bou­quets of cut flow­ers tak­en from the twins un­der their shrill protests, and “ar­ranged” in vas­es at ei­ther end of the ta­ble.

			There was a great com­ing and go­ing be­tween the kitchen and the sit­ting-room. Tri­na, who was al­lowed to do noth­ing, sat in the bay win­dow and fret­ted, call­ing to her moth­er from time to time:

			“The nap­kins are in the right-hand draw­er of the pantry.”

			“Yes, yes, I got um. Where do you geep der zoup blates?”

			“The soup plates are here al­ready.”

			“Say, Cousin Tri­na, is there a corkscrew? What is home with­out a corkscrew?”

			“In the kitchen-ta­ble draw­er, in the left-hand cor­ner.”

			“Are these the forks you want to use, Mrs. McTeague?”

			“No, no, there’s some sil­ver forks. Mam­ma knows where.”

			They were all very gay, laugh­ing over their mis­takes, get­ting in one an­oth­er’s way, rush­ing in­to the sit­ting-room, their hands full of plates or knives or glass­es, and dart­ing out again af­ter more. Mar­cus and Mr. Sieppe took their coats off. Old Gran­nis and Miss Bak­er passed each oth­er in the hall in a con­strained si­lence, her grena­dine brush­ing against the el­bow of his wrin­kled frock coat. Un­cle Oel­ber­mann su­per­in­tend­ed Heise open­ing the case of cham­pagne with the grav­i­ty of a mag­is­trate. Ow­gooste was as­signed the task of fill­ing the new salt and pep­per can­is­ters of red and blue glass.

			In a won­der­ful­ly short time ev­ery­thing was ready. Mar­cus Schouler re­sumed his coat, wip­ing his fore­head, and re­mark­ing:

			“I tell you, I’ve been do­ing chores for my board.”

			“To der ta­ble!” com­mand­ed Mr. Sieppe.

			The com­pa­ny sat down with a great clat­ter, Tri­na at the foot, the den­tist at the head, the oth­ers ar­ranged them­selves in hap­haz­ard fash­ion. But it hap­pened that Mar­cus Schouler crowd­ed in­to the seat be­side Seli­na, to­wards which Old Gran­nis was di­rect­ing him­self. There was but one oth­er chair va­cant, and that at the side of Miss Bak­er. Old Gran­nis hes­i­tat­ed, putting his hand to his chin. How­ev­er, there was no es­cape. In great trep­i­da­tion he sat down be­side the re­tired dress­mak­er. Nei­ther of them spoke. Old Gran­nis dared not move, but sat rigid, his eyes riv­et­ed on his emp­ty soup plate.

			All at once there was a re­port like a pis­tol. The men start­ed in their places. Mrs. Sieppe ut­tered a muf­fled shriek. The wait­er from the cheap restau­rant, hired as Maria’s as­sis­tant, rose from a bend­ing pos­ture, a cham­pagne bot­tle froth­ing in his hand; he was grin­ning from ear to ear.

			“Don’t get scairt,” he said, re­as­sur­ing­ly, “it ain’t load­ed.”

			When all their glass­es had been filled, Mar­cus pro­posed the health of the bride, “stand­ing up.” The guests rose and drank. Hard­ly one of them had ev­er tast­ed cham­pagne be­fore. The mo­ment’s si­lence af­ter the toast was bro­ken by McTeague ex­claim­ing with a long breath of sat­is­fac­tion: “That’s the best beer I ev­er drank.”

			There was a roar of laugh­ter. Es­pe­cial­ly was Mar­cus tick­led over the den­tist’s blun­der; he went off in a very spasm of mirth, bang­ing the ta­ble with his fist, laugh­ing un­til his eyes wa­tered. All through the meal he kept break­ing out in­to cack­ling im­i­ta­tions of McTeague’s words: “That’s the best beer I ev­er drank. Oh, Lord, ain’t that a break!”

			What a won­der­ful sup­per that was! There was oys­ter soup; there were sea bass and bar­racu­da; there was a gi­gan­tic roast goose stuffed with chest­nuts; there were egg­plant and sweet pota­toes—Miss Bak­er called them “yams.” There was calf’s head in oil, over which Mr. Sieppe went in­to ec­stasies; there was lob­ster sal­ad; there were rice pud­ding, and straw­ber­ry ice cream, and wine jel­ly, and stewed prunes, and co­conuts, and mixed nuts, and raisins, and fruit, and tea, and cof­fee, and min­er­al wa­ters, and lemon­ade.

			For two hours the guests ate; their faces red, their el­bows wide, the per­spi­ra­tion bead­ing their fore­heads. All around the ta­ble one saw the same in­ces­sant move­ment of jaws and heard the same un­in­ter­rupt­ed sound of chew­ing. Three times Heise passed his plate for more roast goose. Mr. Sieppe de­voured the calf’s head with long breaths of con­tent­ment; McTeague ate for the sake of eat­ing, with­out choice; ev­ery­thing with­in reach of his hands found its way in­to his enor­mous mouth.

			There was but lit­tle con­ver­sa­tion, and that on­ly of the food; one ex­changed opin­ions with one’s neigh­bor as to the soup, the egg­plant, or the stewed prunes. Soon the room be­came very warm, a faint mois­ture ap­peared up­on the win­dows, the air was heavy with the smell of cooked food. At ev­ery mo­ment Tri­na or Mrs. Sieppe urged some­one of the com­pa­ny to have his or her plate re­filled. They were con­stant­ly em­ployed in dish­ing pota­toes or carv­ing the goose or ladling gravy. The hired wait­er cir­cled around the room, his limp nap­kin over his arm, his hands full of plates and dish­es. He was a great jok­er; he had names of his own for dif­fer­ent ar­ti­cles of food, that sent gales of laugh­ter around the ta­ble. When he spoke of a bunch of pars­ley as “scenery,” Heise all but stran­gled him­self over a mouth­ful of pota­to. Out in the kitchen Maria Maca­pa did the work of three, her face scar­let, her sleeves rolled up; ev­ery now and then she ut­tered shrill but un­in­tel­li­gi­ble out­cries, sup­pos­ed­ly ad­dressed to the wait­er.

			“Un­cle Oel­ber­mann,” said Tri­na, “let me give you an­oth­er help­ing of prunes.”

			The Sieppes paid great def­er­ence to Un­cle Oel­ber­mann, as in­deed did the whole com­pa­ny. Even Mar­cus Schouler low­ered his voice when he ad­dressed him. At the be­gin­ning of the meal he had nudged the har­ness-mak­er and had whis­pered be­hind his hand, nod­ding his head to­ward the whole­sale toy deal­er, “Got thir­ty thou­sand dol­lars in the bank; has, for a fact.”

			“Don’t have much to say,” ob­served Heise.

			“No, no. That’s his way; nev­er opens his face.”

			As the evening wore on, the gas and two lamps were lit. The com­pa­ny were still eat­ing. The men, gorged with food, had un­but­toned their vests. McTeague’s cheeks were dis­tend­ed, his eyes wide, his huge, salient jaw moved with a ma­chine-like reg­u­lar­i­ty; at in­ter­vals he drew a se­ries of short breaths through his nose. Mrs. Sieppe wiped her fore­head with her nap­kin.

			“Hey, dere, poy, gif me some more oaf dat—what you call—‘bub­ble-wa­ter.’ ”

			That was how the wait­er had spo­ken of the cham­pagne—“bub­ble-wa­ter.” The guests had shout­ed ap­plause, “Ou­ta sight.” He was a heavy josh­er was that wait­er.

			Bot­tle af­ter bot­tle was opened, the wom­en stop­ping their ears as the corks were drawn. All of a sud­den the den­tist ut­tered an ex­cla­ma­tion, clap­ping his hand to his nose, his face twist­ing sharply.

			“Mac, what is it?” cried Tri­na in alarm.

			“That cham­pagne came to my nose,” he cried, his eyes wa­ter­ing. “It stings like ev­ery­thing.”

			“Great beer, ain’t ut?” shout­ed Mar­cus.

			“Now, Mark,” re­mon­strat­ed Tri­na in a low voice. “Now, Mark, you just shut up; that isn’t fun­ny any more. I don’t want you should make fun of Mac. He called it beer on pur­pose. I guess he knows.”

			Through­out the meal old Miss Bak­er had oc­cu­pied her­self large­ly with Ow­gooste and the twins, who had been giv­en a ta­ble by them­selves—the black wal­nut ta­ble be­fore which the cer­e­mo­ny had tak­en place. The lit­tle dress­mak­er was con­tin­u­al­ly turn­ing about in her place, in­quir­ing of the chil­dren if they want­ed for any­thing; in­quiries they rarely an­swered oth­er than by stare, fixed, ox-like, ex­pres­sion­less.

			Sud­den­ly the lit­tle dress­mak­er turned to Old Gran­nis and ex­claimed:

			“I’m so very fond of lit­tle chil­dren.”

			“Yes, yes, they’re very in­ter­est­ing. I’m very fond of them, too.”

			The next in­stant both of the old peo­ple were over­whelmed with con­fu­sion. What! They had spo­ken to each oth­er af­ter all these years of si­lence; they had for the first time ad­dressed re­marks to each oth­er.

			The old dress­mak­er was in a tor­ment of em­bar­rass­ment. How was it she had come to speak? She had nei­ther planned nor wished it. Sud­den­ly the words had es­caped her, he had an­swered, and it was all over—over be­fore they knew it.

			Old Gran­nis’s fin­gers trem­bled on the ta­ble ledge, his heart beat heav­i­ly, his breath fell short. He had ac­tu­al­ly talked to the lit­tle dress­mak­er. That pos­si­bil­i­ty to which he had looked for­ward, it seemed to him for years—that com­pan­ion­ship, that in­ti­ma­cy with his fel­low-lodger, that de­light­ful ac­quain­tance which was on­ly to ripen at some far dis­tant time, he could not ex­act­ly say when—be­hold, it had sud­den­ly come to a head, here in this over­crowd­ed, over­heat­ed room, in the midst of all this feed­ing, sur­round­ed by odors of hot dish­es, ac­com­pa­nied by the sounds of in­ces­sant mas­ti­ca­tion. How dif­fer­ent he had imag­ined it would be! They were to be alone—he and Miss Bak­er—in the evening some­where, with­drawn from the world, very qui­et, very calm and peace­ful. Their talk was to be of their lives, their lost il­lu­sions, not of oth­er peo­ple’s chil­dren.

			The two old peo­ple did not speak again. They sat there side by side, near­er than they had ev­er been be­fore, mo­tion­less, ab­stract­ed; their thoughts far away from that scene of feast­ing. They were think­ing of each oth­er and they were con­scious of it. Timid, with the timid­i­ty of their sec­ond child­hood, con­strained and em­bar­rassed by each oth­er’s pres­ence, they were, nev­er­the­less, in a lit­tle Ely­si­um of their own cre­at­ing. They walked hand in hand in a de­li­cious gar­den where it was al­ways au­tumn; to­geth­er and alone they en­tered up­on the long re­tard­ed ro­mance of their com­mon­place and un­event­ful lives.

			At last that great sup­per was over, ev­ery­thing had been eat­en; the enor­mous roast goose had dwin­dled to a very skele­ton. Mr. Sieppe had re­duced the calf’s head to a mere skull; a row of emp­ty cham­pagne bot­tles—“dead sol­diers,” as the face­tious wait­er had called them—lined the man­tel­piece. Noth­ing of the stewed prunes re­mained but the juice, which was giv­en to Ow­gooste and the twins. The plat­ters were as clean as if they had been washed; crumbs of bread, pota­to par­ings, nut­shells, and bits of cake lit­tered the ta­ble; cof­fee and ice-cream stains and spots of con­gealed gravy marked the po­si­tion of each plate. It was a dev­as­ta­tion, a pil­lage; the ta­ble pre­sent­ed the ap­pear­ance of an aban­doned bat­tle­field.

			“Ouf,” cried Mrs. Sieppe, push­ing back, “I haf ea­tun und ea­tun, ach, Gott, how I haf ea­tun!”

			“Ah, dot kaf’s het,” mur­mured her hus­band, pass­ing his tongue over his lips.

			The face­tious wait­er had dis­ap­peared. He and Maria Maca­pa fore­gath­ered in the kitchen. They drew up to the wash­board of the sink, feast­ing off the rem­nants of the sup­per, slices of goose, the re­mains of the lob­ster sal­ad, and half a bot­tle of cham­pagne. They were obliged to drink the lat­ter from teacups.

			“Here’s how,” said the wait­er gal­lant­ly, as he raised his teacup, bow­ing to Maria across the sink. “Hark,” he added, “they’re singing in­side.”

			The com­pa­ny had left the ta­ble and had as­sem­bled about the melodeon, where Seli­na was seat­ed. At first they at­tempt­ed some of the pop­u­lar songs of the day, but were obliged to give over as none of them knew any of the words be­yond the first line of the cho­rus. Fi­nal­ly they pitched up­on “Near­er, My God, to Thee,” as the on­ly song which they all knew. Seli­na sang the “al­to,” very much off the key; Mar­cus in­toned the bass, scowl­ing fierce­ly, his chin drawn in­to his col­lar. They sang in very slow time. The song be­came a dirge, a lam­en­ta­ble, pro­longed wail of dis­tress:

			
				
					Nee-rah, my Gahd, to Thee,
					

					Nee-rah to Thee-ah.
				

			

			At the end of the song, Un­cle Oel­ber­mann put on his hat with­out a word of warn­ing. In­stant­ly there was a hush. The guests rose.

			“Not go­ing so soon, Un­cle Oel­ber­mann?” protest­ed Tri­na, po­lite­ly. He on­ly nod­ded. Mar­cus sprang for­ward to help him with his over­coat. Mr. Sieppe came up and the two men shook hands.

			Then Un­cle Oel­ber­mann de­liv­ered him­self of an orac­u­lar phrase. No doubt he had been med­i­tat­ing it dur­ing the sup­per. Ad­dress­ing Mr. Sieppe, he said:

			“You have not lost a daugh­ter, but have gained a son.”

			These were the on­ly words he had spo­ken the en­tire evening. He de­part­ed; the com­pa­ny was pro­found­ly im­pressed.

			About twen­ty min­utes lat­er, when Mar­cus Schouler was en­ter­tain­ing the guests by eat­ing al­monds, shells and all, Mr. Sieppe start­ed to his feet, watch in hand.

			“Haf-bast ele­vun,” he shout­ed. “At­ten­tion! Der dime haf ar­rive, shtop efer­y­t­ing. We de­part.”

			This was a sig­nal for tremen­dous con­fu­sion. Mr. Sieppe im­me­di­ate­ly threw off his pre­vi­ous air of re­lax­ation, the calf’s head was for­got­ten, he was once again the lead­er of vast en­ter­pris­es.

			“To me, to me,” he cried. “Mom­mer, der ter­vins, Ow­gooste.” He mar­shalled his tribe to­geth­er, with tremen­dous com­mand­ing ges­tures. The sleep­ing twins were sud­den­ly shak­en in­to a dazed con­scious­ness; Ow­gooste, whom the al­mond-eat­ing of Mar­cus Schouler had pet­ri­fied with ad­mi­ra­tion, was smacked to a re­al­iza­tion of his sur­round­ings.

			Old Gran­nis, with a cer­tain del­i­ca­cy that was one of his char­ac­ter­is­tics, felt in­stinc­tive­ly that the guests—the mere out­siders—should de­part be­fore the fam­i­ly be­gan its leave-tak­ing of Tri­na. He with­drew un­ob­tru­sive­ly, af­ter a hasty good night to the bride and groom. The rest fol­lowed al­most im­me­di­ate­ly.

			“Well, Mr. Sieppe,” ex­claimed Mar­cus, “we won’t see each oth­er for some time.” Mar­cus had giv­en up his first in­ten­tion of join­ing in the Sieppe mi­gra­tion. He spoke in a large way of cer­tain af­fairs that would keep him in San Fran­cis­co till the fall. Of late he had en­ter­tained am­bi­tions of a ranch life, he would breed cat­tle, he had a lit­tle mon­ey and was on­ly look­ing for some­one “to go in with.” He dreamed of a cow­boy’s life and saw him­self in an en­tranc­ing vi­sion in­volv­ing sil­ver spurs and un­tamed bron­chos. He told him­self that Tri­na had cast him off, that his best friend had “played him for a suck­er,” that the “prop­er ca­per” was to with­draw from the world en­tire­ly.

			“If you hear of any­body down there,” he went on, speak­ing to Mr. Sieppe, “that wants to go in for ranch­ing, why just let me know.”

			“Soh, soh,” an­swered Mr. Sieppe ab­stract­ed­ly, peer­ing about for Ow­gooste’s cap.

			Mar­cus bade the Sieppes farewell. He and Heise went out to­geth­er. One heard them, as they de­scend­ed the stairs, dis­cussing the pos­si­bil­i­ty of Fren­na’s place be­ing still open.

			Then Miss Bak­er de­part­ed af­ter kiss­ing Tri­na on both cheeks. Seli­na went with her. There was on­ly the fam­i­ly left.

			Tri­na watched them go, one by one, with an in­creas­ing feel­ing of un­easi­ness and vague ap­pre­hen­sion. Soon they would all be gone.

			“Well, Tri­na,” ex­claimed Mr. Sieppe, “goot-py; per­haps you gome vis­it us somed­ime.”

			Mrs. Sieppe be­gan cry­ing again.

			“Ach, Tri­na, ven shall I efer see you again?”

			Tears came to Tri­na’s eyes in spite of her­self. She put her arms around her moth­er.

			“Oh, some­time, some­time,” she cried. The twins and Ow­gooste clung to Tri­na’s skirts, fret­ting and whim­per­ing.

			McTeague was mis­er­able. He stood apart from the group, in a cor­ner. None of them seemed to think of him; he was not of them.

			“Write to me very of­ten, mam­ma, and tell me about ev­ery­thing—about Au­gust and the twins.”

			“It is dime,” cried Mr. Sieppe, ner­vous­ly. “Goot-py, Tri­na. Mom­mer, Ow­gooste, say goot-py, den we must go. Goot-py, Tri­na.” He kissed her. Ow­gooste and the twins were lift­ed up. “Gome, gome,” in­sist­ed Mr. Sieppe, mov­ing to­ward the door.

			“Goot-py, Tri­na,” ex­claimed Mrs. Sieppe, cry­ing hard­er than ev­er. “Dok­tor—where is der dok­tor—Dok­tor, pe goot to her, eh? pe vairy goot, eh, won’t you? Zum day, Dok­ter, you vill haf a daugh­ter, den you know berhaps how I feel, yes.”

			They were stand­ing at the door by this time. Mr. Sieppe, half­way down the stairs, kept call­ing “Gome, gome, we miss der drain.”

			Mrs. Sieppe re­leased Tri­na and start­ed down the hall, the twins and Ow­gooste fol­low­ing. Tri­na stood in the door­way, look­ing af­ter them through her tears. They were go­ing, go­ing. When would she ev­er see them again? She was to be left alone with this man to whom she had just been mar­ried. A sud­den vague ter­ror seized her; she left McTeague and ran down the hall and caught her moth­er around the neck.

			“I don’t want you to go,” she whis­pered in her moth­er’s ear, sob­bing. “Oh, mam­ma, I—I’m ’fraid.”

			“Ach, Tri­na, you preak my heart. Don’t gry, poor lee­tle girl.” She rocked Tri­na in her arms as though she were a child again. “Poor lee­tle scairt girl, don’ gry—soh—soh—soh, dere’s nut­tun to pe ’fraid oaf. Dere, go to your hoas­ban’. Lis­ten, pop­per’s galling again; go den; goot-by.”

			She loos­ened Tri­na’s arms and start­ed down the stairs. Tri­na leaned over the ban­is­ters, strain­ing her eyes af­ter her moth­er.

			“What is ut, Tri­na?”

			“Oh, good­bye, good­bye.”

			“Gome, gome, we miss der drain.”

			“Mam­ma, oh, mam­ma!”

			“What is ut, Tri­na?”

			“Good­bye.”

			“Goot-py, lee­tle daugh­ter.”

			“Good­bye, good­bye, good­bye.”

			The street door closed. The si­lence was pro­found.

			For an­oth­er mo­ment Tri­na stood lean­ing over the ban­is­ters, look­ing down in­to the emp­ty stair­way. It was dark. There was no­body. They—her fa­ther, her moth­er, the chil­dren—had left her, left her alone. She faced about to­ward the rooms—faced her hus­band, faced her new home, the new life that was to be­gin now.

			The hall was emp­ty and de­sert­ed. The great flat around her seemed new and huge and strange; she felt hor­ri­bly alone. Even Maria and the hired wait­er were gone. On one of the floors above she heard a ba­by cry­ing. She stood there an in­stant in the dark hall, in her wed­ding fin­ery, look­ing about her, lis­ten­ing. From the open door of the sit­ting-room streamed a gold bar of light.

			She went down the hall, by the open door of the sit­ting-room, go­ing on to­ward the hall door of the bed­room.

			As she soft­ly passed the sit­ting-room she glanced hasti­ly in. The lamps and the gas were burn­ing bright­ly, the chairs were pushed back from the ta­ble just as the guests had left them, and the ta­ble it­self, aban­doned, de­sert­ed, pre­sent­ed to view the vague con­fu­sion of its dish­es, its knives and forks, its emp­ty plat­ters and crum­pled nap­kins. The den­tist sat there lean­ing on his el­bows, his back to­ward her; against the white blur of the ta­ble he looked colos­sal. Above his gi­ant shoul­ders rose his thick, red neck and mane of yel­low hair. The light shone pink through the gris­tle of his enor­mous ears.

			Tri­na en­tered the bed­room, clos­ing the door af­ter her. At the sound, she heard McTeague start and rise.

			“Is that you, Tri­na?”

			She did not an­swer; but paused in the mid­dle of the room, hold­ing her breath, trem­bling.

			The den­tist crossed the out­side room, part­ed the che­nille portieres, and came in. He came to­ward her quick­ly, mak­ing as if to take her in his arms. His eyes were alight.

			“No, no,” cried Tri­na, shrink­ing from him. Sud­den­ly seized with the fear of him—the in­tu­itive fem­i­nine fear of the male—her whole be­ing quailed be­fore him. She was ter­ri­fied at his huge, square-cut head; his pow­er­ful, salient jaw; his huge, red hands; his enor­mous, re­sist­less strength.

			“No, no—I’m afraid,” she cried, draw­ing back from him to the oth­er side of the room.

			“Afraid?” an­swered the den­tist in per­plex­i­ty. “What are you afraid of, Tri­na? I’m not go­ing to hurt you. What are you afraid of?”

			What, in­deed, was Tri­na afraid of? She could not tell. But what did she know of McTeague, af­ter all? Who was this man that had come in­to her life, who had tak­en her from her home and from her par­ents, and with whom she was now left alone here in this strange, vast flat?

			“Oh, I’m afraid. I’m afraid,” she cried.

			McTeague came near­er, sat down be­side her and put one arm around her.

			“What are you afraid of, Tri­na?” he said, re­as­sur­ing­ly. “I don’t want to fright­en you.”

			She looked at him wild­ly, her adorable lit­tle chin quiv­er­ing, the tears brim­ming in her nar­row blue eyes. Then her glance took on a cer­tain in­tent­ness, and she peered cu­ri­ous­ly in­to his face, say­ing al­most in a whis­per:

			“I’m afraid of you.”

			But the den­tist did not heed her. An im­mense joy seized up­on him—the joy of pos­ses­sion. Tri­na was his very own now. She lay there in the hol­low of his arm, help­less and very pret­ty.

			Those in­stincts that in him were so close to the sur­face sud­den­ly leaped to life, shout­ing and clam­or­ing, not to be re­sist­ed. He loved her. Ah, did he not love her? The smell of her hair, of her neck, rose to him.

			Sud­den­ly he caught her in both his huge arms, crush­ing down her strug­gle with his im­mense strength, kiss­ing her full up­on the mouth. Then her great love for McTeague sud­den­ly flashed up in Tri­na’s breast; she gave up to him as she had done be­fore, yield­ing all at once to that strange de­sire of be­ing con­quered and sub­dued. She clung to him, her hands clasped be­hind his neck, whis­per­ing in his ear:

			“Oh, you must be good to me—very, very good to me, dear—for you’re all that I have in the world now.”

		
	
		
			X

			That sum­mer passed, then the win­ter. The wet sea­son be­gan in the last days of Sep­tem­ber and con­tin­ued all through Oc­to­ber, No­vem­ber, and De­cem­ber. At long in­ter­vals would come a week of per­fect days, the sky with­out a cloud, the air mo­tion­less, but touched with a cer­tain nim­ble­ness, a faint ef­fer­ves­cence that was ex­hil­a­rat­ing. Then, with­out warn­ing, dur­ing a night when a south wind blew, a gray scroll of cloud would un­roll and hang high over the city, and the rain would come pat­ter­ing down again, at first in scat­tered show­ers, then in an un­in­ter­rupt­ed driz­zle.

			All day long Tri­na sat in the bay win­dow of the sit­ting-room that com­mand­ed a view of a small sec­tion of Polk Street. As of­ten as she raised her head she could see the big mar­ket, a con­fec­tionery store, a bell-hang­er’s shop, and, far­ther on, above the roofs, the glass sky­lights and wa­ter tanks of the big pub­lic baths. In the near­er fore­ground ran the street it­self; the ca­ble cars trun­dled up and down, thump­ing heav­i­ly over the joints of the rails; mar­ket carts by the score came and went, driv­en at a great rate by pre­oc­cu­pied young men in their shirt sleeves, with pen­cils be­hind their ears, or by reck­less boys in blood­stained butch­er’s aprons. Up­on the side­walks the lit­tle world of Polk Street swarmed and jos­tled through its dai­ly round of life. On fine days the great ladies from the av­enue, one block above, in­vad­ed the street, ap­pear­ing be­fore the butch­er stalls, in­tent up­on their day’s mar­ket­ing. On rainy days their ser­vants—the Chi­nese cooks or the sec­ond girls—took their places. These ser­vants gave them­selves great airs, car­ry­ing their big cot­ton um­brel­las as they had seen their mis­tress­es car­ry their para­sols, and hag­gling in su­per­cil­ious fash­ion with the mar­ket men, their chins in the air.

			The rain per­sist­ed. Ev­ery­thing in the range of Tri­na’s vi­sion, from the tar­pau­lins on the mar­ket-cart hors­es to the panes of glass in the roof of the pub­lic baths, looked glazed and var­nished. The as­phalt of the side­walks shone like the sur­face of a patent leather boot; ev­ery hol­low in the street held its lit­tle pud­dle, that winked like an eye each time a drop of rain struck in­to it.

			Tri­na still con­tin­ued to work for Un­cle Oel­ber­mann. In the morn­ings she bus­ied her­self about the kitchen, the bed­room, and the sit­ting-room; but in the af­ter­noon, for two or three hours af­ter lunch, she was oc­cu­pied with the Noah’s ark an­i­mals. She took her work to the bay win­dow, spread­ing out a great square of can­vas un­der­neath her chair, to catch the chips and shav­ings, which she used af­ter­wards for light­ing fires. One af­ter an­oth­er she caught up the lit­tle blocks of straight-grained pine, the knife flashed be­tween her fin­gers, the lit­tle fig­ure grew rapid­ly un­der her touch, was fin­ished and ready for paint­ing in a won­der­ful­ly short time, and was tossed in­to the bas­ket that stood at her el­bow.

			But very of­ten dur­ing that rainy win­ter af­ter her mar­riage Tri­na would pause in her work, her hands fall­ing idly in­to her lap, her eyes—her nar­row, pale blue eyes—grow­ing wide and thought­ful as she gazed, un­see­ing, out in­to the rain-washed street.

			She loved McTeague now with a blind, un­rea­son­ing love that ad­mit­ted of no doubt or hes­i­tan­cy. In­deed, it seemed to her that it was on­ly af­ter her mar­riage with the den­tist that she had re­al­ly be­gun to love him. With the ab­so­lute fi­nal sur­ren­der of her­self, the ir­rev­o­ca­ble, ul­ti­mate sub­mis­sion, had come an af­fec­tion the like of which she had nev­er dreamed in the old B Street days. But Tri­na loved her hus­band, not be­cause she fan­cied she saw in him any of those no­ble and gen­er­ous qual­i­ties that in­spire af­fec­tion. The den­tist might or might not pos­sess them, it was all one with Tri­na. She loved him be­cause she had giv­en her­self to him freely, un­re­served­ly; had merged her in­di­vid­u­al­i­ty in­to his; she was his, she be­longed to him for­ev­er and for­ev­er. Noth­ing that he could do (so she told her­self), noth­ing that she her­self could do, could change her in this re­spect. McTeague might cease to love her, might leave her, might even die; it would be all the same, she was his.

			But it had not been so at first. Dur­ing those long, rainy days of the fall, days when Tri­na was left alone for hours, at that time when the ex­cite­ment and nov­el­ty of the hon­ey­moon were dy­ing down, when the new house­hold was set­tling in­to its grooves, she passed through many an hour of mis­giv­ing, of doubt, and even of ac­tu­al re­gret.

			Nev­er would she for­get one Sun­day af­ter­noon in par­tic­u­lar. She had been mar­ried but three weeks. Af­ter din­ner she and lit­tle Miss Bak­er had gone for a bit of a walk to take ad­van­tage of an hour’s sun­shine and to look at some won­der­ful gera­ni­ums in a florist’s win­dow on Sut­ter Street. They had been caught in a show­er, and on re­turn­ing to the flat the lit­tle dress­mak­er had in­sist­ed on fetch­ing Tri­na up to her tiny room and brew­ing her a cup of strong tea, “to take the chill off.” The two wom­en had chat­ted over their teacups the bet­ter part of the af­ter­noon, then Tri­na had re­turned to her rooms. For near­ly three hours McTeague had been out of her thoughts, and as she came through their lit­tle suite, singing soft­ly to her­self, she sud­den­ly came up­on him quite un­ex­pect­ed­ly. Her hus­band was in the Den­tal Par­lors, ly­ing back in his op­er­at­ing chair, fast asleep. The lit­tle stove was crammed with coke, the room was over­heat­ed, the air thick and foul with the odors of ether, of coke gas, of stale beer and cheap to­bac­co. The den­tist sprawled his gi­gan­tic limbs over the worn vel­vet of the op­er­at­ing chair; his coat and vest and shoes were off, and his huge feet, in their thick gray socks, dan­gled over the edge of the footrest; his pipe, fall­en from his half-open mouth, had spilled the ash­es in­to his lap; while on the floor, at his side stood the half-emp­ty pitch­er of steam beer. His head had rolled limply up­on one shoul­der, his face was red with sleep, and from his open mouth came a ter­rif­ic sound of snor­ing.

			For a mo­ment Tri­na stood look­ing at him as he lay thus, prone, in­ert, half-dressed, and stu­pe­fied with the heat of the room, the steam beer, and the fumes of the cheap to­bac­co. Then her lit­tle chin quiv­ered and a sob rose to her throat; she fled from the Par­lors, and lock­ing her­self in her bed­room, flung her­self on the bed and burst in­to an agony of weep­ing. Ah, no, ah, no, she could not love him. It had all been a dread­ful mis­take, and now it was ir­rev­o­ca­ble; she was bound to this man for life. If it was as bad as this now, on­ly three weeks af­ter her mar­riage, how would it be in the years to come? Year af­ter year, month af­ter month, hour af­ter hour, she was to see this same face, with its salient jaw, was to feel the touch of those enor­mous red hands, was to hear the heavy, ele­phan­tine tread of those huge feet—in thick gray socks. Year af­ter year, day af­ter day, there would be no change, and it would last all her life. Ei­ther it would be one long con­tin­ued re­vul­sion, or else—worse than all—she would come to be con­tent with him, would come to be like him, would sink to the lev­el of steam beer and cheap to­bac­co, and all her pret­ty ways, her clean, trim lit­tle habits, would be for­got­ten, since they would be thrown away up­on her stupid, brutish hus­band. “Her hus­band!” That, was her hus­band in there—she could yet hear his snores—for life, for life. A great de­spair seized up­on her. She buried her face in the pil­low and thought of her moth­er with an in­fi­nite long­ing.

			Aroused at length by the chit­ter­ing of the ca­nary, McTeague had awak­ened slow­ly. Af­ter a while he had tak­en down his con­certi­na and played up­on it the six very mourn­ful airs that he knew.

			Face down­ward up­on the bed, Tri­na still wept. Through­out that lit­tle suite could be heard but two sounds, the lugubri­ous strains of the con­certi­na and the noise of sti­fled weep­ing.

			That her hus­band should be ig­no­rant of her dis­tress seemed to Tri­na an ad­di­tion­al griev­ance. With per­verse in­con­sis­ten­cy she be­gan to wish him to come to her, to com­fort her. He ought to know that she was in trou­ble, that she was lone­ly and un­hap­py.

			“Oh, Mac,” she called in a trem­bling voice. But the con­certi­na still con­tin­ued to wail and lament. Then Tri­na wished she were dead, and on the in­stant jumped up and ran in­to the Den­tal Par­lors, and threw her­self in­to her hus­band’s arms, cry­ing: “Oh, Mac, dear, love me, love me big! I’m so un­hap­py.”

			“What—what—what—” the den­tist ex­claimed, start­ing up be­wil­dered, a lit­tle fright­ened.

			“Noth­ing, noth­ing, on­ly love me, love me al­ways and al­ways.”

			But this first cri­sis, this mo­men­tary re­volt, as much a mat­ter of high-strung fem­i­nine nerves as of any­thing else, passed, and in the end Tri­na’s af­fec­tion for her “old bear” grew in spite of her­self. She be­gan to love him more and more, not for what he was, but for what she had giv­en up to him. On­ly once again did Tri­na un­der­go a re­ac­tion against her hus­band, and then it was but the mat­ter of an in­stant, brought on, cu­ri­ous­ly enough, by the sight of a bit of egg on McTeague’s heavy mus­tache one morn­ing just af­ter break­fast.

			Then, too, the pair had learned to make con­ces­sions, lit­tle by lit­tle, and all un­con­scious­ly they adapt­ed their modes of life to suit each oth­er. In­stead of sink­ing to McTeague’s lev­el as she had feared, Tri­na found that she could make McTeague rise to hers, and in this saw a so­lu­tion of many a dif­fi­cult and gloomy com­pli­ca­tion.

			For one thing, the den­tist be­gan to dress a lit­tle bet­ter, Tri­na even suc­ceed­ing in in­duc­ing him to wear a high silk hat and a frock coat of a Sun­day. Next he re­lin­quished his Sun­day af­ter­noon’s nap and beer in fa­vor of three or four hours spent in the park with her—the weath­er per­mit­ting. So that grad­u­al­ly Tri­na’s mis­giv­ings ceased, or when they did as­sail her, she could at last meet them with a shrug of the shoul­ders, say­ing to her­self mean­while, “Well, it’s done now and it can’t be helped; one must make the best of it.”

			Dur­ing the first months of their mar­ried life these ner­vous re­laps­es of hers had al­ter­nat­ed with brusque out­bursts of af­fec­tion when her on­ly fear was that her hus­band’s love did not equal her own. With­out an in­stant’s warn­ing, she would clasp him about the neck, rub­bing her cheek against his, mur­mur­ing:

			“Dear old Mac, I love you so, I love you so. Oh, aren’t we hap­py to­geth­er, Mac, just us two and no one else? You love me as much as I love you, don’t you, Mac? Oh, if you shouldn’t—if you shouldn’t.”

			But by the mid­dle of the win­ter Tri­na’s emo­tions, os­cil­lat­ing at first from one ex­treme to an­oth­er, com­menced to set­tle them­selves to an equi­lib­ri­um of calm­ness and placid qui­etude. Her house­hold du­ties be­gan more and more to ab­sorb her at­ten­tion, for she was an ad­mirable house­keep­er, keep­ing the lit­tle suite in mar­vel­lous good or­der and reg­u­lat­ing the sched­ule of ex­pen­di­ture with an econ­o­my that of­ten bor­dered on pos­i­tive nig­gard­li­ness. It was a pas­sion with her to save mon­ey. In the bot­tom of her trunk, in the bed­room, she hid a brass match-safe that an­swered the pur­pos­es of a sav­ings bank. Each time she added a quar­ter or a half dol­lar to the lit­tle store she laughed and sang with a ver­i­ta­ble child­ish de­light; where­as, if the butch­er or milk­man com­pelled her to pay an over­charge she was un­hap­py for the rest of the day. She did not save this mon­ey for any ul­te­ri­or pur­pose, she hoard­ed in­stinc­tive­ly, with­out know­ing why, re­spond­ing to the den­tist’s re­mon­strances with:

			“Yes, yes, I know I’m a lit­tle miser, I know it.”

			Tri­na had al­ways been an eco­nom­i­cal lit­tle body, but it was on­ly since her great win­ning in the lot­tery that she had be­come es­pe­cial­ly penu­ri­ous. No doubt, in her fear lest their great good luck should de­mor­al­ize them and lead to habits of ex­trav­a­gance, she had re­coiled too far in the oth­er di­rec­tion. Nev­er, nev­er, nev­er should a pen­ny of that mirac­u­lous for­tune be spent; rather should it be added to. It was a nest egg, a mon­strous, roc-like nest egg, not so large, how­ev­er, but that it could be made larg­er. Al­ready by the end of that win­ter Tri­na had be­gun to make up the deficit of two hun­dred dol­lars that she had been forced to ex­pend on the prepa­ra­tions for her mar­riage.

			McTeague, on his part, nev­er asked him­self nowa­days whether he loved Tri­na the wife as much as he had loved Tri­na the young girl. There had been a time when to kiss Tri­na, to take her in his arms, had thrilled him from head to heel with a hap­pi­ness that was be­yond words; even the smell of her won­der­ful odor­ous hair had sent a sen­sa­tion of faint­ness all through him. That time was long past now. Those sud­den out­bursts of af­fec­tion on the part of his lit­tle wom­an, out­bursts that on­ly in­creased in ve­he­mence the longer they lived to­geth­er, puz­zled rather than pleased him. He had come to sub­mit to them good-na­tured­ly, an­swer­ing her pas­sion­ate in­quiries with a “Sure, sure, Tri­na, sure I love you. What—what’s the mat­ter with you?”

			There was no pas­sion in the den­tist’s re­gard for his wife. He dear­ly liked to have her near him, he took an enor­mous plea­sure in watch­ing her as she moved about their rooms, very much at home, gay and singing from morn­ing till night; and it was his great de­light to call her in­to the Den­tal Par­lors when a pa­tient was in the chair and, while he held the plug­ger, to have her rap in the gold fill­ings with the lit­tle box­wood mal­let as he had taught her. But that tem­pest of pas­sion, that over­pow­er­ing de­sire that had sud­den­ly tak­en pos­ses­sion of him that day when he had giv­en her ether, again when he had caught her in his arms in the B Street sta­tion, and again and again dur­ing the ear­ly days of their mar­ried life, rarely stirred him now. On the oth­er hand, he was nev­er as­sailed with doubts as to the wis­dom of his mar­riage.

			McTeague had re­lapsed to his wont­ed sto­lid­i­ty. He nev­er ques­tioned him­self, nev­er looked for mo­tives, nev­er went to the bot­tom of things. The year fol­low­ing up­on the sum­mer of his mar­riage was a time of great con­tent­ment for him; af­ter the nov­el­ty of the hon­ey­moon had passed he slipped eas­i­ly in­to the new or­der of things with­out a ques­tion. Thus his life would be for years to come. Tri­na was there; he was mar­ried and set­tled. He ac­cept­ed the sit­u­a­tion. The lit­tle an­i­mal com­forts which for him con­sti­tut­ed the en­joy­ment of life were min­is­tered to at ev­ery turn, or when they were in­ter­fered with—as in the case of his Sun­day af­ter­noon’s nap and beer—some agree­able sub­sti­tute was found. In her at­tempts to im­prove McTeague—to raise him from the stupid an­i­mal life to which he had been ac­cus­tomed in his bach­e­lor days—Tri­na was tact­ful enough to move so cau­tious­ly and with such slow­ness that the den­tist was un­con­scious of any process of change. In the mat­ter of the high silk hat, it seemed to him that the ini­tia­tive had come from him­self.

			Grad­u­al­ly the den­tist im­proved un­der the in­flu­ence of his lit­tle wife. He no longer went abroad with frayed cuffs about his huge red wrists—or worse, with­out any cuffs at all. Tri­na kept his linen clean and mend­ed, do­ing most of his wash­ing her­self, and in­sist­ing that he should change his flan­nels—thick red flan­nels they were, with enor­mous bone but­tons—once a week, his linen shirts twice a week, and his col­lars and cuffs ev­ery sec­ond day. She broke him of the habit of eat­ing with his knife, she caused him to sub­sti­tute bot­tled beer in the place of steam beer, and she in­duced him to take off his hat to Miss Bak­er, to Heise’s wife, and to the oth­er wom­en of his ac­quain­tance. McTeague no longer spent an evening at Fren­na’s. In­stead of this he brought a cou­ple of bot­tles of beer up to the rooms and shared it with Tri­na. In his Par­lors he was no longer gruff and in­dif­fer­ent to his fe­male pa­tients; he ar­rived at that stage where he could work and talk to them at the same time; he even ac­com­pa­nied them to the door, and held it open for them when the op­er­a­tion was fin­ished, bow­ing them out with great nods of his huge square-cut head.

			Be­sides all this, he be­gan to ob­serve the broad­er, larg­er in­ter­ests of life, in­ter­ests that af­fect­ed him not as an in­di­vid­u­al, but as a mem­ber of a class, a pro­fes­sion, or a po­lit­i­cal par­ty. He read the pa­pers, he sub­scribed to a den­tal mag­a­zine; on East­er, Christ­mas, and New Year’s he went to church with Tri­na. He com­menced to have opin­ions, con­vic­tions—it was not fair to de­prive tax­pay­ing wom­en of the priv­i­lege to vote; a uni­ver­si­ty ed­u­ca­tion should not be a pre­req­ui­site for ad­mis­sion to a den­tal col­lege; the Catholic priests were to be re­strained in their ef­forts to gain con­trol of the pub­lic schools.

			But most won­der­ful of all, McTeague be­gan to have am­bi­tions—very vague, very con­fused ideas of some­thing bet­ter—ideas for the most part bor­rowed from Tri­na. Some day, per­haps, he and his wife would have a house of their own. What a dream! A lit­tle home all to them­selves, with six rooms and a bath, with a grass plat in front and calla-lilies. Then there would be chil­dren. He would have a son, whose name would be Daniel, who would go to High School, and per­haps turn out to be a pros­per­ous plumber or house painter. Then this son Daniel would mar­ry a wife, and they would all live to­geth­er in that six-room-and-bath house; Daniel would have lit­tle chil­dren. McTeague would grow old among them all. The den­tist saw him­self as a ven­er­a­ble pa­tri­arch sur­round­ed by chil­dren and grand­chil­dren.

			So the win­ter passed. It was a sea­son of great hap­pi­ness for the McTeagues; the new life jos­tled it­self in­to its grooves. A rou­tine be­gan.

			On week­days they rose at half-past six, be­ing awak­ened by the boy who brought the bot­tled milk, and who had in­struc­tions to pound up­on the bed­room door in pass­ing. Tri­na made break­fast—cof­fee, ba­con and eggs, and a roll of Vi­en­na bread from the bak­ery. The break­fast was eat­en in the kitchen, on the round deal ta­ble cov­ered with the shiny oil­cloth ta­ble-spread tacked on. Af­ter break­fast the den­tist im­me­di­ate­ly be­took him­self to his Par­lors to meet his ear­ly morn­ing ap­point­ments—those made with the clerks and shop girls who stopped in for half an hour on their way to their work.

			Tri­na, mean­while, bus­ied her­self about the suite, clear­ing away the break­fast, spong­ing off the oil­cloth ta­ble-spread, mak­ing the bed, pot­ter­ing about with a broom or duster or clean­ing rag. To­wards ten o’clock she opened the win­dows to air the rooms, then put on her drab jack­et, her lit­tle round tur­ban with its red wing, took the butch­er’s and gro­cer’s books from the knife bas­ket in the draw­er of the kitchen ta­ble, and de­scend­ed to the street, where she spent a de­li­cious hour—now in the huge mar­ket across the way, now in the gro­cer’s store with its fra­grant aro­ma of cof­fee and spices, and now be­fore the coun­ters of the hab­er­dash­er’s, in­tent on a bit of shop­ping, turn­ing over ends of veil­ing, strips of elas­tic, or sliv­ers of whale­bone. On the street she rubbed el­bows with the great ladies of the av­enue in their beau­ti­ful dress­es, or at in­ter­vals she met an ac­quain­tance or two—Miss Bak­er, or Heise’s lame wife, or Mrs. Ry­er. At times she passed the flat and looked up at the win­dows of her home, marked by the huge gold­en mo­lar that pro­ject­ed, flash­ing, from the bay win­dow of the Par­lors. She saw the open win­dows of the sit­ting-room, the Not­ting­ham lace cur­tains stir­ring and bil­low­ing in the draft, and she caught sight of Maria Maca­pa’s tow­elled head as the Mex­i­can maid-of-all-work went to and fro in the suite, sweep­ing or car­ry­ing away the ash­es. Oc­ca­sion­al­ly in the win­dows of the Par­lors she be­held McTeague’s round­ed back as he bent to his work. Some­times, even, they saw each oth­er and waved their hands gay­ly in recog­ni­tion.

			By eleven o’clock Tri­na re­turned to the flat, her brown net retic­ule—once her moth­er’s—full of parcels. At once she set about get­ting lunch—sausages, per­haps, with mashed pota­toes; or last evening’s joint warmed over or made in­to a stew; choco­late, which Tri­na adored, and a side dish or two—a salt­ed her­ring or a cou­ple of ar­ti­chokes or a sal­ad. At half-past twelve the den­tist came in from the Par­lors, bring­ing with him the smell of cre­osote and of ether. They sat down to lunch in the sit­ting-room. They told each oth­er of their do­ings through­out the forenoon; Tri­na showed her pur­chas­es, McTeague re­count­ed the progress of an op­er­a­tion. At one o’clock they sep­a­rat­ed, the den­tist re­turn­ing to the Par­lors, Tri­na set­tling to her work on the Noah’s ark an­i­mals. At about three o’clock she put this work away, and for the rest of the af­ter­noon was var­i­ous­ly oc­cu­pied—some­times it was the mend­ing, some­times the wash, some­times new cur­tains to be put up, or a bit of car­pet to be tacked down, or a let­ter to be writ­ten, or a vis­it—gen­er­al­ly to Miss Bak­er—to be re­turned. To­wards five o’clock the old wom­an whom they had hired for that pur­pose came to cook sup­per, for even Tri­na was not equal to the task of pre­par­ing three meals a day.

			This wom­an was French, and was known to the flat as Au­gus­tine, no one tak­ing enough in­ter­est in her to in­quire for her last name; all that was known of her was that she was a de­cayed French laun­dress, mis­er­ably poor, her trade long since ru­ined by Chi­nese com­pe­ti­tion. Au­gus­tine cooked well, but she was oth­er­wise un­de­sir­able, and Tri­na lost pa­tience with her at ev­ery mo­ment. The old French wom­an’s most marked char­ac­ter­is­tic was her timid­i­ty. Tri­na could scarce­ly ad­dress her a sim­ple di­rec­tion with­out Au­gus­tine quail­ing and shrink­ing; a re­proof, how­ev­er gen­tle, threw her in­to an agony of con­fu­sion; while Tri­na’s anger prompt­ly re­duced her to a state of ner­vous col­lapse, where­in she lost all pow­er of speech, while her head be­gan to bob and nod with an in­con­trol­lable twitch­ing of the mus­cles, much like the os­cil­la­tions of the head of a toy don­key. Her timid­i­ty was ex­as­per­at­ing, her very pres­ence in the room un­strung the nerves, while her mor­bid ea­ger­ness to avoid of­fence on­ly served to de­vel­op in her a clum­si­ness that was at times be­yond be­lief. More than once Tri­na had de­cid­ed that she could no longer put up with Au­gus­tine but each time she had re­tained her as she re­flect­ed up­on her ad­mirably cooked cab­bage soups and tapi­o­ca pud­dings, and—which in Tri­na’s eyes was her chiefest rec­om­men­da­tion—the pit­tance for which she was con­tent­ed to work.

			Au­gus­tine had a hus­band. He was a spir­it-medi­um—a “pro­fes­sor.” At times he held séances in the larg­er rooms of the flat, play­ing vig­or­ous­ly up­on a mouth-or­gan and in­vok­ing a fa­mil­iar whom he called “Ed­na,” and whom he as­sert­ed was an In­di­an maid­en.

			The evening was a pe­ri­od of re­lax­ation for Tri­na and McTeague. They had sup­per at six, af­ter which McTeague smoked his pipe and read the pa­pers for half an hour, while Tri­na and Au­gus­tine cleared away the ta­ble and washed the dish­es. Then, as of­ten as not, they went out to­geth­er. One of their amuse­ments was to go “down town” af­ter dark and prom­e­nade Mar­ket and Kear­ney Streets. It was very gay; a great many oth­ers were prom­e­nad­ing there al­so. All of the stores were bril­liant­ly light­ed and many of them still open. They walked about aim­less­ly, look­ing in­to the shop win­dows. Tri­na would take McTeague’s arm, and he, very much em­bar­rassed at that, would thrust both hands in­to his pock­ets and pre­tend not to no­tice. They stopped be­fore the jew­ellers’ and milliners’ win­dows, find­ing a great de­light in pick­ing out things for each oth­er, say­ing how they would choose this and that if they were rich. Tri­na did most of the talk­ing. McTeague mere­ly ap­prov­ing by a growl or a move­ment of the head or shoul­ders; she was in­ter­est­ed in the dis­plays of some of the cheap­er stores, but he found an ir­re­sistible charm in an enor­mous gold­en mo­lar with four prongs that hung at a cor­ner of Kear­ney Street. Some­times they would look at Mars or at the moon through the street tele­scopes or sit for a time in the ro­tun­da of a vast de­part­ment store where a band played ev­ery evening.

			Oc­ca­sion­al­ly they met Heise the har­ness-mak­er and his wife, with whom they had be­come ac­quaint­ed. Then the evening was con­clud­ed by a four-cor­nered par­ty in the Lux­em­bourg, a qui­et Ger­man restau­rant un­der a the­atre. Tri­na had a tamale and a glass of beer, Mrs. Heise (who was a de­cayed writ­ing teach­er) ate sal­ads, with glass­es of grena­dine and cur­rant syrups. Heise drank cock­tails and whiskey straight, and urged the den­tist to join him. But McTeague was ob­sti­nate, shak­ing his head. “I can’t drink that stuff,” he said. “It don’t agree with me, some­how; I go kin­da crazy af­ter two glass­es.” So he gorged him­self with beer and frank­furter sausages plas­tered with Ger­man mus­tard.

			When the an­nu­al Me­chan­ic’s Fair opened, McTeague and Tri­na of­ten spent their evenings there, study­ing the ex­hibits care­ful­ly (since in Tri­na’s es­ti­ma­tion ed­u­ca­tion meant know­ing things and be­ing able to talk about them). Weary­ing of this they would go up in­to the gallery, and, lean­ing over, look down in­to the huge am­phithe­atre full of light and col­or and move­ment.

			There rose to them the vast shuf­fling noise of thou­sands of feet and a sub­dued roar of con­ver­sa­tion like the sound of a great mill. Min­gled with this was the purring of dis­tant ma­chin­ery, the splash­ing of a tem­po­rary foun­tain, and the rhyth­mic jan­gling of a brass band, while in the pi­ano ex­hib­it a hired per­former was play­ing up­on a con­cert grand with a great flour­ish. Near­er at hand they could catch ends of con­ver­sa­tion and notes of laugh­ter, the noise of mov­ing dress­es, and the rus­tle of stiffly starched skirts. Here and there school chil­dren el­bowed their way through the crowd, cry­ing shril­ly, their hands full of ad­ver­tise­ment pam­phlets, fans, pic­ture cards, and toy whips, while the air it­self was full of the smell of fresh pop­corn.

			They even spent some time in the art gallery. Tri­na’s cousin Seli­na, who gave lessons in hand paint­ing at two bits an hour, gen­er­al­ly had an ex­hib­it on the walls, which they were in­ter­est­ed to find. It usu­al­ly was a bunch of yel­low pop­pies paint­ed on black vel­vet and framed in gilt. They stood be­fore it some lit­tle time, haz­ard­ing their opin­ions, and then moved on slow­ly from one pic­ture to an­oth­er. Tri­na had McTeague buy a cat­a­logue and made a du­ty of find­ing the ti­tle of ev­ery pic­ture. This, too, she told McTeague, as a kind of ed­u­ca­tion one ought to cul­ti­vate. Tri­na pro­fessed to be fond of art, hav­ing per­haps ac­quired a taste for paint­ing and sculp­ture from her ex­pe­ri­ence with the Noah’s ark an­i­mals.

			“Of course,” she told the den­tist, “I’m no crit­ic, I on­ly know what I like.” She knew that she liked the “Ide­al Heads,” love­ly girls with flow­ing straw-col­ored hair and im­mense, up­turned eyes. These al­ways had for ti­tle, “Rever­ie,” or “An Idyll,” or “Dreams of Love.”

			“I think those are love­ly, don’t you, Mac?” she said.

			“Yes, yes,” an­swered McTeague, nod­ding his head, be­wil­dered, try­ing to un­der­stand. “Yes, yes, love­ly, that’s the word. Are you dead sure now, Tri­na, that all that’s hand-paint­ed just like the pop­pies?”

			Thus the win­ter passed, a year went by, then two. The lit­tle life of Polk Street, the life of small traders, drug clerks, gro­cers, sta­tion­ers, plumbers, den­tists, doc­tors, spir­it-medi­ums, and the like, ran on monotonous­ly in its ac­cus­tomed grooves. The first three years of their mar­ried life wrought lit­tle change in the for­tunes of the McTeagues. In the third sum­mer the branch post-of­fice was moved from the ground floor of the flat to a cor­ner far­ther up the street in or­der to be near the ca­ble line that ran mail cars. Its place was tak­en by a Ger­man sa­loon, called a “Wein Stube,” in the face of the protests of ev­ery fe­male lodger. A few months lat­er quite a lit­tle flur­ry of ex­cite­ment ran through the street on the oc­ca­sion of “The Polk Street Open Air Fes­ti­val,” or­ga­nized to cel­e­brate the in­tro­duc­tion there of elec­tric lights. The fes­ti­val last­ed three days and was quite an af­fair. The street was gar­land­ed with yel­low and white bunting; there were pro­ces­sions and “floats” and brass bands. Mar­cus Schouler was in his el­e­ment dur­ing the whole time of the cel­e­bra­tion. He was one of the mar­shals of the pa­rade, and was to be seen at ev­ery hour of the day, wear­ing a bor­rowed high hat and cot­ton gloves, and gal­lop­ing a bro­ken-down cab-horse over the cob­bles. He car­ried a ba­ton cov­ered with yel­low and white cal­i­co, with which he made fu­ri­ous pass­es and ges­tures. His voice was soon re­duced to a whis­per by con­tin­ued shout­ing, and he raged and fret­ted over tri­fles till he wore him­self thin. McTeague was dis­gust­ed with him. As of­ten as Mar­cus passed the win­dow of the flat the den­tist would mut­ter:

			“Ah, you think you’re smart, don’t you?”

			The re­sult of the fes­ti­val was the or­ga­niz­ing of a body known as the “Polk Street Im­prove­ment Club,” of which Mar­cus was elect­ed sec­re­tary. McTeague and Tri­na of­ten heard of him in this ca­pac­i­ty through Heise the har­ness-mak­er. Mar­cus had ev­i­dent­ly come to have po­lit­i­cal as­pi­ra­tions. It ap­peared that he was gain­ing a rep­u­ta­tion as a mak­er of speech­es, de­liv­ered with fiery em­pha­sis, and oc­ca­sion­al­ly reprint­ed in the “Progress,” the or­gan of the club—“out­raged con­stituen­cies,” “opin­ions warped by per­son­al bias,” “eyes blind­ed by par­ty prej­u­dice,” etc.

			Of her fam­i­ly, Tri­na heard ev­ery fort­night in let­ters from her moth­er. The up­hol­stery busi­ness which Mr. Sieppe had bought was do­ing poor­ly, and Mrs. Sieppe be­wailed the day she had ev­er left B Street. Mr. Sieppe was los­ing mon­ey ev­ery month. Ow­gooste, who was to have gone to school, had been forced to go to work in “the store,” pick­ing waste. Mrs. Sieppe was obliged to take a lodger or two. Af­fairs were in a very bad way. Oc­ca­sion­al­ly she spoke of Mar­cus. Mr. Sieppe had not for­got­ten him de­spite his own trou­bles, but still had an eye out for some­one whom Mar­cus could “go in with” on a ranch.

			It was to­ward the end of this pe­ri­od of three years that Tri­na and McTeague had their first se­ri­ous quar­rel. Tri­na had talked so much about hav­ing a lit­tle house of their own at some fu­ture day, that McTeague had at length come to re­gard the af­fair as the end and ob­ject of all their labors. For a long time they had had their eyes up­on one house in par­tic­u­lar. It was sit­u­at­ed on a cross street close by, be­tween Polk Street and the great av­enue one block above, and hard­ly a Sun­day af­ter­noon passed that Tri­na and McTeague did not go and look at it. They stood for ful­ly half an hour up­on the oth­er side of the street, ex­am­in­ing ev­ery de­tail of its ex­te­ri­or, haz­ard­ing guess­es as to the ar­range­ment of the rooms, com­ment­ing up­on its im­me­di­ate neigh­bor­hood—which was rather sor­did. The house was a wood­en two-sto­ry ar­range­ment, built by a mis­guid­ed con­trac­tor in a sort of hideous Queen Anne style, all scrolls and mean­ing­less mill work, with a cheap im­i­ta­tion of stained glass in the light over the door. There was a mi­cro­scop­ic front yard full of dusty calla-lilies. The front door boast­ed an elec­tric bell. But for the McTeagues it was an ide­al home. Their idea was to live in this lit­tle house, the den­tist re­tain­ing mere­ly his of­fice in the flat. The two places were but around the cor­ner from each oth­er, so that McTeague could lunch with his wife, as usu­al, and could even keep his ear­ly morn­ing ap­point­ments and re­turn to break­fast if he so de­sired.

			How­ev­er, the house was oc­cu­pied. A Hun­gar­i­an fam­i­ly lived in it. The fa­ther kept a sta­tionery and no­tion “bazaar” next to Heise’s har­ness-shop on Polk Street, while the old­est son played a third vi­o­lin in the or­ches­tra of a the­atre. The fam­i­ly rent­ed the house un­fur­nished for thir­ty-five dol­lars, pay­ing ex­tra for the wa­ter.

			But one Sun­day as Tri­na and McTeague on their way home from their usu­al walk turned in­to the cross street on which the lit­tle house was sit­u­at­ed, they be­came prompt­ly aware of an un­wont­ed bus­tle go­ing on up­on the side­walk in front of it. A dray was back against the curb, an ex­press wag­on drove away load­ed with fur­ni­ture; bed­steads, look­ing-glass­es, and wash­bowls lit­tered the side­walks. The Hun­gar­i­an fam­i­ly were mov­ing out.

			“Oh, Mac, look!” gasped Tri­na.

			“Sure, sure,” mut­tered the den­tist.

			Af­ter that they spoke but lit­tle. For up­wards of an hour the two stood up­on the side­walk op­po­site, watch­ing in­tent­ly all that went for­ward, ab­sorbed, ex­cit­ed.

			On the evening of the next day they re­turned and vis­it­ed the house, find­ing a great de­light in go­ing from room to room and imag­in­ing them­selves in­stalled there­in. Here would be the bed­room, here the din­ing-room, here a charm­ing lit­tle par­lor. As they came out up­on the front steps once more they met the own­er, an enor­mous, red-faced fel­low, so fat that his walk­ing seemed mere­ly a cer­tain move­ment of his feet by which he pushed his stom­ach along in front of him. Tri­na talked with him a few mo­ments, but ar­rived at no un­der­stand­ing, and the two went away af­ter giv­ing him their ad­dress. At sup­per that night McTeague said:

			“Huh—what do you think, Tri­na?”

			Tri­na put her chin in the air, tilt­ing back her heavy tiara of swarthy hair.

			“I am not so sure yet. Thir­ty-five dol­lars and the wa­ter ex­tra. I don’t think we can af­ford it, Mac.”

			“Ah, pshaw!” growled the den­tist, “sure we can.”

			“It isn’t on­ly that,” said Tri­na, “but it’ll cost so much to make the change.”

			“Ah, you talk’s though we were pau­pers. Ain’t we got five thou­sand dol­lars?”

			Tri­na flushed on the in­stant, even to the lobes of her tiny pale ears, and put her lips to­geth­er.

			“Now, Mac, you know I don’t want you should talk like that. That mon­ey’s nev­er, nev­er to be touched.”

			“And you’ve been savun up a good deal, be­sides,” went on McTeague, ex­as­per­at­ed at Tri­na’s per­sis­tent economies. “How much mon­ey have you got in that lit­tle brass match-safe in the bot­tom of your trunk? Pret­ty near a hun­dred dol­lars, I guess—ah, sure.” He shut his eyes and nod­ded his great head in a know­ing way.

			Tri­na had more than that in the brass match-safe in ques­tion, but her in­stinct of hoard­ing had led her to keep it a se­cret from her hus­band. Now she lied to him with prompt flu­en­cy.

			“A hun­dred dol­lars! What are you talk­ing of, Mac? I’ve not got fifty. I’ve not got thir­ty.”

			“Oh, let’s take that lit­tle house,” broke in McTeague. “We got the chance now, and it may nev­er come again. Come on, Tri­na, shall we? Say, come on, shall we, huh?”

			“We’d have to be aw­ful sav­ing if we did, Mac.”

			“Well, sure, I say let’s take it.”

			“I don’t know,” said Tri­na, hes­i­tat­ing. “Wouldn’t it be love­ly to have a house all to our­selves? But let’s not de­cide un­til to­mor­row.”

			The next day the own­er of the house called. Tri­na was out at her morn­ing’s mar­ket­ing and the den­tist, who had no one in the chair at the time, re­ceived him in the Par­lors. Be­fore he was well aware of it, McTeague had con­clud­ed the bar­gain. The own­er be­wil­dered him with a world of phras­es, made him be­lieve that it would be a great sav­ing to move in­to the lit­tle house, and fi­nal­ly of­fered it to him “wa­ter free.”

			“All right, all right,” said McTeague, “I’ll take it.”

			The oth­er im­me­di­ate­ly pro­duced a pa­per.

			“Well, then, sup­pose you sign for the first month’s rent, and we’ll call it a bar­gain. That’s busi­ness, you know,” and McTeague, hes­i­tat­ing, signed.

			“I’d like to have talked more with my wife about it first,” he said, du­bi­ous­ly.

			“Oh, that’s all right,” an­swered the own­er, eas­i­ly. “I guess if the head of the fam­i­ly wants a thing, that’s enough.”

			McTeague could not wait un­til lunch time to tell the news to Tri­na. As soon as he heard her come in, he laid down the plas­ter-of-paris mould he was mak­ing and went out in­to the kitchen and found her chop­ping up onions.

			“Well, Tri­na,” he said, “we got that house. I’ve tak­en it.”

			“What do you mean?” she an­swered, quick­ly. The den­tist told her.

			“And you signed a pa­per for the first month’s rent?”

			“Sure, sure. That’s busi­ness, you know.”

			“Well, why did you do it?” cried Tri­na. “You might have asked some­thing me about it. Now, what have you done? I was talk­ing with Mrs. Ry­er about that house while I was out this morn­ing, and she said the Hun­gar­i­ans moved out be­cause it was ab­so­lute­ly un­healthy; there’s wa­ter been stand­ing in the base­ment for months. And she told me, too,” Tri­na went on in­dig­nant­ly, “that she knew the own­er, and she was sure we could get the house for thir­ty if we’d bar­gain for it. Now what have you gone and done? I hadn’t made up my mind about tak­ing the house at all. And now I won’t take it, with the wa­ter in the base­ment and all.”

			“Well—well,” stam­mered McTeague, help­less­ly, “we needn’t go in if it’s un­healthy.”

			“But you’ve signed a pa­per,” cried Tri­na, ex­as­per­at­ed. “You’ve got to pay that first month’s rent, any­how—to for­feit it. Oh, you are so stupid! There’s thir­ty-five dol­lars just thrown away. I shan’t go in­to that house; we won’t move a foot out of here. I’ve changed my mind about it, and there’s wa­ter in the base­ment be­sides.”

			“Well, I guess we can stand thir­ty-five dol­lars,” mum­bled the den­tist, “if we’ve got to.”

			“Thir­ty-five dol­lars just thrown out of the win­dow,” cried Tri­na, her teeth click­ing, ev­ery in­stinct of her par­si­mo­ny aroused. “Oh, you the thick-wit­tedest man that I ev­er knew. Do you think we’re mil­lion­aires? Oh, to think of los­ing thir­ty-five dol­lars like that.” Tears were in her eyes, tears of grief as well as of anger. Nev­er had McTeague seen his lit­tle wom­an so aroused. Sud­den­ly she rose to her feet and slammed the chop­ping-bowl down up­on the ta­ble. “Well, I won’t pay a nick­el of it,” she ex­claimed.

			“Huh? What, what?” stam­mered the den­tist, tak­en all aback by her out­burst.

			“I say that you will find that mon­ey, that thir­ty-five dol­lars, your­self.”

			“Why—why—”

			“It’s your stu­pid­i­ty got us in­to this fix, and you’ll be the one that’ll suf­fer by it.”

			“I can’t do it, I won’t do it. We’ll—we’ll share and share alike. Why, you said—you told me you’d take the house if the wa­ter was free.”

			“I nev­er did. I nev­er did. How can you stand there and say such a thing?”

			“You did tell me that,” vo­cif­er­at­ed McTeague, be­gin­ning to get an­gry in his turn.

			“Mac, I didn’t, and you know it. And what’s more, I won’t pay a nick­el. Mr. Heise pays his bill next week, it’s forty-three dol­lars, and you can just pay the thir­ty-five out of that.”

			“Why, you got a whole hun­dred dol­lars saved up in your match-safe,” shout­ed the den­tist, throw­ing out an arm with an awk­ward ges­ture. “You pay half and I’ll pay half, that’s on­ly fair.”

			“No, no, no,” ex­claimed Tri­na. “It’s not a hun­dred dol­lars. You won’t touch it; you won’t touch my mon­ey, I tell you.”

			“Ah, how does it hap­pen to be yours, I’d like to know?”

			“It’s mine! It’s mine! It’s mine!” cried Tri­na, her face scar­let, her teeth click­ing like the snap of a clos­ing purse.

			“It ain’t any more yours than it is mine.”

			“Ev­ery pen­ny of it is mine.”

			“Ah, what a fine fix you’d get me in­to,” growled the den­tist. “I’ve signed the pa­per with the own­er; that’s busi­ness, you know, that’s busi­ness, you know; and now you go back on me. Sup­pose we’d tak­en the house, we’d ’a’ shared the rent, wouldn’t we, just as we do here?”

			Tri­na shrugged her shoul­ders with a great af­fec­ta­tion of in­dif­fer­ence and be­gan chop­ping the onions again.

			“You set­tle it with the own­er,” she said. “It’s your af­fair; you’ve got the mon­ey.” She pre­tend­ed to as­sume a cer­tain calm­ness as though the mat­ter was some­thing that no longer af­fect­ed her. Her man­ner ex­as­per­at­ed McTeague all the more.

			“No, I won’t; no, I won’t; I won’t ei­ther,” he shout­ed. “I’ll pay my half and he can come to you for the oth­er half.” Tri­na put a hand over her ear to shut out his clam­or.

			“Ah, don’t try and be smart,” cried McTeague. “Come, now, yes or no, will you pay your half?”

			“You heard what I said.”

			“Will you pay it?”

			“No.”

			“Miser!” shout­ed McTeague. “Miser! you’re worse than old Zerkow. All right, all right, keep your mon­ey. I’ll pay the whole thir­ty-five. I’d rather lose it than be such a miser as you.”

			“Haven’t you got any­thing to do,” re­turned Tri­na, “in­stead of stay­ing here and abus­ing me?”

			“Well, then, for the last time, will you help me out?” Tri­na cut the heads of a fresh bunch of onions and gave no an­swer.

			“Huh? will you?”

			“I’d like to have my kitchen to my­self, please,” she said in a minc­ing way, ir­ri­tat­ing to a last de­gree. The den­tist stamped out of the room, bang­ing the door be­hind him.

			For near­ly a week the breach be­tween them re­mained un­healed. Tri­na on­ly spoke to the den­tist in mono­syl­la­bles, while he, ex­as­per­at­ed at her calm­ness and frigid re­serve, sulked in his Den­tal Par­lors, mut­ter­ing ter­ri­ble things be­neath his mus­tache, or find­ing so­lace in his con­certi­na, play­ing his six lugubri­ous airs over and over again, or swear­ing fright­ful oaths at his ca­nary. When Heise paid his bill, McTeague, in a fury, sent the amount to the own­er of the lit­tle house.

			There was no for­mal rec­on­cil­i­a­tion be­tween the den­tist and his lit­tle wom­an. Their re­la­tions read­just­ed them­selves in­evitably. By the end of the week they were as am­i­ca­ble as ev­er, but it was long be­fore they spoke of the lit­tle house again. Nor did they ev­er re­vis­it it of a Sun­day af­ter­noon. A month or so lat­er the Ry­ers told them that the own­er him­self had moved in. The McTeagues nev­er oc­cu­pied that lit­tle house.

			But Tri­na suf­fered a re­ac­tion af­ter the quar­rel. She be­gan to be sor­ry she had re­fused to help her hus­band, sor­ry she had brought mat­ters to such an is­sue. One af­ter­noon as she was at work on the Noah’s ark an­i­mals, she sur­prised her­self cry­ing over the af­fair. She loved her “old bear” too much to do him an in­jus­tice, and per­haps, af­ter all, she had been in the wrong. Then it oc­curred to her how pret­ty it would be to come up be­hind him un­ex­pect­ed­ly, and slip the mon­ey, thir­ty-five dol­lars, in­to his hand, and pull his huge head down to her and kiss his bald spot as she used to do in the days be­fore they were mar­ried.

			Then she hes­i­tat­ed, paus­ing in her work, her knife drop­ping in­to her lap, a half-whit­tled fig­ure be­tween her fin­gers. If not thir­ty-five dol­lars, then at least fif­teen or six­teen, her share of it. But a feel­ing of re­luc­tance, a sud­den re­volt against this in­tend­ed gen­eros­i­ty, arose in her.

			“No, no,” she said to her­self. “I’ll give him ten dol­lars. I’ll tell him it’s all I can af­ford. It is all I can af­ford.”

			She has­tened to fin­ish the fig­ure of the an­i­mal she was then at work up­on, putting in the ears and tail with a drop of glue, and toss­ing it in­to the bas­ket at her side. Then she rose and went in­to the bed­room and opened her trunk, tak­ing the key from un­der a cor­ner of the car­pet where she kept it hid.

			At the very bot­tom of her trunk, un­der her bridal dress, she kept her sav­ings. It was all in change—half dol­lars and dol­lars for the most part, with here and there a gold piece. Long since the lit­tle brass match­box had over­flowed. Tri­na kept the sur­plus in a chamois-skin sack she had made from an old chest pro­tec­tor. Just now, yield­ing to an im­pulse which of­ten seized her, she drew out the match­box and the chamois sack, and emp­ty­ing the con­tents on the bed, count­ed them care­ful­ly. It came to one hun­dred and six­ty-five dol­lars, all told. She count­ed it and re­count­ed it and made lit­tle piles of it, and rubbed the gold pieces be­tween the folds of her apron un­til they shone.

			“Ah, yes, ten dol­lars is all I can af­ford to give Mac,” said Tri­na, “and even then, think of it, ten dol­lars—it will be four or five months be­fore I can save that again. But, dear old Mac, I know it would make him feel glad, and per­haps,” she added, sud­den­ly tak­en with an idea, “per­haps Mac will refuse to take it.”

			She took a ten-dol­lar piece from the heap and put the rest away. Then she paused:

			“No, not the gold piece,” she said to her­self. “It’s too pret­ty. He can have the sil­ver.” She made the change and count­ed out ten sil­ver dol­lars in­to her palm. But what a dif­fer­ence it made in the ap­pear­ance and weight of the lit­tle chamois bag! The bag was shrunk­en and with­ered, long wrin­kles ap­peared run­ning down­ward from the draw­string. It was a lam­en­ta­ble sight. Tri­na looked long­ing­ly at the ten broad pieces in her hand. Then sud­den­ly all her in­tu­itive de­sire of sav­ing, her in­stinct of hoard­ing, her love of mon­ey for the mon­ey’s sake, rose strong with­in her.

			“No, no, no,” she said. “I can’t do it. It may be mean, but I can’t help it. It’s stronger than I.” She re­turned the mon­ey to the bag and locked it and the brass match­box in her trunk, turn­ing the key with a long breath of sat­is­fac­tion.

			She was a lit­tle trou­bled, how­ev­er, as she went back in­to the sit­ting-room and took up her work.

			“I didn’t use to be so stingy,” she told her­self. “Since I won in the lot­tery I’ve be­come a reg­u­lar lit­tle miser. It’s grow­ing on me, but nev­er mind, it’s a good fault, and, any­how, I can’t help it.”

		
	
		
			XI

			On that par­tic­u­lar morn­ing the McTeagues had risen a half hour ear­li­er than usu­al and tak­en a hur­ried break­fast in the kitchen on the deal ta­ble with its oil­cloth cov­er. Tri­na was house­clean­ing that week and had a pre­sen­ti­ment of a hard day’s work ahead of her, while McTeague re­mem­bered a sev­en o’clock ap­point­ment with a lit­tle Ger­man shoe­mak­er.

			At about eight o’clock, when the den­tist had been in his of­fice for over an hour, Tri­na de­scend­ed up­on the bed­room, a tow­el about her head and the roller-sweep­er in her hand. She cov­ered the bu­reau and sewing ma­chine with sheets, and un­hooked the che­nille portieres be­tween the bed­room and the sit­ting-room. As she was ty­ing the Not­ting­ham lace cur­tains at the win­dow in­to great knots, she saw old Miss Bak­er on the op­po­site side­walk in the street be­low, and rais­ing the sash called down to her.

			“Oh, it’s you, Mrs. McTeague,” cried the re­tired dress­mak­er, fac­ing about, her head in the air. Then a long con­ver­sa­tion was be­gun, Tri­na, her arms fold­ed un­der her breast, her el­bows rest­ing on the win­dow ledge, will­ing to be idle for a mo­ment; old Miss Bak­er, her mar­ket-bas­ket on her arm, her hands wrapped in the ends of her worsted shawl against the cold of the ear­ly morn­ing. They ex­changed phras­es, call­ing to each oth­er from win­dow to curb, their breath com­ing from their lips in faint puffs of va­por, their voic­es shrill, and raised to dom­i­nate the clam­or of the wak­ing street. The news­boys had made their ap­pear­ance on the street, to­geth­er with the day la­bor­ers. The ca­ble cars had be­gun to fill up; all along the street could be seen the shop­keep­ers tak­ing down their shut­ters; some were still break­fast­ing. Now and then a wait­er from one of the cheap restau­rants crossed from one side­walk to an­oth­er, bal­anc­ing on one palm a tray cov­ered with a nap­kin.

			“Aren’t you out pret­ty ear­ly this morn­ing, Miss Bak­er?” called Tri­na.

			“No, no,” an­swered the oth­er. “I’m al­ways up at half-past six, but I don’t al­ways get out so soon. I want­ed to get a nice head of cab­bage and some lentils for a soup, and if you don’t go to mar­ket ear­ly, the restau­rants get all the best.”

			“And you’ve been to mar­ket al­ready, Miss Bak­er?”

			“Oh, my, yes; and I got a fish—a sole—see.” She drew the sole in ques­tion from her bas­ket.

			“Oh, the love­ly sole!” ex­claimed Tri­na.

			“I got this one at Spadel­la’s; he al­ways has good fish on Fri­day. How is the doc­tor, Mrs. McTeague?”

			“Ah, Mac is al­ways well, thank you, Miss Bak­er.”

			“You know, Mrs. Ry­er told me,” cried the lit­tle dress­mak­er, mov­ing for­ward a step out of the way of a “glass-put-in” man, “that Doc­tor McTeague pulled a tooth of that Catholic priest, Fa­ther—oh, I for­get his name—any­how, he pulled his tooth with his fin­gers. Was that true, Mrs. McTeague?”

			“Oh, of course. Mac does that al­most all the time now, ’spe­cial­ly with front teeth. He’s got a reg­u­lar rep­u­ta­tion for it. He says it’s brought him more pa­tients than even the sign I gave him,” she added, point­ing to the big gold­en mo­lar pro­ject­ing from the of­fice win­dow.

			“With his fin­gers! Now, think of that,” ex­claimed Miss Bak­er, wag­ging her head. “Isn’t he that strong! It’s just won­der­ful. Clean­ing house to­day?” she in­quired, glanc­ing at Tri­na’s tow­elled head.

			“Um hum,” an­swered Tri­na. “Maria Maca­pa’s com­ing in to help pret­ty soon.”

			At the men­tion of Maria’s name the lit­tle old dress­mak­er sud­den­ly ut­tered an ex­cla­ma­tion.

			“Well, if I’m not here talk­ing to you and for­get­ting some­thing I was just dy­ing to tell you. Mrs. McTeague, what ev­er in the world do you sup­pose? Maria and old Zerkow, that red­head­ed Pol­ish Jew, the rag-bot­tles-sacks man, you know, they’re go­ing to be mar­ried.”

			“No!” cried Tri­na, in blank amaze­ment. “You don’t mean it.”

			“Of course I do. Isn’t it the fun­ni­est thing you ev­er heard of?”

			“Oh, tell me all about it,” said Tri­na, lean­ing ea­ger­ly from the win­dow. Miss Bak­er crossed the street and stood just be­neath her.

			“Well, Maria came to me last night and want­ed me to make her a new gown, said she want­ed some­thing gay, like what the girls at the can­dy store wear when they go out with their young men. I couldn’t tell what had got in­to the girl, un­til fi­nal­ly she told me she want­ed some­thing to get mar­ried in, and that Zerkow had asked her to mar­ry him, and that she was go­ing to do it. Poor Maria! I guess it’s the first and on­ly of­fer she ev­er re­ceived, and it’s just turned her head.”

			“But what do those two see in each oth­er?” cried Tri­na. “Zerkow is a hor­ror, he’s an old man, and his hair is red and his voice is gone, and then he’s a Jew, isn’t he?”

			“I know, I know; but it’s Maria’s on­ly chance for a hus­band, and she don’t mean to let it pass. You know she isn’t quite right in her head, any­how. I’m aw­ful­ly sor­ry for poor Maria. But I can’t see what Zerkow wants to mar­ry her for. It’s not pos­si­ble that he’s in love with Maria, it’s out of the ques­tion. Maria hasn’t a sou, ei­ther, and I’m just pos­i­tive that Zerkow has lots of mon­ey.”

			“I’ll bet I know why,” ex­claimed Tri­na, with sud­den con­vic­tion; “yes, I know just why. See here, Miss Bak­er, you know how crazy old Zerkow is af­ter mon­ey and gold and those sort of things.”

			“Yes, I know; but you know Maria hasn’t—”

			“Now, just lis­ten. You’ve heard Maria tell about that won­der­ful ser­vice of gold dish­es she says her folks used to own in Cen­tral Amer­i­ca; she’s crazy on that sub­ject, don’t you know. She’s all right on ev­ery­thing else, but just start her on that ser­vice of gold plate and she’ll talk you deaf. She can de­scribe it just as though she saw it, and she can make you see it, too, al­most. Now, you see, Maria and Zerkow have known each oth­er pret­ty well. Maria goes to him ev­ery two weeks or so to sell him junk; they got ac­quaint­ed that way, and I know Maria’s been drop­ping in to see him pret­ty of­ten this last year, and some­times he comes here to see her. He’s made Maria tell him the sto­ry of that plate over and over and over again, and Maria does it and is glad to, be­cause he’s the on­ly one that be­lieves it. Now he’s go­ing to mar­ry her just so’s he can hear that sto­ry ev­ery day, ev­ery hour. He’s pret­ty near as crazy on the sub­ject as Maria is. They’re a pair for you, aren’t they? Both crazy over a lot of gold dish­es that nev­er ex­ist­ed. Per­haps Maria’ll mar­ry him be­cause it’s her on­ly chance to get a hus­band, but I’m sure it’s more for the rea­son that she’s got some­one to talk to now who be­lieves her sto­ry. Don’t you think I’m right?”

			“Yes, yes, I guess you’re right,” ad­mit­ted Miss Bak­er.

			“But it’s a queer match any­way you put it,” said Tri­na, mus­ing­ly.

			“Ah, you may well say that,” re­turned the oth­er, nod­ding her head. There was a si­lence. For a long mo­ment the den­tist’s wife and the re­tired dress­mak­er, the one at the win­dow, the oth­er on the side­walk, re­mained lost in thought, won­der­ing over the strange­ness of the af­fair.

			But sud­den­ly there was a di­ver­sion. Alexan­der, Mar­cus Schouler’s Irish set­ter, whom his mas­ter had long since al­lowed the lib­er­ty of run­ning un­tram­melled about the neigh­bor­hood, turned the cor­ner briskly and came trot­ting along the side­walk where Miss Bak­er stood. At the same mo­ment the Scotch col­lie who had at one time be­longed to the branch post-of­fice is­sued from the side door of a house not fifty feet away. In an in­stant the two en­e­mies had rec­og­nized each oth­er. They halt­ed abrupt­ly, their fore feet plant­ed rigid­ly. Tri­na ut­tered a lit­tle cry.

			“Oh, look out, Miss Bak­er. Those two dogs hate each oth­er just like hu­mans. You best look out. They’ll fight sure.” Miss Bak­er sought safe­ty in a near­by vestibule, whence she peered forth at the scene, very in­ter­est­ed and cu­ri­ous. Maria Maca­pa’s head thrust it­self from one of the top-sto­ry win­dows of the flat, with a shrill cry. Even McTeague’s huge form ap­peared above the half cur­tains of the Par­lor win­dows, while over his shoul­der could be seen the face of the “pa­tient,” a nap­kin tucked in his col­lar, the rub­ber dam de­pend­ing from his mouth. All the flat knew of the feud be­tween the dogs, but nev­er be­fore had the pair been brought face to face.

			Mean­while, the col­lie and the set­ter had drawn near to each oth­er; five feet apart they paused as if by mu­tu­al con­sent. The col­lie turned side­wise to the set­ter; the set­ter in­stant­ly wheeled him­self flank on to the col­lie. Their tails rose and stiff­ened, they raised their lips over their long white fangs, the napes of their necks bris­tled, and they showed each oth­er the vi­cious whites of their eyes, while they drew in their breaths with pro­longed and rasp­ing snarls. Each dog seemed to be the per­son­i­fi­ca­tion of fury and un­sat­is­fied hate. They be­gan to cir­cle about each oth­er with in­fi­nite slow­ness, walk­ing stiffed-legged and up­on the very points of their feet. Then they wheeled about and be­gan to cir­cle in the op­po­site di­rec­tion. Twice they re­peat­ed this mo­tion, their snarls grow­ing loud­er. But still they did not come to­geth­er, and the dis­tance of five feet be­tween them was main­tained with an al­most math­e­mat­i­cal pre­ci­sion. It was mag­nif­i­cent, but it was not war. Then the set­ter, paus­ing in his walk, turned his head slow­ly from his en­e­my. The col­lie sniffed the air and pre­tend­ed an in­ter­est in an old shoe ly­ing in the gut­ter. Grad­u­al­ly and with all the dig­ni­ty of mon­archs they moved away from each oth­er. Alexan­der stalked back to the cor­ner of the street. The col­lie paced to­ward the side gate whence he had is­sued, af­fect­ing to re­mem­ber some­thing of great im­por­tance. They dis­ap­peared. Once out of sight of one an­oth­er they be­gan to bark fu­ri­ous­ly.

			“Well, I nev­er!” ex­claimed Tri­na in great dis­gust. “The way those two dogs have been car­ry­ing on you’d ’a’ thought they would ’a’ just torn each oth­er to pieces when they had the chance, and here I’m wast­ing the whole morn­ing—” she closed her win­dow with a bang.

			“Sick ’im, sick ’im,” called Maria Maca­pa, in a vain at­tempt to pro­mote a fight.

			Old Miss Bak­er came out of the vestibule, purs­ing her lips, quite put out at the fi­as­co. “And af­ter all that fuss,” she said to her­self ag­grieved­ly.

			The lit­tle dress­mak­er bought an en­ve­lope of nas­tur­tium seeds at the florist’s, and re­turned to her tiny room in the flat. But as she slow­ly mount­ed the first flight of steps she sud­den­ly came face to face with Old Gran­nis, who was com­ing down. It was be­tween eight and nine, and he was on his way to his lit­tle dog hos­pi­tal, no doubt. In­stant­ly Miss Bak­er was seized with trep­i­da­tion, her cu­ri­ous lit­tle false curls shook, a faint—a very faint—flush came in­to her with­ered cheeks, and her heart beat so vi­o­lent­ly un­der the worsted shawl that she felt obliged to shift the mar­ket-bas­ket to her oth­er arm and put out her free hand to steady her­self against the rail.

			On his part, Old Gran­nis was in­stant­ly over­whelmed with con­fu­sion. His awk­ward­ness seemed to par­a­lyze his limbs, his lips twitched and turned dry, his hand went trem­bling­ly to his chin. But what added to Miss Bak­er’s mis­er­able em­bar­rass­ment on this oc­ca­sion was the fact that the old En­glish­man should meet her thus, car­ry­ing a sor­did mar­ket-bas­ket full of sor­did fish and cab­bage. It seemed as if a ma­li­cious fate per­sist­ed in bring­ing the two old peo­ple face to face at the most in­op­por­tune mo­ments.

			Just now, how­ev­er, a ver­i­ta­ble catas­tro­phe oc­curred. The lit­tle old dress­mak­er changed her bas­ket to her oth­er arm at pre­cise­ly the wrong mo­ment, and Old Gran­nis, has­ten­ing to pass, re­mov­ing his hat in a hur­ried salu­ta­tion, struck it with his fore arm, knock­ing it from her grasp, and send­ing it rolling and bump­ing down the stairs. The sole fell flat up­on the first land­ing; the lentils scat­tered them­selves over the en­tire flight; while the cab­bage, leap­ing from step to step, thun­dered down the in­cline and brought up against the street door with a shock that re­ver­ber­at­ed through the en­tire build­ing.

			The lit­tle re­tired dress­mak­er, hor­ri­bly vexed, ner­vous and em­bar­rassed, was hard put to it to keep back the tears. Old Gran­nis stood for a mo­ment with avert­ed eyes, mur­mur­ing: “Oh, I’m so sor­ry, I’m so sor­ry. I—I re­al­ly—I beg your par­don, re­al­ly—re­al­ly.”

			Mar­cus Schouler, com­ing down­stairs from his room, saved the sit­u­a­tion.

			“Hel­lo, peo­ple,” he cried. “By damn! you’ve up­set your bas­ket—you have, for a fact. Here, let’s pick um up.” He and Old Gran­nis went up and down the flight, gath­er­ing up the fish, the lentils, and the sad­ly bat­tered cab­bage. Mar­cus was rag­ing over the pusil­la­nim­i­ty of Alexan­der, of which Maria had just told him.

			“I’ll cut him in two—with the whip,” he shout­ed. “I will, I will, I say I will, for a fact. He wouldn’t fight, hey? I’ll give um all the fight he wants, nasty, mangy cur. If he won’t fight he won’t eat. I’m go­ing to get the butch­er’s bull pup and I’ll put um both in a bag and shake um up. I will, for a fact, and I guess Alec will fight. Come along, Mis­ter Gran­nis,” and he took the old En­glish­man away.

			Lit­tle Miss Bak­er has­tened to her room and locked her­self in. She was ex­cit­ed and up­set dur­ing all the rest of the day, and lis­tened ea­ger­ly for Old Gran­nis’s re­turn that evening. He went in­stant­ly to work bind­ing up “The Breed­er and Sports­man,” and back num­bers of the “Na­tion.” She heard him soft­ly draw his chair and the ta­ble on which he had placed his lit­tle bind­ing ap­pa­ra­tus close to the wall. At once she did the same, brew­ing her­self a cup of tea. All through that evening the two old peo­ple “kept com­pa­ny” with each oth­er, af­ter their own pe­cu­liar fash­ion. “Set­ting out with each oth­er” Miss Bak­er had be­gun to call it. That they had been pre­sent­ed, that they had even been forced to talk to­geth­er, had made no change in their rel­a­tive po­si­tions. Al­most im­me­di­ate­ly they had fall­en back in­to their old ways again, quite un­able to mas­ter their timid­i­ty, to over­come the sti­fling em­bar­rass­ment that seized up­on them when in each oth­er’s pres­ence. It was a sort of hyp­no­tism, a thing stronger than them­selves. But they were not al­to­geth­er dis­sat­is­fied with the way things had come to be. It was their lit­tle ro­mance, their last, and they were liv­ing through it with supreme en­joy­ment and calm con­tent­ment.

			Mar­cus Schouler still oc­cu­pied his old room on the floor above the McTeagues. They saw but lit­tle of him, how­ev­er. At long in­ter­vals the den­tist or his wife met him on the stairs of the flat. Some­times he would stop and talk with Tri­na, in­quir­ing af­ter the Sieppes, ask­ing her if Mr. Sieppe had yet heard of any­one with whom he, Mar­cus, could “go in with on a ranch.” McTeague, Mar­cus mere­ly nod­ded to. Nev­er had the quar­rel be­tween the two men been com­plete­ly patched up. It did not seem pos­si­ble to the den­tist now that Mar­cus had ev­er been his “pal,” that they had ev­er tak­en long walks to­geth­er. He was sor­ry that he had treat­ed Mar­cus gratis for an ul­cer­at­ed tooth, while Mar­cus dai­ly re­called the fact that he had giv­en up his “girl” to his friend—the girl who had won a for­tune—as the great mis­take of his life. On­ly once since the wed­ding had he called up­on Tri­na, at a time when he knew McTeague would be out. Tri­na had shown him through the rooms and had told him, in­no­cent­ly enough, how gay was their life there. Mar­cus had come away fair­ly sick with en­vy; his ran­cor against the den­tist—and against him­self, for that mat­ter—knew no bounds. “And you might ’a’ had it all your­self, Mar­cus Schouler,” he mut­tered to him­self on the stairs. “You mush­head, you damn fool!”

			Mean­while, Mar­cus was be­com­ing in­volved in the pol­i­tics of his ward. As sec­re­tary of the Polk Street Im­prove­ment Club—which soon de­vel­oped in­to quite an af­fair and be­gan to as­sume the pro­por­tions of a Re­pub­li­can po­lit­i­cal ma­chine—he found he could make a lit­tle, a very lit­tle more than enough to live on. At once he had giv­en up his po­si­tion as Old Gran­nis’s as­sis­tant in the dog hos­pi­tal. Mar­cus felt that he need­ed a wider sphere. He had his eye up­on a place con­nect­ed with the city pound. When the great rail­road strike oc­curred, he prompt­ly got him­self en­gaged as deputy-sher­iff, and spent a mem­o­rable week in Sacra­men­to, where he in­volved him­self in more than one ter­ri­ble melee with the strik­ers. Mar­cus had that quick­ness of tem­per and pas­sion­ate readi­ness to take of­fence which pass­es among his class for brav­ery. But what­ev­er were his mo­tives, his prompt­ness to face dan­ger could not for a mo­ment be doubt­ed. Af­ter the strike he re­turned to Polk Street, and throw­ing him­self in­to the Im­prove­ment Club, heart, soul, and body, soon be­came one of its rul­ing spir­its. In a cer­tain lo­cal elec­tion, where a huge paving con­tract was at stake, the club made it­self felt in the ward, and Mar­cus so man­aged his cards and pulled his wires that, at the end of the mat­ter, he found him­self some four hun­dred dol­lars to the good.

			When McTeague came out of his Par­lors at noon of the day up­on which Tri­na had heard the news of Maria Maca­pa’s in­tend­ed mar­riage, he found Tri­na burn­ing cof­fee on a shov­el in the sit­ting-room. Try as she would, Tri­na could nev­er quite erad­i­cate from their rooms a cer­tain faint and in­de­fin­able odor, par­tic­u­lar­ly of­fen­sive to her. The smell of the pho­tog­ra­pher’s chem­i­cals per­sist­ed in spite of all Tri­na could do to com­bat it. She burnt pastilles and Chi­nese punk, and even, as now, cof­fee on a shov­el, all to no pur­pose. In­deed, the on­ly draw­back to their de­light­ful home was the gen­er­al un­pleas­ant smell that per­vad­ed it—a smell that arose part­ly from the pho­tog­ra­pher’s chem­i­cals, part­ly from the cook­ing in the lit­tle kitchen, and part­ly from the ether and cre­osote of the den­tist’s Par­lors.

			As McTeague came in to lunch on this oc­ca­sion, he found the ta­ble al­ready laid, a red cloth fig­ured with white flow­ers was spread, and as he took his seat his wife put down the shov­el on a chair and brought in the stewed cod­fish and the pot of choco­late. As he tucked his nap­kin in­to his enor­mous col­lar, McTeague looked vague­ly about the room, rolling his eyes.

			Dur­ing the three years of their mar­ried life the McTeagues had made but few ad­di­tions to their fur­ni­ture, Tri­na declar­ing that they could not af­ford it. The sit­ting-room could boast of but three new or­na­ments. Over the melodeon hung their mar­riage cer­tifi­cate in a black frame. It was bal­anced up­on one side by Tri­na’s wed­ding bou­quet un­der a glass case, pre­served by some fear­ful un­known process, and up­on the oth­er by the pho­to­graph of Tri­na and the den­tist in their wed­ding fin­ery. This lat­ter pic­ture was quite an af­fair, and had been tak­en im­me­di­ate­ly af­ter the wed­ding, while McTeague’s broad­cloth was still new, and be­fore Tri­na’s silks and veil had lost their stiff­ness. It rep­re­sent­ed Tri­na, her veil thrown back, sit­ting very straight in a rep arm­chair, her el­bows well in at her sides, hold­ing her bou­quet of cut flow­ers di­rect­ly be­fore her. The den­tist stood at her side, one hand on her shoul­der, the oth­er thrust in­to the breast of his “Prince Al­bert,” his chin in the air, his eyes to one side, his left foot for­ward in the at­ti­tude of a stat­ue of a Sec­re­tary of State.

			“Say, Tri­na,” said McTeague, his mouth full of cod­fish, “Heise looked in on me this morn­ing. He says ‘What’s the mat­ter with a bas­ket pic­nic over at Schuet­zen Park next Tues­day?’ You know the pa­per­hang­ers are go­ing to be in the Par­lors all that day, so I’ll have a hol­i­day. That’s what made Heise think of it. Heise says he’ll get the Ry­ers to go too. It’s the an­niver­sary of their wed­ding day. We’ll ask Seli­na to go; she can meet us on the oth­er side. Come on, let’s go, huh, will you?”

			Tri­na still had her ma­nia for fam­i­ly pic­nics, which had been one of the Sieppes most cher­ished cus­toms; but now there were oth­er con­sid­er­a­tions.

			“I don’t know as we can af­ford it this month, Mac,” she said, pour­ing the choco­late. “I got to pay the gas bill next week, and there’s the pa­per­ing of your of­fice to be paid for some time.”

			“I know, I know,” an­swered her hus­band. “But I got a new pa­tient this week, had two mo­lars and an up­per in­cisor filled at the very first sit­ting, and he’s go­ing to bring his chil­dren round. He’s a bar­ber on the next block.”

			“Well you pay half, then,” said Tri­na. “It’ll cost three or four dol­lars at the very least; and mind, the Heis­es pay their own fare both ways, Mac, and ev­ery­body gets their own lunch. Yes,” she added, af­ter a pause, “I’ll write and have Seli­na join us. I haven’t seen Seli­na in months. I guess I’ll have to put up a lunch for her, though,” ad­mit­ted Tri­na, “the way we did last time, be­cause she lives in a board­ing­house now, and they make a fuss about putting up a lunch.”

			They could count on pleas­ant weath­er at this time of the year—it was May—and that par­tic­u­lar Tues­day was all that could be de­sired. The par­ty as­sem­bled at the fer­ry slip at nine o’clock, laden with bas­kets. The McTeagues came last of all; Ry­er and his wife had al­ready board­ed the boat. They met the Heis­es in the wait­ing-room.

			“Hel­lo, Doc­tor,” cried the har­ness-mak­er as the McTeagues came up. “This is what you’d call an old folks’ pic­nic, all mar­ried peo­ple this time.”

			The par­ty fore­gath­ered on the up­per deck as the boat start­ed, and sat down to lis­ten to the band of Ital­ian mu­si­cians who were play­ing out­side this morn­ing be­cause of the fine­ness of the weath­er.

			“Oh, we’re go­ing to have lots of fun,” cried Tri­na. “If it’s any­thing I do love it’s a pic­nic. Do you re­mem­ber our first pic­nic, Mac?”

			“Sure, sure,” replied the den­tist; “we had a Gotha truf­fle.”

			“And Au­gust lost his steam­boat,” put in Tri­na, “and pa­pa smacked him. I re­mem­ber it just as well.”

			“Why, look there,” said Mrs. Heise, nod­ding at a fig­ure com­ing up the com­pan­ion­way. “Ain’t that Mr. Schouler?”

			It was Mar­cus, sure enough. As he caught sight of the par­ty he gaped at them a mo­ment in blank as­ton­ish­ment, and then ran up, his eyes wide.

			“Well, by damn!” he ex­claimed, ex­cit­ed­ly. “What’s up? Where you all go­ing, any­how? Say, ain’t ut queer we should all run up against each oth­er like this?” He made great sweep­ing bows to the three wom­en, and shook hands with “Cousin Tri­na,” adding, as he turned to the men of the par­ty, “Glad to see you, Mis­ter Heise. How do, Mis­ter Ry­er?” The den­tist, who had for­mu­lat­ed some sort of re­served greet­ing, he ig­nored com­plete­ly. McTeague set­tled him­self in his seat, growl­ing inar­tic­u­late­ly be­hind his mus­tache.

			“Say, say, what’s all up, any­how?” cried Mar­cus again.

			“It’s a pic­nic,” ex­claimed the three wom­en, all speak­ing at once; and Tri­na added, “We’re go­ing over to the same old Schuet­zen Park again. But you’re all fixed up your­self, Cousin Mark; you look as though you were go­ing some­where your­self.”

			In fact, Mar­cus was dressed with great care. He wore a new pair of slate-blue trousers, a black “cut­away,” and a white lawn “tie” (for him the sym­bol of the height of el­e­gance). He car­ried al­so his cane, a thin wand of ebony with a gold head, pre­sent­ed to him by the Im­prove­ment Club in “recog­ni­tion of ser­vices.”

			“That’s right, that’s right,” said Mar­cus, with a grin. “I’m takun a hol­i­day my­self to­day. I had a bit of busi­ness to do over at Oak­land, an’ I thought I’d go up to B Street af­ter­ward and see Seli­na. I haven’t called on—”

			But the par­ty ut­tered an ex­cla­ma­tion.

			“Why, Seli­na is go­ing with us.”

			“She’s go­ing to meet us at the Schuet­zen Park sta­tion,” ex­plained Tri­na.

			Mar­cus’s busi­ness in Oak­land was a fic­tion. He was cross­ing the bay that morn­ing sole­ly to see Seli­na. Mar­cus had “tak­en up with” Seli­na a lit­tle af­ter Tri­na had mar­ried, and had been “rush­ing” her ev­er since, daz­zled and at­tract­ed by her ac­com­plish­ments, for which he pre­tend­ed a great re­spect. At the prospect of miss­ing Seli­na on this oc­ca­sion, he was gen­uine­ly dis­ap­point­ed. His vex­a­tion at once as­sumed the form of ex­as­per­a­tion against McTeague. It was all the den­tist’s fault. Ah, McTeague was com­ing be­tween him and Seli­na now as he had come be­tween him and Tri­na. Best look out, by damn! how he mon­keyed with him now. In­stant­ly his face flamed and he glanced over fu­ri­ous­ly at the den­tist, who, catch­ing his eye, be­gan again to mut­ter be­hind his mus­tache.

			“Well, say,” be­gan Mrs. Ry­er, with some hes­i­ta­tion, look­ing to Ry­er for ap­proval, “why can’t Mar­cus come along with us?”

			“Why, of course,” ex­claimed Mrs. Heise, dis­re­gard­ing her hus­band’s vig­or­ous nudges. “I guess we got lunch enough to go round, all right; don’t you say so, Mrs. McTeague?”

			Thus ap­pealed to, Tri­na could on­ly con­cur.

			“Why, of course, Cousin Mark,” she said; “of course, come along with us if you want to.”

			“Why, you bet I will,” cried Mar­cus, en­thu­si­as­tic in an in­stant. “Say, this is ou­ta sight; it is, for a fact; a pic­nic—ah, sure—and we’ll meet Seli­na at the sta­tion.”

			Just as the boat was pass­ing Goat Is­land, the har­ness-mak­er pro­posed that the men of the par­ty should go down to the bar on the low­er deck and shake for the drinks. The idea had an im­me­di­ate suc­cess.

			“Have to see you on that,” said Ry­er.

			“By damn, we’ll have a drink! Yes, sir, we will, for a fact.”

			“Sure, sure, drinks, that’s the word.”

			At the bar Heise and Ry­er or­dered cock­tails, Mar­cus called for a “creme Yvette” in or­der to as­ton­ish the oth­ers. The den­tist spoke for a glass of beer.

			“Say, look here,” sud­den­ly ex­claimed Heise as they took their glass­es. “Look here, you fel­lahs,” he had turned to Mar­cus and the den­tist. “You two fel­lahs have had a grouch at each oth­er for the last year or so; now what’s the mat­ter with your shak­ing hands and call­ing quits?”

			McTeague was at once over­come with a great feel­ing of mag­na­nim­i­ty. He put out his great hand.

			“I got noth­ing against Mar­cus,” he growled.

			“Well, I don’t care if I shake,” ad­mit­ted Mar­cus, a lit­tle shame­faced­ly, as their palms touched. “I guess that’s all right.”

			“That’s the idea,” ex­claimed Heise, de­light­ed at his suc­cess. “Come on, boys, now let’s drink.” Their el­bows crooked and they drank silent­ly.

			Their pic­nic that day was very jol­ly. Noth­ing had changed at Schuet­zen Park since the day of that oth­er mem­o­rable Sieppe pic­nic four years pre­vi­ous. Af­ter lunch the men took them­selves off to the ri­fle range, while Seli­na, Tri­na, and the oth­er two wom­en put away the dish­es. An hour lat­er the men joined them in great spir­its. Ry­er had won the im­promp­tu match which they had ar­ranged, mak­ing quite a won­der­ful score, which in­clud­ed three clean bulls’ eyes, while McTeague had not been able even to hit the tar­get it­self.

			Their shoot­ing match had awak­ened a spir­it of ri­val­ry in the men, and the rest of the af­ter­noon was passed in ath­let­ic ex­er­cis­es be­tween them. The wom­en sat on the slope of the grass, their hats and gloves laid aside, watch­ing the men as they strove to­geth­er. Aroused by the lit­tle fem­i­nine cries of won­der and the clap­ping of their un­gloved palms, these lat­ter be­gan to show off at once. They took off their coats and vests, even their neck­ties and col­lars, and worked them­selves in­to a lath­er of per­spi­ra­tion for the sake of mak­ing an im­pres­sion on their wives. They ran hun­dred-yard sprints on the cin­der path and ex­e­cut­ed clum­sy feats on the rings and on the par­al­lel bars. They even found a huge round stone on the beach and “put the shot” for a while. As long as it was a ques­tion of agili­ty, Mar­cus was eas­i­ly the best of the four; but the den­tist’s enor­mous strength, his crude, un­tu­tored brute force, was a mat­ter of won­der for the en­tire par­ty. McTeague cracked Eng­lish wal­nuts—tak­en from the lunch bas­kets—in the hol­low of his arm, and tossed the round stone a full five feet be­yond their best mark. Heise be­lieved him­self to be par­tic­u­lar­ly strong in the wrists, but the den­tist, us­ing but one hand, twist­ed a cane out of Heise’s two with a wrench that all but sprained the har­ness­mak­er’s arm. Then the den­tist raised weights and chinned him­self on the rings till they thought he would nev­er tire.

			His great suc­cess quite turned his head; he strut­ted back and forth in front of the wom­en, his chest thrown out, and his great mouth per­pet­u­al­ly ex­pand­ed in a tri­umphant grin. As he felt his strength more and more, he be­gan to abuse it; he dom­i­neered over the oth­ers, grip­ping sud­den­ly at their arms till they squirmed with pain, and slap­ping Mar­cus on the back so that he gasped and gagged for breath. The child­ish van­i­ty of the great fel­low was as undis­guised as that of a school­boy. He be­gan to tell of won­der­ful feats of strength he had ac­com­plished when he was a young man. Why, at one time he had knocked down a half-grown heifer with a blow of his fist be­tween the eyes, sure, and the heifer had just stiff­ened out and trem­bled all over and died with­out get­ting up.

			McTeague told this sto­ry again, and yet again. All through the af­ter­noon he could be over­heard re­lat­ing the won­der to any­one who would lis­ten, ex­ag­ger­at­ing the ef­fect of his blow, in­vent­ing ter­rif­ic de­tails. Why, the heifer had just frothed at the mouth, and his eyes had rolled up—ah, sure, his eyes rolled up just like that—and the butch­er had said his skull was all mashed in—just all mashed in, sure, that’s the word—just as if from a sledge­ham­mer.

			Not­with­stand­ing his rec­on­cil­i­a­tion with the den­tist on the boat, Mar­cus’s gorge rose with­in him at McTeague’s boast­ing swag­ger. When McTeague had slapped him on the back, Mar­cus had re­tired to some lit­tle dis­tance while he re­cov­ered his breath, and glared at the den­tist fierce­ly as he strode up and down, glo­ry­ing in the ad­mir­ing glances of the wom­en.

			“Ah, one-horse den­tist,” he mut­tered be­tween his teeth. “Ah, zinc-plug­ger, cow-killer, I’d like to show you once, you over­grown muck­er, you—you—cow-killer!”

			When he re­joined the group, he found them pre­par­ing for a wrestling bout.

			“I tell you what,” said Heise, “we’ll have a tour­na­ment. Mar­cus and I will ras­tle, and Doc and Ry­er, and then the win­ners will ras­tle each oth­er.”

			The wom­en clapped their hands ex­cit­ed­ly. This would be ex­cit­ing. Tri­na cried:

			“Bet­ter let me hold your mon­ey, Mac, and your keys, so as you won’t lose them out of your pock­ets.” The men gave their valu­ables in­to the keep­ing of their wives and prompt­ly set to work.

			The den­tist thrust Ry­er down with­out even chang­ing his grip; Mar­cus and the har­ness-mak­er strug­gled to­geth­er for a few mo­ments till Heise all at once slipped on a bit of turf and fell back­wards. As they top­pled over to­geth­er, Mar­cus writhed him­self from un­der his op­po­nent, and, as they reached the ground, forced down first one shoul­der and then the oth­er.

			“All right, all right,” pant­ed the har­ness-mak­er, good­na­tured­ly, “I’m down. It’s up to you and Doc now,” he added, as he got to his feet.

			The match be­tween McTeague and Mar­cus promised to be in­ter­est­ing. The den­tist, of course, had an enor­mous ad­van­tage in point of strength, but Mar­cus prid­ed him­self on his wrestling, and knew some­thing about stran­gle­holds and half-Nel­sons. The men drew back to al­low them a free space as they faced each oth­er, while Tri­na and the oth­er wom­en rose to their feet in their ex­cite­ment.

			“I bet Mac will throw him, all the same,” said Tri­na.

			“All ready!” cried Ry­er.

			The den­tist and Mar­cus stepped for­ward, eye­ing each oth­er cau­tious­ly. They cir­cled around the im­promp­tu ring. Mar­cus watch­ing ea­ger­ly for an open­ing. He ground his teeth, telling him­self he would throw McTeague if it killed him. Ah, he’d show him now. Sud­den­ly the two men caught at each oth­er; Mar­cus went to his knees. The den­tist threw his vast bulk on his ad­ver­sary’s shoul­ders and, thrust­ing a huge palm against his face, pushed him back­wards and down­wards. It was out of the ques­tion to re­sist that enor­mous strength. Mar­cus wrenched him­self over and fell face down­ward on the ground.

			McTeague rose on the in­stant with a great laugh of ex­ul­ta­tion.

			“You’re down!” he ex­claimed.

			Mar­cus leaped to his feet.

			“Down noth­ing,” he vo­cif­er­at­ed, with clenched fists. “Down noth­ing, by damn! You got to throw me so’s my shoul­ders touch.”

			McTeague was stalk­ing about, swelling with pride.

			“Hoh, you’re down. I threw you. Didn’t I throw him, Tri­na? Hoh, you can’t ras­tle me.”

			Mar­cus ca­pered with rage.

			“You didn’t! you didn’t! you didn’t! and you can’t! You got to give me an­oth­er try.”

			The oth­er men came crowd­ing up. Ev­ery­body was talk­ing at once.

			“He’s right.”

			“You didn’t throw him.”

			“Both his shoul­ders at the same time.”

			Tri­na clapped and waved her hand at McTeague from where she stood on the lit­tle slope of lawn above the wrestlers. Mar­cus broke through the group, shak­ing all over with ex­cite­ment and rage.

			“I tell you that ain’t the way to ras­tle. You’ve got to throw a man so’s his shoul­ders touch. You got to give me an­oth­er bout.”

			“That’s straight,” put in Heise, “both his shoul­ders down at the same time. Try it again. You and Schouler have an­oth­er try.”

			McTeague was be­wil­dered by so much si­mul­ta­ne­ous talk. He could not make out what it was all about. Could he have of­fend­ed Mar­cus again?

			“What? What? Huh? What is it?” he ex­claimed in per­plex­i­ty, look­ing from one to the oth­er.

			“Come on, you must ras­tle me again,” shout­ed Mar­cus.

			“Sure, sure,” cried the den­tist. “I’ll ras­tle you again. I’ll ras­tle ev­ery­body,” he cried, sud­den­ly struck with an idea. Tri­na looked on in some ap­pre­hen­sion.

			“Mark gets so mad,” she said, half aloud.

			“Yes,” ad­mit­ted Seli­na. “Mis­ter Schouler’s got an aw­ful quick tem­per, but he ain’t afraid of any­thing.”

			“All ready!” shout­ed Ry­er.

			This time Mar­cus was more care­ful. Twice, as McTeague rushed at him, he slipped clev­er­ly away. But as the den­tist came in a third time, with his head bowed, Mar­cus, rais­ing him­self to his full height, caught him with both arms around the neck. The den­tist gripped at him and rent away the sleeve of his shirt. There was a great laugh.

			“Keep your shirt on,” cried Mrs. Ry­er.

			The two men were grap­pling at each oth­er wild­ly. The par­ty could hear them pant­ing and grunt­ing as they la­bored and strug­gled. Their boots tore up great clods of turf. Sud­den­ly they came to the ground with a tremen­dous shock. But even as they were in the act of fall­ing, Mar­cus, like a very eel, writhed in the den­tist’s clasp and fell up­on his side. McTeague crashed down up­on him like the col­lapse of a felled ox.

			“Now, you got­ta turn him on his back,” shout­ed Heise to the den­tist. “He ain’t down if you don’t.”

			With his huge salient chin dig­ging in­to Mar­cus’s shoul­der, the den­tist heaved and tugged. His face was flam­ing, his huge shock of yel­low hair fell over his fore­head, mat­ted with sweat. Mar­cus be­gan to yield de­spite his fran­tic ef­forts. One shoul­der was down, now the oth­er be­gan to go; grad­u­al­ly, grad­u­al­ly it was forced over. The lit­tle au­di­ence held its breath in the sus­pense of the mo­ment. Seli­na broke the si­lence, call­ing out shril­ly:

			“Ain’t Doc­tor McTeague just that strong!”

			Mar­cus heard it, and his fury came in­stant­ly to a head. Rage at his de­feat at the hands of the den­tist and be­fore Seli­na’s eyes, the hate he still bore his old-time “pal” and the im­po­tent wrath of his own pow­er­less­ness were sud­den­ly un­leashed.

			“God damn you! get off of me,” he cried un­der his breath, spit­ting the words as a snake spits its ven­om. The lit­tle au­di­ence ut­tered a cry. With the oath Mar­cus had twist­ed his head and had bit­ten through the lobe of the den­tist’s ear. There was a sud­den flash of bright-red blood.

			Then fol­lowed a ter­ri­ble scene. The brute that in McTeague lay so close to the sur­face leaped in­stant­ly to life, mon­strous, not to be re­sist­ed. He sprang to his feet with a shrill and mean­ing­less clam­or, to­tal­ly un­like the or­di­nary bass of his speak­ing tones. It was the hideous yelling of a hurt beast, the squeal­ing of a wound­ed ele­phant. He framed no words; in the rush of high-pitched sound that is­sued from his wide-open mouth there was noth­ing ar­tic­u­late. It was some­thing no longer hu­man; it was rather an echo from the jun­gle.

			Slug­gish enough and slow to anger on or­di­nary oc­ca­sions, McTeague when fi­nal­ly aroused be­came an­oth­er man. His rage was a kind of ob­ses­sion, an evil ma­nia, the drunk­en­ness of pas­sion, the ex­alt­ed and per­vert­ed fury of the Berserk­er, blind and deaf, a thing in­sen­sate.

			As he rose he caught Mar­cus’s wrist in both his hands. He did not strike, he did not know what he was do­ing. His on­ly idea was to bat­ter the life out of the man be­fore him, to crush and an­ni­hi­late him up­on the in­stant. Grip­ping his en­e­my in his enor­mous hands, hard and knot­ted, and cov­ered with a stiff fell of yel­low hair—the hands of the old-time car­boy—he swung him wide, as a ham­mer-throw­er swings his ham­mer. Mar­cus’s feet flipped from the ground, he spun through the air about McTeague as help­less as a bun­dle of clothes. All at once there was a sharp snap, al­most like the re­port of a small pis­tol. Then Mar­cus rolled over and over up­on the ground as McTeague re­leased his grip; his arm, the one the den­tist had seized, bend­ing sud­den­ly, as though a third joint had formed be­tween wrist and el­bow. The arm was bro­ken.

			But by this time ev­ery one was cry­ing out at once. Heise and Ryan ran in be­tween the two men. Seli­na turned her head away. Tri­na was wring­ing her hands and cry­ing in an agony of dread:

			“Oh, stop them, stop them! Don’t let them fight. Oh, it’s too aw­ful.”

			“Here, here, Doc, quit. Don’t make a fool of your­self,” cried Heise, cling­ing to the den­tist. “That’s enough now. Lis­ten to me, will you?”

			“Oh, Mac, Mac,” cried Tri­na, run­ning to her hus­band. “Mac, dear, lis­ten; it’s me, it’s Tri­na, look at me, you—”

			“Get hold of his oth­er arm, will you, Ry­er?” pant­ed Heise. “Quick!”

			“Mac, Mac,” cried Tri­na, her arms about his neck.

			“For God’s sake, hold up, Doc, will you?” shout­ed the har­ness-mak­er. “You don’t want to kill him, do you?”

			Mrs. Ry­er and Heise’s lame wife were fill­ing the air with their out­cries. Seli­na was gig­gling with hys­te­ria. Mar­cus, ter­ri­fied, but too brave to run, had picked up a jagged stone with his left hand and stood on the de­fen­sive. His swollen right arm, from which the shirt sleeve had been torn, dan­gled at his side, the back of the hand twist­ed where the palm should have been. The shirt it­self was a mass of grass stains and was spot­ted with the den­tist’s blood.

			But McTeague, in the cen­tre of the group that strug­gled to hold him, was nigh to mad­ness. The side of his face, his neck, and all the shoul­der and breast of his shirt were cov­ered with blood. He had ceased to cry out, but kept mut­ter­ing be­tween his gripped jaws, as he la­bored to tear him­self free of the re­tain­ing hands:

			“Ah, I’ll kill him! Ah, I’ll kill him! I’ll kill him! Damn you, Heise,” he ex­claimed sud­den­ly, try­ing to strike the har­ness-mak­er, “let go of me, will you!”

			Lit­tle by lit­tle they paci­fied him, or rather (for he paid but lit­tle at­ten­tion to what was said to him) his bes­tial fury lapsed by de­grees. He turned away and let fall his arms, draw­ing long breaths, and look­ing stupid­ly about him, now search­ing help­less­ly up­on the ground, now gaz­ing vague­ly in­to the cir­cle of faces about him. His ear bled as though it would nev­er stop.

			“Say, Doc­tor,” asked Heise, “what’s the best thing to do?”

			“Huh?” an­swered McTeague. “What—what do you mean? What is it?”

			“What’ll we do to stop this bleed­ing here?”

			McTeague did not an­swer, but looked in­tent­ly at the blood­stained bo­som of his shirt.

			“Mac,” cried Tri­na, her face close to his, “tell us some­thing—the best thing we can do to stop your ear bleed­ing.”

			“Col­lodi­um,” said the den­tist.

			“But we can’t get to that right away; we—”

			“There’s some ice in our lunch bas­ket,” broke in Heise. “We brought it for the beer; and take the nap­kins and make a ban­dage.”

			“Ice,” mut­tered the den­tist, “sure, ice, that’s the word.”

			Mrs. Heise and the Ry­ers were look­ing af­ter Mar­cus’s bro­ken arm. Seli­na sat on the slope of the grass, gasp­ing and sob­bing. Tri­na tore the nap­kins in­to strips, and, crush­ing some of the ice, made a ban­dage for her hus­band’s head.’

			The par­ty re­solved it­self in­to two groups; the Ry­ers and Mrs. Heise bend­ing over Mar­cus, while the har­ness-mak­er and Tri­na came and went about McTeague, sit­ting on the ground, his shirt, a mere blur of red and white, de­tach­ing it­self vi­o­lent­ly from the back­ground of pale-green grass. Be­tween the two groups was the torn and tram­pled bit of turf, the wrestling ring; the pic­nic bas­kets, to­geth­er with emp­ty beer bot­tles, bro­ken eggshells, and dis­card­ed sar­dine tins, were scat­tered here and there. In the mid­dle of the im­pro­vised wrestling ring the sleeve of Mar­cus’s shirt flut­tered oc­ca­sion­al­ly in the sea breeze.

			No­body was pay­ing any at­ten­tion to Seli­na. All at once she be­gan to gig­gle hys­ter­i­cal­ly again, then cried out with a peal of laugh­ter:

			“Oh, what a way for our pic­nic to end!”

		
	
		
			XII

			“Now, then, Maria,” said Zerkow, his cracked, strained voice just ris­ing above a whis­per, hitch­ing his chair clos­er to the ta­ble, “now, then, my girl, let’s have it all over again. Tell us about the gold plate—the ser­vice. Be­gin with, ‘There were over a hun­dred pieces and ev­ery one of them gold.’ ”

			“I don’t know what you’re talk­ing about, Zerkow,” an­swered Maria. “There nev­er was no gold plate, no gold ser­vice. I guess you must have dreamed it.”

			Maria and the red­head­ed Pol­ish Jew had been mar­ried about a month af­ter the McTeague’s pic­nic which had end­ed in such lam­en­ta­ble fash­ion. Zerkow had tak­en Maria home to his wretch­ed hov­el in the al­ley back of the flat, and the flat had been obliged to get an­oth­er maid of all work. Time passed, a month, six months, a whole year went by. At length Maria gave birth to a child, a wretch­ed, sick­ly child, with not even strength enough nor wits enough to cry. At the time of its birth Maria was out of her mind, and con­tin­ued in a state of de­men­tia for near­ly ten days. She re­cov­ered just in time to make the ar­range­ments for the ba­by’s buri­al. Nei­ther Zerkow nor Maria was much af­fect­ed by ei­ther the birth or the death of this lit­tle child. Zerkow had wel­comed it with pro­nounced dis­fa­vor, since it had a mouth to be fed and wants to be pro­vid­ed for. Maria was out of her head so much of the time that she could scarce­ly re­mem­ber how it looked when alive. The child was a mere in­ci­dent in their lives, a thing that had come un­de­sired and had gone un­re­gret­ted. It had not even a name; a strange, hy­brid lit­tle be­ing, come and gone with­in a fort­night’s time, yet com­bin­ing in its puny lit­tle body the blood of the He­brew, the Pole, and the Spaniard.

			But the birth of this child had pe­cu­liar con­se­quences. Maria came out of her de­men­tia, and in a few days the house­hold set­tled it­self again to its sor­did regime and Maria went about her du­ties as usu­al. Then one evening, about a week af­ter the child’s buri­al, Zerkow had asked Maria to tell him the sto­ry of the fa­mous ser­vice of gold plate for the hun­dredth time.

			Zerkow had come to be­lieve in this sto­ry in­fal­li­bly. He was im­mov­ably per­suad­ed that at one time Maria or Maria’s peo­ple had pos­sessed these hun­dred gold­en dish­es. In his per­vert­ed mind the hal­lu­ci­na­tion had de­vel­oped still fur­ther. Not on­ly had that ser­vice of gold plate once ex­ist­ed, but it ex­ist­ed now, en­tire, in­tact; not a sin­gle bur­nished gold­en piece of it was miss­ing. It was some­where, some­body had it, locked away in that leather trunk with its quilt­ed lin­ing and round brass locks. It was to be searched for and se­cured, to be fought for, to be gained at all haz­ards. Maria must know where it was; by dint of ques­tion­ing, Zerkow would sure­ly get the in­for­ma­tion from her. Some day, if on­ly he was per­sis­tent, he would hit up­on the right com­bi­na­tion of ques­tions, the right sug­ges­tion that would dis­en­tan­gle Maria’s con­fused rec­ol­lec­tions. Maria would tell him where the thing was kept, was con­cealed, was buried, and he would go to that place and se­cure it, and all that won­der­ful gold would be his for­ev­er and for­ev­er. This ser­vice of plate had come to be Zerkow’s ma­nia.

			On this par­tic­u­lar evening, about a week af­ter the child’s buri­al, in the wretch­ed back room of the Junk shop, Zerkow had made Maria sit down to the ta­ble op­po­site him—the whiskey bot­tle and the red glass tum­bler with its bro­ken base be­tween them—and had said:

			“Now, then, Maria, tell us that sto­ry of the gold dish­es again.”

			Maria stared at him, an ex­pres­sion of per­plex­i­ty com­ing in­to her face.

			“What gold dish­es?” said she.

			“The ones your peo­ple used to own in Cen­tral Amer­i­ca. Come on, Maria, be­gin, be­gin.” The Jew craned him­self for­ward, his lean fin­gers claw­ing ea­ger­ly at his lips.

			“What gold plate?” said Maria, frown­ing at him as she drank her whiskey. “What gold plate? I don’ know what you’re talk­ing about, Zerkow.”

			Zerkow sat back in his chair, star­ing at her.

			“Why, your peo­ple’s gold dish­es, what they used to eat off of. You’ve told me about it a hun­dred times.”

			“You’re crazy, Zerkow,” said Maria. “Push the bot­tle here, will you?”

			“Come, now,” in­sist­ed Zerkow, sweat­ing with de­sire, “come, now, my girl, don’t be a fool; let’s have it, let’s have it. Be­gin now, ‘There were more’n a hun­dred pieces, and ev­ery one of ’em gold.’ Oh, you know; come on, come on.”

			“I don’t re­mem­ber noth­ing of the kind,” protest­ed Maria, reach­ing for the bot­tle. Zerkow snatched it from her.

			“You fool!” he wheezed, try­ing to raise his bro­ken voice to a shout. “You fool! Don’t you dare try an’ cheat me, or I’ll do for you. You know about the gold plate, and you know where it is.” Sud­den­ly he pitched his voice at the pro­longed rasp­ing shout with which he made his street cry. He rose to his feet, his long, pre­hen­sile fin­gers curled in­to fists. He was men­ac­ing, ter­ri­ble in his rage. He leaned over Maria, his fists in her face.

			“I be­lieve you’ve got it!” he yelled. “I be­lieve you’ve got it, an’ are hid­ing it from me. Where is it, where is it? Is it here?” he rolled his eyes wild­ly about the room. “Hey? hey?” he went on, shak­ing Maria by the shoul­ders. “Where is it? Is it here? Tell me where it is. Tell me, or I’ll do for you!”

			“It ain’t here,” cried Maria, wrench­ing from him. “It ain’t any­where. What gold plate? What are you talk­ing about? I don’t re­mem­ber noth­ing about no gold plate at all.”

			No, Maria did not re­mem­ber. The trou­ble and tur­moil of her mind con­se­quent up­on the birth of her child seemed to have read­just­ed her dis­or­dered ideas up­on this point. Her ma­nia had come to a cri­sis, which in sub­sid­ing had cleared her brain of its one il­lu­sion. She did not re­mem­ber. Or it was pos­si­ble that the gold plate she had once re­mem­bered had had some foun­da­tion in fact, that her recital of its splen­dors had been truth, sound and sane. It was pos­si­ble that now her for­get­ful­ness of it was some form of brain trou­ble, a rel­ic of the de­men­tia of child­birth. At all events Maria did not re­mem­ber; the idea of the gold plate had passed en­tire­ly out of her mind, and it was now Zerkow who la­bored un­der its hal­lu­ci­na­tion. It was now Zerkow, the rak­er of the city’s muck heap, the searcher af­ter gold, that saw that won­der­ful ser­vice in the eye of his per­vert­ed mind. It was he who could now de­scribe it in a lan­guage al­most elo­quent. Maria had been con­tent mere­ly to re­mem­ber it; but Zerkow’s avarice goad­ed him to a be­lief that it was still in ex­is­tence, hid some­where, per­haps in that very house, stowed away there by Maria. For it stood to rea­son, didn’t it, that Maria could not have de­scribed it with such won­der­ful ac­cu­ra­cy and such care­ful de­tail un­less she had seen it re­cent­ly—the day be­fore, per­haps, or that very day, or that very hour, that very hour?

			“Look out for your­self,” he whis­pered, hoarse­ly, to his wife. “Look out for your­self, my girl. I’ll hunt for it, and hunt for it, and hunt for it, and some day I’ll find it—I will, you’ll see—I’ll find it, I’ll find it; and if I don’t, I’ll find a way that’ll make you tell me where it is. I’ll make you speak—be­lieve me, I will, I will, my girl—trust me for that.”

			And at night Maria would some­times wake to find Zerkow gone from the bed, and would see him bur­row­ing in­to some cor­ner by the light of his dark-lantern and would hear him mum­bling to him­self: “There were more’n a hun­dred pieces, and ev­ery one of ’em gold—when the leather trunk was opened it fair daz­zled your eyes—why, just that punch­bowl was worth a for­tune, I guess; sol­id, sol­id, heavy, rich, pure gold, nothun but gold, gold, heaps and heaps of it—what a glo­ry! I’ll find it yet, I’ll find it. It’s here some­wheres, hid some­wheres in this house.”

			At length his con­tin­ued ill suc­cess be­gan to ex­as­per­ate him. One day he took his whip from his junk wag­on and thrashed Maria with it, gasp­ing the while, “Where is it, you beast? Where is it? Tell me where it is; I’ll make you speak.”

			“I don’ know, I don’ know,” cried Maria, dodg­ing his blows. “I’d tell you, Zerkow, if I knew; but I don’ know noth­ing about it. How can I tell you if I don’ know?”

			Then one evening mat­ters reached a cri­sis. Mar­cus Schouler was in his room, the room in the flat just over McTeague’s Par­lors which he had al­ways oc­cu­pied. It was be­tween eleven and twelve o’clock. The vast house was qui­et; Polk Street out­side was very still, ex­cept for the oc­ca­sion­al whirr and trun­dle of a pass­ing ca­ble car and the per­sis­tent call­ing of ducks and geese in the de­sert­ed mar­ket di­rect­ly op­po­site. Mar­cus was in his shirt sleeves, per­spir­ing and swear­ing with ex­er­tion as he tried to get all his be­long­ings in­to an ab­surd­ly in­ad­e­quate trunk. The room was in great con­fu­sion. It looked as though Mar­cus was about to move. He stood in front of his trunk, his pre­cious silk hat in its hat­box in his hand. He was rag­ing at the per­verse­ness of a pair of boots that re­fused to fit in his trunk, no mat­ter how he ar­ranged them.

			“I’ve tried you so, and I’ve tried you so,” he ex­claimed fierce­ly, be­tween his teeth, “and you won’t go.” He be­gan to swear hor­ri­bly, grab­bing at the boots with his free hand. “Pret­ty soon I won’t take you at all; I won’t, for a fact.”

			He was in­ter­rupt­ed by a rush of feet up­on the back stairs and a clam­orous pound­ing up­on his door. He opened it to let in Maria Maca­pa, her hair di­shev­elled and her eyes start­ing with ter­ror.

			“Oh, Mis­ter Schouler,” she gasped, “lock the door quick. Don’t let him get me. He’s got a knife, and he says sure he’s go­ing to do for me, if I don’t tell him where it is.”

			“Who has? What has? Where is what?” shout­ed Mar­cus, flam­ing with ex­cite­ment up­on the in­stant. He opened the door and peered down the dark hall, both fists clenched, ready to fight—he did not know whom, and he did not know why.

			“It’s Zerkow,” wailed Maria, pulling him back in­to the room and bolt­ing the door, “and he’s got a knife as long as that. Oh, my Lord, here he comes now! Ain’t that him? Lis­ten.”

			Zerkow was com­ing up the stairs, call­ing for Maria.

			“Don’t you let him get me, will you, Mis­ter Schouler?” gasped Maria.

			“I’ll break him in two,” shout­ed Mar­cus, livid with rage. “Think I’m afraid of his knife?”

			“I know where you are,” cried Zerkow, on the land­ing out­side. “You’re in Schouler’s room. What are you do­ing in Schouler’s room at this time of night? Come ou­ta there; you ough­ta be ashamed. I’ll do for you yet, my girl. Come ou­ta there once, an’ see if I don’t.”

			“I’ll do for you my­self, you dirty Jew,” shout­ed Mar­cus, un­bolt­ing the door and run­ning out in­to the hall.

			“I want my wife,” ex­claimed the Jew, back­ing down the stairs. “What’s she mean by run­ning away from me and go­ing in­to your room?”

			“Look out, he’s got a knife!” cried Maria through the crack of the door.

			“Ah, there you are. Come ou­ta that, and come back home,” ex­claimed Zerkow.

			“Get ou­ta here your­self,” cried Mar­cus, ad­vanc­ing on him an­gri­ly. “Get ou­ta here.”

			“Maria’s go­ta come too.”

			“Get ou­ta here,” vo­cif­er­at­ed Mar­cus, “an’ put up that knife. I see it; you needn’t try an’ hide it be­hind your leg. Give it to me, any­how,” he shout­ed sud­den­ly, and be­fore Zerkow was aware, Mar­cus had wrenched it away. “Now, get ou­ta here.”

			Zerkow backed away, peer­ing and peep­ing over Mar­cus’s shoul­der.

			“I want Maria.”

			“Get ou­ta here. Get along out, or I’ll put you out.” The street door closed. The Jew was gone.

			“Huh!” snort­ed Mar­cus, swelling with ar­ro­gance. “Huh! Think I’m afraid of his knife? I ain’t afraid of any­body,” he shout­ed point­ed­ly, for McTeague and his wife, roused by the clam­or, were peer­ing over the ban­is­ters from the land­ing above. “Not of any­body,” re­peat­ed Mar­cus.

			Maria came out in­to the hall.

			“Is he gone? Is he sure gone?”

			“What was the trou­ble?” in­quired Mar­cus, sud­den­ly.

			“I woke up about an hour ago,” Maria ex­plained, “and Zerkow wasn’t in bed; maybe he hadn’t come to bed at all. He was down on his knees by the sink, and he’d pried up some boards off the floor and was dig­ging there. He had his dark-lantern. He was dig­ging with that knife, I guess, and all the time he kept mum­bling to him­self, ‘More’n a hun­dred pieces, an’ ev­ery one of ’em gold; more’n a hun­dred pieces, an’ ev­ery one of ’em gold.’ Then, all of a sud­den, he caught sight of me. I was sit­ting up in bed, and he jumped up and came at me with his knife, an’ he says, ‘Where is it? Where is it? I know you got it hid some­where. Where is it? Tell me or I’ll knife you.’ I kind of fooled him and kept him off till I got my wrap­per on, an’ then I run out. I didn’t dare stay.”

			“Well, what did you tell him about your gold dish­es for in the first place?” cried Mar­cus.

			“I nev­er told him,” protest­ed Maria, with the great­est en­er­gy. “I nev­er told him; I nev­er heard of any gold dish­es. I don’ know where he got the idea; he must be crazy.”

			By this time Tri­na and McTeague, Old Gran­nis, and lit­tle Miss Bak­er—all the lodgers on the up­per floors of the flat—had gath­ered about Maria. Tri­na and the den­tist, who had gone to bed, were par­tial­ly dressed, and Tri­na’s enor­mous mane of black hair was hang­ing in two thick braids far down her back. But, late as it was, Old Gran­nis and the re­tired dress­mak­er had still been up and about when Maria had aroused them.

			“Why, Maria,” said Tri­na, “you al­ways used to tell us about your gold dish­es. You said your folks used to have them.”

			“Nev­er, nev­er, nev­er!” ex­claimed Maria, ve­he­ment­ly. “You folks must all be crazy. I nev­er heard of any gold dish­es.”

			“Well,” spoke up Miss Bak­er, “you’re a queer girl, Maria; that’s all I can say.” She left the group and re­turned to her room. Old Gran­nis watched her go from the cor­ner of his eye, and in a few mo­ments fol­lowed her, leav­ing the group as un­no­ticed as he had joined it. By de­grees the flat qui­et­ed down again. Tri­na and McTeague re­turned to their rooms.

			“I guess I’ll go back now,” said Maria. “He’s all right now. I ain’t afraid of him so long as he ain’t got his knife.”

			“Well, say,” Mar­cus called to her as she went down­stairs, “if he gets fun­ny again, you just yell out; I’ll hear you. I won’t let him hurt you.”

			Mar­cus went in­to his room again and re­sumed his wran­gle with the re­frac­to­ry boots. His eye fell on Zerkow’s knife, a long, keen-blad­ed hunt­ing-knife, with a buck­horn han­dle. “I’ll take you along with me,” he ex­claimed, sud­den­ly. “I’ll just need you where I’m go­ing.”

			Mean­while, old Miss Bak­er was mak­ing tea to calm her nerves af­ter the ex­cite­ment of Maria’s in­cur­sion. This evening she went so far as to make tea for two, lay­ing an ex­tra place on the oth­er side of her lit­tle tea-ta­ble, set­ting out a cup and saucer and one of the Gorham sil­ver spoons. Close up­on the oth­er side of the par­ti­tion Old Gran­nis bound un­cut num­bers of the “Na­tion.”

			“Do you know what I think, Mac?” said Tri­na, when the cou­ple had re­turned to their rooms. “I think Mar­cus is go­ing away.”

			“What? What?” mut­tered the den­tist, very sleepy and stupid, “what you say­ing? What’s that about Mar­cus?”

			“I be­lieve Mar­cus has been pack­ing up, the last two or three days. I won­der if he’s go­ing away.”

			“Who’s go­ing away?” said McTeague, blink­ing at her.

			“Oh, go to bed,” said Tri­na, push­ing him good­na­tured­ly. “Mac, you’re the stu­pid­est man I ev­er knew.”

			But it was true. Mar­cus was go­ing away. Tri­na re­ceived a let­ter the next morn­ing from her moth­er. The car­pet-clean­ing and up­hol­stery busi­ness in which Mr. Sieppe had in­volved him­self was go­ing from bad to worse. Mr. Sieppe had even been obliged to put a mort­gage up­on their house. Mrs. Sieppe didn’t know what was to be­come of them all. Her hus­band had even be­gun to talk of em­i­grat­ing to New Zea­land. Mean­while, she in­formed Tri­na that Mr. Sieppe had fi­nal­ly come across a man with whom Mar­cus could “go in with on a ranch,” a cat­tle ranch in the south­east­ern por­tion of the State. Her ideas were vague up­on the sub­ject, but she knew that Mar­cus was wild­ly en­thu­si­as­tic at the prospect, and was ex­pect­ed down be­fore the end of the month. In the mean­time, could Tri­na send them fifty dol­lars?

			“Mar­cus is go­ing away, af­ter all, Mac,” said Tri­na to her hus­band that day as he came out of his Par­lors and sat down to the lunch of sausages, mashed pota­toes, and choco­late in the sit­ting-room.

			“Huh?” said the den­tist, a lit­tle con­fused. “Who’s go­ing away? Schouler go­ing away? Why’s Schouler go­ing away?”

			Tri­na ex­plained. “Oh!” growled McTeague, be­hind his thick mus­tache, “he can go far be­fore I’ll stop him.”

			“And, say, Mac,” con­tin­ued Tri­na, pour­ing the choco­late, “what do you think? Mam­ma wants me—wants us to send her fifty dol­lars. She says they’re hard up.”

			“Well,” said the den­tist, af­ter a mo­ment, “well, I guess we can send it, can’t we?”

			“Oh, that’s easy to say,” com­plained Tri­na, her lit­tle chin in the air, her small pale lips pursed. “I won­der if mam­ma thinks we’re mil­lion­aires?”

			“Tri­na, you’re get­ting to be reg­u­lar stingy,” mut­tered McTeague. “You’re get­ting worse and worse ev­ery day.”

			“But fifty dol­lars is fifty dol­lars, Mac. Just think how long it takes you to earn fifty dol­lars. Fifty dol­lars! That’s two months of our in­ter­est.”

			“Well,” said McTeague, eas­i­ly, his mouth full of mashed pota­to, “you got a lot saved up.”

			Up­on ev­ery ref­er­ence to that lit­tle hoard in the brass match-safe and chamois-skin bag at the bot­tom of her trunk, Tri­na bri­dled on the in­stant.

			“Don’t talk that way, Mac. ‘A lot of mon­ey.’ What do you call a lot of mon­ey? I don’t be­lieve I’ve got fifty dol­lars saved.”

			“Hoh!” ex­claimed McTeague. “Hoh! I guess you got near­er a hun­dred an’ fifty. That’s what I guess you got.”

			“I’ve not, I’ve not,” de­clared Tri­na, “and you know I’ve not. I wish mam­ma hadn’t asked me for any mon­ey. Why can’t she be a lit­tle more eco­nom­i­cal? I man­age all right. No, no, I can’t pos­si­bly af­ford to send her fifty.”

			“Oh, pshaw! What will you do, then?” grum­bled her hus­band.

			“I’ll send her twen­ty-five this month, and tell her I’ll send the rest as soon as I can af­ford it.”

			“Tri­na, you’re a reg­u­lar lit­tle miser,” said McTeague.

			“I don’t care,” an­swered Tri­na, be­gin­ning to laugh. “I guess I am, but I can’t help it, and it’s a good fault.”

			Tri­na put off send­ing this mon­ey for a cou­ple of weeks, and her moth­er made no men­tion of it in her next let­ter. “Oh, I guess if she wants it so bad,” said Tri­na, “she’ll speak about it again.” So she again post­poned the send­ing of it. Day by day she put it off. When her moth­er asked her for it a sec­ond time, it seemed hard­er than ev­er for Tri­na to part with even half the sum re­quest­ed. She an­swered her moth­er, telling her that they were very hard up them­selves for that month, but that she would send down the amount in a few weeks.

			“I’ll tell you what we’ll do, Mac,” she said to her hus­band, “you send half and I’ll send half; we’ll send twen­ty-five dol­lars al­to­geth­er. Twelve and a half apiece. That’s an idea. How will that do?”

			“Sure, sure,” McTeague had an­swered, giv­ing her the mon­ey. Tri­na sent McTeague’s twelve dol­lars, but nev­er sent the twelve that was to be her share. One day the den­tist hap­pened to ask her about it.

			“You sent that twen­ty-five to your moth­er, didn’t you?” said he.

			“Oh, long ago,” an­swered Tri­na, with­out think­ing.

			In fact, Tri­na nev­er al­lowed her­self to think very much of this af­fair. And, in fact, an­oth­er mat­ter soon came to en­gross her at­ten­tion.

			One Sun­day evening Tri­na and her hus­band were in their sit­ting-room to­geth­er. It was dark, but the lamp had not been lit. McTeague had brought up some bot­tles of beer from the “Wein Stube” on the ground floor, where the branch post-of­fice used to be. But they had not opened the beer. It was a warm evening in sum­mer. Tri­na was sit­ting on McTeague’s lap in the bay win­dow, and had looped back the Not­ting­ham cur­tains so the two could look out in­to the dark­ened street and watch the moon com­ing up over the glass roof of the huge pub­lic baths. On oc­ca­sions they sat like this for an hour or so, “phi­lan­der­ing,” Tri­na cud­dling her­self down up­on McTeague’s enor­mous body, rub­bing her cheek against the grain of his un­shaven chin, kiss­ing the bald spot on the top of his head, or putting her fin­gers in­to his ears and eyes. At times, a brusque ac­cess of pas­sion would seize up­on her, and, with a ner­vous lit­tle sigh, she would clasp his thick red neck in both her small arms and whis­per in his ear:

			“Do you love me, Mac, dear? Love me big, big? Sure, do you love me as much as you did when we were mar­ried?”

			Puz­zled, McTeague would an­swer: “Well, you know it, don’t you, Tri­na?”

			“But I want you to say so; say so al­ways and al­ways.”

			“Well, I do, of course I do.”

			“Say it, then.”

			“Well, then, I love you.”

			“But you don’t say it of your own ac­cord.”

			“Well, what—what—what—I don’t un­der­stand,” stam­mered the den­tist, be­wil­dered.

			There was a knock on the door. Con­fused and em­bar­rassed, as if they were not mar­ried, Tri­na scram­bled off McTeague’s lap, has­ten­ing to light the lamp, whis­per­ing, “Put on your coat, Mac, and smooth your hair,” and mak­ing ges­tures for him to put the beer bot­tles out of sight. She opened the door and ut­tered an ex­cla­ma­tion.

			“Why, Cousin Mark!” she said. McTeague glared at him, struck speech­less, con­fused be­yond ex­pres­sion. Mar­cus Schouler, per­fect­ly at his ease, stood in the door­way, smil­ing with great af­fa­bil­i­ty.

			“Say,” he re­marked, “can I come in?”

			Tak­en all aback, Tri­na could on­ly an­swer:

			“Why—I sup­pose so. Yes, of course—come in.”

			“Yes, yes, come in,” ex­claimed the den­tist, sud­den­ly, speak­ing with­out thought. “Have some beer?” he added, struck with an idea.

			“No, thanks, Doc­tor,” said Mar­cus, pleas­ant­ly.

			McTeague and Tri­na were puz­zled. What could it all mean? Did Mar­cus want to be­come rec­on­ciled to his en­e­my? “I know.” Tri­na said to her­self. “He’s go­ing away, and he wants to bor­row some mon­ey. He won’t get a pen­ny, not a pen­ny.” She set her teeth to­geth­er hard.

			“Well,” said Mar­cus, “how’s busi­ness, Doc­tor?”

			“Oh,” said McTeague, un­easi­ly, “oh, I don’ know. I guess—I guess,” he broke off in help­less em­bar­rass­ment. They had all sat down by now. Mar­cus con­tin­ued, hold­ing his hat and his cane—the black wand of ebony with the gold top pre­sent­ed to him by the “Im­prove­ment Club.”

			“Ah!” said he, wag­ging his head and look­ing about the sit­ting-room, “you peo­ple have got the best fixed rooms in the whole flat. Yes, sir; you have, for a fact.” He glanced from the litho­graph framed in gilt and red plush—the two lit­tle girls at their prayers—to the “I’m Grand­pa” and “I’m Grand­ma” pic­tures, not­ed the clean white mat­ting and the gay worsted ti­dies over the chair backs, and ap­peared to con­tem­plate in ec­sta­sy the framed pho­to­graph of McTeague and Tri­na in their wed­ding fin­ery.

			“Well, you two are pret­ty hap­py to­geth­er, ain’t you?” said he, smil­ing good-hu­mored­ly.

			“Oh, we don’t com­plain,” an­swered Tri­na.

			“Plen­ty of mon­ey, lots to do, ev­ery­thing fine, hey?”

			“We’ve got lots to do,” re­turned Tri­na, think­ing to head him off, “but we’ve not got lots of mon­ey.”

			But ev­i­dent­ly Mar­cus want­ed no mon­ey.

			“Well, Cousin Tri­na,” he said, rub­bing his knee, “I’m go­ing away.”

			“Yes, mam­ma wrote me; you’re go­ing on a ranch.”

			“I’m go­ing in ranch­ing with an Eng­lish duck,” cor­rect­ed Mar­cus. “Mr. Sieppe has fixed things. We’ll see if we can’t raise some cat­tle. I know a lot about hors­es, and he’s ranched some be­fore—this Eng­lish duck. And then I’m go­ing to keep my eye open for a po­lit­i­cal chance down there. I got some in­tro­duc­tions from the Pres­i­dent of the Im­prove­ment Club. I’ll work things some­how, oh, sure.”

			“How long you go­ing to be gone?” asked Tri­na.

			Mar­cus stared.

			“Why, I ain’t ev­er com­ing back,” he vo­cif­er­at­ed. “I’m go­ing to­mor­row, and I’m go­ing for good. I come to say good­bye.”

			Mar­cus stayed for up­wards of an hour that evening. He talked on eas­i­ly and agree­ably, ad­dress­ing him­self as much to McTeague as to Tri­na. At last he rose.

			“Well, good­bye, Doc.”

			“Good­bye, Mar­cus,” re­turned McTeague. The two shook hands.

			“Guess we won’t ev­er see each oth­er again,” con­tin­ued Mar­cus. “But good luck to you, Doc. Hope some day you’ll have the pa­tients stand­ing in line on the stairs.”

			“Huh! I guess so, I guess so,” said the den­tist.

			“Good­bye, Cousin Tri­na.”

			“Good­bye, Mar­cus,” an­swered Tri­na. “You be sure to re­mem­ber me to mam­ma, and pa­pa, and ev­ery­body. I’m go­ing to make two great big sets of Noah’s ark an­i­mals for the twins on their next birth­day; Au­gust is too old for toys. But you can tell the twins that I’ll make them some great big an­i­mals. Good­bye, suc­cess to you, Mar­cus.”

			“Good­bye, good­bye. Good luck to you both.”

			“Good­bye, Cousin Mark.”

			“Good­bye, Mar­cus.”

			He was gone.

		
	
		
			XIII

			One morn­ing about a week af­ter Mar­cus had left for the south­ern part of the State, McTeague found an ob­long let­ter thrust through the let­ter-drop of the door of his Par­lors. The ad­dress was type­writ­ten. He opened it. The let­ter had been sent from the City Hall and was stamped in one cor­ner with the seal of the State of Cal­i­for­nia, very of­fi­cial; the form and file num­bers su­per­scribed.

			McTeague had been mak­ing fill­ings when this let­ter ar­rived. He was in his Par­lors, pot­ter­ing over his mov­able rack un­der­neath the bird cage in the bay win­dow. He was mak­ing “blocks” to be used in large prox­i­mal cav­i­ties and “cylin­ders” for com­menc­ing fill­ings. He heard the post­man’s step in the hall and saw the en­velopes be­gin to shut­tle them­selves through the slit of his let­ter-drop. Then came the fat ob­long en­ve­lope, with its of­fi­cial seal, that dropped flat­wise to the floor with a sod­den, dull im­pact.

			The den­tist put down the broach and scis­sors and gath­ered up his mail. There were four let­ters al­to­geth­er. One was for Tri­na, in Seli­na’s “el­e­gant” hand­writ­ing; an­oth­er was an ad­ver­tise­ment of a new kind of op­er­at­ing chair for den­tists; the third was a card from a milliner on the next block, an­nounc­ing an open­ing; and the fourth, con­tained in the fat ob­long en­ve­lope, was a print­ed form with blanks left for names and dates, and ad­dressed to McTeague, from an of­fice in the City Hall. McTeague read it through la­bo­ri­ous­ly. “I don’ know, I don’ know,” he mut­tered, look­ing stupid­ly at the ri­fle man­u­fac­tur­er’s cal­en­dar. Then he heard Tri­na, from the kitchen, singing as she made a clat­ter­ing noise with the break­fast dish­es. “I guess I’ll ask Tri­na about it,” he mut­tered.

			He went through the suite, by the sit­ting-room, where the sun was pour­ing in through the looped backed Not­ting­ham cur­tains up­on the clean white mat­ting and the var­nished sur­face of the melodeon, passed on through the bed­room, with its framed lith­o­graphs of round-cheeked Eng­lish ba­bies and alert fox ter­ri­ers, and came out in­to the brick-paved kitchen. The kitchen was clean as a new whis­tle; the fresh­ly black­ened cook stove glowed like a ne­gro’s hide; the tins and porce­lain-lined stew­pans might have been of sil­ver and of ivory. Tri­na was in the cen­tre of the room, wip­ing off, with a damp sponge, the oil­cloth ta­ble-cov­er, on which they had break­fast­ed. Nev­er had she looked so pret­ty. Ear­ly though it was, her enor­mous tiara of swarthy hair was neat­ly combed and coiled, not a pin was so much as loose. She wore a blue cal­i­co skirt with a white fig­ure, and a belt of im­i­ta­tion al­li­ga­tor skin clasped around her small, firm­ly-corset­ed waist; her shirt waist was of pink linen, so new and crisp that it crack­led with ev­ery move­ment, while around the col­lar, tied in a neat knot, was one of McTeague’s lawn ties which she had ap­pro­pri­at­ed. Her sleeves were care­ful­ly rolled up al­most to her shoul­ders, and noth­ing could have been more de­li­cious than the sight of her small round arms, white as milk, mov­ing back and forth as she sponged the ta­ble-cov­er, a faint touch of pink com­ing and go­ing at the el­bows as they bent and straight­ened. She looked up quick­ly as her hus­band en­tered, her nar­row eyes alight, her adorable lit­tle chin in the air; her lips round­ed and opened with the last words of her song, so that one could catch a glint of gold in the fill­ings of her up­per teeth.

			The whole scene—the clean kitchen and its clean brick floor; the smell of cof­fee that lin­gered in the air; Tri­na her­self, fresh as if from a bath, and singing at her work; the morn­ing sun, strik­ing oblique­ly through the white muslin half-cur­tain of the win­dow and span­ning the lit­tle kitchen with a bridge of gold­en mist—gave off, as it were, a note of gayety that was not to be re­sist­ed. Through the opened top of the win­dow came the nois­es of Polk Street, al­ready long awake. One heard the chant­ing of street cries, the shrill call­ing of chil­dren on their way to school, the mer­ry rat­tle of a butch­er’s cart, the brisk noise of ham­mer­ing, or the oc­ca­sion­al pro­longed roll of a ca­ble car trundling heav­i­ly past, with a vi­brant whirring of its jos­tled glass and the joy­ous clang­ing of its bells.

			“What is it, Mac, dear?” said Tri­na.

			McTeague shut the door be­hind him with his heel and hand­ed her the let­ter. Tri­na read it through. Then sud­den­ly her small hand gripped tight­ly up­on the sponge, so that the wa­ter start­ed from it and dripped in a lit­tle pat­ter­ing del­uge up­on the bricks.

			The let­ter—or rather print­ed no­tice—in­formed McTeague that he had nev­er re­ceived a diplo­ma from a den­tal col­lege, and that in con­se­quence he was for­bid­den to prac­tise his pro­fes­sion any longer. A le­gal ex­tract bear­ing up­on the case was at­tached in small type.

			“Why, what’s all this?” said Tri­na, calm­ly, with­out thought as yet.

			“I don’ know, I don’ know,” an­swered her hus­band.

			“You can’t prac­tise any longer,” con­tin­ued Tri­na—“ ‘is here­with pro­hib­it­ed and en­joined from fur­ther con­tin­u­ing—’ ” She reread the ex­tract, her fore­head lift­ing and puck­er­ing. She put the sponge care­ful­ly away in its wire rack over the sink, and drew up a chair to the ta­ble, spread­ing out the no­tice be­fore her. “Sit down,” she said to McTeague. “Draw up to the ta­ble here, Mac, and let’s see what this is.”

			“I got it this morn­ing,” mur­mured the den­tist. “It just now came. I was mak­ing some fill­ings—there, in the Par­lors, in the win­dow—and the post­man shoved it through the door. I thought it was a num­ber of the Amer­i­can Sys­tem of Den­tistry at first, and when I’d opened it and looked at it I thought I’d bet­ter—”

			“Say, Mac,” in­ter­rupt­ed Tri­na, look­ing up from the no­tice, “didn’t you ev­er go to a den­tal col­lege?”

			“Huh? What? What?” ex­claimed McTeague.

			“How did you learn to be a den­tist? Did you go to a col­lege?”

			“I went along with a fel­low who came to the mine once. My moth­er sent me. We used to go from one camp to an­oth­er. I sharp­ened his ex­ca­va­tors for him, and put up his no­tices in the towns—stuck them up in the post-of­fices and on the doors of the Odd Fel­lows’ halls. He had a wag­on.”

			“But didn’t you nev­er go to a col­lege?”

			“Huh? What? Col­lege? No, I nev­er went. I learned from the fel­low.”

			Tri­na rolled down her sleeves. She was a lit­tle paler than usu­al. She fas­tened the but­tons in­to the cuffs and said:

			“But do you know you can’t prac­tise un­less you’re grad­u­at­ed from a col­lege? You haven’t the right to call your­self, ‘doc­tor.’ ”

			McTeague stared a mo­ment; then:

			“Why, I’ve been prac­tis­ing ten years. More—near­ly twelve.”

			“But it’s the law.”

			“What’s the law?”

			“That you can’t prac­tise, or call your­self doc­tor, un­less you’ve got a diplo­ma.”

			“What’s that—a diplo­ma?”

			“I don’t know ex­act­ly. It’s a kind of pa­per that—that—oh, Mac, we’re ru­ined.” Tri­na’s voice rose to a cry.

			“What do you mean, Tri­na? Ain’t I a den­tist? Ain’t I a doc­tor? Look at my sign, and the gold tooth you gave me. Why, I’ve been prac­tis­ing near­ly twelve years.”

			Tri­na shut her lips tight­ly, cleared her throat, and pre­tend­ed to re­set­tle a hair­pin at the back of her head.

			“I guess it isn’t as bad as that,” she said, very qui­et­ly. “Let’s read this again. ‘Here­with pro­hib­it­ed and en­joined from fur­ther con­tin­u­ing—’ ” She read to the end.

			“Why, it isn’t pos­si­ble,” she cried. “They can’t mean—oh, Mac, I do be­lieve—pshaw!” she ex­claimed, her pale face flush­ing. “They don’t know how good a den­tist you are. What dif­fer­ence does a diplo­ma make, if you’re a first-class den­tist? I guess that’s all right. Mac, didn’t you ev­er go to a den­tal col­lege?”

			“No,” an­swered McTeague, dogged­ly. “What was the good? I learned how to op­er­ate; wa’n’t that enough?”

			“Hark,” said Tri­na, sud­den­ly. “Wasn’t that the bell of your of­fice?” They had both heard the jan­gling of the bell that McTeague had hung over the door of his Par­lors. The den­tist looked at the kitchen clock.

			“That’s Vanovitch,” said he. “He’s a plumber round on Sut­ter Street. He’s got an ap­point­ment with me to have a bi­cus­pid pulled. I got to go back to work.” He rose.

			“But you can’t,” cried Tri­na, the back of her hand up­on her lips, her eyes brim­ming. “Mac, don’t you see? Can’t you un­der­stand? You’ve got to stop. Oh, it’s dread­ful! Lis­ten.” She hur­ried around the ta­ble to him and caught his arm in both her hands.

			“Huh?” growled McTeague, look­ing at her with a puz­zled frown.

			“They’ll ar­rest you. You’ll go to prison. You can’t work—can’t work any more. We’re ru­ined.”

			Vanovitch was pound­ing on the door of the sit­ting-room.

			“He’ll be gone in a minute,” ex­claimed McTeague.

			“Well, let him go. Tell him to go; tell him to come again.”

			“Why, he’s got an ap­point­ment with me,” ex­claimed McTeague, his hand up­on the door.

			Tri­na caught him back. “But, Mac, you ain’t a den­tist any longer; you ain’t a doc­tor. You haven’t the right to work. You nev­er went to a den­tal col­lege.”

			“Well, sup­pose I nev­er went to a col­lege, ain’t I a den­tist just the same? Lis­ten, he’s pound­ing there again. No, I’m go­ing, sure.”

			“Well, of course, go,” said Tri­na, with sud­den re­ac­tion. “It ain’t pos­si­ble they’ll make you stop. If you’re a good den­tist, that’s all that’s want­ed. Go on, Mac; hur­ry, be­fore he goes.”

			McTeague went out, clos­ing the door. Tri­na stood for a mo­ment look­ing in­tent­ly at the bricks at her feet. Then she re­turned to the ta­ble, and sat down again be­fore the no­tice, and, rest­ing her head in both her fists, read it yet an­oth­er time. Sud­den­ly the con­vic­tion seized up­on her that it was all true. McTeague would be obliged to stop work, no mat­ter how good a den­tist he was. But why had the au­thor­i­ties at the City Hall wait­ed this long be­fore serv­ing the no­tice? All at once Tri­na snapped her fin­gers, with a quick flash of in­tel­li­gence.

			“It’s Mar­cus that’s done it,” she cried.

			

			It was like a clap of thun­der. McTeague was stunned, stu­pe­fied. He said noth­ing. Nev­er in his life had he been so tac­i­turn. At times he did not seem to hear Tri­na when she spoke to him, and of­ten she had to shake him by the shoul­der to arouse his at­ten­tion. He would sit apart in his Par­lors, turn­ing the no­tice about in his enor­mous clum­sy fin­gers, read­ing it stupid­ly over and over again. He couldn’t un­der­stand. What had a clerk at the City Hall to do with him? Why couldn’t they let him alone?

			“Oh, what’s to be­come of us now?” wailed Tri­na. “What’s to be­come of us now? We’re pau­pers, beg­gars—and all so sud­den.” And once, in a quick, in­ex­pli­ca­ble fury, to­tal­ly un­like any­thing that McTeague had no­ticed in her be­fore, she had start­ed up, with fists and teeth shut tight, and had cried, “Oh, if you’d on­ly killed Mar­cus Schouler that time he fought you!”

			McTeague had con­tin­ued his work, act­ing from sheer force of habit; his slug­gish, de­lib­er­ate na­ture, me­thod­i­cal, ob­sti­nate, re­fus­ing to adapt it­self to the new con­di­tions.

			“Maybe Mar­cus was on­ly try­ing to scare us,” Tri­na had said. “How are they go­ing to know whether you’re prac­tis­ing or not?”

			“I got a mould to make to­mor­row,” McTeague said, “and Vanovitch, that plumber round on Sut­ter Street, he’s com­ing again at three.”

			“Well, you go right ahead,” Tri­na told him, de­ci­sive­ly; “you go right ahead and make the mould, and pull ev­ery tooth in Vanovitch’s head if you want to. Who’s go­ing to know? Maybe they just sent that no­tice as a mat­ter of form. Maybe Mar­cus got that pa­per and filled it in him­self.”

			The two would lie awake all night long, star­ing up in­to the dark, talk­ing, talk­ing, talk­ing.

			“Haven’t you got any right to prac­tise if you’ve not been to a den­tal col­lege, Mac? Didn’t you ev­er go?” Tri­na would ask again and again.

			“No, no,” an­swered the den­tist, “I nev­er went. I learnt from the fel­low I was ap­pren­ticed to. I don’ know any­thing about a den­tal col­lege. Ain’t I got a right to do as I like?” he sud­den­ly ex­claimed.

			“If you know your pro­fes­sion, isn’t that enough?” cried Tri­na.

			“Sure, sure,” growled McTeague. “I ain’t go­ing to stop for them.”

			“You go right on,” Tri­na said, “and I bet you won’t hear an­oth­er word about it.”

			“Sup­pose I go round to the City Hall and see them,” haz­ard­ed McTeague.

			“No, no, don’t you do it, Mac,” ex­claimed Tri­na. “Be­cause, if Mar­cus has done this just to scare you, they won’t know any­thing about it there at the City Hall; but they’ll be­gin to ask you ques­tions, and find out that you nev­er had grad­u­at­ed from a den­tal col­lege, and you’d be just as bad off as ev­er.”

			“Well, I ain’t go­ing to quit for just a piece of pa­per,” de­clared the den­tist. The phrase stuck to him. All day long he went about their rooms or con­tin­ued at his work in the Par­lors, growl­ing be­hind his thick mus­tache: “I ain’t go­ing to quit for just a piece of pa­per. No, I ain’t go­ing to quit for just a piece of pa­per. Sure not.”

			The days passed, a week went by, McTeague con­tin­ued his work as usu­al. They heard no more from the City Hall, but the sus­pense of the sit­u­a­tion was har­row­ing. Tri­na was ac­tu­al­ly sick with it. The ter­ror of the thing was ev­er at their el­bows, go­ing to bed with them, sit­ting down with them at break­fast in the kitchen, keep­ing them com­pa­ny all through the day. Tri­na dared not think of what would be their fate if the in­come de­rived from McTeague’s prac­tice was sud­den­ly tak­en from them. Then they would have to fall back on the in­ter­est of her lot­tery mon­ey and the pit­tance she de­rived from the man­u­fac­ture of the Noah’s ark an­i­mals, a lit­tle over thir­ty dol­lars a month. No, no, it was not to be thought of. It could not be that their means of liveli­hood was to be thus strick­en from them.

			A fort­night went by. “I guess we’re all right, Mac,” Tri­na al­lowed her­self to say. “It looks as though we were all right. How are they go­ing to tell whether you’re prac­tis­ing or not?”

			That day a sec­ond and much more peremp­to­ry no­tice was served up­on McTeague by an of­fi­cial in per­son. Then sud­den­ly Tri­na was seized with a pan­ic ter­ror, un­rea­soned, in­stinc­tive. If McTeague per­sist­ed they would both be sent to a prison, she was sure of it; a place where peo­ple were chained to the wall, in the dark, and fed on bread and wa­ter.

			“Oh, Mac, you’ve got to quit,” she wailed. “You can’t go on. They can make you stop. Oh, why didn’t you go to a den­tal col­lege? Why didn’t you find out that you had to have a col­lege de­gree? And now we’re pau­pers, beg­gars. We’ve got to leave here—leave this flat where I’ve been—where we’ve been so hap­py, and sell all the pret­ty things; sell the pic­tures and the melodeon, and—Oh, it’s too dread­ful!”

			“Huh? Huh? What? What?” ex­claimed the den­tist, be­wil­dered. “I ain’t go­ing to quit for just a piece of pa­per. Let them put me out. I’ll show them. They—they can’t make small of me.”

			“Oh, that’s all very fine to talk that way, but you’ll have to quit.”

			“Well, we ain’t pau­pers,” McTeague sud­den­ly ex­claimed, an idea en­ter­ing his mind. “We’ve got our mon­ey yet. You’ve got your five thou­sand dol­lars and the mon­ey you’ve been sav­ing up. Peo­ple ain’t pau­pers when they’ve got over five thou­sand dol­lars.”

			“What do you mean, Mac?” cried Tri­na, ap­pre­hen­sive­ly.

			“Well, we can live on that mon­ey un­til—un­til—un­til—” he broke off with an un­cer­tain move­ment of his shoul­ders, look­ing about him stupid­ly.

			“Un­til when?” cried Tri­na. “There ain’t ev­er go­ing to be any ‘un­til.’ We’ve got the in­ter­est of that five thou­sand and we’ve got what Un­cle Oel­ber­mann gives me, a lit­tle over thir­ty dol­lars a month, and that’s all we’ve got. You’ll have to find some­thing else to do.”

			“What will I find to do?”

			What, in­deed? McTeague was over thir­ty now, slug­gish and slow-wit­ted at best. What new trade could he learn at this age?

			Lit­tle by lit­tle Tri­na made the den­tist un­der­stand the calami­ty that had be­fall­en them, and McTeague at last be­gan can­celling his ap­point­ments. Tri­na gave it out that he was sick.

			“Not a soul need know what’s hap­pened to us,” she said to her hus­band.

			But it was on­ly by slow de­grees that McTeague aban­doned his pro­fes­sion. Ev­ery morn­ing af­ter break­fast he would go in­to his Par­lors as usu­al and pot­ter about his in­stru­ments, his den­tal en­gine, and his wash­stand in the cor­ner be­hind his screen where he made his moulds. Now he would sharp­en a “hoe” ex­ca­va­tor, now he would busy him­self for a whole hour mak­ing “mats” and “cylin­ders.” Then he would look over his slate where he kept a record of his ap­point­ments.

			One day Tri­na soft­ly opened the door of the Par­lors and came in from the sit­ting-room. She had not heard McTeague mov­ing about for some time and had be­gun to won­der what he was do­ing. She came in, qui­et­ly shut­ting the door be­hind her.

			McTeague had ti­died the room with the great­est care. The vol­umes of the Prac­ti­cal Den­tist and the Amer­i­can Sys­tem of Den­tistry were piled up­on the mar­ble-top cen­tre-ta­ble in rec­tan­gu­lar blocks. The few chairs were drawn up against the wall un­der the steel en­grav­ing of Loren­zo de’ Medi­ci with more than usu­al pre­ci­sion. The den­tal en­gine and the nick­elled trim­mings of the op­er­at­ing chair had been fur­bished till they shone, while on the mov­able rack in the bay win­dow McTeague had ar­ranged his in­stru­ments with the great­est neat­ness and reg­u­lar­i­ty. “Hoe” ex­ca­va­tors, plug­gers, for­ceps, pli­ers, corun­dum disks and burrs, even the box­wood mal­let that Tri­na was nev­er to use again, all were laid out and ready for im­me­di­ate use.

			McTeague him­self sat in his op­er­at­ing chair, look­ing stupid­ly out of the win­dows, across the roofs op­po­site, with an un­see­ing gaze, his red hands ly­ing idly in his lap. Tri­na came up to him. There was some­thing in his eyes that made her put both arms around his neck and lay his huge head with its coarse blond hair up­on her shoul­der.

			“I—I got ev­ery­thing fixed,” he said. “I got ev­ery­thing fixed an’ ready. See, ev­ery­thing ready an’ wait­ing, an’—an’—an’ no­body comes, an’ no­body’s ev­er go­ing to come any more. Oh, Tri­na!” He put his arms about her and drew her down clos­er to him.

			“Nev­er mind, dear; nev­er mind,” cried Tri­na, through her tears. “It’ll all come right in the end, and we’ll be poor to­geth­er if we have to. You can sure find some­thing else to do. We’ll start in again.”

			“Look at the slate there,” said McTeague, pulling away from her and reach­ing down the slate on which he kept a record of his ap­point­ments. “Look at them. There’s Vanovitch at two on Wednes­day, and Lough­head’s wife Thurs­day morn­ing, and Heise’s lit­tle girl Thurs­day af­ter­noon at one-thir­ty; Mrs. Wat­son on Fri­day, and Vanovitch again Sat­ur­day morn­ing ear­ly—at sev­en. That’s what I was to have had, and they ain’t go­ing to come. They ain’t ev­er go­ing to come any more.”

			Tri­na took the lit­tle slate from him and looked at it rue­ful­ly.

			“Rub them out,” she said, her voice trem­bling; “rub it all out;” and as she spoke her eyes brimmed again, and a great tear dropped on the slate. “That’s it,” she said; “that’s the way to rub it out, by me cry­ing on it.” Then she passed her fin­gers over the tear-blurred writ­ing and washed the slate clean. “All gone, all gone,” she said.

			“All gone,” echoed the den­tist. There was a si­lence. Then McTeague heaved him­self up to his full six feet two, his face pur­pling, his enor­mous mal­let-like fists raised over his head. His mas­sive jaw pro­trud­ed more than ev­er, while his teeth clicked and grat­ed to­geth­er; then he growled:

			“If ev­er I meet Mar­cus Schouler—” he broke off abrupt­ly, the white of his eyes grow­ing sud­den­ly pink.

			“Oh, if ev­er you do,” ex­claimed Tri­na, catch­ing her breath.

		
	
		
			XIV

			“Well, what do you think?” said Tri­na.

			She and McTeague stood in a tiny room at the back of the flat and on its very top floor. The room was white­washed. It con­tained a bed, three cane-seat­ed chairs, and a wood­en wash­stand with its wash­bowl and pitch­er. From its sin­gle un­cur­tained win­dow one looked down in­to the flat’s dirty back yard and up­on the roofs of the hov­els that bor­dered the al­ley in the rear. There was a rag car­pet on the floor. In place of a clos­et some dozen wood­en pegs were af­fixed to the wall over the wash­stand. There was a smell of cheap soap and of an­cient hair-oil in the air.

			“That’s a sin­gle bed,” said Tri­na, “but the land­la­dy says she’ll put in a dou­ble one for us. You see—”

			“I ain’t go­ing to live here,” growled McTeague.

			“Well, you’ve got to live some­where,” said Tri­na, im­pa­tient­ly. “We’ve looked Polk Street over, and this is the on­ly thing we can af­ford.”

			“Af­ford, af­ford,” mut­tered the den­tist. “You with your five thou­sand dol­lars, and the two or three hun­dred you got saved up, talk­ing about ‘af­ford.’ You make me sick.”

			“Now, Mac,” ex­claimed Tri­na, de­lib­er­ate­ly, sit­ting down in one of the cane-seat­ed chairs; “now, Mac, let’s have this thing—”

			“Well, I don’t fig­ure on liv­ing in one room,” growled the den­tist, sul­len­ly. “Let’s live de­cent­ly un­til we can get a fresh start. We’ve got the mon­ey.”

			“Who’s got the mon­ey?”

			“We’ve got it.”

			“We!”

			“Well, it’s all in the fam­i­ly. What’s yours is mine, and what’s mine is yours, ain’t it?”

			“No, it’s not; no, it’s not,” cried Tri­na, ve­he­ment­ly. “It’s all mine, mine. There’s not a pen­ny of it be­longs to any­body else. I don’t like to have to talk this way to you, but you just make me. We’re not go­ing to touch a pen­ny of my five thou­sand nor a pen­ny of that lit­tle mon­ey I man­aged to save—that sev­en­ty-five.”

			“That two hun­dred, you mean.”

			“That sev­en­ty-five. We’re just go­ing to live on the in­ter­est of that and on what I earn from Un­cle Oel­ber­mann—on just that thir­ty-one or two dol­lars.”

			“Huh! Think I’m go­ing to do that, an’ live in such a room as this?”

			Tri­na fold­ed her arms and looked him square­ly in the face.

			“Well, what are you go­ing to do, then?”

			“Huh?”

			“I say, what are you go­ing to do? You can go on and find some­thing to do and earn some more mon­ey, and then we’ll talk.”

			“Well, I ain’t go­ing to live here.”

			“Oh, very well, suit your­self. I’m go­ing to live here.”

			“You’ll live where I tell you,” the den­tist sud­den­ly cried, ex­as­per­at­ed at the minc­ing tone she af­fect­ed.

			“Then you’ll pay the rent,” ex­claimed Tri­na, quite as an­gry as he.

			“Are you my boss, I’d like to know? Who’s the boss, you or I?”

			“Who’s got the mon­ey, I’d like to know?” cried Tri­na, flush­ing to her pale lips. “An­swer me that, McTeague, who’s got the mon­ey?”

			“You make me sick, you and your mon­ey. Why, you’re a miser. I nev­er saw any­thing like it. When I was prac­tis­ing, I nev­er thought of my fees as my own; we lumped ev­ery­thing in to­geth­er.”

			“Ex­act­ly; and I’m do­ing the work­ing now. I’m work­ing for Un­cle Oel­ber­mann, and you’re not lump­ing in any­thing now. I’m do­ing it all. Do you know what I’m do­ing, McTeague? I’m sup­port­ing you.”

			“Ah, shut up; you make me sick.”

			“You got no right to talk to me that way. I won’t let you. I—I won’t have it.” She caught her breath. Tears were in her eyes.

			“Oh, live where you like, then,” said McTeague, sul­len­ly.

			“Well, shall we take this room then?”

			“All right, we’ll take it. But why can’t you take a lit­tle of your mon­ey an’—an’—sort of fix it up?”

			“Not a pen­ny, not a sin­gle pen­ny.”

			“Oh, I don’t care what you do.” And for the rest of the day the den­tist and his wife did not speak.

			This was not the on­ly quar­rel they had dur­ing these days when they were oc­cu­pied in mov­ing from their suite and in look­ing for new quar­ters. Ev­ery hour the ques­tion of mon­ey came up. Tri­na had be­come more nig­gard­ly than ev­er since the loss of McTeague’s prac­tice. It was not mere econ­o­my with her now. It was a pan­ic ter­ror lest a frac­tion of a cent of her lit­tle sav­ings should be touched; a pas­sion­ate ea­ger­ness to con­tin­ue to save in spite of all that had hap­pened. Tri­na could have eas­i­ly af­ford­ed bet­ter quar­ters than the sin­gle white­washed room at the top of the flat, but she made McTeague be­lieve that it was im­pos­si­ble.

			“I can still save a lit­tle,” she said to her­self, af­ter the room had been en­gaged; “per­haps al­most as much as ev­er. I’ll have three hun­dred dol­lars pret­ty soon, and Mac thinks it’s on­ly two hun­dred. It’s al­most two hun­dred and fifty; and I’ll get a good deal out of the sale.”

			But this sale was a long agony. It last­ed a week. Ev­ery­thing went—ev­ery­thing but the few big pieces that went with the suite, and that be­longed to the pho­tog­ra­pher. The melodeon, the chairs, the black wal­nut ta­ble be­fore which they were mar­ried, the ex­ten­sion ta­ble in the sit­ting-room, the kitchen ta­ble with its oil­cloth cov­er, the framed lith­o­graphs from the Eng­lish il­lus­trat­ed pa­pers, the very car­pets on the floors. But Tri­na’s heart near­ly broke when the kitchen uten­sils and fur­nish­ings be­gan to go. Ev­ery pot, ev­ery stew­pan, ev­ery knife and fork, was an old friend. How she had worked over them! How clean she had kept them! What a plea­sure it had been to in­vade that lit­tle brick-paved kitchen ev­ery morn­ing, and to wash up and put to rights af­ter break­fast, turn­ing on the hot wa­ter at the sink, rak­ing down the ash­es in the cook­stove, go­ing and com­ing over the warm bricks, her head in the air, singing at her work, proud in the sense of her pro­pri­etor­ship and her in­de­pen­dence! How hap­py had she been the day af­ter her mar­riage when she had first en­tered that kitchen and knew that it was all her own! And how well she re­mem­bered her raids up­on the bar­gain coun­ters in the house-fur­nish­ing de­part­ments of the great down­town stores! And now it was all to go. Some­one else would have it all, while she was rel­e­gat­ed to cheap restau­rants and meals cooked by hired ser­vants. Night af­ter night she sobbed her­self to sleep at the thought of her past hap­pi­ness and her present wretched­ness. How­ev­er, she was not alone in her un­hap­pi­ness.

			“Any­how, I’m go­ing to keep the steel en­grav­ing an’ the stone pug dog,” de­clared the den­tist, his fist clench­ing. When it had come to the sale of his of­fice ef­fects McTeague had re­belled with the in­stinc­tive ob­sti­na­cy of a boy, shut­ting his eyes and ears. On­ly lit­tle by lit­tle did Tri­na in­duce him to part with his of­fice fur­ni­ture. He fought over ev­ery ar­ti­cle, over the lit­tle iron stove, the bed-lounge, the mar­ble-topped cen­tre ta­ble, the what­not in the cor­ner, the bound vol­umes of Allen’s Prac­ti­cal Den­tist, the ri­fle man­u­fac­tur­er’s cal­en­dar, and the prim, mil­i­tary chairs. A ver­i­ta­ble scene took place be­tween him and his wife be­fore he could bring him­self to part with the steel en­grav­ing of Loren­zo de’ Medi­ci and His Court and the stone pug dog with its gog­gle eyes.

			“Why,” he would cry, “I’ve had ’em ev­er since—ev­er since I be­gan; long be­fore I knew you, Tri­na. That steel en­grav­ing I bought in Sacra­men­to one day when it was rain­ing. I saw it in the win­dow of a sec­ond­hand store, and a fel­low gave me that stone pug dog. He was a drug­gist. It was in Sacra­men­to too. We trad­ed. I gave him a shav­ing-mug and a ra­zor, and he gave me the pug dog.”

			There were, how­ev­er, two of his be­long­ings that even Tri­na could not in­duce him to part with.

			“And your con­certi­na, Mac,” she prompt­ed, as they were mak­ing out the list for the sec­ond­hand deal­er. “The con­certi­na, and—oh, yes, the ca­nary and the bird cage.”

			“No.”

			“Mac, you must be rea­son­able. The con­certi­na would bring quite a sum, and the bird cage is as good as new. I’ll sell the ca­nary to the bird-store man on Kear­ney Street.”

			“No.”

			“If you’re go­ing to make ob­jec­tions to ev­ery sin­gle thing, we might as well quit. Come, now, Mac, the con­certi­na and the bird cage. We’ll put them in Lot D.”

			“No.”

			“You’ll have to come to it soon­er or lat­er. I’M giv­ing up ev­ery­thing. I’m go­ing to put them down, see.”

			“No.”

			And she could get no fur­ther than that. The den­tist did not lose his tem­per, as in the case of the steel en­grav­ing or the stone pug dog; he sim­ply op­posed her en­treaties and per­sua­sions with a pas­sive, in­ert ob­sti­na­cy that noth­ing could move. In the end Tri­na was obliged to sub­mit. McTeague kept his con­certi­na and his ca­nary, even go­ing so far as to put them both away in the bed­room, at­tach­ing to them tags on which he had scrawled in im­mense round let­ters, “Not for Sale.”

			One evening dur­ing that same week the den­tist and his wife were in the dis­man­tled sit­ting-room. The room pre­sent­ed the ap­pear­ance of a wreck. The Not­ting­ham lace cur­tains were down. The ex­ten­sion ta­ble was heaped high with dish­es, with tea and cof­fee pots, and with bas­kets of spoons and knives and forks. The melodeon was hauled out in­to the mid­dle of the floor, and cov­ered with a sheet marked “Lot A,” the pic­tures were in a pile in a cor­ner, the che­nille portieres were fold­ed on top of the black wal­nut ta­ble. The room was des­o­late, lam­en­ta­ble. Tri­na was go­ing over the in­ven­to­ry; McTeague, in his shirt sleeves, was smok­ing his pipe, look­ing stupid­ly out of the win­dow. All at once there was a brisk rap­ping at the door.

			“Come in,” called Tri­na, ap­pre­hen­sive­ly. Nowa­days at ev­ery un­ex­pect­ed vis­it she an­tic­i­pat­ed a fresh calami­ty. The door opened to let in a young man wear­ing a checked suit, a gay cra­vat, and a mar­vel­lous­ly fig­ured waist­coat. Tri­na and McTeague rec­og­nized him at once. It was the Oth­er Den­tist, the debonair fel­low whose clients were the bar­bers and the young wom­en of the can­dy stores and so­da-wa­ter foun­tains, the pos­er, the wear­er of waist­coats, who bet mon­ey on grey­hound races.

			“How’do?” said this one, bow­ing grace­ful­ly to the McTeagues as they stared at him dis­trust­ful­ly.

			“How’do? They tell me, Doc­tor, that you are go­ing out of the pro­fes­sion.”

			McTeague mut­tered in­dis­tinct­ly be­hind his mus­tache and glow­ered at him.

			“Well, say,” con­tin­ued the oth­er, cheer­i­ly, “I’d like to talk busi­ness with you. That sign of yours, that big gold­en tooth that you got out­side of your win­dow, I don’t sup­pose you’ll have any fur­ther use for it. Maybe I’d buy it if we could agree on terms.”

			Tri­na shot a glance at her hus­band. McTeague be­gan to glow­er again.

			“What do you say?” said the Oth­er Den­tist.

			“I guess not,” growled McTeague.

			“What do you say to ten dol­lars?”

			“Ten dol­lars!” cried Tri­na, her chin in the air.

			“Well, what fig­ure do you put on it?”

			Tri­na was about to an­swer when she was in­ter­rupt­ed by McTeague.

			“You go out of here.”

			“Hey? What?”

			“You go out of here.”

			The oth­er re­treat­ed to­ward the door.

			“You can’t make small of me. Go out of here.”

			McTeague came for­ward a step, his great red fist clench­ing. The young man fled. But half­way down the stairs he paused long enough to call back:

			“You don’t want to trade any­thing for a diplo­ma, do you?”

			McTeague and his wife ex­changed looks.

			“How did he know?” ex­claimed Tri­na, sharply. They had in­vent­ed and spread the fic­tion that McTeague was mere­ly re­tir­ing from busi­ness, with­out as­sign­ing any rea­son. But ev­i­dent­ly ev­ery one knew the re­al cause. The hu­mil­i­a­tion was com­plete now. Old Miss Bak­er con­firmed their sus­pi­cions on this point the next day. The lit­tle re­tired dress­mak­er came down and wept with Tri­na over her mis­for­tune, and did what she could to en­cour­age her. But she too knew that McTeague had been for­bid­den by the au­thor­i­ties from prac­tis­ing. Mar­cus had ev­i­dent­ly left them no loop­hole of es­cape.

			“It’s just like cut­ting off your hus­band’s hands, my dear,” said Miss Bak­er. “And you two were so hap­py. When I first saw you to­geth­er I said, ‘What a pair!’ ”

			Old Gran­nis al­so called dur­ing this pe­ri­od of the break­ing up of the McTeague house­hold.

			“Dread­ful, dread­ful,” mur­mured the old En­glish­man, his hand go­ing tremu­lous­ly to his chin. “It seems un­just; it does. But Mr. Schouler could not have set them on to do it. I can’t quite be­lieve it of him.”

			“Of Mar­cus!” cried Tri­na. “Hoh! Why, he threw his knife at Mac one time, and an­oth­er time he bit him, ac­tu­al­ly bit him with his teeth, while they were wrestling just for fun. Mar­cus would do any­thing to in­jure Mac.”

			“Dear, dear,” re­turned Old Gran­nis, gen­uine­ly pained. “I had al­ways be­lieved Schouler to be such a good fel­low.”

			“That’s be­cause you’re so good your­self, Mr. Gran­nis,” re­spond­ed Tri­na.

			“I tell you what, Doc,” de­clared Heise the har­ness-mak­er, shak­ing his fin­ger im­pres­sive­ly at the den­tist, “you must fight it; you must ap­peal to the courts; you’ve been prac­tis­ing too long to be de­barred now. The statute of lim­i­ta­tions, you know.”

			“No, no,” Tri­na had ex­claimed, when the den­tist had re­peat­ed this ad­vice to her. “No, no, don’t go near the law courts. I know them. The lawyers take all your mon­ey, and you lose your case. We’re bad off as it is, with­out law­ing about it.”

			Then at last came the sale. McTeague and Tri­na, whom Miss Bak­er had in­vit­ed to her room for that day, sat there side by side, hold­ing each oth­er’s hands, lis­ten­ing ner­vous­ly to the tur­moil that rose to them from the di­rec­tion of their suite. From nine o’clock till dark the crowds came and went. All Polk Street seemed to have in­vad­ed the suite, lured on by the red flag that waved from the front win­dows. It was a fête, a ver­i­ta­ble hol­i­day, for the whole neigh­bor­hood. Peo­ple with no thought of buy­ing pre­sent­ed them­selves. Young wom­en—the can­dy-store girls and florist’s ap­pren­tices—came to see the fun, walk­ing arm in arm from room to room, mak­ing jokes about the pret­ty lith­o­graphs and mim­ick­ing the pic­ture of the two lit­tle girls say­ing their prayers.

			“Look here,” they would cry, “look here what she used for cur­tains—not­ting­ham lace, ac­tu­al­ly! Who­ev­er thinks of buy­ing Not­ting­ham lace nowa­days? Say, don’t that jar you?”

			“And a melodeon,” an­oth­er one would ex­claim, lift­ing the sheet. “A melodeon, when you can rent a pi­ano for a dol­lar a week; and say, I re­al­ly be­lieve they used to eat in the kitchen.”

			“Dol­larn-half, dol­larn-half, dol­larn-half, give me two,” in­toned the auc­tion­eer from the sec­ond­hand store. By noon the crowd be­came a jam. Wag­ons backed up to the curb out­side and de­part­ed heav­i­ly laden. In all di­rec­tions peo­ple could be seen go­ing away from the house, car­ry­ing small ar­ti­cles of fur­ni­ture—a clock, a wa­ter pitch­er, a tow­el rack. Ev­ery now and then old Miss Bak­er, who had gone be­low to see how things were pro­gress­ing, re­turned with re­ports of the for­ay.

			“Mrs. Heise bought the che­nille portieres. Mis­ter Ry­er made a bid for your bed, but a man in a gray coat bid over him. It was knocked down for three dol­lars and a half. The Ger­man shoe­mak­er on the next block bought the stone pug dog. I saw our post­man go­ing away with a lot of the pic­tures. Zerkow has come, on my word! the rags-bot­tles-sacks man; he’s buy­ing lots; he bought all Doc­tor McTeague’s gold tape and some of the in­stru­ments. Maria’s there too. That den­tist on the cor­ner took the den­tal en­gine, and want­ed to get the sign, the big gold tooth,” and so on and so on. Cru­elest of all, how­ev­er, at least to Tri­na, was when Miss Bak­er her­self be­gan to buy, un­able to re­sist a bar­gain. The last time she came up she car­ried a bun­dle of the gay ti­dies that used to hang over the chair backs.

			“He of­fered them, three for a nick­el,” she ex­plained to Tri­na, “and I thought I’d spend just a quar­ter. You don’t mind, now, do you, Mrs. McTeague?”

			“Why, no, of course not, Miss Bak­er,” an­swered Tri­na, brave­ly.

			“They’ll look very pret­ty on some of my chairs,” went on the lit­tle old dress­mak­er, in­no­cent­ly. “See.” She spread one of them on a chair back for in­spec­tion. Tri­na’s chin quiv­ered.

			“Oh, very pret­ty,” she an­swered.

			At length that dread­ful day was over. The crowd dis­persed. Even the auc­tion­eer went at last, and as he closed the door with a bang, the re­ver­ber­a­tion that went through the suite gave ev­i­dence of its empti­ness.

			“Come,” said Tri­na to the den­tist, “let’s go down and look—take a last look.”

			They went out of Miss Bak­er’s room and de­scend­ed to the floor be­low. On the stairs, how­ev­er, they were met by Old Gran­nis. In his hands he car­ried a lit­tle pack­age. Was it pos­si­ble that he too had tak­en ad­van­tage of their mis­for­tunes to join in the raid up­on the suite?

			“I went in,” he be­gan, timid­ly, “for—for a few mo­ments. This”—he in­di­cat­ed the lit­tle pack­age he car­ried—“this was put up. It was of no val­ue but to you. I—I ven­tured to bid it in. I thought per­haps”—his hand went to his chin, “that you wouldn’t mind; that—in fact, I bought it for you—as a present. Will you take it?” He hand­ed the pack­age to Tri­na and hur­ried on. Tri­na tore off the wrap­pings.

			It was the framed pho­to­graph of McTeague and his wife in their wed­ding fin­ery, the one that had been tak­en im­me­di­ate­ly af­ter the mar­riage. It rep­re­sent­ed Tri­na sit­ting very erect in a rep arm­chair, hold­ing her wed­ding bou­quet straight be­fore her, McTeague stand­ing at her side, his left foot for­ward, one hand up­on her shoul­der, and the oth­er thrust in­to the breast of his “Prince Al­bert” coat, in the at­ti­tude of a stat­ue of a Sec­re­tary of State.

			“Oh, it was good of him, it was good of him,” cried Tri­na, her eyes fill­ing again. “I had for­got­ten to put it away. Of course it was not for sale.”

			They went on down the stairs, and ar­riv­ing at the door of the sit­ting-room, opened it and looked in. It was late in the af­ter­noon, and there was just light enough for the den­tist and his wife to see the re­sults of that day of sale. Noth­ing was left, not even the car­pet. It was a pil­lage, a dev­as­ta­tion, the bar­ren­ness of a field af­ter the pas­sage of a swarm of lo­custs. The room had been picked and stripped till on­ly the bare walls and floor re­mained. Here where they had been mar­ried, where the wed­ding sup­per had tak­en place, where Tri­na had bade farewell to her fa­ther and moth­er, here where she had spent those first few hard months of her mar­ried life, where af­ter­ward she had grown to be hap­py and con­tent­ed, where she had passed the long hours of the af­ter­noon at her work of whit­tling, and where she and her hus­band had spent so many evenings look­ing out of the win­dow be­fore the lamp was lit—here in what had been her home, noth­ing was left but echoes and the empti­ness of com­plete des­o­la­tion. On­ly one thing re­mained. On the wall be­tween the win­dows, in its oval glass frame, pre­served by some un­known and fear­ful process, a melan­choly rel­ic of a van­ished hap­pi­ness, un­sold, ne­glect­ed, and for­got­ten, a thing that no­body want­ed, hung Tri­na’s wed­ding bou­quet.

		
	
		
			XV

			Then the grind be­gan. It would have been eas­i­er for the McTeagues to have faced their mis­for­tunes had they be­fall­en them im­me­di­ate­ly af­ter their mar­riage, when their love for each oth­er was fresh and fine, and when they could have found a cer­tain hap­pi­ness in help­ing each oth­er and shar­ing each oth­er’s pri­va­tions. Tri­na, no doubt, loved her hus­band more than ev­er, in the sense that she felt she be­longed to him. But McTeague’s af­fec­tion for his wife was dwin­dling a lit­tle ev­ery day—had been dwin­dling for a long time, in fact. He had be­come used to her by now. She was part of the or­der of the things with which he found him­self sur­round­ed. He saw noth­ing ex­tra­or­di­nary about her; it was no longer a plea­sure for him to kiss her and take her in his arms; she was mere­ly his wife. He did not dis­like her; he did not love her. She was his wife, that was all. But he sad­ly missed and re­gret­ted all those lit­tle an­i­mal com­forts which in the old pros­per­ous life Tri­na had man­aged to find for him. He missed the cab­bage soups and steam­ing choco­late that Tri­na had taught him to like; he missed his good to­bac­co that Tri­na had ed­u­cat­ed him to pre­fer; he missed the Sun­day af­ter­noon walks that she had caused him to sub­sti­tute in place of his nap in the op­er­at­ing chair; and he missed the bot­tled beer that she had in­duced him to drink in place of the steam beer from Fren­na’s. In the end he grew mo­rose and sulky, and some­times ne­glect­ed to an­swer his wife when she spoke to him. Be­sides this, Tri­na’s avarice was a per­pet­u­al an­noy­ance to him. Of­ten­times when a con­sid­er­able al­le­vi­a­tion of this un­hap­pi­ness could have been ob­tained at the ex­pense of a nick­el or a dime, Tri­na re­fused the mon­ey with a pet­tish­ness that was ex­as­per­at­ing.

			“No, no,” she would ex­claim. “To ride to the park Sun­day af­ter­noon, that means ten cents, and I can’t af­ford it.”

			“Let’s walk there, then.”

			“I’ve got to work.”

			“But you’ve worked morn­ing and af­ter­noon ev­ery day this week.”

			“I don’t care, I’ve got to work.”

			There had been a time when Tri­na had hat­ed the idea of McTeague drink­ing steam beer as com­mon and vul­gar.

			“Say, let’s have a bot­tle of beer tonight. We haven’t had a drop of beer in three weeks.”

			“We can’t af­ford it. It’s fif­teen cents a bot­tle.”

			“But I haven’t had a swal­low of beer in three weeks.”

			“Drink steam beer, then. You’ve got a nick­el. I gave you a quar­ter day be­fore yes­ter­day.”

			“But I don’t like steam beer now.”

			It was so with ev­ery­thing. Un­for­tu­nate­ly, Tri­na had cul­ti­vat­ed tastes in McTeague which now could not be grat­i­fied. He had come to be very proud of his silk hat and “Prince Al­bert” coat, and liked to wear them on Sun­days. Tri­na had made him sell both. He pre­ferred “Yale mix­ture” in his pipe; Tri­na had made him come down to “Mas­tiff,” a five-cent to­bac­co with which he was once con­tent­ed, but now ab­horred. He liked to wear clean cuffs; Tri­na al­lowed him a fresh pair on Sun­days on­ly. At first these de­pri­va­tions an­gered McTeague. Then, all of a sud­den, he slipped back in­to the old habits (that had been his be­fore he knew Tri­na) with an ease that was sur­pris­ing. Sun­days he dined at the car con­duc­tors’ cof­fee-joint once more, and spent the af­ter­noon ly­ing full length up­on the bed, crop-full, stupid, warm, smok­ing his huge pipe, drink­ing his steam beer, and play­ing his six mourn­ful tunes up­on his con­certi­na, doz­ing off to sleep to­wards four o’clock.

			The sale of their fur­ni­ture had, af­ter pay­ing the rent and out­stand­ing bills, net­ted about a hun­dred and thir­ty dol­lars. Tri­na be­lieved that the auc­tion­eer from the sec­ond­hand store had swin­dled and cheat­ed them and had made a great out­cry to no ef­fect. But she had ar­ranged the af­fair with the auc­tion­eer her­self, and off­set her dis­ap­point­ment in the mat­ter of the sale by de­ceiv­ing her hus­band as to the re­al amount of the re­turns. It was easy to lie to McTeague, who took ev­ery­thing for grant­ed; and since the oc­ca­sion of her trick­ery with the mon­ey that was to have been sent to her moth­er, Tri­na had found false­hood eas­i­er than ev­er.

			“Sev­en­ty dol­lars is all the auc­tion­eer gave me,” she told her hus­band; “and af­ter pay­ing the bal­ance due on the rent, and the gro­cer’s bill, there’s on­ly fifty left.”

			“On­ly fifty?” mur­mured McTeague, wag­ging his head, “on­ly fifty? Think of that.”

			“On­ly fifty,” de­clared Tri­na. Af­ter­wards she said to her­self with a cer­tain ad­mi­ra­tion for her clev­er­ness:

			“Couldn’t save six­ty dol­lars much eas­i­er than that,” and she had added the hun­dred and thir­ty to the lit­tle hoard in the chamois-skin bag and brass match­box in the bot­tom of her trunk.

			In these first months of their mis­for­tunes the rou­tine of the McTeagues was as fol­lows: They rose at sev­en and break­fast­ed in their room, Tri­na cook­ing the very mea­gre meal on an oil stove. Im­me­di­ate­ly af­ter break­fast Tri­na sat down to her work of whit­tling the Noah’s ark an­i­mals, and McTeague took him­self off to walk down town. He had by the great­est good luck se­cured a po­si­tion with a man­u­fac­tur­er of sur­gi­cal in­stru­ments, where his man­u­al dex­ter­i­ty in the mak­ing of ex­ca­va­tors, plug­gers, and oth­er den­tal con­trivances stood him in fair­ly good stead. He lunched at a sailor’s board­ing­house near the wa­ter front, and in the af­ter­noon worked till six. He was home at six-thir­ty, and he and Tri­na had sup­per to­geth­er in the “ladies’ din­ing par­lor,” an ad­junct of the car con­duc­tors’ cof­fee-joint. Tri­na, mean­while, had worked at her whit­tling all day long, with but half an hour’s in­ter­val for lunch, which she her­self pre­pared up­on the oil stove. In the evening they were both so tired that they were in no mood for con­ver­sa­tion, and went to bed ear­ly, worn out, har­ried, ner­vous, and cross.

			Tri­na was not quite so scrupu­lous­ly tidy now as in the old days. At one time while whit­tling the Noah’s ark an­i­mals she had worn gloves. She nev­er wore them now. She still took pride in neat­ly comb­ing and coil­ing her won­der­ful black hair, but as the days passed she found it more and more com­fort­able to work in her blue flan­nel wrap­per. Whit­tlings and chips ac­cu­mu­lat­ed un­der the win­dow where she did her work, and she was at no great pains to clear the air of the room vi­ti­at­ed by the fumes of the oil stove and heavy with the smell of cook­ing. It was not gay, that life. The room it­self was not gay. The huge dou­ble bed sprawled over near­ly a fourth of the avail­able space; the an­gles of Tri­na’s trunk and the wash­stand pro­ject­ed in­to the room from the walls, and barked shins and scraped el­bows. Streaks and spots of the “non­poi­sonous” paint that Tri­na used were up­on the walls and wood­work. How­ev­er, in one cor­ner of the room, next the win­dow, mon­strous, dis­tort­ed, bril­liant, shin­ing with a light of its own, stood the den­tist’s sign, the enor­mous gold­en tooth, the tooth of a Brob­d­ing­nag.

			One af­ter­noon in Sep­tem­ber, about four months af­ter the McTeagues had left their suite, Tri­na was at her work by the win­dow. She had whit­tled some half-dozen sets of an­i­mals, and was now busy paint­ing them and mak­ing the arks. Lit­tle pots of “non­poi­sonous” paint stood at her el­bow on the ta­ble, to­geth­er with a box of la­bels that read, “Made in France.” Her huge clasp-knife was stuck in­to the un­der side of the ta­ble. She was now oc­cu­pied sole­ly with the brush­es and the glue pot. She turned the lit­tle fig­ures in her fin­gers with a won­der­ful light­ness and deft­ness, paint­ing the chick­ens Naples yel­low, the ele­phants blue gray, the hors­es Vandyke brown, adding a dot of Chi­nese white for the eyes and stick­ing in the ears and tail with a drop of glue. The an­i­mals once done, she put to­geth­er and paint­ed the arks, some dozen of them, all win­dows and no doors, each one open­ing on­ly by a lid which was half the roof. She had all the work she could han­dle these days, for, from this time till a week be­fore Christ­mas, Un­cle Oel­ber­mann could take as many “Noah’s ark sets” as she could make.

			Sud­den­ly Tri­na paused in her work, look­ing ex­pec­tant­ly to­ward the door. McTeague came in.

			“Why, Mac,” ex­claimed Tri­na. “It’s on­ly three o’clock. What are you home so ear­ly for? Have they dis­charged you?”

			“They’ve fired me,” said McTeague, sit­ting down on the bed.

			“Fired you! What for?”

			“I don’ know. Said the times were get­ting hard an’ they had to let me go.”

			Tri­na let her paint-stained hands fall in­to her lap.

			“Oh!” she cried. “If we don’t have the hard­est luck of any two peo­ple I ev­er heard of. What can you do now? Is there an­oth­er place like that where they make sur­gi­cal in­stru­ments?”

			“Huh? No, I don’ know. There’s three more.”

			“Well, you must try them right away. Go down there right now.”

			“Huh? Right now? No, I’m tired. I’ll go down in the morn­ing.”

			“Mac,” cried Tri­na, in alarm, “what are you think­ing of? You talk as though we were mil­lion­aires. You must go down this minute. You’re los­ing mon­ey ev­ery sec­ond you sit there.” She goad­ed the huge fel­low to his feet again, thrust his hat in­to his hands, and pushed him out of the door, he obey­ing the while, docile and obe­di­ent as a big cart horse. He was on the stairs when she came run­ning af­ter him.

			“Mac, they paid you off, didn’t they, when they dis­charged you?”

			“Yes.”

			“Then you must have some mon­ey. Give it to me.”

			The den­tist heaved a shoul­der un­easi­ly.

			“No, I don’ want to.”

			“I’ve got to have that mon­ey. There’s no more oil for the stove, and I must buy some more meal tick­ets tonight.”

			“Al­ways af­ter me about mon­ey,” mut­tered the den­tist; but he emp­tied his pock­ets for her, nev­er­the­less.

			“I—you’ve tak­en it all,” he grum­bled. “Bet­ter leave me some­thing for car fare. It’s go­ing to rain.”

			“Pshaw! You can walk just as well as not. A big fel­low like you ’fraid of a lit­tle walk; and it ain’t go­ing to rain.”

			Tri­na had lied again both as to the want of oil for the stove and the com­mu­ta­tion tick­et for the restau­rant. But she knew by in­stinct that McTeague had mon­ey about him, and she did not in­tend to let it go out of the house. She lis­tened in­tent­ly un­til she was sure McTeague was gone. Then she hur­ried­ly opened her trunk and hid the mon­ey in the chamois bag at the bot­tom.

			The den­tist pre­sent­ed him­self at ev­ery one of the mak­ers of sur­gi­cal in­stru­ments that af­ter­noon and was prompt­ly turned away in each case. Then it came on to rain, a fine, cold driz­zle, that chilled him and wet him to the bone. He had no um­brel­la, and Tri­na had not left him even five cents for car fare. He start­ed to walk home through the rain. It was a long way to Polk Street, as the last man­u­fac­to­ry he had vis­it­ed was be­yond even Fol­som Street, and not far from the city front.

			By the time McTeague reached Polk Street his teeth were chat­ter­ing with the cold. He was wet from head to foot. As he was pass­ing Heise’s har­ness shop a sud­den del­uge of rain over­took him and he was obliged to dodge in­to the vestibule for shel­ter. He, who loved to be warm, to sleep and to be well fed, was icy cold, was ex­haust­ed and foot­sore from tramp­ing the city. He could look for­ward to noth­ing bet­ter than a bad­ly-cooked sup­per at the cof­fee-joint—hot meat on a cold plate, half done suet pud­ding, mud­dy cof­fee, and bad bread, and he was cold, mis­er­ably cold, and wet to the bone. All at once a sud­den rage against Tri­na took pos­ses­sion of him. It was her fault. She knew it was go­ing to rain, and she had not let him have a nick­el for car fare—she who had five thou­sand dol­lars. She let him walk the streets in the cold and in the rain. “Miser,” he growled be­hind his mus­tache. “Miser, nasty lit­tle old miser. You’re worse than old Zerkow, al­ways nag­ging about mon­ey, mon­ey, and you got five thou­sand dol­lars. You got more, an’ you live in that stink­ing hole of a room, and you won’t drink any de­cent beer. I ain’t go­ing to stand it much longer. She knew it was go­ing to rain. She knew it. Didn’t I tell her? And she drives me out of my own home in the rain, for me to get mon­ey for her; more mon­ey, and she takes it. She took that mon­ey from me that I earned. ’Twasn’t hers; it was mine, I earned it—and not a nick­el for car fare. She don’t care if I get wet and get a cold and die. No, she don’t, as long as she’s warm and’s got her mon­ey.” He be­came more and more in­dig­nant at the pic­ture he made of him­self. “I ain’t go­ing to stand it much longer,” he re­peat­ed.

			“Why, hel­lo, Doc. Is that you?” ex­claimed Heise, open­ing the door of the har­ness shop be­hind him. “Come in out of the wet. Why, you’re soaked through,” he added as he and McTeague came back in­to the shop, that reeked of oiled leather. “Didn’t you have any um­brel­la? Ought to have tak­en a car.”

			“I guess so—I guess so,” mur­mured the den­tist, con­fused. His teeth were chat­ter­ing.

			“You’re go­ing to catch your death-a-cold,” ex­claimed Heise. “Tell you what,” he said, reach­ing for his hat, “come in next door to Fren­na’s and have some­thing to warm you up. I’ll get the old la­dy to mind the shop.” He called Mrs. Heise down from the floor above and took McTeague in­to Joe Fren­na’s sa­loon, which was two doors above his har­ness shop.

			“Whiskey and gum twice, Joe,” said he to the bar­keep­er as he and the den­tist ap­proached the bar.

			“Huh? What?” said McTeague. “Whiskey? No, I can’t drink whiskey. It kind of dis­agrees with me.”

			“Oh, the hell!” re­turned Heise, eas­i­ly. “Take it as medicine. You’ll get your death-a-cold if you stand round soaked like that. Two whiskey and gum, Joe.”

			McTeague emp­tied the pony glass at a sin­gle enor­mous gulp.

			“That’s the way,” said Heise, ap­prov­ing­ly. “Do you good.” He drank his off slow­ly.

			“I’d—I’d ask you to have a drink with me, Heise,” said the den­tist, who had an in­dis­tinct idea of the ameni­ties of the bar­room, “on­ly,” he added shame­faced­ly, “on­ly—you see, I don’t be­lieve I got any change.” His anger against Tri­na, heat­ed by the whiskey he had drank, flamed up afresh. What a hu­mil­i­at­ing po­si­tion for Tri­na to place him in, not to leave him the price of a drink with a friend, she who had five thou­sand dol­lars!

			“Sha! That’s all right, Doc,” re­turned Heise, nib­bling on a grain of cof­fee. “Want an­oth­er? Hey? This my treat. Two more of the same, Joe.”

			McTeague hes­i­tat­ed. It was lamentably true that whiskey did not agree with him; he knew it well enough. How­ev­er, by this time he felt very com­fort­ably warm at the pit of his stom­ach. The blood was be­gin­ning to cir­cu­late in his chilled fin­ger­tips and in his sog­gy, wet feet. He had had a hard day of it; in fact, the last week, the last month, the last three or four months, had been hard. He de­served a lit­tle con­so­la­tion. Nor could Tri­na ob­ject to this. It wasn’t cost­ing a cent. He drank again with Heise.

			“Get up here to the stove and warm your­self,” urged Heise, draw­ing up a cou­ple of chairs and cock­ing his feet up­on the guard. The two fell to talk­ing while McTeague’s drag­gled coat and trousers smoked.

			“What a dirty turn that was that Mar­cus Schouler did you!” said Heise, wag­ging his head. “You ought to have fought that, Doc, sure. You’d been prac­tis­ing too long.” They dis­cussed this ques­tion some ten or fif­teen min­utes and then Heise rose.

			“Well, this ain’t earn­ing any mon­ey. I got to get back to the shop.” McTeague got up as well, and the pair start­ed for the door. Just as they were go­ing out Ry­er met them.

			“Hel­lo, hel­lo,” he cried. “Lord, what a wet day! You two are go­ing the wrong way. You’re go­ing to have a drink with me. Three whiskey punch­es, Joe.”

			“No, no,” an­swered McTeague, shak­ing his head. “I’m go­ing back home. I’ve had two glass­es of whiskey al­ready.”

			“Sha!” cried Heise, catch­ing his arm. “A strap­ping big chap like you ain’t afraid of a lit­tle whiskey.”

			“Well, I—I—I got to go right af­ter­wards,” protest­ed McTeague.

			About half an hour af­ter the den­tist had left to go down town, Maria Maca­pa had come in to see Tri­na. Oc­ca­sion­al­ly Maria dropped in on Tri­na in this fash­ion and spent an hour or so chat­ting with her while she worked. At first Tri­na had been in­clined to re­sent these in­tru­sions of the Mex­i­can wom­an, but of late she had be­gun to tol­er­ate them. Her day was long and cheer­less at the best, and there was no one to talk to. Tri­na even fan­cied that old Miss Bak­er had come to be less cor­dial since their mis­for­tune. Maria re­tailed to her all the gos­sip of the flat and the neigh­bor­hood, and, which was much more in­ter­est­ing, told her of her trou­bles with Zerkow.

			Tri­na said to her­self that Maria was com­mon and vul­gar, but one had to have some di­ver­sion, and Tri­na could talk and lis­ten with­out in­ter­rupt­ing her work. On this par­tic­u­lar oc­ca­sion Maria was much ex­cit­ed over Zerkow’s de­meanor of late.

			“He’s get­tun worse an’ worse,” she in­formed Tri­na as she sat on the edge of the bed, her chin in her hand. “He says he knows I got the dish­es and am hidun them from him. The oth­er day I thought he’d gone off with his wag­on, and I was doin’ a bit of ir’ning, an’ by an’ by all of a sud­den I saw him peep­ing at me through the crack of the door. I nev­er let on that I saw him, and, hon­est, he stayed there over two hours, watchun ev­ery­thing I did. I could just feel his eyes on the back of my neck all the time. Last Sun­day he took down part of the wall, ’cause he said he’d seen me mak­ing fig­ures on it. Well, I was, but it was just the wash list. All the time he says he’ll kill me if I don’t tell.”

			“Why, what do you stay with him for?” ex­claimed Tri­na. “I’d be death­ly ’fraid of a man like that; and he did take a knife to you once.”

			“Hoh! He won’t kill me, nev­er fear. If he’d kill me he’d nev­er know where the dish­es were; that’s what he thinks.”

			“But I can’t un­der­stand, Maria; you told him about those gold dish­es your­self.”

			“Nev­er, nev­er! I nev­er saw such a lot of crazy folks as you are.”

			“But you say he hits you some­times.”

			“Ah!” said Maria, toss­ing her head scorn­ful­ly, “I ain’t afraid of him. He takes his horse­whip to me now and then, but I can al­ways man­age. I say, ‘If you touch me with that, then I’ll nev­er tell you.’ Just pre­tend­ing, you know, and he drops it as though it was red hot. Say, Mrs. McTeague, have you got any tea? Let’s make a cup of tea over the stove.”

			“No, no,” cried Tri­na, with nig­gard­ly ap­pre­hen­sion; “no, I haven’t got a bit of tea.” Tri­na’s stingi­ness had in­creased to such an ex­tent that it had gone be­yond the mere hoard­ing of mon­ey. She grudged even the food that she and McTeague ate, and even brought away half loaves of bread, lumps of sug­ar, and fruit from the car con­duc­tors’ cof­fee-joint. She hid these pil­fer­ings away on the shelf by the win­dow, and of­ten man­aged to make a very cred­itable lunch from them, en­joy­ing the meal with the greater rel­ish be­cause it cost her noth­ing.

			“No, Maria, I haven’t got a bit of tea,” she said, shak­ing her head de­ci­sive­ly. “Hark, ain’t that Mac?” she added, her chin in the air. “That’s his step, sure.”

			“Well, I’m go­ing to skip,” said Maria. She left hur­ried­ly, pass­ing the den­tist in the hall just out­side the door. “Well?” said Tri­na in­ter­rog­a­tive­ly as her hus­band en­tered. McTeague did not an­swer. He hung his hat on the hook be­hind the door and dropped heav­i­ly in­to a chair.

			“Well,” asked Tri­na, anx­ious­ly, “how did you make out, Mac?”

			Still the den­tist pre­tend­ed not to hear, scowl­ing fierce­ly at his mud­dy boots.

			“Tell me, Mac, I want to know. Did you get a place? Did you get caught in the rain?”

			“Did I? Did I?” cried the den­tist, sharply, an alacrity in his man­ner and voice that Tri­na had nev­er ob­served be­fore.

			“Look at me. Look at me,” he went on, speak­ing with an un­wont­ed ra­pid­i­ty, his wits sharp, his ideas suc­ceed­ing each oth­er quick­ly. “Look at me, drenched through, shiv­er­ing cold. I’ve walked the city over. Caught in the rain! Yes, I guess I did get caught in the rain, and it ain’t your fault I didn’t catch my death-a-cold; wouldn’t even let me have a nick­el for car fare.”

			“But, Mac,” protest­ed Tri­na, “I didn’t know it was go­ing to rain.”

			The den­tist put back his head and laughed scorn­ful­ly. His face was very red, and his small eyes twin­kled. “Hoh! no, you didn’t know it was go­ing to rain. Didn’t I tell you it was?” he ex­claimed, sud­den­ly an­gry again. “Oh, you’re a daisy, you are. Think I’m go­ing to put up with your fool­ish­ness all the time? Who’s the boss, you or I?”

			“Why, Mac, I nev­er saw you this way be­fore. You talk like a dif­fer­ent man.”

			“Well, I am a dif­fer­ent man,” re­tort­ed the den­tist, sav­age­ly. “You can’t make small of me al­ways.”

			“Well, nev­er mind that. You know I’m not try­ing to make small of you. But nev­er mind that. Did you get a place?”

			“Give me my mon­ey,” ex­claimed McTeague, jump­ing up briskly. There was an ac­tiv­i­ty, a pos­i­tive nim­ble­ness about the huge blond gi­ant that had nev­er been his be­fore; al­so his stu­pid­i­ty, the slug­gish­ness of his brain, seemed to be un­usu­al­ly stim­u­lat­ed.

			“Give me my mon­ey, the mon­ey I gave you as I was go­ing away.”

			“I can’t,” ex­claimed Tri­na. “I paid the gro­cer’s bill with it while you were gone.”

			“Don’t be­lieve you.”

			“Tru­ly, tru­ly, Mac. Do you think I’d lie to you? Do you think I’d low­er my­self to do that?”

			“Well, the next time I earn any mon­ey I’ll keep it my­self.”

			“But tell me, Mac, did you get a place?”

			McTeague turned his back on her.

			“Tell me, Mac, please, did you?”

			The den­tist jumped up and thrust his face close to hers, his heavy jaw pro­trud­ing, his lit­tle eyes twin­kling mean­ly.

			“No,” he shout­ed. “No, no, no. Do you hear? No.”

			Tri­na cow­ered be­fore him. Then sud­den­ly she be­gan to sob aloud, weep­ing part­ly at his strange bru­tal­i­ty, part­ly at the dis­ap­point­ment of his fail­ure to find em­ploy­ment.

			McTeague cast a con­temp­tu­ous glance about him, a glance that em­braced the dingy, cheer­less room, the rain stream­ing down the panes of the one win­dow, and the fig­ure of his weep­ing wife.

			“Oh, ain’t this all fine?” he ex­claimed. “Ain’t it love­ly?”

			“It’s not my fault,” sobbed Tri­na.

			“It is too,” vo­cif­er­at­ed McTeague. “It is too. We could live like Chris­tians and de­cent peo­ple if you want­ed to. You got more’n five thou­sand dol­lars, and you’re so damned stingy that you’d rather live in a rat hole—and make me live there too—be­fore you’d part with a nick­el of it. I tell you I’m sick and tired of the whole busi­ness.”

			An al­lu­sion to her lot­tery mon­ey nev­er failed to rouse Tri­na.

			“And I’ll tell you this much too,” she cried, wink­ing back the tears. “Now that you’re out of a job, we can’t af­ford even to live in your rat hole, as you call it. We’ve got to find a cheap­er place than this even.”

			“What!” ex­claimed the den­tist, pur­ple with rage. “What, get in­to a worse hole in the wall than this? Well, we’ll see if we will. We’ll just see about that. You’re go­ing to do just as I tell you af­ter this, Tri­na McTeague,” and once more he thrust his face close to hers.

			“I know what’s the mat­ter,” cried Tri­na, with a half sob; “I know, I can smell it on your breath. You’ve been drink­ing whiskey.”

			“Yes, I’ve been drink­ing whiskey,” re­tort­ed her hus­band. “I’ve been drink­ing whiskey. Have you got any­thing to say about it? Ah, yes, you’re right, I’ve been drink­ing whiskey. What have you got to say about my drink­ing whiskey? Let’s hear it.”

			“Oh! Oh! Oh!” sobbed Tri­na, cov­er­ing her face with her hands. McTeague caught her wrists in one palm and pulled them down. Tri­na’s pale face was stream­ing with tears; her long, nar­row blue eyes were swim­ming; her adorable lit­tle chin up­raised and quiv­er­ing.

			“Let’s hear what you got to say,” ex­claimed McTeague.

			“Noth­ing, noth­ing,” said Tri­na, be­tween her sobs.

			“Then stop that noise. Stop it, do you hear me? Stop it.” He threw up his open hand threat­en­ing­ly. “Stop!” he ex­claimed.

			Tri­na looked at him fear­ful­ly, half blind­ed with weep­ing. Her hus­band’s thick mane of yel­low hair was dis­or­dered and rum­pled up­on his great square-cut head; his big red ears were red­der than ev­er; his face was pur­ple; the thick eye­brows were knot­ted over the small, twin­kling eyes; the heavy yel­low mus­tache, that smelt of al­co­hol, drooped over the mas­sive, pro­trud­ing chin, salient, like that of the car­nivo­ra; the veins were swollen and throb­bing on his thick red neck; while over her head Tri­na saw his up­raised palm, cal­lused, enor­mous.

			“Stop!” he ex­claimed. And Tri­na, watch­ing fear­ful­ly, saw the palm sud­den­ly con­tract in­to a fist, a fist that was hard as a wood­en mal­let, the fist of the old-time car­boy. And then her an­cient ter­ror of him, the in­tu­itive fear of the male, leaped to life again. She was afraid of him. Ev­ery nerve of her quailed and shrank from him. She choked back her sobs, catch­ing her breath.

			“There,” growled the den­tist, re­leas­ing her, “that’s more like. Now,” he went on, fix­ing her with his lit­tle eyes, “now lis­ten to me. I’m beat out. I’ve walked the city over—ten miles, I guess—an’ I’m go­ing to bed, an’ I don’t want to be both­ered. You un­der­stand? I want to be let alone.” Tri­na was silent.

			“Do you hear?” he snarled.

			“Yes, Mac.”

			The den­tist took off his coat, his col­lar and neck­tie, un­but­toned his vest, and slipped his heavy-soled boots from his big feet. Then he stretched him­self up­on the bed and rolled over to­wards the wall. In a few min­utes the sound of his snor­ing filled the room.

			Tri­na craned her neck and looked at her hus­band over the foot­board of the bed. She saw his red, con­gest­ed face; the huge mouth wide open; his un­clean shirt, with its frayed wrist­bands; and his huge feet en­cased in thick woollen socks. Then her grief and the sense of her un­hap­pi­ness re­turned more poignant than ev­er. She stretched her arms out in front of her on her work­table, and, bury­ing her face in them, cried and sobbed as though her heart would break.

			The rain con­tin­ued. The panes of the sin­gle win­dow ran with sheets of wa­ter; the eaves dripped in­ces­sant­ly. It grew dark­er. The tiny, grimy room, full of the smells of cook­ing and of “non­poi­sonous” paint, took on an as­pect of des­o­la­tion and cheer­less­ness lam­en­ta­ble be­yond words. The ca­nary in its lit­tle gilt prison chit­tered fee­bly from time to time. Sprawled at full length up­on the bed, the den­tist snored and snored, stu­pe­fied, in­ert, his legs wide apart, his hands ly­ing palm up­ward at his sides.

			At last Tri­na raised her head, with a long, trem­bling breath. She rose, and go­ing over to the wash­stand, poured some wa­ter from the pitch­er in­to the basin, and washed her face and swollen eye­lids, and re­ar­ranged her hair. Sud­den­ly, as she was about to re­turn to her work, she was struck with an idea.

			“I won­der,” she said to her­self, “I won­der where he got the mon­ey to buy his whiskey.” She searched the pock­ets of his coat, which he had flung in­to a cor­ner of the room, and even came up to him as he lay up­on the bed and went through the pock­ets of his vest and trousers. She found noth­ing.

			“I won­der,” she mur­mured, “I won­der if he’s got any mon­ey he don’t tell me about. I’ll have to look out for that.”

		
	
		
			XVI

			A week passed, then a fort­night, then a month. It was a month of the great­est anx­i­ety and un­qui­etude for Tri­na. McTeague was out of a job, could find noth­ing to do; and Tri­na, who saw the im­pos­si­bil­i­ty of sav­ing as much mon­ey as usu­al out of her earn­ings un­der the present con­di­tions, was on the look­out for cheap­er quar­ters. In spite of his out­cries and sulky re­sis­tance Tri­na had in­duced her hus­band to con­sent to such a move, be­wil­der­ing him with a tor­rent of phras­es and mar­vel­lous col­umns of fig­ures by which she proved con­clu­sive­ly that they were in a con­di­tion but one re­move from down­right des­ti­tu­tion.

			The den­tist con­tin­ued idle. Since his ill suc­cess with the man­u­fac­tur­ers of sur­gi­cal in­stru­ments he had made but two at­tempts to se­cure a job. Tri­na had gone to see Un­cle Oel­ber­mann and had ob­tained for McTeague a po­si­tion in the ship­ping de­part­ment of the whole­sale toy store. How­ev­er, it was a po­si­tion that in­volved a cer­tain amount of ci­pher­ing, and McTeague had been obliged to throw it up in two days.

			Then for a time they had en­ter­tained a wild idea that a place on the po­lice force could be se­cured for McTeague. He could pass the phys­i­cal ex­am­i­na­tion with fly­ing col­ors, and Ry­er, who had be­come the sec­re­tary of the Polk Street Im­prove­ment Club, promised the req­ui­site po­lit­i­cal “pull.” If McTeague had shown a cer­tain en­er­gy in the mat­ter the at­tempt might have been suc­cess­ful; but he was too stupid, or of late had be­come too list­less to ex­ert him­self great­ly, and the af­fair re­sult­ed on­ly in a vi­o­lent quar­rel with Ry­er.

			McTeague had lost his am­bi­tion. He did not care to bet­ter his sit­u­a­tion. All he want­ed was a warm place to sleep and three good meals a day. At the first—at the very first—he had chafed at his idle­ness and had spent the days with his wife in their one nar­row room, walk­ing back and forth with the rest­less­ness of a caged brute, or sit­ting mo­tion­less for hours, watch­ing Tri­na at her work, feel­ing a dull glow of shame at the idea that she was sup­port­ing him. This feel­ing had worn off quick­ly, how­ev­er. Tri­na’s work was on­ly hard when she chose to make it so, and as a rule she sup­port­ed their mis­for­tunes with a silent for­ti­tude.

			Then, wea­ried at his in­ac­tion and feel­ing the need of move­ment and ex­er­cise, McTeague would light his pipe and take a turn up­on the great av­enue one block above Polk Street. A gang of la­bor­ers were dig­ging the foun­da­tions for a large brown­stone house, and McTeague found in­ter­est and amuse­ment in lean­ing over the bar­ri­er that sur­round­ed the ex­ca­va­tions and watch­ing the progress of the work. He came to see it ev­ery af­ter­noon; by and by he even got to know the fore­man who su­per­in­tend­ed the job, and the two had long talks to­geth­er. Then McTeague would re­turn to Polk Street and find Heise in the back room of the har­ness shop, and oc­ca­sion­al­ly the day end­ed with some half dozen drinks of whiskey at Joe Fren­na’s sa­loon.

			It was cu­ri­ous to note the ef­fect of the al­co­hol up­on the den­tist. It did not make him drunk, it made him vi­cious. So far from be­ing stu­pe­fied, he be­came, af­ter the fourth glass, ac­tive, alert, quick-wit­ted, even talk­a­tive; a cer­tain wicked­ness stirred in him then; he was in­tractable, mean; and when he had drunk a lit­tle more heav­i­ly than usu­al, he found a cer­tain plea­sure in an­noy­ing and ex­as­per­at­ing Tri­na, even in abus­ing and hurt­ing her.

			It had be­gun on the evening of Thanks­giv­ing Day, when Heise had tak­en McTeague out to din­ner with him. The den­tist on this oc­ca­sion had drunk very freely. He and Heise had re­turned to Polk Street to­wards ten o’clock, and Heise at once sug­gest­ed a cou­ple of drinks at Fren­na’s.

			“All right, all right,” said McTeague. “Drinks, that’s the word. I’ll go home and get some mon­ey and meet you at Joe’s.”

			Tri­na was awak­ened by her hus­band pinch­ing her arm.

			“Oh, Mac,” she cried, jump­ing up in bed with a lit­tle scream, “how you hurt! Oh, that hurt me dread­ful­ly.”

			“Give me a lit­tle mon­ey,” an­swered the den­tist, grin­ning, and pinch­ing her again.

			“I haven’t a cent. There’s not a—oh, Mac, will you stop? I won’t have you pinch me that way.”

			“Hur­ry up,” an­swered her hus­band, calm­ly, nip­ping the flesh of her shoul­der be­tween his thumb and fin­ger. “Heise’s wait­ing for me.” Tri­na wrenched from him with a sharp in­take of breath, frown­ing with pain, and ca­ress­ing her shoul­der.

			“Mac, you’ve no idea how that hurts. Mac, stop!”

			“Give me some mon­ey, then.”

			In the end Tri­na had to com­ply. She gave him half a dol­lar from her dress pock­et, protest­ing that it was the on­ly piece of mon­ey she had.

			“One more, just for luck,” said McTeague, pinch­ing her again; “and an­oth­er.”

			“How can you—how can you hurt a wom­an so!” ex­claimed Tri­na, be­gin­ning to cry with the pain.

			“Ah, now, cry,” re­tort­ed the den­tist. “That’s right, cry. I nev­er saw such a lit­tle fool.” He went out, slam­ming the door in dis­gust.

			But McTeague nev­er be­came a drunk­ard in the gen­er­al­ly re­ceived sense of the term. He did not drink to ex­cess more than two or three times in a month, and nev­er up­on any oc­ca­sion did he be­come maudlin or stag­ger­ing. Per­haps his nerves were nat­u­ral­ly too dull to ad­mit of any ex­ci­ta­tion; per­haps he did not re­al­ly care for the whiskey, and on­ly drank be­cause Heise and the oth­er men at Fren­na’s did. Tri­na could of­ten re­proach him with drink­ing too much; she nev­er could say that he was drunk. The al­co­hol had its ef­fect for all that. It roused the man, or rather the brute in the man, and now not on­ly roused it, but goad­ed it to evil. McTeague’s na­ture changed. It was not on­ly the al­co­hol, it was idle­ness and a gen­er­al throw­ing off of the good in­flu­ence his wife had had over him in the days of their pros­per­i­ty. McTeague dis­liked Tri­na. She was a per­pet­u­al ir­ri­ta­tion to him. She an­noyed him be­cause she was so small, so pret­ti­ly made, so in­vari­ably cor­rect and pre­cise. Her avarice in­ces­sant­ly ha­rassed him. Her in­dus­try was a con­stant re­proach to him. She seemed to flaunt her work de­fi­ant­ly in his face. It was the red flag in the eyes of the bull. One time when he had just come back from Fren­na’s and had been sit­ting in the chair near her, silent­ly watch­ing her at her work, he ex­claimed all of a sud­den:

			“Stop work­ing. Stop it, I tell you. Put ’em away. Put ’em all away, or I’ll pinch you.”

			“But why—why?” Tri­na protest­ed.

			The den­tist cuffed her ears. “I won’t have you work.” He took her knife and her paint-pots away, and made her sit idly in the win­dow the rest of the af­ter­noon.

			It was, how­ev­er, on­ly when his wits had been stirred with al­co­hol that the den­tist was bru­tal to his wife. At oth­er times, say three weeks of ev­ery month, she was mere­ly an in­cum­brance to him. They of­ten quar­relled about Tri­na’s mon­ey, her sav­ings. The den­tist was bent up­on hav­ing at least a part of them. What he would do with the mon­ey once he had it, he did not pre­cise­ly know. He would spend it in roy­al fash­ion, no doubt, feast­ing con­tin­u­al­ly, buy­ing him­self won­der­ful clothes. The min­er’s idea of mon­ey quick­ly gained and lav­ish­ly squan­dered, per­sist­ed in his mind. As for Tri­na, the more her hus­band stormed, the tighter she drew the strings of the lit­tle chamois-skin bag that she hid at the bot­tom of her trunk un­der­neath her bridal dress. Her five thou­sand dol­lars in­vest­ed in Un­cle Oel­ber­mann’s busi­ness was a glit­ter­ing, splen­did dream which came to her al­most ev­ery hour of the day as a so­lace and a com­pen­sa­tion for all her un­hap­pi­ness.

			At times, when she knew that McTeague was far from home, she would lock her door, open her trunk, and pile all her lit­tle hoard on her ta­ble. By now it was four hun­dred and sev­en dol­lars and fifty cents. Tri­na would play with this mon­ey by the hour, pil­ing it, and repil­ing it, or gath­er­ing it all in­to one heap, and draw­ing back to the far­thest cor­ner of the room to note the ef­fect, her head on one side. She pol­ished the gold pieces with a mix­ture of soap and ash­es un­til they shone, wip­ing them care­ful­ly on her apron. Or, again, she would draw the heap lov­ing­ly to­ward her and bury her face in it, de­light­ed at the smell of it and the feel of the smooth, cool met­al on her cheeks. She even put the small­er gold pieces in her mouth, and jin­gled them there. She loved her mon­ey with an in­ten­si­ty that she could hard­ly ex­press. She would plunge her small fin­gers in­to the pile with lit­tle mur­murs of af­fec­tion, her long, nar­row eyes half closed and shin­ing, her breath com­ing in long sighs.

			“Ah, the dear mon­ey, the dear mon­ey,” she would whis­per. “I love you so! All mine, ev­ery pen­ny of it. No one shall ev­er, ev­er get you. How I’ve worked for you! How I’ve slaved and saved for you! And I’m go­ing to get more; I’m go­ing to get more, more, more; a lit­tle ev­ery day.”

			She was still look­ing for cheap­er quar­ters. When­ev­er she could spare a mo­ment from her work, she would put on her hat and range up and down the en­tire neigh­bor­hood from Sut­ter to Sacra­men­to Streets, go­ing in­to all the al­leys and bystreets, her head in the air, look­ing for the “Rooms-to-let” sign. But she was in de­spair. All the cheap­er ten­e­ments were oc­cu­pied. She could find no room more rea­son­able than the one she and the den­tist now oc­cu­pied.

			As time went on, McTeague’s idle­ness be­came ha­bit­u­al. He drank no more whiskey than at first, but his dis­like for Tri­na in­creased with ev­ery day of their pover­ty, with ev­ery day of Tri­na’s per­sis­tent stingi­ness. At times—for­tu­nate­ly rare he was more than ev­er bru­tal to her. He would box her ears or hit her a great blow with the back of a hair­brush, or even with his closed fist. His old-time af­fec­tion for his “lit­tle wom­an,” un­able to stand the test of pri­va­tion, had lapsed by de­grees, and what lit­tle of it was left was changed, dis­tort­ed, and made mon­strous by the al­co­hol.

			The peo­ple about the house and the clerks at the pro­vi­sion stores of­ten re­marked that Tri­na’s fin­ger­tips were swollen and the nails pur­ple as though they had been shut in a door. In­deed, this was the ex­pla­na­tion she gave. The fact of the mat­ter was that McTeague, when he had been drink­ing, used to bite them, crunch­ing and grind­ing them with his im­mense teeth, al­ways in­ge­nious enough to re­mem­ber which were the sor­est. Some­times he ex­tort­ed mon­ey from her by this means, but as of­ten as not he did it for his own sat­is­fac­tion.

			And in some strange, in­ex­pli­ca­ble way this bru­tal­i­ty made Tri­na all the more af­fec­tion­ate; aroused in her a mor­bid, un­whole­some love of sub­mis­sion, a strange, un­nat­u­ral plea­sure in yield­ing, in sur­ren­der­ing her­self to the will of an ir­re­sistible, vir­ile pow­er.

			Tri­na’s emo­tions had nar­rowed with the nar­row­ing of her dai­ly life. They re­duced them­selves at last to but two, her pas­sion for her mon­ey and her per­vert­ed love for her hus­band when he was bru­tal. She was a strange wom­an dur­ing these days.

			Tri­na had come to be on very in­ti­mate terms with Maria Maca­pa, and in the end the den­tist’s wife and the maid of all work be­came great friends. Maria was con­stant­ly in and out of Tri­na’s room, and, when­ev­er she could, Tri­na threw a shawl over her head and re­turned Maria’s calls. Tri­na could reach Zerkow’s dirty house with­out go­ing in­to the street. The back yard of the flat had a gate that opened in­to a lit­tle en­clo­sure where Zerkow kept his de­crepit horse and ram­shackle wag­on, and from thence Tri­na could en­ter di­rect­ly in­to Maria’s kitchen. Tri­na made long vis­its to Maria dur­ing the morn­ing in her dress­ing-gown and curl pa­pers, and the two talked at great length over a cup of tea served on the edge of the sink or a cor­ner of the laun­dry ta­ble. The talk was all of their hus­bands and of what to do when they came home in ag­gres­sive moods.

			“You nev­er ought to fight um,” ad­vised Maria. “It on­ly makes um worse. Just hump your back, and it’s soon­est over.”

			They told each oth­er of their hus­bands’ bru­tal­i­ties, tak­ing a strange sort of pride in re­count­ing some par­tic­u­lar­ly sav­age blow, each try­ing to make out that her own hus­band was the most cru­el. They crit­i­cal­ly com­pared each oth­er’s bruis­es, each one glad when she could ex­hib­it the worst. They ex­ag­ger­at­ed, they in­vent­ed de­tails, and, as if proud of their beat­ings, as if glo­ry­ing in their hus­bands’ mis­han­dling, lied to each oth­er, mag­ni­fy­ing their own mal­treat­ment. They had long and ex­cit­ed ar­gu­ments as to which were the most ef­fec­tive means of pun­ish­ment, the rope’s ends and cart whips such as Zerkow used, or the fists and backs of hair­brush­es af­fect­ed by McTeague. Maria con­tend­ed that the lash of the whip hurt the most; Tri­na, that the butt did the most in­jury.

			Maria showed Tri­na the holes in the walls and the loos­ened boards in the floor­ing where Zerkow had been search­ing for the gold plate. Of late he had been dig­ging in the back yard and had ran­sacked the hay in his horse-shed for the con­cealed leather chest he imag­ined he would find. But he was be­com­ing im­pa­tient, ev­i­dent­ly.

			“The way he goes on,” Maria told Tri­na, “is somethun dread­ful. He’s get­tun reg­u­lar­ly sick with it—got a fever ev­ery night—don’t sleep, and when he does, talks to him­self. Says ‘More’n a hun­dred pieces, an’ ev­ery one of ’em gold. More’n a hun­dred pieces, an’ ev­ery one of ’em gold.’ Then he’ll whale me with his whip, and shout, ‘You know where it is. Tell me, tell me, you swine, or I’ll do for you.’ An’ then he’ll get down on his knees and whim­per, and beg me to tell um where I’ve hid it. He’s just gone plum crazy. Some­times he has reg­u­lar fits, he gets so mad, and rolls on the floor and scratch­es him­self.”

			One morn­ing in No­vem­ber, about ten o’clock, Tri­na past­ed a “Made in France” la­bel on the bot­tom of a Noah’s ark, and leaned back in her chair with a long sigh of re­lief. She had just fin­ished a large Christ­mas or­der for Un­cle Oel­ber­mann, and there was noth­ing else she could do that morn­ing. The bed had not yet been made, nor had the break­fast things been washed. Tri­na hes­i­tat­ed for a mo­ment, then put her chin in the air in­dif­fer­ent­ly.

			“Bah!” she said, “let them go till this af­ter­noon. I don’t care when the room is put to rights, and I know Mac don’t.” She de­ter­mined that in­stead of mak­ing the bed or wash­ing the dish­es she would go and call on Miss Bak­er on the floor be­low. The lit­tle dress­mak­er might ask her to stay to lunch, and that would be some­thing saved, as the den­tist had an­nounced his in­ten­tion that morn­ing of tak­ing a long walk out to the Pre­sidio to be gone all day.

			But Tri­na rapped on Miss Bak­er’s door in vain that morn­ing. She was out. Per­haps she was gone to the florist’s to buy some gera­ni­um seeds. How­ev­er, Old Gran­nis’s door stood a lit­tle ajar, and on hear­ing Tri­na at Miss Bak­er’s room, the old En­glish­man came out in­to the hall.

			“She’s gone out,” he said, un­cer­tain­ly, and in a half whis­per, “went out about half an hour ago. I—I think she went to the drug store to get some wafers for the gold­fish.”

			“Don’t you go to your dog hos­pi­tal any more, Mis­ter Gran­nis?” said Tri­na, lean­ing against the balustrade in the hall, will­ing to talk a mo­ment.

			Old Gran­nis stood in the door­way of his room, in his car­pet slip­pers and fad­ed cor­duroy jack­et that he wore when at home.

			“Why—why,” he said, hes­i­tat­ing, tap­ping his chin thought­ful­ly. “You see I’m think­ing of giv­ing up the lit­tle hos­pi­tal.”

			“Giv­ing it up?”

			“You see, the peo­ple at the book store where I buy my pam­phlets have found out—I told them of my con­trivance for bind­ing books, and one of the mem­bers of the firm came up to look at it. He of­fered me quite a sum if I would sell him the right of it—the—patent of it—quite a sum. In fact—in fact—yes, quite a sum, quite.” He rubbed his chin tremu­lous­ly and looked about him on the floor.

			“Why, isn’t that fine?” said Tri­na, good-na­tured­ly. “I’m very glad, Mis­ter Gran­nis. Is it a good price?”

			“Quite a sum—quite. In fact, I nev­er dreamed of hav­ing so much mon­ey.”

			“Now, see here, Mis­ter Gran­nis,” said Tri­na, de­ci­sive­ly, “I want to give you a good piece of ad­vice. Here are you and Miss Bak­er—” The old En­glish­man start­ed ner­vous­ly—“You and Miss Bak­er, that have been in love with each oth­er for—”

			“Oh, Mrs. McTeague, that sub­ject—if you would please—Miss Bak­er is such an es­timable la­dy.”

			“Fid­dle­sticks!” said Tri­na. “You’re in love with each oth­er, and the whole flat knows it; and you two have been liv­ing here side by side year in and year out, and you’ve nev­er said a word to each oth­er. It’s all non­sense. Now, I want you should go right in and speak to her just as soon as she comes home, and say you’ve come in­to mon­ey and you want her to mar­ry you.”

			“Im­pos­si­ble—im­pos­si­ble!” ex­claimed the old En­glish­man, alarmed and per­turbed. “It’s quite out of the ques­tion. I wouldn’t pre­sume.”

			“Well, do you love her, or not?”

			“Re­al­ly, Mrs. McTeague, I—I—you must ex­cuse me. It’s a mat­ter so per­son­al—so—I—Oh, yes, I love her. Oh, yes, in­deed,” he ex­claimed, sud­den­ly.

			“Well, then, she loves you. She told me so.”

			“Oh!”

			“She did. She said those very words.”

			Miss Bak­er had said noth­ing of the kind—would have died soon­er than have made such a con­fes­sion; but Tri­na had drawn her own con­clu­sions, like ev­ery oth­er lodger of the flat, and thought the time was come for de­cid­ed ac­tion.

			“Now you do just as I tell you, and when she comes home, go right in and see her, and have it over with. Now, don’t say an­oth­er word. I’m go­ing; but you do just as I tell you.”

			Tri­na turned about and went down­stairs. She had de­cid­ed, since Miss Bak­er was not at home, that she would run over and see Maria; pos­si­bly she could have lunch there. At any rate, Maria would of­fer her a cup of tea.

			Old Gran­nis stood for a long time just as Tri­na had left him, his hands trem­bling, the blood com­ing and go­ing in his with­ered cheeks.

			“She said, she—she—she told her—she said that—that—” he could get no far­ther.

			Then he faced about and en­tered his room, clos­ing the door be­hind him. For a long time he sat in his arm­chair, drawn close to the wall in front of the ta­ble on which stood his piles of pam­phlets and his lit­tle bind­ing ap­pa­ra­tus.

			“I won­der,” said Tri­na, as she crossed the yard back of Zerkow’s house, “I won­der what rent Zerkow and Maria pay for this place. I’ll bet it’s cheap­er than where Mac and I are.”

			Tri­na found Maria sit­ting in front of the kitchen stove, her chin up­on her breast. Tri­na went up to her. She was dead. And as Tri­na touched her shoul­der, her head rolled side­ways and showed a fear­ful gash in her throat un­der her ear. All the front of her dress was soaked through and through.

			Tri­na backed sharply away from the body, draw­ing her hands up to her very shoul­ders, her eyes star­ing and wide, an ex­pres­sion of un­ut­ter­able hor­ror twist­ing her face.

			“Oh-h-h!” she ex­claimed in a long breath, her voice hard­ly ris­ing above a whis­per. “Oh-h, isn’t that hor­ri­ble!” Sud­den­ly she turned and fled through the front part of the house to the street door, that opened up­on the lit­tle al­ley. She looked wild­ly about her. Di­rect­ly across the way a butch­er’s boy was get­ting in­to his two-wheeled cart drawn up in front of the op­po­site house, while near by a ped­dler of wild game was com­ing down the street, a brace of ducks in his hand.

			“Oh, say—say,” gasped Tri­na, try­ing to get her voice, “say, come over here quick.”

			The butch­er’s boy paused, one foot on the wheel, and stared. Tri­na beck­oned fran­ti­cal­ly.

			“Come over here, come over here quick.”

			The young fel­low swung him­self in­to his seat.

			“What’s the mat­ter with that wom­an?” he said, half aloud.

			“There’s a mur­der been done,” cried Tri­na, sway­ing in the door­way.

			The young fel­low drove away, his head over his shoul­der, star­ing at Tri­na with eyes that were fixed and ab­so­lute­ly de­void of ex­pres­sion.

			“What’s the mat­ter with that wom­an?” he said again to him­self as he turned the cor­ner.

			Tri­na won­dered why she didn’t scream, how she could keep from it—how, at such a mo­ment as this, she could re­mem­ber that it was im­prop­er to make a dis­tur­bance and cre­ate a scene in the street. The ped­dler of wild game was look­ing at her sus­pi­cious­ly. It would not do to tell him. He would go away like the butch­er’s boy.

			“Now, wait a minute,” Tri­na said to her­self, speak­ing aloud. She put her hands to her head. “Now, wait a minute. It won’t do for me to lose my wits now. What must I do?” She looked about her. There was the same fa­mil­iar as­pect of Polk Street. She could see it at the end of the al­ley. The big mar­ket op­po­site the flat, the de­liv­ery carts rat­tling up and down, the great ladies from the av­enue at their morn­ing shop­ping, the ca­ble cars trundling past, load­ed with pas­sen­gers. She saw a lit­tle boy in a flat leather cap whistling and call­ing for an un­seen dog, slap­ping his small knee from time to time. Two men came out of Fren­na’s sa­loon, laugh­ing hearti­ly. Heise the har­ness-mak­er stood in the vestibule of his shop, a bun­dle of whit­tlings in his apron of greasy tick­ing. And all this was go­ing on, peo­ple were laugh­ing and liv­ing, buy­ing and sell­ing, walk­ing about out there on the sun­ny side­walks, while be­hind her in there—in there—in there—

			Heise start­ed back from the sud­den ap­pari­tion of a white-lipped wom­an in a blue dress­ing-gown that seemed to rise up be­fore him from his very doorstep.

			“Well, Mrs. McTeague, you did scare me, for—”

			“Oh, come over here quick.” Tri­na put her hand to her neck; swal­low­ing some­thing that seemed to be chok­ing her. “Maria’s killed—Zerkow’s wife—I found her.”

			“Get out!” ex­claimed Heise, “you’re jok­ing.”

			“Come over here—over in­to the house—I found her—she’s dead.”

			Heise dashed across the street on the run, with Tri­na at his heels, a trail of spilled whit­tlings mark­ing his course. The two ran down the al­ley. The wild-game ped­dler, a wom­an who had been wash­ing down the steps in a neigh­bor­ing house, and a man in a broad-brimmed hat stood at Zerkow’s door­way, look­ing in from time to time, and talk­ing to­geth­er. They seemed puz­zled.

			“Any­thing wrong in here?” asked the wild-game ped­dler as Heise and Tri­na came up. Two more men stopped on the cor­ner of the al­ley and Polk Street and looked at the group. A wom­an with a tow­el round her head raised a win­dow op­po­site Zerkow’s house and called to the wom­an who had been wash­ing the steps, “What is it, Mrs. Flint?”

			Heise was al­ready in­side the house. He turned to Tri­na, pant­ing from his run.

			“Where did you say—where was it—where?”

			“In there,” said Tri­na, “far­ther in—the next room.” They burst in­to the kitchen.

			“Lord!” ejac­u­lat­ed Heise, stop­ping a yard or so from the body, and bend­ing down to peer in­to the gray face with its brown lips.

			“By God! he’s killed her.”

			“Who?”

			“Zerkow, by God! he’s killed her. Cut her throat. He al­ways said he would.”

			“Zerkow?”

			“He’s killed her. Her throat’s cut. Good Lord, how she did bleed! By God! he’s done for her in good shape this time.”

			“Oh, I told her—I told her,” cried Tri­na.

			“He’s done for her sure this time.”

			“She said she could al­ways man­age—Oh-h! It’s hor­ri­ble.”

			“He’s done for her sure this trip. Cut her throat. Lord, how she has bled! Did you ev­er see so much—that’s mur­der—that’s cold-blood­ed mur­der. He’s killed her. Say, we must get a po­lice­man. Come on.”

			They turned back through the house. Half a dozen peo­ple—the wild-game ped­dler, the man with the broad-brimmed hat, the wash­wom­an, and three oth­er men—were in the front room of the junk shop, a bank of ex­cit­ed faces surged at the door. Be­yond this, out­side, the crowd was packed sol­id from one end of the al­ley to the oth­er. Out in Polk Street the ca­ble cars were near­ly blocked and were bunting a way slow­ly through the throng with clang­ing bells. Ev­ery win­dow had its group. And as Tri­na and the har­ness-mak­er tried to force the way from the door of the junk shop the throng sud­den­ly part­ed right and left be­fore the pas­sage of two blue-coat­ed po­lice­men who clove a pas­sage through the press, work­ing their el­bows en­er­get­i­cal­ly. They were ac­com­pa­nied by a third man in cit­i­zen’s clothes.

			Heise and Tri­na went back in­to the kitchen with the two po­lice­men, the third man in cit­i­zen’s clothes cleared the in­trud­ers from the front room of the junk shop and kept the crowd back, his arm across the open door.

			“Whew!” whis­tled one of the of­fi­cers as they came out in­to the kitchen, “cut­ting scrape? By George! some­body’s been us­ing his knife all right.” He turned to the oth­er of­fi­cer. “Bet­ter get the wag­on. There’s a box on the sec­ond cor­ner south. Now, then,” he con­tin­ued, turn­ing to Tri­na and the har­ness-mak­er and tak­ing out his note­book and pen­cil, “I want your names and ad­dress­es.”

			It was a day of tremen­dous ex­cite­ment for the en­tire street. Long af­ter the pa­trol wag­on had driv­en away, the crowd re­mained. In fact, un­til sev­en o’clock that evening groups col­lect­ed about the door of the junk shop, where a po­lice­man stood guard, ask­ing all man­ner of ques­tions, ad­vanc­ing all man­ner of opin­ions.

			“Do you think they’ll get him?” asked Ry­er of the po­lice­man. A dozen necks craned for­ward ea­ger­ly.

			“Hoh, we’ll get him all right, easy enough,” an­swered the oth­er, with a grand air.

			“What? What’s that? What did he say?” asked the peo­ple on the out­skirts of the group. Those in front passed the an­swer back.

			“He says they’ll get him all right, easy enough.”

			The group looked at the po­lice­man ad­mir­ing­ly.

			“He’s skipped to San Jose.”

			Where the ru­mor start­ed, and how, no one knew. But ev­ery one seemed per­suad­ed that Zerkow had gone to San Jose.

			“But what did he kill her for? Was he drunk?”

			“No, he was crazy, I tell you—crazy in the head. Thought she was hid­ing some mon­ey from him.”

			Fren­na did a big busi­ness all day long. The mur­der was the one sub­ject of con­ver­sa­tion. Lit­tle par­ties were made up in his sa­loon—par­ties of twos and threes—to go over and have a look at the out­side of the junk shop. Heise was the most im­por­tant man the length and breadth of Polk Street; al­most in­vari­ably he ac­com­pa­nied these par­ties, telling again and again of the part he had played in the af­fair.

			“It was about eleven o’clock. I was stand­ing in front of the shop, when Mrs. McTeague—you know, the den­tist’s wife—came run­ning across the street,” and so on and so on.

			The next day came a fresh sen­sa­tion. Polk Street read of it in the morn­ing pa­pers. To­wards mid­night on the day of the mur­der Zerkow’s body had been found float­ing in the bay near Black Point. No one knew whether he had drowned him­self or fall­en from one of the wharves. Clutched in both his hands was a sack full of old and rusty pans, tin dish­es—ful­ly a hun­dred of them—tin cans, and iron knives and forks, col­lect­ed from some dump heap.

			“And all this,” ex­claimed Tri­na, “on ac­count of a set of gold dish­es that nev­er ex­ist­ed.”

		
	
		
			XVII

			One day, about a fort­night af­ter the coro­ner’s in­quest had been held, and when the ex­cite­ment of the ter­ri­ble af­fair was calm­ing down and Polk Street be­gin­ning to re­sume its mo­not­o­nous rou­tine, Old Gran­nis sat in his clean, well-kept lit­tle room, in his cush­ioned arm­chair, his hands ly­ing idly up­on his knees. It was evening; not quite time to light the lamps. Old Gran­nis had drawn his chair close to the wall—so close, in fact, that he could hear Miss Bak­er’s grena­dine brush­ing against the oth­er side of the thin par­ti­tion, at his very el­bow, while she rocked gen­tly back and forth, a cup of tea in her hands.

			Old Gran­nis’s oc­cu­pa­tion was gone. That morn­ing the book­selling firm where he had bought his pam­phlets had tak­en his lit­tle bind­ing ap­pa­ra­tus from him to use as a mod­el. The trans­ac­tion had been con­clud­ed. Old Gran­nis had re­ceived his check. It was large enough, to be sure, but when all was over, he re­turned to his room and sat there sad and un­oc­cu­pied, look­ing at the pat­tern in the car­pet and count­ing the heads of the tacks in the zinc guard that was fas­tened to the wall be­hind his lit­tle stove. By and by he heard Miss Bak­er mov­ing about. It was five o’clock, the time when she was ac­cus­tomed to make her cup of tea and “keep com­pa­ny” with him on her side of the par­ti­tion. Old Gran­nis drew up his chair to the wall near where he knew she was sit­ting. The min­utes passed; side by side, and sep­a­rat­ed by on­ly a cou­ple of inch­es of board, the two old peo­ple sat there to­geth­er, while the af­ter­noon grew dark­er.

			But for Old Gran­nis all was dif­fer­ent that evening. There was noth­ing for him to do. His hands lay idly in his lap. His ta­ble, with its pile of pam­phlets, was in a far cor­ner of the room, and, from time to time, stirred with an un­cer­tain trou­ble, he turned his head and looked at it sad­ly, re­flect­ing that he would nev­er use it again. The ab­sence of his ac­cus­tomed work seemed to leave some­thing out of his life. It did not ap­pear to him that he could be the same to Miss Bak­er now; their lit­tle habits were dis­ar­ranged, their cus­toms bro­ken up. He could no longer fan­cy him­self so near to her. They would drift apart now, and she would no longer make her­self a cup of tea and “keep com­pa­ny” with him when she knew that he would nev­er again sit be­fore his ta­ble bind­ing un­cut pam­phlets. He had sold his hap­pi­ness for mon­ey; he had bartered all his tardy ro­mance for some mis­er­able ban­knotes. He had not fore­seen that it would be like this. A vast re­gret welled up with­in him. What was that on the back of his hand? He wiped it dry with his an­cient silk hand­ker­chief.

			Old Gran­nis leant his face in his hands. Not on­ly did an in­ex­pli­ca­ble re­gret stir with­in him, but a cer­tain great ten­der­ness came up­on him. The tears that swam in his fad­ed blue eyes were not al­to­geth­er those of un­hap­pi­ness. No, this long-de­layed af­fec­tion that had come up­on him in his lat­er years filled him with a joy for which tears seemed to be the nat­u­ral ex­pres­sion. For thir­ty years his eyes had not been wet, but tonight he felt as if he were young again. He had nev­er loved be­fore, and there was still a part of him that was on­ly twen­ty years of age. He could not tell whether he was pro­found­ly sad or deeply hap­py; but he was not ashamed of the tears that brought the smart to his eyes and the ache to his throat. He did not hear the timid rap­ping on his door, and it was not un­til the door it­self opened that he looked up quick­ly and saw the lit­tle re­tired dress­mak­er stand­ing on the thresh­old, car­ry­ing a cup of tea on a tiny Ja­pa­nese tray. She held it to­ward him.

			“I was mak­ing some tea,” she said, “and I thought you would like to have a cup.”

			Nev­er af­ter could the lit­tle dress­mak­er un­der­stand how she had brought her­self to do this thing. One mo­ment she had been sit­ting qui­et­ly on her side of the par­ti­tion, stir­ring her cup of tea with one of her Gorham spoons. She was qui­et, she was peace­ful. The evening was clos­ing down tran­quil­ly. Her room was the pic­ture of calm­ness and or­der. The gera­ni­ums bloom­ing in the starch box­es in the win­dow, the aged gold­fish oc­ca­sion­al­ly turn­ing his iri­des­cent flank to catch a sud­den glow of the set­ting sun. The next mo­ment she had been all trep­i­da­tion. It seemed to her the most nat­u­ral thing in the world to make a steam­ing cup of tea and car­ry it in to Old Gran­nis next door. It seemed to her that he was want­ing her, that she ought to go to him. With the brusque re­solve and in­tre­pid­i­ty that some­times seizes up­on very timid peo­ple—the courage of the cow­ard greater than all oth­ers—she had pre­sent­ed her­self at the old En­glish­man’s half-open door, and, when he had not heed­ed her knock, had pushed it open, and at last, af­ter all these years, stood up­on the thresh­old of his room. She had found courage enough to ex­plain her in­tru­sion.

			“I was mak­ing some tea, and I thought you would like to have a cup.”

			Old Gran­nis dropped his hands up­on ei­ther arm of his chair, and, lean­ing for­ward a lit­tle, looked at her blankly. He did not speak.

			The re­tired dress­mak­er’s courage had car­ried her thus far; now it de­sert­ed her as abrupt­ly as it had come. Her cheeks be­came scar­let; her fun­ny lit­tle false curls trem­bled with her ag­i­ta­tion. What she had done seemed to her in­deco­rous be­yond ex­pres­sion. It was an enor­mi­ty. Fan­cy, she had gone in­to his room, in­to his room—Mis­ter Gran­nis’s room. She had done this—she who could not pass him on the stairs with­out a qualm. What to do she did not know. She stood, a fix­ture, on the thresh­old of his room, with­out even res­o­lu­tion enough to beat a re­treat. Help­less­ly, and with a lit­tle qua­ver in her voice, she re­peat­ed ob­sti­nate­ly:

			“I was mak­ing some tea, and I thought you would like to have a cup of tea.” Her ag­i­ta­tion be­trayed it­self in the rep­e­ti­tion of the word. She felt that she could not hold the tray out an­oth­er in­stant. Al­ready she was trem­bling so that half the tea was spilled.

			Old Gran­nis still kept si­lence, still bend­ing for­ward, with wide eyes, his hands grip­ping the arms of his chair.

			Then with the tea-tray still held straight be­fore her, the lit­tle dress­mak­er ex­claimed tear­ful­ly:

			“Oh, I didn’t mean—I didn’t mean—I didn’t know it would seem like this. I on­ly meant to be kind and bring you some tea; and now it seems so im­prop­er. I—I—I’m so ashamed! I don’t know what you will think of me. I—” she caught her breath—“im­prop­er”—she man­aged to ex­claim, “un­la­dy­like—you can nev­er think well of me—I’ll go. I’ll go.” She turned about.

			“Stop,” cried Old Gran­nis, find­ing his voice at last. Miss Bak­er paused, look­ing at him over her shoul­der, her eyes very wide open, blink­ing through her tears, for all the world like a fright­ened child.

			“Stop,” ex­claimed the old En­glish­man, ris­ing to his feet. “I didn’t know it was you at first. I hadn’t dreamed—I couldn’t be­lieve you would be so good, so kind to me. Oh,” he cried, with a sud­den sharp breath, “oh, you are kind. I—I—you have—have made me very hap­py.”

			“No, no,” ex­claimed Miss Bak­er, ready to sob. “It was un­la­dy­like. You will—you must think ill of me.” She stood in the hall. The tears were run­ning down her cheeks, and she had no free hand to dry them.

			“Let me—I’ll take the tray from you,” cried Old Gran­nis, com­ing for­ward. A tremu­lous joy came up­on him. Nev­er in his life had he been so hap­py. At last it had come—come when he had least ex­pect­ed it. That which he had longed for and hoped for through so many years, be­hold, it was come tonight. He felt his awk­ward­ness leav­ing him. He was al­most cer­tain that the lit­tle dress­mak­er loved him, and the thought gave him bold­ness. He came to­ward her and took the tray from her hands, and, turn­ing back in­to the room with it, made as if to set it up­on his ta­ble. But the piles of his pam­phlets were in the way. Both of his hands were oc­cu­pied with the tray; he could not make a place for it on the ta­ble. He stood for a mo­ment un­cer­tain, his em­bar­rass­ment re­turn­ing.

			“Oh, won’t you—won’t you please—” He turned his head, look­ing ap­peal­ing­ly at the lit­tle old dress­mak­er.

			“Wait, I’ll help you,” she said. She came in­to the room, up to the ta­ble, and moved the pam­phlets to one side.

			“Thanks, thanks,” mur­mured Old Gran­nis, set­ting down the tray.

			“Now—now—now I will go back,” she ex­claimed, hur­ried­ly.

			“No—no,” re­turned the old En­glish­man. “Don’t go, don’t go. I’ve been so lone­ly tonight—and last night too—all this year—all my life,” he sud­den­ly cried.

			“I—I—I’ve for­got­ten the sug­ar.”

			“But I nev­er take sug­ar in my tea.”

			“But it’s rather cold, and I’ve spilled it—al­most all of it.”

			“I’ll drink it from the saucer.” Old Gran­nis had drawn up his arm­chair for her.

			“Oh, I shouldn’t. This is—this is so—You must think ill of me.” Sud­den­ly she sat down, and rest­ing her el­bows on the ta­ble, hid her face in her hands.

			“Think ill of you?” cried Old Gran­nis, “think ill of you? Why, you don’t know—you have no idea—all these years—liv­ing so close to you, I—I—” he paused sud­den­ly. It seemed to him as if the beat­ing of his heart was chok­ing him.

			“I thought you were bind­ing your books tonight,” said Miss Bak­er, sud­den­ly, “and you looked tired. I thought you looked tired when I last saw you, and a cup of tea, you know, it—that—that does you so much good when you’re tired. But you weren’t bind­ing books.”

			“No, no,” re­turned Old Gran­nis, draw­ing up a chair and sit­ting down. “No, I—the fact is, I’ve sold my ap­pa­ra­tus; a firm of book­sell­ers has bought the rights of it.”

			“And aren’t you go­ing to bind books any more?” ex­claimed the lit­tle dress­mak­er, a shade of dis­ap­point­ment in her man­ner. “I thought you al­ways did about four o’clock. I used to hear you when I was mak­ing tea.”

			It hard­ly seemed pos­si­ble to Miss Bak­er that she was ac­tu­al­ly talk­ing to Old Gran­nis, that the two were re­al­ly chat­ting to­geth­er, face to face, and with­out the dread­ful em­bar­rass­ment that used to over­whelm them both when they met on the stairs. She had of­ten dreamed of this, but had al­ways put it off to some far-dis­tant day. It was to come grad­u­al­ly, lit­tle by lit­tle, in­stead of, as now, abrupt­ly and with no prepa­ra­tion. That she should per­mit her­self the in­dis­cre­tion of ac­tu­al­ly in­trud­ing her­self in­to his room had nev­er so much as oc­curred to her. Yet here she was, in his room, and they were talk­ing to­geth­er, and lit­tle by lit­tle her em­bar­rass­ment was wear­ing away.

			“Yes, yes, I al­ways heard you when you were mak­ing tea,” re­turned the old En­glish­man; “I heard the tea things. Then I used to draw my chair and my work­table close to the wall on my side, and sit there and work while you drank your tea just on the oth­er side; and I used to feel very near to you then. I used to pass the whole evening that way.”

			“And, yes—yes—I did too,” she an­swered. “I used to make tea just at that time and sit there for a whole hour.”

			“And didn’t you sit close to the par­ti­tion on your side? Some­times I was sure of it. I could even fan­cy that I could hear your dress brush­ing against the wall­pa­per close be­side me. Didn’t you sit close to the par­ti­tion?”

			“I—I don’t know where I sat.”

			Old Gran­nis shy­ly put out his hand and took hers as it lay up­on her lap.

			“Didn’t you sit close to the par­ti­tion on your side?” he in­sist­ed.

			“No—I don’t know—per­haps—some­times. Oh, yes,” she ex­claimed, with a lit­tle gasp, “Oh, yes, I of­ten did.”

			Then Old Gran­nis put his arm about her, and kissed her fad­ed cheek, that flushed to pink up­on the in­stant.

			Af­ter that they spoke but lit­tle. The day lapsed slow­ly in­to twi­light, and the two old peo­ple sat there in the gray evening, qui­et­ly, qui­et­ly, their hands in each oth­er’s hands, “keep­ing com­pa­ny,” but now with noth­ing to sep­a­rate them. It had come at last. Af­ter all these years they were to­geth­er; they un­der­stood each oth­er. They stood at length in a lit­tle Ely­si­um of their own cre­at­ing. They walked hand in hand in a de­li­cious gar­den where it was al­ways au­tumn. Far from the world and to­geth­er they en­tered up­on the long re­tard­ed ro­mance of their com­mon­place and un­event­ful lives.

		
	
		
			XVIII

			That same night McTeague was awak­ened by a shrill scream, and woke to find Tri­na’s arms around his neck. She was trem­bling so that the bed­springs creaked.

			“Huh?” cried the den­tist, sit­ting up in bed, rais­ing his clinched fists. “Huh? What? What? What is it? What is it?”

			“Oh, Mac,” gasped his wife, “I had such an aw­ful dream. I dreamed about Maria. I thought she was chas­ing me, and I couldn’t run, and her throat was—Oh, she was all cov­ered with blood. Oh-h, I am so fright­ened!”

			Tri­na had borne up very well for the first day or so af­ter the af­fair, and had giv­en her tes­ti­mo­ny to the coro­ner with far greater calm­ness than Heise. It was on­ly a week lat­er that the hor­ror of the thing came up­on her again. She was so ner­vous that she hard­ly dared to be alone in the day­time, and al­most ev­ery night woke with a cry of ter­ror, trem­bling with the rec­ol­lec­tion of some dread­ful night­mare. The den­tist was ir­ri­tat­ed be­yond all ex­pres­sion by her ner­vous­ness, and es­pe­cial­ly was he ex­as­per­at­ed when her cries woke him sud­den­ly in the mid­dle of the night. He would sit up in bed, rolling his eyes wild­ly, throw­ing out his huge fists—at what, he did not know—ex­claim­ing, “What what—” be­wil­dered and hope­less­ly con­fused. Then when he re­al­ized that it was on­ly Tri­na, his anger kin­dled abrupt­ly.

			“Oh, you and your dreams! You go to sleep, or I’ll give you a dress­ing down.” Some­times he would hit her a great thwack with his open palm, or catch her hand and bite the tips of her fin­gers. Tri­na would lie awake for hours af­ter­ward, cry­ing soft­ly to her­self. Then, by and by, “Mac,” she would say timid­ly.

			“Huh?”

			“Mac, do you love me?”

			“Huh? What? Go to sleep.”

			“Don’t you love me any more, Mac?”

			“Oh, go to sleep. Don’t both­er me.”

			“Well, do you love me, Mac?”

			“I guess so.”

			“Oh, Mac, I’ve on­ly you now, and if you don’t love me, what is go­ing to be­come of me?”

			“Shut up, an’ let me go to sleep.”

			“Well, just tell me that you love me.”

			The den­tist would turn abrupt­ly away from her, bury­ing his big blond head in the pil­low, and cov­er­ing up his ears with the blan­kets. Then Tri­na would sob her­self to sleep.

			The den­tist had long since giv­en up look­ing for a job. Be­tween break­fast and sup­per time Tri­na saw but lit­tle of him. Once the morn­ing meal over, McTeague be­stirred him­self, put on his cap—he had giv­en up wear­ing even a hat since his wife had made him sell his silk hat—and went out. He had fall­en in­to the habit of tak­ing long and soli­tary walks be­yond the sub­urbs of the city. Some­times it was to the Cliff House, oc­ca­sion­al­ly to the Park (where he would sit on the sun-warmed bench­es, smok­ing his pipe and read­ing ragged ends of old news­pa­pers), but more of­ten it was to the Pre­sidio Reser­va­tion. McTeague would walk out to the end of the Union Street car line, en­ter­ing the Reser­va­tion at the ter­mi­nus, then he would work down to the shore of the bay, fol­low the shore line to the Old Fort at the Gold­en Gate, and, turn­ing the Point here, come out sud­den­ly up­on the full sweep of the Pa­cif­ic. Then he would fol­low the beach down to a cer­tain point of rocks that he knew. Here he would turn in­land, climb­ing the bluffs to a rolling grassy down sown with blue iris and a yel­low flow­er that he did not know the name of. On the far side of this down was a broad, well-kept road. McTeague would keep to this road un­til he reached the city again by the way of the Sacra­men­to Street car line. The den­tist loved these walks. He liked to be alone. He liked the soli­tude of the tremen­dous, tum­bling ocean; the fresh, windy downs; he liked to feel the gusty Trades flog­ging his face, and he would re­main for hours watch­ing the roll and plunge of the break­ers with the silent, un­rea­soned en­joy­ment of a child. All at once he de­vel­oped a pas­sion for fish­ing. He would sit all day near­ly mo­tion­less up­on a point of rocks, his fish-line be­tween his fin­gers, hap­py if he caught three perch in twelve hours. At noon he would re­tire to a bit of lev­el turf around an an­gle of the shore and cook his fish, eat­ing them with­out salt or knife or fork. He thrust a point­ed stick down the mouth of the perch, and turned it slow­ly over the blaze. When the grease stopped drip­ping, he knew that it was done, and would de­vour it slow­ly and with tremen­dous rel­ish, pick­ing the bones clean, eat­ing even the head. He re­mem­bered how of­ten he used to do this sort of thing when he was a boy in the moun­tains of Plac­er Coun­ty, be­fore he be­came a car­boy at the mine. The den­tist en­joyed him­self huge­ly dur­ing these days. The in­stincts of the old-time min­er were re­turn­ing. In the stress of his mis­for­tune McTeague was laps­ing back to his ear­ly es­tate.

			One evening as he reached home af­ter such a tramp, he was sur­prised to find Tri­na stand­ing in front of what had been Zerkow’s house, look­ing at it thought­ful­ly, her fin­ger on her lips.

			“What you do­ing here’?” growled the den­tist as he came up. There was a “Rooms-to-let” sign on the street door of the house.

			“Now we’ve found a place to move to,” ex­claimed Tri­na.

			“What?” cried McTeague. “There, in that dirty house, where you found Maria?”

			“I can’t af­ford that room in the flat any more, now that you can’t get any work to do.”

			“But there’s where Zerkow killed Maria—the very house—an’ you wake up an’ squeal in the night just think­ing of it.”

			“I know. I know it will be bad at first, but I’ll get used to it, an’ it’s just half again as cheap as where we are now. I was look­ing at a room; we can have it dirt cheap. It’s a back room over the kitchen. A Ger­man fam­i­ly are go­ing to take the front part of the house and sub­let the rest. I’m go­ing to take it. It’ll be mon­ey in my pock­et.”

			“But it won’t be any in mine,” vo­cif­er­at­ed the den­tist, an­gri­ly. “I’ll have to live in that dirty rat hole just so’s you can save mon­ey. I ain’t any the bet­ter off for it.”

			“Find work to do, and then we’ll talk,” de­clared Tri­na. “I’m go­ing to save up some mon­ey against a rainy day; and if I can save more by liv­ing here I’m go­ing to do it, even if it is the house Maria was killed in. I don’t care.”

			“All right,” said McTeague, and did not make any fur­ther protest. His wife looked at him sur­prised. She could not un­der­stand this sud­den ac­qui­es­cence. Per­haps McTeague was so much away from home of late that he had ceased to care where or how he lived. But this sud­den change trou­bled her a lit­tle for all that.

			The next day the McTeagues moved for a sec­ond time. It did not take them long. They were obliged to buy the bed from the land­la­dy, a cir­cum­stance which near­ly broke Tri­na’s heart; and this bed, a cou­ple of chairs, Tri­na’s trunk, an or­na­ment or two, the oil stove, and some plates and kitchen ware were all that they could call their own now; and this back room in that wretch­ed house with its gris­ly mem­o­ries, the one win­dow look­ing out in­to a grimy maze of back yards and bro­ken sheds, was what they now knew as their home.

			The McTeagues now be­gan to sink rapid­ly low­er and low­er. They be­came ac­cus­tomed to their sur­round­ings. Worst of all, Tri­na lost her pret­ty ways and her good looks. The com­bined ef­fects of hard work, avarice, poor food, and her hus­band’s bru­tal­i­ties told on her swift­ly. Her charm­ing lit­tle fig­ure grew coarse, stunt­ed, and dumpy. She who had once been of a cat­like neat­ness, now slovened all day about the room in a dirty flan­nel wrap­per, her slip­pers clap-clap­ping af­ter her as she walked. At last she even ne­glect­ed her hair, the won­der­ful swarthy tiara, the coif­fure of a queen, that shad­ed her lit­tle pale fore­head. In the morn­ing she braid­ed it be­fore it was half combed, and piled and coiled it about her head in hap­haz­ard fash­ion. It came down half a dozen times a day; by evening it was an un­kempt, tan­gled mass, a ver­i­ta­ble rat’s nest.

			Ah, no, it was not very gay, that life of hers, when one had to rus­tle for two, cook and work and wash, to say noth­ing of pay­ing the rent. What odds was it if she was slat­tern­ly, dirty, coarse? Was there time to make her­self look oth­er­wise, and who was there to be pleased when she was all prinked out? Sure­ly not a great brute of a hus­band who bit you like a dog, and kicked and pound­ed you as though you were made of iron. Ah, no, bet­ter let things go, and take it as easy as you could. Hump your back, and it was soon­est over.

			The one room grew abom­inably dirty, reek­ing with the odors of cook­ing and of “non­poi­sonous” paint. The bed was not made un­til late in the af­ter­noon, some­times not at all. Dirty, un­washed crock­ery, greasy knives, sod­den frag­ments of yes­ter­day’s meals clut­tered the ta­ble, while in one cor­ner was the heap of evil-smelling, dirty linen. Cock­roach­es ap­peared in the crevices of the wood­work, the wall­pa­per bulged from the damp walls and be­gan to peel. Tri­na had long ago ceased to dust or to wipe the fur­ni­ture with a bit of rag. The grime grew thick up­on the win­dow panes and in the cor­ners of the room. All the filth of the al­ley in­vad­ed their quar­ters like a ris­ing mud­dy tide.

			Be­tween the win­dows, how­ev­er, the fad­ed pho­to­graph of the cou­ple in their wed­ding fin­ery looked down up­on the wretched­ness, Tri­na still hold­ing her set bou­quet straight be­fore her, McTeague stand­ing at her side, his left foot for­ward, in the at­ti­tude of a Sec­re­tary of State; while near by hung the ca­nary, the one thing the den­tist clung to ob­sti­nate­ly, pip­ing and chit­ter­ing all day in its lit­tle gilt prison.

			And the tooth, the gi­gan­tic gold­en mo­lar of French gilt, enor­mous and un­gain­ly, sprawled its branch­ing prongs in one cor­ner of the room, by the foot­board of the bed. The McTeague’s had come to use it as a sort of sub­sti­tute for a ta­ble. Af­ter break­fast and sup­per Tri­na piled the plates and greasy dish­es up­on it to have them out of the way.

			One af­ter­noon the Oth­er Den­tist, McTeague’s old-time ri­val, the wear­er of mar­vel­lous waist­coats, was sur­prised out of all coun­te­nance to re­ceive a vis­it from McTeague. The Oth­er Den­tist was in his op­er­at­ing room at the time, at work up­on a plas­ter-of-paris mould. To his call of “Come right in. Don’t you see the sign, ‘En­ter with­out knock­ing’?” McTeague came in. He not­ed at once how airy and cheer­ful was the room. A lit­tle fire coughed and tit­tered on the hearth, a brindled grey­hound sat on his haunch­es watch­ing it in­tent­ly, a great mir­ror over the man­tle of­fered to view an ar­ray of ac­tress­es’ pic­tures thrust be­tween the glass and the frame, and a big bunch of fresh­ly-cut vi­o­lets stood in a glass bowl on the pol­ished cher­ry­wood ta­ble. The Oth­er Den­tist came for­ward briskly, ex­claim­ing cheer­ful­ly:

			“Oh, Doc­tor—Mis­ter McTeague, how do? how do?”

			The fel­low was ac­tu­al­ly wear­ing a vel­vet smok­ing jack­et. A cig­a­rette was be­tween his lips; his patent leather boots re­flect­ed the fire­light. McTeague wore a black surah neg­ligee shirt with­out a cra­vat; huge buck­led bro­gans, hob­nailed, gross, en­cased his feet; the hems of his trousers were spot­ted with mud; his coat was frayed at the sleeves and a but­ton was gone. In three days he had not shaved; his shock of heavy blond hair es­caped from be­neath the vi­sor of his woollen cap and hung low over his fore­head. He stood with awk­ward, shift­ing feet and un­cer­tain eyes be­fore the dap­per young fel­low who reeked of the bar­ber shop, and whom he had once or­dered from his rooms.

			“What can I do for you this morn­ing, Mis­ter McTeague? Some­thing wrong with the teeth, eh?”

			“No, no.” McTeague, floun­der­ing in the dif­fi­cul­ties of his speech, for­got the care­ful­ly re­hearsed words with which he had in­tend­ed to be­gin this in­ter­view.

			“I want to sell you my sign,” he said, stupid­ly. “That big tooth of French gilt—you know—that you made an of­fer for once.”

			“Oh, I don’t want that now,” said the oth­er lofti­ly. “I pre­fer a lit­tle qui­et sign­board, noth­ing pre­ten­tious—just the name, and ‘Den­tist’ af­ter it. These big signs are vul­gar. No, I don’t want it.”

			McTeague re­mained, look­ing about on the floor, hor­ri­bly em­bar­rassed, not know­ing whether to go or to stay.

			“But I don’t know,” said the Oth­er Den­tist, re­flec­tive­ly. “If it will help you out any—I guess you’re pret­ty hard up—I’ll—well, I tell you what—I’ll give you five dol­lars for it.”

			“All right, all right.”

			On the fol­low­ing Thurs­day morn­ing McTeague woke to hear the eaves drip­ping and the pro­longed rat­tle of the rain up­on the roof.

			“Rain­ing,” he growled, in deep dis­gust, sit­ting up in bed, and wink­ing at the blurred win­dow.

			“It’s been rain­ing all night,” said Tri­na. She was al­ready up and dressed, and was cook­ing break­fast on the oil stove.

			McTeague dressed him­self, grum­bling, “Well, I’ll go, any­how. The fish will bite all the bet­ter for the rain.”

			“Look here, Mac,” said Tri­na, slic­ing a bit of ba­con as thin­ly as she could. “Look here, why don’t you bring some of your fish home some­time?”

			“Huh!” snort­ed the den­tist, “so’s we could have ’em for break­fast. Might save you a nick­el, mightn’t it?”

			“Well, and if it did! Or you might fish for the mar­ket. The fish­er­man across the street would buy ’em of you.”

			“Shut up!” ex­claimed the den­tist, and Tri­na obe­di­ent­ly sub­sid­ed.

			“Look here,” con­tin­ued her hus­band, fum­bling in his trousers pock­et and bring­ing out a dol­lar, “I’m sick and tired of cof­fee and ba­con and mashed pota­toes. Go over to the mar­ket and get some kind of meat for break­fast. Get a steak, or chops, or some­thing.

			“Why, Mac, that’s a whole dol­lar, and he on­ly gave you five for your sign. We can’t af­ford it. Sure, Mac. Let me put that mon­ey away against a rainy day. You’re just as well off with­out meat for break­fast.”

			“You do as I tell you. Get some steak, or chops, or some­thing.”

			“Please, Mac, dear.”

			“Go on, now. I’ll bite your fin­gers again pret­ty soon.”

			“But—”

			The den­tist took a step to­wards her, snatch­ing at her hand.

			“All right, I’ll go,” cried Tri­na, winc­ing and shrink­ing. “I’ll go.”

			She did not get the chops at the big mar­ket, how­ev­er. In­stead, she hur­ried to a cheap­er butch­er shop on a side street two blocks away, and bought fif­teen cents’ worth of chops from a side of mut­ton some two or three days old. She was gone some lit­tle time.

			“Give me the change,” ex­claimed the den­tist as soon as she re­turned. Tri­na hand­ed him a quar­ter; and when McTeague was about to protest, broke in up­on him with a rapid stream of talk that con­fused him up­on the in­stant. But for that mat­ter, it was nev­er dif­fi­cult for Tri­na to de­ceive the den­tist. He nev­er went to the bot­tom of things. He would have be­lieved her if she had told him the chops had cost a dol­lar.

			“There’s six­ty cents saved, any­how,” thought Tri­na, as she clutched the mon­ey in her pock­et to keep it from rat­tling.

			Tri­na cooked the chops, and they break­fast­ed in si­lence. “Now,” said McTeague as he rose, wip­ing the cof­fee from his thick mus­tache with the hol­low of his palm, “now I’m go­ing fish­ing, rain or no rain. I’m go­ing to be gone all day.”

			He stood for a mo­ment at the door, his fish-line in his hand, swing­ing the heavy sinker back and forth. He looked at Tri­na as she cleared away the break­fast things.

			“So long,” said he, nod­ding his huge square-cut head. This ami­a­bil­i­ty in the mat­ter of leave tak­ing was un­usu­al. Tri­na put the dish­es down and came up to him, her lit­tle chin, once so adorable, in the air:

			“Kiss me good­bye, Mac,” she said, putting her arms around his neck. “You do love me a lit­tle yet, don’t you, Mac? We’ll be hap­py again some day. This is hard times now, but we’ll pull out. You’ll find some­thing to do pret­ty soon.”

			“I guess so,” growled McTeague, al­low­ing her to kiss him.

			The ca­nary was stir­ring nim­bly in its cage, and just now broke out in­to a shrill trilling, its lit­tle throat bulging and quiv­er­ing. The den­tist stared at it. “Say,” he re­marked slow­ly, “I think I’ll take that bird of mine along.”

			“Sell it?” in­quired Tri­na.

			“Yes, yes, sell it.”

			“Well, you are com­ing to your sens­es at last,” an­swered Tri­na, ap­prov­ing­ly. “But don’t you let the bird-store man cheat you. That’s a good song­ster; and with the cage, you ought to make him give you five dol­lars. You stick out for that at first, any­how.”

			McTeague un­hooked the cage and care­ful­ly wrapped it in an old news­pa­per, re­mark­ing, “He might get cold. Well, so long,” he re­peat­ed, “so long.”

			“Good­bye, Mac.”

			When he was gone, Tri­na took the six­ty cents she had stolen from him out of her pock­et and re­count­ed it. “It’s six­ty cents, all right,” she said proud­ly. “But I do be­lieve that dime is too smooth.” She looked at it crit­i­cal­ly. The clock on the pow­er­house of the Sut­ter Street ca­ble struck eight. “Eight o’clock al­ready,” she ex­claimed. “I must get to work.” She cleared the break­fast things from the ta­ble, and draw­ing up her chair and her work­box be­gan paint­ing the sets of Noah’s ark an­i­mals she had whit­tled the day be­fore. She worked steadi­ly all the morn­ing. At noon she lunched, warm­ing over the cof­fee left from break­fast, and fry­ing a cou­ple of sausages. By one she was bend­ing over her ta­ble again. Her fin­gers—some of them lac­er­at­ed by McTeague’s teeth—flew, and the lit­tle pile of cheap toys in the bas­ket at her el­bow grew steadi­ly.

			“Where do all the toys go to?” she mur­mured. “The thou­sands and thou­sands of these Noah’s arks that I have made—hors­es and chick­ens and ele­phants—and al­ways there nev­er seems to be enough. It’s a good thing for me that chil­dren break their things, and that they all have to have birth­days and Christ­mases.” She dipped her brush in­to a pot of Vandyke brown and paint­ed one of the whit­tled toy hors­es in two strokes. Then a touch of ivory black with a small flat brush cre­at­ed the tail and mane, and dots of Chi­nese white made the eyes. The tur­pen­tine in the paint dried it al­most im­me­di­ate­ly, and she tossed the com­plet­ed lit­tle horse in­to the bas­ket.

			At six o’clock the den­tist had not re­turned. Tri­na wait­ed un­til sev­en, and then put her work away, and ate her sup­per alone.

			“I won­der what’s keep­ing Mac,” she ex­claimed as the clock from the pow­er­house on Sut­ter Street struck half-past sev­en. “I know he’s drink­ing some­where,” she cried, ap­pre­hen­sive­ly. “He had the mon­ey from his sign with him.”

			At eight o’clock she threw a shawl over her head and went over to the har­ness shop. If any­body would know where McTeague was it would be Heise. But the har­ness-mak­er had seen noth­ing of him since the day be­fore.

			“He was in here yes­ter­day af­ter­noon, and we had a drink or two at Fren­na’s. Maybe he’s been in there to­day.”

			“Oh, won’t you go in and see?” said Tri­na. “Mac al­ways came home to his sup­per—he nev­er likes to miss his meals—and I’m get­ting fright­ened about him.”

			Heise went in­to the bar­room next door, and re­turned with no def­i­nite news. Fren­na had not seen the den­tist since he had come in with the har­ness-mak­er the pre­vi­ous af­ter­noon. Tri­na even hum­bled her­self to ask of the Ry­ers—with whom they had quar­relled—if they knew any­thing of the den­tist’s where­abouts, but re­ceived a con­temp­tu­ous neg­a­tive.

			“Maybe he’s come in while I’ve been out,” said Tri­na to her­self. She went down Polk Street again, go­ing to­wards the flat. The rain had stopped, but the side­walks were still glis­ten­ing. The ca­ble cars trun­dled by, load­ed with the­atre­go­ers. The bar­bers were just clos­ing their shops. The can­dy store on the cor­ner was bril­liant­ly light­ed and was fill­ing up, while the green and yel­low lamps from the drug store di­rect­ly op­po­site threw kalei­do­scop­ic re­flec­tions deep down in­to the shin­ing sur­face of the as­phalt. A band of Sal­va­tion­ists be­gan to play and pray in front of Fren­na’s sa­loon. Tri­na hur­ried on down the gay street, with its evening’s bril­lian­cy and small ac­tiv­i­ties, her shawl over her head, one hand lift­ing her fad­ed skirt from off the wet pave­ments. She turned in­to the al­ley, en­tered Zerkow’s old home by the ev­er-open door, and ran up­stairs to the room. No­body.

			“Why, isn’t this fun­ny,” she ex­claimed, half aloud, stand­ing on the thresh­old, her lit­tle milk-white fore­head cur­dling to a frown, one sore fin­ger on her lips. Then a great fear seized up­on her. In­evitably she as­so­ci­at­ed the house with a scene of vi­o­lent death.

			“No, no,” she said to the dark­ness, “Mac is all right. He can take care of him­self.” But for all that she had a clear-cut vi­sion of her hus­band’s body, bloat­ed with sea­wa­ter, his blond hair stream­ing like kelp, rolling inert­ly in shift­ing wa­ters.

			“He couldn’t have fall­en off the rocks,” she de­clared firm­ly. “There—there he is now.” She heaved a great sigh of re­lief as a heavy tread sound­ed in the hall­way be­low. She ran to the ban­is­ters, look­ing over, and call­ing, “Oh, Mac! Is that you, Mac?” It was the Ger­man whose fam­i­ly oc­cu­pied the low­er floor. The pow­er­house clock struck nine.

			“My God, where is Mac?” cried Tri­na, stamp­ing her foot.

			She put the shawl over her head again, and went out and stood on the cor­ner of the al­ley and Polk Street, watch­ing and wait­ing, cran­ing her neck to see down the street. Once, even, she went out up­on the side­walk in front of the flat and sat down for a mo­ment up­on the horse-block there. She could not help re­mem­ber­ing the day when she had been driv­en up to that horse-block in a hack. Her moth­er and fa­ther and Ow­gooste and the twins were with her. It was her wed­ding day. Her wed­ding dress was in a huge tin trunk on the driv­er’s seat. She had nev­er been hap­pi­er be­fore in all her life. She re­mem­bered how she got out of the hack and stood for a mo­ment up­on the horse-block, look­ing up at McTeague’s win­dows. She had caught a glimpse of him at his shav­ing, the lath­er still on his cheek, and they had waved their hands at each oth­er. In­stinc­tive­ly Tri­na looked up at the flat be­hind her; looked up at the bay win­dow where her hus­band’s Den­tal Par­lors had been. It was all dark; the win­dows had the blind, sight­less ap­pear­ance im­part­ed by va­cant, un­tenant­ed rooms. A rusty iron rod pro­ject­ed mourn­ful­ly from one of the win­dow ledges.

			“There’s where our sign hung once,” said Tri­na. She turned her head and looked down Polk Street to­wards where the Oth­er Den­tist had his rooms, and there, over­hang­ing the street from his win­dow, new­ly fur­bished and bright­ened, hung the huge tooth, her birth­day present to her hus­band, flash­ing and glow­ing in the white glare of the elec­tric lights like a bea­con of de­fi­ance and tri­umph.

			“Ah, no; ah, no,” whis­pered Tri­na, chok­ing back a sob. “Life isn’t so gay. But I wouldn’t mind, no I wouldn’t mind any­thing, if on­ly Mac was home all right.” She got up from the horse-block and stood again on the cor­ner of the al­ley, watch­ing and lis­ten­ing.

			It grew lat­er. The hours passed. Tri­na kept at her post. The noise of ap­proach­ing foot­falls grew less and less fre­quent. Lit­tle by lit­tle Polk Street dropped back in­to soli­tude. Eleven o’clock struck from the pow­er­house clock; lights were ex­tin­guished; at one o’clock the ca­ble stopped, leav­ing an abrupt and numb­ing si­lence in the air. All at once it seemed very still. The on­ly nois­es were the oc­ca­sion­al foot­falls of a po­lice­man and the per­sis­tent call­ing of ducks and geese in the closed mar­ket across the way. The street was asleep.

			When it is night and dark, and one is awake and alone, one’s thoughts take the col­or of the sur­round­ings; be­come gloomy, som­bre, and very dis­mal. All at once an idea came to Tri­na, a dark, ter­ri­ble idea; worse, even, than the idea of McTeague’s death.

			“Oh, no,” she cried. “Oh, no. It isn’t true. But sup­pose—sup­pose.”

			She left her post and hur­ried back to the house.

			“No, no,” she was say­ing un­der her breath, “it isn’t pos­si­ble. Maybe he’s even come home al­ready by an­oth­er way. But sup­pose—sup­pose—sup­pose.”

			She ran up the stairs, opened the door of the room, and paused, out of breath. The room was dark and emp­ty. With cold, trem­bling fin­gers she light­ed the lamp, and, turn­ing about, looked at her trunk. The lock was burst.

			“No, no, no,” cried Tri­na, “it’s not true; it’s not true.” She dropped on her knees be­fore the trunk, and tossed back the lid, and plunged her hands down in­to the cor­ner un­der­neath her wed­ding dress, where she al­ways kept the sav­ings. The brass match-safe and the chamois-skin bag were there. They were emp­ty.

			Tri­na flung her­self full length up­on the floor, bury­ing her face in her arms, rolling her head from side to side. Her voice rose to a wail.

			“No, no, no, it’s not true; it’s not true; it’s not true. Oh, he couldn’t have done it. Oh, how could he have done it? All my mon­ey, all my lit­tle sav­ings—and de­sert­ed me. He’s gone, my mon­ey’s gone, my dear mon­ey—my dear, dear gold pieces that I’ve worked so hard for. Oh, to have de­sert­ed me—gone for good—gone and nev­er com­ing back—gone with my gold pieces. Gone—gone—gone. I’ll nev­er see them again, and I’ve worked so hard, so so hard for him—for them. No, no, no, it’s not true. It is true. What will be­come of me now? Oh, if you’ll on­ly come back you can have all the mon­ey—half of it. Oh, give me back my mon­ey. Give me back my mon­ey, and I’ll for­give you. You can leave me then if you want to. Oh, my mon­ey. Mac, Mac, you’ve gone for good. You don’t love me any more, and now I’m a beg­gar. My mon­ey’s gone, my hus­band’s gone, gone, gone, gone!”

			Her grief was ter­ri­ble. She dug her nails in­to her scalp, and clutch­ing the heavy coils of her thick black hair tore it again and again. She struck her fore­head with her clenched fists. Her lit­tle body shook from head to foot with the vi­o­lence of her sob­bing. She ground her small teeth to­geth­er and beat her head up­on the floor with all her strength.

			Her hair was un­coiled and hang­ing a tan­gled, di­shev­elled mass far be­low her waist; her dress was torn; a spot of blood was up­on her fore­head; her eyes were swollen; her cheeks flamed ver­mil­ion from the fever that raged in her veins. Old Miss Bak­er found her thus to­wards five o’clock the next morn­ing.

			What had hap­pened be­tween one o’clock and dawn of that fear­ful night Tri­na nev­er re­mem­bered. She could on­ly re­call her­self, as in a pic­ture, kneel­ing be­fore her bro­ken and ri­fled trunk, and then—weeks lat­er, so it seemed to her—she woke to find her­self in her own bed with an iced ban­dage about her fore­head and the lit­tle old dress­mak­er at her side, stroking her hot, dry palm.

			The facts of the mat­ter were that the Ger­man wom­an who lived be­low had been awak­ened some hours af­ter mid­night by the sounds of Tri­na’s weep­ing. She had come up­stairs and in­to the room to find Tri­na stretched face down­ward up­on the floor, half-con­scious and sob­bing, in the throes of an hys­te­ria for which there was no re­lief. The wom­an, ter­ri­fied, had called her hus­band, and be­tween them they had got Tri­na up­on the bed. Then the Ger­man wom­an hap­pened to re­mem­ber that Tri­na had friends in the big flat near by, and had sent her hus­band to fetch the re­tired dress­mak­er, while she her­self re­mained be­hind to un­dress Tri­na and put her to bed. Miss Bak­er had come over at once, and be­gan to cry her­self at the sight of the den­tist’s poor lit­tle wife. She did not stop to ask what the trou­ble was, and in­deed it would have been use­less to at­tempt to get any co­her­ent ex­pla­na­tion from Tri­na at that time. Miss Bak­er had sent the Ger­man wom­an’s hus­band to get some ice at one of the “all-night” restau­rants of the street; had kept cold, wet tow­els on Tri­na’s head; had combed and re­combed her won­der­ful thick hair; and had sat down by the side of the bed, hold­ing her hot hand, with its poor maimed fin­gers, wait­ing pa­tient­ly un­til Tri­na should be able to speak.

			To­wards morn­ing Tri­na awoke—or per­haps it was a mere re­gain­ing of con­scious­ness—looked a mo­ment at Miss Bak­er, then about the room un­til her eyes fell up­on her trunk with its bro­ken lock. Then she turned over up­on the pil­low and be­gan to sob again. She re­fused to an­swer any of the lit­tle dress­mak­er’s ques­tions, shak­ing her head vi­o­lent­ly, her face hid­den in the pil­low.

			By break­fast time her fever had in­creased to such a point that Miss Bak­er took mat­ters in­to her own hands and had the Ger­man wom­an call a doc­tor. He ar­rived some twen­ty min­utes lat­er. He was a big, kind­ly fel­low who lived over the drug store on the cor­ner. He had a deep voice and a tremen­dous strid­ing gait less sug­ges­tive of a physi­cian than of a sergeant of a cav­al­ry troop.

			By the time of his ar­rival lit­tle Miss Bak­er had di­vined in­tu­itive­ly the en­tire trou­ble. She heard the doc­tor’s swing­ing tramp in the en­try be­low, and heard the Ger­man wom­an say­ing:

			“Righd oop der stairs, at der back of der halle. Der room mit der door op­pen.”

			Miss Bak­er met the doc­tor at the land­ing, she told him in a whis­per of the trou­ble.

			“Her hus­band’s de­sert­ed her, I’m afraid, doc­tor, and took all of her mon­ey—a good deal of it. It’s about killed the poor child. She was out of her head a good deal of the night, and now she’s got a rag­ing fever.”

			The doc­tor and Miss Bak­er re­turned to the room and en­tered, clos­ing the door. The big doc­tor stood for a mo­ment look­ing down at Tri­na rolling her head from side to side up­on the pil­low, her face scar­let, her enor­mous mane of hair spread out on ei­ther side of her. The lit­tle dress­mak­er re­mained at his el­bow, look­ing from him to Tri­na.

			“Poor lit­tle wom­an!” said the doc­tor; “poor lit­tle wom­an!”

			Miss Bak­er point­ed to the trunk, whis­per­ing:

			“See, there’s where she kept her sav­ings. See, he broke the lock.”

			“Well, Mrs. McTeague,” said the doc­tor, sit­ting down by the bed, and tak­ing Tri­na’s wrist, “a lit­tle fever, eh?”

			Tri­na opened her eyes and looked at him, and then at Miss Bak­er. She did not seem in the least sur­prised at the un­fa­mil­iar faces. She ap­peared to con­sid­er it all as a mat­ter of course.

			“Yes,” she said, with a long, tremu­lous breath, “I have a fever, and my head—my head aches and aches.”

			The doc­tor pre­scribed rest and mild opi­ates. Then his eye fell up­on the fin­gers of Tri­na’s right hand. He looked at them sharply. A deep red glow, un­mis­tak­able to a physi­cian’s eyes, was up­on some of them, ex­tend­ing from the fin­ger tips up to the sec­ond knuck­le.

			“Hel­lo,” he ex­claimed, “what’s the mat­ter here?” In fact some­thing was very wrong in­deed. For days Tri­na had no­ticed it. The fin­gers of her right hand had swollen as nev­er be­fore, aching and dis­col­ored. Cru­el­ly lac­er­at­ed by McTeague’s bru­tal­i­ty as they were, she had nev­er­the­less gone on about her work on the Noah’s ark an­i­mals, con­stant­ly in con­tact with the “non­poi­sonous” paint. She told as much to the doc­tor in an­swer to his ques­tions. He shook his head with an ex­cla­ma­tion.

			“Why, this is blood-poi­son­ing, you know,” he told her; “the worst kind. You’ll have to have those fin­gers am­pu­tat­ed, be­yond a doubt, or lose the en­tire hand—or even worse.”

			“And my work!” ex­claimed Tri­na.

		
	
		
			XIX

			One can hold a scrub­bing-brush with two good fin­gers and the stumps of two oth­ers even if both joints of the thumb are gone, but it takes con­sid­er­able prac­tice to get used to it.

			Tri­na be­came a scrub-wom­an. She had tak­en coun­cil of Seli­na, and through her had ob­tained the po­si­tion of care­tak­er in a lit­tle memo­ri­al kinder­garten over on Pa­cif­ic Street. Like Polk Street, it was an ac­com­mo­da­tion street, but run­ning through a much poor­er and more sor­did quar­ter. Tri­na had a lit­tle room over the kinder­garten school­room. It was not an un­pleas­ant room. It looked out up­on a sun­ny lit­tle court floored with boards and used as the chil­dren’s play­ground. Two great cher­ry trees grew here, the leaves al­most brush­ing against the win­dow of Tri­na’s room and fil­ter­ing the sun­light so that it fell in round gold­en spots up­on the floor of the room. “Like gold pieces,” Tri­na said to her­self.

			Tri­na’s work con­sist­ed in tak­ing care of the kinder­garten rooms, scrub­bing the floors, wash­ing the win­dows, dust­ing and air­ing, and car­ry­ing out the ash­es. Be­sides this she earned some five dol­lars a month by wash­ing down the front steps of some big flats on Wash­ing­ton Street, and by clean­ing out va­cant hous­es af­ter the ten­ants had left. She saw no one. No­body knew her. She went about her work from dawn to dark, and of­ten en­tire days passed when she did not hear the sound of her own voice. She was alone, a soli­tary, aban­doned wom­an, lost in the low­est ed­dies of the great city’s tide—the tide that al­ways ebbs.

			When Tri­na had been dis­charged from the hos­pi­tal af­ter the op­er­a­tion on her fin­gers, she found her­self alone in the world, alone with her five thou­sand dol­lars. The in­ter­est of this would sup­port her, and yet al­low her to save a lit­tle.

			But for a time Tri­na had thought of giv­ing up the fight al­to­geth­er and of join­ing her fam­i­ly in the south­ern part of the State. But even while she hes­i­tat­ed about this she re­ceived a long let­ter from her moth­er, an an­swer to one she her­self had writ­ten just be­fore the am­pu­ta­tion of her right-hand fin­gers—the last let­ter she would ev­er be able to write. Mrs. Sieppe’s let­ter was one long lamen­ta­tion; she had her own mis­for­tunes to be­wail as well as those of her daugh­ter. The car­pet-clean­ing and up­hol­stery busi­ness had failed. Mr. Sieppe and Ow­gooste had left for New Zea­land with a col­o­niza­tion com­pa­ny, whith­er Mrs. Sieppe and the twins were to fol­low them as soon as the colony es­tab­lished it­self. So far from help­ing Tri­na in her ill for­tune, it was she, her moth­er, who might some day in the near fu­ture be obliged to turn to Tri­na for aid. So Tri­na had giv­en up the idea of any help from her fam­i­ly. For that mat­ter she need­ed none. She still had her five thou­sand, and Un­cle Oel­ber­mann paid her the in­ter­est with a ma­chine-like reg­u­lar­i­ty. Now that McTeague had left her, there was one less mouth to feed; and with this sav­ing, to­geth­er with the lit­tle she could earn as scrub-wom­an, Tri­na could al­most man­age to make good the amount she lost by be­ing obliged to cease work up­on the Noah’s ark an­i­mals.

			Lit­tle by lit­tle her sor­row over the loss of her pre­cious sav­ings over­came the grief of McTeague’s de­ser­tion of her. Her avarice had grown to be her one dom­i­nant pas­sion; her love of mon­ey for the mon­ey’s sake brood­ed in her heart, driv­ing out by de­grees ev­ery oth­er nat­u­ral af­fec­tion. She grew thin and mea­gre; her flesh clove tight to her small skele­ton; her small pale mouth and lit­tle up­lift­ed chin grew to have a cer­tain fe­line ea­ger­ness of ex­pres­sion; her long, nar­row eyes glis­tened con­tin­u­al­ly, as if they caught and held the glint of met­al. One day as she sat in her room, the emp­ty brass match­box and the limp chamois bag in her hands, she sud­den­ly ex­claimed:

			“I could have for­giv­en him if he had on­ly gone away and left me my mon­ey. I could have—yes, I could have for­giv­en him even this”—she looked at the stumps of her fin­gers. “But now,” her teeth closed tight and her eyes flashed, “now—I’ll—nev­er—for­give—him—as—long—as—I—live.”

			The emp­ty bag and the hol­low, light match­box trou­bled her. Day af­ter day she took them from her trunk and wept over them as oth­er wom­en weep over a dead ba­by’s shoe. Her four hun­dred dol­lars were gone, were gone, were gone. She would nev­er see them again. She could plain­ly see her hus­band spend­ing her sav­ings by hand­fuls; squan­der­ing her beau­ti­ful gold pieces that she had been at such pains to pol­ish with soap and ash­es. The thought filled her with an un­speak­able an­guish. She would wake at night from a dream of McTeague rev­el­ling down her mon­ey, and ask of the dark­ness, “How much did he spend to­day? How many of the gold pieces are left? Has he bro­ken ei­ther of the two twen­ty-dol­lar pieces yet? What did he spend it for?”

			The in­stant she was out of the hos­pi­tal Tri­na had be­gun to save again, but now it was with an ea­ger­ness that amount­ed at times to a ver­i­ta­ble fren­zy. She even de­nied her­self lights and fu­el in or­der to put by a quar­ter or so, grudg­ing ev­ery pen­ny she was obliged to spend. She did her own wash­ing and cook­ing. Fi­nal­ly she sold her wed­ding dress, that had hith­er­to lain in the bot­tom of her trunk.

			The day she moved from Zerkow’s old house, she came sud­den­ly up­on the den­tist’s con­certi­na un­der a heap of old clothes in the clos­et. With­in twen­ty min­utes she had sold it to the deal­er in sec­ond­hand fur­ni­ture, re­turn­ing to her room with sev­en dol­lars in her pock­et, hap­py for the first time since McTeague had left her.

			But for all that the match­box and the bag re­fused to fill up; af­ter three weeks of the most rigid econ­o­my they con­tained but eigh­teen dol­lars and some small change. What was that com­pared with four hun­dred? Tri­na told her­self that she must have her mon­ey in hand. She longed to see again the heap of it up­on her work­table, where she could plunge her hands in­to it, her face in­to it, feel­ing the cool, smooth met­al up­on her cheeks. At such mo­ments she would see in her imag­i­na­tion her won­der­ful five thou­sand dol­lars piled in col­umns, shin­ing and gleam­ing some­where at the bot­tom of Un­cle Oel­ber­mann’s vault. She would look at the pa­per that Un­cle Oel­ber­mann had giv­en her, and tell her­self that it rep­re­sent­ed five thou­sand dol­lars. But in the end this ceased to sat­is­fy her, she must have the mon­ey it­self. She must have her four hun­dred dol­lars back again, there in her trunk, in her bag and her match­box, where she could touch it and see it when­ev­er she de­sired.

			At length she could stand it no longer, and one day pre­sent­ed her­self be­fore Un­cle Oel­ber­mann as he sat in his of­fice in the whole­sale toy store, and told him she want­ed to have four hun­dred dol­lars of her mon­ey.

			“But this is very ir­reg­u­lar, you know, Mrs. McTeague,” said the great man. “Not busi­nesslike at all.”

			But his niece’s mis­for­tunes and the sight of her poor maimed hand ap­pealed to him. He opened his check­book. “You un­der­stand, of course,” he said, “that this will re­duce the amount of your in­ter­est by just so much.”

			“I know, I know. I’ve thought of that,” said Tri­na.

			“Four hun­dred, did you say?” re­marked Un­cle Oel­ber­mann, tak­ing the cap from his foun­tain pen.

			“Yes, four hun­dred,” ex­claimed Tri­na, quick­ly, her eyes glis­ten­ing.

			Tri­na cashed the check and re­turned home with the mon­ey—all in twen­ty-dol­lar pieces as she had de­sired—in an ec­sta­sy of de­light. For half of that night she sat up play­ing with her mon­ey, count­ing it and re­count­ing it, pol­ish­ing the duller pieces un­til they shone. Al­to­geth­er there were twen­ty twen­ty-dol­lar gold pieces.

			“Oh-h, you beau­ties!” mur­mured Tri­na, run­ning her palms over them, fair­ly quiv­er­ing with plea­sure. “You beau­ties! Is there any­thing pret­ti­er than a twen­ty-dol­lar gold piece? You dear, dear mon­ey! Oh, don’t I love you! Mine, mine, mine—all of you mine.”

			She laid them out in a row on the ledge of the ta­ble, or ar­ranged them in pat­terns—tri­an­gles, cir­cles, and squares—or built them all up in­to a pyra­mid which she af­ter­ward over­threw for the sake of hear­ing the de­li­cious clink of the pieces tum­bling against each oth­er. Then at last she put them away in the brass match­box and chamois bag, de­light­ed be­yond words that they were once more full and heavy.

			Then, a few days af­ter, the thought of the mon­ey still re­main­ing in Un­cle Oel­ber­mann’s keep­ing re­turned to her. It was hers, all hers—all that four thou­sand six hun­dred. She could have as much of it or as lit­tle of it as she chose. She on­ly had to ask. For a week Tri­na re­sist­ed, know­ing very well that tak­ing from her cap­i­tal was pro­por­tion­ate­ly re­duc­ing her month­ly in­come. Then at last she yield­ed.

			“Just to make it an even five hun­dred, any­how,” she told her­self. That day she drew a hun­dred dol­lars more, in twen­ty-dol­lar gold pieces as be­fore. From that time Tri­na be­gan to draw steadi­ly up­on her cap­i­tal, a lit­tle at a time. It was a pas­sion with her, a ma­nia, a ver­i­ta­ble men­tal dis­ease; a temp­ta­tion such as drunk­ards on­ly know.

			It would come up­on her all of a sud­den. While she was about her work, scrub­bing the floor of some va­cant house; or in her room, in the morn­ing, as she made her cof­fee on the oil stove, or when she woke in the night, a brusque ac­cess of cu­pid­i­ty would seize up­on her. Her cheeks flushed, her eyes glis­tened, her breath came short. At times she would leave her work just as it was, put on her old bon­net of black straw, throw her shawl about her, and go straight to Un­cle Oel­ber­mann’s store and draw against her mon­ey. Now it would be a hun­dred dol­lars, now six­ty; now she would con­tent her­self with on­ly twen­ty; and once, af­ter a fort­night’s ab­sti­nence, she per­mit­ted her­self a pos­i­tive de­bauch of five hun­dred. Lit­tle by lit­tle she drew her cap­i­tal from Un­cle Oel­ber­mann, and lit­tle by lit­tle her orig­i­nal in­ter­est of twen­ty-five dol­lars a month dwin­dled.

			One day she pre­sent­ed her­self again in the of­fice of the whole­sale toy store.

			“Will you let me have a check for two hun­dred dol­lars, Un­cle Oel­ber­mann?” she said.

			The great man laid down his foun­tain pen and leaned back in his swiv­el chair with great de­lib­er­a­tion.

			“I don’t un­der­stand, Mrs. McTeague,” he said. “Ev­ery week you come here and draw out a lit­tle of your mon­ey. I’ve told you that it is not at all reg­u­lar or busi­nesslike for me to let you have it this way. And more than this, it’s a great in­con­ve­nience to me to give you these checks at un­stat­ed times. If you wish to draw out the whole amount let’s have some un­der­stand­ing. Draw it in month­ly in­stall­ments of, say, five hun­dred dol­lars, or else,” he added, abrupt­ly, “draw it all at once, now, to­day. I would even pre­fer it that way. Oth­er­wise it’s—it’s an­noy­ing. Come, shall I draw you a check for thir­ty-sev­en hun­dred, and have it over and done with?”

			“No, no,” cried Tri­na, with in­stinc­tive ap­pre­hen­sion, re­fus­ing, she did not know why. “No, I’ll leave it with you. I won’t draw out any more.”

			She took her de­par­ture, but paused on the pave­ment out­side the store, and stood for a mo­ment lost in thought, her eyes be­gin­ning to glis­ten and her breath com­ing short. Slow­ly she turned about and reen­tered the store; she came back in­to the of­fice, and stood trem­bling at the cor­ner of Un­cle Oel­ber­mann’s desk. He looked up sharply. Twice Tri­na tried to get her voice, and when it did come to her, she could hard­ly rec­og­nize it. Be­tween breaths she said:

			“Yes, all right—I’ll—you can give me—will you give me a check for thir­ty-sev­en hun­dred? Give me all of my mon­ey.”

			A few hours lat­er she en­tered her lit­tle room over the kinder­garten, bolt­ed the door with shak­ing fin­gers, and emp­tied a heavy can­vas sack up­on the mid­dle of her bed. Then she opened her trunk, and tak­ing thence the brass match­box and chamois-skin bag added their con­tents to the pile. Next she laid her­self up­on the bed and gath­ered the gleam­ing heaps of gold pieces to her with both arms, bury­ing her face in them with long sighs of un­speak­able de­light.

			It was a lit­tle past noon, and the day was fine and warm. The leaves of the huge cher­ry trees threw off a cer­tain pun­gent aro­ma that en­tered through the open win­dow, to­geth­er with long thin shafts of gold­en sun­light. Be­low, in the kinder­garten, the chil­dren were singing gay­ly and march­ing to the jan­gling of the pi­ano. Tri­na heard noth­ing, saw noth­ing. She lay on her bed, her eyes closed, her face buried in a pile of gold that she en­cir­cled with both her arms.

			Tri­na even told her­self at last that she was hap­py once more. McTeague be­came a mem­o­ry—a mem­o­ry that fad­ed a lit­tle ev­ery day—dim and in­dis­tinct in the gold­en splen­dor of five thou­sand dol­lars.

			“And yet,” Tri­na would say, “I did love Mac, loved him dear­ly, on­ly a lit­tle while ago. Even when he hurt me, it on­ly made me love him more. How is it I’ve changed so sud­den? How could I for­get him so soon? It must be be­cause he stole my mon­ey. That is it. I couldn’t for­give any­one that—no, not even my moth­er. And I nev­er—nev­er—will for­give him.”

			What had be­come of her hus­band Tri­na did not know. She nev­er saw any of the old Polk Street peo­ple. There was no way she could have news of him, even if she had cared to have it. She had her mon­ey, that was the main thing. Her pas­sion for it ex­clud­ed ev­ery oth­er sen­ti­ment. There it was in the bot­tom of her trunk, in the can­vas sack, the chamois-skin bag, and the lit­tle brass match-safe. Not a day passed that Tri­na did not have it out where she could see and touch it. One evening she had even spread all the gold pieces be­tween the sheets, and had then gone to bed, strip­ping her­self, and had slept all night up­on the mon­ey, tak­ing a strange and ec­stat­ic plea­sure in the touch of the smooth flat pieces the length of her en­tire body.

			One night, some three months af­ter she had come to live at the kinder­garten, Tri­na was awak­ened by a sharp tap on the pane of the win­dow. She sat up quick­ly in bed, her heart beat­ing thick­ly, her eyes rolling wild­ly in the di­rec­tion of her trunk. The tap was re­peat­ed. Tri­na rose and went fear­ful­ly to the win­dow. The lit­tle court be­low was bright with moon­light, and stand­ing just on the edge of the shad­ow thrown by one of the cher­ry trees was McTeague. A bunch of half-ripe cher­ries was in his hand. He was eat­ing them and throw­ing the pits at the win­dow. As he caught sight of her, he made an ea­ger sign for her to raise the sash. Re­luc­tant and won­der­ing, Tri­na obeyed, and the den­tist came quick­ly for­ward. He was wear­ing a pair of blue over­alls; a navy-blue flan­nel shirt with­out a cra­vat; an old coat, fad­ed, rain-washed, and ripped at the seams; and his woollen cap.

			“Say, Tri­na,” he ex­claimed, his heavy bass voice pitched just above a whis­per, “let me in, will you, huh? Say, will you? I’m reg­u­lar­ly starv­ing, and I haven’t slept in a Chris­tian bed for two weeks.”

			At sight at him stand­ing there in the moon­light, Tri­na could on­ly think of him as the man who had beat­en and bit­ten her, had de­sert­ed her and stolen her mon­ey, had made her suf­fer as she had nev­er suf­fered be­fore in all her life. Now that he had spent the mon­ey that he had stolen from her, he was whin­ing to come back—so that he might steal more, no doubt. Once in her room he could not help but smell out her five thou­sand dol­lars. Her in­dig­na­tion rose.

			“No,” she whis­pered back at him. “No, I will not let you in.”

			“But lis­ten here, Tri­na, I tell you I am starv­ing, reg­u­lar­ly—”

			“Hoh!” in­ter­rupt­ed Tri­na scorn­ful­ly. “A man can’t starve with four hun­dred dol­lars, I guess.”

			“Well—well—I—well—” fal­tered the den­tist. “Nev­er mind now. Give me some­thing to eat, an’ let me in an’ sleep. I’ve been sleep­ing in the Plaza for the last ten nights, and say, I—Damn it, Tri­na, I ain’t had any­thing to eat since—”

			“Where’s the four hun­dred dol­lars you robbed me of when you de­sert­ed me?” re­turned Tri­na, cold­ly.

			“Well, I’ve spent it,” growled the den­tist. “But you can’t see me starve, Tri­na, no mat­ter what’s hap­pened. Give me a lit­tle mon­ey, then.”

			“I’ll see you starve be­fore you get any more of my mon­ey.”

			The den­tist stepped back a pace and stared up at her won­der-strick­en. His face was lean and pinched. Nev­er had the jaw bone looked so enor­mous, nor the square-cut head so huge. The moon­light made deep black shad­ows in the shrunk­en cheeks.

			“Huh?” asked the den­tist, puz­zled. “What did you say?”

			“I won’t give you any mon­ey—nev­er again—not a cent.”

			“But do you know that I’m hun­gry?”

			“Well, I’ve been hun­gry my­self. Be­sides, I don’t be­lieve you.”

			“Tri­na, I ain’t had a thing to eat since yes­ter­day morn­ing; that’s God’s truth. Even if I did get off with your mon­ey, you can’t see me starve, can you? You can’t see me walk the streets all night be­cause I ain’t got a place to sleep. Will you let me in? Say, will you? Huh?”

			“No.”

			“Well, will you give me some mon­ey then—just a lit­tle? Give me a dol­lar. Give me half a dol—Say, give me a dime, an’ I can get a cup of cof­fee.”

			“No.”

			The den­tist paused and looked at her with cu­ri­ous in­tent­ness, be­wil­dered, non­plussed.

			“Say, you—you must be crazy, Tri­na. I—I—wouldn’t let a dog go hun­gry.”

			“Not even if he’d bit­ten you, per­haps.”

			The den­tist stared again.

			There was an­oth­er pause. McTeague looked up at her in si­lence, a mean and vi­cious twin­kle com­ing in­to his small eyes. He ut­tered a low ex­cla­ma­tion, and then checked him­self.

			“Well, look here, for the last time. I’m starv­ing. I’ve got nowhere to sleep. Will you give me some mon­ey, or some­thing to eat? Will you let me in?”

			“No—no—no.”

			Tri­na could fan­cy she al­most saw the brassy glint in her hus­band’s eyes. He raised one enor­mous lean fist. Then he growled:

			“If I had hold of you for a minute, by God, I’d make you dance. An’ I will yet, I will yet. Don’t you be afraid of that.”

			He turned about, the moon­light show­ing like a lay­er of snow up­on his mas­sive shoul­ders. Tri­na watched him as he passed un­der the shad­ow of the cher­ry trees and crossed the lit­tle court. She heard his great feet grind­ing on the board floor­ing. He dis­ap­peared.

			Miser though she was, Tri­na was on­ly hu­man, and the echo of the den­tist’s heavy feet had not died away be­fore she be­gan to be sor­ry for what she had done. She stood by the open win­dow in her night­gown, her fin­ger up­on her lips.

			“He did looked pinched,” she said half aloud. “Maybe he was hun­gry. I ought to have giv­en him some­thing. I wish I had, I wish I had. Oh,” she cried, sud­den­ly, with a fright­ened ges­ture of both hands, “what have I come to be that I would see Mac—my hus­band—that I would see him starve rather than give him mon­ey? No, no. It’s too dread­ful. I will give him some. I’ll send it to him to­mor­row. Where?—well, he’ll come back.” She leaned from the win­dow and called as loud­ly as she dared, “Mac, oh, Mac.” There was no an­swer.

			When McTeague had told Tri­na he had been with­out food for near­ly two days he was speak­ing the truth. The week be­fore he had spent the last of the four hun­dred dol­lars in the bar of a sailor’s lodg­ing-house near the wa­ter front, and since that time had lived a ver­i­ta­ble hand-to-mouth ex­is­tence.

			He had spent her mon­ey here and there about the city in roy­al fash­ion, ab­so­lute­ly reck­less of the mor­row, feast­ing and drink­ing for the most part with com­pan­ions he picked up heav­en knows where, ac­quain­tances of twen­ty-four hours, whose names he for­got in two days. Then sud­den­ly he found him­self at the end of his mon­ey. He no longer had any friends. Hunger rode him and row­elled him. He was no longer well fed, com­fort­able. There was no longer a warm place for him to sleep. He went back to Polk Street in the evening, walk­ing on the dark side of the street, lurk­ing in the shad­ows, ashamed to have any of his old-time friends see him. He en­tered Zerkow’s old house and knocked at the door of the room Tri­na and he had oc­cu­pied. It was emp­ty.

			Next day he went to Un­cle Oel­ber­mann’s store and asked news of Tri­na. Tri­na had not told Un­cle Oel­ber­mann of McTeague’s bru­tal­i­ties, giv­ing him oth­er rea­sons to ex­plain the loss of her fin­gers; nei­ther had she told him of her hus­band’s rob­bery. So when the den­tist had asked where Tri­na could be found, Un­cle Oel­ber­mann, be­liev­ing that McTeague was seek­ing a rec­on­cil­i­a­tion, had told him with­out hes­i­ta­tion, and, he added:

			“She was in here on­ly yes­ter­day and drew out the bal­ance of her mon­ey. She’s been draw­ing against her mon­ey for the last month or so. She’s got it all now, I guess.”

			“Ah, she’s got it all.”

			The den­tist went away from his boot­less vis­it to his wife shak­ing with rage, hat­ing her with all the strength of a crude and prim­i­tive na­ture. He clenched his fists till his knuck­les whitened, his teeth ground fu­ri­ous­ly up­on one an­oth­er.

			“Ah, if I had hold of you once, I’d make you dance. She had five thou­sand dol­lars in that room, while I stood there, not twen­ty feet away, and told her I was starv­ing, and she wouldn’t give me a dime to get a cup of cof­fee with; not a dime to get a cup of cof­fee. Oh, if I once get my hands on you!” His wrath stran­gled him. He clutched at the dark­ness in front of him, his breath fair­ly whistling be­tween his teeth.

			That night he walked the streets un­til the morn­ing, won­der­ing what now he was to do to fight the wolf away. The morn­ing of the next day to­wards ten o’clock he was on Kear­ney Street, still walk­ing, still tramp­ing the streets, since there was noth­ing else for him to do. By and by he paused on a cor­ner near a mu­sic store, find­ing a mo­men­tary amuse­ment in watch­ing two or three men load­ing a pi­ano up­on a dray. Al­ready half its weight was sup­port­ed by the dray’s back­board. One of the men, a big mu­lat­to, al­most hid­den un­der the mass of glis­ten­ing rose­wood, was guid­ing its course, while the oth­er two heaved and tugged in the rear. Some­thing in the street fright­ened the hors­es and they shied abrupt­ly. The end of the pi­ano was twitched sharply from the back­board. There was a cry, the mu­lat­to stag­gered and fell with the fall­ing pi­ano, and its weight dropped square­ly up­on his thigh, which broke with a re­sound­ing crack.

			An hour lat­er McTeague had found his job. The mu­sic store en­gaged him as han­dler at six dol­lars a week. McTeague’s enor­mous strength, use­less all his life, stood him in good stead at last.

			He slept in a tiny back room open­ing from the store­room of the mu­sic store. He was in some sense a watch­man as well as han­dler, and went the rounds of the store twice ev­ery night. His room was a box of a place that reeked with odors of stale to­bac­co smoke. The for­mer oc­cu­pant had pa­pered the walls with news­pa­pers and had past­ed up fig­ures cut out from the posters of some Ki­ral­fy bal­let, very gaudy. By the one win­dow, chit­ter­ing all day in its lit­tle gilt prison, hung the ca­nary bird, a tiny atom of life that McTeague still clung to with a strange ob­sti­na­cy.

			McTeague drank a good deal of whiskey in these days, but the on­ly ef­fect it had up­on him was to in­crease the vi­cious­ness and bad tem­per that had de­vel­oped in him since the be­gin­ning of his mis­for­tunes. He ter­ror­ized his fel­low-han­dlers, pow­er­ful men though they were. For a gruff word, for an awk­ward move­ment in lad­ing the pi­anos, for a surly look or a mut­tered oath, the den­tist’s el­bow would crook and his hand con­tract to a mal­let-like fist. As of­ten as not the blow fol­lowed, colos­sal in its force, swift as the leap of the pis­ton from its cylin­der.

			His ha­tred of Tri­na in­creased from day to day. He’d make her dance yet. Wait on­ly till he got his hands up­on her. She’d let him starve, would she? She’d turn him out of doors while she hid her five thou­sand dol­lars in the bot­tom of her trunk. Aha, he would see about that some day. She couldn’t make small of him. Ah, no. She’d dance all right—all right. McTeague was not an imag­i­na­tive man by na­ture, but he would lie awake nights, his clum­sy wits gal­lop­ing and frisk­ing un­der the lash of the al­co­hol, and fan­cy him­self thrash­ing his wife, till a sud­den fren­zy of rage would over­come him, and he would shake all over, rolling up­on the bed and bit­ing the mat­tress.

			On a cer­tain day, about a week af­ter Christ­mas of that year, McTeague was on one of the top floors of the mu­sic store, where the sec­ond­hand in­stru­ments were kept, help­ing to move about and re­ar­range some old pi­anos. As he passed by one of the coun­ters he paused abrupt­ly, his eye caught by an ob­ject that was strange­ly fa­mil­iar.

			“Say,” he in­quired, ad­dress­ing the clerk in charge, “say, where’d this come from?”

			“Why, let’s see. We got that from a sec­ond­hand store up on Polk Street, I guess. It’s a fair­ly good ma­chine; a lit­tle tin­ker­ing with the stops and a bit of shel­lac, and we’ll make it about’s good as new. Good tone. See.” And the clerk drew a long, sonorous wail from the depths of McTeague’s old con­certi­na.

			“Well, it’s mine,” growled the den­tist.

			The oth­er laughed. “It’s yours for eleven dol­lars.”

			“It’s mine,” per­sist­ed McTeague. “I want it.”

			“Go ’long with you, Mac. What do you mean?”

			“I mean that it’s mine, that’s what I mean. You got no right to it. It was stolen from me, that’s what I mean,” he added, a sullen anger flam­ing up in his lit­tle eyes.

			The clerk raised a shoul­der and put the con­certi­na on an up­per shelf.

			“You talk to the boss about that; t’ain’t none of my af­fair. If you want to buy it, it’s eleven dol­lars.”

			The den­tist had been paid off the day be­fore and had four dol­lars in his wal­let at the mo­ment. He gave the mon­ey to the clerk.

			“Here, there’s part of the mon­ey. You—you put that con­certi­na aside for me, an’ I’ll give you the rest in a week or so—I’ll give it to you to­mor­row,” he ex­claimed, struck with a sud­den idea.

			McTeague had sad­ly missed his con­certi­na. Sun­day af­ter­noons when there was no work to be done, he was ac­cus­tomed to lie flat on his back on his spring­less bed in the lit­tle room in the rear of the mu­sic store, his coat and shoes off, read­ing the pa­per, drink­ing steam beer from a pitch­er, and smok­ing his pipe. But he could no longer play his six lugubri­ous airs up­on his con­certi­na, and it was a de­pri­va­tion. He of­ten won­dered where it was gone. It had been lost, no doubt, in the gen­er­al wreck of his for­tunes. Once, even, the den­tist had tak­en a con­certi­na from the lot kept by the mu­sic store. It was a Sun­day and no one was about. But he found he could not play up­on it. The stops were ar­ranged up­on a sys­tem he did not un­der­stand.

			Now his own con­certi­na was come back to him. He would buy it back. He had giv­en the clerk four dol­lars. He knew where he would get the re­main­ing sev­en.

			The clerk had told him the con­certi­na had been sold on Polk Street to the sec­ond­hand store there. Tri­na had sold it. McTeague knew it. Tri­na had sold his con­certi­na—had stolen it and sold it—his con­certi­na, his beloved con­certi­na, that he had had all his life. Why, bar­ring the ca­nary, there was not one of all his be­long­ings that McTeague had cher­ished more dear­ly. His steel en­grav­ing of Loren­zo de’ Medi­ci and His Court might be lost, his stone pug dog might go, but his con­certi­na!

			“And she sold it—stole it from me and sold it. Just be­cause I hap­pened to for­get to take it along with me. Well, we’ll just see about that. You’ll give me the mon­ey to buy it back, or—”

			His rage loomed big with­in him. His ha­tred of Tri­na came back up­on him like a re­turn­ing surge. He saw her small, prim mouth, her nar­row blue eyes, her black mane of hair, and up-tilt­ed chin, and hat­ed her the more be­cause of them. Aha, he’d show her; he’d make her dance. He’d get that sev­en dol­lars from her, or he’d know the rea­son why. He went through his work that day, heav­ing and haul­ing at the pon­der­ous pi­anos, han­dling them with the ease of a lift­ing crane, im­pa­tient for the com­ing of evening, when he could be left to his own de­vices. As of­ten as he had a mo­ment to spare he went down the street to the near­est sa­loon and drank a pony of whiskey. Now and then as he fought and strug­gled with the vast mass­es of ebony, rose­wood, and ma­hogany on the up­per floor of the mu­sic store, rag­ing and chaf­ing at their in­ert­ness and un­will­ing­ness, while the whiskey pirou­et­ted in his brain, he would mut­ter to him­self:

			“An’ I got to do this. I got to work like a dray horse while she sits at home by her stove and counts her mon­ey—and sells my con­certi­na.”

			Six o’clock came. In­stead of sup­per, McTeague drank some more whiskey, five ponies in rapid suc­ces­sion. Af­ter sup­per he was obliged to go out with the dray to de­liv­er a con­cert grand at the Odd Fel­lows’ Hall, where a pi­ano “recital” was to take place.

			“Ain’t you com­ing back with us?” asked one of the han­dlers as he climbed up­on the driv­er’s seat af­ter the pi­ano had been put in place.

			“No, no,” re­turned the den­tist; “I got some­thing else to do.” The bril­liant lights of a sa­loon near the City Hall caught his eye. He de­cid­ed he would have an­oth­er drink of whiskey. It was about eight o’clock.

			The fol­low­ing day was to be a fête day at the kinder­garten, the Christ­mas and New Year fes­ti­vals com­bined. All that af­ter­noon the lit­tle two-sto­ry build­ing on Pa­cif­ic Street had been filled with a num­ber of grand ladies of the Kinder­garten Board, who were hang­ing up ropes of ev­er­green and sprays of hol­ly, and ar­rang­ing a great Christ­mas tree that stood in the cen­tre of the ring in the school­room. The whole place was per­vad­ed with a pun­gent, piney odor. Tri­na had been very busy since the ear­ly morn­ing, com­ing and go­ing at ev­ery­body’s call, now run­ning down the street af­ter an­oth­er tack-ham­mer or a fresh sup­ply of cran­ber­ries, now ty­ing to­geth­er the ropes of ev­er­green and pass­ing them up to one of the grand ladies as she care­ful­ly bal­anced her­self on a steplad­der. By evening ev­ery­thing was in place. As the last grand la­dy left the school, she gave Tri­na an ex­tra dol­lar for her work, and said:

			“Now, if you’ll just tidy up here, Mrs. McTeague, I think that will be all. Sweep up the pine nee­dles here—you see they are all over the floor—and look through all the rooms, and tidy up gen­er­al­ly. Good night—and a Hap­py New Year,” she cried pleas­ant­ly as she went out.

			Tri­na put the dol­lar away in her trunk be­fore she did any­thing else and cooked her­self a bit of sup­per. Then she came down­stairs again.

			The kinder­garten was not large. On the low­er floor were but two rooms, the main school­room and an­oth­er room, a cloak­room, very small, where the chil­dren hung their hats and coats. This cloak­room opened off the back of the main school­room. Tri­na cast a crit­i­cal glance in­to both of these rooms. There had been a great deal of go­ing and com­ing in them dur­ing the day, and she de­cid­ed that the first thing to do would be to scrub the floors. She went up again to her room over­head and heat­ed some wa­ter over her oil stove; then, re-de­scend­ing, set to work vig­or­ous­ly.

			By nine o’clock she had al­most fin­ished with the school­room. She was down on her hands and knees in the midst of a steam­ing muck of soapy wa­ter. On her feet were a pair of man’s shoes fas­tened with buck­les; a dirty cot­ton gown, damp with the wa­ter, clung about her shape­less, stunt­ed fig­ure. From time to time she sat back on her heels to ease the strain of her po­si­tion, and with one smok­ing hand, white and par­boiled with the hot wa­ter, brushed her hair, al­ready streaked with gray, out of her weazened, pale face and the cor­ners of her mouth.

			It was very qui­et. A gas-jet with­out a globe lit up the place with a crude, raw light. The cat who lived on the premis­es, pre­fer­ring to be dirty rather than to be wet, had got in­to the coal scut­tle, and over its rim watched her sleep­i­ly with a long, com­pla­cent purr.

			All at once he stopped purring, leav­ing an abrupt si­lence in the air like the sud­den shut­ting off of a stream of wa­ter, while his eyes grew wide, two lam­bent disks of yel­low in the heap of black fur.

			“Who is there?” cried Tri­na, sit­ting back on her heels. In the still­ness that suc­ceed­ed, the wa­ter dripped from her hands with the steady tick of a clock. Then a bru­tal fist swung open the street door of the school­room and McTeague came in. He was drunk; not with that drunk­en­ness which is stupid, maudlin, wa­ver­ing on its feet, but with that which is alert, un­nat­u­ral­ly in­tel­li­gent, vi­cious, per­fect­ly steady, dead­ly wicked. Tri­na on­ly had to look once at him, and in an in­stant, with some strange sixth sense, born of the oc­ca­sion, knew what she had to ex­pect.

			She jumped up and ran from him in­to the lit­tle cloak­room. She locked and bolt­ed the door af­ter her, and leaned her weight against it, pant­ing and trem­bling, ev­ery nerve shrink­ing and quiv­er­ing with the fear of him.

			McTeague put his hand on the knob of the door out­side and opened it, tear­ing off the lock and bolt guard, and send­ing her stag­ger­ing across the room.

			“Mac,” she cried to him, as he came in, speak­ing with hor­rid ra­pid­i­ty, cring­ing and hold­ing out her hands, “Mac, lis­ten. Wait a minute—look here—lis­ten here. It wasn’t my fault. I’ll give you some mon­ey. You can come back. I’ll do any­thing you want. Won’t you just lis­ten to me? Oh, don’t! I’ll scream. I can’t help it, you know. The peo­ple will hear.”

			McTeague came to­wards her slow­ly, his im­mense feet drag­ging and grind­ing on the floor; his enor­mous fists, hard as wood­en mal­lets, swing­ing at his sides. Tri­na backed from him to the cor­ner of the room, cow­er­ing be­fore him, hold­ing her el­bow crooked in front of her face, watch­ing him with fear­ful in­tent­ness, ready to dodge.

			“I want that mon­ey,” he said, paus­ing in front of her.

			“What mon­ey?” cried Tri­na.

			“I want that mon­ey. You got it—that five thou­sand dol­lars. I want ev­ery nick­el of it! You un­der­stand?”

			“I haven’t it. It isn’t here. Un­cle Oel­ber­mann’s got it.”

			“That’s a lie. He told me that you came and got it. You’ve had it long enough; now I want it. Do you hear?”

			“Mac, I can’t give you that mon­ey. I—I won’t give it to you,” Tri­na cried, with sud­den res­o­lu­tion.

			“Yes, you will. You’ll give me ev­ery nick­el of it.”

			“No, no.”

			“You ain’t go­ing to make small of me this time. Give me that mon­ey.”

			“No.”

			“For the last time, will you give me that mon­ey?”

			“No.”

			“You won’t, huh? You won’t give me it? For the last time.”

			“No, no.”

			Usu­al­ly the den­tist was slow in his move­ments, but now the al­co­hol had awak­ened in him an ape­like agili­ty. He kept his small eyes up­on her, and all at once sent his fist in­to the mid­dle of her face with the sud­den­ness of a re­laxed spring.

			Be­side her­self with ter­ror, Tri­na turned and fought him back; fought for her mis­er­able life with the ex­as­per­a­tion and strength of a ha­rassed cat; and with such en­er­gy and such wild, un­nat­u­ral force, that even McTeague for the mo­ment drew back from her. But her re­sis­tance was the one thing to drive him to the top of his fury. He came back at her again, his eyes drawn to two fine twin­kling points, and his enor­mous fists, clenched till the knuck­les whitened, raised in the air.

			Then it be­came abom­inable.

			In the school­room out­side, be­hind the coal scut­tle, the cat lis­tened to the sounds of stamp­ing and strug­gling and the muf­fled noise of blows, wild­ly ter­ri­fied, his eyes bulging like brass knobs. At last the sounds stopped on a sud­den; he heard noth­ing more. Then McTeague came out, clos­ing the door. The cat fol­lowed him with dis­tend­ed eyes as he crossed the room and dis­ap­peared through the street door.

			The den­tist paused for a mo­ment on the side­walk, look­ing care­ful­ly up and down the street. It was de­sert­ed and qui­et. He turned sharply to the right and went down a nar­row pas­sage that led in­to the lit­tle court yard be­hind the school. A can­dle was burn­ing in Tri­na’s room. He went up by the out­side stair­way and en­tered.

			The trunk stood locked in one cor­ner of the room. The den­tist took the lid-lifter from the lit­tle oil stove, put it un­der­neath the lock-clasp and wrenched it open. Grop­ing be­neath a pile of dress­es he found the chamois-skin bag, the lit­tle brass match­box, and, at the very bot­tom, care­ful­ly thrust in­to one cor­ner, the can­vas sack crammed to the mouth with twen­ty-dol­lar gold pieces. He emp­tied the chamois-skin bag and the match­box in­to the pock­ets of his trousers. But the can­vas sack was too bulky to hide about his clothes. “I guess I’ll just nat­u­ral­ly have to car­ry you,” he mut­tered. He blew out the can­dle, closed the door, and gained the street again.

			The den­tist crossed the city, go­ing back to the mu­sic store. It was a lit­tle af­ter eleven o’clock. The night was moon­less, filled with a gray blur of faint light that seemed to come from all quar­ters of the hori­zon at once. From time to time there were sud­den ex­plo­sions of a south­east wind at the street cor­ners. McTeague went on, slant­ing his head against the gusts, to keep his cap from blow­ing off, car­ry­ing the sack close to his side. Once he looked crit­i­cal­ly at the sky.

			“I bet it’ll rain to­mor­row,” he mut­tered, “if this wind works round to the south.”

			Once in his lit­tle den be­hind the mu­sic store, he washed his hands and fore­arms, and put on his work­ing clothes, blue over­alls and a jumper, over cheap trousers and vest. Then he got to­geth­er his small be­long­ings—an old cam­paign hat, a pair of boots, a tin of to­bac­co, and a pinch­beck bracelet which he had found one Sun­day in the Park, and which he be­lieved to be valu­able. He stripped his blan­ket from his bed and rolled up in it all these ob­jects, to­geth­er with the can­vas sack, fas­ten­ing the roll with a half hitch such as min­ers use, the in­stincts of the old-time car­boy com­ing back to him in his present con­fu­sion of mind. He changed his pipe and his knife—a huge jack­knife with a yel­lowed bone han­dle—to the pock­ets of his over­alls.

			Then at last he stood with his hand on the door, hold­ing up the lamp be­fore blow­ing it out, look­ing about to make sure he was ready to go. The wa­ver­ing light woke his ca­nary. It stirred and be­gan to chit­ter fee­bly, very sleepy and cross at be­ing awak­ened. McTeague start­ed, star­ing at it, and re­flect­ing. He be­lieved that it would be a long time be­fore any­one came in­to that room again. The ca­nary would be days with­out food; it was like­ly it would starve, would die there, hour by hour, in its lit­tle gilt prison. McTeague re­solved to take it with him. He took down the cage, touch­ing it gen­tly with his enor­mous hands, and tied a cou­ple of sacks about it to shel­ter the lit­tle bird from the sharp night wind.

			Then he went out, lock­ing all the doors be­hind him, and turned to­ward the fer­ry slips. The boats had ceased run­ning hours ago, but he told him­self that by wait­ing till four o’clock he could get across the bay on the tug that took over the morn­ing pa­pers.

			

			Tri­na lay un­con­scious, just as she had fall­en un­der the last of McTeague’s blows, her body twitch­ing with an oc­ca­sion­al hic­cup that stirred the pool of blood in which she lay face down­ward. To­wards morn­ing she died with a rapid se­ries of hic­cups that sound­ed like a piece of clock­work run­ning down.

			The thing had been done in the cloak­room where the kinder­garten chil­dren hung their hats and coats. There was no oth­er en­trance ex­cept by go­ing through the main school­room. McTeague go­ing out had shut the door of the cloak­room, but had left the street door open; so when the chil­dren ar­rived in the morn­ing, they en­tered as usu­al.

			About half-past eight, two or three five-year-olds, one a lit­tle col­ored girl, came in­to the school­room of the kinder­garten with a great chat­ter of voic­es, go­ing across to the cloak­room to hang up their hats and coats as they had been taught.

			Half­way across the room one of them stopped and put her small nose in the air, cry­ing, “Um-o-o, what a fun­nee smell!” The oth­ers be­gan to sniff the air as well, and one, the daugh­ter of a butch­er, ex­claimed, “ ’Tsmells like my pa’s shop,” adding in the next breath, “Look, what’s the mat­ter with the kit­tee?”

			In fact, the cat was act­ing strange­ly. He lay quite flat on the floor, his nose pressed close to the crevice un­der the door of the lit­tle cloak­room, wind­ing his tail slow­ly back and forth, ex­cit­ed, very ea­ger. At times he would draw back and make a strange lit­tle clack­ing noise down in his throat.

			“Ain’t he fun­nee?” said the lit­tle girl again. The cat slunk swift­ly away as the chil­dren came up. Then the tallest of the lit­tle girls swung the door of the lit­tle cloak­room wide open and they all ran in.

		
	
		
			XX

			The day was very hot, and the si­lence of high noon lay close and thick be­tween the steep slopes of the canyons like an in­vis­i­ble, muf­fling flu­id. At in­ter­vals the drone of an in­sect bored the air and trailed slow­ly to si­lence again. Ev­ery­where were pun­gent, aro­mat­ic smells. The vast, move­less heat seemed to dis­til count­less odors from the brush—odors of warm sap, of pine nee­dles, and of tar­weed, and above all the medic­i­nal odor of witch hazel. As far as one could look, un­count­ed mul­ti­tudes of trees and man­zani­ta bush­es were qui­et­ly and mo­tion­less­ly grow­ing, grow­ing, grow­ing. A tremen­dous, im­mea­sur­able Life pushed steadi­ly heav­en­ward with­out a sound, with­out a mo­tion. At turns of the road, on the high­er points, canyons dis­closed them­selves far away, gi­gan­tic grooves in the land­scape, deep blue in the dis­tance, open­ing one in­to an­oth­er, ocean-deep, silent, huge, and sug­ges­tive of colos­sal primeval forces held in re­serve. At their bot­toms they were sol­id, mas­sive; on their crests they broke del­i­cate­ly in­to fine ser­rat­ed edges where the pines and red­woods out­lined their mil­lion of tops against the high white hori­zon. Here and there the moun­tains lift­ed them­selves out of the nar­row riv­er beds in groups like gi­ant li­ons rear­ing their heads af­ter drink­ing. The en­tire re­gion was un­tamed. In some places east of the Mis­sis­sip­pi na­ture is cozy, in­ti­mate, small, and home­like, like a good-na­tured house­wife. In Plac­er Coun­ty, Cal­i­for­nia, she is a vast, un­con­quered brute of the Pliocene epoch, sav­age, sullen, and mag­nif­i­cent­ly in­dif­fer­ent to man.

			But there were men in these moun­tains, like lice on mam­moths’ hides, fight­ing them stub­born­ly, now with hy­draulic “mon­i­tors,” now with drill and dy­na­mite, bor­ing in­to the vi­tals of them, or tear­ing away great yel­low grav­el­ly scars in the flanks of them, suck­ing their blood, ex­tract­ing gold.

			Here and there at long dis­tances up­on the canyon sides rose the head­gear of a mine, sur­round­ed with its few un­paint­ed hous­es, and topped by its nev­er-fail­ing feath­er of black smoke. On near ap­proach one heard the pro­longed thun­der of the stamp-mill, the crush­er, the in­sa­tiable mon­ster, gnash­ing the rocks to pow­der with its long iron teeth, vom­it­ing them out again in a thin stream of wet gray mud. Its enor­mous maw, fed night and day with the car­boys’ loads, gorged it­self with grav­el, and spat out the gold, grind­ing the rocks be­tween its jaws, glut­ted, as it were, with the very en­trails of the earth, and growl­ing over its end­less meal, like some sav­age an­i­mal, some leg­endary drag­on, some fab­u­lous beast, sym­bol of in­or­di­nate and mon­strous glut­tony.

			McTeague had left the Over­land train at Col­fax, and the same af­ter­noon had rid­den some eight miles across the moun­tains in the stage that con­nects Col­fax with Iowa Hill. Iowa Hill was a small one-street town, the head­quar­ters of the mines of the dis­trict. Orig­i­nal­ly it had been built up­on the sum­mit of a moun­tain, but the sides of this moun­tain have long since been “hy­draulicked” away, so that the town now clings to a mere back bone, and the rear win­dows of the hous­es on both sides of the street look down over sheer precipices, in­to vast pits hun­dreds of feet deep.

			The den­tist stayed over night at the Hill, and the next morn­ing start­ed off on foot far­ther in­to the moun­tains. He still wore his blue over­alls and jumper; his woollen cap was pulled down over his eye; on his feet were hob­nailed boots he had bought at the store in Col­fax; his blan­ket roll was over his back; in his left hand swung the bird cage wrapped in sacks.

			Just out­side the town he paused, as if sud­den­ly re­mem­ber­ing some­thing.

			“There ought to be a trail just off the road here,” he mut­tered. “There used to be a trail—a short­cut.”

			The next in­stant, with­out mov­ing from his po­si­tion, he saw where it opened just be­fore him. His in­stinct had halt­ed him at the ex­act spot. The trail zigzagged down the abrupt de­scent of the canyon, de­bouch­ing in­to a grav­el­ly riv­er bed.

			“In­di­an Riv­er,” mut­tered the den­tist. “I re­mem­ber—I re­mem­ber. I ought to hear the Morn­ing Star’s stamps from here.” He cocked his head. A low, sus­tained roar, like a dis­tant cataract, came to his ears from across the riv­er. “That’s right,” he said, con­tent­ed­ly. He crossed the riv­er and re­gained the road be­yond. The slope rose un­der his feet; a lit­tle far­ther on he passed the Morn­ing Star mine, smok­ing and thun­der­ing. McTeague pushed steadi­ly on. The road rose with the rise of the moun­tain, turned at a sharp an­gle where a great live-oak grew, and held lev­el for near­ly a quar­ter of a mile. Twice again the den­tist left the road and took to the trail that cut through de­sert­ed hy­draulic pits. He knew ex­act­ly where to look for these trails; not once did his in­stinct de­ceive him. He rec­og­nized fa­mil­iar points at once. Here was Cold canyon, where in­vari­ably, win­ter and sum­mer, a chilly wind was blow­ing; here was where the road to Spencer’s branched off; here was Bussy’s old place, where at one time there were so many dogs; here was Del­mue’s cab­in, where un­li­censed whiskey used to be sold; here was the plank bridge with its one rot­ten board; and here the flat over­grown with man­zani­ta, where he once had shot three quail.

			At noon, af­ter he had been tramp­ing for some two hours, he halt­ed at a point where the road dipped sud­den­ly. A lit­tle to the right of him, and flank­ing the road, an enor­mous yel­low grav­el-pit like an emp­tied lake gaped to heav­en. Far­ther on, in the dis­tance, a canyon zigzagged to­ward the hori­zon, rugged with pine-clad moun­tain crests. Near­er at hand, and di­rect­ly in the line of the road, was an ir­reg­u­lar clus­ter of un­paint­ed cab­ins. A dull, pro­longed roar vi­brat­ed in the air. McTeague nod­ded his head as if sat­is­fied.

			“That’s the place,” he mut­tered.

			He reshoul­dered his blan­ket roll and de­scend­ed the road. At last he halt­ed again. He stood be­fore a low one-sto­ry build­ing, dif­fer­ing from the oth­ers in that it was paint­ed. A ve­ran­dah, shut in with mos­qui­to net­ting, sur­round­ed it. McTeague dropped his blan­ket roll on a lum­ber pile out­side, and came up and knocked at the open door. Some­one called to him to come in.

			McTeague en­tered, rolling his eyes about him, not­ing the changes that had been made since he had last seen this place. A par­ti­tion had been knocked down, mak­ing one big room out of the two for­mer small ones. A counter and rail­ing stood in­side the door. There was a tele­phone on the wall. In one cor­ner he al­so ob­served a stack of sur­vey­or’s in­stru­ments; a big draw­ing-board strad­dled on spin­dle legs across one end of the room, a me­chan­i­cal draw­ing of some kind, no doubt the plan of the mine, un­rolled up­on it; a chro­mo rep­re­sent­ing a cou­ple of peas­ants in a ploughed field (Mil­let’s An­gelus) was nailed un­framed up­on the wall, and hang­ing from the same wire nail that se­cured one of its cor­ners in place was a bul­lion bag and a car­tridge belt with a load­ed re­volver in the pouch.

			The den­tist ap­proached the counter and leaned his el­bows up­on it. Three men were in the room—a tall, lean young man, with a thick head of hair sur­pris­ing­ly gray, who was play­ing with a half-grown great Dane pup­py; an­oth­er fel­low about as young, but with a jaw al­most as salient as McTeague’s, stood at the let­ter­press tak­ing a copy of a let­ter; a third man, a lit­tle old­er than the oth­er two, was pot­ter­ing over a tran­sit. This lat­ter was mas­sive­ly built, and wore over­alls and low boots streaked and stained and spot­ted in ev­ery di­rec­tion with gray mud. The den­tist looked slow­ly from one to the oth­er; then at length, “Is the fore­man about?” he asked.

			The man in the mud­dy over­alls came for­ward.

			“What you want?”

			He spoke with a strong Ger­man ac­cent.

			The old in­vari­able for­mu­la came back to McTeague on the in­stant.

			“What’s the show for a job?”

			At once the Ger­man fore­man be­came pre­oc­cu­pied, look­ing aim­less­ly out of the win­dow. There was a si­lence.

			“You hev been min­er al­ret­ty?”

			“Yes, yes.”

			“Know how to hen­dle pick’n shov’le?”

			“Yes, I know.”

			The oth­er seemed un­sat­is­fied. “Are you a ‘cousin Jack’?”

			The den­tist grinned. This prej­u­dice against Cor­nish­men he re­mem­bered too.

			“No. Amer­i­can.”

			“How long sence you mine?”

			“Oh, year or two.”

			“Show your hends.” McTeague ex­hib­it­ed his hard, cal­lused palms.

			“When ken you go to work? I want a chuck-ten­der on der night-shift.”

			“I can tend a chuck. I’ll go on tonight.”

			“What’s your name?”

			The den­tist start­ed. He had for­got­ten to be pre­pared for this.

			“Huh? What?”

			“What’s the name?”

			McTeague’s eye was caught by a rail­road cal­en­dar hang­ing over the desk. There was no time to think.

			“Burling­ton,” he said, loud­ly.

			The Ger­man took a card from a file and wrote it down.

			“Give dis card to der board­ing-boss, down at der board­ing-haus, den gome find me bei der mill at sex o’clock, und I set you to work.”

			Straight as a hom­ing pi­geon, and fol­low­ing a blind and un­rea­soned in­stinct, McTeague had re­turned to the Big Dip­per mine. With­in a week’s time it seemed to him as though he had nev­er been away. He picked up his life again ex­act­ly where he had left it the day when his moth­er had sent him away with the trav­el­ling den­tist, the char­la­tan who had set up his tent by the bunk house. The house McTeague had once lived in was still there, oc­cu­pied by one of the shift boss­es and his fam­i­ly. The den­tist passed it on his way to and from the mine.

			He him­self slept in the bunk house with some thir­ty oth­ers of his shift. At half-past five in the evening the cook at the board­ing­house sound­ed a pro­longed alarm up­on a crow­bar bent in the form of a tri­an­gle, that hung up­on the porch of the board­ing­house. McTeague rose and dressed, and with his shift had sup­per. Their lunch-pails were dis­trib­uted to them. Then he made his way to the tun­nel mouth, climbed in­to a car in the wait­ing ore train, and was hauled in­to the mine.

			Once in­side, the hot evening air turned to a cool damp­ness, and the for­est odors gave place to the smell of stale dy­na­mite smoke, sug­ges­tive of burn­ing rub­ber. A cloud of steam came from McTeague’s mouth; un­der­neath, the wa­ter swashed and rip­pled around the car-wheels, while the light from the min­er’s can­dle­sticks threw wa­ver­ing blurs of pale yel­low over the gray rot­ting quartz of the roof and walls. Oc­ca­sion­al­ly McTeague bent down his head to avoid the lag­ging of the roof or the pro­jec­tions of an over­hang­ing shute. From car to car all along the line the min­ers called to one an­oth­er as the train trun­dled along, josh­ing and laugh­ing.

			A mile from the en­trance the train reached the breast where McTeague’s gang worked. The men clam­bered from the cars and took up the la­bor where the day shift had left it, bur­row­ing their way steadi­ly through a primeval riv­er bed.

			The can­dle­sticks thrust in­to the crevices of the grav­el stra­ta lit up faint­ly the half dozen mov­ing fig­ures be­fouled with sweat and with wet gray mould. The picks struck in­to the loose grav­el with a yield­ing shock. The long-han­dled shov­els clinked amidst the piles of boul­ders and scraped dul­ly in the heaps of rot­ten quartz. The Burly drill bor­ing for blasts broke out from time to time in an ir­reg­u­lar chug-chug, chug-chug, while the en­gine that pumped the wa­ter from the mine coughed and stran­gled at short in­ter­vals.

			McTeague tend­ed the chuck. In a way he was the as­sis­tant of the man who worked the Burly. It was his du­ty to re­place the drills in the Burly, putting in longer ones as the hole got deep­er and deep­er. From time to time he rapped the drill with a pole-pick when it stuck fast or fitchered.

			Once it even oc­curred to him that there was a re­sem­blance be­tween his present work and the pro­fes­sion he had been forced to aban­don. In the Burly drill he saw a queer coun­ter­part of his old-time den­tal en­gine; and what were the drills and chucks but enor­mous hoe ex­ca­va­tors, hard bits, and burrs? It was the same work he had so of­ten per­formed in his Par­lors, on­ly mag­ni­fied, made mon­strous, dis­tort­ed, and grotesqued, the car­i­ca­ture of den­tistry.

			He passed his nights thus in the midst of the play of crude and sim­ple forces—the pow­er­ful at­tacks of the Burly drills; the great ex­er­tions of bared, bent backs over­laid with mus­cle; the brusque, re­sist­less ex­pan­sion of dy­na­mite; and the silent, vast, Ti­tan­ic force, mys­te­ri­ous and slow, that cracked the tim­bers sup­port­ing the roof of the tun­nel, and that grad­u­al­ly flat­tened the lag­ging till it was thin as pa­per.

			The life pleased the den­tist be­yond words. The still, colos­sal moun­tains took him back again like a re­turn­ing prodi­gal, and vague­ly, with­out know­ing why, he yield­ed to their in­flu­ence—their im­men­si­ty, their enor­mous pow­er, crude and blind, re­flect­ing them­selves in his own na­ture, huge, strong, bru­tal in its sim­plic­i­ty. And this, though he on­ly saw the moun­tains at night. They ap­peared far dif­fer­ent then than in the day­time. At twelve o’clock he came out of the mine and lunched on the con­tents of his din­ner-pail, sit­ting up­on the em­bank­ment of the track, eat­ing with both hands, and look­ing around him with a steady ox-like gaze. The moun­tains rose sheer from ev­ery side, heav­ing their gi­gan­tic crests far up in­to the night, the black peaks crowd­ing to­geth­er, and look­ing now less like beasts than like a com­pa­ny of cowled gi­ants. In the day­time they were silent; but at night they seemed to stir and rouse them­selves. Oc­ca­sion­al­ly the stamp-mill stopped, its thun­der ceas­ing abrupt­ly. Then one could hear the nois­es that the moun­tains made in their liv­ing. From the canyon, from the crowd­ing crests, from the whole im­mense land­scape, there rose a steady and pro­longed sound, com­ing from all sides at once. It was that in­ces­sant and muf­fled roar which dis­en­gages it­self from all vast bod­ies, from oceans, from cities, from forests, from sleep­ing armies, and which is like the breath­ing of an in­fin­ite­ly great mon­ster, alive, pal­pi­tat­ing.

			McTeague re­turned to his work. At six in the morn­ing his shift was tak­en off, and he went out of the mine and back to the bunk house. All day long he slept, flung at length up­on the strong-smelling blan­kets—slept the dream­less sleep of ex­haus­tion, crushed and over­pow­ered with the work, flat and prone up­on his bel­ly, till again in the evening the cook sound­ed the alarm up­on the crow­bar bent in­to a tri­an­gle.

			Ev­ery al­ter­nate week the shifts were changed. The sec­ond week McTeague’s shift worked in the day­time and slept at night. Wednes­day night of this sec­ond week the den­tist woke sud­den­ly. He sat up in his bed in the bunk house, look­ing about him from side to side; an alarm clock hang­ing on the wall, over a lantern, marked half-past three.

			“What was it?” mut­tered the den­tist. “I won­der what it was.” The rest of the shift were sleep­ing sound­ly, fill­ing the room with the rasp­ing sound of snor­ing. Ev­ery­thing was in its ac­cus­tomed place; noth­ing stirred. But for all that McTeague got up and lit his min­er’s can­dle­stick and went care­ful­ly about the room, throw­ing the light in­to the dark cor­ners, peer­ing un­der all the beds, in­clud­ing his own. Then he went to the door and stepped out­side. The night was warm and still; the moon, very low, and cant­ed on her side like a galleon founder­ing. The camp was very qui­et; no­body was in sight. “I won­der what it was,” mut­tered the den­tist. “There was some­thing—why did I wake up? Huh?” He made a cir­cuit about the bunk house, un­usu­al­ly alert, his small eyes twin­kling rapid­ly, see­ing ev­ery­thing. All was qui­et. An old dog who in­vari­ably slept on the steps of the bunk house had not even wak­ened. McTeague went back to bed, but did not sleep.

			“There was some­thing,” he mut­tered, look­ing in a puz­zled way at his ca­nary in the cage that hung from the wall at his bed­side; “some­thing. What was it? There is some­thing now. There it is again—the same thing.” He sat up in bed with eyes and ears strained. “What is it? I don’ know what it is. I don’ hear any­thing, an’ I don’ see any­thing. I feel some­thing—right now; feel it now. I won­der—I don’ know—I don’ know.”

			Once more he got up, and this time dressed him­self. He made a com­plete tour of the camp, look­ing and lis­ten­ing, for what he did not know. He even went to the out­skirts of the camp and for near­ly half an hour watched the road that led in­to the camp from the di­rec­tion of Iowa Hill. He saw noth­ing; not even a rab­bit stirred. He went to bed.

			But from this time on there was a change. The den­tist grew rest­less, un­easy. Sus­pi­cion of some­thing, he could not say what, an­noyed him in­ces­sant­ly. He went wide around sharp cor­ners. At ev­ery mo­ment he looked sharply over his shoul­der. He even went to bed with his clothes and cap on, and at ev­ery hour dur­ing the night would get up and prowl about the bunk house, one ear turned down the wind, his eyes gim­let­ing the dark­ness. From time to time he would mur­mur:

			“There’s some­thing. What is it? I won­der what it is.”

			What strange sixth sense stirred in McTeague at this time? What an­i­mal cun­ning, what brute in­stinct clam­ored for recog­ni­tion and obe­di­ence? What low­er fac­ul­ty was it that roused his sus­pi­cion, that drove him out in­to the night a score of times be­tween dark and dawn, his head in the air, his eyes and ears keen­ly alert?

			One night as he stood on the steps of the bunk house, peer­ing in­to the shad­ows of the camp, he ut­tered an ex­cla­ma­tion as of a man sud­den­ly en­light­ened. He turned back in­to the house, drew from un­der his bed the blan­ket roll in which he kept his mon­ey hid, and took the ca­nary down from the wall. He strode to the door and dis­ap­peared in­to the night. When the sher­iff of Plac­er Coun­ty and the two deputies from San Fran­cis­co reached the Big Dip­per mine, McTeague had been gone two days.

		
	
		
			XXI

			“Well,” said one of the deputies, as he backed the horse in­to the shafts of the bug­gy in which the pur­suers had driv­en over from the Hill, “we’ve about as good as got him. It isn’t hard to fol­low a man who car­ries a bird cage with him wher­ev­er he goes.”

			McTeague crossed the moun­tains on foot the Fri­day and Sat­ur­day of that week, go­ing over through Em­i­grant Gap, fol­low­ing the line of the Over­land rail­road. He reached Reno Mon­day night. By de­grees a vague plan of ac­tion out­lined it­self in the den­tist’s mind.

			“Mex­i­co,” he mut­tered to him­self. “Mex­i­co, that’s the place. They’ll watch the coast and they’ll watch the East­ern trains, but they won’t think of Mex­i­co.”

			The sense of pur­suit which had ha­rassed him dur­ing the last week of his stay at the Big Dip­per mine had worn off, and he be­lieved him­self to be very cun­ning.

			“I’m pret­ty far ahead now, I guess,” he said. At Reno he board­ed a south­bound freight on the line of the Car­son and Col­orado rail­road, pay­ing for a pas­sage in the ca­boose. “Freights don’ run on sched­ule time,” he mut­tered, “and a con­duc­tor on a pas­sen­ger train makes it his busi­ness to study faces. I’ll stay with this train as far as it goes.”

			The freight worked slow­ly south­ward, through west­ern Neva­da, the coun­try be­com­ing hourly more and more des­o­late and aban­doned. Af­ter leav­ing Walk­er Lake the sage­brush coun­try be­gan, and the freight rolled heav­i­ly over tracks that threw off vis­i­ble lay­ers of heat. At times it stopped whole half days on sid­ings or by wa­ter tanks, and the en­gi­neer and fire­man came back to the ca­boose and played pok­er with the con­duc­tor and train crew. The den­tist sat apart, be­hind the stove, smok­ing pipe af­ter pipe of cheap to­bac­co. Some­times he joined in the pok­er games. He had learned pok­er when a boy at the mine, and af­ter a few deals his knowl­edge re­turned to him; but for the most part he was tac­i­turn and unso­cia­ble, and rarely spoke to the oth­ers un­less spo­ken to first. The crew rec­og­nized the type, and the im­pres­sion gained ground among them that he had “done for” a liv­ery-sta­ble keep­er at Truc­k­ee and was try­ing to get down in­to Ari­zona.

			McTeague heard two brake­men dis­cussing him one night as they stood out­side by the halt­ed train. “The liv­ery-sta­ble keep­er called him a bas­tard; that’s what Pi­ca­chos told me,” one of them re­marked, “and start­ed to draw his gun; an’ this fel­lar did for him with a hay­fork. He’s a horse doc­tor, this chap is, and the liv­ery-sta­ble keep­er had got the law on him so’s he couldn’t prac­tise any more, an’ he was sore about it.”

			Near a place called Queen’s the train reen­tered Cal­i­for­nia, and McTeague ob­served with re­lief that the line of track which had hith­er­to held west­ward curved sharply to the south again. The train was un­mo­lest­ed; oc­ca­sion­al­ly the crew fought with a gang of tramps who at­tempt­ed to ride the brake beams, and once in the north­ern part of In­yo Coun­ty, while they were halt­ed at a wa­ter tank, an im­mense In­di­an buck, blan­ket­ed to the ground, ap­proached McTeague as he stood on the roadbed stretch­ing his legs, and with­out a word pre­sent­ed to him a filthy, crum­pled let­ter. The let­ter was to the ef­fect that the buck Big Jim was a good In­di­an and de­serv­ing of char­i­ty; the sig­na­ture was il­leg­i­ble. The den­tist stared at the let­ter, re­turned it to the buck, and re­gained the train just as it start­ed. Nei­ther had spo­ken; the buck did not move from his po­si­tion, and ful­ly five min­utes af­ter­ward, when the slow-mov­ing freight was miles away, the den­tist looked back and saw him still stand­ing mo­tion­less be­tween the rails, a for­lorn and soli­tary point of red, lost in the im­men­si­ty of the sur­round­ing white blur of the desert.

			At length the moun­tains be­gan again, ris­ing up on ei­ther side of the track; vast, naked hills of white sand and red rock, spot­ted with blue shad­ows. Here and there a patch of green was spread like a gay table­cloth over the sand. All at once Mount Whit­ney leaped over the hori­zon. In­de­pen­dence was reached and passed; the freight, near­ly emp­tied by now, and much short­ened, rolled along the shores of Owen Lake. At a place called Keel­er it stopped def­i­nite­ly. It was the ter­mi­nus of the road.

			The town of Keel­er was a one-street town, not un­like Iowa Hill—the post-of­fice, the bar and ho­tel, the Odd Fel­lows’ Hall, and the liv­ery sta­ble be­ing the prin­ci­pal build­ings.

			“Where to now?” mut­tered McTeague to him­self as he sat on the edge of the bed in his room in the ho­tel. He hung the ca­nary in the win­dow, filled its lit­tle bath­tub, and watched it take its bath with enor­mous sat­is­fac­tion. “Where to now?” he mut­tered again. “This is as far as the rail­road goes, an’ it won’ do for me to stay in a town yet a while; no, it won’ do. I got to clear out. Where to? That’s the word, where to? I’ll go down to sup­per now”—He went on whis­per­ing his thoughts aloud, so that they would take more con­crete shape in his mind—“I’ll go down to sup­per now, an’ then I’ll hang aroun’ the bar this evening till I get the lay of this land. Maybe this is fruit coun­try, though it looks more like a cat­tle coun­try. Maybe it’s a min­ing coun­try. If it’s a min­ing coun­try,” he con­tin­ued, puck­er­ing his heavy eye­brows, “if it’s a min­ing coun­try, an’ the mines are far enough off the roads, maybe I’d bet­ter get to the mines an’ lay qui­et for a month be­fore I try to get any far­ther south.”

			He washed the cin­ders and dust of a week’s rail­road­ing from his face and hair, put on a fresh pair of boots, and went down to sup­per. The din­ing-room was of the in­vari­able type of the small­er in­te­ri­or towns of Cal­i­for­nia. There was but one ta­ble, cov­ered with oil­cloth; rows of bench­es an­swered for chairs; a rail­road map, a chro­mo with a gilt frame pro­tect­ed by mos­qui­to net­ting, hung on the walls, to­geth­er with a yel­lowed pho­to­graph of the pro­pri­etor in Ma­son­ic re­galia. Two wait­ress­es whom the guests—all men—called by their first names, came and went with large trays.

			Through the win­dows out­side McTeague ob­served a great num­ber of sad­dle hors­es tied to trees and fences. Each one of these hors­es had a ri­a­ta on the pom­mel of the sad­dle. He sat down to the ta­ble, eat­ing his thick hot soup, watch­ing his neigh­bors covert­ly, lis­ten­ing to ev­ery­thing that was said. It did not take him long to gath­er that the coun­try to the east and south of Keel­er was a cat­tle coun­try.

			Not far off, across a range of hills, was the Panamint Val­ley, where the big cat­tle ranges were. Ev­ery now and then this name was tossed to and fro across the ta­ble in the flow of con­ver­sa­tion—“Over in the Panamint.” “Just go­ing down for a rodeo in the Panamint.” “Panamint brands.” “Has a range down in the Panamint.” Then by and by the re­mark, “Hoh, yes, Gold Gulch, they’re down to good pay there. That’s on the oth­er side of the Panamint Range. Pe­ters came in yes­ter­day and told me.”

			McTeague turned to the speak­er.

			“Is that a grav­el mine?” he asked.

			“No, no, quartz.”

			“I’m a min­er; that’s why I asked.”

			“Well I’ve mined some too. I had a hole in the ground me­self, but she was sil­ver; and when the skunks at Wash­ing­ton low­ered the price of sil­ver, where was I? Fitchered, b’God!”

			“I was look­ing for a job.”

			“Well, it’s most­ly cat­tle down here in the Panamint, but since the strike over at Gold Gulch some of the boys have gone prospect­ing. There’s gold in them damn Panamint Moun­tains. If you can find a good long ‘con­tact’ of coun­try rocks you ain’t far from it. There’s a cou­ple of fel­lars from Red­lands has lo­cat­ed four claims around Gold Gulch. They got a vein eigh­teen inch­es wide, an’ Pe­ters says you can trace it for more’n a thou­sand feet. Were you think­ing of prospect­ing over there?”

			“Well, well, I don’ know, I don’ know.”

			“Well, I’m go­ing over to the oth­er side of the range day af­ter t’mor­row af­ter some ponies of mine, an’ I’m go­ing to have a look around. You say you’ve been a min­er?”

			“Yes, yes.”

			“If you’re go­ing over that way, you might come along and see if we can’t find a con­tact, or cop­per sul­phurets, or some­thing. Even if we don’t find col­or we may find sil­ver-bear­ing gale­na.” Then, af­ter a pause, “Let’s see, I didn’t catch your name.”

			“Huh? My name’s Carter,” an­swered McTeague, prompt­ly. Why he should change his name again the den­tist could not say. “Carter” came to his mind at once, and he an­swered with­out re­flect­ing that he had reg­is­tered as “Burling­ton” when he had ar­rived at the ho­tel.

			“Well, my name’s Cribbens,” an­swered the oth­er. The two shook hands solemn­ly.

			“You’re about fin­ished?” con­tin­ued Cribbens, push­ing back. “Le’s go out in the bar an’ have a drink on it.”

			“Sure, sure,” said the den­tist.

			The two sat up late that night in a cor­ner of the bar­room dis­cussing the prob­a­bil­i­ty of find­ing gold in the Panamint hills. It soon be­came ev­i­dent that they held dif­fer­ing the­o­ries. McTeague clung to the old prospec­tor’s idea that there was no way of telling where gold was un­til you ac­tu­al­ly saw it. Cribbens had ev­i­dent­ly read a good many books up­on the sub­ject, and had al­ready prospect­ed in some­thing of a sci­en­tif­ic man­ner.

			“Shucks!” he ex­claimed. “Gi’ me a long dis­tinct con­tact be­tween sed­i­men­ta­ry and ig­neous rocks, an’ I’ll sink a shaft with­out ev­er see­ing ‘col­or.’ ”

			The den­tist put his huge chin in the air. “Gold is where you find it,” he re­turned, dogged­ly.

			“Well, it’s my idea as how pard­ners ought to work along dif­fer­ent lines,” said Cribbens. He tucked the cor­ners of his mus­tache in­to his mouth and sucked the to­bac­co juice from them. For a mo­ment he was thought­ful, then he blew out his mus­tache abrupt­ly, and ex­claimed:

			“Say, Carter, le’s make a go of this. You got a lit­tle cash I sup­pose—fifty dol­lars or so?”

			“Huh? Yes—I—I—”

			“Well, I got about fifty. We’ll go pard­ners on the propo­si­tion, an’ we’ll dal­ly ’round the range yon­der an’ see what we can see. What do you say?”

			“Sure, sure,” an­swered the den­tist.

			“Well, it’s a go then, hey?”

			“That’s the word.”

			“Well, le’s have a drink on it.”

			They drank with pro­found grav­i­ty.

			They fit­ted out the next day at the gen­er­al mer­chan­dise store of Keel­er—picks, shov­els, prospec­tors’ ham­mers, a cou­ple of cra­dles, pans, ba­con, flour, cof­fee, and the like, and they bought a bur­ro on which to pack their kit.

			“Say, by jin­go, you ain’t got a horse,” sud­den­ly ex­claimed Cribbens as they came out of the store. “You can’t get around this coun­try with­out a pony of some kind.”

			Cribbens al­ready owned and rode a buck­skin cayuse that had to be knocked in the head and stunned be­fore it could be sad­dled. “I got an ex­try sad­dle an’ a head­stall at the ho­tel that you can use,” he said, “but you’ll have to get a horse.”

			In the end the den­tist bought a mule at the liv­ery sta­ble for forty dol­lars. It turned out to be a good bar­gain, how­ev­er, for the mule was a good trav­eller and seemed ac­tu­al­ly to fat­ten on sage­brush and pota­to par­ings. When the ac­tu­al trans­ac­tion took place, McTeague had been obliged to get the mon­ey to pay for the mule out of the can­vas sack. Cribbens was with him at the time, and as the den­tist un­rolled his blan­kets and dis­closed the sack, whis­tled in amaze­ment.

			“An’ me ask­ing you if you had fifty dol­lars!” he ex­claimed. “You car­ry your mine right around with you, don’t you?”

			“Huh, I guess so,” mut­tered the den­tist. “I—I just sold a claim I had up in El Do­ra­do Coun­ty,” he added.

			At five o’clock on a mag­nif­i­cent May morn­ing the “pard­ners” jogged out of Keel­er, driv­ing the bur­ro be­fore them. Cribbens rode his cayuse, McTeague fol­low­ing in his rear on the mule.

			“Say,” re­marked Cribbens, “why in thun­der don’t you leave that fool ca­nary be­hind at the ho­tel? It’s go­ing to be in your way all the time, an’ it will sure die. Bet­ter break its neck an’ chuck it.”

			“No, no,” in­sist­ed the den­tist. “I’ve had it too long. I’ll take it with me.”

			“Well, that’s the cra­zi­est idea I ev­er heard of,” re­marked Cribbens, “to take a ca­nary along prospect­ing. Why not kid gloves, and be done with it?”

			They trav­elled leisure­ly to the south­east dur­ing the day, fol­low­ing a well-beat­en cat­tle road, and that evening camped on a spur of some hills at the head of the Panamint Val­ley where there was a spring. The next day they crossed the Panamint it­self.

			“That’s a smart look­ing val­ley,” ob­served the den­tist.

			“Now you’re talk­ing straight talk,” re­turned Cribbens, suck­ing his mus­tache. The val­ley was beau­ti­ful, wide, lev­el, and very green. Ev­ery­where were herds of cat­tle, scarce­ly less wild than deer. Once or twice cow­boys passed them on the road, big-boned fel­lows, pic­turesque in their broad hats, hairy trousers, jin­gling spurs, and re­volver belts, sur­pris­ing­ly like the pic­tures McTeague re­mem­bered to have seen. Ev­ery one of them knew Cribbens, and al­most in­vari­ably joshed him on his ven­ture.

			“Say, Crib, ye’d best take a wag­on train with ye to bring your dust back.”

			Cribbens re­sent­ed their hu­mor, and af­ter they had passed, chewed fierce­ly on his mus­tache.

			“I’d like to make a strike, b’God! if it was on­ly to get the laugh on them josh­ers.”

			By noon they were climb­ing the east­ern slope of the Panamint Range. Long since they had aban­doned the road; veg­e­ta­tion ceased; not a tree was in sight. They fol­lowed faint cat­tle trails that led from one wa­ter hole to an­oth­er. By de­grees these wa­ter holes grew dry­er and dry­er, and at three o’clock Cribbens halt­ed and filled their can­teens.

			“There ain’t any too much wa­ter on the oth­er side,” he ob­served grim­ly.

			“It’s pret­ty hot,” mut­tered the den­tist, wip­ing his stream­ing fore­head with the back of his hand.

			“Huh!” snort­ed the oth­er more grim­ly than ev­er. The mo­tion­less air was like the mouth of a fur­nace. Cribbens’s pony lath­ered and pant­ed. McTeague’s mule be­gan to droop his long ears. On­ly the lit­tle bur­ro plod­ded res­o­lute­ly on, pick­ing the trail where McTeague could see but track­less sand and stunt­ed sage. To­wards evening Cribbens, who was in the lead, drew rein on the sum­mit of the hills.

			Be­hind them was the beau­ti­ful green Panamint Val­ley, but be­fore and be­low them for miles and miles, as far as the eye could reach, a flat, white desert, emp­ty even of sage­brush, un­rolled to­ward the hori­zon. In the im­me­di­ate fore­ground a bro­ken sys­tem of ar­royos, and lit­tle canyons tum­bled down to meet it. To the north faint blue hills shoul­dered them­selves above the hori­zon.

			“Well,” ob­served Cribbens, “we’re on the top of the Panamint Range now. It’s along this east­ern slope, right be­low us here, that we’re go­ing to prospect. Gold Gulch”—he point­ed with the butt of his quirt—“is about eigh­teen or nine­teen miles along here to the north of us. Those hills way over yon­der to the north­east are the Tele­scope hills.”

			“What do you call the desert out yon­der?” McTeague’s eyes wan­dered over the il­lim­itable stretch of al­ka­li that stretched out for­ev­er and for­ev­er to the east, to the north, and to the south.

			“That,” said Cribbens, “that’s Death Val­ley.”

			There was a long pause. The hors­es pant­ed ir­reg­u­lar­ly, the sweat drip­ping from their heav­ing bel­lies. Cribbens and the den­tist sat mo­tion­less in their sad­dles, look­ing out over that abom­inable des­o­la­tion, silent, trou­bled.

			“God!” ejac­u­lat­ed Cribbens at length, un­der his breath, with a shake of his head. Then he seemed to rouse him­self. “Well,” he re­marked, “first thing we got to do now is to find wa­ter.”

			This was a long and dif­fi­cult task. They de­scend­ed in­to one lit­tle canyon af­ter an­oth­er, fol­lowed the course of num­ber­less ar­royos, and even dug where there seemed in­di­ca­tions of mois­ture, all to no pur­pose. But at length McTeague’s mule put his nose in the air and blew once or twice through his nos­trils.

			“Smells it, the son of a gun!” ex­claimed Cribbens. The den­tist let the an­i­mal have his head, and in a few min­utes he had brought them to the bed of a tiny canyon where a thin stream of brack­ish wa­ter fil­tered over a ledge of rocks.

			“We’ll camp here,” ob­served Cribbens, “but we can’t turn the hors­es loose. We’ll have to pick­et ’em with the lar­i­ats. I saw some lo­coweed back here a piece, and if they get to eat­ing that, they’ll sure go plum crazy. The bur­ro won’t eat it, but I wouldn’t trust the oth­ers.”

			A new life be­gan for McTeague. Af­ter break­fast the “pard­ners” sep­a­rat­ed, go­ing in op­po­site di­rec­tions along the slope of the range, ex­am­in­ing rocks, pick­ing and chip­ping at ledges and boul­ders, look­ing for signs, prospect­ing. McTeague went up in­to the lit­tle canyons where the streams had cut through the bed rock, search­ing for veins of quartz, break­ing out this quartz when he had found it, pul­ver­iz­ing and pan­ning it. Cribbens hunt­ed for “con­tacts,” close­ly ex­am­in­ing coun­try rocks and out­crops, con­tin­u­al­ly on the look­out for spots where sed­i­men­ta­ry and ig­neous rock came to­geth­er.

			One day, af­ter a week of prospect­ing, they met un­ex­pect­ed­ly on the slope of an ar­royo. It was late in the af­ter­noon. “Hel­lo, pard­ner,” ex­claimed Cribbens as he came down to where McTeague was bend­ing over his pan. “What luck?”

			The den­tist emp­tied his pan and straight­ened up. “Noth­ing, noth­ing. You struck any­thing?”

			“Not a trace. Guess we might as well be mov­ing to­wards camp.” They re­turned to­geth­er, Cribbens telling the den­tist of a group of an­te­lope he had seen.

			“We might lay off to­mor­row, an’ see if we can plug a cou­ple of them fellers. An­te­lope steak would go pret­ty well af­ter beans an’ ba­con an’ cof­fee week in an’ week out.”

			McTeague was an­swer­ing, when Cribbens in­ter­rupt­ed him with an ex­cla­ma­tion of pro­found dis­gust. “I thought we were the first to prospect along in here, an’ now look at that. Don’t it make you sick?”

			He point­ed out ev­i­dences of an aban­doned prospec­tor’s camp just be­fore them—charred ash­es, emp­ty tin cans, one or two gold-min­er’s pans, and a bro­ken pick. “Don’t that make you sick?” mut­tered Cribbens, suck­ing his mus­tache fu­ri­ous­ly. “To think of us mush­heads go­ing over ground that’s been cov­ered al­ready! Say, pard­ner, we’ll dig out of here to­mor­row. I’ve been think­ing, any­how, we’d bet­ter move to the south; that wa­ter of ours is pret­ty low.”

			“Yes, yes, I guess so,” as­sent­ed the den­tist. “There ain’t any gold here.”

			“Yes, there is,” protest­ed Cribbens dogged­ly; “there’s gold all through these hills, if we could on­ly strike it. I tell you what, pard­ner, I got a place in mind where I’ll bet no one ain’t prospect­ed—least not very many. There don’t very many care to try an’ get to it. It’s over on the oth­er side of Death Val­ley. It’s called Gold Moun­tain, an’ there’s on­ly one mine been lo­cat­ed there, an’ it’s pay­ing like a ni­trate bed. There ain’t many peo­ple in that coun­try, be­cause it’s all hell to get in­to. First place, you got to cross Death Val­ley and strike the Ar­magosa Range fur off to the south. Well, no one ain’t stuck on cross­ing the Val­ley, not if they can help it. But we could work down the Panamint some hun­dred or so miles, maybe two hun­dred, an’ fetch around by the Ar­magosa Riv­er, way to the south’erd. We could prospect on the way. But I guess the Ar­magosa’d be dried up at this sea­son. Any­how,” he con­clud­ed, “we’ll move camp to the south to­mor­row. We got to get new feed an’ wa­ter for the hors­es. We’ll see if we can knock over a cou­ple of an­te­lope to­mor­row, and then we’ll scoot.”

			“I ain’t got a gun,” said the den­tist; “not even a re­volver. I—”

			“Wait a sec­ond,” said Cribbens, paus­ing in his scram­ble down the side of one of the small­er gulches. “Here’s some slate here; I ain’t seen no slate around here yet. Let’s see where it goes to.”

			McTeague fol­lowed him along the side of the gulch. Cribbens went on ahead, mut­ter­ing to him­self from time to time:

			“Runs right along here, even enough, and here’s wa­ter too. Didn’t know this stream was here; pret­ty near dry, though. Here’s the slate again. See where it runs, pard­ner?”

			“Look at it up there ahead,” said McTeague. “It runs right up over the back of this hill.”

			“That’s right,” as­sent­ed Cribbens. “Hi!” he shout­ed sud­den­ly, “here’s a ‘con­tact,’ and here it is again, and there, and yon­der. Oh, look at it, will you? That’s gra­n­odi­or­ite on slate. Couldn’t want it any more dis­tinct than that. God! if we could on­ly find the quartz be­tween the two now.”

			“Well, there it is,” ex­claimed McTeague. “Look on ahead there; ain’t that quartz?”

			“You’re shout­ing right out loud,” vo­cif­er­at­ed Cribbens, look­ing where McTeague was point­ing. His face went sud­den­ly pale. He turned to the den­tist, his eyes wide.

			“By God, pard­ner,” he ex­claimed, breath­less­ly. “By God—” he broke off abrupt­ly.

			“That’s what you been look­ing for, ain’t it?” asked the den­tist.

			“Look­ing for! Look­ing for!” Cribbens checked him­self. “That’s slate all right, and that’s gra­n­odi­or­ite, I know”—he bent down and ex­am­ined the rock—“and here’s the quartz be­tween ’em; there can’t be no mis­take about that. Gi’ me that ham­mer,” he cried, ex­cit­ed­ly. “Come on, git to work. Jab in­to the quartz with your pick; git out some chunks of it.” Cribbens went down on his hands and knees, at­tack­ing the quartz vein fu­ri­ous­ly. The den­tist fol­lowed his ex­am­ple, swing­ing his pick with enor­mous force, splin­ter­ing the rocks at ev­ery stroke. Cribbens was talk­ing to him­self in his ex­cite­ment.

			“Got you this time, you son of a gun! By God! I guess we got you this time, at last. Looks like it, any­how. Get a move on, pard­ner. There ain’t any­body ’round, is there? Hey?” With­out look­ing, he drew his re­volver and threw it to the den­tist. “Take the gun an’ look around, pard­ner. If you see any son of a gun any­where, plug him. This yere’s our claim. I guess we got it this tide, pard­ner. Come on.” He gath­ered up the chunks of quartz he had bro­ken out, and put them in his hat and start­ed to­wards their camp. The two went along with great strides, hur­ry­ing as fast as they could over the un­even ground.

			“I don’ know,” ex­claimed Cribbens, breath­less­ly, “I don’ want to say too much. Maybe we’re fooled. Lord, that damn camp’s a long ways off. Oh, I ain’t goin’ to fool along this way. Come on, pard­ner.” He broke in­to a run. McTeague fol­lowed at a lum­ber­ing gal­lop. Over the scorched, parched ground, stum­bling and trip­ping over sage­brush and sharp-point­ed rocks, un­der the pal­pi­tat­ing heat of the desert sun, they ran and scram­bled, car­ry­ing the quartz lumps in their hats.

			“See any ‘col­or’ in it, pard­ner?” gasped Cribbens. “I can’t, can you? ’Twouldn’t be vis­i­ble no­how, I guess. Hur­ry up. Lord, we ain’t ev­er go­ing to get to that camp.”

			Fi­nal­ly they ar­rived. Cribbens dumped the quartz frag­ments in­to a pan.

			“You pes­tle her, pard­ner, an’ I’ll fix the scales.” McTeague ground the lumps to fine dust in the iron mor­tar while Cribbens set up the tiny scales and got out the “spoons” from their out­fit.

			“That’s fine enough,” Cribbens ex­claimed, im­pa­tient­ly. “Now we’ll spoon her. Gi’ me the wa­ter.”

			Cribbens scooped up a spoon­ful of the fine white pow­der and be­gan to spoon it care­ful­ly. The two were on their hands and knees up­on the ground, their heads close to­geth­er, still pant­ing with ex­cite­ment and the ex­er­tion of their run.

			“Can’t do it,” ex­claimed Cribbens, sit­ting back on his heels, “hand shakes so. You take it, pard­ner. Care­ful, now.”

			McTeague took the horn spoon and be­gan rock­ing it gen­tly in his huge fin­gers, sluic­ing the wa­ter over the edge a lit­tle at a time, each move­ment wash­ing away a lit­tle more of the pow­dered quartz. The two watched it with the in­tens­est ea­ger­ness.

			“Don’t see it yet; don’t see it yet,” whis­pered Cribbens, chew­ing his mus­tache. “Lee­tle faster, pard­ner. That’s the tick­et. Care­ful, steady, now; lee­tle more, lee­tle more. Don’t see col­or yet, do you?”

			The quartz sed­i­ment dwin­dled by de­grees as McTeague spooned it steadi­ly. Then at last a thin streak of a for­eign sub­stance be­gan to show just along the edge. It was yel­low.

			Nei­ther spoke. Cribbens dug his nails in­to the sand, and ground his mus­tache be­tween his teeth. The yel­low streak broad­ened as the quartz sed­i­ment washed away. Cribbens whis­pered:

			“We got it, pard­ner. That’s gold.”

			McTeague washed the last of the white quartz dust away, and let the wa­ter trick­le af­ter it. A pinch of gold, fine as flour, was left in the bot­tom of the spoon.

			“There you are,” he said. The two looked at each oth­er. Then Cribbens rose in­to the air with a great leap and a yell that could have been heard for half a mile.

			“Yee-e-ow! We got it, we struck it. Pard­ner, we got it. Out of sight. We’re mil­lion­aires.” He snatched up his re­volver and fired it with in­con­ceiv­able ra­pid­i­ty. “Put it there, old man,” he shout­ed, grip­ping McTeague’s palm.

			“That’s gold, all right,” mut­tered McTeague, study­ing the con­tents of the spoon.

			“You bet your great-grand­ma’s Cochin-Chi­na Chessy cat it’s gold,” shout­ed Cribbens. “Here, now, we got a lot to do. We got to stake her out an’ put up the lo­ca­tion no­tice. We’ll take our full acreage, you bet. You—we haven’t weighed this yet. Where’s the scales?” He weighed the pinch of gold with shak­ing hands. “Two grains,” he cried. “That’ll run five dol­lars to the ton. Rich, it’s rich; it’s the rich­est kind of pay, pard­ner. We’re mil­lion­aires. Why don’t you say some­thing? Why don’t you get ex­cit­ed? Why don’t you run around an’ do some­thing?”

			“Huh!” said McTeague, rolling his eyes. “Huh! I know, I know, we’ve struck it pret­ty rich.”

			“Come on,” ex­claimed Cribbens, jump­ing up again. “We’ll stake her out an’ put up the lo­ca­tion no­tice. Lord, sup­pose any­one should have come on her while we’ve been away.” He reload­ed his re­volver de­lib­er­ate­ly. “We’ll drop him all right, if there’s any­one fool­ing round there; I’ll tell you those right now. Bring the ri­fle, pard­ner, an’ if you see any­one, plug him, an’ ask him what he wants af­ter­ward.”

			They hur­ried back to where they had made their dis­cov­ery.

			“To think,” ex­claimed Cribbens, as he drove the first stake, “to think those oth­er mush­heads had their camp with­in gun­shot of her and nev­er lo­cat­ed her. Guess they didn’t know the mean­ing of a ‘con­tact.’ Oh, I knew I was sol­id on ‘con­tacts.’ ”

			They staked out their claim, and Cribbens put up the no­tice of lo­ca­tion. It was dark be­fore they were through. Cribbens broke off some more chunks of quarts in the vein.

			“I’ll spoon this too, just for the fun of it, when I get home,” he ex­plained, as they tramped back to the camp.

			“Well,” said the den­tist, “we got the laugh on those cow­boys.”

			“Have we?” shout­ed Cribbens. “Have we? Just wait and see the rush for this place when we tell ’em about it down in Keel­er. Say, what’ll we call her?”

			“I don’ know, I don’ know.”

			“We might call her the ‘Last Chance.’ ’Twas our last chance, wasn’t it? We’d ’a’ gone an­te­lope shoot­ing to­mor­row, and the next day we’d ‘a’—say, what you stop­ping for?” he added, in­ter­rupt­ing him­self. “What’s up?”

			The den­tist had paused abrupt­ly on the crest of a canyon. Cribbens, look­ing back, saw him stand­ing mo­tion­less in his tracks.

			“What’s up?” asked Cribbens a sec­ond time.

			McTeague slow­ly turned his head and looked over one shoul­der, then over the oth­er. Sud­den­ly he wheeled sharply about, cock­ing the Win­ches­ter and toss­ing it to his shoul­der. Cribbens ran back to his side, whip­ping out his re­volver.

			“What is it?” he cried. “See any­body?” He peered on ahead through the gath­er­ing twi­light.

			“No, no.”

			“Hear any­thing?”

			“No, didn’t hear any­thing.”

			“What is it then? What’s up?”

			“I don’ know, I don’ know,” mut­tered the den­tist, low­er­ing the ri­fle. “There was some­thing.”

			“What?”

			“Some­thing—didn’t you no­tice?”

			“No­tice what?”

			“I don’ know. Some­thing—some­thing or oth­er.”

			“Who? What? No­tice what? What did you see?”

			The den­tist let down the ham­mer of the ri­fle.

			“I guess it wasn’t any­thing,” he said rather fool­ish­ly.

			“What d’you think you saw—any­body on the claim?”

			“I didn’t see any­thing. I didn’t hear any­thing ei­ther. I had an idea, that’s all; came all of a sud­den, like that. Some­thing, I don’ know what.”

			“I guess you just imag­ined some­thing. There ain’t any­body with­in twen­ty miles of us, I guess.”

			“Yes, I guess so, just imag­ined it, that’s the word.”

			Half an hour lat­er they had the fire go­ing. McTeague was fry­ing strips of ba­con over the coals, and Cribbens was still chat­ter­ing and ex­claim­ing over their great strike. All at once McTeague put down the fry­ing-pan.

			“What’s that?” he growled.

			“Hey? What’s what?” ex­claimed Cribbens, get­ting up.

			“Didn’t you no­tice some­thing?”

			“Where?”

			“Off there.” The den­tist made a vague ges­ture to­ward the east­ern hori­zon. “Didn’t you hear some­thing—I mean see some­thing—I mean—”

			“What’s the mat­ter with you, pard­ner?”

			“Noth­ing. I guess I just imag­ined it.”

			But it was not imag­i­na­tion. Un­til mid­night the part­ners lay broad awake, rolled in their blan­kets un­der the open sky, talk­ing and dis­cussing and mak­ing plans. At last Cribbens rolled over on his side and slept. The den­tist could not sleep.

			What! It was warn­ing him again, that strange sixth sense, that ob­scure brute in­stinct. It was aroused again and clam­or­ing to be obeyed. Here, in these des­o­late bar­ren hills, twen­ty miles from the near­est hu­man be­ing, it stirred and woke and row­elled him to be mov­ing on. It had goad­ed him to flight from the Big Dip­per mine, and he had obeyed. But now it was dif­fer­ent; now he had sud­den­ly be­come rich; he had light­ed on a trea­sure—a trea­sure far more valu­able than the Big Dip­per mine it­self. How was he to leave that? He could not move on now. He turned about in his blan­kets. No, he would not move on. Per­haps it was his fan­cy, af­ter all. He saw noth­ing, heard noth­ing. The empti­ness of primeval des­o­la­tion stretched from him leagues and leagues up­on ei­ther hand. The gi­gan­tic si­lence of the night lay close over ev­ery­thing, like a muf­fling Ti­tan­ic palm. Of what was he sus­pi­cious? In that tree­less waste an ob­ject could be seen at half a day’s jour­ney dis­tant. In that vast si­lence the click of a peb­ble was as au­di­ble as a pis­tol-shot. And yet there was noth­ing, noth­ing.

			The den­tist set­tled him­self in his blan­kets and tried to sleep. In five min­utes he was sit­ting up, star­ing in­to the blue-gray shim­mer of the moon­light, strain­ing his ears, watch­ing and lis­ten­ing in­tent­ly. Noth­ing was in sight. The browned and bro­ken flanks of the Panamint hills lay qui­et and fa­mil­iar un­der the moon. The bur­ro moved its head with a clink­ing of its bell; and McTeagues mule, doz­ing on three legs, changed its weight to an­oth­er foot, with a long breath. Ev­ery­thing fell silent again.

			“What is it?” mut­tered the den­tist. “If I could on­ly see some­thing, hear some­thing.”

			He threw off the blan­kets, and, ris­ing, climbed to the sum­mit of the near­est hill and looked back in the di­rec­tion in which he and Cribbens had trav­elled a fort­night be­fore. For half an hour he wait­ed, watch­ing and lis­ten­ing in vain. But as he re­turned to camp, and pre­pared to roll his blan­kets about him, the strange im­pulse rose in him again abrupt­ly, nev­er so strong, nev­er so in­sis­tent. It seemed as though he were bit­ted and rid­den; as if some un­seen hand were turn­ing him to­ward the east; some un­seen heel spurring him to pre­cip­i­tate and in­stant flight.

			Flight from what? “No,” he mut­tered un­der his breath. “Go now and leave the claim, and leave a for­tune! What a fool I’d be, when I can’t see any­thing or hear any­thing. To leave a for­tune! No, I won’t. No, by God!” He drew Cribbens’s Win­ches­ter to­ward him and slipped a car­tridge in­to the mag­a­zine.

			“No,” he growled. “What­ev­er hap­pens, I’m go­ing to stay. If any­body comes—” He de­pressed the lever of the ri­fle, and sent the car­tridge clash­ing in­to the breech.

			“I ain’t go­ing to sleep,” he mut­tered un­der his mus­tache. “I can’t sleep; I’ll watch.” He rose a sec­ond time, clam­bered to the near­est hill­top and sat down, draw­ing the blan­ket around him, and lay­ing the Win­ches­ter across his knees. The hours passed. The den­tist sat on the hill­top a mo­tion­less, crouch­ing fig­ure, inky black against the pale blur of the sky. By and by the edge of the east­ern hori­zon be­gan to grow black­er and more dis­tinct in out­line. The dawn was com­ing. Once more McTeague felt the mys­te­ri­ous in­tu­ition of ap­proach­ing dan­ger; an un­seen hand seemed rein­ing his head east­ward; a spur was in his flanks that seemed to urge him to hur­ry, hur­ry, hur­ry. The in­flu­ence grew stronger with ev­ery mo­ment. The den­tist set his great jaws to­geth­er and held his ground.

			“No,” he growled be­tween his set teeth. “No, I’ll stay.” He made a long cir­cuit around the camp, even go­ing as far as the first stake of the new claim, his Win­ches­ter cocked, his ears pricked, his eyes alert. There was noth­ing; yet as plain­ly as though it were shout­ed at the very nape of his neck he felt an en­e­my. It was not fear. McTeague was not afraid.

			“If I could on­ly see some­thing—some­body,” he mut­tered, as he held the cocked ri­fle ready, “I—I’d show him.”

			He re­turned to camp. Cribbens was snor­ing. The bur­ro had come down to the stream for its morn­ing drink. The mule was awake and brows­ing. McTeague stood ir­res­o­lute­ly by the cold ash­es of the camp­fire, look­ing from side to side with all the sus­pi­cion and wari­ness of a tracked stag. Stronger and stronger grew the strange im­pulse. It seemed to him that on the next in­stant he must per­force wheel sharply east­ward and rush away head­long in a clum­sy, lum­ber­ing gal­lop. He fought against it with all the fe­ro­cious ob­sti­na­cy of his sim­ple brute na­ture.

			“Go, and leave the mine? Go and leave a mil­lion dol­lars? No, no, I won’t go. No, I’ll stay. Ah,” he ex­claimed, un­der his breath, with a shake of his huge head, like an ex­as­per­at­ed and ha­rassed brute, “ah, show your­self, will you?” He brought the ri­fle to his shoul­der and cov­ered point af­ter point along the range of hills to the west. “Come on, show your­self. Come on a lit­tle, all of you. I ain’t afraid of you; but don’t skulk this way. You ain’t go­ing to drive me away from my mine. I’m go­ing to stay.”

			An hour passed. Then two. The stars winked out, and the dawn whitened. The air be­came warmer. The whole east, clean of clouds, flamed opales­cent from hori­zon to zenith, crim­son at the base, where the earth black­ened against it; at the top fad­ing from pink to pale yel­low, to green, to light blue, to the turquoise iri­des­cence of the desert sky. The long, thin shad­ows of the ear­ly hours drew back­ward like re­ced­ing ser­pents, then sud­den­ly the sun looked over the shoul­der of the world, and it was day.

			At that mo­ment McTeague was al­ready eight miles away from the camp, go­ing steadi­ly east­ward. He was de­scend­ing the low­est spurs of the Panamint hills, fol­low­ing an old and faint cat­tle trail. Be­fore him he drove his mule, laden with blan­kets, pro­vi­sions for six days, Cribben’s ri­fle, and a can­teen full of wa­ter. Se­cure­ly bound to the pom­mel of the sad­dle was the can­vas sack with its pre­cious five thou­sand dol­lars, all in twen­ty-dol­lar gold pieces. But strange enough in that hor­rid waste of sand and sage was the ob­ject that McTeague him­self per­sis­tent­ly car­ried—the ca­nary in its cage, about which he had care­ful­ly wrapped a cou­ple of old flour-bags.

			At about five o’clock that morn­ing McTeague had crossed sev­er­al trails which seemed to be con­verg­ing, and, guess­ing that they led to a wa­ter hole, had fol­lowed one of them and had brought up at a sort of small sun­dried sink which nev­er­the­less con­tained a lit­tle wa­ter at the bot­tom. He had wa­tered the mule here, re­filled the can­teen, and drank deep him­self. He had al­so damp­ened the old flour-sacks around the bird cage to pro­tect the lit­tle ca­nary as far as pos­si­ble from the heat that he knew would in­crease now with ev­ery hour. He had made ready to go for­ward again, but had paused ir­res­o­lute again, hes­i­tat­ing for the last time.

			“I’m a fool,” he growled, scowl­ing back at the range be­hind him. “I’m a fool. What’s the mat­ter with me? I’m just walk­ing right away from a mil­lion dol­lars. I know it’s there. No, by God!” he ex­claimed, sav­age­ly, “I ain’t go­ing to do it. I’m go­ing back. I can’t leave a mine like that.” He had wheeled the mule about, and had start­ed to re­turn on his tracks, grind­ing his teeth fierce­ly, in­clin­ing his head for­ward as though butting against a wind that would beat him back. “Go on, go on,” he cried, some­times ad­dress­ing the mule, some­times him­self. “Go on, go back, go back. I will go back.” It was as though he were climb­ing a hill that grew steep­er with ev­ery stride. The strange im­pelling in­stinct fought his ad­vance yard by yard. By de­grees the den­tist’s steps grew slow­er; he stopped, went for­ward again cau­tious­ly, al­most feel­ing his way, like some­one ap­proach­ing a pit in the dark­ness. He stopped again, hes­i­tat­ing, gnash­ing his teeth, clinch­ing his fists with blind fury. Sud­den­ly he turned the mule about, and once more set his face to the east­ward.

			“I can’t,” he cried aloud to the desert; “I can’t, I can’t. It’s stronger than I am. I can’t go back. Hur­ry now, hur­ry, hur­ry, hur­ry.”

			He has­tened on furtive­ly, his head and shoul­ders bent. At times one could al­most say he crouched as he pushed for­ward with long strides; now and then he even looked over his shoul­der. Sweat rolled from him, he lost his hat, and the mat­ted mane of thick yel­low hair swept over his fore­head and shad­ed his small, twin­kling eyes. At times, with a vague, near­ly au­to­mat­ic ges­ture, he reached his hand for­ward, the fin­gers pre­hen­sile, and di­rect­ed to­wards the hori­zon, as if he would clutch it and draw it near­er; and at in­ter­vals he mut­tered, “Hur­ry, hur­ry, hur­ry on, hur­ry on.” For now at last McTeague was afraid.

			His plans were un­cer­tain. He re­mem­bered what Cribbens had said about the Ar­magosa Moun­tains in the coun­try on the oth­er side of Death Val­ley. It was all hell to get in­to that coun­try, Cribbens had said, and not many men went there, be­cause of the ter­ri­ble val­ley of al­ka­li that barred the way, a hor­ri­ble vast sink of white sand and salt be­low even the sea lev­el, the dry bed, no doubt, of some pre­his­toric lake. But McTeague re­solved to make a cir­cuit of the val­ley, keep­ing to the south, un­til he should strike the Ar­magosa Riv­er. He would make a cir­cuit of the val­ley and come up on the oth­er side. He would get in­to that coun­try around Gold Moun­tain in the Ar­magosa hills, barred off from the world by the leagues of the red-hot al­ka­li of Death Val­ley. “They” would hard­ly reach him there. He would stay at Gold Moun­tain two or three months, and then work his way down in­to Mex­i­co.

			McTeague tramped steadi­ly for­ward, still de­scend­ing the low­er ir­reg­u­lar­i­ties of the Panamint Range. By nine o’clock the slope flat­tened out abrupt­ly; the hills were be­hind him; be­fore him, to the east, all was lev­el. He had reached the re­gion where even the sand and sage­brush be­gin to dwin­dle, giv­ing place to white, pow­dered al­ka­li. The trails were nu­mer­ous, but old and faint; and they had been made by cat­tle, not by men. They led in all di­rec­tions but one—north, south, and west; but not one, how­ev­er faint, struck out to­wards the val­ley.

			“If I keep along the edge of the hills where these trails are,” mut­tered the den­tist, “I ought to find wa­ter up in the ar­royos from time to time.”

			At once he ut­tered an ex­cla­ma­tion. The mule had be­gun to squeal and lash out with al­ter­nate hoofs, his eyes rolling, his ears flat­tened. He ran a few steps, halt­ed, and squealed again. Then, sud­den­ly wheel­ing at right an­gles, set off on a jog trot to the north, squeal­ing and kick­ing from time to time. McTeague ran af­ter him shout­ing and swear­ing, but for a long time the mule would not al­low him­self to be caught. He seemed more be­wil­dered than fright­ened.

			“He’s ea­tun some of that lo­coweed that Cribbens spoke about,” pant­ed McTeague. “Whoa, there; steady, you.” At length the mule stopped of his own ac­cord, and seemed to come to his sens­es again. McTeague came up and took the bri­dle rein, speak­ing to him and rub­bing his nose.

			“There, there, what’s the mat­ter with you?” The mule was docile again. McTeague washed his mouth and set for­ward once more.

			The day was mag­nif­i­cent. From hori­zon to hori­zon was one vast span of blue, whiten­ing as it dipped earth­ward. Miles up­on miles to the east and south­east the desert un­rolled it­self, white, naked, in­hos­pitable, pal­pi­tat­ing and shim­mer­ing un­der the sun, un­bro­ken by so much as a rock or cac­tus stump. In the dis­tance it as­sumed all man­ner of faint col­ors, pink, pur­ple, and pale or­ange. To the west rose the Panamint Range, sparse­ly sprin­kled with gray sage­brush; here the earths and sands were yel­low, ochre, and rich, deep red, the hol­lows and canyons picked out with in­tense blue shad­ows. It seemed strange that such bar­ren­ness could ex­hib­it this ra­di­ance of col­or, but noth­ing could have been more beau­ti­ful than the deep red of the high­er bluffs and ridges, seamed with pur­ple shad­ows, stand­ing sharply out against the pale-blue white­ness of the hori­zon.

			By nine o’clock the sun stood high in the sky. The heat was in­tense; the at­mos­phere was thick and heavy with it. McTeague gasped for breath and wiped the beads of per­spi­ra­tion from his fore­head, his cheeks, and his neck. Ev­ery inch and pore of his skin was tin­gling and prick­ing un­der the mer­ci­less lash of the sun’s rays.

			“If it gets much hot­ter,” he mut­tered, with a long breath, “if it gets much hot­ter, I—I don’ know—” He wagged his head and wiped the sweat from his eye­lids, where it was run­ning like tears.

			The sun rose high­er; hour by hour, as the den­tist tramped steadi­ly on, the heat in­creased. The baked dry sand crack­led in­to in­nu­mer­able tiny flakes un­der his feet. The twigs of the sage­brush snapped like brit­tle pipestems as he pushed through them. It grew hot­ter. At eleven the earth was like the sur­face of a fur­nace; the air, as McTeague breathed it in, was hot to his lips and the roof of his mouth. The sun was a disk of molten brass swim­ming in the burnt-out blue of the sky. McTeague stripped off his woollen shirt, and even un­but­toned his flan­nel un­der­shirt, ty­ing a hand­ker­chief loose­ly about his neck.

			“Lord!” he ex­claimed. “I nev­er knew it could get as hot as this.”

			The heat grew steadi­ly fiercer; all dis­tant ob­jects were vis­i­bly shim­mer­ing and pal­pi­tat­ing un­der it. At noon a mi­rage ap­peared on the hills to the north­west. McTeague halt­ed the mule, and drank from the tepid wa­ter in the can­teen, damp­en­ing the sack around the ca­nary’s cage. As soon as he ceased his tramp and the noise of his crunch­ing, grind­ing foot­steps died away, the si­lence, vast, il­lim­itable, en­fold­ed him like an im­mea­sur­able tide. From all that gi­gan­tic land­scape, that colos­sal reach of bak­ing sand, there arose not a sin­gle sound. Not a twig rat­tled, not an in­sect hummed, not a bird or beast in­vad­ed that huge soli­tude with call or cry. Ev­ery­thing as far as the eye could reach, to north, to south, to east, and west, lay in­ert, ab­so­lute­ly qui­et and move­less un­der the re­morse­less scourge of the noon sun. The very shad­ows shrank away, hid­ing un­der sage-bush­es, re­treat­ing to the far­thest nooks and crevices in the canyons of the hills. All the world was one gi­gan­tic blind­ing glare, silent, mo­tion­less. “If it gets much hot­ter,” mur­mured the den­tist again, mov­ing his head from side to side, “if it gets much hot­ter, I don’ know what I’ll do.”

			Steadi­ly the heat in­creased. At three o’clock it was even more ter­ri­ble than it had been at noon.

			“Ain’t it ev­er go­ing to let up?” groaned the den­tist, rolling his eyes at the sky of hot blue brass. Then, as he spoke, the still­ness was abrupt­ly stabbed through and through by a shrill sound that seemed to come from all sides at once. It ceased; then, as McTeague took an­oth­er for­ward step, be­gan again with the sud­den­ness of a blow, shriller, near­er at hand, a hideous, pro­longed note that brought both man and mule to an in­stant halt.

			“I know what that is,” ex­claimed the den­tist. His eyes searched the ground swift­ly un­til he saw what he ex­pect­ed he should see—the round thick coil, the slow­ly wav­ing clover-shaped head and erect whirring tail with its vi­brant rat­tles.

			For ful­ly thir­ty sec­onds the man and snake re­mained look­ing in­to each oth­er’s eyes. Then the snake un­coiled and swift­ly wound from sight amidst the sage­brush. McTeague drew breath again, and his eyes once more be­held the il­lim­itable leagues of quiv­er­ing sand and al­ka­li.

			“Good Lord! What a coun­try!” he ex­claimed. But his voice was trem­bling as he urged for­ward the mule once more.

			Fiercer and fiercer grew the heat as the af­ter­noon ad­vanced. At four McTeague stopped again. He was drip­ping at ev­ery pore, but there was no re­lief in per­spi­ra­tion. The very touch of his clothes up­on his body was un­en­durable. The mule’s ears were droop­ing and his tongue lolled from his mouth. The cat­tle trails seemed to be draw­ing to­geth­er to­ward a com­mon point; per­haps a wa­ter hole was near by.

			“I’ll have to lay up, sure,” mut­tered the den­tist. “I ain’t made to trav­el in such heat as this.”

			He drove the mule up in­to one of the larg­er canyons and halt­ed in the shad­ow of a pile of red rock. Af­ter a long search he found wa­ter, a few quarts, warm and brack­ish, at the bot­tom of a hol­low of sun­wracked mud; it was lit­tle more than enough to wa­ter the mule and re­fill his can­teen. Here he camped, eas­ing the mule of the sad­dle, and turn­ing him loose to find what nour­ish­ment he might. A few hours lat­er the sun set in a cloud­less glo­ry of red and gold, and the heat be­came by de­grees less in­tol­er­a­ble. McTeague cooked his sup­per, chiefly cof­fee and ba­con, and watched the twi­light come on, rev­el­ling in the de­li­cious cool­ness of the evening. As he spread his blan­kets on the ground he re­solved that here­after he would trav­el on­ly at night, lay­ing up in the day­time in the shade of the canyons. He was ex­haust­ed with his ter­ri­ble day’s march. Nev­er in his life had sleep seemed so sweet to him.

			But sud­den­ly he was broad awake, his jad­ed sens­es all alert.

			“What was that?” he mut­tered. “I thought I heard some­thing—saw some­thing.”

			He rose to his feet, reach­ing for the Win­ches­ter. Des­o­la­tion lay still around him. There was not a sound but his own breath­ing; on the face of the desert not a grain of sand was in mo­tion. McTeague looked furtive­ly and quick­ly from side to side, his teeth set, his eyes rolling. Once more the row­el was in his flanks, once more an un­seen hand reined him to­ward the east. Af­ter all the miles of that dread­ful day’s flight he was no bet­ter off than when he start­ed. If any­thing, he was worse, for nev­er had that mys­te­ri­ous in­stinct in him been more in­sis­tent than now; nev­er had the im­pulse to­ward pre­cip­i­tate flight been stronger; nev­er had the spur bit deep­er. Ev­ery nerve of his body cried aloud for rest; yet ev­ery in­stinct seemed aroused and alive, goad­ing him to hur­ry on, to hur­ry on.

			“What is it, then? What is it?” he cried, be­tween his teeth. “Can’t I ev­er get rid of you? Ain’t I ev­er go­ing to shake you off? Don’ keep it up this way. Show your­selves. Let’s have it out right away. Come on. I ain’t afraid if you’ll on­ly come on; but don’t skulk this way.” Sud­den­ly he cried aloud in a fren­zy of ex­as­per­a­tion, “Damn you, come on, will you? Come on and have it out.” His ri­fle was at his shoul­der, he was cov­er­ing bush af­ter bush, rock af­ter rock, aim­ing at ev­ery denser shad­ow. All at once, and quite in­vol­un­tar­i­ly, his fore­fin­ger crooked, and the ri­fle spoke and flamed. The canyons roared back the echo, toss­ing it out far over the desert in a rip­pling, widen­ing wave of sound.

			McTeague low­ered the ri­fle hasti­ly, with an ex­cla­ma­tion of dis­may.

			“You fool,” he said to him­self, “you fool. You’ve done it now. They could hear that miles away. You’ve done it now.”

			He stood lis­ten­ing in­tent­ly, the ri­fle smok­ing in his hands. The last echo died away. The smoke van­ished, the vast si­lence closed up­on the pass­ing echoes of the ri­fle as the ocean clos­es up­on a ship’s wake. Noth­ing moved; yet McTeague be­stirred him­self sharply, rolling up his blan­kets, re­sad­dling the mule, get­ting his out­fit to­geth­er again. From time to time he mut­tered:

			“Hur­ry now; hur­ry on. You fool, you’ve done it now. They could hear that miles away. Hur­ry now. They ain’t far off now.”

			As he de­pressed the lever of the ri­fle to reload it, he found that the mag­a­zine was emp­ty. He clapped his hands to his sides, feel­ing rapid­ly first in one pock­et, then in an­oth­er. He had for­got­ten to take ex­tra car­tridges with him. McTeague swore un­der his breath as he flung the ri­fle away. Hence­forth he must trav­el un­armed.

			A lit­tle more wa­ter had gath­ered in the mud hole near which he had camped. He wa­tered the mule for the last time and wet the sacks around the ca­nary’s cage. Then once more he set for­ward.

			But there was a change in the di­rec­tion of McTeague’s flight. Hith­er­to he had held to the south, keep­ing up­on the very edge of the hills; now he turned sharply at right an­gles. The slope fell away be­neath his hur­ry­ing feet; the sage­brush dwin­dled, and at length ceased; the sand gave place to a fine pow­der, white as snow; and an hour af­ter he had fired the ri­fle his mule’s hoofs were crisp­ing and crack­ing the sun­baked flakes of al­ka­li on the sur­face of Death Val­ley.

			Tracked and har­ried, as he felt him­self to be, from one camp­ing place to an­oth­er, McTeague had sud­den­ly re­solved to make one last ef­fort to rid him­self of the en­e­my that seemed to hang up­on his heels. He would strike straight out in­to that hor­ri­ble wilder­ness where even the beasts were afraid. He would cross Death Val­ley at once and put its arid wastes be­tween him and his pur­suer.

			“You don’t dare fol­low me now,” he mut­tered, as he hur­ried on. “Let’s see you come out here af­ter me.”

			He hur­ried on swift­ly, urg­ing the mule to a rapid rack­ing walk. To­wards four o’clock the sky in front of him be­gan to flush pink and gold­en. McTeague halt­ed and break­fast­ed, push­ing on again im­me­di­ate­ly af­ter­ward. The dawn flamed and glowed like a bra­zier, and the sun rose a vast red-hot coal float­ing in fire. An hour passed, then an­oth­er, and an­oth­er. It was about nine o’clock. Once more the den­tist paused, and stood pant­ing and blow­ing, his arms dan­gling, his eyes screwed up and blink­ing as he looked about him.

			Far be­hind him the Panamint hills were al­ready but blue hum­mocks on the hori­zon. Be­fore him and up­on ei­ther side, to the north and to the east and to the south, stretched pri­mor­dial des­o­la­tion. League up­on league the in­fi­nite reach­es of daz­zling white al­ka­li laid them­selves out like an im­mea­sur­able scroll un­rolled from hori­zon to hori­zon; not a bush, not a twig re­lieved that hor­ri­ble monotony. Even the sand of the desert would have been a wel­come sight; a sin­gle clump of sage­brush would have fas­ci­nat­ed the eye; but this was worse than the desert. It was abom­inable, this hideous sink of al­ka­li, this bed of some primeval lake ly­ing so far be­low the lev­el of the ocean. The great moun­tains of Plac­er Coun­ty had been mere­ly in­dif­fer­ent to man; but this aw­ful sink of al­ka­li was open­ly and un­re­served­ly in­iq­ui­tous and ma­lig­nant.

			McTeague had told him­self that the heat up­on the low­er slopes of the Panamint had been dread­ful; here in Death Val­ley it be­came a thing of ter­ror. There was no longer any shad­ow but his own. He was scorched and parched from head to heel. It seemed to him that the smart of his tor­tured body could not have been keen­er if he had been flayed.

			“If it gets much hot­ter,” he mut­tered, wring­ing the sweat from his thick fell of hair and mus­tache, “if it gets much hot­ter, I don’ know what I’ll do.” He was thirsty, and drank a lit­tle from his can­teen. “I ain’t got any too much wa­ter,” he mur­mured, shak­ing the can­teen. “I got to get out of this place in a hur­ry, sure.”

			By eleven o’clock the heat had in­creased to such an ex­tent that McTeague could feel the burn­ing of the ground come prin­gling and sting­ing through the soles of his boots. Ev­ery step he took threw up clouds of im­pal­pa­ble al­ka­li dust, salty and chok­ing, so that he stran­gled and coughed and sneezed with it.

			“Lord! what a coun­try!” ex­claimed the den­tist.

			An hour lat­er, the mule stopped and lay down, his jaws wide open, his ears dan­gling. McTeague washed his mouth with a hand­ful of wa­ter and for a sec­ond time since sun­rise wet­ted the flour-sacks around the bird cage. The air was quiv­er­ing and pal­pi­tat­ing like that in the stoke­hold of a steamship. The sun, small and con­tract­ed, swam molten over­head.

			“I can’t stand it,” said McTeague at length. “I’ll have to stop and make some kin­da shade.”

			The mule was crouched up­on the ground, pant­ing rapid­ly, with half-closed eyes. The den­tist re­moved the sad­dle, and un­rolling his blan­ket, propped it up as best he could be­tween him and the sun. As he stooped down to crawl be­neath it, his palm touched the ground. He snatched it away with a cry of pain. The sur­face al­ka­li was oven-hot; he was obliged to scoop out a trench in it be­fore he dared to lie down.

			By de­grees the den­tist be­gan to doze. He had had lit­tle or no sleep the night be­fore, and the hur­ry of his flight un­der the blaz­ing sun had ex­haust­ed him. But his rest was bro­ken; be­tween wak­ing and sleep­ing, all man­ner of trou­blous im­ages gal­loped through his brain. He thought he was back in the Panamint hills again with Cribbens. They had just dis­cov­ered the mine and were re­turn­ing to­ward camp. McTeague saw him­self as an­oth­er man, strid­ing along over the sand and sage­brush. At once he saw him­self stop and wheel sharply about, peer­ing back sus­pi­cious­ly. There was some­thing be­hind him; some­thing was fol­low­ing him. He looked, as it were, over the shoul­der of this oth­er McTeague, and saw down there, in the half light of the canyon, some­thing dark crawl­ing up­on the ground, an in­dis­tinct gray fig­ure, man or brute, he did not know. Then he saw an­oth­er, and an­oth­er; then an­oth­er. A score of black, crawl­ing ob­jects were fol­low­ing him, crawl­ing from bush to bush, con­verg­ing up­on him. “They” were af­ter him, were clos­ing in up­on him, were with­in touch of his hand, were at his feet—were at his throat.

			McTeague jumped up with a shout, over­set­ting the blan­ket. There was noth­ing in sight. For miles around, the al­ka­li was emp­ty, soli­tary, quiv­er­ing and shim­mer­ing un­der the pelt­ing fire of the af­ter­noon’s sun.

			But once more the spur bit in­to his body, goad­ing him on. There was to be no rest, no go­ing back, no pause, no stop. Hur­ry, hur­ry, hur­ry on. The brute that in him slept so close to the sur­face was alive and alert, and tug­ging to be gone. There was no re­sist­ing that in­stinct. The brute felt an en­e­my, scent­ed the track­ers, clam­ored and strug­gled and fought, and would not be gain­said.

			“I can’t go on,” groaned McTeague, his eyes sweep­ing the hori­zon be­hind him, “I’m beat out. I’m dog tired. I ain’t slept any for two nights.” But for all that he roused him­self again, sad­dled the mule, scarce­ly less ex­haust­ed than him­self, and pushed on once more over the scorch­ing al­ka­li and un­der the blaz­ing sun.

			From that time on the fear nev­er left him, the spur nev­er ceased to bite, the in­stinct that goad­ed him to fight nev­er was dumb; hur­ry or halt, it was all the same. On he went, straight on, chas­ing the re­ced­ing hori­zon; flag­el­lat­ed with heat; tor­tured with thirst; crouch­ing over; look­ing furtive­ly be­hind, and at times reach­ing his hand for­ward, the fin­gers pre­hen­sile, grasp­ing, as it were, to­ward the hori­zon, that al­ways fled be­fore him.

			The sun set up­on the third day of McTeague’s flight, night came on, the stars burned slow­ly in­to the cool dark pur­ple of the sky. The gi­gan­tic sink of white al­ka­li glowed like snow. McTeague, now far in­to the desert, held steadi­ly on, swing­ing for­ward with great strides. His enor­mous strength held him dogged­ly to his work. Sul­len­ly, with his huge jaws grip­ping stolid­ly to­geth­er, he pushed on. At mid­night he stopped.

			“Now,” he growled, with a cer­tain des­per­ate de­fi­ance, as though he ex­pect­ed to be heard, “now, I’m go­ing to lay up and get some sleep. You can come or not.”

			He cleared away the hot sur­face al­ka­li, spread out his blan­ket, and slept un­til the next day’s heat aroused him. His wa­ter was so low that he dared not make cof­fee now, and so break­fast­ed with­out it. Un­til ten o’clock he tramped for­ward, then camped again in the shade of one of the rare rock ledges, and “lay up” dur­ing the heat of the day. By five o’clock he was once more on the march.

			He trav­elled on for the greater part of that night, stop­ping on­ly once to­wards three in the morn­ing to wa­ter the mule from the can­teen. Again the red-hot day burned up over the hori­zon. Even at six o’clock it was hot.

			“It’s go­ing to be worse than ev­er to­day,” he groaned. “I wish I could find an­oth­er rock to camp by. Ain’t I ev­er go­ing to get out of this place?”

			There was no change in the char­ac­ter of the desert. Al­ways the same mea­sure­less leagues of white-hot al­ka­li stretched away to­ward the hori­zon on ev­ery hand. Here and there the flat, daz­zling sur­face of the desert broke and raised in­to long low mounds, from the sum­mit of which McTeague could look for miles and miles over its hor­ri­ble des­o­la­tion. No shade was in sight. Not a rock, not a stone broke the monotony of the ground. Again and again he as­cend­ed the low un­even­ness­es, look­ing and search­ing for a camp­ing place, shad­ing his eyes from the glit­ter of sand and sky.

			He tramped for­ward a lit­tle far­ther, then paused at length in a hol­low be­tween two breaks, re­solv­ing to make camp there.

			Sud­den­ly there was a shout.

			“Hands up. By damn, I got the drop on you!”

			McTeague looked up.

			It was Mar­cus.

		
	
		
			XXII

			With­in a month af­ter his de­par­ture from San Fran­cis­co, Mar­cus had “gone in on a cat­tle ranch” in the Panamint Val­ley with an En­glish­man, an ac­quain­tance of Mr. Sieppe’s. His head­quar­ters were at a place called Mod­oc, at the low­er ex­trem­i­ty of the val­ley, about fifty miles by trail to the south of Keel­er.

			His life was the life of a cow­boy. He re­al­ized his for­mer vi­sion of him­self, boot­ed, som­breroed, and re­volvered, pass­ing his days in the sad­dle and the bet­ter part of his nights around the pok­er ta­bles in Mod­oc’s one sa­loon. To his in­tense sat­is­fac­tion he even in­volved him­self in a gun fight that arose over a dis­put­ed brand, with the re­sult that two fin­gers of his left hand were shot away.

			News from the out­side world fil­tered slow­ly in­to the Panamint Val­ley, and the tele­graph had nev­er been built be­yond Keel­er. At in­ter­vals one of the lo­cal pa­pers of In­de­pen­dence, the near­est large town, found its way in­to the cat­tle camps on the ranges, and oc­ca­sion­al­ly one of the Sun­day edi­tions of a Sacra­men­to jour­nal, weeks old, was passed from hand to hand. Mar­cus ceased to hear from the Sieppes. As for San Fran­cis­co, it was as far from him as was Lon­don or Vi­en­na.

			One day, a fort­night af­ter McTeague’s flight from San Fran­cis­co, Mar­cus rode in­to Mod­oc, to find a group of men gath­ered about a no­tice af­fixed to the out­side of the Wells-Far­go of­fice. It was an of­fer of re­ward for the ar­rest and ap­pre­hen­sion of a mur­der­er. The crime had been com­mit­ted in San Fran­cis­co, but the man want­ed had been traced as far as the west­ern por­tion of In­yo Coun­ty, and was be­lieved at that time to be in hid­ing in ei­ther the Pin­to or Panamint hills, in the vicin­i­ty of Keel­er.

			Mar­cus reached Keel­er on the af­ter­noon of that same day. Half a mile from the town his pony fell and died from ex­haus­tion. Mar­cus did not stop even to re­move the sad­dle. He ar­rived in the bar­room of the ho­tel in Keel­er just af­ter the posse had been made up. The sher­iff, who had come down from In­de­pen­dence that morn­ing, at first re­fused his of­fer of as­sis­tance. He had enough men al­ready—too many, in fact. The coun­try trav­elled through would be hard, and it would be dif­fi­cult to find wa­ter for so many men and hors­es.

			“But none of you fellers have ev­er seen um,” vo­cif­er­at­ed Mar­cus, quiv­er­ing with ex­cite­ment and wrath. “I know um well. I could pick um out in a mil­lion. I can iden­ti­fy um, and you fellers can’t. And I knew—I knew—good God! I knew that girl—his wife—in Frisco. She’s a cousin of mine, she is—she was—I thought once of—This thing’s a per­son­al mat­ter of mine—an’ that mon­ey he got away with, that five thou­sand, be­longs to me by rights. Oh, nev­er mind, I’m go­ing along. Do you hear?” he shout­ed, his fists raised, “I’m go­ing along, I tell you. There ain’t a man of you big enough to stop me. Let’s see you try and stop me go­ing. Let’s see you once, any two of you.” He filled the bar­room with his clam­or.

			“Lord love you, come along, then,” said the sher­iff.

			The posse rode out of Keel­er that same night. The keep­er of the gen­er­al mer­chan­dise store, from whom Mar­cus had bor­rowed a sec­ond pony, had in­formed them that Cribbens and his part­ner, whose de­scrip­tion tal­lied ex­act­ly with that giv­en in the no­tice of re­ward, had out­fit­ted at his place with a view to prospect­ing in the Panamint hills. The posse trailed them at once to their first camp at the head of the val­ley. It was an easy mat­ter. It was on­ly nec­es­sary to in­quire of the cow­boys and range rid­ers of the val­ley if they had seen and not­ed the pas­sage of two men, one of whom car­ried a bird cage.

			Be­yond this first camp the trail was lost, and a week was wast­ed in a boot­less search around the mine at Gold Gulch, whith­er it seemed prob­a­ble the part­ners had gone. Then a trav­el­ling ped­dler, who in­clud­ed Gold Gulch in his route, brought in the news of a won­der­ful strike of gold-bear­ing quartz some ten miles to the south on the west­ern slope of the range. Two men from Keel­er had made a strike, the ped­dler had said, and added the cu­ri­ous de­tail that one of the men had a ca­nary bird in a cage with him.

			The posse made Cribbens’s camp three days af­ter the un­ac­count­able dis­ap­pear­ance of his part­ner. Their man was gone, but the nar­row hoof prints of a mule, mixed with those of huge hob­nailed boots, could be plain­ly fol­lowed in the sand. Here they picked up the trail and held to it steadi­ly till the point was reached where, in­stead of tend­ing south­ward it swerved abrupt­ly to the east. The men could hard­ly be­lieve their eyes.

			“It ain’t rea­son,” ex­claimed the sher­iff. “What in thun­der is he up to? This beats me. Cut­ting out in­to Death Val­ley at this time of year.”

			“He’s head­ing for Gold Moun­tain over in the Ar­magosa, sure.”

			The men de­cid­ed that this con­jec­ture was true. It was the on­ly in­hab­it­ed lo­cal­i­ty in that di­rec­tion. A dis­cus­sion be­gan as to the fur­ther move­ments of the posse.

			“I don’t fig­ure on go­ing in­to that al­ka­li sink with no eight men and hors­es,” de­clared the sher­iff. “One man can’t car­ry enough wa­ter to take him and his mount across, let alone eight. No, sir. Four couldn’t do it. No, three couldn’t. We’ve got to make a cir­cuit round the val­ley and come up on the oth­er side and head him off at Gold Moun­tain. That’s what we got to do, and ride like hell to do it, too.”

			But Mar­cus protest­ed with all the strength of his lungs against aban­don­ing the trail now that they had found it. He ar­gued that they were but a day and a half be­hind their man now. There was no pos­si­bil­i­ty of their miss­ing the trail—as dis­tinct in the white al­ka­li as in snow. They could make a dash in­to the val­ley, se­cure their man, and re­turn long be­fore their wa­ter failed them. He, for one, would not give up the pur­suit, now that they were so close. In the haste of the de­par­ture from Keel­er the sher­iff had ne­glect­ed to swear him in. He was un­der no or­ders. He would do as he pleased.

			“Go on, then, you darn fool,” an­swered the sher­iff. “We’ll cut on round the val­ley, for all that. It’s a gam­ble he’ll be at Gold Moun­tain be­fore you’re half­way across. But if you catch him, here”—he tossed Mar­cus a pair of hand­cuffs—“put ’em on him and bring him back to Keel­er.”

			Two days af­ter he had left the posse, and when he was al­ready far out in the desert, Mar­cus’s horse gave out. In the fury of his im­pa­tience he had spurred mer­ci­less­ly for­ward on the trail, and on the morn­ing of the third day found that his horse was un­able to move. The joints of his legs seemed locked rigid­ly. He would go his own length, stum­bling and in­ter­fer­ing, then col­lapse help­less­ly up­on the ground with a piti­ful groan. He was used up.

			Mar­cus be­lieved him­self to be close up­on McTeague now. The ash­es at his last camp had still been smol­der­ing. Mar­cus took what sup­plies of food and wa­ter he could car­ry, and hur­ried on. But McTeague was far­ther ahead than he had guessed, and by evening of his third day up­on the desert Mar­cus, rag­ing with thirst, had drunk his last mouth­ful of wa­ter and had flung away the emp­ty can­teen.

			“If he ain’t got wa­ter with um,” he said to him­self as he pushed on, “If he ain’t got wa­ter with um, by damn! I’ll be in a bad way. I will, for a fact.”

			

			At Mar­cus’s shout McTeague looked up and around him. For the in­stant he saw no one. The white glare of al­ka­li was still un­bro­ken. Then his swift­ly rolling eyes light­ed up­on a head and shoul­der that pro­trud­ed above the low crest of the break di­rect­ly in front of him. A man was there, ly­ing at full length up­on the ground, cov­er­ing him with a re­volver. For a few sec­onds McTeague looked at the man stupid­ly, be­wil­dered, con­fused, as yet with­out def­i­nite thought. Then he no­ticed that the man was sin­gu­lar­ly like Mar­cus Schouler. It was Mar­cus Schouler. How in the world did Mar­cus Schouler come to be in that desert? What did he mean by point­ing a pis­tol at him that way? He’d best look out or the pis­tol would go off. Then his thoughts read­just­ed them­selves with a swift­ness born of a vivid sense of dan­ger. Here was the en­e­my at last, the track­er he had felt up­on his foot­steps. Now at length he had “come on” and shown him­self, af­ter all those days of skulk­ing. McTeague was glad of it. He’d show him now. They two would have it out right then and there. His ri­fle! He had thrown it away long since. He was help­less. Mar­cus had or­dered him to put up his hands. If he did not, Mar­cus would kill him. He had the drop on him. McTeague stared, scowl­ing fierce­ly at the lev­elled pis­tol. He did not move.

			“Hands up!” shout­ed Mar­cus a sec­ond time. “I’ll give you three to do it in. One, two—”

			In­stinc­tive­ly McTeague put his hands above his head.

			Mar­cus rose and came to­wards him over the break.

			“Keep ’em up,” he cried. “If you move ’em once I’ll kill you, sure.”

			He came up to McTeague and searched him, go­ing through his pock­ets; but McTeague had no re­volver; not even a hunt­ing knife.

			“What did you do with that mon­ey, with that five thou­sand dol­lars?”

			“It’s on the mule,” an­swered McTeague, sul­len­ly.

			Mar­cus grunt­ed, and cast a glance at the mule, who was stand­ing some dis­tance away, snort­ing ner­vous­ly, and from time to time flat­ten­ing his long ears.

			“Is that it there on the horn of the sad­dle, there in that can­vas sack?” Mar­cus de­mand­ed.

			“Yes, that’s it.”

			A gleam of sat­is­fac­tion came in­to Mar­cus’s eyes, and un­der his breath he mut­tered:

			“Got it at last.”

			He was sin­gu­lar­ly puz­zled to know what next to do. He had got McTeague. There he stood at length, with his big hands over his head, scowl­ing at him sul­len­ly. Mar­cus had caught his en­e­my, had run down the man for whom ev­ery of­fi­cer in the State had been look­ing. What should he do with him now? He couldn’t keep him stand­ing there for­ev­er with his hands over his head.

			“Got any wa­ter?” he de­mand­ed.

			“There’s a can­teen of wa­ter on the mule.”

			Mar­cus moved to­ward the mule and made as if to reach the bri­dle-rein. The mule squealed, threw up his head, and gal­loped to a lit­tle dis­tance, rolling his eyes and flat­ten­ing his ears.

			Mar­cus swore wrath­ful­ly.

			“He act­ed that way once be­fore,” ex­plained McTeague, his hands still in the air. “He ate some lo­coweed back in the hills be­fore I start­ed.”

			For a mo­ment Mar­cus hes­i­tat­ed. While he was catch­ing the mule McTeague might get away. But where to, in heav­en’s name? A rat could not hide on the sur­face of that glis­ten­ing al­ka­li, and be­sides, all McTeague’s store of pro­vi­sions and his price­less sup­ply of wa­ter were on the mule. Mar­cus ran af­ter the mule, re­volver in hand, shout­ing and curs­ing. But the mule would not be caught. He act­ed as if pos­sessed, squeal­ing, lash­ing out, and gal­lop­ing in wide cir­cles, his head high in the air.

			“Come on,” shout­ed Mar­cus, fu­ri­ous, turn­ing back to McTeague. “Come on, help me catch him. We got to catch him. All the wa­ter we got is on the sad­dle.”

			McTeague came up.

			“He’s ea­tun some lo­coweed,” he re­peat­ed. “He went kin­da crazy once be­fore.”

			“If he should take it in­to his head to bolt and keep on run­ning—”

			Mar­cus did not fin­ish. A sud­den great fear seemed to widen around and en­close the two men. Once their wa­ter gone, the end would not be long.

			“We can catch him all right,” said the den­tist. “I caught him once be­fore.”

			“Oh, I guess we can catch him,” an­swered Mar­cus, re­as­sur­ing­ly.

			Al­ready the sense of en­mi­ty be­tween the two had weak­ened in the face of a com­mon per­il. Mar­cus let down the ham­mer of his re­volver and slid it back in­to the hol­ster.

			The mule was trot­ting on ahead, snort­ing and throw­ing up great clouds of al­ka­li dust. At ev­ery step the can­vas sack jin­gled, and McTeague’s bird cage, still wrapped in the flour-bags, bumped against the sad­dlepads. By and by the mule stopped, blow­ing out his nos­trils ex­cit­ed­ly.

			“He’s clean crazy,” fumed Mar­cus, pant­ing and swear­ing.

			“We ought to come up on him qui­et,” ob­served McTeague.

			“I’ll try and sneak up,” said Mar­cus; “two of us would scare him again. You stay here.”

			Mar­cus went for­ward a step at a time. He was al­most with­in arm’s length of the bri­dle when the mule shied from him abrupt­ly and gal­loped away.

			Mar­cus danced with rage, shak­ing his fists, and swear­ing hor­ri­bly. Some hun­dred yards away the mule paused and be­gan blow­ing and snuff­ing in the al­ka­li as though in search of feed. Then, for no rea­son, he shied again, and start­ed off on a jog trot to­ward the east.

			“We’ve got to fol­low him,” ex­claimed Mar­cus as McTeague came up. “There’s no wa­ter with­in sev­en­ty miles of here.”

			Then be­gan an in­ter­minable pur­suit. Mile af­ter mile, un­der the ter­ri­ble heat of the desert sun, the two men fol­lowed the mule, racked with a thirst that grew fiercer ev­ery hour. A dozen times they could al­most touch the can­teen of wa­ter, and as of­ten the dis­traught an­i­mal shied away and fled be­fore them. At length Mar­cus cried:

			“It’s no use, we can’t catch him, and we’re killing our­selves with thirst. We got to take our chances.” He drew his re­volver from its hol­ster, cocked it, and crept for­ward.

			“Steady, now,” said McTeague; “it won’ do to shoot through the can­teen.”

			With­in twen­ty yards Mar­cus paused, made a rest of his left fore­arm and fired.

			“You got him,” cried McTeague. “No, he’s up again. Shoot him again. He’s go­ing to bolt.”

			Mar­cus ran on, fir­ing as he ran. The mule, one fore­leg trail­ing, scram­bled along, squeal­ing and snort­ing. Mar­cus fired his last shot. The mule pitched for­ward up­on his head, then, rolling side­ways, fell up­on the can­teen, burst­ing it open and spilling its en­tire con­tents in­to the sand.

			Mar­cus and McTeague ran up, and Mar­cus snatched the bat­tered can­teen from un­der the reek­ing, bloody hide. There was no wa­ter left. Mar­cus flung the can­teen from him and stood up, fac­ing McTeague. There was a pause.

			“We’re dead men,” said Mar­cus.

			McTeague looked from him out over the desert. Chaot­ic des­o­la­tion stretched from them on ei­ther hand, flam­ing and glar­ing with the af­ter­noon heat. There was the brazen sky and the leagues up­on leagues of al­ka­li, lep­er white. There was noth­ing more. They were in the heart of Death Val­ley.

			“Not a drop of wa­ter,” mut­tered McTeague; “not a drop of wa­ter.”

			“We can drink the mule’s blood,” said Mar­cus. “It’s been done be­fore. But—but—” he looked down at the quiv­er­ing, gory body—“but I ain’t thirsty enough for that yet.”

			“Where’s the near­est wa­ter?”

			“Well, it’s about a hun­dred miles or more back of us in the Panamint hills,” re­turned Mar­cus, dogged­ly. “We’d be crazy long be­fore we reached it. I tell you, we’re done for, by damn, we’re done for. We ain’t ev­er go­ing to get ou­ta here.”

			“Done for?” mur­mured the oth­er, look­ing about stupid­ly. “Done for, that’s the word. Done for? Yes, I guess we’re done for.”

			“What are we go­ing to do now?” ex­claimed Mar­cus, sharply, af­ter a while.

			“Well, let’s—let’s be mov­ing along—some­where.”

			“Where, I’d like to know? What’s the good of mov­ing on?”

			“What’s the good of stop­ping here?”

			There was a si­lence.

			“Lord, it’s hot,” said the den­tist, fi­nal­ly, wip­ing his fore­head with the back of his hand. Mar­cus ground his teeth.

			“Done for,” he mut­tered; “done for.”

			“I nev­er was so thirsty,” con­tin­ued McTeague. “I’m that dry I can hear my tongue rub­bing against the roof of my mouth.”

			“Well, we can’t stop here,” said Mar­cus, fi­nal­ly; “we got to go some­where. We’ll try and get back, but it ain’t no man­ner of use. Any­thing we want to take along with us from the mule? We can—”

			Sud­den­ly he paused. In an in­stant the eyes of the two doomed men had met as the same thought si­mul­ta­ne­ous­ly rose in their minds. The can­vas sack with its five thou­sand dol­lars was still tied to the horn of the sad­dle.

			Mar­cus had emp­tied his re­volver at the mule, and though he still wore his car­tridge belt, he was for the mo­ment as un­armed as McTeague.

			“I guess,” be­gan McTeague com­ing for­ward a step, “I guess, even if we are done for, I’ll take—some of my truck along.”

			“Hold on,” ex­claimed Mar­cus, with ris­ing ag­gres­sive­ness. “Let’s talk about that. I ain’t so sure about who that—who that mon­ey be­longs to.”

			“Well, I am, you see,” growled the den­tist.

			The old en­mi­ty be­tween the two men, their an­cient hate, was flam­ing up again.

			“Don’t try an’ load that gun ei­ther,” cried McTeague, fix­ing Mar­cus with his lit­tle eyes.

			“Then don’t lay your fin­ger on that sack,” shout­ed the oth­er. “You’re my pris­on­er, do you un­der­stand? You’ll do as I say.” Mar­cus had drawn the hand­cuffs from his pock­et, and stood ready with his re­volver held as a club. “You sol­diered me out of that mon­ey once, and played me for a suck­er, an’ it’s my turn now. Don’t you lay your fin­ger on that sack.”

			Mar­cus barred McTeague’s way, white with pas­sion. McTeague did not an­swer. His eyes drew to two fine, twin­kling points, and his enor­mous hands knot­ted them­selves in­to fists, hard as wood­en mal­lets. He moved a step near­er to Mar­cus, then an­oth­er.

			Sud­den­ly the men grap­pled, and in an­oth­er in­stant were rolling and strug­gling up­on the hot white ground. McTeague thrust Mar­cus back­ward un­til he tripped and fell over the body of the dead mule. The lit­tle bird cage broke from the sad­dle with the vi­o­lence of their fall, and rolled out up­on the ground, the flour-bags slip­ping from it. McTeague tore the re­volver from Mar­cus’s grip and struck out with it blind­ly. Clouds of al­ka­li dust, fine and pun­gent, en­veloped the two fight­ing men, all but stran­gling them.

			McTeague did not know how he killed his en­e­my, but all at once Mar­cus grew still be­neath his blows. Then there was a sud­den last re­turn of en­er­gy. McTeague’s right wrist was caught, some­thing clicked up­on it, then the strug­gling body fell limp and mo­tion­less with a long breath.

			As McTeague rose to his feet, he felt a pull at his right wrist; some­thing held it fast. Look­ing down, he saw that Mar­cus in that last strug­gle had found strength to hand­cuff their wrists to­geth­er. Mar­cus was dead now; McTeague was locked to the body. All about him, vast in­ter­minable, stretched the mea­sure­less leagues of Death Val­ley.

			McTeague re­mained stupid­ly look­ing around him, now at the dis­tant hori­zon, now at the ground, now at the half-dead ca­nary chit­ter­ing fee­bly in its lit­tle gilt prison.
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