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			Preface

			I know no way in which a writer may more fit­tingly in­tro­duce his work to the pub­lic than by giv­ing a brief ac­count of who and what he is. By this means some of the blame for what he has done is very prop­erly shif­ted to the ex­ten­u­at­ing cir­cum­stances of his life.

			I was born at Swan­moor, Hants, Eng­land, on Decem­ber 30, 1869. I am not aware that there was any par­tic­u­lar con­junc­tion of the plan­ets at the time, but should think it ex­tremely likely. My par­ents mi­grated to Canada in 1876, and I de­cided to go with them. My fath­er took up a farm near Lake Sim­coe, in Ontario. This was dur­ing the hard times of Ca­na­dian farm­ing, and my fath­er was just able by great di­li­gence to pay the hired men and, in years of plenty, to raise enough grain to have seed for the next year’s crop without buy­ing any. By this pro­cess my broth­ers and I were in­ev­it­ably driv­en off the land, and have be­come pro­fess­ors, busi­ness men, and en­gin­eers, in­stead of be­ing able to grow up as farm la­bour­ers. Yet I saw enough of farm­ing to speak ex­uber­antly in polit­ic­al ad­dresses of the joy of early rising and the deep sleep, both of body and in­tel­lect, that is in­duced by hon­est manu­al toil.

			I was edu­cated at Up­per Canada Col­lege, Toronto, of which I was head boy in 1887. From there I went to the Uni­ver­sity of Toronto, where I gradu­ated in 1891. At the Uni­ver­sity I spent my en­tire time in the ac­quis­i­tion of lan­guages, liv­ing, dead, and half-dead, and knew noth­ing of the out­side world. In this di­li­gent pur­suit of words I spent about six­teen hours of each day. Very soon after gradu­ation I had for­got­ten the lan­guages, and found my­self in­tel­lec­tu­ally bank­rupt. In oth­er words I was what is called a dis­tin­guished gradu­ate, and, as such, I took to school teach­ing as the only trade I could find that need neither ex­per­i­ence nor in­tel­lect. I spent my time from 1891 to 1899 on the staff of Up­per Canada Col­lege, an ex­per­i­ence which has left me with a pro­found sym­pathy for the many gif­ted and bril­liant men who are com­pelled to spend their lives in the most dreary, the most thank­less, and the worst paid pro­fes­sion in the world. I have noted that of my pu­pils, those who seemed the lazi­est and the least en­am­oured of books are now rising to em­in­ence at the bar, in busi­ness, and in pub­lic life; the really prom­ising boys who took all the prizes are now able with dif­fi­culty to earn the wages of a clerk in a sum­mer hotel or a deck hand on a canal boat.

			In 1899 I gave up school teach­ing in dis­gust, bor­row­ing enough money to live upon for a few months, and went to the Uni­ver­sity of Chica­go to study eco­nom­ics and polit­ic­al sci­ence. I was soon ap­poin­ted to a Fel­low­ship in polit­ic­al eco­nomy, and by means of this and some tem­por­ary em­ploy­ment by Mc­Gill Uni­ver­sity, I sur­vived un­til I took the de­gree of Doc­tor of Philo­sophy in 1903. The mean­ing of this de­gree is that the re­cip­i­ent of in­struc­tion is ex­amined for the last time in his life, and is pro­nounced com­pletely full. After this, no new ideas can be im­par­ted to him.

			From this time, and since my mar­riage, which had oc­curred at this peri­od, I have be­longed to the staff of Mc­Gill Uni­ver­sity, first as lec­turer in Polit­ic­al Sci­ence, and later as head of the de­part­ment of Eco­nom­ics and Polit­ic­al Sci­ence. As this po­s­i­tion is one of the prizes of my pro­fes­sion, I am able to re­gard my­self as sin­gu­larly for­tu­nate. The emolu­ment is so high as to place me dis­tinctly above the po­lice­men, post­men, street­car con­duct­ors, and oth­er salar­ied of­fi­cials of the neigh­bour­hood, while I am able to mix with the poorer of the busi­ness men of the city on terms of some­thing like equal­ity. In point of leis­ure, I en­joy more in the four corners of a single year than a busi­ness man knows in his whole life. I thus have what the busi­ness man can nev­er en­joy, an abil­ity to think, and, what is still bet­ter, to stop think­ing al­to­geth­er for months at a time.

			I have writ­ten a num­ber of things in con­nec­tion with my col­lege life—a book on Polit­ic­al Sci­ence, and many es­says, magazine art­icles, and so on. I be­long to the Polit­ic­al Sci­ence As­so­ci­ation of Amer­ica, to the Roy­al Co­lo­ni­al In­sti­tute, and to the Church of Eng­land. These things, surely, are a proof of re­spect­ab­il­ity. I have had some small con­nec­tion with polit­ics and pub­lic life. A few years ago I went all round the Brit­ish Em­pire de­liv­er­ing ad­dresses on Im­per­i­al or­gan­iz­a­tion. When I state that these lec­tures were fol­lowed al­most im­me­di­ately by the Uni­on of South Africa, the Ba­nana Ri­ots in Trin­id­ad, and the Turco-Itali­an war, I think the read­er can form some idea of their im­port­ance. In Canada I be­long to the Con­ser­vat­ive party, but as yet I have failed en­tirely in Ca­na­dian polit­ics, nev­er hav­ing re­ceived a con­tract to build a bridge, or make a wharf, nor to con­struct even the smal­lest sec­tion of the Transcon­tin­ent­al Rail­way. This, how­ever, is a form of na­tion­al in­grat­it­ude to which one be­comes ac­cus­tomed in this Domin­ion.

			Apart from my col­lege work, I have writ­ten two books, one called Lit­er­ary Lapses and the oth­er Non­sense Nov­els. Each of these is pub­lished by John Lane (Lon­don and New York), and either of them can be ob­tained, ab­surd though it sounds, for the mere sum of three shil­lings and six­pence. Any read­er of this pre­face, for ex­ample, ri­dicu­lous though it ap­pears, could walk in­to a book­store and buy both of these books for sev­en shil­lings. Yet these works are of so hu­mor­ous a char­ac­ter that for many years it was found im­possible to print them. The com­pos­it­ors fell back from their task suf­foc­ated with laughter and gasp­ing for air. Noth­ing but the in­ter­ven­tion of the lino­type ma­chine—or rather, of the kind of men who op­er­ate it—made it pos­sible to print these books. Even now people have to be very care­ful in cir­cu­lat­ing them, and the books should nev­er be put in­to the hands of per­sons not in ro­bust health.

			Many of my friends are un­der the im­pres­sion that I write these hu­mor­ous noth­ings in idle mo­ments when the wear­ied brain is un­able to per­form the ser­i­ous la­bours of the eco­nom­ist. My own ex­per­i­ence is ex­actly the oth­er way. The writ­ing of sol­id, in­struct­ive stuff for­ti­fied by facts and fig­ures is easy enough. There is no trouble in writ­ing a sci­entif­ic treat­ise on the folk­lore of Cent­ral China, or a stat­ist­ic­al en­quiry in­to the de­clin­ing pop­u­la­tion of Prince Ed­ward Is­land. But to write some­thing out of one’s own mind, worth read­ing for its own sake, is an ar­du­ous con­triv­ance only to be achieved in for­tu­nate mo­ments, few and far between. Per­son­ally, I would soon­er have writ­ten Alice in Won­der­land than the whole En­cyc­lo­pae­dia Brit­an­nica.

			In re­gard to the present work I must dis­claim at once all in­ten­tions of try­ing to do any­thing so ri­dicu­lously easy as writ­ing about a real place and real people. Mari­posa is not a real town. On the con­trary, it is about sev­enty or eighty of them. You may find them all the way from Lake Su­per­i­or to the sea, with the same square streets and the same maple trees and the same churches and ho­tels, and every­where the sun­shine of the land of hope.

			Sim­il­arly, the Rev­er­end Mr. Drone is not one per­son but about eight or ten. To make him I clapped the gaiters of one ec­cle­si­ast­ic round the legs of an­oth­er, ad­ded the ser­mons of a third and the char­ac­ter of a fourth, and so let him start on his way in the book to pick up such in­di­vidu­al at­trib­utes as he might find for him­self. Mullins and Bag­shaw and Judge Pep­per­leigh and the rest are, it is true, per­son­al friends of mine. But I have known them in such a vari­ety of forms, with such al­tern­a­tions of tall and short, dark and fair, that, in­di­vidu­ally, I should have much ado to know them. Mr. Pup­kin is found whenev­er a Ca­na­dian bank opens a branch in a county town and needs a tell­er. As for Mr. Smith, with his two hun­dred and eighty pounds, his hoarse voice, his loud check suit, his dia­monds, the rough­ness of his ad­dress and the good­ness of his heart—all of this is known by every­body to be a ne­ces­sary and uni­ver­sal ad­junct of the hotel busi­ness.

			The in­spir­a­tion of the book—a land of hope and sun­shine where little towns spread their square streets and their trim maple trees be­side pla­cid lakes al­most with­in echo of the primev­al forest—is large enough. If it fails in its por­tray­al of the scenes and the coun­try that it de­picts the fault lies rather with an art that is de­fi­cient than in an af­fec­tion that is want­ing.

			
				
					Steph­en Lea­cock.
				

				Mc­Gill Uni­ver­sity,

				June, 1912.
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				I

				The Hostelry of Mr. Smith

			
			I don’t know wheth­er you know Mari­posa. If not, it is of no con­sequence, for if you know Canada at all, you are prob­ably well ac­quain­ted with a dozen towns just like it.

			There it lies in the sun­light, slop­ing up from the little lake that spreads out at the foot of the hill­side on which the town is built. There is a wharf be­side the lake, and ly­ing along­side of it a steam­er that is tied to the wharf with two ropes of about the same size as they use on the Lus­it­ania. The steam­er goes nowhere in par­tic­u­lar, for the lake is land­locked and there is no nav­ig­a­tion for the Mari­posa Belle ex­cept to “run trips” on the first of Ju­ly and the Queen’s Birth­day, and to take ex­cur­sions of the Knights of Py­thi­as and the Sons of Tem­per­ance to and from the Loc­al Op­tion Town­ships.

			In point of geo­graphy the lake is called Lake Wis­san­otti and the river run­ning out of it the Ossawippi, just as the main street of Mari­posa is called Miss­in­aba Street and the county Miss­in­aba County. But these names do not really mat­ter. Nobody uses them. People simply speak of the “lake” and the “river” and the “main street,” much in the same way as they al­ways call the Con­tin­ent­al Hotel, “Pete Robin­son’s” and the Phar­ma­ceut­ic­al Hall, “Eli­ot’s Drug Store.” But I sup­pose this is just the same in every­one else’s town as in mine, so I need lay no stress on it.

			The town, I say, has one broad street that runs up from the lake, com­monly called the Main Street. There is no doubt about its width. When Mari­posa was laid out there was none of that short­sighted­ness which is seen in the cramped di­men­sions of Wall Street and Pic­ca­dilly. Miss­in­aba Street is so wide that if you were to roll Jeff Thorpe’s barber shop over on its face it wouldn’t reach halfway across. Up and down the Main Street are tele­graph poles of ce­dar of co­lossal thick­ness, stand­ing at a vari­ety of angles and car­ry­ing rather more wires than are com­monly seen at a transat­lantic cable sta­tion.

			On the Main Street it­self are a num­ber of build­ings of ex­traordin­ary im­port­ance—Smith’s Hotel and the Con­tin­ent­al and the Mari­posa House, and the two banks (the Com­mer­cial and the Ex­change), to say noth­ing of Mc­Carthy’s Block (erec­ted in 1878), and Glover’s Hard­ware Store with the Odd­fel­lows’ Hall above it. Then on the “cross” street that in­ter­sects Miss­in­aba Street at the main corner there is the Post Of­fice and the Fire Hall and the Young Men’s Chris­ti­an As­so­ci­ation and the of­fice of the Mari­posa News­pack­et—in fact, to the eye of dis­cern­ment a per­fect jostle of pub­lic in­sti­tu­tions com­par­able only to Thread­needle Street or Lower Broad­way. On all the side streets there are maple trees and broad side­walks, trim gar­dens with up­right calla lilies, houses with ver­andahs, which are here and there be­ing re­placed by res­id­ences with piaz­zas.

			To the care­less eye the scene on the Main Street of a sum­mer af­ter­noon is one of deep and un­broken peace. The empty street sleeps in the sun­shine. There is a horse and buggy tied to the hitch­ing post in front of Glover’s hard­ware store. There is, usu­ally and com­monly, the burly fig­ure of Mr. Smith, pro­pri­et­or of Smith’s Hotel, stand­ing in his chequered waist­coat on the steps of his hostelry, and per­haps, fur­ther up the street, Law­yer Ma­cart­ney go­ing for his af­ter­noon mail, or the Rev. Mr. Drone, the Rur­al Dean of the Church of Eng­land Church, go­ing home to get his fish­ing rod after a moth­ers’ aux­il­i­ary meet­ing.

			But this quiet is mere ap­pear­ance. In real­ity, and to those who know it, the place is a per­fect hive of activ­ity. Why, at Net­ley’s butcher shop (es­tab­lished in 1882) there are no less than four men work­ing on the saus­age ma­chines in the base­ment; at the News­pack­et of­fice there are as many more job-print­ing; there is a long dis­tance tele­phone with four dis­tract­ing girls on high stools wear­ing steel caps and talk­ing in­cess­antly; in the of­fices in Mc­Carthy’s block are dent­ists and law­yers with their coats off, ready to work at any mo­ment; and from the big plan­ing fact­ory down be­side the lake where the rail­road sid­ing is, you may hear all through the hours of the sum­mer af­ter­noon the long-drawn mu­sic of the run­ning saw.

			Busy—well, I should think so! Ask any of its in­hab­it­ants if Mari­posa isn’t a busy, hust­ling, thriv­ing town. Ask Mullins, the man­ager of the Ex­change Bank, who comes hust­ling over to his of­fice from the Mari­posa House every day at 10:30 and has scarcely time all morn­ing to go out and take a drink with the man­ager of the Com­mer­cial; or ask—well, for the mat­ter of that, ask any of them if they ever knew a more rush­ing go-ahead town than Mari­posa.

			Of course if you come to the place fresh from New York, you are de­ceived. Your stand­ard of vis­ion is all astray. You do think the place is quiet. You do ima­gine that Mr. Smith is asleep merely be­cause he closes his eyes as he stands. But live in Mari­posa for six months or a year and then you will be­gin to un­der­stand it bet­ter; the build­ings get high­er and high­er; the Mari­posa House grows more and more lux­uri­ous; Mc­Carthy’s block towers to the sky; the buses roar and hum to the sta­tion; the trains shriek; the traffic mul­ti­plies; the people move faster and faster; a dense crowd swirls to and fro in the post of­fice and the five and ten cent store—and amuse­ments! well, now! lacrosse, base­ball, ex­cur­sions, dances, the Fire­man’s Ball every winter and the Cath­ol­ic pic­nic every sum­mer; and mu­sic—the town band in the park every Wed­nes­day even­ing, and the Odd­fel­lows’ brass band on the street every oth­er Fri­day; the Mari­posa Quar­tette, the Sal­va­tion Army—why, after a few months’ res­id­ence you be­gin to real­ize that the place is a mere mad round of gaiety.

			In point of pop­u­la­tion, if one must come down to fig­ures, the Ca­na­dian census puts the num­bers every time at some­thing round five thou­sand. But it is very gen­er­ally un­der­stood in Mari­posa that the census is largely the out­come of ma­li­cious jeal­ousy. It is usu­al that after the census the ed­it­or of the Mari­posa News­pack­et makes a care­ful re-es­tim­ate (based on the data of re­l­at­ive non­pay­ment of sub­scrip­tions), and brings the pop­u­la­tion up to 6,000. After that the Mari­posa Times-Her­ald makes an es­tim­ate that runs the fig­ures up to 6,500. Then Mr. Ging­ham, the un­der­taker, who col­lects the vi­tal stat­ist­ics for the pro­vin­cial gov­ern­ment, makes an es­tim­ate from the num­ber of what he calls the “de­mised” as com­pared with the less in­ter­est­ing per­sons who are still alive, and brings the pop­u­la­tion to 7,000. After that some­body else works it out that it’s 7,500; then the man be­hind the bar of the Mari­posa House of­fers to bet the whole room that there are 9,000 people in Mari­posa. That settles it, and the pop­u­la­tion is well on the way to 10,000, when down swoops the fed­er­al census taker on his next round and the town has to be­gin all over again.

			Still, it is a thriv­ing town and there is no doubt of it. Even the transcon­tin­ent­al rail­ways, as any towns­man will tell you, run through Mari­posa. It is true that the trains mostly go through at night and don’t stop. But in the wake­ful si­lence of the sum­mer night you may hear the long whistle of the through train for the west as it tears through Mari­posa, rat­tling over the switches and past the sem­a­phores and end­ing in a long, sul­len roar as it takes the trestle bridge over the Ossawippi. Or, bet­ter still, on a winter even­ing about eight o’clock you will see the long row of the Pull­mans and diners of the night ex­press go­ing north to the min­ing coun­try, the win­dows flash­ing with bril­liant light, and with­in them a vista of cut glass and snow-white table lin­en, smil­ing negroes and mil­lion­aires with nap­kins at their chins whirl­ing past in the driv­ing snowstorm.

			I can tell you the people of Mari­posa are proud of the trains, even if they don’t stop! The joy of be­ing on the main line lifts the Mari­posa people above the level of their neigh­bours in such places as Tecum­seh and Nich­ols Corners in­to the cos­mo­pol­it­an at­mo­sphere of through traffic and the lar­ger life. Of course, they have their own train, too—the Mari­posa Loc­al, made up right there in the sta­tion yard, and run­ning south to the city a hun­dred miles away. That, of course, is a real train, with a box stove on end in the pas­sen­ger car, fed with cord­wood up­side down, and with sev­en­teen flat cars of pine lum­ber set between the pas­sen­ger car and the lo­co­mot­ive so as to give the train its full im­pact when shunt­ing.

			Out­side of Mari­posa there are farms that be­gin well but get thin­ner and mean­er as you go on, and end soon­er or later in bush and swamp and the rock of the north coun­try. And bey­ond that again, as the back­ground of it all, though it’s far away, you are some­how aware of the great pine woods of the lum­ber coun­try reach­ing end­lessly in­to the north.

			Not that the little town is al­ways gay or al­ways bright in the sun­shine. There nev­er was such a place for chan­ging its char­ac­ter with the sea­son. Dark enough and dull it seems of a winter night, the wooden side­walks creak­ing with the frost, and the lights burn­ing dim be­hind the shop win­dows. In olden times the lights were coal oil lamps; now, of course, they are, or are sup­posed to be, elec­tri­city, brought from the power house on the lower Ossawippi nine­teen miles away. But, some­how, though it starts off as elec­tri­city from the Ossawippi rap­ids, by the time it gets to Mari­posa and fil­ters in­to the little bulbs be­hind the frosty win­dows of the shops, it has turned in­to coal oil again, as yel­low and bleared as ever.

			After the winter, the snow melts and the ice goes out of the lake, the sun shines high and the shan­ty­men come down from the lum­ber woods and lie round drunk on the side­walk out­side of Smith’s Hotel—and that’s spring time. Mari­posa is then a fierce, dan­ger­ous lum­ber town, cal­cu­lated to ter­ror­ize the soul of a new­comer who does not un­der­stand that this also is only an ap­pear­ance and that presently the rough-look­ing shan­ty­men will change their clothes and turn back again in­to farm­ers.

			Then the sun shines warm­er and the maple trees come out and Law­yer Ma­cart­ney puts on his ten­nis trousers, and that’s sum­mer time. The little town changes to a sort of sum­mer re­sort. There are vis­it­ors up from the city. Every one of the sev­en cot­tages along the lake is full. The Mari­posa Belle churns the wa­ters of the Wis­san­otti in­to foam as she sails out from the wharf, in a cloud of flags, the band play­ing and the daugh­ters and sis­ters of the Knights of Py­thi­as dan­cing gaily on the deck.

			That changes too. The days shorten. The vis­it­ors dis­ap­pear. The golden rod be­side the mead­ow droops and with­ers on its stem. The maples blaze in glory and die. The even­ing closes dark and chill, and in the gloom of the main corner of Mari­posa the Sal­va­tion Army around a naph­tha lamp lift up the con­fes­sion of their sins—and that is au­tumn. Thus the year runs its round, mov­ing and chan­ging in Mari­posa, much as it does in oth­er places.

			If, then, you feel that you know the town well enough to be ad­mit­ted in­to the in­ner life and move­ment of it, walk down this June af­ter­noon halfway down the Main Street—or, if you like, halfway up from the wharf—to where Mr. Smith is stand­ing at the door of his hostelry. You will feel as you draw near that it is no or­din­ary man that you ap­proach. It is not alone the huge bulk of Mr. Smith (two hun­dred and eighty pounds as tested on Net­ley’s scales). It is not merely his cos­tume, though the chequered waist­coat of dark blue with a flowered pat­tern forms, with his shep­herd’s plaid trousers, his grey spats and pat­ent-leath­er boots, a col­our scheme of no mean or­der. Nor is it merely Mr. Smith’s finely mottled face. The face, no doubt, is a not­able one—sol­emn, in­ex­press­ible, un­read­able, the face of the heav­en-born hotel keep­er. It is more than that. It is the strange dom­in­at­ing per­son­al­ity of the man that some­how holds you cap­tive. I know noth­ing in his­tory to com­pare with the po­s­i­tion of Mr. Smith among those who drink over his bar, ex­cept, though in a less­er de­gree, the re­la­tion of the Em­per­or Na­po­leon to the Im­per­i­al Guard.

			When you meet Mr. Smith first you think he looks like an over­dressed pir­ate. Then you be­gin to think him a char­ac­ter. You won­der at his enorm­ous bulk. Then the ut­ter hope­less­ness of know­ing what Smith is think­ing by merely look­ing at his fea­tures gets on your mind and makes the Mona Lisa seem an open book and the or­din­ary hu­man coun­ten­ance as su­per­fi­cial as a puddle in the sun­light. After you have had a drink in Mr. Smith’s bar, and he has called you by your Chris­ti­an name, you real­ize that you are deal­ing with one of the greatest minds in the hotel busi­ness.

			Take, for in­stance, the big sign that sticks out in­to the street above Mr. Smith’s head as he stands. What is on it? “Jos. Smith, Prop.” Noth­ing more, and yet the thing was a flash of geni­us. Oth­er men who had had the hotel be­fore Mr. Smith had called it by such feeble names as the Roy­al Hotel and the Queen’s and the Al­ex­an­dria. Every one of them failed. When Mr. Smith took over the hotel he simply put up the sign with “Jos. Smith, Prop.,” and then stood un­der­neath in the sun­shine as a liv­ing proof that a man who weighs nearly three hun­dred pounds is the nat­ur­al king of the hotel busi­ness.

			But on this par­tic­u­lar af­ter­noon, in spite of the sun­shine and deep peace, there was some­thing as near to pro­found con­cern and anxi­ety as the fea­tures of Mr. Smith were ever known to ex­press.

			The mo­ment was in­deed an anxious one. Mr. Smith was await­ing a tele­gram from his leg­al ad­viser who had that day jour­neyed to the county town to rep­res­ent the pro­pri­et­or’s in­terest be­fore the as­sembled Li­cense Com­mis­sion­ers. If you know any­thing of the hotel busi­ness at all, you will un­der­stand that as be­side the de­cisions of the Li­cense Com­mis­sion­ers of Miss­in­aba County, the opin­ions of the Lords of the Privy Coun­cil are mere trifles.

			The mat­ter in ques­tion was very grave. The Mari­posa Court had just fined Mr. Smith for the second time for selling li­quors after hours. The Com­mis­sion­ers, there­fore, were en­titled to can­cel the li­cense.

			Mr. Smith knew his fault and ac­know­ledged it. He had broken the law. How he had come to do so, it passed his ima­gin­a­tion to re­call. Crime al­ways seems im­possible in ret­ro­spect. By what sheer mad­ness of the mo­ment could he have shut up the bar on the night in ques­tion, and shut Judge Pep­per­leigh, the dis­trict judge in Miss­in­aba County, out­side of it? The more so inas­much as the clos­ing up of the bar un­der the ri­gid li­cense law of the province was a mat­ter that the pro­pri­et­or nev­er trus­ted to any hands but his own. Punc­tu­ally every night at 11 o’clock Mr. Smith strolled from the desk of the “ro­tunda” to the door of the bar. If it seemed prop­erly full of people and all was bright and cheer­ful, then he closed it. If not, he kept it open a few minutes longer till he had enough people in­side to war­rant clos­ing. But nev­er, nev­er un­less he was as­sured that Pep­per­leigh, the judge of the court, and Ma­cart­ney, the pro­sec­ut­ing at­tor­ney, were both safely in the bar, or the bar par­lour, did the pro­pri­et­or ven­ture to close up. Yet on this fatal night Pep­per­leigh and Ma­cart­ney had been shut out—ac­tu­ally left on the street without a drink, and com­pelled to ham­mer and beat at the street door of the bar to gain ad­mit­tance.

			This was the kind of thing not to be tol­er­ated. Either a hotel must be run de­cently or quit. An in­form­a­tion was laid next day and Mr. Smith con­victed in four minutes—his law­yers prac­tic­ally re­fus­ing to plead. The Mari­posa court, when the presid­ing judge was cold sober, and it had the force of pub­lic opin­ion be­hind it, was a ter­rible en­gine of re­tributive justice.

			So no won­der that Mr. Smith awaited with anxi­ety the mes­sage of his leg­al ad­viser.

			He looked al­tern­ately up the street and down it again, hauled out his watch from the depths of his em­broidered pock­et, and ex­amined the hour hand and the minute hand and the second hand with frown­ing scru­tiny.

			Then wear­ily, and as one mind­ful that a hotel man is ever the ser­vant of the pub­lic, he turned back in­to the hotel.

			“Billy,” he said to the desk clerk, “if a wire comes bring it in­to the bar par­lour.”

			The voice of Mr. Smith is of a deep gut­tur­al such as Plancon or Ed­ou­ard de Reske might have ob­tained had they had the ad­vant­ages of the hotel busi­ness. And with that, Mr. Smith, as was his cus­tom in off mo­ments, joined his guests in the back room. His ap­pear­ance, to the un­trained eye, was merely that of an ex­tremely stout hotel­keep­er walk­ing from the ro­tunda to the back bar. In real­ity, Mr. Smith was on the eve of one of the most bril­liant and dar­ing strokes ever ef­fected in the his­tory of li­censed li­quor. When I say that it was out of the agit­a­tion of this situ­ation that Smith’s Ladies’ and Gent’s Café ori­gin­ated, any­body who knows Mari­posa will un­der­stand the mag­nitude of the mo­ment.

			Mr. Smith, then, moved slowly from the door­way of the hotel through the “ro­tunda,” or more simply the front room with the desk and the ci­gar case in it, and so to the bar and thence to the little room or back bar be­hind it. In this room, as I have said, the bright­est minds of Mari­posa might com­monly be found in the quieter part of a sum­mer af­ter­noon.

			Today there was a group of four who looked up as Mr. Smith entered, some­what sym­path­et­ic­ally, and evid­ently aware of the per­plex­it­ies of the mo­ment.

			Henry Mullins and George Duff, the two bank man­agers, were both present. Mullins is a rather short, rather round, smooth-shaven man of less than forty, wear­ing one of those round bank­ing suits of pep­per and salt, with a round bank­ing hat of hard straw, and with the kind of gold tiepin and heavy watch chain and seals ne­ces­sary to in­spire con­fid­ence in mat­ters of for­eign ex­change. Duff is just as round and just as short, and equally smoothly shaven, while his seals and straw hat are cal­cu­lated to prove that the Com­mer­cial is just as sound a bank as the Ex­change. From the tech­nic­al point of view of the bank­ing busi­ness, neither of them had any ob­jec­tion to be­ing in Smith’s Hotel or to tak­ing a drink as long as the oth­er was present. This, of course, was one of the car­din­al prin­ciples of Mari­posa bank­ing.

			Then there was Mr. Dis­ton, the high school teach­er, com­monly known as the “one who drank.” None of the oth­er teach­ers ever entered a hotel un­less ac­com­pan­ied by a lady or pro­tec­ted by a child. But as Mr. Dis­ton was known to drink beer on oc­ca­sions and to go in and out of the Mari­posa House and Smith’s Hotel, he was looked upon as a man whose life was a mere wreck. Whenev­er the School Board raised the salar­ies of the oth­er teach­ers, fifty or sixty dol­lars per an­num at one lift, it was well un­der­stood that pub­lic mor­al­ity wouldn’t per­mit of an in­crease for Mr. Dis­ton.

			Still more no­tice­able, per­haps, was the quiet, sal­low look­ing man dressed in black, with black gloves and with black silk hat heav­ily craped and placed hol­low-side-up on a chair. This was Mr. Gol­gotha Ging­ham, the un­der­taker of Mari­posa, and his dress was due to the fact that he had just come from what he called an “in­ter­ment.” Mr. Ging­ham had the true spir­it of his pro­fes­sion, and such words as “fu­ner­al” or “coffin” or “hearse” nev­er passed his lips. He spoke al­ways of “in­ter­ments,” of “cas­kets,” and “coaches,” us­ing terms that were cal­cu­lated rather to bring out the majesty and sub­lim­ity of death than to parade its hor­rors.

			To be present at the hotel was in ac­cord with Mr. Ging­ham’s gen­er­al con­cep­tion of his busi­ness. No man had ever grasped the true prin­ciples of un­der­tak­ing more thor­oughly than Mr. Ging­ham. I have of­ten heard him ex­plain that to as­so­ci­ate with the liv­ing, un­in­ter­est­ing though they ap­pear, is the only way to se­cure the cus­tom of the dead.

			“Get to know people really well while they are alive,” said Mr. Ging­ham; “be friends with them, close friends and then when they die you don’t need to worry. You’ll get the or­der every time.”

			So, nat­ur­ally, as the mo­ment was one of sym­pathy, it was Mr. Ging­ham who spoke first.

			“What’ll you do, Josh,” he said, “if the Com­mis­sion­ers go against you?”

			“Boys,” said Mr. Smith, “I don’t rightly know. If I have to quit, the next move is to the city. But I don’t reck­on that I will have to quit. I’ve got an idee that I think’s good every time.”

			“Could you run a hotel in the city?” asked Mullins.

			“I could,” said Mr. Smith. “I’ll tell you. There’s big things doin’ in the hotel busi­ness right now, big chances if you go in­to it right. Ho­tels in the city is branch­ing out. Why, you take the din­ing room side of it,” con­tin­ued Mr. Smith, look­ing round at the group, “there’s thou­sands in it. The old plan’s all gone. Folks won’t eat now in an or­din­ary din­ing room with a high ceil­ing and win­dows. You have to get ’em down un­der­ground in a room with no win­dows and lots of saw­dust round and waiters that can’t speak Eng­lish. I seen them places last time I was in the city. They call ’em Rats’ Cool­ers. And for light meals they want a Caff, a real French Caff, and for folks that come in late an­oth­er place that they call a Girl Room that don’t shut up at all. If I go to the city that’s the kind of place I mean to run. What’s yours, Gol? It’s on the house?”

			And it was just at the mo­ment when Mr. Smith said this that Billy, the desk clerk, entered the room with the tele­gram in his hand.

			But stop—it is im­possible for you to un­der­stand the anxi­ety with which Mr. Smith and his as­so­ci­ates awaited the news from the Com­mis­sion­ers, without first real­iz­ing the astound­ing pro­gress of Mr. Smith in the three past years, and the pin­nacle of pub­lic em­in­ence to which he had at­tained.

			Mr. Smith had come down from the lum­ber coun­try of the Span­ish River, where the di­vide is to­ward the Hud­son Bay—“back north” as they called it in Mari­posa.

			He had been, it was said, a cook in the lum­ber shanties. To this day Mr. Smith can fry an egg on both sides with a light­ness of touch that is the des­pair of his own “help.”

			After that, he had run a river driver’s board­ing­house.

			After that, he had taken a food con­tract for a gang of rail­road nav­vies on the transcon­tin­ent­al.

			After that, of course, the whole world was open to him.

			He came down to Mari­posa and bought out the “in­side” of what had been the Roy­al Hotel.

			Those who are edu­cated un­der­stand that by the “in­side” of a hotel is meant everything ex­cept the four out­er walls of it—the fit­tings, the fur­niture, the bar, Billy the desk clerk, the three din­ing room girls, and above all the li­cense gran­ted by King Ed­ward VII, and rat­i­fied fur­ther by King George, for the sale of in­tox­ic­at­ing li­quors.

			Till then the Roy­al had been a mere noth­ing. As “Smith’s Hotel” it broke in­to a blaze of ef­ful­gence.

			From the first, Mr. Smith, as a pro­pri­et­or, was a wild, rap­tur­ous suc­cess.

			He had all the qual­i­fic­a­tions.

			He weighed two hun­dred and eighty pounds.

			He could haul two drunk­en men out of the bar each by the scruff of the neck without the faintest an­ger or ex­cite­ment.

			He car­ried money enough in his trousers pock­ets to start a bank, and spent it on any­thing, bet it on any­thing, and gave it away in hand­fuls.

			He was nev­er drunk, and, as a point of chiv­alry to his cus­tom­ers, nev­er quite sober. Any­body was free of the hotel who cared to come in. Any­body who didn’t like it could go out. Drinks of all kinds cost five cents, or six for a quarter. Meals and beds were prac­tic­ally free. Any per­sons fool­ish enough to go to the desk and pay for them, Mr. Smith charged ac­cord­ing to the ex­pres­sion of their faces.

			At first the loafers and the shan­ty­men settled down on the place in a shower. But that was not the “trade” that Mr. Smith wanted. He knew how to get rid of them. An army of char­wo­men, turned in­to the hotel, scrubbed it from top to bot­tom. A va­cu­um clean­er, the first seen in Mari­posa, hissed and screamed in the cor­ridors. Forty brass beds were im­por­ted from the city, not, of course, for the guests to sleep in, but to keep them out. A bar­tender with a starched coat and wick­er sleeves was put be­hind the bar.

			The loafers were put out of busi­ness. The place had be­come too “high toned” for them.

			To get the high class trade, Mr. Smith set him­self to dress the part. He wore wide cut coats of filmy serge, light as gos­samer; chequered waist­coats with a pat­tern for every day in the week; fe­dora hats light as au­tumn leaves; four-in-hand ties of saf­fron and myrtle green with a dia­mond pin the size of a hazel nut. On his fin­gers there were as many gems as would grace a nat­ive prince of In­dia; across his waist­coat lay a gold watch chain in huge square links and in his pock­et a gold watch that weighed a pound and a half and marked minutes, seconds and quarter seconds. Just to look at Josh Smith’s watch brought at least ten men to the bar every even­ing.

			Every morn­ing Mr. Smith was shaved by Jef­fer­son Thorpe, across the way. All that art could do, all that Flor­ida wa­ter could ef­fect, was lav­ished on his per­son.

			Mr. Smith be­came a loc­al char­ac­ter. Mari­posa was at his feet. All the reput­able busi­ness­men drank at Mr. Smith’s bar, and in the little par­lour be­hind it you might find at any time a group of the bright­est in­tel­lects in the town.

			Not but what there was op­pos­i­tion at first. The clergy, for ex­ample, who ac­cep­ted the Mari­posa House and the Con­tin­ent­al as a ne­ces­sary and use­ful evil, looked askance at the blaz­ing lights and the sur­ging crowd of Mr. Smith’s sa­loon. They preached against him. When the Rev. Dean Drone led off with a ser­mon on the text “Lord be mer­ci­ful even un­to this pub­lic­an Mat­thew Six,” it was gen­er­ally un­der­stood as an in­vit­a­tion to strike Mr. Smith dead. In the same way the ser­mon at the Pres­by­teri­an church the week after was on the text “Lo what now doeth Abiram in the land of Melchisideck Kings Eight and Nine?” and it was per­fectly plain that what was meant was, “Lo, what is Josh Smith do­ing in Mari­posa?”

			But this op­pos­i­tion had been countered by a wide and saga­cious phil­an­thropy. I think Mr. Smith first got the idea of that on the night when the steam merry-go-round came to Mari­posa. Just be­low the hostelry, on an empty lot, it whirled and whistled, steam­ing forth its tunes on the sum­mer even­ing while the chil­dren crowded round it in hun­dreds. Down the street strolled Mr. Smith, wear­ing a soft fe­dora to in­dic­ate that it was even­ing.

			“What d’you charge for a ride, boss?” said Mr. Smith.

			“Two for a nick­el,” said the man.

			“Take that,” said Mr. Smith, hand­ing out a ten-dol­lar bill from a roll of money, “and ride the little folks free all even­ing.”

			That night the merry-go-round whirled madly till after mid­night, freighted to ca­pa­city with Mari­posa chil­dren, while up in Smith’s Hotel, par­ents, friends and ad­mirers, as the news spread, were stand­ing four deep along the bar. They sold forty dol­lars’ worth of la­ger alone that night, and Mr. Smith learned, if he had not already sus­pec­ted it, the blessed­ness of giv­ing.

			The uses of phil­an­thropy went fur­ther. Mr. Smith sub­scribed to everything, joined everything, gave to everything. He be­came an Odd­fel­low, a For­est­er, A Knight of Py­thi­as and a Work­man. He gave a hun­dred dol­lars to the Mari­posa Hos­pit­al and a hun­dred dol­lars to the Young Men’s Chris­ti­an As­so­ci­ation.

			He sub­scribed to the Ball Club, the Lacrosse Club, the Curl­ing Club, to any­thing, in fact, and es­pe­cially to all those things which needed premises to meet in and grew thirsty in their dis­cus­sions.

			As a con­sequence the Odd­fel­lows held their an­nu­al ban­quet at Smith’s Hotel and the Oyster Sup­per of the Knights of Py­thi­as was cel­eb­rated in Mr. Smith’s din­ing room.

			Even more ef­fect­ive, per­haps, were Mr. Smith’s secret be­ne­fac­tions, the kind of giv­ing done by stealth of which not a soul in town knew any­thing, of­ten, for a week after it was done. It was in this way that Mr. Smith put the new font in Dean Drone’s church, and handed over a hun­dred dol­lars to Judge Pep­per­leigh for the un­res­trained use of the Con­ser­vat­ive party.

			So it came about that, little by little, the ant­ag­on­ism had died down. Smith’s Hotel be­came an ac­cep­ted in­sti­tu­tion in Mari­posa. Even the tem­per­ance people were proud of Mr. Smith as a sort of char­ac­ter who ad­ded dis­tinc­tion to the town. There were mo­ments, in the earli­er quiet of the morn­ing, when Dean Drone would go so far as to step in to the “ro­tunda” and col­lect a sub­scrip­tion. As for the Sal­va­tion Army, they ran in and out all the time un­re­proved.

			On only one point dif­fi­culty still re­mained. That was the clos­ing of the bar. Mr. Smith could nev­er bring his mind to it—not as a mat­ter of profit, but as a point of hon­our. It was too much for him to feel that Judge Pep­per­leigh might be out on the side­walk thirsty at mid­night, that the night hands of the Times-Her­ald on Wed­nes­day might be com­pelled to go home dry. On this point Mr. Smith’s mor­al code was sim­pli­city it­self—do what is right and take the con­sequences. So the bar stayed open.

			Every town, I sup­pose, has its mean­er spir­its. In every gen­i­al bos­om some snake is warmed—or, as Mr. Smith put it to Gol­gotha Ging­ham—“there are some fellers even in this town skunks enough to in­form.”

			At first the Mari­posa court quashed all in­dict­ments. The presid­ing judge, with his spec­tacles on and a pile of books in front of him, threatened the in­form­er with the pen­it­en­tiary. The whole bar of Mari­posa was with Mr. Smith. But by sheer it­er­a­tion the in­form­a­tions had proved suc­cess­ful. Judge Pep­per­leigh learned that Mr. Smith had sub­scribed a hun­dred dol­lars for the Lib­er­al party and at once fined him for keep­ing open after hours. That made one con­vic­tion. On the top of this had come the un­to­ward in­cid­ent just men­tioned and that made two. Bey­ond that was the de­luge. This then was the ex­act situ­ation when Billy, the desk clerk, entered the back bar with the tele­gram in his hand.

			“Here’s your wire, sir,” he said.

			“What does it say?” said Mr. Smith.

			He al­ways dealt with writ­ten doc­u­ments with a fine air of de­tach­ment. I don’t sup­pose there were ten people in Mari­posa who knew that Mr. Smith couldn’t read.

			Billy opened the mes­sage and read, “Com­mis­sion­ers give you three months to close down.”

			“Let me read it,” said Mr. Smith, “that’s right, three months to close down.”

			There was dead si­lence when the mes­sage was read. Every­body waited for Mr. Smith to speak. Mr. Ging­ham in­stinct­ively as­sumed the pro­fes­sion­al air of hope­less mel­an­choly.

			As it was af­ter­wards re­cor­ded, Mr. Smith stood and “stud­ied” with the tray in his hand for at least four minutes. Then he spoke.

			“Boys,” he said, “I’ll be darned if I close down till I’m ready to close down. I’ve got an idee. You wait and I’ll show you.”

			And bey­ond that, not an­oth­er word did Mr. Smith say on the sub­ject.

			But with­in forty-eight hours the whole town knew that some­thing was do­ing. The hotel swarmed with car­penters, brick­lay­ers and paint­ers. There was an ar­chi­tect up from the city with a bundle of blue prints in his hand. There was an en­gin­eer tak­ing the street level with a theodol­ite, and a gang of nav­vies with shovels dig­ging like fury as if to dig out the back found­a­tions of the hotel.

			“That’ll fool ’em,” said Mr. Smith.

			Half the town was gathered round the hotel crazy with ex­cite­ment. But not a word would the pro­pri­et­or say. Great dray loads of square tim­ber, and two-by-eight pine joists kept ar­riv­ing from the plan­ing mill. There was a pile of matched spruce six­teen feet high ly­ing by the side­walk.

			Then the ex­cav­a­tion deepened and the dirt flew, and the beams went up and the joists across, and all the day from dawn till dusk the ham­mers of the car­penters clattered away, work­ing over­time at time and a half.

			“It don’t mat­ter what it costs,” said Mr. Smith; “get it done.”

			Rap­idly the struc­ture took form. It ex­ten­ded down the side street, join­ing the hotel at a right angle. Spa­cious and grace­ful it looked as it reared its up­rights in­to the air.

			Already you could see the place where the row of win­dows was to come, a ver­it­able palace of glass, it must be, so wide and com­mo­di­ous were they. Be­low it, you could see the base­ment shap­ing it­self, with a low ceil­ing like a vault and big beams run­ning across, dressed, smoothed, and ready for stain­ing. Already in the street there were sev­en crates of red and white awn­ing.

			And even then nobody knew what it was, and it was not till the sev­en­teenth day that Mr. Smith, in the pri­vacy of the back bar, broke the si­lence and ex­plained.

			“I tell you, boys,” he says, “it’s a caff—like what they have in the city—a ladies’ and gent’s caff, and that un­der­neath (what’s yours, Mr. Mullins?) is a Rats’ Cool­er. And when I get her star­ted, I’ll hire a French Chief to do the cook­ing, and for the winter I will put in a ‘girl room,’ like what they have in the city ho­tels. And I’d like to see who’s go­ing to close her up then.”

			With­in two more weeks the plan was in op­er­a­tion. Not only was the caff built but the very hotel was trans­formed. Awn­ings had broken out in a red and white cloud upon its face, its every win­dow car­ried a box of hanging plants, and above in glory floated the Uni­on Jack. The very sta­tion­ery was changed. The place was now Smith’s Sum­mer Pa­vil­ion. It was ad­vert­ised in the city as Smith’s Tour­ists’ Em­pori­um, and Smith’s North­ern Health Re­sort. Mr. Smith got the ed­it­or of the Times-Her­ald to write up a cir­cu­lar all about ozone and the Mari­posa pine woods, with il­lus­tra­tions of the maskinonge (pis­cis mari­pos­is) of Lake Wis­san­otti.

			The Sat­urday after that cir­cu­lar hit the city in Ju­ly, there were men with fish­ing rods and land­ing nets pour­ing in on every train, al­most too fast to re­gister. And if, in the face of that, a few little drops of whis­key were sold over the bar, who thought of it?

			But the caff! that, of course, was the crown­ing glory of the thing, that and the Rats’ Cool­er be­low.

			Light and cool, with swinging win­dows open to the air, tables with marble tops, palms, waiters in white coats—it was the stand­ing mar­vel of Mari­posa. Not a soul in the town ex­cept Mr. Smith, who knew it by in­stinct, ever guessed that waiters and palms and marble tables can be ren­ted over the long dis­tance tele­phone.

			Mr. Smith was as good as his word. He got a French Chief with an ar­is­to­crat­ic sat­urnine coun­ten­ance, and a mous­tache and im­per­i­al that re­called the late Na­po­leon III. No one knew where Mr. Smith got him. Some people in the town said he was a French mar­quis. Oth­ers said he was a count and ex­plained the dif­fer­ence.

			No one in Mari­posa had ever seen any­thing like the caff. All down the side of it were the grill fires, with great pew­ter dish cov­ers that went up and down on a chain, and you could walk along the row and ac­tu­ally pick out your own cut­let and then see the French mar­quis throw it on to the broil­ing iron; you could watch a buck­wheat pan­cake whirled in­to ex­ist­ence un­der your eyes and see fowls’ legs dev­illed, peppered, grilled, and tor­men­ted till they lost all semb­lance of the ori­gin­al Mari­posa chick­en.

			Mr. Smith, of course, was in his glory.

			“What have you got today, Alf?” he would say, as he strolled over to the mar­quis. The name of the Chief was, I be­lieve Al­phonse, but “Alf” was near enough for Mr. Smith.

			The mar­quis would ex­tend to the pro­pri­et­or the menu, “Voila, m’sieu, la carte du jour.”

			Mr. Smith, by the way, en­cour­aged the use of the French lan­guage in the caff. He viewed it, of course, solely in its re­la­tion to the hotel busi­ness, and, I think, re­garded it as a re­cent in­ven­tion.

			“It’s com­in’ in all the time in the city,” he said, “and y’aint ex­pec­ted to un­der­stand it.”

			Mr. Smith would take the carte between his fin­ger and thumb and stare at it. It was all covered with such devices as Pot­age la Mari­posa—Filet Mignon à la pro­pri­etaire—Cotel­lete à la Smith, and so on.

			But the greatest thing about the caff were the prices. Therein lay, as every­body saw at once, the hope­less sim­pli­city of Mr. Smith.

			The prices stood fast at 25 cents a meal. You could come in and eat all they had in the caff for a quarter.

			“No, sir,” Mr. Smith said stoutly, “I ain’t go­ing to try to raise no prices on the pub­lic. The hotel’s al­ways been a quarter and the caff’s a quarter.”

			Full? Full of people?

			Well, I should think so! From the time the caff opened at 11 till it closed at 8:30, you could hardly find a table. Tour­ists, vis­it­ors, trav­el­lers, and half the people of Mari­posa crowded at the little tables; crock­ery rat­tling, glasses tink­ling on trays, corks pop­ping, the waiters in their white coats fly­ing to and fro, Al­phonse whirl­ing the cut­lets and pan­cakes in­to the air, and in and through it all, Mr. Smith, in a white flan­nel suit and a broad crim­son sash about his waist. Crowded and gay from morn­ing to night, and even noisy in its hil­ar­ity.

			Noisy, yes; but if you wanted deep quiet and cool, if you wanted to step from the glare of a Ca­na­dian Au­gust to the deep shad­ow of an en­chanted glade—walk down be­low in­to the Rats’ Cool­er. There you had it; dark old beams (who could be­lieve they were put there a month ago?), great casks set on end with le­gends such as Amon­til­lado Fino done in gilt on a black ground, tall steins filled with Ger­man beer soft as moss, and a Ger­man waiter noise­less as mov­ing foam. He who entered the Rats’ Cool­er at three of a sum­mer af­ter­noon was bur­ied there for the day. Mr. Gol­gotha Ging­ham spent any­thing from four to sev­en hours there of every day. In his mind the place had all the quiet charm of an in­ter­ment, with none of its sor­rows.

			But at night, when Mr. Smith and Billy, the desk clerk, opened up the cash re­gister and figured out the com­bined losses of the caff and the Rats’ Cool­er, Mr. Smith would say:

			“Billy, just wait till I get the li­cense re­nood, and I’ll close up this damn caff so tight they’ll nev­er know what hit her. What did that lamb cost? Fifty cents a pound, was it? I fig­ure it, Billy, that every one of them hogs eats about a dol­lar’s worth a grub for every twenty-five cents they pay on it. As for Alf—by gosh, I’m through with him.”

			But that, of course, was only a con­fid­en­tial mat­ter as between Mr. Smith and Billy.

			I don’t know at what pre­cise peri­od it was that the idea of a pe­ti­tion to the Li­cense Com­mis­sion­ers first got about the town. No one seemed to know just who sug­ges­ted it. But cer­tain it was that pub­lic opin­ion began to swing strongly to­wards the sup­port of Mr. Smith. I think it was per­haps on the day after the big fish din­ner that Al­phonse cooked for the Mari­posa Ca­noe Club (at twenty cents a head) that the feel­ing began to find open ex­pres­sion. People said it was a shame that a man like Josh Smith should be run out of Mari­posa by three li­cense com­mis­sion­ers. Who were the li­cense com­mis­sion­ers, any­way? Why, look at the li­cense sys­tem they had in Sweden; yes, and in Fin­land and in South Amer­ica. Or, for the mat­ter of that, look at the French and Itali­ans, who drink all day and all night. Aren’t they all right? Aren’t they a mu­sic­al people? Take Na­po­leon, and Vic­tor Hugo; drunk half the time, and yet look what they did.

			I quote these ar­gu­ments not for their own sake, but merely to in­dic­ate the chan­ging tem­per of pub­lic opin­ion in Mari­posa. Men would sit in the caff at lunch per­haps for an hour and a half and talk about the li­cense ques­tion in gen­er­al, and then go down in­to the Rats’ Cool­er and talk about it for two hours more.

			It was amaz­ing the way the light broke in in the case of par­tic­u­lar in­di­vidu­als, of­ten the most un­likely, and quelled their op­pos­i­tion.

			Take, for ex­ample, the ed­it­or of the News­pack­et. I sup­pose there wasn’t a great­er tem­per­ance ad­voc­ate in town. Yet Al­phonse queered him with an Om­elette à la Li­cense in one meal.

			Or take Pep­per­leigh him­self, the judge of the Mari­posa court. He was put to the bad with a game pie—pâté nor­mand aux fines herbes—the real thing, as good as a trip to Par­is in it­self. After eat­ing it, Pep­per­leigh had the com­mon sense to real­ize that it was sheer mad­ness to des­troy a hotel that could cook a thing like that.

			In the same way, the sec­ret­ary of the School Board was si­lenced with a stuffed duck à la Ossawippi.

			Three mem­bers of the town coun­cil were con­ver­ted with a Din­don farci à la Josh Smith.

			And then, fi­nally, Mr. Dis­ton per­suaded Dean Drone to come, and as soon as Mr. Smith and Al­phonse saw him they landed him with a fried flounder that even the apostles would have ap­pre­ci­ated.

			After that, every­one knew that the li­cense ques­tion was prac­tic­ally settled. The pe­ti­tion was all over the town. It was prin­ted in du­plic­ate at the News­pack­et and you could see it ly­ing on the counter of every shop in Mari­posa. Some of the people signed it twenty or thirty times.

			It was the right kind of doc­u­ment too. It began—“Where­as in the bounty of provid­ence the earth putteth forth her lus­cious fruits and her vine­yards for the de­light and en­joy­ment of man­kind—” It made you thirsty just to read it. Any man who read that pe­ti­tion over was wild to get to the Rats’ Cool­er.

			When it was all signed up they had nearly three thou­sand names on it.

			Then Nivens, the law­yer, and Mr. Ging­ham (as a pro­vin­cial of­fi­cial) took it down to the county town, and by three o’clock that af­ter­noon the news had gone out from the long dis­tance tele­phone of­fice that Smith’s li­cense was re­newed for three years.

			Re­joicings! Well, I should think so! Every­body was down want­ing to shake hands with Mr. Smith. They told him that he had done more to boom Mari­posa than any ten men in town. Some of them said he ought to run for the town coun­cil, and oth­ers wanted to make him the Con­ser­vat­ive can­did­ate for the next Domin­ion elec­tion. The caff was a mere ba­bel of voices, and even the Rats’ Cool­er was al­most floated away from its moor­ings.

			And in the middle of it all, Mr. Smith found time to say to Billy, the desk clerk: “Take the cash re­gisters out of the caff and the Rats’ Cool­er and start count­ing up the books.”

			And Billy said: “Will I write the let­ters for the palms and the tables and the stuff to go back?”

			And Mr. Smith said: “Get ’em writ­ten right away.”

			So all even­ing the laughter and the chat­ter and the con­grat­u­la­tions went on, and it wasn’t till long after mid­night that Mr. Smith was able to join Billy in the private room be­hind the “ro­tunda.” Even when he did, there was a quiet and a dig­nity about his man­ner that had nev­er been there be­fore. I think it must have been the new halo of the Con­ser­vat­ive can­did­acy that already ra­di­ated from his brow. It was, I ima­gine, at this very mo­ment that Mr. Smith first real­ised that the hotel busi­ness formed the nat­ur­al and prop­er threshold of the na­tion­al le­gis­lature.

			“Here’s the ac­count of the cash re­gisters,” said Billy.

			“Let me see it,” said Mr. Smith. And he stud­ied the fig­ures without a word.

			“And here’s the let­ters about the palms, and here’s Al­phonse up to yes­ter­day—”

			And then an amaz­ing thing happened.

			“Billy,” said Mr. Smith, “tear’em up. I ain’t go­ing to do it. It ain’t right and I won’t do it. They got me the li­cense for to keep the caff and I’m go­ing to keep the caff. I don’t need to close her. The bar’s good for any­thing from forty to a hun­dred a day now, with the Rats’ Cool­er go­ing good, and that caff will stay right here.”

			And stay it did.

			There it stands, mind you, to this day. You’ve only to step round the corner of Smith’s Hotel on the side street and read the sign: Ladies’ and Gent’s Café, just as large and as im­pos­ing as ever.

			Mr. Smith said that he’d keep the caff, and when he said a thing he meant it!

			Of course there were changes, small changes.

			I don’t say, mind you, that the fil­let de beef that you get there now is per­haps quite up to the level of the filet de boeufs aux cham­pig­nons of the days of glory.

			No doubt the lamb chops in Smith’s Caff are of­ten very much the same, nowadays, as the lamb chops of the Mari­posa House or the Con­tin­ent­al.

			Of course, things like Om­elette aux Tru­fles prac­tic­ally died out when Al­phonse went. And, nat­ur­ally, the leav­ing of Al­phonse was in­ev­it­able. No one knew just when he went, or why. But one morn­ing he was gone. Mr. Smith said that “Alf had to go back to his folks in the old coun­try.”

			So, too, when Alf left, the use of the French lan­guage, as such, fell off tre­mend­ously in the caff. Even now they use it to some ex­tent. You can still get fil­let de beef, and sau­cis­son au juice, but Billy the desk clerk has con­sid­er­able trouble with the spelling.

			The Rats’ Cool­er, of course, closed down, or rather Mr. Smith closed it for re­pairs, and there is every like­li­hood that it will hardly open for three years. But the caff is there. They don’t use the grills, be­cause there’s no need to, with the hotel kit­chen so handy.

			The “girl room,” I may say, was nev­er opened. Mr. Smith prom­ised it, it is true, for the winter, and still talks of it. But some­how there’s been a sort of feel­ing against it. Every­one in town ad­mits that every big hotel in the city has a “girl room” and that it must be all right. Still, there’s a cer­tain—well, you know how sens­it­ive opin­ion is in a place like Mari­posa.

		
	
		
			
				II

				The Spec­u­la­tions of Jef­fer­son Thorpe

			
			It was not un­til the min­ing boom, at the time when every­body went simply crazy over the Co­balt and Por­cu­pine mines of the new sil­ver coun­try near the Hud­son Bay, that Jef­fer­son Thorpe reached what you might call pub­lic im­port­ance in Mari­posa.

			Of course every­body knew Jeff and his little barber shop that stood just across the street from Smith’s Hotel. Every­body knew him and every­body got shaved there. From early morn­ing, when the com­mer­cial trav­el­lers off the 6:30 ex­press got shaved in­to the re­semb­lance of hu­man be­ings, there were al­ways people go­ing in and out of the barber shop.

			Mullins, the man­ager of the Ex­change Bank, took his morn­ing shave from Jeff as a form of re­sus­cit­a­tion, with enough wet tow­els laid on his face to stew him and with Jeff mov­ing about in the steam, razor in hand, as grave as an op­er­at­ing sur­geon.

			Then, as I think I said, Mr. Smith came in every morn­ing and there was a tre­mend­ous out­pour­ing of Flor­ida wa­ter and rums, es­sences and re­vivers and ren­ov­at­ors, re­gard­less of ex­pense. What with Jeff’s white coat and Mr. Smith’s flowered waist­coat and the red gerani­um in the win­dow and the Flor­ida wa­ter and the double ex­tract of hy­acinth, the little shop seemed mul­ti­col­oured and lux­uri­ous enough for the an­nex of a Sul­tan’s har­em.

			But what I mean is that, till the min­ing boom, Jef­fer­son Thorpe nev­er oc­cu­pied a po­s­i­tion of real prom­in­ence in Mari­posa. You couldn’t, for ex­ample, have com­pared him with a man like Gol­gotha Ging­ham, who, as un­der­taker, stood in a dir­ect re­la­tion to life and death, or to Tre­lawney, the post­mas­ter, who drew money from the Fed­er­al Gov­ern­ment of Canada, and was re­garded as vir­tu­ally a mem­ber of the Domin­ion Cab­in­et.

			Every­body knew Jeff and liked him, but the odd thing was that till he made money nobody took any stock in his ideas at all. It was only after he made the “clean up” that they came to see what a splen­did fel­low he was. “Level­headed” I think was the term; in­deed in the speech of Mari­posa, the highest form of en­dow­ment was to have the head set on ho­ri­zont­ally as with a theodol­ite.

			As I say, it was when Jeff made money that they saw how gif­ted he was, and when he lost it—but still, there’s no need to go in­to that. I be­lieve it’s some­thing the same in oth­er places too.

			The barber shop, you will re­mem­ber, stands across the street from Smith’s Hotel, and stares at it face to face.

			It is one of those wooden struc­tures—I don’t know wheth­er you know them—with a false front that sticks up above its real height and gives it an air at once rect­an­gu­lar and im­pos­ing. It is a form of ar­chi­tec­ture much used in Mari­posa and un­der­stood to be in keep­ing with the pre­ten­tious and ar­ti­fi­cial char­ac­ter of mod­ern busi­ness. There is a red, white and blue post in front of the shop and the shop it­self has a large square win­dow out of pro­por­tion to its little flat face.

			Painted on the panes of the win­dow is the re­mains of a le­gend that once spelt Barber Shop, ex­ecuted with the flour­ishes that pre­vailed in the golden age of sign paint­ing in Mari­posa. Through the win­dow you can see the gerani­ums in the win­dow shelf and be­hind them Jeff Thorpe with his little black scull cap on and his spec­tacles drooped upon his nose as he bends for­ward in the ab­sorp­tion of shav­ing.

			As you open the door, it sets in vi­ol­ent agit­a­tion a coiled spring up above and a bell that al­most rings. In­side, there are two shav­ing chairs of the heav­ier, or elec­tro­cu­tion pat­tern, with mir­rors in front of them and pi­geon holes with in­di­vidu­al shav­ing mugs. There must be ever so many of them, fif­teen or six­teen. It is the cur­rent sup­pos­i­tion of each of Jeff’s cus­tom­ers that every­one else but him­self uses a sep­ar­ate mug. One corner of the shop is par­ti­tioned off and bears the sign: Hot and Cold Baths, 50 cents. There has been no bath in­side the par­ti­tion for twenty years—only old news­pa­pers and a mop. Still, it lends dis­tinc­tion some­how, just as do the faded card­board signs that hang against the mir­ror with the le­gends: Turk­ish Sham­poo, 75 cents, and Ro­man Mas­sage, $1.00.

			They said com­monly in Mari­posa that Jeff made money out of the barber shop. He may have, and it may have been that that turned his mind to in­vest­ment. But it’s hard to see how he could. A shave cost five cents, and a hair­cut fif­teen (or the two, if you liked, for a quarter), and at that it is hard to see how he could make money, even when he had both chairs go­ing and shaved first in one and then in the oth­er.

			You see, in Mari­posa, shav­ing isn’t the hur­ried, per­func­tory thing that it is in the city. A shave is looked upon as a form of phys­ic­al pleas­ure and lasts any­where from twenty-five minutes to three-quar­ters of an hour.

			In the morn­ing hours, per­haps, there was a semb­lance of haste about it, but in the long quiet of the af­ter­noon, as Jeff leaned for­ward to­wards the cus­tom­er, and talked to him in a soft con­fid­en­tial mono­tone, like a por­trait paint­er, the razor would go slower and slower, and pause and stop, move and pause again, till the shave died away in­to the mere drowse of con­ver­sa­tion.

			At such hours, the Mari­posa barber shop would be­come a very Palace of Slum­ber, and as you waited your turn in one of the wooden arm­chairs be­side the wall, what with the quiet of the hour, and the low drone of Jeff’s con­ver­sa­tion, the buzz­ing of the flies against the win­dow pane and the meas­ured tick of the clock above the mir­ror, your head sank dream­ing on your breast, and the Mari­posa News­pack­et rustled un­heeded on the floor. It makes one drowsy just to think of it!

			The con­ver­sa­tion, of course, was the real charm of the place. You see, Jef­fer­son’s forte, or spe­cialty, was in­form­a­tion. He could tell you more things with­in the com­pass of a half-hour’s shave than you get in days of la­bor­i­ous re­search in an en­cyc­lo­pae­dia. Where he got it all, I don’t know, but I am in­clined to think it came more or less out of the news­pa­pers.

			In the city, people nev­er read the news­pa­pers, not really, only little bits and scraps of them. But in Mari­posa it’s dif­fer­ent. There they read the whole thing from cov­er to cov­er, and they build up on it, in the course of years, a range of ac­quire­ment that would put a col­lege pres­id­ent to the blush. Any­body who has ever heard Henry Mullins and Peter Glover talk about the fu­ture of China will know just what I mean.

			And, of course, the pe­cu­li­ar­ity of Jeff’s con­ver­sa­tion was that he could suit it to his man every time. He had a kind of divin­a­tion about it. There was a cer­tain kind of man that Jeff would size up side­ways as he stropped the razor, and in whose ear he would whis­per: “I see where Saint Louis has took four straight games off Chica­go,”—and so hold him fas­cin­ated to the end.

			In the same way he would say to Mr. Smith: “I see where it says that this ‘Fly­ing Squirl’ run a dead heat for the King’s Plate.”

			To a humble in­tel­lect like mine he would ex­plain in full the re­la­tions of the Keesar to the Ger­man Rich Dog.

			But first and fore­most, Jeff’s spe­cialty in the way of con­ver­sa­tion was fin­ance and the money mar­ket, the huge for­tunes that a man with the right kind of head could make.

			I’ve known Jef­fer­son to pause in his shav­ing with the razor sus­pen­ded in the air as long as five minutes while he de­scribed, with his eye half closed, ex­actly the kind of a head a man needed in or­der to make a “haul” or a “clean up.” It was evid­ently simply a mat­ter of the head, and as far as one could judge, Jeff’s own was the very type re­quired. I don’t know just at what time or how Jef­fer­son first began his spec­u­lat­ive en­ter­prises. It was prob­ably in him from the start. There is no doubt that the very idea of such things as Trac­tion Stock and Am­al­gam­ated As­bes­tos went to his head: and whenev­er he spoke of Mr. Carne­gie and Mr. Rock­e­feller, the yearn­ing tone of his voice made it as soft as lathered soap.

			I sup­pose the most rudi­ment­ary form of his spec­u­la­tion was the hens. That was years ago. He kept them out at the back of his house—which it­self stood up a grass plot be­hind and bey­ond the barber shop—and in the old days Jeff would say, with a cer­tain note of pride in his voice, that The Wo­man had sold as many as two dozen eggs in a day to the sum­mer vis­it­ors.

			But what with read­ing about Am­al­gam­ated As­bes­tos and Con­sol­id­ated Cop­per and all that, the hens began to seem pretty small busi­ness, and, in any case, the idea of two dozen eggs at a cent apiece al­most makes one blush. I sup­pose a good many of us have felt just as Jeff did about our poor little earn­ings. Any­way, I re­mem­ber Jeff telling me one day that he could take the whole lot of the hens and sell them off and crack the money in­to Chica­go wheat on mar­gin and turn it over in twenty-four hours. He did it too. Only some­how when it was turned over it came up­side down on top of the hens.

			After that the hen house stood empty and The Wo­man had to throw away chick­en feed every day, at a dead loss of per­haps a shave and a half. But it made no dif­fer­ence to Jeff, for his mind had floated away already on the pos­sib­il­it­ies of what he called “dis­place­ment” min­ing on the Yukon.

			So you can un­der­stand that when the min­ing boom struck Mari­posa, Jef­fer­son Thorpe was in it right from the very start. Why, no won­der; it seemed like the fin­ger of Provid­ence. Here was this great sil­ver coun­try spread out to north of us, where people had thought there was only a wil­der­ness. And right at our very doors! You could see, as I saw, the night ex­press go­ing north every even­ing; for all one knew Rock­e­feller or Carne­gie or any­one might be on it! Here was the wealth of Cal­cutta, as the Mari­posa News­pack­et put it, poured out at our very feet.

			So no won­der the town went wild! All day in the street you could hear men talk­ing of veins, and smelt­ers and dips and de­pos­its and faults—the town hummed with it like a geo­logy class on ex­am­in­a­tion day. And there were men about the ho­tels with min­ing out­fits and theodol­ites and dunnage bags, and at Smith’s bar they would hand chunks of rock up and down, some of which would run as high as ten drinks to the pound.

			The fever just caught the town and ran through it! With­in a fort­night they put a par­ti­tion down Robertson’s Coal and Wood Of­fice and opened the Mari­posa Min­ing Ex­change, and just about every man on the Main Street star­ted buy­ing scrip. Then presently young Fizzle­ch­ip, who had been tell­er in Mullins’s Bank and that every­body had thought a worth­less jack­ass be­fore, came back from the Co­balt coun­try with a for­tune, and loafed round in the Mari­posa House in Eng­lish khaki and a ho­ri­zont­al hat, drunk all the time, and every­body hold­ing him up as an ex­ample of what it was pos­sible to do if you tried.

			They all went in. Jim Eli­ot mort­gaged the in­side of the drug store and jammed it in­to Twin Tamagami. Pete Glover at the hard­ware store bought Nip­pewa stock at thir­teen cents and sold it to his broth­er at sev­en­teen and bought it back in less than a week at nine­teen. They didn’t care! They took a chance. Judge Pep­per­leigh put the rest of his wife’s money in­to Temiskam­ing Com­mon, and Law­yer Ma­cart­ney got the fever, too, and put every cent that his sis­ter pos­sessed in­to Tulip Pre­ferred.

			And even when young Fizzle­ch­ip shot him­self in the back room of the Mari­posa House, Mr. Ging­ham bur­ied him in a cas­ket with sil­ver handles and it was felt that there was a Monte Carlo touch about the whole thing.

			They all went in—or all ex­cept Mr. Smith. You see, Mr. Smith had come down from there, and he knew all about rocks and min­ing and ca­noes and the north coun­try. He knew what it was to eat flour-baked dampers un­der the lee side of a ca­noe propped among the un­der­brush, and to drink the last drop of whis­key with­in fifty miles. Mr. Smith had mighty little use for the north. But what he did do, was to buy up enough early pota­toes to send fif­teen car­load lots in­to Co­balt at a profit of five dol­lars a bag.

			Mr. Smith, I say, hung back. But Jeff Thorpe was in the min­ing boom right from the start. He bought in on the Nip­pewa mine even be­fore the in­ter­im pro­spect­us was out. He took a “block” of 100 shares of Ab­bit­ibbi De­vel­op­ment at four­teen cents, and he and John­son, the liv­ery stable­keep­er next door, formed a syn­dic­ate and got a thou­sand shares of Metagami Lake at 3¼ cents and then “un­loaded” them on one of the saus­age men at Net­ley’s butcher shop at a clear cent per cent ad­vance.

			Jeff would open the little draw­er be­low the mir­ror in the barber shop and show you all kinds and sorts of Co­balt coun­try min­ing cer­ti­fic­ates—blue ones, pink ones, green ones, with out­land­ish and fas­cin­at­ing names on them that ran clear from the Mat­t­awa to the Hud­son Bay.

			And right from the start he was con­fid­ent of win­ning. “There ain’t no dif­fi­culty to it,” he said, “there’s lots of sil­ver up there in that coun­try and if you buy some here and some there you can’t fail to come out some­where. I don’t say,” he used to con­tin­ue, with the scis­sors open and ready to cut, “that some of the green­horns won’t get bit. But if a feller knows the coun­try and keeps his head level, he can’t lose.”

			Jef­fer­son had looked at so many pro­spect­uses and so many pic­tures of mines and pine trees and smelt­ers, that I think he’d for­got­ten that he’d nev­er been in the coun­try. Any­way, what’s two hun­dred miles!

			To an on­look­er it cer­tainly didn’t seem so simple. I nev­er knew the mean­ness, the trick­ery, of the min­ing busi­ness, the sheer ob­stin­ate de­term­in­a­tion of the big­ger cap­it­al­ists not to make money when they might, till I heard the ac­counts of Jeff’s dif­fer­ent mines. Take the case of Corona Jew­el. There was a good mine, simply go­ing to ru­in for lack of com­mon sense.

			“She ain’t been de­veloped,” Jeff would say. “There’s sil­ver enough in her so you could dig it out with a shovel. She’s full of it. But they won’t get at her and work her.”

			Then he’d take a look at the pink and blue cer­ti­fic­ates of the Corona Jew­el and slam the draw­er on them in dis­gust. Worse than that was the Si­lent Pine—a clear case of stu­pid in­com­pet­ence! Ut­ter lack of en­gin­eer­ing skill was all that was keep­ing the Si­lent Pine from mak­ing a for­tune for its hold­ers.

			“The only trouble with that mine,” said Jeff, “is they won’t go deep enough. They fol­lowed the vein down to where it kind o’ thinned out and then they quit. If they’d just go right in­to her good, they’d get it again. She’s down there all right.”

			But per­haps the mean­est case of all was the North­ern Star. That al­ways seemed to me, every time I heard of it, a straight case for the crim­in­al law. The thing was so evid­ently a con­spir­acy.

			“I bought her,” said Jeff, “at thirty-two, and she stayed right there tight, like she was stuck. Then a bunch of these fellers in the city star­ted to drive her down and they got her pushed down to twenty-four, and I held on to her and they shoved her down to twenty-one. This morn­ing they’ve got her down to six­teen, but I don’t mean to let go. No, sir.”

			In an­oth­er fort­night they shoved her, the same un­scru­pu­lous crowd, down to nine cents, and Jef­fer­son still held on. “They’re work­ing her down,” he ad­mit­ted, “but I’m hold­ing her.”

			No con­flict between vice and vir­tue was ever grim­mer.

			“She’s at six,” said Jeff, “but I’ve got her. They can’t squeeze me.”

			A few days after that, the same crim­in­al gang had her down fur­ther than ever.

			“They’ve got her down to three cents,” said Jeff, “but I’m with her. Yes, sir, they think they can shove her clean off the mar­ket, but they can’t do it. I’ve bought­en in John­son’s shares, and the whole of Net­ley’s, and I’ll stay with her till she breaks.”

			So they shoved and pushed and clawed her down—that un­seen ne­far­i­ous crowd in the city—and Jeff held on to her and they writhed and twis­ted at his grip, and then—

			And then—well, that’s just the queer thing about the min­ing busi­ness. Why, sud­den as a flash of light­ning, it seemed, the news came over the wire to the Mari­posa News­pack­et, that they had struck a vein of sil­ver in the North­ern Star as thick as a side­walk, and that the stock had jumped to sev­en­teen dol­lars a share, and even at that you couldn’t get it! And Jeff stood there flushed and half-staggered against the mir­ror of the little shop, with a bunch of min­ing scrip in his hand that was worth forty thou­sand dol­lars!

			Ex­cite­ment! It was all over the town in a minutes. They ran off a news ex­tra at the Mari­posa News­pack­et, and in less than no time there wasn’t stand­ing room in the barber shop, and over in Smith’s Hotel they had three ex­tra bar­keep­ers work­ing on the la­ger beer pumps.

			They were selling min­ing shares on the Main Street in Mari­posa that af­ter­noon and people were just clutch­ing for them. Then at night there was a big oyster sup­per in Smith’s caff, with speeches, and the Mari­posa band out­side.

			And the queer thing was that the very next af­ter­noon was the fu­ner­al of young Fizzle­ch­ip, and Dean Drone had to change the whole text of his Sunday ser­mon at two days’ no­tice for fear of of­fend­ing pub­lic sen­ti­ment.

			But I think what Jeff liked best of it all was the sort of pub­lic re­cog­ni­tion that it meant. He’d stand there in the shop, hardly both­er­ing to shave, and ex­plain to the men in the arm­chairs how he held her, and they shoved her, and he clung to her, and what he’d said to him­self—a per­fect Ili­ad—while he was cling­ing to her.

			The whole thing was in the city pa­pers a few days after with a pho­to­graph of Jeff, taken spe­cially at Ed Moore’s stu­dio (up­stairs over Net­ley’s). It showed Jeff sit­ting among palm trees, as all min­ing men do, with one hand on his knee, and a dog, one of those reg­u­lar min­ing dogs, at his feet, and a look of pier­cing in­tel­li­gence in his face that would eas­ily ac­count for forty thou­sand dol­lars.

			I say that the re­cog­ni­tion meant a lot to Jeff for its own sake. But no doubt the for­tune meant quite a bit to him too on ac­count of Myra.

			Did I men­tion Myra, Jeff’s daugh­ter? Per­haps not. That’s the trouble with the people in Mari­posa; they’re all so sep­ar­ate and so dif­fer­ent—not a bit like the people in the cit­ies—that un­less you hear about them sep­ar­ately and one by one you can’t for a mo­ment un­der­stand what they’re like.

			Myra had golden hair and a Greek face and would come burst­ing through the barber shop in a hat at least six inches wider than what they wear in Par­is. As you saw her swinging up the street to the Tele­phone Ex­change in a suit that was straight out of the De­lin­eat­or and brown Amer­ic­an boots, there was style writ­ten all over her—the kind of thing that Mari­posa re­cog­nised and did homage to. And to see her in the Ex­change—she was one of the four girls that I spoke of—on her high stool with a steel cap on—jab­bing the con­nect­ing plugs in and out as if elec­tri­city cost noth­ing—well, all I mean is that you could un­der­stand why it was that the com­mer­cial trav­el­lers would stand round in the Ex­change call­ing up all sorts of im­possible vil­lages, and wait­ing about so pleas­ant and gen­i­al!—it made one real­ize how nat­ur­ally good-tempered men are. And then when Myra would go off duty and Miss Cleg­horn, who was sal­low, would come on, the com­mer­cial men would be off again like au­tumn leaves.

			It just shows the dif­fer­ence between people. There was Myra who treated lov­ers like dogs and would slap them across the face with a ba­nana skin to show her ut­ter in­de­pend­ence. And there was Miss Cleg­horn, who was sal­low, and who bought a forty cent An­cient His­tory to im­prove her­self: and yet if she’d hit any man in Mari­posa with a ba­nana skin, he’d have had her ar­res­ted for as­sault.

			Mind you, I don’t mean that Myra was merely flip­pant and worth­less. Not at all. She was a girl with any amount of tal­ent. You should have heard her re­cite “The Raven,” at the Meth­od­ist So­cial! Simply geni­us! And when she ac­ted Por­tia in the Tri­al Scene of the Mer­chant of Venice at the High School con­cert, every­body in Mari­posa ad­mit­ted that you couldn’t have told it from the ori­gin­al.

			So, of course, as soon as Jeff made the for­tune, Myra had her resig­na­tion in next morn­ing and every­body knew that she was to go to a dra­mat­ic school for three months in the fall and be­come a lead­ing act­ress.

			But, as I said, the pub­lic re­cog­ni­tion coun­ted a lot for Jeff. The mo­ment you be­gin to get that sort of thing it comes in quickly enough. Brains, you know, are re­cog­nized right away. That was why, of course, with­in a week from this Jeff re­ceived the first big pack­et of stuff from the Cuban Land De­vel­op­ment Com­pany, with col­oured pic­tures of Cuba, and fields of ba­na­nas, and hacien­das and in­sur­rec­tos with ma­chetes and Heav­en knows what. They heard of him, some­how—it wasn’t for a mod­est man like Jef­fer­son to say how. After all, the cap­it­al­ists of the world are just one and the same crowd. If you’re in it, you’re in it, that’s all! Jeff real­ized why it is that of course men like Carne­gie or Rock­e­feller and Mor­gan all know one an­oth­er. They have to.

			For all I know, this Cuban stuff may have been sent from Mor­gan him­self. Some of the people in Mari­posa said yes, oth­ers said no. There was no cer­tainty.

			Any­way, they were fair and straight, this Cuban crowd that wrote to Jeff. They offered him to come right in and be one of them­selves. If a man’s got the brains, you may as well re­cog­nize it straight away. Just as well write him to be a dir­ect­or now as wait and hes­it­ate till he forces his way in­to it.

			Any­how, they didn’t hes­it­ate, these Cuban people that wrote to Jeff from Cuba—or from a post of­fice box in New York—it’s all the same thing, be­cause Cuba be­ing so near to New York the mail is all dis­trib­uted from there. I sup­pose in some fin­an­cial circles they might have been slower, wanted guar­an­tees of some sort, and so on, but these Cubans, you know, have got a sort of Span­ish warmth of heart that you don’t see in busi­ness men in Amer­ica, and that touches you. No, they asked no guar­an­tee. Just send the money wheth­er by ex­press or­der or by bank draft or cheque, they left that en­tirely to one­self, as a mat­ter between Cuban gen­tle­men.

			And they were quite frank about their en­ter­prise—ba­na­nas and to­bacco in the plant­a­tion dis­trict re­claimed from the in­sur­rec­tos. You could see it all there in the pic­tures—to­bacco plants and the in­sur­rec­tos—everything. They made no rash prom­ises, just ad­mit­ted straight out that the en­ter­prise might real­ise 400 per­cent or might con­ceiv­ably make less. There was no hint of more.

			So with­in a month, every­body in Mari­posa knew that Jeff Thorpe was “in Cuban lands” and would prob­ably clean up half a mil­lion by New Year’s. You couldn’t have failed to know it. All round the little shop there were pic­tures of ba­nana groves and the har­bour of Habana, and Cubans in white suits and scar­let sashes, smoking ci­gar­ettes in the sun and too ig­nor­ant to know that you can make four hun­dred per­cent by plant­ing a ba­nana tree.

			I liked it about Jeff that he didn’t stop shav­ing. He went on just the same. Even when John­son, the liv­ery stable man, came in with five hun­dred dol­lars and asked him to see if the Cuban Board of Dir­ect­ors would let him put it in, Jeff laid it in the draw­er and then shaved him for five cents, in the same old way. Of course, he must have felt proud when, a few days later, he got a let­ter from the Cuban people, from New York, ac­cept­ing the money straight off without a single ques­tion, and without know­ing any­thing more of John­son ex­cept that he was a friend of Jeff’s. They wrote most hand­somely. Any friends of Jeff’s were friends of Cuba. All money they might send would be treated just as Jeff’s would be treated.

			One reas­on, per­haps, why Jeff didn’t give up shav­ing was be­cause it al­lowed him to talk about Cuba. You see, every­body knew in Mari­posa that Jeff Thorpe had sold out of Co­balts and had gone in­to Cuban Ren­ov­ated Lands—and that spread round him a kind of halo of wealth and mys­tery and out­land­ish­ness—oh, some­thing Span­ish. Per­haps you’ve felt it about people that you know. Any­how, they asked him about the cli­mate, and yel­low fever and what the negroes were like and all that sort of thing.

			“This Cubey, it ap­pears is an is­land,” Jeff would ex­plain. Of course, every­body knows how eas­ily is­lands lend them­selves to mak­ing money—“and for fruit, they say it comes up so fast you can’t stop it.” And then he would pass in­to de­tails about the Hash-en­ders and the re­sur­rec­tos and tech­nic­al things like that till it was thought a won­der how he could know it. Still, it was real­ized that a man with money has got to know these things. Look at Mor­gan and Rock­e­feller and all the men that make a pile. They know just as much as Jeff did about the coun­tries where they make it. It stands to reas­on.

			Did I say that Jeff shaved in the same old way? Not quite. There was some­thing even dream­i­er about it now, and a sort of new ele­ment in the way Jeff fell out of his mono­tone in­to lapses of thought that I, for one, mis­un­der­stood. I thought that per­haps get­ting so much money—well, you know the way it acts on people in the lar­ger cit­ies. It seemed to spoil one’s idea of Jeff that cop­per and as­bes­tos and ba­nana lands should form the goal of his thought when, if he knew it, the little shop and the sun­light of Mari­posa was so much bet­ter.

			In fact, I had per­haps borne him a grudge for what seemed to me his per­petu­al in­terest in the great cap­it­al­ists. He al­ways had some item out of the pa­per about them.

			“I see where this here Carne­gie has give fifty thou­sand dol­lars for one of them ob­ser­vat­or­ies,” he would say.

			And an­oth­er day he would pause in the course of shav­ing, and al­most whis­per: “Did you ever see this Rock­e­feller?”

			It was only by a sort of ac­ci­dent that I came to know that there was an­oth­er side to Jef­fer­son’s spec­u­la­tion that no one in Mari­posa ever knew, or will ever know now.

			I knew it be­cause I went in to see Jeff in his house one night. The house—I think I said it—stood out be­hind the barber shop. You went out of the back door of the shop, and through a grass plot with pe­tuni­as be­side it, and the house stood at the end. You could see the light of the lamp be­hind the blind, and through the screen door as you came along. And it was here that Jef­fer­son used to sit in the even­ings when the shop got empty.

			There was a round table that The Wo­man used to lay for sup­per, and after sup­per there used to be a chequered cloth on it and a lamp with a shade. And be­side it Jeff would sit, with his spec­tacles on and the pa­per spread out, read­ing about Carne­gie and Rock­e­feller. Near him, but away from the table, was The Wo­man do­ing nee­dle­work, and Myra, when she wasn’t work­ing in the Tele­phone Ex­change, was there too with her el­bows on the table read­ing Mar­ie Co­relli—only now, of course, after the for­tune, she was read­ing the pro­spect­uses of Dra­mat­ic Schools.

			So this night—I don’t know just what it was in the pa­per that caused it—Jeff laid down what he was read­ing and star­ted to talk about Carne­gie.

			“This Carne­gie, I bet you, would be worth,” said Jeff, clos­ing up his eyes in cal­cu­la­tion, “as much as per­haps two mil­lion dol­lars, if you was to sell him up. And this Rock­e­feller and this Mor­gan, either of them, to sell them up clean, would be worth an­oth­er couple of mil­lion—”

			I may say in par­en­theses that it was a fa­vour­ite meth­od in Mari­posa if you wanted to get at the real worth of a man, to ima­gine him clean sold up, put up for auc­tion, as it were. It was the only way to test him.

			“And now look at ’em,” Jeff went on. “They make their money and what do they do with it? They give it away. And who do they give it to? Why, to those as don’t want it, every time. They give it to these pro­fess­ors and to this re­search and that, and do the poor get any of it? Not a cent and nev­er will.”

			“I tell you, boys,” con­tin­ued Jeff (there were no boys present, but in Mari­posa all really im­port­ant speeches are ad­dressed to an ima­gin­ary audi­ence of boys)—“I tell you, if I was to make a mil­lion out of this Cubey, I’d give it straight to the poor, yes, sir—di­vide it up in­to a hun­dred lots of a thou­sand dol­lars each and give it to the people that hadn’t noth­ing.”

			So al­ways after that I knew just what those ba­na­nas were be­ing grown for.

			In­deed, after that, though Jef­fer­son nev­er spoke of his in­ten­tions dir­ectly, he said a num­ber of things that seemed to bear on them. He asked me, for in­stance, one day, how many blind people it would take to fill one of these blind homes and how a feller could get ahold of them. And at an­oth­er time he asked wheth­er if a feller ad­vert­ised for some of these in­cur­ables a feller could get enough of them to make a show­ing. I know for a fact that he got Nivens, the law­yer, to draw up a doc­u­ment that was to give an acre of ba­nana land in Cuba to every idi­ot in Miss­in­aba county.

			But still—what’s the use of talk­ing of what Jeff meant to do? Nobody knows or cares about it now.

			The end of it was bound to come. Even in Mari­posa some of the people must have thought so. Else how was it that Henry Mullins made such a fuss about selling a draft for forty thou­sand on New York? And why was it that Mr. Smith wouldn’t pay Billy, the desk clerk, his back wages when he wanted to put it in­to Cuba?

			Oh yes; some of them must have seen it. And yet when it came it seemed so quiet—ever so quiet—not a bit like the North­ern Star mine and the oyster sup­per and the Mari­posa band. It is strange how quiet these things look, the oth­er way round.

			You re­mem­ber the Cuban Land frauds in New York and Por­forio Gomez shoot­ing the de­tect­ive, and him and Max­imo Morez get­ting clear away with two hun­dred thou­sand? No, of course you don’t; why, even in the city pa­pers it only filled an inch or two of type, and any­way the names were hard to re­mem­ber. That was Jeff’s money—part of it. Mullins got the tele­gram, from a broker or someone, and he showed it to Jeff just as he was go­ing up the street with an es­tate agent to look at a big empty lot on the hill be­hind the town—the very place for these in­cur­ables.

			And Jeff went back to the shop so quiet—have you ever seen an an­im­al that is stricken through, how quiet it seems to move?

			Well, that’s how he walked.

			And since that, though it’s quite a little while ago, the shop’s open till el­ev­en every night now, and Jeff is shav­ing away to pay back that five hun­dred that John­son, the liv­ery man, sent to the Cubans, and—

			Pathet­ic? tut! tut! You don’t know Mari­posa. Jeff has to work pretty late, but that’s noth­ing—noth­ing at all, if you’ve worked hard all your life­time. And Myra is back at the Tele­phone Ex­change—they were glad enough to get her, and she says now that if there’s one thing she hates, it’s the stage, and she can’t see how the act­resses put up with it.

			Any­way, things are not so bad. You see it was just at this time that Mr. Smith’s caff opened, and Mr. Smith came to Jeff’s Wo­man and said he wanted sev­en dozen eggs a day, and wanted them handy, and so the hens are back, and more of them, and they ex­ult so every morn­ing over the eggs they lay that if you wanted to talk of Rock­e­feller in the barber shop you couldn’t hear his name for the cack­ling.

		
	
		
			
				III

				The Mar­ine Ex­cur­sions of the Knights of Py­thi­as

			
			Half past six on a Ju­ly morn­ing! The Mari­posa Belle is at the wharf, decked in flags, with steam up ready to start.

			Ex­cur­sion day!

			Half past six on a Ju­ly morn­ing, and Lake Wis­san­otti ly­ing in the sun as calm as glass. The opal col­ours of the morn­ing light are shot from the sur­face of the wa­ter.

			Out on the lake the last thin threads of the mist are clear­ing away like flecks of cot­ton wool.

			The long call of the loon echoes over the lake. The air is cool and fresh. There is in it all the new life of the land of the si­lent pine and the mov­ing wa­ters. Lake Wis­san­otti in the morn­ing sun­light! Don’t talk to me of the Itali­an lakes, or the Tyr­ol or the Swiss Alps. Take them away. Move them some­where else. I don’t want them.

			Ex­cur­sion Day, at half past six of a sum­mer morn­ing! With the boat all decked in flags and all the people in Mari­posa on the wharf, and the band in peaked caps with big cor­nets tied to their bod­ies ready to play at any minute! I say! Don’t tell me about the Car­ni­val of Venice and the Del­hi Durbar. Don’t! I wouldn’t look at them. I’d shut my eyes! For light and col­our give me every time an ex­cur­sion out of Mari­posa down the lake to the In­di­an’s Is­land out of sight in the morn­ing mist. Talk of your Pap­al Zou­aves and your Buck­ing­ham Palace Guard! I want to see the Mari­posa band in uni­form and the Mari­posa Knights of Py­thi­as with their ap­rons and their in­signia and their pic­nic bas­kets and their five-cent ci­gars!

			Half past six in the morn­ing, and all the crowd on the wharf and the boat due to leave in half an hour. No­tice it!—in half an hour. Already she’s whistled twice (at six, and at six fif­teen), and at any minute now, Christie John­son will step in­to the pi­lot house and pull the string for the warn­ing whistle that the boat will leave in half an hour. So keep ready. Don’t think of run­ning back to Smith’s Hotel for the sand­wiches. Don’t be fool enough to try to go up to the Greek Store, next to Net­ley’s, and buy fruit. You’ll be left be­hind for sure if you do. Nev­er mind the sand­wiches and the fruit! Any­way, here comes Mr. Smith him­self with a huge bas­ket of provender that would feed a fact­ory. There must be sand­wiches in that. I think I can hear them clink­ing. And be­hind Mr. Smith is the Ger­man waiter from the caff with an­oth­er bas­ket—in­dubit­ably la­ger beer; and be­hind him, the bar­tender of the hotel, car­ry­ing noth­ing, as far as one can see. But of course if you know Mari­posa you will un­der­stand that why he looks so non­chal­ant and empty-handed is be­cause he has two bottles of rye whis­key un­der his lin­en dust­er. You know, I think, the pe­cu­li­ar walk of a man with two bottles of whis­key in the in­side pock­ets of a lin­en coat. In Mari­posa, you see, to bring beer to an ex­cur­sion is quite in keep­ing with pub­lic opin­ion. But, whis­key—well, one has to be a little care­ful.

			Do I say that Mr. Smith is here? Why, every­body’s here. There’s Hus­sell the ed­it­or of the News­pack­et, wear­ing a blue rib­bon on his coat, for the Mari­posa Knights of Py­thi­as are, by their con­sti­tu­tion, ded­ic­ated to tem­per­ance; and there’s Henry Mullins, the man­ager of the Ex­change Bank, also a Knight of Py­thi­as, with a small flask of Po­gram’s Spe­cial in his hip pock­et as a sort of amend­ment to the con­sti­tu­tion. And there’s Dean Drone, the Chap­lain of the Or­der, with a fish­ing rod (you nev­er saw such green bass as lie among the rocks at In­di­an’s Is­land), and with a trolling line in case of maskinonge, and a land­ing net in case of pick­er­el, and with his eld­est daugh­ter, Lili­an Drone, in case of young men. There nev­er was such a fish­er­man as the Rev. Rupert Drone.

			

			Per­haps I ought to ex­plain that when I speak of the ex­cur­sion as be­ing of the Knights of Py­thi­as, the thing must not be un­der­stood in any nar­row sense. In Mari­posa prac­tic­ally every­body be­longs to the Knights of Py­thi­as just as they do to everything else. That’s the great thing about the town and that’s what makes it so dif­fer­ent from the city. Every­body is in everything.

			You should see them on the sev­en­teenth of March, for ex­ample, when every­body wears a green rib­bon and they’re all laugh­ing and glad—you know what the Celt­ic nature is—and talk­ing about Home Rule.

			On St. An­drew’s Day every man in town wears a thistle and shakes hands with every­body else, and you see the fine old Scotch hon­esty beam­ing out of their eyes.

			And on St. George’s Day!—well, there’s no hearti­ness like the good old Eng­lish spir­it, after all; why shouldn’t a man feel glad that he’s an Eng­lish­man?

			Then on the Fourth of Ju­ly there are stars and stripes fly­ing over half the stores in town, and sud­denly all the men are seen to smoke ci­gars, and to know all about Roosevelt and Bry­an and the Phil­ip­pine Is­lands. Then you learn for the first time that Jeff Thorpe’s people came from Mas­sachu­setts and that his uncle fought at Bunker Hill (it must have been Bunker Hill—any­way Jef­fer­son will swear it was in Dakota all right enough); and you find that George Duff has a mar­ried sis­ter in Rochester and that her hus­band is all right; in fact, George was down there as re­cently as eight years ago. Oh, it’s the most Amer­ic­an town ima­gin­able is Mari­posa—on the fourth of Ju­ly.

			But wait, just wait, if you feel anxious about the solid­ity of the Brit­ish con­nec­tion, till the twelfth of the month, when every­body is wear­ing an or­ange stream­er in his coat and the Or­ange­men (every man in town) walk in the big pro­ces­sion. Al­le­gi­ance! Well, per­haps you re­mem­ber the ad­dress they gave to the Prince of Wales on the plat­form of the Mari­posa sta­tion as he went through on his tour to the west. I think that pretty well settled that ques­tion. So you will eas­ily un­der­stand that of course every­body be­longs to the Knights of Py­thi­as and the Ma­sons and Odd­fel­lows, just as they all be­long to the Snow Shoe Club and the Girls’ Friendly So­ci­ety.

			And mean­while the whistle of the steam­er has blown again for a quarter to sev­en—loud and long this time, for any­one not here now is late for cer­tain; un­less he should hap­pen to come down in the last fif­teen minutes.

			What a crowd upon the wharf and how they pile on to the steam­er! It’s a won­der that the boat can hold them all. But that’s just the mar­vel­lous thing about the Mari­posa Belle.

			I don’t know—I have nev­er known—where the steam­ers like the Mari­posa Belle come from. Wheth­er they are built by Har­land and Wolff of Bel­fast, or wheth­er, on the oth­er hand, they are not built by Har­land and Wolff of Bel­fast, is more than one would like to say off­hand.

			The Mari­posa Belle al­ways seems to me to have some of those strange prop­er­ties that dis­tin­guish Mari­posa it­self. I mean, her size seems to vary so. If you see her there in the winter, frozen in the ice be­side the wharf with a snow­drift against the win­dows of the pi­lot house, she looks a pathet­ic little thing the size of a but­ter­nut. But in the sum­mer time, es­pe­cially after you’ve been in Mari­posa for a month or two, and have paddled along­side of her in a ca­noe, she gets lar­ger and taller, and with a great sweep of black sides, till you see no dif­fer­ence between the Mari­posa Belle and the Lus­it­ania. Each one is a big steam­er and that’s all you can say.

			Nor do her meas­ure­ments help you much. She draws about eight­een inches for­ward, and more than that—at least half an inch more, astern, and when she’s loaded down with an ex­cur­sion crowd she draws a good two inches more. And above the wa­ter—why, look at all the decks on her! There’s the deck you walk on to, from the wharf, all shut in, with win­dows along it, and the after cab­in with the long table, and above that the deck with all the chairs piled upon it, and the deck in front where the band stand round in a circle, and the pi­lot house is high­er than that, and above the pi­lot house is the board with the gold name and the flag pole and the steel ropes and the flags; and fixed in some­where on the dif­fer­ent levels is the lunch counter where they sell the sand­wiches, and the en­gine room, and down be­low the deck level, be­neath the wa­ter line, is the place where the crew sleep. What with steps and stairs and pas­sages and piles of cord­wood for the en­gine—oh no, I guess Har­land and Wolff didn’t build her. They couldn’t have.

			Yet even with a huge boat like the Mari­posa Belle, it would be im­possible for her to carry all of the crowd that you see in the boat and on the wharf. In real­ity, the crowd is made up of two classes—all of the people in Mari­posa who are go­ing on the ex­cur­sion and all those who are not. Some come for the one reas­on and some for the oth­er.

			The two tell­ers of the Ex­change Bank are both there stand­ing side by side. But one of them—the one with the cameo pin and the long face like a horse—is go­ing, and the oth­er—with the oth­er cameo pin and the face like an­oth­er horse—is not. In the same way, Hus­sell of the News­pack­et is go­ing, but his broth­er, be­side him, isn’t. Lili­an Drone is go­ing, but her sis­ter can’t; and so on all through the crowd.

			

			And to think that things should look like that on the morn­ing of a steam­boat ac­ci­dent.

			How strange life is!

			To think of all these people so eager and anxious to catch the steam­er, and some of them run­ning to catch it, and so fear­ful that they might miss it—the morn­ing of a steam­boat ac­ci­dent. And the cap­tain blow­ing his whistle, and warn­ing them so severely that he would leave them be­hind—leave them out of the ac­ci­dent! And every­body crowding so eagerly to be in the ac­ci­dent.

			Per­haps life is like that all through.

			Strangest of all to think, in a case like this, of the people who were left be­hind, or in some way or oth­er pre­ven­ted from go­ing, and al­ways af­ter­wards told of how they had es­caped be­ing on board the Mari­posa Belle that day!

			Some of the in­stances were cer­tainly ex­traordin­ary. Nivens, the law­yer, es­caped from be­ing there merely by the fact that he was away in the city.

			Towers, the tail­or, only es­caped ow­ing to the fact that, not in­tend­ing to go on the ex­cur­sion he had stayed in bed till eight o’clock and so had not gone. He nar­rated af­ter­wards that wak­ing up that morn­ing at half past five, he had thought of the ex­cur­sion and for some un­ac­count­able reas­on had felt glad that he was not go­ing.

			

			The case of Yo­del, the auc­tion­eer, was even more in­scrut­able. He had been to the Odd­fel­lows’ ex­cur­sion on the train the week be­fore and to the Con­ser­vat­ive pic­nic the week be­fore that, and had de­cided not to go on this trip. In fact, he had not the least in­ten­tion of go­ing. He nar­rated af­ter­wards how the night be­fore someone had stopped him on the corner of Nip­pewa and Tecum­seh Streets (he in­dic­ated the very spot) and asked: “Are you go­ing to take in the ex­cur­sion to­mor­row?” and he had said, just as simply as he was talk­ing when nar­rat­ing it: “No.” And ten minutes after that, at the corner of Dal­housie and Brock Streets (he offered to lead a party of veri­fic­a­tion to the pre­cise place) some­body else had stopped him and asked: “Well, are you go­ing on the steam­er trip to­mor­row?” Again he had answered: “No,” ap­par­ently al­most in the same tone as be­fore.

			He said af­ter­wards that when he heard the ru­mour of the ac­ci­dent it seemed like the fin­ger of Provid­ence, and fell on his knees in thank­ful­ness.

			There was the sim­il­ar case of Mor­is­on (I mean the one in Glover’s hard­ware store that mar­ried one of the Thompsons). He said af­ter­wards that he had read so much in the pa­pers about ac­ci­dents lately—min­ing ac­ci­dents, and aero­planes and gas­ol­ine—that he had grown nervous. The night be­fore his wife had asked him at sup­per: “Are you go­ing on the ex­cur­sion?” He had answered: “No, I don’t think I feel like it,” and had ad­ded: “Per­haps your moth­er might like to go.” And the next even­ing just at dusk, when the news ran through the town, he said the first thought that flashed through his head was: “Mrs. Thompson’s on that boat.”

			He told this right as I say it—without the least doubt or con­fu­sion. He nev­er for a mo­ment ima­gined she was on the Lus­it­ania or the Olympic or any oth­er boat. He knew she was on this one. He said you could have knocked him down where he stood. But no one had. Not even when he got halfway down—on his knees, and it would have been easi­er still to knock him down or kick him. People do miss a lot of chances.

			Still, as I say, neither Yo­del nor Mor­is­on nor any­one thought about there be­ing an ac­ci­dent un­til just after sun­down when they—

			Well, have you ever heard the long boom­ing whistle of a steam­boat two miles out on the lake in the dusk, and while you listen and count and won­der, seen the crim­son rock­ets go­ing up against the sky and then heard the fire bell ringing right there be­side you in the town, and seen the people run­ning to the town wharf?

			That’s what the people of Mari­posa saw and felt that sum­mer even­ing as they watched the Mack­inaw life­boat go plunging out in­to the lake with sev­en sweeps to a side and the foam clear to the gun­wale with the lift­ing stroke of four­teen men!

			But, dear me, I am afraid that this is no way to tell a story. I sup­pose the true art would have been to have said noth­ing about the ac­ci­dent till it happened. But when you write about Mari­posa, or hear of it, if you know the place, it’s all so vivid and real that a thing like the con­trast between the ex­cur­sion crowd in the morn­ing and the scene at night leaps in­to your mind and you must think of it.

			

			But nev­er mind about the ac­ci­dent—let us turn back again to the morn­ing.

			The boat was due to leave at sev­en. There was no doubt about the hour—not only sev­en, but sev­en sharp. The no­tice in the News­pack­et said: “The boat will leave sharp at sev­en;” and the ad­vert­ising posters on the tele­graph poles on Miss­in­aba Street that began “Ho, for In­di­an’s Is­land!” ended up with the words: “Boat leaves at sev­en sharp.” There was a big no­tice on the wharf that said: “Boat leaves sharp on time.”

			So at sev­en, right on the hour, the whistle blew loud and long, and then at sev­en fif­teen three short per­emp­tory blasts, and at sev­en thirty one quick angry call—just one—and very soon after that they cast off the last of the ropes and the Mari­posa Belle sailed off in her cloud of flags, and the band of the Knights of Py­thi­as, tim­ing it to a nicety, broke in­to the “Maple Leaf Forever!”

			I sup­pose that all ex­cur­sions when they start are much the same. Any­way, on the Mari­posa Belle every­body went run­ning up and down all over the boat with deck chairs and camp stools and bas­kets, and found places, splen­did places to sit, and then got scared that there might be bet­ter ones and chased off again. People hunted for places out of the sun and when they got them swore that they wer­en’t go­ing to freeze to please any­body; and the people in the sun said that they hadn’t paid fifty cents to be roas­ted. Oth­ers said that they hadn’t paid fifty cents to get covered with cinders, and there were still oth­ers who hadn’t paid fifty cents to get shaken to death with the pro­peller.

			Still, it was all right presently. The people seemed to get sor­ted out in­to the places on the boat where they be­longed. The wo­men, the older ones, all grav­it­ated in­to the cab­in on the lower deck and by get­ting round the table with nee­dle­work, and with all the win­dows shut, they soon had it, as they said them­selves, just like be­ing at home.

			All the young boys and the toughs and the men in the band got down on the lower deck for­ward, where the boat was dirti­est and where the an­chor was and the coils of rope.

			And up­stairs on the after deck there were Lili­an Drone and Miss Lawson, the high school teach­er, with a book of Ger­man po­etry—Gothey I think it was—and the bank tell­er and the young­er men.

			In the centre, stand­ing be­side the rail, were Dean Drone and Dr. Galla­gh­er, look­ing through bin­ocu­lar glasses at the shore.

			Up in front on the little deck for­ward of the pi­lot house was a group of the older men, Mullins and Duff and Mr. Smith in a deck chair, and be­side him Mr. Gol­gotha Ging­ham, the un­der­taker of Mari­posa, on a stool. It was part of Mr. Ging­ham’s prin­ciples to take in an out­ing of this sort, a busi­ness mat­ter, more or less—for you nev­er know what may hap­pen at these wa­ter parties. At any rate, he was there in a neat suit of black, not, of course, his heav­ier or pro­fes­sion­al suit, but a soft cling­ing ef­fect as of burnt pa­per that com­bined gaiety and de­cor­um to a nicety.

			

			“Yes,” said Mr. Ging­ham, wav­ing his black glove in a gen­er­al way to­wards the shore, “I know the lake well, very well. I’ve been pretty much all over it in my time.”

			“Ca­noe­ing?” asked some­body.

			“No,” said Mr. Ging­ham, “not in a ca­noe.” There seemed a pe­cu­li­ar and quiet mean­ing in his tone.

			“Sail­ing, I sup­pose,” said some­body else.

			“No,” said Mr. Ging­ham. “I don’t un­der­stand it.”

			“I nev­er knowed that you went on to the wa­ter at all, Gol,” said Mr. Smith, break­ing in.

			“Ah, not now,” ex­plained Mr. Ging­ham; “it was years ago, the first sum­mer I came to Mari­posa. I was on the wa­ter prac­tic­ally all day. Noth­ing like it to give a man an ap­pet­ite and keep him in shape.”

			“Was you camp­ing?” asked Mr. Smith.

			“We camped at night,” as­sen­ted the un­der­taker, “but we put in prac­tic­ally the whole day on the wa­ter. You see we were after a party that had come up here from the city on his va­ca­tion and gone out in a sail­ing ca­noe. We were drag­ging. We were up every morn­ing at sun­rise, lit a fire on the beach and cooked break­fast, and then we’d light our pipes and be off with the net for a whole day. It’s a great life,” con­cluded Mr. Ging­ham wist­fully.

			“Did you get him?” asked two or three to­geth­er.

			There was a pause be­fore Mr. Ging­ham answered.

			“We did,” he said—“down in the reeds past Horse­shoe Point. But it was no use. He turned blue on me right away.”

			After which Mr. Ging­ham fell in­to such a deep rev­er­ie that the boat had steamed an­oth­er half mile down the lake be­fore any­body broke the si­lence again.

			Talk of this sort—and after all what more suit­able for a day on the wa­ter?—be­guiled the way.

			

			Down the lake, mile by mile over the calm wa­ter, steamed the Mari­posa Belle. They passed Pop­lar Point where the high sand­banks are with all the swal­lows’ nests in them, and Dean Drone and Dr. Galla­gh­er looked at them al­tern­ately through the bin­ocu­lar glasses, and it was won­der­ful how plainly one could see the swal­lows and the banks and the shrubs—just as plainly as with the na­ked eye.

			And a little fur­ther down they passed the Shingle Beach, and Dr. Galla­gh­er, who knew Ca­na­dian his­tory, said to Dean Drone that it was strange to think that Champlain had landed there with his French ex­plorers three hun­dred years ago; and Dean Drone, who didn’t know Ca­na­dian his­tory, said it was stranger still to think that the hand of the Almighty had piled up the hills and rocks long be­fore that; and Dr. Galla­gh­er said it was won­der­ful how the French had found their way through such a path­less wil­der­ness; and Dean Drone said that it was won­der­ful also to think that the Almighty had placed even the smal­lest shrub in its ap­poin­ted place. Dr. Galla­gh­er said it filled him with ad­mir­a­tion. Dean Drone said it filled him with awe. Dr. Galla­gh­er said he’d been full of it ever since he was a boy; and Dean Drone said so had he.

			Then a little fur­ther, as the Mari­posa Belle steamed on down the lake, they passed the Old In­di­an Port­age where the great grey rocks are; and Dr. Galla­gh­er drew Dean Drone’s at­ten­tion to the place where the nar­row ca­noe track wound up from the shore to the woods, and Dean Drone said he could see it per­fectly well without the glasses.

			Dr. Galla­gh­er said that it was just here that a party of five hun­dred French had made their way with all their bag­gage and ac­coutre­ments across the rocks of the di­vide and down to the Great Bay. And Dean Drone said that it re­minded him of Xeno­phon lead­ing his ten thou­sand Greeks over the hill passes of Ar­menia down to the sea. Dr. Galla­gh­er said the he had of­ten wished he could have seen and spoken to Champlain, and Dean Drone said how much he re­gret­ted to have nev­er known Xeno­phon.

			And then after that they fell to talk­ing of rel­ics and traces of the past, and Dr. Galla­gh­er said that if Dean Drone would come round to his house some night he would show him some In­di­an ar­row heads that he had dug up in his garden. And Dean Drone said that if Dr. Galla­gh­er would come round to the rect­ory any af­ter­noon he would show him a map of Xer­xes’ in­va­sion of Greece. Only he must come some time between the In­fant Class and the Moth­ers’ Aux­il­i­ary.

			So presently they both knew that they were blocked out of one an­oth­er’s houses for some time to come, and Dr. Galla­gh­er walked for­ward and told Mr. Smith, who had nev­er stud­ied Greek, about Champlain cross­ing the rock di­vide.

			Mr. Smith turned his head and looked at the di­vide for half a second and then said he had crossed a worse one up north back of the Wahnip­it­ae and that the flies were Hades—and then went on play­ing freezeout poker with the two ju­ni­ors in Duff’s bank.

			So Dr. Galla­gh­er real­ized that that’s al­ways the way when you try to tell people things, and that as far as grat­it­ude and ap­pre­ci­ation goes one might as well nev­er read books or travel any­where or do any­thing.

			In fact, it was at this very mo­ment that he made up his mind to give the ar­rows to the Mari­posa Mech­an­ics’ In­sti­tute—they af­ter­wards be­came, as you know, the Galla­gh­er Col­lec­tion. But, for the time be­ing, the doc­tor was sick of them and wandered off round the boat and watched Henry Mullins show­ing George Duff how to make a John Collins without lem­ons, and fi­nally went and sat down among the Mari­posa band and wished that he hadn’t come.

			So the boat steamed on and the sun rose high­er and high­er, and the fresh­ness of the morn­ing changed in­to the full glare of noon, and they went on to where the lake began to nar­row in at its foot, just where the In­di­an’s Is­land is, all grass and trees and with a log wharf run­ning in­to the wa­ter. Be­low it the Lower Ossawippi runs out of the lake, and quite near are the rap­ids, and you can see down among the trees the red brick of the power house and hear the roar of the leap­ing wa­ter.

			The In­di­an’s Is­land it­self is all covered with trees and tangled vines, and the wa­ter about it is so still that it’s all re­flec­ted double and looks the same either way up. Then when the steam­er’s whistle blows as it comes in­to the wharf, you hear it echo among the trees of the is­land, and re­ver­ber­ate back from the shores of the lake.

			The scene is all so quiet and still and un­broken, that Miss Cleg­horn—the sal­low girl in the tele­phone ex­change, that I spoke of—said she’d like to be bur­ied there. But all the people were so busy get­ting their bas­kets and gath­er­ing up their things that no one had time to at­tend to it.

			I mustn’t even try to de­scribe the land­ing and the boat crunch­ing against the wooden wharf and all the people run­ning to the same side of the deck and Christie John­son call­ing out to the crowd to keep to the star­board and nobody be­ing able to find it. Every­one who has been on a Mari­posa ex­cur­sion knows all about that.

			Nor can I de­scribe the day it­self and the pic­nic un­der the trees. There were speeches af­ter­wards, and Judge Pep­per­leigh gave such of­fence by bring­ing in Con­ser­vat­ive polit­ics that a man called Pat­ri­otus Ca­nadien­sis wrote and asked for some of the in­valu­able space of the Mari­posa Times-Her­ald and ex­posed it.

			I should say that there were races too, on the grass on the open side of the is­land, graded mostly ac­cord­ing to ages—races for boys un­der thir­teen and girls over nine­teen and all that sort of thing. Sports are gen­er­ally con­duc­ted on that plan in Mari­posa. It is real­ized that a wo­man of sixty has an un­fair ad­vant­age over a mere child.

			Dean Drone man­aged the races and de­cided the ages and gave out the prizes; the Wes­ley­an min­is­ter helped, and he and the young stu­dent, who was re­liev­ing in the Pres­by­teri­an Church, held the string at the win­ning point.

			They had to get mostly cler­gy­men for the races be­cause all the men had wandered off, some­how, to where they were drink­ing la­ger beer out of two kegs stuck on pine logs among the trees.

			But if you’ve ever been on a Mari­posa ex­cur­sion you know all about these de­tails any­way.

			So the day wore on and presently the sun came through the trees on a slant and the steam­er whistle blew with a great puff of white steam and all the people came strag­gling down to the wharf and pretty soon the Mari­posa Belle had floated out on to the lake again and headed for the town, twenty miles away.

			

			I sup­pose you have of­ten no­ticed the con­trast there is between an ex­cur­sion on its way out in the morn­ing and what it looks like on the way home.

			In the morn­ing every­body is so rest­less and an­im­ated and moves to and fro all over the boat and asks ques­tions. But com­ing home, as the af­ter­noon gets later and the sun sinks bey­ond the hills, all the people seem to get so still and quiet and drowsy.

			So it was with the people on the Mari­posa Belle. They sat there on the benches and the deck chairs in little clusters, and listened to the reg­u­lar beat of the pro­peller and al­most dozed off asleep as they sat. Then when the sun set and the dusk drew on, it grew al­most dark on the deck and so still that you could hardly tell there was any­one on board.

			And if you had looked at the steam­er from the shore or from one of the is­lands, you’d have seen the row of lights from the cab­in win­dows shin­ing on the wa­ter and the red glare of the burn­ing hem­lock from the fun­nel, and you’d have heard the soft thud of the pro­peller miles away over the lake.

			Now and then, too, you could have heard them singing on the steam­er—the voices of the girls and the men blen­ded in­to uni­son by the dis­tance, rising and fall­ing in long-drawn melody: “O—Can-a-da—O—Can-a-da.”

			You may talk as you will about the in­ton­ing choirs of your European cathed­rals, but the sound of “O—Can-a-da,” borne across the wa­ters of a si­lent lake at even­ing is good enough for those of us who know Mari­posa.

			I think that it was just as they were singing like this: “O—Can-a-da,” that word went round that the boat was sink­ing.

			If you have ever been in any sud­den emer­gency on the wa­ter, you will un­der­stand the strange psy­cho­logy of it—the way in which what is hap­pen­ing seems to be­come known all in a mo­ment without a word be­ing said. The news is trans­mit­ted from one to the oth­er by some mys­ter­i­ous pro­cess.

			At any rate, on the Mari­posa Belle first one and then the oth­er heard that the steam­er was sink­ing. As far as I could ever learn the first of it was that George Duff, the bank man­ager, came very quietly to Dr. Galla­gh­er and asked him if he thought that the boat was sink­ing. The doc­tor said no, that he had thought so earli­er in the day but that he didn’t now think that she was.

			After that Duff, ac­cord­ing to his own ac­count, had said to Ma­cart­ney, the law­yer, that the boat was sink­ing, and Ma­cart­ney said that he doubted it very much.

			Then some­body came to Judge Pep­per­leigh and woke him up and said that there was six inches of wa­ter in the steam­er and that she was sink­ing. And Pep­per­leigh said it was per­fect scan­dal and passed the news on to his wife and she said that they had no busi­ness to al­low it and that if the steam­er sank that was the last ex­cur­sion she’d go on.

			So the news went all round the boat and every­where the people gathered in groups and talked about it in the angry and ex­cited way that people have when a steam­er is sink­ing on one of the lakes like Lake Wis­san­otti.

			Dean Drone, of course, and some oth­ers were quieter about it, and said that one must make al­low­ances and that nat­ur­ally there were two sides to everything. But most of them wouldn’t listen to reas­on at all. I think, per­haps, that some of them were frightened. You see the last time but one that the steam­er had sunk, there had been a man drowned and it made them nervous.

			What? Hadn’t I ex­plained about the depth of Lake Wis­san­otti? I had taken it for gran­ted that you knew; and in any case parts of it are deep enough, though I don’t sup­pose in this stretch of it from the big reed beds up to with­in a mile of the town wharf, you could find six feet of wa­ter in it if you tried. Oh, pshaw! I was not talk­ing about a steam­er sink­ing in the ocean and car­ry­ing down its scream­ing crowds of people in­to the hideous depths of green wa­ter. Oh, dear me no! That kind of thing nev­er hap­pens on Lake Wis­san­otti.

			But what does hap­pen is that the Mari­posa Belle sinks every now and then, and sticks there on the bot­tom till they get things straightened up.

			On the lakes round Mari­posa, if a per­son ar­rives late any­where and ex­plains that the steam­er sank, every­body un­der­stands the situ­ation.

			You see when Har­land and Wolff built the Mari­posa Belle, they left some cracks in between the tim­bers that you fill up with cot­ton waste every Sunday. If this is not at­ten­ded to, the boat sinks. In fact, it is part of the law of the province that all the steam­ers like the Mari­posa Belle must be prop­erly corked—I think that is the word—every sea­son. There are in­spect­ors who vis­it all the ho­tels in the province to see that it is done.

			So you can ima­gine now that I’ve ex­plained it a little straight­er, the in­dig­na­tion of the people when they knew that the boat had come un­corked and that they might be stuck out there on a shoal or a mud­bank half the night.

			I don’t say either that there wasn’t any danger; any­way, it doesn’t feel very safe when you real­ize that the boat is set­tling down with every hun­dred yards that she goes, and you look over the side and see only the black wa­ter in the gath­er­ing night.

			Safe! I’m not sure now that I come to think of it that it isn’t worse than sink­ing in the At­lantic. After all, in the At­lantic there is wire­less tele­graphy, and a lot of trained sail­ors and stew­ards. But out on Lake Wis­san­otti—far out, so that you can only just see the lights of the town away off to the south—when the pro­peller comes to a stop—and you can hear the hiss of steam as they start to rake out the en­gine fires to pre­vent an ex­plo­sion—and when you turn from the red glare that comes from the fur­nace doors as they open them, to the black dark that is gath­er­ing over the lake—and there’s a night wind be­gin­ning to run among the rushes—and you see the men go­ing for­ward to the roof of the pi­lot house to send up the rock­ets to rouse the town, safe? Safe your­self, if you like; as for me, let me once get back in­to Mari­posa again, un­der the night shad­ow of the maple trees, and this shall be the last, last time I’ll go on Lake Wis­san­otti.

			Safe! Oh yes! Isn’t it strange how safe oth­er people’s ad­ven­tures seem after they hap­pen? But you’d have been scared, too, if you’d been there just be­fore the steam­er sank, and seen them bring­ing up all the wo­men on to the top deck.

			I don’t see how some of the people took it so calmly; how Mr. Smith, for in­stance, could have gone on smoking and telling how he’d had a steam­er “sink on him” on Lake Nip­iss­ing and a still big­ger one, a side-wheel­er, sink on him in Lake Ab­bit­ibbi.

			Then, quite sud­denly, with a quiver, down she went. You could feel the boat sink, sink—down, down—would it nev­er get to the bot­tom? The wa­ter came flush up to the lower deck, and then—thank heav­en—the sink­ing stopped and there was the Mari­posa Belle safe and tight on a reed bank.

			Really, it made one pos­it­ively laugh! It seemed so queer and, any­way, if a man has a sort of nat­ur­al cour­age, danger makes him laugh. Danger! pshaw! fid­dle­sticks! every­body scouted the idea. Why, it is just the little things like this that give zest to a day on the wa­ter.

			With­in half a minute they were all run­ning round look­ing for sand­wiches and crack­ing jokes and talk­ing of mak­ing cof­fee over the re­mains of the en­gine fires.

			

			I don’t need to tell at length how it all happened after that.

			I sup­pose the people on the Mari­posa Belle would have had to settle down there all night or till help came from the town, but some of the men who had gone for­ward and were peer­ing out in­to the dark said that it couldn’t be more than a mile across the wa­ter to Miller’s Point. You could al­most see it over there to the left—some of them, I think, said “off on the port bow,” be­cause you know when you get mixed up in these mar­ine dis­asters, you soon catch the at­mo­sphere of the thing.

			So pretty soon they had the dav­its swung out over the side and were lower­ing the old life­boat from the top deck in­to the wa­ter.

			There were men lean­ing out over the rail of the Mari­posa Belle with lan­terns that threw the light as they let her down, and the glare fell on the wa­ter and the reeds. But when they got the boat lowered, it looked such a frail, clumsy thing as one saw it from the rail above, that the cry was raised: “Wo­men and chil­dren first!” For what was the sense, if it should turn out that the boat wouldn’t even hold wo­men and chil­dren, of try­ing to jam a lot of heavy men in­to it?

			So they put in mostly wo­men and chil­dren and the boat pushed out in­to the dark­ness so freighted down it would hardly float.

			In the bow of it was the Pres­by­teri­an stu­dent who was re­liev­ing the min­is­ter, and he called out that they were in the hands of Provid­ence. But he was crouched and ready to spring out of them at the first mo­ment.

			So the boat went and was lost in the dark­ness ex­cept for the lan­tern in the bow that you could see bob­bing on the wa­ter. Then presently it came back and they sent an­oth­er load, till pretty soon the decks began to thin out and every­body got im­pa­tient to be gone.

			It was about the time that the third boat­load put off that Mr. Smith took a bet with Mullins for twenty-five dol­lars, that he’d be home in Mari­posa be­fore the people in the boats had walked round the shore.

			No one knew just what he meant, but pretty soon they saw Mr. Smith dis­ap­pear down be­low in­to the low­est part of the steam­er with a mal­let in one hand and a big bundle of mar­line in the oth­er.

			They might have wondered more about it, but it was just at this time that they heard the shouts from the res­cue boat—the big Mack­inaw life­boat—that had put out from the town with four­teen men at the sweeps when they saw the first rock­ets go up.

			I sup­pose there is al­ways some­thing in­spir­ing about a res­cue at sea, or on the wa­ter.

			After all, the bravery of the life­boat man is the true bravery—ex­pen­ded to save life, not to des­troy it.

			Cer­tainly they told for months after of how the res­cue boat came out to the Mari­posa Belle.

			I sup­pose that when they put her in the wa­ter the life­boat touched it for the first time since the old Mac­don­ald Gov­ern­ment placed her on Lake Wis­san­otti.

			Any­way, the wa­ter poured in at every seam. But not for a mo­ment—even with two miles of wa­ter between them and the steam­er—did the row­ers pause for that.

			By the time they were halfway there the wa­ter was al­most up to the thwarts, but they drove her on. Pant­ing and ex­hausted (for mind you, if you haven’t been in a fool boat like that for years, row­ing takes it out of you), the row­ers stuck to their task. They threw the bal­last over and chucked in­to the wa­ter the heavy cork jack­ets and life­belts that en­cumbered their move­ments. There was no thought of turn­ing back. They were near­er to the steam­er than the shore.

			“Hang to it, boys,” called the crowd from the steam­er’s deck, and hang they did.

			They were al­most ex­hausted when they got them; men lean­ing from the steam­er threw them ropes and one by one every man was hauled aboard just as the life­boat sank un­der their feet.

			Saved! by Heav­en, saved, by one of the smartest pieces of res­cue work ever seen on the lake.

			There’s no use de­scrib­ing it; you need to see res­cue work of this kind by life­boats to un­der­stand it.

			Nor were the life­boat crew the only ones that dis­tin­guished them­selves.

			Boat after boat and ca­noe after ca­noe had put out from Mari­posa to the help of the steam­er. They got them all.

			Pup­kin, the oth­er bank tell­er, with a face like a horse, who hadn’t gone on the ex­cur­sion—as soon as he knew that the boat was sig­nalling for help and that Miss Lawson was send­ing up rock­ets—rushed for a row boat, grabbed an oar (two would have hampered him), and paddled madly out in­to the lake. He struck right out in­to the dark with the crazy skiff al­most sink­ing be­neath his feet. But they got him. They res­cued him. They watched him, al­most dead with ex­haus­tion, make his way to the steam­er, where he was hauled up with ropes. Saved! Saved!!

			

			They might have gone on that way half the night, pick­ing up the res­cuers, only, at the very mo­ment when the tenth load of people left for the shore—just as sud­denly and sau­cily as you please, up came the Mari­posa Belle from the mud bot­tom and floated.

			Floated?

			Why, of course she did. If you take a hun­dred and fifty people off a steam­er that has sunk, and if you get a man as shrewd as Mr. Smith to plug the tim­ber seams with mal­let and mar­line, and if you turn ten bands­men of the Mari­posa band on to your hand pump on the bow of the lower decks—float? why, what else can she do?

			Then, if you stuff in hem­lock in­to the em­bers of the fire that you were rak­ing out, till it hums and crackles un­der the boil­er, it won’t be long be­fore you hear the pro­peller thud thud­ding at the stern again, and be­fore the long roar of the steam whistle echoes over to the town.

			And so the Mari­posa Belle, with all steam up again and with the long train of sparks ca­reer­ing from the fun­nel, is head­ing for the town.

			But no Christie John­son at the wheel in the pi­lot house this time.

			“Smith! Get Smith!” is the cry.

			Can he take her in? Well, now! Ask a man who has had steam­ers sink on him in half the lakes from Temis­caming to the Bay, if he can take her in? Ask a man who has run a York boat down the rap­ids of the Moose when the ice is mov­ing, if he can grip the steer­ing wheel of the Mari­posa Belle? So there she steams safe and sound to the town wharf!

			Look at the lights and the crowd! If only the fed­er­al census taker could count us now! Hear them call­ing and shout­ing back and for­ward from the deck to the shore! Listen! There is the rattle of the shore ropes as they get them ready, and there’s the Mari­posa band—ac­tu­ally form­ing in a circle on the up­per deck just as she docks, and the lead­er with his bat­on—one—two—ready now—

			
				
					“O Can-a-da!”
				

			

		
	
		
			
				IV

				The Min­is­tra­tions of the Rev. Mr. Drone

			
			The Church of Eng­land in Mari­posa is on a side street, where the maple trees are thick­est, a little up the hill from the heart of the town. The trees above the church and the grass plot that was once the cemetery, till they made the new one (the Nec­ro­pol­is, over the brow of the hill), fill out the whole corner. Down be­hind the church, with only the driv­ing shed and a lane between, is the rect­ory. It is a little brick house with odd angles. There is a hedge and a little gate, and a weep­ing ash tree with red ber­ries.

			At the side of the rect­ory, church­ward, is a little grass lawn with low hedges and at the side of that two wild plum trees, that are prac­tic­ally al­ways in white blos­som. Un­der­neath them is a rus­tic table and chairs, and it is here that you may see Rur­al Dean Drone, the in­cum­bent of the Church of Eng­land Church, sit­ting, in the chequered light of the plum tress that is neither sun nor shad­ow. Gen­er­ally you will find him read­ing, and when I tell you that at the end of the grass plot where the hedge is highest there is a yel­low bee hive with sev­en bees that be­long to Dean Drone, you will real­ize that it is only fit­ting that the Dean is read­ing in the Greek. For what bet­ter could a man be read­ing be­neath the blos­som of the plum trees, with­in the very sound of the bees, than the Pas­tor­als of Theo­crit­us? The light trash of mod­ern ro­mance might put a man to sleep in such a spot, but with such food for re­flec­tion as Theo­crit­us, a man may safely close his eyes and muse on what he reads without fear of drop­ping in­to slum­ber.

			Some men, I sup­pose, ter­min­ate their edu­ca­tion when they leave their col­lege. Not so Dean Drone. I have of­ten heard him say that if he couldn’t take a book in the Greek out on the lawn in a spare half hour, he would feel lost. It’s a cer­tain activ­ity of the brain that must be stilled some­how. The Dean, too, seemed to have a nat­ive feel­ing for the Greek lan­guage. I have of­ten heard people who might sit with him on the lawn, ask him to trans­late some of it. But he al­ways re­fused. One couldn’t trans­late it, he said. It lost so much in the trans­la­tion that it was bet­ter not to try. It was far wiser not to at­tempt it. If you un­der­took to trans­late it, there was some­thing gone, some­thing miss­ing im­me­di­ately. I be­lieve that many clas­sic­al schol­ars feel this way, and like to read the Greek just as it is, without the haz­ard of try­ing to put it in­to so poor a me­di­um as Eng­lish. So that when Dean Drone said that he simply couldn’t trans­late it, I be­lieve he was per­fectly sin­cere.

			Some­times, in­deed, he would read it aloud. That was an­oth­er mat­ter. Whenev­er, for ex­ample, Dr. Galla­gh­er—I mean, of course, old Dr. Galla­gh­er, not the young doc­tor (who was al­ways out in the coun­try in the af­ter­noon)—would come over and bring his latest In­di­an rel­ics to show to the Dean, the lat­ter al­ways read to him a pas­sage or two. As soon as the doc­tor laid his toma­hawk on the table, the Dean would reach for his Theo­crit­us. I re­mem­ber that on the day when Dr. Galla­gh­er brought over the In­di­an skull that they had dug out of the rail­way em­bank­ment, and placed it on the rus­tic table, the Dean read to him so long from Theo­crit­us that the doc­tor, I truly be­lieve, dozed off in his chair. The Dean had to wait and fold his hands with the book across his knee, and close his eyes till the doc­tor should wake up again. And the skull was on the table between them, and from above the plum blos­soms fluttered down, till they made flakes on it as white as Dr. Galla­gh­er’s hair.

			

			I don’t want you to sup­pose that the Rev. Mr. Drone spent the whole of his time un­der the trees. Not at all. In point of fact, the rect­or’s life was one round of activ­ity which he him­self might de­plore but was power­less to pre­vent. He had hardly sat down be­neath the trees of an af­ter­noon after his mid­day meal when there was the In­fant Class at three, and after that, with scarcely an hour between, the Moth­ers’ Aux­il­i­ary at five, and the next morn­ing the Book Club, and that even­ing the Bible Study Class, and the next morn­ing the Early Work­ers’ Guild at el­ev­en-thirty. The whole week was like that, and if one found time to sit down for an hour or so to re­cu­per­ate it was the most one could do. After all, if a busy man spends the little bit of leis­ure that he gets in ad­vanced clas­sic­al study, there is surely no harm in it. I sup­pose, take it all in all, there wasn’t a busier man than the Rur­al Dean among the Anglic­an clergy of the dio­cese.

			If the Dean ever did snatch a half-day from his in­cess­ant work, he spent it in fish­ing. But not al­ways that, for as likely as not, in­stead of tak­ing a real hol­i­day he would put in the whole af­ter­noon amus­ing the chil­dren and the boys that he knew, by mak­ing kites and toys and clock­work steam­boats for them.

			It was for­tu­nate for the Dean that he had the strange in­terest and aptitude for mech­an­ic­al ad­vices which he pos­sessed, or oth­er­wise this kind of thing would have been too cruel an im­pos­i­tion. But the Rev. Mr. Drone had a curi­ous lik­ing for ma­chinery. I think I nev­er heard him preach a bet­ter ser­mon than the one on Aero­planes (Lo, what now see you on high Jeremi­ah Two).

			So it was that he spent two whole days mak­ing a kite with Chinese wings for Teddy Moore, the pho­to­graph­er’s son, and closed down the in­fant class for forty-eight hours so that Teddy Moore should not miss the pleas­ure of fly­ing it, or rather see­ing it flown. It is fool­ish to trust a Chinese kite to the hands of a young child.

			In the same way the Dean made a mech­an­ic­al top for little Mar­jor­ie Trew­laney, the cripple, to see spun: it would have been un­wise to al­low the af­flic­ted girl to spin it. There was no end to the things that Mr. Drone could make, and al­ways for the chil­dren. Even when he was mak­ing the sand clock for poor little Wil­lie Yo­del (who died, you know) the Dean went right on with it and gave it to an­oth­er child with just the same pleas­ure. Death, you know, to the clergy is a dif­fer­ent thing from what it is to us. The Dean and Mr. Ging­ham used of­ten to speak of it as they walked through the long grass of the new cemetery, the Nec­ro­pol­is. And when your Sunday walk is to your wife’s grave, as the Dean’s was, per­haps it seems dif­fer­ent to any­body.

			The Church of Eng­land Church, I said, stood close to the rect­ory, a tall, sweep­ing church, and in­side a great reach of pol­ished ce­dar beams that ran to the point of the roof. There used to stand on the same spot the little stone church that all the grownup people in Mari­posa still re­mem­ber, a quaint little build­ing in red and grey stone. About it was the old cemetery, but that was all smoothed out later in­to the grass plot round the new church, and the head­stones laid out flat, and no new graves have been put there for ever so long. But the Mari­posa chil­dren still walk round and read the head­stones ly­ing flat in the grass and look for the old ones—be­cause some of them are ever so old—forty or fifty years back.

			Nor are you to think from all this that the Dean was not a man with ser­i­ous per­plex­it­ies. You could eas­ily con­vince your­self of the con­trary. For if you watched the Rev. Mr. Drone as he sat read­ing in the Greek, you would no­tice that no very long peri­od ever passed without his tak­ing up a sheet or two of pa­per that lay between the leaves of the Theo­crit­us and that were covered close with fig­ures.

			And these the Dean would lay upon the rus­tic table, and he would add them up for­wards and back­wards, go­ing first up the column and then down it to see that noth­ing had been left out, and then down it again to see what it was that must have been left out.

			Math­em­at­ics, you will un­der­stand, were not the Dean’s forte. They nev­er were the forte of the men who had been trained at the little Anglic­an col­lege with the clipped hedges and the crick­et ground, where Rupert Drone had taken the gold medal in Greek fifty-two years ago. You will see the medal at any time ly­ing there in its open box on the rect­ory table, in case of im­me­di­ate need. Any of the Drone girls, Lili­an, or Jocelyn, or Theodora, would show it to you. But, as I say, math­em­at­ics were not the rect­or’s forte, and he blamed for it (in a Chris­ti­an spir­it, you will un­der­stand) the memory of his math­em­at­ic­al pro­fess­or, and of­ten he spoke with great bit­ter­ness. I have of­ten heard him say that in his opin­ion the col­leges ought to dis­miss, of course in a Chris­ti­an spir­it, all the pro­fess­ors who are not, in the most rev­er­en­tial sense of the term, fit for their jobs.

			No doubt many of the clergy of the dio­cese had suffered more or less just as the Dean had from lack of math­em­at­ic­al train­ing. But the Dean al­ways felt that his own case was es­pe­cially to be lamen­ted. For you see, if a man is try­ing to make a mod­el aero­plane—for a poor fam­ily in the lower part of the town—and he is brought to a stop by the need of reck­on­ing the coef­fi­cient of tor­sion of cast-iron rods, it shows plainly enough that the col­leges are not truly filling their di­vine mis­sion.

			

			But the fig­ures that I speak of were not those of the mod­el aero­plane. These were far more ser­i­ous. Night and day they had been with the rect­or now for the best part of ten years, and they grew, if any­thing, more in­tric­ate.

			If, for ex­ample, you try to reck­on the debt of a church—a large church with a great sweep of pol­ished ce­dar beams in­side, for the spe­cial glor­i­fic­a­tion of the All Power­ful, and with im­por­ted tiles on the roof for the great­er glory of Heav­en and with stained-glass win­dows for the ex­al­ta­tion of the All See­ing—if, I say, you try to reck­on up the debt on such a church and fig­ure out its in­terest and its present worth, less a fixed an­nu­al pay­ment, it makes a pretty com­plic­ated sum. Then if you try to add to this the an­nu­al cost of in­sur­ance, and de­duct from it three-quar­ters of a sti­pend, year by year, and then sud­denly re­mem­ber that three-quar­ters is too much, be­cause you have for­got­ten the board­ing-school fees of the littlest of the Drones (in­clud­ing French, as an ex­tra—she must have it, all the older girls did), you have got a sum that pretty well de­fies or­din­ary arith­met­ic. The pro­vok­ing part of it was that the Dean knew per­fectly well that with the help of log­ar­ithms he could have done the thing in a mo­ment. But at the Anglic­an col­lege they had stopped short at that very place in the book. They had simply ex­plained that Lo­gos was a word and Arith­mos a num­ber, which at the time, seemed amply suf­fi­cient.

			So the Dean was per­petu­ally tak­ing out his sheets of fig­ures, and adding them up­wards and down­wards, and they nev­er came the same. Very of­ten Mr. Ging­ham, who was a warden, would come and sit be­side the rect­or and pon­der over the fig­ures, and Mr. Drone would ex­plain that with a book of log­ar­ithms you could work it out in a mo­ment. You would simply open the book and run your fin­ger up the columns (he il­lus­trated ex­actly the way in which the fin­ger was moved), and there you were. Mr. Ging­ham said that it was a cau­tion, and that log­ar­ithms (I quote his ex­act phrase) must be a ter­ror.

			Very of­ten, too, Nivens, the law­yer, who was a sides­man, and Mullins, the man­ager of the Ex­change Bank, who was the chair­man of the vestry, would come and take a look, at the fig­ures. But they nev­er could make much of them, be­cause the sti­pend part was not a mat­ter that one could dis­cuss.

			Mullins would no­tice the item for a hun­dred dol­lars due on fire in­sur­ance and would say, as a busi­ness man, that surely that couldn’t be fire in­sur­ance, and the Dean would say surely not, and change it: and Mullins would say surely there couldn’t be fifty dol­lars for taxes, be­cause there wer­en’t any taxes, and the Dean would ad­mit that of course it couldn’t be for the taxes. In fact, the truth is that the Dean’s fig­ures were badly mixed, and the fault lay in­dubit­ably with the math­em­at­ic­al pro­fess­or of two gen­er­a­tions back.

			It was al­ways Mullins’s in­ten­tion some day to look in­to the fin­ances of the church, the more so as his fath­er had been with Dean Drone at the little Anglic­an col­lege with the crick­et ground. But he was a busy man. As he ex­plained to the rect­or him­self, the bank­ing busi­ness nowadays is get­ting to be such that a banker can hardly call even his Sunday morn­ings his own. Cer­tainly Henry Mullins could not. They be­longed largely to Smith’s Hotel, and dur­ing the fish­ing sea­son they be­longed away down the lake, so far away that prac­tic­ally no one, un­less it was George Duff of the Com­mer­cial Bank, could see them.

			But to think that all this trouble had come through the build­ing of the new church.

			That was the bit­ter­ness of it.

			For the twenty-five years that Rur­al Dean Drone had preached in the little stone church, it had been his one aim, as he of­ten put it in his ser­mons, to rear a lar­ger Ark in Gideon. His one hope had been to set up a great­er Evid­ence, or, very simply stated, to kindle a Bright­er Beacon.

			After twenty-five years of wait­ing, he had been able at last to kindle it. Every­body in Mari­posa re­mem­bers the build­ing of the church. First of all they had de­mol­ished the little stone church to make way for the new­er Evid­ence. It seemed al­most a sac­ri­lege, as the Dean him­self said, to lay hands on it. In­deed it was at first pro­posed to take the stone of it and build it in­to a Sunday School, as a less­er testi­mony. Then, when that provided im­prac­tic­able, it was sug­ges­ted that the stone be rev­er­ently fash­ioned in­to a wall that should stand as a token. And when even that could not be man­aged, the stone of the little church was laid rev­er­ently in­to a stone pile; af­ter­wards it was de­voutly sold to a build­ing con­tract­or, and, like so much else in life, was for­got­ten.

			But the build­ing of the church, no one, I think, will for­get. The Dean threw him­self in­to the work. With his coat off and his white shirtsleeves con­spicu­ous among the gang that were work­ing at the found­a­tions, he set his hand to the shovel, him­self guided the road scraper, ur­ging on the horses; cheer­ing and en­cour­aging the men, till they begged him to de­sist. He mingled with the stone­ma­sons, ad­vising, help­ing, and giv­ing coun­sel, till they pleaded with him to rest. He was among the car­penters, saw­ing, ham­mer­ing, en­quir­ing, sug­gest­ing, till they be­sought him to lay off. And he was night and day with the ar­chi­tect’s as­sist­ants, draw­ing, plan­ning, re­vis­ing, till the ar­chi­tect told him to cut it out.

			So great was his activ­ity, that I doubt wheth­er the new church would ever have been fin­ished, had not the war­dens and the vestry men in­sisted that Mr. Drone must take a hol­i­day, and sent him on the Mack­inaw trip up the lakes—the only for­eign travel of the Dean’s life.

			

			So in due time the New Church was built and it towered above the maple trees of Mari­posa like a beacon on a hill. It stood so high that from the open steeple of it, where the bells were, you could see all the town ly­ing at its feet, and the farm­steads to the south of it, and the rail­way like a double pen­cil line, and Lake Wis­san­otti spread out like a map. You could see and ap­pre­ci­ate things from the height of the new church—such as the size and the grow­ing wealth of Mari­posa—that you nev­er could have seen from the little stone church at all.

			Presently the church was opened and the Dean preached his first ser­mon in it, and he called it a Great­er Testi­mony, and he said that it was an earn­est, or first fruit of en­deav­our, and that it was a token or pledge, and he named it also a cov­en­ant. He said, too, that it was an an­chor­age and a har­bour and a light­house as well as be­ing a city set upon a hill; and he ended by de­clar­ing it an Ark of Refuge and no­ti­fied them that the Bible Class would meet in the base­ment of it on that and every oth­er third Wed­nes­day.

			In the open­ing months of preach­ing about it the Dean had called the church so of­ten an earn­est and a pledge and a guer­don and a tab­er­nacle, that I think he used to for­get that it wasn’t paid for. It was only when the agent of the build­ing so­ci­ety and a rep­res­ent­at­ive of the Hosanna Pipe and Steam Or­gan Co. (Lim­ited), used to call for quarterly pay­ments that he was sud­denly re­minded of the fact. Al­ways after these men came round the Dean used to preach a spe­cial ser­mon on sin, in the course of which he would men­tion that the an­cient Hebrews used to put un­just traders to death—a thing of which he spoke with Chris­ti­an serenity.

			I don’t think that at first any­body troubled much about the debt on the church. Dean Drone’s fig­ures showed that it was only a mat­ter of time be­fore it would be ex­tin­guished; only a little ef­fort was needed, a little gird­ing up of the loins of the con­greg­a­tion and they could shoulder the whole debt and trample it un­der their feet. Let them but set their hands to the plough and they could soon guide it in­to the deep wa­ter. Then they might furl their sails and sit every man un­der his own olive tree.

			Mean­time, while the con­greg­a­tion was wait­ing to gird up its loins, the in­terest on the debt was paid some­how, or, when it wasn’t paid, was ad­ded to the prin­cip­al.

			I don’t know wheth­er you have had any ex­per­i­ence with Great­er Testi­mon­ies and with Beacons set on Hills. If you have, you will real­ize how, at first gradu­ally, and then rap­idly, their po­s­i­tion from year to year grows more dis­tress­ing. What with the build­ing loan and the or­gan in­stal­ment, and the fire in­sur­ance—a cruel charge—and the heat and light, the rect­or began to real­ize as he ad­ded up the fig­ures that noth­ing but log­ar­ithms could solve them. Then the time came when not only the rect­or, but all the war­dens knew and the sides­men knew that the debt was more than the church could carry; then the choir knew and the con­greg­a­tion knew and at last every­body knew; and there were spe­cial col­lec­tions at East­er and spe­cial days of giv­ing, and spe­cial weeks of tribu­la­tion, and spe­cial ar­range­ments with the Hosanna Pipe and Steam Or­gan Co. And it was no­ticed that when the Rur­al Dean an­nounced a ser­vice of Len­ten Sor­row—aimed more es­pe­cially at the busi­ness men—the con­greg­a­tion had di­min­ished by forty per­cent.

			

			I sup­pose things are just the same else­where—I mean the pe­cu­li­ar kind of dis­con­tent that crept in­to the Church of Eng­land con­greg­a­tion in Mari­posa after the set­ting up of the Beacon. There were those who claimed that they had seen the er­ror from the first, though they had kept quiet, as such people al­ways do, from breadth of mind. There were those who had felt years be­fore how it would end, but their lips were sealed from hu­mil­ity of spir­it. What was worse was that there were oth­ers who grew dis­sat­is­fied with the whole con­duct of the church.

			Yo­del, the auc­tion­eer, for ex­ample, nar­rated how he had been to the city and had gone in­to a ser­vice of the Ro­man Cath­ol­ic church: I be­lieve, to state it more fairly, he had “dropped in”—the only re­cog­nized means of ac­cess to such a ser­vice. He claimed that the mu­sic that he had heard there was mu­sic, and that (out­side of his pro­fes­sion) the chant­ing and in­ton­ing could not be touched.

			Ed Moore, the pho­to­graph­er, also re­lated that he had listened to a ser­mon in the city, and that if any­one would guar­an­tee him a ser­mon like that he would defy you to keep him away from church. Mean­while, fail­ing the guar­an­tee, he stayed away.

			The very doc­trines were im­peached. Some of the con­greg­a­tion began to cast doubts on etern­al pun­ish­ment—doubts so grave as to keep them ab­sent from the Len­ten Ser­vices of Sor­row. In­deed, Law­yer Ma­cart­ney took up the whole ques­tion of the Ath­anas­i­an Creed one af­ter­noon with Joe Mil­ligan, the dent­ist, and hardly left a clause of it in­tact.

			All this time, you will un­der­stand, Dean Drone kept on with his spe­cial ser­vices, and leaf­lets, calls, and ap­peals went out from the Ark of Gideon like rock­ets from a sink­ing ship. More and more with every month the debt of the church lay heavy on his mind. At times he for­got it. At oth­er times he woke up in the night and thought about it. Some­times as he went down the street from the lighted pre­cincts of the Great­er Testi­mony and passed the Sal­va­tion Army, pray­ing around a naph­tha lamp un­der the open sky, it smote him to the heart with a stab.

			But the con­greg­a­tion were wrong, I think, in im­put­ing fault to the ser­mons of Dean Drone. There I do think they were wrong. I can speak from per­son­al know­ledge when I say that the rect­or’s ser­mons were not only stim­u­lat­ing in mat­ters of faith, but con­tained valu­able ma­ter­i­al in re­gard to the Greek lan­guage, to mod­ern ma­chinery and to a vari­ety of things that should have proved of the highest ad­vant­age to the con­greg­a­tion.

			There was, I say, the Greek lan­guage. The Dean al­ways showed the greatest del­ic­acy of feel­ing in re­gard to any trans­la­tion in or out of it that he made from the pul­pit. He was nev­er will­ing to ac­cept even the faintest shade of ren­der­ing dif­fer­ent from that com­monly giv­en without be­ing as­sured of the full con­cur­rence of the con­greg­a­tion. Either the trans­la­tion must be un­an­im­ous and without con­tra­dic­tion, or he could not pass it. He would pause in his ser­mon and would say: “The ori­gin­al Greek is ‘Ho­son,’ but per­haps you will al­low me to trans­late it as equi­val­ent to ‘Hoy­on.’ ” And they did. So that if there was any fault to be found it was purely on the side of the con­greg­a­tion for not en­ter­ing a protest at the time.

			It was the same way in re­gard to ma­chinery. After all, what bet­ter il­lus­trates the su­preme pur­pose of the All Wise than such a thing as the dy­namo or the re­cip­roc­at­ing mar­ine en­gine or the pic­tures in the Sci­entif­ic Amer­ic­an?

			Then, too, if a man has had the op­por­tun­ity to travel and has seen the great lakes spread out by the hand of Provid­ence from where one leaves the new dock at the Sound to where one ar­rives safe and thank­ful with one’s dear fel­low-pas­sen­gers in the spir­it at the con­crete land­ing stage at Mack­inaw—is not this fit and prop­er ma­ter­i­al for the con­struc­tion of an ana­logy or il­lus­tra­tion? In­deed, even apart from an ana­logy, is it not mighty in­ter­est­ing to nar­rate, any­way? In any case, why should the church­war­dens have sent the rect­or on the Mack­inaw trip, if they had not ex­pec­ted him to make some little re­turn for it?

			I lay some stress on this point be­cause the cri­ti­cisms dir­ec­ted against the Mack­inaw ser­mons al­ways seemed so un­fair. If the rect­or had de­scribed his ex­per­i­ences in the crude lan­guage of the or­din­ary news­pa­per, there might, I ad­mit, have been some­thing un­fit­ting about it. But he was al­ways care­ful to ex­press him­self in a way that showed—or, listen, let me ex­plain with an ex­ample.

			“It happened to be my lot some years ago,” he would say, “to find my­self a voy­ager, just as one is a voy­ager on the sea of life, on the broad ex­panse of wa­ter which has been spread out to the north­w­est of us by the hand of Provid­ence, at a height of five hun­dred and eighty-one feet above the level of the sea—I refer, I may say, to Lake Hur­on.” Now, how dif­fer­ent that is from say­ing: “I’ll nev­er for­get the time I went on the Mack­inaw trip.” The whole thing has a dif­fer­ent sound en­tirely. In the same way the Dean would go on:

			“I was voy­aging on one of those mag­ni­fi­cent le­viath­ans of the wa­ter—I refer to the boats of the North­ern Nav­ig­a­tion Com­pany—and was stand­ing be­side the for­ward rail talk­ing with a dear broth­er in the faith who was jour­ney­ing west­ward also—I may say he was a com­mer­cial trav­el­ler—and be­side us was a dear sis­ter in the spir­it seated in a deck chair, while near us were two oth­er dear souls in grace en­gaged in Chris­ti­an pas­time on the deck—I al­lude more par­tic­u­larly to the game of deck bil­liards.”

			I leave it to any reas­on­able man wheth­er, with that com­plete and fair-minded ex­plan­a­tion of the en­vir­on­ment, it was not per­fectly prop­er to close down the ana­logy, as the rect­or did, with the simple words: “In fact, it was an ex­tremely fine morn­ing.”

			Yet there were some people, even in Mari­posa, that took ex­cep­tion and spent their Sunday din­ner time in mak­ing out that they couldn’t un­der­stand what Dean Drone was talk­ing about, and ask­ing one an­oth­er if they knew. Once, as he passed out from the doors of the Great­er Testi­mony, the rect­or heard someone say: “The Church would be all right if that old mug­wump was out of the pul­pit.” It went to his heart like a barbed thorn, and stayed there.

			You know, per­haps, how a re­mark of that sort can stay and rankle, and make you wish you could hear it again to make sure of it, be­cause per­haps you didn’t hear it aright, and it was a mis­take after all. Per­haps no one said it, any­way. You ought to have writ­ten it down at the time. I have seen the Dean take down the en­cyc­lo­pae­dia in the rect­ory, and move his fin­ger slowly down the pages of the let­ter M, look­ing for mug­wump. But it wasn’t there. I have known him, in his little study up­stairs, turn over the pages of the An­im­als of Palestine, look­ing for a mug­wump. But there was none there. It must have been un­known in the great­er days of Judea.

			

			So things went on from month to month, and from year to year, and the debt and the charges loomed like a dark and gath­er­ing cloud on the ho­ri­zon. I don’t mean to say that ef­forts were not made to face the dif­fi­culty and to fight it. They were. Time after time the work­ers of the con­greg­a­tion got to­geth­er and thought out plans for the ex­tinc­tion of the debt. But some­how, after every tri­al, the debt grew lar­ger with each year, and every sys­tem that could be de­vised turned out more hope­less than the last.

			They began, I think, with the “end­less chain” of let­ters of ap­peal. You may re­mem­ber the device, for it was all-pop­u­lar in cler­ic­al circles some ten or fif­teen years ago. You got a num­ber of people to write each of them three let­ters ask­ing for ten cents from three each of their friends and ask­ing each of them to send on three sim­il­ar let­ters. Three each from three each, and three each more from each! Do you ob­serve the won­der­ful in­genu­ity of it? Nobody, I think, has for­got­ten how the Will­ing Work­ers of the Church of Eng­land Church of Mari­posa sat down in the vestry room in the base­ment with a pile of sta­tion­ery three feet high, send­ing out the let­ters. Some, I know, will nev­er for­get it. Cer­tainly not Mr. Pup­kin, the tell­er in the Ex­change Bank, for it was here that he met Zena Pep­per­leigh, the judge’s daugh­ter, for the first time; and they worked so busily that they wrote out ever so many let­ters—eight or nine—in a single af­ter­noon, and they dis­covered that their hand­writ­ings were aw­fully alike, which was one of the most ex­traordin­ary and amaz­ing co­in­cid­ences, you will ad­mit, in the his­tory of chiro­graphy.

			But the scheme failed—failed ut­terly. I don’t know why. The let­ters went out and were copied broad­cast and re­copied, till you could see the Mari­posa end­less chain wind­ing its way to­wards the Rocky Moun­tains. But they nev­er got the ten cents. The Will­ing Work­ers wrote for it in thou­sands, but by some odd chance they nev­er struck the per­son who had it.

			Then after that there came a reg­u­lar winter of ef­fort. First of all they had a bazaar that was got up by the Girls’ Aux­il­i­ary and held in the base­ment of the church. All the girls wore spe­cial cos­tumes that were brought up from the city, and they had booths, where there was every ima­gin­able thing for sale—pin­cush­ion cov­ers, and chair cov­ers, and sofa cov­ers, everything that you can think of. If the people had once star­ted buy­ing them, the debt would have been lif­ted in no time. Even as it was the bazaar only lost twenty dol­lars.

			After that, I think, was the ma­gic lan­tern lec­ture that Dean Drone gave on “Italy and her In­vaders.” They got the lan­tern and the slides up from the city, and it was simply splen­did. Some of the slides were per­haps a little con­fus­ing, but it was all there—the pic­tures of the dense Itali­an jungle and the cro­codiles and the na­ked in­vaders with their in­vad­ing clubs. It was a pity that it was such a bad night, snow­ing hard, and a curl­ing match on, or they would have made a lot of money out of the lec­ture. As it was the loss, apart from the break­ing of the lan­tern, which was un­avoid­able, was quite tri­fling.

			

			I can hardly re­mem­ber all the things that there were after that. I re­col­lect that it was al­ways Mullins who ar­ranged about rent­ing the hall and print­ing the tick­ets and all that sort of thing. His fath­er, you re­mem­ber, had been at the Anglic­an col­lege with Dean Drone, and though the rect­or was thirty-sev­en years older than Mullins, he leaned upon him, in mat­ters of busi­ness, as upon a staff; and though Mullins was thirty-sev­en years young­er than the Dean, he leaned against him, in mat­ters of doc­trine, as against a rock.

			At one time they got the idea that what the pub­lic wanted was not any­thing in­struct­ive but some­thing light and amus­ing. Mullins said that people loved to laugh. He said that if you get a lot of people all to­geth­er and get them laugh­ing you can do any­thing you like with them. Once they start to laugh they are lost. So they got Mr. Dreery, the Eng­lish Lit­er­at­ure teach­er at the high school, to give an even­ing of read­ings from the Great Hu­mor­ists from Chau­cer to Adam Smith. They came mighty near to mak­ing a bar­rel of money out of that. If the people had once star­ted laugh­ing it would have been all over with them. As it was I heard a lot of them say that they simply wanted to scream with laughter: they said they just felt like burst­ing in­to peals of laughter all the time. Even when, in the more subtle parts, they didn’t feel like burst­ing out laugh­ing, they said they had all they could do to keep from smil­ing. They said they nev­er had such a hard struggle in their lives not to smile.

			In fact the chair­man said when he put the vote of thanks that he was sure if people had known what the lec­ture was to be like there would have been a much bet­ter turnout. But you see all that the people had to go on was just the an­nounce­ment of the name of the lec­turer, Mr. Dreery, and that he would lec­ture on Eng­lish Hu­mour All Seats Twenty-five Cents. As the chair­man ex­pressed it him­self, if the people had had any idea, any idea at all, of what the lec­ture would be like they would have been there in hun­dreds. But how could they get an idea that it would be so amus­ing with prac­tic­ally noth­ing to go upon?

			

			After that at­tempt things seemed to go from bad to worse. Nearly every­body was dis­heartened about it. What would have happened to the debt, or wheth­er they would have ever paid it off, is more than I can say, if it hadn’t oc­curred that light broke in on Mullins in the strangest and most sur­pris­ing way you can ima­gine. It happened that he went away for his bank hol­i­days, and while he was away he happened to be present in one of the big cit­ies and saw how they went at it there to raise money. He came home in such a state of ex­cite­ment that he went straight up from the Mari­posa sta­tion to the rect­ory, valise and all, and he burst in one April even­ing to where the Rur­al Dean was sit­ting with the three girls be­side the lamp in the front room, and he cried out:

			“Mr. Drone, I’ve got it—I’ve got a way that will clear the debt be­fore you’re a fort­night older. We’ll have a Whirl­wind Cam­paign in Mari­posa!”

			But stay! The change from the depth of de­pres­sion to the pin­nacle of hope is too ab­rupt. I must pause and tell you in an­oth­er chapter of the Whirl­wind Cam­paign in Mari­posa.

		
	
		
			
				V

				The Whirl­wind Cam­paign in Mari­posa

			
			It was Mullins, the banker, who told Mari­posa all about the plan of a Whirl­wind Cam­paign and ex­plained how it was to be done. He’d happened to be in one of the big cit­ies when they were rais­ing money by a Whirl­wind Cam­paign for one of the uni­ver­sit­ies, and he saw it all.

			He said he would nev­er for­get the scene on the last day of it, when the an­nounce­ment was made that the total of the money raised was even more than what was needed. It was a splen­did sight—the busi­ness men of the town all cheer­ing and laugh­ing and shak­ing hands, and the pro­fess­ors with the tears stream­ing down their faces, and the Deans of the Fac­ulties, who had giv­en money them­selves, sob­bing aloud.

			He said it was the most mov­ing thing he ever saw.

			So, as I said, Henry Mullins, who had seen it, ex­plained to the oth­ers how it was done. He said that first of all a few of the busi­ness men got to­geth­er quietly—very quietly, in­deed the more quietly the bet­ter—and talked things over. Per­haps one of them would dine—just quietly—with an­oth­er one and dis­cuss the situ­ation. Then these two would in­vite a third man—pos­sibly even a fourth—to have lunch with them and talk in a gen­er­al way—even talk of oth­er things part of the time. And so on in this way things would be dis­cussed and looked at in dif­fer­ent lights and viewed from dif­fer­ent angles and then when everything was ready they would go at things with a rush. A cent­ral com­mit­tee would be formed and sub­com­mit­tees, with cap­tains of each group and re­cord­ers and sec­ret­ar­ies, and on a stated day the Whirl­wind Cam­paign would be­gin.

			Each day the crowd would all agree to meet at some stated place and each lunch to­geth­er—say at a res­taur­ant or at a club or at some eat­ing place. This would go on every day with the in­terest get­ting keen­er and keen­er, and every­body get­ting more and more ex­cited, till presently the chair­man would an­nounce that the cam­paign had suc­ceeded and there would be the kind of scene that Mullins had de­scribed.

			So that was the plan that they set in mo­tion in Mari­posa.

			

			I don’t wish to say too much about the Whirl­wind Cam­paign it­self. I don’t mean to say that it was a fail­ure. On the con­trary, in many ways it couldn’t have been a great­er suc­cess, and yet some­how it didn’t seem to work out just as Henry Mullins had said it would. It may be that there are dif­fer­ences between Mari­posa and the lar­ger cit­ies that one doesn’t ap­pre­ci­ate at first sight. Per­haps it would have been bet­ter to try some oth­er plan.

			Yet they fol­lowed along the usu­al line of things closely enough. They began with the reg­u­lar sys­tem of some of the busi­ness men get­ting to­geth­er in a quiet way.

			First of all, for ex­ample, Henry Mullins came over quietly to Duff’s rooms, over the Com­mer­cial Bank, with a bottle of rye whis­key, and they talked things over. And the night after that George Duff came over quietly to Mullins’s rooms, over the Ex­change Bank, with a bottle of Scotch whis­key. A few even­ings after that Mullins and Duff went to­geth­er, in a very un­os­ten­ta­tious way, with per­haps a couple of bottles of rye, to Pete Glover’s room over the hard­ware store. And then all three of them went up one night with Ed Moore, the pho­to­graph­er, to Judge Pep­per­leigh’s house un­der pre­tence of hav­ing a game of poker. The very day after that, Mullins and Duff and Ed Moore, and Pete Glover and the judge got Will Har­ris­on, the har­ness maker, to go out without any form­al­ity on the lake on the pre­text of fish­ing. And the next night after that Duff and Mullins and Ed Moore and Pete Glover and Pep­per­leigh and Will Har­ris­on got Alf Tre­lawney, the post­mas­ter, to come over, just in a cas­u­al way, to the Mari­posa House, after the night mail, and the next day Mullins and Duff and—

			But, pshaw! you see at once how the thing is worked. There’s no need to fol­low that part of the Whirl­wind Cam­paign fur­ther. But it just shows the power of or­gan­iz­a­tion.

			And all this time, mind you, they were talk­ing things over, and look­ing at things first in one light and then in an­oth­er light—in fact, just do­ing as the big city men do when there’s an im­port­ant thing like this un­der way.

			So after things had been got pretty well in­to shape in this way, Duff asked Mullins one night, straight out, if he would be chair­man of the Cent­ral Com­mit­tee. He sprung it on him and Mullins had no time to re­fuse, but he put it to Duff straight wheth­er he would be treas­urer. And Duff had no time to re­fuse.

			

			That gave things a start, and with­in a week they had the whole or­gan­iz­a­tion on foot. There was the Grand Cent­ral Com­mit­tee and six groups or sub­com­mit­tees of twenty men each, and a cap­tain for every group. They had it all ar­ranged on the lines most likely to be ef­fect­ive.

			In one group there were all the bankers, Mullins and Duff and Pup­kin (with the cameo pin), and about four oth­ers. They had their pho­to­graphs taken at Ed Moore’s stu­dio, taken in a line with a back­ground of ice­bergs—a winter scene—and a pretty pen­et­rat­ing crowd they looked, I can tell you. After all, you know, if you get a crowd of rep­res­ent­at­ive bank men to­geth­er in any fin­an­cial deal, you’ve got a pretty con­sid­er­able lever­age right away.

			In the second group were the law­yers, Nivens and Ma­cart­ney and the rest—about as level­headed a lot as you’d see any­where. Get the law­yers of a town with you on a thing like this and you’ll find you’ve got a sort of brain power with you that you’d nev­er get without them.

			Then there were the busi­ness men—there was a sol­id crowd for you—Har­ris­on, the har­ness maker, and Glover, the hard­ware man, and all that gang, not talk­ers, per­haps, but sol­id men who can tell you to a nicety how many cents there are in a dol­lar. It’s all right to talk about edu­ca­tion and that sort of thing, but if you want driv­ing power and ef­fi­ciency, get busi­ness men. They’re see­ing it every day in the city, and it’s just the same in Mari­posa. Why, in the big con­cerns in the city, if they found out a man was edu­cated, they wouldn’t have him—wouldn’t keep him there a minute. That’s why the busi­ness men have to con­ceal it so much.

			Then in the oth­er teams there were the doc­tors and the news­pa­per men and the pro­fes­sion­al men like Judge Pep­per­leigh and Yo­del the auc­tion­eer.

			

			It was all or­gan­ized so that every team had its headquar­ters, two of them in each of the three ho­tels—one up­stairs and one down. And it was ar­ranged that there would be a big lunch every day, to be held in Smith’s caff, round the corner of Smith’s North­ern Health Re­sort and Home of the Wis­san­otti Angler—you know the place. The lunch was di­vided up in­to tables, with a cap­tain for each table to see about things to drink, and of course all the tables were in com­pet­i­tion with one an­oth­er. In fact the com­pet­i­tion was the very life of the whole thing.

			It’s just won­der­ful how these things run when they’re or­gan­ized. Take the first lunch­eon, for ex­ample. There they all were, every man in his place, every cap­tain at his post at the top of the table. It was hard, per­haps, for some of them to get there. They had very likely to be in their stores and banks and of­fices till the last minute and then make a dash for it. It was the clean­est piece of team work you ever saw.

			You have no­ticed already, I am sure, that a good many of the cap­tains and com­mit­tee men didn’t be­long to the Church of Eng­land Church. Glover, for in­stance, was a Pres­by­teri­an, till they ran the pick­et fence of the manse two feet on to his prop­erty, and after that he be­came a free­thinker. But in Mari­posa, as I have said, every­body likes to be in everything and nat­ur­ally a Whirl­wind Cam­paign was a nov­elty. Any­way it would have been a poor busi­ness to keep a man out of the lunches merely on ac­count of his re­li­gion. I trust that the day for that kind of re­li­gious bigotry is past.

			Of course the ex­cite­ment was when Henry Mullins at the head of the table began read­ing out the tele­grams and let­ters and mes­sages. First of all there was a tele­gram of good wishes from the Anglic­an Lord Bish­op of the Dio­cese to Henry Mullins and call­ing him Dear Broth­er in Grace—the Mari­posa tele­graph of­fice is a little un­re­li­able and it read: “Dear Broth­er in grease,” but that was good enough. The Bish­op said that his most earn­est wishes were with them.

			Then Mullins read a let­ter from the May­or of Mari­posa—Pete Glover was may­or that year—stat­ing that his keen­est de­sires were with them: and then one from the Car­riage Com­pany say­ing that its hearti­est good will was all theirs; and then one from the Meat Works say­ing that its nearest thoughts were next to them. Then he read one from him­self, as head of the Ex­change Bank, you un­der­stand, in­form­ing him that he had heard of his pro­ject and as­sur­ing him of his live­li­est in­terest in what he pro­posed.

			At each of these tele­grams and mes­sages there was round after round of ap­plause, so that you could hardly hear your­self speak or give an or­der. But that was noth­ing to when Mullins got up again, and beat on the table for si­lence and made one of those crack­ling speeches—just the way busi­ness men speak—the kind of speech that a col­lege man simply can’t make. I wish I could re­peat it all. I re­mem­ber that it began: “Now boys, you know what we’re here for, gen­tle­men,” and it went on just as good as that all through. When Mullins had done he took out a foun­tain pen and wrote out a cheque for a hun­dred dol­lars, con­di­tion­al on the fund reach­ing fifty thou­sand. And there was a burst of cheers all over the room.

			Just the mo­ment he had done it, up sprang George Duff—you know the keen com­pet­i­tion there is, as a straight mat­ter of busi­ness, between the banks in Mari­posa—up sprang George Duff, I say, and wrote out a cheque for an­oth­er hun­dred con­di­tion­al on the fund reach­ing sev­enty thou­sand. You nev­er heard such cheer­ing in your life.

			And then when Net­ley walked up to the head of the table and laid down a cheque for a hun­dred dol­lars con­di­tion­al on the fund reach­ing one hun­dred thou­sand the room was in an up­roar. A hun­dred thou­sand dol­lars! Just think of it! The fig­ures fairly stag­ger one. To think of a hun­dred thou­sand dol­lars raised in five minutes in a little place like Mari­posa!

			And even that was noth­ing! In less than no time there was such a crowd round Mullins try­ing to bor­row his pen all at once that his waist­coat was all stained with ink. Fi­nally when they got or­der at last, and Mullins stood up and an­nounced that the con­di­tion­al fund had reached a quarter of a mil­lion, the whole place was a per­fect ba­bel of cheer­ing. Oh, these Whirl­wind Cam­paigns are won­der­ful things!

			

			I can tell you the Com­mit­tee felt pretty proud that first day. There was Henry Mullins look­ing a little bit flushed and ex­cited, with his white waist­coat and an Amer­ic­an Beauty rose, and with ink marks all over him from the cheque sign­ing; and he kept telling them that he’d known all along that all that was needed was to get the thing star­ted and telling again about what he’d seen at the Uni­ver­sity Cam­paign and about the pro­fess­ors cry­ing, and won­der­ing if the high school teach­ers would come down for the last day of the meet­ings.

			Look­ing back on the Mari­posa Whirl­wind, I can nev­er feel that it was a fail­ure. After all, there is a sym­pathy and a broth­er­hood in these things when men work shoulder to shoulder. If you had seen the can­vass­ers of the Com­mit­tee go­ing round the town that even­ing shoulder to shoulder from the Mari­posa House to the Con­tin­ent­al and up to Mullins’s rooms and over to Duffs, shoulder to shoulder, you’d have un­der­stood it.

			I don’t say that every lunch was quite such a suc­cess as the first. It’s not al­ways easy to get out of the store if you’re a busy man, and a good many of the Whirl­wind Com­mit­tee found that they had just time to hurry down and snatch their lunch and get back again. Still, they came, and snatched it. As long as the lunches las­ted, they came. Even if they had simply to rush it and grab some­thing to eat and drink without time to talk to any­body, they came.

			No, no, it was not lack of en­thu­si­asm that killed the Whirl­wind Cam­paign in Mari­posa. It must have been some­thing else. I don’t just know what it was but I think it had some­thing to do with the fin­an­cial, the book­keep­ing side of the thing.

			It may have been, too, that the or­gan­iz­a­tion was not quite cor­rectly planned. You see, if prac­tic­ally every­body is on the com­mit­tees, it is aw­fully hard to try to find men to can­vass, and it is not al­low­able for the cap­tains and the com­mit­tee men to can­vass one an­oth­er, be­cause their gifts are spon­tan­eous. So the only thing that the dif­fer­ent groups could do was to wait round in some likely place—say the bar par­lour of Smith’s Hotel—in the hope that some­body might come in who could be can­vassed.

			You might ask why they didn’t can­vass Mr. Smith him­self, but of course they had done that at the very start, as I should have said. Mr. Smith had giv­en them two hun­dred dol­lars in cash con­di­tion­al on the lunches be­ing held in the caff of his hotel; and it’s aw­fully hard to get a prop­er lunch—I mean the kind to which a Bish­op can ex­press re­gret at not be­ing there—un­der a dol­lar twenty-five. So Mr. Smith got back his own money, and the crowd began eat­ing in­to the be­ne­fac­tions, and it got more and more com­plic­ated wheth­er to hold an­oth­er lunch in the hope of break­ing even, or to stop the cam­paign.

			It was dis­ap­point­ing, yes. In spite of all the suc­cess and the sym­pathy, it was dis­ap­point­ing. I don’t say it didn’t do good. No doubt a lot of the men got to know one an­oth­er bet­ter than ever they had be­fore. I have my­self heard Judge Pep­per­leigh say that after the cam­paign he knew all of Pete Glover that he wanted to. There was a lot of that kind of com­plete sati­ety. The real trouble about the Whirl­wind Cam­paign was that they nev­er clearly un­der­stood which of them were the whirl­wind and who were to be the cam­paign.

			Some of them, I be­lieve, took it pretty much to heart. I know that Henry Mullins did. You could see it. The first day he came down to the lunch, all dressed up with the Amer­ic­an Beauty and the white waist­coat. The second day he only wore a pink carna­tion and a grey waist­coat. The third day he had on a dead daf­fodil and a car­digan un­der­vest, and on the last day, when the high school teach­ers should have been there, he only wore his of­fice suit and he hadn’t even shaved. He looked beaten.

			It was that night that he went up to the rect­ory to tell the news to Dean Drone. It had been ar­ranged, you know, that the rect­or should not at­tend the lunches, so as to let the whole thing come as a sur­prise; so that all he knew about it was just scraps of in­form­a­tion about the crowds at the lunch and how they cheered and all that. Once, I be­lieve, he caught sight of the News­pack­et with a two-inch head­line: A Quarter of a Mil­lion, but he wouldn’t let him­self read fur­ther be­cause it would have spoilt the sur­prise.

			I saw Mullins, as I say, go up the street on his way to Dean Drone’s. It was middle April and there was ragged snow on the streets, and the nights were dark still, and cold. I saw Mullins grit his teeth as he walked, and I know that he held in his coat pock­et his own cheque for the hun­dred, with the con­di­tion taken off it, and he said that there were so many skunks in Mari­posa that a man might as well be in the Head Of­fice in the city.

			The Dean came out to the little gate in the dark—you could see the lamp­light be­hind him from the open door of the rect­ory—and he shook hands with Mullins and they went in to­geth­er.

		
	
		
			
				VI

				The Beacon on the Hill

			
			Mullins said af­ter­ward that it was ever so much easi­er than he thought it would have been. The Dean, he said, was so quiet. Of course if Mr. Drone had star­ted to swear at Mullins, or tried to strike him, it would have been much harder. But as it was he was so quiet that part of the time he hardly seemed to fol­low what Mullins was say­ing. So Mullins was glad of that, be­cause it proved that the Dean wasn’t feel­ing dis­ap­poin­ted as, in a way, he might have.

			In­deed, the only time when the rect­or seemed an­im­ated and ex­cited in the whole in­ter­view was when Mullins said that the cam­paign had been ruined by a lot of con­foun­ded mug­wumps. Straight away the Dean asked if those mug­wumps had really pre­ju­diced the out­come of the cam­paign. Mullins said there was no doubt of it, and the Dean en­quired if the pres­ence of mug­wumps was fatal in mat­ters of en­deav­our, and Mullins said that it was. Then the rect­or asked if even one mug­wump was, in the Chris­ti­an sense, de­le­ter­i­ous. Mullins said that one mug­wump would kill any­thing. After that the Dean hardly spoke at all.

			In fact, the rect­or presently said that he mustn’t de­tain Mullins too long and that he had de­tained him too long already and that Mullins must be weary from his train jour­ney and that in cases of ex­treme wear­i­ness noth­ing but a sound sleep was of any avail; he him­self, un­for­tu­nately, would not be able to avail him­self of the price­less boon of slum­ber un­til he had first re­tired to his study to write some let­ters; so that Mullins, who had a cer­tain kind of so­cial quick­ness of in­tu­ition, saw that it was time to leave, and went away.

			It was mid­night as he went down the street, and a dark, still night. That can be stated pos­it­ively be­cause it came out in court af­ter­wards. Mullins swore that it was a dark night; he ad­mit­ted, un­der ex­am­in­a­tion, that there may have been the stars, or at least some of the less im­port­ant of them, though he had made no at­tempt, as brought out on cross-ex­am­in­a­tion, to count them: there may have been, too, the elec­tric lights, and Mullins was not will­ing to deny that it was quite pos­sible that there was more or less moon­light. But that there was no light that night in the form of sun­light, Mullins was ab­so­lutely cer­tain. All that, I say, came out in court.

			But mean­while the rect­or had gone up­stairs to his study and had seated him­self in front of his table to write his let­ters. It was here al­ways that he wrote his ser­mons. From the win­dow of the room you looked through the bare white maple trees to the sweep­ing out­line of the church shad­owed against the night sky, and bey­ond that, though far off, was the new cemetery where the rect­or walked of a Sunday (I think I told you why): bey­ond that again, for the win­dow faced the east, there lay, at no very great dis­tance, the New Jer­u­s­alem. There were no bet­ter things that a man might look to­wards from his study win­dow, nor any­thing that could serve as a bet­ter aid to writ­ing.

			But this night the Dean’s let­ters must have been dif­fi­cult in­deed to write. For he sat be­side the table hold­ing his pen and with his head bent upon his oth­er hand, and though he some­times put a line or two on the pa­per, for the most part he sat mo­tion­less. The fact is that Dean Drone was not try­ing to write let­ters, but only one let­ter. He was writ­ing a let­ter of resig­na­tion. If you have not done that for forty years it is ex­tremely dif­fi­cult to get the words.

			So at least the Dean found it. First he wrote one set of words and then he sat and thought and wrote some­thing else. But noth­ing seemed to suit.

			The real truth was that Dean Drone, per­haps more than he knew him­self, had a fine taste for words and ef­fects, and when you feel that a situ­ation is en­tirely out of the com­mon, you nat­ur­ally try, if you have that in­stinct, to give it the right sort of ex­pres­sion.

			I be­lieve that at the time when Rupert Drone had taken the medal in Greek over fifty years ago, it was only a twist of fate that had pre­ven­ted him from be­com­ing a great writer. There was a bur­ied au­thor in him just as there was a bur­ied fin­an­ci­er in Jef­fer­son Thorpe. In fact, there were many people in Mari­posa like that, and for all I know you may your­self have seen such else­where. For in­stance, I am cer­tain that Billy Rawson, the tele­graph op­er­at­or at Mari­posa, could eas­ily have in­ven­ted ra­di­um. In the same way one has only to read the ad­vert­ise­ments of Mr. Ging­ham, the un­der­taker, to know that there is still in him a poet, who could have writ­ten on death far more at­tract­ive verses than the Thanatop­sis of Cul­len Bry­ant, and un­der a title less likely to of­fend the pub­lic and drive away cus­tom. He has told me this him­self.

			So the Dean tried first this and then that and noth­ing would seem to suit. First of all he wrote:

			“It is now forty years since I came among you, a youth full of life and hope and ar­dent in the work be­fore me—” Then he paused, doubt­ful of the ac­cur­acy and clear­ness of the ex­pres­sion, read it over again and again in deep thought and then began again:

			“It is now forty years since I came among you, a broken and mel­an­choly boy, without life or hope, de­sir­ing only to de­vote to the ser­vice of this par­ish such few years as might re­main of an ex­ist­ence blighted be­fore it had truly be­gun—” And then again the Dean stopped. He read what he had writ­ten; he frowned; he crossed it through with his pen. This was no way to write, this thin egot­ist­ic­al strain of com­plaint. Once more he star­ted:

			“It is now forty years since I came among you, a man already tempered and trained, ex­cept pos­sibly in math­em­at­ics—” And then again the rect­or paused and his mind drif­ted away to the memory of the Anglic­an pro­fess­or that I spoke of, who had had so little sense of his high­er mis­sion as to omit the teach­ing of log­ar­ithms. And the rect­or mused so long that when he began again it seemed to him that it was sim­pler and bet­ter to dis­card the per­son­al note al­to­geth­er, and he wrote:

			“There are times, gen­tle­men, in the life of a par­ish, when it comes to an epoch which brings it to a mo­ment when it reaches a point—”

			The Dean stuck fast again, but re­fus­ing this time to be beaten went res­ol­utely on:

			“—reaches a point where the cir­cum­stances of the mo­ment make the epoch such as to fo­cus the life of the par­ish in that time.”

			Then the Dean saw that he was beaten, and he knew that he not only couldn’t man­age the par­ish but couldn’t say so in prop­er Eng­lish, and of the two the last was the bit­ter­er dis­cov­ery.

			He raised his head, and looked for a mo­ment through the win­dow at the shad­ow of the church against the night, so out­lined that you could al­most fancy that the light of the New Jer­u­s­alem was bey­ond it. Then he wrote, and this time not to the world at large but only to Mullins:

			“My dear Harry, I want to resign my charge. Will you come over and help me?”

			

			When the Dean at last rose from writ­ing that, I think it was far on in the night. As he rose he looked again through the win­dow, looked once and then once more, and so stood with widen­ing eyes, and his face set to­wards what he saw.

			What was that? That light in the sky there, east­ward?—near or far he could not say. Was it already the dawn of the New Jer­u­s­alem bright­en­ing in the east, or was it—look—in the church it­self—what is that?—that dull red glow that shines be­hind the stained glass win­dows, turn­ing them to crim­son? that fork of flame that breaks now from the case­ment and flashes up­ward, along the wood—and see—that sud­den sheet of fire that springs the win­dows of the church with the roar of splintered glass and surges up­ward in­to the sky, till the dark night and the bare trees and sleep­ing street of Mari­posa are all il­lumined with its glow!

			Fire! Fire! and the sud­den sound of the bell now, break­ing upon the night.

			So stood the Dean erect, with one hand pressed against the table for sup­port, while the Mari­posa fire bell struck out its warn­ing to the sleep­ing town—stood there while the street grew loud with the tu­mult of voices—with the roar­ing gal­lop of the fire bri­gade—with the harsh note of the gong—and over all oth­er sounds, the great seeth­ing of the flames that tore their way in­to the beams and rafters of the poin­ted church and flared above it like a torch in­to the mid­night sky.

			So stood the Dean, and as the church broke thus in­to a very beacon kindled upon a hill—sank for­ward without a sign, his face against the table, stricken.

			

			You need to see a fire in a place such as Mari­posa, a town still half of wood, to know what fire means. In the city it is all dif­fer­ent. To the on­look­er, at any rate, a fire is only a spec­tacle, noth­ing more. Everything is ar­ranged, or­gan­ized, cer­tain. It is only once per­haps in a cen­tury that fire comes to a large city as it comes to the little wooden town like Mari­posa as a great Ter­ror of the Night.

			That, at any rate, is what it meant in Mari­posa that night in April, the night the Church of Eng­land Church burnt down. Had the fire gained but a hun­dred feet, or less, it could have reached from the driv­ing shed be­hind the church to the backs of the wooden shops of the Main Street, and once there not all the wa­ters of Lake Wis­san­otti could stay the course of its de­struc­tion. It was for that hun­dred feet that they fought, the men of Mari­posa, from the mid­night call of the bell till the slow com­ing of the day. They fought the fire, not to save the church, for that was doomed from the first out­break of the flames, but to stop the spread of it and save the town. They fought it at the win­dows, and at the blaz­ing doors, and through the yawn­ing fur­nace of the open bel­fry; fought it, with the Mari­posa en­gine thump­ing and pant­ing in the street, it­self aglow with fire like a ser­vant de­mon fight­ing its own kind, with tall lad­ders reach­ing to the very roof, and with hose that poured their streams of toss­ing wa­ter foam­ing in­to the flames.

			Most of all they fought to save the wooden driv­ing shed be­hind the church from which the fire could leap in­to the heart of Mari­posa. That was where the real fight was, for the life of the town. I wish you could have seen how they turned the hose against the shingles, rip­ping and tear­ing them from their places with the force of the driv­en wa­ter: how they moun­ted on the roof, axe in hand, and cut madly at the rafters to bring the build­ing down, while the black clouds of smoke rolled in volumes about the men as they worked. You could see the fire horses har­nessed with log­ging chains to the up­rights of the shed to tear the build­ing from its place.

			Most of all I wish you could have seen Mr. Smith, pro­pri­et­or, as I think you know, of Smith’s Hotel, there on the roof with a fire­man’s hel­met on, cut­ting through the main beam of sol­id ce­dar, twelve by twelve, that held tight still when the rafters and the roof tree were down already, the shed on fire in a dozen places, and the oth­er men driv­en from the work by the flam­ing sparks, and by the strangle of the smoke. Not so Mr. Smith! See him there as he plants him­self firm at the angle of the beams, and with the full im­pact of his two hun­dred and eighty pounds drives his axe in­to the wood! I tell you it takes a man from the pine coun­try of the north to handle an axe! Right, left, left, right, down it comes, with nev­er a pause or stay, nev­er miss­ing by a frac­tion of an inch the line of the stroke! At it, Smith! Down with it! Till with a shout from the crowd the beam gapes asun­der, and Mr. Smith is on the ground again, roar­ing his dir­ec­tions to the men and horses as they haul down the shed, in a voice that dom­in­ates the fire it­self.

			Who made Mr. Smith the head and chief of the Mari­posa fire bri­gade that night, I can­not say. I do not know even where he got the huge red hel­met that he wore, nor had I ever heard till the night the church burnt down that Mr. Smith was a mem­ber of the fire bri­gade at all. But it’s al­ways that way. Your little nar­row-ches­ted men may plan and or­gan­ize, but when there is some­thing to be done, some­thing real, then it’s the man of size and weight that steps to the front every time. Look at Bis­mar­ck and Mr. Glad­stone and Pres­id­ent Taft and Mr. Smith—the same thing in each case.

			I sup­pose it was per­fectly nat­ur­al that just as soon as Mr. Smith came on the scene he put on some­body’s hel­met and shouted his dir­ec­tions to the men and bossed the Mari­posa fire bri­gade like Bis­mar­ck with the Ger­man par­lia­ment.

			The fire had broken out late, late at night, and they fought it till the day. The flame of it lit up the town and the bare grey maple trees, and you could see in the light of it the broad sheet of the frozen lake, snow covered still. It kindled such a beacon as it burned that from the oth­er side of the lake the people on the night ex­press from the north could see it twenty miles away. It lit up such a testi­mony of flame that Mari­posa has nev­er seen the like of it be­fore or since. Then when the roof crashed in and the tall steeple tottered and fell, so swift a dark­ness seemed to come that the grey trees and the frozen lake van­ished in a mo­ment as if blot­ted out of ex­ist­ence.

			

			When the morn­ing came the great church of Mari­posa was noth­ing but a ragged group of walls with a sod­den heap of bricks and blackened wood, still hiss­ing here and there be­neath the hose with the sul­len an­ger of a conquered fire. Round the ru­ins of the fire walked the people of Mari­posa next morn­ing, and they poin­ted out where the wreck of the steeple had fallen, and where the bells of the church lay in a mol­ten heap among the bricks, and they talked of the loss that it was and how many dol­lars it would take to re­build the church, and wheth­er it was in­sured and for how much. And there were at least four­teen people who had seen the fire first, and more than that who had giv­en the first alarm, and ever so many who knew how fires of this sort could be pre­ven­ted.

			Most no­tice­able of all you could see the sides­men and the war­dens and Mullins, the chair­man of the vestry, talk­ing in little groups about the fire. Later in the day there came from the city the in­sur­ance men and the fire ap­praisers, and they too walked about the ru­ins, and talked with the war­dens and the vestry men. There was such a lux­ury of ex­cite­ment in the town that day that it was just as good as a pub­lic hol­i­day.

			But the strangest part of it was the un­ex­pec­ted se­quel. I don’t know through what er­ror of the Dean’s fig­ures it happened, through what lack of math­em­at­ic­al train­ing the thing turned out as it did. No doubt the memory of the math­em­at­ic­al pro­fess­or was heav­ily to blame for it, but the sol­id fact is that the Church of Eng­land Church of Mari­posa turned out to be in­sured for a hun­dred thou­sand, and there were the re­ceipts and the vouch­ers, all signed and reg­u­lar, just as they found them in a draw­er of the rect­or’s study. There was no doubt about it. The in­sur­ance people might protest as they liked. The straight, plain fact was that the church was in­sured for about twice the whole amount of the cost and the debt and the rect­or’s salary and the board­ing-school fees of the littlest of the Drones all put to­geth­er.

			

			There was a Whirl­wind Cam­paign for you! Talk of rais­ing money—that was some­thing like! I won­der if the uni­ver­sit­ies and the city in­sti­tu­tions that go round try­ing to raise money by the slow and pain­ful meth­od called a Whirl­wind Cam­paign, that takes per­haps all day to raise fifty thou­sand dol­lars, ever thought of any­thing so beau­ti­fully simple as this.

			The Great­er Testi­mony that had lain so heav­ily on the con­greg­a­tion went flam­ing to its end, and burned up its debts and its ob­lig­a­tions and en­riched its wor­ship­pers by its de­struc­tion. Talk of a beacon on a hill! You can hardly beat that one.

			I wish you could have seen how the war­dens and the sides­men and Mullins, the chair­man of the vestry, smiled and chuckled at the thought of it. Hadn’t they said all along that all that was needed was a little faith and ef­fort? And here it was, just as they said, and they’d been right after all.

			Protest from the in­sur­ance people? Leg­al pro­ceed­ings to pre­vent pay­ment? My dear sir! I see you know noth­ing about the Mari­posa court, in spite of the fact that I have already said that it was one of the most pre­cise in­stru­ments of Brit­ish fair play ever es­tab­lished. Why, Judge Pep­per­leigh dis­posed of the case and dis­missed the protest of the com­pany in less than fif­teen minutes! Just what the jur­is­dic­tion of Judge Pep­per­leigh’s court is I don’t know, but I do know that in up­hold­ing the rights of a Chris­ti­an con­greg­a­tion—I am quot­ing here the text of the de­cision—against the in­trigues of a set of in­fernal skunks that make too much money, any­way, the Mari­posa court is without an equal. Pep­per­leigh even threatened the plaintiffs with the pen­it­en­tiary, or worse.

			How the fire star­ted no one ever knew. There was a queer story that went about to the ef­fect that Mr. Smith and Mr. Ging­ham’s as­sist­ant had been seen very late that night car­ry­ing an auto­mobile can of ker­osene up the street. But that was amply dis­proved by the pro­ceed­ings of the court, and by the evid­ence of Mr. Smith him­self. He took his dy­ing oath—not his or­din­ary one as used in the Li­cense cases, but his dy­ing one—that he had not car­ried a can of ker­osene up the street, and that any­way it was the rotten­est kind of ker­osene he had ever seen and no more use than so much molasses. So that point was settled.

			Dean Drone? Did he get well again? Why, what makes you ask that? You mean, was his head at all af­fected after the stroke? No, it was not. Ab­so­lutely not. It was not af­fected in the least, though how any­body who knows him now in Mari­posa could have the faintest idea that his mind was in any way im­paired by the stroke is more than I can tell. The en­ga­ging of Mr. Ut­ter­most, the cur­ate, whom per­haps you have heard preach in the new church, had noth­ing whatever to do with Dean Drone’s head. It was merely a case of the pres­sure of over­work. It was felt very gen­er­ally by the war­dens that, in these days of spe­cial­iz­a­tion, the rect­or was cov­er­ing too wide a field, and that if he should aban­don some of the less­er du­ties of his of­fice, he might de­vote his en­er­gies more in­tently to the In­fant Class. That was all. You may hear him there any af­ter­noon, talk­ing to them, if you will stand un­der the maple trees and listen through the open win­dows of the new In­fant School.

			And, as for audi­ences, for in­tel­li­gence, for at­ten­tion—well, if I want to find listen­ers who can hear and un­der­stand about the great spaces of Lake Hur­on, let me tell of it, every time face to face with the blue eyes of the In­fant Class, fresh from the in­fin­ity of spaces great­er still. Talk of grownup people all you like, but for listen­ers let me have the In­fant Class with their pin­a­fores and their Teddy Bears and their feet not even touch­ing the floor, and Mr. Ut­ter­most may preach to his heart’s con­tent of the new­er forms of doubt re­vealed by the high­er cri­ti­cism.

			So you will un­der­stand that the Dean’s mind is, if any­thing, even keen­er, and his head even clear­er than be­fore. And if you want proof of it, no­tice him there be­neath the plum blos­soms read­ing in the Greek: he has told me that he finds that he can read, with the greatest ease, works in the Greek that seemed dif­fi­cult be­fore. Be­cause his head is so clear now.

			And some­times—when his head is very clear—as he sits there read­ing be­neath the plum blos­soms he can hear them singing bey­ond, and his wife’s voice.

		
	
		
			
				VII

				The Ex­traordin­ary En­tan­gle­ment of Mr. Pup­kin

			
			Judge Pep­per­leigh lived in a big house with hard­wood floors and a wide piazza that looked over the lake from the top of Oneida Street.

			Every day about half past five he used to come home from his of­fice in the Mari­posa Court House. On some days as he got near the house he would call out to his wife:

			“Almighty Moses, Martha! who left the sprink­ler on the grass?”

			On oth­er days he would call to her from quite a little dis­tance off: “Hullo, moth­er! Got any sup­per for a hungry man?”

			And Mrs. Pep­per­leigh nev­er knew which it would be. On the days when he swore at the sprink­ler you could see his spec­tacles flash like dy­nam­ite. But on the days when he called: “Hullo, moth­er,” they were simply ir­ra­di­ated with kind­li­ness.

			Some days, I say, he would cry out with a per­fect whine of in­dig­na­tion: “Suf­fer­ing Caesar! has that in­fernal dog torn up those gerani­ums again?” And oth­er days you would hear him singing out: “Hullo, Rover! Well, dog­gie, well, old fel­low!”

			In the same way at break­fast, the judge, as he looked over the morn­ing pa­per, would some­times leap to his feet with a per­fect howl of suf­fer­ing, and cry: “Ever­last­ing Moses! the Lib­er­als have car­ried East El­gin.” Or else he would lean back from the break­fast table with the most good-hu­moured laugh you ever heard and say: “Ha! ha! the Con­ser­vat­ives have car­ried South Nor­folk.”

			And yet he was per­fectly lo­gic­al, when you come to think of it. After all, what is more an­noy­ing to a sens­it­ive, highly-strung man than an in­fernal sprink­ler play­ing all over the place, and what more agree­able to a good-natured, even-tempered fel­low than a well-pre­pared sup­per? Or, what is more like­able than one’s good, old, af­fec­tion­ate dog bound­ing down the path from sheer de­light at see­ing you—or more ex­ec­rable than an in­fernal whelp that has torn up the gerani­ums and is too old to keep, any­way?

			As for polit­ics, well, it all seemed reas­on­able enough. When the Con­ser­vat­ives got in any­where, Pep­per­leigh laughed and en­joyed it, simply be­cause it does one good to see a straight, fine, hon­est fight where the best man wins. When a Lib­er­al got in, it made him mad, and he said so—not, mind you, from any polit­ic­al bi­as, for his of­fice for­bid it—but simply be­cause one can’t bear to see the coun­try go ab­so­lutely to the dev­il.

			I sup­pose, too, it was partly the ef­fect of sit­ting in court all day listen­ing to cases. One gets what you might call the ju­di­cial tem­per of mind. Pep­per­leigh had it so strongly de­veloped that I’ve seen him kick a hy­drangea pot to pieces with his foot be­cause the ac­cursed thing wouldn’t flower. He once threw the ca­nary cage clear in­to the lilac bushes be­cause the “blas­ted bird wouldn’t stop singing.” It was a straight case of ju­di­cial tem­per. Lots of judges have it, de­veloped in just the same broad, all-round way as with Judge Pep­per­leigh.

			

			I think it must be passing sen­tences that does it. Any­way, Pep­per­leigh had the aptitude for passing sen­tences so highly per­fec­ted that he spent his whole time at it in­side of court and out. I’ve heard him hand out sen­tences for the Sul­tan of Tur­key and Mrs. Pankhurst and the Em­per­or of Ger­many that made one’s blood run cold. He would sit there on the piazza of a sum­mer even­ing read­ing the pa­per, with dy­nam­ite sparks fly­ing from his spec­tacles as he sen­tenced the Czar of Rus­sia to ten years in the salt mines—and made it fif­teen a few minutes af­ter­wards. Pep­per­leigh al­ways read the for­eign news—the news of things that he couldn’t al­ter—as a form of wild and stim­u­lat­ing tor­ment.

			So you can ima­gine that in some ways the judge’s house was a pretty dif­fi­cult house to go to. I mean you can see how aw­fully hard it must have been for Mr. Pup­kin. I tell you it took some nerve to step up on that piazza and say, in a per­fectly nat­ur­al, off­hand way: “Oh, how do you do, judge? Is Miss Zena in? No, I won’t stay, thanks; I think I ought to be go­ing. I simply called.” A man who can do that has got to have a pretty fair amount of sa­voir what do you call it, and he’s got to be mighty well shaved and have his cameo pin put in his tie at a pretty un­deni­able angle be­fore he can tackle it. Yes, and even then he may need to hang round be­hind the lilac bushes for half an hour first, and cool off. And he’s apt to make pretty good time down Oneida Street on the way back.

			Still, that’s what you call love, and if you’ve got it, and are well shaved, and your boots well blacked, you can do things that seem al­most im­possible. Yes, you can do any­thing, even if you do trip over the dog in get­ting off the piazza.

			Don’t sup­pose for a mo­ment that Judge Pep­per­leigh was an un­ap­proach­able or a harsh man al­ways and to every­body. Even Mr. Pup­kin had to ad­mit that that couldn’t be so. To know that, you had only to see Zena Pep­per­leigh put her arm round his neck and call him Daddy. She would do that even when there were two or three young men sit­ting on the edge of the piazza. You know, I think, the way they sit on the edge in Mari­posa. It is meant to in­dic­ate what part of the fam­ily they have come to see. Thus when George Duff, the bank man­ager, came up to the Pep­per­leigh house, he al­ways sat in a chair on the ver­andah and talked to the judge. But when Pup­kin or Mal­lory Tomp­kins or any fel­low like that came, he sat down in a side­long fash­ion on the edge of the boards and then they knew ex­actly what he was there for. If he knew the house well, he leaned his back against the ver­andah post and smoked a ci­gar­ette. But that took nerve.

			But I am afraid that this is a di­gres­sion, and, of course, you know all about it just as well as I do. All that I was try­ing to say was that I don’t sup­pose that the judge had ever spoken a cross word to Zena in his life.—Oh, he threw her nov­el over the grapev­ine, I don’t deny that, but then why on earth should a girl read trash like the Er­rant Quest of the Pal­lad­in Pil­grim, and the Life of Sir Ga­la­had, when the house was full of good read­ing like The Life of Sir John A. Mac­don­ald, and Pi­on­eer Days in Tecum­seh Town­ship?

			

			Still, what I mean is that the judge nev­er spoke harshly to Zena, ex­cept per­haps un­der ex­treme pro­voca­tion; and I am quite sure that he nev­er, nev­er had to Neil. But then what fath­er ever would want to speak an­grily to such a boy as Neil Pep­per­leigh? The judge took no cred­it him­self for that; the finest grown boy in the whole county and so broad and big that they took him in­to the Miss­in­aba Horse when he was only sev­en­teen. And clev­er—so clev­er that he didn’t need to study; so clev­er that he used to come out at the foot of the class in math­em­at­ics at the Mari­posa high school through sheer sur­plus of brain power. I’ve heard the judge ex­plain it a dozen times. Why, Neil was so clev­er that he used to be able to play bil­liards at the Mari­posa House all even­ing when the oth­er boys had to stay at home and study.

			Such a power­ful look­ing fel­low, too! Every­body in Mari­posa re­mem­bers how Neil Pep­per­leigh smashed in the face of Peter Mc­Gin­nis, the Lib­er­al or­gan­izer, at the big elec­tion—you re­call it—when the old Mac­don­ald Gov­ern­ment went out. Judge Pep­per­leigh had to try him for it the next morn­ing—his own son. They say there nev­er was such a scene even in the Mari­posa court. There was, I be­lieve, some­thing like it on a smal­ler scale in Ro­man his­tory, but it wasn’t half as dra­mat­ic. I re­mem­ber Judge Pep­per­leigh lean­ing for­ward to pass the sen­tence—for a judge is bound, you know, by his oath—and how grave he looked and yet so proud and happy, like a man do­ing his duty and sus­tained by it, and he said:

			“My boy, you are in­no­cent. You smashed in Peter Mc­Gin­nis’s face, but you did it without crim­in­al in­tent. You put a face on him, by Je­hoshaphat! that he won’t lose for six months, but you did it without evil pur­pose or ma­lign design. My boy, look up! Give me your hand! You leave this court without a stain upon your name.”

			They said it was one of the most mov­ing scenes ever en­acted in the Mari­posa Court.

			

			But the strangest thing is that if the judge had known what every­one else in Mari­posa knew, it would have broken his heart. If he could have seen Neil with the drunk­en flush on his face in the bil­liard room of the Mari­posa House—if he had known, as every­one else did, that Neil was crazed with drink the night he struck the Lib­er­al or­gan­izer when the old Mac­don­ald Gov­ern­ment went out—if he could have known that even on that last day Neil was drunk when he rode with the Miss­in­aba Horse to the sta­tion to join the Third Con­tin­gent for the war, and all the street of the little town was one great roar of people—

			But the judge nev­er knew, and now he nev­er will. For if you could find it in the mean­ness of your soul to tell him, it would serve no pur­pose now ex­cept to break his heart, and there would rise up to re­buke you the pic­tured vis­ion of an un­ten­ded grave some­where in the great si­lences of South Africa.

			Did I say above, or seem to im­ply, that the judge some­times spoke harshly to his wife? Or did you gath­er for a minute that her lot was one to lament over or feel sorry for? If so, it just shows that you know noth­ing about such things, and that mar­riage, at least as it ex­ists in Mari­posa, is a sealed book to you. You are as ig­nor­ant as Miss Spiffkins, the bio­logy teach­er at the high school, who al­ways says how sorry she is for Mrs. Pep­per­leigh. You get that im­pres­sion simply be­cause the judge howled like an Al­gon­quin In­di­an when he saw the sprink­ler run­ning on the lawn. But are you sure you know the oth­er side of it? Are you quite sure when you talk like Miss Spiffkins does about the rights of it, that you are tak­ing all things in­to ac­count? You might have thought dif­fer­ently per­haps of the Pep­per­leighs, any­way, if you had been there that even­ing when the judge came home to his wife with one hand pressed to his temple and in the oth­er the cable­gram that said that Neil had been killed in ac­tion in South Africa. That night they sat to­geth­er with her hand in his, just as they had sat to­geth­er thirty years ago when he was a law stu­dent in the city.

			Go and tell Miss Spiffkins that! Hy­drangeas—ca­nar­ies—tem­per—blazes! What does Miss Spiffkins know about it all?

			But in any case, if you tried to tell Judge Pep­per­leigh about Neil now he wouldn’t be­lieve it. He’d laugh it to scorn. That is Neil’s pic­ture, in uni­form, hanging in the din­ing room be­side the Fath­ers of Con­fed­er­a­tion. That mil­it­ary-look­ing man in the pic­ture be­side him is Gen­er­al Kit­chen­er, whom you may per­haps have heard of, for he was very highly spoken of in Neil’s let­ters. All round the room, in fact, and still more in the judge’s lib­rary up­stairs, you will see pic­tures of South Africa and the de­par­ture of the Ca­na­dians (there are none of the re­turn), and of Moun­ted In­fantry and of Un­moun­ted Cav­alry and a lot of things that only sol­diers and the fath­ers of sol­diers know about.

			So you can real­ize that for a fel­low who isn’t mil­it­ary, and who wears noth­ing near­er to a uni­form than a daf­fodil ten­nis blazer, the judge’s house is a dev­il of a house to come to.

			I think you re­mem­ber young Mr. Pup­kin, do you not? I have re­ferred to him sev­er­al times already as the ju­ni­or tell­er in the Ex­change Bank. But if you know Mari­posa at all you have of­ten seen him. You have no­ticed him, I am sure, go­ing for the bank mail in the morn­ing in an of­fice suit ef­fect of cling­ing grey with a gold neck­tie pin shaped like a rid­ing whip. You have seen him of­ten enough go­ing down to the lake front after sup­per, in ten­nis things, smoking a ci­gar­ette and with a paddle and a crim­son ca­noe cush­ion un­der his arm. You have seen him en­ter­ing Dean Drone’s church in a top hat and a long frock coat nearly to his feet. You have seen him, per­haps, play­ing poker in Peter Glover’s room over the hard­ware store and try­ing to look as if he didn’t hold three aces—in fact, giv­ing ab­so­lutely no sign of it bey­ond the wild flush in his face and the fact that his hair stands on end.

			That kind of reti­cence is a thing you simply have to learn in bank­ing. I mean, if you’ve got to be in a po­s­i­tion where you know for a fact that the Mari­posa Pack­ing Com­pany’s ac­count is over­drawn by sixty-four dol­lars, and yet dar­en’t say any­thing about it, not even to the girls that you play ten­nis with—I don’t say, not a cas­u­al hint as a ref­er­ence, but not really tell them, not, for in­stance, bring down the bank ledger to the ten­nis court and show them—you learn a sort of reti­cence and self-con­trol that people out­side of bank­ing circles nev­er can at­tain.

			Why, I’ve known Pup­kin at the Fire­man’s Ball lean against the wall in his dress suit and talk away to Jim Eli­ot, the drug­gist, without giv­ing the faintest hint or in­dic­a­tion that Eli­ot’s note for twenty-sev­en dol­lars had been pro­tested that very morn­ing. Not a hint of it. I don’t say he didn’t men­tion it, in a sort of way, in the sup­per room, just to one or two, but I mean there was noth­ing in the way he leant up against the wall to sug­gest it.

			But, how­ever, I don’t men­tion that as either for or against Mr. Pup­kin. That sort of thing is merely the A.B.C. of bank­ing, as he him­self told me when ex­plain­ing why it was that he hes­it­ated to di­vulge the ex­act stand­ing of the Mari­posa Car­riage Com­pany. Of course, once you get past the A.B.C. you can learn a lot that is mighty in­ter­est­ing.

			So I think that if you know Mari­posa and un­der­stand even the rudi­ments of bank­ing, you are per­fectly ac­quain­ted with Mr. Pup­kin. What? You re­mem­ber him as be­ing in love with Miss Lawson, the high school teach­er? In love with her? What a ri­dicu­lous idea. You mean merely be­cause on the night when the Mari­posa Belle sank with every soul on board, Pup­kin put off from the town in a skiff to res­cue Miss Lawson. Oh, but you’re quite wrong. That wasn’t love. I’ve heard Pup­kin ex­plain it him­self a dozen times. That sort of thing—pad­dling out to a sink­ing steam­er at night in a crazy skiff—may in­dic­ate a sort of at­trac­tion, but not real love, not what Pup­kin came to feel af­ter­wards. In­deed, when he began to think of it, it wasn’t even at­trac­tion, it was merely re­spect—that’s all it was. And any­way, that was long be­fore, six or sev­en months back, and Pup­kin ad­mit­ted that at the time he was a mere boy.

			

			Mr. Pup­kin, I must ex­plain, lived with Mal­lory Tomp­kins in rooms over the Ex­change Bank, on the very top floor, the third, with Mullins’s own rooms be­low them. Ex­tremely com­fort­able quar­ters they were, with two bed­rooms and a sit­ting room that was all fixed up with snow­shoes and ten­nis rack­ets on the walls and dance pro­grammes and ca­noe club badges and all that sort of thing.

			Mal­lory Tomp­kins was a young man with long legs and check trousers who worked on the Mari­posa Times-Her­ald. That was what gave him his lit­er­ary taste. He used to read Ib­sen and that oth­er Dutch au­thor—Bum­stone Bum­stone, isn’t it?—and you can judge that he was a mighty in­tel­lec­tu­al fel­low. He was so in­tel­lec­tu­al that he was, as he him­self ad­mit­ted, a com­plete eggnost­ic. He and Pup­kin used to have the most tre­mend­ous ar­gu­ments about cre­ation and evol­u­tion, and how if you study at a school of ap­plied sci­ence you learn that there’s no hell bey­ond the present life.

			Mal­lory Tomp­kins used to prove ab­so­lutely that the mir­acles were only elec­tri­city, and Pup­kin used to ad­mit that it was an aw­fully good ar­gu­ment, but claimed that he had heard it aw­fully well answered in a ser­mon, though un­for­tu­nately he had for­got­ten how.

			Tomp­kins used to show that the flood was con­trary to geo­logy, and Pup­kin would ac­know­ledge that the point was an ex­cel­lent one, but that he had read a book—the title of which he ought to have writ­ten down—which ex­plained geo­logy away al­to­geth­er.

			Mal­lory Tomp­kins gen­er­ally got the best of the merely lo­gic­al side of the ar­gu­ments, but Pup­kin—who was a tre­mend­ous Chris­ti­an—was much stronger in the things he had for­got­ten. So the dis­cus­sions of­ten las­ted till far in­to the night, and Mr. Pup­kin would fall asleep and dream of a splen­did ar­gu­ment, which would have settled the whole con­tro­versy, only un­for­tu­nately he couldn’t re­call it in the morn­ing.

			Of course, Pup­kin would nev­er have thought of con­sid­er­ing him­self on an in­tel­lec­tu­al par with Mal­lory Tomp­kins. That would have been ri­dicu­lous. Mal­lory Tomp­kins had read all sorts of things and had half a mind to write a nov­el him­self—either that or a play. All he needed, he said, was to have a chance to get away some­where by him­self and think. Every time he went away to the city Pup­kin ex­pec­ted that he might re­turn with the nov­el all fin­ished; but though he of­ten came back with his eyes red from think­ing, the nov­el as yet re­mained in­com­plete.

			Mean­time, Mal­lory Tomp­kins, as I say, was a mighty in­tel­lec­tu­al fel­low. You could see that from the books on the bam­boo book­shelves in the sit­ting room. There was, for in­stance, the En­cyc­lo­pae­dia Met­ro­pol­it­ana in forty volumes, that he bought on the in­stal­ment plan for two dol­lars a month. Then when they took that away, there was the His­tory of Civil­iz­a­tion, in fifty volumes at fifty cents a week for fifty years. Tomp­kins had read in it halfway through the Stone Age be­fore they took it from him. After that there was the Lives of the Paint­ers, one volume at a time—a splen­did thing in which you could read all about Aahrens, and Aachenth­al, and Aax and men of that class.

			After all, there’s noth­ing like edu­cat­ing one­self. Mal­lory Tomp­kins knew about the open­ing peri­od of all sorts of things, and in re­gard to people whose names began with “A” you couldn’t stick him.

			I don’t mean that he and Mr. Pup­kin lived a mere routine of stu­di­ous even­ings. That would be un­true. Quite of­ten their time was spent in much less com­mend­able ways than that, and there were poker parties in their sit­ting room that didn’t break up till nearly mid­night. Card play­ing, after all, is a slow busi­ness, un­less you put money on it, and, be­sides, if you are in a bank and are hand­ling money all day, gambling has a fas­cin­a­tion.

			I’ve seen Pup­kin and Mal­lory Tomp­kins and Joe Mil­ligan, the dent­ist, and Mitchell the tick­et agent, and the oth­er “boys” sit­ting round the table with matches enough piled up in front of them to stock a fact­ory. Ten matches coun­ted for one chip and ten chips made a cent—so you see they wer­en’t merely play­ing for the fun of the thing. Of course it’s a hol­low pleas­ure. You real­ize that when you wake up at night parched with thirst, ten thou­sand matches to the bad. But bank­ing is a wild life and every­body knows it.

			Some­times Pup­kin would swear off and keep away from the cursed thing for weeks, and then per­haps he’d see by sheer ac­ci­dent a pile of matches on the table, or a match ly­ing on the floor and it would start the craze in him. I am us­ing his own words—a “craze”—that’s what he called it when he told Miss Lawson all about it, and she prom­ised to cure him of it. She would have, too. Only, as I say, Pup­kin found that what he had mis­taken for at­trac­tion was only re­spect. And there’s no use wor­ry­ing a wo­man that you re­spect about your crazes.

			

			It was from Mal­lory Tomp­kins that Pup­kin learned all about the Mari­posa people, be­cause Pup­kin came from away off—some­where down in the Mari­time Provinces—and didn’t know a soul. Mal­lory Tomp­kins used to tell him about Judge Pep­per­leigh, and what a won­der­fully clev­er man he was and how he would have been in the Su­preme Court for cer­tain if the Con­ser­vat­ive Gov­ern­ment had stayed in an­oth­er fif­teen or twenty years in­stead of com­ing to a pre­ma­ture end. He used to talk so much about the Pep­per­leighs, that Pup­kin was sick of the very name. But just as soon as he had seen Zena Pep­per­leigh he couldn’t hear enough of them. He would have talked with Tomp­kins for hours about the judge’s dog Rover. And as for Zena, if he could have brought her name over his lips, he would have talked of her forever.

			He first saw her—by one of the strangest co­in­cid­ences in the world—on the Main Street of Mari­posa. If he hadn’t happened to be go­ing up the street and she to be com­ing down it, the thing wouldn’t have happened. Af­ter­wards they both ad­mit­ted that it was one of the most pe­cu­li­ar co­in­cid­ences they ever heard of. Pup­kin owned that he had had the strangest feel­ing that morn­ing as if some­thing were go­ing to hap­pen—a feel­ing not at all to be classed with the one of which he had once spoken to Miss Lawson, and which was, at the most, a mere an­ti­cip­a­tion of re­spect.

			But, as I say, Pup­kin met Zena Pep­per­leigh on the 26th of June, at twenty-five minutes to el­ev­en. And at once the whole world changed. The past was all blot­ted out. Even in the new forty volume edi­tion of the In­stal­ment Re­cord of Hu­man­ity that Mal­lory Tomp­kins had just re­ceived—Pup­kin wouldn’t have bothered with it.

			She—that word hence­forth meant Zena—had just come back from her board­ing-school, and of all times of year com­ing back from a board­ing-school and for wear­ing a white shirt waist and a crim­son tie and for car­ry­ing a ten­nis rack­et on the stricken street of a town—com­mend me to the month of June in Mari­posa.

			And, for Pup­kin, straight away the whole town was ir­ra­di­ated with sun­shine, and there was such a singing of the birds, and such a dan­cing of the rippled wa­ters of the lake, and such a kind­li­ness in the faces of all the people, that only those who have lived in Mari­posa, and been young there, can know at all what he felt.

			The simple fact is that just the mo­ment he saw Zena Pep­per­leigh, Mr. Pup­kin was clean, plumb, straight, flat, ab­so­lutely in love with her.

			Which fact is so im­port­ant that it would be folly not to close the chapter and think about it.

		
	
		
			
				VIII

				The Fore­or­dained At­tach­ment of Zena Pep­per­leigh and Peter Pup­kin

			
			Zena Pep­per­leigh used to sit read­ing nov­els on the piazza of the judge’s house, half hid­den by the Vir­gin­ia creep­ers. At times the book would fall upon her lap and there was such a look of un­stilled yearn­ing in her vi­ol­et eyes that it did not en­tirely dis­ap­pear even when she picked up the apple that lay be­side her and took an­oth­er bite out of it.

			With hands clasped she would sit there dream­ing all the beau­ti­ful day­dreams of girl­hood. When you saw that faraway look in her eyes, it meant that she was dream­ing that a plumed and ar­moured knight was res­cuing her from the em­battled keep of a castle be­side the Danube. At oth­er times she was be­ing borne away by an Al­geri­an cor­sair over the blue wa­ters of the Medi­ter­ranean and was reach­ing out her arms to­wards France to say farewell to it.

			Some­times when you no­ticed a sweet look of resig­na­tion that seemed to rest upon her fea­tures, it meant that Lord Ron­ald de Chevereux was kneel­ing at her feet, and that she was telling him to rise, that her hum­bler birth must ever be a bar to their hap­pi­ness, and Lord Ron­ald was get­ting in­to an aw­ful state about it, as Eng­lish peers do at the least sug­ges­tion of any­thing of the sort.

			Or, if it wasn’t that, then her lov­er had just re­turned to her side, tall and sol­dierly and sun­burned, after fight­ing for ten years in the Su­dan for her sake, and had come back to ask her for her an­swer and to tell her that for ten years her face had been with him even in the watches of the night. He was ask­ing her for a sign, any kind of sign—ten years in the Su­dan en­titles them to a sign—and Zena was pluck­ing a white rose, just one, from her hair, when she would hear her fath­er’s step on the piazza and make a grab for the Pi­on­eers of Tecum­seh Town­ship, and start read­ing it like mad.

			She was al­ways, as I say, be­ing res­cued and be­ing borne away, and be­ing par­ted, and reach­ing out her arms to France and to Spain, and say­ing good­bye forever to Val­lad­ol­id or the old grey towers of Ho­hen­bran­nt­wein.

			And I don’t mean that she was in the least ex­cep­tion­al or ro­mantic, be­cause all the girls in Mari­posa were just like that. An Al­geri­an cor­sair could have come in­to the town and had a dozen of them for the ask­ing, and as for a wounded Eng­lish of­ficer—well, per­haps it’s bet­ter not to talk about it out­side or the little town would be­come a reg­u­lar mil­it­ary hos­pit­al.

			Be­cause, mind you, the Mari­posa girls are all right. You’ve only to look at them to real­ize that. You see, you can get in Mari­posa a print dress of pale blue or pale pink for a dol­lar twenty that looks in­fin­itely bet­ter than any­thing you ever see in the city—es­pe­cially if you can wear with it a broad straw hat and a back­ground of maple trees and the green grass of a ten­nis court. And if you re­mem­ber, too, that these are cul­tiv­ated girls who have all been to the Mari­posa high school and can do decim­al frac­tions, you will un­der­stand that an Al­geri­an cor­sair would sharpen his scim­it­ar at the very sight of them.

			Don’t think either that they are all dy­ing to get mar­ried; be­cause they are not. I don’t say they wouldn’t take an er­rant knight, or a buc­can­eer or a Hun­gari­an refugee, but for the or­din­ary mar­riages of or­din­ary people they feel noth­ing but a pity­ing dis­dain. So it is that each one of them in due time mar­ries an en­chanted prince and goes to live in one of the little en­chanted houses in the lower part of the town.

			I don’t know wheth­er you know it, but you can rent an en­chanted house in Mari­posa for eight dol­lars a month, and some of the most com­pletely en­chanted are the cheapest. As for the en­chanted princes, they find them in the strangest places, where you nev­er ex­pec­ted to see them, work­ing—un­der a spell, you un­der­stand—in drug­stores and print­ing of­fices, and even selling things in shops. But to be able to find them you have first to read ever so many nov­els about Sir Ga­la­had and the Er­rant Quest and that sort of thing.

			

			Nat­ur­ally then Zena Pep­per­leigh, as she sat on the piazza, dreamed of ban­dits and of wounded of­ficers and of Lord Ron­alds rid­ing on foam-flecked char­gers. But that she ever dreamed of a ju­ni­or bank tell­er in a daf­fodil blazer rid­ing past on a bi­cycle, is pretty hard to ima­gine. So, when Mr. Pup­kin came tear­ing past up the slope of Oneida Street at a speed that proved that he wasn’t rid­ing there merely to pass the house, I don’t sup­pose that Zena Pep­per­leigh was aware of his ex­ist­ence.

			That may be a slight ex­ag­ger­a­tion. She knew, per­haps, that he was the new ju­ni­or tell­er in the Ex­change Bank and that he came from the Mari­time Provinces, and that nobody knew who his people were, and that he had nev­er been in a ca­noe in his life till he came to Mari­posa, and that he sat four pews back in Dean Drone’s church, and that his salary was eight hun­dred dol­lars. Bey­ond that, she didn’t know a thing about him. She pre­sumed, how­ever, that the reas­on why he went past so fast was be­cause he didn’t dare to go slow.

			This, of course, was per­fectly cor­rect. Ever since the day when Mr. Pup­kin met Zena in the Main Street he used to come past the house on his bi­cycle just after bank hours. He would have gone past twenty times a day but he was afraid to. As he came up Oneida Street, he used to ped­al faster and faster—he nev­er meant to, but he couldn’t help it—till he went past the piazza where Zena was sit­ting at an aw­ful speed with his little yel­low blazer fly­ing in the wind. In a second he had dis­ap­peared in a buzz and a cloud of dust, and the mo­mentum of it car­ried him clear out in­to the coun­try for miles and miles be­fore he ever dared to pause or look back.

			Then Mr. Pup­kin would ride in a huge cir­cuit about the coun­try, try­ing to think he was look­ing at the crops, and soon­er or later his bi­cycle would be turned to­wards the town again and headed for Oneida Street, and would get go­ing quick­er and quick­er and quick­er, till the ped­als whirled round with a buzz and he came past the judge’s house again, like a bul­let out of a gun. He rode fif­teen miles to pass the house twice, and even then it took all the nerve that he had.

			The people on Oneida Street thought that Mr. Pup­kin was crazy, but Zena Pep­per­leigh knew that he was not. Already, you see, there was a sort of dim par­al­lel between the passing of the bi­cycle and the last ride of Tan­cred the In­con­sol­able along the banks of the Danube.

			I have already men­tioned, I think, how Mr. Pup­kin and Zena Pep­per­leigh first came to know one an­oth­er. Like everything else about them, it was a sheer mat­ter of co­in­cid­ence, quite in­ex­plic­able un­less you un­der­stand that these things are fore­or­dained.

			That, of course, is the way with fore­or­dained af­fairs and that’s where they dif­fer from or­din­ary love.

			

			I won’t even try to de­scribe how Mr. Pup­kin felt when he first spoke with Zena and sat be­side her as they copied out the “end­less chain” let­ter ask­ing for ten cents. They wrote out, as I said, no less than eight of the let­ters between them, and they found out that their hand­writ­ings were so alike that you could hardly tell them apart, ex­cept that Pup­kin’s let­ters were round and Zena’s let­ters were poin­ted and Pup­kin wrote straight up and down and Zena wrote on a slant. Bey­ond that the writ­ing was so alike that it was the strangest co­in­cid­ence in the world. Of course when they made fig­ures it was dif­fer­ent and Pup­kin ex­plained to Zena that in the bank you have to be able to make a sev­en so that it doesn’t look like a nine.

			So, as I say, they wrote the let­ters all af­ter­noon and when it was over they walked up Oneida Street to­geth­er, ever so slowly. When they got near the house, Zena asked Pup­kin to come in to tea, with such an easy off­hand way that you couldn’t have told that she was half an hour late and was tak­ing aw­ful chances on the judge. Pup­kin hadn’t had time to say yes be­fore the judge ap­peared at the door, just as they were step­ping up on to the piazza, and he had a table nap­kin in his hand and the dy­nam­ite sparks were fly­ing from his spec­tacles as he called out:

			“Great heav­en! Zena, why in ever­last­ing blazes can’t you get in to tea at a Chris­ti­an hour?”

			Zena gave one look of ap­peal to Pup­kin, and Pup­kin looked one glance of com­pre­hen­sion, and turned and fled down Oneida Street. And if the scene wasn’t quite as dra­mat­ic as the re­nun­ci­ation of Tan­cred the Troubadour, it at least had some­thing of the same ele­ments in it.

			Pup­kin walked home to his sup­per at the Mari­posa House on air, and that even­ing there was a gentle dis­tance in his man­ner to­wards Sad­ie, the din­ing room girl, that I sup­pose no bank clerk in Mari­posa ever showed be­fore. It was like Sir Ga­la­had talk­ing with the tire­wo­men of Queen Guinev­ere and re­ceiv­ing huckle­berry pie at their hands.

			After that Mr. Pup­kin and Zena Pep­per­leigh con­stantly met to­geth­er. They played ten­nis as part­ners on the grass court be­hind Dr. Galla­gh­er’s house—the Mari­posa Ten­nis Club rent it, you re­mem­ber, for fifty cents a month—and Pup­kin used to per­form per­fect prodi­gies of valour, leap­ing in the air to serve with his little body hooked like a let­ter S. Some­times, too, they went out on Lake Wis­san­otti in the even­ing in Pup­kin’s ca­noe, with Zena sit­ting in the bow and Pup­kin pad­dling in the stern and they went out ever so far and it was after dark and the stars were shin­ing be­fore they came home. Zena would look at the stars and say how in­fin­itely far away they seemed, and Pup­kin would real­ize that a girl with a mind like that couldn’t have any use for a fool such as him. Zena used to ask him to point out the Plei­ades and Jupiter and Ursa minor, and Pup­kin showed her ex­actly where they were. That im­pressed them both tre­mend­ously, be­cause Pup­kin didn’t know that Zena re­membered the names out of the as­tro­nomy book at her board­ing-school, and Zena didn’t know that Pup­kin simply took a chance on where the stars were.

			And ever so many times they talked so in­tim­ately that Pup­kin came mighty near telling her about his home in the Mari­time Provinces and about his fath­er and moth­er, and then kicked him­self that he hadn’t the man­li­ness to speak straight out about it and take the con­sequences.

			Please don’t ima­gine from any of this that the course of Mr. Pup­kin’s love ran smooth. On the con­trary, Pup­kin him­self felt that it was ab­so­lutely hope­less from the start.

			There were, it might be ad­mit­ted, cer­tain things that seemed to in­dic­ate pro­gress.

			In the course of the months of June and Ju­ly and Au­gust, he had taken Zena out in his ca­noe thirty-one times. Al­low­ing an av­er­age of two miles for each even­ing, Pup­kin had paddled Zena sixty-two miles, or more than a hun­dred thou­sand yards. That surely was some­thing.

			He had played ten­nis with her on six­teen af­ter­noons. Three times he had left his ten­nis rack­et up at the judge’s house in Zena’s charge, and once he had, with her full con­sent, left his bi­cycle there all night. This must count for some­thing. No girl could trifle with a man to the ex­tent of hav­ing his bi­cycle lean­ing against the ver­andah post all night and mean noth­ing by it.

			More than that—he had been to tea at the judge’s house four­teen times, and sev­en times he had been asked by Lili­an Drone to the rect­ory when Zena was com­ing, and five times by Nora Galla­gh­er to tea at the doc­tor’s house be­cause Zena was there.

			Al­to­geth­er he had eaten so many meals where Zena was that his meal tick­et at the Mari­posa las­ted nearly double its prop­er time, and the face of Sad­ie, the din­ing room girl, had grown to wear a look of mel­an­choly resig­na­tion, sad­der than ro­mance.

			Still more than that, Pup­kin had bought for Zena, reck­on­ing it al­to­geth­er, about two buck­ets of ice cream and per­haps half a bushel of chocol­ate. Not that Pup­kin grudged the ex­pense of it. On the con­trary, over and above the ice cream and the chocol­ate he had bought her a white waist­coat and a walk­ing stick with a gold top, a lot of new neck­ties and a pair of pat­ent leath­er boots—that is, they were all bought on ac­count of her, which is the same thing.

			Add to all this that Pup­kin and Zena had been to the Church of Eng­land Church nearly every Sunday even­ing for two months, and one even­ing they had even gone to the Pres­by­teri­an Church “for fun,” which, if you know Mari­posa, you will real­ize to be a wild sort of es­capade that ought to speak volumes.

			

			Yet in spite of this, Pup­kin felt that the thing was hope­less: which only il­lus­trates the dread­ful ups and downs, the wild al­tern­a­tions of hope and des­pair that char­ac­ter­ise an ex­cep­tion­al af­fair of this sort.

			Yes, it was hope­less.

			Every time that Pup­kin watched Zena pray­ing in church, he knew that she was too good for him. Every time that he came to call for her and found her read­ing Brown­ing and Omar Khayyam he knew that she was too clev­er for him. And every time that he saw her at all he real­ized that she was too beau­ti­ful for him.

			You see, Pup­kin knew that he wasn’t a hero. When Zena would clasp her hands and talk rap­tur­ously about cru­saders and sol­diers and fire­men and her­oes gen­er­ally, Pup­kin knew just where he came in. Not in it, that was all. If a war could have broken out in Mari­posa, or the judge’s house been in­vaded by the Ger­mans, he might have had a chance, but as it was—hope­less.

			Then there was Zena’s fath­er. Heav­en knows Pup­kin tried hard to please the judge. He agreed with every the­ory that Judge Pep­per­leigh ad­vanced, and that took a pretty pli­able in­tel­lect in it­self. They de­nounced fe­male suf­frage one day and they fa­voured it the next. One day the judge would claim that the la­bour move­ment was eat­ing out the heart of the coun­try, and the next day he would hold that the hope of the world lay in the or­gan­iz­a­tion of the toil­ing masses. Pup­kin shif­ted his opin­ions like the glass in a kal­eido­scope. In­deed, the only things on which he was al­lowed to main­tain a stead­fast con­vic­tion were the pur­ity of the Con­ser­vat­ive party of Canada and the aw­ful wicked­ness of the re­call of judges.

			But with all that the judge was hardly civil to Pup­kin. He hadn’t asked him to the house till Zena brought him there, though, as a rule, all the bank clerks in Mari­posa treated Judge Pep­per­leigh’s premises as their own. He used to sit and sneer at Pup­kin after he had gone till Zena would throw down the Pi­on­eers of Tecum­seh Town­ship in a tem­per and flounce off the piazza to her room. After which the judge’s man­ner would change in­stantly and he would re­light his corn cob pipe and sit and pos­it­ively beam with con­tent­ment. In all of which there was some­thing so mys­ter­i­ous as to prove that Mr. Pup­kin’s chances were hope­less.

			Nor was that all of it. Pup­kin’s salary was eight hun­dred dol­lars a year and the Ex­change Bank lim­it for mar­riage was a thou­sand.

			I sup­pose you are aware of the grind­ing cap­it­al­ist­ic tyranny of the banks in Mari­posa whereby mar­riage is put bey­ond the reach of ever so many ma­ture and ex­per­i­enced men of nine­teen and twenty and twenty-one, who are com­pelled to go on eat­ing on a meal tick­et at the Mari­posa House and liv­ing over the bank to suit the whim of a group of cap­it­al­ists.

			Whenev­er Pup­kin thought of this two hun­dred dol­lars he un­der­stood all that it meant by so­cial un­rest. In fact, he in­ter­preted all forms of so­cial dis­con­tent in terms of it. Rus­si­an An­arch­ism, Ger­man So­cial­ism, the La­bour Move­ment, Henry George, Lloyd George—he un­der­stood the whole lot of them by think­ing of his two hun­dred dol­lars.

			When I tell you that at this peri­od Mr. Pup­kin read Mem­oirs of the Great Re­volu­tion­ists and even thought of blow­ing up Henry Mullins with dy­nam­ite, you can ap­pre­ci­ate his state of mind.

			

			But not even by all these hindrances and obstacles to his love for Zena Pep­per­leigh would Peter Pup­kin have been driv­en to com­mit sui­cide (oh, yes; he com­mit­ted it three times, as I’m go­ing to tell you), had it not been for an­oth­er thing that he knew stood once and for all and in cold real­ity between him and Zena.

			He felt it in a sort of way, as soon as he knew her. Each time that he tried to talk to her about his home and his fath­er and moth­er and found that some­thing held him back, he real­ized more and more the kind of thing that stood between them. Most of all did he real­ize it, with a sud­den sick­ness of heart, when he got word that his fath­er and moth­er wanted to come to Mari­posa to see him and he had all he could do to head them off from it.

			Why? Why stop them? The reas­on was, simple enough, that Pup­kin was ashamed of them, bit­terly ashamed. The pic­ture of his moth­er and fath­er turn­ing up in Mari­posa and be­ing seen by his friends there and go­ing up to the Pep­per­leigh’s house made him feel faint with shame.

			No, I don’t say it wasn’t wrong. It only shows what dif­fer­ence of for­tune, the dif­fer­ence of be­ing rich and be­ing poor, means in this world. You per­haps have been so lucky that you can­not ap­pre­ci­ate what it means to feel shame at the sta­tion of your own fath­er and moth­er. You think it doesn’t mat­ter, that hon­esty and kind­li­ness of heart are all that counts. That only shows that you have nev­er known some of the bitterest feel­ings of people less for­tu­nate than your­self.

			So it was with Mr. Pup­kin. When he thought of his fath­er and moth­er turn­ing up in Mari­posa, his face reddened with un­worthy shame.

			He could just pic­ture the scene! He could see them get­ting out of their Lim­ousine tour­ing car, with the chauf­feur hold­ing open the door for them, and his fath­er ask­ing for a suite of rooms—just think of it, a suite of rooms!—at the Mari­posa House.

			The very thought of it turned him ill.

			What! You have mis­taken my mean­ing? Ashamed of them be­cause they were poor? Good heav­ens, no, but be­cause they were rich! And not rich in the sense in which they use the term in Mari­posa, where a rich per­son merely means a man who has money enough to build a house with a piazza and to have everything he wants; but rich in the oth­er sense—mo­tor cars, Ritz ho­tels, steam yachts, sum­mer is­lands and all that sort of thing.

			Why, Pup­kin’s fath­er—what’s the use of try­ing to con­ceal it any longer?—was the seni­or part­ner in the law firm of Pup­kin, Pup­kin and Pup­kin. If you know the Mari­time Provinces at all, you’ve heard of the Pup­kins. The name is a house­hold word from Ched­abucto to Chidabecto. And, for the mat­ter of that, the law firm and the fact that Pup­kin seni­or had been an At­tor­ney Gen­er­al was the least part of it. At­tor­ney Gen­er­al! Why, there’s no money in that! It’s no bet­ter than the Sen­ate. No, no, Pup­kin seni­or, like so many law­yers, was prac­tic­ally a pro­moter, and he blew com­pan­ies like bubbles, and when he wasn’t in the Mari­time Provinces he was in Bo­ston and New York rais­ing money and float­ing loans, and when they had no money left in New York he floated it in Lon­don: and when he had it, he floated on top of it big rafts of lum­ber on the Mirami­chi and cod­fish on the Grand Banks and less­er fish in the Fundy Bay. You’ve heard per­haps of the Tid­al Trans­port­a­tion Com­pany, and Fundy Fish­er­ies Cor­por­a­tion, and the Paspe­bi­ac Pulp and Pa­per Un­lim­ited? Well, all of those were Pup­kin seni­or un­der oth­er names. So just ima­gine him in Mari­posa! Wouldn’t he be ut­terly fool­ish there? Just ima­gine him meet­ing Jim Eli­ot and treat­ing him like a drug­gist merely be­cause he ran a drug store! or speak­ing to Jef­fer­son Thorpe as if he were a barber simply be­cause he shaved for money! Why, a man like that could ru­in young Pup­kin in Mari­posa in half a day, and Pup­kin knew it.

			That wouldn’t mat­ter so much, but think of the Pep­per­leighs and Zena! Everything would be over with them at once. Pup­kin knew just what the judge thought of riches and lux­ur­ies. How of­ten had he heard the judge pass sen­tences of life im­pris­on­ment on Pier­pont Mor­gan and Mr. Rock­e­feller. How of­ten had Pup­kin heard him say that any man who re­ceived more than three thou­sand dol­lars a year (that was the ju­di­cial salary in the Miss­in­aba dis­trict) was a mere rob­ber, un­fit to shake the hand of an hon­est man. Bit­ter! I should think he was! He was not so bit­ter, per­haps, as Mr. Muddleson, the prin­cip­al of the Mari­posa high school, who said that any man who re­ceived more than fif­teen hun­dred dol­lars was a pub­lic en­emy. He was cer­tainly not so bit­ter as Tre­lawney, the post­mas­ter, who said that any man who got from so­ci­ety more than thir­teen hun­dred dol­lars (apart from a le­git­im­ate in­crease in re­cog­ni­tion of a suc­cess­ful elec­tion) was a danger to so­ci­ety. Still, he was bit­ter. They all were in Mari­posa. Pup­kin could just ima­gine how they would des­pise his fath­er!

			And Zena! That was the worst of all. How of­ten had, Pup­kin heard her say that she simply hated dia­monds wouldn’t wear them, des­pised them, wouldn’t give a thank you for a whole tiara of them! As for mo­tor cars and steam yachts—well, it was pretty plain that that sort of thing had no chance with Zena Pep­per­leigh. Why, she had told Pup­kin one night in the ca­noe that she would only marry a man who was poor and had his way to make and would hew down dif­fi­culties for her sake. And when Pup­kin couldn’t an­swer the ar­gu­ment she was quite cross and si­lent all the way home.

			

			What was Peter Pup­kin do­ing, then, at eight hun­dred dol­lars in a bank in Mari­posa? If you ask that, it means that you know noth­ing of the life of the Mari­time Provinces and the sturdy tem­per of the people. I sup­pose there are no people in the world who hate lux­ury and ex­tra­vag­ance and that sort of thing quite as much as the Mari­time Province people, and, of them, no one hated lux­ury more than Pup­kin seni­or.

			Don’t mis­take the man. He wore a long seal­skin coat in winter, yes; but mark you, not as a mat­ter of lux­ury, but merely as a ques­tion of his lungs. He smoked, I ad­mit it, a thirty-five cent ci­gar, not be­cause he pre­ferred it, but merely through a del­ic­acy of the thor­ax that made it im­per­at­ive. He drank cham­pagne at lunch, I con­cede the point, not in the least from the en­joy­ment of it, but simply on ac­count of a pe­cu­li­ar af­fec­tion of the tongue and lips that pos­it­ively dic­tated it. His own long­ing—and his wife shared it—was for the simple, simple life—an is­land some­where, with birds and trees. They had bought three or four is­lands—one in the St. Lawrence, and two in the Gulf, and one off the coast of Maine—look­ing for this sort of thing. Pup­kin seni­or of­ten said that he wanted to have some place that would re­mind him of the little old farm up the Aroostook where he was brought up. He of­ten bought little old farms, just to try them, but they al­ways turned out to be so near a city that he cut them in­to real es­tate lots, without even hav­ing had time to look at them.

			But—and this is where the em­phas­is lay—in the mat­ter of lux­ury for his only son, Peter, Pup­kin seni­or was a Mari­time Province man right to the core, with all the hardi­hood of the United Em­pire Loy­al­ists in­grained in him. No lux­ury for that boy! No, sir! From his child­hood, Pup­kin seni­or had un­der­taken, at the least sign of lux­ury, to “tan it out of him,” after the fash­ion still in vogue in the provinces. Then he sent him to an old-fash­ioned school to get it “thumped out of him,” and after that he had put him for a year on a Nova Sco­tia schoon­er to get it “knocked out of him.” If, after all that, young Pup­kin, even when he came to Mari­posa, wore cameo pins and daf­fodil blazers, and broke out in­to ribbed silk saf­fron ties on pay day, it only shows that the old Adam still needs fur­ther tan­ning even in the Mari­time Provinces.

			Young Pup­kin, of course, was to have gone in­to law. That was his fath­er’s cher­ished dream and would have made the firm Pup­kin, Pup­kin, Pup­kin, and Pup­kin, as it ought to have been. But young Peter was kept out of the law by the fool sys­tem of ex­am­in­a­tions de­vised since his fath­er’s time. Hence there was noth­ing for it but to sling him in­to a bank; “sling him” was, I think, the ex­pres­sion. So his fath­er de­cided that if Pup­kin was to be slung, he should be slung good and far—clean in­to Canada (you know the way they use that word in the Mari­time Provinces). And to sling Pup­kin he called in the ser­vices of an old friend, a man after his own heart, just as vi­ol­ent as him­self, who used to be at the law school in the city with Pup­kin seni­or thirty years ago. So this friend, who happened to live in Mari­posa, and who was a vi­ol­ent man, said at once: “Ed­ward, by Je­hoshaphat! send the boy up here.”

			So that is how Pup­kin came to Mari­posa. And if, when he got there, his fath­er’s friend gave no sign, and treated the boy with rough­ness and in­ci­vil­ity, that may have been, for all I know, a con­tinu­ation of the “tan­ning” pro­cess of the Mari­time people.

			Did I men­tion that the Pep­per­leigh fam­ily, gen­er­a­tions ago, had taken up land near the Aroostook, and that it was from there the judge’s fath­er came to Tecum­seh town­ship? Per­haps not, but it doesn’t mat­ter.

			But surely after such re­min­is­cences as these the aw­ful things that are im­pend­ing over Mr. Pup­kin must be kept for an­oth­er chapter.

		
	
		
			
				IX

				The Mari­posa Bank Mys­tery

			
			Sui­cide is a thing that ought not to be com­mit­ted without very care­ful thought. It of­ten in­volves ser­i­ous con­sequences, and in some cases brings pain to oth­ers than one­self.

			I don’t say that there is no jus­ti­fic­a­tion for it. There of­ten is. Any­body who has listened to cer­tain kinds of mu­sic, or read cer­tain kinds of po­etry, or heard cer­tain kinds of per­form­ances upon the con­cer­tina, will ad­mit that there are some lives which ought not to be con­tin­ued, and that even sui­cide has its bright­er as­pects.

			But to com­mit sui­cide on grounds of love is at the best a very du­bi­ous ex­per­i­ment. I know that in this I am ex­press­ing an opin­ion con­trary to that of most true lov­ers who em­brace sui­cide on the slight­est pro­voca­tion as the only hon­our­able ter­min­a­tion of an ex­ist­ence that nev­er ought to have be­gun.

			I quite ad­mit that there is a glam­our and a sen­sa­tion about the thing which has its charm, and that there is noth­ing like it for caus­ing a girl to real­ize the value of the heart that she has broken and which breathed for­give­ness upon her at the very mo­ment when it held in its hand the half-pint of prus­sic acid that was to ter­min­ate its beat­ing forever.

			But apart from the gen­er­al mer­its of the ques­tion, I sup­pose there are few people, out­side of lov­ers, who know what it is to com­mit sui­cide four times in five weeks.

			Yet this was what happened to Mr. Pup­kin, of the Ex­change Bank of Mari­posa.

			Ever since he had known Zena Pep­per­leigh he had real­ized that his love for her was hope­less. She was too beau­ti­ful for him and too good for him; her fath­er hated him and her moth­er des­pised him; his salary was too small and his own people were too rich.

			If you add to all that that he came up to the judge’s house one night and found a poet re­cit­ing verses to Zena, you will un­der­stand the sui­cide at once. It was one of those reg­u­lar po­ets with a sol­emn jack­ass face, and lank par­ted hair and eyes like puddles of molasses. I don’t know how he came there—up from the city, prob­ably—but there he was on the Pep­per­leighs’ ver­andah that Au­gust even­ing. He was re­cit­ing po­etry—either Tennyson’s or Shel­ley’s, or his own, you couldn’t tell—and about him sat Zena with her hands clasped and Nora Galla­gh­er look­ing at the sky and Jocelyn Drone gaz­ing in­to in­fin­ity, and a little tubby wo­man look­ing at the poet with her head fall­ing over side­ways—in fact, there was a whole group of them.

			

			I don’t know what it is about po­ets that draws wo­men to them in this way. But every­body knows that a poet has only to sit and saw the air with his hands and re­cite verses in a deep stu­pid voice, and all the wo­men are crazy over him. Men des­pise him and would kick him off the ver­andah if they dared, but the wo­men simply rave over him.

			So Pup­kin sat there in the gloom and listened to this poet re­cit­ing Brown­ing and he real­ized that every­body un­der­stood it but him. He could see Zena with her eyes fixed on the poet as if she were hanging on to every syl­lable (she was; she needed to), and he stood it just about fif­teen minutes and then slid off the side of the ver­andah and dis­ap­peared without even say­ing good night.

			He walked straight down Oneida Street and along the Main Street just as hard as he could go. There was only one pur­pose in his mind—sui­cide. He was head­ing straight for Jim Eli­ot’s drug store on the main corner and his idea was to buy a drink of chlo­ro­form and drink it and die right there on the spot.

			As Pup­kin walked down the street, the whole thing was so vivid in his mind that he could pic­ture it to the re­motest de­tail. He could even see it all in type, in big head­ings in the news­pa­pers of the fol­low­ing day:

			
				
					Ap­palling sui­cide.

					Peter Pup­kin poisoned.
				

			

			He per­haps hoped that the thing might lead to some kind of pub­lic en­quiry and that the ques­tion of Brown­ing’s po­etry and wheth­er it is al­to­geth­er fair to al­low of its gen­er­al cir­cu­la­tion would be fully vent­il­ated in the news­pa­pers.

			Think­ing of that, Pup­kin came to the main corner.

			On a warm Au­gust even­ing the drug store of Mari­posa, as you know, is all a blaze of lights. You can hear the hiss­ing of the soda wa­ter foun­tain half a block away, and in­side the store there are ever so many people—boys and girls and old people too—all drink­ing sar­sa­parilla and chocol­ate sundaes and lem­on sours and foam­ing drinks that you take out of long straws. There is such a laugh­ing and a talk­ing as you nev­er heard, and the girls are all in white and pink and cam­bridge blue, and the soda foun­tain is of white marble with sil­ver taps, and it hisses and sput­ters, and Jim Eli­ot and his as­sist­ant wear white coats with red gerani­ums in them, and it’s just as gay as gay.

			The foy­er of the op­era in Par­is may be a fine sight, but I doubt if it can com­pare with the in­side of Eli­ot’s drug store in Mari­posa—for real gaiety and joy of liv­ing.

			This night the store was es­pe­cially crowded be­cause it was a Sat­urday and that meant early clos­ing for all the ho­tels, ex­cept, of course, Smith’s. So as the ho­tels were shut, the people were all in the drug store, drink­ing like fishes. It just shows the folly of Loc­al Op­tion and the Tem­per­ance Move­ment and all that. Why, if you shut the ho­tels you simply drive the people to the soda foun­tains and there’s more drink­ing than ever, and not only of the men, too, but the girls and young boys and chil­dren. I’ve seen little things of eight and nine that had to be lif­ted up on the high stools at Eli­ot’s drug store, drink­ing great gob­lets of lem­on soda, enough to burst them—brought there by their own fath­ers, and why? Simply be­cause the hotel bars were shut.

			What’s the use of think­ing you can stop people drink­ing merely by cut­ting off whis­key and brandy? The only ef­fect is to drive them to tak­ing lem­on sour and sar­sa­parilla and cherry pec­tor­al and caroka cor­di­al and things they wouldn’t have touched be­fore. So in the long run they drink more than ever. The point is that you can’t pre­vent people hav­ing a good time, no mat­ter how hard you try. If they can’t have it with la­ger beer and brandy, they’ll have it with plain soda and lem­on pop, and so the whole gloomy scheme of the tem­per­ance people breaks down, any­way.

			But I was only say­ing that Eli­ot’s drug store in Mari­posa on a Sat­urday night is the gay­est and bright­est spot in the world.

			And just ima­gine what a fool of a place to com­mit sui­cide in!

			Just ima­gine go­ing up to the soda wa­ter foun­tain and ask­ing for five cents’ worth of chlo­ro­form and soda! Well, you simply can’t, that’s all.

			That’s the way Pup­kin found it. You see, as soon as he came in, some­body called out: “Hello, Pete!” and one or two oth­ers called: “Hullo, Pup!” and some said: “How goes it?” and oth­ers: “How are you tough­ing it?” and so on, be­cause you see they had all been drink­ing more or less and nat­ur­ally they felt jolly and glad-hearted.

			So the up­shot of it was that in­stead of tak­ing chlo­ro­form, Pup­kin stepped up to the counter of the foun­tain and he had a bromo-seltzer with cherry soda, and after that he had one of those aer­ated seltzers, and then a couple of lem­on seltzers and a bromo-phizzer.

			I don’t know if you know the men­tal ef­fect of a bromo-seltzer.

			But it’s a hard thing to com­mit sui­cide on.

			You can’t.

			You feel so buoy­ant.

			Any­way, what with the phizz­ing of the seltzer and the lights and the girls, Pup­kin began to feel so fine that he didn’t care a cuss for all the Brown­ing in the world, and as for the poet—oh, to blazes with him! What’s po­etry, any­way?—only rhymes.

			So, would you be­lieve it, in about ten minutes Peter Pup­kin was off again and head­ing straight for the Pep­per­leighs’ house, poet or no poet, and, what was more to the point, he car­ried with him three great bricks of Eli­ot’s ice cream—in green, pink and brown lay­ers. He struck the ver­andah just at the mo­ment when Brown­ing was get­ting too stale and dreary for words. His brain was all sizz­ling and jolly with the bromo-seltzer, and when he fetched out the ice cream bricks and Zena ran to get plates and spoons to eat it with, and Pup­kin went with her to help fetch them and they picked out the spoons to­geth­er, they were so laugh­ing and happy that it was just a mar­vel. Girls, you know, need no bromo-seltzer. They’re full of it all the time.

			And as for the poet—well, can you ima­gine how Pup­kin felt when Zena told him that the poet was mar­ried, and that the tubby little wo­man with her head on side­ways was his wife?

			So they had the ice cream, and the poet ate it in buck­ets­ful. Po­ets al­ways do. They need it. And after it the poet re­cited some stan­zas of his own and Pup­kin saw that he had mis­judged the man, be­cause it was dandy po­etry, the very best. That night Pup­kin walked home on air and there was no thought of chlo­ro­form, and it turned out that he hadn’t com­mit­ted sui­cide, but like all lov­ers he had com­muted it.

			

			I don’t need to de­scribe in full the later sui­cides of Mr. Pup­kin, be­cause they were all con­duc­ted on the same plan and res­ted on some­thing the same reas­ons as above.

			Some­times he would go down at night to the of­fices of the bank be­low his bed­room and bring up his bank re­volver in or­der to make an end of him­self with it. This, too, he could see headed up in the news­pa­pers as:

			
				
					Bril­liant boy banker blows out brains.
				

			

			But blow­ing your brains out is a noisy, rack­ety per­form­ance, and Pup­kin soon found that only spe­cial kinds of brains are suited for it. So he al­ways sneaked back again later in the night and put the re­volver in its place, de­cid­ing to drown him­self in­stead. Yet every time that he walked down to the Trestle Bridge over the Ossawippi he found it was quite un­suit­able for drown­ing—too high, and the wa­ter too swift and black, and the rushes too grue­some—in fact, not at all the kind of place for a drown­ing.

			Far bet­ter, he real­ized, to wait there on the rail­road track and throw him­self un­der the wheels of the ex­press and be done with it. Yet, though Pup­kin of­ten waited in this way for the train, he was nev­er able to pick out a pair of wheels that suited him. Any­how, it’s aw­fully hard to tell an ex­press from a fast freight.

			I wouldn’t men­tion these at­tempts at sui­cide if one of them hadn’t fi­nally cul­min­ated in mak­ing Peter Pup­kin a hero and solv­ing for him the whole per­plexed en­tan­gle­ment of his love af­fair with Zena Pep­per­leigh. In­cid­ent­ally it threw him in­to the very centre of one of the most im­pen­et­rable bank mys­ter­ies that ever baffled the in­genu­ity of some of the finest leg­al tal­ent that ever ad­orned one of the most en­ter­pris­ing com­munit­ies in the coun­try.

			It happened one night, as I say, that Pup­kin de­cided to go down in­to the of­fice of the bank and get his re­volver and see if it would blow his brains out. It was the night of the Fire­men’s Ball and Zena had danced four times with a vis­it­or from the city, a man who was in the fourth year at the Uni­ver­sity and who knew everything. It was more than Peter Pup­kin could bear. Mal­lory Tomp­kins was away that night, and when Pup­kin came home he was all alone in the build­ing, ex­cept for Gil­lis, the care­taker, who lived in the ex­ten­sion at the back.

			He sat in his room for hours brood­ing. Two or three times he picked up a book—he re­membered af­ter­wards dis­tinctly that it was Kant’s Cri­tique of Pure Reas­on—and tried to read it, but it seemed mean­ing­less and trivi­al. Then with a sud­den ac­cess of res­ol­u­tion he star­ted from his chair and made his way down the stairs and in­to the of­fice room of the bank, mean­ing to get a re­volver and kill him­self on the spot and let them find his body ly­ing on the floor.

			It was then far on in the night and the empty build­ing of the bank was as still as death. Pup­kin could hear the stairs creak un­der his feet, and as he went he thought he heard an­oth­er sound like the open­ing or clos­ing of a door. But it soun­ded not like the sharp or­din­ary noise of a clos­ing door but with a dull muffled noise as if someone had shut the iron door of a safe in a room un­der the ground. For a mo­ment Pup­kin stood and listened with his heart thump­ing against his ribs. Then he kicked his slip­pers from his feet and without a sound stole in­to the of­fice on the ground floor and took the re­volver from his tell­er’s desk. As he gripped it, he listened to the sounds on the back-stair­way and in the vaults be­low.

			I should ex­plain that in the Ex­change Bank of Mari­posa the of­fices are on the ground floor level with the street. Be­low this is an­oth­er floor with low dark rooms paved with flag­stones, with un­used of­fice desks and with piles of pa­pers stored in boxes. On this floor are the vaults of the bank, and ly­ing in them in the au­tumn—the grain sea­son—there is any­thing from fifty to a hun­dred thou­sand dol­lars in cur­rency tied in bundles. There is no oth­er light down there than the dim re­flec­tion from the lights out on the street, that lies in patches on the stone floor.

			I think as Peter Pup­kin stood, re­volver in hand, in the of­fice of the bank, he had for­got­ten all about the maudlin pur­pose of his first com­ing. He had for­got­ten for the mo­ment all about her­oes and love af­fairs, and his whole mind was fo­cused, sharp and alert, with the in­tens­ity of the night­time, on the sounds that he heard in the vault and on the back stair­way of the bank.

			Straight away, Pup­kin knew what it meant as plainly as if it were writ­ten in print. He had for­got­ten, I say, about be­ing a hero and he only knew that there was sixty thou­sand dol­lars in the vault of the bank be­low, and that he was paid eight hun­dred dol­lars a year to look after it.

			As Peter Pup­kin stood there listen­ing to the sounds in his stockinged feet, his faced showed grey as ashes in the light that fell through the win­dow from the street. His heart beat like a ham­mer against his ribs. But be­hind its beat­ings was the blood of four gen­er­a­tions of Loy­al­ists, and the rob­ber who would take that sixty thou­sand dol­lars from the Mari­posa bank must take it over the dead body of Peter Pup­kin, tell­er.

			

			Pup­kin walked down the stairs to the lower room, the one be­low the ground with the bank vault in it, with as fine a step as any of his an­cest­ors showed on parade. And if he had known it, as he came down the stair­way in the front of the vault room, there was a man crouched in the shad­ow of the pas­sage way by the stairs at the back. This man, too, held a re­volver in his hand, and, crim­in­al or not, his face was as res­ol­ute as Pup­kin’s own. As he heard the tell­er’s step on the stair, he turned and waited in the shad­ow of the door­way without a sound.

			There is no need really to men­tion all these de­tails. They are only of in­terest as show­ing how some­times a bank tell­er in a cor­ded smoking jack­et and stockinged feet may be turned in­to such a hero as even the Mari­posa girls might dream about.

			All of this must have happened at about three o’clock in the night. This much was es­tab­lished af­ter­wards from the evid­ence of Gil­lis, the care­taker. When he first heard the sounds he had looked at his watch and no­ticed that it was half past two; the watch he knew was three-quar­ters of an hour slow three days be­fore and had been gain­ing since. The ex­act time at which Gil­lis heard foot­steps in the bank and star­ted down­stairs, pis­tol in hand, be­came a nice point af­ter­wards in the cross-ex­am­in­a­tion.

			But one must not an­ti­cip­ate. Pup­kin reached the iron door of the bank safe, and knelt in front of it, feel­ing in the dark to find the frac­ture of the lock. As he knelt, he heard a sound be­hind him, and swung round on his knees and saw the bank rob­ber in the half light of the pas­sage way and the glit­ter of a pis­tol in his hand. The rest was over in an in­stant. Pup­kin heard a voice that was his own, but that soun­ded strange and hol­low, call out: “Drop that, or I’ll fire!” and then just as he raised his re­volver, there came a blind­ing flash of light be­fore his eyes, and Peter Pup­kin, ju­ni­or tell­er of the bank, fell for­ward on the floor and knew no more.

			

			At that point, of course, I ought to close down a chapter, or volume, or, at least, strike the read­er over the head with a sand­bag to force him to stop and think. In com­mon fair­ness one ought to stop here and count a hun­dred or get up and walk round a block, or, at any rate, pic­ture to one­self Peter Pup­kin ly­ing on the floor of the bank, mo­tion­less, his arms dis­ten­ded, the re­volver still grasped in his hand. But I must go on.

			By half past sev­en on the fol­low­ing morn­ing it was known all over Mari­posa that Peter Pup­kin the ju­ni­or tell­er of the Ex­change had been shot dead by a bank rob­ber in the vault of the build­ing. It was known also that Gil­lis, the care­taker, had been shot and killed at the foot of the stairs, and that the rob­ber had made off with fifty thou­sand dol­lars in cur­rency; that he had left a trail of blood on the side­walk and that the men were out track­ing him with blood­hounds in the great swamps to the north of the town.

			This, I say, and it is im­port­ant to note it, was what they knew at half past sev­en. Of course as each hour went past they learned more and more. At eight o’clock it was known that Pup­kin was not dead, but dan­ger­ously wounded in the lungs. At eight thirty it was known that he was not shot in the lungs, but that the ball had tra­versed the pit of his stom­ach.

			At nine o’clock it was learned that the pit of Pup­kin’s stom­ach was all right, but that the bul­let had struck his right ear and car­ried it away. Fi­nally it was learned that his ear had not ex­actly been car­ried away, that is, not pre­cisely re­moved by the bul­let, but that it had grazed Pup­kin’s head in such a way that it had stunned him, and if it had been an inch or two more to the left it might have reached his brain. This, of course, was just as good as be­ing killed from the point of view of pub­lic in­terest.

			In­deed, by nine o’clock Pup­kin could be him­self seen on the Main Street with a great band­age side­ways on his head, point­ing out the traces of the rob­ber. Gil­lis, the care­taker, too, it was known by eight, had not been killed. He had been shot through the brain, but wheth­er the in­jury was ser­i­ous or not was only a mat­ter of con­jec­ture. In fact, by ten o’clock it was un­der­stood that the bul­let from the rob­ber’s second shot had grazed the side of the care­taker’s head, but as far as could be known his brain was just as be­fore. I should add that the first re­port about the blood­stains and the swamp and the blood­hounds turned out to be in­ac­cur­ate. The stains may have been blood, but as they led to the cel­lar way of Net­ley’s store they may have also been molasses, though it was ar­gued, to be sure, that the rob­ber might well have poured molasses over the blood­stains from sheer cun­ning.

			It was re­membered, too, that there were no blood­hounds in Mari­posa, al­though, mind you, there are any amount of dogs there.

			So you see that by ten o’clock in the morn­ing the whole af­fair was set­tling in­to the im­pen­et­rable mys­tery which it ever since re­mained.

			Not that there wasn’t evid­ence enough. There was Pup­kin’s own story and Gil­lis’s story, and the stor­ies of all the people who had heard the shots and seen the rob­ber (some said, the bunch of rob­bers) go run­ning past (oth­ers said, walk­ing past), in the night. Ap­par­ently the rob­ber ran up and down half the streets of Mari­posa be­fore he van­ished.

			But the stor­ies of Pup­kin and Gil­lis were plain enough. Pup­kin re­lated that he heard sounds in the bank and came down­stairs just in time to see the rob­ber crouch­ing in the pas­sage way, and that the rob­ber was a large, hulk­ing, vil­lain­ous look­ing man, wear­ing a heavy coat. Gil­lis told ex­actly the same story, hav­ing heard the noises at the same time, ex­cept that he first de­scribed the rob­ber as a small thin fel­low (pe­cu­li­arly vil­lain­ous look­ing, how­ever, even in the dark), wear­ing a short jack­et; but on think­ing it over, Gil­lis real­ized that he had been wrong about the size of the crim­in­al, and that he was even big­ger, if any­thing, than what Mr. Pup­kin thought. Gil­lis had fired at the rob­ber; just at the same mo­ment had Mr. Pup­kin.

			Bey­ond that, all was mys­tery, ab­so­lute and im­pen­et­rable.

			By el­ev­en o’clock the de­tect­ives had come up from the city un­der or­ders from the head of the bank.

			

			I wish you could have seen the two de­tect­ives as they moved to and fro in Mari­posa—fine look­ing, stern, im­pen­et­rable men that they were. They seemed to take in the whole town by in­stinct and so quietly. They found their way to Mr. Smith’s Hotel just as quietly as if it wasn’t design at all and stood there at the bar, pick­ing up scraps of con­ver­sa­tion—you know the way de­tect­ives do it. Oc­ca­sion­ally they al­lowed one or two bystand­ers—con­fed­er­ates, per­haps—to buy a drink for them, and you could see from the way they drank it that they were still listen­ing for a clue. If there had been the faintest clue in Smith’s Hotel or in the Mari­posa House or in the Con­tin­ent­al, those fel­lows would have been at it like a flash.

			To see them mov­ing round the town that day—si­lent, massive, im­per­turb­able—gave one a great idea of their strange, dan­ger­ous call­ing. They went about the town all day and yet in such a quiet pe­cu­li­ar way that you couldn’t have real­ized that they were work­ing at all. They ate their din­ner to­geth­er at Smith’s café and took an hour and a half over it to throw people off the scent. Then when they got them off it, they sat and talked with Josh Smith in the back bar to keep them off. Mr. Smith seemed to take to them right away. They were men of his own size, or near it, and any­way hotel men and de­tect­ives have a gen­er­al af­fin­ity and share in the same im­pen­et­rable si­lence and in their con­fid­en­tial know­ledge of the weak­nesses of the pub­lic.

			Mr. Smith, too, was of great use to the de­tect­ives. “Boys,” he said, “I wouldn’t ask too close as to what folks was out late at night: in this town it don’t do.”

			When those two great brains fi­nally left for the city on the five-thirty, it was hard to real­ize that be­hind each grand, im­pass­ible face a per­fect vor­tex of clues was seeth­ing.

			But if the de­tect­ives were her­oes, what was Pup­kin? Ima­gine him with his band­age on his head stand­ing in front of the bank and talk­ing of the mid­night rob­bery with that pe­cu­li­ar false mod­esty that only her­oes are en­titled to use.

			I don’t know wheth­er you have ever been a hero, but for sheer ex­hil­ar­a­tion there is noth­ing like it. And for Mr. Pup­kin, who had gone through life think­ing him­self no good, to be sud­denly ex­al­ted in­to the class of Na­po­leon Bona­parte and John Maynard and the Charge of the Light Bri­gade—oh, it was won­der­ful. Be­cause Pup­kin was a brave man now and he knew it and ac­quired with it all the brave man’s mod­esty. In fact, I be­lieve he was heard to say that he had only done his duty, and that what he did was what any oth­er man would have done: though when some­body else said: “That’s so, when you come to think of it,” Pup­kin turned on him that quiet look of the wounded hero, bit­ter­er than words.

			And if Pup­kin had known that all of the af­ter­noon pa­pers in the city re­por­ted him dead, he would have felt more lux­uri­ous still.

			That af­ter­noon the Mari­posa court sat in en­quiry—tech­nic­ally it was summoned in in­quest on the dead rob­ber—though they hadn’t found the body—and it was won­der­ful to see them lin­ing up the wit­nesses and hold­ing cross-ex­am­in­a­tions. There is some­thing in the cross-ex­am­in­a­tion of great crim­in­al law­yers like Nivens, of Mari­posa, and in the counter ex­am­in­a­tions of presid­ing judges like Pep­per­leigh that thrills you to the core with the as­tute­ness of it.

			They had Henry Mullins, the man­ager, on the stand for an hour and a half, and the ex­cite­ment was so breath­less that you could have heard a pin drop. Nivens took him on first.

			“What is your name?” he said.

			“Henry Au­gust Mullins.”

			“What po­s­i­tion do you hold?”

			“I am man­ager of the Ex­change Bank.”

			“When were you born?”

			“Decem­ber 30, 1869.”

			After that, Nivens stood look­ing quietly at Mullins. You could feel that he was think­ing pretty deeply be­fore he shot the next ques­tion at him.

			“Where did you go to school?”

			Mullins answered straight off: “The high school down home,” and Nivens thought again for a while and then asked:

			“How many boys were at the school?”

			“About sixty.”

			“How many mas­ters?”

			“About three.”

			After that Nivens paused a long while and seemed to be di­gest­ing the evid­ence, but at last an idea seemed to strike him and he said:

			“I un­der­stand you were not on the bank premises last night. Where were you?”

			“Down the lake duck shoot­ing.”

			You should have seen the ex­cite­ment in the court when Mullins said this. The judge leaned for­ward in his chair and broke in at once.

			“Did you get any, Harry?” he asked.

			“Yes,” Mullins said, “about six.”

			“Where did you get them? What? In the wild rice marsh past the river? You don’t say so! Did you get them on the sit or how?”

			All of these ques­tions were fired off at the wit­ness from the court in a single breath. In fact, it was the know­ledge that the first ducks of the sea­son had been seen in the Ossawippi marsh that led to the ter­min­a­tion of the pro­ceed­ings be­fore the af­ter­noon was a quarter over. Mullins and George Duff and half the wit­nesses were off with shot­guns as soon as the court was cleared.

			

			I may as well state at once that the full story of the rob­bery of the bank of Mari­posa nev­er came to the light. A num­ber of ar­rests—mostly of vag­rants and sus­pi­cious char­ac­ters—were made, but the guilt of the rob­bery was nev­er brought home to them. One man was ar­res­ted twenty miles away, at the oth­er end of Miss­in­aba county, who not only cor­res­pon­ded ex­actly with the de­scrip­tion of the rob­ber, but, in ad­di­tion to this, had a wooden leg. Vag­rants with one leg are al­ways re­garded with sus­pi­cion in places like Mari­posa, and whenev­er a rob­bery or a murder hap­pens they are ar­res­ted in batches.

			It was nev­er even known just how much money was stolen from the bank. Some people said ten thou­sand dol­lars, oth­ers more. The bank, no doubt for busi­ness motives, claimed that the con­tents of the safe were in­tact and that the rob­ber had been foiled in his design.

			But none of this mat­ters to the ex­al­ta­tion of Mr. Pup­kin. Good for­tune, like bad, nev­er comes in small in­stal­ments. On that won­der­ful day, every good thing happened to Peter Pup­kin at once. The morn­ing saw him a hero. At the sit­ting of the court, the judge pub­licly told him that his con­duct was fit to rank among the an­nals of the pi­on­eers of Tecum­seh Town­ship, and asked him to his house for sup­per. At five o’clock he re­ceived the tele­gram of pro­mo­tion from the head of­fice that raised his salary to a thou­sand dol­lars, and made him not only a hero but a mar­riage­able man. At six o’clock he star­ted up to the judge’s house with his res­ol­u­tion nerved to the most mo­ment­ous step of his life.

			His mind was made up.

			He would do a thing sel­dom if ever done in Mari­posa. He would pro­pose to Zena Pep­per­leigh. In Mari­posa this kind of step, I say, is sel­dom taken. The course of love runs on and on through all its stages of ten­nis play­ing and dan­cing and sleigh rid­ing, till by sheer no­tori­ety of cir­cum­stance an un­der­stand­ing is reached. To pro­pose straight out would be thought prig­gish and af­fected and is sup­posed to be­long only to people in books.

			But Pup­kin felt that what or­din­ary people dare not do, her­oes are al­lowed to at­tempt. He would pro­pose to Zena, and more than that, he would tell her in a straight, manly way that he was rich and take the con­sequences.

			And he did it.

			That night on the piazza, where the ham­mock hangs in the shad­ow of the Vir­gin­ia creep­er, he did it. By sheer good luck the judge had gone in­doors to the lib­rary, and by a piece of rare good for­tune Mrs. Pep­per­leigh had gone in­doors to the sew­ing room, and by a happy trick of co­in­cid­ence the ser­vant was out and the dog was tied up—in fact, no such chain of cir­cum­stances was ever offered in fa­vour of mor­tal man be­fore.

			What Zena said—bey­ond say­ing yes—I do not know. I am sure that when Pup­kin told her of the money, she bore up as bravely as so fine a girl as Zena would, and when he spoke of dia­monds she said she would wear them for his sake.

			They were say­ing these things and oth­er things—ever so many oth­er things—when there was such a roar and a clat­ter up Oneida Street as you nev­er heard, and there came bound­ing up to the house one of the most mar­vel­lous Lim­ousine tour­ing cars that ever drew up at the home of a judge on a mod­est salary of three thou­sand dol­lars. When it stopped there sprang from it an ex­cited man in a long seal­skin coat—worn not for the lux­ury of it at all but from the sheer chil­li­ness of the au­tumn even­ing. And it was, as of course you know, Pup­kin’s fath­er. He had seen the news of his son’s death in the even­ing pa­per in the city. They drove the car through, so the chauf­feur said, in two hours and a quarter, and be­hind them there was to fol­low a spe­cial train­load of de­tect­ives and emer­gency men, but Pup­kin seni­or had can­celled all that by tele­gram halfway up when he heard that Peter was still liv­ing.

			For a mo­ment as his eye res­ted on young Pup­kin you would al­most have ima­gined, had you not known that he came from the Mari­time Provinces, that there were tears in them and that he was about to hug his son to his heart. But if he didn’t hug Peter to his heart, he cer­tainly did with­in a few mo­ments clasp Zena to it, in that fine fath­erly way in which they clasp pretty girls in the Mari­time Provinces. The strangest thing is that Pup­kin seni­or seemed to un­der­stand the whole situ­ation without any ex­plan­a­tions at all.

			Judge Pep­per­leigh, I think, would have shaken both of Pup­kin seni­or’s arms off when he saw him; and when you heard them call one an­oth­er “Ned” and “Phil­lip” it made you feel that they were boys again at­tend­ing classes to­geth­er at the old law school in the city.

			If Pup­kin thought that his fath­er wouldn’t make a hit in Mari­posa, it only showed his ig­nor­ance. Pup­kin seni­or sat there on the judge’s ver­andah smoking a corn cob pipe as if he had nev­er heard of Havana ci­gars in his life. In the three days that he spent in Mari­posa that au­tumn, he went in and out of Jeff Thorpe’s barber shop and Eli­ot’s drug store, shot black ducks in the marsh and played poker every even­ing at a hun­dred matches for a cent as if he had nev­er lived any oth­er life in all his days. They had to send him tele­grams enough to fill a satchel to make him come away.

			So Pup­kin and Zena in due course of time were mar­ried, and went to live in one of the en­chanted houses on the hill­side in the new­er part of the town, where you may find them to this day.

			You may see Pup­kin there at any time cut­ting en­chanted grass on a little lawn in as gaudy a blazer as ever.

			But if you step up to speak to him or walk with him in­to the en­chanted house, pray mod­u­late your voice a little mu­sic­al though it is—for there is said to be an en­chanted baby on the premises whose sleep must not lightly be dis­turbed.

		
	
		
			
				X

				The Great Elec­tion in Miss­in­aba County

			
			Don’t ask me what elec­tion it was, wheth­er Domin­ion or Pro­vin­cial or Im­per­i­al or Uni­ver­sal, for I scarcely know.

			It must, of course, have been go­ing on in oth­er parts of the coun­try as well, but I saw it all from Miss­in­aba County which, with the town of Mari­posa, was, of course, the storm centre and fo­cus point of the whole tur­moil.

			I only know that it was a huge elec­tion and that on it turned is­sues of the most tre­mend­ous im­port­ance, such as wheth­er or not Mari­posa should be­come part of the United States, and wheth­er the flag that had waved over the school house at Tecum­seh Town­ship for ten cen­tur­ies should be trampled un­der the hoof of an ali­en in­vader, and wheth­er Bri­tons should be slaves, and wheth­er Ca­na­dians should be Bri­tons, and wheth­er the farm­ing class would prove them­selves Ca­na­dians, and tre­mend­ous ques­tions of that kind.

			And there was such a roar and a tu­mult to it, and such a wav­ing of flags and beat­ing of drums and flar­ing of torch­lights that such parts of the elec­tion as may have been go­ing on else­where than in Miss­in­aba county must have been quite un­im­port­ant and didn’t really mat­ter.

			Now that it is all over, we can look back at it without heat or pas­sion. We can see—it’s plain enough now—that in the great elec­tion Canada saved the Brit­ish Em­pire, and that Miss­in­aba saved Canada and that the vote of the Third Con­ces­sion of Tecum­seh Town­ship saved Miss­in­aba County, and that those of us who car­ried the third con­ces­sion—well, there’s no need to push it fur­ther. We prefer to be mod­est about it. If we still speak of it, it is only quietly and simply and not more than three or four times a day.

			But you can’t un­der­stand the elec­tion at all, and the con­ven­tions and the cam­paigns and the nom­in­a­tions and the bal­lot­ing, un­less you first ap­pre­ci­ate the pe­cu­li­ar com­plex­ion of polit­ics in Mari­posa.

			Let me be­gin at the be­gin­ning. Every­body in Mari­posa is either a Lib­er­al or a Con­ser­vat­ive or else is both. Some of the people are or have been Lib­er­als or Con­ser­vat­ives all their lives and are called dyed-in-the-wool Grits or old-time Tor­ies and things of that sort. These people get from long train­ing such a swift pen­et­rat­ing in­sight in­to na­tion­al is­sues that they can de­cide the most com­plic­ated ques­tion in four seconds: in fact, just as soon as they grab the city pa­pers out of the morn­ing mail, they know the whole solu­tion of any prob­lem you can put to them. There are oth­er people whose aim it is to be broad-minded and ju­di­cious and who vote Lib­er­al or Con­ser­vat­ive ac­cord­ing to their judg­ment of the ques­tions of the day. If their judg­ment of these ques­tions tells them that there is some­thing in it for them in vot­ing Lib­er­al, then they do so. But if not, they re­fuse to be the slaves of a party or the hench­men of any polit­ic­al lead­er. So that any­body look­ing for henches has got to keep away from them.

			But the one thing that nobody is al­lowed to do in Mari­posa is to have no polit­ics. Of course there are al­ways some people whose cir­cum­stances com­pel them to say that they have no polit­ics. But that is eas­ily un­der­stood. Take the case of Tre­lawney, the post­mas­ter. Long ago he was a let­ter car­ri­er un­der the old Mack­en­zie Gov­ern­ment, and later he was a let­ter sort­er un­der the old Mac­don­ald Gov­ern­ment, and after that a let­ter stamper un­der the old Tup­per Gov­ern­ment, and so on. Tre­lawney al­ways says that he has no polit­ics, but the truth is that he has too many.

			So, too, with the clergy in Mari­posa. They have no polit­ics—ab­so­lutely none. Yet Dean Drone round elec­tion time al­ways an­nounces as his text such a verse as: “Lo! is there not one right­eous man in Is­rael?” or: “What ho! is it not time for a change?” And that is a sig­nal for all the Lib­er­al busi­ness men to get up and leave their pews.

			Sim­il­arly over at the Pres­by­teri­an Church, the min­is­ter says that his sac­red call­ing will not al­low him to take part in polit­ics and that his sac­red call­ing pre­vents him from breath­ing even a word of harsh­ness against his fel­low man, but that when it comes to the el­ev­a­tion of the un­godly in­to high places in the com­mon­wealth (this means, of course, the nom­in­a­tion of the Con­ser­vat­ive can­did­ate) then he’s not go­ing to al­low his sac­red call­ing to pre­vent him from say­ing just what he thinks of it. And by that time, hav­ing pretty well cleared the church of Con­ser­vat­ives, he pro­ceeds to show from the scrip­tures that the an­cient Hebrews were Lib­er­als to a man, ex­cept those who were drowned in the flood or who per­ished, more or less de­servedly, in the desert.

			There are, I say, some people who are al­lowed to claim to have no polit­ics—the of­fice hold­ers, and the clergy and the school teach­ers and the hotel keep­ers. But bey­ond them, any­body in Mari­posa who says that he has no polit­ics is looked upon as crooked, and people won­der what it is that he is “out after.”

			In fact, the whole town and county is a hive of polit­ics, and people who have only wit­nessed gath­er­ings such as the House of Com­mons at West­min­ster and the Sen­ate at Wash­ing­ton and nev­er seen a Con­ser­vat­ive Con­ven­tion at Tecum­seh Corners or a Lib­er­al Rally at the Con­ces­sion school house, don’t know what polit­ics means.

			So you may ima­gine the ex­cite­ment in Mari­posa when it be­came known that King George had dis­solved the par­lia­ment of Canada and had sent out a writ or com­mand for Miss­in­aba County to elect for him some oth­er per­son than John Henry Bag­shaw be­cause he no longer had con­fid­ence in him.

			The king, of course, is very well known, very fa­vour­ably known, in Mari­posa. Every­body re­mem­bers how he vis­ited the town on his great tour in Canada, and stopped off at the Mari­posa sta­tion. Al­though he was only a prince at the time, there was quite a big crowd down at the de­pot and every­body felt what a shame it was that the prince had no time to see more of Mari­posa, be­cause he would get such a false idea of it, see­ing only the sta­tion and the lum­ber yards. Still, they all came to the sta­tion and all the Lib­er­als and Con­ser­vat­ives mixed to­geth­er per­fectly freely and stood side by side without any dis­tinc­tion, so that the prince should not ob­serve any party dif­fer­ences among them. And he didn’t—you could see that he didn’t. They read him an ad­dress all about the tran­quil­lity and loy­alty of the Em­pire, and they pur­posely left out any ref­er­ence to the trouble over the town wharf or the big row there had been about the loc­a­tion of the new post of­fice. There was a gen­er­al de­cent feel­ing that it wouldn’t be fair to dis­turb the prince with these things: later on, as king, he would, of course, have to know all about them, but mean­while it was bet­ter to leave him with the idea that his em­pire was tran­quil.

			So they de­lib­er­ately couched the ad­dress in terms that were just as re­as­sur­ing as pos­sible and the prince was simply de­lighted with it. I am cer­tain that he slept pretty soundly after hear­ing that ad­dress. Why, you could see it tak­ing ef­fect even on his aides-de-camp and the people round him, so ima­gine how the prince must have felt!

			I think in Mari­posa they un­der­stand kings per­fectly. Every time that a king or a prince comes, they try to make him see the bright side of everything and let him think that they’re all united. Judge Pep­per­leigh walked up and down arm in arm with Dr. Galla­gh­er, the worst Grit in the town, just to make the prince feel fine.

			So when they got the news that the king had lost con­fid­ence in John Henry Bag­shaw, the sit­ting mem­ber, they nev­er ques­tioned it a bit. Lost con­fid­ence? All right, they’d elect him an­oth­er right away. They’d elect him half a dozen if he needed them. They don’t mind; they’d elect the whole town man after man rather than have the king wor­ried about it.

			In any case, all the Con­ser­vat­ives had been won­der­ing for years how the king and the gov­ernor gen­er­al and men like that had tol­er­ated such a man as Bag­shaw so long.

			Miss­in­aba County, I say, is a reg­u­lar hive of polit­ics, and not the miser­able, crooked, money-rid­den polit­ics of the cit­ies, but the straight, real old-fash­ioned thing that is an hon­our to the coun­try side. Any man who would of­fer to take a bribe or sell his con­vic­tions for money, would be an ob­ject of scorn. I don’t say they wouldn’t take money—they would, of course, why not?—but if they did they would take it in a straight fear­less way and say noth­ing about it. They might—it’s only hu­man—ac­cept a job or a con­tract from the gov­ern­ment, but if they did, rest as­sured it would be in a broad na­tion­al spir­it and not for the sake of the work it­self. No, sir. Not for a minute.

			Any man who wants to get the votes of the Miss­in­aba farm­ers and the Mari­posa busi­ness men has got to per­suade them that he’s the right man. If he can do that—if he can per­suade any one of them that he is the right man and that all the rest know it, then they’ll vote for him.

			The di­vi­sion, I re­peat, between the Lib­er­als and the Con­ser­vat­ives, is in­tense. Yet you might live for a long while in the town, between elec­tions, and nev­er know it. It is only when you get to un­der­stand the people that you be­gin to see that there is a cross di­vi­sion run­ning through them that noth­ing can ever re­move. You gradu­ally be­come aware of fine subtle dis­tinc­tions that miss your ob­ser­va­tion at first. Out­wardly, they are all friendly enough. For in­stance, Joe Mil­ligan the dent­ist is a Con­ser­vat­ive, and has been for six years, and yet he shares the same boat­house with young Dr. Galla­gh­er, who is a Lib­er­al, and they even bought a mo­tor boat between them. Pete Glover and Alf Mc­Nich­ol were in part­ner­ship in the hard­ware and paint store, though they be­longed on dif­fer­ent sides.

			But just as soon as elec­tions drew near, the dif­fer­ences in polit­ics be­came per­fectly ap­par­ent. Lib­er­als and Con­ser­vat­ives drew away from one an­oth­er. Joe Mil­ligan used the mo­tor boat one Sat­urday and Dr. Galla­gh­er the next, and Pete Glover sold hard­ware on one side of the store and Alf Mc­Nich­ol sold paint on the oth­er. You soon real­ized too that one of the news­pa­pers was Con­ser­vat­ive and the oth­er was Lib­er­al, and that there was a Lib­er­al drug store and a Con­ser­vat­ive drug store, and so on. Sim­il­arly round elec­tion time, the Mari­posa House was the Lib­er­al Hotel, and the Con­tin­ent­al Con­ser­vat­ive, though Mr. Smith’s place, where they al­ways put on a couple of ex­tra bar tenders, was what you might call In­de­pend­ent-Lib­er­al-Con­ser­vat­ive, with a dash of Im­per­i­al­ism thrown in. Mr. Ging­ham, the un­der­taker, was, as a nat­ur­al ef­fect of his call­ing, an ad­vanced Lib­er­al, but at elec­tion time he al­ways en­gaged a spe­cial as­sist­ant for em­balm­ing Con­ser­vat­ive cus­tom­ers.

			So now, I think, you un­der­stand some­thing of the gen­er­al polit­ic­al sur­round­ings of the great elec­tion in Miss­in­aba County.

			John Henry Bag­shaw was the sit­ting mem­ber, the Lib­er­al mem­ber, for Miss­in­aba County.

			The Lib­er­als called him the old war horse, and the old battle-axe, and the old char­ger and the old cham­pi­on and all sorts of things of that kind. The Con­ser­vat­ives called him the old jack­ass and the old army mule and the old booze fight­er and the old grafter and the old scoun­drel.

			John Henry Bag­shaw was, I sup­pose, one of the greatest polit­ic­al forces in the world. He had flow­ing white hair crowned with a fe­dora hat, and a smooth states­man­like face which it cost the coun­try twenty-five cents a day to shave.

			Al­to­geth­er the Domin­ion of Canada had spent over two thou­sand dol­lars in shav­ing that face dur­ing the twenty years that Bag­shaw had rep­res­en­ted Miss­in­aba County. But the res­ult had been well worth it.

			Bag­shaw wore a long polit­ic­al over­coat that it cost the coun­try twenty cents a day to brush, and boots that cost the Domin­ion fif­teen cents every morn­ing to shine.

			But it was money well spent.

			Bag­shaw of Mari­posa was one of the most rep­res­ent­at­ive men of the age, and it’s no won­der that he had been re­turned for the county for five elec­tions run­ning, leav­ing the Con­ser­vat­ives nowhere. Just think how rep­res­ent­at­ive he was. He owned two hun­dred acres out on the Third Con­ces­sion and kept two men work­ing on it all the time to prove that he was a prac­tic­al farm­er. They sent in fat hogs to the Miss­in­aba County Ag­ri­cul­tur­al Ex­pos­i­tion and the World’s Fair every au­tumn, and Bag­shaw him­self stood be­side the pig pens with the judges, and wore a pair of cor­duroy breeches and chewed a straw all af­ter­noon. After that if any farm­er thought that he was not prop­erly rep­res­en­ted in Par­lia­ment, it showed that he was an ass.

			Bag­shaw owned a half share in the har­ness busi­ness and a quarter share in the tan­nery and that made him a busi­ness man. He paid for a pew in the Pres­by­teri­an Church and that rep­res­en­ted re­li­gion in Par­lia­ment. He at­ten­ded col­lege for two ses­sions thirty years ago, and that rep­res­en­ted edu­ca­tion and kept him abreast with mod­ern sci­ence, if not ahead of it. He kept a little ac­count in one bank and a big ac­count in the oth­er, so that he was a rich man or a poor man at the same time.

			Add to that that John Henry Bag­shaw was per­haps the finest orator in Mari­posa. That, of course, is say­ing a great deal. There are speak­ers there, lots of them that can talk two or three hours at a stretch, but the old war horse could beat them all. They say that when John Henry Bag­shaw got well star­ted, say after a couple of hours of talk, he could speak as Pericles or De­mos­thenes or Cicero nev­er could have spoken.

			You could tell Bag­shaw a hun­dred yards off as a mem­ber of the House of Com­mons. He wore a pep­per-and-salt suit to show that he came from a rur­al con­stitu­ency, and he wore a broad gold watch chain with dangling seals to show that he also rep­res­ents a town. You could see from his quiet low col­lar and white tie that his elect­or­ate were a God­fear­ing, re­li­gious people, while the horse­shoe pin that he wore showed that his elect­or­ate were not without sport­ing in­stincts and knew a horse from a jack­ass.

			Most of the time, John Henry Bag­shaw had to be at Ot­t­awa (though he pre­ferred the quiet of his farm and al­ways left it, as he said, with a sigh). If he was not in Ot­t­awa, he was in Wash­ing­ton, and of course at any time they might need him in Lon­don, so that it was no won­der that he could only be in Mari­posa about two months of the year.

			That is why every­body knew, when Bag­shaw got off the af­ter­noon train one day early in the spring, that there must be some­thing very im­port­ant com­ing and that the ru­mours about a new elec­tion must be per­fectly true.

			Everything that he did showed this. He gave the bag­gage man twenty-five cents to take the check off his trunk, the bus driver fifty cents to drive him up to the Main Street, and he went in­to Cal­la­han’s to­bacco store and bought two ten-cent ci­gars and took them across the street and gave them to Mal­lory Tomp­kins of the Times-Her­ald as a present from the Prime Min­is­ter.

			All that af­ter­noon, Bag­shaw went up and down the Main Street of Mari­posa, and you could see, if you knew the signs of it, that there was polit­ics in the air. He bought nails and putty and glass in the hard­ware store, and har­ness in the har­ness shop, and drugs in the drug store and toys in the toy shop, and all the things like that that are needed for a big cam­paign.

			Then when he had done all this he went over with Mc­Gin­nis the Lib­er­al or­gan­izer and Mal­lory Tomp­kins, the Times-Her­ald man, and Ging­ham (the great In­de­pend­ent-Lib­er­al un­der­taker) to the back par­lour in the Mari­posa House.

			You could tell from the way John Henry Bag­shaw closed the door be­fore he sat down that he was in a pretty ser­i­ous frame of mind.

			“Gen­tle­men,” he said, “the elec­tion is a cer­tainty. We’re go­ing to have a big fight on our hands and we’ve got to get ready for it.”

			“Is it go­ing to be on the tar­iff?” asked Tomp­kins.

			“Yes, gen­tle­men, I’m afraid it is. The whole thing is go­ing to turn on the tar­iff ques­tion. I wish it were oth­er­wise. I think it mad­ness, but they’re bent on it, and we got to fight it on that line. Why they can’t fight it merely on the ques­tion of graft,” con­tin­ued the old war horse, rising from his seat and walk­ing up and down, “Heav­en only knows. I warned them. I ap­pealed to them. I said, fight the thing on graft and we can win easy. Take this con­stitu­ency—why not have fought the thing out on wheth­er I spent too much money on the town wharf or the post of­fice? What bet­ter is­sues could a man want? Let them claim that I am crooked and let me claim that I’m not. Surely that was good enough without drag­ging in the tar­iff. But now, gen­tle­men, tell me about things in the con­stitu­ency. Is there any talk yet of who is to run?”

			Mal­lory Tomp­kins lighted up the second of his Prime Min­is­ter’s ci­gars and then answered for the group:

			“Every­body says that Ed­ward Drone is go­ing to run.”

			“Ah!” said the old war horse, and there was joy upon his face, “is he? At last! That’s good, that’s good—now what plat­form will he run on?”

			“In­de­pend­ent.”

			“Ex­cel­lent,” said Mr. Bag­shaw. “In­de­pend­ent, that’s fine. On a pro­gramme of what?”

			“Just simple hon­esty and pub­lic mor­al­ity.”

			“Come now,” said the mem­ber, “that’s splen­did: that will help enorm­ously. Hon­esty and pub­lic mor­al­ity! The very thing! If Drone runs and makes a good show­ing, we win for a cer­tainty. Tomp­kins, you must lose no time over this. Can’t you man­age to get some art­icles in the oth­er pa­pers hint­ing that at the last elec­tion we bribed all the voters in the county, and that we gave out enough con­tracts to simply per­vert the whole con­stitu­ency. Im­ply that we poured the pub­lic money in­to this county in buck­ets­ful and that we are bound to do it again. Let Drone have plenty of ma­ter­i­al of this sort and he’ll draw off every hon­est un­biased vote in the Con­ser­vat­ive party.

			“My only fear is,” con­tin­ued the old war horse, los­ing some of his an­im­a­tion, “that Drone won’t run after all. He’s said it so of­ten be­fore and nev­er has. He hasn’t got the money. But we must see to that. Ging­ham, you know his broth­er well; you must work it so that we pay Drone’s de­pos­it and his cam­paign ex­penses. But how like Drone it is to come out at this time!”

			It was in­deed very like Ed­ward Drone to at­tempt so mis­guided a thing as to come out an In­de­pend­ent can­did­ate in Miss­in­aba County on a plat­form of pub­lic hon­esty. It was just the sort of thing that any­one in Mari­posa would ex­pect from him.

			Ed­ward Drone was the Rur­al Dean’s young­er broth­er—young Mr. Drone, they used to call him, years ago, to dis­tin­guish him from the rect­or. He was a some­what weak­er copy of his eld­er broth­er, with a simple, in­ef­fi­cient face and kind blue eyes. Ed­ward Drone was, and al­ways had been, a fail­ure. In train­ing he had been, once upon a time, an en­gin­eer and built dams that broke and bridges that fell down and wharves that floated away in the spring floods. He had been a man­u­fac­turer and failed, had been a con­tract­or and failed, and now lived a mea­gre life as a sort of sur­vey­or or land ex­pert on good­ness knows what.

			In his polit­ic­al ideas Ed­ward Drone was and, as every­body in Mari­posa knew, al­ways had been crazy. He used to come up to the au­tumn ex­er­cises at the high school and make speeches about the an­cient Ro­mans and Tit­us Man­li­us and Quin­tus Cur­tius at the same time when John Henry Bag­shaw used to make a speech about the Maple Leaf and ask for an ex­tra half hol­i­day. Drone used to tell the boys about the les­sons to be learned from the lives of the truly great, and Bag­shaw used to talk to them about the les­sons learned from the lives of the ex­tremely rich. Drone used to say that his heart filled whenev­er he thought of the splen­did pat­ri­ot­ism of the an­cient Ro­mans, and Bag­shaw said that whenev­er he looked out over this wide Domin­ion his heart over­flowed.

			Even the young­est boy in the school could tell that Drone was fool­ish. Not even the school teach­ers would have voted for him.

			“What about the Con­ser­vat­ives?” asked Bag­shaw presently; “is there any talk yet as to who they’ll bring out?” Ging­ham and Mal­lory Tomp­kins looked at one an­oth­er. They were al­most afraid to speak.

			“Hadn’t you heard?” said Ging­ham; “they’ve got their man already.”

			“Who is it?” said Bag­shaw quickly.

			“They’re go­ing to put up Josh Smith.”

			“Great Heav­en!” said Bag­shaw, jump­ing to his feet; “Smith! the hotel keep­er.”

			“Yes, sir,” said Mr. Ging­ham, “that’s the man.”

			Do you re­mem­ber, in his­tory, how Na­po­leon turned pale when he heard that the Duke of Wel­ling­ton was to lead the al­lies in Bel­gi­um? Do you re­mem­ber how when Themistocles heard that Ar­is­to­git­on was to lead the Spartans, he jumped in­to the sea? Pos­sibly you don’t, but it may help you to form some idea of what John Henry Bag­shaw felt when he heard that the Con­ser­vat­ives had se­lec­ted Josh Smith, pro­pri­et­or of Smith’s Hotel.

			You re­mem­ber Smith. You’ve seen him there on the steps of his hotel—two hun­dred and eighty pounds in his stockinged feet. You’ve seen him selling li­quor after hours through sheer pub­lic spir­it, and you re­call how he saved the lives of hun­dreds of people on the day when the steam­er sank, and how he saved the town from be­ing des­troyed the night when the Church of Eng­land Church burnt down. You know that hotel of his, too, halfway down the street, Smith’s North­ern Health Re­sort, though already they were be­gin­ning to call it Smith’s Brit­ish Arms.

			So you can ima­gine that Bag­shaw came as near to turn­ing pale as a man in fed­er­al polit­ics can.

			“I nev­er knew Smith was a Con­ser­vat­ive,” he said faintly; “he al­ways sub­scribed to our fund.”

			“He is now,” said Mr. Ging­ham omin­ously; “he says the idea of this re­ci­pro­city busi­ness cuts him to the heart.”

			“The in­fernal li­ar!” said Mr. Bag­shaw.

			There was si­lence for a few mo­ments. Then Bag­shaw spoke again.

			“Will Smith have any­thing else in his plat­form be­sides the trade ques­tion?”

			“Yes,” said Mr. Ging­ham gloomily, “he will.”

			“What is it?”

			“Tem­per­ance and total pro­hib­i­tion!”

			John Henry Bag­shaw sank back in his chair as if struck with a club. There let me leave him for a chapter.

		
	
		
			
				XI

				The Can­did­acy of Mr. Smith

			
			“Boys,” said Mr. Smith to the two host­lers, step­ping out on to the side­walk in front of the hotel—“hoist that there Brit­ish Jack over the place and hoist her up good.”

			Then he stood and watched the flag flut­ter­ing in the wind.

			“Billy,” he said to the desk clerk, “get a couple more and put them up on the roof of the caff be­hind the hotel. Wire down to the city and get a quo­ta­tion on a hun­dred of them. Take them signs ‘Amer­ic­an Drinks’ out of the bar. Put up noo ones with ‘Brit­ish Beer at all Hours’; clear out the rye whis­key and or­der in Scotch and Ir­ish, and then go up to the print­ing of­fice and get me them plac­ards.”

			Then an­oth­er thought struck Mr. Smith.

			“Say, Billy,” he said, “wire to the city for fifty pic­tures of King George. Get ’em good, and get ’em col­oured. It don’t mat­ter what they cost.”

			“All right, sir,” said Billy.

			“And Billy,” called Mr. Smith, as still an­oth­er thought struck him (in­deed, the mo­ment Mr. Smith went in­to polit­ics you could see these thoughts strike him like waves), “get fifty pic­tures of his fath­er, old King Al­bert.”

			“All right, sir.”

			“And say, I tell you, while you’re at it, get some of the old queen, Vic­tor­ina, if you can. Get ’em in mourn­ing, with a harp and one of them lions and a three-poin­ted prong.”

			

			It was on the morn­ing after the Con­ser­vat­ive Con­ven­tion. Josh Smith had been chosen the can­did­ate. And now the whole town was covered with flags and plac­ards and there were bands in the streets every even­ing, and noise and mu­sic and ex­cite­ment that went on from morn­ing till night.

			Elec­tion times are ex­cit­ing enough even in the city. But there the ex­cite­ment dies down in busi­ness hours. In Mari­posa there aren’t any busi­ness hours and the ex­cite­ment goes on all the time.

			Mr. Smith had car­ried the Con­ven­tion be­fore him. There had been a feeble at­tempt to put up Nivens. But every­body knew that he was a law­yer and a col­lege man and wouldn’t have a chance by a man with a broad­er out­look like Josh Smith.

			So the res­ult was that Smith was the can­did­ate and there were plac­ards out all over the town with Smith and Brit­ish Al­le­gi­ance in big let­ters, and people were wear­ing badges with Mr. Smith’s face on one side and King George’s on the oth­er, and the fruit store next to the hotel had been cleaned out and turned in­to com­mit­tee rooms with a gang of work­ers smoking ci­gars in it all day and half the night.

			There were oth­er plac­ards, too, with Bag­shaw and Liberty, Bag­shaw and Prosper­ity, Vote for the Old Miss­in­aba Stand­ard Bear­er, and up town be­side the Mari­posa House there were the Bag­shaw com­mit­tee rooms with a huge white stream­er across the street, and with a gang of Bag­shaw work­ers smoking their heads off.

			But Mr. Smith had an es­tim­ate made which showed that nearly two ci­gars to one were smoked in his com­mit­tee rooms as com­pared with the Lib­er­als. It was the first time in five elec­tions that the Con­ser­vat­ive had been able to make such a show­ing as that.

			One might men­tion, too, that there were Drone plac­ards out—five or six of them—little things about the size of a pock­et handker­chief, with a state­ment that “Mr. Ed­ward Drone so­li­cits the votes of the elect­ors of Miss­in­aba County.” But you would nev­er no­tice them. And when Drone tried to put up a stream­er across the Main Street with Drone and Hon­esty the wind car­ried it away in­to the lake.

			The fight was really between Smith and Bag­shaw, and every­body knew it from the start.

			I wish that I were able to nar­rate all the phases and the turns of the great con­test from the open­ing of the cam­paign till the fi­nal polling day. But it would take volumes.

			First of all, of course, the trade ques­tion was hotly dis­cussed in the two news­pa­pers of Mari­posa, and the News­pack­et and the Times-Her­ald lit­er­ally bristled with stat­ist­ics. Then came in­ter­views with the can­did­ates and the ex­pres­sion of their con­vic­tions in re­gard to tar­iff ques­tions.

			“Mr. Smith,” said the re­port­er of the Mari­posa News­pack­et, “we’d like to get your views of the ef­fect of the pro­posed re­duc­tion of the dif­fer­en­tial du­ties.”

			“By gosh, Pete,” said Mr. Smith, “you can search me. Have a ci­gar.”

			“What do you think, Mr. Smith, would be the res­ult of lower­ing the ad valor­em Brit­ish pref­er­ence and ad­mit­ting Amer­ic­an goods at a re­cip­roc­al rate?”

			“It’s a cork­er, ain’t it?” answered Mr. Smith. “What’ll you take, la­ger or do­mest­ic?”

			And in that short dia­logue Mr. Smith showed that he had in­stant­an­eously grasped the whole meth­od of deal­ing with the press. The in­ter­view in the pa­per next day said that Mr. Smith, while un­will­ing to state pos­it­ively that the prin­ciple of tar­iff dis­crim­in­a­tion was at vari­ance with sound fisc­al sci­ence, was firmly of opin­ion that any re­cip­roc­al in­ter­change of tar­iff pref­er­ences with the United States must in­ev­it­ably lead to a ser­i­ous per cap­ita re­duc­tion of the na­tion­al in­dustry.

			

			“Mr. Smith,” said the chair­man of a del­eg­a­tion of the man­u­fac­tur­ers of Mari­posa, “what do you pro­pose to do in re­gard to the tar­iff if you’re elec­ted?”

			“Boys,” answered Mr. Smith, “I’ll put her up so darned high they won’t nev­er get her down again.”

			

			“Mr. Smith,” said the chair­man of an­oth­er del­eg­a­tion, “I’m an old free trader—”

			“Put it there,” said Mr. Smith, “so’m I. There ain’t noth­ing like it.”

			

			“What do you think about im­per­i­al de­fence?” asked an­oth­er ques­tion­er.

			“Which?” said Mr. Smith.

			“Im­per­i­al de­fence.”

			“Of what?”

			“Of everything.”

			“Who says it?” said Mr. Smith.

			“Every­body is talk­ing of it.”

			“What do the Con­ser­vat­ive boys at Ot­t­away think about it?” answered Mr. Smith.

			“They’re all for it.”

			“Well, I’m fer it too,” said Mr. Smith.

			

			These little con­ver­sa­tions rep­res­en­ted only the first stage, the ar­gu­ment­at­ive stage of the great con­test. It was dur­ing this peri­od, for ex­ample, that the Mari­posa News­pack­et ab­so­lutely proved that the price of hogs in Mari­posa was decim­al six high­er than the price of or­anges in South­ern Cali­for­nia and that the av­er­age decen­ni­al im­port of eggs in­to Miss­in­aba County had in­creased four decim­al six eight two in the last fif­teen years more than the im­port of lem­ons in New Or­leans.

			Fig­ures of this kind made the people think. Most cer­tainly.

			After all this came the or­gan­iz­ing stage and after that the big pub­lic meet­ings and the ral­lies. Per­haps you have nev­er seen a county be­ing “or­gan­ized.” It is a won­der­ful sight. First of all the Bag­shaw men drove through cross­wise in top bug­gies and then drove through it again length­wise. Whenev­er they met a farm­er they went in and ate a meal with him, and after the meal they took him out to the buggy and gave him a drink. After that the man’s vote was ab­so­lutely sol­id un­til it was tampered with by feed­ing a Con­ser­vat­ive.

			In fact, the only way to show a farm­er that you are in earn­est is to go in and eat a meal with him. If you won’t eat it, he won’t vote for you. That is the re­cog­nized polit­ic­al test.

			But, of course, just as soon as the Bag­shaw men had be­gun to get the farm­ing vote so­lid­i­fied, the Smith bug­gies came driv­ing through in the oth­er dir­ec­tion, eat­ing meals and dis­trib­ut­ing ci­gars and turn­ing all the farm­ers back in­to Con­ser­vat­ives.

			Here and there you might see Ed­ward Drone, the In­de­pend­ent can­did­ate, wan­der­ing round from farm to farm in the dust of the polit­ic­al bug­gies. To each of the farm­ers he ex­plained that he pledged him­self to give no bribes, to spend no money and to of­fer no jobs, and each one of them gripped him warmly by the hand and showed him the way to the next farm.

			After the or­gan­iz­a­tion of the county there came the peri­od of the pub­lic meet­ings and the ral­lies and the joint de­bates between the can­did­ates and their sup­port­ers.

			I sup­pose there was no place in the whole Domin­ion where the trade ques­tion—the Re­ci­pro­city ques­tion—was threshed out quite so thor­oughly and in quite such a na­tion­al pat­ri­ot­ic spir­it as in Mari­posa. For a month, at least, people talked of noth­ing else. A man would stop an­oth­er in the street and tell him that he had read last night that the av­er­age price of an egg in New York was decim­al ought one more than the price of an egg in Mari­posa, and the oth­er man would stop the first one later in the day and tell him that the av­er­age price of a hog in Idaho was point six of a cent per pound less (or more—he couldn’t re­mem­ber which for the mo­ment) than the av­er­age price of beef in Mari­posa.

			People lived on fig­ures of this sort, and the man who could re­mem­ber most of them stood out as a born lead­er.

			But of course it was at the pub­lic meet­ings that these things were most fully dis­cussed. It would take volumes to do full justice to all the meet­ings that they held in Miss­in­aba County. But here and there single speeches stood out as mas­ter­pieces of con­vin­cing oratory. Take, for ex­ample, the speech of John Henry Bag­shaw at the Tecum­seh Corners School House. The Mari­posa Times-Her­ald said next day that that speech would go down in his­tory, and so it will—ever so far down.

			Any­one who has heard Bag­shaw knows what an im­press­ive speak­er he is, and on this night when he spoke with the quiet dig­nity of a man old in years and anxious only to serve his coun­try, he al­most sur­passed him­self. Near the end of his speech some­body dropped a pin, and the noise it made in fall­ing fairly rattled the win­dows.

			“I am an old man now, gen­tle­men,” Bag­shaw said, “and the time must soon come when I must not only leave polit­ics, but must take my way to­wards that goal from which no trav­el­ler re­turns.”

			There was a deep hush when Bag­shaw said this. It was un­der­stood to im­ply that he thought of go­ing to the United States.

			“Yes, gen­tle­men, I am an old man, and I wish, when my time comes to go, to de­part leav­ing as little an­im­os­ity be­hind me as pos­sible. But be­fore I do go, I want it pretty clearly un­der­stood that there are more darn scoun­drels in the Con­ser­vat­ive party than ought to be tol­er­ated in any de­cent com­munity. I bear,” he con­tin­ued, “malice to­wards none and I wish to speak with gen­tle­ness to all, but what I will say is that how any set of ra­tion­al re­spons­ible men could nom­in­ate such a skunk as the Con­ser­vat­ive can­did­ate passes the bounds of my com­pre­hen­sion. Gen­tle­men, in the present cam­paign there is no room for vin­dict­ive ab­use. Let us rise to a high­er level than that. They tell me that my op­pon­ent, Smith, is a com­mon sa­loon keep­er. Let it pass. They tell me that he has stood con­victed of horse steal­ing, that he is a not­able per­jurer, that he is known as the black­est-hearted li­ar in Miss­in­aba County. Let us not speak of it. Let no whis­per of it pass our lips.

			“No, gen­tle­men,” con­tin­ued Bag­shaw, paus­ing to take a drink of wa­ter, “let us rather con­sider this ques­tion on the high plane of na­tion­al wel­fare. Let us not think of our own par­tic­u­lar in­terests but let us con­sider the good of the coun­try at large. And to do this, let me present to you some facts in re­gard to the price of bar­ley in Tecum­seh Town­ship.”

			Then, amid a deep still­ness, Bag­shaw read off the list of prices of six­teen kinds of grain in six­teen dif­fer­ent places dur­ing six­teen years.

			“But let me turn,” Bag­shaw went on to an­oth­er phase of the na­tion­al sub­ject, “and view for a mo­ment the price of marsh hay in Miss­in­aba County—”

			When Bag­shaw sat down that night it was felt that a Lib­er­al vote in Tecum­seh Town­ship was a fore­gone con­clu­sion.

			But here they hadn’t reckoned on the polit­ic­al geni­us of Mr. Smith. When he heard next day of the meet­ing, he summoned some of his lead­ing speak­ers to him and he said:

			“Boys, they’re beat­ing us on them sta­tis­sicks. Ourn ain’t good enough.”

			Then he turned to Nivens and he said:

			“What was them fig­ures you had here the oth­er night?”

			Nivens took out a pa­per and began read­ing.

			“Stop,” said Mr. Smith, “what was that fig­ure for ba­con?”

			“Four­teen mil­lion dol­lars,” said Nivens.

			“Not enough,” said Mr. Smith, “make it twenty. They’ll stand for it, them farm­ers.”

			Nivens changed it.

			“And what was that for hay?”

			“Two dol­lars a ton.”

			“Shove it up to four,” said Mr. Smith. “And I tell you,” he ad­ded, “if any of them farm­ers says the fig­ures ain’t cor­rect, tell them to go to Wash­ing­ton and see for them­selves; say that if any man wants the proof of your fig­ures let him go over to Eng­land and ask—tell him to go straight to Lon­don and see it all for him­self in the books.”

			

			After this, there was no more trouble over stat­ist­ics. I must say though that it is a won­der­fully con­vin­cing thing to hear trade fig­ures of this kind prop­erly handled. Per­haps the best man on this sort of thing in the cam­paign was Mullins, the banker. A man of his pro­fes­sion simply has to have fig­ures of trade and pop­u­la­tion and money at his fin­gers’ ends and the ef­fect of it in pub­lic speak­ing is won­der­ful.

			No doubt you have listened to speak­ers of this kind, but I ques­tion wheth­er you have ever heard any­thing more typ­ic­al of the sort of ef­fect that I al­lude to than Mullins’s speech at the big rally at the Fourth Con­ces­sion.

			Mullins him­self, of course, knows the fig­ures so well that he nev­er both­ers to write them in­to notes and the ef­fect is very strik­ing.

			“Now, gen­tle­men,” he said very earn­estly, “how many of you know just to what ex­tent the ex­ports of this coun­try have in­creased in the last ten years? How many could tell what per­cent of in­crease there has been in one dec­ade of our na­tion­al im­port­a­tion?”—then Mullins paused and looked round. Not a man knew it.

			“I don’t re­call,” he said, “ex­actly the pre­cise amount my­self—not at this mo­ment—but it must be simply tre­mend­ous. Or take the ques­tion of pop­u­la­tion,” Mullins went on, warm­ing up again as a born stat­ist­i­cian al­ways does at the prox­im­ity of fig­ures, “how many of you know, how many of you can state, what has been the decen­ni­al per­cent­age in­crease in our lead­ing cit­ies—?”

			There he paused, and would you be­lieve it, not a man could state it.

			“I don’t re­call the ex­act fig­ures,” said Mullins, “but I have them at home and they are pos­it­ively co­lossal.”

			But just in one phase of the pub­lic speak­ing, the can­did­acy of Mr. Smith re­ceived a ser­i­ous set­back.

			It had been ar­ranged that Mr. Smith should run on a plat­form of total pro­hib­i­tion. But they soon found that it was a mis­take. They had im­por­ted a spe­cial speak­er from the city, a grave man with a white tie, who put his whole heart in­to the work and would take noth­ing for it ex­cept his ex­penses and a sum of money for each speech. But bey­ond the money, I say, he would take noth­ing.

			He spoke one night at the Tecum­seh Corners so­cial hall at the same time when the Lib­er­al meet­ing was go­ing on at the Tecum­seh Corners school house.

			“Gen­tle­men,” he said, as he paused halfway in his speech—“while we are gathered here in earn­est dis­cus­sion, do you know what is hap­pen­ing over at the meet­ing place of our op­pon­ents? Do you know that sev­en­teen bottles of rye whis­key were sent out from the town this af­ter­noon to that in­no­cent and un­sus­pect­ing school house? Sev­en­teen bottles of whis­key hid­den in between the black­board and the wall, and every single man that at­tends that meet­ing—mark my words, every single man—will drink his fill of the ab­om­in­able stuff at the ex­pense of the Lib­er­al can­did­ate!”

			Just as soon as the speak­er said this, you could see the Smith men at the meet­ing look at one an­oth­er in in­jured sur­prise, and be­fore the speech was half over the hall was prac­tic­ally emp­tied.

			After that the total pro­hib­i­tion plank was changed and the com­mit­tee sub­sti­tuted a de­clar­a­tion in fa­vour of such a form of re­strict­ive li­cense as should pro­mote tem­per­ance while en­cour­aging the man­u­fac­ture of spir­itu­ous li­quors, and by a severe reg­u­la­tion of the li­quor traffic should place in­tox­ic­ants only in the hands of those fit­ted to use them.

			

			Fi­nally there came the great day it­self, the Elec­tion Day that brought, as every­body knows, the crown­ing tri­umph of Mr. Smith’s ca­reer. There is no need to speak of it at any length, be­cause it has be­come a mat­ter of his­tory.

			In any case, every­body who has ever seen Mari­posa knows just what elec­tion day is like. The shops, of course, are, as a mat­ter of cus­tom, all closed, and the bar rooms are all closed by law so that you have to go in by the back way. All the people are in their best clothes and at first they walk up and down the street in a sol­emn way just as they do on the twelfth of Ju­ly and on St. Patrick’s Day, be­fore the fun be­gins. Every­body keeps look­ing in at the dif­fer­ent polling places to see if any­body else has voted yet, be­cause, of course, nobody cares to vote first for fear of be­ing fooled after all and vot­ing on the wrong side.

			Most of all did the sup­port­ers of Mr. Smith, act­ing un­der his in­struc­tions, hang back from the poll in the early hours. To Mr. Smith’s mind, vot­ing was to be con­duc­ted on the same plan as bear shoot­ing.

			“Hold back your votes, boys,” he said, “and don’t be too eager. Wait till she be­gins to warm up and then let ’em have it good and hard.”

			In each of the polling places in Mari­posa there is a re­turn­ing of­ficer and with him are two scru­tin­eers, and the elect­ors, I say, peep in and out like mice look­ing in­to a trap. But if once the scru­tin­eers get a man well in­to the polling booth, they push him in be­hind a little cur­tain and make him vote. The vot­ing, of course, is by secret bal­lot, so that no one ex­cept the scru­tin­eers and the re­turn­ing of­ficer and the two or three people who may be round the poll can pos­sibly tell how a man has voted.

			That’s how it comes about that the first res­ults are of­ten so con­tra­dict­ory and con­flict­ing. Some­times the poll is badly ar­ranged and the scru­tin­eers are un­able to see prop­erly just how the bal­lots are be­ing marked and they count up the Lib­er­als and Con­ser­vat­ives in dif­fer­ent ways. Of­ten, too, a voter makes his mark so hur­riedly and care­lessly that they have to pick it out of the bal­lot box and look at it to see what it is.

			I sup­pose that may have been why it was that in Mari­posa the res­ults came out at first in such a con­flict­ing way. Per­haps that was how it was that the first re­ports showed that Ed­ward Drone the In­de­pend­ent can­did­ate was cer­tain to win. You should have seen how the ex­cite­ment grew upon the streets when the news was cir­cu­lated. In the big ral­lies and meet­ings of the Lib­er­als and Con­ser­vat­ives, every­body had pretty well for­got­ten all about Drone, and when the news got round at about four o’clock that the Drone vote was car­ry­ing the poll, the people were simply astoun­ded. Not that they were not pleased. On the con­trary. They were de­lighted. Every­body came up to Drone and shook hands and con­grat­u­lated him and told him that they had known all along that what the coun­try wanted was a straight, hon­est, non­par­tis­an rep­res­ent­a­tion. The Con­ser­vat­ives said openly that they were sick of party, ut­terly done with it, and the Lib­er­als said that they hated it. Already three or four of them had taken Drone aside and ex­plained that what was needed in the town was a straight, clean, non­par­tis­an post of­fice, built on a piece of ground of a strictly non­par­tis­an char­ac­ter, and con­struc­ted un­der con­tracts that were not tain­ted and smirched with party af­fil­i­ation. Two or three men were will­ing to show to Drone just where a piece of ground of this char­ac­ter could be bought. They told him too that in the mat­ter of the post­mas­ter­ship it­self they had noth­ing against Tre­lawney, the present post­mas­ter, in any per­son­al sense, and would say noth­ing against him ex­cept merely that he was ut­terly and hope­lessly un­fit for his job and that if Drone be­lieved, as he had said he did, in a pur­i­fied civil ser­vice, he ought to be­gin by puri­fy­ing Tre­lawney.

			Already Ed­ward Drone was be­gin­ning to feel some­thing of what it meant to hold of­fice and there was creep­ing in­to his man­ner the quiet self-im­port­ance which is the first sign of con­scious power.

			In fact, in that brief half hour of of­fice, Drone had a chance to see some­thing of what it meant. Henry Mc­Gin­nis came to him and asked straight out for a job as fed­er­al census taker on the ground that he was hard up and had been crippled with rheum­at­ism all winter. Nel­son Wil­li­am­son asked for the post of wharf mas­ter on the plea that he had been laid up with sci­at­ica all winter and was ab­so­lutely fit for noth­ing. Erasmus Arch­er asked him if he could get his boy Pete in­to one of the de­part­ments at Ot­t­awa, and made a strong case of it by ex­plain­ing that he had tried his cussed­est to get Pete a job any­where else and it was simply im­possible. Not that Pete wasn’t a will­ing boy, but he was slow—even his fath­er ad­mit­ted it—slow as the dev­il, blast him, and with no head for fig­ures and un­for­tu­nately he’d nev­er had the school­ing to bring him on. But if Drone could get him in at Ot­t­awa, his fath­er truly be­lieved it would be the very place for him. Surely in the In­di­an De­part­ment or in the As­tro­nom­ic­al Branch or in the New Ca­na­dian Navy there must be any amount of open­ing for a boy like this? And to all of these re­quests Drone found him­self ex­plain­ing that he would take the mat­ter un­der his very earn­est con­sid­er­a­tion and that they must re­mem­ber that he had to con­sult his col­leagues and not merely fol­low the dic­tates of his own wishes. In fact, if he had ever in his life had any envy of Cab­in­et Min­is­ters, he lost it in this hour.

			But Drone’s hour was short. Even be­fore the poll had closed in Mari­posa, the news came sweep­ing in, true or false, that Bag­shaw was car­ry­ing the county. The second con­ces­sion had gone for Bag­shaw in a reg­u­lar land­slide, six votes to only two for Smith—and all down the town­ship line road (where the hay farms are) Bag­shaw was said to be car­ry­ing all be­fore him.

			Just as soon as that news went round the town, they launched the Mari­posa band of the Knights of Py­thi­as (every man in it is a Lib­er­al) down the Main Street with big red ban­ners in front of it with the motto Bag­shaw Forever in let­ters a foot high. Such re­joicing and en­thu­si­asm began to set in as you nev­er saw. Every­body crowded round Bag­shaw on the steps of the Mari­posa House and shook his hand and said they were proud to see the day and that the Lib­er­al party was the glory of the Domin­ion and that as for this idea of non­par­tis­an polit­ics the very thought of it made them sick. Right away in the com­mit­tee rooms they began to or­gan­ize the demon­stra­tion for the even­ing with lan­tern slides and speeches and they ar­ranged for a huge bou­quet to be presen­ted to Bag­shaw on the plat­form by four little girls (all Lib­er­als) all dressed in white.

			And it was just at this junc­ture, with one hour of vot­ing left, that Mr. Smith emerged from his com­mit­tee rooms and turned his voters on the town, much as the Duke of Wel­ling­ton sent the whole line to the charge at Wa­ter­loo. From every com­mit­tee room and sub­com­mit­tee room they poured out in flocks with blue badges flut­ter­ing on their coats.

			“Get at it, boys,” said Mr. Smith, “vote and keep on vot­ing till they make you quit.”

			Then he turned to his cam­paign as­sist­ant. “Billy,” he said, “wire down to the city that I’m elec­ted by an over­whelm­ing ma­jor­ity and tell them to wire it right back. Send word by tele­phone to all the polling places in the county that the hull town has gone sol­id Con­ser­vat­ive and tell them to send the same news back here. Get car­penters and tell them to run up a plat­form in front of the hotel; tell them to take the bar door clean off its hinges and be all ready the minute the poll quits.”

			It was that last hour that did it. Just as soon as the big posters went up in the win­dows of the Mari­posa News­pack­et with the tele­graph­ic des­patch that Josh Smith was re­por­ted in the city to be elec­ted, and was fol­lowed by the mes­sages from all over the county, the voters hes­it­ated no longer. They had waited, most of them, all through the day, not want­ing to make any er­ror in their vote, but when they saw the Smith men crowding in­to the polls and heard the news from the out­side, they went sol­id in one great stam­pede, and by the time the poll was de­clared closed at five o’clock there was no shad­ow of doubt that the county was saved and that Josh Smith was elec­ted for Miss­in­aba.

			

			I wish you could have wit­nessed the scene in Mari­posa that even­ing. It would have done your heart good—such joy, such pub­lic re­joicing as you nev­er saw. It turned out that there wasn’t really a Lib­er­al in the whole town and that there nev­er had been. They were all Con­ser­vat­ives and had been for years and years. Men who had voted, with pain and sor­row in their hearts, for the Lib­er­al party for twenty years, came out that even­ing and owned up straight that they were Con­ser­vat­ives. They said they could stand the strain no longer and simply had to con­fess. Whatever the sac­ri­fice might mean, they were pre­pared to make it.

			Even Mr. Gol­gotha Ging­ham, the un­der­taker, came out and ad­mit­ted that in work­ing for John Henry Bag­shaw he’d been go­ing straight against his con­science. He said that right from the first he had had his mis­giv­ings. He said it had haunted him. Of­ten at night when he would be work­ing away quietly, one of these sud­den mis­giv­ings would over­come him so that he could hardly go on with his em­balm­ing. Why, it ap­peared that on the very first day when re­ci­pro­city was pro­posed, he had come home and said to Mrs. Ging­ham that he thought it simply meant selling out the coun­try. And the strange thing was that ever so many oth­ers had just the same mis­giv­ings. Tre­lawney ad­mit­ted that he had said to Mrs. Tre­lawney that it was mad­ness, and Jeff Thorpe, the barber, had, he ad­mit­ted, gone home to his din­ner, the first day re­ci­pro­city was talked of, and said to Mrs. Thorpe that it would simply kill busi­ness in the coun­try and in­tro­duce a cheap, shoddy, Amer­ic­an form of hair­cut that would render true loy­alty im­possible. To think that Mrs. Ging­ham and Mrs. Tre­lawney and Mrs. Thorpe had known all this for six months and kept quiet about it! Yet I think there were a good many Mrs. Ging­hams in the coun­try. It is merely an­oth­er proof that no wo­man is fit for polit­ics.

			

			The demon­stra­tion that night in Mari­posa will nev­er be for­got­ten. The ex­cite­ment in the streets, the torch­lights, the mu­sic of the band of the Knights of Py­thi­as (an or­gan­iz­a­tion which is con­ser­vat­ive in all but name), and above all the speeches and the pat­ri­ot­ism.

			They had put up a big plat­form in front of the hotel, and on it were Mr. Smith and his chief work­ers, and be­hind them was a per­fect forest of flags. They presen­ted a huge bou­quet of flowers to Mr. Smith, handed to him by four little girls in white—the same four that I spoke of above, for it turned out that they were all Con­ser­vat­ives.

			Then there were the speeches. Judge Pep­per­leigh spoke and said that there was no need to dwell on the vic­tory that they had achieved, be­cause it was his­tory; there was no oc­ca­sion to speak of what part he him­self had played, with­in the lim­its of his of­fi­cial po­s­i­tion, be­cause what he had done was hence­forth a mat­ter of his­tory; and Nivens, the law­yer, said that he would only say just a few words, be­cause any­thing that he might have done was now his­tory; later gen­er­a­tions, he said, might read it but it was not for him to speak of it, be­cause it be­longed now to the his­tory of the coun­try. And, after them, oth­ers spoke in the same strain and all re­fused ab­so­lutely to dwell on the sub­ject (for more than half an hour) on the ground that any­thing that they might have done was bet­ter left for fu­ture gen­er­a­tions to in­vest­ig­ate. And no doubt this was very true, as to some things, any­way.

			Mr. Smith, of course, said noth­ing. He didn’t have to—not for four years—and he knew it.

		
	
		
			
				XII

				L’En­voi. The Train to Mari­posa

			
			It leaves the city every day about five o’clock in the even­ing, the train for Mari­posa.

			Strange that you did not know of it, though you come from the little town—or did, long years ago.

			Odd that you nev­er knew, in all these years, that the train was there every af­ter­noon, puff­ing up steam in the city sta­tion, and that you might have boarded it any day and gone home. No, not “home”—of course you couldn’t call it “home” now; “home” means that big red sand­stone house of yours in the cost­li­er part of the city. “Home” means, in a way, this Mauso­leum Club where you some­times talk with me of the times that you had as a boy in Mari­posa.

			But of course “home” would hardly be the word you would ap­ply to the little town, un­less per­haps, late at night, when you’d been sit­ting read­ing in a quiet corner some­where such a book as the present one.

			Nat­ur­ally you don’t know of the Mari­posa train now. Years ago, when you first came to the city as a boy with your way to make, you knew of it well enough, only too well. The price of a tick­et coun­ted in those days, and though you knew of the train you couldn’t take it, but some­times from sheer home­sick­ness you used to wander down to the sta­tion on a Fri­day af­ter­noon after your work, and watch the Mari­posa people get­ting on the train and wish that you could go.

			Why, you knew that train at one time bet­ter, I sup­pose, than any oth­er single thing in the city, and loved it too for the little town in the sun­shine that it ran to.

			Do you re­mem­ber how when you first began to make money you used to plan that just as soon as you were rich, really rich, you’d go back home again to the little town and build a great big house with a fine ver­andah—no stint about it, the best that money could buy, planed lum­ber, every square foot of it, and a fine pick­et fence in front of it.

			It was to be one of the grand­est and finest houses that thought could con­ceive; much finer, in true real­ity, than that vast palace of sand­stone with the porte-cochère and the sweep­ing con­ser­vat­or­ies that you af­ter­wards built in the cost­li­er part of the city.

			But if you have half for­got­ten Mari­posa, and long since lost the way to it, you are only like the great­er part of the men here in this Mauso­leum Club in the city. Would you be­lieve it that prac­tic­ally every one of them came from Mari­posa once upon a time, and that there isn’t one of them that doesn’t some­times dream in the dull quiet of the long even­ing here in the club, that some day he will go back and see the place.

			They all do. Only they’re half ashamed to own it.

			Ask your neigh­bour there at the next table wheth­er the part­ridge that they some­times serve to you here can be com­pared for a mo­ment to the birds that he and you, or he and someone else, used to shoot as boys in the spruce thick­ets along the lake. Ask him if he ever tasted duck that could for a mo­ment be com­pared to the black ducks in the rice marsh along the Ossawippi. And as for fish, and fish­ing—no, don’t ask him about that, for if he ever starts telling you of the chub they used to catch be­low the mill dam and the green bass that used to lie in the wa­ter-shad­ow of the rocks be­side the In­di­an’s Is­land, not even the long dull even­ing in this club would be long enough for the telling of it.

			But no won­der they don’t know about the five o’clock train for Mari­posa. Very few people know about it. Hun­dreds of them know that there is a train that goes out at five o’clock, but they mis­take it. Ever so many of them think it’s just a sub­urb­an train. Lots of people that take it every day think it’s only the train to the golf grounds, but the joke is that after it passes out of the city and the sub­urbs and the golf grounds, it turns it­self little by little in­to the Mari­posa train, thun­der­ing and pound­ing to­wards the north with hem­lock sparks pour­ing out in­to the dark­ness from the fun­nel of it.

			Of course you can’t tell it just at first. All those people that are crowding in­to it with golf clubs, and wear­ing knick­er­bock­ers and flat caps, would de­ceive any­body. That crowd of sub­urb­an people go­ing home on com­mut­a­tion tick­ets and some­times stand­ing thick in the aisles, those are, of course, not Mari­posa people. But look round a little bit and you’ll find them eas­ily enough. Here and there in the crowd those people with the clothes that are per­fectly all right and yet look odd in some way, the wo­men with the pe­cu­li­ar hats and the—what do you say?—last year’s fash­ions? Ah yes, of course, that must be it.

			Any­way, those are the Mari­posa people all right enough. That man with the two-dol­lar panama and the glar­ing spec­tacles is one of the greatest judges that ever ad­orned the bench of Miss­in­aba County. That cler­ic­al gen­tle­man with the wide black hat, who is ex­plain­ing to the man with him the mar­vel­lous mech­an­ism of the new air brake (one of the most con­spicu­ous il­lus­tra­tions of the di­vine struc­ture of the phys­ic­al uni­verse), surely you have seen him be­fore. Mari­posa people! Oh yes, there are any num­ber of them on the train every day.

			But of course you hardly re­cog­nize them while the train is still passing through the sub­urbs and the golf dis­trict and the outly­ing parts of the city area. But wait a little, and you will see that when the city is well be­hind you, bit by bit the train changes its char­ac­ter. The elec­tric lo­co­mot­ive that took you through the city tun­nels is off now and the old wood en­gine is hitched on in its place. I sup­pose, very prob­ably, you haven’t seen one of these wood en­gines since you were a boy forty years ago—the old en­gine with a wide top like a hat on its fun­nel, and with sparks enough to light up a suit for dam­ages once in every mile.

			Do you see, too, that the trim little cars that came out of the city on the elec­tric sub­urb­an ex­press are be­ing dis­carded now at the way sta­tions, one by one, and in their place is the old fa­mil­i­ar car with the stuff cush­ions in red plush (how gor­geous it once seemed!) and with a box stove set up in one end of it? The stove is burn­ing furi­ously at its sticks this au­tumn even­ing, for the air sets in chill as you get clear away from the city and are rising up to the high­er ground of the coun­try of the pines and the lakes.

			Look from the win­dow as you go. The city is far be­hind now and right and left of you there are trim farms with elms and maples near them and with tall wind­mills be­side the barns that you can still see in the gath­er­ing dusk. There is a dull red light from the win­dows of the farm­stead. It must be com­fort­able there after the roar and clat­ter of the city, and only think of the still quiet of it.

			As you sit back half dream­ing in the car, you keep won­der­ing why it is that you nev­er came up be­fore in all these years. Ever so many times you planned that just as soon as the rush and strain of busi­ness eased up a little, you would take the train and go back to the little town to see what it was like now, and if things had changed much since your day. But each time when your hol­i­days came, some­how you changed your mind and went down to Naragansett or Nagahuck­ett or Na­gas­omething, and left over the vis­it to Mari­posa for an­oth­er time.

			It is al­most night now. You can still see the trees and the fences and the farm­steads, but they are fad­ing fast in the twi­light. They have lengthened out the train by this time with a string of flat cars and freight cars between where we are sit­ting and the en­gine. But at every cross­way we can hear the long muffled roar of the whistle, dy­ing to a mel­an­choly wail that echoes in­to the woods; the woods, I say, for the farms are thin­ning out and the track plunges here and there in­to great stretches of bush—tall tam­er­ack and red scrub wil­low and with a tangled un­der­growth of bush that has de­fied for two gen­er­a­tions all at­tempts to clear it in­to the form of fields.

			Why, look, that great space that seems to open out in the half dark of the fall­ing even­ing—why, surely yes—Lake Ossawippi, the big lake, as they used to call it, from which the river runs down to the smal­ler lake—Lake Wis­san­otti—where the town of Mari­posa has lain wait­ing for you there for thirty years.

			This is Lake Ossawippi surely enough. You would know it any­where by the broad, still, black wa­ter with hardly a ripple, and with the grip of the com­ing frost already on it. Such a great sheet of black­ness it looks as the train thun­ders along the side, swinging the curve of the em­bank­ment at a break­neck speed as it rounds the corner of the lake.

			How fast the train goes this au­tumn night! You have trav­elled, I know you have, in the Em­pire State Ex­press, and the New Lim­ited and the Mari­time Ex­press that holds the re­cord of six hun­dred whirl­ing miles from Par­is to Mar­seilles. But what are they to this, this mad ca­reer, this break­neck speed, this thun­der­ing roar of the Mari­posa loc­al driv­ing hard to its home! Don’t tell me that the speed is only twenty-five miles an hour. I don’t care what it is. I tell you, and you can prove it for your­self if you will, that that train of mingled flat cars and coaches that goes tear­ing in­to the night, its en­gine whistle shriek­ing out its warn­ing in­to the si­lent woods and echo­ing over the dull still lake, is the fast­est train in the whole world.

			Yes, and the best too—the most com­fort­able, the most re­li­able, the most lux­uri­ous and the speedi­est train that ever turned a wheel.

			And the most gen­i­al, the most so­ci­able too. See how the pas­sen­gers all turn and talk to one an­oth­er now as they get near­er and near­er to the little town. That dull re­serve that seemed to hold the pas­sen­gers in the elec­tric sub­urb­an has clean van­ished and gone. They are talk­ing—listen—of the har­vest, and the late elec­tion, and of how the loc­al mem­ber is men­tioned for the cab­in­et and all the old fa­mil­i­ar top­ics of the sort. Already the con­duct­or has changed his glazed hat for an or­din­ary round Christie and you can hear the pas­sen­gers call­ing him and the brakes­man “Bill” and “Sam” as if they were all one fam­ily.

			What is it now—nine thirty? Ah, then we must be near­ing the town—this big bush that we are passing through, you re­mem­ber it surely as the great swamp just this side of the bridge over the Ossawippi? There is the bridge it­self, and the long roar of the train as it rushes sound­ing over the trestle work that rises above the marsh. Hear the clat­ter as we pass the sem­a­phores and switch lights! We must be close in now!

			What? it feels nervous and strange to be com­ing here again after all these years? It must in­deed. No, don’t both­er to look at the re­flec­tion of your face in the win­dowpane shad­owed by the night out­side. Nobody could tell you now after all these years. Your face has changed in these long years of money-get­ting in the city. Per­haps if you had come back now and again, just at odd times, it wouldn’t have been so.

			There—you hear it?—the long whistle of the lo­co­mot­ive, one, two, three! You feel the sharp slack­en­ing of the train as it swings round the curve of the last em­bank­ment that brings it to the Mari­posa sta­tion. See, too, as we round the curve, the row of the flash­ing lights, the bright win­dows of the de­pot.

			How vivid and plain it all is. Just as it used to be thirty years ago. There is the string of the hotel buses, drawn up all ready for the train, and as the train rounds in and stops hiss­ing and pant­ing at the plat­form, you can hear above all oth­er sounds the cry of the brakes­men and the port­ers:

			“Mari­posa! Mari­posa!”

			

			And as we listen, the cry grows faint­er and faint­er in our ears and we are sit­ting here again in the leath­er chairs of the Mauso­leum Club, talk­ing of the little Town in the Sun­shine that once we knew.
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