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TO THE READER 

I wiah it understood that I have not wed in 

this 1&OfJel the private liJe oj Oaptain Randolph 

ShotweU, to whom this book is dedicated. I 
have drawn the character oj my central Jigure 

Jrom the au.tlumf:ic peraonal history oj Major 

Daniel Norton himself, a distinguished citizen 

oj the Jar SO'Ilth, with whom I was intimately 
acquainted Jor many yeara. 
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THE SINS OF THE FATHER 

CHAPTER I 

THE WOKAN IN YELLOW 

THE young editor of The Daily Eagle tmil PAonU 
straightened his tall figure from the pile of papers that 
smothered his desk, glanced at his foreman who stood' 
waiting, and spoke in the quiet drawl he always used 
when excited: 

"Just a moment-'til I read this over--" 
The foreman nodded. 
He scanned the scrawled pencil manuscript twice and 

handed it up without changing a letter: 
"Set the title in heavy black-faced caps4Zack-the 

blackest you've got." 
He read the title over again musingly, his strong 

mouth closing with a snap at its finish: 

THE BLACl[ LEAGUE AND THE l[U KLUX KLAN 

DOWN WITH ALL SECRET SOCIETIES 

The foreman took the manuscript with a laugh: 
"You've certainly got 'em guessing, major--" 
"Who?" 
"Everybody. We've all been thinking until these 

. editorials began that you were a leader of the Klan." 
S 

Digitized by Goog Ie 



THE SINS OF THE FATHER 

A smile played about the corners of the deep-set 
brown eyes as he swung carelessly back to his desk 
and waved the printer to his task with a friendly liweep 
of his long arm: 

"Let 'em think again I" 
A shout in the Court House Square across the nar

row street caused him to lift his head with a frown: 
"Salesday-of course-the first Monday--doomsday 

for the conquered South-God, the horror of it all I"~ 
He laid his pencil down, walked to the window and 

looked out on the crowd of slouching loafers as they 
gathered around the auctioneer's block. The negroes 
outnumbered the whites two to one. 

A greasy, loud-mouthed negro, as black as ink, was 
the auctioneer. 

"Well, gemmen an' feller citizens," he began pomp
ously, "de fust piece er property I got ter sell hain't 
no property 'tall-hit's dese po' folks fum de County 
Po' House. Fetch 'em up &gin de wall so de bidders 
can see 'em--" 

He paused and a black court attendant led out and 
placed in line against the weatherbeaten walls fifty or 
sixty inmates of the Co~ty Poor House-all of them 
white men and women. Most of them were ,over seventy 
years old, and one with the quickest step and brightest 
eye, a little man of eighty-four with snow-white hair 
and beard, was the son of a hero of the American Revo
lution. The women were bareheaded and the blazing 
Southern sun of August beat down piteously on their 
pinched faces. 

The young editor's fists slowly clinched and his 
breath came in a deep quivering draught. He watched 
as in a trance. He had seen four years' service in the 

41 
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THE WOMAN IN YELLOW 

bloodiest war in history-seen thousands s.wept into 
eternity from a single battlefield without a tear. He 
had witnessed the sufferings of the wounded and dying 
until it became the routine of a day's work. Yet no 
event of all that fierce and terrible struggle had stirred 
his soul as the scene he was now witnessing-not even 
the tragic end of his father, the editor of the Dail;J 
Eagle-who had been burned to death in the building 
when Sherman's army swept the land with fire an", 
sword. The younger man had never referred to this 
except in a brief, hopeful editorial in the newly chris
tened Eagle and Photmill:, which he literally built on 
the ashes of the old paper. He had no unkind word 
for General Sherman or his army. It was war, and a 
soldier knew what that meant. He would have done 
the same thing under similar conditions. 

Now he was brushing a tear from his cheek. A re
porter at work. in the adjoining room watched him 
curiously. He had never before thought him capable 
of such an emotion. A brilliant and powerful editor, 
he had made his paper the one authoritative organ of 
the white race. In the midst of riot, revolution and 
counter revolution his voice had the clear ring of a 
bugle call to battle. There was never a note of hesita
tion, of uncertainty or of compromise. In the fierce 
white heat of an unconquered spirit, he had fused the 
souls of his people as one. At this moment he was the 
one man hated and feared most by the negroid govern
ment in power, the one man most admired and trusted by 
the white race. 

And he was young-very young-yet he had lived 
a life so packed with tragic events no one ever guessed 
his real age, twenty-four. People took him to be more 
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than thirty and the few threads of gray about his 
temples, added to the impression of age and dignity. 
He was not handsome in the conventional sense. His. 
figure was too tall, his cheek bones too high, the nos-
trils too large and his eyebrows too heavy. His great 
height, six feet three, invariably made him appear 
gaunt and serious. Though he had served the entire
four years in the Confederate army, entering a private· 
in the ranks at eighteen, emerging a major in com-· 
mand of a shattered regiment at twenty-two, his figure 
did not convey the impression of military training. He
walked easily, with the long, loose stride of the South
ener, his shoulders slightly stooped from the habit of 
incessant reading. 

He was lifting his broad shoulders now in an ominous 
way as he folded his clenched fists behind his back and 
listened to the negro auctioneer. 

"Come now, gemmens," he went on; "what's de lowes' 
offer ye gwine ter start me fer dese folks? 'Member, 
now, de lowes' bid gets 'em, not de highes'! 'Fore de· 
war de black man wuz put on de block an' sole ter de 
higke.' bidder! Times is changed--" 

"Yas, Lawd!" shouted a negro woman. 
"Times is changed, I tells ye I-now I gwine ter sell 

dese po' white folks ter de lowes' bidder. Whosomever'll 
take de Po' House and bode 'em fer de least money gits 
de whole bunch. An' you has de right ter make 'em 
all work de Po' farm. Dey kin work, too, an' don' ye 
fergit it. Dese here ones I fotch out here ter show ye 
is all soun' in wind and limb. De bedridden ones ain't 
here. Dey ain't but six er demo What's de lowes' bid 
now, gemmens, yer gwine ter gimme ter bode 'em by 
de month? Look 'em all over, gemmens, I warrants 
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THE WOMAN IN YELLOW 

'em ter be sound in wind an' limb. Sound in wind an' 
limb." 

The auctioneer's sonorous voice lingered on this 
phrase and repeated it again and again. 

The watcher at the window turned away in disgust, 
walked back to his desk, sat down, fidgeted in his seat, 
rose and returned to the window in time to hear the cry: 

"An' sold to Mister Abum Russ fer fo' dollars a 
month!" 

Could it be possible that he heard aright P Abe Russ 
the keeper to the poor!-a drunkard, wife beater, and 
midnight prowler. His father before him, "Devil Tom 
Russ," had been a notorious character, yet he had at 
least one redeeming quality that saved him from con
tempt-a keen sense of humor. He had made his liv
ing on a ten-acre red hill farm and never used a horse 
or an ox. He hitched himself to the plow and made 
Abe seize the handles. This strange team worked the 
fields. No matter how hard the day's task the elder 
Russ never quite lost his humorous view of life. When 
the boy, tired and thirsty, would stop and go to the 
spring for water, a favorite trick of his was to place 
a piece of paper or a chunk of wood in the furrow a 
few yards ahead. When the boy returned and they 
approached this object, the old man would stop, lift 
his head and snort, back and fill, frisk and caper, plunge 
and kick, and finally break and run, tearing over the 
fields like a maniac, dragging the plow after him with 
the breathless boy clinging to the handles. He would 
then quietly unhitch himself and thrash Abe within an 
inch of his life for being so careless as to allow a horse 
to run away with him. 

But Abe grew up without a trace of his father's sense 
7 
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of humor, picked out the strongest girl he could find 
for a wife and hitched her to the plow I And he per
mitted no pranb to enliven the tedium of work except 
the amusement he allowed himself of beating her at 
mealtimes after she had cooked his food. 

He had now turned politician, joined the Loyal 
Black League and was the successful bidder for Keeper 
of the Poor. It was incrediblel 

The watcher was roused from his painful reverie 
by a reporter's voice: 

"I think there's a man waiting in the hall to see you, 
sir." 

"Who is it P" 
The reporter smiled: 
"Mr. Bob Peeler." 
''What on earth can that old scoundrel want with meP 

All right-show him in." 
The editor was busy writing when Mr. Peeler entered 

the room furtively. He was coarse, heavy and fifty 
years old. His red hair hung in tangled locks below 
his ears and a bloated double chin lapped his collar. 
His legs were slightly bowed from bis favorite mode of 
travel on horseback astride a huge stallion trapped with 
tin and brass bespangled saddJe. His supposed business 
was farming and the raising of blooded horses. As a 
matter of fact, the farm was in the hands of tenants 
and gambling was his real work. 

Of late he had been displaying a hankering for negro 
politics. A few weeks before he had created a sensa
tion by applying to the clerk of the court for a license 
to marry his mulatto housekeeper. It was common re
port that this woman was the mother of a beautiful 
octoroon daughter with hair exactly the color of old 
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Peeler's. Few people had seen her. She had been 
away at school since her tenth year. 

The young editor suddenly wheeled in his chair and 
spoke with quick emphasis: 

"Mr. Peeler, I believe?" 
The visitor's face lighted with a maudlin attempt at 

politeness: 
"Yes, sir; yes, sir !-and Pm shore glad to meet you. 

Major Norton!" 
He came forward briskly, extending his fat mottled 

hand. 
Norton quietIy ignored the offer by placing a chair 

beside his desk: 
"Have a seat, Mr. Peeler." 
The heavy figure 1l0pped into the chair: 
"I want to ask your advice, major, about a little 

secret matter"-he glanced toward the door leading 
into the reporters' room. 

The editor rose, closed the door and resumed his seat: 
"Well, sir; how can I serve you?" 
The visitor fumbled in his coat pocket and drew out 

a crumpled piece of paper which he fingered gingerly: 
"I've been readin' your editorials agin' secret socie-

ties, major, and I like 'em-that's why I made up my 
mind to put my trust in you--" 

"Why, I thought you were a member of the Loyal 
Black League, Mr. Peeler?" 

"No, sir-it's a mistake, sir," was the smooth lying 
answer. "I hain't got nothin' to do with no secret so
ciety. I hate 'em all-just run your eye over that, 
major." 

He extended the crumpled piece of paper on which 
was scrawled In boyish writing: 

9 

Digitized by Goog Ie 



THB SINS OF THE FATHER 

"We hear you want to marry a nigger. Our advice is 
to leave this country for the more congenial climate of 
Africa. 

"By order of the Grand Cyclops, KU KLUX KLAN." 

The young editor studied the scrawl in surprise: 
"A silly prank of schoolboys I" he said at length. 
"You think that's all?" Peeler asked dubiously. 
"Certainly. The Ku Klux Klan have more important 

tasks on hand just now. No man in their authority 
sent that to you. Their orders are sealed in red ink 
with a crossbones and skull. I've seen several of them. 
Pay no attention to this-it's a fake." 

"I don't think so, major-just wait a minute, I'll 
show you something worse than a red-ink crossbones 
and skull." 

Old Peeler tipped to the door leading into the hall
way, opened it, peered out and waved his fat hand, 
beckoning someone to enter. 

The voice of a woman was heard outside protesting: 
"No-no-l'Ustay here--" 
Peeler caught her by the arm and drew her within: 
"This is Lucy, my housekeeper, major." 
'rhe editor looked in surprise at the slender, grace

ful figure of the mulatto. He had pictured her coarse 
and heavy. He saw instead a face of the clean-cut 
Aryan type with scarcely a trace of negroid character. 
Only the thick curling hair, shining black eyes and deep 
yeUow skin betrayed the African mother. 

Peeler's eyes were fixed in a tense stare on a small 
bundle she carried. His voice was a queer mufBed 
tremor as he slowly said: 

"Unwrap the thing and show it to him." 
The woman looked at the editor and smiled con-

10 
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temptuously, showing two rows of perfect teeth, as 
she slowly drew the brown wrapper from a strange ob
.jeet which she placed on the desk. 

The editor picked the thing up, looked at it and 
laughed. 

It was a tiny pine cot6n about six inches long and 
two inches wide. A piece of glass was fitted into the 
upper half of the lid and beneath the glass was placed 
a single tube rose whose peculiar penetrating odor al
ready filled the room. 

Peeler mopped the perspiration from his brow. 
"Now, what do you think of that?" he asked in an 

awed whisper. 
In spite of an effort at self-control, Norton broke 

into a peal of laughter: 
"It does look serious, doesn't it?" 
"Serious ain't no word for it, sir! It not only looks 

like death, but Pm damned if it don't smell like it
amelI it!" 

"So it does," the editor agreed, lifting the box and 
breathing the perfume of the pale little flower. 

"And that ain't all," Peeler whispered, "look inside 
of it," ~ 

He opened the lid and drew out a tightly folded 
scrap of paper on which was written in pencil the 
words: 

"You lying, hypocritical, blaapheming old ICOUDdrel
weas you leave the country within forty-eight hours, this 
eotin will be large enough to hold all we'll leave of 
~ ~~~ 

The editor frowned and then smlled. 
"All a joke, Peeler," he said reassuringly. 

11 
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But Peeler was not convinced. He leaned close and 
his whiskey-laden breath seemed to fill the room as his 
fat finger rested on the word "b1aapheming:" 

"I don't like that word, major; it sounds like a 
preacher had something to do with the writin' of it. 
You know I've been a tough customer in my day and 
I used to cuss the preachers in this county sometbin' 
frightful Now, ye see, if they should be in this Ku 
Klux Klan-I ain't er skeered er their hell hereafter, 
but they sho' might give me a taste in this world of 
what they think's comin' to me in the next. 1 tell you 
that thing makes the cold chilla run down my back. 
Now, major, I reckon you're about the level-headeat 
and th~ most in1luential man in the county-the ques
tion is, what shall I do to be saved?" 

Again Norton laughed: 
"Nothing. It's a joke, I tell you--" 
"But the Ku Klux Klan ain't no joke I" persisted 

Peeler. "More than a thousand of 'em-some say five 
thousand-paraded the county two 'Weeks ago. A 
hundred of 'em passed my house. I saw their white 
shrouds glisten in the moonli,ght. 1 said my prayers 
that night I I says to myself, if it don't do no good, 
at least it ean't do no hal1D. I tell you, the Klan'. no 
joke. U.you think so, take a walk through that crowd 
in the Square to-day and see how quiet they are. Last 
court day every nigger that could holler was makin' a 
speech yellin' that old Thad Stevens was goin' to hang 
Andy Johnson, the President, from the White House 
porch, take every foot or land from the rebels and give 
it to the Loyal Black League. Now, by gum, there's a 
strange peace in IsraelI 1 felt it this mornin' a8 I 
walked through them crowds-and comin' back to this 

I! ' 
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coffin, major, the question is-what shall I do to be 
saved?" 

"Go home and forget about it," was the smiling an
swer. "The Klan didn't send that thing to you or 
write that message." 

"You think not?" 
"I know they didn't. It's a forgery. A trbk of 

some devilish boys." 
Peeler scratched his red head: 
"I'm glad you think so, major. I'm a thousand times 

obliged to you, sir. I'll sleep better to-night after this 
talk." 

"Would you mind leaving this little gift with me, 
Peeler?" Norton asked, examining the neat workman
ship of the coffin. 

"Certainly-certainly, major, keep it. Keep it and 
more than welcome! It's a gift I don't crave, sir. I'll 
feel better to know you've got it." 

The yellow woman waited beside the door until Peeler 
had passed out, bowed her thanks, turned and followed 
her master at a respectful distance. 

The editor watched them cross the street with a look 
of loathing, muttering slowly beneath his breath: 

"Oh, my country, what a problem-what a prob
lem!" 

He turned again to his desk and forgot his burden in 
the joy of work. He loved this work. It called for 
the best that's in the strongest man. It was a man's 
work for men. When he struck a blow he saw the 
dent of his hammer on the iron, and heard it ring to 
the limits of the state. 

Dimly aware that some one had entered his room un
announced, he looked up, sprang to his feet and ex-
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tended his hand in hearty greeting to a stalwart farmer 
who stood smiling into his face: 

"Hello, MacArthur!" 
"Hello, my captain! You know you weren't a major 

long enough for me to get used to it-and it sounds too 
old for you anyhow--" 

"And how's the best sergeant that ever walloped a 
recruit?" 

"Bully," was the hearty answer. 
The young editor drew his old comrade in arms down 

into his chair and sat on the table facing him: 
"And how's the wife and kids, Mad" 
"Bully," he repeated evenly and then looked up with 

a puzzled expression. 
"Look here, Bud," he began quietly, "you've got me 

up a tree. These editorials in The Eagle 0ITUl Phoem:c 
cU8sin' the Klan--" 

"You don't like them?" 
"Not a little wee bit!" 
The editor smiled: 
"You've got Scotch blood in you, Mac-that's what's 

the matter with you--" • 
"Same to you, sir." 
"But my great-great-grandmother was, a Huguenot 

and the French, you know, had a saving sense of humor. 
The Scotch are thick, Mac!" 

"Well, I'm too thick to know what you mean by 
lambastin' our only salvation. The Ku Klux Klan have 
had just one parade.-and there hasn't been a barn 
burnt in this county or a white woman scared since, and 
every nigger I've met to-day has taken off his hat--" 

"Are you a member of the Klan, Mac?" The ques
tion was asked with his face turned away. 

141 
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The farmer hesitated, looked up at the ceiling and 
quietly answered: 

"None of your business-and that's neither here nor 
there-you know that every nigger is organized in that 
secret Black League, grinning and whispering its signs 
and passwords-you know that they've already begun 
to grip the throats of our women. The Klan's the only 
~ay to save this country from hell-what do you mean 
by jumpin' on it?" 

"The Black League's a bad thing, Mac, and the 
Klan's a bad thing--" 

"All right-still you've got to fight the devil with 
fire---" 

"You don't say so?" the editol' said, while a queer 
smile played around his serious mouth. 

"Yes, by golly, I do say so," the farmer went on with 
increasing warmth, "and what I can't understand is how 
you're against 'em. You're a leader. You're a soldier 
-the bravest that ever led his men into the jaws of 
death-I know, for I've been with you-and I just come 
down here to-day to ask you the plain question, what 
do you mean?" 

"The Klan ia a band of lawless night raiders, isn't 
it?" 

"Oh, you make me tired! What are we to do without 
'em, that's the question?" 

"Scotch! That's the trouble with you"-the 
young editor answered carelessly. "Have you a 
pin?" . . 

The rugged figure suddenly straightened as though 
a bolt of lightning had shot down his spine. 

"What's-what's that?" he gasped. 
"I merely asked, have you a pin?" was the even an-
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swer, as Norton touched the right lapel of his coat with 
his right hand. • 

The farmer hesitated a moment, and then slowly ran 
three tre~bling fingers of his left hand over the left 
lapel of his coat, replying: 

"I'm afraid not." 
He looked at Norton a moment and turned pale. He 

had been given and had returned the signs of the Klan. 
It might have been an accident. The rugged face was & 

study of eager intensity as he put his friend to the test 
that would tell. He slowly thrust the fingers of his 
right h4nd into the right pocket of his trousers, the 
thumb protruding. 

Norton quietly answered in the same way with his 
left hand. 

The farmer looked into the smiling brown eyes of 
his commander for a moment and his own filled with 
tears. He sprang forward and grasped the out
stretched hand: 

"Dan Norton! I said last night to my God that you 
couldn't be against us! And so I came to ask---oh, 
why-why've you been foolin' with me?" 

The editor tenderly slipped his arm around his old • 
comrade and whispered: 

"The cunning of the fox and the courage of the lion 
now, Mac! It was easy for our boys to die in battle 
while guns were thundering, fifes screaming, drums beat
ing and the banners waving. You and I have something 
harder to do-we've got -to live---our watchword, 'The 
cunning of the fox and the courage of the Zion/' I've 
some dangerous work to do pretty soon. The little 
Scalawag Governor is getting ready for us--" 

"I want that job!" MacArthur cried eagerly. 
16 
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"rlliet you know when the time comes." 
The farmer smiled: 
"I am a Scotchman-am't IP" 
"And a good one, too!" 
With his hand on the door, the rugged face aflame 

with patriotic fire, he slowly repeated: 
"The cunning of the fox and the courage of the lion! 

-And by the living God, we'll win this time, boy r' 
.N orton heard him laugh aloud as he hurried down 

the stairs. Gazing again from his window at the black 
clouds of negroes floating across the Square, he slowly 
muttered: 

''Yes, we'll win this time !-but twenty years from 
now-I wonder!" 

He took up the little black coftin and smiled at the 
perfection of its workmanship: 

"I think I know the young gentleman who made that 
and he may give me trouble." 

He thrust the thing into a drawer, seized his hat, 
strolled down a side street and slowly passed the cabinet 
shop of the workman whom he suspected. It was closed. 
Evidently the master had business outside. It was 
barely possible, of course, that he had gone to the gal
leries of the Capitol to hear the long-expected message 
of the Governor against the Klan. The galleries had 
been packed for the past two sessions in anticipation of 
this threatened message. The Capital city was only a 
town of five thousand white inhabitants and four thou
sand blacks. Rumors of impending political movements 
flew from house to house with the swiftness of village 
gossip. 

He walked to the Capitol building by a quiet street. 
As he passed through the echoing corridor the rotund 
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figure of Schlitz, the Carpetbagger, leader of the House 
of Representatives, emerged from the Governor's oflice. 

The red face flushed a purple hue as his eye rested 
on his arch-enemy of the Eagle and PMmilc. He tried 
to smile and nodded to Norton. His smile was answered 
by a cold stare and a quickened step. 

Schlitz had been a teamster's scullion in the Union 
Army. He was not even an army cook, but a servant of 
servants. He was now the master of the Legislature of 
a great Southern state and controlled its black, ignorant 
members with a snap of his bloated fingers. There was 
but one man Norton loathed with greater intensity and 
that was the shrewd little Scalawag Governor, the native 
traitor who had betrayed his people to win officl!. A 
conference of these two cronies was always an ill omen 
for the state. 

He hurried up the winding stairs, pushed his way into 
a corner of the crowded gaIIeries from which he could 
see every face and searched in vain for his young work
man. 

He stood for a moment, looked down on the floor of 
the House and watched a Black Parliament at work 
making laws to govern the children of the men who 
had created the Republic--watched them through fetid 
smoke, the vapors of stale whiskey and the deafening 
roar of half-drunken brutes as they voted millions in 
taxes, their leaders had already stolen. 

The red blood rushed to his cheeks and the big veins 
on his slender swarthy neck stood out for a moment 
like drawn cords. 

He hurried down to the Court House Square, walked 
with long, leisurely stride through the thinning crowds, 
and paused before a vacant lot on the opposite side of 
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the street. .A dozen or more horses were still tied to 
the racks provided for the accommodation of country
men. 

"Funny," he muttered, "farmers start home before 
sundown, and it's dusk-I wonder if it's possible I" 

He crossed the street, strolled carelessly among the 
horses and noted that their saddles had not been re
moved and the still more significant fact that their sad
dle blankets were unusually thick. Only an eye trained 
to observe this fact would have noticed it. He lifted 
the edge of one of the blankets and saw the white and 
scarlet edges of a Klan costume. It was true. The 
young dare-devil who had sent that message to old Peeler 
had planned an unauthorized raid. Only a crowd of 
youngsters bent on a night's fun, he knew; and yet the 
act at this moment meant certa1n anarchy unless he 
nipped it in the bud. The Klan was a dangerous insti
tution. Its only salvation lay in the absolute obedience 
of its members to the orders of an intelligent and pa
triotic chief. Unless the word of that chief remained 
the sole law of its life, a reign of terror by irresponsible 
fools would follow at once. As commander of the Klan 
in his county he must subdue this lawless element. It 
must be done with an iron hand and done immediately 
or it would be too late. His decision to act was instan
taneous. 

He sent a message to his wife that he couldn't get 
home for supper, locked his door and in three hours 
finished his day" work. There was ample time to head 
these boys off before they reached old Peeler'. house. 
They couldn't .tart before eleven, yet he would take no 
chances. He determined to arrive an hour ahead of 
them. 
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The night was gloriously beautiful-a clear star
gemmed sky in the full tide of a Southern summer, the 
first week in August. He paused inside the gate of his 
home &Jld drank for a moment the perfume of the roses 
on the lawn. The light from the window of his wife's 
room poured a mellow :Oood of welcome through the 
shadows beside the white, :Outed columns. This home 
of his father's was all the wreck of war had left him 
and his heart gave a throb of joy to-night that it was 
his. 
~d the: room where the d~licate wife lay, a petted 

invalid, was the nursery. His baby boy was there, nest
ling in the arms of the black mammy who had nursed 
him twenty odd years ago. He could hear the so~~ 
crooning of. her dear old voice singing the child to 
sleep. The h~art of the young father swelled with 
pride. He loved , his frail little wife with a deep, tender 
pa~sion, but this big :rosy-cheeked, laughing boy, 
which she had given him six months ago, he fairly wo:r-
shipped. ' , 

He stopped again under the nursery window and lis
tened to the music of the cr~le. The old lulla~y had 
waked a mocking bird in a magnolia beside the porch 
and he was answering her plaintiv.e wail. with a thrilling 
love song. I By the stran~. la!, 0.1 contrast, his memory 
flashed over the fields of death he had trodden in the 
long war •. '" ' 

"What does it matter after all, these W8,rs and ·revolu
tions,. if God on'ly brings '!ith each new generation a 
nobler breed of men!".: ' 
, ,He tipped. softly, past the . window lest .his footf~l 
disturb the loved ones above, hurried to the stable, sad
dled his horse and slowly rode through the quiet streets 
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of the town. On clearing the last clump of negro cabins 
on the outskirts his pace quickened to a gallop. 

He stopped in the edge of the woods at the gate 
which opened from Peeler's farm on the main road. The 
boys would have to enter here. He would stop them 
at this spot. I • 

The solemn beauty of the night stirred his soul to 
visions of the future, and the coming battle which his 
Klan must fight for the mastery of the state. The chirp 
of crickets, the song of katydids and the flash of fire
ffies became the martial music and the fiaming torches 
of triumphant hosts he saw marching to certain victory. 
But the Klan he was leading was ,a wild horse that must 
be broken to the bit or both horse and rider would 
plunge to ruin. 

There would be at least twenty or thirty of these 
youna marauders to-night. U they should unite in 
defying his authority it would be a serious and danger
ous situation. Somebody might be killed. And yet he 
waited without a fear of the outcome. He had faced 
odds before. He loved a battle when the enemy out
numbered him two to one. It stirred his blood. He 
had ridden with Forrest one night at the head of four 
hundred daring, ragged veterans, surrounded a crack 
Union regiment at two o'clock in the morning, and 
forced their commander to surrender 1800 men before 
he discovered the real strength of the attacking force. 
It stirred his blood to-night to know that General For
rest was the Commander-in-Chief of his own daring 
Clansmen. 

Half an hour passed without a sign of the youngsters. 
He grew uneasy. Could they have dared to ride so 
early that they had reached the house before his arrivalP 
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He must know at once. He opened the gate and gal
loped down the narrow track at a furious pace. 

A hundred yards from Peeler's front gate he drew 
rein and listened. A horse neighed in the woods, and 
the piercing shriek of a woman left nothing to doubt. 
They were already in the midst of their dangerous 
comedy. 

He pressed cautiously toward the gate, riding in the 
shadows of the overhanging trees. They were dragging 
old Peeler across the yard toward the roadway, followed 
by the pleading voice of a woman begging for his worth
less life. 

Realizing that the raid was now an accomplished fact, 
Norton waited to see what the young fools were going 
to do. He was not long in doubt. They dragged their 
panting, perspiring victim into the edge of the woods, 
tied him to a sapling and bared his back. The leader 
stepped forward holding a lighted torch whose fl.icker
ing flames made an unearthly picture of the distorted 
features and bulging eyes. 

"Mr. Peeler," began the solemn mu1Hed voice behind 
the cloth mask, "for your many sins and blasphemies 
against God and man the preachers of this county have 
assembled to-night to call you to repentance-" 

The terror-stricken eyes bulged further and the fat 
neck twisted in an eft'ort to see how many ghastly fig
ures surrounded him, as he gasped: 

"Oh, Lord-oh, hell-are you all preachers?" 
. "All!" was the solemn echo from each sepulchral 

figure. 
"Then Pm a goner-that coffin's too big"--" 
"Yea, verily, there'll be nothing left when we get 

through-Selah!" solemnly cried the leader. 
!! 

Digitized by Goog Ie 



THE WOMAN IN YELLOW. 

"But, say, look here, brethren," Peeler pleaded be
tween shattering teeth, "can't we compromise this 
thing? Pll repent and join the church. And how'll a 
contribution of fifty dollars each strike youP NoW' 
what do you say to thaH" 

The coward's voice had melted into a pious whine. 
The leader selected a switch from the bundle extended 

by a shrouded figure and without a word began to lay 
on. Peeler's screams could be heard a mile. 

Norton allowed them to give him a dozen lashes and 
spurred his horse into the crowd. There was a wild 
scramble to cover and most of the boys leaped to their 
saddles. 'l'hree white figures resolutely stood their 
ground. 

"What's the meaning of this, sir?" Norton sternly 
demanded of the man who still held the switch. 

"Just a little fun, major," was the sheepish answer. 
"A dangerous piece of business." 
"For God's sake, save me, Major Norton!" Peeler 

cried, suddenly waking from the spell of fear. "They've 
got me, sir-and it's just like I to~d you, they're all 
preachers-I'm a goner!" 

Norton sprang from his horse and faced the three 
white figures. 

"Who's in command of this crowd?" 
"I am, sir!" came the quick answer from a stal

wart masquerader who suddenly stepped from the 
shadows. 

Norton recognized the young cabinet-maker's voice, 
and spoke in low tense tones: 

"By whose authority are you using these disguises 
to-night?" 

"It's none of your business!" 
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The tall sinewy figure suddenly stiffened, stepped 
,close and peered into the eyes of the speaker's mask: 

, "Does my word go here to-night or must I call out 
a division of the Klan?" , 

A moment's hesitation and the eyes behind the mask 
fell: ' 
, "All right, sir-nothing but a boyish frolic," mut

tered the leader apologetically. 
"Let this be the end of such nonsense," Norton said 

with a quiet drawl., "If I catch you fellows on a raid 
like this again I'll h~g your leader to the first limb 
I find-good night." . 
~ whistle blew and the beat of horses' hoofs along 

the narrow road told their hurried retreat. 
Norton loosed the cords and led old Peeler to his 

house. As the fat, wobbling legs mounted the steps 
the younger man paused at a sound from behind and be
fore he could turn a girl sprang from the shadows into 
his arms, and slipped to her knees, sobbing hysterically: 

"Save me I-they're going to beat me--they'll beat 
me to death--don't let them-please--please don't let 
theml" 

By the light from the window he saw that her hair 
was a deep rich red with the slightest tendency to curl 
and her wide dilated eyes a soft greenish grey. 

He was too astonished to speak for a moment and 
Peeler hastened to say: 

"That's our little gal, Cleo--that is-I-mean--of.-' 
course--it's Lucy's gal! She's just home from school 
and she's scared to death and I don't blame her!" 

The girl clung to her rescuer with desperate grip, 
pressing her trembling form close with each convulsive 
sob. 

Digitized by Goog Ie 



.. And slipped to her knees, sobbing hysterically." 

Digitized by Goog Ie 



THE N .. W YORK 
PUBLIC LIBRARY 

ASTOR" LENOX AN D 
TILD!.N 1""UUNLJAT.LLJNi> fu 

R _ _ L \ 



THE WOMAN IN YELLOW 

The man drew the soft arms down, held them a mo
ment and looked into the dumb frightened face. He 
was surprised at her unusual beauty. Her skin was a 
delicate creamy yellow, almost white, and her cheeks 
were tinged with the brownish red of ripe apple. As he 
looked in to her eyes he fancied that he saw a young 
leopardess from· an African jungle looking at him 
through the lithe, ·graceful form of a Southern woman. 

And then something happened in the shadows that 
stood out forever in his memory of that day as the 
turning point of his life. 

Laughing at her fears, he suddenly lifted his hand 
and gently stroked the tangled red hair, smoothing it 
back from her forehead with a movement instinctive 
and irresistible as he would have smoothed the fur of 
a yellow Persian kitten. 

Surprised at his act, he turned without a word and 
left the place. 

And all the way home, through the solemn starlit 
night, he brooded over the strange meeting with this 
extraordinary girL He forgot his 6ght. One thing 
only stood out with increasing vividness-the curious 
and irresistible impulse that caused him to stroke her 
hair. Personally he had always loathed the Southern 
white man who stooped and crawled. through the shad
ows to meet such women. She was a negress and he 
lmew it, and yet the act was instinctive and irresistible. 

Why? 
He asked. himself the question a hundred times, and 

the longer he faced it the angrier he becam~ at his 
stupid folly. For hours he lay awake, seeing in the 
darkness only the face of this girL 
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CHAPTER n 

CLEO ENTEBS 

THE conference of the carpetbagger with the little 
Governor proved more ominous than even Norton had 
feared. The blow struck was so daring, so swift and 
unexpected it stunned for a moment the entire white race. 

When the editor reached his office on the second 
morning after the raid, his desk was piled with tele
grams from every quarter of the state. The Governor 
had issued a proclamation disarming every white mili
tary company and by wire had demanded the immediate 
surrender of their rifles to the negro Adjutant-General. 
The same proclamation had created an equal number of 
negro companies. who were to receive these guns and 
equipments. 

The negroid state Government would thus command 
an armed black guard of fifty thousand men and leave 
the white race without protection. 

Evidently His Excellency was a man of ambitions. 
It was rumored that he aspired to the Vice-Presidency 
and meant to win the honor by a campaign of such bril
liance that the solid negro-ruled South would back him 
in the National Convention. 

Beyond a doubt, this act was the first step in a dar
ing attempt inspired by the radical fanatics in Con
gress to destroy the structure of white civilization in 
the South. 
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And the Governor's resources were apparently bound
less. President Johnson, though a native Southerner, 
was a puppet now in the hands of his powerful enemies 
who dominated Congress. These men boldly proclaimed 
their purpose to make the South negro territory by 
confiscating the property of the whites and giving it 
to the negroes. Their bill to do this, House Bill N um
ber Twenty-nine, introduced by the government leader, 
Thaddeus Stevens, was already in the calendar and Mr. 
Stevens was pressing for its passage with all the skill 
of a trained politician inspired by the fiercest hate. 
The army had been sent back into the prostrate South 
to enforce the edicts of Congress and the negro state 
government could command all the Federal troops 
needed for any scheme concocted. 

But the little Governor had a plan up his sleeve by 
which he proposed to startle even the Black Radical 
Administration at Washington. He was going to stamp 
out "Rebellion" without the aid of Federal troops, re
serving his right to call them finally as a last resort. 
That they were ready at his nod gave him the moral 
support of their actual presence. 

That any man born of a Southern mother and reared 
in the South under the conditions of refinement and 
culture, of the high ideals and the courage of the old 
regime, could fall so low as to use this proclamation, 
struck Norton at first as impossible. He refused to 
believe it. There must be some misunderstanding. He 
sent a messenger to the Capitol for a copy of the docu
ment before he was fully convinced. 

And then he laughed in sheer desperation at the farce
tragedy to which the life of a brave people had been 
reduced. It was his business as an editor to record 
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the daily history of the times. For a moment in im
agination he stood outside his oSee. and looked at his 
work. 

"Future generations simply can't be made to believe 
it!" he exclaimed. "It's too grotesque to be credible 
even to-day." 

It had never occurred to him that the war was un
reasonable. Its passions, its crushing cost, its blood
stained fields, its frightful cruelties were of the great 
movements of the race from a lower to a higher order 
of life. Progress could only come through struggle. 
War was the struggle which had to be when two great 
moral forces clashed. One must die, the other live. A 
great issue had to be settled in the Civil War, an issue 
raised by the creation of the Constitution itself, an issue 
its creators had not dared to face. And each generation 
of compromisers and interpreters had put it oft' and 
put it oft' until at last the storm of thundering guns 
broke from a hundred hills at once. 

It had never been decided by the builders of the Re
public whether it should be a mighty unified nation or a 
loose aggregation of smaller sovereignties. Slavery 
made it necessary to decide this fundamental question 
on which the progress of America and the future lead
ership of the world hung. 

He could see all this clearly now. He had felt it 
dimly true throughout every bloody scene of the war 
itself. And so he had closed the eyes of the lonely 
dying boy with a reverent smile. It was for his country. 
He had died for what he believed to be right and it was 
good. He had stood bareheaded in solemn court mar
tials and sentenced deserters to death, led them out in 
the gray morning to be shot and ordered them dumped 
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into shallow trenches without a doubt or a moment's 
hesitation. He had walked over battlefields at night 
and heard the groans of the wounded, the sighs of the 
dying, the curses of the living, beneath the silent stars 
and felt that in the end it must be good. It was war, 
and war, however cruel, was inevitable-the great 
High Court of Life and Death for the nations of 
earth. 

. But this base betrayal which had followed the hon~ 
orable surrender of a brave, heroic army-this wanton 
humiliation of a ruined people by pot-house politicians 
-this war on the dead, the wounded, the dying, and 
their defenseless women-this enthronement of Savag
ery, Superstition, Cowardice and Brutality in high 
places where Courage and Honor and Chivalry had 
:ruled-these vandals and camp followers and vultures 
provoking violence and exciting crime, set to rule a 
brave people who had risked all for a principle and 
lost-this was a nightmare; it was the reduction of 
buman society to an absurdity! 

For a moment he saw the world red. Anger, fierce 
and cruel, possessed him. The desire to kill gripped and 
strangled until he could scarcely breathe: 

Nor did it occur to this man for a moment that he 
could separate his individual life from the life of his 
people. His paper was gaining in circulation daily. 
It was paying a good dividend now ~d would give his 
loved ones the luxuries he had dreamed for them. The 
greater the turmoil the greater his profits would be. 
And yet this idea never once Bashed through his mind. 
His people were of his heart's blood. He had no life 
apart from them. Their joys were his, their sorrows 
hi&, their shame his. This proclamation of a traitor 
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to his race struck him in the face as a direct personal 
insult. The hot shame of it found his soul. 

When the first shock of surprise and indignation had 
spent itself, he hurried to answer his telegrams. His 
hand wrote now with the eager, sure touch of a master 
who knew his business. To every one he sent in sub
stance the same message: 

"Submit and await orders." 
.AB he sat writing the fierce denunciation of this act 

of the Chief Executive of the state, he forgot his bit
terness in the thrill of life that meant each day a new 
adventure. He was living in an age whose simple rec
ord must remain more incredible than the tales of the 
.Arabian Nights. And the spell of its stirring call 
was now upon him. 

The drama had ib! comedy moments, too. He could 
but laugh at the sorry figures the little puppets cut 
who were strutting for a day in pomp and splendor. 
Their end. was as sure as the sweep of eternal law. 
Water could not be made to run up hill by the procla
mation of a Governor. 

He had made up his mind within an hour to give 
the Scalawag a return blow that would be more swift 
and surprising than his own. On the little man's re
ception of that counter stroke would hang the destiny 
of his administration and the history of the state for 
the next generation. 

On the day the white military companies surrendered 
their arms to their negro successors something hap
pened that was not on the programme of the Gover-
~~ I .. 

The Ku Klux Klan held its second grand'" parade. 
It was not. merely a dress afFair. A swift and silent 

80 

Digitized by Goog Ie 



CLEO ENTERS 

army of drilled, desIJerate men} 11,m,il and 
moved the clo,T~11m~I at the }:JJJHmand 
of 011, At hou, armory ,Hery 
negro military company in the state was broken open 
and its guns recovered by the white and scarlet cavalry 
of the "Invisible Empire." 

Witli,} the next every JHJF:r}Iual neg'(: the-
state to be d,(session gun or was 
disarmed. Resistance was futile. The attack was so 
sudden and so unexpected, the attacking party so over
whelming at the moment, each black man surrendered 
withnut Flow anI (11ccessful "u11iution WJJ, }J,J:om
plishd a night without a or the uf a
life. 

Next morning the Governor paced the floor of his
office in the Capitol with the rage of a maddened beast, 
and the gunp,tbagger~ summoH,I T,r a. 
seconI ,Jmncil of It pro'J:d be a ve(g Jwgor-
tant meeting in the distory of His Excellency. 

The editor sat at his desk that day smiling in quiet 
triumph as he read the facetious reports wired by his 
faithf111 lieutenanP( every di(heict of 
An eallers puured 
moderh room prevented £Hiy attempt Hrit~ 
ing. He had turned the columns over to his assistants 
and the sun was just sinking in a smother of purple 
glord he tUrKH"I Trom hie and to. 
write leader fO!" day. 

It 11n easy A nolt: defiant ran 
through a sarcastic warning to the Governor that found 
the quick. The editorial Bashed with wit and stung 
with epigraIn. Fnd theee in his eHK1Keious-
ness dnwer a of that shn,¥Jd have 
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warned the Scalawag against his next act of supreme 
folly. 

But His Excellency had bad advisers, and the wheels 
of Fate moved swiftly toward the appointed end. 

Norton wrote this editorial with a joy that gave 
its crisp sentences the ring of inspired leadership. He 
knew that every paper in the state :read by white men 
and women would copy it and he already felt in his 
heart the reflex thrill of its call to his people. 

He had just finished his :revision of the last paragraph 
when a deep, laughing voice beside his chair slowly said: 

"May 1 come in?" 
He looked up with a start to find the tawny figure of 

the girl whose red hair he had stroked that night bow
ing and smiling. Her white, perfect teeth gleamed in 
the gathering twilight and her smile displayed two 
pretty dimples in the brownish red cheeks. 

"I say, may 1 come in?" she repeated with a laugh. 
"It strikes me you are pretty well in," Norton said 

good-humoredly. 
"Yes, 1 didn't have any cards. So 1 came right up. 

It's getting dark and nobody saw me--" 
The editor frowned and moved uneasily 
"You're alone, aren't you?" she asked. 
"The others have all gone to supper, 1 believe." 
"Yes, 1 waited .'til they left. 1 watched from the 

Square 'til 1 saw them go." 
"Why?" he asked sharply. 
"I don't know. 1 reckon 1 was afraid of 'em." 
"And you're not afraid of me?" he laughed. 
"No." 
"Why noH" 
"Because 1 know you." 
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Norton smiled: 
"You wish to see me?" 
"Yes." 
"Is there anything wrong at Mr. Peeler's?" 
"No, I just came to thank you for what you did and 

see if you wouldn't let me work for you?" 
"Work? Where--here?" 
"Yes. I can keep the place clean. My mother said 

it was awful. And, honest, it's worse than I expected. 
It doesn't look like it's been cleaned in a year." 

"I don't believe it has," the editor admitted. 
"Let me keep it decent for you." 
"Thanks, no. It seems more home-like this 

way." 
"Must it be so dirty?" she asked, looking about the 

room and picking up the scattered papers from the 
floor. 

Norton, watching her with indulgent amusement at 
her impudence, saw that she moved her young form 
with & rhythmic grace that was perfect. The simple 
calico dress, with a dainty little check, fitted her per
fectly. It was cut low and square at the neck and 
showed the fine lines of a beautiful throat. Her arms 
were round and finely shaped and bare to an inch above 
the elbows. The body above the waistline was slender, 
and the sinuous free movement of her figure showed 
that she wore no corset. Her step was as light as a 
cat's and her voice full of good humor and the bubbling 
spirits of a perfectly healthy female animal. 

His first impulse was to send her about her business 
with a word of dismissal. But when she laughed it was 
with such pleasant assurance arid such faith in his 
friendliness it was impossible to be rude. 
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She picked up the last crumpled paper and laid it 
on a table beside the wall, turned and said softly: 

"Well, if you don't want me to clean up for you, 
anyhow, I brought you some Bowers for your room
they're outside." 

She darted through the door and returned in a mo
ment with an armful of roses. 

"My mother let me cut them from our yard, and she 
told me to thank you for coming that night. They'd 
.have killed us if you hadn't come." 

"Nonsense, they wouldn't have touched either you or 
your mother!" 

"Yes, they would, too. Goodness--haven't you any
thing to put the Bowers in?" 

She tipped softly about the room, holding the roses 
up and arranging them gracefully. 

Norton watched her with a lazy amused interest. He 
couldn't shake off the impression that she was a sleek 
young animal, playful and irresponsible, that had 
strayed from home and wandered into his office. And 
he loved animals. He never passed a stray 80g or a 
cat without a friendly word of greeting. He had oiten 
laid on his lounge at home, when tired, and watched a 
lcitten play an hour with unBagging interest. Every 
movement of this girl's lithe young body suggested such 
a scene--especially the velvet tread of her light foot, 
and the delicate motions of her figure followed suddenly 
by a sinuous quick turn and a childish la~gh or cry. 
The faint shadows of negro blood in her creamy skin 
and the purring gentleness of her voice seemed part of 
the gathering twilight. Her eyes were apparently twice 
the size as when first he saw them, and the pupils, 
dilated in the dusk, Bashed with unusual brilliance. 
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She had wandered into the empty reporters' room 
without permission looking for a vase, came back and 
stood in the doorway laughing: 

"This is the dirtiest place I ever got into in my life. 
Gracious! Isn't there a thing to put the flowers in?" 

The editor, roused from his reveries, smiled and an
swered: 

"Put them in the pitcher." 
"Why, yes, of course, the pitcher!" she cried, rush

ing to the little washstand. 
"Why, there isn't a drop of water in it-I'll go to 

the well and get some." , 
She seized the pitcher, laid the flowers down in the 

bowl, darted out the door and . flew across the street to 
the well in the Court House Square. 

The young editor walked carelessly to the windoW" 
and watched her. She simply couldn't get into an un
graceful attitude. Every movement was instinct with 
vitality. She was alive to her finger tips. Her body 
swayed in perfect rhythmic unison with her round, bare 
arms as she turned the old-fashioned rope windlass~ 
drew the bucket to the top and dropped it easily on 
the wet wooden lids that flapped back in place. 

She was singing now a crooning, half-savage melody 
her mother had taught her. The low vibrant notes ot 
her voice, deep and tender and quivering with a strange 
intensity, floated across the street through the gather
ing shadows. The voice had none of the light girlish 
quality of her age of eighteen, but rather the full pas
sionate power of a woman of twenty-five. The dis
tance, the deepening shadows and the quiet of the 
town's lazy life, added to the dreamy effectiveness or 
the song. 
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"Beautiful!" the man exclaimed. "The negro race 
will give the world a great singer some day--" 

And then for the first time in his life the paradox of 
his personal attitude toward this girl and his attitude 
in politics toward the black race struck him as curious. 
He had just finished an editorial in which he had met 
the aggressions of the negro and his allies with the fury, 
the scorn, the defiance, the unyielding ferocity with 
which the Anglo-Saxon conqueror has always treated his 
inferiors. And yet he was listening to the soft tones of 
this girl's voice with a smile as he watched with good
natured indulgence the light gleam mischievously from 
her impudent big eyes while she moved about his 
room. 

Yet this was not to be wondered at. The history of 
the South and the history of slavery made such a para
dox inevitable. The long association with the individual 
negro in the intimacy of home life had broken down 
the barriers of personal race repugnance. He had 
grown up with negro boys and girls as playmates.· He 
had romped and wrestled with them. Every servant in 
every home he had ever known had been a negro. The 
first human face he remembered bending over his cradle 
was a negro woman's. He had fallen asleep in her arms 
times without number. He had found refuge there against 
his mother's stern commands and sobbed out on her 
breast the story of his fancied wrongs and always found 
consolation. "Mammy's darlin'" was always right
the world cruel and wrong! He had loved this old 
nurse since he could remember. She was now nursing 
his own and he would defend her with his life with
out a moment's hesitation. 

And so it came about inevitably that while he had 
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swung his white and scarlet legions of disguised Clans
men in solid line against the Governor and smashed his 
negro army without the loss of a single life, he was at 
the same moment proving himself defenseless against 
the silent and deadly purpose that had already shaped 
itself in the soul of this sleek, sensuous young animal. 
He was actually smiling with admiration at the beauti
ful picture he saw as she lifted the white pitcher, placed 
it on the crown of red hair, and crossed the street. 

She was still softly singing as she entered the room 
and arranged' the Bowers in pretty confusion. 

Norton had lighted his lamp and seated himself at 
his desk again. She came close and looked over his 
shoulder at the piles of papers. 

"How on earth can you work in such a mess?" she 
asked with a laugh. 

"Used to it," he answered without looking up from 
the· final reading of his editorial. 

"What's that you've written?" 
The impudent greenish gray eyes bent closer. 
"Oh, a little talk to the Governor-" 
"I bet it's a hot one. Peeler says you don't like the 

Governor-read it to me!" 
The editor looked up at the mischievous young face 

and laughed aloud: 
"I'm afraid you wouldn't understand it." 
The girl joined in the laugh and the dimples in the 

reddish brown cheeks looked prettier than ever. 
"Maybe I wouldn't," she agreed. 
He resumed his reading and she leaned over his chair 

until he felt the soft touch of her shoulder against his. 
She was staring at his paste-pot, extended her tapering, 
creamy finger and touched the paste. 
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"What in the world's thaH" she cried, giggling 
again. 

"Paste." 
Another peal of silly laughter echoed through the 

room. 
''Lord, I thought it was mush and milk-I thought it 

was your supper !-don't you eat no supper?" 
"Sometimes. " 
The editor looked up with a slight frown and said: 
"Run along now, child, I've got to work. And tell 

your mother I'm obliged for the Bowers." 
"I'm not going back home-" 
"Why not?" 
"I'm scared out there. I've come in town to live with 

my aunt." 
"Well, tell her when you see her." 
"Please let me clean this place up for you ?" she 

pleaded. 
"Not to-night." 
"To-morrow morning, then? I'll come early and 

every morning-please-let me-it's all I can do to 
thank you. I'll do it a month just to show you how 
pretty I can keep it and then you can pay me if you 
want me. It's a bargain, isn't it?" 

The editor smiled, hesitated, and said: 
"All right-every morning at seven." 
"Thank you, major-good night I"~ 
She paused at the door and her white teeth gleamed 

in the shadows. She turned and tripped down the 
stairs, humming again the strangely appealing song she 
had sung at the well. 
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A. BEAST A. WADS 

WITHIN a week Nonoll bitterly regretted the ar
rangement he had made with Cleo. Not because she had 
failed to do her work properly, but precisely because 
she was doing it so well. She had apparently made it the 
sole object of her daily thought and the only task to 
which she devoted her time. 

He couldn't accustom his mind to the extra~rdinary 
neatness with which she kept the office. The clean Boor, 
the careful arrangement of the chairs, the neat piles of 
exchanges laid on a table she had placed beside his 
desk, and the vase of fresh Bowers he found each morn
ing, were constant reminders of her personality which 
piqued his curiosity and disturbed his poise. 

He had told her to come at seven every morning. It 
was his habit to reach the office and begin reading the 
exchanges by eight-thirty and he had not expected to 
encounter her. there. She had always managed, how
ever, to linger over her morning tasks until his arrival, 
and never failed to greet him pleasantly and ask if there 
were anything else she could do. She also insisted on 
coming at noon to fill his pitcher and again just before 
supper to change the water in the vase of Bowers. 

At this last call she always tried to engage him in a 
few words of small talk. At first this program made 
no impression on his busy brain except that she was 
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trying to prove her value as a servant. Gradual]y, 
however, he began to notice that her dresses were cut 
with remarkable neatness for a girl of her position and 
that she showed a rare talent in selecting materials be
coming to her creamy yellow skin and curling red 
hair. • 

He observed, too, that she had acquired the habit 
of hanging about his desk when finishing her tasks and 
had a queer way of looking at him and laughing. 

She began to make him decidedly uncomfortable and 
he treated her with indifference. No matter how sullen 
the scowl with which he greeted her, she was always 
smiling and humming snatches of strange songs. He 
sought for an excuse to discharge her and could find 
none. She had the instincts of a perfect servant-in
telligent, careful and loyal. She never blundered over 
the papers on his desk. She seemed to know instinc
tively what was worthless and what was valuable, and 
never made a mistake in rearranging the chaotic piles 
of stuff he left in his wake. 

He thought once for just a moment of the possibility 
of her loyalty to the negro race. She might in that case 
prove a valuable spy to the Governor and his allies. 
He dismissed the idea as preposterous. She never asso
ciated with negroes if she could help it and apparently 
was as innocent as a babe of the nature of the terrific 
struggle in which he was engaged with the negroid gov
ernment of the state. 

And yet she disturbed him deeply and continuously, 
as deeply sometimes when absent as when present. 

Why? 
He asked himself the question again and again. Why 

should he dislike her? She did her work promptly and 
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efficiently, and for the first time within his memory the 
building was really fit for human habitation. 

At last he guessed the truth and it precipitated the 
first battle of his life with the beast that slumbered 
within. Feeling her physical nearness more acutely 
than usual at dusk and noting that she had paused in 
her task near his desk, he slowly lifted his eyes from the 
paper he was reading and, before she realized it, caught 
the look on her face when off guard. The girl was 
in love with him. It was as clear as day now that he 
had the key to her actions the past week. For this rea
son she had come and for this reason she was working 
with such patience and skill. 

His first impulse was one of rage. He had little of 
the vanity of the male animal that struts before the 
female. His pet aversion was the man of his class who 
lowered himself to vulgar association with such girls. 
The fact that, at this time in the history of the South, 
such intrigues were common made his determination all 
the more bitter as a leader of his race to stand for its 
purity. 

He suddenly swung in his chair, determined to dismiss 
her at once with as few words &8 possible. 

She leaped gracefully back with a girlish laugh, so 
soft, low and full of innocent surprise, the harsh words 
died on his lips. 

"Lordy, major," she cried, "how you scared me! I 
thought you had a fit. Did a pin stick you-or maybe 
a flea bit you?" 

She leaned against the mantel laughing, her white 
teeth gleaming. 

He hesitated a moment, his eyes lingered on the grace
ful pose of her young figure, his ear caught the soft 
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note of friendly tenderness in her voice and he was 
silent. 

"What's the matter?" she asked, stepping closer. 
"Nothing. " 
"Well, you made an awful fuss about it!" 
"Just thought of something-suddenly--" 
"I thought you were going to bite my head off and 

then that something bit you!" 
Again she laughed and walked slowly to the door, her 

greenish eyes watching him with studied carelessness, as 
a cat a mouse. Every movement of her figure was 
music, her smile contagious, and, by a subtle mental 
telepathy, she knew that the man before her felt it, and 
her heart was singing a savage song of triumph. She 
could wait. She had everything to gain and nothing to 
lose. She belonged to the pariah world of the Negro. 
Her love was patient, joyous, insistent, unconquerable. 

It was unusually joyous to-night because she felt 
without words that the mad desires that burned a living 
fire in every nerve of her young body had scorched 
the man she had marked her own from the moment she 
had first laid eyes on his serious, aristocratic face--for 
back of every hysterical cry that came from her lips 
that night in the shadows beside old Peeler's house lay 
the sinister purpose of a mad love that had leaped full 
grown from the deeps of her powerful animal nature. 

She paused in the doorway and softly said: 
"Good night." 
The tone of her voice was a caress and the bold eyes 

laughed a daring challenge straight into his. 
He stared at her a moment, flushed, turned pale and 

answered in a strained voice: 
"Good night, Cleo." 
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But it was not a good night for him. It was a night 
never to be forgotten. Until after twelve he walked be
neath the stars and fought the Beast-the Beast with a 
thousand heads and a thousand legs; the Beast that had 
been bred in the bone and sinew of generations of ances
tors, wilful, cruel, courageous conquerors of the world. 
Before its ravenous demands the words of mother, 
teacher, priest and lawgiver were as chaff before the 
whirlwind-the Beast demanded his own I Peace came 
at last with the vision of a baby's laughing face peeping 
at him from the arms of a frail little mother. 

He made up his mind and hurried home. He would 
get rid of this girl to-morrow and never again permit 
her shadow to cross his pathway. With other men of 
more sluggish temperament, position, dignity, the re
sponsibility of leadership, the restraints of home and 
religion might be the guarantee of safety under such 
temptations. He didn't propose to risk it. He under
stood now why he was so nervous and distracted in her 
presence. The mere physical proximity to such a crea
ture, vital, magnetic, unmoral~ beautiful and daring, 
could only mean one thing to a man of his age and in
heritance--a temptation so fierce that yielding could 
only be a question of time and opportunity. 

And when he told her the next morning that she must 
not come again she was not surprised, but accepted his 
dismissal without a word of protest. 

With a look of tenderness she merely said: 
"I'm sorry." 
"Yes," he went on curtly, "you annoy me; I can't 

write while you are puttering around, and I'm always 
afraid you'll disturb some of my papers." 

She laughed in his fe.ce, a joyous, impudent, good-
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natured, ridiculous laugh, that said more eloquently 
than words: 

"I understand your silly excuse. You're afraid of 
me. You're a big coward. Don't worry, I can wait. 
You'll come to me. And if not, I'll find you-for I 
shall be near--and now that you know and fear, I shall 
be very near!" 

She moved .shyly to the door and stood framed in its 
white woodwork, an appealing picture of dumb regret. 

She had anticipated this from the first. And from 
the moment she threw the challenge into his eyes the 
night before, saw him flush and pale beneath it, she 
knew it must come at once, and was prepared. There 
was no use to plead and beg or argue. It would be a 
waste of breath with him in this mood. 

Besides, she had already found a better plan. 
So when he began to try to soften his harsh decision 

with kindly words she only smiled in the friendliest pos
sible way, stepped back to his desk, extended her hand, 
and said: 

"Please let me know if you need me. I'll do anything 
on earth for you, major. Good-by." 

It was impossible to refuse the gracefully out
stretched hand. The Southern man had been bred from 
the cradle to the most intimate and friendly personal 
relations with the black folks who were servants in the 
house. Yet the moment· he touched her hand, felt its 
soft warm pressure and looked into the depths of her 
shining eyes he wished that he had sent her away with 
downright rudeness. 

But it was impossible to be rude with this beautiful 
young animal that purred at his side. He started to 
say something harsh, she laughed and he laughed. 
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She held his hand clasped in hers for a moment and 
slowly said: 

"I haven't done anything wrong, have I, major?" 
"No." 
"You are not mad at me for anything?" 
"No, certainly not." 
"I wonder why you won't let me work here?" 
She looked about the room and back at him, speaking 

slowly, musingly, with an impudence that left little 
doubt in his mind that she suspected the real reason and 
was deliberately trying to tease him. 

He flushed, hurriedly withdrew his hand and replied 
carelessly: 

"You bother me--can't work when you're fooling 
around." 

"All right, good-bye." 
He turned to his work and she was gone. He was 

glad she was out of his sight and out of his life for
ever. He had been a fool to allow her in the building 
at all. 

He could concentrate his mind now on his fight with 
the Governor. 

• 
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THE ABBEBT 

THE time had come in Norton's fight when he was 
about to be put to a supreme test. 

The Governor was preparing the most daring and 
sensational movement of his never-to-be-forgotten ad
ministration. The audacity and thoroughness with 
which the Klan had disarmed and made ridiculous his 
army of fifty thousand negroes was at first a stunning 
blow. In vain Schlitz stormed and pleaded for National 
aid. 

"You must ask for Federal troops without a mo
ment's delay," he urged desperately. 

The Scalawag shook his head with quiet determination. 
"Congress, under the iron rule of Stevens, will send 

them, I grant you--" . 
"Then why hesitate?" 
"Because their coming would mean that I have been 

defeated on my own soil, that my administration of the 
state is a failure." 

"Well, isn't it?" 
"No; I'll make good my promises to the men in 

Washington who have backed me. They are preparing 
to impeach the President, remove him from office and 
appoint a dictator in his stead. I'll show them that I 
can play my part ~ the big drama, too. I am going 
to deliver this state bound hand and foot into their 
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hands, with a triumphant negro electorate in the sad
dle, or I'll go down in ignominious defeat." 

"You'll go down, all right-without those troops
mark my word," cried the Carpetbagger. 

"All right, I'll go down :flying my own flag." 
"You're a fool!" Schlitz roared. "Union troops are 

our only hope!" 
His Excellency kept his temper. The little ferret 

eyes beneath their bushy brows were drawn to narrow 
lines as he slowly said: 

"On the other hand, my dear Schlitz, I don't think I 
could depend on Federal troops if they were here." 

"No?" was the indignant sneer. 
"Frankly I do not," was the even answer. "Federal 

officers have not shown themselves very keen about ex
ecuting the orders of Reconstruction Governors. They 
have often pretended to execute them and in reality 
treated us with contempt. They hold, in brief, that they 
fought to preserve the Union, not to make negroes rule 
over white men! The task before us is not to their 
liking. I don't trust them for a moment. I have a bet
ter plan--" 

"What?" 
"I propose to raise immediately an army of fifty 

thousand loyal white men, arm and drill them without 
delay--" 

"Where'll you get them?" Schlitz cried incredulously. 
"I'll find them if I have to drag the gutters for every 

poor white scamp in the state. They'll be a tough lot, 
maybe, but they'll make good soldiers. A soldier is a 
man who obeys orders, draws his pay, and asks no qUeB:
tions--" 

"And then what?" 
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"And then, sir !--" 
The Governor's leathery little face Hushed as he 

sprang to his feet and paced the Hoor of his office in 
intense excitement. 

"I'll tell you what then!" Schlitz cried with scorn. 
The pacing figure paused and eyed his tormentor, 

lifting his shaggy brows: 
"Yes?" 
"And then," the Carpetbagger answered, "the Ku 

Klux Klan will rise in a night, jump on your mob of 
ragamuflins, take their guns and kick them back into 
the gutter." 

"Perhaps," the Governor said, musingly, "if I give 
them a chance! But I won't!" 

"You won't? How can you prevent it?" 
"Very simply. I'll issue a proclamation suspending 

the writ of habelU corptu--" 
"But you have no right," Schlitz gasped. The ex

scullion had been studying law the past two years and 
aspired to the Supreme Court bench. 

"My right is doubtful, but it will go in times of rev
olution. I'll suspend the writ. 'arrest the leaders of the 
Klan without warrant, put them in jail and hold them 
there without trial until the day after the election." 

Schlitz's eyes danced as he sprang forward and ex
tended his fat hand to the Scalawag: 

"Governor, you're a great man! Only a great mind 
would dare such a plan. But do you think your life 
will be safe?" 

The little figure was drawn erect and the ferret eyes 
Hashed: 

"The Governor of a mighty commonwealth-they 
wouldn't dare lift their little finger against me." 
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Schlitz shook his head dubiously. 
"A pretty big job in times of peace-to suspend the 

civil law, order wholesale arrests without warrants by 
a ragged militia and hold your men without trial--" 

"I like the job!" was the quick answer. "I'm going 
to show the smart young man who edits the paper in 
this town that he isn't running the universe." 

Again the adventurer seized the hand of his chief: 
"Governor, you're a great man! I take my hat off 

to you, sir." 
His Excellency smiled, lifted his sloping shoulders, 

moistened his thin lips and whispered: 
"Not a word now to a living soul until I strike--" 
"I understand, sir, not a word," the Carpetbagger 

replied in low tones as he nervously fumbled his hat 
and edged his way out of the room. 

The editor received the Governor's first move in the 
game with contempt. It was exactly what he had ex
pected-this organization of white renegades, thieves, 
loafers, cut-throats, and deserters. It was the last re
sort of desperation. Every day, while these dirty ig
norant recruits were being organized and drilled, he 
taunted the Governor over the personnel of his "Loyal" 
army. He began the publication of the history of its 
officers and men. These biographical stories were writ
ten with a droll humor that kept the whole state in a 
good-humored ripple of laughter and inspired the con
vention that nominated a complete white man's ticket 
to renewed enthusiasm. 

And then the bolt from the blue-the Governor's act 
of supreme madness! 

As the editor sat at his desk writing an editorial con
gratulating the state on the brilliant ticket that the 
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white race had nominated and predicting its triumphant 
election, in spite of negroes, thieves, cut-throats, Scala
wags and Carpetbaggers, a sudden commotion on the 
sidewalk in front of his office stopped his pencil in the 
midst of an unfinished word. 

He walked· to the window and looked out. By the 
flickering light of the street lamp he saw an excited 
crowd gathering in the street. 

A company of the Governor's new guard had halted 
in front. An officer ripped off the palings from the 
picket fence beside the building and sent a squad of his 
men to the rear. 

The tramp of heavy feet on the stairs was heard and 
the dirty troopers crowded into the editor's room, mus
kets in hand, cocked, and their fingers on the triggers. 

Norton quietly drew the pencil from his ear, smiled 
at the mottled group of excited men, and spoke in his 
slow drawl: 

"And why this excitement, gentlemen?" 
The captain stepped forward: 
"Are you Major Daniel Norton?" 
"I am, sir." 
"You're my prisoner." 
"Show your warrant I" was the quick challenge. 
"I don't need one, sir." 
"Indeed! And since when is this state under martial 

law?" 
"Will you go peaceable?" the captain asked roughly. 
"When 1 know by whose authority you make this 

arrest." _ 
The editor walked close to the officer, drew himself 

erect, his hands clenched behind his back and held 
the man's eye for a moment with a cold stare. 
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The captain hesitated and drew a document from his 
pocket. 

The editor scanned it hastily and suddenly turned 
pale: 

"A proclamation suspending the fllrit of 'AabeM cor-
pw-impossible I" 

The captain lifted his dirty palms: 
"I reckon you can read!" 
"Oh, yes, I can read it, captain-still it's impossible. 

You can't suspend the law of gravitation by saying so 
on a scrap of paper--" 

"You are ready to go?" 
The editor laughed: 
"Certainly, certainly-with pleasure, I assure you." 
The captain lifted his hand and his men lowered their 

guns. The editor seized a number of blank writing 
pads, a box of pencils, put on his hat and called to his 
assistants: 

"I'm moving my office temporarily to the county jail, 
boys. It's quieter over there. I can do better work. 
Send word to my home that I'm all right and tell my 
wife not to worry for a minute. Every man to his post 
now and the liveliest paper ever issued! And on time 
to the minute." 

The printers had crowded into the room and a ring
ing cheer suddenly startled the troopers. 

The foreman held an ugly piece of steel in 'his hand 
and every man seemed to have hold of something.· 

"Give the word, chief!" the foreman cried. 
The editor smiled: 
"Thanks, boys, I understand. Go back to your 

work. You can help best that way." 
The men dropped their weapons and crowded to the 

51 

Digitized by Goog Ie 



THE SINS OF THE FATHER 

door, jeering and howling in derision at the awkward 
squad al they stumbled down the stairs after their 
commander, who·left the building holding tightly to the 
editor's arm, as if at any moment he expected an 
escape or a rescue. 

The procession wended its way to the jail behind the 
Court House through a crowd of silent men who merely 
looked at the prisoner, smiled and nodded to him over 
the· heads of his guard. 

An ominous quiet followed the day's work. The Gov
ernor was amazed at the way his sensational coup was 
received. He had arrested and thrown into jail with
out warrant the leaders of the white party in every 
county in the state. He was absolutely sure that these 
men 'Were the leaders of the Ku Klux Klan, the one 
invisible but terrible foe he really feared. 

He had expected bluster, protests, mass meetings and 
fiery resolutions. Instead his act was received with a 
,silence that was uncanny. In vain his Carpetbagger 
lieutenant ·congratulated him on the success of his Na
poleonic move. 

His little ferret eyes snapped with suppressed excite
ment. 

"But what the devil is the meaning of this silence, 
Schlitz?" he asked with a tremor. 

"They're stunned, I tell you. It was a master stroke. 
They're a lot of cowards and sneaks, these night raiders, 
anyhow. It only took a bold act of authority to throw 
them into a panic." 

The Scalawag shook his head thoughtfully: 
"Doesn't look like a panic to me--I'm uneasy--" 
"The only possible mistake you've made was the ar-

rest of Norton." 
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THE ARREST 

"Yes, I know public sentiment in the North don't 
like an attempt to suppress free speech, but I simply 
had to do it. Damn him, I've stood his abuse as long 
as I'm going to. Besides his dirty sheet is at the bot
tom of all our trouble." 
Wh~n the Governor scanned his copy of the next 

morning's Eagle MId Phomim his feeling of uneasiness 
increased. 

Instead of the personal abuse he had expected from 
the young firebrand, he read a long, carefully written 
editorial reviewing the history of the great fDrit of 
habeaB corptU in the evolution of human freedom. The 
essay closed with the significant statement that no Gov
ernor in the records of the state or the colony had ever 
dared to repeal 01' suspend this guarantee of Anglo
Saxon liberty-not even for a moment during the chaos 
of the Civil War. 

But the most disquieting feature of this editorial was 
the suggestive fact that it was set between heavy mourn
ing lines and at the bottom of it stood a brief paragraph 
enclosed in even heavier black bands: 

"We regret to announce that the state is at present with
out a chief executive. Our late unlamented Governor 
passed away in a fit of insanity at three o'clock yesterday." 

When the little Scalawag read the sarcastic obituary 
he paled for a moment and the hand which held· the 
paper. trembled so violently he was compelled to lay it 
on the table to prevent his secretary from noting his 
excitement. 

For the first time in the history of the state an armed 
guard was stationed at the door of the Governor's man
sion that night. 
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The strange calm continued. No move was made by 
the negroid government to bring the imprisoned men 
to trial and apparently no effort was being made by the 
men inside the jails to regain their liberty. 

Save that his editorials were dated from the county 
jail, no change had occurred in the daily routine of 
the editor's life. He continued his series of articles 
on the history of the state each day, setting them in 
heavy black mourning lines. Each of these editorials 
ended with an appeal to the patriotism of the reader. 
And the way in which he told the simple story of each 
step achieved in the blood-marked struggle for liberty 
had' a punch in it that boded ill for the little man who 
had set himself the task of dictatorship for a free peo
ple. 

No reference was made in the Eagle and Phomitc to 
. the Governor. He was dead. The paper ignored his 
existence. Each day of this ominous peace among his 
enemies increased the terror which had gripped the lit
tle Scalawag from the morning he had read his first 
obituary. The big black rules down the sides of those 
Mitorials seemed a foot wide now when he read 
them. 

Twice he seated himself at his desk to order the edi
tor's release and each time cringed and paused at the 
thought of the sneers with which his act would be 
gre,ted. He was now between the devil and the deep 
sea. He was afraid to retreat and dared not take the 
next step forward. If he could hold his ground for 
two weeks longer, and carry the election by the over
whelming majority he had planned, all would be well. 
Such a victory, placing him in power for four years and 
giving him an obedient negro Legislature once more to 
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do his bidding, would strike terror to his foes and silence 
their assaults. The negro voters far outnumbered the 
whites, and victory was a certainty. And so he held his. 
ground-until something happened I 

It began in a semi-tropical rain storm that swept. 
the state. All day it poured in blinding torrents, the 
wind steadily rising in velocity until at noon it was, 
scarcely possible to walk the streets. 

At eight o'clock the rain ceased to fall and by nine 
glimpses of the moon could be seen as the fast flying: 
clouds parted for a moment. But for these occasional 
flashes of moonlight the night was pitch dark. The 
Governor's company of nondescript soldiers in camp, 
at the Capitol, drenched with rain, had abandoned their 
water-soaked tents for the more congenial atmosphere 
of the low dives and saloons of the negro quarters. 

The minute the rain ceased to fall, Norton's wife sent 
his supper--but to-night by a new messenger. Cleo
smiled at him across the little table as she skillfully laid 
the cloth, placed the dishes and set a tiny vase of 
roses in the center. 

"You see," she began, smiling, "your wife needed me 
and I'm working at your house now, major." , 

"Indeed I" 
"Yes. Mammy isn't well and I help with the baby. 

He's a darling. He loved me the minute I took him in, 
my arms and hugged him." 

"No doubt." 
"His little mother likes me, too. I can pick her up 

in my arms and carry her across the room. You 
wouldn't think I'm so strong, would you?" 

"Yea-I would," he answered slowly, studying her 
with a look of increasing wonder at her audacity. 
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"You're not mad at me for being there, are you? 
You can't be-mammy wants me so"-she paused-
· "Lordy, I forgot the letter I" 

She drew from her bosom a note from his wife. He 
looked curiously at & smudge where it was sealed and, 
· glancing at the girl who was busy with the tray, opened 
and read: 

""J have just received a message from MacArthur's 
· daughter that your life is to be imperilled to-night by & 

dangerous raid. Remember your helpless wife and ~by. 
Surely there are trusted men who can do such work. You 
have often told me that no wise general ever risks his 
precious life on the tiring line. You are a soldier, and 
know this. Please, dearest, do not go. Baby and little 
mother both beg of you ," 

Norton looked at Cleo again curiously. He was sure 
· that the seal of this note had been broken and its mes-
· sage read by her. 

"Do you know what's in this note, Cleo?" he asked 
. sharply. 

"No, sir I" was the quick answer. 
He studied her again closely. She was on guard 

now. Every nerve alert, every faculty under perfect 
control. He was morally sure she was lying and yet it 
could only be idle curiosity or jealous interest in his 
affairs that prompted the act. That she should be an 
emissary of the Governor was absurd. 

"It's not bad news, I hope.?" she asked with an eager
ness that was just a little too eager. The man caught 
the false note and frowned. 

"No," he answered carelessly. "It's of no impor
·tance." He picked up a.pad and wrote a hurried answer: 
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"Don't worry a moment, dear. I am not in the slight
est danger. I know a soldier's duty and I'n not forget it. 
Sleep soundly, little mother and baby mine!" 

He folded the sheet of paper and handed it to her 
without sealing it. She was watching him keenly. His 
deep, serious eyes no longer saw her. His body was, 
t'here, but the soul was gone. The girl had never seen 
him in this mood. She was frightened. His life WaI' 

in danger. She knew it now by an unerring instinct. 
She would watch the jail and see what happened. She 
might do something to win his friendship, and then
the rest would be easy. Her hand trembled as she took 
the note. 

"Give this to Mrs. Norton at once," he said, "and 
tell her you found me well and happy in my work." 

"Yes, sir," the soft voice answered mechanically 8.& 

she picked up the tray and left the room watching him 
furtively. 
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CHAPTER V 

THE RESCUE 

CLEo hurried to the house, delivered the message, 
:rocked the baby to sleep and quietly slipped through 
the lawn into the street and back to the jail. 

A single guard kept watch at the door. She saw him 
by a 1Iash of moonlight and then passed so close she 
-could have touched the long old-fashioned musket he 
carried loosely across his shoulder. 

The cat-like tread left no echo and she took her 
.stand in the underbrush that had pushed its way closer 
.and closer until its branches touched the rear walls of 
the jail. For two hours she stood amid .the shadows, 
"her keen young ears listening and her piercing eyes 
watching. Again and again she counted the steps the 
;sentinel mp,de as he walked back and forth in front of 
the entrance to the jail. 

She knew from the sound that he passed the corner 
of the building for three steps in full view from her 
position, could she but see him through the darkness. 
Twice she had caught a glimpse of his stupid face as 
the moon Bashed a moment of light through.a rift of 
-clouds. 

"The Lord help that idiot," she muttered, "if the 
major's men want to pass him to-night!" 

She turned with a sharp start. The bushes softly 
parted behind her and a stealthy step drew near. Her 
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heart stood still. She was afraid to breathe. They 
wouldn't hurt her if they only knew she was the major's 
friend. But if they found and recognized her as old 
Peeler's half-breed daughter, they might kill her on the 
spot as a spy. 

She hadn't thought of this terrible possibility before. 
It was too late now to think. To run meant almost 
certain death. She Battened her figure against the wall 
of the jail and drew the underbrush close completely 
covering her form. 

She stood motionless and as near breathless as possi
ble until the two men who were approaching a step at 
a time had passed. At the corner of the jail .. they 
stopped within three feet of her. She could hear every 
word of their conference. 

"Now, Mac, do as I tell you," a voice whispered. 
"Jump on him from behind as he passes the corner and 
get him in the gills." 

"I understand." 
"Choke him sti1F until I get something in his mouth." 
"Ah, it's too easy. I'd like a little excitement." 
"We'll get it before morning---" 
"Sh! what's that?" 
"I didn't hear anything!" 
"Something moved." 
A bush had slipped from Cleo's hantl. She gripped 

the others with desperation. Ten minutes passed amid 
a death-like silence. A hundred times she imagined the 
hand of one of these men feeling for her throat. At 
last she drew a deep breath. 

The men began to move step by step toward the 
doomed sentinel. They were standing beside the front 
comer of the jail now waiting panther-like for their 
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prey. They allowed him to pass twice. He stopped 
at the end of his beat,blew his nose and spoke to himself: 

"God, what a lonely night!" 
The girl heard him turn, his feet measure three steps 

on his retprn and stop with a dull thud. She couldn't 
see, but she could feel through the darkness the grip of 
those terrible fingers on his throat. The only sound 
made was the dull thud of his body on the wet ground. 

In two minutes they had carried him into the shadows 
of a big china tree in the rear and tied him to the trunk. 
She could hear their sharp order: 

"Break those cords now or dare to open your mouth 
and, no matter what happens, we'll kill you first-just 
for luck." 

In ten minutes they had reported the success of their 
work to their comrades who were waiting and the men 
who had been picked for their dangerous task sur
rounded 'the jail and slowly took up their appointed 
places in the shadows. 

The attacking group stopped for their final instruc
tions not five feet from the girl's position. A Bash of 
moonlight and she saw them-six grim white and scarlet 
figures wearing spiked helmets from which fell a cloth 
mask to their shoulders. Their big revolvers were 
buckled on the outside of their disguises and each man'. 
hand rested. on the handle. 

One of them quietly slipped his robe from his shoul
ders, remond his helmet, put on the sentinel's coat and 
cap, seized his musket and walked to the door of the 
jail. 

She heard him drop the butt of the gun on the flag
stone at the steps and call: 

"Hello, jailer!" 
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THE RESCUE 

Some one stirred inside. It was not yet one o'clock 
&I1d the jailer who had been to a drinking bout with 
the soldiers had not gone to bed. In Ills shirt sleev. 
he thrust his head out the door: 

''Who is it?" 
"The guard, sir." 
"Well, what the devil do you wantP" 
"Can't ye gimme a drink of somethin'P I'm soaked 

through and I've caught cold--" 
"All right, in a minute," was the gruff reply. 
The girl could hear the soft tread of the shrouded 

figures closing in on the front door. A moment more 
and it opened. The voice inside said: 

"Here you are!" 
The words had scarcely passed his lips, and there 

was another dull crash. A dozen masked Clansmen 
hurled themselves into the doorway and rushed over 
the prostrate form of the half-dru"nken jailer. He was 
too frightened to call for help. He lay with his face 
downward, begging for his life. 

It was the work of a minute to take the keys from 
his trembling fingers, bind and gag him, and release 
Norton. The whole thing had been done so quietly not 
even a dog had barked at the disturbance. 

Again they stopped within a few feet of the trembling 
figure against the wall. The editor had now put on his 
disguise and stood in the centre of the group giving his 
orders as quietly as though he were talking to his print
ers about the form of his paper. 

"Quick now, Mac," she heard him say, "we've not a 
moment to lose. I want two pieces of scantling strong 
enough for a hangman's beam. Push one of them out 
of the center window of the north end of the Capitol 
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building, the other from the south end. We'll hang the 
little Scalawag on the south side and the Carpetbagger 
on the north. We'll give them thia grim touch of 
poetry at the end. Your ropes have ready swinging 
from these beams. Keep your men on guard there until 
I come." 

"All right, sir I" came the quick response. 
"My hundred picked men are waiting?" 
"On the turnpike at the first branch--" 
"Good! The Governor is spending the night at 

Schlitz's place, three miles out. He has been afraid to 
sleep at home of late, I hear. We'll give the little man 
and his pal a royal escort for once as they approach 

, the Capitol-expect us within an hour." 
A moment and they were gone. The girl staggered 

from her cramped position and flew to the house. She 
couldn't understand it all, but she realized that if the 
Governor were killed it meant possible ruin for the man 
.he had marked her own. 

A light was still burning in the mother's room. She 
had been nenous and restless and couldn't sleep. She 
beard the girl's swift, excited step on the stairway and 
rushed to the door: 

"What is it? What has happened?" 
Cleo paused for breath and gasped: 
"They've broken the j ail open and he's gone with 

the Ku Klux to kill the Governor!" 
"To kill the Governor?" 
"Yessum. He's got a hundred men waiting out on 

the turnpike and they're going to hang the Governor 
from one of the Capitol windows I" 

The wife caught the girl by the shoulders and cried: 
c~o told you this?" 
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"Nobody. I saw them. I was passing the jail, 
heard a noise and went close in the dark. I heard the 
major give the orders to the men." 

"Oh, my God I" the little mother groaned. "And 
they are going straight to the Governor's mansion?" 

"N o-no-he said the Governor's out at Schlitz's 
place, spending the night. . They're going to kill him, 
too--" 

- "Then there's time to stop them-quick--can you 
hitch a horse?" 

"Yessum I" 
"Run to the stable, hitch my horse to the buggy and 

take a note I'll write to my grandfather, old Governor 
Carteret-you know where his place is-the big red 
brick house at the edge of town?" 

"Yessum--" 
. . "His street leads into the turnpike-quick now-the 
horse and buggy I" 

The strong young body· sprang down the steps three 
and four rounds at a leap and in five minutes the 
crunCh of swift wheels on the gravel walk was heard. 

She sprang up the stairs, took the note from the 
frail, trembling little hand and bounded out of the house 
again. 

The clouds had passed and the moon was shining now 
in silent splendor on the sparkling refreshed trees and 
shrubbery. The girl was an expert in handling a horse. 
Old Peeler had at least taught her that. In fiTe more 
minutes from the time she had left the house she was 
knocking furiously at the old Governor's door. He was 
eighty-four, but a man of extraordinary vigor for his 
age. 

He came to the door alone in his night-dress, candle 
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in hand, scowling at the unseemly interruption of his 
rest. 

"What is it?" he cried with impatience. 
"A note from Mrs. Norton." 
At the mention of her name the fine old face softened 

and then his eyes flashed: 
"She is ill?" 
"No, sir-but she wants you to help her." 
He took the note, placed the candle on the old

fashioned mahogany table in his hall, returned to his 
room for his glasses, adjusted them with deliberation 
and read its startling message. 

He Ipoke without looking up: 
"You know the road to Schlitz's house?" 
''Yes, sir, eTery foot of it." 
"I'll be ready in ten minutes." 
"We've no time to lose-you'd better hurry," the 

girl said nervously. 
The old man lifted his eyebrows: 
"I will. But an ex-Governor of the state can't rush 

to meet the present Governor in his shirt-tail-now, can 
he?" 

Cleo laughed: 
"No, sir." 
The thin, sprightly figure moved quickly in spite of 

the eighty-four years and in less than ten minutes he 
was seated beside the girl and they were flying over 
the turnpike toward the Schlitz place. 

"How long since those men left the jail?" the old 
Governor asked roughly. 

"About a half-hour, sir." 
"Give your horse the rein-we'll be too late, I'm 

afraid." . 
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The lines slacked over the spirited animal's back and 
he sprang forward as though lashed by the insult to 
his high breeding. 

The sky was studded now with stars sparkling in the 
air cleared by the rain, and the moon Hooded the white 
roadway with light. The buggy flew over the beaten 
track for a mile, and as they suddenly plunged down a 
hill the old man seized both sides of the canopy top 
to steady his body as the light rig swayed first one way 
and then the other. 

"You're going pretty fast," he grumbled. 
"Yes, you said to give him the reins." 
"But I didn't say to throw them on the horse's head, 

did H" 
"No, sir," the girl giggled. . 
"Pull him in!" he ordered sharply. 
The strong young arms drew the horse suddenly 

down on his haunches and the old man lurched forward. 
"I didn't say pull him into the buggy," he growled. 
The girl suppressed another laugh. He was cer

tainly a funny old man for all his eighty odd winters. 
She thought that he must have been a young devil at 
eighteen. 

"Stop a minute!" he cried sharply. "What's that 
roaring?" 

Cleo listened : 
"The wind in the trees, I think." 
"Nothing of the sort-isn't this Buffalo creekP" 
"Yes, sir." 
"That's water we hear. The creek's out of banb. 

The storm has made the ford impassable. They haven't 
crossed this place yet. We're in time." 

The horse lifted his head and neighed. Another 
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answered from the woods and in a moment a white
masked figure galloped up to the buggy and spoke 
sharply: 

"You can't cross this ford-tum back." 
"Are you one of Norton's men?" the old man asked 

angrily. 
"None of your damned business I" was the quick an

swer. 
"I think it is, sir I I'm Governor Carteret. My age 

and services to this state entitle me to a hearing to
night. Tell Major Norton I must speak to him im
mediately-immediately, sir I" His voice rose to a 
high note of imperious command. 

The horseman hesitated and galloped into the shad
ows. A momeRt later" a tall shrouded figure on horse
back slowly apro~ched. 

"Cut your wheel," the old Governor said to the girL 
He stepped from the buggy without assistance. "N ow 

,tum round and wait for me." Cleo obeyed, and the 
. venerable statesman with head erect, his white hair and 
beard shinine in the moonlight c.almly awaited the ap
proach of the younger man. 

Norton dismounted and led his horse, the rein hang
"ing loosely over his arm. 

"Well, Governor Carteret"-the drawling vGice was 
low and quietly determined. 

The white-haired figure suddenly stiffened: 
"Don't insult me, sir, by talking through a mask

take that thing off your head." 
The maj or bowed and removed his mask. 
When the old man spoke again, his voice trembled 

with emotion, he stepped close and seized Norton's arm: 
"My boy, have you gone mad?" 

66 

Digitized by Goog Ie 



I THE RESCUE 

"I think not," was the even answer. The deep brown' 
eyes were holding the older man's gaze with a cold, 
deadly look. "Were you ever arrested, Governor, by 
the henchmen of a peanut politician and thrown into 
a filthy jail without warrant and held without trial at 
the pleasure of a master?" 

"No--by the living God!" 
"And if you had been, sir?" 
"I'd have killed him as I would a dog-I'd have shot 

him on sight-but you-you can't do this now, my boy 
-you carry the life of the people in your hands to
night ! You are their chosen leader. The peace and 
dignity of a great commonwealth are in your care--" 

"I am asserting its outraged dignity against a wretch 
who has basely betrayed it." 

"Even so, this is not the way. Think of the conse
quences to-morrow morning. The President will be 
forced against his wishes to declare the state in insur
rection. The army will be marched back into our bor
ders and martial law proclaimed." 

"The state is under martial law-the fIIn' has been 
IUSpended. " 

"But not legally, my boy. I know your provocation 
has been great-yes, greater than I could have borne 
in my day. I'll be honest with you, but you've had ~et
ter discipline, my son. I belong to the old regime and 
an iron will has been my only law. You must live in 
the new age under new conditions. You must adjust 
yourself to these conditions." 

"The man who calls himself Governor has betrayed 
his high trust," Norton broke in with solemn emph8.$is. 
";He has forfeited his life. The people whom he has 
~sely 'sold into bondage will applaud his execution. 
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The Klan to-night is the high court of a sovereign state 
and his death has been ordered." . 

"I insist there's a better way. Your Klan is a resist
less weapon if properly used. You are a maniac to 
night. You are pulling your own house down over your 
head. The election is but a few weeks off. Use your 
men as an army to force this election. The ballot is 
force-physical force. Apply that force. Your men 
can master that rabble of negroes on election day. 
Drive them from the polls. They'll run like frightened 
sheep. Their enfranchisement is a crime against civili
zation. Every sane man in the North knows this. No 
matter how violent your methods, an election that re
turns the intelligent and decent manhood of a state to 
power against a corrupt, ignorant and vicious mob will 
be backed at last by the moral sentiment of the world. 
There's a fiercer vengeance to be meted out to your 
Scalawag Governor-" 

"What do you mean?" the younger man asked. 
"Swing the power of your Klan in solid line against 

the ballot-box at this election, carry the state, elect 
your Legislature, impeach the Governor, remove him 
from office, deprive him of citizenship and send him 
to the grave with the brand of shame on his fore
head!" 

The leader lifted his somber face, and the older man 
saw that he was hesitating: 

"That's possible-yes-" 
The white head moved closer: 
"The only rational thing to do, my boy--come, I love 

you and I love my granddaughter. You've a great ca
reer before you. Don't throw your life away to-night 
in a single act of madness. Listen to an old man whose 
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sands are nearly run"-a trembling arm slipped around 
his waist. 

"I appreciate your coming here to-night, Governor, 
of course." 

"But if I came in vain, why at all?" there were tears 
in his voice now. "You must do as I say, my son
send those men home! I'll see the Governor to-morrow 
morning and I pledge you my word of honor that rll 
make him revoke that proclamation within an hour and 
restore the civil rights of the people. None of those 
arrests are legal and every man must be released." 

"He won't do it." 
"When he learns from my lips that I saved his dog's 

life to-night, he'll do it and lick my feet in gratitude. 
Won't you trust me, boy?"· 

The pressure of the old man's aI1D tightened and 
his keen eyes searched N orlon's face. . The strong fea
tures were convulsed with passion, he turned away and 
the firm mouth closed with decision: 

"All right •. rll take your advice." . 
The old Governor was very still for a moment and 

his voice quivered with tenderness as he touched N or
ton's arm a1fectionately: 

"You're a good boy, Dan! I knew you'd hear me. 
God! how I envy you the youth and strength that's 
yours to fight this battle!" 

The leader blew a whistle and his orderly galloped 
up: 

"Tell my men to go home and meet me to-morrow at 
one o'clock in the Courl House Square, in: their every
day clothes, armed and ready for orders. I'll dismiss 
the guard I left at the Capito!." 

The white horseman wheeled and galloped away. 
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Norton quietly removed hia disguise, folded it neatly, 
took off his saddle, placed the robe between the folds 
of the blanket and mounted his horse. 

The old Governor waved to him: 
"My love to the little mother and that boy, Tom, that 

you've named for me!" 
"Yes, Governor-good night." 
The tall figure on horseback melted into the shadows 

and in a moment the buggy was spinning over the glis
tening, moonlit track of the turnpike. 

When they reached the first street lamps on the edge 
of toWll, the old man peered curiously at the girl by 
his side. 

"You drive well, young woman," he said slowly. 
"Who taught you?" 

"Old Peeler." 
"You lived on his place?" he asked quickly. 
"Yes, sir." 
"What's your mother's name?" 
"Lucy." 
"Hm! I thought so." 
"Why, sir?" 
"Oh, nothing," was the gruff answer. 
"Did you--did you know any of my people, sir?" 

she asked. 
He looked her squarely in the face, smiled and pursed 

his withered lips: 
"Yes. I happen to be personally acquainted with 

your grandfather and he was something of a man in his 
d~y." 
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CHAPTER VI 

A TBAITOB'S BUSE 

THE old Governor had made a correct guess on the 
line of action his little Scalawag successor in high office 
would take when confronted by the crisis of the morning. 

The Clansmen had left the two beams projecting 
through the windows of the north and south wings of 
the Capitol. A hangman's noose swung from each 
beam's end. 

When His Excellency drove into town next morning 
and received the news of the startling events of the 
night, he ordered a double guard of troops for his of
fice and another for his house. 

Old Governor Carteret called at ten o'clock and was 
ushered immediately into the executive office. No more 
striking contrast could be imagined between two men of 
equal stature. Their weight and height were almost 
the same, yet they seemed to belong to different races 
of men. The Scalawag official hurried to meet his dis
tinguished caller-a man whose administration thirty 
years ago was famous in the annals of the state. 

The acting Governor seemed a pigmy beside his ven
erable predecessor. The only prominent feature of the 
Scalawag's face was his nose. Its size should have 
symbolized strength, yet it didn't. It seemed to pro

. ject straight in front in a way that looked ridiculous 
'-as if some one had caught it with a pair of tongs, 
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THE SINS OF THE FATHER 

tweaked and pulled it out to an unusual length. It 
was elongated but not impressive. His mouth was 
weak, his chin small and retreating and his watery fer
ret eyes never looked anyone straight in the face. The 
front of his head was bald and sloped backward at an 
angle. His hair was worn in long, thin, straight locks 
which he combed often in a vain effort to look the typi
cal long-haired Southern gentleman of the old school. 

His black broadcloth suit with a velvet collar and 
cutts fitted his slight figure to perfection and yet failed 
to be impressive. The failure was doubtless clue to his 
curious way of walking about a room. Sometimes side
ways like a crab or a crawfish, and when he sought to 
be impressive, straight forward with an obvious jerk 
and an effort to appear dignified. 

He was the kind of a man an old-fashioned negro, 
born and bred in the homes of the aristocratic regime of 
slavery, would always laugh at. His attempt to be a 
gentleman was so obvious a fraud it could deceive no 
one. 

"I am honored, Governor Carteret, by your call this 
morning," he cried with forced politeness. "I need the 
advice of our wisest men. 1 appreciate your coming.n 

The old Governor studied the Scalawag for a mo
ment calmly and said: 

"Thank you." 
When shoWll to his seat the older man walked with 

the unconscious dignity of a man born to rule, the 
lines of his patrician face seemed cut from a cameo in 
contrast with the rambling nondescript features of the 
person who walked with a shu1fte beside him. It required 
DO second glance at the clean ruffled shirt with its tiny 
gold studs, the black string tie, the polished boots and 
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gold-headed cane to recognize the real gentleman of 
the old school. And no man ever looked a second time 
at his Roman nose and massive chin and doubted for 
a moment that he saw a man of power, of iron will and 
:fierce passions. 

"I have called this morning, Governor," the older 
man began with sharp emphasis, "to advise you to re
voke at once your proclamation suspending the 'll1rit of 
1&o.beaa cor[J'U8. Your act was a blunder--a colossal 
blunder! We are not living in the Dark Ages, sir
even if you were elected by a negro constituency! Your 
act is four hundred years out of date in the English
speaking world." 

The Scalawag began his answer by wringing his slip
pery hands: 

"1 realize, Governor Carteret, the gravity of my act. 
Yet grave dangers call for grave remedies. You see 
from the news this morning the condition of turmoil 
into which reckless men have plunged the state." 

The old man rose, crossed the room and confronted 
the Scalawag, his eyes blazing, his uplifted hand trem
bling with passion: 

"The breed of men with whom you are fooling have 
not submitted to such an act of tyranny from their 
rulers for the past three hundred years. Your effort to 
set the negro up as the ruler of the white race is the 
act of a madman. Revoke your order to-day or the 
men who opened that jail last night will hang you--" 

The Governor laughed lamely: 
"A cheap bluff, sir, a schoolboy's threat!" 
The older man drew closer: 
"A cheap bluff, eh? Well, when you say your 

prayers to-night, don't forget to thank your Maker for 
78 

Digitized by Goog Ie 



THE SINS OF THE F.A.THER 

two ~that He sent a storm yesterday that made 
Buffalo creek impassable and that I reached its banks 
in time!" 

The little Scalawag paled and his voice was scarcely 
a whisper: 

"Why-why, what do you mean?" 
"That I reached the ford in time to stop a hundred 

desper8:te men who were standing there in the dark wait
ing for its waters to fall that they might cross Imd hang 
you from that beam's end you call a cheap bluB'! That 
I stood there in the moonlight with my arm around their 
leader for nearly an hour begging, praying, pleading 
for your damned worthless life! They gave it to me 
at last because I asked it. No other man could have 
saved you. Your life is mine to-day! But for my 
solemn promise to those men that you would revoke that 
order your body would be swinging at this moment from 
the Capitol window-will you make good my promise?" 

"I'll-I'll consider it," was the waning answer. 
"Yes or no?" 
"I'll think it over, Governor Carteret-Pll think it 

over," the trembling voice repeated. "I ~ust consult 
my friends--" . 

"I won't take that answer!" the old man thundered 
in his face. "Revoke that proclamation here and now, 
or, by the Lord God, I'll send a message to those men 
that'll swing you from the gallows before the sun rises 
to-morrow morning!" 

"I've got my troops--" 
"A hell of a lot of troops they are! Where were they 

last night-the loafing, drunken cowards? You can't 
get enough troops in this town to save you. Revoke 
that proclamation or take your chances 1'" 

741 

Digitized by Goog Ie 



.A. TR.A.ITOR'S RUSE 

The old Govemor seized his hat and walked calmly 
toward the door. The Scalawag trembled, and finally 
said: 

"rn take your advice, sir-wait a moment until I 
write the order." 

The room was still for five minutes, save for the 
scratch of the Govemor's pen, as he wrote his second 
famous proclamation, restoring the civil rights of the 
people. He signed and sealed the document and handed 
it to his waiting guest: 

"Is that satisfactory?" 
The old man adjusted his glasses, read each 'word 

carefully, and replied with dignity: 
"Perfectly-good moming!" 
The white head erect, the visitor left the execu

. tive chamber without a glance at the man he de
spised. 

The Govemor had given his word, signed and sealed 
his solemn proclamation, but he proved himself a traitor 
to the last. 

With the advice of his confederates he made a last 
desperate effort to gain his end of holding the leaders of 
the opposition party in j ail by a quick shift of method. 
He wired orders to every jailer to hold the men until 
warrants were issued for their arrest by one of his negro 
magistrates in each county and wired instructions to the 
clerk of the court to admit none of them to bail no mat
ter what amount oBered. 

The charges on which these warrants were issued 
were, in the main, preposterous perjuries by the hire
lings of the Govemor. There was no expectation that 

. they would be proven in court. . But if they could hold 
these prisoners until the election was over the little Seal-
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awag believed the Klan could be thus intimidated in each 
district and the negro ticket triumphantly elected. 

The Governor was explicit in his instructions to the 
clerk of the court in the Capital county that under 
no conceivable circumstances should he accept bail for 
the editor of the Eagle tmtl Phomilr. 

The Governor's proclamation was issued at noon and 
within an hour a deputy sheriff appeared at Norton'. 
office and served his warrant charging the preposterous 
crime of "Treason and Conspiracy" against the state 
government. 

Norton's hundred picked men were already lounging 
in the Court House Square. When the deputy appeared 
with his prisoner they quietly closed in around him and 
entered the clerk's room in a body. The clerk was 
dumfounded at the sudden packing of his place with 
quiet, sullen looking, armed men. Their revolvers were 
in front and the men were nervously fingering the 
handles. 

The clerk had been ordered by the Governor under 
DO circumstances to accept bail, and he had promised 
with alacrity to obey. But he changed his mind at the 
sight of those revolvers. Not a word was spoken by 
the men and the silence was oppressive. The frightened 
official mopped his brow and tried to leave for a moment 
to communicate with the Capitol. He found it impossi
ble to move from his desk. The men were jammed 
around him in an impenetrable mass. He looked over 
the crowd in vain for a friendly face. Even the deputy 
who had made the arrest had been jostled out of the 
room and couldn't get back. 

The editor looked at the clerk steadily for a moment 
and quietly asked: 
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"What amount of bail do you require?" 
The officer smiled wanly: 
"Oh, major, it's just a formality with you, sir; & 

mere nominal sum of $500 will be all right." 
"Make out your bond," the editor curtly ordered. 

"My friends here will sign it." 
"Certainly, certainly, major," was the quick answer. 

"Have a seat, sir, while I fill in the blank." 
"I'll stand, thank you," was the quick reply. 
The clerk's pen flew while he made out the forbidden 

bail which set at liberty the arch enemy of the Gover
nor. When it was signed and the daring young leader 
quietly walked out the door, a cheer' from a hundred 
men rent the air. 

The shivering clerk cowered in his seat over his desk 
and pretended to be very busy. In reality he was 
breathing a prayer of thanks to God for sparing his 
life and registering a solemn vow to quit politics and 
go back to farming. 

The editor hurried to his office and sent a message to 
each' district leader of the Klan to secure bail for the 
accused men in the same quiet manner. 
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CHAPTER vn 

THE mONY OF FATE 

HIS political battle won, Norton turned his face 
homeward for a struggle in which victory would not 
come so easily. He had made up his mind that Cleo 
should not remain under his roof another day. How 
much she really knew or understood of the events of the 
night he could only guess. He was sure she had heard 
enough of the plans of his men to make a dangerous 
witness against him if she should see fit to betray the 
facts to his enemies. 

Yet he was morally certain that he could trust her 
with this secret. What he could not and would not do 
was to imperil his own life and character by a daily 
intimate association with this willful, impudent, smiling 
young animal. 

His one fear was the wish of his wife to keep her. 
In her illness she had developed a tyranny of love that 
brooked no interference with her whims. He had petted 
and spoiled her until it was well-nigh impossible to 
change the situation. The fear of her death was the 
sword that forever hung over his head. 

He hoped that the girl was lying when she said his 
wife liked her. Yet it was not improbable. Her mind 
was still a chil~'s. She could not think evil of anyone. 
She loved the young and she loved grace and beauty 
wherever she saw it. She loved a beautiful cat, a beau-
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tiful dog, and always had taken pride in a handsome 
senant. It would be just like her to take a fancy to 
Cleo that no argument could shake. He dreaded to put 
the thing to an issue--but it had to be done. It was out 
of the question to tell her. the real truth. 
. His heart sank within him as he entered his wife's 

room. Mammy had gone to bed suffering with a chill. 
The doctors had hinted that she was sufFering from an 
incurable ailment and that her days were numbered. 
Her death might occur at any time. 

Cleo was lying flat on a rug, the baby was sitting 
astride of her back, laughing his loudest .. t, the funny 
contortions of her lithe figure. She would stop every 
now and then, turn her own laughing eyes on him and 
he would scream with joy. 

The little mother was sitting on the :Boor like a child 
and laughing at the scene. In a :Bash he realized that 
Cleo had made herself, in the first few days she had been 
in his house, its dominant spirit. 

He paused in the doorway sobered by the realization. 
The supple young form on the :Boor slowly writhed 

on her back without disturbing the baby's sturdy hold, 
his little legs clasping her body tight. She drew his 
laughing face to her shoulder, smothering his laughter 
with kisses, and suddenly sprang to her feet, the baby 
astride her neck, and began galloping around the 
room. 

"W'oo I January, w'oa, sir I" she cried, galloping 
slowly at first and then prancing like a playful horse. 

Her cheeks were :Bushed, eyes sparkling and red hair 
:Bying in wans of fiery beauty over her exquisite shoul
ders, every change of attitude a new picture of graceful 
abandon, every movement of her body a throb of sav-
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age music from some strange seductive orchestra hidden 
in the deep woods! 

Ita notes slowly stole over the senses of the man with 
such alluring power, that in spite of his annoyance he 
began to smile. 

The girl stopped, placed the child on the :Boor, ran 
to the comer of the room, dropped on all fours and 
started slowly toward him, her voice imitating the deep 
growl of a bear. 

"Now the bears are going to get him !-Boo-oo-oo." 
The baby screamed with delight. The graceful young 

she-bear capered around her victim from side to side, 
smelling his hands and jumping back, approaching and 
retreating, growling and pawing the floor, while with 
each movement the child shouted a new note of joy. 

The man, watching, wondered if .this marvelous 
creamy yellow animal could get into an ungraceful po
sition. 

The keen eyes of the young she-bear saw the boy had 
worn himself out with laughter and slowly approached 
her victim, tumbled his happy flushed little form over 
on the rug and devoured him with kisses. 

"Don't, Cleo--that's enough now!" the little mother 
cried, through her tears of laughter. 

"Yessum-yessum-I'm just eatin' him up now
I'm done--and he'll be asleep in two minutes." 

She sprang to her feet, crushing the little form ten
derly against her warm, young bosom, and walked past 
the man smiling into his face a look of triumph. The 
sombre eyes answered with a smile in spite of him
self. 

Could any man with red blood in his veins fight sue
cessfully a force like that? He heard the growl of the 
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THE IRONY OF FATE 

.Beast within as he stood watching the scene. The sight 
-of the frail little face of his invalid wife brought him 
up against the ugly fact with a sharp pain. 

Yet the moment he tried to broach the subject of dis
-charging Cleo, he hesitated, stammered and was silent. 
At last he braced himself with determination for the 
task. It was disagreable, but it had to be done. The 
.ooner the better. 

"You like this girl, my dear?" he said softly. 
"She's the most wonderful nurse I ever saw-the 

baby's simply crazy about her!" 
"Yes, I see," he said soberly. 
"It's a perfectly marvellous piece of luck that she 

-came the day she did. Mammy was ready to drop. 
She's been like a fairy in the nursery from the moment 
she entered. The kiddy has done nothing but laugh 
..and shriek with delight." . 

"And you like her personally?" 
"I've just fallen in love with her! She's so strong 

.and young and beautiful. She picks me up, laughing 
"like a child, and carries me into the bathroom, carries 
me back and tucks me in bed as easily as she does the 
baby." 

"I'm sorry, my dear," he interrupted with a firm, 
hard note in his voice. 

"Sorry-for whatP" the blue eyes opened with as
tonishment. 

"Because I don't like her, and her presence here may 
;he very dangerous just now--" 

"Dangerous-what on earth can you mean?" 
"To begin with that she's a negress--" 
"So's mammy-so's the cook-the man--every serv

.ant we've ever had--or will have--" 
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"I'm not so sure of the last," the husband broke in 
with a frown. 

"What's dangerous about the girl, I'd like to know?" 
his wife demanded. 

"I said, to begin with, she's a negress. That's per
haps the least objectionable thing about her as a servant. 
But she has bad blood in her on her father's side. Old 
Peeler's as contemptible a scoundrel as I know in the 
county--" 

"The girl don't like him-that's why she left home." 
"Did she tell you that?" he asked quizzically. 
"Yes, and I'm sorry for her. She wants a good home 

among decent white people and I'm not going to give 
her up. I don't care what you say." 

The husband -ignored the finality of this decision and 
went on with his argument as though she had not spoken. 

"Old Peeler is not only a low white scoundrel who
would marry this girl's mulatto mother if he dared, but 
he is trying to break into politics as a negro champion. 
He denies it, but he is a henchman of the Governor. 
I'm in a fight with this man to the death. There's not 
room for us both in the state-" 

"And you think this laughing child cares anything 
about the Governor or his dirty politics? Such a thing 
has never entered her head." 

"I'm not sure of that." 
"You're crazy, Dan." 
"But I'm not so crazy, my dear, that I can't see that 

this girl's presence in our house is dangerous. She al· 
ready knows too much about my afIairs-enough, in 
fact, to endanger my life if she should tum traitor." 

"But she won't tell, I tell you---flhe's loyal-I'd trust 
her with my life, or youn, or the baby's, without hesita-
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tion. She proved her loyalty to me and to you last 
night." 

"Yes, and that's just why she's so dangerous." He 
spoke slowly, as if talking to himself. "You can't un
derstand, dear, I am entering now the last phase of a 
desperate struggle with the little Scalawag, who sits in 
the Governor's chair for the mastery of this spte and 
its life. The next two weeks and this election will de
cide whether white civilization shall live or a permanent 
negroid mongrel government, after the pattern of Haiti 
and San Domingo, shall be established. U we submit, 
we are not worth saving. We ought to die and our 
civilization with us I We are not going to submit, we 
are not going to die, we are going to win. I want you 
to help me now by getting rid of this girl." 

"I won't give her up. There's no sense in it. A man 
who fought four years in the war is not afraid of a 
laughing girl who loves his baby and his wife! I can't 
risk a green, incompetent girl in the nursery now. I 
can't think of breaking in a new one. I like Cleo. She's 
a breath of fresh air when she comes into my room; 
she's clean and neat; she sings beautifully; her voice is 
soft and low and deep; I love her touch when she dresses 
me; the baby worships her-is all this nothing to you?" 

"Is my work nothing to you?" he answered soberly. 
"Bah I It's a joke! Your work has nothing to do 

with this girl. She knows nothing, cares nothing for 
politics-it's absurd I" 

"My dear, you must listen to me now--" 
"I won't listen. I'll have my way about my servants. 

It's none of your business. Look after your politics 
and let the nursery alone!" 

"Please be reasonable, my love. I assure you I'm in 
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dead earnest. The danger is a real one, or I wouldn't 
ask this of you-please-" 

"No-no-no-no!" she fairly shrieked. 
His voice was very quiet when he spoke at last: 
"I'm sorry to cross you in this, but the girl must 

leave to-night." 
Th~nes of his voice and the firm snap of his strong 

jaw left further argument out of the question and the 
little woman played her trump card. 

She sprang to her feet, pale with rage, and gave way 
to a fit of hysteria. He attempted to soothe her, in 
grave alarm over the possible effects on her health of 
such a temper. 

With a piercing scream she threw herself across the 
bed and he bent over her tenderly: 

"Please, don't act this way!" 
Her only answer was another scream, her little fists 

opening and closing like a bird's talons gripping the 
white counterpane in her trembling fingers. . 

The man stood in helpless misery and sickening fear, 
bent low and whispered: 

"Please, please, darling-it's all right-she can stay. 
I won't say another word. Don't make yourself ill. 
Please don't!" 

The sobbing ceased for a moment, and he added: 
"I'll go into the nursery and send her here to put 

you to bed." 
. He turned to the door and met Cleo entering. 

·"Miss Jean called me?" she asked with a curious 
smile playing about her greenish eyes. 

"Yes. She wishes you to put her to bed." 
The girl threw him a look of triumphant tendemess 

and he knew that she had heard and understood. 
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CHAPTER VIII 

A NEW WEAPON 

FRo. the moment the jail doors opened the Governor 
felt the chill of defeat. With his anned guard of fifty 
thousand "Loyal" white men he hoped to stem the rising 
tide of Anglo-Saxon fury. But the hope was faint. 
There was no assurance in its wannth. Every leader 
he had arrested without warrant and held without bail 
was now a firebrand in a powder magazine. Mass meet
ings, barbecues and parades were scheduled for every 
day by his enemies in every county. 

The. state was ablaze with wrath from the mountains 
to the sea. The orators of the white race spoke with 
tongues of :flame. 

The record of negro misrule under an African Legis
lature was told with brutal detail and maddening effects. 
The state treasury was empty, the school funds had 
been squandered, millions in bonds had been voted and 
stolen and the thieves had :fled the state in terror. 

All this the Governor knew from the first, but he also 
knew that an ignorant negro majority would ask no 
questions and believe no evil of their allies. 

The adventurers from the North had done their work 
of alienating the races with a thoroughness that was 
nothing short of a miracle. The 'one man on earth who 
had always been his best friend, every negro now held 
his bitterest foe. He would consult his old master about 
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any subject under the sun and take his advice against 
the world except in politics. He would come to the 
back door, beg him for a suit of clothes, take it with 
joyous thanKs, put it on and march straight to the polls 
and vote against the hand that gave it. 

He asked no questions as to his own ticket. It was 
all right if it was against the white man of the South. 
The few Scalawags who trained with negroes to get 
office didn't count. 

The negro had always despised such trash. The Gov
ernor knew his solid black constituency would vote like 
sheep, exactly as they were told by their new teachers. 

But the nightmare that disturbed him now, waking or 
dreaming, was the fear that this full negro vote could 
not be polled. The daring speeches by the enraged 
leaders of the white race were inflaming the minds of 
the people beyond the bounds of all reason. These 
leaders had sworn to carry the election and dared the 
Governor to show one of his scurvy guards near a poll
ing place on the day they should cast their ballots. 

The Ku Klux Klan openly defied all authority. Their 
men paraded the county roads nightly and ended their 
parades by lining their horsemen in cavalry formation, 
galloping through the towns and striking terror to 

'every denizen of the crowded negro quarters. 
In vain the Governor issued frantic appeals for the 

preservation of the sanctity of the ballot. His speeches 
in which he made this appeal were openly hissed. 

The ballot was no longer a sacred thing. The time 
was in American history when it was the badge of citi
zen kingship. At this moment the best men in the state 
were disfranchised and hundreds of thousands of ne
groes, with the instincts of the savage and the intelli-
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gence of the child, had been given the ballot. Never 
in the history of civilization had the ballot fallen so 
low in any republic. The very atmosphere of a polling 
place was a stench in the nostrils of decent men. 

The determination of the leaders of the Klan to clear 
the polls by force if need be was openly proclaimed 
before the day of election. The philosophy by which 
they justified this stand was simple, and unanswerable~ 
for it was founded in the eternal verities. Men are not 
made free by writing a constitution on a piece o( 
paper. Freedom is inside. A ballot is only a symbol. 
That symbol stands for physical force directed by the 
highest intelligence. The ballot, therefore, is force
physical force. Back of every ballot is a bayonet and 
the red blood of the man who holds it. Therefore, a 
minority submits to the verdict of a majority at the 
polls. If there is not an intelligent, powerful fighting 
unit back of the scrap of paper that falls into a box~ 
there's nothing there and that man's banot has no more 
meaning than if it had been deposited by a trained pig 
or a dog. 

On the day of this fated election the little Scalawag 
Governor sat in the Capitol, the picture of nervous 
despair. Since sunrise his office had been flooded with 
messages from every quarter of the state begging too 
late for troops. Everywhere his henchmen were in a 
panic. From every quarter the stories were the 
same. 

Hundreds of determined, silent white men had 
crowded the polls, taken their own time to vote and 
refused to give an inch of room to the long line of 
panic-stricken negroes who looked on helplessly. At 
live o'clock in the afternoon less than a hundred blacb 

87 

Digitized by Goog Ie 



THE SINS OJ! THE J! ATHER 

had voted in the entire township in which the Capital 
was located. 

Norton was a candidate for the Legislature on the 
white ticket, and the Governor had bent every effort to 
bring about his defeat. The candidate against him was 

. a young negro who had been a slave of his father, and 
now called himself Andy Norton. Andy had been a 
house-servant, was exactly the major's age and they 
had been playmates before the war. He was endowed 
with a stentorian voice and a passion for oratory. He 
'had acquired a reputation for smartness, was good
natured, loud-mouthed, could tell a story, play the 
"banjo and amuse a crowd. He had been Norton's body
.servant the first year of the war. 

The Governor relied on Andy to swing a resistless 
tide of negro votes for the ticket and sweep the county. 
Under ordinary conditions, he would have done it. But 

. before the hurricane of fury that swept the white race on 
the day of the election, the voice of Andy was as one 
.crying in the wilderness. 

He had made three speeches to his crowd of helpless 
"black voters who hadn't been able to vote. The Gov
·ernor sent him an urgent message to mass his men and 
force their way to the ballot box. 

The polling place was under a great oak that grew 
in the Square beside the Court House. A space had 
been roped off to guard the approach to the boxes. 
Since sunrise this space had been packed solid with a 
living wall of white men. OCCAsionally a well-known old 
negro of good character was allowed to pass through 
.and vote and then the lines closed up in solid ranks. 

One by one a new white man was allowed to take his 
'place in .this wall and gradually he was moved up to 
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the tables on which the boxes rested, voted, and slowly~ 
like the movement of a glacier, the line crowded on in 
its endless circle. 

The outer part of this wall of defense which the white· 
race had erected around the polling place was held 
throughout the day by the same men-twenty or thirty 
big, stolid, dogged countrymen, who said nothing, but 
every now and then winked at each other. 

When Andy received the Governor's message he de-· 
cided to distinguish himself. It was late in the day, but 
not too late perhaps to win by a successful assault. He
picked out twenty of his strongest buck negroes, moved 
them quietly to a good position near the polls, formed 
them into a :flying wedge, and, leading the assault in 
person with a loud good-natured laugh, he hurled them 
against the outer line of whites. 

To Andy's surprise the double line opened and 
yielded to his onset. He had forced a dozen negroes 
into the ranks when to his surprise the white walls sud
denly closed on the blacks and held them as in a steel 
trap. 

And then, quick as a :flash, something happened. It 
was a month before the negroes found out exactly what 
it was. They didn't see it, they couldn't hear it, but 
they knew it happened. They feZt it. 

And the silent swiftness with which it happened was 
appalling. Every negro who had penetrated the white 
wall suddenly leaped into the air with a yell of terror. 
The white line opened quickly and to a man the negro 
wedge broke and ran for life, each black hand clasped 
in agony on the same spot. 

Andy's voice rang full and clear above his men's: 
"Goddermighty, what's dat!" 
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"Dey IIhot us, man!" screamed a negro. 
The thing was simple, almost childlike in its silliness, 

but it was tremendously effective. The white guard in 
the outer line had each been armed with a little piece 
of shining steel three inches long, fixed in a handle-a 
plain shoemaker's pegging awL At a given signal they 
had wheeled and thrust these awls into the thick lIesh 
of every negro's thigh. 

The attack was so sudden, so unexpected, and the 
pain so sharp, so terrible, for the moment every negro's 
soul was possessed with a single idea, how to save his 
particular skin and do it quickest. All e,pri, de corp, 
was gone. It was each for himself and the devil take 
the hindmost! Some of them never stopped running 
until they cleared Buffalo creek, three miles out of town. 

Andy's ambitions were given a violent tum in a new 
direction. Before the polls closed at sundown he ap
peared at the office of the EagZe and Phomiz with a 
broad grin on his face and asked to see the major. 

He entered the editor's room bowing and scraping, 
his white teeth gleaming. 

Norton laughed and quietly said: 
"Well, Andy?" 
"Yassah, major, I des drap roun' ter kinder facilitate 

ye, sah, on de 'lection, sah." 
"It does look like the tide is turning, Andy." 
"Yassah, hit sho' is tumin', but hit's gotter be a 

purty quick tide dat kin tum afore I does, sabo" 
"Yes?" 
"Yassah! And I drap in, major, ter 'splain ter you 

dat I'se pine ter gently draw outen politics, yassah. 
I makes up my min' ter hitch up wid de white folks 
agin. Brought up by de N ortons, sah, I'se always bin 
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a gemman, an' I can't afford to smut my hands wid de 
crowd dat I been 'sociating wid. I'se glad you winnin' 
dis 'lection, sah, an' I'se glad you gwine ter de Legisla
ture-anyhow de oftice gwine ter stay in de Norton 
fambly--an' I'se satisfied, sah. I know you gwine ter 
treat us far an' squar--" 

"If I'm elected I'll try to represent all the people, 
Andy," the major said gravely. 

"If you'se 'lected?" Andy laughed. "Lawd, man, 
you'se dar right now! I kin des see you settin' in one 
dem big chairs! I knowed it quick &S I feel dat thing 
pop fro my backbone des now! Y &Ssah, I done re
signed, an' I thought, major, maybe you got a job 
'bout de oftice or 'bout de house fer er young likely 
nigger 'bout my size?" 

The editor smiled: 
"Nothing just now, Andy, but possibly I can find 

a place for you in a few days." 
"Thankee, sah. I'll hold oft den' till you wants me. 

I'll des pick up er few odd jobs till you ,say de word
you won't fergit me?" 

"No. I'll remember." 
"An', major, ef you kin des advance me 'bout er dol

lar on my wages now, I kin cheer myself up ter-night 
wid er good dinner. Dese here loafers done bust me. 
I hain't got er nickel lef!" 

The major laughed heartily and "advanced" his rival 
for Legislative honors a dollar. 

Andy bowed to the :floor: 
"Any time you'se ready, major, des lemme know, sah. 

You'll fin' me a handy man 'bout de house, sah." 
"All right, Andy, I may need you soon." 
ley &Ssah, de sooner de better, sah," he paused in the 
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door. "Dey gotter get up soon in de mornin', sah, ter 
get erhead er us N ortons-yassah, dat dey is--" 

A message, the first news of the election, cut Andy'. 
gabble short. It spelled Victory! One after another 
they came from every direction-north, south, east and 
west-each bringing the same magic word-victory! 
victory! A state redeemed from negroid corruption! A 
great state once more in the hands of the children of the 
men who created it! 

It had only been necessary to use force to hold the 
polls from hordes of ignorant negroes in the densest 
of the black counties. The white majorities would be 
unprecedented. The enthusiasm had reached the pitch 
of mania in these counties. They would all break rec
ords. 

A few daring men in the black centres of population, 
where negro rule was at its worst, had guarded the 
polls under his direction armed with the simple device 
of a shoemaker's awl, and in every case where it had 
been used the resulting terror had cleared the pll,lce 
of every negro. In not a single case where this novel 
weapon had been suddenly and mysteriously thrust into 
a black skin was there an attempt to return to the polls. 
A long-suffering people, driven at last to desperation, 
had met force with force and wrested a commonwealth 
from the clutches of the vandals who were looting and 
disgracing it. 

Now he would call the little Scalawag to the bar of 
justice. 
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THE WaD. THAT COlT 

IT was after midnight when Norton closed his desk 
and left for home. Bonfires were burning in the 
squares, bands were playing and hundreds of sober, 
gray-haired men were marching through the streets, 
hand in hand with shouting boys, cheering, cheering, 
forever cheering! He had made three speeches from 
the steps of the EagZe tmd Phomi#: building and the 
crowds still stood there yelling his name and cheering. 
Broad-shouldered, bronzed men had rushed into his 
office one by one that night, hugged him and wrung 
his hands until they ached. He must have rest. The 
strain had been terrific and in the reaction he was 
pitifully tired. 

The lights were still burning in his wife's room. She 
was waiting with Cleo for his return. He had sent her 
the bulletins as they had come and she knew the result 
of the election almost as soon as he. It was something 
very unusual that she should remain up so late. The 
doctor had positively forbidden it since her last attack . 

. "Cleo and I were watching the procession," she ex
claimed. "I n~ver saw so many crazy people since I 
was born." 

"They've had enough to drive them mad the past 
two years, God knows," he answered, as his eye rested 
on Cleo, who was dressed in an old silk kimono belong-
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ing to his wife, which a friend of her grandfather had . 
sent her from Japan. 

She saw his look of surprise and said casually: 
"I gave it to Cleo. I never liked the color. Cleo's 

to stay in the house hereafter. I've moved her things 
from the servants' quarters to the little room in the 
hall. I want her near me at night. You stay so late 
sometimes." 

He made no answer, but the keen eyes of the girl 
saw the silent rage flashing from his eyes and caught 
the look of fierce determination as he squared his shoul
ders and gazed at her for a moment. She knew that he 
would put her out unless she could win his consent. 
She had made up her mind to fight and never for a 
mom~nt did she acc:;ept the possibility of defeat. 

'He muttered an incoherent answer to his wife, kissed 
her good night, and went to his room. He sat down 
in the moonlight beside the open window, lighted a cigar 
and gazed out on the beautiful lawn. 

His soul raged in fury over the blind folly of his 
wife. If the devil himself had ruled the world he could 
not have contrived more skillfully to throw this danger
ous, sensuous young animal in his way. It was horrible! 
He felt himself sufFocating with the thought of its possi
bilities! He rose and paced the floor and sat down 
again in helpless rage. 

The door softly opened and closed and the girl stood 
before him in the white moonlight, her rounded figure 
plainly showing against the shimmering kimono as the 
breeze through the window pressed the delicate silk 
against her flesh. 

He turned on her angrily: 
"How dare you?" 
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THE WORDS THAT COST 

"Why, I haven't done anything, major I" she an
swered softly. "I just came in to pick up that basket 
of trash I forgot this morning"-she spoke in low, 
lingering tones. 

He rose, walked in front of her, looked her in the eye 
and quietly said: 

"You're lying." 
"Why, major--" 
"You know that you are lying. Now get out of this 

room-and stay out of it, do you ~ear?" 
"Yes, I hear," came the answer that was half a sob. 
"And make up your mind to leave this place to-mor

row, or I'll put you out, if I have to throw you head 
foremost into the street." 

She took a step backward, shook her head and the 
mass of tangled red hair fell from its coil and dropped 
on her shoulders. Her eyes were watching him now 
with dumb passionate yearning. 

"Get out I" he ordered brutally. 
A moment's silence and a low laugh was her answer. 
"Why do you hate me?" she asked the question with a. 

note of triumph. 
"I don't," he replied with a sneer. 
"Then you're afraid of me I" 
"Afraid of you?" 
''Yes.'' 
He took another step and towered above her, his 

fists clenched and his whole being trembled with 
anger: 

"I'd like to strangle you I" 
She llung back her rounded throat, shook the long 

waves of hair down her back and lifted .her eyes tQ 
his: 
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"Do it! There's my throat! I want you to. I 
wouldn't mind dying that way!" 

He drew a deep breath and turned away. 
With a sob the straight fi~re suddenly crumpled on 

the floor, a scarlet heap in the moonlight. She buried 
her face in her hands, choked back the cries, fought for 
self-control, and then looked up at him through her 
eyes half blinded by tears: 

"Oh, what's the use! I won't lie any more. I didn't 
come in here for the basket. I came to see you. I came 
to beg you to let me stay. I watched you to-night 
when she told you that I was to sleep in that room there, 
and I knew you were going to send me away. Please 
don't! Please let me stay! I can do you no harm, 
major! I'll be wise, humble, obedient. I'll live only 
to please you. I haven't a single friend in the world. 
I hate negroes. I loathe poor white trash. This is 
my place, here in your home, among the . birds and 
flowers, with your baby in my arms. You know that 
I love him and that he loves me. I'll work for you 
as n~ one else on earth would. My hands will be 
quick and my feet swift. I'll be your slave, your dog 
-you can kick me, beat me, strangle me, kill me 
if you like, but don't send me away-I-I can't 
help loving you I Please-please don't drive me 
away." 

The passionate, throbbing voice broke into a sob and 
she touched his foot with her hand. He could feel the 
warmth of the soft, young flesh. He stooped and 
drew her to her feet. 

"Come, child," he said with a queer hitch in his 
voice, "you-you-mustn't stay here another moment. 
rm sorry--" 
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She clung to his hand with desperate pleading and 
pressed close to him: 

"But you won't send me away?" 
She could feel him trembling. 
He hesitated, and then against the warning of con-

judgment and of law and 
he spoke the 4:4:st so much: 

won't send you 
gratitude her the hot lips 

tou4:heh a rustle of was gone. 
And through every hour of the long night, maddened 

by the consciousness of her physical nearness-he im
agined at times he could hear her breathing in the next 
room-he lay awake and fought the Beast for the 
mastery of life. 
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CHAPTER X 

MAN TO MAN 

CLEO made good her vow of. perfect service. In the 
weeks which followed she made herself practically in
dispensable. Her energy was exhaustless, her strength 
tireless. She not only kept the baby and the little 
mother happy, she watched the lawn and the flowers. 
The men did no more loafing. The grass was cut, the 
hedges trimmed, every dead limb from shrub and tree 
removed and the old place began to smile with new life. 

Her work of housekeeper and maid-of-all-work was 
a marvel of efficiency. No orders were ever given to 
her. They were unnecessary. She knew by an unerring 
instinct what was needed and anticipated the need. 

And then a thing happened that fixed her place in 
the house on the firmest basis. 

The baby had taken a violent cold which quickly de
veloped into pneumonia. The doctor looked at the lit
tle red fever-scorched face and parched lips with grave 
silence. He spoke at last with positive conviction: 

"His ~fe depends on a nurse, Norton. All I can do 
is to give orders. The nurse must save him." 

With a sob in her voice, Cleo said: 
"Let me--I'll save him. He can't die if it depends 

on that." 
The doctor turned to the mother. 
"Can you trust her?" 
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"Absolutfly. 00e"S quick, strong, faithful, caremz, 
and she loves him." 

"You agree, maj or?" 
"Yes, we couldn't do bE;tter," he answered gravely, 

turning away. 
And so the precious life was given into her hands~ 

kIucton spent the the nursery 
d<g:zor's orders with regularity, 

At ~lOon she entered and took 
euom and she neue£~ 
day. The tirel,~e:R, 

ish eyes watched the cradle with death-like stillness and 
her keen young ears bent low to catch every change 
in the rising and falling of the little breast. Through 
the long watches of the night, the quick alert figure 
with the velvet tread hurried about the room filling 
en"7 order with 

At the end of 
on the shouldee 

"You're a greaz 

" 
Her head was bending low over the cradle, the baby 

reached up his hand, caught one of her red curls and 
lisped faintly: 

"C-I-e!.o !" 
Her eyes were shining with tears as she rushed from 

room and oUY to have her 
could be nu <'RIter this of hee g"~"',,,,,~ 

?:'?:hen the new met in the 
huilhing four mon?:h23 was in the 

crisp clearnes" the storm. 
and vultures had winged their way to more congenial 
climes. They dared not face the investigation of their 
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saturnalia which tbe restored white race would make. 
The wisest among them Bed northward on the night of 
tbe election. 

The Governor couldn't run. His term of office had 
two years more to be filled. And shlvering in his room 
alone, shunned as a pariah, he awaited the assault of 
his triumphant foes. 

And nothing succeeds like success. The brilliant 
young editor of the Eagle Mad Pho,. was the man of 
the hour. When he entered the hall of tbe House of 
Representatives on the day the Assembly met, pande
monium broke loose. A shout rose from the Boor that 
fairly shook the old granite pile. Cheer after cheer rent 
the air, echoed and re-echoed through the vau1ted arcbes 
of the hall. Men overturned their desks and chairs as 
they rushed pellmell to seize his hand. They lifted 
him on their shoulders and carried him in procession 
around the Assembly Chamber, through the corridors 
and around the circle of the Rotunda, cheering like 
madmen, and on through the Senate Chamber where 
every white Senator joined the procession and returned 
to the other end of the Capitol singing "Dixie" and 
shouting themselves hoarse. 

He was elected Speaker of the House by his party 
. without a dissenting voice, and the first words that fell 

from his lips as he ascended the dais, gazed over the 
cheering House, and r.pped sharply for order, sounded 
the death knell to the hopes of the Governor for a com
promise with his enemies. His voice rang clear and cold 
as the notes of a bugle: 

"The first business before this House,' gentlemen, is 
the impeachment and removal from office of the allegea 
Governor of this state!" 
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Again the long pent feelings of an outraged people 
passed all bounds. In vain the tall figure in the chair 
rapped for order. He had as well tried to call a cyclone 
to order by hammering at it with a gavel. Shout after 
shout, cheer after cheer, shout and cheer in apparently 
unending succession! 

They had not only won a great victory and redeemed 
a state's honor, but they had found a leader who dared 
to lead in the work of cleansing and rebuilding the old 
commonwealth. It was ten minutes before order could 
be restored. And then with merciless precision the 
Speaker put in motion the legal machine that was to 
crush the life out of the little Scalawag who sat in his 
room below and listened to the roar of the storm over 
his head. 

On the day the historic trial opened before the high 
tribunal of the Senate, sitting as judges, with the Chief 
Justice of the state as presiding officer, the Governor 
looked in vain for a friendly face among his accusen. 
Now that he was down, even the dogs in his own party 
whom he had reared and fed, men who had waxed fat on 
the spoils he had thrown them, were barking at his 
heels. They accused him of being the cause of the 
party's downfall. 

The Governor had quickly made up his mind to ask no 
favon of these wretches. If the blow should fall, he 
knew to whom he would appeal that it might be 
tempered with mercy. The men of his discredited party 
were of his own type. His only chance lay in the gen
erosity of a great foe. 

It would be a bitter thing to beg a favor at the hands 
of the editor who had hounded him with his mercileSl 
pen from the day he had entered office, but it would be 

101 

Digitized by Goog Ie 



THE SINS OF THE FATHER 

easier than an appe81 to the ungrateful hounds of his 
own kennel who had deserted him in his hour of need. 

The Bill of Impeachment which charged him with 
high crimes and misdemeanors against the people whose 
rights he had sworn to defend was drawn by the Speaker 
of the House, and it was a terrible document. It would 
not only deprive him of his great office, but strip him of 
citizenship, and send him from the Capitol a branded 
man for life. 

The defense proved weak and the terrific assaults of 
the Impeachment managers under Norton's leadership 
resistless. Step by step the remorseless prosecutors 
closed in on the doomed culprit. Each day he sat in 
his place beside his counsel in the thronged Senate 
Chamber and heard his judges vote with practical 
unanimity "Guilty" on a new count in the Bill of Im
peachment. The Chief Executive of a 1Ilillion people 
cowered in his seat while his accusers told and re-told 
the story of his crimes and the packed galleries cheered. 

But one clause of the bill remained to be adjudged
the brand his accusers proposed to put upon his fore
head. His final penalty should be the loss of citizenship. 
It was more than the Governor could bear. He begged 
an adjournment of the High Court for a coaference 
wjth his attorneys and it was granted. 

He immediately sought the Speaker, whG made no 
efFort to conceal the contempt in which he held the 
trembling petitioner. 

"I've come to you, Major Norton," he began falter
ingly, "in the darkest hour of my life. I've come be

. cause I know that you are a brave and generous man. 
I appeal to your generosity. I've made mistakes in 
my administration. But I ask you to remember that 
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few place could belter. 1 was 
set to make bricks without straw. 1 was told to make 
water run up hill and set at naught the law of gravita
tion. 

"I struck at you personalIy-yes-but remember my 
provocation. You made me the target of your merci-
less and invective ye~rs. It was 

and blood could a return 
m my 

G~vemor," Norbm in kindly 
toneilif" inconceivable any man 
born and bred as you have been, among the best people 
of the South, a man whose fiery speeches in the Seces
sion Convention helped to plunge this state into civil 
war-how you could basely betray your own llesh and 
blood in the hour of their sorest need-it's beyond me! 
I it. I've trizzd m your 

femet eyes were zzdged toward 
his accuser: 

zzeki~g of you mercdz biudon, OD the 
main issue. I understand the bitterness in the hearts 
of these men who sit as my judges to-day. 1 make no 
fight to retain the office of Governor, but-major"-his 
thin voice broke-"it's too hard to brand me a criminal 
by depriving me of my citizenship and the right to vote, 
and the highest obiee gift of a 

Flameless thing, lZZitkuut a coun-
z."ven if all you justice may 

mercy. Great understand 
the representahue of a brave 

and generous race of men. My life is in ruins-I am at 
your feet. 1 have pride. 1 had high ambitions--" 
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His voice broke, he paused, and then continued in 
strained tones: 

"I have loved ones to whom this shame will come as a 
bolt from the clear sky. They know nothing of poli
tics. They simply love me. This final ignominy you 
would heap on my head may be just from your point of 
view. But is it necessary? Can it serve any good pur
pose? Is it not mere wanton cruelty? 

"Come now, man to man-our masks are off-my 
day is done. You are young. The world is yours. 
This last blow with which you would crush my spirit is 
too cruel! Can you afford an act of such wanton 
cruelty in the hour of your triumph? A small man 
could, yes-but you? I appeal to the best that's in 
you, to the spark of God that's in every human 
soul--" 

Norton was deeply touched, far more than he 
dreamed any word from the man he hated could ever stir 
him. The Governor saw his hesitation and pressed his 
cause: 

"I might say many things honestly in justification 
of my course in politics; but the time has not come. 
When passions have cooled and we can look the stirring 
events of these years squarely in the face-there'll be 
two sides to this question, major, as there are two sides 
to all questions. I might say to you that when I saw 
the frightful blunder I had made in helping to plunge 
our country into a fatal war, I tried to make good my 
mistake and went to the other extreme. I was ambi
tious, yes, but we are confronted with millions of igne>-
rant negroes. What can we do with them? Slavery 
had an answer. Democracy now must give the true 
answer or perish--" 
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"That answer will never be to set these negroes up 
as rulers over white men!" 

Norton raised his hand and spoke with bitter em
phasis. 

"Even so, in a Democracy with equality as the one 
fundamental law of life, what are you going to do with 
them? I could plead with you that in every act of my 
ill-bted administration I was honestly, in the fear of 
God, trying to meet and solve this apparently insoluble 
problem. You are now in power. What are you going 
to do with these negroes?" 

"Send them back to the plow first," was the quick 
answer. 

"All right; when they have bought those farms and 
their sons and daughters are rich and cultured-what 
then?" 

"We'll answer that question, Governor, when the time 
comes." 

"Remember, major, that you have no answer to it 
now, and in the pride of your heart to-day let me sug
gest that you deal charitably with one who honestly 
tried to find the answer when called to rule over both 
races. . 

"I have failed, I grant you. I have made mistakes, 
I grant you. Won't you accept my humility in this 
hour in part atonement for my mistakes? I stand alone 
before you, my bitterest and most powerful enemy, be
cause I believe in the strength and nobility of your 
character. You are my only hope. I am before you, 
broken, crushed, humiliated, deserted, friendless-at 
your mercy!" 

The last appeal stirred the soul of the young editor 
to its depths. He was surprised and shocked to find 
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the man he had so long ridiculed and hated so thor
ougbly, human and appealing in his hour of need. 

He spoke with a kindly deliberation he had never 
dreamed it possible to use with this man. 

"I'm sorry for you, Governor. Your appeal is to 
me a very eloquent one. It has opened a new view of 
your character. I can never again say bitter, merciless 
things about you in my paper. You have disarmed me. 
But as the leader of my race, in the crisis through 
which we are passing, I feel that a great responsibility 
has been placed on me. Now that we have met, with 
bared souls in this solemn hour, let me say that I have 
learned to like you better thaD I ever thought it possi
ble. But I am to-day a judge who must make his de
cision, remembering that the lives and liberties of all 
the people are in his keeping when he pronounces the 
sentence of law. A judge has no right to spare a man 
who has taken human life because he is sorry for the 
prisoner. I have no right, as a leader, to suspend this 
penalty on you. Your act in destroying the civil law, 
arresting men without warrant and holding them by 
military force without bailor date of trial, was, in 
my judgment, a crime of the highest rank, not merely 
against me--one individual whom you happened to hate 
-but against every man, woman and child in the state. 
Unless that crime is punished another man, as daring 
in high office, may repeat it in the future. I hold in 
my hands to-day not only the lives and liberties of the 
people you have wronged, but of generations yet un
born. Now that I have heard you, personally I am 
sorry for you, but the law must take its course." 

"You will deprive me of my citizenship?" he asked 
pathetically. 

106 

Digitized by Goog Ie 



MAN TO MAN 

"It is my solemn duty. And when it is done no Gov
ernor will ever again dare to repeat your crime." 

Norton turned away and the Governor laid his trem
bling hand on his arm: 

"Your decision is absolutely final, Major Nor
ton?" 

"Absolutely/' was the firm reply. 
The Governor's shoulders drooped lower as he shuf

Bed from the room and his eyes were fixed on space as 
he pushed his way through the hostile crowds that filled 
the corridors of the Capitol. 

The Court immediately reassembled and the Speaker 
rose to make his motion for a vote on the last count 
in the bill depriving the Chief Executive of the state of 
his citizenship. 

The silence was intense. The crowds that packed the 
lobby, the galleries, and every inch of the Boor of the 
Senate Chamber expected a fierce speech of impassioned 
eloquence from their idolized leader. Every neck was 
craned and breath held for his first ringing words. 

To their surprise he began speaking in a low voice 
choking with emotion and merely demanded a vote of 
the Senate on the final clause of the bill, and the brown 
eyes of the tall orator had a suspicious look of moisture 
in their depths as they rested on the forlorn figure of 
the little Scalawag. The crowd caught the spirit of 
.solemnity and of pathos from the speaker's voice and 
the vote was taken amid a silence that was painful. 

When the Clerk announced the result and the Chief 
Justice of the state declared the office of Governor va
eant there was no demonstration. As the Lieutenant
Governor ascended the dais and took the oath of ofBce, 
the Scalawag rose and staggered through the crowd 
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that opened with a look of awed pity as he passed 
from the chamber. 

Norton stepped to the window behind the President 
of the Senate and watched the pathetic figure shu1Be 
down the steps of the Capitol and slowly walk from the 
grounds. The sun was shining in the radiant splendor 
of early spring. The first Bowers were blooming in the 
hedges by the walk and birds were chirping, chattering 
and singing from every tree and shrub. A squirrel 
started across the path in front of the drooping figure, 
stopped, cocked his little head to one side, looked up 
and ran to cover. But the man with drooping shoulders 
saw nothing. His dim eyes were peering into the 
shrouded future. 

Norton was deeply moved. 
"The judgment of posterity may deal kindlier with 

his life!" he exclaimed. "Who knows? A politician, a 
trimmer and a time-server-yes, so we all are down in 
our cowardly hearts-I'm sorry that it had to be!" 

He was thinking of a skeleton in his own closet 
that grinned at him sometimes now when he least ex
pected it. 
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CHAPTER XI 

THE UNBIDDEN GUEST 

THE night was a memorable one in Norton's life., 
The members of the Legislature and the leaders of his . 
party from every quarter of the state gave a banquet 
in his honor in the Hall of the House of Representa
tives. Eight hundred guests, the flower and chivalry 
of the Commonwealth, sat down at the eighty tables 
improvised for the occasion. 
. Fifty leading men were guests of honor and vied 

with one another in acclaiming the brilliant young 
Speaker the coming statesman of the Nation. His 
name was linked with Hamilton, Jefferson, Webster, 
Clay and Calhoun. He was the YOUDgest man who had 
ever been elected Speaker of a Legislative Assembly in 
American history and a dazzling career was pre
dicted. 

Even the newly installed Chief Executive, a hold -over 
from the defeated party, asked to be given a seat and 
in a glowing tribute to Norton hailed him as the next 
Governor of the state. 

He had scarcely uttered the words when all the guests 
leaped to their feet by a common impulse, raised their 
glasses and shouted: 

"To our next Governor, Daniel Norton!" 
The cheers which followed were not arranged. they 

were the spontaneous outburst of genuine admiration 
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by men and women who knew the man and believed in 
his power .and his worth. 

Norton Bushed and his eyes dropped. His daring 
mind had already leaped the years. The Governor's 
chair meant the next step-a seat in the Senate Cham
ber of the United States. A quarter of a century and 
the South would once more come into her own. He 
would then be but forty-nine years old. He would have 
as good a chance for the Presidency as any other man. 
His fathers had been of the stock that created the 
Nation. His great-grandfather fought with Washing
ton and Lafayette. His head was swimming with its 
visions, while the great Hall rang with his name. 

While the tumult was still at its highest, he lifted 
his eyes for a moment over the heads of the throng 
at the tables below the platform on which the guests of 
honor were seated, and his heart suddenly stood still. 

Cleo was standing in the door of the Hall, a haunted 
look in her dilated eyes, watching her chance to beckon 
to him unseen by the crowd. 

He stared at her a moment in blank amazement and 
turned pale. Something had happened at his home, 
and by the expression on her face the message she 
bore was one he would never forget. 

As he sat staring blankly, as at a sudden apparition, 
she disappeared in the crowd at the door. He looked 
in vain for her reappearance and was waiting an oppor
tune moment to leave, when a waiter slipped through 
the mass of palms and Bowers banked behind his chair 
by his admirers and thrust a crumpled" note into his hand. 

"The girl said it was important, sir," he explained. 
Norton opened the message and held it under the ban

quet table as he hurriedly read in Cleo's hand: 
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"It's found out-she's raving. The doctor is there. I 
must see you quick." 

He whispered to the chairman that a message had just 
been received announcing the illness of his wife, but he 
hoped to be able to return in a few minutes. 

It was known that his wife was an invalid and had 
often been stricken with violent attacks of hysteria, 
and so the banquet proceeded without interruption. 
The band was asked to playa stirring piece and he 
slipped out as the opening strains burst over the chat
tering, gay crowd. 

As his tall figure rose from the seat of honor he 
gazed for an instant over the sparkling scene, and for 
the firpf; time in his life knew the meaning of the word 
fear. A sickening horror swept his soul and the fire 
died from eyes that had a moment before blazed with 
visions of ambition. He felt the earth crumbling be
neath his feet. He hoped for a way out, but from the 
moment he saw Cleo beckoning him over the heads of his 
guests he knew that Death had called him in the hour 
of his triumph. 

He felt his way blindly through the crowd and pushed 
roughly past a hundred hands extended to congratulate 
him. He walked by instinct. He couldn't see. The 
mists of eteFllity seemed suddenly to have swept him 
beyond the range of time and sense. 

In the hall he stumbled against Cleo and looked at 
her in a dazed way. 

"Get your hat," she whispered. 
He returned to the cloakroom, got his hat and 

hurried back in the same dull stupor. 
"Come down stairs into the Square," she said quickly. 

111 

Digitized by Goog Ie 



THE SINS OF THE FATHER 

He followed her without a word, and when they 
reached the shadows of an oak below the windows of 
the Hall, he suddenly roused hiID8elf~ turned on her 
fiercely and demanded: 

"Well, what's happened?" 
The girl was calm now, away from the crowd and 

guarded by the friendly night. Her words were cool 
and touched with the least suggestion of bravado. She 
looked at him steadily: 

"I reckon you know--" 
"You mean--" He felt for the tree trunk as if 

dizzy. 
"Yes. She has found out--" 
"What-how--;when?" His words came in gasps of 

fear. 
"About us--" 
"How?" 
"It was mammy. She was wild with jealousy that I 

had taken her place and was allowed to sleep in the 
house. She got to slipping to the nursery at night and 
watching me. She must have seen me one night at your 
room docu and told her to get rid of me." 

The man suddenly gripped the girl's shoulders, swung 
her face toward him and gazed into her shifting eyes, 
while his breath came in labored gasps: 

"You little yellow devil! Mammy never told that to 
my wife and you know it; she would have told me and 
I would have sent you away. She knows that story 
would kill my baby's mother and she'd have cut the 
tongue out of her own head sooner than betray me. 
She has always loved me as ~er own child-she'd fight 
for me and die for me and stand for me against every 
man, woman and child on earth!" 
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THE UNBIDDEN GUEST 

"Well, she told her," the girl sullenly repeated. 
"Told her what?" he asked. 
"That I was hanging around your room." She 

paused. 
"Well, go on--" 
"Miss Jean asked me if it was true. I saw that we 

were caught and I just confessed the whole thing--" 
The man sprang at her throat, paused, and his hands 

fell limp by his side. He gazed at her a moment, and 
grasped her wrists with cruel force: 

"Yes, that's it, you little fiend-you confessed! You 
were so afraid you might n'ot be forced to confess that 
you went out of your way to tell it. Two months ago 
I came to my senses and put you out of my life. You 
deliberately tried to commit murder to bring me back. 
You knew that confession would kill my wife as surely 
as if you had plunged a knife into her heart. You know 
that she has the mind of an innocent child-that she 
can think no evil of any one. You've tried to kill her 
on purpose, willfully, maliciously, deliberately-and if 
she dies--" 

Norton's voice choked into an inarticulate groan and 
the girl smiled calmly. 

The band in the Hall over their heads ended the music 
in a triumphant crash and he listened mechanically to 
the chairman while he announced the temporary absence 
of the guest of honor: 

"And while he is out of the Hall for a few minutes, 
ladies and gentlemen," he added facetiously, "we can 
say a lot of fine things behind his back we would have 
blushed to tell him to his face--" 

Another burst of applause and the hum and chatte;r 
and laughter came through the open window. 
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With a cry of anguish, the man turned again on the 
girl: 

''Why do you stand there grinning at me? Why did 
you do this fiendish thing? What have you to say?" 

"Nothing"-there was a ring of exultation in her 
voice--"I did it because I had to." 

Norton leaned against the oak, placed his hands 
on his temples and groaned: 

"Oh, my God I It's a nightmare-" 
Suddenly he asked: 
"What did she do when you told her?" 
The girl answered with indi1Ference: 
"Screamed, called me a liar, jumped on me like a wild

cat, dug her nails in my neck and went into hysterics." 
"And you?" 
"I picked her up, carried her to bed and sent for the 

doctor. As quick as he came I ran here to tell you." 
The speaker upstairs was again announcing his name 

as the next Governor and Senator and the crowd were 
cheering. He felt the waves of Death roll over and en
gulf him. His knees grew weak and in spite of all 
e1Fort he sank to a stone that lay against the gnarled 
trunk of the tree. 

"She may be dead now," he said to himself in a dazed 
whisper. 

"I don't think so I" the soft voice purred with the 
slightest suggestion of a sneer. She bit her lips and 
actually laughed. It was more than he could bear. 
With a sudden leap his hands closed on her throat 
and forced her trembling form back into the shadows. 

''May-God-hurl-you-into-everlasting-hell
fel"--'thisl" he cried in anguish and his grip suddenly 
relaxed. . 
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The girl had not struggled. Her own hand bad 
simply been raised instinctively and grasped his. 

"What shall I do?" she asked. 
"Get out of my sight before I kill you!" 
"I'm not afraid." 
The calm accents maddened him to uncontrollable 

fury: 
"And if you ever put your foot into my house again 

or cross my path, I'll not be responsible for what hap
pens !" 

His face was livid and his fists closed with an uncon
scious strength that cut the blood from the palms of 
his hands. 

"I'm not afraid!" she repeated, her voice rising with 
clear assurance, a strange smile playing about her full 
lips. 
- ''Go!'' he said fiercely. 

The girl turned without a word' and walked into the 
bright light that streamed from the windows of the ban
.quet hall, paused and looked at him, the white rows of 
teeth shining with a smile: 

"But I'll see you again!" 
And then, with shouts of triumph mocking his soul, 

his shoulders drooped, drunk with the stupor and pain 
of shame, he walked blindly through the night to the 
Judgment Bar of Life-a home where a sobbing wife 
waited tor his coming. 
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CHAPTER XU 

THE JUDGMENT BAa 

lIE paused at the gate. His legs for the moment 
simply refused to go any further. A light was burning 
in his wife's room. Its radiance streaming against the 
white lluted columns threw their shadows far out on 
the lawn. 

The fine old house seemed to slowly melt in the star
light into a solemn Court of Justice set on the highest 
hill of the world. Its white boards were hewn slabs of 
gleamipg marble, its quaint old Colonial door the grana 
entrance to the Judgment Hall of Life and Death. 
And the judge who sat on the high dais was not the 
blind figure of tradition, but a blushing little bride he 
had led to God's altar four years ago. Her blue 
eyes were burning into the depths of his trembling 
soul. 

His hand gripped the post and he tried to pull him
self together, and look the ugly situation in the face. 
But it was too sudden. He had repented and was liv
ing a clean life, and the shock was so unexpected, its 
coming so unforeseen, the stroke at a moment when his 
spirits had climbed so high, the fan was too great. 
He lay a mangled heap at the foot of a precipice and 
could as yet only stretch out lame hands and feel in 
the dark. He could see nothing clearly. 

A curious thing llashed through his benumbed mind 
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as his gaze fascinated by the light in her room. She 
had not yet sent for him. He might have passed a mes
senger on the other side of the street, or he may have 
gone to the Capitol by another way, yet he was some
how morally sure that no word had as yet been sent. It 
could mean but one thing-that his wife had utterly re
fused to believe the girl's story. This would make the 
only sane thing to do almost impossible. If he could 
humbly confess the truth and beg for her forgiveness, 
the cloud might be lifted and her life saved. 

But if she blindly refused to admit the possibility of 
such a sin, the crisis was one that sickened him. He 
would either be compelled to risk her life with the shock 
of confession, or lie to her with a shameless passion that 
would convince her of his innocence. 

Could he do this? It was doubtful. He had never 
been a good liar. He had taken many a whipping as a 
boy sooner than lie. He had always dared to tell the 
truth and had felt a cruel free joy somehow in its con
sequence. He had been reserved and silent in his youth 
when he had sowed his wild oats before his marriage. 
He had never- been forced to lie about that. No ques
tions had been asked. He had kept his own cOUDsel and 
that side of his life was a sealed book even to his most 
intimate friends. 

He had never been under the inftuence of liquor and 
knew how to be a good fellow without being a fooL 
The Brst big lie of his life he was forced to act rather 
than speak when Cleo had entered his life. This lie 
had not yet shaped itself into words. And he doubted 
his ability to carry it off successfully. To speak the 
truth simply and plainly had become an ingrained 
habit. He trembled at the possibility of being com-
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pelled to deliberately and continuously lie to his wife. 
n he could only tell her the truth-tell her the hours 
of anguish he had passed in struggling against the 
Beast that at last had won the fight-if he could only 
make her feel to-night the pain, the shame, the loathing, 
the rage that filled his soul, she must forgive. 

But would she listen P Had the child-mind that had 
never faced realities the power to adjust itself to such 
a tragedy and see life in its wider relations of sin 
and sorrow, of repentance and struggle to the achiev~ 
ment of character P There was but one answer: 
. "No. It would kill her. She can't understand-" 

And then despair gripped him, his eyes grew dim and 
he couldn't think. He leaned heavily on the gate in a 
sickening stupor from which his mind slowly emerged 
and his fancy began to play pranks with an imagination 
luddenly quickened by suffering into extraordinary 
activity. 

A katydid was crying somewhere over his head and 
a whip-poor-will broke the stillness with his weird call 
that seemed to rise from the ground under his feet. 
He was a boy again roaming the fields where stalwart 
slaves were working his father's plantation. It wal 
just such a day in early spring when he had persuaded 
Andy to run away with him and go swimming in Buf
falo creek. He had caught col<J and they both got a 
whipping that night. He remembered how Andy had 
yelled so loud his father had stopped. And how he had 
set his little jaws together, refused to cry and received 
the worst whipping of his life. He could hear Andy 
now as he slipped up to him afterward, grinning and 
chuckling and whispered: 

"Lordy, man, why didn't ye holler? You don't know 
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how ter take er whippin' nohow. He nebber hurt me
no mo' dan a flea bitin'!" 

And then his mind leaped the years. Cleo was in his 
arms that night at old Peeler's and he was stroking 
her hair as he would have smoothed the fur of a fright
ened kitten. That strange impulse- was the beginning' 
-he could see it now-and it had grown with daily con
tact, until the contagious animal magnetiam of her near
ness became resistless. And now he stood. a shivering
coward in the dark, afraid to enter his own house and 
look his wife .in the face. 

Yes, he was a coward. He acknowledged it with ... 
grim smi1e-a coward! This boastful, high-strung, self
poised leader of men! He drew his tall figure erect and 
a bitter laugh broke from his lips. He who had led 
men to death on battlefields with a smile and a shout r 
He who had cried in anguish the day Lee surrendered t 
He who, in defeat, still indomitable and unconquered, 
had fired the souls of his ruined people and led them 
through riot and revolution again to victory!':'-He wali
a coward now and he knew it, as he stood there alone· 
in the stillness of the Southern night and looked him
self squarely in the face. 

His heart gave a throb of pity as he recalled the
scenes during the war, when deserters and cowards had 
been led out in the gray dawn and shot to death for 
something they couldn't help. 

It must be a dream. He couldn't realize the truth
grim, hideous and unthinkable. He had won every fight. 
as the leader of his race against overwhelming odds. 
He had subdued the desperate and lawless among his: 
own men until his word was law. He had rallied the
shattered forces of a defeated people and inspired them 
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with enthusiasm. He had overturned the negroid gov
ernment in the state though backed by a million bay
onets in the handa of veteran battle-tried soldiers. He 
had crushed the man who led these forces, impeached 
and removed him from ofBce, and hurled him into 
merited oblivion, a man without a country. He had 
made himself the central figure of the commonwealth. 
In the dawn of manhood he had lived already a man's 
full life. A conquered world at his feet, and yet a little 
yellow, red-haired girl of the race he despised, in the 
supreme hour of triumph had laid his life in ruins. He 
had conquered all save the Beast within and he must 
die for it-it was only a morbid fancy, yes-yet he felt 
the chill in his soul. 

How long he had stood there doubting, fearing, 
dreaming, he could form no idea. He was suddenly 
roused to the consciousness of his positicn by the doctor 
who was hurrying from the house. There was genuine 
surprise in his voice as he spoke slowly and in a very 
low tone. 

Dr. Williams had the habit of slow, quiet speech. 
He was a privileged character in the town and the state, 
with the record of a half century of practice. A man 
of wide reading and genuine culture, he concealed a big 
heart beneath a brutal way of expressing his thoughts. 
He said exactly what he meant with a distinctness that 
was all the more startling because of his curious habit 
of speaking harsh things in tones so softly modulated 
that his hearers frequentlyaskedhimto repeat his words. 

"I had just started to the banquet hall with a mes
sage for you," he said slowly. 

"Yes-yes," Norton answered vaguely. 
"But 1 see you've come-Cleo told youP" 
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"Yes-she came to the hall--" 
The doctor's slender fingers touched his fine gray 

. beard. 
"Really! She entered that hall to-night P Well, it's 

a funny world, this. We spend our time and energy 
fighting the negro race in front and leave our back 
doors open for their women and children to enter and 
master our life. I congratulate you as a politician on 
your victory--" 

Norton lifted his hand as if to ward off a blow: 
"Please! not to-night!" 
The doctor caught the look of agony in the haggard 

face and suddeply extended his hand: 
"I wasn't thinking of your personal history, my boy. 

J was-I was thinking for a moment of the folly of & 

people-forgive me-I know you need help to-night. 
You must pull yourself together before you go in 
there--" 

"Yes, I know!" Norton faltered. "You have seen 
my wife and talked with her--you can see things clearer 
than I-tell me what to do!" 

"There's but one thing you can do," was the gentle 
answer. "Lie to her--lie-and stick to it. Lie skill
fully, carefully, deliberately, and with such sincerity 
and conviction she's got to believe you. She wants to 
believe you, of course. I know you are guilty-" 

"Let me tell you, doctor----" 
"No, you needn't. It's an old story. The more 

powerful the man the easier his conquest when once 
the female animal of Cleo's race has her chance. It's 
enough to make the devil laugh to hear your politicians 
howl against social and political equality while this can
cer is eating the heart out of our society. It makes me 
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.sick ! And she went to your banquet hall to-night! I'll 
laugh over it when I'm blue-" 

The doctor paused, laughed softly, and continued: 
"Now listen, Norton. Your wife can't live unless 

.she wills to live. I've told you this before. The mo
ment she gives up, she dies. It's the iron will inside her 
frail body that holds the spirit. . If she knows the truth, 
.ahe can't face it. She is narrow, conventional, and can't 
readjust herself--" 

"But doctor, can't she be made to realize that this 
thing is here a living fact which the white woman of 
the South must face? These hundreds of thousands of 
.a mixed race are not accidents. She must know that 
this racial degradation is not merely a thing of to-day, 
but the heritage of two hundred years of sin and sor
"row!" 

"The older women know this-yes-but not our 
.younger generation, who have been reared in the fierce 
-defense of slavery we were forced to make before the 
war. These things were not to be talked about. No 
.girl reared as your wife can conceive of the possibility 
·of a decent man falling so low. I warn you. You 
·can't let her know the truth-and so the only thing 
you can do is to lie and stick to it. It's queer advice 
for a doctor to give an honorable man, perhaps. But 
life is full of paradoxes. My advice is medicine. Our 
best medicines are the most deadly poisons in nature. 
I've saved many a man's life by their use. This hap
pens to be one of the cases where I prescribe a poison. 
Put the responsibility on me if you like. My shoulders 
are broad. I live close to Nature and the prattle of 
fools never disturbs me." 

"Is she still hysterical?" Norton asked. 
1!! 

Digitized by Goog Ie 



THE JUDGMENT BA.R 

"No •. That's the strange part of it-the thing that 
frightens me. That's why I haven't left her side since 
I was ealled. Her outburst wasn't hysteria in the first 
place. It was rage-the blind unreasoning fury of the 
woman who sees her possible rival and wishes to kill her. 
You'll find her very quiet. There's a queer, still look in 
her eyes I don't like. It's the calm before the storm
a storm that may leave death in its trai1-" 

"Couldn't I deny it at first," Norton interrupted, 
"and then make my plea to her in an appeal for mercy 
on an imaginary ease? God only knows what I've gone 
through-the fight I made--" 

''Yes, I know, my boy, with that young animal play
ing at your feet in physical touch with your soul and 
body in the intimacies of your home, you never had a 
chance. But you can't make your wife see this. An 
angel from heaven, with tongue of divine eloquence, 
can make no impression on her if she once believes you 
guilty. Don't tell her--and may God have mercy on 
your soul to-night!" 

With a pressure on the younger man's arm, the 
straight white figure of the old doctor passed through 
the ~ate. 

Norton walked quickly to the steps of the spacious, 
pillared porch, stopped and turned again into the lawn. 
He sat down on a rustic seat and tried desperately to 
work out what he would say, and always the gray mist 
of a fog of despair closed in. 

For the first time in his life he was confronted 
squarely with the fact that the whole structure of so
ciety is enfolded in a network of interminable lies. His 
wife had been reared from the cradle in the atmosphere 
of beauty and innocence. She believed in the innocence 
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of her father, her brothers, and every man who moved 
in her circle. Above all, she believed in the innocence 
-of her husband. The fact that the negro race had for 
two hundred years been stirring the baser passions of 
her men-that this degradation of the higher race had 
been bred into the bone and sinew of succeeding gen
erations-had never occurred to her child-like mind. 
How hopeless the task to tell her now when the tragic 
story must shatter her own ideals! 

The very thought brought a cry of agony to his 
lips: 

"God in heaven-what can I do?" 
-He looked helplessly at the stream of light from her 

window and turned again toward the cool, friendly 
-darkness. 

The night was one· of marvellous stillness. The band 
"\Vas playing again in his banquet hall at the Capitol. 
·So still was the night he could hear distinctly the softer 
.strains of the stringed instruments, faint, sweet and 
thrilling, as they floated over the sleepy old town. A 
mocking-bird above him wakened by the call of melody 
.answered, tenderly at first, and then, with the crash of 
'Comet and drum, his voice swelled into a flood of won
derful song. 

With 8. groan of pain, Norton rose and walked rap
idly into the house. His bird-dog lay on the mat out
side the door and sprang forward with a joyous whine 
to meet him. 

He stooped and drew the shaggy setter's head against 
his hot cheek. 

"I need a friend, to-night, Don, old boy!" he said 
tenderly. And Don answered with an eloquent wag of 
his tail and a gentle nudge of his nose. 
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"If you were only my judge !-Bah, what's the 
use--" 

He drew his drooping shoulders erect and entered his 
wife's room. Her eyes were shining with peculiar 
brightness, but otherwise she seemed unusually calm. 
She began speaking with quick nervous energy: 

"Dr. Williams told you?" 
"Yes, and I came at once." He answered with an 

unusually firm and clear note of strength. His whole 
being was keyed now to a high tension of alert decision. 
He saw that the doctor's way was the only one. 

"I don't ask you, Dan," she went on with increasing 
excitement and a touch of scorn in her voice-"I don't 
ask you to deny this lie. What I want to know is the 
motive the little devil had in saying such a thing to me. 
Mammy, in her jealousy, merely told me she was hang
ing around your room too often. I asked her if it were 
true. She looked at me a moment and burst into her 
lying 'confession.' I could have killed her. I did try 
to tear her green eyes out. I knew that you hated her 
and tried to put her out of the house, and I thought she 
had taken this way to get even with you-but it doesn't 
seem possible. And then I thought the Governor might 
have taken this way to strike you. He knows old Peeler, 
the low miserable scoundrel, who is her father. Do you 
think it possible?" 

"I--don't-know," he stammered, moistening his lip. 
and turning away. 

"Yet it's p08sible"--she insisted. 
He saw the chance to confirm this impression by a 

cheap lie-to invent a story of old Peeler's intimacy 
with the Governor, of his attempt to marry Lucy, of 
his hatred of the policy of the paper, his fear of tlut 
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Klan and of his treacherous, cowardly nature-yet the 
lie seemed so cheap and contemptible his lips refused 
to move. If he were going to carry out the doctor's 
orders here was his chance. He struggled to speak and 
couldn't. The habit of a life and the fibre of charac
ter were too strong. So he did the fatal thing at the 
moment of crisis. 

"I don't think that possible," he said. 
''Why not?" 
''Well, you see, since I rescued old Peeler that night 

from those boys, he has been so abjectly grateful I've 
had to put him out of my oftice once or twice, and I'm 
sure he voted for me for the Legislature against his 
own party." 

"He voted for you?" she asked in surprise. 
"He told me so. He may have lied, of course, but 

I don't think he did." 
"Then what could have been her motive?" 
His teeth were chattering in spite of a desper

ate effort to think clearly and speak intelligently. 
He stared at a picture on the wall and made no 
reply. 

"Say something-answer my question I" his wife 
cried excitedly. 

"I have answered, my dear. I said I don't know. I'm 
stunned by the whole thing." 

"You are Btumaetlr" 
"Yes-" 
"Stunned? You, a strong, innocent man, stunned by 

a weak contemptible lie like this from the lips of such 
a girl-what do you mean?" 

"Why, that I was naturally shocked to be called out 
of a banquet at such a moment by such an accusation. 
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She. actually beckoned to me from the door over the 
heads of the guests-" 

The little blue eyes suddenly narrowed and the thin 
lips grew hard: 

"Cleo called you from the door?" she asked. 
"Yes." 
"You left the hall to see her there?" 
"No, 1 went down stairs." 
"Into the Capitol Square?" 
"Yes. 1 couldn't well talk to her before all those 

guests--" 
"Why not?" 
The question came like the crack of a pistoL Her 

voice WNi high, cold, metallic, ringing. He saw, when 
too late, that he had made a fatal mistake. He stam
mered, nddened and then turned pale: 

"Why-why-naturally--" 
"If you are innocent-why not?" 
He made a desperate effort to find a place of safety: 
"I thought it wise to go down stairs where I could 

talk without interruption--" 
"You-were-afraid," she was speaking each word 

now with cold, deadly deliberation, "to take-a-message
from-your-servant-at-the-door-of-a-public banquet-hall' 
--" her words quickened-"then you suspected her 
possible message! There tll7a, something between 
you--" 

"My den, 1 beg of you--" 
He turned his head away with a weary gesture. 
She sprang from the side of the bed, leaped to his 

side, seized him by both arms and fairly screamed in 
his face: 

"Look at me, Dan!" 
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He turned quickly, his haggard eyes stared into hers, 
and she looked with slowly dawning horror. 

"Oh, my God!" she shrieked. "It's true-it's true
it's true!" 

She sprang back with a shiver of loathing, covered 
her face with her hands and staggered to her bed, sob
bing hysterically: 

"It's true-it's true-it's true! Have mercy, Lord! 
-it's true-it's true!" She fell face downward, her 
Irail figure quivering like a leaf in a storm. 

He rushed to her side, crying in terror: 
"It's not true-it's not true, my dear! Don't be-

lieve it. I swear it's a lie-it's a lie-I tell you!" 
She was crying in sobs of utter anguish. 
He bent low: 
"It's not true, dearest! It's not true, I tell you. 

You mustn't believe it. You can't believe it when I 
swear to you that it's a lie--" 

His head gently touched her slender shoulder. 
She flinched as if scorched by a flame, sprang to her 

leet, and faced him with blazing eyes: 
"Don't-you-dare-touch-me--" 
"My dear," he pleaded. 
"Don't speak to me again!" 
"Please--" 
"Get out of ·this room!" 
He stood rooted to the spot in helpless stupor and 

she threw her little body against his with sudden fury, 
pushing him toward the door. "Get out, I say!" 

He staggered back helplessly and awkwardly amazed 
at her strength as she pushed him into the hall. She 
stood a moment towering in the white frame of the door, 
the picture of an avenging angel to his tormented souL 
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Through teeth chattering with hysterical emotion she 
cried: 

"Go, you leper I And don't you ever dare to cross 
this door-sill again-not even to look on my dead 
facer' 

"For God's sake, don't !' he gasped, staggering 
toward her. 

o But the door slammed in his face and the bolt sud
denly shot into its place. 

He knoclted gently and received no answer. An om
inous stillness reigned within. He called again and 
again without response. He waited patiently for half 
an hour and knocked once more. An agony of fear 
chilled him. She might be dead. He knelt, pressed his 
ear close to the keyhole and heard a long, low, pitiful 
sob from her bed. 

"Thank God--" 
He rose with sudden determination. She couldn't be 

left like that. He would call the doctor back at once, 
and, what was better still, he would bring her mother, 
a wise gray-haired little saint, who rarely volunteered 
advice in her daughter's aWairs. The door would :8y 
open at her soft command. 
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CHAPTER XIU 

AN OLD STOBY 

TIm doctor's house lay beyond the Capitol and in 
his haste Norton forgot that a banquet was being held 
in his honor. He found himself suddenly face to face 
with the first of the departing guests as they began to 
pour through the gates of the Square. 

He couldn't face these people, turned in his tracks, 
walked back to the next block and hurried into an ob
scure side street by which he could avoid them. 

The doctor had not retired. He was seated on his 
porch quietly smoking, as if he were expecting the call. 

"Well, you've bungled it, I see," he said simply, as he 
rose and seized his hat. 

"Yes, she guessed the truth--" . 
"Guelsed?-hardly." The white head with its shin

ing hair slowly wagged. "She read it in those haggard 
eyes. Funny what poor liars your people have always 
been! If your father hadn't been fool enough to tell 
the truth with such habitual persistence, that office of 
his would never have been burned during the war. It's 
a funny world. It's the fun of it that keeps us alive, 
after all." 

"Do the best you can for me, doctor," he interrupted. 
"rm going for her mother." 

"All right," was the cheery answer, "bring her at 
once. She's a better doctor than Ito-night." 
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Norton walked swiftly toward a vine-clad cottage 
that stood beside Governor Carteret's place. It sat 
far back on the lawn that was once a part of the orig
inal estate twenty odd years ago. The old Governor 
during his last administration had built it for Robert 
Carteret, a handsome, wayward son, whom pretty Jen
nie Pryor had married. It had been a. runaway love 
match. The old man had not opposed it because of 
any objection to the charming girl the boy had fallen 
in love with. He knew that Robert was a wild, head
strQng, young scapegrace un&t to be the husband of an, woman. 

But apparently marriage settled him. For two 18&1'8 
after Jean's birth he lived a decent life and then slipped 
again into hopelessly dissolute habits. When Jean was 
seven years old he was found dead one night under pe
culiar circumstances that were never made public. The 
sweet little woman who had braved the world's wrath to 
marry him had never complained, and she alone (with 
one other) knew the true secret of his death. 

She had always been supported by a generous al
lowance from the old Governor and in his last will 
the vigorous octogenarian had Ude her his sole 
heir. 

Norton had loved this quiet, patient little mother 
with a great tenderness since the day of his marriage 
to her daughter. He had never found her wanting in 
sympathy or helpfulness. She rarely left her cottage, 
but many a time he had gone to her with his troubles 
and came away with a light heart and a clearer insight 
into the duty that called. Her love and faith in him 
was one of the big things in life. In every dream of 
achievement that had &red his imagination during the 
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~g days of the past months he had always seen 
:her face smiling with pride and love. 

It was a bitter task to confess his shame to her-this 
-tender, gracious, uncomplaining saint, to whom he had 
;always been a hero. He paused a moment with his hand 
.an the bell of the cottage, and finally rang. 

Standing before her with bowed head he told in a 
. few stammering words the story of his sin and the sor
row that had overwhelmed him. 

"I swear to you that for the past two months my life 
has been clean and God alone knows the anguish of re
morse I have suWered. You'll hell> me, mother?" he 
asked pathetically. ", 

"Yes, my son," she an~ered simply. 
"You don't hate me ?"-the question ended with a 

catch in his voice that made it almost inaudible. 
She lifted her white hands to his cheeks, drew the 

tall form down gently and pressed his lips: 
"No, my son, I've lived too long. I leave judgment 

now to God. The unshed tears I see in your eyes are 
enough for me." 

"I must see her to-night, mother. Make her see me. 
I can't endure this." . 

"She will see you when I have talked with her," was 
the slow reply as if to herself. "I am going to tell her 
something that I hoped to carry to the grave. But the 
time has come and she must know." 

The doctor was strolling on the lawn when they ar
rived. 

"She didn't wish to see me, my boy," he said with a 
look of sympathy. "And I thought it best to humor 
her. Send for me again if you wish, but I think the 
mother is best to-night." Without further words he 
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tipped his hat with a fine old-fashioned bow to Mrs. 
Carteret and hurried home. 

At the sound of the mother's voice the door wu 
opened, two frail arms slipped around her neck and a 
baby was sobbing again on her breast. The white 
slender hands tenderly stroked the blonde hair, lips 
bent low and kissed the shining head and a cheek rested 
there while sob after sob shook the little body. The 
wise mother spoke no words save the sign language of 
love and tenderness, the slow presmre to her heart of 
the sobbing figure, kisses, kisses, kisses on her hair and 
the soothing touch of her hand. 

A long time without a word they thus clung to each 
other. The sobs ceased at last. 

"Now tell iDe, darling, how can I help you?" the gen
tle voice said. 

"Oh, mamma, I just want to go home to you again. 
and die--that's all." 

"You'd be happier, you think, with me, dear?" 
"Yes-it's clean and pure there. I can't live in this 

house--the very air I breathe is foul!" 
"But you can't leave Dan, my child. Your life and 

his .are one in your babe. God has made this so." 
"He is nothing to me now. He doesn't exist. I don't 

come of his breed of men. My father's handsome face 
-my grandfather's record as the greatest Governor of 
the state--are not merely memories to me. pn return 
to my oWn. And Pll take my child with me. I'll go 
back where the air is clean, where men have always been 
men, not beasts-" 

The mother rose quietly and took from the mantel 
the dainty morocco-covered copy of the Bible she had 
given her daughter the day she left home. She 
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turned its first pages, put her finger on the sixteenth 
chapter of the Book of Genesis, and turned down & 

leaf: 
"I want you to read this chapter of Genesis which 

I ,have marked when you are yourself, and remember 
that the sympathy of the world has always been with 
the outcast Hagar, and not with the foolish wife who 
brought a beautiful girl into her husband's house and 
then repented of her folly." 

"But a negressl oh, my God, the horror, the shame, 
the humiliation he has put on me I I've asked myself 
a hundred times why I lived a moment, why I didn't leap 
from that'window and dash my brain out on the ground 
below-the beast-the beast I" 

"Yes, dear, but when you are older you will know 
that all men are beasts." 

"Mother I" 
"Yes, all men who are worth while---" 
"How can you say that," the daughter cried with 

scorn, "and remember my father and grandfather? No 
man passes the old Governor to-day without lifting his 
hat, and I've seen you sit for hours with my father's 
picture in your lap crying over it--" 

"Yes, dear," was the sweet answer, "these hearts of 
ours play strange pranks with us sometimes. You must 
see Dan to-night and forgive. He will crawl on his 
hands and knees to your feet and beg it." 

"rll never see him or speak to him again I" 
"You must--dear." 
"Never I" 
The mother sat down on the lounge and drew the 

quivering figure close. Her face was hidden from the 
daughter's view when she began to speak and so the 
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death-like pallor was not noticed. The voice was held 
even by a firm will: 

"I hoped God might let me go without my having to 
tell you what I must say now, dearest"-in spite of her 
dort there was a break and silence. 

The little hand sought the mother's: 
"You know you can tell me anything, mamma, 

dear." 
"Your father, my child, was not a great man. He 

died in what should have been the glory. of young man
hood. He achieved nothing. He was just the spoiled 
child of a greater man, a child who inherited his father's 
brilliant mind, fiery temper and willful passions. I loved 
him from the moment we met and in spite of all 
I know that he loved me with the strongest, purest love 
he was capable of giving to any woman. And yet, 
dearest, I date not tell you all I discovered of his wild, 
reckless life. The vilest trait of his character was 
transmitted straight from sire to son-he would never 
ask forgiveness of any human being for anything he had 
done-that is your grandfather's boast to-day. The 
old Governor, my child, was the owner of more than 
a thousand slaves on his two great plantations. Many 
of them he didn't know personally-unles8 they were 
beautiful girls-" 

"Oh, mother, darling, have mercy on me I"-the little 
fingers tightened their grip. But the mother's even 
voice went on remorselessly: 

"Cleo's mother was one of his slaves. You may de
pend upon it, your grandfather knows her history. You 
must remember what slavery meant, dear. It put into 
the hands of a master an awful power. It was not 
necessary for strong men to use this power. The 

185 

Digitized by Goog Ie 



THE SINS OF THE FA.THER 

humble daughters of slaves vied with one another to 
win his favor. Your grandfather was a man of great 
intellect, of powerful physique, of fierce, ungovernable 
passions-" 

"But my father"-gasped the girl wife. 
"Was a handsome, spoiled child, the kind of man 

for whom women have always died-but he never pos
lessed the strength to keep himself within the bounds 
of decency as did the older man---" 

"What do you mean?" the daughter broke in de&
perately. 

"There has always been a secret about your father's 
death"-the mother paused and drew a deep breath. 
"I made the secret. 1 told the story to save him from 
shame in death. He died in the cabin of a mulatto girl 
he had played with as a boy-and-the thing that's 
hardest for me to tell you, dearest, is· that 1 knew 
exactly where to find him when he had not returned at 
two o'clock that morning--" 

The white head sank lower and rested on the shoulder 
of the frail young wife, who slipped her arms about the 
form of her mother, and neither spoke for a long 
while. 

At last the mother began in quiet tones: 
"And this was one of the reasons, my child, why 

slavery was doomed. The war was a wicked and awful 
tragedy. The white motherhood of the South would 
have crushed slavery. Before the war began we had six 
hundred thousand mulattoes-six hundred thousand 
reasons why slavery had to die!" 

The fire lIashed in the gentle eyes for a moment while 
she paused, and drew her soul back from the sorrowful 
past to the tragedy of to-day: 
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"And so, my darling, you must see your husband and 
forgive. He isn't ~d. He carried in his blood the in
heritance of hundreds of years of lawless passion. The 
noble thing about .Dan is that he has the strength of 
character to rise from this tc? a higher manhood. You 
must help him, dearest, to do this." 

The daughter bent and kissed the gentle lips: 
"Ask him to come here, mother-" 
She found the restless husband pacing the 1I00r of the 

pillared porch. It was past two o'clock and the waning 
moon had risen. His face was ghastly as his feet 
stopped their dreary beat at the rustle of her dress. 
His heart stood still for a moment until he saw the 
smiling face. 

"It's all right, Dan," she called softly in the door
way. "She's waiting for you." 

He sprang to the door, stooped and kissed the silken 
gray hair and hurried up the stairs. 

Tears were slowly stealing from the blue eyes as the 
little wife extended her frail arms. The man knelt and 
bowed his head in her lap, unable to speak at first. 
With an effort he mastered his voice: 

"Say that you forgive me!" 
The blonde head sank until it touched the brown: 
"I forgive you-but, oh, Dan, dear, I don't want to 

live any more now--" 
"Don't say that!" he pleaded desperately. 
"And Pve wanted to live so madly, so desperately

but now-Pm afraid I can't." 
"You can-you must! You have forgiven me. rll 

prove my love to you by a life of such devotion rn make 
you forget! All I ask is the chance to atone and make 
you happy. You must live because I ask it, dear! It's 
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the only way you can give me a chance. And the boy-4 
dearest-you must live to teach him." 

She nodded her head and choked back a soh. 
When the first faint light of the dawn of a glorious 

spring morning began to tinge the eastern sky he wu 
still holding her hands and begging her to live • 
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CHAPTER XIV 

TBB FIGHT FOB LlFB 

TJm little wife made a brave fight. For a week there 
was no sign of a breakdown save an unnatural bright
ness of the eyes that told the story of struggle within. 
He gave himself to the etlort to help her win. He spent 
but an hour at the Capitol, left a Speaker pro tem in 
the chair, hurried to his oftice, gave his orders and by 
eleven o'clock he was at home, talking, laughing, and 
planning a day's work that would interest her and bring 
back the flush to her pale cheeks. 

She had responded to his increasing tenderness and 
devotion with pathetic eagerness. At the beginning of 
the second week Doctor Williams gave him hope: 

"It looks to me, my boy," he said thoughtfully, 
"that I'm seeing a miracle. I think she's not only go
ing to survive the shock, but, what's more remarkable, 
she's going to recover her health again. The mind's 
the source of health and power. We give medicines, of 
course, but the thought that heals the soul will reach 
the body. Bah I-the body is. the soul anyhow, for all 
our fine-spun theories, and the mind is only one of the 
ways through which we reach it--" 

"You really think she may be well again?" Norton 
asked with boyish eagerness. 
. "Yes, if you can reconcile her mind to this thing, 
she'll Dot only live, she will be born again into a more 
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vigorous life. Why not? The preachers have often 
called me a godless rationalist. But I go them one 
better when they preach the miracle of a second, or 
spiritual birth. I believe in the possibility of many 
births for the human soul and the readjustment of 
these bodies of oura to the new apirits thus born. If 
you can tide her over the next -three weeks without a 
breakdown, she will get well." 

The husband's eyes flashed: 
"If it depends on her mental attitude, I'll make her 

live and grow strong. I'll ;pve her my body and soul." 
"There are just two dangers-" 
"What?" 
"The first mental-a sudden collapse of the will with 

which she's making this fight under a reaction to the 
memories of our system of educated ignorance, which 
we call girlish innocence. This may come at a moment 
when the consciousness of these 'ideals' may overwhelm 
her imagination and cause a collapse--" 

"Yes, I understand," he replied thoughtfully. "ru 
guard that." 

"The other is the big physical enigma--" 
"You mean?" 
"The possible reopening of that curious abscess in 

her throat." 
"But the specialist assured us it would never reap

pear-" 
"Yes, and he knows just as much about it as you or 

I. It is one of the few cases of its kind so far re
corded in the science of medicine. When the baby was 
born, the drawing of the mother's neck in pain pressed 
a bone of the spinal column into the fiesh beside the 
jugular vein.. Your specialist never dared to operate 
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for a thorough removal of the trouble for fear he would 
sever the vein--" 

"And if the old wound reopens it will reach the jugu
lar vein?" 

"Yes." 
"Well-it-won't happen!" he answered fiercely. "It 

can't happen now--" 
"I don't think it will myself, if you can keep at its 

highest tension the desire to live. That's the magic 
thing that works the miracle of life in such cases. It 
l;Dakes food digest, sends red blood to the tips of the 
slenderest finger and builds up the weak places. Don't 
forget this, my boy. Make her love life, desperately 
and passionately, until the will to live dominates both 
soul and body." 

"I'll do it," was the firm answer, as he grasped the 
doctor's outstretched hand in parting. 

He withdrew completely from his political work. A 
Speaker pro tem presided daily over the deliberations of 
the House, and an assistant editor took charge of the 
paper. 

The wife gently urged him to give part of his time to 
his work again. 

"No," he responded firmly and gayly. "The doctor 
says you have a chance to get well. I'd rather see the 
roses in your cheeks again than be the President of the 
United States." 

She drew his head down and clung to him with des
perate tenderness. 
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CHAPTER XV 

CLBO'S SILBNCB 

Foa two weeks the wife held her own and the doctor 
grew more confident each day. When Norton began 
to feel sure the big danger was past his mind becam.e 
alert once more to the existence of Cleo. He began to 
wonder why she had not made an eiFort to see or com
municate with him. 

She had apparently vanished from the face of the 
earth. In spite of his eiFort to minimize the importance 
of this fact, her silence gradually grew in sinister sig
nificance. What did it mean? What was her active 
brain and vital personality up to? That it boded no 
good to his life and the life of those he loved he couldn't 
doubt for a moment. He sent a reporter on a secret 
mission to Peeler's house to find if she were there. 

He returned in three hours and made his report. 
"She's at Peeler's, sir," the young man said with a 

smile. 
"You allowed no one to learn the real reason of your 

visit, as I told you?" 
"They never dreamed it. I interviewed old Peeler on 

the revolution in politics and its effects on the poor 
whites of the state--" 

"You saw her?" 
"She seemed to be all over the place at the same time, 

singing, laughing and perfectly happy." 
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"Run your inte"iew to-morrow, and keep tbis visit a 
profound secret between us." 

"Yes, sir." 
The reporter tipped his hat and was gone. Why she 

was apparently happy and contented in surroundings 
she had grown to loathe was another puzzle. Through 
every hour of the day, down in the subconscious part of 
his mind, he was at work on this surprising fact. The 
longer he thought of it the less he understood it. That 
she would ever content herself with the dreary existence 
of old Peeler's farm after her experiences in the town 
and in his home was preposterous. 

That she was smiling and happy under such condi
tions was uncanny, and the picture of her shining teeth 
and the sound of her deep voice singing as she walked 
through the cheap, sordid surroundings of that drab 
farmhouse haunted his mind with strange fear. 

She was getting ready to strike him in the dark. Just 
how the blow would fall he couldn't guess. 

The most obvious thing for her to do would be to 
carry her story to his political enemies and end his 
career at a stroke. Yet somehow, for the life of him 
he couldn't picture her choosing that method of re
venge. She had not left him in a temper. The rage 
and curses had all been his. She had never for a mo
ment lost her self-control. The last picture that burn'ed 
into his soul was the curious smile with which she had 
spoken her parting words: 

"But I'll see you again!" 
Beyond a doubt some clean-cut plan of action was 

in her mind when she uttered that sentence. The one 
question now was-"what did she mea,n iI" 

There was one thought that kept popping into his 
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head, but it was too hideous for a moment's belief. He 
stamped on it as he would a snake and hurried on to 
other possibilities. There was but one thing he could 
do and that was to await with increasing dread her first 
move. 
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CHAPTER XVI 

THE LARGER VISION 

HIS mind had just settled into this attitude of alert 
watchfulness toward Cleo when the first danger the doc
tor dreaded for his wife began to take shape. 

The feverish brightness in her eyes grew dimmer and 
her movements less vigorous. The dreaded reaction had 
come and the taut strings of weakened nerves could 
bear the strain no longer. 

With a cry of despair she threw herself into his 
arms: 

"Oh, Dan, dear, it's no use! I've tried-I've tried 
80 hard-but I can't do it-I just don't want to live 
any more!" 

He put his hands over the trembling, thin lips: 
"Hush, dearest, you mustn't say that-it's just a 

minute's reaction. You're blue this morning, that's all. 
It's the weather-a. dreary foggy day. The sun will 
be shining again to-morrow. It's shining now behind 
the mists if we only remember it. The trees lire bare, 
but their buds are swelling and these days of cold and 
fog and rain must come to make them burst in glory. 
Come, let me put your shawl around you and I'll show 
you how the 1l0wers have pushed up in the sheltered 
places the past week." 

He drew the hands, limp and cold,· from his neck, 
picked up her shawl, tenderly placed it about her shoul-
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den, lifted her in his strong arms, and carried her to 
the old rose garden behind the house. 

Don sniffed his leg, and looked up into his face with 
surprise at the unexpected frolic. He leaped into 
the air, barked softly and ran in front to show the 
way. 

"You see, old Don knows the sun is shining behind 
the clouds, dear!" 

She made no answer. The blonde head drooped 
limply against his breast. He found a seat on the. south 
side of the greenhouse on an old rustic bench his father 
had built of cedar when he was a boy. 

"There," he said cheerfully, as he smoothed her dress 
and drew her close by his side. "You can feel the 
warmth of the sun here reSected from the glass. The 
violets are already blooming along the walks. The j on
quils are all gone, and the rose bushes have begun to 
bud. You mustn't talk about giving up. We haven't 
lived yet." 

"But I'm tired, Dan, tired--" 
"It's just for a moment, remember, my love. You'll 

feel differently to-morrow. The world is always beauti
ful if we only have eyes to see and ears to hear. Watch 
that smoke curling straight up from the chimney! That 
means the clouds are already lifting and the sun will 
burst through them this afternoon. You mustn't brood, 
dearest. You must forget the misery that has darkened 
our world for a moment and remember that it's only the 
dawn of a new life for us both. We are just boy and 
girl yet. There's nothing impossible. I'm going to 
prove .to you that my love is the deathless thing in me 
-the thing that links me to God." 

"You really love me so?" she asked softly. 
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"Give me a chance to prove it. That's all I ask. 
Men sometimes wait until they're past forty before they 
begin to sow their wild oats. I am only twenty-five 
now. This tragic sin and shame has redeemed life. It's 
yours forever-you must believe me when I say this, 
dearest--" 

"I try," she broke in wearily. "I try, Dan, but it's 
hard to believe anything now-oh, so hard--" 

"But can't you underitand, my love, how I have 
been headstrong and selfish before the shock of my fall 
brought me to my senses? And that the terror of los
ing you has taught me how deep and eternal the roots 
of our love have struck and this knowledge led me into 
the consciousness of a larger and more wonderful life-
can't--can't you understand this, dearest?" 

His voice sank to the lowest reverent whisper as he 
ceased to speak. She stroked his hand with a pathetic 
little gesture of tenderness. 

"Yes, I believe you," she said with a far-away look 
in her eyes. "I know that I can trust you now im
plicitly, and what I can't understand is that-feeling 
this so clearly-still I have no interest in life. Some
thing has snapped inside of me. Life doesn't seem 
worth the struggle any longer---" 

"But it is, dear! Life is always good, always beauti
ful, and always worth the struggle. We've but to lift 
our eyes and see. Sin is only our stumbling in the dark 
as we grope toward the light. I'm going to be a hum
bler and better man. I am no longer proud and vain. 
I've a larger and sweeter vision. I feel my kinship to 
the weak and the erring. Alone in the night my soul 
has entered into the fellowship of the great Brotherhood 
through the gates of suWering. Yau must know this, 
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Jean-you know that it's true as I thus lay my heart's 
last secret bare to you to-day. 

"Yea, Dan," she sighed wearily, ''but Pm just tired. 
I don't seem to recognize anything I used to know. I 
look at the baby and he don't seem to be mine. I look 
at you and feel that you're a stranger. I look at my 
room, the lawn, the street, the garden-no matter where, 
and Pm dazed. I feel that I've loat my way. I don't 
know how to live any more." 

For an hour he held her hand and pleaded with all 
the eloquence of his love that she would let him teach 
her again, and all she could do was to come back for
ever in the narrow circle her mind had beaten. She 
was tired and life no longer seemed worth while! 

He kissed the drooping eyelids at last and laughed 
a willful, daring laugh as he gathered her in his arms 
and walked slowly back into the house. 

"You've got to live, my own! I'll show you how! 
rn breathe my fierce desire into your soul and call you 
back even from the dead!" . 

Yet in spite of all she drooped and weakened daily, 
and at the end of a fortnight began to complain of a 
feeling of uneasiness in her throat. 

The old doctor said nothing when she made this an
nouncement. He drew his beetling eyebrows low and 
walked out on the lawn. 

Pale and haggard, Norton followed him. 
''Well, doctor?" he asked queerly. 
"There's only one thing to do. Get her away from 

here at once, to the most beautiful spot you can find, 
high altitude with pure, stimulating air. The change 
may help her. That's all I can say"-he paused, laid 
his hand on the husband's arm and went on earnest1y-
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"and if you haven't discussed that aifair with her, you'd 
better try it. Tear the old wound open, go to the bot
tom of it, find the thing that's festering there and root 
it out if you can-the thing that's caused this break." 

The end of another week found them in Asheville, 
N orih Carolina. 

The wonderful views of purple hills and turquoise sky 
stretching away into the infinite thrilled the heart of the 
little invalid. 

It was her first trip to the mountain.. She never 
tired the first two days of sitting in the big sun-parlor 
beside the open fire logs and gazing over the valley. 
and watching the deet clouds with their marvelous col
oring. The air was too chill in these early days of 
spring for her to feel comfortable outside. But a great 
longing began to possess her to climb the mountains 
and feel their beauty at closer range. 

She sat by his side in her room and held his hand 
while they watched the glory of the first cloud-decked 
mountain SUD8et. The river lay a crooked silver ribbon 
in the deepening shadows of the valley, while the sky 
stretched its dazzling scarlet canopy high in heaven 
above it. The scarlet slowly turned to gold, and then 
to deepening purple and with each change revealed new 
beauty to the enraptured eye. 

She caught her breath and cried at last: 
"Oh, it is a beautiful world, Dan, deaJ'-and I wish 

I could live!" 
He laughed for joy: 
"Then you shall, dearest ! You shall, of course you 

ahall!" 
"I want you to take me over everyone of those won

derful purple hills!" 
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"Yes, dear, I will!" 
"I dream as I sit and look at them that God lives 

somewhere in one of those deep shadows behind a daz
zling cloud, and that if we only drive along those ragged 
cliiFs among them we'd come face to face with Him some 
day--" 

He looked at her keenly. There ·was again that un
natural brightness in her eyes which he didn't like and 
yet he took courage. The day was a glorious one in 
the calendar. Hope had dawned in her heart. 

"The first warm day we'll go, dear," he cried with the 
enthusiasm of a bOy, "and take mammy and the kid 
with us, too, if you say so--" 

"No, I want just you, Dan. The long ride might tire 
the baby, and I might wish to stay up there all night. I 
shall never grow tired of those hills." 

"It's sweet to hear you talk like that," he cried with 
a smile. 

He selected a gentle horse for their use and five days 
later, when the sun rose with unusual warmth, they 
took their first mountain drive. 

Along the banks of crystal brooks that dashed their 
. sparkling waters over the rocks, up and up winding, 
narrow roads until the town became a mottled white 
spot in the valley below, and higher still until the shin
ing clouds they had seen from the valley rolled silently 
into their faces, melting into the gray mists of fog! 

In the midst of one of these clouds, the little wife 
leaned close and whispered: 

"We're in heaven now, Dan-we're passing through 
th~ opal gates! I shouldn't be a bit surprised to see 
Him at aily moment up here--" 

A lump suddenly rose in his throat. Her voice 
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sounded unreal. He bent close and saw the strange 
bright light again in her eyes. And the awful thought 
slowly shap~ itself that the light he saw was the shin-

. ing image of the angel of Death reflected there. 
He tried to laugh oft' his morbid fancy now that she 

had. begun to find the world so beautiful, but the idea 
haunted him with increasing terror. He couldn't shake· 
oft' the impression. 

An hour later he asked abruptly: 
"You have felt no return of the pain in your throat,. 

dear?" 
"Just a little last night, but not to-day-I've been 

happy to-day." 
He made up his mind to telegraph to New York at 

once for the specialist to examine her throat. 
The fine weather continued unbroken. Every day 

for a week she sat by his side and drifted over sunlit 
valleys, lingered beside beautiful waters and climbed a 
new peak to bathe in sun-kissed clouds. On the top or 
one of these peaks they found a farmhouse where 
lodgers were allowed for the night. They stayed to see 
the sunrise next morning. Mammy would not worry, 
they had told her they might spend ~e night on these
mountain trips. 

The farmer called them in time-just as the first 
birds were waking in the trees by their window. 

It was a climb of only two hundred yards to reach 
the top of a great boulder that gave an entrancing view 
in four directions. To the west lay the still sleeping 
town of Asheville half hidden among its hills and trees. 
Eastward towered the giant peaks of the Blue Ridge, 
over whose ragged crests the sun was climbing. 

The young husband took the light form in his strong 
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.arms add carried her to the summit. He placed his 
coat on the rocky ledge, seated her on it, and slipped his 
.arm around the slim waist. There in silence they 
watched the changing glory of the sky and saw the 
shadows wake and flee from the valleys at the kiss of 
the sun. 

He felt the moment had come tnat he might say some 
things he had waited with patience to speak: 

"You are sure, dear, that you have utterly forgiven 
the great wrong I did you?" 

"Yes, Dan," she answered simply, "why do you ask?" 
"I just want to be sure, my Jean," he said tenderly, 

"'that there's not a single dark comer of your heart 
in which the old shadows lurk. I want to drive them 
all out with my love just as we see the sun now light
ing with glory every nook and comer of the world. 
You are sure?" 

The thin lips quivered uncertainly and her blue eyes 
wavered as he searched their depths. 

"There's one thing, Dan, that I'll never quite face, I 
think"--she paused and turned away. 

"What, dear?" 
"How any man who had ever bent over a baby' • 

.cradle with the tenderness and love I've seen in your 
face for Tom, could forget the mother who gave the life 
at his command I" 

"I didn't forget, dearest," he said sadly. "I fought 
as a wounded man, alone and unarmed, fights a beast 
in the jungle. With her sweet spiritual ideal of love a 
sheltered, innocent woman can't remember that man is 
still an animal, with tooth and claw and unbridled pas
sions, that when put to the test his religion and his 
eivilization often are only a thin veneer, that if he be-
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comes a civilized human being in hia relations to women 
it is not by inheritance, for he is yet in the zoological 
period of development-but that it is by the divine 
achievement of character through struggle. Try, dear
est, if you can, to imagine such a struggle. This prime
val man, in the shadows with desires inflamed by hunger, 
meets this free primeval woman who is unafraid, who 
laughs at the laws of Society because she has nothing 
to lose. Both are for the moment animals pure and 
simple. The universal in him finds its co~terpart in 
the universal in her. And whether she be fair or dark, 
her face, her form, her body, her desires are his-and, 
above all, she is near-and in that moment with a near
ness that overwhelms by its enfolding animal magnetism 

, all powers of the mind to think or reflect. Two such 
beings are atoms tossed by a storm of forces beyond 
their control. A man of refinement wakes from such 8. 

crash of elemental powers dazed and humiliated. Your 
lips can speak no word as vile, no curse as bitter as I 
have hurled against myself--" 

The voice broke and he was silent. A little hand 
pressed his, and her words were the merest tender whis
per as she leaned close: 

"I've forgiven you, my love, and I'm going to let you 
teach me again to live. I'll be a very docile little 
scholar in your schoo1. But you know I can't forget 
in a moment the greatest single hour that is given a 
woman to know-the hour she feels the breath of her 
first born on her breast. It's the memory of that hour 
that hurts. I won't try to deceive you. I'll get over it 
in the years to come if God sends them--" 

"He will send them-he will send them!" the man 
broke in with desperate emotion. 
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Both were silent for several minutes and a smile be
gan to play about the blue eyes when she spoke at last: 

"You remember how angry you were that morning 
when you found a doctor and a nurse in charge of your 
home? And the great fear that gripped your heart at 
the first mad cry of pain I gave? I laughed at myself 
the next moment. And then how I found your hand 
and wouldn't let you go. The doctor stormed and 
ordered you out, and I just held on and shook my head, 
and you stayed. . And when the doctor turned his back I 

· whispered in your ear: 
" 'You won't leave me, Dan, darling, for a single mo

ment-promise me--swear it I' 
"And you answered: 

. " 'Yes, I swear it, honey-but you must be very 
brave--braver than I am, you know'--

"And you begged me to take an anesthetic and I 
wouldn't, like a little fool. I wanted to know all and 
feel all if it killed me. And the anguish of your face 
became so terrible, dear-I was sorrier for you than 

· for myself. And when I saw your lips murmuring in an 
agony of prayer, I somehow didn't mind it then--" 

She paused, looked far out over the hills and con
tinued: 

"What a funny cry he gav~that first one--not a 
real baby cry-just a funny little grunt like a good-

· natured pig! And how awfully disappointed you were 
at the shapeless bundle of red flesh that hardly looked 
human I But I could see the lines of your dear face in 
his, I knew that he would be even handsomer than his 
big, brave father and pressed him close and laughed for 
joy--" 

She stopped and sighed: 
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"You see, Dan, what I couldn't understand is how 
any man who has felt the pa~n and the glory of this, 
with his hand clasped in the hand of the woman he 
loves, their two . souls mirrored in that first pair of 
mysterious little eyes God sent from eternity-how 
he could forget the tie that binds--" 

He made no effort to interrupt her until the last bit-. 
ter thought that had been rankling in her heart was out. 
He was looking thoughtfully over the valley. An eagle 
poised above the field in the foreground, darted to the 
stubble· with lightning swiftness and rose with a Butter
ing brown quail in his talons. His shrill cry of triumph 
rang pitilessly in the stillness of the heights. 

The little figure gave an unconscious shiver and she 
added in low tones: 

"I'm never going to speak of this nameless thing 
again, Dan, but you asked me this morning and I've told 
you what was in my heart. I just couldn't understand 
how you could forget--" 

"Only a beast could, dearest," he answered with a 
curl of the lip. "I'm something more than that now, 
taught by the bitterness of experience. You're just a 
sweet, innocent girl who ha'J never looked the world as • 
it is in the face. Reared as you were, you can't under
stand that there's a difference as deep as the gulf be
tween heaven and hell, in the divine love that binds 
my soul and body and life to you and the sudden pass
ing of a storm of passion. Won't you try to remember 

. this?" 
"Yes, dear, I will--" 
She looked into his eyes with a smile of tenderness: 
"A curious change is coming over you, Dan. I can 

begin to see it. There used to be a line of cruelty 
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sometimes about your mouth and a flash of it in your 
eyes. They're gone. There's something strong and 
tender, wise and sweet, in their place. If I were an 
artist I could paint it but I can't just tell you what 
it is. I used to think the cruel thing I saw in you was 
the memory of the war. Your eyes saw so much of 
blood and death and pain and cruelty--" 

"Perhaps it waS," he said slowly. ''War does make 
men cruel-unconsciously cruel We lose aU sense of 
the value of human life--" 

"No, it wasn't that," she protested, "it was the other 
thing--the-the-Beast you've been talking about. It's 
not there any more, Dan-and I'm going to be happy 
now. I know it, dear-" 

He bent and kissed the slender fingers. 
"If this old throat of mine just won't bother me 

again," she added. 
He looked at her and turned pale: 
"It's bothering you this morning?" 
She lifted the delicately shaped head and touched 

her neck: 
"Not much pain, but a sense of fullness. I feel as if 

I'm going to choke sometimes." 
He rose abruptly, a great fear in his hean: 
"We'll go back to town at once. The doctor should 

arrive at three from New York." 
"Let's not hurry," she cried smiling. "I'm happy 

now. You're myoid sweetheart again and Pm on a 
new honeymoon--" 

He gazed at the white slender throat. She was look
ing unusually well. He wondered if this were a trick 
of the enemy to throw him off his guard. He won
dered what was. happening in those tiny cells behind 

156 

Digitized by Goog Ie 



THE LARGER Yl810N 

the smooth round lines of the beautiful neck. It made 
him sick and faint to think of the possibility of another 
attack-just when the fight was over-just when she 
had begun to smile and find life sweet again! His soul 
rose in fierce rebeIlion. It was too horrible for belief. 
He simply wouldn't believe it! 

"All right!" he exclaimed with decision. "We'll stay 
here tiII two o'clock, anyhow. We can drive back in 
three hours. The train wiII be Iate--it always is." 

Through the long hours of a wonderful spring morn
ing they basked in the SUD side by side on a bed of leaves 
he piled in a sheltered spot on the mountain side. They 
were boy and girl again. The shadows had lifted and 
the world was radiant with new glory. They talked 
of the future and the life of perfect mutual faith and 
love that should be theirs. 

And each moment closer came the soft footfall of an 
unseen angel. 

In 
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CHAPTER xvn 

THE OPAL GATES 

THE doctor was waiting at the hotel, hill keen eyes 
very serious. He had guessed the sinister meaning of 

. the summons. He was an unusually brusque man-iLl
most rude in his words. He greeted Norton with 
friendly sympathy and smiled at the radiant face of 
the wife. 

"Well, little mother," he said with grave humor, "we 
have more trouble. But you're brave and patient. It's 
a jay to work for you." 

"And now," she responded gayly, "you've got to fin
ish this thing, doctor. I don't want any more half-way 
operations. rm going to get well thill time. I'm happy 
and I'm going to be strong again." 

"Good, we'll get at it right away. I knew you'd 
feel that way and so I brought with me a great surgeon, 
the most skillful man I know in N ew York. I've told 
him of your case, a very unusual one, and he is going 
to help me." 

The little mouth smiled bravely: 
"I'll be ready for the examination in half an 

hour-" 
When the doctors emerged from her room the sun 

had set behind the dark blue bills and Norton was wait
ing on the balcony for their report. 

The specialist walked slowly to where he was stand-
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ing. He couldn't move from his tracks. His throat 
was dry and he had somehow lost the power of speech. 
He looked into the face of the man of science, read the 
story of tragedy and a mist closed his eyes. . 

The doctor took his arm gently: 
"I've bad news for you--" 
"Yes, I know," was the low answer. 
''The truth is best--" 
"I want to know it."· 
"She can't live!" 
The tall figure stifFened, there was a moment of· 

silence and when he spoke his words fell slowly with 
measured intensity: 

"There's not a single chance, doctor?" 
"Not worth your cherishing. You'd as well know 

this now and be prepared. We opened and drained the 
old wound, and both agreed that it is too late for an 
operation. The flesh that guards the wall of the great 
vein is a mere shred. She would die under the opera
tion.. I can't undertake it." 

"And it will not heal again?" 
The doctor was silent for a long while and his eyes 

wandered to the darkening sky where the stars were 
coming out one by one: 

"Who knows but God? And who am I to set bounds 
to his power?" 

"Then there may be a slender chance?" he asked 
eagerly. 

"To the eye of Science-nO-yet while life lingers 
we always hope. But I wouldn't advise you to leave her 
side for the next ten' days. The end, if it comes, will 
be very sudden, and it will be too late for speech." 

A groan interrupted his words and Norton leaned 
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heavily against the balcony rail. The doetor'. .oice 
was full of feeling a. he continued: • 

"If you have anything to .ay to her you'd better say 
it quickly to be sure that it does not remain unsaid." 

"Thank you--" 
"I have told her nothing more can be done now until 

the wound from this draining heal.-that when it does 
she can come to New York for a final decision on the 
operation." 

"I understand." 
"We leave to-night on the midnight expre.s--" 
"You can do nothing more 1" 
"Nothing." 
A warm pressure of the hand in the gathering twi

light and he was gone. The dazed Dum looked toward 
the fading sky-line of the southwest at Mt. Pisgah's 
towering black form pushing his way into the track of 
the stars and a feeling of loneliness crushed his sout 

He turned abruptly, braced himself for the ordeal 
and hurried to her room. She was unusually bright and 
cheerful. 

"Why, it didn't hurt a bit, dear!" she exclaimed joy
fully. "It was nothing. And when it heals you're to 
take me to New York for the operation--" 

He took her hot hand and kissed it through blinding 
tears which he tried in vain· to fight back. 

''They didn't even have to pack that nasty old gauze 
in it again-were you very much scared waiting out 
there, Dan 1" 

"Very much." 
She started at the queer note in his voice, caught her 

band in his brown locks and pressed his head back in 
view: 
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"Why, you're crying-you big foolish boy! You 
mustn't do that. I'm all right now-I feel much better 
-there's not a trace of pain or uneasiness. Don't be 
silly-it's all right, remember.~' 

He stroked the little hand: 
"Yes, I'll remember, dearest." 
"It should all be healed in three weeks and then we'D 

go to New York. It'll just be fun! I've always been 
crazy to go. I won't mind the operation-you'll be 
with me every minute now till I'm well again." 

"Yes, dear, every moment now until-you-are
well." 

The last words came slowly, but by a supreme eBort 
of will the voice was held even. 

He found mammy, told her the solemn truth, and sent 
her to hire a nurse for the baby. 

"Either you or I must be by her side every minute 
now, mammy-day and night." 

"Yessir, I understand," the dear old voice answered. 
Every morning early the nurse brought the baby in 

for a romp as soon as he waked and mammy came to 
relieve the tired watcher. 

Ten days passed before the end came. Many long~ 
sweet hours he had with her hand in his as the great 
shadow deepened, while he talked ~ her of life and 
death, and immortality. 

A strange peace had slowly stolen into his heart. He 
had always hated and feared death before. Now his 
fears had gone. And the face of the dim white mes
senger seemed to smile at him from the friendly shadows. 

The change came quietly one night as they sat in 
the moonlight of her window. 

"Oh, what a beautiful world, Dan!" she said softly. 
161 

Digitized by Goog Ie 



THE-SINS OF THE FATHER 

and then the little hand suddenly grasped her throat I 
She turned a blanched face on him and couldn't speak. 

He lifted her tenderly and laid her on the bed, rang 
for the doctor and sent mammy for the baby. 

She motioned for a piece of paper-and slowly wrote 
in a queer, trembling hand: 

"I understand, dearest, 1 am going-it's all right. 1 am 
l1appy-remember that 1 love you and have forgiven-rear 
our boy free from the curse--you know what 1 mean. 1 
had rather a thousand times that he should die than this
my brooding spirit will watch and guard." 

The baby kissed her sweetly and lisped: 
"Good night, mamma I" 
From the doorway he waved his chubby little arm 

and cried again: 
"Night, night, mamma I" 
The sun was slowly climbing the eastern hills when 

the end came. Its first rays streamed through the win
dow and fell on his haggard face as he bent and pressed 
a kiss on the silent lips of the dead. 
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CHAPTER xvm 

QUBSTIONS 

TJm thing that crushed the spirit of the man was not 
the shock of death with its thousand and one unanswer
able questions torturing the soul, but the possibility 
that his acts had been the cause of the tragedy •. Dr. 
Williams had said to him over and over again: 

"Make her will to live and she'll recover I" 
He had fought this grim battle and won. She had 

willed to live and 'was happy. The world had never 
seemed so beautiful as the day .she died. If the cause 
of her death lay further back in the curious accident 
which happened at the birth of the child, his soul was 
clear of guilt. 

He held none of the morbid fancies of the super
sensitive mind that would make a father responsible for 
a fatal outcome in the birth of a babe. God made 
women to bear children. The only woman to be pitied 
was the one who could not know the pain, the joy and 
the danger of this divine hour. 

But the one persistent question to which his mind 
forever returned was whether the shock of his sin had 
weakened her vitality and caused the return of this old 
trouble. 

The moment he left the grave on the day of her 
burial, he turned to the old doctor, with this grim ques
tion. He told him the whole story. He told him every 
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word she had spoken since they left home. He re
counted every hour of reaction and depression, the good 
and the bad, just as the recording angel might have 
written it. He ended his recital with the burning ques
tion: 

"Tell me now, doctor, honestly before God, did I 
kill her?" 

"Certainly not!" was the quick response. 
"Don't try to shield me. I can stand the truth. I 

don't belong to a race of cowards. After this no pain 
can ever come but that my soul shall laugh!" 

"I'm honest with you, my boy. I've too much self
respect not to treat you as a man in such an hour. 
No, if she died as you say, you had nothing to do with 
it. The seed of death was hiding there behind that 
slender, graceful throat. I was always afraid of it. 
And I've always known .that if the pain ..returned she'd 
die--" 

"You knew that before we left home?" 
"Yes. I only hinted the truth. I thought the change 

might prolong her life, that's all." 
"You're not saying this to cheer me? This is not 

one of your lies you give for medicine sometimes?" 
"No"-the old doctor smiled gravely. "No, shake 

off this nightmare and go back to your work. Your 
people are calling you." 

He made a desperate effort to readjust himself to 
life, but somehow at the moment the task was hopeless. 
He had preached, with all the eloquence of the en
thusiasm of youth, that life in itself is always beautiful 
and always good. He found it Was easier to preach 
a thing than to live it. 
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The old house seemed to be empty, and, strange t~ 
say, the baby's voice didn't fill it. He had said to him-' 
self that the patter of his little feet and the sound of 
his laughter would fill its halls, make it possible to live, 
and get used to the change. But it wasn't so.' Some
how the child's laughter made him faint. The sound 
of his voice made the memory of his mother an intoler
able pain. His voice in the morning was the first thing 
he heard and it drove him from the house. At night 
when he knelt to lisp his prayers her name was a stab,' 
and when he waved his little hands and said: "Good 
night, Papa!" he could remember nothing save the last 
picture that had burned itself into his soul. 

He tried to feed and care for a canary she had kept 
in her room, but when he cocked his little yellow head 
and gave the loving plaintive cry with which he used 
to greet her, the room became a blur and he staggered 
out unable to return for a day. 

The silent sympathy of his dog, as he thrust his 
nose between his hands and wagged his shaggy tail, 
was the only thing that seemed to count for anything. 

"1 understand, Don, old boy," he cried, lifting his 
paw into his lap and slipping his arm around the woolly 
neck, "you're telling me that you love me always, good 
or bad, right or wrong. 1 understand, and it's very 
sweet to know it. But I've somehow lost the way on 
life's field, old boy. The night is coming on and I 
can't find the road home. You remember that feeling 
when we were lost sometimes in strange countries hunt
ing together, you and I?" 

Don licked his hand and wagged his tail again. 
He rose and walked through the lawn, radiant now 

with the glory of spring. But the Bowers had become 
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the emblems of Death not Life and thei1" odor wu 
oppressive. 

A little black boy, in a ragged shirt and torn trou
sers, barefooted and bareheaded, stopped at the gate, 
climbed up and looked over with idle curiosity at hi, 
aimless wandering. He giggled and asked: 

"Ye don't need no boy fer nothin, do yeP" 
The man's sombre eyes suddenly lighted with a look 

of hate that faded in a moment and he made no reply. 
What had this poor little ragamuffin, his face smeared 
with dirt and his eyes rolling with childish mirth, to do 
with tragic problems which his black skin symbolized! 
He was there because a greedy race of empire builders 
had need of his labor. He had remained to torment and 
puzzle and set at naught the wisdom of statesmen for 
the same reason. For the first time in his life he asked 
himself a startling question: 

"Do I really need hiJtl?" 
Before the shock that threw his life into ruins he 

would have answered as every Southerner always an
swered at that time: 

"Certainly I need him. His labor is indispensable to 
the South." 

But to-day, back of the fire that Bashed in his eyes, 
there had been born a new thought. He was destined 
to forget it in the stress of the life of the future, but 
it was there growing from day to day. The thought 
shaped itself into questions: 

"Isn't:the price we pay too great? Is his labor worth 
more than the purity of our racial stock? Shall we 
improve the breed of men or degrade it? Is any prog
ress that degrades the breed of men progress at all P 
Is it not retrogression? Can we aft'ord itP" 
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He threw off his train of thought with a gesture of 
weariness and a great desire suddenly possessed his 
heart to get rid of s':lch a burden by a complete break 
with every tie of life save one. 

"Why not take the boy and go?" he exclaimed. 
The more he turned the idea over in his mind 

the more clearly it seemed to be the sensible thing 
to do. 

But the fighting instinct within him was too strong for 
immediate surrender. He went to his office determined 
to work and lose himself in a return to its old habits~ 

He sat down at his desk, but his mind was a blank. 
There wasn't a question on earth that seemed worth 
writing an editorial about. Nothing mattered. 

For two hours he sat hopelessly staring at his ex-
. changes. The same world, which he had left a few weeks 
before when he had gone down into the valley of the 
shadows to fight for his life, still rolled on with its end
less story of joy and sorrow, ambitions and struggle. 
It seemed now the record of the buzzing of a lot of 
in~ects. It was a waste of time to .record such a strug
gle or to worry one way or another about it. And this 
effort of a daily newspaper, to write the day's history 
of these insects! It might be worth the while of a phi
losopher to pause a moment to record the blow that 
would wipe them out of existence, but to get excited 
again over their little squabbles-it seemed funny' now ' 
that he had ever been such a fool! 

He rose at last in disgust and seized his hat to go 
home when the Chairman of the Executive Committee 
of his party suddenly walked into his office unan
nounced. His face was wreathed in smiles and his deep 
bass voic,e had a hearty, genuine ring: 
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"I've big news for you, major!" 
The editor placed a chair beside his desk, motioned 

his visitor to be seated and quietly resumed his seat. 
"It's been settled fbr some time," he went on enthu

siastically, "but we thought best not to make the an
nouncement so soon after your wife's death. I reckon 
you can guess my secretP" 

"I give it up," was the listless answer. 
"The Committee has voted unanimously to make you 

the next Governor • Your nomination with such back
ing is a mere formality • Your election is a cer
tainty--" 

The Chairman sprang to his feet and extended his 
big hand: 

"I salute the Governor of the Commonwealth-the 
youngest man in the history of the state to hold such 
high office--" 

"You mean itP" Norton asked in a stupor. 
"Mean it? Of course I mean it! Why don't you 

give me your hand? What's the matter?" 
"You see, I've sort of lost my bearings in politics 

lately." 
The Chairman's voice was lowered: 
"Of course, major, I understand. Well, this is the 

medicine you need now to brace you up. For the 6rst 
time in my memory a name will go before our conven
tion without a rival. There'll be just one ballot 
and that will be a single shout that'll raise the 
roof--" 

'Norton rose and walked to his window overlooking 
the Square, as he was in the habit of doing often, turn
ing his back for a moment on the enthusiastic poli
tician. 
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He was trying to think. The lirst big dream of his 
life had come true and it didn't interest him. 

He turned abruptly and faced his visitor: 
"Tell your Committee for me," he said with slow em

phatic voice, "that 1 appreciate the high honor they 
would do me, but cannot accept-" 

"What!" 
"1 cannot accept the responsibility." 
"You don't mean it?" 
"1 was never more in earnest." 
The Chairman slipped his arm around the editor 

with a movement of genuine sympathy: 
"Come, my boy, this is nonsense. I'm a veteran poli

tician. No man ever did such a thing as this in the 
history of the state! You can't decline such an honor. 
You're only twenty-live years old." 

"rime is not measured by the tick of a clock," Nor
ton interrupted, "but by what we've lived." 

"Yes, yes, we know you've had a great shock in the 
death of your wife, but you must remember that the 
people--a million people--are calling you to lead them. 
It's a solemn duty. Don't say no now. Take a little 
time and you'll see that it's the work sent to you at the 
moment you need it most.. 1 won't take no for an 
answer-" 

He put on his hat and started to the door: 
"I'll just report to the Committee that I notilied 

you and that you have the matter under considera
tion." 

Before Norton could enter a protest the politician 
had gone. 

His decision was instantly made. This startling 
event revealed the hopelessness of life under its present 
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conditions. He would leave the South. He would put 
a thousand miles between him and the scene of the events 
of the past year. He would leave his home with its tor
turing memories. 

Above all, he would leave the negroid conditions that 
made his shame possible and rear his boy in clean air •. 
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CHAPTER XIX 

CLEO'S CBT 

THE decision once made was carried out without de
lay. He placed an editor permanently in charge of his 
paper, closed the tall green shutters of the stately old 
house, sold his horses, and bought tickets for himself 
and mammy for New York. 

He paused at the gate and looked back at the white 
pillars of which he had once been so proud. He hadn't 
a single regret at leaving. 

"A house doesn't make a home, after all!" he sighed 
with a lingering look. 

He took the boy to the cemetery for a last hour be
side the mother's grave before he should turn his back 
on the scenes of his old life forever. 

The cemetery was the most beautiful spot in the 
county. At this period of the life of the South, it was 
the one spot where every home had its little plot. The 
war had killed the Bower of Southern manhood. The 
bravest" and the noblest boys never surrendered. They 
died with a shout and a smile on their lips and Southern 
women came daily now to keep their love watches on 
these solemn bivouacs of the dead. The girls got the 
habit of going there to plant Bowers and to tend them 
and grew to love the shaded walks, the deep boxwood 
hedges, the quiet, sweetly perfumed- air. Sweethearts 

, were always'strolling among the Bowers and from every 
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nook and corner peeped a rustic seat that could tell ita 
story of the first stammering words from lovers' lips. 

Norton saw them everywhere this beautiful spring 
afternoon, the girls in their white, clean dresses, the 
boys bashful and self-conscious. A throb of pain 
gripped his heart and he hurried through the wilder
ness of fiowers to the spot beneath a great oak where 
he had laid the tired body of the first and only woman 
he had ever loved. 

He placed the child on the grass and led him to the 
newly-made mound, put into his tiny hand the roses 
he had brought and guided him while he placed them 
on her grave. 

"This is where little mother sleeps, my boy," he said 
softly. "Remember it now-it will be a long, long time 
before we shall see it again. You won't forget--" 

"No--dad-ee," he lisped sweetly. "rll not fordet, 
the big tree-" 

The man rose and stood in silence seeing again the 
last beautiful day of their life together and forgot the 
swift moments. He stood as· in a trance from which 
he was suddenly awakened by the child's voice calling 
him excitedly from another walkway into which he had 
wandered: 

"Dad-ee!" he called again. 
"Yes, baby," he answered. 
"Oh, come quick I Dad-~here's C-l-e-o!" 
Norton turned and with angry steps measured the 

distance between them. 
He came upon them suddenly behind a boxwood 

hedge. The girl was kneeling with the child's arms 
around her neck, clinging to her with all the yearning 
-of his hungry little heart, and she was muttering half 
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articulate words of love and tenderness. She held him 
from her a moment, looked into his eyes and cried: 

"And you missed me, darling?" 
"Oh-C-I-e-o !" he cried, "I thought 'oo'd 'M'V-er 

tum!" 
The angry words died in the man's lips as he watched 

the scene in silence. 
He stooped and drew the child away: 
"Come, baby, we must go--" 
"Tum OD, C-I-e-o, we do now," he cried. 
The girl shook her head and turned away. 
"Tum on, C-l-e-o!" he cried tenderly. 
She waved him a kiss, and the child said excitedly: 
"Oh, dad-ee, wait !-wait for C-l-e-o!" 
"No, my baby, she can't come with us--" 
The little head sank to his shoulder, a sob rose from 

his heart and he burst into weeping. And through the 
storm of tears one word only came out clear and soft 
and plaintive: 

"C-I-e-o! C-I-e-o !" 
The girl watched them until they reached the gate 

and then, OD a sudden impulse, ran swiftly up, caught 
the child's hand that hung limply down his father's 
back, covered it with kisses and cried in cheerful, half
laughing tones: 

"Don't cry, darling! Cleo will come again 1" 
And in the long journey to the North the man 

brooded over the strange tones of joyous assurance 
with which the girl had spoken. 
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CHAPTER XX 

THE BLOW FALLS 

FOB a time Norton lost himself in the stunning im
mensity of the life of New York. He made no effort to 
adjust himself to it. He simply allowed its waves to 
roll over and engulf him. 

He stopped with mammy and the boy at a brown
stone boarding house on Stuyvesant Square kept by a 
Southern woman towhomhe,had a letter of introduction. 

Mrs. Beam was not an ,ideal landlady, but her good
natured helplessness appealed to him. She was a large 
woman of ample hips and bust, and though very tall 
seemed always in her own way. She moved slowly and 
laughed with a final sort of surrender to fate when any
thing went wrong. And it was generally going wrong. 
She was still comparatively young--perhaps thirty-two 
-but was built on so large and unwieldy a pattern that 
it was not easy to guess her age, especially as she had a 
silly tendency to harmless kittenish ways at times. 

The poor thing was pitifully at sea in her new world 
and its work. She had been reared in a typically ex
travagant home of the old South where slaves had 
waited her call from childhood. She had not learned 
to sew, or cook or keep house--in fact, she had never 
learned to do anything useful or important. So nat
urally she took boarders. Her husband, on whose 
shoulders she had placed every burden of life the day 
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of her marriage, lay somewhere in an unmarked trench 
on a Virginia· battlefield. 

She couldn't conceive of any human being enduring 
. a servant that wasn't black and so had turned her house 
over to a lazy and worthless crew of Northern negro 
help. The house was never clean, the waste in her 
kitchen was appalling, but so long as she could find 
money to pay her rent and grocery bills, she was happy. 
Her only child, a daughter of sixteen, never dreamed 
of lifting her hand to work, and it hadn't yet occurred 
to the mother to insult her with such a suggestion. 

Norton was not comfortable but he was lonely, .and 
Mrs. Beam's easy ways, genial smile and Southern 
weaknesses somehow gave him a sense of being at home 
and he stayed. Mammy complained bitterly of the in-. 
solence and low manners of the kitchen. But he only 
laughed and told her she'd get used to it. 

He was astonished to find that so many Southern 
people had drifted to New York~xiles of all sorts, 
with one universal trait, poverty and politeness. 

And they quickly made friends. .As he began to 
realize it, his heart went out to the great city with 
a throb of gratitude. 

When the novelty of the new world had gradually 
. worn off a feeling of loneliness set in. He couldn't get 
used to the crowds on every street, these roaring rivers 
of strange faces rushing by like the waters of a swollen 
stream after a freshet, hurrying and swirling out of 
its banks. 

At first he had found himself trying to bow to every 
man he met and take off his hat to every woman. It 
took a long time to break himself of this Southern in
stinct. The thing that cured him completely was when 
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he tipped his hat uncolUlciously to a lady on Fifth Ave
nue. She blushed furiously, hurried to the corner and 
had him arrested. 

His apology was so abject, so evidently sincere, his 
grief so absurd over her mistake that when she caught 
his Southern drawl, it was her turn to blush and ask 
his pardon. 

A feeling of utter depression and pitiful homesick
ness gradually crushed his spirit. His soul began to 
cry for the sunlit fields and the perfumed nights of the 
South. There didn't seem to be any moon or stars here, 
and the only birds he ever saw were the chattering drab 
little sparrows in the parks. 

The first day of autumn, as he walked through Cen
tral Park, a magnificent Irish setter lifted his fine head 
and spied him. Some subtle instinct told the dog that 
the man was a hunter and a lover of his kind. The 
setter wagged his tail and introduced himself. Norton 
dropped to a seat, drew the shaggy face into his lap, 
and stroked his head. 

He was back home again. Don, with his fine nose 
high in the air, was circling a field and Andy was 
shouting: 

"He's got 'em! He's got 'em sho, Marse Dan!" 
He could see Don's slim white and black figure step

ping slowly through the high grass on velvet feet, glanc
ing back to see if his master were coming-the muscles 
suddenly sti1Fened, his tail became rigid, and tlte whole 
covey of quail were under his nose! 

He was a boy again and felt the elementol thrill of 
man's first work as hunter and fisherman. He looked 
about him at the bald coldness of the artificial park 
and a desperate longing surged through his heart to 

176 

Digitized by Goog Ie 



THE BLOW FALLS 

be among his own people again, to live their life and 
feel their joys and sorrows as his own. 

And then the memory of the great tragedy slowly 
surged back, he pushed the dog aside, rose and hurried 
on in his search for a new world. 

He tried the theatres-saw Booth in his own house 
on !ad Street play "Hamlet" and Lawrence Barrett 
"Othello," listened with rapture to the new Italian Grand 
Opera Company in·the Academy of Music-saw a bur
lesque in the Tammany Theatre on 14th Street, Lester 
Wallack in "The School for Scandal" at Wallack's 
Theatre on Broadway at 18th Street, and Tony Pas
tor in his variety show at his Opera House on the Bow
ery, and yet returned .each night with a dull ache in his 
heart. 

Other men who loved home less perhaps could adjust 
themselves to new surroundings, but somehow in him 
this home instinct, this feeling of personal friendliness 
for neighbor and people, this passion for house and 
lawn, fiowers and trees and shrubs, for fields and rivel's 
and hills, seemed of the very fibre of his inmost life. This 
vast rushing, roaring, impersonal world, driven by in
visible titanic forces, somehow didn't -appeal to him. 
It merely stunned and appalled and confused his mind. 

And then without warning the blow fell 
He told himself afterwards that he must have been 

waiting for it, that some mysterious power of mental 
telepathy had wired its message without words acrOS8 
the thousand miles that separated him from the old life, 
and yet the surprise was complete and overwhelming. 

He had tried that morning to write. A story was 
shaping itself in his mind and he felt the impulse to 
express it. But he was too depressed. He threw hiJ 
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pencil down in disgust and walked to his window facing· 
the little park. 

It was a bleak, miserable day in November-the tirst 
freezing weather had come during the night and turned 
a drizzling rain into sleet. The streets were covered 
with a thin, hard, glistening coat of ice. A coal wagon 
had stalled in front of the house, a magni1icent draught 
horse had fallen and a brutal driver began to beat him 
unmercifully. 

Henry Berg's Society had not yet been organized. 
Norton rushed from the door and faced the aston

ished driver: 
"Don't you dare to strike that horse again!" 
The workman turned his half-drunken face on the 

intruder with a vicious leer: 
"Well, what t'ell--" 
"I mean it!" 
With an oath the driver lunged at him: 
"Get out of my way!" 
The big fist shot at Norton's head. He parried the 

attack and knocked the man down. The driver 
scrambled to his feet and plunged forward again. A 
second blow sent him fiat on his back on the ice and 
his body slipped three feet and struck the curb. 

"Have you got enough?" Norton asked, towering 
over the sprawling tigure. 

"Yes.'~ 
"Well, get up now, and I'll help you with the 

horse." 
He helped the sullen fellow unhitch the fallen horse, 

lift him to his feet and readjust the harness. He put 
shoulder to the wheel and started the wagon again on 
its way. 
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He returned to his room feeling better. It was the 
first fight he ·had started for months and it stirred his 
blood to healthy reaction. 

He watched the bare limbs swaying in the bitter wind 
in front of St. George's Church and his eye rested on 
the steeples the architects said were unsafe and' might 
fall some day with a crash, and his depression slowly 
returned. He had waked that morning with a vague 
sense of dread. 

"1 guess it was that fight!" he muttered. "The 
scoundrel will be back in an hour with a warrant for 
my arrest and I'll spend a few days in jail--" 

The postman's whistle blew at the basement window. 
He knew that fellow by the way he started the first 
notes of his call-always low, swelling into a peculiar 
shrill crescendo and dying away in a weird cry of pain. 

The call this morning was one of startling effects. 
It was his high nerve tension, of course, that made the 
dift"erence-perhaps, too, the bitter cold and swirling 
gusts of wind outside. But the shock was none the less 
vivid. The whistle began so low it seemed at first the 
moaning of the wind, the high note rang higher and 
higher, until it became the shout of a fiend, and died 
away with a wail of agony wrung from a lost soul. 

He shivered at the sound. He would not have been 
surprised to receive a letter from the dead after that. 

He heard some one coming slowly up stairs. It was 
mammy and the boy. The lazy maid had handed his 
mail to her, of course. 

His door was pushed open and the child ran in hold
. ing a letter in his red, chubby hand: 

"A letter, daddy!" he cried. 
He took it mechanically, staring at the inscription. 

179 

Digitized by Goog Ie 



THE SINS OF THE FA.THER 

He knew now the meaning of his horrible depression! 
She was writing that letter when it began yesterday. 
He recognized Cleo's handwriting at a glance, though 
this was unusually blurred and crooked. The post
mark was Baltimore, another striking fact. 

He laid the letter down on his table unopened and 
turned to mammy: 

"Take him to your room. I'm trying to do some 
writing." 

The old woman took the child's hand grumbling: 
"Come on, mammy's darlin', nobody wants us!" 
He closed the door, locked it, glanced savagely at the 

unopened letter, drew his chair before the open fire and 
gazed into the glowing coals. 

He feared to break the seal-feared with a dull, 
sickening dread. He glanced at it again as though 
he were looking at a toad that had suddenly intruded 
into his room. 

Six months had passed without a sign, and he had 
ceased to wonder at the strange calm with which she 
received her dismissal and his fiight from the scene after 
his wife's death. He had begun to believe that her 
shadow would never again fall across his life. 

It had come at last. He picked the letter up, and 
tried to guess its meaning. She was going to make de
mands on him, of course. He had expected this months 
ago. But why should she be in Baltimore? He thought 
of a hundred foolish reasons without once the faintest 
suspicion of the truth entering his mind. 

He broke the seal and read its contents. A look of 
vague incredulity overspread his face, followed by a 
sudden pallor. The one frightful thing he had dreaded 
and forgotten was true! 
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He crushed the letter in his powerful hand with a 
savage groan: 

"God in Heaven!" 
He spread it out again and read and reread its mes

sage, until each word burned its way into his soul: 

"Our baby was born here yesterday. I was on my way 
to New York to you, but was taken sick on the train 
at Baltimore and had to stop. I'm alone and haTe no 
money, but I'm proud and happy. I know that you will 
help me. 

For houn he sat in a stupor of pain, holding tbia 
crumpled letter in his hand, staring into the 6re. 
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CHAPI'ER XXI 

THE CALL 01' THE BLOOD 

IT was all clear now, the mystery of Cleo's assurance, 
of her happiness, of her acceptance of his going with
out protest. 

She had known the truth from the first and had reck
oned on his strength and manliness to draw him to her 
in this hour. 

"I'll show her!" he said in fierce rebellion. "I'll give 
her the money she needs-yes---but her shadow shall 
never again darken my life. I won't permit this shame 
to smirch the soul of my boy-I'll die first!" 

He moved to the West side of town, permitted no 
one to learn his new address, sent her money from the 
general postoffice, and directed all his mail to a lock 
box he had secured. 

He destroyed thus every trace by which she might dis
cover his residence if she dared to venture into New York. 

To his surprise it was more than three weeks before 
he received a reply from her. And the second letter 
made an appeal well-nigh resistless. The message was 
brief, but she had instinctively chosen the words that 
found him. How well she knew that side of his nature! 
He resented it with rage and tried to read all sorts of 
sinister guile into the lines. But as he scanned them a 
second time reason rejected all save the simplest and 
most obvious meaning the words implied. 

181 

Digitized by Goog Ie 



THB CALL OF THE BLOOD 

The letter ;'88 evidently written in a cramped posi
tion. She had misled the linea many times and some 
worda were so scrawled they were scarcely legible. But 
he read them all at last: 

"I have been very sick since your letter came with the 
money. I tried to get up too soon. I have 8u«ered 
awfully. You see, I didn't know how much I had gone 
through. Please don't be angry with me for what neither 
you nor I can help now. I want to see you just once, 
and then I won't trouble you any more. I am very weak 
to-day, but I'll soon be strong again. 

It made him furioul, this subtle appeal to his keen 
sense of fatherhood. She knew how tenderly he loved 
his boy. She knew that while such obligations reat 
lightly on lome men, the tie that bound him to his son 
w~ the biggest thing in his life. She had been near him 
long enough to learn the secret things of his inner life. 
She W88 using them now to break down the barriers of 
character and self-respect. He could see it plainly. He 
hated her for it and yet the appeal went straight to 
his heart. 

Two things in this letter he couldn't get away from: 
"You see, I didn't know how much I had gone 

through." 
He kept reading this over. And the next line: 
"Please don't be angry with me for what neither you 

nor I can help now." 
The appeal W88 so human, so simple, so obviously 

sincere, no man with a soul could ignore it. How could 
she help it now? She too had been swept into the tragic 
situation by the blind forces of Nature. After all, had 
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it not been inevitable? Did not such a position of daily 
intimate physical contact-morning, noon and night
mean just this? Could she have helped it? Were they 
Dot both the victims, in a sense, of the follies of cen
turies? Had he the right to be angry with her? 

His reason answered, no. And again came the deeper 
.question--can any man ever escape the consequenees of 
his deeds? Deeds are of the in6nite and eternal and the 
smallest one disturbs the universe. It slowly began to 
dawn on him that nothing he could ever do or say could 
(!hange one elemental fact. She was a mother--a fact 
bigger than all the forms and ceremonies of the ages. 
It was just this thing in his history that made his sin 
against the wife,. so poignant, both to her and to his im
agination. A child was a child, and he had no right to 
.sneak 'and playa coward in such an hour. 

Step by step the woman's simple cry forced its way 
into the soul and slowly but surely the rags were 
stripped from pride, until he began to see himself naked 
and without sham. 

The one thing that finally cut deepest was the single 
sentence: "You see, I didn't know how much I had 
,gone through--" , 

He read it again with a feeling of awe. No matter 
what the shade of her olive cheek or the length of her 
curly hair, she was a mother with all that big word 
means in the language of men. Say what he might-of 
her art in leading him on, of her 6nal offering herself 
in a hundred subtle ways in their daily life in his home-
he was still responsible. He had accepted the challenge 
at last. 

And he knew what it meant to any woman under the 
best conditions, with a mother's face hovering near and 
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the man she loved by her side. He saw again the scene 
of his boy's birth. And then another picture--a lonely 
girl in a strange city without a friend-a cot in the 
whitewashed ward of a city's hospital-a pair of 
startled eyes looking in vain for a loved, familiar face 
as her trembling feet stepped falteringly down into the 
valley that lies between Life and Death! 

A pitiful thing, this hour of suft"ering and of waiting 
for the unknown. 

His heart went out to her in sympathy, and he an
swered her letter with a promise to come. But on the 
day he was to start for Baltimore mammy was stricken 
with a cold which developed into pneumonia. Unaccus
to~ed to the rigors of a Northern climate, she had been 
careless and the result from the first was doubtful. To 
leave her was, of course, impossible. 

He sent for a doctor and two nurses and no care or 
exPense was spared, but in spite of every effort she 
died. It was four weeks before he returned from the 
funeral in the South. 

He reached Baltimore in a blinding snowstorm the 
week preceding Christmas. Cleo had left the hospital 
three weeks previous to his arrival, and for some un
explained reason had spent a week or ten days in N or
folk and returned in time to meet him. 

He failed to find her at the address she had given 
him, but was directed to an obscure hotel in another 
quarter of the city. 

He was surprised and puzzled at the attitude assumed 
at this meeting. She was nervous, irritable, insolent and 
apparently anxious for a fight. 

"Well, why do you stare at me like that?" she asked 
angrily. 
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"Was I staring?" he said with an effort at self-con
trol. 

"After all I've been through the past weeks," she said 
bitterly, "I didn't care whether I lived or died." 

"I meant to have come at once as I wrote you. But 
mammy's illness and death made it impossible to get 
here sooner." 

"One excuse is as good as another," she retorted 
with a contemptuous toss of her head. 

Norton looked at her in blank amazement. It was 
inconceivable that this was the same woman who wrote 
him the simple, sincere appeal a few weeks ago. It was 
possible, of course, that suffering had embittered her 
mind and reduced her temporarily to the nervous con
dition in which she appeared. 

"Why do you keep staring at me?" she asked again, 
with insolent ill-temper. 

He was so enraged at her evident attempt to bully 
him into an attitude of abject sympathy, he shot her 
a look of rage, seized his hat and without a word started 
for the door. 

With a cry of despair she was by his side and grasped 
his arm: 

"Please--please don't!" 
"Change your tactics, then, if you have anything to 

say to me." 
She flushed, stammered, looked at him queerly and 

then smiled: 
"Yes, I will, major-please don't be mad at me! 

You see, I'm just a little crazy. I've been through 80 

much since I came here I didn't know what I was say
ing to 'you. I'm awfully sorry-let me take your 
hat-" 
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She took-his hat, Jaid it on the table and led him to 
a seat. 

"Please sit down. I'm so glad you've come, and I 
thank you for coming. I'm just as humble and grate
ful as I can be. You must forget how foolish I've acted. 
I've been so miserable and scared and lonely, it's a won
der I haven't jumped into the bay. And I just thought 
at last that you were never coming." 

Norton looked at her with new astonishment. Not 
because there was anything strange in what she said
he had expected some such words on his arrival, but 
because they didn't ring true. She seemed to be lying. 
There was an expression of furtive cunning in her green
ish eyes that was uncanny. He couldn't make her out. 
In spite of the effort to be friendly she was re
pulsive. 

"Well, I'm here," he said calmly. "You have some
thing to say-what is it?" 

"Of course," she answered smilingly. "I have a lot 
to say. I want you to tell me what to do." 

"Anything you like," he answered bluntly. 
"It's nothing to you?" 
"I'll give you an allowance." 
"Is that all?" 
"What else do you expect?" 
"You don't want to see her?" 
"No." 
"I thought you were coming for that?" 
"I've changed my mind. And the less we see of each 

other the better. I'll go with you to-morrow and verify 
the records-" 

Cleo laughed: 
"You don't think I'm joking about her birth?,' 
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"No. But I'm not going to take your word for it." 
"All right, I'll go with you to-morrow." 
He started again to the door. He felt that he must 

leave--that he was smothering. Something about the 
girl's manner got on his nerves. Not only was there no 
sort of sympathy or attraction between them but the 
longer he stayed in her presence the more he felt the 
desire to choke her. He began to look into her eyes 
with growing suspicion and hate, and behind their smil
ing plausibility he felt the power of a secret deadly hos
tility. 

"You don't want me to go back home with the child, 
do you?" Cleo asked with a furtive glanc .. 

"No, I do not," he replied, emphatically. 
"I'm going back-but I'll give her up and let you 

educate her in a convent on one condition--" 
"What?" he asked sharply. 
"That you let me nurse the boy again and give me 

the protection and shelter of your home--" 
"Never!" he cried. 
"Please be reasonable. It will be best for you and 

best for me and best for her that her life shall never 
be blackened by the stain of my blood. I've thought it 
all out. It's the only way--" 

"No," he replied sternly. "I'll educate her in my 
own way, if placed in my hands without condition. But 
you shall never enter my house again--" 

"Is it fair," she pleaded, "to take everything from 
me ,nd turn me out in the world alone? I'll give your 
boy all the love of a hungry heart. He loves me." 

"He has forgotten your existence--" 
"You know that he hasn't!" 
"I know that he has," Norton persisted with rising 
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wrath. "It's a waste of breath for you to talk to me 
about this thing"-he turned on her fiercely: 

"Why do you wish to go back there? To grin and 
hint the truth to your friends?" 

"You know that I'd cut my tongue out sooner than 
betray you. I'd like to scream it from every housetop
yes. But I won't. I won't, because you smile 01' frown 
means too much to me. Pm asking this that I may live 
and work for you and be your slave without money and 
without price--" 

"I understand," he broke in bitterly, "because you 
think that thus you can again drag me down-well, you 
can't do it! The power you once had is gone-gone 
forev~ever to retum--" 

''Then why be afraid? No one there knows except 
my mother. You' hate me. All right. I can do you 
no harm. Pll never hate you. Pll just be happy to 
serve you, to love your boy and help you rear him to be 
a fine man. Let me go back with you and open the old 
house again-" 

He lifted his hand with a gesture of angry impa
tience: 

"Enough of this now-you go your way in life and 
I go mine." 

"Pll not give her up except on my conditioDs--" 
"Then you can keep her and go where you please. If 

you return home you'll not find me. I'll put the ocean 
between us if necessary--" 

He stepped quickly to the door and she knew it was 
needless to argue further. 

"Come to my hotel to-morrow morning at ten 
o'clock and I'll make you a settlement through a 
lawyer." 
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"I'll be there," she answered in a low tone, "but 
please, major, before you go let me ask you not to re
member the foolish things I said and the way I acted 
when you came. I'm so sorry-forgive me. I made 
you terribly mad. I don't know what was the matter 
with me. Remember I'm just a foolish girl here. with
out a friend--" 

She stopped, her voice failing: 
"Oh, my God, I'm so lonely, I don't want \0 live! 

You don't know what it means for me just to be near 
you-please let me go home with you!" 

There was something genuine in this last cry. It 
reached his heart in spite of anger. He hesitated and 
spoke in kindly tones: 

"Good night-I'll see you in the morning." 
This plea of loneliness and homesickness found the 

weak spot in his armor. It was so clearly the echo of 
his own feelings. The old home, with its beautiful and 
sad memories, his people and his work had begun te 
pull resistlessly. Her suggestion was a subtle and dan
gerous one, doubly seductive because it was so safe a 
solution of difficulties. There was not the shadow of a 
doubt that her deeper purpose was to ultimately domi
nate his personal life. He was sure of his strength, yet 
he knew that the wise thing to do was ,to refuse to 
list~n. 

At ten o'clock next morning she came. He had called 
a lawyer and drawn up a settlement that only waited 
her signature. 

She had not said she would sign-ilhe had not posi
tively refused. She was looking at him with dumb 
pleading eye •. 

Without a moment's warning the boy pushed his way 
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THE CALL OF THE BLOOD 

into the room. Norton sprang before Cleo and shouted 
angrily to the nurse: 

"I told you not to let him come into this room--" 
"But you see 1 des tum!" the boy answered with a 

laugh as he darted to the corner. 
The thing he dreaded had happened. III a moment 

the child saw Cleo. There was just an iustant's hesita
tion and the father smiled that he had forgotten her. 
But the hesitation was only the moment of dazed sur
prise. With a scream of joy he crossed the room and 
sprang into her arms: 

"Oh, Cleo-Cleo-my Cleo! You've tum-you've 
tum I Look, Daddy! She's tum-my Cleo!" 

He hugged her, he kissed her, he patted her fiushed 
cheeks, he ran his little fingers through her tangled 
hair, drew himself up and kissed her again. 

She snatched him to her heart and burst into un
controllable sobs, raised her eyes streaming with teara 
to Norton and said softly: 

"Let me go home with you I" 
He looked at her, hesitated and then slOWly tore the 

legal document to pieces, threw it in the fire and nodded 
his consent. 

But this time his act was not surrender. He had 
heard the call of his people and his country. It was 
the first step toward the execution of a new life purpose 
that had suddenly ftamed in the depths of his darkened 
soul as he watched the picture of the olive cheek of the 
woman against the clear white of his child's. 
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CHAPTER I 

THB NJIW' LD'B pnpou: 

N Oa'l'ON had been compelled to wait twenty years for 
the hour when he could 8trike the Srst decisive blow in 
the execution of his new life purp08e. 

But the' aim he had 8et was 80 high, 80 utterly un-
8elSah,80 vi8ionary, 80 impo88ible by the 8tandard8 of 
modem materiali8m, he felt the thrill of the religious 
fanatic as he daily girded himself to hi8 task. 

He was far from being a religious enthusiast, al
though he had grown a religion of his own, inherited in 
part, dreamed in part from the depth of his own heart. 
The first article of this faith was a firm belief in the 
ever-brooding Divine Spirit and its guidance in the work 
of man if he but opened his mind to its illumination. 

He believed, a8 in his own exi8tence, that God's Spirit 
had revealed the vision he 8aw in the hour of his 
agony, twenty years before when he had watched his 
boy's tiny arm8 encircle the neck· of Cleo, the tawny 
young animal who had wrecked his life, but won the 
heart of his child. He had tried to desert his people 
of the South and awaked with a shock. His mind in 
prophetic gaze had leaped the years and seen the grad
ual wearing down of every barrier between the white and 
black races by the 8heer force of daily contact under 
the new conditions which Democracy had made ineri-
table. . 
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Even UDder the iron laws of slavery it was impoaaible 
for an inferior and superior race to live side by side 
for centuries as master and slave without the breaking 
down of some of these barrien. But the moment the 
magic principle of equality in a Democracy became the 
law of life they must all melt or Democracy itself yield 
and die. He had squarely faced this big question and 
given his life to ita solution. 

When he returned to his old home and instaUed Cleo 
as his housekeeper and nune she was the living incarna
tion before his eyes daily of the problem to be solVed-
the incarnation of ita subtleties and ita dangers. He 
studied her with the cold intellectual passion of a scien
tist. Nor was there ever a moment's uncertainty or 
halting in the grim purpose that fired his lI01II. 

She had at first accepted his matter of fact treatment 
as the sign of ultimate surrender. And yet as the ;,ears 
paaaed she saw with increasing wonder and rage the 
gulf between them deepen and darken. She tried every 
art her mind could conceive and her dective body sym
bolize in vain. His eyes looked at her, but never saw 
the woman. They only saw the thing he hated-the 
mOllgrel breed of a degraded nation. 

He had begun his work at the beginning. He had 
tried to do the things that were poesible. The minds 
of the people were not yet ready to accept the idea 
of a complete separation of the races. He planned for 
tlte slow process of an epic movement. His paper, in 
&ea801l and out of season, presented the daily life of the 
b1aek and white races in sl1ch a way that the duDeat 
miad _UBi; be strock by the fact that their relati0D8 
pnaeaW .. insoluble problem. Ewry road of escape 
led at last through a blind alley against a b1Ulk wall. 
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In this policy he antagonized no one, but expressed 
always the doubts and fears that lurked in the minds of 
thoughtful men and women. His paper had steadily 
grown in circulation and in solid power. He meant to 
use this power at the right moment. He had waited 
patiently and the hour at last had struck. 

The thunder of a torpedo under an American war
ship lying in Havana harbor shook the Nation and 
changed the alignment of political parties. 

The war with Spain lasted but a few months, but it 
gave the South her chance. Her sons leaped to the 
front and proved their loyalty to the fiag. The 
4'Bloody Shirt" could never again be waved. The negro 
ceased to be a ward of the Nation and the Union of 
States our fathers dreamed was at last an accomplished 
fact. There could never again be a "North" or a 
4'South." 

Norton's first brilliant editorial reviewing the results 
.of this war drew the fire of his enemies from exactly 
"the quarter he expected. 

A little college professor, who aspirea to the leader
.ship of Southern thought under N orthem patronage, 
called at his office. 

The editor's lips curled with contempt a, he read 
the engraved card: 

"Professor Alexander Magraw" 

The man had long been one of his pet avel'!lions. 
He occupied a chair in one of the state's leading col
leges, and his effusions advocating peace at any price 
.on the negro problem had grown so disgusting of late 
the Eagle aM PhomU: had refused to print them. 

Magraw was nothing daunted. He devoted his mel'-
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gie8 to writing a book in fulsome eulogy of a notorious 
negro which had made him famous in the North. He 
wrote it to curry favor with the millionaires who were 
backing this Mrican's work and succeeded in winning 
their boundless admiration. They hailed him the com
ing leader of "advanced thought." As a Southern white 
man the little professor had boldly declared that this 
negro, who had never done anything except to demon
strate his skill as a beggar in raising a million dollars 
from Northern sentimentalists, was the greatest hu
man being ever born in America! 

Outraged public opinion in the South had demanded 
his expulsion from the college for this idiotic effusion, 
hut he was so entrenched behind the power of money 
he could not be disturbed. His loud protests for free 
speech following his acquittal had greatly increased the 
number of his henchmen. 

Norton wondered at the meaning of his visit. It 
could only be a sinister one. In view of his many con
temptuous references to the man, he was amazed at 
his audacity in venturing to invade his office. 

He scowl~ a long while at the card and finally said 
to the boy: . 

"Show him in." 
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A MODBBN SCALAWAG 

As the profeaaor entered the office Norton was sur
prised at his height and weight. He had never met him 
personally, but had unconsciously fonned the idea that 
he was a scrub physically. 

He saw a man above the average height, weighing 
nearly tWQ hundred, with cheeks flabby but inclined to 
fat. It was not until he spoke that he caught the un
mistakable note of effeminacy in his voice and saw it 
clearly reflected in his features. 

He was dressed with immaculate neatness and wore 
a tie of an extraordinary shade of lavender which 
matched the silk hose that showed above his stylish low
cut shoes. 

"Major Norton, I believe?" he said with a smile. 
The editor bowed without rising: 
"At your service, Professor Magraw. Have a seat, 

sir." 
"Thank you! Thank you!" the dainty voice mur

mured with so marked a resemblance to a woman's tones 
that Norton was torn between two impulses--one to 
lift his eyebrows and sigh, "Oh, splash!" and the other 
to kick him down the stairs. He was in no mood for 
the amenities of polite conversation, turned and asked 
bluntly: 

''May I inquire, professor, why you have honored 
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me with this unexpected call-I confess I am very 
curious?" 

"No doubt, no doubt," he replied glibly. "You have 
eertainly not minced matters in your personal refcr
encea to me in the paper of late, Major Norton, but 
I have simply taken it good-naturedly as a part of your 
day's work. Apparently we represent two irreconcilable 
ideals of Southem society--" 

''There can be no doubt about that," Norton inter
rupted grimly. 

"Yet I have dared to hope that our dif'erences are 
only apparent and that we might come to a better un
derstanding." 

He paused, simpered and slD11ed. 
"About what?" the editor asked with a frown. 
"About the beat policy for the leaders of public 

opinion to pursue to more rapidly advance the inter
ests of the South--" 

"And by 'interests of the South' you mean?" 
"The beat interest of all the people without regard. 

to race or color!" 
Norton smiled: 
"You forgot part of the pass-word of your order, 

professor! The whole clause used to read, 'race, color 
or previous condition of servitude'--" 

The sneer was lost on the professor. He was too 
intent on his mission. . 

"I have called, Major Norton," he went on glibly, 
"to inform you that my distinguished associates in the 
great Educational Movement in the South view with 
increasing alarm the tendency of your paper to con
tinue the agitation of the so-called negro problem." 

"And may I ask by whose authority your diatin-
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guished associates have been set up as the arbiters of 
the destiny of twenty millions of white citizens of the 
South?" 

The professor flushed with amazement at the &I1dae
ity of such a question: 

"They have given millions to the cause of education, 
air! These great Funds represent to-day a power that 
is becoming more and more resistless-" 

Norton sprang to his feet and faced Magraw with 
eyes flashing: 

"That's why I haven't minced matters in my refer
ences to you, professor. That's why I'm getting ready 
to atrike a blow in the cause of racial purity for which 
my paper stands." 

"But why continue to rouse the bitterneu of racia1 
feeling? The question will settIe itself if let alone." 

"How?" 
"By the process of evolution-" 
"Exactly!" Norton thundered. "And by that you 

mean the gradual breaking down of racial barriers aud 
the degradation of our people to a mongrel negroid 
level or you mean nothing! No miracle of evolution can 
gloss over the meaning of such a tragedy. The Negro 
is the lowest of all human forms, four thousand years 
below the standard of the pioneer white Aryan who dis
covered this continent and peopled it with a race of em
pire builders. The gradual mixture of our blood with 
his can only result in the extinction of National char
acter--a calamity so appalling the mind of every pa
triot refuses to accept for a moment ita possibility." 

"I am not advocating such a mixture!" the profeseor 
mildly protested. 

"In ao many words, no," retorted Norton; "yet you 
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are setting in motion forces that make it inevitable, as 
certain as life, as remorseless as death. When you 
demand that the patriot of the South let the Negro 
alone to work out his own destiny, you know that the 
mere physical contact of two such races is a constant 
menace to white civilization--" 

The professor raised the delicate, tapering hands: 
"The old nightmare of negro domination is only 8 

thing with which to frighten children, major, the danger 
is a myth--" 

"Indeed!" Norton sneered. "When our people saW' 
the menace of an emancipated slave suddenly clothed 
with the royal power of a ballot they met this threat 
against the foundations of law and order by a counter 
revolution and restored a government of the wealth, 
virtue and intelligence of the community. What they 
have not yet seen, is the more insidious danger that 
threatens the inner home life of a Democratic natiou 
from the physical.contact of two such races." 

"And you propose to prevent that contact?" the 
piping voice asked. 

"Yes." 
"And may I ask how?" 
"By an ultimate complete separation through a pro-

eeII8 covering perhaps two hundred yeara---" 
The professor laughed: 
"Visionary-impossible !" 
"All right," Norton slowly replied. "I see the in

visible and set myself to do the impossible. Because 
men have done such things the world moves forward 
not backward !" 

The lavender hose moved stealthily: 
"You will advocate this?" the professor asked. 
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"In due time. The Southern white man and wol8all 
still labor under the old delusion that the pegro's luy, 
slipshod ways are necessary and that we could not get 
along without him-" 

"And if you dare to antagonize that faith?,' 
"When your .. ork is done, professor, and the glorio. 

results of Evolution are shown to mean the giving in 
marriage of our sons and daughters, my task will be 
easy. In the mean time I'll do the work at hand. The 
negro is still a voter. The devices by which he is pre
vented from using the power to which his numbers en
title him are but temporary. The first real work be
fore the statesmen of the South is the disfranchisement 
of the African, the repeal of the Fifteenth Amendment 
to our Constitution and the restoration of American 
citizenship to its origin".! dignity and meaning." 

"A 'large undertaking," the professor glibly ob
served. "And you will dare such a program?" 

"I'll at least strike a blow for it. The first great 
crime against the purity of our racial stock was the 
mixture of blood which the physical contact of slavery 
made inevitable. 

"But the second great crime, and by far the most 
tragic and disastrous, was the insane Act of Congrcse 
inspired by the passions of the Reconstruction period 
by which a million ignorant black men, but yesterday 
from the jungles of Africa, were clothed with the fuD 
powers of citizenship under the Bag of Democracy and 
given the right by the ballot to rule a superior race. 

"The Act of Emancipation was a war measure pure 
and simple. By that act Lincoln sought to strjke the 
South as a political power a mortal blow. He did not 
free four million negroes for sentimental reuODli. He 
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destroyed four billion dollars' worth of property in
vested in slaves.as an act of war to save the Union. 
Nothing was further from his mind or heart than the 
mad idea that these Africans could be assimilated into 
our National life. He intended to separate the races 
and give the Negro a nation of his own. But the hand 
of a madman struck the great leader down in the hour 
of his supreme usefulness. . 

"In the anarchy which followed the assassination of 
the President and the attempt of a daring coterie of 
fanatics in Washington to impeach his successor and 
create a dictatorship, the great crime against Democ
racy was committed. Millions of black men, with the 
intelligence of children and the instincts of savages, 
were given full and equal citizenship with the breed of 
men who created the Republic. 

"Any plan to solve intelligently the problem of the 
races must first correct this blunder from which a 
stream of poison has been pouring into our life. 

"The first step in the work of separating the races, 
therefore, must be to deprive the negro of this enor
mous power over Democratic society. It is not asolu
tion of the problem, but as the great blunder was the 
giving of this symbol of American kingship, our first 
task is to take it from him and restore the ballot to 
its original sanctity." 

"Your movement will encounter difficulties, I fore
see P' obse"ed the professor with a gracious smile. 

He was finding his task with Norton easier than he 
anticipated. The editor's madness was evidently so 
hopeless he had only to deliver his ultimatum and close 
the interview. 

"The difticultiee are great," Norton went on with 
lOt 
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renewed emphasis, "but less than they have been for the 
past twenty years. Until yesterday the negro was the 
ward of the Nation. Any movement by a Southern 
state to remove his .menaee was immediately met by a 
call ,to arms to defend the Union by Northern dema
gogues who had never smelled powder when the Union 
was in danger. 

"A foolish preacher in Boston who enjoys a National 
reputation has been in the habit of rousing his hearers 
to a round of cheers by stamping his foot, lifting hands 
above his head and yelling: 

" 'The only way to save the Union now is for North
ern mothers t~ rear more children than Southern 
mothers!' 

"And the sad part of it is that thousands of other
wise sane people in New England and other sections 
of the North and West believed this idiotic statement 
to be literally true. It is no longer possible to fool 
them with such chaif.--" 

The professor rose and shook out his finely creased. 
trousers until the lavender hose scarcely showed: 

"I am afraid, Major Norton, that it is useless for us 
to continue this discussion. You are quite determined 
to maintain the policy of your paper on this point?" 

"Quite." 
"I am sorry. The Eagle and PAoeftVl is a very pow

erful influence in this state. The distinguished asso
ciates whom I represent sent me in the vain hope that 
1 might persuade you to drop the agitation of this sub
ject and join With us in developing the material and 
educational needs of the South---" 

Norton laughed aloud: 
"Really, professor?" 

Digitized by Goog Ie 



THB SINS OF THB F A.THER 

The Yiaitor flushed at the marked sneer in his tones, 
and fumbled his lavender tie: 

"I can only deliver to you our ultimatum, there
fore---" 

"You are clothed with sovereign p01Vers, then 1" the 
editor asked sarcastically. 

"If you choose to designate them so--yes. Unless 
you agree to drop this dangerous and useless agitation 
of the negro question and give our people a hearing in 
the columns of your paper, I am authorized to begin 
at once the publication of a journal that will express 
the best sentiment of the South--" 

"So?" 
"And I have unlimited capital to back it." 
Norton's eyes flashed as he squared himself before 

the professor: 
"rve not a doubt of your backing. Start your paper 

to-morrow if you like. You'll find that it takes more 
than money to build a great organ of public opinion in 
the South. I've put my immortal soul into this plant. 
rn watch your experiment with interest." 

''Thank you! Thank you," the thin voice piped. 
"And now that we understand each other," Norton 

went on, "you've given me the chance to say a few 
things to you and your associates I've been wanting to 
expresa for a long time-" 

Norton paused and fixed his visitor with an angry 
stare: 

"Not only is the Negro gaining in numbers, in wealth 
and in shallow 'culture,' and tightening his grip on the 
BOil as the owner in fee simple of thousands of homes, 
churches, schools and farms, but a Negroid party has 
OIlce more developed into a powerful and sinister in1lu-
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ence on the life of this state! You and your associate. 
are loud in your claims to represent a new South. ID 
reality you are the direct descendants of the Recon
struction Scalawag and Carpetbagger. 

"The old Scalawag was the Judas Iscariot who sold 
his people for thirty pieces of silver which he got by 
licking the feet of his conqueror and fawning on his 
negro allies. The Carpetbagger was a Northern ad
venturer who came South to prey on the misfortunes 
of a ruined people. A new and far more dangerous 
order of Scalawags has arisen-the man who boldly 
preaches the omnipotence of the dollar and weighs every 
policy of state or society by one standard only, will it 
pay in dollars and cents? And so you frown on any 
discussion of the tragic problem the negro's continued 
pressure on Southerb society involves because it dis
turbs business. 

"The unparalleled growth of wealth in the North haa 
created our enormous Poor Funds, organized by gen
erous well-meaning men for the purpose of education 
in the South. As a m,atter of fact, this new educational 
movement had its origin in the same soil that established 
negro classical schools and attempted to turn the en
tire black race into preachers, lawyers, and docto1'8 
just after the war. Your methods, however, are wiser, 
although your policies are inspired, if not directed, by 
the fertile brain of a notorious negro of doubtful moral 
character. 

"The directors of your Poor Funds profess to be 
the only'true friends of the true white man of the South. 
By a 'true white man of the South' you mean a man 
who is willing to show his breadth of vision by fraterm.
ing occasionally with negroes. 
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"An army of lickspittles have begun to hang on the 
coat-tails of your dispensers of alms. Their methods 
are alway. the same. They attempt to attract the no
tice of the Northern distributors by denouncing men 
of my type who are earnestly, fearlessly and reverently 
trying to face and solve the darkest problem the cen
turies have presented to America. These little beggars 
have begun to vie with one another not only in denounc
ing the leaders of public opinion in the South, but in 
fulsome and disgusting fawning at the feet of the in
dividual negro whose personal influence dominatea these 
Funds." . 

Again the lavender socks moved uneasily. 
"In which category you place the author of a certain 

book, I suppose?" inquired the professor. 
"I paused in the hope that you might not miss my 

meaning," Norton replied, smiling. "The astounding 
power for the debasement of public opinion developing 
through these vast corruption funds is one of the most 
sinister influences which now threatens Southern so
ciety. It is the most difficult of all to meet because its 
protestations are so plausible and philanthropic. 

"The Carpetbagger has come back to the South. 
This time he is not a low adventurer seeking coin and 
public oftice. He is a philanthropist who carries hun
dreds of millions of dollars to be distributed to the 
'right' men who will teach Southern boys and girls the 
'right' ideas. So far as these 'right' ideas touch the 
negro, they mean the ultimate complete acceptance of 
the black man as a social equal. 

"Your chief spokesman of this New Order of Carpet
bag, for example, has declared on many occasions that 
the one thing in his life of which he is most proud in 
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the fact that he is the personal friend of the negro 
whose in1luence no., dominates your dispensers of alma ! 
This man positively grovels with joy when his di.tin· 
guiahed black friend honors him by becoming his guest 
in New York. 

"With growing rage and wonder I have watched the 
development of this modern phenomenon. I have fought 
you with sullen and unyielding fury from the first, and 
you have proven the most dangerous and insidious force 
I have encountered. You profess the loftiest motives 
and the highest altruism while the effects of your work 
can only be the degradation of the white race to an 
ultimate negroid level, to say nothing of the appalling 
results if you really succeed in pauperizing the educe· 
tiona! system of the South! 

"I expected to hear from your crowd when the mov~ 
ment for a white ballot was begun. Through you the 
society of Affiliated Black League Almoners of the 
South, under the direction of your inspired negro 
leader, have sounded the alarm. And now all the little 
pigs who are feeding on this swill, and all the hungry 
ones yet outside the fence and squealing to get in, will 
unite in a chorus that you hope can have but one r~ 
suIt-the division of the white race on a vital issue 
affecting its purity, its integrity, and its future. 

"The possible division of my race in its attitude t~ 
ward the Negro is the one big danger that has alway. 
hung its ugly menace over the South. So long as her 
people stand united, our civilization can be protected 
against the pressure of the Negro's growing millions. 
But the moment a serious division of these forces occurs 
the black man's opportunity will be at hand. The ques
tion is, can you divide the white race on this issue?" 
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"We 8hall see, major, we 8hall see," piped the pro
f .. or, fumbling hi8 lavender tie and bowing himself 
eat. 

The strong jaw closed with a 8nap &8 Norton watched 
the. silk hose disappear. 
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CHAPTER III 

WS BOUSE IN OUE .. 

NoaTON knew from the first that there could be DO 

hope of success in such a campaign as he had planned 
except in the single iron will of a leader who would 
lead and whose voice lifted in impassioned appeal direet 
to the white race in every county of the state could 
rouse them to resistless enthusiasm. 

The man who undertook this work must bum the 
bridges behind him, ask nothing for himself and take hie 
life daily in his hands. He knew the state from the 
sea to its farthest mountain peak and without the slight
est vanity felt that God had called him to this task. 
There was no other man who could do it, no other man 
fitted for it. He had the training, bitter experience, 
and the confidence of the people. And he had no am
bitions save a deathless desire to serve his country in 
the solution of its greatest and most insoluble prob
lem. He edited the most powerful organ of public 
opinion in the South and he was an eloquent and force
ful speaker. His paper had earned a comfortable 
fortune, he was independent, he had the training of a 
veteran soldier and physical fear was something he 
had long since ceased to know. 

And his house was in order for the event. He could 
leave for months in confidence that the work would raa 
with the smoothness of a clock. 
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He had sent Tom to a Northern university which 
had kept itself clean from the stain of negro associa
tions. The boy had just graduated with honor, re
turned home and was at work in the office. He was 
a handsome, clean, manly, straight-limbed, wholesome 
boy, the pride of his father's heart, and had shown de
cided talent for newspaper work. 

Andy had long since become his faithful henchman, 
butler and man of all work. Aunt Minerva, his fat, 
honest cook, was the best servant he had ever known, 
and Cleo kept his house. 

The one point of doubt was Cleo. During the past 
year she had given unmistakable signs of a determination 
to fight. If she should see fit to strike in the midst 
of this campaign, her blow would be a crushing one. 
It would not only destroy him personally, it would 
confuse and crush his party in hopeless defeat. He 
weighed this probability from every point of view and 
the longer he thought it over the less likely it appeared 
that she would take such a step. She would destroy 
herself and her child as well. She knew him too well 
now to believe that he would ever yield in such a strug
gle. Helen was just graduating from a convent school 
in the Northwest, a beautiful and accomplished girl, 
and the last thing on earth she could suspect was that 
a drop of negro blood. flowed in her veins. He knew 
Cleo too well, understood her hatred of negroes too 
well, to believe that she would deliberately push this 
child back into a negroid hell merely to wreak a useless 
revenge that would crush her own life as well. She 
was too wise, too cunning, too cautious. 

And yet her steadily growing desperation caused 
him to hesitate. The thing he dreaded most was the 
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leas of -his .. boy's respect, which a last desperate 6ght 
with this woman -would involve. The one thing he had 
taught Tom was racial cleanness. With a -wisdom in
spiftd and guided by the brooding spirit of his mother 
he had done this thoroughly. He had 110 iDatil1ed -into 
this p.roud, sensitive boy's soul a hatred fO'!" _fill low 
association with women that it was inconceivable -to him 
that -any decent white man ,w6uldlltoop to an intrigue 
with a woman of negro blood. The withering ecom. 
the unmeasured (:ontempt with which he had .recently 
expressed ,himself to .his father on this point had made 
the red blood slowly mount to the older man's :f.we . 

. He had rather -die than .look into this hoy's clean, 
manly eyes and confess the shame that would blacken 
his life; The boy loved him with a deep, tender, rev· 
erent love. His keen eyes had long ago seen the big 
tmits in his father'. character. The hoy's genuine 'Ild
miration was -the sweetest thing in his lonely life. 

He weighed every move with care and deliberately 
made up his mind to strike the blow and take the 
chances. No man ,had the right to weigh his penonal 
career against the life of a peQple--certainly no man 
who dared to &Bsume the leadership of a race. He rose 
from his desk, opened the door of the reporters' room 
and called Tom. 

The manly young figure, in shirt sleeves, pad and 
pencil in hand, filtered with quick, firm -step. 

"You want me to interview you, Governor?" he said 
with a laugh. "All right-now what do you think of 
that little scrimmage at the mouth of the harbor of 
Santiago yesterday? How's that for a Fourth of 
July celebration? I ask it of a veteran of the Con
federate army?" 
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The father smiled proudly as the youngster pre
tended to be taking notes of his imaginary interview. 

"You heard, sir," he went on eagerly, "that your 
old General, Joe Wheeler, was there and in a moment 
of excitement forgot himself and shouted to his aid: 

"'There go the damned Yankees !--eharge and give 
'em hell I' " 

A dreamy look came into the father's eyes as he in
terrupted: 

"I shouldn't be surprised if Wheeler said it-any
how, it's too good a joke to doubt"-he paused and 
the smile on his serious face slowly faded. 

"Shut the door, Tom," he said with a gesture toward 
the reporters' room. 

The boy rose, closed the door, and sat down near 
his father's chair: 

"Well, Dad, why so serious? Am 1 to be fired'with
out a chance? or is it just a cut in my wages? Don't 
prolong the agony I" 

"I am going to put you in my chair in this ofIice, 
my son," the father said in a slow drawl. The boy 
flushed scarlet and then turned pale. 

"You don't mean it-now?" he gasped. 
"To-morrow." 
"You think 1 can make good?" The question came 

through trembling lips and he was looking at his father 
through a pair of dark blue eyes blurred by tears of 
excitement. 

"You'll do better than 1 did at your age. You're 
better equipped." 

"You think so?" Tom asked in quick boyish eager-
ness. 

"I know it." 
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The boy sprang to his feet and grasped his f.ther~s 
hand: 

'~y our faith in me is glorioUS--:-it makes me feel like 
I can do anything--" 

''You can-if you try." 
"Well, if I can, it's because I've got good blood in 

me. lowe it all to you. You're the biggest man I ever 
met, Dad. I've wanted to say this to you for a long 
time, but I never somehow got up my courage to tell 
you what I thought of you." 

The father slipped his arm tenderly about the boy 
and looked out the window at the bright Southern sky 
for a moment before he slowly answered: 

"rd rather hear that from you, Tom, than the 
shouts of the rest of the world." 

"rm going to do my level best to prove myself worthy 
of the big faith you've shown in me--but why have you 
done it? What does it mean?" 

"Simply this, my boy, that the time has come in the 
history of the South for a leader to strike the Brst 
blow in the battle for racial purity by establishing & 

clean American citizenship. I am going to disfranchise 
the Negro in this state as the Brst step toward the ulti
mate complete separation of the races." 

The boy's eyes flashed: 
"It's a big undertaking, sir." 
"Yes." 
"Is it possible?" 
"Many say not. That's why I'm going to do it. The 

real work must come after this Brst step. Just now 
the campaign which I'm going to inaugurate to-morrow 
in a speech at the mass meeting celebrating our victory 
at Santiago, is the thing in hand. This campaign will 
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tab. me away from home for several months. II must 
have a man here whom I can trust implicitly." 

"llll do my best, sir," the boy broke in. 
"In case anything happens to me before it ends 
Tom bent clos~: 
"What do you mean?" 

" 

"You never can tell .hat may happen in· luch a 
revolution-" 

"It will be a revolution?" 
"Yes. That's what my enemies as ~ do not.1IJldep. 

stand. They will not be prepared for the. weapoma I 
allal1 OR. And I'll win. I may lose my life,. but I'll 
start a fire that· can't be put out until it baa awept 
the state-the South"-he paused-"and then' the 
Nation!" 
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THE KAN 0 .. THE BOUJL 

TIlE editor prepared to launch his campaign with 
the utmost.eare. He invited the Executive Committee 
of·his party to meet in his office. The leaders weft eJt
cited. They knew Norton too well to doubt that he 
had something big to suggest. Some of them came 
frGlll distant sections of the atate, three hundred miles 
.. w~y, to hear his plans. 

He . faced the distinguished group of leaders calmly, 
but ·every man present felt the deep undercurrent of 
excitement beneath his words. 

"W.ith your cooperation, gentlemen," he began, ''we 
ue -ping to sweep the state this time by an overwhelm
ing ma.jority-" 

"That~s the way to talk!" the Chairman shouted. 
''Four years ago," he went on, "we were defeated for 

the first time since the overthrow of the negro govern
ment under the Reconstruction regime. This defeat 
was brought about by a division of the whites under the 
Socialistic .program of the Farmers' Alliance. Grad
uaUy the black man has for~ed hiDUlelf into power under 
the new regime. Our farmers only wished his votes 
to accomplish their plans and have no use for him as 
aJl ofticeholder. The rank and file of the white wing, 
therefore, of the allied party in power, are ripe for 
revalt;if ·the Negro is made an il8ue. 
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The Committee cheered. 
"I propose to make the Negro the only issue of this 

campaign. There will be no half-way measures, no 
puling hesitation, no weakness, and it will be a fight 
to the death in the open. The day for secret organiza
tions has gone in Southern history. There is no Black 
League to justify a reorganization of the Klan. But 
the new Black League has a far more powerful organi
zation. Its mask is now phillJollthropy, not patriotism. 
Its weapon is the lure of gold, not the flash of Federal 
bayonets. They will fight to divide the white race on this 
vital issue. 

"Here is our danger. It is real. It is serious. But 
we must meet it. There is but . one way, and that 
is to conduct a campaign of such enthusiasm, of such 
daring and revolutionary violence if need be, that the 
little henchmen and sycophants of the Dispensers of 
the National Poor Funds will be awed into silence. 

"The leadership of such a campaign will be a dan
gerous one. I offer you my services without conditions. 
I ask nothing for myself. I will accept no honors. I 
offer you my time, my money, my paper, my life if 
need be!" 

The leaders rose as one man, grasped Norton's hand, 
and placed him in command. . 

No inkling of even the outlines of his radical pro
gram was allowed to leak out until the hour of the meet
ing of the party convention. The delegates were wait
ing anxiously for the voice of a leader who would 
sound the note of victory. 

And when the platform was read to the convention 
~ec1a.riDg in simple, bold words that the time had come 
for the South to undo the crime of the Fifteenth Amend-
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ment, disfranchise the Negro and restore to the Nation 
the basis of white civilization, a sudden cheer like a 
peal of thunder swept the crowd, followed by the roar 
of a storm. It died away at last in waves of excited 
comment, rose again and swelled and rose higher and 
higher until the old wooden building trembled. 

Again and again such assemblies had declared in 
vague terms for "White Supremacy." Campaign after 
campaign which followed the blight of negro rule twenty 
years before had been fought and won on this issue. But 
no man or party had dared to whisper what "White 
Supremacy" really meant. There was no fog about 
this platform. For the tirst time in the history of the 
party it said exactly what was meant in so many words. 

Thoughtful men had long been weary of platitudes 
on this subject. The Negro had grown enormously 
in wealth, in numbers and in social power in the past 
two decades. As a full-fledged citizen in a Democracy 
he was a constant menace to society. Here, for the 
first time, was the announcement of a detinite program. 
It was revolutionary. It meant the revision of the con
stitution of the Union and a challenge to the negro 
race, and all his sentimental allies in the Republic for 
a tight to a finish. 

The effect of its bare reading was electric. The 
moment the Chairman tried to lift his voice the cheers 
were renewed. The hearts of the people had been sud
denly thrilled by a great ideal No matter whether it 
meant success or failure, no matter whether it meant 
fame or oblivion for the man who proposed it, every in
telligent delegate in that hall knew instinctively that a 
great mind had spoken a bold principle that must win 
in the end if the Republic live. 
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. Norton rose at last to advocate its adoptiOlt 88 tt.e 
one. issue of the campaign, and aga.in. pandemenium 
broke loole-flow they knew that he had Wl'itten it! 
They suspected' it from the first. Instantly his name 
weB on a thOUBand lips in & shout that rent the 
air. 

He stood with his tall figure drawn to its fuB height, 
his: face UDe81'thly pale, wreathed in its heavy shock of 
irolt-gray hair and. waited, without recognizing the to
·mult, until the last shout had died &Way. 

His speeeh was one of p~sionate and fieree appeal 
-the voice of the revolutionist who had boldly: thrown 
off the mask and called his followers to battle •. 

Yet through it all, the big. UDspokm thing' behind 
his worda was the magic that really swayed his hearers. 
They felt. that what he said was great, but that he 'could 
say. scunething greater ·if he would. .As he had matured 
in· yean he had developed this reserved power. All 
who came in personal tonch with the IIl8.II felt. it iu
stinetivdy with his first word. An audie:nce,.with its 
simpler collective intelligence,. felt· it· overwhelmingly. 
Yet if he had dared.' reveal to this crowd the ideas' aeeth-
ing in his brain behind: the simple but. bold politiaal 
proposition, he could not have carried them with him. 
They were not ready for it. He knew that to mere~ 
take the ballot from the negro and. allow. him. to. remam 
in phyaical touch with the white race was no solution of 
the problem. But he was wise enough to know that 
but one step could be taken at a time in a great JII89'.e.'

ment to separate millions of blacks from the enbmg1e
menta of the life of two hundred yean. 

Ilia platform expressed what he believed: could:, be 
accomplished, and the convention at the. conclusioa al 
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his eloquent speech adopted it by acclamation amid 
a scene of wild enthusiasm. 

He refused all office, except the position of Chairman 
of the Executive Committee without pay, and left the 
hall the complete master of the politics of his party. 

Little did he dream in this hour of triumph the grim 
tragedy the day's work had prepared in his own life. 

Digitized by Goog Ie 



CHAPTER V 

A WOMAN seoaN.D 

, 
As the time drew near for Norton to take the field in 

the campaign whose fierce passions would mark a new 
era in the state's history, his uneasiness over the atti
tude of Cleo increased. 

She had receiv-ed the ~ouncement of his approach
ing long absence with sullen anger. And as the pur
pose of the campaign gradual}y became clear she had 
watched him with growing suspicion and hate. He felt 
it in every glance she Bashed from the depth of her 
greenish eyes. 

Though she had never said it in so many words, 
he was sure that the last hope of a resumption of their 
old relations was fast dying in her hea~ and that the 
moment she realized that he was lost to her would be 
the signal for a desperate attack. What form the at
tack would take he could only guess. He was sure it 
would be as deadly as her ingenuity could invent. Yet 
in the wildest :8ight of his imagination he never dreamed 
the daring thing she had really decided to do. 

On the night before his departure he was working 
late in his room at the house. The office he had placed 
in Tom's hands before the meeting of the convention. 
The boy's eager young face just in front of him when 
he made his speech that day had been an inspiration. 
It had beamed with pride and admiration, and when 
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his father's name rang from every lip in the great shout 
that shook the building Tom's eyes had filled with tean. 

Norton 'was seated at his typewriter, which he had 
moved to his room, writing his final instructions. The 
last lines he put in caps: 

"UNDER NO CONCEIVABLE CIRCUMSTANCES ANNOY JU: 

WITH ANYTHING THAT HAPPENS' AT HOllE, U~LE88 A 

MATTBR OF I1UIBDIATB LlPB AND DEATH. ANYTBlNfJ 

BLSE CAN WAIT UNTIL lilY RETURN." 

He .1wJ. just finished this important sentence whea 
the sound of a footstep behind his chair caused him to 
turn suddenly. 

Cleo had entered the room and stood glaring at him 
with a look of sullen defiance. 

By a curious coincidence or by design, she was 
dressed in a scarlet kimono of the same shade of filmy 
Japanese stuff as the one she wore in his young man
hood. His quick eye caught this fact in a flash and 
his mind took rapid note of the changes the years had 
wrought. Their bu~ens had made slight impraaioft 
on her exhaustless vitality. Whatever might be her 
personality or her real character, she was alive from 
the c,rown of her red head to the tips of her slippere«t' 
toes. 

Her attitude of tense silence sparkled with this vital 
power more eloquently than when she spoke with quick 
energy in the deep voice that was her most remarkable 
possession. 

Her flgure was heavier by twenty pounds than l when 
she had flrst entered his home, but she never' produced 
the impression of stoutness. Her form was too sinu
ous, pliet and nervous to take on flesh. She wu no 
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.Joa.,r the gaceful girl of eighteen· whOBe beauty. had 
dr~aged his seJl8e8, but she Wa.& beyond all· doubt a 
womu of aD extraordinary. type, mu.riat, IIeJl&UOUS, 

dDminanL There "'. not a wrinkle en her smeeth 
creamy skin. nor a trace of appt'O&CJsing age about the 
brilliant greenish eyes that were gazing into his now 
with such grim determination. 

He wheeled from his machine and faced her, his eyes 
taking in with a quick glance the evident care with 
which she had arranged her hair and the startling man
:aer in which she wu dressed~ . 

He:spoke with. sharp, iacisive emphasis: 
"It was a condition of your return that you sheulti 

DUel' eBtel'my room while I· am. in·tbia·aoU&e." 
"I have not forgotten," she auwered firmly. her .ey. 

hoIdiag. his steadily. 
"'Why have YOI1 dared;'" 
"You are still air-aid of me?" she aaked. with aliabt 

la.1Igh that was half a sneer •. 
"Have I given ,OU an.,·saenev.ideaee·during the PMt 

~_tYr years?" 
There was no bitterness or taunt in the evea, slQW 

firawl with w·hich h~ spoke. but the woman knew that 
~ J1eRr uaed the slow tone with.whieh· he uttered those 

. words except he was deeply moved. 
She flushed, was silent and then answered w.ita a 

fE01Rl : 

"No, you haven't shown any feal' for something more 
than twenty years-until a few days ago." 

The last clause abe. spoke very quickly as she wok a 
at'.ep· closer and paused. 

"A few days agoP" he Ee,_ted· slo.wlf,; 
"¥u. For.the put week l'Pu:htiN been,afraidtof me .1. 
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-not in the sense 'I a&bd )"ou just now perhap."
her white teeth showed in two even .perfect 1'OW8-~ 
you have been watching me out of the corners of your 
eyes-haven't youP" 

"Perhaps." 
"I wonder why?" 
"And you haven't gaeuedP" 
"No, but I'm going to find out." 
6'Y ou haven't asked." 
'''I'm going to." 
"Be quick about it r' 
"I'm going to 1Jnd out-that's why 1 came in here 

to--night in defiance of yoUI' orders." 
"All right-the quicker the better!" 
·"Thank you, I'm 'Dot in a ·hurry." 
"What do you want?" he demanded with anger. 
She smiled tauntingly: 
"It's no u;se to get mad about it! I'm here now, 

you see that I'm not afraid of you and I'm quite.sure 
that you will not put me out untii I'm ready to 
go--" 

He sprang to his feet 'aDd advanced on her: 
"I'm not so ·sure of ·that !" 
"Well, I am," she cried, holding his gaze steadily. 
He threw up his hands with a gesture of disgust and 

resumed his seat: 
'"What is it p" 
She crossed the room deliberately, carrying a .chair 

in .front.of her, •• t down, leaned her elbow·on his table 
and studied him a moment, their eyes meeting in a gaze 
of deadly hostility. 

"'What·is the meaning of this long absenee you have 
planned.?" 
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"I have charge of this campaign. I am going to 
apeak in every county in the state." 

"Why?" 
"Because I'll win that way, by a direct appeal to the 

people." 
"Why do you want to win?" 
"Because I generally do what I undertake." 
"Why do you want to do this thing?" 
He looked at her in amazement. Her eyes had nar

rowed to the tiniest lines as she asked these questions 
with a steadily increasing intensity. 

"What are you up to?" he asked her abruptly. 
"I want to know why you began this campaign at 

all?" 
"I decline to discuss the question with you," he an

swered abruptly. 
"I insist on it!" 
"You wouldn't know what I was talking about," he 

replied with contempt. 
"I think I would." 
"Bah !" 
He turned from her with a wave of angry dismissal, 

seized his papers and began to read again his instruc
tions to Tom. 

"I'm not such a fool as you think," she began men
acingly. "I've read your platform with some care and 
I've been thinking it over at odd times since your 
speech was reported." 

"And you contemplate entering politics?" he inter
rupted with a smile. 

"Who knows?" 
She watched him keenly while'she slowly uttered these 

words and saw the flash of uneasiness cross his face. -
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"But don't worry," she laughed. 
"I'll not!" 
"You may for all that!" she sneered, "but I'll not 

enter politics as you fear. That would be too cheap. 
I don't care what you do to negroes. I've a drop of 
their blood in me-" 

"One in eight, to be exact." 
"But I'm not one of them, except by your laws, and 

I hate the sight of a negro. You can herd them, 
colonize them, send them back to Africa or to the devil 
for all I care. Your program interests me for another 
reason"-she paused and watched him intently. 

"Yes?" he said carelessly. 
"It interests me for one reason only-you wrote that 

platform, you made that speech, you carried that con
vention. Your man Friday is running for Governor. 
You are going to take the stump, carry this election 
and take the ballot from the Negro!" 

"Well?" 
"I'm excited about it merely because it shows the 

inside of your mind." 
"Ihdeed !" 
"Yes. It shows either that you are afraid of me or 

that you're not--" 
"It couldn't well show both," he interrupted with a 

sneer. 
"It might," she answered. ''If you are afraid of me 

and my presence is the cause of this outburst, all right. 
I'll still play the game with you and win or lose. I'll 
take my chances. But if you're not afraid of me, if 
you've really not been on your guard for twenty years, 
it means another thing. It means that you've learned 
your lesson, that the book of the past is closed, and 
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that you have simply been waiting for the time to come 
to do this thing and save your people from a danger 
before ·wlUch you once fell." 

"And which hom of the dilemma do you take?" he 
asked. coldly. 

"I haven't decided-but I will to-night." 
"How interesting!" 
"Yea,. isn't it?" she leaned close. "With a patience 

tha.t must have caused :y.ou wonder, with & waiting 
through years &8 God waits, I have endured your in
ditFerence, your coldness,. your contempt. Each year 
I have counted the last tluit you could resist the> call of 
my body and soul, and at the end of each year I have 
SeeD you further and further away from me and. the 
gulf between us deeper and darker. This absence you 
have planned in this campaign. means the end one way 
or: the other. rm going to face life now &8 it is, not 
as I've hoped it might be." 

"I told you when you made your bargain to return 
to, this. house, that. there could be. nothing betWeeB us 
except a hate that is eternal--" . 

"And I didn't believe it! Now I'm going to face it 
if I. m\1St--" 

She paused, breathed deeply and her eyes were lib 
glowing coals &8 she slowly went on:' 

"I'm not the kind to give up without a fight. I've 
lived and learned. the wisdom of caution and cunning. 
I'm not old and I've still & foOl's. confidence in my pow
ers. I'm not quite thirty-nine, strong and sound in 
body and spirit, alive to my, finger tip~ with the full 
blood of. a gro.wn woman-and so I wam you--" 
. "You warn me"-he cried with & flush of anger& 

"Yes. I warn you not to pl18h me too far. I haye 
US 
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negro blood in me, but I'm at least human, and I'm.go
.ing to be treated as a human being." 

"And may I ask what you mean by tha.t?" he ... ked 
sarca&tically. 

"That I'm going to demand my rights." 
"Demand ?', 
"Exactly." 
"Your right.'" 
"The right to love---" 
Norton broke into a bitter, angry laugh: 
"Are you demanding that I marry you?" 
"I'm not quite that big a fool. No. Your laws 

forbid. it. All right~there are higher laws than 1ours. 
The law that drew you to me in this room brent;, jean 
ago, in spite of all your fears and your prejwJicea"
she paused and her eyes glowed in the shadow&-"I gave 
you my soul and body then-" 

"Gifts I never sougbt--" 
"Y d you took them and I'm here a part at your 

life. What are you going to· do with.me? I'm not the 
negro race. I'm just a woman who lov.es you and asks 
that you treat her fairly." 

"Treat you fairly I Did I ever want you? Or seek 
you? You came to me, thrust yourself into my office, 
and when I discharged you, pushed your way into my 
home. You won my boy's love and made my wife think 
you were indispensable to her comfort and happmesa. 
I tried to avoid you. It was useless. You forced your
self into my presence at all hours of the day and night. 
What happened was your desire, not mine. ADd when 
I reproached myself with bitter curses you laughed f~r 
joy I And 10U talk to me to-day. of fairness! You who 
dragged me from that banquet hall the night of my -
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triumph to despair! Ymz bligbted 
my career and sent me blinded with grief and shame 
groping through life with the shadow of death on my 
soul ! You who struck your bargain of a pound of flesh 
next to my heart, and fought your way back into my 
house again to hold me a prisoner for life, chained to 
the dead boi1b ¥1biTIme--you talk ialr-

in rage. 

with passioiTIy 
face livid, hi¥1 

She laughed hysterically: 
"Why don't you strike! I'm not your equal In 

strength-I dare you to do it-I dare you to do it! I 
dare you--do you hear?" 

With a sudden grip she tore the frail silk from its 
fastenings pressed clOS¥1 her 
angry face desperate "'U:'U~~~~~¥1Y'" 
'violence. 

His eyes 
"I'd like 
"Why don't yon?" 

moment and his 
I could do it 

"You're not worth the price of such a crime!" 
"You'd just as well do it, as to wish it. Don't be a 

coward !" Her eyes burned with suppressed fire. 
He looked at her with cold anger and his lip twitched 

with a smile 
The straiKl than her nerryy¥1 bear. 

With a sob her arms around He 
seized them form collapsyyyl dung 
to him with strength. 

He waited a moment and spoke in quiet determined 
tones: 

!!So 
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"Enough of this now." 
She raised her eyes to his, pleading with despera

tion: 
"Please be kind to me just this last hour before YOll 

go, and I'll be content if you give no more. I'll never· 
intrude again." 

She relaxed her hold, dropped to a seat and covered 
her face with her hands: 

"Oh, my God I Are you made 9f stone-have YOll 

DO pity? Through all these years I've gone in and 
out of this house looking into your face for a sign that 
you thought me human, and you've given none. I've 
lived on the memories of the few hours when you were 
mine. I've sometimes told myself it was just a dream, 
that it never happened-until I~ve almost believed it. 
You've pretended that it wasn't true. You've strangled 
these memories and told yourself over and over again 
that it never happened. I've seen· you doing this
seen it in your cold, deep eyes. Well, it's a lie! You 
were mine ! You shall not forget it-you cu't forget 
it-I won't let you, I tell you I" 

The voice broke again into sobs. 
He stood with arms folded, watching her in silence. 

Her desperate appeal to his memories and his physical 
passion had only stirred anger and contempt. He was 
seeing now as he had never noticed before the growing 
marks of her negroid character. The anger was for 
her, the contempt for himself. He noticed the growth 
of her lips with age, the heavy sensual thickness of the 
negroid type! 

It was inconceivable that in this room the sight of 
her had once stirred the Beast in him to incontrollable 
madness. There was at least some consolation in the 

lSI 
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fact that he had made progresa. He couldn't see -this 
if he hadn't moved to a higher plane. 

He spoke at length in quiet tones: 
"I am waiting .for you to 19o. I.have work to do to

.t." 
She rose with a quick, angry movement: 
"It'. all onr, then. The~8 aot a chaDCe that you'll 

change your mind?" 
"Not if· you were the 1Mt lrOIDan on eallth and I 
~ lut man." 

He spoke without ·bitterness but with a 6rameSll that 
.was final. 

"All.right. I know what to.expect now amd I'll.pbm 
myeWD life." 

"What-do you mean?" 
"That there's going to be a change.m 'my rel.tlions 

to yOUI' aervants for one thing." 
"Y O\lr relatiCllls to my servants rtf .he 1'epeated ia.-

oredQlously .. 
".Yes;" 
"In what respect?" 
"I'm not going to ta.ke any more insOlence hom Min

erva-. -'" 
"Keep 'out of ·the -kitchen and let her alone. She's 

the best cook I ever had." 
"U I keep .tbis hcmse for you, I demand the full 

authority of my position. I'll hire the servants and 
discharge them when I choose." 

"You'll do nothing of the -kind," he answered finnlYl 
"Then I demand that you discharge :Mmel'\T& and 

Andy at ·once." 
",Wltat's .the matter .with Andyr" 
. "I loathe .him." 
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"Well, I like him •. Dd he'a goiDg tD sta,.. AJrytliing 
else?" 

"Y ou'H pay no atteDtion to my wi&hea?" 
"I'm master of this house." 
"ADd: in ,.our ahBenceP" 
"My. BOlt will be here."· 
"All right, I understand now." 
"If 1 huen't lbade. it plain:, m dO'IDl" 
"Quite clear, thank you," she answered "I,.. 
NQrton wlYked:to·t1ae mantel, leaned. 1iia: eBJoll'QIJ the 

shelf for &1 memeut, retI1tne.i and confroated.1Um with 
hie ·handa· t1nuat.into his poek~ hi. het wide.:aput,.hia 
whole attitude one~ of' cool defiance. 

"Now I want to know what you're up to? TJ.tr·ab
surd: demands aft a blind. They haven't foa1ed me. 
There~. aamething else in the .k of: :JCIllJ'l de1lilBila 
mind. What is it? I want. \0 know. a:acl:l;J·wbat-.yo. 
mean?" 

Cleo laughed a vicious little ripple of amusement: 
"Yes, I know you dcr-but you won't!" 
"All right, as you please. A word from you and 

Helen's life is blasted. A word from you and I with
draw from this campaign, and another will lead it. 
Speak that word if you dare, and I'll throw you out of 
this house and your last hold on m,. life is broken." 

"I've thought of that, too," she said with a smile. . 
"It will be worth the agony Pll endure," he cried, "to 

know that I'm free of you and breathe God's clean 
air at last!" 

He spoke the words with an earnestness, a deep and 
bitter sincerity, that was not lost on her keen ears. 

She started to reply, hesitated and was silent. 
He saw his advantage and pressed it: 

1M 

I 
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"I want you to understand fully that I know now 
and 1 have always known that I am at your mercy when 
you see fit to break the word you pledged. Yet there 
has never been a moment during the past twenty years 
that I've been really afraid of you. When the hour 
comes for my supreme humiliation, rn meet it. Speak 
as soon as you like." . 

She had walked calmly to the door, paused and 
looked back: 

"You needn't worry, major," she said smoothly, "I'm 
Dot quite such a fool as all that. I've been silent too 
many years. It's a habit I'll not easily break." Her 

. white teeth gleamed in a cold smile as she added: 
- "Good night." 

A hundred times he told himself that she ·wouldn't 
dare, but he left home next lay with a sickening fear 
.lowly stealing into his heart. 
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CHAPTER VI 

AN OLD COJlEDY 

NORTON had scarcely passed his gate on the way to 
catch the train when Cleo left the window, where her 
keen eyes had been watching, and made her way rapidly 
to the room he had just vacated. . 

Books and papers were scattered loosely over his 
table beside the typewriter which he had, with his usual 
carelessness, left open. 

With a quick decision she seated herself beside the 
machine and in two hours sufticiently mastered its use 
to write a letter by using a single finger and carefully 
touching the keys one by one. 

The light of a cunning purpose burned in her eyes 
as she held up the letter which she had written on a 
sheet paper with the embossed heading of his home 
address at the top. 

She re-read it, smiling over the certainty of the suc
cess of her plan. The letter was carefully and simply 
worded: 

"My nEAR M188 HELEN: 

"As your guardian is still in Europe, I feel it my duty, 
aud a pleasant one, to give you a glimpse of the South 
before you go abroad. Please come at once to my home 
for as long as you care to stay. If I am away in the cam-

!So 

Digitized by Goog Ie 



THE THE F~4 

paign when ymY son and hOU8ekm££r~£?£?~ £££aI 
make you at home and 1 trust happy. 

"With kindest regards, and hoping to see you soon, 
"Sincerely, 

"DANIEL NORTON." 

The signature she practiced with a pen for half an 
hour until hH was almost ""£J"~T£J,,,~ 

signed it. 
envelope to 
Sacred Heart, 
it with her o£££££ 

the message, sh£? 
Winslow, CZZ,Z£J,£?£l£ 

Wisconsin," se"kh 

The answer came six haya later. Cleo recognizeYl the 
post mark at once, broke the seal and read it with 
dancing eyes: 

''MY DEAR MAJOR NORTON: 

"I am wild with joy over your kind invitation. As my 
last examinatimm 1 will not wait C£?m-
mencemeutel:£?£?C£££?,£££ £?m so excited 1 
just can't ,waif I£l£lTing day after £l"d 
hope -to arriv£? as this lette£? £ 

"With a he£lfi gratitude, 
"Your lonely ward, 

"lI&LII:N." 

Two days later a hack rolled up the grneled walk 
to the white porch, a girl leaped out and bounded up 
the st-eps, her cheeks Rushed, her wide open blue ~yes 
dancing with £l£l£-Y£?££££lClCl-£l£?, 

She was to find th"t 
octoroon, L,. ______ £~ __ 

hesitating lod 
"This-thi£?-££? major's 

she asked. 
The quick eye of the woman took in at a glance the -
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chum of, the shy personality and the loneliness of the 
young' soul, that looked out- from her exprell8ite eyes. 

"Yes.," she answered mechanically. 
"Pm so sorry that 1he major's ...... ay--the drhrer 

told me " 
"Oh, it's all right," Cleo.said with a smile, "her wrote 

118 to make you l feel at home. Just walk right m, your 
room is all ready.s, 

"Thank you 80 mach," Helen ft8poaded, drawing .. 
deep breath and 100kiJrg- over the lawn with ita green 
grass~ ita dense ·hedge. and wonderful clusters of roses 
in full' bloom. . "How bea.utiful the South, i&-far more 
beautiful than I had dreamed! And the perfume of 
these roses-why, the air is just drowsy with their 
honey! We have gorgeous roses in the North, but I 
never smelled them' in the open before"--ahe paused and 
breathed deeply again and.agaill-'~ it' •. fairylaDd
l'n 'never want tOI go I" 

"I hope yoo wan't." Cle& iaid· earnestly. 
"The major asked me to· stay as:long as I wished. 

1 have his' letter here"-she drew the letter from her 
bag and opened it-"see what he says: 'Please . come 
at once to my home for as long as you CaD stat-now 
wasn't that sweet of him?" 

"Very," was' the strained reply. 
The girl's sensitive ear caught the queer .ote iB 

Cleo's voice and looked at· her' with a. start. 
"Come, I must show you to your roem," she adaed, 

hurriedly opeDmg the door. for Helen to pass. 
The keen eyes of the woman were seanning the girl 

aud. estimating her character' with .inereaaing satisf~ 
lion. She walked with e%quiaite grace. Hw' figure·was 
almost the exact ·ceunterpart of her own at tweuty-

13'7 
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Helen's a litUe fuller, the arms larger but more beauti
fuL The slender wrists and perfectly moulded hand 
would have made a painter beg for a litting. Her eyes 
were deep blue and her hair the richest chestnut brown, 
mallive and slightly waving, her complexion the per
leet white and red of the Northern girl who had 
breathed the pure air of the fields and hilla. The sure, 
swift, easy way in which she walked told of perfect 
health and emaustlesl vitality. Her voice was low and 
sweet and full of shy tenderness. 

A smile of triumph Bashed from Cleo's greenish eyes 
&I she watched her swiftly cross the hall toward the 
atairs. 

"I'll win!" she exclaimed softly. 
Helen turned sharply. 
"Did you speak to me?" Ihe asked blushing. 
"No. I was just thinking aloud." 
"Excuse me, I thought you said something to me-" 
"It would have been something very nice if I had," 

Cleo said with a friendly smile. 
"Thank you--oh, I feel that I'm going to be so 

happy here!" 
"I hope so." 
"When do you think the major will come?" 
The woman's face clouded in· spite of her effort at 

self-control: 
"It may be a month or more." 
"Oh, I'm so anxious to see him! He has been acting 

for my old guardian, who is somewhere abroad, ever 
since I can remember. I've begged and begged him 
to come to see me, but he never came. It was 80 far 
away, I suppose. He never even sent me his picture, 
though I've asked him often. What sort of a man is he?" 

t88 
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Cleo smiled and hesitated, and then spoke with ap-
parent carelessness: 

"A very striking looking man." 
"With a kind faCe?" 
"A very stern one, clean shaven, with deep set eyes~ 

a firm mouth, a strong jaw that can be cruel when he 
wishes, a shock of thick iron gray· hair, tall, very tall 
and well built. He weighs two hundred and fifteen now 
-he was very thin when young." 

"And his voice?" 
"Gentle, but sometimes hard as steel when he wishs 

it to be." 
"Oh, I'll be scared to death when I see him! I had 

pictured him just the opposite." 
"How?" 
"Why, I hardly know-but I though~ his voice-would 

be always gentle like I imagine a Southern father's who 
loved his children very much. And I thought his hair 
would be blonde, with a kind face and friendly laugh
ing eyes-blue, like mine. His eyes aren't blue?" 

"Dark brown." 
"I know I'll run when he comes." 
"We'll make you feel at home and you'll not be afraid. 

Mr. Tom will be here to lunch in a few minutes and 
I'll introduce you." 

"Then I must dress at once!" 
"The first door at the head of the stairs-your trunk 

has already been taken up." 
Cleo watched the swift, strong, young form mount 

the stairs. 
"It's absolutely certain!,' she cried under her breath. 

"I'll win-I'll win!" 
She broke into a low laugh and hurried to set the 
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taWe in a ·bower of the sweetest roses that waR in 
bloom. Their languorous odor filled the house. 

Helen was waiting in the o}d..faabioned parlor when 
Tom's step echoed on the stoop. Cleo hurried ·to, meet 
18m 'on .the .porch. 

His face elouded with a 800ft: 
. "She's here?" 

"Yea, 'Mr. Handsome Boy," Cleo answered cheerfully. 
"And lunch is ready-do l'Qb that awful 8'cowl off your 
face and look like you're glad." 

"'Well, I'm not--so what's the usei' It'll he a mess 
to have a girl on my hands day and night and Fve 
pt no time for it. I wish .Dad was here. I'know I'll 
hate the sight of her." 

Cleo smiled: 
~tter wait until you see' Mr." 
'"Where is .he?" 
"In the parlor." 
"All right~the quicker a; di_greeabIie job's over 

the better." 
"Shall I introduce you?" 
"No, I'll do it myself," he growled, 'bracing himself 

for the ordeal. 
~ he eDtered the door he stopped short at the vision 

as Helen sprang to her feet and came to meet him. 
She was dressed in the softest white filmy stuff, &8 light 
as a feather, bare arms and neck, her blue eyes sparkling 
with excitement, her smooth, fair cheeks scarlet with 
blushes. 

The boy's heart stopped beating in sheer surprise. 
He expected a frowzy little waif from an orphanage, 
blear-eyed, sad, soulful and tiresome. 

'This shining, .blUBhing, 'wonderful oreatue took his 
liO 
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lneath. He stared at first with open mouth, until Cleo"s 
laugh brought him to his senses just &8 he begaD- b) 

bear Hehm's loY sweet voice: 
"ADd'this is Mr. T,~ 1 suppoae? I am Helen Wi .. 

slow, your father's ward, from tile West-at.leaat'he'. 
all the guardian I've eftr lmown." 

Tom grasped the wann little hand u:teJlded in so 
lncmdl)l greetmg and held, it in clued Mlrprise until 
Cleo's low laughter again roused him. 

''Yes--I-I--.m cbilighted to see you, Miss Helen, 
and I'm awfully. 8f/Irry my father couldn~ be heYe to 
welcome you. I-I'll do the beab I eaD for yow iil his 
abseace.." 

"Oh, thank you," she murmured. 
"You know you're not at an like I ezpected to find 

you," he said hesitatingly. 
"1 hope I haven't disappomted you," she answered 

dem~. 
"No-no"-he protested-"just the opposite." 
He stopped and blushed for fear he'd said t~ much. 
":ABd you're just the opposite from wbat Pd pictured 

)'011 ainee Cleo told'me hoW your- father- looks." 
"And what did you' expect?" he asked eagerly. 
"A stern face, dark' hair, dark eye& and a firm meu&" 
"And you ftnd in.tead?" 
Helen laughed: 
"11m afraid you love Battery." 
Tom hurried to protest: 
"ReaDy, I wasn't Sehmg for' a compliment, but Pm 

so unlike my father, it's a. joke. I get my blonde Ilair 
and blue eyes from my mother and my great-grand-
father." . 

Before he knew what was happening Tam wu seated .1 
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by her side talking and laughing as if they had known 
each other a lifetime. 

Helen paused for breath, put her elbow on the old 
mahogany table, rested her dimpled chin in the palm 
of her pretty hand and looked at Tom with a mis
chievous twinkle in her blue eyes. 

''What's .the joke?" he asked. 
"Do you know that you're the first boy I ever talked 

to in my life?" 
"No-really?" he answered incredulously. 
"Don't you think I do pretty well?" 
"Perfectly wonderful!" 
"You see, I've played this scene so many times in 

my day dreams-" 
"And it's like your dream?" 
"Remarkably!" 
"How?" 
"You're just the kind of boy I always thought I'd 

meet 6rst--" 
"How funny!" 
"Yes, exactly," she cried excitedly and with a serious 

tone in her voice that .as absolutely convincing. 
"You're so jolly and friendly and easy to talk to, I 
feel as if I've known you all my life." 

"And I feel the same-isn't it funny?" 
They both laughed immoderately. 
"Come," the boy cried, "I want to show you my 

mother's and my grandfather's portraits in the library. 
You'D see where I .get my silly blonde hair, Illy slightly 
pug nose and my very friendly ways." 

She rose with a laugh: 
"Your nose isn't pug, it's just good-humored." 
"Amount to the same thing." 

1M 
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"And your hair is very distinguished looking for a 
boy. I'd envy it, if it were a girl's." 

Tom led the way into the big, square library which 
opened on the pillared porch both on the rear and on 
the side of the house. Before the fireplace he paused 
and pointed to his mother's portrait done in oil by a 
famous artist in New York. 

It was life-size and the canvas filled the entire space 
between the two 6uted columns of the Colonial mantel 
which reached to the ceiling. The woodwork of the 
mantelpiece was of dark mahogany and the background 
of the portrait the color of bright gold whicb seemed to 
melt into the lines of the massive smooth gilded frame. 

The .efFect was wonderfully vivid and life-like"in the 
sombre coloring of the book-lined walls. The picture 
and frame seemed a living 1lame in its dark setting. 
The portrait was an idealized study of the little mother. 
The artist had put into his canvas the spirit of the ten
derest brooding motherhood. The very curve of her 
arms holding the child to her breast seemed to breathe 
tenderness. The smile that played about her delicate lips 
and blue eyes was ethereal in its 6eeting spirit beauty. 

The girl caught her breath in surprise: 
"What a wonderful picture-it's perfectly divine I 

I feel like kneeling before it." 
"It is an altar," the boy said reverently. "I've seen 

my father sit in that big chair brooding for hours while 
he looked at it. And ever since he put those two old 
gold candlesticks in front of it I can't get it out of 
my head that he slips in here, lmeels in the twilight and 
prays before it." 

"He must have loved your mother very tenderly," ahe 
said softly. 
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"I thiDk he worahips her 'stiIl," the boy 8.D8We1'ed. 
simply. 

''Oh, I could die for a man like that!" abe cried with 
sadden passion. 

Tom. pointed to his grandfather's portl!&it: 
"And there you see my distinguished features and 

my pug nos~" 
-Cleo appeal'ed in the door smiling: 
"I''t"e 'been waiting for you to come to lunch, Mr. 

Boy, for nearly an hour." 
'''Well, for heaven's .sake, why didn't you let ua 

mow?" 
"I told you it ·w.as ready when you came." 
"Forgot all about it." 
He was 80 serenely unconscious of anything uauaual 

in his actioDS that he failed to notice the smile that 
continuously played about Cleo's mouth or to notice 
Andy's evident enjoyment of the little drama as he 
bowed and scraped and waited on the table with ·an-
1I8Ual ceremony. 

Aunt Minerva, hearing Andy's report of the .udden 
dair that bad developed in the major's abaence, left 
the kitchen and 8tood in the door a moment, her huge 
figure completely filling the space while she watched 
the unconscious boy and girl devouring each other with 
sparkling eyes. 

She waved her fat band over their heads to Andy, 
laughed softly and left without their noticing her pres
ence. 

The luncheon :was the longest one that had been 
known within the memory of anyone present. ·Mine"a 
again wandered back to the door, fascinated by the pic
ture they made, and whispered to Andy as he passed: 

SM 
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"Well, fer de Lawd's sake, is dey gwine ter set dar all 
day?" 

"Nobum-'bout er nodder hour, an' he'll go back ter 
de office." 

Tom suddenly looked at his watch: 
"Heavens! I'm late. I'll run down to the office and 

cut the work out for the day in honor of your com
mg." 

Helen rose blushing: 
"Oh, I'm afraid I'll make trouble for vou." 
"No trouble' at all! I'll be back in ~n minutes." 
"I'll be on the lawn in that wilderness of roses. The 

odor is maddening-it's so sweet." 
"All right-and then I'll show you the old rose gar

den the other side of the house." 
"It's awfully good of you, but I'm afraid I'm tak

ing your time from work." 
"It's all right! I'll make the other fellows do it to

day." 
She blushed again and waved her bare arm high over 

her dark brown hair from the porch as he swung 
through the gate and disappeared. 

In a few minutes he had returned. Through the long 
hours of a beautiful summer afternoon they walked 
through the enchanted paths of the old garden on vel
vet feet, the boy pouring out his dreams and high am
bitions, the girl's lonely heart for the first time in life 
basking in the joyous light of a perfect day. 

Andy made an excuse to go in the garden and putter 
about some flowers just to watch them, laugh and 
chuckle over the exhibition. He was just in time as he 
80ftly approached behind a trellis of climbing roses to 
hear Tom say: 
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"Please give me that bud you're wearing?" 
"Why?" she asked demurely. 
"Just because I've taken a faney to it." 
She blushed scarlet, took the rosebud from her bosom 

and pinned it on his coat: 
"All ript-there!" 
Andy luppre88ed a burst of laughter and hurried 

back to report to Minerva. 
For four enchanted weeks the old comedy of life was 

thus played by the boy and girl in sweet and utter 
uneonsciousnesl of its meaning. He worked only in 
the mornings and rushed home for Innch unusually 
early. The afternoon usually found them seated side 
by side Ilowly driving over the quiet country roads. 
Two battlefields of the civil war, where his father bad 
led &. regiment of troops in the last desperate engage
ment with Sherman's army two weeks after Lee had 
surrendered at Appomattox, kept them busy e&eh after
noon for a week. 

, At night they .at on the moonlit pol'eb behind the 
big pillara and he talked to her of the great things of 

"life with simple boyish enthusiasm. Sometimes they 
walked side by side through the I'08e-scented lawn and 
paused to hear the Jove song of a mocking-bird wlMMse 
mate was busy each morning teaching her babies to 
fly. 

The world had become a vast rose garden of light 
and beauty, filled with the odors of flowen and spices 
and dreamy strains of ravishing music. 

And behind it all, nearer crept the swift shadow 
whose tread was lofter than the foot of a. summer's 
cloud. 

Digitized by'GOOg Ie 



· CHAPTER VII 

TRAPPED 

NORTON'S campaign during its first months was a 
continuous triumph. The opposition had been so com· 
pletely. stunned by the epoch-making declaration of 
principles on which he had chosen to conduct the fight 
that they ltad as yet been unable to rally their forces. 
Even the rival newspaper, founded to combat the ideas 
for which the Eagle atul Photmw: stood, was compelled 
to support Norton's ticket to save itself from ruin. 
The young editor found a source of endless amusement 
in taunting the professor on this painful fact. 

The leader had chosen to begin his tour of the state 
in the farthest mountain counties that had always been 
comparatively free from negro influence. These coun
ties were counted as safe for the opposition before the 
startling program of the editor's party had been an
nounced. Yet from the first day's mass meeting which 
he had addressed an enthusiasm had been developed 
under the spell of Norton's eloquence that had swept the 
crowds of mountaineers off' their feet. They had never 
been slave owners, and they had no use for a negro as 
servant, laborer, voter, citizen, or in any other capacity. 
The idea of freeing the state forever from their baleful 
influence threw the entire white race into solid ranks 
supporting his ticket. . 

The enthusiasm kindled in the mountains swept the 
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foothills, gaining resistless force as it reached the more 
inflammable feelings of the people of the plains who 
were living in daily touch with the negro. 

Yet amid all the scenes of cheering and enthusiasm 
through which he was passing daily the heart of the 
leader was heavy with dread. His mind was brood
ing over the last scene with Cleo and its possible out-
come. . 

He began to worry with Increasing anguish over the 
certainty that when she struck the blow would be a 
deadly one. The higher the tide of his triumph rose, 
the greater became the tension of his nerves. Each 
day had its appointment to speak. Some ·days were 
crowded with three or four engagements. These dates 
were made two weeks ahead and great expense had been 
incurred in each case to advertise them and secure rec
ord crowds. It was a point of honor with him to make 
good these dates even to the smallest appointment at 
a country crossroads. 

It was impossible to leave for a trip home. It would 
mean the loss of at least four days. Yet his anxiety 
at last became so intense that he determined to rear
range his dates and swing his campaign into the terri
tory near the Capital at once. It was not a good pol
icy. He would risk the loss of the cumulative power 
of his work now sweeping from county to county, a 
resistless force. But it would enable him to return 
home for a few hours between his appointments. 

There had been nothing in Tom's reports to arouse 
his fears. The boy had faithfully carried out his in
structions to give no information that might annoy 
him. His brief letters were bright, cheerful, and always 
closed with the statement: "Everything all right at 
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home, and I'm still jollying the professor about sup
porting the cause he hates." 

When he reached the county adjoining the Capital 
his anxiety had reached a point beyond enduran~e. It 
would be three days before he could connect with a 
schedule of trains that would enable him to get home 
between the time of his hours to speak. He simply 
could not wait. 

He telegraphed to Tom to send Andy to the meeting 
next day with a bound volume of the paper for the 
year 1866 which contained some facts he wished to use 
in his speech in this district. 

Andy's glib tongue would give him the information 
he needed. . 

The train was late and the papers did not arrive in 
time. He was compelled to leave his hotel and go to 
thf- meeting without them. 

An enormous crowd had gathered. And for the first 
time on his tour he felt hostility in the glances that 
occasionally shot from groups of men as he passed. The 
county was noted for its gangs of toughs who lived on 
the edge of a swamp that had been the rendezvous of 
criminals for a century. 

The opposition had determined to make a disturbance 
at this meeting and if possible end it with a riot. They 
counted on the editor's fiery temper when aroused to 
make this a certainty. They had not figured on the 
cool audacity with which he would meet such a situa
tion. 

When he reached the speaker's stand, the county 
Chairman whispered: 

"They are going to make trouble here to-day." 
"Yes?" 
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"They've got a speaker who's going to dem&Dd a 
division of time." 

The editor smiled: 
"Really i" 
"Yell," the Chairman said, nodding toward a tall, 

ministerial-looking individual who was already working 
his way through the crowd. "That's the fellow com
ing now." 

Norton turned and confronted the chosen orator of 
the opposition, a backwoods preacher of a rude native 
eloquence whose name he had often heard. 

He saw at a glance that he was a man of force. His 
strong mouth was clean of mustache and the lower lip 
was shaved to the chili. A long beard covered the mas
sive jaws and his hair reached the collar of his coat. 
He had been a deserter during the war, and a drunken 
member of the little Scalawag Governor's famous guard 
that had attempted to rule the state without the civil 
law. He had been converted in a Baptist revival at a 
crossroads meeting place years before and became a 
preacher. His religious conversion, however, had not 
reached his politics or dimmed his memory of the e'¥'ents 
of Reconstruction. 

He had hated Norton 'with a deep and abiding fervor 
from the day he had escaped from his battalion in the 
Civil War down to the present moment. 

Norton hadn't the remotest idea that he was the 
young recruit who had taken to his heels on entering a 
battle and never stopped running until he reached home. 

"This is Major Norton?" the preacher asked. 
"Yes," was the curt answer. 
"I demand a division of time with you in a joint dis

cussion here, sir." 
!elSO 
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Norton's figure stiWened and he looked at the man 
with a lIush of anger: 

"Did you say demandP" 
"Yes, sir, I did," the preacher answered, snapping 

his hard mouth firmly. "We believe in free speech in 
this county." 

Norton placed his hands in his pockets, and looked 
him over from head to foot: 

"Well, you've got the gall of the devil, I must say, 
even if you do wear the livery of heaven. You demand 
free speech at my expense! . I like your cheek. It cost 
my committee two hundred dollars to advertise this 
meeting and make it a success, and you step up at the 
last moment and demand that I turn it over to your 
party. If you want free speech, hire your own hall 
and make it to your heart's content. You can't address 
this crowd from a speaker's stand built with my 
money." 

"You refuse?" 
Norton looked at him steadily for a moment and 

took a step closer: 
"I am trying to convey that impression to your 

mind. Must I use my foot to emphasize .it r' 
The long-haired one paled slightly, turned and 

quickly pushed his way through the crowd to a group 
awaiting him on the edge of the brush arbor that had 
been built to shelter the people from the SUD. The 
Chairman whispered to Norton: 

'~There'll be trouble certain-they're a tough lot. 
More than half the men here are with him." 

''They won't be when I've finished," he answered with 
a smile. 

"You'd better divide with them--" 
151 
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"I'll see him in hell first!" 
Norton stepped quickly on the rude pine platform 

that had been erected for the speaker and faced the 
crowd. For the first time on his trip the cheering was 
given with moderation. 

He saw the preacher walk back under the arbor and 
his men distribute themselves with apparent design in 
dift'erent parts of the crowd. 

He lifted his hand with a gesture to stop the ap
plause and a sudden hush fell over the eager, serious 
faces. 

His eye wandered carelessly over the throng and 
singled out the men he had seen distribute themselves 
among them. He suddenly slipped his hand behind him 
and drew from beneath his long black frock coat a big 
revolver and laid it beside the pitcher of lemonade the 
Chairman had provided. 

A slight stir swept the crowd and the stillness could 
be felt. 

The speaker lifted his broad shoulders and began his 
speech in an intense voice that found its way to the last 
man who hung on the edge of the crowd: 

"Gentlemen," he began slowly, "if there's anyone 
present who doesn't wish to hear what I have to say, 
now is the time to leave. This is my meeting, and I will 
not be interrupted. If, in spite of this announcement, 
there happens to be anyone here who is looking for 
trouble"-he stopped and touched the shining thing 
that lay before him-"you'll find it here on the table
walk right up to the front." 

A cheer rent the air. He stilled it with a quick ges
ture and plunged into his speech. 

In the intense situation which had developed be had 
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forgotten the fear that had been gnawing at his heart 
for the past weeks. 

At the height of his power over hi$ audience his eye 
suddenly caught the black face of Andy grinning in 
evident admiration of his master's eloquence. 

Something in the symbolism of this negro grinning 
at him over the heads of the people hanging breathless 
OD his words sent a wave of sickening fear to his heart. 
In vain he struggled to throw the feeling off in the midst 
of his impassioned appeal. It was impossible. For the 
remaining half hour he spoke as if in a trance. Un
consciously his voice was lowered to a strange intense 
monotone that sent the chills down the spines of m. 
hearers. 

He closed his speech in a silence that was stran
gling. 

The people were dazed and he was halfway down the 
steps of the rude platform before they sufficiently re
covered to break into round after round of cheering. 

He had unconsciously made the most powerful speech 
of his life, and no man in all the crowd that he had 
hypnotized could have dreamed the grim secret which 
had been the source of his inspiration. 

Without a moment's delay he found Andy, examined 
the package he brought and hurried to his room. 

"Everything all right at home, Andy P" he asked 
with apparent carelessness. 

The negro was still lost in admiration of Norion's 
triumph over his hostile audience. 

"Yassah, you sho did set 'em afire wid dat speech, 
major!" he said with a laugh. 

"And I asked you if everything was all right at 
home?" 
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"Oh, yassah, yassah--everything's all. right. Of 
cose, sah, dey's a few little things always bappenin'. 
Dem pigs get in de garden las' week an' et everything 
up, an' dat ole cower own got de hollow hom agiL 
But everything else all right, sah." 

"And how's aunt Minerva?" 
"Des es big an' fat ez ebber, sah, an' er gittin' mo' 

unruly every day-yasaah--she's gittin' so _y she 
try ter run de ~hole place an' me, too." 

"And Cleo?" 
This question he asked bustling over his papen with 

an indHFerence so perfectly assumed that Andy never 
guesaed his interest to be more than casual, and yet 
he ceased to breathe until he caught the laughing an
swer: 

"Oh, she's right dar holdin' her own wid Misa Min
erva an' I tells her las' week she's loom' better dan 
eb~l'-yassah--she's all right." 

Norton felt a sense of grateful relief. His fears had 
been groundless. They were preposterOl1ll to start 
with. The idea that she might attempt to visit Helen in 
his absence was, of coune, absurd. 

His next question was asked with a good-natund, 
hearty tone: 

"And Mr. Tom?" 
Andy laughed immoderately and Norton watched 

him with increasing wonder. 
"Right dar's whar my tale begins!" 
"Why, what's the matter with him?" the lather uW 

with a touch of anxiety in his voice. 
"Lordy, dey ain't nuttin' de ..".,. wid IDm. 'taB

hit's a fresh cut!" 
Again Andy laughed with unction. 
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"What is it?" Norton asked with impatience. 
"What's the matter with Tom?" 

"Nuttin' 'tall, sah---Duttin' 'tall-I nebber see 'im 
100m' so well in my life. He gets up sooner den I 
ebber knowed him before. He comes home quicker' an' 
stays dar longer an' he's de jolliest young gentleman 
I know anywhar in de state. Mo' specially, sah, since 
dat handsome young lady from de North come down 
to see ua---" 

The father'!! heart was in his throat as he stam
mered: 

"A handsome young lady from the North-I don't 
understand !" 

"Why, Miss Helen, sah, de young lady you invite ter 
spen' de amnmer wid us." 

Norton's eyes suddenly grew dim, he leaned on the 
table, stared at Andy, and repeated blankly: 

''The young lady I asked to spend the summer with 
usp" 

"'r aauh, Miss Helen, Bah, is her name-she cum 
'bout er week atter you lef--" 

"And she's been there ever since?" he asked. 
''Yasaah, an' she sho is a powerful fine young lady, 

Bah. I don't blame Mister Tom fer bein' crazy 'bout 
her!" 

There was a moment's dead silence. 
"So Tom's crazy about her P" he said in a high, nerv

oua voice, which Andy took for a joke. 
"Yassah, I'se had some sperience myself, sah, but I 

ain't nebber seen Duttin' like dis! He des trot long 
atter her dayan' night like a fice. An' de funny thing,. 
sah,' is dat he doan' seem ter know dat he's doin' it. 
Everybody 'bout de house lafBn' fit ter kill deraef an" 
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he don't pay no 'tention. He des sticks to her like a 
sick kitten to a hot brick! Yassab, hit sho's funny! I 
des bowed you'd -bust er laughin' when you sees 
'em." 

Norton had sunk to a seat too weak to stand. His 
face was pale and his breath came in short gasps &8 he 
turned to the negro, stared at him hopelessly for· a 

: moment and said,: 
"Andy, get me a good horse and buggy at the livery 

.. table-we'll drive through the country to-night. I 
want to get home right away," 

Andy's mouth opened and his eyes stared in blank 
amazement. 

"De Lawd, major, hit's mos' sundown now an' hit's 
a hundred miles from here home--hit took me all day 
ter come on de train." 

"No, it's only forty miles straight across the country. 
We can make it to-night with a good horse. Hurry, I'll 
have my valise packed in a few minutes." 

"Do you know de way, sah?" Andy asked, scratching 
his head. 

"Do as I tell you--quick!" Norton thundered. 
The negro darted from the room and returned lD 

half an hour with a horse and buggy. 
Through the long hours of the night they drove with 

but a single stop at midnight in a quiet street of a 
sleeping village. They halted at the well beside a store 
and watered the horse. 

A graveyard was passed a mile beyond the village, 
and Andy glanced timidly .over his shoulder at the white 
marble slabs glistening in the starlight. His master 
had not spoken for two hours save the sharp order to 
stop at the well. 
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"Dis sho is er lonesome lookin' place!" Andy said 
with a shiver. 

But the man beside him gave no sign that he heard. 
His eyes were set in a strange stare at the stars that 
twinkled in the edge of the tree tops far ahead. 

Andy grew so lonely and frightened finally at the 
ominous silence that he pretended to he lost at each 
crossroads to force Norton to speak. 

"I wuz afraid you gone ter sleep, sah I" he said with 
an apologetic laugh. "An' I wuz erfered dat you'd fan 
out er de buggy gwine down er hill." 

In .... in he tried to break the silence. There was no 
answer-no sign that he was in the same world, save 
the fact of his body's presence. 

The first streak of dawn was widening on the eastern 
horizon when Norton'lif cramped legs limped into the 
gate of his home. He stopped to steady his nerves and 
looked blankly up at the window of his boy's room. 
He had given Tom his mother's old room when he had 
reached the age of sixteen. 

Somewhere behind those fluted pillars, white and 
ghost-like in the dawn, lay the girl who had suddenly 
risen from the dead to lead his faltering feet up life's 
Calvary. He saw the cross slowly lifting its dark form 
from the hilltop with arms outstretched to embrace 
him, and the chill of death crept into his heart. 

The chirp of stirring birds, the dim noises of waking 
life, the whitening skyline behind the house recalled 
another morning in his boyhood. He had waked at 
daylight to go to his traps set at the branch in the 
edge of the woods behind the bam. The plantation at 
that time had extended into the town. A fox had been 
killing his fancy chickens. He had vowed vengeance in 
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hia boyish wrath, bought half a dozen powerful steel
traps and set them in the fox's path. The prowler had 
been interrupted the night before and had not gotten 
hia prey. He would return sure. 

He recalled now every emotion that had thrilled his 
young heart as he bounded along the dew-8oaked path 
to his traps. 

Before he could see the place he heard the straggles 
of his captive. 

"I've got him!" he shouted with a throb of savage 
joy. 

He leaped the fence and stood frozen to the spot. 
The fox was a magnificent specimen of his . breed, tall 
and heavy as a setter dog, with beautiful appealing 
eyes. His fine gray fur was spotched with blood, hia 
mouth torn and bleeding from the eftort to break the 
cruel bars that held his foreleg in their deathlike grip. 
With each desperate pull the blood spurted afresh and 
the steel cut deeper into bone and flesh. 

The strange cries of pain and terror from the 
trapped victim had struck him dumb. He had come 
with murder in his heart to take revenge on his enemy, 
but when he looked with blanched face on the. blood and 
heard the pitiful cries he rushed to the spot, tore the 
steel arms apart, loosed the fox, pushed his quivering 
form from him and gasped: 

"G<r-go-I'm sorry I hurt you like that!" 
Stirred by the memories of the dawn he lived this 

scene again in vivid anguish, and as he slowly mounted 
the steps of his home, felt the steel bars of an inexor
able fate close on his own throat. 
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CHAPTER YIII 

BEBIND THE BAJUI 

WBBH Norton reached his room he locked ·the door 
and began to pace the iloor, facing for the hundredth 
time the stunning situation which the presence of Helen 
had created. 

To reveal to such a sensitive, cultured girl just as she 
was budding into womanhood the fact that her blood 
was tainted with a negro ancestor would be an act so 
pitiful1~ cruel that every instinct of his nature revolted 
from the thought. . 

He began to realize that her life was at stake as well 
as his boy's. That he loved this son with all the 
strength of his being and that he only knew the girl 
to fear her, made no diWerence in the fundamental facts. 
He acknowledged that she was his. He had accepted 
the fact and paid the penalty in the sacrifice of every 
ambition of a bn1liant mind. 

-He weighed carefully the things that were certain 
and the things that were merely probable. The one 
certainty that faced him from every angle was that 
Cleo was in deadly earnest and that it meant a fight for 
the supremacy of every decent instinct of his life and 
character. 

Apparently she had planned a tragic revenge by lur
ing the girl to his home, figuring on his absence for 
three months, to precipitate a love aWair before he 
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could know the truth or move to interfere. A strange 
mental telepathy had warned him and he had broken 
in on the scene two months before he was expected. 

And yet he couldn't believe that Cleo in the wildest 
tight of her insane rage could have deliberately meant 
that such an afFair should end in marriage. She knew 
the character of both father and son too well to doubt 
that such an act could only end in tragedy. She was 
too cautious for such madness. 

What was her game? 
He asked himself that question again and again, al

ways to come back to one conclusion. She had cer
tainly brought the girl into the house to force from 
his reluctant lips her recognition and thus fix her own 
grip on his life. Beyond a doubt the surest way to 
accomplish this, and the quickest, was by a love afFair 
between the boy and girl. She knew that personally 
the father had rather die than lose the respect of his 
80n by a confession of his shame. But she knew with 
deeper certainty that he must confess it if their wills 
once clashed over the choice of a wife. The boy had 
a mind of his own. His father knew it and respected 
and loved him all the more because of it. 

lt was improbable as yet that Tom had spoken a 
word of love or personally faced such an issue. Of the 
girl he could only form the vaguest idea. It was clear 
now that he had been stricken by a panic and that the 
case was not so desperate as he had feared. 

One thing he saw with increasing clearness. He mU8t 
move with the utmost caution. He must avoid Helen at 
first and find the boy's attitude. He must at all haz
ards keep the use of every power of body, mind and soul 
in the crisis with which he was confronted. 
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BEl lIND THE BARS 

Two hours later when Andy cautiously approached 
his door and listened at the keyhole he was still pac
ing the floor with the nervous tread of a wounded lion 
Buddenly torn from the forest and thrust behind the 
bars of an iron cage. 
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CHAPTER IX 

ANDY'S DILBJlIIA 

Almy left Norton's door and rapped softly at Tom'8:t 
tried. the lock, found it unfastened, pushed his way 
quietly inside and called: 

''Mister Tom!" 
No answer came from the bed and Andy moTed 

closer: 
"Mister Tom--Mister Tom!" 
"Ah-what's the matter with you-get outl" the 

sleeper growled. 
The negro touched the boy's shoulder with a friendly 

shake, whispering: 
"Yo' Pa's here!" 
Tom sat up in bed rubbing his eyes: 
"What's that?" 
''Yassah, I fotch him through the country and we 

rid all night--" 
"What's the matter?' 
"Dat's what I wants ter see you 'bout, sah--an' ef 

you'll des slip on dem clothes an' meet me in de h"berry, 
we'll hab a little confab an' er council er war--" 

The boy picked up a pillow and hurled it at Andy: 
"Well, get out, you old rascal, and rll be down in 

a few minutes." 
Andy dodged the pillow and at the door whis

pered: 
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"Yasaah, an' don't disturb de major! 1 hopes ter 
God he sleep er month when he git started." 

"All right, I won't disturb him." 
Tom dressed, wondering vaguely what had brought 

his father home at such· an unearthly hou~ and by 
such a trip across the country. 

Andy, arrayed in a suit of broadcloth which he had 
appropriated from Norton's wardrobe in his abseJl~ 
was waiting for Tom with evident impatience. 

"Now, what I want to know is," the boy began, 
''what the devil you mean by pulling me out of bed tbie 
time of day?" 

Andy chuckled: 
''Well, yer see, sah, de maj or git home kinder sudden 

like en' I wuz jest er little oneasy 'bout dis here new 
suit er close er mine--" 

"Well, that's not the first suit of his clothes you've 
swiped-you needn't be scared." 

"Scared-who me? Man, I ain't er skeered er yo' 
Pa." 

Minerva banged the dining-room door and Andy 
jumped and started to run. Tom laughed and seized 
his arm: 

Oh, don't be a fool! There's no danger." 
"Nasah-I knows dey's no danger-but"-he glanced 

over his shoulder to be sure that the master hadn't 
come down stairs-"but yer know de ole sayin' is dat 
indiscretion is de better part er value--" 

"I see!" Tom smiled in perfect agreement. 
"An' I des has er little indiscretion--" 
"Oh, you make me tired, how can I help a eoward?" 
Andy looked grieved: 
''Lordy, Mister Tom-don't say dat, sah. I ain't 
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80 coward-I'se des cautious. Ye know I wuz in dat 
.Ius' battle er BuU's Run wid de major. I git separated 
from him in a close place an' hatter move my head
quarters. Dey said I wuz er coward den 'cause I 
nm. But twan't so, sah! Twan't cause I wuz er cow
ard. I knowed zactly what I wuz doin'. I run 'cause 
I didn't bab no wings! I done de very bes' I could wid 
what I had. An' fuddermo', sah, de fellers dat wuz 
wbar I wuz en' didn't run-dey's all dar yit at Bull's 
Run ! N &Bah, lain 't no coward. I des got de indiscre
tion--" 

Another door slammed and Andy dodged. 
''What's the matter with you anyhow, you old fool, 

are you having fits?" Tom cried. 
Andy looked around the room cautiously and took 

hold of the boy's coat: 
"You listen to me, Mister Tom. rse pine tell yer 

8Omfin' now--" 
"Well?" 
"I ain't er skeered er de major-but he's dan-

gous--" 
"Bosh!" 
"Dey's sumlin' de matter wid him!" 
"Had a few mint juleps with a friend, no doubt." 
"Mint juleps! Huh! He kin swim in 'em-dive in 

'em an' stay down er whole dayan' never come up ter 
blow his bref-licker don't faze him!" 

"It's politics. He's leading this devilish campaign 
and he's worried over politics." 

"N asah!" Andy protested with a laugh. "Dem fool 
niggers des well give up-dey ain't pine ter vote no 
mo'. De odder feller's doin' all de worryin'. He ain't 
worrin' --" 
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"Yes, he is, too," the boy replied. -He put a revolver 
in his pocket when he started on that trip." 

"Yassah!" Andy laughed. "I know, but yer don't' 
understan.' Dat pistol's his flat/orm!" 

"His platform?" 
"You ain' hear what he bin er doin' wid dat pistol?" 
"N~what?" 

"Man erlive, yer des oughter see 'im yistiddy when I 
take 'im dem papers ter dat speakin', down in one er 
dem po' white counties full er Radicals dat vote wid 
niggers. Er Kermittee comes up an' say dat de Inter
nal Constertooshion er de Nunited States give 'em free 
speech an' he gwine ter hear from 'em. De Lordy, man, 
but his bristles riz! I 'lows ter myself, folks yer sho is 
thumpin' de wrong watermillion dis time!" 

"And what did he say to the Committee?" 
"I nebber hear nary word. He des tum 'roun an' 

step up on dat flatform, kinder peart like, an' yer 
oughter see 'im open dat meetin' "-Andy paused and 
broke into a loud laugh. 

"How did he open it?" Tom asked with indulgent 
interest. 

Andy scratched his woolly head: 
"Well, sah, hit warn't opened wid prayer-I kin 

tell ye dat! De fust thing he done, he reach back in 
his britches, kinder kereless lak, an' pull dat big pistol 
an' lay hit down afore him on' de table beside his 
pitcher er lemonade. Man, you oughter see de eyes er 
dat crowd er dirty-Iookin' po' whites! Dey fairly 
popped outen der heads! I hump myself an' move out 
towards de outskirts--" 

Tom smiled: 
"I bet you did!" 
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"Oh, I didn't run I" Andy protested. 
"Of course not-far be it from you I" 
"N asah, I des tucken drawed out--" 
"I understand, just a little caution, so to speak!" 
"Yassah-dat's hit I Des tucken drawed out, whar 

I'd have elbow room in de mergency--" 
"In other words," the boy interrupted, "just used a 

little indiscretion I" 
Andy chuckled: 
''Yassahl Dat's hitl Well, sah, he pat dat pistol 

kinder familious like an' say: 'Ef dey's any er you 
lowlife po' white scoundrels here ter-day that don't 
want ter hear my speech-git I But ef yer stay an' yer 
don't feel comfortable, I got six little lead pills here 
in a box dat'll ease yer pain. Walk right up to de 
prescription counter I' " 

"And they walked right up?" 
"Well, sah, dey didn't crO'll1tl up/-nasahl" Andy 

paused and laughed immoderately. "An' wid dat he 
des folded his arms an' look at dat crowd er minute an' 
his eyes began to spit fire. When I see dat, I feels my 
very shoes commin' ontied. I sez ter myself, no"V folb 
he's gwine ter magnify--" 

Tom laughed: 
"Magnified, did he?" 
The negro's eyes rolled and he lifted his hands in 

a gesture of supreme admiration: 
"De Lordy, man--ef he didn't I He lit inter dem po' 

white· trash lak er thousand er brick--" 
"Give 'em what Paddy gave the drum, I suppose?" 
"Now yer talkin', honey I Ef he didn't give'em par

ticular hell I" 
"And what happened?" 
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"Nuttin' happened, chile-dat's what I'm tryln'ter 
tell yeo Nary one of 'em nebber cheeped. Dey des 
stood dar an' listened lak er passel er sheep-killin' dogs. 
Lemme tell ye, honey, politics ain't er worryin' him. 
De odder fellers doin' alI de worrin'. Nasah, dey's sum
fin else de matter wid de major--" 

"What 1" 
Andy looked around the room furtively ud whie-

pered: 
"Dar's a quare look in his eye!" 
"Ah, pooh I"~ 
"Hit's des lak I tells ye, Mister Tom. I ain't seed dat 

quare look in his eye before since de night I see yo' 
Ma's ghost come down outen dat big picture frame an' 
walk cross dis hall--" 

The boy smiled ancl looked at the shining yeDow 
canvas that seemed a living thing gleaming in its dark 
:setting: 

"I suppose, of course, Andy, you really laW her do 
thatP" 

"'Fore God, es sho's I'm talkin' ter you. now, she 
done dat thing--yassah ! Hit wus de las' year befo' you 
come back frum college. De moon wuz smin' froo dem 
.big windows right on her face, an' I seed her wid my 
own eyes, all of a sudden, step right doWll outen dat 
picture frame an' walk across dis room, huggm' her 
baby close up in her ann&--an' you'se dat very baby, 
sah!" 

The boy was interested in the negro's weird recital 
in spite of his amusement. He shook his head and aaid 
laughingly: 

"Andy, you've got the heat--" 
6'Hit'. des 1ak I tells ye, sah," Andy solemnly re-
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peated. "I stood right dar by dat table froze in my 
tracks, till 1 seed her go froo dat do' widout openin~ 
it--" 

"Bah!" Tom cried in disgust. 
"Dat she did I-an' Miss Minerva she see her do dat 

same thing once before and tell me about it. But man 
erlive, when 1 see it, 1 let oft' one er dem yells dat 'WUZ 

hark from de tomb--" 
"I bet you did!" 
"Yassah, 1 went froo dat big window dar an' carry 

de whole sash wid me. De major he take out atter me 
when he hears de commotion, an' when he kotch me 
down dar in de fiel' I wuz still wearin' dat sash fer a 
necktie!" 

The boy laughed again: 
"And 1 suppose, of course, he believed all you told 

him?" 
The negro rolled his eyes solemnly to the ceiling and 

nodded his head: 
. "Dat he did, Bah. When 1 fust told 'im dat I seed 
er ghost, he Iaft fit ter kill hiasef--" 

The boy nodded: 
"I don't doubt it!" 
"But mind ye," Andy solemnly continued, "when I 

tells him what kin' er ghost I seed, he nebber crack 
anudder smile. He nebber open his mouf ergin fer' er 
whole day. .An' dis here's what 1 come ter tell ye, 
honey--" 

He paused and glanced over his shoulder as if mo
mentarily fearing the major's appearance. 

"I thought you'd been telling me?" 
"Nasah, I ain't told ye nuttin'yit. When I 8ay 

what kine er ghost I see-dat quare look come in his 
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eye-de same look dat come dar yistiddy when I tells 
'im dat Miss Helen wuz here." 

The boy looked at Andy with a sudden start: 
"Ah, how could that sweet little girl upset him? He's 

her guardian's attorney and sent for her to come, of 
course--" 

"I don't know 'bout dat, sah-all I know is dat he 
went wil' es quick es I tells 'im, an' he bin wil' ever since. 
Mister Tom, I ain't skeered er de major--but he's dan
gous!" 

"Ah, Andy, you're the biggest fool in the county," 
the boy answered laughing. "You know my father 
wouldn't touch a hair of your kinky head." 

Andy grinned. 
"'Cose not, Mister Tom," he said with unction. 

"I knows dat. But all de same I gotter keep outen 
his way wid dis new suit er close till I see 'im 
smilin '--" 

"Always bearing in mind that indiscretion is the bet
ter part of value !" 

"Yassah-yassah-dat's hit-an' I wants you ter 
promise you'l1 stan' by me, sah, till de major's in a 
good humor." 

"All right; if you need me, give a yell." 
Tom turned with a smiJe to go, and Andy caught his 

sleeve and laughed again: 
"Wait-wait er minute, Mister Tom-hold yer 

hosses. Dey's anodder little thing I wants ye ter help 
me out erbout. I kin manage de major all right ef I 
kin des keep outen his sight ter-day wid dis suit er 
clothes. But de trouble is, I got ter wear 'em, sah
I got er 'pintment wid er lady!" 

The boy turned good-naturedly, threw his leg over 
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the comer of the table and raised his eyebrows with a 
gleam of mischief: 

"Oh, a lady! Who is she? Aunt Minerva?" 
Andy waved his hands in disgust. 
"Dat's des de one hit ain't-nuah! I can't stan' her 

nohow, Mr. Tom. I des natcha1ly can't stan' er fat 
'oman! An' Miss Minerva weighs 'bout three hun
dred--" 

"Oh, not 80 bad as that, Andy!" 
"Yassah, she's er whale! Man, ef we 'WUz walkin' 

along tergedder, en she wuz ter slip an' fan she'd sqush 
de life outen me! I'd nebber know what hit me. An' 
what makes bad matters 'WUS, I'se er strong suspicion 
dat she got her eyes sot on me here lately-I des feels 
it in my bones-she's atter me sho, sah." 

Tom broke into a laugh: 
"W-ell, she can't take you by force." 
"I don't know '~out dat, sah. When any 'oman 

gits her min' sot she's dangous. But when a 'oman big 
an' black es she make up her min'!" 

"Black!" Tom cried, squaring himself and looking 
Andy over: "Aren't you just a little shady?" 

"Who? Me?-nasah! I ain't no black nigger!" 
"No?" 
"Nasah! rse what dey calls er tantalizin' brown!" 
"Oh, I see!" 
"Y 88sah, Pse er chocolate-colored gemman-an' I 

nebber could stan' dese here coal-black niggers. Miss 
Minerva's so black she kin spit ink!" 

"And she's 'atter' you?" 
"Yassah, an' Miss Minerva's a widder 'oman, an' ye 

know de Scripter says, 'Beware of widders' --" 
"Of course!" Tom agreed. 
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"rae er gemman, yer know, Mister T9m. I can't 
insult er lady, an' dat's de particular reason dat 1 
wants tel' percipitate mysef wid my true love before 
cIat big, black 'oman gits her hands on me. She'. atter 
me sho, an' ef she gits me in er close place, what I 
gwine do, sah?" 

Tom assumed a judicial attitude, folded his arms and 
asked: 

"Well, who's the other one?-who's your true love?" 
Andy put his hand over his mouth to suppress a 

snicker: 
"Now dat's whar 1 kinder hesitates, sah. I bin er 

beatin' de debbil roun' de stump fur de pas' week tryin' 
ter screw up my courage tel' ax ye ter help me. But 
Mister Tom, you gettin' so big an' dignified 'I kinder 
skeered. You got ter puttin' on more airs dan de 
majol'-' -" 

"Ah, who is she?" the boy asked brusquely. 
Andy glanced at him out of the comers of his rolling 

eyes: 
"Yer ain't gwine laugh at me-is yer?" 
With an eiFort Tom kept his face strai'ght: 
"No, I may be just as big a fool some day myself-

who is she ?" 
Andy stepped close and whispered: 
''Miss Cleo!" 
"Cleo-" 
"Y assah." 
"Well, you are a. fool!" the boy exclaimed indig

nantly. 
"Yassah, 1 spec I is," Andy answered, crestfallen, 

"but I"des can't hep it, sah." 
"Cleo, my nurse, my mammy-why, she wouldn't wipe 
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her foot on you if you were a door-mat. She's almost 
as white as I am." 

"Yassah, I know, an' dat's what make me want her 
80. She's mine ef I kin git her! Hit des takes one 
drap er black blood to make er nigger, sah." 

"Bah-she wouldn't look at you!" 
"I know she holds er high head, sah. She's been 

eddicated an' all dat-but you listen ter me, honey
she gwine look at me all de same, when I say de 
word." 

"Yes, long enough to laugh." 
Andy disregarded the shot, and prinked himself be

fore the mirror: 
"Don't yer think my complexion's gettin' little bet

ter, sah?" 
Tom picked up a book with a smile: 
"You do look a little pale to-dAy, but I think that's 

your liver!" 
Andy broke into a laugh: 
"Nasah. Dat ain't my liver!" 
"Must be!" 
"Nasah! I got er patent bleacher from New York 

dat's gwine ter make me white ef I kin des buy enough 
of it." 

"How much have you used?" 
"Hain't used but six bottles yit. Hit costs three 

dollars a bottle"-he paused and robbed his hands 
smoothingly over his head. "Don't yer think my hair's 
gittin' straighter, saM" 
. Tom turned another page of the book without look

ing up: 
"Not so that you could notice it." 
ICy &8sah, 'tis!" Andy laughed, eyeing it sideways in 
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the mirror and making a vain effort to see the back of 
his head. "I'se er usin' er concoction called 'Not-a
Kink.' Hit costs five dollars a bottle--but man, hit 
sho is doin' de work! I kin des feel dem kinks slippin' 
right out." 

"There's nothing much the matter with your hair, 
Andy," Tom said, looking up with a smile, "that's the 
straightest thing about you. The trouble's inside." 

''What de matter wid me inside?" 
"You're crooked." 
"Who-me?" Andy cried. "Ah, go long, Mister 

Tom, wid yer projectin'-yer des foolin' wid me"-he 
came close and busied himself brushing the boy's coat 
and continued with insinuating undion-"now ef yer 
des put in one little word fer me wid Miss Cleo--" 

"Take my advice, Andy," the boy said seriously, 
"keep away from her--she'll kill you." 

"Not ef you help me out, sah," Andy urged eagerly. 
"She'll do anything fer you, Mister Tom-she lubs de 
very ground you walks on-des put in one little word 
fer me, sab-" 

Tom shook his head emphatically: 
"Can't do it, Andy!" 
"Don't say dat, Mister Tom!" 
"Can't do it." 
Andy flicked imaginary lint from both sleeves of 

Tom's coat: 
"Now look here, Mister Tom--" 
The boy turned away protesting: 
"No, I can't do it." 
"Lordy, Mister Tom," Andy cried in grieved tones. 

"You ain't gwine back on me like dat des 'cose yer went 
ter college up dar· in de N orf an' git mixed up wid 
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Yankee notions! Why, you an'me'. always been good 
friends an' partners. What ye got agin me?" 

A gleam of mischief slipped into the boy's eyes again 
as he folded his arms with mock severity: 

"To begin with, you're the biggest old liar in the 
United Statea-" 

"Lordy, Mister Tom, I nebber tell a lie in my life, 
sah!" 

"Andy-Andy!" 
The negro held his face straight for a moment and 

then broke into a laugh: 
''Well, sah, I may has pre-mr-i-ctltetlsome times, but 

dat ain't lyin'-why, all gemmens do dat." 
"And look at this suit of clothes," Tom said severely, 

"that you've just swiped from Dad.· You'd steal any
thing you can get your hands on!" 

Andy turned away and spoke with deep grief 
"Mister Tom, you sho do hurt my feelin's, sah-I 

nebber steal nuttin' in my life~" 
"rve known you to steal a palm-leaf fan in the dead 

of winter with snow on the ground." 
Andy laughed uproariously: 
"Why, man, dat ain't stealin! Who pine ter want 

er palm-leaf fan wid snow on de groun' ?--dat's des 
findin' things. You know dey calls me Hones' Andy. 
When dey ketch me wid de goods I nebber try ter lie 
outen it lak some fool niggers. I des laugh, 'fess right 
up, an' hit's all right. Dat's what make 'em call me 
Hones' Andy, cose I always knows dat honesty's de bes' 
policy-an' here you comes callin' me a thief-Lordee, 
Mister Tom, yer sho do hurt my feelin's!" 

The boy shook his head again and frowned; 
"You're a hopeless old sinner--" 
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"Who, me, er simler? Why, man erlive, rse er pi&r 
in de church I"~ 

"God. save the church ,tt 
"I mebbe backslide a little, sah, in de winter time~" 

Andy hastened to admit. "But I'se always de fus' man 
to de mourners' bench in de spring. I mos' generally 
leads de mourners, sah, an' when I comes froo an' gits 
religion over again, yer kin hear me shout er mile---" 

"And I bet when the chickens hear it they roost 
higher the next night!" . 

Andy ignored the thrust and went on enthusiastically: 
"Nasah, de church folks don't call me no sinner. 

I always stands up fer religion. Don't yer min' de 
time dat big yaller nigger cum down here from de Nod 
er eastin' circumllexions on our church 1 I wuz de man 
dat stood right up in de meetin' an' defends de cause 
er de Lawd. I haul off an' biff 'im right in the 
jaw--" 

"And you're going to ask Cleo to marry you?" 
"I sho' is, .ah." 
"Haven't you & wife living, Andy 1" the boy asked 

carelessly. . 
The whites of the negro's eyes suddenly shone as 

he rolled them in the oppo&ite direction. He scratehed 
his head and turned back to his friendly tormentor with 
unetion: 

"Mr. Tom, I'm pine ter be honea'--cose honesty is 
de bes' poliey. I did marry a lady, aah, but dat wuz er 
long time ergo. She run away an' leE me an' git married 
ergin an' I divorced her, sah. She don't pester me no 
mo' an' I don't pester her. Hit warn't my fault, sah, 
an' I des put her away ez de Bible sea. Ain't dat all 
right, sah 1" 
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"Well. it's hardly legal to-day, though it may have 
been a Biblical custom." 

"Y 88Sah, but dat's nuttin' ter do wid niggers. De 
white folks make de laws an' dey hatter go by 'em. 
But niggers is niggers, yer know dat yosef, sah." 

Tom broke into a laugh: 
"Andy, you certainly are a bird!" 
The negro joined in the laugh with a joyous chuckle 

at its close: 
"Yassah, yassah-one e\" dese here great big brown 

blackbirds! But, Lordy, Mister Tom, yer des fooHn' 
wid me--yer ain't got nuttin' 'gin yer ole partner, bar
rin' dem few little things?" 

"No, barring the few things I've mentioned, that 
you're a lazy, lying, impudent old rascal-barring these 
few little things-why-otherwise you're all right, 
Andy, you're all ri,ht!" 

The negro chuckled joyfully: 
"Yassah-yassah! I knowed yer wam't pine back 

on me, Mister Tom." He edged close and dropped 
his voice to the oiliest whisper : "You'll say dat good 
word now to Miss Cleo right away, sah?" 

The boy shook his head: 
"The only thing I'll agree to do, Andy, is to stand 

by and see you commit suicide. If it's any comfort 
to you, I'll tell you that she'll kill you." 

"Nasah! Don't yer believe it. Ef I kin des escape 
dat fat 'oman wid my life before she gits me--now 
oat you'se on my side I kin read my titles clar---" 

"Oh, you can get rid of Minerva all right!" 
"For de Lord sake, des tell me how!" 
Tom bent toward him and spoke in low tones: 
"All you've got to do if Minerva gets you in a tight 
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place is to confess your real love and ask her to help 
you out as a friend." 

Andy looked puzzled a moment and then a light broke 
over his dusky face: 

"Dat's a fine plan, Mister Tom. You saved er nig
ger's life--I'll do dat sho!" 

"As for Cleo, I can't do anything for you, but I 
won't do anything against you." 

"Thankee, sah! Thankee, sah! 
When Tom reached the door he paused and said: 
"I might consent to consult with the undertaker 

about the funeral and act as one of your pall-bearers." 
Andy waved him away with a suppressed laugh: 
"G'way frum here, Mister Tom! G'way frum here!" 
The negro retumed to the mirror, adjusted his suit 

and after much efFort succeeded in fixing a new scarfpin 
of a horseshoe design in the centre of the bow of one of 
Norton's ~ld-fashioned .black string ties. He dusted his 
shoes, .moothed as many of the kinks out of his hair as 
a vigorous rubbing could accomplish, and put the last 
touches on his elaborate preparations for a meeting 
with Cleo that was destined to be a memorable one in 
her life. 
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CHAPTER X 

THE BEST LAID PLANS 

ANDY'S plans for a speedy coDquest of Clee were 
destiDed to an interruption. Minerva had decidetl' that 
lie was tlte best man in sight lor a husband, aBd made 
up leI" mind to claim her OWD. She had noticed ., 
late a tfispositima on his part t& dally with Cleo; and 
del!ermifted to aet immediately. Breakfast was well 
under way ad she had heard Andy's UIleteu 1. in 

II . 

the Iitwary with Tom. I 
Sfle put on her sweepin, apron, tool: lIP • "!OeID 

aluf ell'lered uncler the pretense of eleanmg' If.. ruelll. 
And,' was still ehueldiitg witt\. ie, OftF the .,nKutt t 

plan at escape-' su~ by TCMll. He had juat pwt 
the·fhtishingtouehes Oft" .eehie, aatl waS ~ .. _ 
old sill hid when Mmenra"s' "ice eaused him 1io .a-
denly collApse. 

"Say, man, is dat a hat er a bee-gum?" she cried, 
with a laugh 80 jolly it would have been contagious 
but for Andy's. terror. 

He looked at her, dropped the hat, picked it up and 
stammered: . 

"W -w-why-Miss Minerva, is dat you?" 
Minerva beamed on him tenderly, placed her 

broom in the comer and advanced quickly to meet 
him: 

"I !mowed ye wuz 'spectin Die frum de way yer wuz .,.. 
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f'llE BEa!' LAnJ PUNS 

gettia' ready." She laughed and chuckled w~ __ b
vious coquetry, adding coyly: 

"'.I 1o:Jows how yer feel--" 
Andy looked for a way of escape. But Minena was 

too quick for him. She was a woman of enormous size, 
fat., jony and extremely -«ile for her weight. She 
carried her two hundred and fifty pounds without ap
Pa.reDt effort. She walked. witl! a nervOUB, sl1appy 
energy and could waltz with the grace of a pI of 
sixteea. 

SJte bad reached Andy's side before his dull brain 
could thittk of an excuse for going. Her ahining coal
black lace was aglow with tenderness and the determina
tion to make things easy for him in the declaration of 
love she had planned that he should make. 

'"I 1mow how yer feeJs, Brer Andy," she repeated. 
The ",ietim mopped his perspiring brow and stam

mered: 
"Yassam-yass&1lL" 
"Yer needB't be so 'baTrassed., Mr. AAiJy," MiRerva 

went on in the most insinuating tones. "Yer kin say 
what's on yer mind." 

"Yusam." 
"Come right here and set down er minute.~' 
SI1e seized his hand and drew him with a kittenish 

skip toward a settee, tripped on a bear rug aud would 
have fallen had not Andy grabbed. her. 

"De Lord save us l" he gasped. He was trying des
perately in his new suit to play the gentleme under 
difficulties. 

KiDel'V& wal in eCitasy over his gallantry: 
"Yer sho wuz terrified less 1 git hurt, Mr. Andy," 

she laughed. "I thought dat bar had me aho."~ 
!!'79 
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THB SINS OF THB F ATHBR 

Andy mopped his brow again and glanced longiDgly 
at the door: 

"Yauam, I sho wuz terri6ed-I'm sorry m'am, you'll 
hatter 'scuse me. Mister Tom's out dar waitUi fer 
me, an' I hatter go--" 

Minena smilingly but 6rmly pulled him down en 
the seat beside her: 

"Set right down, Mr. Andy, an' make yoself at home. 
We lOt er whole half hour yet 'fore de odder folks 
come down stairs. Man, don't be 10 'barrassed! I 
knOWI 'zaetly how yer feels. I understand what's de 
matter wid yer"-she paused, glanced at him out of 
the eorners of her eye, touched him slyly with he. el
bow, and whispered: 

"Why don't yer say what's on yer mind?" 
ADdy cleared his throat and began to stammer. He 

had the habit of stammering under excitement, and 
Tom's plan of escape had just popped into hie be
Dumbed brain. He saw the way out: 

"Y-y-yas'm---eose, m'am. I lOt sumftn ter teD ye, 
Miu M-m-Minerva." 

Minena moved a little closer. 
"Yas, honey, I knows what 'tis, but I'se jes' waitin' 

ter hear it." 
He cleared his throat and tried to begin his speeeh 

in a friendly business-like way: 
"Yassam, I pine tell yer sho--" 
He turned to 'face her and to his horror found her 

lips 10 close she had evidently placed them in position 
for the 6rilt kiss. 

He 8topped appalled, 6dgeted, looked the other way 
and stammered: 

"H-hit sho is powful warm ter-day, m'am!" 
180 
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"'rain't so much de heat, Brer Alldy," she ftlponded 
tenderly, "u 'tis de humility dat's in de air!" 

lAndy turned, looked into her smiling face for a ml)
ment and they both broke into a loud laugh while he 
repeated: 

"Yusam, de humility-dat's hit! De h1PDility dat's 
in de air!" 

The expression had caught his fancy enormously. 
"Y usir, de humility-dat's hit!" Minerva murmured. 
When the laughter had slowly died down she moved 

a little closer and said reusuringly: 
"And now, Brcr Alldy, ez dey's des you an' me here 

tergedder---ef hits suits yo' circumstantial convenience, 
hah no reprehenshun, sah, des say what's on yo" 
min'." 

Andy glanced at her quickly, bowed grandiloquently 
and catching the spirit of her high-flown language de
cided to spring his confession and ask her help to win 
Cleo. 

"Yassam, Miss Minerva, dat's so. An' ez I allays 
scz dat honesty is de bes' policy, I'se pine ter re-cede 
ter yo' invitation!" 

Minerva laughed with joyous admiration: 
"Des listen at dat nigger now ! You sho is er talkin" 

man when yer gila started--" 
"Yassam, I bin er tryin" ter tell ye fer de longest 

kind er time an' ax ye ter help me-" 
Minerva moved her massive figure close against him: 
"Cose I help you." 
Andy edged as far away as possible, but the arm of 

the settee had caught him and he couldn't get far. 
He smiled wanly and tried to assume a purely platonic 
tone: 
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THR SINS OF THB FATHER 

"Wa ~ ebber in lave, Min Minena?" 
Minerva nudged him slyly: 
"Wuz u" 
Andy tried to ignore the hint, Jifted biS' eyeS" to the 

ceiling and in far-away tones put the hypothetieaJ case 
of the- friend who needed help: 

"Well, des 'spose m'am dat a po' man WllZ ter fan 
in love- wid er beautiful lady, fur above him, wid eyes 
dat shine 1ak de stars--" 

''Ob, ttway frum here, man!" Minerva cried' en
tranced as she broke into a peal of joyous laughter, 
nudging him again. 

The insinuating touch of her elbow brought Andy 
to a sharp realization that his plan had not only failed 
to work, but was about to compromise him beyond hope. 
He hurried to correct her mistake. 

"But listen, Miss Minerva-yer don't understand. 
Would yer be his fneMlIIl' help him to win her?" 

With a cry of joy she threw her huge arms around 
his neck: 

'CW ould I-Lordy-man!" 
Andy tried to dodge her strangle hold, but was too 

slow and she, had him. 
He struggled and grasped her arms, but she lall'ghed 

and held on. 
"B-b-but-yer--yer," he stammered. 
"Yer needn't say ann udder word--" 
"Yassam, but wait des er minute," he pleaded, sfrug-

gling to lower her arms. ' 
"Hl1sh, man," Minerva said good-naturedly. "Cose 

I knom yer bin er bad nigger-but ye needn'~ tell me 
'bout it now--" 

"For Gawd's sake!" Andy gasped, wrenching her 
!at 
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arms away at last, "will yer des lemme say one word?" 
. "Nasab!" she said generously. "I ain't gwine ter 
let ye say no harsh words ergin yoself. I sho do ad
mire de indelicate way dat yen tells me of yo' love I" 

"D-but yer don't 1Dlciemtand--" 
"Cose I does, chile!" Minerva exclaimed with a ten-

der smile. 
Andy made a gesture of despair: 
"B..b-but I tries ter 'splain--" 
"Y.er doa't hatter 'aplaia nuttia' ter me. ......-l 

ain't no spring chicken-I knowed wJa&t ~e meaII8 'bele' 
ye 1)peIl8 fer mouf. Ver.tella me dat ye 1_ me an' 
I Uae aay dat I lubs Y8U--&D' .dat!s all .d~ U 'to 
it." 

,M.R& eafolded him in her ample arms and Iae cel
lapeed with feeble aisent: 

"Y.....am-yaaaam." 
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CHAPTER XI 

A B.ECONNOInE 

NORTON slept at last from sheer physical exhaustion 
and waked at eleven o'clock refreshed and alert, his 
faculties again strung for action. 

He wondered in the clear light of noon at the folly 
of his panic the night before. The fighting instinct in 
him had always been the dominant one. He smiled now 
at his silly collapse and his quick brain began to plan 
his line of defense. 

The girl was in his house, yes. But she had been here 
in spirit, a living, breathing threat over his life, every 
moment the past twenty years. No scene of pain or 
struggle could come but that he had already lived it a 
thousand times. There was a kind of relief in facing 
these phantoms for the first time in flesh and blood. 
They couldn't be more formidable than the ghosts he 
had fought. 

He shaved and dressed with deliberation--dressed 
with unusual care--his brain on fire now with the de
termination to fight and win. The instincts of the sol
dier were again in command. And the first thing a 
true soldier did when driven to desperation and sur
rounded by an overwhelming foe was to reconnoitre, 
find the strength of his enemy, and strike at their weak-' 
est spot. 

He must avoid Cleo and find the exact situation of 
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A RECONNOITRE 

Tom and Helen. His safest way was again to cultivate 
Andy's knowledge of the house in his absence. 

He rang for him and waited in vain for his appear
ance. He rang again and, getting no response, walked 
down stairs to the door and searched the lawn. He 
saw Cleo beside a flower bed talking to Helen. He 
caught a glimpse of the lovely young face as she lifted 
her eyes and saw him. He turned back quic.kly into 
the house to avoid her, and hurried to the library. 

Andy had been· watching ~fully until Norton went 
through the front door. Sure that he had strolled out 
on the lawn to see Helen, with a sigh of relief the negro 
hurried back to the mirror to take another admiring 
glance at his fine appearance in the new suit. 

Norton's sudden entrance completely upset him. He 
tried to laugh and the effort froze on his lips. He saw 
that Norton had recognized the stolen suit, but was too 
excited to see the amusement lurking behind his 
frown: 

"Where were you a while ago, when I was calling?" 
"I been right here all mornin', sah," Andy answered 

with forced surprise. 
"You didn't hear that hf.llP" 
"Nasah, nebber hear a thing, sah." 
Norton looked at him severely: 
''There'. a bigger bell going to ring for you one of 

these days. You like to go to funerals, don't youP" 
Andy laughed = 
''Yassah--odder folk's funerals-but dey's one I ain't 

in no hurry to git \0--" 
"That's the on&-W'here were you when I rang just 

now?" 
The negro looked .t his master, hesitated, &ad a 
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broad grin oftnpread his blaek faee. He bowed &Dei 
chuckled and walked straight up tG Norton: 

MY' .. aah, major, I pine tell yer de honest truf DOW, 

coae llonesty is de bes' policy. I wuz des embelliahin' 
myse' wid dis here ole suit er clOse dat ye gimme, sah, 
an' I wants ter specify my 'p:reeiation, aah, at de gener
osity wid which yer alway. treats me, sah. I had & IDOl' 

particular reason fer pattin' dis suit on dis 
mornin'-" 

Norton examined the lapel of the eoat, his lips 
twitelmtg to suppress a smile: 

"My suit of broadcloth--" 
Andy rubbed his handa over the coat in pl'8feuDd 

amazement: 
"Is dis ~ broadelotll? De:Lawd er m1l88Y!"" 
Norton shook llis ll_: 
"You old black hotBld---'" 
Andy brole iBto a lend laugh: 
"Yaasah, y .. aahl Dat's me. But, major, I ~'t 

find tJte. ftSt ,,, 
"Tbtt &ad-shall I get it! for yea'" 
"Nasah-des tell me whar yer put itt
Norton smi1ecJ: 
"Did you look iJt my )rig eeal' boJi ~ 
"Thankee, aab-t!liankee, _. Yel' shoo is good 

ter me, major, .. " yer a.a al'wa.J!8' 'pesd' .... me, 
aah."· 

"Yes, I'm going to send you to the' pellitentiHy for 
t:tM---" " 

Andy roared with laughter:
·Yall'Bah--yanah-cose, a.r.. :r .·see my.lf ill dat 

suit ~r atripes now, but I abo is pine ter bl088o", out 
in .ret ~.,.t; fdstl" -
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Whea the laughter had died .away Norton asked. in 
pod-oatured loDes: 

"You say I can depend on yout AndyP" 
"Da! yer ~in, sah-every day in the year--you'.-e de 

bes frien.' I ebber had in ~ world, sah." 
"Then I want to ask you a question." 
"Yaa8ah, I tell. yer anything I knowt sah." 
"I'm just a little worried aoout Tom. He's too 

you.ag to get mar.ried. Do you think be's been l'Mlly 
makiug love to Miss Helen f" 

NortQD watched the Hgro keenly. He knew tAlat .& 

boy would easily tnut his eecrets to such a servcnt, 
and that his ieDBe of lOyalty to the y«mg would be 
str.~ng. He was. rd.ieved at the qu.iek reply which came 
wi.thout guile: . 

"Lawdy, major, he ain't got dat far, sah. I bia er 
watclWt' 'em putty close. He dea kinder akiqnin' 
'Nod de edp." 

"You think .80(" 

"Y-.....h!" was the eonBdeat reply. "He 'miada me 
er ORe er dese bere minnows when Ie go &hia'. He 
ain't swallowed de hook yit--he des nibblin'." 

Norion smiled, lighted a cigar, .and quietly said: 
"Go down to the oftice and tell Mr. Tom that I'm up 

and wish to see him." 
"Yassah-yassah--Tight away, sah." 
Andy bowed and. grinned. and hurried from the house. 
Norton seated himself in an armchair facing the por-

trait of the little mother. His JIleDlOry lingered tea
derly ever the last beautiful days they had speat to
gether. He recalled every smile with whieh Me had 
looked her forgiveJU$s and her lo'Ve. He felt the pres
ence of her spirit and took courage. 
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THE SINS 01' THE FATHER 

He Jifted his eyes to the sweet, tender face beDding 
Gver her baby and breathed a prayer for guidanoe. He 
woDdered if she could see and bow in the dim world 
beyond. Without trying to reason about it, he had 
grown to believe that she did, and that her soul was 
near in this hour of his trial. 

How like this mother the boy had grown the past 
year--just her age when he was born. The color of his 
bloade hair was almost an exact reproduction of hers. 
ADd this beautiful hair lent a peculiar distinction to 
the boy's fine face. He had developed, too, a lot of 
little ways strikingly Jile the mother's when a laughing 
school girl He smiled in the same ftashing way, like a 
sudden burst of sunlight from behind a cloud. His 
temper was quick like hers, and his voice more and more 
seemed to develop the peculiar tones he had loved. 

That this boy, around whose form every d~jre of 
life had centered, should be in peril was a thought that 
tlet his heart to beating with new energy. 
- He heard his quick step in the· hall, rose and laid 
down his cigar. With a rush Tom was in the room 
grasping the outstretched hand: 

"Glad to see you back, Dad r' he cried, "but we had 
no idea you were coming so soon." 

"I got a little homesick," the father replied, "and 
decided to come in for a day or two." 

"I was awfully surprised at Miss Helen's popping in 
on us so unexpectedly-1 suppose you forgot to tell 
me about it in the rush of getting away." 

"I really didn't expect her to come before my re
turn," was the vague answer. 

"But you wrote her to come at once." 
"Did IP" he replied carelessly. 
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"Why, yes, she 8howed me your letter. I didn't wri~ 
you about her arrival because you told me under no 
circulDBtances, except of life or death, to tell you of 
anything here and I obeyed orders." 

"I'm glad you've made that a principle of your life-
stick to it." 

"I'm sorry you're away in this dangerous campaign 
so much, Dad," the boy said with feeling. "It may 
end your career." 

The father smiled and a far-away look stole into his 
eyes: 

"I have no career, my boy! I gave that up years 
ago and I had to·lead this campaign." 

"Why?" . 
The look in the brown eyes deepened: 
"Because I am the man to whom our danger has 

been revealed. I am the man to whom God has given 
a message-I who have been tried in the fires of hell and 
fought my way up and out of the pit-only the man 
who has no ambitions can tell the truth!" . 

The boy nodded and smiled: 
"Yes, I know your hobby--" 
'-rile big tragic truth, that the physical contact of 

the black race with the white is a menace to our life"
his voice had dropped to a passionate whisper as if he 
were talking to himself. 

A laugh from Tom roused him to the consciousness 
of time and place: 

''But that isn't & speech you meant for mep 

Dad!" 
The father caught his bantering tone with a light 

reply: 
"No." 
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And then his tall form eonfnnteci the boy with a 
look of deep seriousness:-

ClTo,-morrow I enter on the last phase of this cam
paign. At any moment a fool 0r a madman may blow 
my &rains out." 

Tom gave a start: 
"Dad--" 
"Over every mile of thet long drive home last Bight, 

1 was brooding and thinking of you--" 
"Of me?" . 
"Wondering if 1 had done my level best to carry 01l.t 

tlle dying commands of your mother---" 
He paused, drew a deep breath, looked up teaderly 

and continued: 
"I wish you were settled in life.'" 
The »0.1 turned slightly away and the father W&telied 

him keenly and furtively for a moment, and took a step 
toward him: 

"Yon: have neTer been in love?" 
With a shrug and a laugh, Tom' dropped earelenl1 

on the settee and crossed his legs: 
"Love--hardly!" 
The father held his breath until the light answer 

brought relief and then smiled': 
''It will come some day, my ooy, and when it hits 

you, I think it's going to hit hard." 
The handsome young Mad was poised on one side 

with a serious judicial expression: 
"Yes, 1 think it win-but I guess my ideal-s too high, 

though." 
The father spo1:e with deep emotion: 
"A man's ideal can't be too high, my boy!" 
Tom didn't hear. His mind was busy with his ideal. 
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"Blrt if I ·ever find her," he went on dreamily, "do 
you know what I'll wantP" 

"No!' 
6'TJae strengtL. 01 Samson!" 
"What for P" 
He shook his head with. smile: 
"To ftaclh "er ia CaJifonaia, tear OIle of those big 

tllee8 up by the JIOtIIb, dip it in the enter of Vesuvius 
anel write her Rame in letten m ~re ac:nu the 
sky!" 

He aciecl wiitb a wide, eweeping gutUl!e, IIiaowiag just 
how he would inscribe it. 

6'B.eUly!" the father .... ed. 
''That's how I feel!" he enea, spriB,plg te Jail feet 

witJl.aa emphatic ~e,.a .... e playing ataoat his 
irmmouth. 

''fIle f«l:ber .lippeci m. arm around .. ! 
-W-ell, if ,. :aJaaald happen to do it, he Al'2 ... 

IIbmd in the oceaD. t.ecaue ot!lenrise, 18U kJa.r, if the 
grass should be dry you might set the ... W _ 
h" 

The hoy hrolRe into a hearty bath, G\U8IfId to the 
table, and threw \'lis leg carelealy over the eemer, a 
__ t lie had gottea lrem hiB father. When tae -laugh 
It_ died .. ay., he pidried up a •• psiae and said care
JeII17: 

"I guess there's no danger, after all. rm afraid 
that the big thing poets sing a1tau.t is Mily a myth after 
d"-he paused, milled _ eyes and they rested on his 
lRethen portrait, ... his ftIice became a revereat 
whisper--"except your love for my mother., Dad
tM1 ., .. the real thing'!" 

He was lookiag the .c6er .. ay and couldn't 'see tM 
191 
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cloud of anguish tbat suddenly darkened his father's 
face. 

"You'll know its meaning some day, my son," w_ 
the even reply that came after a pause, "and I only 
demand of you one thing---" 

He laid his hand on the boy's shoulder: 
"That the woman you ask to be your wife bear a 

name without shadow. Good blood is the noblest in
heritance that any father or mother ever gave to a 
child." 

"I'm proud of mine, sir!" the boy said, drawing his 
form erect. 

The father's arm stole around the young shoulders 
and his voice was very low: 

"Fools sometimes say, my eon, that a man can 80W 

his wild oats and be all the better for it. It's a lie. 
The smallest deed takes hold on eternity for it may 
start a train of events that even God can't stop--" 

He paused and fought back a cry from the depths 
Gf· bis soul. 

"I did something that hurt your mother once"-bis 
voice dropped-"and for twenty yean my soul in an
guish bas begged for forgivenesa--" . 

The boy looked at him in startled sympathy and 
his own arm instinctively slipped around his father's 
form as he lifted his face to the shining figure over the 
mantel: 

"But you believe that she sees and understands now?" 
Norton turned his head away to hide the mists that 

clouded his eyes. His answer was uttered with the rev
erence of a prayer: 

"Yes! I've seen ber in dreaDJI sometimes so vividly 
and heard her voice 80 plainly, I couldn't believe that 
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I was asleep"-his voice stopped before it broke, his 
arm tightening its hold-"and I know that her spirit 
broods and watches over you--" 

And then he suddenly decided to do the most cruel 
thing to which his mind had ever given assent. But 
he believed it necessary and did not hesitate. Only 
the vague intensity of his eyes showed his deep feeling 
as he said evenly: 

"Ask Miss Helen to come here. You'll find her on 
the lawn with Cleo." . 

The boy left the room to summon Helen, and Norton 
seated himself with grim determination. 
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CHAPTER XlI 

THB naBT .. a:IU'U 

Wm:1l Tcnn l'8I1ched the lawn HeleD. wu •• when to 
be aeen. He searched every nook uti eorner whicla 
they "ad beea accuawlIled to haunt, I8Oked. thrDugh 
the rose garden aad Sully bocbd timidly 011 the ,doQr 
of her room. He was sure at first that he heard a 
sound within. He dared not open her door and so 
hurried down town to see if he could find her in one of 
the stores. 

Helen shivering inside had held her breath until his 
his footstepa died away on the stairs. 

With heavy heart but swift hands she was packing 
her trunk. In spite of Cleo'. assurances she had been 
atartled and frightened beyond measure by the cer
tainty that Norton had purposely avoided her. She 
had expected the most hearty welcome. Her keen intui
tion had scented his hostility though not a word had 
been spoken. 

Cleo, who had avoided Tom, again rapped on her 
door: 

"Just a minute, Miss Helen!" 
There was no answer and the woman strained her 

ear to hear what was .happening inside. It couldn't 
be possible that the girl was really going to leave! 
Such an act of madness would upset her plans just as 
they were coming out exactly as she had hoped. 
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eauY1: JDeaD: it!" (1e(). DnlUYY'i?Y'i?1 ='i?der hd' breath. 
"It's only a fit of petulance!" She didn't dare to gift 
Heleft & hint af her douded birth. That miclR send 
her flying. Yet if necessary she mu.t excite her earios
it}' by a whisper about her parentage. She had ahudy 
pEYY'i?d hints the girl had dradf?yd that ,ller ODe 

waif to know her fa.tJrer 
dhe would be 

to alI hazards. 
"''''''''''''',""? 'i?gam: 

Helen, may I a minute?" 
Hel' voice Was fall of pleading. A step was heard, 

... pause and the cloor opeaed. Cleo quieJdy elltered, 
turned the key and in earnest tones, her eyes daneing 
acitediy, aaked: 

"You are really packing your trunk?" 
EYftFiEYF'i?1EY peeled,." was FEYYFEyer. 

'i?#ily't mean 

'i?hild, the majo'i? hOU-" 
EY£e. I caught F1: £a:ight,. clear 

look. And he turned quickly to avoid me." 

• 

"You haTe his letter of invitation. You cm't think 
it a forgery?" she asked with impatience. 

The girl's color deepened: 
"He has evidently changed his mind for some rea

SOD, 

ready to rush and thUak 
hEEpest gratitude 

when he turnEd blow." 
"It's only your imagination I"~ Cleo urpd ea.r1y; 

"He's worried OYeI' politics." 
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THE SINS OF' THE F'.A.THER 

"I'm not in politics. No, it's something e1ae-1 must 
go." 

Cleo put her hand appealingly on Helen's arm: 
"Don't be foolish, child!" 
The girl drew away suddenly 'With instinctive aver

aion. The act was slight and quick, but not too slight 
or quick for the woman's sharp eye. She threw Helen 
a look of resentment: 

"Why do you draw away from me like tha!?" 
The girl 8uahed with embarrassment and stam

mered: 
"Why-you see, I've lived up North all my life, shut 

up in a convent moat of the time and I'm not used-to
colored people--" 

"Well, I'm not a negro, please remember that. I'm 
a nurse and housekeeper, if you please, and there hap
pens to be a trace of negro blood in my veins, but a 
white soul throbs beneath this yellow skin. I'd strip it 
off inch by inch if I could change its color"--her voice 
broke with assumed emotion-it was a pose for the 
moment, but its apparent genuineness deceived the girl 
and roused her sympathy. 

"I'm sorry if I hurt you," she said contritely. 
"Oh, it's no matter." 
Helen snapped the lid of her trunk: 
"I'm leaving on the first train." 
"Oh, come now," Cleo urged impatiently. "You'll 

do nothing of the kind-the major will be himself to-
morrow." . 

"I am going at once--" 
"You're not going!" the woman declared firmly, lay

ing her hand again on the girl's arm. 
With a shuddet Helen drew quickly away. 
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THE FIRST WHISPER 

"Please--pleaae don't touch me again!" she cried 
with anger. "I'm sorry, but I can't help it." 

With an effort Cleo suppressed her rage: 
"Well, I won't. I understand-but you can't IfO like 

this. The major will be furious." 
"I'm going," the girl replied, picking up the odds aDd 

ends she had left and placing them in her travelling 
bag. 

Cleo watched her furtively: 
"I-I-ought to ten you something that I know 

about your life--" 
Helen dropped a brush from her hand and quickly 

crossed the room, a bright color rushing to her 
cbeeb: 

"About my birth?" 
"You believe," Cleo began cautiously, "that the major 

is the agent of your guardian who lives abroad. WeD, 
he's not the agent-he iI your guardian." 

"Why should he deceive me?" 
"He had reasons, no doubt," Cleo replied with a 

smile. 
"You mean that he knows the truth? That he knows 

the fun history of my birth and the names of my father 
and mother?" 

''Yes.'' 
"He has assured me again and again that he does 

Dot--" 
"I know that he has deceived you." 
Helen looked at her with a queer expression of angry 

repulsion that she should possess this secret of her 
unhappy life. 

"You know?" she asked faintly. 
"No," was the quick reply, ''not about your birth; 
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INlt I allure yeu tlle Dl&jor doe&. Demaad that he 
tell you." 

"He'll ref~" 
4C.Aak him again, aad atay UDtil he does." 
"But I'm introdin,!" Helen eriN, bnaM.iac a tear 

from her eyes. 
"No IIl&tter, 1ou're 1lere, you're of .' yCMl .IJe t~ 

right to know the truth--atay until you learn it. If ~ 
slights you, pay DO atteation tAt it-.tay uti! you 
kaow .. " 

The girl's form suddenly stiffened. ad her eya 
t.ua.ed: 

'fyee, I will-rll bow at any cQ8L" . 
With a soft laugh which Helen couldn't hear Cleo 

hurried from the room. . 
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CHAPTER XIU 

ANDy had been waiting patiently for Cleo to leave 
HeJeB.~& deor. He had tried in vain during the entire 
morning to get an opportunity to lee hel' alone, but 
since HeieR's appearaaee at breakfast she had scarce'1 
left the girl'S' side lor frve tninntes. 

He :had slipped to the head of the back stairs, 
lifted the lottg ftaps of the tail of his Ilew. coat and care-
lully seated Hnself OD the last step to wait her appeal'
aIlee. He smiled with assurance. She couldn't get 
do'lVll' without a WM'd at Feast. , 

-Pm pine ter !wmg thinp to e1' head dis day, sM's 
yf!f' bam!" he muttered, wagging his head. 

He had been to Norfolk the week before on' an ex
ftrsioa to attend tile a'Dnual convention of &is African 
unrtual insurane~ soeiety, "The Children of the King.1t 

While there he had met the old woman who had given 
him a startlmg piece of information about Cleo whieh 
had set his brain in a whirl. He had long 'heen des
perately in love with her, but she had treated lim with 
sucll 8e01'D he had never summoned the courage to de
eJa.l'e "is aff'ectiOn. 

The advent of Helen ~t first had .made no impression 
OIl ms slewly working mmd, but when he returned from 
Norfolk with the new clew to Cleo's life he watched the 
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girl with increasing suspicion. And when he saw the 
collapse of Norton over the announcement of her pres
ence he leaped to an important conclusion. No mat
ter whether his guess was correct or not, he knew 
enough to give him a power over the proud house
keeper he proposed to exercise without a moment's 
delay. 

''We see now whether she turns up her nose at me 
ergin," he chuckled, as he heard the door open. 

He roae with a broad grin as he saw that at last 
she was alone. He adjusted his suit with a touch of 
pride and pulled down his veat with a little jerk he 
had seen his master use in dressing. He had found the 
heavy, black, double-breasted vest in the cedar box, but 
thought it rather sombre when contrasted with a red 
English hunting jacket the major had aWected once 
in a fashionable fox hunt before the war. The rich 
scarlet took his fancy and he selected that one instead. 
He carried his ancient silk hat jauntily balanced in ODe 

hand, in the other hand a magnolia in full bloom. The 
petals of the Hower were at least a half-foot long and 
the leaves longer. 

He bowed with an attempt at the easy manners of 
a gentleman in a gallant eWort to attract her attention. . 
She was about to pass him on the stairs without notic
ing his exist~ce when Andy cleared his throat: 

"Ahem!" 
Cleo paused with a frown: 
"What's the matter? Have you caught cold!" 
Andy generously ignored her tone, bowed and handed 

her the magnolia: . 
"Would you emhellish yousef wid dis little poeie, 

m'am?" 
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The woman turned on him, drew her figure to its full 
height, her eyes blazing with wrath, snatched the 1I0wer 
from his hand and threw it in his face. 

Andy dodged in time to save his nose and his ot"er
ing went tumbling down the stairs. He shook his head 
threateningly when he caught his breath: 

"Look a here, m'am, is dat de way yer gwine spessify 
my welcome?" 

"Why, no, I was only thanking you for the compli
ment!" she answered with a sneer. "How dare you 
insult me?" 

"Insult you, is I?" Andy chuckled. "Huh, if dat's 
de way ye talk I'm gwine ter say sumfin quick--" 

"You can't be too quick!" 
Andy held her eye a moment 'and pointed his index 

finger in her face: 
"Yassam! As de ole sayin' is--I'm gwine take my 

tex' from dat potion er de Scripter whar de 'Postle Paul 
pint hi. 'pistle at de Fenians t-:-I'se er comin' straight 
ter de pint." 

"Well, come to it, you lIat-nosed baboon!" she cried 
in rage. "What makes your nose so fiat, anyhow?" 
• Andy grinned at her tantalizingly, and spoke with a 
note of deliberate insult: 

"I don't know, m'am, but I spec hit wuz made dat 
way ter keep hit outen odder folks' business!" 

"You impudent scoundrel, how dare you speak to me 
like this?" Cleo hissed. 

A triumphant chuckle was his answer. He lIicked 
a piece of imaginary dust from the rim of his hat, 
his eyes rolled to the ceiling and he slowly said with a 
smile: 

"Well, yer see, m'am, circumstances alters cases an' 
SOl 
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dat always makes de alterca.tioBII ! I git holt er a atle 
secret 0' yourn dat gimme COUTage " 

"A secret of miae?" Cleo internapteci ",ith the ant 
ftash of .urpriae. 

"YuaamP'",.. the lDlctUOUS 8Il8wer, as Andy looked 
over his shouider aad bent to 8Urvey the 1talllJelow for 
any one who nUcht poMibty be passing. 

"Yusam," he ment on smoothly, "down ter NOI'folk . 
Iaa' week, JD'am-" 

"Wait a minute!" CJee iatelTttpted. "Some OIle miPt 
be belo",. Come to my room." 

"Yassam, Db cou.rae, I wuz pine ter say -dat in de 
fust place, .... t ye didn't gimme time"-lle bewed
"cose, m'am, de pleaaure's all miue, as de sayin' u." 

He placed.biB silk hat jauntily .. his head as they 
reached the door, and gallantly took boLl of Cleo' • .&1m 

to asDt J.er down the stepa. 
-She .topped abnptJy: 
"W.at Jaere, I'n go ahead. and you ean come ia a few 

minutes." 
"Sholy, sholy, m'am, I under&tlUl' dat er lady eRus 

likes ter make er little prepa.rd.ioas ter meet et' .m
mall. I underataqds. I des atTOll out on de lawn er 
minute." 

"The backyard's better," she replied, quietly thro",
ing him a look of acorn. 

"Yassam, all riPt. I des take & little cunory view 
er de chickens." 

"As soon all I'm out of sight, you Call come right 
up." 

Andy aodded. &11d Cleo quickly crossed the flit, yart:k 
that separated the house from the neat square brick 
building that ",as still used as the servants' quarters. 
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ItOPOSAL 

In a few- minutes, with his silk Itat set on the side of 
his head, Andy tipped up the stairs and knocked on 
her door. 

He eutered with a grandiloquent bow and surveyed 
tbe place curiously. Her room was a sacred spot he 

never been En ter before. 
~~Have a seat," 
dmdy bowed, 

down his rEd 
dEliberately. 

lileo glanced at liim: 

placing a chair~ 
pompously on 
jerk and sealEd 

"You were about to tell me something that you heard 
in Norfolk?" 

Andy looked at the door as an extra precaution and 
smiled blandly: 

"Yassam, 1 
ergo, mo'rn 

1i"4l;Ee-dat is when 
'bout you 
putty younli 

~"WeII?" 

tEr heer down dar dnt 
penrs, afore 1 cmn 

politicioner-dep 
when you 

"De major's wife tin' it out an' die. De major wuz 
heart-broke, drap everything an' go Norf, an' white 
he wuz up dar, you claims ter be de mudder of a putty 
little gal. Now min' ye, 1 ain't nebber seed her, but 
dat'S' what 1 hears you claims--" 

paused ,md Cleo held hie 
""",""'1'- searching was trying to 

he really brgan to susped 
was more thnn bIRdf and made up 

light. 
"Claim? No, you fool!" she said with indifferent 

contempt, "1 didn't claim it-I proved it. I proved 
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it to his satisfaction. You may worry some one else 
with your secret. It doesn't interest me. But I'd ad
vise you to have your life insured before you mention 
it to the major"---she paused, broke into a light laugh 
and added: "So that's your wonderful discovery?" 

Andy looked at her with a puzzled expression and 
scratched his head: 

"Yassam. " 
"Then I'll excuse you from wasting arry more of your 

valuable time," Cleo said, rising. 
Andy rose and smiled: 

. "Yassam, but dat ain't all, m'am 1" 
"No?" 
"N obum. I ain't 'sputin dat de little gal wuz born 

des lak you say, or des lak, mebbe, de major believes ter 
dis day"-he paused and leaned over until he could 
whisper in her ear-"but sposen she die?" 

The woman never moved a muscle for an instant. 
She spoke at last in a half-laughing, incredulous way: 

"Suppose she died? Why, what do you mean?" 
"Now, mind ye," Andy said, lifting his hands in a 

persuasive gesture, "1 ain't sayin' dat she raly did die 
-I des say---sposen she die-" . 

Cleo lost her temper and turned on her tormentor in 
sudden fury: 

"But she didn't! Who dares to tell such a lie? 
She's living to-day a beautiful, accomplished girl." 

Andy solemnly raised his hand again: 
"Mind ye, 1 don't say dat she ain't, 1 des say 'po, .. 

-IIPO,8'II she die, an' you git a little orphan baby ter 
put in her place, twenty years ergo, jis' ter keep yer 
grip on de major--" 

Cleo peered steadily into his face: 
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"Did you guess that lie?" 
He cocked his head to one side and grinned: 
"I don't say dat I did, an' I don't say dat I didn~ 

I des say dat I mought, an' dell ergin I moughn't I" 
"Well, it's a lie I" she cried flercely-"I tell you it'. 

an infamous liel" 
"Yassam, dat may be so, but hit's a putty dangou 

lie fer you, m'am, ef--" 
He looked around the room in a friendly, calltioue 

way and continued in a whisper: 
"Especially ef de major wuz ter ever git pizened 

wid itl" 
Cleo's voice dropped suddenly to pleading tones: 
"You're not going to suggest such an idea to him?" 
Andy looked away coyly and glanced back at her 

with a smile: 
"Not ef yer ax me--" 
"Well, I do ask you," she said in tender tones. "A 

more infamous lie couldn't be told. But if such a sus
picion were once roused it would be hard to protect 
myself against it." 

''Oh, I des wants ter help ye, m'am," Andy pro
tested earnestly. 

"Then I'm sure you'll never suggest such a thing to 
the major?-I'm sorry I've treated you so rudely, and 
spoke to you as I did just now." 

Andy waved the apology aside with a generous ges
ture and spoke with large good nature: 

"Oh, dat's all right, m'am I Dat's all right! I'm 
pine ter show you now dat I'se yer best friend--" 

"I may need one soon," she answered slowly. "Things 
can't go on in this house much longer as they are." 

"Y &ssam I" Andy said reassuringly as he laid his 
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hand on Cleo's arm and beRt low. ''You kiD. 'peDd on 
me. I'se always called Hones' Andy." 

She shuddered unconsciously at his touch, looked '00-
denly toward the house and &aid: 

·"Go--quick! Mr. Tom has come. I don't ~t him 
to see us together." 

ADdy bowed grandly, took up his hat and tipped 
down the stairs chuckling over his cODqueat, aDd Cleo 
wat.ched him cr088 the yard to the kitcheL 

"I'll manage him!" .she murmured with a &mile of 
ClQIltempt. 
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\" CHAPTER' XIV 

TIIB FOLLY OF Pft'T 

Nolt'OO'B sat in the library for more than an hOUT try
ing to nerve himself for the interview while waiting for 
Helm. He- 1tad: lighted and smoked two cigau' in rapid 
succession and grown restless at her delay. He rose, 
stndled through the hMl'Se and seeing nothing of eitbe~ 
Tom or Helen, returned to the library and &egan pacing 
the- floor with measured tread. 

He- had made up his mind to do a cruel tfrinar and 
told hiinself o'Ver and mer again that cruel tflings- are 
often best. The eraePEy of surgery is the Itighest ronn 
of' pity, p~y ~ressed" in tenna of tlie highest intem;. 
gence. 

He- W88' lIure tIre boy liad not made love- to the· girL 
Helen was no'doufJt equa1fy imtocent in her attitude 
towvd him. 

It would only be neeessary to. teB" her a part of the 
bitter truth and her desire to lea'Ve WOtdd &e a resist
less one. 

And yet, tile longer he delayed and the longer he 
faeed snch· an act, the more pitilen it seemed and the 
hanter its execution &eease. At heart a deep tender
ness was' the Mg' trait or his character. 

Above an, he dTeaded' the- first internew witli HeI~. 
".Fhe- idea of t1te responsibility of latPrerhood had always 
been a solemn one. His love for Tom was of the very 
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beat of his heart. The day he first looked into his faee 
w.. the most wonderful in all the calendar of life. 

He had simply refused to let this girl come into his 
beart. He had closed the door with a firm will. He 
had only seen her once when a little tot of two and 
he was laboring under such deep excitement and such 
abject fear lest a suspicion of the truth, or any part 
of the truth, reach the sisters to whom he was intrust
ing the child, that her personality had made no impres
sion on him. 

He vaguely hoped that she might Dot he attractive. 
The idea of a girl of his own had always appealed to 
him with peculiar tenderness, and, unlike most fathers, 
he had desired that his first-born should he a girl If 
Helen were commonplace and unattractive his task 
would he comparatively easy. It was a. mental im
possibility for him as yet to accept the fact that she 
w .. bia-he had seen so little of her, her birth was 80 

unwelcome, her coming into his life fraught with such 
tragic consequences. 

The vague hope that she might prove weak and un
interesting had not been strengthened by the momen
tary sight of her face. The flash of joy that lighted 
her sensitive features, though it came across the lawn, 
had reached him with a very distinct impression of 
charm. He dreaded the effect at close range. 

However, there was no other way. He bad to see 
her and he had to make her stay impouible. It would 
be a staggering blow for a girl to be told in the dawn 
of YOUDg womanhood that her birth was shadowed by 
disgrace. It would be a doubly cruel one to teU 
her that her blood was mixed with a race of black 
aIaves. 
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And yet a life built on a lie was set on shifting sand. 
It would not endure. It was best to build it squarely on 
the truth, and the sooner the true foundation was laid 
the better. There could be no place in our civilization 
for a woman of culture and refinement with negro blood 
in her veins. More and more the life of such people 
must become impossible. That she should remain in 
the South was unthinkable. That the conditions in the 
North were at bottom no better he knew from the expe
rience of his stay in New York. 

He would tell her the simple, hideous truth, depend 
on her terror to keep the secret, and send her abroad. 
It was the only thing to do. 

Re rose with a start at the sound of Tom's YOioe 
. ealling her from the stairway. 

The answer came in low tones so charged with the 
quality of emotion that belongs to a sincere nature that 
his heart sank at the thought of his task. 

She had only said the most commonplace thing-"An 
right, I'll be down in a moment." Yet the tones of her 
voice were so vibrant with feeling that its force reached 
him instantly, and he knew that his interview was 
going to be one of the most painful hours of his 
life. 

And still he was not prepared for the shock her ap
pearance in the shadows of the tall doorway gave. He 
had formed no conception of the gracious and appeal
ing personality. In spite of the anguish her presence 
had brought, in spite of preconceived ideas of the in
heritance of the vicious nature of her mother, in spite 
of his ingrained repugnance to the negroid type, in 
spite of his horror of the ghost of his young manhood 
suddenly risen from the dead to call him to judgment, 
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in spite of his determination to be cruel as the surgeon 
to the last-in spite of all, his heart suddenly went out 
to her in a wave of sympathy and tenderness! 

She was evidently so pitifully embarrassed and the 
suffering in her large, expressive eyes so keen and gen
uine, his first impulse was to rush to her side with 
words of comfort and assurance. 

The simple white dress, with tiny pink ribbons drawn 
through its edges, which. she wore accentuated the im
pression of timidity and suffering. 

He was surprised to find not the slightest trace of 
negroid blood apparent, though he knew that a mixture 
of the sixteenth degree often left no trace until its sud
den reversion to a black child. 

Her hair was the deep brown of his own in young 
manhood, the eyes large and tender in their rich blue 
depthe--the eyes of innocence, intelligence, sincerity. 
The lips were full and Buted, and the chin marked with 
an exquisite dimple that gave a childlike wistfulness to 
a face that without it might have suggested too much 
strength. 

Her neck was slightly curved and set on full, strong 
shoulders with an uncODscious grace. The bust was 
slight and girlish, the arms and figure rounded and 
beautiful in ~eir graceful fullness. 

Her walk, when she took the first few steps into the 
room and paused, he saw was the incarnation of rhyth
mic strength and perfect health. 

But her voice was the climax of her appeal-loW, vi
brant, quivering with feeling and full of a subtle quality 
that convinced the hearer from the first moment of the 
truth and purity of its owner. 

She smiled with evident embarrassment at his silence. 
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He was stunned for the moment and simply couldn't 
speak. 

"So, I see you at last, Major Norton!" she said as 
the color slowly stole over her face. 

He recovered himself, walked quickly to meet her 
and extended his hand: 

"I must apologize for not seeing you earlier this 
moming," he said gravely. "I was up all night travel
ling through the country and slept very late." 

AB her hand rested in his the girl forgot her re
straint and wounded pride at the cold and doubtful 
reception he had given earlier. Her heart suddenly beat 
with a desire to win this grave, strong man's love and 
respect. 

With a look of girlish tendemess she hastened to 
say: 

"I want to thank you with the deepest gratitude, 
major, for your kindness in inviting me here this sum
mer---" 

"Don't mention it, child," he interrupted frown
ing. 

"Oh, if you only knew," she went on hurriedly, "how 
I love the South, how my soul glows under its skies, 
how I love its people, their old-fashioned ways, their 
kindness, their hospitality, their high ideals--" 
. He lifted his hand and the gesture stopped her in 
the midst of a sentence. He was evidently struggling 
with an embarrassment that was painful and had de
termined to end it. 

"The time has come, Helen," he began firmly
"you're of age--that I should tell you the important 
facts about your birth." 

"Yes-yes-" the 'girl answered in an excited 
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whiaper as she sank into a chair and gazed at him faa
cinated with the terr.or of his possible revelation.. 

"I wish I could tell you all," he said, pausing pUt-
fully. 

''You know-all?" 
"Yes, I know." 
"My father-my mothe~they are living?" 
In spite of his effort at self-control Norton waa pale 

and his voice strained. His answers to her pointed 
questions were given with his face turned from her 
searching gaze. 

"Your mother is living," waa the slow reply. 
".And my father?" 
His eyes were set in a fixed stare· waiting for this 

question, as a prisoner in the dock for the sentence of 
a judge. His lips gave no answer for the moment and 
the girl went on eagerly: 

''Through all the years that I've been alone, the one 
desperate yearning of my heart has been to know my 
father"-the lines of the full lips quivered-"I've al
ways felt somehow that a mother who could give up her 
babe was hardly worth knowing. And so I've brooded 
over the idea of a father. I've hoped and dreamed and 
prayed that he might be living-that I might see and 
know him, win his love, and in its warmth and joy, its 
shelter and strength-never be lonely or afraid 
again--" 

Her voice sank to a sob, and Norton, struggling to 
master his feelings,said: 

"You have been lonely and afraid?" 
"'Utterly lonely! When other girls at school 

shouted for joy at the approach of vacation, the thought 
of home and loved ones, it brought to me only tears 
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and heartache. Many a night I've laid awake for 
hours and sobbed because a girl had asked me about my 
father and mother. Lonely!--oh, dear Lord! And al
ways rve dried my eyes with the thought that some day 
I might know my father and sob out on his breast all 
I've felt and suft"ered"--she paused, and looked at Nor
ton through a mist of tears-Umy father is not dead?'" 

The stillness was painful. The man could hear the
tick of the little French clock on the mantel. How 
tired his soul was of lies! He couldn't lie to her in 
answer to this question. And so without lifting hia 
head he said very softly: 

"He is also alive." 
"Thank God!' the girl breath~d reverently. "Oh, it 

I could only touch his hand and look into his face! I 
don't care who he is, how poor and humble his home, if 
it's a log cabin on a mountain side, or a poor white
man's hovel in town, I'll love him and cling to him and 
make him love me!" 

The man winced. There was one depth her mind had 
not fathomed! 

How could he push this timid, lonely, haunted crea
ture over such a precipice! He glanced at her ful'
tively and saw that she was dreaming as in 'a trance. 

"But suppose," he said quietly, "you should hate tru. 
man when you had met?" 

"It's unthinkable," was the quick response. ''My 
father is my father. rd love him if he were a mur
derer!" 

Again her mind had failed to sound the black depths 
into which he was about to hurl her. She might love 
a murder~r, but there W83 one thing beyond all ques
tion, this beautiful, sensitive, cultured girl could not 
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love the man who had thrust her into the hell of a 
negroid life in America! She might conceive of the 
love of a father who could take human life, but her 
mind could not conceive the possibility of facing the 
truth with which he must now crush the soul out of her 
body. Why had he lied and deceived her at all? The 
instinctive desire to shield his own blood from a life 
of ignominy-yes. But was it worth the risk? No-
he knew it when it was too late. The steel jaws with 
their cold teeth were tearing the flesh now at every 
turn and there was no way of escape. 

When he failed to respond, she rose, pressed close 
and pleaded eagerly: 

"Tell me his name! Oh, it's wonderful that you 
have seen him, heard his voice and held his hand! He 
may not be far away-tell me--" 

Norton shook his head: 
"The one thing, child, I can never do." 
"You are a father-a father who loves his own 

-I've seen and know that. A nameless waif starving 
for a word of love begs it-just one word of deep, real 
love--think of it! My heart has never known it in 
all the years I've lived!" 

Norton lifted his hand brusquely: 
"You ask the impossible. The conditions under 

which I am acting as your guardian seal my lips." 
The girl looked at him steadily: 
"Then, you are my real guardian?" 
"Yes." 
"And why have you not told me before?" 
The question was asked with a firm emphasis that 

startled him into a sense of renewed danger. 
"Why?" she repeated. 
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''To avoid questions I couldn't answer." 
"You will answer them now?" 
"With reservations." 
The girl drew herself up with a movement of quiet 

determination and spoke in even tones: 
"My parents are Southern?" 
"Yes--" 
"My father and mother were--were"-her voice 

failed, her head dropped and in an effort at self-con
trol she walked to the table, took a book in her hand 
and tried to tum its leaves. The hideous question over 
which she had long brooded was too horrible to put 
into words. The answer he might give was too big 
with tragic possibilities. She tried to speak again and 
couldn't. He looked at her with a great pity in 
his heart and when at last she spoke her voice was 
scarcely a whisper: 

"My father and mother were married?" 
He knew it- was _ coming and that he must answer, 

and yet hesitated. His reply was low, but it rang 
through her soul like the stroke of a great bell tolling 
for the dead: 

"No!" 
The book she held slipped from the trembling 60-

gers and fell to the floor. Norton walked to the win
dow that he might not see the agony in her sensitive 
face. 

She stood very still and the tears began slowly to 
steal down her cheeks. 

"God pity me I" she sobbed, lifting her face and look
ing pathetically at Norton. "Why did you let them 
send me to school? Why teach me to think and feel 
and know this?" 
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The low, sweet tones of her wonderful voice found 
the inmost heart of the man. The misery and loneli
ness of the orphan years of which she had spoken were 
nothing to the anguish with which her being now 
shook. 

He crossed the room quickly and extended his hand 
in a movement of instinctive sympathy and tender
ness: 

''Come, come, child--you're young and life is all be
fore you." 

"Yes, a life of shame and humiliation!" 
''The world is wide to-day! A hundred careers are 

open to you. Marriage is impossible--yes-" 
"And if I only wish for marriage?" the girl cried 

with passionate intensity. "If my ideal is simple and 
old-fashioned-if alI I ask of God is the love of one 
man-a home--a baby--" 

A shadow of pain clouded Norton's face and he lifted 
a hand in tender warning: 

"Put marriage out of your mind once and for aU 
time! It can only bring to you and your loved ones 
hopeless misery." 

Helen turned with a stan: 
"Even if the man I love should know alI?" 
''Yes,'' was the firm answer. 
She gazed steadily into his eyes and asked with sharp 

rising emphasis: 
"Why?" 
The question brought him squarely to the last blow 

he must give if he accomplish the thing he had begun. 
He must tell her that her mother is a negress. He 
looked at the quivering figure, the white, sensitive, 
young face with the deep, serious eyes, and his lipa re-
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fued to move. He tried to speak and his throat was 
dry. It was too cruel. There must be an euier way. 
He couldn't strike the sweet uplifted head. 

He hesitated, stammered and said: 
"I-I'm sorry-I can't answer that queation fully 

and frankly. It may be best, but--" 
"Yes, yea-it'. best!" she urged. 
"It may be best," he repeated, ''but I simply can't 

do it"-he paused, turned away and suddenly wheeled 
confronting her: 

"I'll tell you all that you need to know to-day
you were born under the shadow· of a hopeless dis
grace--" 

The girl lifted her hand as if to ward a blow while 
she slowly repeated: 

"A hopeleu--disgrace " 
"Beneath a shadow so deep, no lover's vow can ever 

lift it from your life. I .hould haTe told you this be
fore, perhaps-well, somehow I couldn't"-he paused 
and his voice trembled-"I wanted you to grow in 
strength and character first--" 

The girl clenched her hands and sprang in front of 
him: 

"That my agony might be beyond endurance? Now 
you tm.ul tell me the whole truth!" 

Again the appealing uplifted face had invited the· 
blow, and again his heart failed. It was impossible to 
crush her. It was too horrible. He spoke with firm 
decision: 

"Not another word!" 
He turned and walked rapidly to the door. The girl 

clung desperately· to his arm: 
"I beg of you I I implore you I" 
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THE SINS OF THE FATHER 

He paused in the doorway, and gently took her 
huads: 

"Forgive me, child, if I s;m cruel. In reality I am 
merciful. I must leave it just there!" 

He pas.ed quickly out. 
The girl caught the heavy curtains for support, 

turned with an effort, staggered back into the room, 
tell prostrate on the lounge with a cry 01 despair, and 
burst into uncontrollable sobs. 
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CHAPTER XV 

Ii. DISCOVERY 

TOI( had grown restless waiting for Helen to emerge 
from the interminable interview with his father. A half 
dozen times he had walked past the library door 
only to hear the low hum of their voices still talk
mg. 

"What on earth is it all about, I wonder?" he mut
tered. "Must be telling her the story of his whole 
life!" 

He had asked her to meet him in the old rose garden 
when she came out. For the dozenth time he strolled 
in and sat down on their favorite rustic. He 
could neither sit still nor content himself with wander
ing .. 

"What the devil's the matter with me lIoDyhow?" he 
said aloud. "The next thing rll be thinking I'm in 
love-good joke-bah!" 

Helen was not the ideal he had dreamed. She had 
simply brought a sweet companionship into his life
that was all. She was a good fellow. She could walk, 
ride, run and hold her own at any game he liked to play. 
He had walked with her over miles of hills and valleys 
stretching in every direction about town. He had 
never grown tired of these walks. He didn't have to 
entertain her. They were silent often for a long time. 
They sat down beside the roadway, laughed and talked 
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like chums with never a thought of entertaining each 
other. 

In the long rides they had taken in the afternoons 
and sometimes late in the starlight or moonlight, she 
had never grown silly, sentimental or tiresome. A rest
ful and homelike feeling always 6lled him when she was 
by his side. He hadn't thought her very beautiful at 
first, but the longer he knew her the more charming and 
irresistible her companionship became. 

"Her figure's a little too full for the 6nest type of 
beauty r' he was saying to himself now. "Her arms 
are splendid, but the least bit too big, and her face 
sometimes looks too strong for a girl's! It's a pity. 
Still, by geeminy, when she smiles she v beautiful! Her 
face seems to fairly blossom with funny little dimples 
-and that one on the chin is awfully pretty! She 
just misses by a hair being a stunningly beautiful 
girl !" 

He Bicked a By from his boot with a switch he was 
carrying and glanced anxiously toward the house. 
"And I must say," he acknowledged judicially, "that 
she has a bright mind, her tastes are fine, her ideals 
high. She isn't all the time worrying over balls and 
dresses and beaux like a lot of silly girls I know. She's 
got too much sense for that. The fact is, she bas a 
brilliant mind." 

Now that he came to think of it, she had a mind of 
rare brilliance. Everything she said seemed to spark1e. 
He didn't stop to ask the reason why, he simply knew 
that it was so. If she spoke about the weather, her 
words never seemed trivial. 

He rose scowling and walked back to the house. 
"What on earth can they be talking about all thia 
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time?" he e~ed angrily. Just then his father's tall 
figure stepped out on the porch, walked its length and 
entered the sitting-room by one of the French win
dows. 

He sprang up the steps, thrust his head into the hall, 
and softly whistled. He waited a moment, there was 
no response, and he repeated the eall. Still receiving 
no answer, he entered cautiously: 

''Miss Helen I" 
He tipped to the library door and called again: 
''Kia Helen I" 
Surprised that she could have gone so quickly he 

ruahed into the room, glanced hastily around, Cro88ed 
to the window, looked out on the porch, heard the rustle 
of a skirt and turned in time to see her llying to escape. 

With a quick dash he headed her off. 
Hiding her face she turned and ran the other way 

for the door through which he had entered. 
With a laugh and a swift leap Tom caught her 

arms. 
''Lord, you're a sprinter!" he cried breathleuly. 

"But rve got you now I" he laughed, holding her 
pinioned arms tightly. 

Helen lifted her tear-stained face: 
"Please----" 
Tom drew her gently around and looked into her 

eyes: 
"Why-what on earth--you're crying I" 
She tried to draw away but he held her hand firmly: 
"What is it? What's happened? What'. the mat

ter?" 
Ilia questions were fired at her with lightning rapid
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The girl dropped forlornly on the lounge and tumed 
her face away: 

"Please go I" 
"I won't go-I won't I" he answered firmly as he bent 

closer. 
"Please--please I" 
"Tell me what it is P" 
Helen held her face resolutely from him. 
"Tell me," he urged tenderly. 
"I can't I" 
She threw herself prostrate and broke into sobs. 
The boy wrung his hands helplessly, started to put 

his arm around her, caught himself in time and drew 
back with a start. At last he burst out passionately: 

"Don't--don't! For heaven's sake don't! It hurts 
me more than it does you-I don't know what it is but 
it hurts-it hurts inside and it hurts deep-please I" 

Without lifting her head Helen cried: 
"I don't want to live any more!" 
"Oh, is that all P" Tom laughed. "I see, you've 

stubbed your toe and don't want to live any more!" 
"I mean it l' she broke in desperately. 
"Good joke!" he cried again, laughing. "You don't 

want to live any more! Twenty years old and every 
line of your graceful, young form quivering with the 
joy of life--you-you don't want to live 1 That'. 
great!" 

The girl lifted her dimmed eyes, looked at him a mo
ment, and spoke the thought that had poisoned her 
soul--spoke it in hard, bitter accents with a touch of 
self-loathing: 

"I've just learned that my birth is shadowed by 
disgrace !" 
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"Well, what have you to do with thatP" he asked 
quickly. "Your whole being shines with truth and 
purity. What's an accident of birth? You couldn't 
choose your parents, could you? You're a nameless 
orphan and my father is the attorney of an old fool 
guardian who lives somewhere in Europe. All right! 
The worst thing your worst enemy could say is that 
you're a child of love--a great love that leaped all 
bounds and defied the law-a love that was madness and 
staked all life on the issue! That means you're a child 
of the gods. Some of the greatest men and women of 
the world were born like that. Your own eyes are 
clear. There's no cloud on your beautiful soul--" 

Tom paused and Helen lifted her face in rapt atten
tion. The boy suddenly leaped to his feet, turned away 
and spoke in ecstatic whispers: 

"Good Lord-listen at me-why-I'm making love 
-great Scott-I'm in love! The big thing has hap
pened-to me-to me! I feel the thrill of it-the 
thing that transforms the world-why-it's like getting 
religion !" 

He strode back and forth in a frenzy of absurd hap
piness. 

Helen, smiling through her tears, asked: 
"What are you saying? What are you talking 

about?" 
With a cry of joy he was at her side, her hand tight 

gripped in his: 
"Why, that I'm in love, my own-that I love you, 

my glorious little girl! I didn't realize it until ~ saw 
just now the tears in your eyes and felt the pain of it. 
Every day these past weeks you've been stealing into 
my heart until now you're my very life! What hurt. 
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you hurts me--your joys are mine--your sorron are 
mine!" 

Laughing in spite of herself, Helen cried: 
"Y ou--don't realize what you're aaying 1" 
"No-but I'm beginning to!" he &DBWered with & boy-

ish smile. "And it goes to my head like wine--I'm mad 
with its joy! 1 tell you 1 love yo.-I love you! 8lId 
you love me--you do love me?" 

The girl struggled, set her lipe grimly aad said 
tercely: 

"N o---and 1 never shall!" 
"You don't mean it i" 
·'1 do!" 
"You-you--don't love another?" 
"N o--no !" 
"Then you do love me I" he cried triumphantly. 

"You've just gOl to love me! 1 won't take any other 
8lIswer! Look into my eyes!" 

She turned resolutely away and he took both haada 
drawing her back until their eyes met. 

"Your lips say no," he went on, ''but your tears, 
your voice, the tremor of your hand and the tenderness 
of your eyes say yes!" 

Helen shook her head: 
"N o--no--no!" 
But the last "no" grew feebler than the first and he 

pressed her hand with cruel pleading: 
"Yes-yes-yes--say it, dear-please--jUBt once." 
Helen looked at him and then with a cry of joy that 

was resistless said: 
"God forgive me! 1 can't help it-yes, yes, yes, I 

love you-I love you I" 
Tom snatched her to his heart and held her in per-
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fect surrender. She suddenly drew her arms from 
his neck, crying in dismay: 

"No--no--I don't love you!" 
The boy looked at her with a start ad she went on 

quickly: 
"I didn't mean to say it-I meant to 8&,.-1 hate 

you!" 
With a cry of pain she threw herself into his arms, 

clasping his neck and held him close. 
His hand gently stroked the brown hair while he 

laughed: 
"Well, if that's the way you hate-keep it up I" 
With an efFort she drew back: 
"But I mustn't--" 
"There!" he said, tenderly drawing her close again. 

"It's all right. It's no use to struggle. You're mine-
mine, I tell you!" 

With a determined effort she freed herself: 
"It's no use, dear, our love is impossible." 
"Nonsense !" 
"But you don't realize that my birth is shadowed 

by disgrace!" 
"I don't believe it-I wouldn't believe it if an angel 

said it. Who dares to say such a thing?" 
"Your father!" 
"My father?" he repeated in a whisper. 
"He has always known the truth and now that I am 

of age he has told me--" 
"Told you what?" 
"Just what I said, and warned me that marriage 

could only bring pain and sorrow to those I love." 
"He gave you no facts-only these vague waminp?" 
"Yes, more--he told me--" 
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She paused and moved behind the table: 
"That my father and mother were never mar-

ried." 
"Nothing moreP" the boy asked eagerly. 
"That's enough." 
"Not for me!" 
"Suppose my father were a criminalP" 
"No matter--your soul's as white as snow!" 
"Suppose my mother--" 
"I don't care who she was-you're an angel!" 
Helen faced him with strained eagerness: 
"You swear that no stain on my father or mother 

can ever make the least diJference between us P" 
"I swear it!" he cried grasping her hand. "Come, 

you're mine !" 
Helen drew back: 
"Oh, if I could only believe it--" 
"You do believe it--come!" 
He opened his arms and she smiled' 
"What shall I do!" 
"Come!" 
Slowly at first, and then with quick, passionate ten

derness she threw herself into his arms: 
"i can't help it, dearest. It's too sweet and won

derful-God help me if I'm doing wrong!" 
"Wrong!" he exclaimed indignantly. "How can it 

be wrong, this solemn pledge of life and love, of body and 
soul?" 

She lifted her face to his in wonder: 
"And you will dare to tell your fatheF?" 
"In good time, yes. But it's our secret now. Keep 

it until I say the time has come for him to know. I'll 
manage him--promise I" 
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"Yes! How sweet it is to hear you tell me what to 
do! I shall never be lonely or afraid again." 

The father's footstep on the porch wamed of his 
approach. 

"Go quickly!" the boy whispered. "I don't want 
him to see us together yet-it means too much now-it 
means life itself!" 

Helen moved toward the door, looked back, laughed, 
llew again into his arms and quickly ran into the hall 
as Norton entered from the porch. 

The boy caught the look of surprise on his father's 
face, realized that he must have heard the rustle of 
Helen's dress, $Dd decided instantly to accept the fact. 

He boldly walked to the door and gazed after her 
retreating figure, his back squarely on his father. 

Norton paused and looked sharply at Tom: 
"Was-that-Helen ?" 
The boy tumed, smiling, and nodded with slight em

barrassment m spite of his determined effort at self
control: 

"Yes." 
The father's 'keen eyes pierced the boy's: 
"Why should she run?" 
Tom's face sobered: 
"I don't think she wished to see you just now, 

sir." 
"Evidently!" 
"She had been crying." 
"And told you why?" 
''Yes.'' 
The father frowned: 
"She has. been in the habit of making you her COD

fidantP" 
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"No. But 1 found her in tears and asked her the 
reason for them." 

Norton was watching closely: 
"Sbe told you what 1 had just said to her?" 
"Vaguely," Tom answered, and turning squarely 

on his father asked: "Would you mind telling me the 
whole truth about it?" 

"Why do you asH" 
The question came from the father's lip" with a slld

den snap, so suddenly, so sharply the boy lost his com
pclBme, bung his head, and stammered with an attempt 
-at a smile: 

"Oh-Baturally curious-I suppose it's a secret?" 
"Y..-I wish 1 could tell you, but 1 can't"-he 

paused and spoke with sudden decision: 
"Ask Cleo to come here." 
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CHAPTER XVI 

THE CHAI.I.ENGlt 

NOBTON was morally certain now ·that the boy was 
interested in Helen. How far this interest had gone 
he could only guess. 

What stunned him was that Tom had already taken 
aides with the girl He had not said so in words. But 
his embarrassment and uneasiness could mean but one 
thing. He must move with caution, yet he must act at 
once and end the dangerous situation. A clandestine 
love affair was a hideous possibility. Up to a moment 
ago he had held such a thing out of the question with 
the boy's high-strung sense of honor and his lack of 
experience with girls. 

He was afraid now of both the boy and girl. She 
had convinced him of her purity when the first words 
had fallen from her lips. Yet wiser men had been de
ceived before. The thought of her sleek, tawny' mother 
came with a shudder. No daughter could escape such 
an inheritance. 

There was but one thing to do and it must be done 
quickly. He would send Helen abroad and if necessary 
tell her the whole hideous truth. 

He lifted his head at the sound of Cleo's footsteps, 
rose and confronted her. As his deep-set eyes surveyed 
her he realized that the hour had come for a fight to 
the finish. 
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She gazed at him steadily with a look of undisguised 
hate: 

"What is it?" 
He took a step closer, planted his long legs apart and 

met her greenish eyes with an answering Bash of 
rage: 

"When I think of your damned impudence, using my 
typewriter and letterheads to send an invitation to 
that girl to spend the summer here with Tom at home, 
and signing my name---" 

"I have the right to use your name with her," she 
broke in with a sneer. 

"It will be the last time I'll give you the chance." 
"We'll see," was the cool reply. 
Norton slowly drew a chair to the table, seated him

self and said: 
"I want the truth from you now." 
"Y ou'11 get it. I've never had to lie to you, at 

least--" 
"I've no time to bandy words-=-wiIl you tell me ex

actly what's been going on between Tom and Helen 
during my absence in this campaign?" 

"I haven't seen anything!" was the light answer. 
His lips moved to say that she lied, but he smiled 

instead. What was the use? He dropped his voice to 
& careless, friendly tone: 

"They have seen each other every day?" 
"Certainly." 
"How many hours have they usually spent to-

gether?" 
"I didn't count them." 
Norton bit his lips to keep back an oath: 
"How often have they been riding?" 
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"Perhaps a dozen times." 
''They returned late occasionally P" 
''Twice.'' 
"How late?" 
"It was quite dark-" 
"What time?-eight, nine, ten or eleven o'clockP" 
"As late as nine one night, half-past nine another-.-

the moon was shining." She said it with a taunting 
smile. 

"Were they alone?" 
"Yes." 
"You took pains to leave them alone, I suppoeei'" 
"Sometimes"-she paused and looked at him with a 

smile that was a sneer. "What are you afraid 
of?" 

He returned her gaze steadily: 
"Anything is possible of your daughter-the thought 

of it strangles me I" 
Cleo laughed lightly: 
"Then all you've got to do is to speak-tell Tom 

the truth." 
"I'll die first I" he fiercely replied. "At least rve 

taught him racial purity. I've been true to my promise 
to the dead in this. He shall never know the depths to 
which I once fell I You have robbed me of everything 
else in life, this boy's love and respect is all that you've 
left me"-he stopped, his breast heaving with sup
pressed passion. "Why-why did you bring that girl 
into this house?" 

"I wished to see her-that's enough. For twenty 
years. I've lived here as· a slave, always waiting 
and hoping for a sign from you that you were hu
man--" 
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"For a sign that I'd sink again to your level! Well, 
I found out twenty years ago that beneath the skin or 
every man sleeps an ape and a tiger-I fought that 
battle and won--" 

"And I have lost?" 
"Yes." 
"Perhaps I haven't begun to fight yet." 
"I shouldn't advise you to try it. I know now that . 

I made a tragic blunder when I brought you back into i4-
this house. I've cursed myself a thousand times that 
I didn't put the ocean between us. If my boy hadn't 
loved you, if he hadn't slipped his little arms around 
your neck and clung to you sobbing out the loneliness 
of his hungry heart-if I hadn't seen the tears in your 
own eyes and known that you had saved his life once-
I wouldn't have made the mistake that I did. But I 
gave you my word, and I've lived up to it. I've reared 
and educated your child and given you the protection 
of my home--" 

"Yes," she broke in, "that you might watch and 
guard me and know that your secret was safely kept 
while you've grown to hate me each day with deeper 
and fiercer hatred-God !-I've wondered sometimes 
that you haven't killed me I" 

Norton's voice sank to a whisper: 
"rve wondered sometimes, too"-& look of anguish 

swept his face-"but I gave you my word, and I've 
kept it-" 

"Because you had to keep it!" 
He sprang to his feet: 
"Had to keep it-you say that to me?" 
"I do." 
''This house is still mine--" 
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"But your past is mine!" she cried with a look of 
triumph. 

"Indeed! We'll see. Helen leaves this house im-
mediately." 

"She shall not!" 
"You refuse to obey my orders?" 
"And what's more," she cried with angry menace, "I 

refuse to allow you to put her out!" 
"To allow?" . 
"I said it!" 
"So I am your servant? I must. ask your permis

sion?-God !--" he sprang angrily toward the bell 
and Cleo stepped defiantly before him: 

"Don't you touch that bell--" 
Norton thrust her aside: 
"Get out of my way!" 
"Ring that bell if you dare!" she hissed. 
"Dare?" 
The woman drew her form erect: 
"If you dare! And in five minutes I'll be in that 

newspaper office across the way from yours! The edi
tor doesn't love you. To-morrow morning the story of 
your life and mine will blaze on that first page!" 

Norton caught a chair for support, his face paled 
and he sank slowly to a seat. 

Cleo leaned toward him, trembling with passion: 
"I'll give you fair warning. There are plenty of 

negroes to-day your equal in wealth and culture. Do 
you think they have been listening to their great leader's 
call to battIe for nothing--building fine houses, buying 
land, piling up money, sending their sons and daugh
ters to college, to come at your beck and call ? You're 
a fool if you do. They are only waiting their chance 
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to demand social equality and get it. Wealth and cul
ture will give it in the end, ballot or no ballot. Once 
rich, white men and women will come at their com
mand. I've got my chance now to demand my rights 
of you and do a turn for the negro race. You've got to 
recognize Helen before your son. I've brought her 
here for that purpose. With her by my side, I'll be 
the mistress of this house. Now resign your leadenhip 
and get out of this campaign I" 

With a stamp of her foot she ended her mad speech in 
sharp, high tones, turned quickly and started to the door. 

Between set teeth Norton growled: 
"And you think that I'll submit?" 
The woman wheeled suddenly and rushed back to 

his side, her eyes fiaming: 
"You've got to submit-you've got to submit--or 

begin with me a fight that can only end in your ruin! 
rve nothing to lose, and I tell you now that I'll fight to 
win, rll fight to kill I I'll ask no quarter of you and 
rll give none. I'll fight with every ounce of strength 
rve got, body and soul-and if I lose rll still have 
strength enough left to pull you into hell with me I" 

Her voice broke in a sob, she pulled herself together, 
straightened her figure and cried: 

"Now what are you going to do? What are you ga
ing to do? Accept my terms or fight?" 

Norton's face was livid, his whole being convulsed 
as he leaped to his feet and confronted her: 

"I'll fight I" 
"All right I All right I" she said with hysterical pas

sion, backing toward the door. "I've warned you now 
-I didn't want to fight-but I'll show you-I'll show 
you I" 
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CHAPTER XVII 

A SKIBJOSB 

NORTON'S fighting blood was up, but he was too good 
a soldier and too good a commander to rush into bat
tle without preparation. Cleo's mask was off at last, 
and he knew her too well to doubt that she would try to 
make good her threat. The fire of hate that had lIamed 
in her greenish eyes was not a sudden burst of anger, 
it had been smoldering there for years, eating its way 
into the fiber of her being. 

There were three courses open. 
He could accept her demand, acknowledge Helen to 

his son, establish her in his home, throw his self-respect 
to the winds and sink to the woman's level. It was 
unthinkable I Besides, the girl would never recover 
from the shock. She would disappear or take her own 
life. He felt it with instinctive certainty. But the 
thing which made such a course impossible was the fact 
that it meant his daily degradation before the boy. 
He would face death without a tremor sooner than 
this. 

He could defy Cleo and pack Helen off to Europe 
on the next stE!amer, and risk a scandal that would 
shake the state, overwhelm the party he was leading, 
disgrace him not only before his son but before the 
world, and set back the cause he had at heart for a 
generation. 
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THE SINS OF THE FATHER 

It was true she might weaken when confronted with 
the crisis that would mean the death of her own hopes. 
Yet the risk was too great to act on such a possibility. 
Her defiance had in it all the elements of finality, and 
he had accepted it as final. 

The simpler alternative was a temporary solution 
which would give him time to think and get his bear
ings. He could return to the campaign immediately, 
take Tom with him, keep him in the field every day 
until the election, ask Helen to stay until his return, 
and after his victory had been achieved settle with the 
woman. 

It was the wisest course for many reasOIl8, and 
among them not the least that it would completely pu ... 
de Cleo as to his ultimate decision~ 

He rang for Andy: 
"Ask Mr. Tom to come here." 
Andy bowed and Norton resumed his seat. 
When Tom entered, the father spoke with quick de

cision: 
"The situation in this campaign, my boy, is ten" 

and dangerous. I want you to go with me to-morrow 
and stay to the finish." 

Tom flushed and there was a moment's pause: 
"Certainly, Dad, if you wish it." 
"We'll start at eight o'clock in the morning and 

drive through the country to the next appointment. 
Fix your business at the office this afternoon, place your 
men in charge and be ready to leave promptly at eight. 
I've some important writing to do. I'm going to lock 
myself in my room until it's done. See that I'm not 
disturbed except to send Andy up with my supper. I'll 
not finish before midnight." 
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see to it, replied, turned 
gone. 

The father had watched the boy with keen scrutiny 
every moment and failed to catch the slightest trace 
of resentment or of hesitation. The pause he had 
made on receiving the request was only an instant of 

surprIse. 
Before leaving he sent for 

not appeared 
hastened tr summons and 

t.race of anger, rr rebellion in 
face. Every vestige of the shadow he had thrown over 
her life seem to have lifted. A tender smile played 
about her lips as she entered the room. 

"You sent for me, major?" she asked with the slight
est tremor of timidity in her voice. 

gYes," he answrrrd "I wish you 
until Tom and We'll have a 
about your 

"Thank you," simply. 
trust you will dzmrself unhappy 

rassed in remaining here alone until we return?" 
"Certainly not, major, if it is your wish," was the 

prompt response. 
He bowed and murmured: 
"I'll see you soon." 
Tom waved his 

girl answered 
rzdzrh he caught witd 

buggy when hir 
an audacious 
to climb into 

from her 

Norton's fears of Tom were 800n at rest at the sight 
of his overflowing boyish spirits. He had entered into 
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THE SINS OF THE FATHER 

the adventure of the campaign from the moment he 
found himself alone with his father, and apparently 
without reservation. 

Through everyone of his exciting speeches, when 
surrounded by hostile crowds, the father had watched 
Tom's face with a subconscious smile. At the slightest 
noise, the shuffie of a foot, the mutter of a drunken 
'Word, or the movement of a careless listener, the keen 
eyes of the boy had flashed and his right arm instinc
tively moved toward his hip pocket. 

When the bitter struggle had ended, father and son 
had drawn closer than ever before in life. They had 
become chums and comrades. 

Norton had planned his tour to keep him out of town 
until after the polls closed on the day of election. They 
had spent several nights within fifteen or twenty miles 
of the Capital, but had avoided home. 

He had planned to arrive at the speaker's stand in 
the Capitol Square in time to get the first returns of 
the election. 

Five thousand people were packed around the bulletin 
board when they arrived on a delayed train. 

The first returns indicated that the leader's daring 
platform had swept the state by a large majority. The 
negro race had been disfranchised and the ballot re
stored to its original dignity. And much more haa 
been done. The act was purely political, but its effects 
on the relations, mental and moral and physical, of the 
two races, so evenly divided in the South, would be 
tremendous. 

The crowds of cheering men and women felt this 
instinctively, though it had not as yet found expression 
in words. 
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.A SKIRMISH 

A half-dozen stalwart men with a rush and a shout 
seized Norton and lifted him, blushing and protesting, 
carried him on their shoulders through the yelling crowd 
and placed him on the· platform. 

He had. scarcely begun his speech when Tom, watch
ing his chance, slipped hurriedly through the throng 
and flew to the girl who was waiting with beating heart 
for the sound of his footstep. . 
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CHAPTER XVIII 

LOVB LA.1JGBI 

WHEN Helen had received a brief note from Tom the 
night before the election that he would surely reach 
home the next day, she snatched his picture from the 
library table with a cry of joy and rushed to her 
room. 

She placed the little gold frame on her bureau, sat 
down before it and poured out her heart in silly speeches 
of love, pausing to laugh and kiss the glass that saved 
the miniature from ruin. The portrait was an ex
quisite work of art on ivory which the father had com
misioned a painter in New York to do in celebration 
of Tom's coming of age. The artist had caught the 
boy's spirit in the tender smile that played about his 
lips and lingered in the corners of his blue eyes, the 
same eyes and lips in line and color in the dainty little 
mother's portrait over the mantel 

"Oh, you big, handsome, brave, glorious boy!" she 
cried in ecstasy. "My sweetheart--so generous, so 
clean, so strong, so free in soul! I love you-I love you 
-I love you!" 

She fell asleep at last with the oval frame clasped 
,tight in one hand thrust under her pillow. A sound 
sleep was impossible, the busy brain was too active. 
Again and again she waked with a start, thinking she 
had heard his swift footfall on the stoop. 
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LOVE LAUGHS 

At daybreak she leaped to her feet and found her
self in the middle of the room laughing when she came 
to herself, the precious picture still clasped in her 
hand. 

"Oh, foolish heart, wake up I" she cried with another 
lAUgh. "It's dawn, and my lover is coming! It's his 
day! No more sleep-it's too wonderful! rm going 
to count every hour until I hear his step-every minute 
of every hour, foolish heart!" 

She looked out the window and it was raining. The 
overhanging boughs of the oab were dripping on the 
tin roof of the bay window in which she was standing. 
She had dreamed of a wonderful sunrise this morning. 
But it didn'.t mattel"-the rain didn't matter. The slow, 
familiar dropping on the roof suggested the neamess 
of her lover. They 'Would sit in some shadowy corner 
hand in hand and love all the more tenderly. The 
raindrops were the drum beat of a band playing the 
march that was bringing him nearer with each throb. 
The mocking-bird that had often waked her with hi. 
song was silent, hovering somewhere in a tree be
neath the thick leaves. She had expected him to 
call her to-day with the sweetest lyric he had ever 
sung. Somehow it didn't matter. Her soul 
was singing the song that makes all other music 
dumb. 

"My love is coming I" she murmured joyfully. "My 
love is coming I" 

And then she stood for an hour in brooding, happy 
silence and watched the ghostlike trees come slowly out 
of the mists. To her shining eyes there were DO mists. 
The gray film that hung over the waking world was 
a bridal veil hiding the blushing face of the earth from 
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THE SINS OF THE FATHER 

the sun-god lover who was on his way over the hills to 
clasp her in his burning arms I 

For the Srst time in her memory she was supremely 
happy. 

Every throb of pain that belonged to the past was 
lost in the sea of joy on which her soul had set sail. 
In the glory of his love pain was only another name 
for joy. All she had suft'ered was but the preparation 
for this 8upreme good. It was all the more wonderful, 
this fairy world into which she had entered, because the 
shadows had been so deep in her lonely childhood. 

There really hadn't been any past! She couldn't 
remember the time she had not known and loved Tom. 
Love filled the universe, past, present and future. 
There was no task too hard for her hands, no danger 
she was not ready to meet. The hungry heart had 
found its own. 

Through the long hours of the day she waited with
out impatience. Each tick of the tiny clock on the 
mantel brought him nearer. The hands couldn't tum 
back! She watched them with a smile as she sat in the 
gathering twilight. 

She had placed the miniature back in its place and 
sat where her eye caught the smile from his lips when 
sbe lifted her head from the embroidery on her lap. 

The band was playing a stirring strain in the Square. 
She could hear the tumult and the shouts of the crowds 
about the speaker's stand as they read the bulletins of 
the election. The darkness couldn't hold him many 
more minutes. 

She rose with a soft laugh and turned on the lights, 
walked to the window, looked out and listened to the 
roar of the cheering when Norton made his appear-
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"She could hear the tumult and the shouts." 
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LorE LAUGHS 

ance. The band struck up another stirring piece. . Yes, 
it was "Hail to the Chief!" He had come. 

She counted the minutes it would take for him to 
elude his father and reach the house. She pictured the 
smile on his face as he threaded his way through the 
throng and started to her on swift feet. She could see 
him coming with the long, quick stride he had inherited 
from his father. 

She turned back into the room exclaiming: 
"Oh, foolish heart, be still!" 
She seated herself again and waited patiently, a 

smile about the comers of her lips and another play
ing hide and seek in the depths of her eXpressive eyes. 

Tom had entered the house unobserved by anyone and 
softly tipped into the library from the door directly 
behind her. He paused, removed his hat, dropped it 
silently into a chair and stood looking at the graceful, 
beautiful form bending over her work. The picture of 
this waiting figure he had seen in his day-dreams a 
thousand times and yet it was so sweet and wonderful 
he had to stop and drink in the glory of it for a mo
ment. 

A joyous laugh was bubbling in his heart as he 
tipped softly over the thick yielding rug and slipped his 
hands over her eyes. His voice was the gentlest whisper: 

"Guess?" 
The white figure slowly rose and her words came in· 

little ripples of gasping laughter as she turned and 
Ufted her arms: 

"It's-it's-Tom !" 
. With a smothered cry she was on his breast. He 

held her long and close without a word. His voice
had a queer hitch in it as he murmured: 
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THE SINS OF THE FATHER 

"Helen-my darling!" 
"Oh, I thought you'd never come!" .he sighed, look

Bag up through her tears. 
Tom held her off and gazed into her eyes: 
"It's been a century since Pve seen you! I did 

my level best when we -got into these nearby cOllDOea 
again, but I couldn't shake Dad once this week. He 
watched me like a hawk and insisted on staying out of 
town till the very last hour of the election to-da.y. Did 
old Andy find out I slipped in last week?" 

"No!" ue laughed. 
"Did Cleo find it out P" 
"No." 
"You're sure Cleo didn't 6nd outP" 
"Sure-but Aunt Minerva did." 
'COh, Pm not afraid of her-kiss me I" 
iWitb a glad cry their lips met. 
He held her off. 
"I'm not afraid of anything!" 
With an answering laugh, she kissed him agaiD. 
"Pm not afraid of Dad 1" he said in tones of mock -

tragedy. "Once more!" 
She gently disengaged herself, asking: 
"How did you get away from him so quickly?" 
"Oh, he's making a speech to the crowd in the Square 

_ proclaiming victory and soft-his voice fell to a whis- _ 
per-"I &w to celebrate mine!" 

"Won't he miss you?" 
"Not while he's talking. Dad enjoys an eloquent 

speech-especially one of his O'ltm---" 

He stopped abruptly, took a step toward her ad 
eried: 

"Say! Do you know what the Governor of Norib. 
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LorE LAUGHS 

Carolina said once upon a time to the Governor of 
South Carolina?" 

Helen laughed: 
"What?" 
He opened his arms: 
"'It strikes me,' said he, 'that it's a long time be-

tween drinks!' " 
~gain her arms llashed around his neck. 
"Did you miss me?" 
"Dreadfully!" she sighed. "But I've been happy

happy in your love--oh, so happy, dearest!" 
"Wen, if Dad wins this election to-mght," he laid 

with a boyish smile, "Pm going to tell him. Now's the 
time-no more slipping and sliding !"-he pauaed, 
rushed to the window and looked out-"come, the clouds 
have lifted and the moon is rising. Our old seat &IIlODg 

the roses is waiting." 
With a look of utter happiness she slipped her arm 

in his and they stroned across the lawn. 
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CHAPTER XIX 

"PIGBT IT OUT!" 

CLEo bad heard the shoub in the square with in
ereasing dread. The hour was rapidly approaching 
when she must face Norton. 

She had deeply regretted the last scene with him 
"hen she had completely lost her head. For the 6rst 
time in her life she had dared to say thing. that could 
not be forgiven. They had lived an armed truce for 
twenty years. She had endured it in the hope of & 

change in his attitude, but she had driven him to ·un
controllable fury now by her angry outburst and spoken 
words that could not be unsaid. 

She realized when too late that he would never 
forgive these insults. And she began to wonder nerv
ously what form his revenge would take. That he 
had matured a definite plan of hostile action which he 
would put into force on . his arrival, she did not 
doubt. 

Why had she been so foolish? She asked herself the 
question a hundred times. And yet the clash was in
evitable. She could not see Helen packed off to Europe 
and her hopes destroyed at a blow. She might have 
stopped him with something milder than a threat of 
exposure in his rival's paper. That was the mad thing 
she had done. 

What effect this threat bad produced on his mind 
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.he could only guess. But she constantly came back to 
it with increasing fear. If he should accept her chal
lenge, dare her to speak, and, weary of the constant 
strain of her presence in his house, put' her out, it 
meant the end of the world. She had lived so long 
in dependence on his will, the thought of beginning life 
again under new conditions of humiliating service was 
unthinkable. . 

She could only wait now until the blow fell, and ad
just herself to the situation as best she could. That 
she had the power to lay his life in ruins and break 
Tom's heart she had never doubted. Yet this was the 
one thing she did not wish to do. It meant too much 
to her. 

She walked on the porch and listened again to the 
tumult in the Square. She had seen Tom enter the 
house on tip-toe and knew that the lovers were together 
and smiled in grim triumph. That much of her scheme 
had not failed! It only remained to be seen whether, 
with their love an accomplished fact, she could wring 
from Norton's lips the confession she had demanded and 
save her own skin in the crash. 

Andy had entered the gate and she heard him bustling 
in the pantry as Tom ~d Helen strolled on the lawn. 
The band in the Square was playing their star piece of 
rag-time music, "A Georgia Campmeeting." 

The stirring refrain echoed over the sleepy old town 
with a weird appeal to-night. It had the ring of martial 
music--of hosts shouting their victory as they marched. 
They were playing it with unusual swinging power. 

She turned with a gesture of impatience into the 
house to find Andy. He was carrying a tray of mint 
juleps into the h'brary. 
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Cleo looked at him in amazement, suppreaed .. 
ugry exclamation and .. ked: 

''What'. that band playing for?" 
''White folb celebratin' de victory 1" he replied en

thU8iaatically, placing the tray on the table. 
"It'. only seven o'cloek. The election retums can't 

be in yetP" 
- ''Yassam I Hit's all over but de shoutin'I" 

Cleo moftd & .tep closer: 
"The major has won?" 
"Y &l8aDl1 Y &lsam I" Andy &1l8Wered with loud good 

humor, as he began to polish & glass with a napkin. 
"Yassam, I des come from dar. De new. done come 
in. Dey hain't gwine ter 'low de niggers ter vote DO 

mo', 'ceptin they kin read an' write--an' iletJ dey won't 
let 'em!" 

He held one of the shining glasses up to the light, ex
amined it with judicial care and continued in tones of 
resignation : 

"Don't make no diWrunce t;er iDe, dough 1-1 hain't 
nebber got nuttin' fer my vote nohow, 'ceptin' once 
when er politicioner shoved er box er cigars at me"
he chuckled-"an' den, by golly, 1 had ter be a gem
man, 1 couldn't grab er whole handful-I des tuck 
four!" 

Cleo moved impatiently and glared at the tray: 
"What on earth did you bring all that stutT for? 

The whole mob are not coming here, are they?" 
''Nobum-nobum! Nobody but de major, but I 'low 

dat he gwine ter consume some! He's OIl er bigh besl. 

Dey'. 'bout ten thousand folks up dar in de Square. 
De boys carry de major on dere back to de llatform 
an' he make 'em a big speech. Dey aho is eJ"-raiain' er 
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mighty humbug. Dey pine ter celebrate all night out 
dar, an' gwine tel' serenade everybody in town. But 
de major comin' right home. Dey try ter git him ter 
.tay wid 'em, but he 'low dat he got some 'portant busi
ness here at de house." 

"Important business here?" she asked anxiously. 
"Yassam, I spec him any minute." 
Cleo turned quickly toward the door and Andy called: 
"Miss Cleo!" 
She continued to go without paying 8I1y atteu.tion 

and he repeated his call: 
"Miss Cleo!" 
She paused indi.iFerently, while Andy touched.his lips 

smiling: 
"1 got my moul shet!" 
"Does it pain you?" 
"N obum!" he laughed. 
"Keep it shut!" she replied contemptuously as she 

again moved toward the door. 
"Yassam-yassam--but ain't yer got nuttin' mo' 

dan dat ter say ter me?" 
He asked this question with a rising infiection that 

might mean a threat. 
The woman walked back to him: 
"Prove your love by a year's silence-" 
"De Lawd er mussy!" Andy gasped. "A whole 

year?" 
"Am 1 not worth waiting for?" she asked with a 

smile. 
"Yassam-yassam,"'he replied slowly, "Jacob he wait 

seben years an' den, by golly, de ole man cheat him 
outen his gal! But ef yer say so, Pse er-waitin', 
honey-" 
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Andy placated, her mind returned in a flash to the 
lear that haunted her: 

"He said important business here at once?" 
The gate closed with a vigorous slam and the echo 

01 Norton's step was heard on the gravel walk. 
"Yassam, dar he is now." 
Cleo trembled and hurried to the opposite door: 
"ll the major asb lor me, tell him I've gone to 

the meeting in the Square." 
She passed quickly lrom the room in a panic 01 lear. 

She couldn't meet him in this condition. She must 
,..ait a better moment. 

Andy, arranging his tray, began to mix three mint 
juleps, humming a lavorite song: 

''DiI time er'-Dudder ~. 
Oh. Lawd, howloql 

. Ia lIODle 10IleII0IDe gra"."w
Woh. Lawd, how Icmg!" 

Norton paused on the threshold with a smile and 
listened to the foolish melody. His whole being was 
quivering with the power that thrilled from a great 
act 01 will. He had just made a momentous decisioB. 
Hi. work in hand was done. He had lived for years in 
an atmosphere poisoned by a yellow venomous presence. 
He had resolved to be free !--no matter what the cost. 

His mind flew to the boy he had grown to love with 
deeper tenderness the past week.. The only thing he 
really dreaded was his humiliation before those blue 
eyes. But, if the worst came to worst., he must speak. 
There were things darker than death-the consciousness 
to a proud and sensitive man that he was the slave 
to an inferior was one of them. He had to be free 
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-free at any cost. The thought was an inspiration. 
With brisk step he entered the library and g!anced 

with surprise at the empty room. 
"Tom not come?" he asked briskly. 
"Nasah, I ain't seed 'im," Andy replied. 
Norton threw his linen coat on a chair, and a dreamy 

look came into his deep-set eyes: 
"Well, Andy, we've made a clean sweep to-day-the 

old state's white again I" . 
The negro, bustling over his tray, replied with unc

tion: 
"Yassah, dat's what I done tole 'em, sah I" 
"All government rests on force, Andy I The ballot is 

force-physical force. Back of every ballot is a 
gun--" 

He paused, drew the revolver slowly from his pocket 
and held it in his .hand. 

Andy glanced up from his tray and jumped in 
alarm; 

"Yassah, dat's so, sah-in dese parts sho, sah I" he 
ended his speech by a good-natured laugh at the ex
pense of the country that allowed itself to be thus in
timidated. 

Norton lifted the gleaming piece of steel and looked 
at it thoughtfully: 

"Back of every ballot a gun and the red blood of the 
man who holds itl No freeman ever yet voted away 
his right to a revolution--" 

"Yassah-dat's what I tells dem niggers-you pine 
ter giv 'em er dose er de revolution--" 

"Well, it's done now and rve no more use for this 
thing-thank God 1" 

He crossed to the writing desk, laid the revolver od 
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ita top and walked to the lounge his face set 1ritIa a 
look of brooding intensity: 

"Bah I The big battJea are all fought inside, ADdy! 
There's where the brave die and cowards nm-in
side--" 

"Yusahl-I got de .taW right here fer de iruide, 
aah I" he held up the dooautel' with a grin. 

. "From to-night my work outside is done," Norton 
went on moodily. "And I'm going to be free.-free! 
Pm no longer afraid of one of my servantB-" 

He dropped into a seat and closed his fists with • 
gesture of inteue emotiOll. 

Andy looked at him in aatonishment and uked in
credulously: 

"Who de debbil say you'se er scared of any niggeri 
Show dat man ter me-who say datP" 

"I say it I" was the bitter answer. He had beea think
ing aloud, but DOW that the negro had heard he didn't 
care. His soul was sick of subterfuge and lies. 

Andy laughed apologetically: 
"Yassah I COle, sah, ef you say dat hit's so, why I 

say hit's so--but all de same, 'twixt you an' me, I know 
tain't so I" 

"But from to-night I" Norton cried, ignoring Andy 
. as he sprang to his feet and looked sharply about the 

room: 
"Tell Cleo I wish to see her at once!" 
"She gone out in de Squar ter hear de news, sah." 
WI'he moment .be COlnes let me. know I" he said with 

sharp emphasis and turned quickly to the door. 
uYassah," Andy answered watclilisg him go with 

amazement. "De Lawdy, major, you ain't pine off aD! 
leave dese mint julePs lak da~ is ye i''' . 
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ll~rton retraced 
"Yes, from t9-night I'm the maater of my hOUle and 

myself I" 
Andy looked at the tray and then at Norton: 
"W~ll, aab, y.er ain't got no objections to me pizinin' 

my.ef, is ye?" 
Dl8Stu ~F:inning servants ~sSsss~~ 

the tray, smiled 
"No-you'll do 
€€N assah !" the 

"An' pleas€'s 
advice befo' you go?" 

Norton turned a puzzled face on the grinning black 
one: 

"Advice?" 
"Yassah' What I wants ter know, major, is dis. 

sah, dat hot ter take hlCl 
er 

€€Nill her!" 
broke into 

forcin' herself 

gYasSah! but sheSs er dangous 'oman, sah! She7s a 
fighter from Fightersville--an' fuddermo', sah, I'se en
gaged to annudder lady at the same time--an' I'se in 
lob wid dat one an' skeered er de fust one." 

"Face it, then. Confess your love and fight it out! 
it out and leI: it out. You 

don't YOU?'7 
"Kassah! Oh, 

ter see a fight 
care 'bout 

N orton had reacheh 
turned, the momentary 

see de fur nSS,~"SST 
pr de fur!" 

the hoor when he suhdenly 
humor of his play with the 
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negro gone from his sombre lace, the tragedy of a life 
speaking in every tone as he slowly said: 

"Fight it out! It's the only thing to do-4lght it 
out I" 

Andy stared at the retreating figure dazed by the 
violence of passion with which his master had answered, 
wondering vaguely what could be the meaning of the 
threat behind his last words. 
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CHAPTER XX 

ANDY PIGHTS 

WHBN Andy had recovered from his surprise 
at the violence of Norton's parting advice his eye 
suddenly rested on the tray of untouched mint 
juleps. 

A broad smile broke over his black countenance: 
"Fight it out! Fight it out!" he exclaimed with a 

quick movement toward the table. "Y &Ssab, Pm pme 
do it, too, I is!" 

He paused before the array of filled glasses of the 
iced beverage, saluted silently, and raised one high 
over his head to all imaginary friends who might be 
present. His eye rested on the portrait of General Lee. 
He bowed and saluted again. Further on hung Stone
wall Jackson. He lifted his glass to him, and last to 
Norton's grandfather in his blue and yellow colonial 
regimentals. He pressed the glass to his thirsty lips 
and waved the julep a jovial f~rewell with the palm of 
his left hand as he poured it gently but firmly down 
to the last drop. 

He smacked his lips, drew a long breath and 
sighed: 

"Put emufF er dat stufF inside er me, I kin fight er 
wil'cat! Yassab, an' I gwine do it. I gwine ter be 
rough wid her, too! Rough wid her, I is !" 

He seized another glass and drained half of it, drew 
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himself up with determination, walked to the door lead
ing to the hall toward the kitchen and called: 

"Miss Minerva I" 
Receiving no answer, he returned quickly to the tray 

and took another drink: 
"Rough wid her-dat's de way-rough wid her I" 
He pulled his vest down with a vicious jerk, bravely 

took one step, paused, reached back, picked up his glass 
again, drained it, and walked to the d06r. 

"M"lSs Minerva 1" he called loudly and fiercely. 
Prom the kitchen came the answer in tender tonee: 
"Yas-honey I" 
Andy retreated hastily to the table aDd toot &!lother 

drink before the huge but smiling figure appeared in 
the doorway. 

"Did my true love call?" she asked softly. 
Andy groaned, grasped a glass and quickly poured 

another drink of Dutch courage down. "Yassam, Miss 
Minerva, I thought I hear yer out dar--" 

Minerva giggled as lightly all she coul~ consideriBI 
her two hundred and fifty pounds: " 

''Vas, honey, hit's little me!" 
:Andy had begun to feel the bracing e6ects of the 

two fun glasses of mint juleps. He put hit hands in 
his pockets, walked with springing strides to the other 
end of the room, returned and squared himself impres- , 
sively before Minerva. Before he could speak his cour
age began to fan and he stuttered: 

"M-M-M-Miss Minerva!" 
The good-humored, shining black lace was railled in 

sharp surprise: 
"What de matter wid you, man, er hoppin' rotm' over 

de flo' lak er flea in er hot sldllet P" 
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Andy.... that the time had come wheR he must 
speak unless he meant to again ignominiously surrender. 
He bepn boldly: 

"Miss Minerva I I 80t aometbin' seaDdalous ter say 
ter you!" 

She . glared at him, the whites of her eyes shining 
ominously, cro88ed the room quickly and confronted 
Andy: 

"Don't yer dar' say nuttin' sea.ndalizin' ter me, sah I" 
His eyes fell and he moved &8 if. to rebut. She 

nudged him gently: 
"G'long, man, what is it?" 
He took courage: 
''I sot ter 'fess ter you, m'am, dat I'se tangled up 

wid annuder 'oman I" 
The black face suddenly ftashed. with wrath, and her 

figure was electric with battle. The very pores of her 
dusky skin seemed to radiate war. 

"Who bin tryin' ter steal you?" she cried. "Des .ho' 
her ter me, an' we Bee who's who I" 

Andy waved his hands in a conciliatory self.accusing 
genure: 

"Yassam.-yaasam I But I make er fool outen myse'f 
about her-bit's Miss Cleo I" 

"Cleo I" MinerVa gasped, staggering back until her 
form collided with the table and rattled the glasses 
on the tray. At the sound of the tinkling glass, she 
turned, grasped a mint julep, and drank the whole of it 
at a single etrort. 

Andy, who had been working on· a fignre in the rug 
with the toe of his shoe during his confession, looked up, 
-ea", that aile had captured his iaapiration, and sprang 
back in alarm. 

Digitized by Goog Ie 



· THE 'sms Oli' THE li' ATHER 

Minerva paused but a moment for breath and rushed 
for him: 

"Dat yaller Jezebel !-tryin' ter Bing er spell over 
you-but I pine ter save ye, honey 1" 

Andy retreated behind the lounge, his ample protec
tor hot on his heels: 

''Yaslam I" he cried, ''but I don't want ter be saved I" 
Before he had finished the plea, she had pinned him 

in a corner and cut off retreat. 
"Of course yer don't I" she answered generously. "No 

po' sinner ever does. But don't yer fret, honey, rse 
pine ter save ye in spite er yosef I Yer needn't ter 
kick, yer needn't ter scramble, now's de time ye needs 
me, an rse gwine ter stan' by yeo Nuttin' kin shake 
me loose now I" 

She took a step toward him and he vainly tried to 
dodge. It was useless. She hurled her ample form 
straight on him and lifted her arms for a generoul 
embrace: 

"Lordy,1 man, dat make me lub yer er hundred times 
mol" 

Andy made up his mind in a sudden burst of courage 
to 8ght for his life. U she once got those arms about 
him he was gone. He grasped them roughly and stayed 
the onset: 

"Yassaml" he answered warningly. "But I got ter 
'fess up ter you now de whole truf. I bin er deceivin' 
you 'bout myself. rse er bad nigger, Miss Minerva, 
an' I hain't worthy ter be you' husban'I" 

"G'long, chile, I done know dat all de time 1" she 
laughed. 

Andy walled his eyes at her uneasily, and she c0n

tinued: 
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"But I likes ter hear ye talk humble clat a way-hit'a 
a good sign." 

He shook his head impatiently: 
"But ye don't know what I means!" 
"Why, of cose, I does!" she replied genially. "I . 

always knowed dat I 'WUz high above yeo I'se black, but 
rse pure ez de drivellin' snow. I always knowed, honey, 
clat ye wern't my equal. But ye can't help clat. I'se' 
er born 'ristocrat. My mudder Wal er Mrican prin
eelS. My grandmudder wuz er queen-an' I'se er cook P' . 

Andy stamped his foot with angry impatience: 
"YaIsam-but ye git dat all wrong!" 
"Cose, you' Minerva underst&n's when ye comes along 

side er yo' true love dat ye feels humble-" 
"Nohum! Nobum!" he broke in emphatically-"ye 

got dat all wrong-all wrong!" He paused, drew a 
chair to the table and motioned her to a seat opposite. 

"Des lemme tell ye now," he continued with de
termined kindness. "Ye see I got ter 'fess de whole 
truf ter you. Tain't right ter fool ye." 

Minerva seated herself, complacently murmuring: 
"Yassab, dat's so, Brer Andy." 
He leaned over the table and looked at her a mo

ment solemnly: 
"I gotter 'fess ter you now, Miss Minerva, dat I'ae 

always bin a bad nigger-what dey calls er pizen bad 
nigger-I'se er wife beater!" 

Minerva's eyes walled in amazement: 
"No?" 
"Y &ssam," he went on seriously. "When I wuz ID&I'

ried afore I got de habit er beatin' my wife I" 
"Beat her?" 
Andy shook his head dolefully: 
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"Yatsam. Hit'. des lak I teIi ye. I Ilates ter 'feas 
hit ter you, m'am, but I formed de habit, same es 
drinkin' licker-I beat her! I del cou1dn't keep my 
hands ofFen her. I beat her scandalous! I pay DO ten
thun to her hol1erin!-huhl-de louder she honer, 
~1"1 lak de harder I beat her!" 

"My, my, ain't dat terrible!" abe gasped. 
~Y&8Iam-" 
"Scandalous 1" 
"Dat it i..-" 
"Sinful!" 
"Jes so I" he agned 8OI'I'Owfully. 
"But 1D8Il!" she cried ecstatically, "dat's what I ealla 

er husband I" 
"Hey?" 
"Dat's de man fer me!" 
He looked at her in m.may, snatched the decanter, 

poured himaeJl a straight drink of whiskey, guJped it 
down, leaned over the table and retumed to his tuk 
with renewed vigor: 

"But I kiD see, m'am, dat yer don't bow what I 
means I I didn't des switch 'er wid er cowhide er de 
buggy whip! I got in er regular habit er Jammin' her 
wid anything I git hold of-wid er axe handle or wid 
er fire shovel-" 

''Well, dat's all right," Minerva interrupted w.I
miringly. "She had de same chance ez you! I takes 
my chances. What I wants °is er husban'---a husban' 
dat's got de sand in his gizzard! Dat fust husban' er 
mine weren't no good 't&ll-nebber hit me in his life 
but onc~1ap me in de face one day, lak dat!" 

She gave a contemptuous imitation of the trivial blow 
with the palms of her ~. 
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"An' what'd you do, m'am?" Andy asked. with sud
den suspicion. 

"Nuttin' 'tall I" she said with a smile. "1 des laf, haul 
off, kinder playfullak, an' knock 'im down wid'de lIatt
iron--" 

Andy leaped to hi. feet and walked around the table 
toward the. door: 

"Wid de 1iatiron I" he repeated incredulously. 
"Didn't hit ~ hard I" Minerva laughed. "But he 

tumble on de 110' lak er ten-pin in er bowlin' alley. I 
stan' dar waitin' fer. 'im ter git up an' come ergin, an' -
what ye reckon he done?" 

"I dunno, m'am," Andy sighed, wiping the perspira- . 
tion from his forehead. 

Mmerva laughed joyously at the memory of the scene: 
"He jump up an' run des lak er turkey 1 He l'Wl 

all de way down town, an' bless God ef he didn't buy 
me a new calico dress an' fotch hit home ter me. He 
warn't no man at all 1 1 wnz dat solT]' fer 'im an' dat . 
ershamed er him I couldn't look 'im in de face ergin. 
:I gita er divorce frum him--" 

She paused, rose, and looked at Andy with tender ' 
admiration: 

"But, Lordy, honey, you an' me's gwine ter have 
li.oyful times I" 
~y made a break for the door but she -was too 

quick for him. With a swift swinging movement, as
tonishing in its rapidity for her size, she threw herself 
on him and her arms encircled his neck: 

"I'&e yo' 'W'omm an' you'se my man!" she cried with 
a &lality that left her victim withemt a ray of hope •. 
He was muttering incoherent protests when Helen~ : 
laughing TCrice came to his remre: 

\ 
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"Oho I" she cried, with finger uplifted in a teasing 
gestu~. 

Minerva loosed her grip on Andy overwhelmed with 
embarrassment, while he crouched behind her figure cry
ing: 

" 'Twa'n't me, Miss Helen-'twa'n't me!" 
Helen continued to laugh while Andy grasped the 

tray and beat a hasty retreat. 
Helen approached Minerva teasingly: 
C£Why, Aunt Minerva!" 
The big, jovial black woman glanced at her: 
"G'way, chile-g'way frum here!" 
"Aunt Mmerva, I wouldn't have thought such a thing 

of you!" Helen said demurely. 
Minerva broke into a jolly laugh and faced her tor

mentor: 
"Ya88um, honey, I spec hit wuz all my fault. Love'. 

such foolishness-yer knows how dat is yosef!" 
A look of rapture overspread Helen's face: 
"Such a sweet, wonderful foolishness, Aunt Minerva!" 

---she paused and her voice was trembling when she 
added-"It makes us all akiD, doesn't it?" 

"Yassam, an' I sho' is glad ter see you so happy!" . 
"Oh, rm too happy, Aunt Minerva, it frightens 

me"-she stopped, glanced at the door, drew nearer 
and continued in low tones: "rve just left Tom out 
there on the lawn, to ask you to do something for 
me." 

"Yassam." 
"I want you to tell the major our secret to-night. 

He'll be proud and happy in his victory and I want 
him to know at once." 

The black woman shook her head dubiously: 
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"Tell him yosef, honey!" 
"But I'm afraid. The major frightens me. When 

I look into his deep eyes I feel that he has the power to 
crush the soul out of my body and that he will do it 
if I make him very angry." 

"Dat's 'cause yer deceives him, child." 
"Please tell him for us, Aunt Minerva! Oh, you've 

been so good to me! For the past weeks rYe been in 
heaven. It seems only a day instead of a month since 
he told me his love and then it seems rve lived through 
all eternity since I first felt his arms about me. Sitting 
out there in the moonlight by his side I forget that rm 
on earth, forget that there's a pain or a secret in it. 
I'm just in heaven. I have to pinch myself to see if 
it's real"-she smiled and pinched her arm-"I'm afraid 
rll wake up and find it only a dream!" , 

"Well, yer better wake up just er minute an' tell 
de major-Mister Tom got ter have it out wid him." 

"Yes, I know, and that's what scares me. Won't you 
tell him for us right away? Get him in a good humor, 
make him laugh, say a good word for us and then tell 
him. Tell him how useless it will be to oppose us. He 
can't hold out long against Tom, he loves him so." 

"Mr. Tom want me ter tell de major ter-night? He 
ax yer ter see me?" 

"No. He doesn't know what I came for. I just 
decided all of a sudden to come. I want to surprise 
him. He is going to tell his father himself to-night. 
But somehow I'm afraid, Aunt Minerva. I want you 
to help us. You will, won't you ?', 

The black woman shook her head emphatically: 
~"N asah, I ain't pine ter git mixed up in d.ia 

thing!" 
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"Aunt Minerva I" 
"Nasab-I'se Keeled I" 
"Ah, pleasel" 
"Nuahl" 
"Please-" 
"Na, na, na I" 
"Aunt Minerva--" 
"Na-" 
The girl's pleading eyes were reaistJt. and the b1acll: 

lips lIIliled: 
"Cole I will, chile! Coee I will-rn see 'im right 

away. I'll tell him de minute I la,s my eyes on 'i&" 
She tamed to go and ran squarely into Nortoa .. 

he etrode into the room. She stopped and stam· 
mered: 

"Why-why-wuz yer lookin' fer me, major?" 
Norton gazed at her a moment and couldn't can his 

mind from its painful train of thoqht. He apoke 
finally with sharp accent: 

"No. I want to see Cleo." 
Helen slipped behind Minerva: 
"Stay and tell him now. I'll go." 
"No, better wait," was her low reply, as she watched 

Norton furtively. "I don't like de way his eyes er 
spittin' fire." 

Norton turned to Minerva sharply: 
"Find Cleo and tell her I wish to see her immedi

ately!" 
"Yassah-yauah!" Minerva answered, ner.rously, 

whispering to Helen: "Come on, honey-git outen 
here--eome on!" 

Helen followed mechanically, glancing tiIPidly bacJt 
over her shoulder at Norton's drawn face. 
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TBE accnm BLOW' 

NOBTON could scarcely control his eaprness to faee 
the woman he loathed. Every Dene of his body tingled 
,nth the agony of his desire to be free. 

He was ready for the end, DO matter what she might 
do. The time had come in the strong man's life when 
compr.omise, conciliation, and delay were alike impoui
hIe. He cursed himself and his folly t&-night that he 
had delayed so long. He had tried to be fair to the 
woman he hated. His sense of justice, personal honor, 
and loyalty to his pledged word, had given her the 
opportunity to strike him the blow she had delivered 
through the girl. He had been more than fair and 
he would settle it now for all time. 

That she was afraid to meet him was only too evi
dent from her leaving the house on his return. He 
smiled grimly when he recalled the eiFrontery with 
which she had defied him at their last meeting. 

Her voice, sharp and angry, rang out to Andy at the 
back door. 

Norton's strong jaw closed with a snap, and he felt 
his whole being quiver at the rasping sound of her 
familiar tones. She had evidently recovered her com
posure and was ready with her usual insolence. 

She walked quickly into the room, and threw her 
head up with defiance: 
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"Well?" 
"Why have you avoided me to-nightP" 
"HaTe IP" 
"I think so." 
Cleo laughed sneeringly: 
"You'll think again before rm done with you I" 
8he shook her head with the old braTado, but the 

keen eyes of the man watching saw that she was not; 
sure of her ground. 

He folded his arms and quietly began: 
"For twenty yean I have breathed the air poisoned 

by your presence. I have seen your insolence grow 
until you have announced yourself the miatre88 of my 
house. You knew that I was afraid of your. tongue, 
and thought that a coward would submit in the end. 
Well, it's over. I've held my hand for the past four 
weeb until my duty to the people was done. rve been 
a coward when I saw the tangled web of lies and shame 
in which I 1l0undered. But the past is past. I face life 
to-night as it is"-his voice dropped-" and rm going 
to take what comes. Your rule in my house is at an 
end--" 

"Indeed !" 
"Helen leaves here to-morrow moming and 1/ou go." 
"Really?" 
"rve made a decent provision for your future-

",hich is more than you deserve. Pack your things !" 
The woman threw him a look of hate and her lips 

curved with scom: 
"80--you have kindly allowed me to stay until your 

campaign was ended. Well, I've understood you. I 
knew that you were getting ready for me. Pm ready 
for you." 
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"And you think that I will allow you to remain in 
my house after what has passed between us?" 

"Yes, you will," she answered smiling. "I'm not g0-

ing to leave. You'll have to throw me into the street. 
And if you do, God may pity you, rll not. There's one 
thing you fear more than a public scandal!" 

Norton advanced and glared at her: 
"What?" 
"The hatred of the boy you idolize. I dare you to 

lay your hands on me to put me out of this house! 
And if you do, Tom will hear from my lips the story 
of the affair that ended in the death of his mother. 
I'll tell him the truth, the whole truth, and then a great 
deal more than the truth--" 

"No doubt I" he interrupted. 
"But there'll be enough truth in all I say to convince 

him beyond a doubt. I promise you now"-she dropped 
her voice to a whisper--"to lie to him with a skill so 
sure, 80 cunning, so perfect, no denial you can ever 
make will shake his faith in my words. He loves me and 
I'll make him believe me. When I finish my sto!"y he 
ought to kill you. There's one thing you can depend 

, on with his high-strung and sensitive nature and the 
training you have given him in racial purity-when 
he hears my story, he'll curse you to your face and turn 
from you as if you were a leper. I'll see that he does 
this if it's the last and only thing I do on this earth!" 

"And if you do--" 
"Oh, I'm not afraid!" she sneered, holding his eye 

with the calm assurance of power. "I've thought it all 
over and I know exactly what to say." 

He leaned close: 
"Now listen! I don't want to hurt you but you're 
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going out of my life. Eftry day while I've sheltered 
you in this bouse you have schemed and planned to 
drag me down again to yoar level. You have failed. I 
am not going to risk that girl'. presence here another 
day-and you, go!" 

As he spoke the last words he tarned from her with 
a gesture of final dismissal. She toued her head in & 

light laugh and calmly said: 
"You're too late I" 
He stopped in his tracks, hie heart ehiD.ed by the 

queer note of triumph in her voice. Without turning 
or moving a muscle he asked: 

'''What do you mean?" 
"Tom is already in love with Helen I" 
He wheeled and hurled himself at her: 
''What?'' 
"And she is desperately in love with him"--8he 

stopped and deliberately laughed again in his face-
'~d I have known it for weeks!" 

Another step brought his trembling figure towering 
over her: . 

"I don't believe you!" he hissed. 
Cleo walked leisurely to the door and smiled: 
"Ask the servants if you doubt my word." She 

finished with a meer. "I begged you not to ight, 
major!" 

He stood rooted to the spot and watched her slowly 
walk backward into the hall. It was a lie, of COline. 
And yet the calm certainty with whieh she spoke chilled 
his soul as he recalled his own suspicions. He must 
know now without a moment's delay and he must know 
the whole truth without reservation. 

Before he approached either Tom or Helen there 
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~ ,wall ODe OIl whom. he had always relied to tell the truth. 
Her honest black face had been the one comfort' of 
hi. life through the yean of shadow and deceit. If 
Minerva knew she would tell him. 

He rushed to the door that led to the kitchen and 
called: 

"Minen'& 1" 
The answer came feebly: 
"Yassah." 
"Come here !" 
He had controlled biB emotions 81lftieiently to speak 

his last command with some degree of dignity. 
He walked back to the table and waited farber' com

mg. His brain was' in a whirl of confiieting, stunning" 
emotion. He simply couldn't face at once the appalling 
possibilities such a statement involved. His mind re
fused to accept it. As yet it was a lie of Cleo's fertile 
invention, and still hi. reason told him that such a lie 
could serve no sane purpose in such a crisis. He felt 
that he was choking. His hand involuntarily went to 
his neck and fumbled at his collar. 

Minerva's heavy footstep was heard and he tumed 
shaYply: 

"Minerva !" 
"Yassah"-she annvered, glancing at him timidly. 

Never had she seen his face so ghastly or the look in 
his eye so desperate. She saw that he was making an 
dort at self-control and knew instinctively that the 
laappine88 of the lo.ers was at stake. It was too solemn 
a moment for anything save the naked truth and her 
heart sank in pity and sympathy for the girl she had 
promised to help. 

"Minerva," he began evenly, "you are the enly serv-
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ant in this house who has neTer lied to me"-he took. 
atep cl08er. "Are Tom and Miss Helen lovers?" 

Minerva fumbled her apron, glanced at his drawn 
face, looked down on the floor and stammered: 

"De Lordy, major---" 
"Yes or no!" he thundered. 
The black woman moistened her lips, hesitated, turned 

her honest face on his and said tremblingly: 
"Y &Bsah, dey is!" 
His eyes burned into hers: 
"And you, too, have known this for weeks?" 
"Yaaaah. Mister Tom ax me not ter tell ye--" 
Norian staggered to a seat and sank with a groan 

of despair, repeating over and over again in low gasps 
the exclamation that was a sob and a prayer: 

"Great God !-Great God 1" 
Minerva drew near with tender sympathy. Her 

voice was full of simple, earnest pleading: 
"De Lordy, major, what's de useP Young folb is 

young folb, an' love's love. What ye want ter break 
'em up fer-dey's so happy! Yer know, sah, ye can't 
mend er butterfly's wing er put er egg back in de shell. 
Miss Helen's young, beautiful, sweet and good-won't 
ye let me plead fer 'em, sah?" 

With a groan of anguish N orion sprang to his feet: 
"Silence--ailence !" 
"Yassahl" 
''Go-6nd Miss Helen-aend her to me quickly. I 

don't want to Bee Mr. Tom. I want to see her alone 
mt." 

Minerva had backed out of his way and answered 
plaintively: 

CCY&Baah." 
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She paused and extended her hand pleadingly: 
"You'll be easy wid 'em, sahP" 
He hadn't heard. The tall figure slowly sank into 

the chair and his shoulders drooped in mortal weariness. 
Minerva shook her head sadly and turned to do his 

bidding. 
Norton's eyes were set in agony, his face white, his 

breast scarcely moving to breathe, as he waited Helen's 
coming. The nerves suddenly snapped-he bowed his 
face in his hands and sobbed aloud: 

"Oh, dear God, give me strength I I can't-I can't 
confess to my boy!" 

871 

Digitized by Goog Ie 



CBAPTERXXll 

TUB TaT Oll' LOO 

NOBTOII' made a deaperate eiFort to pull himself to
gether for his appeal to Helen. On ita outcome hung 
the pOlsibility of saving himself from the terror that 
haunted him. If he could tell the girl the truth and 
make her see that a marriage with Tom was utterly 
out of the question because her blood was stained with 
that of a negro, it might be possible to save himself the 
humiliation of the full confession of their relationship 
and of his bitter shame. 

He had made a fearful mistake in not telling her this 
at their first interview, and a still more frightful mistake 
in rearing her in ignorance of the truth. No life built 
on a lie could endure. He was still trying desperately 
to hold his own on its shifting sands, but in his soul 
of souls he had begun to despair of the end. He was 
clutching at straws. In moments of sanity he realized 
it, but there was nothing else to do. The act was in
stinctive. 

The girl's sensitive mind was the key to a possible 
solu,tion. He had felt instinctively on the day he told 
her the first fact about the disgrace of her birth, vague 
and shadowy as he had left it, that she could never 
adjust herself to the certainty that negro blood flowed 
in her veins. He had observed that her aversion to 
negroes was peculiarly acute. If her love for the boy; 
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were genuine, if it belonged to the big things of the 
soul, and were not the mere animal impulse she had 
inherited from her mother, he would have a ground 
of most powerful appeal. Love seeks not its own. 
If she really loved she would sink her own life to save 
his. 

It was a big divine thing to demand of her and his 
heart sank at the thought of her possible inheritance 
from Cleo. Yet he knew by an instinct deeper and 
truer than reason, that the ruling power in this sensitive, 
lonely creature was in the spirit, not the flesh. He re
called in vivid flashes the moments he had felt this 80 
keenly in their first pitiful meeting. If he could win 
her consent to an immediate flight and the saorifice of 
her own desires to save the boy! It was only a hope
it was a desperate one-but he clung to it with painful 
eagerness. 

Why didn't she come? The minutes 8eemed hours 
and there were minutes in which he lived a life. 

He rose nervously and walked toward the mantel, 
. lifted his eyes and they rested on the portrait of his 

wife. 
" 'My brooding spirit will watch and guard!' ". 
He repeated the promise of her last scrawled mes

sage. He 'leaned heavily against the mantel, his eyes 
burning with an unusual brightness. 

"Oh, Jean, darling," he groaned, "if you see and 
hear and know, let me feel your presence! Your dear 
eyes are softer and kinder than the world's to-night. 
Help me, I'm alone, heartsick and broken!" 

He choked down a sob, walked back to the chair and 
sank in silence. His eyes were staring into space, his 
imagination on fire. passing in stern review the events 
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of lUI life. How futile, childish and absurd it aU 
seemed! What a vain and foolish thing ita hope ad 
struggles, its dreams and ambitions I What a failure 
for all its surface brilliance! He was standing again 

. at the window behind the dais of the President of the 
Senate, watching the little drooping figure of the Gov
ernor staggering away into oblivion, and his heart went 
out to him in a great tenderness and pity. He longed 
to roll back the years that he might follow the impulae 
he had felt to hurry down the steps of the Capitol, draw 
the broken man into a sheltered spot, slip his uma 
about him and say: 

"Who am I to judger You're my brothel'-Pm 
BOrry! Come, we'll try it again and help one another 1" 

The dream ended in a sudden start. He had heard 
the ruat1e of a dress at the door and knew without lift
ing his head that she was in the room. 

Ouly the slightest sound had come from her dry 
throat, a little mufBed attempt to clear it of the tight* 
eniilg bands. It was scarcely audible, yet his keen ear 
had caught it instantly, Dot only caught the excilement 
under which she was struggling, but in it the painlul 
consciousness of his hostility and her pathetic desire 
to be friends. 

He rose trembling and turned his dark eyes OD her 
white uplifted face. 

A feeling of terror suddenly weakened her bees. 
He was evidently not angry as she had feared. There 
was something bigger and more terrible than anger 
behind the mask he was struggling to draw over his 
mobile features. 

"What has happened, major?" she asked in a subdued 
voice. 
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THE TEST OF LOVE 

''That is what I must know of you, child," he replied, 
-atching her intently. 

She pressed closer with sudden desperate conrage, 
her voice full of wistful friendliness: 

"Oh, major, what have I done to offend you? rve 
tried so hard to win your love and respect. All my 
life rve been alone in a world of strangers, friendless 
and homesick--" 

He lifted his hand with a firm gesture: 
"Com~ child, to the point! I must know the truth 

noW'. Tom has made love to you?" 
She blushed: 
"I-I-wish to see Tom before I answer--" 
Norton dropped his uplifted arm with a groan: 
"Thank you," he murmured in tones scarcely audi

ble. "I have your answer !"-he paused and looked at 
her curiously-"And you love him?" 

The girl hesitated for just ,an instant, her blue eyes 
flashed and she drew her strong, young figure erect: 

"Yes! And I'm proud of it. His love has lifted 
me into the sunlight and made the world glorious
made me love everything in it--every tree and every 
flower and every living thing that moves and feels--" 

She stopped abruptly and lifted her flushed face to 
his: 

"rve learned to love you, in spite of your harshness 
to m~1 love you because you are his father!" 

He turned from her and then wheeled suddenly, his 
face drawn with pain: 

"Now, I must be frank, I must be brutal. I must 
know the truth without reservation-how far has this 
thing gone?" 

"I-I-don't understand you I" 
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"Marriage is impossible I I told you that and you 
must have realized it." 

Her head drooped: 
"You said so--" 
"Impossibl~utterly impossible! And you knoW' 

it"-he drew a deep breath. "What-what are your real 
relations?" 

"My- real-relations?" she gasped. 
"Answer me nOW', before God! I'll hold your secret 

sacred-your life and his may depend on it"-his voice 
dropped to a tense whisper. "Your love is pure and 
unsullied pIt 

The girl's eyes flashed with rage: 
"As pure and unsullied as his dead mother's for 

you!" 
"Thank God!" he breathed. "I believe you-but 

I had to know, child! I had to know-there are big, 
terrible reasons why I had to know." 

A tear slowly stole down Helen's flushed cheeks as 
she quietly asked: 

"Why-why should you insult and shame me by 
asking that question?" 

"My knowledge of your birth." 
The girl smiled sadly: 
"Yet you might have guessed that I had learned to 

cherish honor and purity before I kneW' I might not 
claim them as my birthright!" 

"Forgive me, child," he said contritely, "if in my 
eagerness, my fear, my anguish, I hurt you. But I 
had to ask that question! I had to know. Your an
swer gives me courage"-he paused and his voice quiv
ered with deep intensity-"You really love Tom?" . 

"With a love beyond words!" 
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"The big, wonderful love that comes to the human 
80ul but once?" 

"Yes !" 
His eyes were piercing to the depths now: 
"With the deep, unselfish yearning that asks noth

ing for itself and seeks only the highest good of its 
beloved?" 

"Yes-yes," she answered mechanically and, pausing, 
looked again int~ his burning eyes; "but you frighten 
me-" she grasped a chair for support, recovered her
self and went on rapidly-"you mustn't ask Jlle to give 
him up-I won't give him up! Poor and friendless, with 
a shadow over my life and everything against me, I 
have won him and he's mine! I have the right to his 
love-I didn't ask to be born.. I must live my own life. 
I have as much right to happiness as you. Why must I 
bear the sins of my father and mother? Have I broken 
the law? Haven't I a heart that can ache and break 
and cry for joy?" 

He allowed the first paroxysm of her emotion to 
spend itself before he replied, and then in quiet tones 
said: 

"You must give him up!" 
"I won't! I won't, I tell you!" she said throllgh her 

set teeth as she suddenly swung her strong, young form 
before him. "I won't give him up! His love has made 
life worth living and I'm going to live it! I don't care 
what you say-he's mine-and you shall not take him 
from me!" 

Norton was stunned by the fiery intensity with which 
her. answer had been given. There was no mistaking , 
the strength of her character. Every vibrant note of 
her voice had rung with sincerity, purity, the justice 
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of her cause, and the consciousness of power. He was 
dealing with no trembling schoolgirl's m~d, filled with 
sentimental dreams. A woman, in the tragic strength 
of a great nature, stood before him. He felt this great
ness instinctively and met it with reverence. It could 
only be met thus, and as he realized its strength, his 
heart took fresh courage. His own voice became ten
der, eager, persuasive: 

"But suppose, my dear, 1 show you that you will 
destroy the happiness and 1t'l'eCk the life of the man 
you love?" 

"Impossible 1 He knows that I'm nameles8 aDd hia 
love is all the deeper, truer and more manly because 
he realizes that 1 am defenseless." 

"But suppose I convince you?" 
"You can't!" 
"Suppose," he said in a queer tone, "1 tell 1GII that 

the barrier between you is so real, so loathsome---" 
"Loathsome?" she repeated with a start. 
"So loathsome," he went on evenly, ''that wha he 

knows the truth, whether he wishes it or no~ he will 
instinctively turn from you with a shudder." 

"I won't believe it I" 
"Suppose I prove to you that marriage would wreck 

both your life and his"-he gazed at her with trembling 
intensity-"would you give him up to save him?" 

She held his eye steadily: 
"Yes-I'd die to save him!" 
A pitiful stillness followed. The man scarcely mOYed. 

His lips quivered and his eyes grew dim. He looked at 
her pathetically and motioned her to a seat. 

"And if 1 convince you," he went on tenderly, "yon 
will submit yourself to my advice and leave America?" 
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The blue eyes never ffinched as she firmly replied: 
"Yes. But I warn you that no lIuch barrier can 

exist." 
"Then I must prove to you that it does." He drew 

a deep breath and watched her. "You realize the fact 
that a man who marries a nameless girl bars himself 
from all careers of honor r" 

"The honor of fools, yes--of the noble and wise,. 
no 1" 

"Yon refuse to see that the shame which shado .... & 

mother's life will smirch her children, and like a deadly 
gangrene at last eat the heart out of her husband's 
10Ter" 

"My faith in him is too big-" 
"Yon can conceive of no such barrier rtf 
"No!" 
"In the first rush of love," he replied kindly, "YOl1 

feel this. Emotion obscures reason. But there are such 
bamen between men and. women." 

"Name one!" 
His brow clouded, his lips moved to speak aad 

stopped. It was more difficult to frame in speech than 
he had thought. His jaw closed with firm decision at 
last and he began calmly: 

"I take an extreme case. Suppose, for example, your 
father, a proud Southern white man, of culture, refine
ment and high breeding, forgot for a moment that he 
was white and heard the call of the Beast, and your 
mother were an octoroon-what then?" 

The girl flushed with anger: 
"Sueh a barrier, yes! Nothing could be more loath

IOIIle. But why uk me 10 disgusting a question? No 
.... barrier could possibly exist between us!" 
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Norian's eyes were again burning into her soul as 
he asked in a low voice: 

"Suppose it does?" 
The girl smiled with a puzzled look: 
"Suppose it does? Of course, you're only trying 

to prove that such an impossible barrier might exist! 
And for the sake of argument I agree that it would be 
real"-she paused and her breath came in a quick 
gasp. She sprang to her feet clutching at her throat, 
trembling from head to foot-"What do you mean by 
looking at me like that?" 

Norton lowered his head and barely breathed the 
words: 

"That II the barrier between you!" 
Helen looked at him dazed. The meaning was too 

big and stupefying to be grasped at once. 
"Why, of course, major," she faltered, "you just 

say that to crush me in the argument. But I've given 
up the point. I've granted that such a barrier may 
exist and would be real But you haven't told me the 
ope between us." 

The man steeled his heart, turned his face away and 
spoke in gentle tones: 

"I am telling you the ipitiful, tragic truth-your 
mother is a negress--" 

With a smothered cry of horror the girl threw her
self on him and co~ered his mouth with her hand, half 
gasping, half screaming her desperate appeal: 

"Stop! don't-don't say it I-take it back I Tell me 
that it's not true--tell me that you only said it to con
vince me and I'll believe you. If the hideous thing is 
true--for the love of God deny it now I If it's true-
lie to me"-her voice broke and she clung to Norton's 
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arms with cruel grip-celie to me! Tell me that you 
didn't mean it, and I'll believe you-truth or lie, I'n 
never question it! I'll never cross your purpose again 
-I'll do anything you tell me, major"-she lifted her 
streaming eyes and began slowly to sink to her knees
"see how humble-how obedient I am! You don't hate 
me, do you? I'm just a poor, lonely girl, helpless and 
friendless now at your feet"-her head sank into her 
hands until the beautiful brown hair touched the lloor
"have mercy! have mercy on me!" 

Norton bent low and fumbled for the trembling hand. 
He couldn't see and for a moment words were impos
sible. 

He found her hand and pressed it gently: 
"I'm sorry, little girl! I'd lie to you if I could

but you know a lie don't last long in this world. I've 
lied about you before-I'd lie now to save you this 
anguish, but it's no use-we all have to face things in 
the end!" 

With a mad cry of pain, the girl sprang to her feet 
and staggered to the table: 

"Oh, God, how could any man with a soul-any li.
ing creature, even a beast of the field-bring me into 
the world-teach me to think and feel, to laugh aud 
cry, and thrust me into such a hell alone! My proud 
father-I could kill him!" 

Norton extended his hands to her in a gesture of in
stinctive sympathy: 

"Come, you'll see things in a calm light to-morrow. 
you are young and life is all before you!" 

"Yes!" she cried fiercely, "a life of shame-a life of 
insult, of taunts, of humiliation, of horror! The one 
thing I've always loathed was the touch of • negro-" 
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She stopped .uddeuly aud lilted her hand, .taring 
with wildly dilated eyes at the nails of her finely 
shaped lingers to lind if the telltale marks of negro 
blood were there which she had seen on Cleo's. 
Finding none, the horror in her eyes .lowly IOf
tened into a look of de.pairing tenderness &I she went 
on: 

"The one paIIionate yearning of my .oul has been 
to be a mother--to feel the breath of a babe on my 
heart, to hear it lisp my name and know a mother's 
love--the love I've starved for--aud now, it can never 
bel" 

She had mOTed beyond the table in her last desperate 
cry and Norton followed with a look of tendernes.: 

"Nonsense," he cried persuasively, "you're but a 
child yourself. . You cau go abroad where no such prob
lem of white and black race exists. You can marry 
there and be happy in your home and little ones, if God 
shall give them I" 

She turned on him savagely: 
"Well, God shall not give them! I'll lee to that I 

I'm young, but I'm not a fool I know something of 
the laws of life. I know that Tom is not like you"
she turned and pointed to the portrait on the wall
"he is like his great-grandfather I Mine may have 
been--" 

Her voice choked with passion. She grasped a chair 
with one hand and tore at the collar of her dress with 
the other. She had started to say "mine may have 
been a black cannibal I" aud the sheer horror of its 
possibility had strangled her. When she had sufliciently 
mastered her feelings to apeak she said in a. strange 
mufBed tone: 
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"I ask nothing of God now-if I could see Him, I'd 
curse Him to His face!" 

"Come, come!" Norton exclaimed, ''this is but a pass
ing ugly fancy-such things rarely happen--" 

"But they do happen!" she retorted slowly. "I've 
known one such tragedy, of a white mother's child com
ing ~to the world with the thick lips, kinky hair, fiat 
nose and black skin of a cannibal ancestor! She killed 
herself when she was strong enough to leap out the 
window"-her voice dropped to a dreamy chant-"yes, 
blood will tell-there's but one thing for me to do! 
I wonder, with the yellow in me, if I'll have the cour
age." 

Norton spoke with persuasive tenderness: 
"You mustn't think of such madness!' I'll send 

you abroad at once and you can begin life over 
~in--" 

Helen suddenly snatched the chair to which she had 
been holding out of her way and faced Norton with 
1laming eyes: 

"I don't want to be an exile! I've been alone all my 
miserable orphan life! I don't want to 110 abroad and 
die among strangers! I've just begun to live since I 
came here! I love the South-it's mine-I feel it-I 
know it! I love its blue skies and its fields-I love its 
people-they are mine! I think as IOU think, feel as 
you feel--" 

She paused and looked at him queerly: 
"I've learned to honor, respect and love you because 

I've grown to feel that you stand for what I hold high
est, noblest and best in life"-the voice died in a sob and 
she was silent. 

The man turned away, crying in his soul: 
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"0 God, I'm paying the price now I" 
"What can I do I" she went on at last. "What is 

life worth since I know this leper's shame? There are 
millions like me, yes. If I could bend my back and be 
a slave there are men and women who need my services. 
And there are men I might know-yes-but I can't-I 
can't I rm not a slave. I'm not bad. I can't stoop. 

: There's but one thing I" 
Norton's face was white with emotion: 
"I can't tell you, little girl, how sorry I am"-his 

voice broke. He turned, suddenly extended his hand 
and cried hoarsely: "Tell me what I can do to help 
you-I'll do anything on this earth that's within rea-
8001" . 

The girl looked up surprised at his anguish, wonder
ing vaguely if he could mean what he had said, and then 
threw herself at him in a burst of sudden, fierce rebel
lion, her voice, low and .quivering at first, rising to the 
tragic power of a defiant soul in combat with over
whelming odds: 

"Then give me back the man I love-he's mine I He's 
mine, I tell you, body and soul! God-gave-him-to 
-me! He's your son, but I love him I He's my mate! 
He's of age-he's no longer yours! His time has come 
to build his own home-he's mine-not yours I He's 
my life-and you're tearing the very heart out of my 
body!" . 

The white, trembling figure slowly crumpled at his 
feet. . 

He took both of her hands, and lifted her gently: 
"Pull yonrself together, child. It's hard, I know, but 

.fou begin to realize that you mUllt bear it. You must 
look things calmly in the face now." 
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The girl's mouth hardened and she answered with 
bitterness: 

"Yes, of course-rm nobody I We must consider 
you"-she staggered to a ch.iir and dropped limply into 
it, her voice a whisper-''we must consider Tom-yes
yes-we must, too--I know that--" 

Norton pressed eagerly to her side and leaned over 
the drooping figure: 

"You can begin to see now that I was right," he 
pleaded. "You love Tom-he's worth saving-you'll do 
as I ask and give him up?" 

The sensitive young face was convulsed with an agony 
words could not express and the silence was pitiful. The 
man bending over her could hear the throb of his own 
heart. A quartet of serenadeh celebrating the victory 
of the election stopped at the gate and the soft strains 
of the music came through the open window. Norton 
felt that he must scream in a moment if she did not 
answer. He bent low and softly repeated: 

"You'll do as I ask now, and give him up?" 
The tangled mass of brown hair sank lower and her 

answer was a sigh of despair: 
"Yes I" 
The man couldn't speak at once. His eyes filled. 

When he had mastered his voice he said eagerly: 
"There's but one way, you know. You must leave 

at once without seeing him." 
She lifted her face with a pleading look: 
"Just a moment-without letting him know what has 

passed between us-just one last look into his dear 
face?" 

He shook his head kindly: 
"It isn't wise--" 
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"Yes, I know," she sighed. "I'n go at once. " 
He drew his watch and looked at it hurriedly: 
''The first train leayetl in thirty minutes. Get your 

bat, a coat and travelling bag and go just as you are. 
I'll send your thinga--" 

"Yes-yes"--she murmured. 
"I'll join you in a few days in New York and arrange 

your future. Leave the house iIilmediately. Tom 
mustn't see you. Avoid him as you cross the lawn. 
I'll have a carriage at the gate in a few minutes." 

The little head sank again: 
"I understand." 
He looked uncertainly at the white drooping figure. 

The serenaders were repeating the chorus of the old 
song in low, sweet strains that floated over the lawn 
and stole through the house in weird ghost-like echoes. 
He returned to her chair and bent over her ~ 

"You won't stop to change your dress, you'll get 
your hat and coat and go just as you &re--at 
once?" 

The brown head nodded slowly and he gazed at her 
tenderly: 

"You've been a brave little girl to-night"-he lifted 
his hand to place it on her shoulder in the first expres
sion of love he had ever giVeJl. The hand paused, held 

. by the struggle of the feelings of centuries of racial 
pride and the memories of his own bitter tragedy. But 
the path08 of her sufFering and the heroism of her beau
tiful spirit won. The hand was gently lowered and 
pressed the soft, round shoulder. 

A sob broke from the lonely heart, and her head 
drooped until it lay prostrate on the table, the beauti
ful arms outstretched in helpless surrender. 
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Norton staggered blindly to the door, looked back, 
lifted his hand and in a qq.ivering voice, .aid: 

"I can never forget this!" 
His long stride quickly measured the distance to 

the gate, and a loud cheer from the serenaders roused 
the girl from her stupor of pain. 

In a moment they began singing again, a love song, 
that tore her heart with cruel power. 

"Oh, God, will they never stop?" she cried, closing 
her ears with her hands in sheer desperation. 

She rose, crossed slowly to the window and looked out 
on the beautiful moonlit lawn at the old rustic seat 
where her lover was waiting. She pressed her hand OD 

her throbbing forehead, walked to the center of the 
room, looked about her in a helpless way and her eye 
rested on the miniature portrait of Tom. She picked 
it up and gazed at it tenderly, pressed it to her heart, 
and with a low sob felt her way through the door and 
up the stain to her lOOIII. 
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THE PABTING 

TOM had grown impatient, waiting in their shel
tered seat on the lawn for Helen to retum. She had 
gone on a mysterious mission to see Minerva, laugh
ingly refused to tell him its purpose, but prom
ised to retum in a few minutes. When half an 
bour had passed without a sign he reconnoitered to 
find Minerva, and to his surprise she, too, had dis-
appeared. . 

He retumed to his trysting place and listened while 
the serenaders sang their first Bong. Unable to 
endure the delay longer he started to the house just 
as his father hastily left by the front door, and 
quickly passing the men at the gate, hurried down 
town. 

The coast was clear and he moved cautiously to 
fathom, if possible, the mystery of Helen's disappear
ance. Finding no trace of her in Minerva's room, he 
entered the house and, seeing nothing of her in the 
halls, thrust his head in the library and found it empty. 
He walked in, peeping around with a boyish smile ex
pecting her to leap out and surprise him. He opened 
the French window and looked for her on the porch. 
He hurried back into the room with a look of surprised 
disappointment and started to the door opening on the 
hall of the stairway. He heard distinctly the rustle of 
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a dress and the echo on the stairs of the footstep he 
knew so well. 

He gave a boyish laugh, tiptoed quickly to the old
fashioned settee, dropped behind its high back and 
waited her coming. 

Helen had hastily packed a travelling bag and thrown 
a coat over her arm. She slowly entered the library to 
replace the portrait she had taken, kissed it and started 
with feet of lead and set, staring eyes to slip through 
the lawn and avoid Tom as she had promised. 

As she approached the comer of the settee the boy 
leaped up with a laugh: 

"Where have you been P" 
With a quick movement of surprise she threw the 

bag and coat behind her back. Luckily he had leaped 
so close he could not see. 

"Where've you been?" he repeated. 
"Why, I've just come from my room," she replie(1 

with an attempt at composure. 
"What have you got your hat for P" 
She flushed the slightest bit: 
"Why, I was going for a walk." 
"With a veil-at night-what have you got that 

veil forP" 
The boyish banter in his tones began to yield to a 

touch of wonder. 
Helen hesitated: 
"Why, the crowds of singing and shouting men on 

the streets. I didn't wish to be recognized, and I 
wanted to hear what the speakers said." 

"You were going to leave me and go alone to the 
speaker's stand P" 

"Yes. Your fathe!' is going to see yon and I was 
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_"OUS and frightened and wanted to pass the time 
until you were free again"-she paused, looked at him 
intently and spoke in a. queer monotone--"the negroe. 
who can't read and write have been disfranchis~ 
haven't they?" 

"Yes," he answered mechanically, "the ballot should 
aever have been giTen them." 

"Yet there's something pitiful about it after all, isn't 
there, Tom?" She asked the question with a strained 
wistfulne88 that startled the boy. 

He answered automatically, but his keen, young' 
eyes were studying with growing anxiety every move-
ment of her face and form and every tone of ber 
"Voice: 

"1 don't see it," he said carelessly. 
Sbe laid her left hand on his arm, the right band 

still bolding her bag and coat out of sight. 
"Suppose," she whispered, "that you should wake 

up to-morrow morning and sudd~y discover that • 
strain of negro blood poisoned your veins-what would 
you do?" 

Tom frowneo and watched her with a puzzled look: 
"NeYer thought of such a thing!" 
She pressed his arm eagerly: 
''Think-what would you do?" 
"What would 1 do?" he repeated in blank amaze

ment. 
"Yell." 
His eyes were holding hers now with a steady stare 

of alarm. The questions she asked didn't interest him. 
Her glittering eyes and trembling hand did. Studying 
ber intently he said lightly: 

"To be perfectly honest, I'd blow my brains out." 
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With a cry she staggered back and threw her huul 
instinctively up as if to ward a blow: 

"Yes-yes, you would-wouldn't you?" 
He was staring at her now with blanched face and 

abe was vainly trying to hide her bag and coat. 
He seized her arms: 
"Why are you so excited? Why 00 you tremble 

8O?"-he drew the arm around that she was holding 
laack-"What is it? What's the matter?" 

His eye rested on the bag, he turned deadly Dale and 
.be dropped it with a sigh. 

"What-what-does this mean?" he gunecJ "You 
are trying to leave me without a word?" 

She staggered and fell limp into a seat: 
"Oh, Tom, the end has come, and I must go I" 
"Go!" he cried indignantly, ''then I go, too I" 
C'But you can't, dear!" 
"And why noH" 
"Your father has just told me the whole hideous 

secret of my birth-and it's hopeless!" 
"What sort of man do you think I am? What sort 

of love do you think I've given you? Separate us after 
the solemn vows we've given to each other! Neither 
man nor the devil can come between us now I" 

She looked at him wistfully: 
"It's sweet to hear such words-though I know you 

can't make them good." 
"I'll make them good," he broke in, "with every drop 

.f blood in my veins-and no coward has ever home 
Illy father's nam~it's good blood!" 

"That's just it-and blood will tell. It's the law of 
Jife and I've given up." 

"Well, I haven't given up," he protested, "remember 
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that! Try me with your secret-I laugh before 1 hear 
it !" 

With a gleam of hope in her deep blue eyes she rose 
trembling: 

"You really mean that? If 1 go an outcast you 
would go with iliC~?" 

"Yes-yes. 
"And if a on my forehEEd tEde 

its shame as ymcrEcc 
"Yes." 
She laid her arm, looked long and YEarn-

ingly into his eyes, and said: 
"Your father has just told me that 1 am a negress

my mother is an octoroon!" 
The boy flinched involuntarily, stared in silence an 

instant, and his form suddenly stiffened: 
"I don't beliEEE of it! My dE~En 

deceived. It'cc !" 
Helen drew dis 

hand wistfully 
"It does seEili joke, doesn't fCCEC't 

realize it. But it's true. The major gave me his sol
emn word in tears of sympatl).y. He knew both my 
father and mother. I am a negress!" 

The boy's arm unconsciously shrank the slightest 
bit from her touch while he stared at her with wildly 
dilated eyes amI hoarse whispcccc 

"It's imposEidk iElpossible-I ted 
He attempted hand to 

throbbing forldEEdc clung to 
grief and terrEr 

"Please, please-don't shrink from me! Have pity 
on me! If you feel that way, for God's sake don't let 
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me see it--don't let me know it-l-l-can't endure 
it! I can't--" 

The tense figure collapsed in his arms and the brown 
head sank on his breast with a sob of despair. The 
boy pressed her to his heart and held her close. He 
felt her body shiver as he pushed the tangled ringlets 
back from her high, fair forehead and felt the cold 
beads of perspiration. The serenaders at the gate were 
singing again-a negro folk-song. The absurd childish 
words which he knew so well rang through the house, 
a chanting mockery. 

"There, there," he whispered tenderly, "I didn't 
shrink from you, dear. I couldn't shrink from you
you only imagined it. I was just stunned for a mo
ment. The blow blinded me. But it's all right now, I 
see things clearly. I love you-that's all-:-and love 
ill from God, or it's not love, it's a sham--" 

A low sob and she clung to him with desperate ten
derness. 

He bent his head close until the blonde hair mingled 
with the rich brown: 

"Hush, my own ! If a single nerve of my body shrank 
from your little hand, find ii: and I'll tear it out!" 

She withdrew herself slowly from his embrace, and 
brushed the tears from her eyes with a little movement 
of quiet resignation: 

"It's all right. I'm calm again and it's allover. 
I won't mind now if you shrink a little. I'm really glad 
that you did. It needed just that to convince me that 
your father was right. Our love would end in the ruin 
of your life. I see it clearly now. It would become 
to you at last a conscious degradation. That I couldn't 
endure." 
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"I have your solemn vow," he interrupted impa
tiently, "you're mine! I'll not give you up!" 

She looked at him sadly: 
"But I'm going, dear, in a few minutes. You can't 

hold me-now that I know it's for the best." 
"You can't mean this?" 
She clung to his hand and pressed it with cruel force: 
"Don't think it isn't hard. All my life I've been & 

wistful beggar, eager and hungry for love. In your 
arms I had forgotten the long days of misery. I've 
been happy-perfectly, divinely happy! It will be 
hard, the darkness and the loneliness again. But I 
can't drag you down, my sweetheart, my hero! Your 
life must be big and brilliant. I've dreamed it thus. 
You shall be a man among men, the world's great men
and so I am going out of your life!" 

"You shall not!" the boy cried fiercely. "I tell yotl 
I don't believe this hideous thing-it's a lie, I tell you 
-it's a lie, and I don't care who says it! Nothmg 
shall separate us now. I'll go with you to the ends of 
the earth and if you sink into hell, I'll follow you there, 
lift you in my anna and fight my way back through 
its flames !" 

She smiled at him tenderly: 
"It's beautiful to hear you say that, dearest, but 

our dream has ended!" 
She stooped, took up the bag and coat, paused and 

looked into his face with the hunger and longing of a 
life burning in her eyes: 

"But I shall keep the memory of every sweet and 
foolish word you have spoken, every tone of your voice, 
every line of your face, every smile and trick of your 
lips and eyes! I know them all. The old darkness will 
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Bot be the same. 1 have loved and 1 have lived. A 
divine fire has been kindled in my soul. 1 can go into 
_0 world so far 1 shall not feel the warmth of your 
love, your kisses on my lips, your strong arms pressing 
me to your heart-the one true, manly heart that bas 
loved me. 1 shall see your face forever though 1 see it 
through a mist of tears-good-by I" 

The last word was the merest whisper. 
The boy sprang toward her: 
"I won't say it-I won't-I won't!" 
"But you must!" 
He opened his arms and called in tones of compelling 

anguish: 
"Helen !" 
The girl's lips trembled, her eyes grew dim, her fin

gers were locked in a cruel grip trying to hold the bag 
which slipped to the floor. And then with a cry she 
threw herself madly into his arms: 

"Oh, 1 can't give you up, dearest! 1 catl't;--Pve 
tried-but 1 can't!" 

He held her clasped without a word, stroking her 
hair, kissing it tenderly and murmuring little inarticu-
late cries of love. . 

Norton suddenly appeared in the door, his face 
blanched with horror. With a rush of his tall figure 
he was by their side and hurled them apart: 

"My God! Do you know what you're doing?" 
He turned on Tom, his face white with pain: 
"I forbid you to ever see or speak to this girl again!" 
Tom sprang back and confronted his father: 
"Forbid !" 
Helen lifted her head.: 
"He's right, Tom." 
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"Yes," the:: with bated the 
name of the law-by all that's pure and holy, by the 
memory of the mother who bore you and the angels 
who guard the sanctity of every home, I forbid 
you!" 

The boy squared himself and drew his figure to its 
full height: 

"You're my ])ut I want y¢;:;H 
that I'm of :;1t:;¢;:;:;nty-two year¢; a 
man! Forbid? you use such m 
the presence I love r" 

Norton's voice dropped to pitiful tenderness: 
"You-you-don't understand, my boy. Helen 

knows that-I'm right. We have talked it over. She 
has agreed to go at once. The carriage will be at the 
door in a moment. She can never see you again"-he 
paused and h:;md solemnly abn¢;:;:; head 
-"and in the:: ])lmighty God :&:&ot 
to attempt 1:;¢; 

He turned yicked UJ) the nnd 
coat and add:;:;d 

"I'll explain all to you at last if I must." 
''Well, I won't hear it!" Tom cried in rage. "I'm a 

free agent! I won't take such orders from you or any 
other man!" 

The sound of the carriage wheels were heard on the 
graveled driHe:: 

Norton tUe&z:;:;d and took her 
:;:;n ¢;e::iage is waiting_ 

])om was by hie:: 
bag and coal hHnd, hurled them 
and turned on his father with blazing eyes: 

"Now, look here, Dad, this thing's going too far! 
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You can't bulldoze me. There's one right no American 
man ever yields without the loss of his self-respect-the 
right to choose the woman he loves. When Helen 
leaves this house, I go with her! I'm running this 
thing now-your carriage needn't wait." 

With sudden decision he rushed to the porch and 
and called: 

"Driver !" 
"Yassah. " 
"Go back to your stable-you're not wanted." 
"Yassah." 
"I'll send for you if I want you-wait a minute till 

I tell you." 
Norton's head drooned and he blindly grasped a 

chair. 
Helen watched him with growing pity, drew near and 

said softly: 
"I'm sorry, major, to have brought you this 

pain--" 
"You promised to go without seeing him!" he ex

claimed bitterly. 
"I tried. I only gave up for a moment. I fought 

bravely. Remember now in all you say to Tom that I 
am going--that I know I must go--" 

"Yes, I understand, child," he replied brokenly, "and 
my heart goes out to you. Mine is heavy to-night with 
a burden greater than I can bear . You're a brave lit
tle girl. The fault isn't yours-it's mine. I've got 
to face it now"-he paused and looked at her tenderly. 
"You say that you've been lonely-well, remember, that 
in all your orphan life you never saw an hour as lonely 
as the one my soul is passing through now! The lone
liest road across this earth is the way of sin." 
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Helen watched him in amazement: 
"The way of sin-why--" 
Tom's brusque entrance interrupted her. With 

quick, firm decision he took her arm and led her to 
the door opening on the hall: 

"Wait for me in your room, dear," he said quietly. 
"I have something to say to my father." 

She looked at him timidly: 
"You won't forget that he is your father, and loves 

you better than his own life?" 
"I'll not forget." 
She started with 8udden alarm and whispered: 
''You haven't got the pistol that you brought home 

to-day from the campaign, have you?" 
"Surely, dear-" 
"Give it to me I" she demanded. 
"No." 
"Why?" abe &eked pleadingly. 
"I've too much self-respect." 
She looked into his clear eyes: 
''Forgive me, dear, but I was so frightened Juat DOW. , 

You were so violent. I never saw you like that befDre. 
I was afraid something might happen in a moment of 
blind passion, and I could never lift my head agaiD--" 

"I'll not forget," he ·broke in, "if my father does. 
Run now, dear, I'll join you in a few minutea." 

A pressure of the hand, a look of love, and she was 
gone. The boy closed the door, quickly turned and 
faced his father. 
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CHAPTER XXV 

PATBU AND SON 

NOKTON had ignored the scene between Helen &ltd 
Tom and his stunned mind was making a desperate 
fight to prepare for the struggle that was inevitable. 

The thing that gave him fresh courage was the 
promise the girl had repeated that she would go. Some
how he had grown to trust her implicitly. He hadn't 
time as yet to realize the pity and pathos of such a 
trust .in such an hour. He simply believed that she 
would keep her word. He had to win his fight now 
with the boy without the surrender of his seeret. Could 
he do it? It was doubtful, but he was going to try. 
His back was to the wall. 

Tom took another step into the room and the father 
turned, drew his tall figure erect in an instinctive move
ment of sorrowful dignity and reserve and walked to 
the table. 

All traces of anger had passed from the boy's hand
some young face' and a look of regret had taken its 
place. He began speaking very quietly and rever
ently: 

"Now, Dad, we must face this thing. It's a bagedy 
for you perhaps--" 

The father interrupted: 
"How big a tragedy, my 80n, I hope that you may 

never know--" 
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"Anyhow," Tom went on frankly, "I am ashamed of 
the way I acted. But you're a manly man and you can 
understand." 

"Yes." 
"I know that all you've done is because you love 

me---" 
"How deeply, you can never know." 
"I'm sorry if I forgot for a moment the respect I 

owe you, the reverence and love I hold for you-I've al
ways been proud of you, Dad--of your stainless name, 
of the birthright you have given me-you know 
this-" 

"Yet it's good to hear you say it 1" 
"And now that I've said this, you'd as well know 

first as last that any argument about Helen is idle 
between us. I'm not going to give up the woman 
I love!" 

"Ah, my boy--" 
Tom lifted his hand emphatically: 
"It's no use ! You needn't tell me that her blood is 

tainted-I don't believe it!" 
The father came closer: 
"You do believe it! In the first mad riot of passion 

you're only trying to fool yourself." 
"It's unthinkable, I tell you! and I've made my de

cision"-he paused a moment and then demanded: 
"How do you know her blood is tainted?" 

The father answered firmly: 
"I have the word both of her mother and father." 
"Well, I won't take their word. Some natures are 

their own defense. On them no stain can reat, and I 
stake my life on Helen's!" 

"My boy--" 
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"Oh, I know what you're going to say-as a theory 
it's quite correct. But it's one thing to accept a theory, 
another to meet the thing in your own heart before 
God alone with your life in your hands." 

"What do you mean by that?" the father asked 
savagely. 

"That for the past hour I've been doing some think
ing on my own account." 

"That's just what you haven't been doing. You 
haven't thought at all. If you had, you'd know that 
you can't marry this girl. Come, come, my boy, re
member that you have reason and because you have 
this power that's bigger than all passion, all desire, all 
impulse, you're a man, not a brute--" 

"All right," the boy broke in excitedly, "submit it to 
reason! I'll stand the test-it's more than you can 
do. I love this girl--ehe's my mate. She loves me and 
I am hers. Haven't I taken my stand squarely on Na
ture and her highest law?" 

"No!" 
"What's higher? Social fictions-prejudices?" 
The father lifted his head: 
"Prejudices! You know as well as I that the white 

man's instinct of racial purity is not prejudice, but 
God's first law of life-the instinct of self-preservation! 
The lion does not mate with the jackal!" 

The boy :Bushed .angrily: 
"The girl I love is as fair as you or I." 
"Even so," was the quick reply, "we inherit ninety 

per cent. of character from our dead ancestors! Born 
of a single black progenitor, she is still a negress. 
Change every black skin in America to-morrow to the 
white of a lily and we'd yet have ten million negroes-ten 
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million negroes whose blOOf;i relatives are living in 
Mrica the life of a savage." 

"Granted that what you say it true--and I refuse 
to believe it-I still have the right to live my own life 
in my own way." 

"No man has the right to live life in his own way if 
by that way he imperil millions." 

"And whom would I imperil?" 
"The future American. No white man ever lived who 

desired to be a negro. Every negro longs to be a white 
man. No black man has ever added an iota to the 
knowledge of the world of any value to humanity. In 
Helen's body flows sixteen million tiny drops of blood
one million black-poisoned by the inheritance of thou
sands of years of savage cruelty, ignorance, slavery 
and superstition. The life of generations are bound 
up in you. In you are wrapt the onward years. Man's 
place in nature is no longer a myth. You are bound 
by the laws of heredity-laws that demand a nobler not 
a baser race of men! Shall we improve the breed of 
horses and degrade our men ? You have no right to 
damn a child with such a legacy!" 

"But I tell you I'm not trying to-I refuse to see 
in her this stain!" 

The father strode angrily to the other side of the 
room in an e1Fort to control his feelings: 

"Because you refuse to think, my boy!" he cried in 
agony. "I tell you, you can't defy these laws! They 
are eternal-never new, never old-true a thousand 
years ago, to-day, to-morrow and· on a million years, 
when this earth is thrown, a burnt cinder, into God's 
dust heap. I can't teli you what I feel-it strangles 
me!" 

40!! 

Digitized by Goog Ie 



- -- --------------------

F .A:THEB AND SON 

"No-, and I can't unde1'8tand it. I feel one thing, 
the touch of the hand of the woman I love; hear tme 
thing; the music of her voice--" 

"And in that voice, my boy, I hear the 'crooning of 
a savage mother! But yesterday our negroes were 
brought here from the West Soudan, black, chattering 
savages, nearer the anthropoid ape than any other living 
creature. And you would dare give to a child such a 
mother? Who is this dusky figure of the forest with 
whom you would cross your blood? In old Andy there 
you see him to-day, a creature half child, half animal. 
For thousands of years beyond the seas he stole his 
food, worked his wife, sold his child, and ate his brother 
-great God, could al!y tragedy be more hideous than 
our degradation at last to his racial level!" 

"It can't happen! It's a myt4!" 
"It's the most dangerous thing that threatens the 

future!" the father cried with desperate earnesmess. 
"A pint of ink can make black gallons of water. The 
barriers once down, ten million negroes can poison 
the source of life and character for a hundred million 
whites. This nation is great for one reason only
because of the breed of men who created the Republic! 
Oh, my boy, when you look on these walls at your 
fathers, don't you see this, don't you feel this, don't 
you know this?" 

Tom shook his head: 
"To-night I feel and know one thing. I love her! 

We don't choose whom we love----:-" 
"Ah, but if we are more than animals, if we reason, 

we do choose whom we marry! Marriage is not merely 
& question of personal whim, impulse or passion. .It's 
the one divine law on which human society reets. '11len 
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are always men who hear the call of the Beast and faU 
below their ideals, who trail the divine standards of 
life in the dust as they slink under the cover of 
night--" 

"At least, I'm not trying to do that!" 
"No, worse! You would trample them under your 

feet at noon in defiance of the laws of man and God! 
You're insane for the moment. You're mad with pas
sion. You're not really listening to me at all-I feel 
it !" 

"Perhaps I'm not--" 
"Yet you don't question the truth of what I've said. 

You can't question it. You just stand here blind and 
maddened by desire, while I beg and plead, saying in 
your heart: 'I want this woman and I'm going to have 
her.' You've never faced the question that she's a 
negress-you can't face it, and yet I tell you that I 
know it's true!" 

The boy turned on his father and studied him angrily 
for a moment, his blue eyes burning into his, his face 
flushed and his lips curled with the slightest touch of in
credulity: 

"And do you really believe all you've been saying to 
me?" 

"As I believe in God!" 
With a quick, angry gesture he faced .his father: 
"Well, you've had a mighty poor way of showing it! 

U you really believed all you've been saying to me, you 
wouldn't stop to eat or sleep until every negro is re
moved from physical contact with the white race. And 
yet on the day that I was born you placed me in the 
arms of a negress! The first human face on which I 
looked was hers. I grew at her breast. You let her 
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love me and teach me to love her. You keep only 
negro servants. I grow up with them, fall into their 
lazy ways, laugh at their antics and see life through 
their eyes, and now that my life touches theirs at a 
thousand points of contact, you tell me that we must 
live together and yet a gulf separates us! Why haven't 
you realized this before? If what you say about Helen 
is true, in God's nam~I ask it out of a heart 
quivering with anguish-why haven't you realized it 
before? I demand an answer! I have the right to 
know!" 

Norton's head was lowered while the boy poured out 
his passionate protest and he lifted it at the' end with 
a look of despair: 

"You have the right to know, my boy. But the South 
has not a valid answer to your cry. The Negro is not 
here by my act or will, and their continued presence 
is a constant threat against our civilization. Equality 
is the law of life and we dare not grant it to the negro 
unless we are willing to descend to his racial level. 
We cannot lift him to ours. This truth forced me into 
~ new life purpose twenty years ago. The campaign 
I have just fought and won is the first step in a 
larger movement to find an answer to your question in 
the complete separation of the races-and nothing is 
surer than that the South will maintain the puri,ty of 
her home! It's as fixed as her faith in God!" 

The boy was quiet a moment and looked at the tall 
figure with a queer expression: 

"Has she maintained it?" 
"Yes." 
"Is her home life clean?" 
"Yes." 
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"And these milliou of children bom ill the ahado...._ 
these mulattoes?" . 

The older man's lip. trembled and his brow clouded: 
"The lawless have always defied. the law, ray son, 

North, South~ East and West, but they haft neftr 
defended their crimea. Dare to do this. thing that'. ia 
your he&rt and you make of crime a virtue and ask 
God's blessing on it. The difference between the two 
things is as deep and wide aa the gulf between heaftl'l 
and hell." 

"My marriage to Helen will be the purest and _t 
solemn act of my life--" 

"Silence, sir!" the father tbumdered in a burst of lln
controllable passion, as he turned suddenly on h~ his 
face blanched and his whole body trembliDg. Ul tell 
you ODee for all that your. marriage to this girl ia a 
physwal . and moral impossibility! And I refOlle 
to' argoe with you a question tnat's beyond aU a.gu
ment!" 

The two men glared at each other ill a duel of willa 
in whieh &teel cut steel without a tremor of yielding. 
And then with a sudden ilash of anger, Tom turned 011. 

his heel erying: 
"All righ4 then!" 
With swift,. determined step he JOOved towal'd ~ 

door. The father grasped the corner of the table for 
support: 

"Tom!" 
His hands were extended in pitiful a.ppeal wh. the 

boy stopped as if in deep nudy, tumed, loobd at IJim, 
and walked deliberately back: 

"rm going to ask you SOIM perllGllal questions!'" 
In spite of his attempt at self-control, N ortoa'a :lace 
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paled. He drew himself up with an. attempt at dignified 
adjustment to the new situation, but his hands were 
trembling as he nervously repeated: 

"Personal queatWns?" 
"Yea. There's something very queer about your 

pGlition. Your creed forbids you to receive a negro as 
a social equal?" 

"Yes." 
The boy suddenly lifted his head: 
"Why did you bring Helen into this house?" 
"I didn't bring her." 
"You didn't invite her?" 
"No." 
"She says that you did." 
"She thought 80." 
"She got an invitation?" 
"Yes." 
"Signed with your name?" 
"Yes. yes." 
"Who dared to write such a le~ter without your 

knowledge?" 
"1 can't tell you that." 
"I demand it!" 
Norton struggled between anger and fear and hally 

answered in measured tones: 
"It was forged by an enemy who wished to embarrass 

me in this campaign." 
"You know who wrote it?" 
"1 suspect." 
"You don't lmmtJ, .. 
"1 said, 1 suspect," was the angry retort. 
"And you didn't kill him?" 
"In this campaign my hands were tied." 
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The boy, watchjng furtively hi. father'. increasing 
nervousnes. and anger, continued his questions in a 
.lower, cooler tone: 

"When you returned and found her here, you could 
have put her out?" 

"Yes," Norton answered tremblingly, "and I ought 
to have done it I" 

"But you didn'tP" 
"No." 
"Why?" 
The father fumbled hi. watch chain, ma oed uneasily 

and finally .aid with firmnes.: 
"I am Helen'. guardian I" 
The boy lifted hi. brows: 
"You are .uppo.ed to be hi. attorney only. Why 

did you, of all men on earth, accept .uch a position?" 
"I felt that 1 had to." 
"And the po •• ibility of my meeting this girl never 

occurred to you? You, who have dinned into my ears 
from childhood that I should keep myself clean from 
the touch of such pollution-why did you take the 
risk?" 

"A sense of duty to one to whom 1 felt bound." 
"Duty?" 
"Yes." 
"It mU/lt have been deep-what duty P" 
Norton lifted his hand in a movement of wounded 

. pride:. 
"My boy I" 
"Come, come, Dad, don't shuflle; this thing's a mat

ter of life and death with me and you must be fair--" 
"Pm trying--" 
"I want to know why you are Helen's guardian, ex-
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actly why. We must face each other to-day with souls 
bare-why are you her guardian?" 

"I-I-can't tell you." 
"You've got to tell me!" 
"You must trust me in this, my son!" 
"I won't do it!" the boy cried, trembling with passion 

that brought the tears blinding to his eyes. "We're 
not father and son now. We face each other man to 
man with two lives at stake-hers and mine ! You 
can't ask me to trust you! I won't do it-rve got 
to know!" 

The father turned away: 
"I can't betray this secret even to you, my boy." 
"Does anyone else share it?" 
"Why do you use that queer tone? What do 

you mean?" The father's last question was barely 
breathed. 

"Nothing," the boy answered with a toss of his 
head. "Does anyone in this house suspect it?" 

"Possibly." 
Again Tom paused, watching keenly: 
"On the day you returned and found Helen here, 

you quarrelled with Cleo?" 
Norton wheeled with sudden violence: 
"We won't discuss this question further, sir r' 
"Yes, we will," was the steady answer through set 

teeth. "Haven't you been afraid of Cleo P" 
The father's eyes were looking into his now with a 

steady stare: 
"I refuse to be cross-examined, sir!" 
Tom. ignored his answer: 
"Hasn't Cleo been blackmailing you?" 
"No--no." 
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The boy held his father's gaze until it wavered, aad 
then in cold tones said: 

"You are not telling me the truth t" 
Norton flinched as if struck: 
"Do you know what you are saying. Have yon lost 

your senses?" 
Tom held his ground with dogged coolness: 
"Have you told me the truth?" 
"Yes." 
"It's a lie !" 
The words were scarcely spoken when Norton's 

clenched fist struck him a blow full in the face. 
A wild cry of surprise, inarticulate in fury, came 

from the boy's lips as he staggered against the table. 
He glared at his father, drew back a step, his lips 
twitching, his breath coming in gasps, and suddenly felt 
for the revolver in his pocket. 

With a start of horror the father cried: 
"My boy!" 
The hand dropped limp, he leaned against the table 

for support and sobbed: 
"0 God! Let me die!" 
Norton rushed to his side, his voice choking with 

grief: 
"Tom, listen!" 
"I won't listen t" he hissed. "I never want to hear 

the sound of your voice again!" 
"Don't say that-you don't mean it t" the father 

pleaded. 
"I do mean it!" 
Norton touched his arm tenderly: 
"You can't mean it, Tom. You're all I'n got in the 

world. You mustn't say that. Forgive me--l was 
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I didn't kneeA' iigS doing. I didg"d 
to strike you. I forgot for a moment that you're .a 
man, proud and sensitive as I a.m-" 

The boy tore himself free from his touch and crossed 
the room with quick, angry stride and turned: 

~'Well, you'd better not forget it again"-he paused 
drew himself oo're my father, 
to your face and. loathe VOl_--~ 

silver-gray 
"That I should hear it!" 
"And I want you 

on fie~ely, "if an agel from heaven told me that 
Helen's blood was tainted, I'd demand proofs ! You 
ba'ft shown none, and I'm not going to give up the 
woman 1 laTe 1" 

Norton supported himself 
way along ito 

set with a 
ohuulders : 

by the table and felt 
if blinded. 

as he grippod 

love you, my love beyond 
love that can be _uel when God 

ilOOller than see you marry this girl, I'll kill you with 
my own hands if I must!" 

The answer came slowly: 
"And you can't guess what's happened?" 
"Guels--wh&t's-happened!" the father repeated in 
whisper. "Whad 
&JiYd'hat I'm marriod 
bVith hands 

lodher fell back, hio 
"Merciful God! 

piteous shried 

"Married an hour before you dragged me away in 
that campaign!" be shouted in triumph. "I knew you'd 

ill 
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Dever consent md so I took matters into my own 
hands!" 

With a leap Norton grasped the boy again and shook 
him madly: 

"Married already? It's not true, I tell you! It's 
not true. You're lying to me-lying to gain time-
it's not true!" 

"You wish me to swear itP" 
"Silence, sir!" the father cried in solemn tones. 

"You are my son-this is my house-I order you to 
be silent!" 

"Before God, I swear it's true! Helen is my l&w
ful--" 

"Don't say it! It's false-you lie, I tell you!" 
Again the father shook him with cruel violence, his 
eyes staring with the glitter of a maniac. 

Tom seized the trembling hands and threw them from 
his shoulders with a quick movement of anger: 

"If that's all you've got to say, sir, excuse me, I'll 
go to my wife!" 

He wheeled, slammed the door and was gone. 
The father stared a moment, stunned, looked around 

blankly, placed his hands over his ears and held them, 
crying: 

"God have mercy!" 
He rushed to a window and threw it open. 

The band was playing "For He's a Jolly Good Fel
low!" The mocking strains rolled over his prostrate 
soul. He leaned heavily against the casement and 
groaned: 

"My God!" 
He slammed the sash, staggered back into the room, 

lifted his eyes in a leaden stare at the portrait over 
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FATHER AND SON 

the mantel, and then rushed toward it with uplifted 
arms and streaming eyes: 

"It's not true, dearest! Don't believe it-it's not 
true, I tell you! It's not true!" 

The voice sank into inarticulate sobs, he reeled and 
fell, a limp, black heap on the Boor. 
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CHAPTER XXV 

THE ONE CHANCE 

TIm dim light began to creep into the darkened 
brain at last. Norton's eyes opened wider and the long 
arms felt their way on the floor until they touched a 
rug and then a chair. He tried to think what had 
happened and why he was lying there. It seemed a 
dream, half feverish, half restful. His head was aching 
and he was very tired. 

"What's the matter?" he murmured, unable to lift 
his head. 

He was whirling through space again and the room 
faded. Once before in his life had he been knocked in
sensible. From the trenches before Petersburg in the 
last days of the war he had led his little band of less 
than five hundred ragged, ha.1f-starved, tatterdemalions 
in a mad charge against the line in front. A bomb from 
a battery on a hilltop exploded directly before them. 
He had been thrown into the air and landed on a heap 
of dead bodies, bruised and stunned into insensibility. 
He had waked feeling the dead limbs and wondering if 
they were his own. 

He rubbed his hands now, first over his head, and 
then over each limb, to find if all were there. He 
felt his body to see if a bomb had tom part of it 
away. 

And then the light of memory suddenly flashed into 

'It 
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THE ONE CHANCE-

the darkened mind aad he drew himself to his knees. Mel 
IumbJed his wa, to a chair. 

"Married? Married alreadyl" be gasped. "0, Gcci, 
it can't be true! And. he said, ~rried an hour before 
you dragged me away in that campaign' "-it was too 
bideous! He laughed. in sheer desperatien and again 
his brain refused to work. He presled. his Iumds to 
his forehead and looked about the room,- rose, staggered 
to the bell and rang for And,. 

When his black face appeared, he lifted hia bleod· 
shot eyes and said feebly: 

"Whiskey--" 
The negYo bowed: 
"Yassah !" 
He pulled. himaelf together and tried to walk. He 

could only reel from one piece of furniture to the next. 
Ria head Was on fire. He leaned again agaiost the 
mantel for suppen and dropped his head eo his ann 
in ut~r wearioe88: 

"I must think! I must think!" 
Slowly the power to reason returned. 
"What can I do? What can I do?" he kept repeat

ing mechanically, until the only chance of escape 
crept slowly into his mind. He grasped it with feverish 
hope. 

If Tom had married but an hour before leaving on 
that campaign, he hadn't returned until to-day. But 
had he? It was, of course, a physical possibility. Prom 
the nearby counties, he could have ridden a swift horse 
through the night, reached home and returned the next 
day without his knowing it. It was possible, but not 
probable. He wouldn't believe it until he had to. 

Il he had married. in haste the morning he had left 
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town and had only rejoined Helen to-night, it was no 
marriage. It was a ceremony that had no meaning. In 
law it was void and could be annulled immediately. But 
if he were really married in all that word means-hia 
mind stopped short and refused to go on. 

He would cross that bridge when he came to it. But 
he must find out at once and he must know before he 
saw Tom again. 

His brain responded with its old vigor under the 
pressure of the new crisis. One by one his powers re
turned and his mind was deep in ita tragic problem 
when Andy entered the room with a tray on which 
.tood a decanter of whiskey, a gl88S of water and two 
ama1l empty glasles. 

The negro extended the tray. Norton was staring 
into space and paid no attention • 

. Andy took one of the empty glasses and clicked it 
against the other. There was still no sign of recogni
tion until he pushed the tray against Norton's arm and 
cleared his throat: 

"Ahem! Ahem!" 
The dazed man turned slowly and looked at the tray 

and then at the grinning negro: 
"What's this?" 
Andy's face kindled with enthliBiasm: 
"Dat is moonshine, sah-de purest mountain dew

yassah!"· 
"Whiskey?" 
"Y 88sah," was the astonished reply, "de whisktlY you 

jis ring fer, sah!" 
"Take it back!" 
Andy could not believe his ears. The major was 

certainly in a queer mood. Was he losing his mind? 
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There was nothing to do but obey. He bowed and 
turned away: 

"Yassah." 
Norton watched him with- a dazed look and cried 

suddenly: 
"Where are you going?" 
"Back!" 
"Stop !" 
Andy stopped with a sudden jerk: 
"Yaasah !" 
"Put that tray down on the table!" 
The negro obeyed but watched his master out of 

the comers of his eye: 
"Yassah !" 
Again Norton forgot Andy's existence, his eyes fixed 

in space, his mind in a whirl of speculation in which he 
felt his soul and body sinking deeper. The negro was 
watching him with increasing suspicion and fear as he 
turned his head in the direction of the table. 

"What are you standing there for?" he asked sharply. 
"You say stop, sah." 
"Well, get away-get out!" Norton cried with sud-

den anger. 
Andy backed rapidly: 
"Yassah !" 
As he reached the doorway Norton's command 

rang so sharply that the negro spun around on one 
foot: 

"Wait!" 
"Y -yas--sah !" 
The master took a step toward the trembling figure 

with an imperious gesture: 
"Come here!" 
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ADd" approached gingerly, g1aaeiDg from. .ide to 
side for the best way of retreat in case of emer
ptcy: 

"What's the matter with "oa?" Norton derrumdrd. 
Andy laughed feebly: 
"1-1-1 dUDDo, sah; 1 'WlIZ des wODderin' what!s de 

matter wid you, sah!" 
"Tell me!" 
The negro's teeth Weft chattering lUI he glaaeed 

up: 
"Y &Ssah ! 1 ten all I know, 118b!" 
Norton hed him with a stem look: 
"Has Tom been back here daring the put four 

weeks?" 
"Nuu!" was the surprised 8D8wer, "he bin wid you, 

.ah!" 
The voice softened to :persuasiTe toaea: 
"He hasn't slipped back here even lor an hOW' Race 

rYe been gone?" 
"I nebber seed him!" 
"I didn't ask you," Norton said threatenmgly, 

' ..... hether you'd 'seed' him"-he paUHd and drvpped 
each word with deliberate emphasis-"I asked you if 
you knew whether he'd been here?" 

Andy mopped his brow and glanced at his inquisitor 
with terror: 

"Nuah, I don't know nottie', sa.h!" 
"Haven't you lied to me?" 
"Yassah! yassah," the negro replied in friendly eon

ciliation. "I has per-var-i-cated sometimea--but I sho 
is teDin' you 'de trul dis time,. ssh!" 

The master glared at him a IDOmeBt and suddenly 
sprang at his throat, both hands clasping his Beea with 
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THE ONE CHANCE 

a strangling grip. Andy dropped spluttering to his 
knees. 

"You're lying to me!" Norton growled. "Out with 
the truth now"-his grip tightened-Clout with it, or 
I'll choke it out of yGU 1" 

Andy grasped the tightening fingers and drew them 
down: 

"Fer Gawd's sake, major, doan' do dat!" 
~'Has Tom been back here during the past weeb to 

see Miss Helen?" 
Andy struggled 'With the desperate fingers: 
"Doan' do dat, maj~an~ do dat! I ainit holdini 

nuttin' back-I let it all out, sah!" 
The grip slackened.: 
"Then out with the whole truth!" 
*YfJ,ssah. Des ten me what ye wants IDe' ter say, 

sah, an' I sho say hit!" " 
"Bah ! You miserable liar!"· Nt>rton cried· in dis

gust, hurling him to the -floor, and striding angrily 
from the room. ley ou~re aU in· this thing, .n of you! 
You're all in it-all in it!" . 

Andy scrambled to. his feet and rushed. to the wiadow 
in time to see him hurry down the steps and disappear 
in the .shadows of the lawn. He stood watchiag with 
open mouth and staring eyes : 

"'Well, 'fore de Lawd, ef he ain't done gone plum 
crazy!" 
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CHAPTER XXVI 

So intent wu Andy's watch on the lawn, so rapt his 
wonder and terror at the sudden usault, he failed to 
hear Cleo's step u she entered the room, walked to 
his side and laid her hand on his shoulder: 

"Andy--" 
With a loud groan he dropped to his knees: 
"De Lawd saye me!" 
Cleo drew back with amazement at the prostrate fig-

ure: 
"What on earth's the matter?" 
"Oh--oh, Lawd," he shivered, scrambling to his feet 

and mopping his brow. ''Lordy, I thought de major 
got me dat time sho!" 

"You thought the major had you?" Cleo cried in
credulously. 

Andy ran back to the window and look~d out 
again: 

"Yusam-yusam! De major try ter kill me-be's 
er regular maniacker-gone wild---" 

"What about 1" 
The black hands went to his throat: 
"Bout my windpipes, 'pears like!" 
"What did he do 1" 
"Got me in de giZlg /" 
''Why?'' 
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BETWEEN TWO FIRES 

"Dunno," was the whispered answer as he peered out 
the window. "He asked me if Mr. Tom been back here 
in de past fo' weeks--" 

"Asked if Tom had been back here?" 
"¥ assam !" 
"What a 'fool question, when he's had the boy with 

him every day! He must have gone crazy." 
"¥assam !" 'Andy agreed with unction as he turned 

back into the room and threw both hands high 
above his head in wild gestures. "He say we wuz 
all in it! Dat what he say-we wuz all in it! AlZ in 
it!" 

"In what?" 
"Gawd knows!" he cried, as his hands again went to 

his neck to feel if anything were broken, "Gawd knows, 
but he sho wuz gittin' inside er me !" 

Cleo spoke with stem appeal: 
"Well, you're a man; you'll know how to defend 

yourself next time, won't you?" 
"¥ assam !-yas, m'am!" Andy answered boldly. "Oh, 

I fit 'i~! Don't you think I didn't fight him! I fit des 
lak er wild-cat-yassam!" 

The woman's eyes narrowed and her voice purred: 
"¥ou're going to stand by me now?" 
"Dat I is!" was the brave response.· 
"¥ou'll do anything for me?" 
"¥ assam !" 
"Defend me with your life if the major attacks me 

to-night ?" 
"Dat I will!" 
Cleo leaned close: 
"¥ ou'll die for me?" 
"¥assam! yassam-I'll die fer you-I'll die fer ye; 
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THE SINS OF THE FATHER 

of coae I'U die for ye I B-b-but fer Gawd's sake 
what ye want wid er dead nigger?" 

Andy leaped back in terror as Norton's tall figure 
suddenly appeared in the door, his rumpled iron-gray 
hair gleaming in the shadows, his eyes flas'hing with an 
lIDDatural light. He quickly cl"08sed the rGom and 
lifted his index finger toward Cleo: 

"J Wit a word with you--" 
The woman'. hands met nervously, and she glaaced 

at Andy: 
"Very wen. but I want a witness. Andy can stay." 
Norton merely glanced at the negro: 
"Get out!" 
"Yaasah I" 
"Stay where you are!" Cleo commanded. 
"Y -yassam"-Andy stammered, halting. 
"Get out!" Norton growled. 
Andy jumped into the doorway at a smp bound: 
"Done out, sah I" 
The major lifted his hand and the aegro stopped: 
"Tell Minerva I want to aee her." 
Andy hastened toward the hall, the whites of his eyes 

shining: 
"Yassah, but she ain't in de kitchen, sah!" 
"Find' her and bring her here I" Norton thundered. 

His words rang like the sudden peal of a gun at close 
quarters: 

Andy jumped: 
"Yassah, yassah, I fetch her! I fetch her I" AB be 

:flew through the door he repeated humbly: 
"1 fetch her, right away, sah-right away, aah I" 
Cleo watched his cowardly desertion with lips eurled 

in scorn. 
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CHAPTER xxvn 

.A. SURPB.I8E 

FOR a while Norton stood with folded arms gazing 
at Cleo, his eyes smouldering fires of wonder and loath .. 
mg. The woman was trembling beneath his fierce aeru
tiny, bnt he evidently had not noted the fact. His mind 
was busy with a bigger problem of character and the 
possible depths to which a human being might fall 
and still retain the human form. He was wandering 
how a man of his birth and breeding, the heir to ceu
turies of culture and refinement, of high thinking and 
noble aspirations, could ever have sunk to the level 
of this yellow animal-this bundle of rags and CO&l'8e 
:fteah! It was incredible! Hili loathing for her 
was surpassed by one thing only-his hatred of him
self. 

He was free in this moment as never before. In tlw 
fearlessness of death soul and body stood erect and 
gazed calmly out on time and eternity. 

There was one thing about the woman be couldn't 
understand. That she was without moral scruple-
that she was absolutely unmoral in her fundaOJeBtal 
being-he could easily believe. In fact, he could be
lieve nothing else. That.he would not hesitate to defy 
every law of God or man to gain her end, he never 
doubted for a moment. But that a crea.tUi'e of her 
cunnin, and trained intelligence could deliberately de-
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THE SINS OF THE FATHER 

.troy henelf by such an act of mad revenge was un
reasonable. He began dimly to suspect that her plans 
had gone awry. How completely she had been crushed 
by her own trap he could not yet guess. 

She lI'as struggling frantically now to regam her 
composure but his sullen silence and his piercing eyes 
.... ere telling on her nerves. She was on the verge of 
.creaming in his face when he said in low, intense tones: 

"You did get even with me--didn't you?" 
"Yes !" 
"I didn't think you quite capable of this!" 
His words were easier to bear than silence. She felt 

an instant relief and pulled herself together with a 
touch of bravado: 

"And now that you see I am, what are you going to 
do about it?" 

"That's my secret," was the quiet reply. "There's 
just one thing that puzzles me!" 

"Indeed!" 
"How you could willfully and deliberately do this 

beastly thing?" 
"For one reason only, I threw them together and 

brought about their love aft'air--" 
"Revenge-yes," Norton interrupted, "but the boy

you don't hate him-you can't. You've always loved 
him as if he were your own--" 

"Well, what of it?" 
"I'm wondering--" 
"What?" 
His voice was low, vibrant but quiet: 
"Why, if your mother instincts have always been so 

powerful and you've loved my boy with such devotion" 
-the tones quickened to sudden menace-''why you 
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were so willing to give up your own child that day 
twenty years agoP" 

He held her gaze until ~er own fell: 
"I-I-don't understand you," ~he said falteringly. 
He seized her with violence and drew her squarely 

before him: 
"Look at me!" he cried fiercely. "Look me in the 

face !" He paused until she slowly lifted her eyes to his 
and finally glared at him with hate. "I want to see your 
soul now if you've got one. There's just one chance 
and rm clutching at that as a drowning man a 
straw." 

"WellP" she asked defiantly. 
Norton's words were hurled at her, each one a solid 

shot: 
"Would you have given up that child without a stro,.. 

gle--if she had really been your own?" 
"Why-what-do you-meanP" Cleo asked, her eyes 

shifting. 
"You know what I mean. If Helen is really your 

child, why did you give her up so easily that day P" 
"Why?" she repeated blankly. 
"Answer my question!" 
With an eft'ort she recovered her composure: 
"You know why! I was mad. I was a miserable 

fool. I did it because you asked it. I did it to please 
you, and I've cursed myself for it' ever since." 

Norton's grip slowly relaxed, and he turned thought
fully away. The woman's hand went instinctively to 
the bruises he had left on her arms as she stepped back 
nearer the door and watched him furtively. 

"It's possible, yes I" he cried turning again to face 
her suddenly. "And yet if you are human how could 
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,.. dare dely the IaWl 01 DIAD and God to bring about 
this marriage?" 

"It's not a qUeatiOD of marriage yet," she neered. 
-'I ''You've simply got to acknowledge her, that's all 

That'. why I brought her here. That's why rve helped 
their love affair. You're in my power noW'. You've got 
to ten Tom that Helen is my daughter, and "!oure-his 
half si.ter! NOW' that they're in love with ODe another 
yoo.'ve got to do it!" 

Norion drew back in amazement: 
"You IDean to tell me that you don't bow that tlJey 

are married?" 
With a cry of surprise and terror, the woman leaped 

to his .ide, her voice a whisper: 
"Married? Who says they are married ?", 
"TOlD has just said .0." 
"But they are not married!" she cried hysterically. 
~y can't marry r' 

Norton fixed her with a keen look: 
"They are married!" 
The woman wrung her hands nervously: 
"But you can separate them if you tell them tlie 

truth. That's all you've got to do. Tell them now-
tell them at once I" . 

Never losing the gaze with which he was piercing her 
IOUl N o~on said in .10W' menacing tones: 

"There's another way!" 
He turned from her suddenly and walked toward 

the desk. She followed a step, trembling. 
"Another way"-she repeated. 
Norton turned: 
"An old way brave men have always known-I'n take 

it if I must!" 
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Chilled with fear Cleo glanced in a panic about the 
room and spoke feebly: 

"You-you-don't mean--" 
Minerva and Andy entered cautiously as Norton 

answered: 
"No matter what 1 mean, it's enough for you to 

know that I'm free-free from you-I breathe clean 
air at last!" 

Minerva shot Cleo a look: 
"Praise God 1'.' 
Cleo extended a hand in pleading: 
''Major--'' 
''That will do now!" he said sternly. "Go !" 
Cleo tumed hurriedly to the door leading toward the 

stairs. 
"Not that way 1" Norton called sharply. ''Tom has 

no further need of your advice. Go to the servant.' 
quarters and stay there. I am the master of this house 
to-night !" 

Cleo slowly crossed the room and left through the 
door leading to the kitchen, watching Norton with ter
ror. Minerva broke into a loud laugh and Andy took 
!efuge behind her ample form. 
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CHAPTER xxvm 

VIA DOLOaOSA 

MINDVA was still laughing at the collapse of her 
enemy and Andy sheltering himself behind her when 
a sharp call cut her laughter short: 

"Minerva !" 
"Yassah"--she answered soberly. 
"You have been a faithful servant to me," Norton 

began, "you have never lied--" 
"An' I ain't pine ter begin now, sah." 
He searched her black face keenly: 
"Did Tom slip back here to see Miss Helen while 

I was away on this last trip?" 
Minerva looked at Andy, fumbled with her apron, 

started to speak, hesitated and finally admitted feebly: 
''Yassah !" 
Andy's eyes fairly bulged: 
"De Lordy, major, I didn't know dat, sah!" 
Norton glanced at him: 
"Shut up!" 
"You ain't gwine ter be hard on 'em, major?" Min-

erva pleaded. 
He ignored her interruption and went on evenly: 
"How many times did he come?" 
''Twice, sah." 
"He sho come in de night time den!" Andy broke 

in. "I nebber seed 'im once!" 
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Norton bent close: 
"How long did he stay?" 
Minerva fidgeted, hesitated again and finally said: . 
"Once he stay about er hour-" 
"And the other time?" 
She looked in vain for a way of escape, the perspira

tion standing in beads on her shining black face: 
"He stay all night, sah." 
A moment of stillness followed. Norton's eyes closed, 

and his face became a white mask. He breathed deeply 
and then spoke quietly: 

"You-you knew they were married?" 
"Yassah !" was the quick reply. "I seed 'em married. 

Miss Helen axed me, sah." 
Andy lifted his hands in solemn surprise and walled 

his eyes at Minerva: 
"Well, 'fore Gawd!" 
Another moment of silence and Andy's mouth was still 

open with wonder when a call like the crack of a revolver 
suddenly rang through the room: 

"Andy!" 
The negro dropped to his knees and lifted his 

hands: 
"Don't do nqttin' ter me, sah! 'Fore de Lawd, major, 

I 'clare I nebber knowed it! Dey fool me, sah-I'd a 
. tole you sho!" 

Norton frowned: 
"Shut your mouth and get up." 
"Yassah !" Andy cried. "Hit's shet an' I'se 

up!" 
He scrambled to his feet and watched his mas

ter. 
"You and Minerva go down that back stairway into 
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the basement, fasten the windows and lock the 
doors." 

.Andy's eyes were two white moons in the shadows 
as he cried through chattering teeth: 

"G-g-odder mighty-what-what's de matter, 
major?" 

"Do as 1 tell you, qaick r' 
Andy dodged snd leaped toward the door: 
"R-right away, sah!'" 
"Pay no attention to anythin« Mr. Tom may 8&7 to 

you--" 
"N asah," Andy guped. "I pay no 'tension ter 

aobody, sah!" 
''When you've fastened everything below, do the same 

OR this fioor and come back here:-I want you;" 
"Y-y-yas-sah! R-r-r-right a-way, Bah!" 
Andy backed out, beckoning frantically to lIinerva. 

She ignored him and watched Norton as he turned to
ward a window and looked vaguely out. As Andy con
tinued his frantic calls she slipped to the doorway and 
whispered: 

'''G'long! I be dar in er minute. You po' fool, you 
can't talk nohow. You're skeered er de major. rm 
pine do my duty now, I'm gwine ter tell him sumlin' 

• k " • qwc--
Norton wheeled on her with sudden fury: 
"Do as I tell you! Do as I tell you !" 
Minerva dodged at each explosion, backing away. 

She paused and extended her hand pleadingly: 
"Can't 1 put in des one little word, sah 1" 
"Nat another word 1" he thundered, advancing on 

her-"Go !" 
"Yaasah !" 
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"Go! I tell you!" 
Dodging again, she hurried below to join Andy. Nor

ton turned back into the room and stood staring at 
somethiqgthat gleamed with sinister brightness trom 
the top of the little writing desk. An electric lamp 
with crimson shade seemed to focus every ray of light 
on the shining steel and a devil in the shadows pointed 

. a single finger and laughed: 
"It's ready-just where you laid it!" 
He took a step toward the desk, stopped and gripped 

the back of the settee, steadied himself, and glared at 
the thing with fascination. He walked unsteadily to 
the chair in front of the desk and stared again. His 
hand moved to grasp the revolver and hesitated. And 
then, the last thought of pity strangled, he gripped 
the handle, lifted it with quick familiar touch, grasped 
the top clasp, loosed the barrel, threw the cylinder opes 
and examined the shells, dropped them into his hand 
and saw that there were no blanks. One by one he 
slowly replaced them, snapped the cylinder in place 
and put the weapon in his pocket. 

He glanced about the room furtively, walked to each 
of the tall French windows, closed the .hutters and 
carefully drew the heavy draperies. He turned the 
switch of the electric lights, extinguishing all in the 
room Save the smaD red one burning on the desk. He 
'Would need that in a moment. 

He walked softly to the foot of the stairs and called: 
"Tom!'" 
Waiting and receiving no answer he called again: 
"Tom! Tom!" 
A door opened above and the boy answered: 
"Well?" 
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"Just a word, my son," the gentle voice called. 
"rve nothing to say, sir! We're packing our trunks 

to leave at once." 
"Yes, yes, I understand," the father answe~ed ten

derly. "You're going, of course, and it can't be helped 
---but just a minute, my son; we must say good-by in 
a decent way, you know-and-I've something to show 
you before you go"-the voice broke-"you-won't try 
to leave without seeing me?" 

There was a short silence and the answer came in 
friendly tones: 

"I'll see you. I'll be down in a few minutes." 
The father murmured: 
"Thank God!" 
He hurried back to the library, unlocked a tiny 

drawer in the desk, drew out a plain envelope from 
which he took the piece of paper on which was scrawled 
the last message from the boy's mother. His hand 
trembled as he read and slowly placed it in a small 
pigeon-hole. 

He took his pen and began to write rapidly on a pad 
of legal cap paper. 

While he was still busy with his writing, in obedience 
to his orders, Andy and Minerva returned. They 
stopped at the doorway and peeped in cautiously before 
entering. Astonished and terrified to find the room so 
dimly lighted they held a whispered conference in the 
hall: 

"Better not go in dar, chile!" Andy warned. 
"Ah, come on, you fool!" Minerva insisted. "He 

ain't gwine ter hurt us!" 
"I tell ye he's wild-he's gone crazy, sho's yer born! 

I kin feel dem fingers playin' on my windpipe now!" 
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"\What's he doin' deskP" Minervdf, 
"He's writin' good-by ter dis world, I'm tellin' ye, 

an' hit's time me an' you wuz makin' tracks !" 
"Ah, come on!" the woman urged. 
Andy hung back and shook his head: 
"Nasah-I done bin in dar an' got my dose!" 

df,U slip up behidf,' !5ee what he's 
suggested. 

you slip up 
df,u're de littlest 
d£(S, but you'se 

in er scrimmage---" 

less fuss," she 
"'d£(,d£("'££ df,ll' you las' de 

"Ah, go on!" she commanded, getting behind Andy 
and suddenly pushing him into the room. 

He rushed back into her arms, but she pushed him 
firmly on: 

"A'long, I tell Yff!§, 
\e up." 

balked and 
"A'long!" 

!5ee what he's 

motioned her whispering: 
yer gwine ter stan' me, for de Lawd's sade 

stan' by me--don't stan' by de do'!" 
Seeing that retreat was cut oft' and he was in for it, 

the negro picked his way cautiously on tip-toe until 
he leaned over the chair and tried to read what his 
master was writing, 

Aff!§rton looked up !5df,iC1idf,!5,1i\ 
!" 

m"tor! Nasah! 
thing, sah!" 

Norton calmly lifted his head and looked into the 
4SS 

Digiti 



THE SINS OF THE FATHER 

black face that had been his companion so maDy years: 
"I want you to lee it!" 
"Oh!" Andy cried with surprised relief, "you wants 

me to see hit"-he glanced at Minerva and motioned her 
to come nearer. "Well, dat's diiFerent, sah. Yer know 
I wouldn't er tried ter steal er glimpse of it ef I'd . 
knowed ye wuz gwine ter show it ter me. I allen is er 
gemman, sah I" 

Norton handed him the paper: 
"I taught you to read and write, Andy. You can do 

IDe & little service to-night-read that I" 
"Yassah-yassah," he answered, pompously, adj1,lst

ing his coat and vest. He held the paper up before 
him, struck it lightly with the back of his hand and 
cleared hia throat: 

"Me an' you has bin writin' fer de newspapel'8 DOW 

'bout fifteen yeo.rs-yassah"-he p6~sed and hurriedly 
read the document. "Dis yo' will, sah? An' de Lawd 
er musay, 'tain't more'n ten lines. An' dey hain't nary 
one er dem whereases an' haremditaments aforeeaids, 
like de Iawyen puts in dem in de Cote House--hit's des 
plain writin"-he paused again-"ye gives de house, 
an' ten thousand dollars ter Miss Helen an' all yer got. 
ter de Columnerzation Society ter move de niggers ter 
er place er dey own I"-he paused again and walled hit 
eyes at Minerva. "What gwine come er Mr. Tom?" 

Norton's head sank: . 
"He'll be rich without this ! Sign your name here as 

& witness," he said shortly, picking up the pen. 
Andy took the pen, rolled up his sleeve c&refully, benii 

o'¥er the desk, paused and scratched his head: 
"Don't yer think, major, dat's er terrible pile er 

.,ney ter ding loose 'mongst er lot er Diggers?" 
W 
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Norton's eyes were dreaming agaUr and Andy weDt 
OD iuinuatingly: "Now, wouldn't hit be better, ~ . 
des ter pick out one good reliable nigger dat yer mowe 

... pussonally-an' move him?" 
" Norton looked up impatiently: 

"Sign it!" 
"YassM! Cose, sah, you knows bes' ~ sah, but "pears 

ter me lak er powerful waste er good money des fliugin' 
.lI it broadcast!" 

Norton lifted. his finger warningly and Andy hastened 
to sign his name with a flourish of the peJ1. He looked. 
at it admiringly: 

"Dar now! Dey sho know dat's me! I practise on 
dat quereque two whole mont'Ir--'" 

Norton folded the will, placed it in an envelope, ad
dressed it and lifted his drawn faee: 

"Tell the Clerk of the Court that I executed this will 
to-night and placed it in this desk"-his ""oice became 
inaudible a moment and went on-"Ask him to caB for 
it to-morrow and record it for me." 

Minerva, who had been listening and watching with 
the keenest interest, pressed forward and asked in a . 
whiaper: 

"Yassah, but whar's you gwine ter be? You abo 
ain't gwine ter die ter-nigbt?" 

Norton quietly recavered himself and replied amgrily: 
"Do I look as if I were dying?" 
"Nasah !-But ain't dey n-. way dat I kin help ye, 

major? De young folks i. gwine ter leave, sah--" 
"They are not going until I'm ready!" wu the grim 

answer. 
"Nasah, but dey's gwine," the black woman replied 

tenderly. "Ye. can't st&p 'em Jon,. Lemme plead fur 
~ 
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'em, sah! You wuz young an' wild once, major"-the 
silvery gray head sank low and the white lips quivered 
-"you take all yer money frum Mister Tom-what he 
care fer dat now wid love singin' in his heart ? Young 
folks is young folks--" 

Norton lifted his head and stared as in a dream. 
"Won't ye hear me, sah? Can't I go upstairs an' 

speak de good word ter Mister Tom now an' tell him 
hit's all right?" 

A sudden idea flashed into Norton's mind. 
The ruse would be the surest and Quickest way to 

get Tom into the room alone. 
"Yes, yes," he answered, glancing at her. "You can 

say that to him now--" 
Minerva laughed: 
"I kin go right up dar to his room now an' tell 'im 

dat you're er waitin' here wid yer arms open an' yer 
heart full.er love an' fergiveness?" 

"Yes, go at once"--he paused-"and keep Miss 
Helen there a few minutes. I want to see him first
you understand--" 

"Yassah! yassah!" Minerva cried, hastening to the 
door followed by Andy. "I understands, I understands" 
-she turned on Andy. "Ye hear dat, you fool nigger? 
Ain't I done tole you dat hit would all come out right 
ef I could des say de good word? Gloree! We gwine 
ter hab dat weddin' all over agin ! You des wait till 
yer seen dat cake I gwine ter bake-" 

With a quick turn she was about to pass through 
the door when Andy caught her sleeve: 

"Miss Minerva!" 
"Yas, honey!" 
"Miss Minerva," he repeated, nervously glancing at 
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N orton, "fer Gawd's sake don't you leave me now! 
Y ou'se de only restful pusson in dis house!' 

With a triumphant laugh Minerva whispered: 
"I'll be right back in a minute, honey!" 
Norton had watched with apparent carelessness until 

Minerva had gone. He sprang quickly to his feet, 
crossed the room and spoke in an excited whisper: 

"Andy!" 
"Yassah!" 
"Go down to that front gate and stay there. Turn 

back anybody who tries to come in. Don't you allow 
a soul to enter the lawn." 

"I'll do de best I kin, sah," he replied hastening to-
ward the door. 

Norton took an angry step toward him: 
"You do exactly as I tell you, sir!" 
Andy jumped and replied quickly: 
"Yassah, but ef dem ·serenaders come back here you 

know dey ain't gwine pay no 'tensun ter no nigger 
talkin' to 'em--dat's what dey er celebratin' 
erbout--" 

Norton frowned and was silent a moment: 
"Say that I ask them not to come in." 
"I'll tell 'em, sah, but I spec I'll hatter climb er tree 

'fore I explains hit to 'em-but I tell 'em, sah-yas
sah." 

AB Andy slowly backed out, Norton said sternly: 
"I'll call you when I want you. Stay until I do I" 
''Yassah,'' Andy breathed softly as he disappeared 

trembling and wondering. 
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CHAPTER XXIX 

HE DBEGS IN THE CUP 

NOBTON walked quickly to the window;-dre1r back 
the draperies, opened the casement and looked out to 
see if Andy were eavesdropping. He watched the lazy 
figure cross the lawn, glancing back at the house. The 
full moon, at its zenith, was shining in & quiet glory, 
uncanny in its dazzling brilliance. 

He stood drinking in for the last time the perfumed 
sweetness and languor of the Southern night. His 
senses seemed supernaturally acute. He could dis
tinctly note the odors of the di1Ferent lIowers that were 
in bloom on the lawn. A gentle breeze was blowing 
from the path across the old rose garden. The faint, 
sweet odor of the little white carnations his mother had 
planted along the walks stole over his aching soul and 
he was a child again watching her delicate hands 
plant them, while grumbling slaves protested at the 
soiling of her fingers. She Was looking up with a smile 
saying: 

"I love to plant them.. I feel that they are my chil
dren then, and rm making the world sweet and beautiful 
through them I" 

Had he made the world sweeter and more beautiful? 
He asked himself the question sternly. 
"God knows rve tried for twenty years-and it has 

come to this!" 
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The breeze softened, the odor of the pinks grew 
fainter and the strange penetrating smell of the hedge 
of tuberoses swept in from the other direction with 
the chill of Death in its breath. 

His heart rose in rebellion. It was too horn"ble, such. 
an end of life! He was scarcely forty-nine years old. 
Never had the blood pulsed through. his veins with. 
stronger throb and never had his vision of life seemed 
clearer and stronger than to-day when he had faced 
those thousands of cheering men and hinted for the 
first time his greater plans for uplifting the Nation's 
life. 

The sens~ of utter loneliness overwhelmed his soul. 
The nearest being i~ the universe whose presence he 
could feel was the dead wife and mother. 

His eye rested on the portrait tenderly: 
"We're coming, dearest, to-night !'~ 
For the first time his spirit faced the mystery of 

eternity at close range. He had long speculated in 
theories of immortality and brooded over the problem 
of the world that lies but a moment beyond the senses. 

He had clasped hands with Death now and stood face 
to face, calm and unafraid. His mind quickened with 
the thought of the strange world into which he would 
be ushered within an hour. Would he know and under
stand? Or would the waves of oblivion roll over the 
prostrate body without a sign? It couldn't be! "The 
hunger of immortality was too keen for doubt. He 
would see and know! The cry rose triumphant within. 
He refused to perish with the moth and worm. The 
baser parts of his being might die--the nobler must 
live. There could be no other meaning to this sub
limely cruel and mad decision to kill the body rather 
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than see it dishonored. His eye caught the twinkle of 
a star through the branches of a tree-top. His feet 
would find the pathway among thOle shining worlds I 
There could be no other meaning to the big thing that 
throbbed and ached within and refused to be content 
to whelp $Dd stable here as a beast of the field. Pride, 
Honor, Aspiration, Prayer, meant this or nothing! 

"I've made blunders here," he cried, "but rm search
mg for the light and rll find the face of God 1" 

The distant shouts of cheering hosts still celebrating 
in the Square brought his mind to earth with a sicken
ing shock. He closed the windows, and drew the cur
tains. ms hands clutched the velvet hangings in a 
moment of physical weakne88 and he steadied himself 
before turning to call Tom. 

Recovering his composure in a measure, his hand 
touched the revolver in his pocket, the taIl figure in
stinctively straightened and he walked rapidly toward 
the hall. He had barely passed the centre of the room 
when the boy's voice distinctly echoed from the head 
of the staira: 

"I'll be back in a minute, dear I" 
He heard the door of Helen's room close softly and 

the firm step descend the stairs. The library door 
opened and closed quickly, and Tom stood before him, 
his proud young ,head lifted and his shoulders squared. 
The dignity and reserve 'of conscious manhood shone 
in every line of his stalwart body and spoke in every 
movement of face and form. 

"Well, sir," he said quietly. "It's done DOW and 
it can't be helped, you know." 

Norton was stunned by the sudden appearance of 
the dear familiar form. His eyes were dim with unshed 
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tears. It was too hideous, this awful thing he had to 
do! Be stared at him piteously and with an dort 
walked to his side, speaking in faltering tones that 
choked between the words: 

"Yes, it's done now-and it can't be helped"-he 
strangled and couldn't go on-"I-I-bave realized 
that, my son-but I-I have an old letter from your 
mother-that I wanted to show you before you go
you'll find it on the desk there." 

Be pointed to the desk on which burned the only 
light in the room. 

rI'he boy hesitated, pained by the signa of deep an
guish in his father's face, turned and rapidly crossed 
the room. . 

The moment his back was turned, Norton swiftly and 
silently locked the door, and with studied carelessness 
followed. 

The boy began to search for the letter: 
"1 don't see it, sir." 
~e father, watching him with feverish eyes, started 

at his voice, raised his hand to his forehead and walked 
quickly to his side: 

''Yes, I-I-forgot-I put it awayr' 
He dropped limply into the chair before the desk, 

fumbled among the papers and drew the letter from 
the pigeon-hole in which he had placed it. 

Be held it in his hand, shaking now like a leaf, and 
read again the scrawl that he had blurred with tears 
and kisses. Be placed his hand on the top of the desk, 
rose with di1Bculty and looked for Tom. The boy had 
moved quietly toward the table. The act was painfully 
signi6cant of their new relations. The sense of aliena
tion cut the broken man to the quick. Be could scarcely 
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aee as he felt hi. way to the boy'. side 8I1d extended the 
open sheet. of paper without a word. 

Tom took the letter, turned his back on his father 
and read it in silence. 

"How queer her handwriting!" he said at length. 
Norton spoke in strained mufBed tones: 
"Ye&--8h&-&he was dying when she scrawled that. 

The mists of the other world were gathering about her. 
I don't think she could see the paper"-the voice 
broke, he fought for self-control and then went OD

C'but every tiny slip of her pencil, each little weak hesi
tating mark etched itself in fire on my heart"-the 
voice stopped and then went on-"you can read them?" 

"Yes." 
The father's long trembling finger traced slowly each 

word: 
" 'Remember that I love you and have forgiven-' " 
"Forgiven what?" Tom interrupted. 
Norton turned deadly pale, recovered himself 8I1d 

began in a. low voice: 
"You see, boy, I grew 11p under the old regime. Like 

a lot of other fellows with whom I ran, I drank, gambled 
and played the devil-you know what that meant in 
those days--" 

"No, I don't," the boy interrupted. "That's just 
what I don't know. I belong to a new generation. And 
you've made a sort of exception of me even among the 
men of to-day. You taught me to keep away from 
women. I learned the lesson. I formed clean habits, 
and so I don't know just what you mean by that. Tell 
me plainly." 

"It's hard to say it to you, my boy!" the older m8I1 

faltered. 
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"I want to know it." 
"1-1 mean that twenty years ago it was more com

mon than now for youngsters to get mixed up with 
girls of negroid blood--" 

The boy shrank back: 
"You !--great God!" 
"Yes, she came into my life at last-a sensuous young 

animal with wide, bold eyes that knew everything 
and was not afraid. That sentence means the shame 
from which rve guarded you with such infinite 
care---" 

He paused and pointed again to the letter, tracing 
its words: 

" 'Rear our boy free from the curse !'-you-you
see why I have been so desperately in eamest?"-Nor
ton bent close with pleading eagerness : "And that 
next sentence, there, you can read it? 'I had rather & 

thousand times that he should die than this-My brood
ing spirit will watch and guard'-he paused and re
peated-" 'that he should die'-you-you-see 
that?" 

The boy looked at his father's trembling hand and 
into his glittering eyes with a start: 

"Yes, yes, but, of course, that was only a moment's 
despair-no mother could mean such a thing." 

Norton's eyes fell, he moved uneasily, tried to speak 
again and was silent. }Vhen be began his words were 
scarcely audible: 

"We must part now in tenderness, my boy, as father 
and son-we--we--must do that you know. You-you 
forgive me for striking you to-night?" 

Tom turned away, struggled and finally answered: 
"No." 
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The father followed eagerly: 
"Tell me that it's all right I" 
The boy's hand nervously fumbled at the cloth on the 

table: 
''I-I-am glad I didn't do something worsel" 
"Say that you forgive me! Why is it so harclP" 
Tom turned his back: 
"I don't know, Dad, I try, but-I-just can't!" 
The father's hand touched the boy's arm timidly: 
"Yeu can never understand, my son, how my whole 

life has been bound up in you! For years I've lived, 
worked, and dreamed ,md planned for you alone. In 
your young manhood I've seen all I once hoped to be 
and have never been. In your love I've found the 
healing of & broken heart. Many a night I've gone 
out there alone in that old cemetery, knelt be
side your mother's grave and prayed her spirit to 
guide me that I might at least lead your little feet 
aright-" 

The boy moved slightly and the father's hand slipped 
limply from his, he staggered back with a cry of de
spair, and fell prostrate on the lounge: 

"I can endure anything on this earth but your hate, 
my boy! I can't endure that-I can't-even for a 
moment!" 

His form shook with incontrollable grief as he lay 
with his face buried in his outstretched arms. 
~he boy struggled with confticting pride and love, 

looked at the scrawled, tear-stained letter he still 
held in his hand and then at the bowed figure, 
hesitated a moment, and rushed to his father's side, 
knelt and sJipped his arm around the trembling tig-
ure: 
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"It's all right, Dad! pn not remember-a single 
tear from your eyes blots it all out I" 

The father's hand felt blindly for the boy's and 
grasped it desperately: . 

"You won't remember a single harsh word that rve 
said?" 

"No--no--it's all right," was the soothing answer, 
as he returned the pressure. 

Norton looked at him long and tenderly: 
"How you remind me of her to-night I The deep 

blue of your eyes, the trembling of your lips when 
moved, your little tricks of speech, the tear that 
quivers on your lash and never falls and the soul 
that's mirrored there"-he paused and stroked the boy's 
head-"and her hair, the beaten gold of honey
comb!" 

His head sank and he was silent. 
The boy again pressed his hand tenderly and rose, 

drawing his father to his feet: 
"I'm sorry to have hurt you, Dad. I'm sorry that 

we have to go-good-by I" . 
He turned and slowly moved toward the door. Nor

ton slipped his right hand quickly to the revolver, hesi
tated, his fingers relaxed and the deadly thing dropped 
back into his pocket as he sank to his seat wiUt a 
groan: 

"Wait I Wait, Tom r' 
The boy stopped. 
"I-I've got to tell it to you now I" he went on 

hoarsely. "I-~ tried to save you this horror--but I 
couldn't-the way was too hard and cruel." 

Tom took a step and looked up in surprise: 
'~e way-what way?" 
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"I couldn't do it," the father cried. "I just couldn't 
-and so 1 have to tell you." 

The boy spoke with sharp eagerness: 
"Tell me what?" 
"Now that I know you are married in all that word 

means and 1 have failed to save you from it-I must 
give you the proofs that you demand. I must prove 
to you that Helen iI a negresl--" 

A sudden terror crept into the young eyes: 
"You-you have the proofs?" 
"Yes!" the father nodded, placing his hand on his 

throat and fighting for breath. He took a step toward 
the boy, and whispered: 

"Cleo--is-her mother!" 
Tom flinched as if struck a blow. The red blood 

rushed to his head and he blanched with a death-like 
pallor: 

"And you have been afraid of Cleo?" 
"Yes." 
"Why?" 
The father's head was slowly lowered and his hands 

moved in the slightest gesture of dumb confession. 
A half-articulate, maniac cry and the boy grasped 

him with trembling hands, screaming in his face: 
"God in Heaven, let me keep my reason for just & 

moment !-So--you-are--Helen's--" 
The bowed head sank lower. 
"Father !" 
Tom reeled, and fell into a chair with a groan: 
"Lord have mercy on my lost soul!" 
Norton sclemnly lifted his eyes: 
"God's full vengeance has fallen at last! You have 

married your own--" 
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The boy sprang to his feet covering his face: 
"Don't! Don't! Helen doesn't know?" 
"No." 
"She mustn't!" he shivered, looking wildly at his 

father. "But why, why-oh, dear God, why didn't you 
kill me before 1 knew!" 

He sank back into the chair, his arms outstretched 
across the table, his face hidden in voiceless shame. 

The father slowly approached the prostrate figure, 
bent low and tenderly placed his cheek against the 
blonde head, soothing it with trembling touch. For 
a long while he remained thus, with no sound breaking 
the stillness save the sobs that came from the limp 
form. 

And then Norton said brokenly: 
"I tried, my boy, to end it for us both without your 

knowing just now when your back was turned, but I 
couldn't. It seemed too cowardly and cruel! I just 
couldn't"-he paused, slowly drew the revolver from 
his pocket and laid it on the table. 

The boy felt the dull weight of the steel strike the 
velvet cover and knew what had been done without lift
ing his head. 

"Now you know," the father added, "what we both 
must do." 

Tom rose staring at the thing on the dark red c10thp 

and lifted his eyes to his fathers: 
"Yes, and hurry! Helen may come at any mo

ment." 
He had barely spoken when the knob of the door 

turned. A quick knock was heard at the same instant 
and Helen's voice rang through the hall: 

"Tom! Tom!" 
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Norton grasped the pistol, thrust it under the table
cover and pressed the boy toward the door: 

"Quick! Open it, at once!" 
Tom stared in a stupor, unable to move until his 

father shook his arm: 
"Quick-open it-let her in a moment-it's best." 
He opened the door and Helen sprang in breathlessly. 
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CHAPTER XXX 

'!'BE JOLLa 011' GOD 

N oam. 1iaCI dropped into a seat with apparent care
lessness, while Tom stood immovable, his face a mask. 

The girl looked quickly from one to the other, her 
breath coming in quick gasps. 

She turned to Tom: 
''Why did you lock the door--what does it mean P" 
Norton hastened to answer, his tones reassuringly 

simple: 
. "Why, only that we wished to be alone for a few 
momenti-" 

''Yes, we understand each other now," Tom added. 
Helen's eyes1lashed cautiously from one to the other: 
"I heard a strange noise"-she turned to the boy

"and, oh, Tom, darling, 1 was so frightened I 1 thought 
1 heard a struggle and then everything became so still. 
1 was wild-I couldn't wait any longer I" 

"Why, it was really nothing," Tom answered her 
bravely smiling. "We--we did have a little scene, and 
lost our temper for a moment, but you can see for 
yourself it's all right now. W~ve thrashed the whole 
thing out and have come to a perfect under
standing I" 

His words were convincing but not his manner. He 
hadn't dared to look her in the face. His eyes were 
on the rug and his foot moved nervously. 
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7 'HE 

"You are not deceiving me?" she asked trembling. 
boy to his 

"1I44ven't we to a Dad?" 
57 "ehon ros,; 
"Perfect, my son. It's all right, now, Helen." 
"Just wait for me five minutes, dear," Tom pleaded. 

I he44, what you to say P" 
prefer alone," hather 7eavely. 

her flashed 44ne to 44fher an7 
:rested on Tom. She rushed to him and laid her hand 
appealingly on his arm: 

"Oh, Tom, am I 7f$ur wit" r" the boy'; 
droopeh-"m44st Y044 a Se44:4'et Prom me 

"Just a few minutes," Norton pleaded, "that's a good 
girl !" 

"044ly a few ",0"ml-"8_ Hek44," Tom urgoo, 
"Please let etaY.44ere you so pale 

came 
Father and son glanced at each other over her head. 

Norton hesitated and said: 
"You see we are perfect17 calm now. All bitterness 

from hearts. are and SO%;& 

"Why do you look so queerly at me? Why do you 
look so strangely at each other?" 

"It's only your imagination, dear," Tom said. 
there';, ;mmdhing " Hele44 hede,red dee= 

"I it in the of thise<$ZFw-in th&; 
strange silence between you. For God's sake tell me 
what it means! Surely, 1 have the right to know"
she turned suddenly to Norton-"You don't hate me 

00 you, ," 11 
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THE MILLS OF GOD 

The somber brown eyes rested on her in a moment of 
intepse silence and he slowly said: 

"I have never hated you, my child!" 
"Then what is it?" she cried in anguish, turning 

again to Tom. "Tell me what I can do to help you! 
I'll obey you, dearest, even if it's to lay my life down. 
Don't send me away. Don't keep this secret from me. 
I feel its chill in my heart. My place is by your side
tell me how I can help you !" 

Tom looked at her intently: 
"You say that you will obey me?" 
"Yes-you are my lord and master!" 
He seized her hand and led her to the door 
"Then wait for me just five minutes." 
She lifted her head pleadingly: 
"You will let me come to you then?" 
"Yes." 
"You won't lock the door again?" 
"Not now." 
While Tom stood immovable, with a lingering look 

of tenderness she turned and passed quickly from the 
room. 

He closed the door softly, steadied himself before 
loosing the knob and turned to his father in a burst 
of sudden rebellion: 

"Oh, Dad! It can't be true! It can't be true! 
I can't believe it. Did you look at her closely 
again?" 

Norton drew himself wearily to his feet and spoke 
with despairing certainty: 

"Yes, yes, as I've looked at her a hundred times with 
growing wonder." 

"She's not like you--" 
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THE SINS· OF THE FATHER 

"No more than you, my boy, and yet you're bone of 
my bone and llesh of my llesh-it can't be helped--" 

He paused and pointed to the revolver: 
''Give it to me I" 
The boy started to lift the cloth and the father 

caught his arm: 
"But first-before you do," he faltered. "I want 

you to tell me now with your own lips that you forgive 
me for what I must do-and then I think, perhaps, I 
can-say it I" 

.Their eyes met in a long, tender, searching gaze: 
"I forgive you," he softly murmured. 
"Now give it to me I" the father firmly said, stepping 

back and lifting his form erect. 
The boy felt for the table, fumbled at the cloth, 

caught the weapon and slowly lifted it toward his fa
ther's extended hand. He opened his eyes, caught the 
expression of agony in the drawn face, the fingt!rs re
laxed and the pistol fell to the 1l0or. He thre; him
self blindly on his father, his arms about his neck: 

"Oh, Dad, it's too hard I Wait-wait-Just a mo
mentl" 

The father held him close for a long while. His voice 
was very low when he spoke at last: 

"nere's no appeal, my boy! The sin of your father 
is full grown and has brought forth death. Yet I was 
not all to blame.' We are caught to-night in the grip 
of the sins of centuries. I tried to give my life to the 
people to save the children of the future. My shame 
showed me the way as few men could have seen it, and 
I have set in motion forces that can never be stopped. 
OtJsers will complete the work that I have begun. But 
our time has come---" 
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'THE -MILLS OF GOD 

"Yes, yes, I understand 1" 
The father's arms pressed the son in a last long em-

brace: ' 
"What an end to all my hopes! Oh, my boy, heart 

of my heart I" 
Tom's hand slowly slipped down and caught his 

father's: 
"Good-by, Dad 1" 
Norton held the clasp with lingering tenderness &8' 

the boy slowly drew away, measured four steps and 
calmly folded his arms, his head erect, his broad young 
shoulders squared and thrown far back. 

Cleo, who had crept into the hall, stood behind the 
curtains of the inner door watching the scene with 
blanched face. ' 

The father walked quickly to the revolver, picked it 
up, turned and lifted it above his head. 

!With a smothered cry Cleo sprang into the room
but she was too late. Norton had quickly dropped the 
pistol to the level of the eye and fired. 

A tiny red spot llamed on the white skin of the boy'. 
forehead, the straight figure swaye~ and pitched for
ward face down on the rug. 

The woman staggered back, cowering in the shadows. 
The father knelt beside the quivering form, clasped 

his left hand in Tom's, placed the revolver to his temple 
and fired. The silver-gray head sank slowly against 
the breast of the boy as a piercing scream from Helen's 

. lips rang through the silent hall. 
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CHAPTER XXXI 

BIN FULL GBOWN 

THE sensitive soul of the girl had seen the tragedy 
before she rushed into the library. At the first shot 
she sprang to her feet, her heart in her throat. The 
report had sounded queerly through the closed doors 
and she was not sure. She had entered the hall, holding 
her breath, when the second shot rang out its message 
of death. 

She was not the woman who faints in an emergency. 
She paused just a moment in the door, saw the ghastly 
heap on the :floor and rushed to the spot. 

She tore Tom's collar open and placed her ear over 
his heart: 

"0 God! He's alive-he's alive!" 
She turned and saw Cleo leaning against the table 

with blanched face and chattering teeth. 
"Call Andy and Aunt Minerva-and go for the doc

tor I-his heart's beating-quick-the doctol"--he's 
alive-we may save him!" 

She knelt again on the :floor, took Tom's head in her 
lap, wiped the blood from the clean, white forehead, 
pressed her lips to his and sobbed: 

"Come back, my own-it's I-Helen, your little wife 
-I'm calling you-you can't die-you're too young 
and life's too dear. We've only begun to live, my sweet
heart! You shall not die!" 

454 

Digitized by Goog Ie 



" 'Quick-the doctor-he's alive!'" 

Digitized by Google 



THE N.W YORK 
PUBLIC LrBRARY 

AS'lON, L";N(:'~ ANO 
TLLDl!;N jo'C1.:NUA1IONS 

J\ 1. 



SIN ,FULL GROWN 

The tears were raining on his pale face and her cries 
had become little wordless prayers when Andy and 
Minerva entered the room. 

She nodded her head toward Norton's motionless 
body: 

"Lift him on the lounge I" 
They moved him tenderly: 
"See if his heart's still beating," she commanded. 
Antiy reverently lowered his dusky face against the 

white bosom or his master. When he lifted it the tears 
had blinded his eyes: 

"N obum," he said slowly, "he's done dead I" 
The tick of the little French clock on the mantel be

neath the mother's portrait rang with painful clear
ness. 

Helen raised her hand to Minerva: 
"Open the windows and let the smoke out. I'll hold 

him in my arms until the doctor comes." 
"Yassum--" 
Minerva drew the heavy curtains back from the tall 

windows, opened the casements and the perfumed air of 
the beautiful Southern night swept into the room. 

A cannon boomed its final cry of victory from the 
Square and a rocket, bursting above the tree-tops, 
llashed a ray of red light on the white face of the dead. 

4M 

Digitized by Goog Ie 



CHAPTER XXXIJ! 

COJfI'BlllOJf 

WHEN Dr. Williams entered the roOm Helen w" stni 
holding Tom's head in her lap. 

He had stirred once with a low groan. 
"The major is dead, but Tom's alive, doctorl" she 

cried through her tears. "He's going to live, too--I 
feel it-I know it-tell me that it's so I" 

The lips trembled pitifully with the last words. 
The doctor felt the pulse and was silent. 
"It's all right? He's going to live-isn't he?" she 

asked pathetically. 
"I can't tell yet, my child," was the calm 

answer. 
He examined the wound and ran his hand over the 

blonde hair. His fingers stopped suddenly and he felt 
the head carefully. He bent low, parted the hair and 
found a damp blood mark three inches above the line 
of the forehead. 

"See I" he cried, "the ball came out here. His head 
was thrown far back, the bullet struck the inner skull 
bone at an angle and glanced." 

"What does it mean?" she asked breathlessly. 
The doctor smiled: 
"That the brain is untouched. He is only stunned 

and in a swoon. He'll be well in two weeks." 
Helen lifted her eyes and sobbed: 
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CONFESSION 

"0 God!" 
She tried to bend and kiss 'rom's lips, her body 

swayed and she fell backward in a dead faint. 
Andy and Minerva carried her to her room, left Cleo . 

to minister to her and returned to help the doctor. 
He examined Norton's body to make sure that life 

was extinct and placed the body on an improvised bed 
on the ftoor until he should regain his senses. 

In half an hour. Tom looked into the doctor's face: 
"Why, it's Doctor Williams?" 
"Yes." 
''What-what's happened?" 
"It's only a scratch for you, my boy. You'll be well 

in a few days-" 
"Well in a few days"-he repeated blankly. "I can't 

get well! I've got to die"-his head dropped and he 
caught his breath. 

The doctor waited for him to recover himself to ask 
the question that was on his lips. He had gotten as yet 
no explanation of the tragedy save Cleo's statement 
that the major had shot Tom and killed himself. He 
had guessed that the ugly secret in Norton's· life was 
in some way responsible. 

''Why must you die, my boy?" he asked kindly. 
Tom opened his eyes in a wild stare: 
"Helen's my wife-we married secretly without my 

father knowing it. He has just told me that Cleo ia 
her mother and I have married my own--" 

His voice broke and his head sank. 
The doctor seized the boy's hand and spoke eagerly: 
"It's a lie, boy! It's a lie! Take my word lor 

it--" 
'rom shook his head. 
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THE SINS OF THE FATHER 

"I'll stake my life on it that it's a lie"-the old man 
repeated-"and I'll prove it-I'll prove it from Cleo's 
lips !" 

"Y ou-you~an do it!" the boy said hopelessly, 
though his eyes 1lashed with a new light. 

"Keep still until I return!" the doctor cried, "and 
I'll bring Cleo with me." 

He placed the revolver in his pocket and hastily left 
the room, the boy's eyes following him with feverish 
excitement. 

He called Cleo into the hall and closed Helen's door. 
The old man seized her hand with a cruel grip: 
"Do you dare tell me that this girl is your daugh-

ter?" 
She trembled and faltered: 
"Yes !" 
"You're a liar!" he hissed. "You may have fooled 

Norton for twenty years, but you can't fool me. I've 
seen too much of this sort of thing. I'll stake my im ... 
mortal soul on it that no girl with Helen's pure white 
skin and scarlet cheeks, clean-cut features and deep blue 
eyes can have in her body a drop of negro blood!" 

"She's mine all the same, and you know when she 
was born," the woman persisted. 

He could feel her body trembling, looked at her curi-
ously and said: 

"Come down stairs with me a minute." 
Cleo drew back: 
"I don't want to go in that room again I" 
"You've got to come!" 
He seized her roughly and drew her down the stairs 

into the library. 
She gripped the door, panting in terror. He loosed 
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CONFESSION 

her hands and pushed her inside before the lounge on 
which the body of Norton lay, the cold wide-open eyes 
staring straight into her face. 

She looked a moment in abject horror, shiver~ and 
covered her eyes: 

"Oh, my God, let me go!" 
The doctor tore her hands from her face and con

fronted her. His snow-white beard and hair, his tense 
figure and flaming anger seemed to the trembling woman 
the image of an avenging fate as he solemnly cried: 

"Here, in the presence of Death, with the all-seeing 
eye of God as your witness, and the life of the boy you 
once held in your arms hanging on your words, I ask if 
that girl is your daughter?" 

The greenish eyes wavered, but the answer came clear 
at last: 

"No---" 
"I knew it!" the doctor cried. "Now the whole 

truth!" 
The color mounted Tom's cheeks as he listened. 
"My own baby died," she began falteringly, "I was 

wild with grief and hunted for another. I found Helen 
in Norfolk at the house of an old woman whom I knew, 
and she gave her to me--" 

"Or you stole her-no matter"-the doctor inter
rupted-"Go on." 

Hele~ had slipped down stairs, crept into the room 
unobserved and stood listening. 

"Who was the child's mother?" the doctor demanded. 
Cleo was gasping for breath: 
"The daughter of an old fool who bad disowned her 

because she ran away and married a poor white boy
the husband died-the father never forgave her. When 
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THE SINS OF THE FATHER 

the baby was born the mother died, too, and I got the 
child from the old nurse--she's pure white--there's not 
a stain of any kind on her birth I" 

With 'a cry of joy Helen knelt and drew Tom into 
her arms: 

"Oh, darlin" did you hear it-oh, my sweetheart, did 
you hear it?" 

The boy's head .ank.on her breast and he breathed 
softly: 

"nank God 1" 
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CHAPTER xxxm 

THE years brought their healing to wounded hearts. 
Tom Norton refused to leave his old home. He came 
of a breed of men who had never known how to quit. 
He faced the world and with grim determination took 
up the work for the Republic which his father had 
begun. 

With tireless voice his paper pleads for the purity of 
the race. Its circulation steadily increases and its in
fluence deepens and widens. 

The patter of a baby's feet again echoes through 
the wide hall behind the white lluted columns. The 
young father and mother have taught his little hands 
to place llowers on the two green· mounds beneath the 
oak in the cemetery. He is not old enough yet to 
understand, and so the last time they were there he 
opened his eyes wide at his mother's tears and lisped: 

"Are '00 hurt, mama?" 
"No, my dear, I'm happy now." 
"Why do '00 cry?" 
"For a great man I knew a little while, loved and 

lost, dearest-your grandfather for whom we named 
you." 

Little Dan's eyes grew very serious as he looked again 
at the 1l0wer-strewn graves and wondered what it all 
meant. 
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THE SINS OF THE FATHER 

But the thing which marks the Norton home with 
peculiar distinction is that since the night of his father's 
death, Tom has never allowed a negro to cross the 
threshold or enter its gates. 

THE Elm 

(1) 
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THOMAS DIXON 

And His Other Books 

THE 8nt novel by Mr. Dixon, "The Leopard's 
Spots," published ten years ago, placed its author 
at once in the front ranks of American writers, 
a position he has since held with steadily increas

ing power. More than a million copies have been sold of 
the six volumes he baa written in this period. In his 

TRILOGY Of RECONSTRUCTION 
which comprises "The Leopard'. Spots," "The Clans
man," and "The Traitor," he has done for hi. people 
what Sienkiwicz did for Poland, given to the South an 
unanswerable voice in the forum of the world. Dr. Max 
Nordan of Paris declares in an enthusiaatic review that he 
has deliberately undone the work of Harriet Beecher 
Stowe. Certain it is that he has given the long deferred 
answer to "Uncle Tom'. Cabin." The purpose which 
underlies the dramatic sweep of these stories is found in a 
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OTHER BOOKS BY MR. nIXON 

tendeJ; and passionate plea for the purity of the white 
race and the improvement of our breed of men. In his 

T:JtILOGY Of SOCIALISM 
which comprises "The One Woman," "Comrades," and 
"The Root of Evil," with equal intensity and moving 
power he is demanding the development of individual 
character against the delusion of machine-made remedies 
for social ills. 

The secret of Mr. Dixon's popularity is that he stirs 
the blood. For this reason the success of his plays has 
been equally as sensational as that of his novels. He has 
something to say, and knows how to say it in a way that 
forces people to laugh, to cry, to think, and sometimes 
to fight. 

The author 'Was hom of Revolutionary stock, in North 
Carolina, forty-eight years ago, and has lived a remarkable 
life-one that peculiarly fits him for the career of an 
American novelist. He grew up on a Southern farm and 
laid the foundations of character deep in our native soil; 
graduated at nineteen; took a post-graduate COUl'8e of a 
year in history and politics at Johns Hopkins University; 
was elected to the LegislatUl'e of North Carolina before 
he was twenty-one; became a lawyer and appeared in two 
famous murder trials before twenty-three; entered the 
ministry and for twelve years held the pastorate of lead
ing churches in Boston and New York. In the meantime 
he became the most popular Lyceum lecturer in America 
and has addressed over four million people. Yet from 
the fiTSt his big life purpose has always been literary. By 
a deliberate plan he waited until nearly forty years old, 
and then began to write out of the fullness of experience 
and ripe study. The enormous popular success of his 
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OTHER BOOKS BY MR. DIXON 

first book, therefore, W88 not an accident of the public 
fancy for the moment. 

The Leopard's Spots 
is the fruit of more than twenty years of patient thought 
and study on the relations of the white and black races in 
America. It is a passionate defense of a patient, kindly, 
and long-suffering people who had remained silent under 
misrepresentation and slander. So little has been written 
by Southern men about the Reconstruction Era that the 
tragic events of the book almost go beyond belief. It is 
an historical revelation as well as a romance. 

The One Woman 
A story of Love and Socialism immediately followed "The 
Leopard's Spots." The Pkiladelpkio, Public Ledger perhaps 
best describes the critical reception given this I$tory. Says 
their reviewer: "It is doubtful if any book of the year 
has excited quite the amount of controversy that has.been 
accorded 'The One Woman.' It murders Socialism with 
the same savage animalism with which the hero kills his 
friend. It paints in colors that are not to be mistaken 
the consequences of the too common social evil The 
action is terrifically and breathlessly rapid. You will 
read it over and over in whole and by piecemeal. You 
will be enraptured and angered. You will think about it 
and dream about it. You will praise and condemn it, 
admire it and despise it. And after all you will decide 
that it is a great book." His third novel 

The Clansman 
was accorded a reception equally as sensational. In this 
story Abraham Lincoln, John Hay, Thaddeus Stevens, 
Charles Sumner, and B. F. Butler appear as living characters 
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wrought into the stirring historical events of its plot. 
John Hay while Secretary of State read the proofs of this 
book and pronounced its history IJnpsseiJable before the 
author would allow it to go to press. At Mr. Hay's re
quest the author presented the proofs to him for his per-
8Onallibrary. 

Mr. Dixon's play founded on this novel has held the 
stage for the past seven years, and is ODe of the most re
markable 8UCCe8IIe8 in the history of our theatre, having 
earned half a million dollars for its producen. In 

The Traitor 
was traced the decline and fall of the famous Invisible 
Empire or Ku Klux Klan---e. gripping story of adventure, 
treason, and the United States Secret Service. 

Comrades 
is a story of an Utopian colony of California whose leaders 
attempted to establish a Socialistic State on an island of 
the Paci6c Coast. The difficulties they encounter in the 
effort to force an unregenerate humanity into imp088ible 
ideals bring out in sharp satirical and humorous .lines the 
author's social creed. 

The Root ot Evil 
goes beneath the surface of modern social life and lays 
bare the canker at the root. Like all Mr. Dixon's work, 
it is a tale of American life, essentially true in the picture 
it draws and done with a swinging power which brings its 
dramatic scenes home to us. The splendid strength of 
the tale lies in the conflict between James Stuart and Nan 
in which love and greed of wealth struggle for mastery. 
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