The Famous Pitcher,
White Sox and First o
gerial Appointees to
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Season of His Command, Tells Interestingly of
the Myster.es of Successful Base Running, ai
Which Science He Is a Past Master—Using

Plain the Reasons That Have Led to His Suc-

cess as a Diviner of the Diamond’s Secrels.

Now Manager of the
f the Latter-Day Mana-
‘Make Good” the Initial

s His Scribe, He Makes

AMES J. CALLAHAN, foremost of]
J “comeback”™ baseball celebrities, |countiry in vaudeville so successfully
who {5 now asuccessfully leading that he still has a standing offer to re-

the Chicago White Sox, was holding an. |
impromptu levee in the lohby of a New

I sought his views on

\'r(r'u: hotel when
ball player

the speed the present-day
has davaloped In encireling the bases,

Callahan's & manager Is,
of ¢ourse, the greatest surprise to date
of the Ung searon He hkas had »
remarkable career as a player, display-
ing skill and the best of judgment., No
one could doubt or belittle his keen
knowledges of the game, but few would
have pleked him to dellver such sterling
managerial goods But Charles A,
Comiskay. the owner of the Whita Sox,
did so, and his selection has made the

Ruccess as

t

whola baseball world sit up and take
notics
When Comliakey brought Callahan

back into fast company, many years af-
ter he had bren the malnstay In the
piteber's box with the famous old Chi-
cago Colts of “Pop™ Anson's day, “Cal™
was consldered a hopelesa “has-been™
He had lost his cunning a= a slabbist,
and though always considered a falr
batter and fieider, there dida’'t appear

to be good and sulficieant reason to
bring him back Into Class A endeavor
in a regular flelder's capmoity.

The wisest of Chlieago fans expected
to ses him turned adrift after a brief
trinl in the White Sox lineup. He had
then been handling a sami-professional
team In the Illinois metropolls, It
eromed more probable that his fate
would ba to drop back Into that style
of minor baseball cccupation than to
show a declded "comeback"” In form
with the Sox, but Callahan fooled hls
crities one and all, which afforded the
astute Comiakey greal chunks of satis-
Iaction,

he blg president of the White Sox
declded to take a chance of this sort
when Hugh Duffy retired from the
leaderaship of the team at the close of
the 1911 season. He sent for Callahan
and made him Duffy's successor.

Now what had this man Caliahan to
reacommend him as a manager to cope
with such well-astablished leaders as
Connie Mack and Hughie Jennings? The
reason Wi not apparent

*“Cal,"” the sobriquet maost often ap-
plied to him, Iz a new type of master
baseballist. He {8 not In the least like
the qulet, thoughtful Mack, nor the
brililant, aggressive Jennings. In his
personality there is a simpls forceful-
ness that suggests the flnest suscepti-
billtles, but In nowlae Impresses those
who see him on the ball fleld, or meat
him casusily, with tha leaderanip capa-
bilities which he has so thoroughly de-
monstrated.

Callahan's Big Necord.

Hea possesses the artist's ldeal of an
athlatic physique. He is medium in
height and well bullt, but not unduly
musoular.

It has sometimas been remarked that
Callahan's appearancs bore a striking
resemblance to that of the quondam
matines idol, James K, Hackett. Nor
are the facial features of the two men
entirely unllke. 'But iIf efther of them
were to be considered fiattered by the

zling himself, lplpe-lrln: all ever the

turn to the blg sketch clrcultsg

But baseball has entirely reclalmed
Jimmy from tha uneasy Ilife of the
Theaplan. He took part in 120 of the
151 games playved by the [Chicago
White Sox last season as an outflelder,
|and his promotion to managerial re-
sponsibilities i{s neither keeplng him
out of the play nor Interferlog with his
piaying. So far this season *C has
covered left field in every game the Sox
have contested and is hu‘uns better
than ho did at any time last Summer.

Here is the official record of Calla-
| han's work on the ballfieid last season:
| G. Ah R H. Bh Eb. b 5h Hr Per
130 440 64 131 1 45 13 6 3 .28

For the first 34 games plared thia
season the master of the White Sox
batted stronger; in fact, he was leading
‘ma team In that Important department
during that period. His record for thess
|34 games was:

Ab, R. H. 5h. Sb. Ib. 3b. Hr. Pet

121 31 41 ¢ 4 2~ 1 1 B39
Lord legd the White Sox In batting
iast season with an averags of .321, but
during the period on which the above
Callahan record Is based he was sixth
in the list, with a percentage of .398.

Callahan is the only playing manager
In the American League race who s
batting In the .300 class, and the fact
that he Is setting the pacs with the
willow for his teammates probably es-
tablishes m new record for strathgle
leaders. The other playing managers
in the Johnson organization are J. Gar-
Innd Stahl, of the Boston Red Sox, and
Roderick Wallace, of the St. Louis
Browns, Nolther of these rival com-
mandants was swinging the bludgeon
at anything like the .300 swing at the
tima quoted above,

Makeup of m Manager.

It takes something more than a
c\ev.er ballplayer to make a successful
manager, Hal Chase had bundles of
the sort of classiness which makes a
diamond star to recommend him when
he was tried out as leader of the High-
landers. Hal's friends were sura he
would eclipse McGraw, Mack, Chance,
Jennings et al. as managers. But what |
dld he do? Many of us will recall it
with sadneas.

What did Chase do? Instead of lead-
ing his chances ahead he geemed really
to push them back. At any rate, that
was what hippened to the New York
Americans under his leadership.

Then what {m it that has made
“Jimmy" Callahan & success as a base-
ball leader? Simply this—a keen, log-
leal perceptiblliity that hag sbsorbed
and retained years of studious obser-
vation on fleld action. He has made
himself great by studying others.

Callahan iz making new bassaball his-
tory. He In the first new managerial
appointee to make good the first sea-
son of hig command. It took Hanlon
n eouple of years to bring the old Bal-
timore club up to pennant contending
class. McGraw dldn't do much with
the Giants until hls second campalgn,
and as clever as Roger Bresnahan un-
doubtediy is a3 & lender, he has shown
nothing In the three seasong of his ef-

L |

Manager Callahan when I sought his
ideas on speeding about the bases:
“How much importance do you place
In the speed on the bases a team pos-
sesses when consldering their winning
chances?"

“Everything. Great flelders and bat-
ters are mecessary, hut speed and good
judgment on the bases are the qualities
that win pennanta, For exampls, sen
what this development has accom-
plished for McGraw. Timely drives
from the bats of famous sluggers some-
timeg break up games, but mora often
it 18 the daring baserunner who puts
the fatial crimp in the dafensive play
of the strongest opposition,

“The pltching of a filrst-class box-
man when in fine fettle may success-
fully hold the cleverest batsmen at bay
throughout an entire game,-but speed
and skill on the circulit attacks the de-
fense of the whole Infleld, Including
the pitcher. The strgngest wall must
glve way under persistent pressure if
sufficient force !s behind {t.”*

“Do you arrange your batting order
with some consideration for the base-
running capabllities of your players as
well ag because of their batting prow-
esp™

“I certalnly do. In adhering to the
old, time-honored rule of sending up
the three cleverest men at getting on
the cireult first and then ' following
them with the best batter for clean-up
purposes I by no means nesglect the
all-tmportant bdseruuning feature of
attack,

“The Instant one of my men lands
on first he knows what {s expected of
him. He i{s not gupposed to await there

quietly for the clemp-up man to send
him home or further arotind the bases.

It then becomes his duty to watch for

opportunities for stealing the next cor-

mako every effort to galn some base-

running advantage after getting on
first Thess maneuvers net only assure
greater success on the homeward routs,
but aside from that they engage the at-
tention of the pltcher and all the in-
flelders, diverting them from thelr reg-
ular dutles, sometimes to such an ex-
tent that the pitcher blows up or the
fislders make misplays or errors’

“Iz the cleaver man at steallng bases
any fastor in getting down to first on a
batted ball?”

“Not necessarily. He may be. TYou
must take Into consideration ths faot
that speed is not the only quallfication
for a prizé boserunper. So much de-
pends on the lead In starting and clev-
erness In landing at the bags after
passing first base. Mlke Kelly was a
great base-stealer and =0 wag Tom
Daly, but neither of thess men were
sprinters. It waas thelr judgment that
did the trick rather than any specd ne-
gomplishements.”™

“For the same reason, then, the fast
man at getting down to first might not
make the cleverest buse-stealer?”

“No. It my also be sald that sprint-
Ing without judgment ls of little bene-
fit to a player In any department of
the game, Why, I have seen men do
the lust half or last third of the stretch
from the plats to first fast enough to
beat out many infield hits, but maks
such slow starts that the speed they
developed at the end of the line was of

no avall. Slower runners gettting a
better start are more valuabls to &
team."

“YWhich type of men—large or small
—usually show the most speed on the
bases?T"

*Why, the large men unquestionably.
I have always considersd Big BIl
Lange, the old Chicago center flelder,
the iden]l baserunner. Lange and Bllly
Hamilton were the best men on ths
big leagus

A omes,
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Hooper, Milan, Baker, Merkls and Wag-
ner. They are all stockily built. Of
course there are axceptions, Devore and
Collins for Instance.”

“Do you remember Bill Lange's meth-
ofs In stealing basesT'

*“Yes, Indeed, I should =ay I do. He
handled that big body of his in sliding
with greater skill than any of hls suc-
cessors have ahown, always managing
to get & big lead on tha pltcher and
pften evading flelders that stpod awalt-
ing hig arrival ready to touch him with
the ball. It used to tiockls ma to watch
him stenl bases. I have profited by that
observation, too, both in personal prac-
tice and in making suggestions to my
men."”

“Would you mind naming some of
the present-day American Leagus play-
ers in whom you have observed some-
thing of that cold Lange system?"

“Certalnly not. First of all I should
say Cobb of Detrolt displays much of
Lange's abllity. Chase and Cres of New
York, Collina of Philadelphia and Lord
of our own beloved White Sox all have
marked Langelsh proclivities In makicg
tims on the baseball track. There are
others, too, that I have not mentioned
who are perhaps squally clever in that
line.*

“Have you observed any new charac-
teristics in the methods of latter-dey
basa-stealing leaders?”

“Yes, I have noticed ons of my men
in particular studylng the preliminary
moves made by the pitcher before de-
Uvering the ball to the plats when men
ars on the bases, I mean Lord, ene of
our hest base-stealers,

“Lord seems to get a tip from ths
action of tha pitcher's fest or hands
that teils him when ths man in the
box is golng to wind up. By this means
he gels & big start on the battery., I

in baserunning during recent years in
your opinion?

*"Well, T must say that whila thers
ware jost as fart and clever baserun-
ners in the old days. there are many
more of them on each team today,
which means n marked team !mprove-
ment."

“Is It true that baserunning !a but
alightly devaloped in minor Ileagues?

“Yes, most mssuredly. Many of ths
go-callad fest recrults come to us when
drafted without possessing the slight-
est idea of sliding so as to protect
themselves from Infury or to make the
Blide an advantage. I mentloned this to
aone of thessa bright young chaps one
day during Spring training. I

" ‘George, sald I. ‘vyou should have
beateg that throw to second when you
tried to steal'

«“'0h," he replled, ‘T Ald the bhest 1
could. Did you sea that slide? I guess
that wasn't a psach. Wasn't It a long
one? I tell you what, I deserved to land
safaly.”

* I hated to hurt his foellngs, but as
tha old salt saye. ‘I see'd me duty and
I dome it I had to tell him that he
would have had more chance with that
wonderful slide left out. I really think
he might have made tha bax suc-
cessfully without that delaving silde
that might have broken a wrist or an
ankle or perhaps fractured his skull

“After the practico gama was finish-
ed 1 took young CGeorge in hand, and
not until then did he get the rTudl-
ments of skillful sliding to bases, al-
though he had led one of the most lm-
portant of the minor leagues in bhat-
ting and fielding. Fully 756 per cent
of the accldents lh_ﬂt aAre continually
befalling baseball players come from
bad sllding methods, They are as
dangerous for the besemeon as for the
sliders.”

“Do you drill your players regularly
in base-running tactics?™

“Certainly. When at home that 1s
the most important featurs of our
morning practice. I have somes prom-
fsing youngsters whom I left behind
with & coach when starting on this
tour, so that they might get In a lot
of this sort of practice.”

“You don't think any team could win
a pennant, no matter how strong they
might be In batting, unleas they had
the base-running départment well de-
veloped, do youl"

“Well, sir, take it from me, they
would have to ba a team of Cobba and
Lajoles, and then I'd hnte to have any
money up on them in either the Amer!.
ean or National League goings.”

0ld FPlayera Dolng Well,

This last question answered, there
seamed nothing left to ask. So I care-
fully gathered up the notes I had taken
and thrown to ons side on a handy 1it-
tla hotel writing table and prepared
to say good-by to this neawly famous
baseball leader.

“By tho way,” sald Callahan, dig-
glng almost savagely down into his in-
slde coat pocket as I was leaving, "I
have just received a letter from Bill
Langs. You know he s out In Cali-
fornia? He Is back wheres he came
from, but Great Scott! what a busi-

|

| that his firm has just purchased a 33.-
| 000-acre tract of land as a speculation,
They also own the famous old Clifr
Housa out at the Golden Gate
some office bulldlngs, |

“1 guess Lange has slld home sue-|
cessfully for the last time. He says)
real estate is & whole lot faster than!
|b:unh'411 and ‘he 15 golng to lay close
{to it for the rest of his days Now,|
| there's an example for ball players
|Mmu. of themd dom't hit the earth so
| softly when they slide away from the
game, but you sees there are some fine|
examples of success beyond the playing
days of the boys to think over.™ |

*What do you expect to drift lntui
when you quit baseball?"

and

I'm Jult.J

“What will I do? Why,
starting and I expect to stick to my
calling for many years vet. But when'

I do quit Iif 1 declde to follow some oths-|
er occupation I'll be prepared to take &
fiyer In almost any line that appeals
to me." [

Jimmy Cailahan has changed consid-
arbly in the past Linlf dozen years. Ha
has passed the days when he was best
known as a "good fellow.” He is still
that now, but he ls taking better cara
of Jimmy Callahan and hence his im-
portance grows stoadily in- the world
of baseball,

Trying to Be Good.

Sir Francis Vans In tha Metropolitan.

When, as u child, I was told to ba
good it usually meant deing something
unpleasant, and when I asked why, I
was told that I would go to heavan.
But heaven Is a long way off from the
mind of a child, and even then as &
bribe not altogether n moral fncentive.
Furthar, I was encouraged to strength-
en my body by an pecullarly oppressive
form of gymnastics., I am sura I askesd
“why,"” and tha reply would nlways
come, "because It will make you strong
and healthy when you grow up.” This
Incentive, llke heaven, 18 too far away
far the child mind.

Again, In those grubby things which
aro at the gates of aclanco, squalid and
unatiractive an gates usunlly are: Ele-
mentary arlithmetle, geography, history
(tuught as a series of dntes and not as
a great and noble dranin) and the rest,
the child sees nothing of the appliea-
tion of thess things to his life outside,
to him they are merely "tasks" Im-
posed by those wonderfully stupld peo-
| ple, the grown-ups.

In contrasat to gll this, take the prine
ciple, the iden of scouting—a colored,
adventurous, voluntary enterprise. To
make It clear to children wly they
must keep the scout law., which la In
ita cssence the sarmon on the mount
npplied, they must understand that
thay have beocome members of K world
order in which public conduct Is an o8-
sential, They must be: told that they
exerciga thelr bodios In all manly train-
ing, not for health, but because As
they have become protectors of the
weak so they must be strong in pro-
tection. And to interest them In tha
gates of sclence you must take them
into the flelds and show them the use

of things, the value of proportlon,
sums, decimals, the stars and topog-
raphy. BStrike the note of adventure

and you wlil get every boy worth havs
ing In the world and every girl also,
Make virtue, education, unity and the

< = forts with the Cardinals to compars|ner or getting a good sturt when the| bases when I broke Into h : t Lo

comparison 1 should pick Hackett as| i, the success of Callahan this|man at bat hits the ball company with the Chicago Natlonals, l’“pf“’" "::h"‘ "t" l:_.__’ same, but Lord |ness man Bill has bv.;cnme: Ha tsr;‘; rest, dull and you are pulling ngainst

the ons favored. Spring. “I would mugh rather see one of|and they were both big men. g g the' reil sestate fleld wth meve the netural forces of childhood—and
Callahan has done some footlight das- Here {s the first question T put tolmy men caught off a bag than fall to “In the present day take Ty Cobb, “How much has the game improved | wealthy San Franclscans and tells ma they are the lords of ths futuro,

The Sheiks Riddles ——=

THE DEATH
A GRIM SYMBOL

-

-

SO<

BY JOHN EARL where It had been found. More than |ural I reasoned In excuse of It, after
ALKING homeward on  that|¢nis she had not the strength to say. | the experience that I had Jjust come
w windy night, with clouds drift- “Open 1t she had sdjured me In a | through. After ail I nl_::!'tztmrsedaf l‘.n
ing across the stars, I carried |whisper—her last words: “T never |l lll‘d d?‘rn the flle, why o Il oi t
A 0 Y, : | dared. He never dared:!" { then? Night was ahead of me with its
FEARSY) ST t an odd sort'of 4 | dreams, Let me have daylight on the
Aatred tianmast ] - Unpinning the bhandkerchlef, »till} . !
g irangest 18EACY | Lith the fesling of revulsion owing to | Tatier and a sound night'a sleep to
that had e A man, the nature of the thing and the cir- | shake off the Influence of the ex;onang
aunt, who 1 18 the pass- | cumstances under which I had recelved |2nd the folly of the impreasion 1t ha
e ¢ who 3 e P » v, | made upon me. I set the box on the
Ing 0f whose poul seeme faney | 1t, and of something of the well man's cabinst, made my prt'purl‘ulotln Yor-the
in some way related 1o k. hur- | fteeling of contempt, I turned up the night ;nd ARt to Bt
rying rifta above me, ha wiled me to | HEDL, intengin‘uutu nf_w'u :’hnt huxcar};z I was awakened in the morning by a
her bedaide late that af m. It was | Make an end o SRS e I knocking on my door. Rousing myselr,
seldom that I 1 een A more ‘ was a very ocurlous casket, and I;..,."qware at the same time of a ray
tace th e B prused to look “,“'_d’"k In eolor, | e on some unusual object striking ou|
ARe coruiagndh A Slaly pe about the length of my hand and helfy o o' 0 0noleasantly—the sun, through |1 laughed at, 1 scornsd, the weaknéss,
down on the plliow i ns wide and deep as it was long, curl-_ A Tha
har, from my soung days as :-1‘.1:61}' covered “\\'I:h arabesques nnfi 4l of the mysterious box. The !um-|
nsympathetle woman, 1 mada of a metal that I did not kKpoW. | mang on the door was that of the jan-
chiid. I had known her It was heavy and that which It cof- | jirean who told me that a busineas cll-
as a recluse, a minister livic vy | thined seemed, when I set It down, 10| any was walting for me in the recop-
r NS ot |give n muffied sound, There was 10| yian.room below: and, dressing hastily,
tary state in her sombre house, ®® |loek nor clasp. Two bands of the |y waq obliged to abandon my intention
one passion—its and hers—seemed to|same metsl, running around It cross |of putting an end, by the reassuring
collecting curfous wise and weided with Eastern skill, | yight of day, to the riddle of the night
from the Bible that had |secured it, which, to allow it to be

Scottish martyr, Its yel
ed with age's unloveiy
, 1o the many muasty
battleflelds, and
1 weas, been disposed

all exeept the box|
which her ng hand had drawn. |
wrapped andkerchief, from be-
neath ithes when we were |
alone t and which I then car-
ried In ¢
she possession of It
briefy, was short.  The
reason it to me 1T was|
not Lo know s with which she |
would have iled in her throat |
1 was | why she calied

beenn no love

grim desire 1 ht trouble me
as It had tre «hae was gohe
beyond iestion. My eyes
inveluntarily he clouds pass-

ing overhead

1 wet the
reachedd my rooms
handkerchief as
me, and stirred

thdle when 1
wrapped in  the
she had given It to
the fire and sat down
to my pipe, although the usual good
cheer fafled to put a distance, as I
hoped, between me and the atmosphere
that I had left My aunt's face was
before meé dnd her bhands stil] seemed
to hold the box. It had been given her
—to tell what she hayg told me—by an
English sea-caplain at his death, ons
whose name I knew as a family trad!-
ton, who had brought it from Arabdia, |

box the

on

.

before, To be truthful, I was conscious

of a feeling of rellef in being supplled
to put it off. I had asalept pooriy—
troubled absurdly By my aunt and that
traditionary captaln who had bestowed
thd wretched gift on me, and had waked
with an aching head. Throughout the
round of dutlea that engaged me until

night saw me agaln turning home-
ward, I was unable to keep my
mind from straying backward to my

room. The discolored handkerchlef, the

|a blind that I had left open, on the met- | but found to my discomfort that day

. must be filed. Fastened to the

1 the graving, was a bit of
cracked and twisted parchment, which

I spread open with somewhat eaged
hands. Thera was writing on
it and [ held it underneath my glaes

Under the characters in Arable, so faded
& » be nimost indiscernible, were the |
transiated words: “This !s that which |
was buried with the shelk Abed Horeb;
that which, although he fought againse
it with utmost hate and loathing, haunt.
ed by lifelong horror of It, he was com-
pelled to carry with him to the tomb.
With you. the aopener, Into whoss hands
this box may fall, it shall be buried,
too."

Thers was a small, keen fle In a
drawer near by. and I went 1o get It

1 set my ilps and drew its edge scross
one of the metal bands. The stull was
very hard. Abed Horeb had guarded his
sepulchral secret well, A groove began
to grow In the dark surface as I grated
back and forth, bearing on more heavily
as the temper of that through which I
filed demanded, and a fine, bright dust
began to settle on the polished surface
of the tabdble, Its composition probably
ona of the losg nris. Some Impulse,
when I had flled the first of the bands
nalf through, made me stop and start to
file the other: I refused to acknowledge
why I did so. When I had filed the sec-
ond nearly even with the first, a cinder
falling from the grate with a loud sound,
forced me to admit the feeling. I was
out of sorts, unstrung. The ugly In-
scription on the parchment had been
working on my nerves. It was-but nat-

flle 1ying on the table, the metal casket

on the cablinet, were the only objects

teally clearly present to my thoughts. |

had not shaken off the Impressions of
the night. “This I8 that" was written
over ovary papar spread Dbefore me.
Iput away the paper-cutter on my desk,
annoyed by Its persistent gleam. It
would be to my shame to say to what
an extent the folly wrought upon me.
When I let myself in at my door that
evening, turning ths key sharpiy In the
lock, I sald® to myself that it was to
fnd out what it was that had been
burled with Abed Horeb and was to he
burled with me, too—the opener of the
box. To find out, and to consign it and
its casket, and lts memory, and that of
the woman who had given It to me, and
of the spell that It had cast upon me,
to the fira. I sald, as I came Into the
room, that I would do this=— and yet I
was not surprisad that I d4l4 not. There
was nothing this time 10 stand betwesn
me and my firm resolve. 1 was called
away by no one, and my file was ready
to my hand. The grooves on the box,
gleaming at me In the firelight, like

teath in {ts sinlster face, invited me to |

finish up my work, but I put It off
awhile. The arguments of the night be-
fore, arrnigning themselves between the
box and me, suggested that they were
still as good. Why should I open it at
night when morning was soon to fol-
low? Who could tell what the casket
might contain? Morning, I swore, gshould
ghow It to me, The chimes of the clock
In the outer room assurad me that it
wan not far distant. I would open it in
the morning If the whole world walted.
The matter had gons far enough.
Morning after morning passed me by,
and night after night I came back to
the caskst on my cabinet, without open-
ing it, the fire, glowering on it, causin
it to greet me, the first an
only obj=ct, as I came Inte the
room. It waked me (n the morniog.
stretching out a finger to touch me on
the eyes«Iif was my surd and =llent
company as [ sat through the solitary

mocked at, I cursed mysif, but with
the same Tesult. I could mot open It

|

with an excuse which made It possible | Day after day I knew that I was thus fancles, the self-loathing of that

much further from ths sccomplishmant
of my resolve, I locked the fllo in the
drawer at last, and threw away the
|key. Who among thoss who knew me
—or thought they knew me, presum-
ably a calm, clear-headed man—could
have Imaglined me—could I myself havea
Imagined myself—capabis of the thinga
I didT I hid the box » hundred times,
only to take It out and put it back In
its place upon the shell. I covered it,
|to uncover It, making sure that the
fire should show It to me when I en-
terad in the evening, and that I shouid
not miss Its summons when I woke. I
was compelled to see I, and to know
that i1t was therea. I camea to tremble,
to such length had it undone me, lest I
should at some time look for .t and
find it gone. I forbade the charwom-

an to coms In, dreading to have her
stir. around, fearing lest by an acel-
dent it might roll upon the floor and
break.

I would not have coma In and

was to ghare. Bhe listensd without

found it broken for the world. No
could have concelved the tortures,

one
the
po-
riod. In which If was revealed to ma
by a slow but certaln process what 1
was, 8 coward—a miserable weakllng
masking among my fallow-belngs as a
man—ona who had but two for com-
pany, my aunt and the craven captaln

with myself.
left us his legacy was the master of
us three.

I threw open ths windows and sat
shivering, that I might have the com-
pany of the sounds In the strest with-
out, and when the sounds died away
the company of the clouds and stars,

to stay with me, but one by one they

length deserted, by all save the box
and one other, the woman whom 1
she showed that she
changa In me.
From her, too,
virtue that

conscience, the only

such =as 71, It =ald, had forfelted the|
claim to any woman's love. 1 was not
worthy that she should haunt me, with
pale, sweet brow, and clear eyes fixed
on me with grave guest.oning, even in
my thoughts. Her Image must come)
no more into the reom with s=oftly
trailing skirts, and take its place be-|
side the fire., There was another pres-
ence there more potemt than her own,
that would blight her, also, with its
evil spell. Her soul must not be made |
a victim of the box.

What description can poriray the |
charm and peace to me of the room to
which 1 went to find her, after a long
absenca which, alithough not unli&r-‘
standing, her ldyal heart had not mis-
understood-—the sun shining through |
the thin white curtains on the plants
blooming In the boxes in the windows,
the clock cllieking {{s contentment on
the mantel, the restfully tinted walls,
the walcoming chaira, the atmosphere
of all-pervading cheer to which I had
no right. I had meant to tell her
merely that I was unworthy and to bia
her to forget that I had ever come into
her life, hut her woman's power over
me drew from me the secret which 1
h no other human being

evenings with my pipe. Nothing can

comment, but with something in her

who had owned the cursed keepaake |
The dead shelk who hud|wlth that rustle of gentls skirts that

| face which 1 did not understand. Tt
|seemed to me, as I sat with head
{bowed on her table In utter sslf-abase-
| ment and despalr, having confessed all
| to her and lingering but for a moment
| more of her, that hending over me she
laughad.

“You are not well," sha murmured,

| “Walit for me hers till I come back."

In & moment or tWwo more, Teturning,

| I knew so0 well in dreams, shs held a

| glass of cordial, scothing and spark-

| Hug, to my 1ips,

| “What have you {n your other hand?"

| I asked, ‘
“A rlle,” she sald.

| I pass over my

expostulations, my

I Invited in my friends; I pressed them |entreaties, my horror, in my now re-

doubled love of her, nt the thought of

saw that there was something wrong | having Her come into contact witht
and ceased to come, Thelr excuses, the baleful thing. Togsther we soug™:
thelr averted looks thelr embarrass-| the house in which 1 had my lodg-
ment when we met by chance, thelir |ings, together mounted up the stair,
evident anxiety to get away, was praofj together came dnto the Toom.
of what they thought, and yet I knew |which 1 found 1 had Hhéver sesn
that I was as yet unclouded In my|In the mellow light of afternoon,
mind. 1 was gradually avolded, &t/ As we eniersd, our eyes turning

townrd one object, the dark casket on
the cabinet. now become more dreadful

loved, who had not changed, although |than the sphinx’s riddle, she put thes
had seen the|file Into my hand.

Her touch, her pres-
ence there beside me, brought back my
manhood with an electric flash, trans-

seemed left to me, per-|fused, as by a current, the power of
suaded me that I must part. A craven|her spirit into mine, and I knew my-

self, at that moment, to be what I had
censed to hope thut T should ever be,
the master of the box.

Striding forward, while she followed
me, I took It from Its place, holding It
hard in my grasg, In trlumphant venge-
ance for the grasp that it had had so
long of me. With the woman who had
glven me the strength beside me, And
in the light of the windows through*
which the late sun, streaming In,
seemed to be dissolving the dark spell
sbout me, 1 flled away first one and
then the other of the metal bands, Tha
first and then the setond, as I worked
and she watched me, broke with »'
sudden snap. [ looked at her, sha
looked &t me, and the heavy 114, held
only by the pressure of my fingera and
releansd by them, sprang back—and
standing side by side we saw that
which had been burled with Abed Hor-
eb and ahall surely be burfed with me
top, and with hear, and, accept it or
struggle with It with what hate ha
may, with every child of man., be ha
shelk or serf, rich or poor, powerful or
helpless, who shall come {nto ths world

iand shall go out of it, and that is all

that {8 possible for him te carry with
him. Nothing.
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