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Hearts and Hands

At Denver there was an influx of passengers into the coaches on the eastbound B. &
M. express. In one coach there sat a very pretty young woman dressed in elegant taste and
surrounded by all the luxurious comforts of an experienced traveler. Among the newcomers
were two young men, one of handsome presence with a bold, frank countenance and manner;

the other a ruffled, glum-faced person, heavily built and roughly dressed. The two were
handcuffed together.

As they passed down the aisle of the coach the only vacant seat offered was a reversed one
facing the attractive young woman. Here the linked couple seated themselves. The young
woman’s glance fell upon them with a distant, swift disinterest; then with a lovely smile
brightening her countenance and a tender pink tingeing her rounded cheeks, she held out a little
gray-gloved hand. When she spoke her voice, full, sweet, and deliberate, proclaimed that its
owner was accustomed to speak and be heard.

“Well, Mr. Easton, if you will make me speak first, I suppose I must. Don’t you ever
recognize old friends when you meet them in the West?”
The younger man roused himself sharply at the sound of her voice, seemed to struggle with

a slight embarrassment which he threw off instantly, and then clasped her fingers with his left
hand.

“It’s Miss Fairchild,” he said, with a smile. “I’ll ask you to excuse the other hand; “it’s
otherwise engaged just at present.”
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He slightly raised his right hand, bound at the wrist by the shining “bracelet” to the left one
of his companion. The glad look in the girl’s eyes slowly changed to a bewildered horror. The
glow faded from her cheeks. Her lips parted in a vague, relaxing distress. Easton, with a little
laugh, as if amused, was about to speak again when the other forestalled him. The glum-faced
man had been watching the girl’s countenance with veiled glances from his keen, shrewd eyes.

“You’ll excuse me for speaking, miss, but, I see you’re acquainted with the marshall here. If
you’ll ask him to speak a word for me when we get to the pen he’ll do it, and it’1l make things
easier for me there. He’s taking me to Leavenworth prison. It’s seven years for counterfeiting.”

“Oh!” said the girl, with a deep breath and returning color. “So that is what you are doing
out here? A marshal!”

“My dear Miss Fairchild,” said Easton, calmly, “1 had to do something. Money has a way
of taking wings unto itself, and you know it takes money to keep step with our crowd in
Washington. I saw this opening in the West, and—well, a marshalship isn’t quite as high a
position as that of ambassador, but—"

“The ambassador,” said the girl, warmly, “‘doesn’t call any more. He needn’t ever have done
s0. You ought to know that. And so now you are one of these dashing Western heroes, and you
ride and shoot and go into all kinds of dangers. That’s different from the Washington life. You
have been missed from the old crowd.”

The girl’s eyes, fascinated, went back, widening a little, to rest upon the glittering handcuffs.

“Don’t you worry about them, miss,” said the other man. “All marshals handcuff themselves
to their prisoners to keep them from getting away. Mr. Easton knows his business.”

“Will we see you again soon in Washington?” asked the girl.

“Not soon, I think,” said Easton. “My butterfly days are over, I fear.”
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“I love the West,” said the girl irrelevantly. Her eyes were shining softly. She looked away
out the car window. She began to speak truly and simply without the gloss of style and manner:
“Mamma and I spent the summer in Denver. She went home a week ago because father was
slightly ill. I could live and be happy in the West. I think the air here agrees with me. Money
isn’t everything. But people always misunderstand things and remain stupid—"

“Say, Mr. Marshal,” growled the glum-faced man. “This isn’t quite fair. I’'m needing a drink,
and haven’t had a smoke all day. Haven’t you talked long enough? Take me in the smoker now,
won’t you? I’'m half dead for a pipe.”

The bound travelers rose to their feet, Easton with the same slow smile on his face.

“I can’t deny a petition for tobacco,” he said, lightly. “It’s the one friend of the unfortunate.
Good-bye, Miss Fairchild. Duty calls, you know.” He held out his hand for a farewell.

“It’s too bad you are not going East,” she said, reclothing herself with manner and style. “But
you must go on to Leavenworth, I suppose?”

“Yes,” said Easton, *“I must go on to Leavenworth.”

The two men sidled down the aisle into the smoker.

The two passengers in a seat near by had heard most of the conversation. Said one of them:
“That marshal’s a good sort of chap. Some of these Western fellows are all right.”

“Pretty young to hold an office like that, isn’t he?”” asked the other.

“Young!” exclaimed the first speaker, “why-—Oh! didn’t you catch on? Say—did you ever
know an officer to handcuff a prisoner to his right hand?”
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Witches’ Loaves

Miss Martha Meacham kept the little bakery on the corner (the one where you go up three
steps, and the bell tinkles when you open the door).

Miss Martha was forty, her bank-book showed a credit of two thousand dollars, and she
possessed two false teeth and a sympathetic heart. Many people have married whose chances
to do so were much inferior to Miss Martha’s.

Two or three times a week a customer came in in whom she began to take an interest. He
was a middle-aged man, wearing spectacles and a brown beard trimmed to a careful point.

He spoke English with a strong German accent. His clothes were worn and darned in places,
and wrinkled and baggy in others. But he looked neat, and had very good manners.

He always bought two loaves of stale bread. Fresh bread was five cents a loaf. Stale ones
were two for five. Never did he call for anything but stale bread.

Once Miss Martha saw a red and brown stain on his fingers. She was sure then that he was
an artist and very poor. No doubt he lived in a garret, where he painted pictures and ate stale
bread and thought of the good things to eat in Miss Martha’s bakery.

Often when Miss Martha sat down to her chops and light rolls and jam and tea she would
sigh, and wish that the gentle-mannered artist might share her tasty meal instead of eating his
dry crust in that draughty attic. Miss Martha’s heart, as you have been told, was a sympathetic
one.

In order to test her theory as to his occupation, she brought from her room one day a
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painting that she had bought at a sale, and set it against the shelves behind the bread counter.

It was a Venetian scene. A splendid marble palazzio (so it said on the picture) stood in the
foreground—or rather forewater. For the rest there were gondolas (with the lady trailing her
hand in the water), clouds, sky, and chiaro-oscuro in plenty. No artist could fail to notice it.

Two days afterward the customer came in.

“Two loafs of stale bread, if you blease.

“You haf here a fine bicture, madame,” he said while she was wrapping up the bread.

“Yes?” says Miss Martha, reveling in her own cunning. “I do so admire art and” (no, it
would not do to say “artists” thus early) “and paintings,” she substituted. “You think it is a
good picture?”

“Der balance,” said the customer, is not in good drawing. Der bairspective of it is not true.
Goot morning, madame.”

He took his bread, bowed, and hurried out.

Yes. he must be an artist. Miss Martha took the picture back to her room.

How gentle and kindly his eyes shone behind his spectacles! What a broad brow he had! To

be able to judge perspective at a glance—and to live on stale bread! But genius often has to
struggle before it is recognized.

What a thing it would be for art and perspective if genius were backed by two thousand
dollars in bank, a bakery, and a sympathetic heart to-—But these were day-dreams, Miss Martha.

Often now when he came he would chat for a while across the showcase. He seemed to
crave Miss Martha’s cheerful words.

He kept on buying stale bread. Never a cake, never a pie, never one of her delicious Sally
Lunns.
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She thought he began to look thinner and discouraged. Her heart ached to add something
good to eat to his meagre purchase, but her courage failed at the act. She did not dare affront
him. She knew the pride of artists.

Miss Martha took to wearing her blue-dotted silk waist behind the counter. In the back room
she cooked a mysterious compound of quince seeds and borax. Ever so many people use it for
the complexion.

One day the customer came in as usual, laid his nickel on the showcase, and called for his
stale loaves. While Miss Martha was reaching for them there was a great tooting and clanging,
and a fire-engine came lumbering past.

The customer hurried to the door to look, as any one will. Suddenly inspired, Miss Martha
seized the opportunity.

On the bottom shelf behind the counter was a pound of fresh butter that the dairyman had
left ten minutes before. With a bread knife Miss Martha made a deep slash in each of the stale
loaves, inserted a generous quantity of butter, and pressed the loaves tight again.

When the customer turned once more she was tying the paper around them.

When he had gone, after an unusually pleasant little chat, Miss Martha smiled to herself, but
not without a slight fluttering of the heart.

Had she been too bold? Would he take offense? But surely not. There was no language of
edibles. Butter was no emblem of unmaidenly forwardness.

For a long time that day her mind dwelt on the subject. She imagined the scene when he
should discover her little deception.

He would lay down his brushes and palette. There would stand his easel with the picture he
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was painting in which the perspective was beyond criticism.
He would prepare for his luncheon of dry bread and water. He would slice into a loaf—ah!
Miss Martha blushed. Would he think of the hand that placed it there as he ate? Would he—

The front door bell jangled viciously. Somebody was coming in, making a great deal of
noise.

Miss Martha hurried to the front. Two men were there. One was a young man smoking a
pipe—a man she had never seen before. The other was her artist.

His face was very red, his hat was on the back of his head, his hair was wildly rumpled. He
clinched his two fists and shook them ferociously at Miss Martha. At Miss Martha.

“Dummkopf!™ he shouted with extreme loudness; and then “Tausendonfer!” or something
like it in German.

The young man tried to draw him away.

“I vill not go,” he said angrily, “else I shall told her.”

He made a bass drum of Miss Martha’s counter.

“You haf shpoilt me,” he cried, his blue eyes blazing behind his spectacles. “I vill tell you.
You vas von meddingsome old cat!”

Miss Martha leaned weakly against the shelves and laid one hand on her blue-dotted silk
waist. The young man took the other by the collar.

“Come on,” he said, “you’ve said enough.” He dragged the angry one out at the door to the
sidewalk, and then came back.

“Guess you ought to be told, ma’am,” he said, “what the row is about. That’s Blumberger.
He’s an architectural draftsman. I work in the same office with him.
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“He’s been working hard for three months drawing a plan for a new city hall. It was a prize
competition. He finished inking the lines yesterday. You know, a draftsman always makes his

drawing in pencil first. When it’s done he rubs out the pencil lines w1th handfuls of stale bread
crumbs. That’s better than India rubber.

“Blumberger’s been buying the bread here. Well, to-day—well, you know, ma’am, that

butter isn’t—well, Blumberger’s plan isn’t good for anything now except to cut up into railroad
sandwiches.”

Miss Martha went into the back room. She took off the blue-dotted silk waist and put on the

old brown serge she used to wear. Then she poured the quince seed and borax mixture out of
the window into the ash can.
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The Cop and the Anthem

On his bench in Madison Square Soapy moved uneasily. When wild geese honk high of
nights, and when women without sealskin coats grow kind to their husbands, and when Soapy
moves uneasily on his bench in the park, you may know that winter is near at hand.

A dead leaf fell in Soapy’s lap. That was Jack Frost’s card. Jack is kind to the regular
denizens of Madison Square, and gives fair warning of his annual call. At the corners of four
streets he hands his pasteboard to the North Wind, footman of the mansion of All Outdoors, so
that the inhabitants thereof may make ready.

Soapy’s mind became cognisant of the fact that the time had come for him to resolve himself
into a singular Committee of Ways and Means to provide against the coming rigour. And
therefore he moved uneasily on his bench.

The hibernatorial ambitions of Soapy were not of the highest. In them there were no
considerations of Mediterranean cruises, of soporific Southern skies drifting in the Vesuvian
Bay. Three months on the Island was what his soul craved. Three months of assured board and

bed and congenial company, safe from Boreas and bluecoats, seemed to Soapy the essence of
things desirable.

For years the hospitable Blackwell’s had been his winter quarters. Just as his more fortunate
fellow New Yorkers had bought their tickets to Palm Beach and the Riviera each winter, so
Soapy had made his humble arrangements for his annual hegira to the Island. And now the
time was come. On the previous night three Sabbath newspapers, distributed beneath his coat,
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