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AFTER TWENTY YEARS

By O. Henry

The policeman on the beat moved up the avenue impressively.
The impressiveness was habitual and not for show, for spectators
were few. The time was barely 10 o'clock at night, but chilly
gusts of wind with a taste of rain in them had well nigh de-
peopled the streets.

Trying doors as he went, twirling his club with many
intricate and artful movements, turning now and then to cast
his watchful eye adown the pacific thoroughfare, the officer,
with his stalwart form and slight swagger. made a fine picture
of a guardian of the peace. The vicinity was one that kept
early hours. Now and then you might see the lights of a cigar
store or of an all-night lunch counter; but the majority of the
doors belonged to business places that had long since been
closed.

When about midway of a certain block the policeman
suddenly slowed his walk. In the doorway of a darkened
hardware store a man lcaned, with an unlighted cigar in his
mouth. As the policeman walked up to him the man spoke up
quickly.

“It’s all right, officer,” he said, reassuringly. “I'm just
waiting for a friend. It's an appointment made twenty years
ago. Sounds a little funny to you, doesn’t it? Well, I'll explain
if you'd like to make certain it’s all straight. About that long
ago there used to be a restaurant where this store stands—*Big
Joe™ Brady's restaurant.”

“Until five years ago,” said the policeman. “It was torn down
then.”

The man in the doorway struck a match and lit his cigar. The
light showed a pale, square-jawed face with keen eyes, and
a little white scar near his right eyebrow. His scarfpin was a
large diamond, oddly set.
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“Twenty years ago to-night,” said the man, *I dined here at
‘Big Joe” Brady's with Jimmy Wells, my best chum, and the
finest chap in the world. He and T were raised here in New
York, just like two brothers, together. I was eighteen and
Jimmy was twenty. The next morning [ was to start for the
West to make my fortune. You couldn’t have dragged Jimmy
out of New York: he thought it was the only place on earth.
Well, we agreed that night that we would meet here again
exactly twenty years from that date and time, no matter what
our conditions might be or from what distance we might have
to come. We figured that in twenty years cach of us ought to
have our destiny worked out and our fortunes made, whatever
they were going to be.”

“It sounds pretty interesting,” said the policeman. “Rather a
long time between meets. though, it seems to me. Haven't you
heard from your friend since you left?”

“Well, yes. for a time we corresponded,” said the other. “But
after a year or two we lost track of each other. You see, the
West is a pretty big proposition, and 1 kept hustling around
over it pretty lively. But I know Jimmy will meet me here if
he’s alive, for he always was the truest, stanchest old chap in
the world. He'll never forget. I came a thousand miles to stand
in this door to-night, and it's worth it il my old partner turns
up.”

The waiting man pulled out a handsome watch, the lids of it
set with small diamonds.

“Three minutes to ten,” he announced. "It was exactly ten
o’clock when we parted here at the restaurant door.”

“Did pretty well out West. didn’t you?" asked the policeman.

“You bet! I hope Jimmy has done half as well. He was a kind
of plodder, though, good fellow as he was. I've had to compete
with some of the sharpest wits going to get my pile. A man
gets in a groove in New York. It takes the West to put a razor-
edge on him.”

The policeman twirled his club and took a step or two.

“I'll be on my way. Hope your friend comes around all right.
Going to call time on him sharp?”

“1 should say not!” said the other. “I'll give him half an hour
at least. If Jimmy is alive on earth He'll be here by that time.
So long, officer.”
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“Good-night, sir,” said the policeman, passing on along his
beat, trying doors as he went.

There was now a fine, cold drizzle falling. and the wind had
risen from its uncertain puffs into a steady blow. The few foot
passengers astir in that quarter hurried dismally and silently
along with coat collars turned high and pocketed hands. And
in the door of the hardware store the man who had come a
thousand miles to fill an appointment, uncertain almost to
absurdity. with the friend of his youth, smoked his cigar and
waited.

About twenty minutes he waited. and then a tall man in a
long overcoat, with collar turned up to his ears, hurried across
from the opposite side of the street. He went directly to the
wailing man.

“Is that you, Bob?" he asked, doubtfully.

“Is that you, Jimmy Wells?" cried the man in the door.

“Bless my heart!” exclaimed the new arrival, grasping both
the other’s hands with his own. “It’s Bob, sure as fate. I was
certain 1'd find you here if you were still in existence. Well,
well, well! —twenty years 1s a long time. The old restaurant’s
gone, Bob: I wish it had lasted, so we could have had another
dinner there. How has the West treated you, old man?”

“Bully: it has given me everything I asked it for. You’ve
changed lots, Jimmy. I never thought you were so tall by two
or three inches.”

“Oh, I grew a bit after I was twenty.”

“Doing well in New York, Jimmy?”

“Moderately. I have a position in one of the city departments.
Come on, Bob; We’ll go around to a place I know of. and have
a good long talk about old times.”

The two men started up the street, arm in arm. The man from
the West, his egotism enlarged by success, was beginning to
outline the history of his career. The other, submerged in his
overcoat, listened with interest.

At the corner stood a drug store. brilliant with electric
lights. When they came into this glare each of them turned
simultaneously to gaze upon the other’s face.

The man from the West stopped suddenly and released his
arm.
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“You're not Jimmy Wells,” he snapped. “Twenty years is a
long time, but not long enough to change a man'’s nose from a
Roman to a pug.”

“It sometimes changes a good man into a bad one,” said the
tall man. *You’ve been under arrest for ten minutes, ‘silky’
Bob. Chicago thinks you may have dropped over our way and
wires us she wants to have a chat with you. Going quietly,
are you? That’s sensible. Now, before we go on to the station
here’s a note I was asked to hand you. You may read it here at
the window. It’s from Patrolman Wells.”

The man from the West unfolded the little piece of paper
handed him. His hand was steady when he began to read, but
it trembled a little by the time he had finished. The note was
rather short.

Bob: I was at the appointed place on time. When you struck
the match to light your cigar I saw it was the face of the man
wanted in Chicago. Somehow I couldn’t do it myself, so |
went around and got a plain clothes man to do the job.

JIMMY.
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ANGELA

(An Inverted Love Story)
By William Schwenk Gilbert

[ am a poor paralysed fellow who, for many years past, has
been confined to 4 bed or a sofa. For the last six years [ have
occupied a small room, giving on to one of the side canals of
Venice, and having no one about me but a deaf old woman,
who makes my bed and attends to my food: and there I eke out
a poor income of about thirty pounds a year by making water-
colour drawings of flowers and fruit (they are the cheapest
models in Venice), and these 1 send to a friend in London, who
sells them to a dealer for small sums. But, on the whole, I am
happy and content.

It is necessary that I should describe the position of my room
rather minutely. Its only window is about five feet above the
water of the canal, and above it the house projects some six
feet. and overhangs the water. the projecting portion being
supported by stout piles driven into the bed of the canal.
This arrangement has the disadvantage (among others) of so
limiting my upward view that I am unable to see more than
about ten feet of the height of the house immediately opposite
to me, although, by reaching as far out of the window as my
infirmity will permit, I can see for a considerable distance
up and down the canal. which does not exceed fifteen feet in
width. But, although I can see but little of the material house
opposite, [ can see its reflection upside down in the canal, and
[ take a good deal of inverted interest in such of its inhabitants
as show themselves from time to time (always upside down)
on its balconies and at its windows.

When [ first occupied my room, about six years ago, my
attention was directed to the reflection of a little girl of thirteen
or so (as nearly as I could judge), who passed every day on
a balcony just above the upward range of my limited ficld
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of view. She had a glass of flowers and a crucifix on a little
table by her side: and as she sat there, in fine weather, from
early morning until dark. working assiduously all the time,
I concluded that she earned her living by needle-work. She
was certainly an industrious little girl, and, as far as I could
judge by her upside-down reflection, neat in her dress and
pretty. She had an old mother, an invalid, who, on warm days,
would sit on the balcony with her, and it interested me to see
the little maid wrap the old lady in shawls, and bring pillows
for her chair, and a stool for her feet. and every now and again
lay down her work and kiss and fondle the old lady for half a
minute, and then take up her work again.

Time went by, and as the little maid grew up. her reflection
grew down, and at last she was quite a little woman of, |
suppose. sixteen or seventeen. I can only work for a couple
of hours or so in the brightest part of the day. so I had plenty
of time on my hands in which to watch her movements, and
sufficient imagination to weave a little romance about her.
and to endow her with a beauty which, to a great extent, I had
to take for granted. | saw—or fancied that 1 could see —that
she began to take an interest in my reflection (which, of
course, she could see as I could see hers); and one day, when
it appeared to me that she was looking right at it—that is to
say when her reflection appeared to be looking right at me —1
tried the desperate experiment of nodding to her. and to my
intense delight her reflection nodded in reply. And so our two
reflections became known to one another.

It did not take me very long to fall in love with her, but
a long time passed before 1 could make up my mind to do
more than nod to her every morning, when the old woman
moved me from my bed to the sofa at the window, and again
in the evening, when the little maid left the balcony for that
day. One day, however, when 1 saw her reflection looking
at mine, I nodded to her, and threw a flower into the canal.
She nodded several times in return, and [ saw her direct her
mother’s attention to the incident. Then every morning I threw
a flower into the water for ‘good morning’, and another in the
evening for ‘goodnight’, and I soon discovered that I had not
altogether thrown them in vain, for one day she threw a flower
to join mine, and she laughed and clapped her hands when
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she saw the two flowers join forces and float away together.
And then every morning and every evening she threw her
flower when I threw mine, and when the two flowers met she
clapped her hands, and so did I: but when they were separated,
as they sometimes were. owing to one of them having met an
obstruction which did not catch the other, she threw up her
hands in a pretty affectation of despair, which I tried to imitate
but in an English and unsuccessful fashion. And when they
were rudely run down by a passing gondola (which happened
not unfrequently) she pretended to cry, and 1 did the same.
Then, in pretty pantomime, she would point downwards to
the sky to tell me that it was Destiny that had caused the
shipwreck of our flowers, and I, in pantomime, not nearly so
pretty. would try to convey to her that Destiny would be kinder
next time, and that perhaps tomorrow our flowers would be
more fortunate —and so the innocent courtship went on. One
day she showed me her crucifix and kissed it, and thereupon I
took a little silver crucifix that always stood by me, and kissed
that. and so she knew that we were one in religion.

One day the little maid did not appear on her balcony. and
for several days | saw nothing of her: and although I threw my
flowers as usual, no flower came to keep it company. However,
after a time, she reappeared, dressed in black. and crying often.
and then [ knew that the poor child’s mother was dead, and, as
far as I knew, she was alone in the world. The flowers came no
more for many days, nor did she show any sign of recognition,
but kept her eyes on her work, except when she placed her
handkerchief to them. And opposite to her was the old lady’s
chair, and 1 could see that, from time to time. she would lay
down her work and gaze at it, and then a flood of tears would
come to her relief. But at last one day she roused herself to nod
to me, and then her flower came, day by day, and my flower
went forth to join it, and with varying fortunes the two flowers
sailed away as of yore.

But the darkest day of all to me was when a good-looking
young gondolier, standing right end uppermost in his gondola
(for I could see him in the flesh), worked his craft alongside
the house, and stood talking to her as she sat on the balcony.
They seemed to speak as old friends —indeed, as well as |
could make out, he held her by the hand during the whole of
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their interview which lasted quite half an hour. Eventually he
pushed off, and left my heart heavy within me. But I soon took
heart of grace, for as soon as he was out of sight, the little maid
threw two flowers growing on the same stem—an allegory of
which 1 could make nothing, until it broke upon me that she
meant to convey to me that he and she were brother and sister,
and that I had no cause to be sad. And thereupon I nodded to
her cheerily. and she nodded to me, and laughed aloud. and |
laughed in return, and all went on again as before.

Then came a dark and dreary time, for it became necessary
that I should undergo treatment that confined me absolutely to
my bed for many days, and I worried and fretted to think that the
little maid and I should see each other no longer, and worse still.
that she would think that | had gone away without even hinting
to her that | was going. And I lay awake at night wondering how
I could let her know the truth, and fifty plans flitted through my
brain, all appearing to be feasible enough at night, but absolutely
wild and impracticable in the morning. One day —and it was a
bright day indeed for me —the old woman who tended me told
me that a gondolier had inquired whether the English signor
had gone away or had died; and so I learnt that the little maid
had been anxious about me, and that she had sent her brother to
inquire, and the brother had no doubt taken to her the reason of
my protracted absence from the window.

From that day, and ever after during my three weeks of bed-
keeping, a flower was found every morning on the ledge of
my window, which was within easy reach of anyone in a boat:
and when at last a day came when I could be moved, I took
my accustomed place on my sofa at the window, and the little
maid saw me, and stood on her head (so to speak) and clapped
her hands upside down with a delight that was as eloquent
as my right-end-up delight could be. And so the first time
the gondolier passed my window I beckoned to him, and he
pushed alongside, and told me, with many bright smiles, that
he was glad indeed to see me well again. Then I thanked him
and his sister for their many kind thoughts about me during my
retreat, and | then learnt from him that her name was Angela,
and that she was the best and purest maiden in all Venice, and
that anyone might think himself happy indeed who could call
her sister, but that he was happier even than her brother, for he
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was to be married to her, and indeed they were to be married
the next day.

Thereupon my heart seemed to swell to bursting, and the
blood rushed through my veins so that 1 could hear it and
nothing else for a while. I managed at last to stammer forth
some words of awkward congratulation, and he left me,
singing merrily, after asking permission to bring his bride to
see me on the morrow as they returned from church.

‘For’, said he, *‘my Angela has known you very long—ever
since she was a child, and she has often spoken to me of the
poor Englishman who was a good Catholic, and who lay all
day long for years and years on a sofa at a window, and she
had said over and over again how dearly she wished she could
speak to him and comfort him: and one day, when you threw
a flower into the canal, she asked me whether she might throw
another, and I told her yes, for he would understand that it
meant sympathy for one sorely afflicted.’

And so I learned that it was pity. and not love, except indeed
such love as is akin to pity. that prompted her to interest herself
in my welfare, and there was an end of it all.

For the two flowers that I thought were on one stem were two
flowers tied together (but I could not tell that), and they were
meant to indicate that she and the gondolier were affianced
lovers, and my expressed pleasure at this symbol delighted her,
for she took it to mean that I rejoiced in her happiness.

And the next day the gondolier came with a train of other
gondoliers, all decked in their holiday garb, and on his gondola
sat Angela. happy, and blushing at her happiness. Then he and she
entered the house in which | dwelt, and came into my room (and
it was strange indeed. after so many years of inversion, to see her
with her head above her feet!), and then she wished me happiness
and a speedy restoration to good health (which could never be);
and I in broken words and with tears in my eyes, gave her the
little silver crucifix that had stood by my bed or my table for so
many years. And Angela took it reverently, and crossed herself,
and kissed it, and so departed with her delighted husband.

And as | heard the song of the gondoliers as they went their
way —the song dying away in the distance as the shadows of
the sundown closed around me—1 felt that they were singing
the requiem of the only love that had ever entered my heart.
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A BABY TRAMP

By Ambrose Bierce

If you had seen little Jo standing at the street corner in the
rain. you would hardly have admired him. It was apparently an
ordinary autumn rainstorm, but the water which fell upon Jo
(who was hardly old enough to be either just or unjust. and so
perhaps did not come under the law of impartial distribution)
appeared to have some property peculiar to itself: one would
have said it was dark and adhesive —sticky. But that could
hardly be so, even in Blackburg, where things certainly did
occur that were a good deal out of the common.

For example. ten or twelve years before. a shower of small
frogs had fallen. as is credibly attested by a contemporaneous
chronicle, the record concluding with a somewhat obscure
statement to the effect that the chronicler considered it good
growing-weather for Frenchmen.

Some years later Blackburg had a fall of crimson snow:
it is cold in Blackburg when winter is on, and the snows are
frequent and deep. There can be no doubt of it—the snow in
this instance was of the colour of blood and melted into water of
the same hue, if water it was, not blood. The phenomenon had
attracted wide attention, and science had as many explanations
as there were scientists who knew nothing about it. But the men
of Blackburg—men who for many years had lived right there
where the red snow fell. and might be supposed to know a good
deal about the matter—shook their heads and said something
would come of it.

And something did, for the next summer was made
memorable by the prevalence of a mysterious disease —
epidemic, endemic, or the Lord knows what, though the
physicians didn’t—which carried away a full half of the
population. Most of the other half carried themselves away
and were slow to return, but finally came back, and were now



