-

S

.. The -Wee-kly Graphic and New Zealand 'Mail for February 23, 1910

. .'C"r
it uﬁ:L;f

The O°Connors were born to rule.

A RULER OF MEN.

By O. HENRY. .

‘WALKED the streets of the City of

Insolence, thirating for the might

of a stranger face. For the City s

a desert of familiar types as thick

and alike us the grains in a sand-storm;

and you grow to hate them as you de

a friend ~who is always by you, or one
of your own kin.

And my desire was granted, for I saw,
mear a coraer of Broadway and Twenty-
ninth-atreet, a little faxea-haired man
with a face like & sealy-bark hickory-
nut, selling to a fast-gpathering erowd
a tool that omnigeneously proclaimed
itself a can-cpener, & screw-driver, &
button-hock, a nail-file, 2 shoe-horn, a
wateh-guard, a potato-peeler, and an orna-
ment to any gentleman's key-ring.

And then a stall-fed cop shoved him- -~

gl through the congregation of cus-
tomers, The vender, plaidy used to
having his seasons of trade thus abrupt-
ly curtailed, closed his satehel and slipped
like a weasel through the opposite seg-
ment of the cirde. The erowd seurried
aimlesly away like ants from a disturbed
erumb, ‘The cop, suddenly becoming ob-
livious of the earth and its inhabitanis,
stood still, swelling his bulk and putting
his club through an intricate drill of
twirls, 1 hurried after Kansas Bill
Bowers, and cawght him by en arm.

Without his looking at me or alowing
his pace, I found e fivedalar bill
erimpled neatly ioto my hand.

“I wouldnt have thought, Kansas Bill,”
I eaid, “that you'd hold an old driead
that cheap.”

Then he turmned his head, and the
biwkory-nub eracked into a wide smile,

“Give pack, the money,” aaid he, “or
Tl have the cop after you for falie
pretences. 1 thought you was the cop”

"I want to talk to you, Bil,* I said.
“When did you leave Oklaloma? Where
is Reddy MeGill now? Wy are you sell-
ing those imposasible contraptions on the
etreet? How did your Biy Horn goid-
wine pan out? How did you get eo badd-
iy sunburned? What will you drink ™

“A year ago,” nswered Kansas Bill,
syatematically. “Puiting up windmmils
in Arizona. For pin money to bay eice-
teras with, Falted. Been down in the

is.  Beer” " T

We fo thered in a propilious place
and bev:;g: Elijaha, w'hi‘%:pa 'waitfr of
dark plucisge played the raven to per-
fection. Reminmcenes needs most be had
Befors I cculd stecy Bill tnto bis epio

mood, L.

“Yes,” gaid he, *J ming tha time Timo-
Peo's rope Broke on that eew's borms
whie the owif wea ¢hasing you. You
Mol Ghat sewl I'd pever orged it

“The tropies™ said I, “are & ‘broed
territory. 'What part of Canecer or Capri-
corn have you been honouring with &
visit 1 .

“Down alopg Chima or Peru—or may-
be the Argentine Confederacy,” eaid Kaa-
sas Bill. “Anyway ‘twas among s great
race of people, off-eoloured but progres-
sive. I waa there three months ™

“No doubt yon are glad to be back
among the truly great race,” I eurmised,
- i New Yorkers, the
most prograxsive and independent ¢itivena
of any country in the worid,” T eontinaed,
with the fatmity of the provincial who
has eaten the Broadway lotuna.

“Do you want io start an argameni?”
aszked RillL

vergions om the aword.

“Can there be tme!™ | answered,

“Has an lrishman bunwur, do you
think * nsked he. .

*l have mn hour or two {o spare”
said I, looking st the omfe clock,

“Not that the Americans aren't a
pommercial pation,” conceded Bill, ~Bui
thee fault laid with the people wiao wrote
lies for fatiom.”

"Whut was tide Irishman's name?™ I
asked, E
N “Was that last beer cold enongh ™ said
he. ;

“I wee there is talk of farther ont-
breaks among Lie Russisn peasants,” L
Tenarked,

“His name wias Darmey O'Conmor,” said
Bill.

‘Thus, berause of our ancient preseinca
of each others trail ol thought, we tra-
velled ambiguously to the point where
Jianszs Hill's story begau:

“i met O'Cennor in & bearding-house
on the Weat Side. lle invited me to hin
hall-room to have a drink, and we be-
ciume like a dog and a cat that had been
raised bogether, Thera he sat, a tall,
fing, handsome man, with his deet agaiost
one wal and hia back against the other,
lonking over & wmap, Un the bed and
Biicking three feet out of it waa a beauti-
ful gald sword with tassels on it and
rhinestones in the handle,

*rWhat is this? says I {for by thab
time we were well acquainted). ‘TFhe
annual parade in villifiemtion of the ex-
smakes of Ireland? And what's the line
of march? Up Broadway to Forty.sees
ond; thonee east to AMeCarty’s cafe;
thence—

" '8it down on the
O'Connar, ‘and listen,

wash-gtand,’ eaya
And cast no pers
Twas mc father’s
in old Munster. And éhis map, Bowers,
is no diagram wf & holiday procession,
1f ye look egmin ye'll eee that it’s the
eomtinent known as Sooth America, com-
prising fonrteen green, blue, red, and yel-
low couniries, all erying cut from tima
{0 tune to be diberated from the yoka
of the oppressor.) . .

*+1 know, says I to OConnor. ‘The
idea ds & IHerary ome, The ten-cent
magazines wtole it from “Ridpath's His-
tory of the World from the Sandstcne
Period to the Egqumaver,” Youlil find it
in every one of ’em. Ii’'3s a continued
story of & soidier of fortune, gererally
nimed O'Keefe, who geta to be dictator

"while the Spanish-American populaca

eries “Cospeito!™ and other Italian male-
dictions. I misdoubt if -it’s ever ‘been
done.  Yoa're wot thinking of trying
that, are youn, Barney ¥ I asks.

“Bowens,’ says he, 'Fours a4 man of
education and courage.

“*How can I deny #¥ says I. ‘Edu-
eation rune in my family; and I have
ecquired courage by & bhard struggie
with life!

*‘The {FConmors,’ eays he, ‘are
& warlike race. There i3 e
father's eword; and here i8 the

48

map, A life of imaction w» oot fo
me, The /Uonnsrs were bara fo fuls,
'Tis & ruler of men I svomt be’

- Barney, I says to Mim, “why don't
Fou pet on the force and weitle down ta
& quict lfe of camage and omruption
inntesd of roamimg off bo foreiza partsf
In what betier way ewn you indulgs
your dﬁnre‘r‘ to subdoe apd maltremt the

“'Look agmia st the map, says bt;'
‘at the coumiry I have the puint of me
knife on. *Tis ihat ome § have sclected
to aid and overthrow with me Iatheca
aword.

"I aee,” mays 1. ‘It's the groen omej
and that does credit to your pairiotiam,
And it's the somlleat one: and that does
credit to your judgmesnt.’

“ Do ye saocuse ne o cowardwe? sagyw
Barney, turning pink.

“'No man/ says I, ‘wha aitacks and
confiscates & country «ingle-handed could
be called & eoward. The worst you cam
ba charged with is plagiarism or imilas
tion. 1f Anthony Hope amd Foosevell
let you get away with it, nobody else
will have any right to ki’

“‘1 am mob joking! says OConnor.
fAnd I've pot 1500 dollars cazh to work
the scheme with. 1've iaken a liking te
you, Do you wani in, or notf

“‘I'm mot workine,' I told kim; Tuf
how ia & to be? Do I eat during the
fomentation of the insurpeciion, or any
1 only to be Secrelary of War alfter
the eountry in conquered?! Ja it to be &
pay envelops or ¢nly & portfoiio? :

Sl pay all expenses.! saya O'Cennor,
T want a4 man I can trust. If we sues
ceed you may pek ool any appoiniment

you want in ihe gift of the govern-
wment,’
“All right, then! says 1. “You cant

ovt me & banch of draying coplracis and
then a quick-aetinn eomsignment to =
seat on the Supreme Court beneh so K
won't be im line for the presilency, ¥
wouwldu'y mind Uncle Joe, but ihe kind
of cannon they charten their presidents
with in that couniry hurt too much.
You ean consider me of the pay-rodil

“Two weeks aflerward O¥onnor and
me took a steampcer for the small, green,
doomed rouniry, We were threo weeks
on the trip. OCrnnor said he had his
plans gl firnred ot in advance; bodl
being the commanding meneral, ¥ oone
sorted with his dignity 20 keep the des
tails concealed from his army and cabe
inet, commonly knewn as William T.
Bowera, Three dollire a day was the
price for which I joined the causs of
liberatine an nmlisenvere] ecountry fromi
the ill3 that threatenml or sustained it
Every Raturday night on the sieamer B
stood in line at parade rest, and O'Con~
nor hamled aver the twenty-one doliard,

“Phe town we Wnded rt waz named
Cloavaaueritn, so they told me. ‘Nof
far me,' savs T, Tt7 be little old Hilks
dale or Tampkinsville sy Cherry Trea

e and the General gave an exhibition that put Kyrle Dellew and Phid Adrmour in the sliada,



