FRANK LESLIE S
POPULAR MONTHLY

CONTENTS
0
AUGUST, 1903

>
=

e ond

I'd
9

Vol. LVI—No. 4 Whole No. 332

BLANCHE BATES as the PRINCESS YO-SAN in ¢‘ The Darling of the Gods ”’..... Frontispiece
Portrait in colors drawn from life by Genjiro Yeto.

MISS PRIMROSE. A StOry.....ccoovueiiriieiininanninns Roy Rolfe Gilson .............. 313
With drawings by Anna Whelan Betts.

WITHIN THE RING OF SINGING. A Story... ......... Marion Hill................... 320
With drawings by Jessie Wilcox Smith.

THE BIG PEACH. A StOry......coeiiiiienniiinnauennennns Henry Harland ............... 328

With drawings by F. Y. Cory.
HOW DARK PATRICK SAVED THE BANK OF IRELAND.

A Story. With drawings by B. Cory Kilvert.............. Seumas MacManus............ 332

NEW STORIES BY EBEN HOLDEN .............. ...... Irving Bacheller............... 341
With a drawing by Martin Justice.

A FEW REAL BOYS. The Fight.................. oo eenes Judge Henry A. Shute....... .. 345
With drawings by F. R. Gruger.

ISAM’S STRATEGY. A StOry.......cieviinrosnncneneennns Harry Stillwell Edwards...... .. 355
With drawings by Florence Scovel Shinn.

THE LOADED GUN. A StOry........ccoeive vivninnninnns John Luther Long............. 362
With drawings by John Wolcott Adams.

WORKING FOR FAME. . ... ... ittt John M. Oskison.......... ... 372
With drawings by N. C. Wyeth.

THE PAULINE. A Ballad.......... et e Joseph Mills Hanson.... ..... 579
With decorations by Martin Justice.

THE GREAT AMERICAN LOBBY.... ......cooiiiiinen, The Editors.................... 382

Illustrated with portraits and with a cartoon reproduced
from the St. Louis Globe-Democrat.

THE MOCKING BIRD. Verse......ccoovvveiiieen cunenn. Frank Dempster Sherman...... 393

DENIS DENT. A Novel. Chapters XVL.—XVIII.......... Ernest W. Hornung.......... . 394

THE ROMANCE. A Picture .......ccoviiiviiieeeennnn . Howard Pyle............. .... 402
With a full-page drawing by Henry J. Peck.

ATMOSPHERE ON THE STAGE...........cccooiiiiuann David Belasco................. 404

MARGINALIA. ..t i e e B 408

‘* Kindness of Johnny Mud-Lip,”’ Richard Barker Shelton ; ‘‘ The Leopard Man’s Story,”’
Jack London ; * The Raving,”’ /. C. Dimly.

MEN, WOMEN AND BOOKS . ...ttt ittt et e aeees e 411
*“ Book Notes ;" ** Alice in Book Land,”’ £//is Parker Butler ; ¢ Pervasive,”’ .lice Corbin.

TERMS : 10 cents a copy; $1.00 a year in Advance, postpaid. Subscriptions may be sent
direct to us, or through Newsdealers, Booksellers, Subscription Agencies and Accredited Agents. We
accept no responsibility for Subscriptions until we have received Full Remittance, except in the case
of Agents bearing credentials from us. Remit by Check or Draft on New York,P. O. or Express
Money Order. Cash should not be sent except in Registered Letter. Just published, bound volume
Now., 1902, to April, 1903, in green cloth Levant binding, sent posipaid for $1.00 ; or sent in cxchange
Sor the six covresponding numbers, if in good condition, for 75¢. Index for this Volume sent

free on application.
FRANK LESLIE PUBLISHING HOUSE,

FREDKRIC L. COLVER, Prealdent. 141-147 Fifth Avenue, New York.
ORERT ¢ WILSON, Nevratmt: (Founded 135) 10 Norfolk St., Strand, London, W. C.

WILLIAM MORROW, Treasurer,

Entered at the New York Post Office, N.Y'., as Second-class Matter.

COPYRIGHT, 1903, in the United States and Great Britain, by FRANK LESLIE PUBLISHING HOUSE (lacorporated).
ALL RIGHTS RESERVED.



E had a dreamy, far-
away look in his
eyes, and his sad,

insistent voice, gentle
spoken as a maid’s, seemed
the placid embodiment of
some deep-seated melan-
choly. He was the Leo-
})ard Man, but he did not
ook it. His business in
life, whereby he lived, was
to appear in a cage of per-
forming leopards before
vast audiences, and to
thrill those audiences by
certain exhibitions of
nerve for which his em-
ployers rewarded him on
a scale commensurate with the thrills he
produced.

As | say, he did not look it. He was nar-
row-hipped, narrow-shouldered and an@zmic,
while ﬁe seemed not so much oppressed by
gloom as by a sweet and gentle sadness, the
weight of which was as sweetly and gently
borne. For an hour | had been trying to get
a story out of him, but he appeared to lack
imagination. To him there was no romance
in his gorgeous career, no deeds of daring, no
thrills—nothing but a gray sameness and infi-
nite boredom.

Lions? Oh, yes! he had fought with them.
It was nothing. All you had to do was to sta
sober. Anybody could whip a liontoa stand-
still with an ordinary stick. He had fought
one for half an hour once. Just hit him on
the nose every time he rushed, and when he
got artful and rushed with his head down, why,
the thing to do was to stick out your leg.
When he grabbed at the leg you drew it back
and hit him on the nose again. That was all.

With the far-away look in his eyes and his
soft flow of words he showed me his scars.
There were many of them, and one recent one
where a tigress had reached for his shoulder
and gone down to the hone. I could see the
neatly-mended rents in the coat he had on.
His right arm, from the elbow down, looked
as though it had gone through a threshing
machine, what of the ravage wrought by claws
and fangs. But it was nothing, he said, only
the old wounds bothered him somewhat when
rainy weather came on.

Suddenly his face brightened with a recol-
lection, for he was really as anxious to give
me a story as I was to get it.

‘1 suppose you've heard of the lion-tamer
who was hated by another man ?’’ he asked.

He paused and looked pensively at a sick
lion in the cage opposite.

‘“ Got the toothache,’” he explained. ‘“ Well,
the lion-tamer’s big play to the audience was
Pputting his head in a lion’s mouth. The
mnan who hated him attended every perform-

THE LEOPARD MAN’S STORY
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ance in the hope sometime of seeing that lion
crunch down. He followed the show about
all over the country. The years went by and
he grew old, and the lion-tamer grew old, and
the lion grew old. And at last one day, sit-
ting in aﬂont seat, he saw what he had wait-
ed for. The lion crunched down, and there
wasn’t any need to call a doctor."’

The Leopard Man glanced casually over his
finger nails in a manner which would have
been critical had it not been so sad.

‘ Now that’s what I call patience,’” he con-
tinued, *‘and it's my style. But it was not
the style of a fellow I knew. He was a little,
thin, sawed-off, sword-swallowing and jug-
gling Frenchman. De Ville he called him-
self, and he had a nice wife. She did trapeze
work and used to dive from under the roof
into a net, turning over once on the way as
nice as you please.

*' De Ville had a quick temper, as quick as
his hand, and his hand was as quick as the
paw of a tiger. One day, because the ring-
master called him a frogeater, or somethin
like that and maybe a little worse, he shov
him against the soft pine background he used
in his knife-throwing act so quick the ring-
master didn’t have time to think, and there,
before the audience, De Ville kept the air on
fire with his knives, sinking them into the
wood all around the ringinaster so close that
they passed through his clothes and most of

‘them bit into his skin.

* The clowns had to pull the knives out to
get him loose, for he was pinned fast. So the
word went around to watch out for De Ville,
and no one dared be more than barely civil to
his wife. And she was a sly bit of baggage,
too, only all hands were afraid of De Ville.

‘““But there was one man, Wallace, who
was afraid of nothing. He was the lion-tamer,
and he had the self-same trick of putting his
head into the lion's mouth. He'd put it into
the mouths of any of them, though he pre-
ferred Augustus, a big, good-natured beast
who could always be depended upon.

*“ As | was saving, Wallace—‘ King ' Wallace
we called him—was afraid of nothing alive or
dead. He was a king and no mistake. I've
seen him drunk, and on a wager go into the
cage of a lion that'd turned nasty and without
a stick beat him to a finish. Just did it with
his fist on the nose.

¢ Madame De Ville—"

At an uproar behind us the Leopard Man
turned quietly around. It wasa divided cage,
and a monkey, poking through the bars and
around the partition, had had its paw seized by
a big gray wolf who was trying to pull it off by
main strength. The arm seemed stretching
out longer and longer like a thick elastic, and
the unfortunate monkey’s mates were raising
a terrible din. No keeper was at hand, sothe
Leopard Mean stepped over a conple of paces,



Marginalia.

dealt the wolf a sharp blow on the nose with
the light cane he carned, and returned with a
sadly apologetic smile to take up his unfin-
ished sentence as though there had been no
interruption.

«* —looked at King Wallace and King Wal-
lace looked at her, while De Ville looked
black. We warned Wallace, but it was no use.
He laughed at us, as he laughed at De Ville
one day when he shoved De Ville's head into
a bucket of paste because he wanted to fight.

““De Ville was in a pretty mess—I helped
to scrape him off; but he was cool asa cu-
cumber and made nothreatsat all. But I saw
a glitter in his eyes which I had seen often in
the eyes of wild beasts, and I went out of my
way to give Wallace a final warning. He
laughed, but he did not look so much in Mad-
ame De Ville’s direction after that.

‘“Several months passed by. Nothing had
happened and I was beginning to think it all
a scare over nothing. We were West by that
time, showing in 'Frisco. It was during the
afternoon performance, and the big tent was
filled with women and children, when I went
looking for Red Denny, the head canvas-man,
who had walked off with my pocket-knife.

“Passing by one of the dressing tents I

lanced in through a hole in the canvas to see
if I could locate him. He wasn't there, but di-
rectly in front of me was King Wallace, in
tights, waiting for his turn to go on with his
cage of performing lions. He was watching
with much amusement a quarrel between a
couple of trapeze artists. All the rest of the
people in the dressing tent were watching the
same thing, with the exception of De Ville,
whom 1 noticed staring at Wallace with un-
disguised hatred. Wallace and the rest were
all too busy following the quarrel to notice
this or what followed.

‘“But I saw it through the hole in the can-
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vas. De Ville drew his handkerchief from his
ket, made as though to mop the sweat
rom his face with it (it was a hot day), and at
the same time walked past Wallace's back.
He never stopped, but kept right on to the
doorway, where he turned his head, while
passing out, and shot a swift look back at the
unconscious man. The look troubled me at
the time, for not only did I see hatred init, but
I saw triumph as well.

‘“*De Ville will bear watching,’ I said to
myself, and I really breathed easier when ]
saw him go out the entrance to the circus
grounds and board an electric car for down-
town. A few minutes later I was in the big
tent, where I had overhauled Red Denny.
King Wallace was doing his turn and holding
the audience spellbound. He was in a partic-
ularly vicious mood, and he kept the lions
stirred up till they were all snarling and
growling around him, that is, all of them ex-
ceptold Augustus, and he was just too fatand
lazy and old to get stirred up over anything.

‘ Finally Wallace cracked the old lion’s
knees with his whip and got him into position.
Old Augustus, blinking good-naturedly,
opened his mouth and in popped Wallace's
head. Then the jawscame together, crunch,
just like that.”

The Leopard Man smiled in a sweetly wist-
ful fashion, and the far-away look came into
his eyes.

‘“ And that was the end of King Wallace,”
he went on in his sad, low voice. *‘‘ After the
excitement cooled down I watched my chance
and bent over and smelled Wallace's head.
Then I sneezed.”

It it was " I queried

with halting eagerness.

‘ Snuff—that De Ville dropped on his hair
Old Augustus never
He only sneezed.”

in the dressing tent.
meant to do it.

Busy following the quarrel.
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