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PROLOGUE.

Iy San Francisoo the * rainy seasen ™ had
betn making itself a reality to the wender-
ing Eastern immigrant. There were short
days of drifting clouds and fiying sunshine,
and long suoeseding nights of incessant
downponr, when the rain rattled on the
thin shingles or dimomed on the resounding
zsine of piomeer roofs. The shifting sand-
dunes on the outskirts were beafen motion.
lese and sodden by the onslanght of eoneec-
utive storms; the sontheast trades hromght
the salive breath of the outlying Pacifin
even to the buay haunts of Commereial and
Kearney atreota; the low-lying Mission
road was a quagmire; along the City Front,
degpite of piles snd pier and wharf, the
Pucific tides still asserted themselves in
mud and ooze as far ss Sansome Street;
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the wooden sidewalks of Clay and Montgom-
ery streets were mere floating bridpes or
buoyant pontoons auperposed on  elastio
bogs ; Battery Street was the Silurian beach
of that early period on which fin cans,
packing-hoxes, freight, household furniture,
and even the runaway crews of deseried
ghipa had been cast away. Thers were dan-
gerons and nnknown depths in Montgomery
Street and on the Plaza, and the wheels of
a passing carriage hopelessly mired had to
be lifted by the velunteer hands of a half
dezen high-bootad wayfarers, whosa wearers
were pufficlently content to belleve that a
woman, & child, or an invalid was behind
_ ita alosed windows, without troubling them-
selves or the peoupant by looking throwgh
the glass,

It wae a carriage thai, thus released,
eventually drew up before the superior pub.
Li¢ edifice known as the City Hall. From
it a woman, closely veiled, alighted, and
quickly entered the building. A few pass-
ers-by turnad to look at her, partly from
the rarity of the female fipure st that pe-
riod, and partly from the greater rarity of
its being well formed and even Indylike.

Ag she kept her way along the eorridor
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and ascended an irom staircase, sha was
passed by others more prececupied in busi-
ness st the various publie offices. One of
thesa visitors, however, stopped as if atruck
by some faneied resemablance in her appear-
ance, turned, and followed her. But when
she halted befors a’ door marked “ Mayor'a
Office,” he pansed also, and, with & lock of
half humorous bewilderment and a slight
planee around him ag if seeldng for some
epe to whom to impart his arch fancy, he
turned away. The woman then entered a
large anteroom with a certain quiek femi-
nine gestnre of relief, and, finding it empty
of other eallers, snmmoned the porter, and
ssked him some question in a voiee sc sup-
preased by the official severity of the apart-
ment a4 ta be hardly undible. The attend-
ant replied by entering another room marked
“ Mayor's Secretary,” and reappearsd with
a stripling of eeventeen or elghteen, whose
gingularly bright eyes were all that was
youthful in his composed features. After
a slight serntiny of the woman — half boy-
ish, half official — he desired her to be
seated, with a certain exapgerated gravity
as if he was overacling a grown-up part,
and, taking a card from her, reéntered his
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offica. Here, however, he did nof atand on
his head or call out a confederate youth
from 3 eloset, as the woman might have ex-
pected. To the left was a green baize door,
ountlined with brass-sindded rivets like a
cheerful coffin-lid, and bearing the mortnary
inscription, * Private.” This he pushed
open, and entered the Mayor's private
office.

The municipal dignitary of San Franeiseo,
although an erect, soldier-like man of strong
middle age, was seated with his official chair
tilted back against the wall and kept in po-
sition by his feet on the rungs of another,
which in turn acted s & sopport for a sec.
ond mun, who was seated a fow feet from
him in an casychair. Both were lazly
smoking,

The Mayor tock the eard f'rom his secre-
tary, glanced at it, said “Hullo!” and
handed it to hia companion, whe read aloud
“Rate Howard"” and gave s prolonged
whistle,

 Where is she ? " asked the Mayor.

“TIn the anteroom, sir.”

* Any one else thera? ™

«No, &ir.”

“Did you say I was engaged 7"
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“Yes, sir 3 but it appears she asked Sam
whe was with you, and when he told her,
she said, All right, she wanted to see Col-
onel Pendleton too.”

The men glanced interrogatively at each
other, but Colonel Pendleton, ahruptly an-
ticipating the Mayor's functions, said,
% Have her in, and setiled himself back
ity his chair. :

A moment later the door spened, and the
gtranger appeared. As she closed the door
behind her sha removed her heavy veil, and
displayed the face of a very handsome
woman of past thirty. It is only necessary
to add that it wus a face koown to the two
men, and all San Francizeo.

“ Well, Kate,” said the Mayor, metioning
to a chair, but without rising or changing
his attitude. * Hera I am, and here is
Colonel Pendleton, and these are office
hours. What can wa do for you?”

If he bad received her with magisterial
formality, or even politely, she would hava
been embarrassed, in spite of a certain hold-
ness of her dark eyes and an ever present
oonsciousness of her power. It is possible
that his own ease and that of his companion
was part of their instinetive good nature and
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percepticn. She accepted it aa such, took
the chair familiarly, and seated herself side-
ways upon it, her right arm half encircling
its hack and hanging over it; altogether an
easy and not ungracefal pose.

# Thank you, Jack — I mean, Mr. Mayor
—and you, too, Harry. I came on basi-
ness. I want you two men to act as puar
dians for my little danghter.”

“ Your what ? " asked the two men simul-
taneously,

“My davghter,” she repeated, with a
ghart laugh, which, however, ended with a
note of defiance. “Of courss you don't
know. Well," she added half aggressively,
and yet with the air of horrying over & eom-
promising and inexplicabls weakness,  the
long and short of it iz I've got 8 little pirl
down at the Convent of Santa Clara, and
have had — therel I've been taking care
of her —good care, too, boys —for some
tims, And now I want to put things sguare
for her for the futura, See? I want to
make over to her all my property —it's
nigh on to seventy-flve thousand dollam, for
Bob Snelling put me up to getting those
water lots a year ago—and, you see, 11l
have to have regular guardians, trustees, or



