When the World Was Young

By Jack London

He was a very quiet, self-possessed sort of man, dtting a moment on top of the wall to sound the
damp dakness for warnings of the dangers it might conced. But the plummet of his hearing
brought nothing to him save the moaning of wind through invisble trees and the rudling of
leaves on swaying branches. A heavy fog drifted and drove before the wind, and though he could
not see this fog, the wet of it blew upon his face, and the wal on which he sat was wet.

Without noise he had cimbed to the top of the wal from the outsde, and without noise he
dropped to the ground on the insde. From his pocket he drew an eectric night-tick, but he did
not use it. Dark as the way was, he was not anxious for light. Carying the night-gick in his
hand, his finger on the button, he advanced through the darkness. The ground was velvety and
goringy to his feet, being carpeted with dead pine-needles and leaves and mold which evidently
had been undisturbed for years. Leaves and branches brushed againgt his body, but so dark was it
that he could not avoid them. Soon he waked with his hand dretched out gropingly before him,
and more than once the hand fetched up againg the solid trunks of massive trees. All about him
he knew were these trees, he sensed the loom of them everywhere; and he experienced a strange
feding of microscopic smdlness in the midst of great bulks leaning toward him to crush him.
Beyond, he knew, was the house, and he expected to find some traill or winding path that would
leed eadily toit.

Once, he found himsdf trapped. On every sde he groped againgt trees and branches, or
blundered into thickets of underbrush, until there seemed no way out. Then he turned on his
light, circumspectly, directing its rays to the ground & his feet. Sowly and carefully he moved it
about him, the white brightness showing in sharp detail dl the obstacles to his progress. He saw
an opening between huge-trunked trees, and advanced through it, putting out the light and
treading on dry footing as yet protected from the drip of the fog by the dense foliage overhead.
His sense of direction was good, and he knew he was going toward the house.

And then the thing happened—the thing unthinkable and unexpected. His descending foot
came down upon something that was soft and dive, and that arose with a snort under the weight
of his body. He sprang clear, and crouched for another spring, anywhere, tense and expectant,
keyed for the ondaught of the unknown. He wated a moment, wondering what manner of
anima it was that had arisen from under his foot and that now made no sound nor movement and
that must be crouching and waiting just as tensdy and expectantly as he. The drain became
unbearable. Holding the night-gtick before him, he pressed the button, saw, and screamed aloud
in terror. He was prepared for anything, from a frightened cdf or fawn to a bdligerent lion, but
he was not prepared for what he saw. In that ingtant his tiny searchlight, sharp and white, hed
shown him what a thousand years would not enable him to forget—a man, huge and blond,
ydlow-haired and yelow-bearded, naked except for soft-tanned moccasins and what seemed a
goat-skin about his middle. Arms and legs were bare, as were his shoulders and most of his
chest. The skin was smooth and hairless, but browned by sun and wind, while under it heavy
muscles were knotted like fat snakes.



Stll, this done, unexpected as it well was, was not what had made the man scream out. What
had caused his terror was the ungpegkable ferocity of the face, the wild-animd glare of the blue
eyes scacdy dazzled by the light, the pine-needles matted and clinging in the beard and hair,
and the whole formidable body crouched and in the act of springing a him. Practicdly in the
ingant he saw dl this, and while his scream ill rang, the thing legped, he flung his night-stick
full a it, and threw himsdf to the ground. He fdt its feet and shins drike againg his ribs, and he
bounded up and away while the thing itsdf hurled onward in a heavy crashing fdl into the
underbrush.

As the noise of the fal ceased, the man stopped and on hands and knees waited. He could hear
the thing moving about, searching for him, and he was afrad to adverttise his locaion by
atempting further flight. He knew that inevitably he would crackle the underbrush and be
pursued. Once he drew out his revolver, then changed his mind. He had recovered his composure
and hoped to get away without noise. Severd times he heard the thing besting up the thickets for
him, and there were moments when it, too, remained gill and listened. This gave an idea to the
man. One of his hands was resting on a chunk of dead wood. Carefully, first feding about him in
the darkness to know that the full swing of his am was clear, he raised the chunk of wood and
threw it. It was not a large piece, and it went far, landing noisly in a bush. He heard the thing
bound into the bush, and a the same time himsdf crawled seadily away. And on hands and
knees, dowly and cautioudy, he crawled on, till his knees were wet on the soggy mold. When he
ligened he heard naught but the moaning wind and the drip-drip of the fog from the branches.
Never abating his caution, he stood erect and went on to the stone wall, over which he climbed
and dropped down to the road outside.

Feding his way in a clump of bushes, he drew out a bicycle and prepared to mount. He was in
the act of driving the gear around with his foot for the purpose of getting the opposite peda in
position, when he heard the thud of a heavy body that landed lightly and evidently on its feet. He
did not wait for more, but ran, with hands on the handles of his bicycle, until he was able to vault
adride the saddle, catch the pedds, and start a spurt. Behind be could hear the quick thud-thud of
feet on the dust of the road, but he drew away from it and logt it.

Unfortunately, he had started away from the direction of town and was heading higher up into
the hills. He knew that on this particular road there were no cross roads. The only way back was
past tha terror, and he could not sted himsdf to face it. At the end of haf an hour, finding
himsdf on an ever increesng grade, he dismounted. For Hill greeter safety, leaving the whed by
the roadside, he climbed through a fence into what he decided was a hillsde pasture, spread a
newspaper on the ground, and sat down.

“Gosh!” he said doud, mopping the sweat and fog from his face.

And “Gosh!” he said once again, while rolling a cigarette and as he pondered the problem of
getting back.

But he made no attempt to go back. He was resolved not to face that road in the dark, and with
head bowed on knees, he dozed, waiting for daylight.

How long afterward he did not know, he was awakened by the ygpping bark of a young coyote.
As he looked about and located it on the brow of the hill behind him, he noted the change that
had come over the face of the night. The fog was gone; the stars and moon were out; even the
wind had died down. It had transformed into a balmy Cdifornia simmer night. He tried to doze
again, but the yap of the coyote disturbed him. Haf adeep, he heard a wild and eery chant.
Looking about him, he noticed that the coyote had ceased its noise and was running away aong
the crest of the hill, and behind it, in frill pursuit, no longer chanting, ran the naked cresture he



had encountered in the garden. It was a young coyote, and it was being overtaken when the chase
passed from view. The man trembled as with a chill as he started to his feet, clambered over the
fence, and mounted his whed. But it was his chance and he knew it. The terror was no longer be-
tween him and Mill Valey.

He sped a a breakneck rate down the hill, but in the turn a the bottom, in the deep shadows,
he encountered a chuck-hole and pitched headlong over the handle bar.

“It'ssure not my night,” he muttered, as he examined the broken fork of the machine.

Shouldering the usdess whed, he trudged on. In time he came to the stone wall, and, hdf
dishdieving his experience, he sought in the road for tracks, and found them—moccasin tracks,
large ones, deep-hitten into the dust at the toes. It was while bending over them, examining, theat
again he heard the eery chant. He had seen the thing pursue the coyote, and he knew he had no
chance on a draght run. He did not atempt it, contenting himsdf with hiding in the shadows on
the off side of the road.

And again he saw the thing that was like a naked man, running swiftly and lightly and singing
as it ran. Oppodte him it paused, and his heat sood ill. But insead of coming toward his
hiding-place, it legped into the ar, caught the branch of a roadsde tree, and swung swiftly
upward, from limb to limb, like an gpe. It swung across the wall, and a dozen feet above the top,
into the branches of another tree, and dropped out of sight to the ground. The man waited a few
wondering minutes, then started on.

Dave Sotter leaned beligerently againgt the desk that barred the way to the private office of
James Ward, senior partner of the firm of Ward, Knowles & Co. Dave was angry. Every one in
the outer office had looked him over suspicioudy, and the man who faced him was excessvey
suspicious.

“You just tell Mr. Ward it’simportant,” he urged.

“I tdl you he is dictating and cannot be disturbed,” was the answer. “ Come to-morrow.”

“To-morrow will be too late. You just trot dong and tell Mr. Ward it's a matter of life and
death.”

The secretary hesitated and Dave seized the advartage.

“You jus tdl him | was across the bay in Mill Vdley lagt night, and that | want to put him
wise to something.”

“What name?’ was the query.

“Never mind the name. He don’'t know me.”

When Dave was shown into the privete office, he was ill in the bdligerent frame of mind, but
when he saw a large far man whirl in a revolving chair from dictating to a stenographer to face
him, Dave's demeanor abruptly changed. He did not know why it changed, and he was secretly
angry with himsdif.

“You are Mr. Ward?" Dave asked with a fatuousness that gill further irritated him. He had
never intended it at dl.

“Yes” camethe answer. “And who are you!”

“Harry Bancroft,” Dave lied. “Y ou don’'t know me, and my name don’'t matter.”

“You sent in word that you were in Mill Vadley last night?’

“You live there, don't you?’” Dave countered, looking suspicioudy at the stenographer.

“Yes. What do you mean to see me about! | am very busy.”



“I'd like to see you done, gir.

Mr. Ward gave him a quick, penetrating look, hestated, then made up his mind.

“That will do for afew minutes, Miss Potter.”

The girl arose, gathered her notes together, and passed out. Dave looked a Mr. James Ward
wonderingly, until that gentleman broke his train of inchoate thought.

“Wdl?

“I was over in Mill Valey last night,” Dave began confusedly.

“I’ve heard that before. What do you want?’

And Dave proceeded in the face of agrowing conviction that was unbdlievable.

“I was at your house, or in the grounds, | mean.”

“What were you doing there?’

“l came to bresk in,” Dave answered in dl frankness. “I heard you lived dl done with a
Chinaman for cook, and it looked good to me. Only | didn't bresk in. Something happened that
prevented. That's why I’'m here. | come to warn you. | found a wild man loose in your grounds—
a regular devil. He could pull a guy like me to pieces He gave me the run of my life He don't
wear any clothes to spesk of, he climbs trees like a monkey, and he runs like a deer. | saw him
chasing acoyote, and thelast | saw of it, by God, hewas gaining on it.”

Dave pused and looked for the effect that would follow his words. But no effect came. James
Ward was quietly curious, and that was dl.

“Vey remakable, very remarkable” he murmured. “A wild man, you say. Why have you
cometo tel me!”

“To warn you of your danger. I'm something of a hard proposition mysdf, but | don't beieve
in killing people . . . that is, unnecessaily. | redized that you was in danger. | thought I'd warn
you. Honest, that's the game. Of course, if you wanted to give me anything for my trouble, I'd
take it. That was in my mind, too. But | don't care whether you give me anything or not. I've
warned you anyway, and done my duty.”

Mr. Ward meditated and drummed on the surface of his desk. Dave noticed that his hands were
large, powerfu, withd wel-cared for despite their dark sunburn. Also, he noted what had
dready caught his eye before—a tiny grip of flesh-colored courtplaster on the forehead over one
eye. And 4ill the thought thet forced itsdlf into his mind was unbdlievable,

Mr. Ward took a wallet from his insde coat pocket, drew out a greenback, and passed it to
Dave, who noted as he pocketed it that it was for twenty dollars.

“Thank you,” said Mr. Ward, indicating that the interview was a an end. “I shdl have the
matter investigated. A wild man running loose is dangerous.”

But so quiet a man was Mr. Ward, that Dave's courage returned. Besides, a new theory had
suggested itself. The wild man was evidently Mr. Ward's brother, a lunatic privately confined.
Dave had heard of such things. Perhgps Mr. Ward wanted it kept quiet. That was why he had
given him the twenty dollars.

“Say,” Dave began, “now | cometo think of it that wild man looked alot like you—"

That was as far as Dave got, for a tha moment he witnessed a transformation and found
himsdf gaang into the same ungpeskably ferocious blue eyes of the night before, at the same
clutching taon-like hands, and a the same formidable bulk in the act of springing upon him. But
this time Dave had no night-gtick to throw, and he was caught by the biceps of both arms in a
grip <o terrific that it made him groan with pain. He saw the large white teeth exposed, for dl the
world as a dog's about to bite. Mr. Ward's beard brushed his face as the teeth went in for the grip
of his throat. But the bite was not given. Insead, Dave fdt the other ‘s body Hiffen as with an



iron redraint, and them he was flung asde, without effort but with such force that only the wal
stopped his momentum and dropped him gasping to the floor.

“What do you mean by coming here and trying to blackmal me!” Mr. Ward was snarling &
him. “Here, give me back that money.”

Dave passed the bill back without aword.

“I thought you came here with good intentions. | know you now. Let me see and hear no more
of you, or I'll put you in prison where you belong. Do you understand?’

“Yes, dr,” Dave gasped.

“Then go.”

And Dave went, without further word, both his biceps aching intolerably from the bruise of
that tremendous grip. As his hand rested on the door knob, he was stopped.

“You were lucky,” Mr. Ward was saying, and Dave noted that his face and eyes were cruel and
gloating and proud. “You were lucky. Had | wanted, | could have torn your muscles out of your
arms and thrown them in the waste basket there.

“Yes, dr,” said Dave; and absolute conviction vibrated in his voice.

He opened the door and passed out. The secretary looked at him interrogatively.

“Gosh!” was dl Dave vouchsafed, and with this utterance passed out of the offices and the
gory.

James G. Ward was forty years of age, a successful business man, and very unhappy. For forty
years he had vanly tried to solve a problem that was redly himsdf and that with increesing
years became more and more a woeful dfliction. In himsdf he was two men, and,
chronologicaly spesking, these men were severd thousand years or so apart. He had studied the
question of dud persondity probably more profoundly than any hdf dozen of the leading
gpecidids in that intricate and myserious psychologicd fidd. In himsdf he was a different case
from any tha had been recorded. Even the mog fanciful flights of the fiction-writers had not
quite hit upon him. He was not a Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde, nor was he like the unfortunate young
man in Kipling's Greatest Story in the World. His two persondities were so mixed that they
were practically aware of themsalves and of each other dl thetime.

His one sdf was that of a man whose rearing and education were modern and who had lived
through the latter part of the nineteenth century and wel into the firs decade of the twentieth.
His other sdf he had located as a savage and a barbarian living under the primitive conditions of
severd thousand years before. But which sdf was he, and which was the other, he could never
tell. For he was both selves, and both sdves dl the time. Very rardly indeed did it happen that
one sdf did not know what the other was doing. Another thing was that he had no visons nor
memories of the past in which that early sdf had lived. Tha ealy sdf lived in the present; but
while it lived in the present, it was under the compulson to live the way of life that must have
been in that distant padt.

In his childhood he had been a problem to his father and mother, and to the family doctors,
though never had they come within a thousand miles of hitting upon the clue to his eratic
conduct. Thus, they could not understand his excessve somnolence in the forenoon, nor his
excessve activity a night. When they found him wadering dong the halways a night, or
climbing over giddy roofs, or running in the hills, they decided he was a somnambulis. In redity
he was wide-eyed awake and merdy under the night-roaming compulson of his ealy life



Questioned by an obtuse medico, he once told the truth and suffered the ignominy of having the
revelation contemptuoudy labeed and dismissed as “dreams.”

The point was, that as twilight and evening came on he became wakeful. The four wdls of a
room were an irk and a restraint. He heard a thousand voices whispering to him through the
darkness. The night caled to him, for he was, for that period of the twenty-four hours, essentidly
a night-prowler. But nobody understood, and never again did he atempt to explain. They
cassfied him as a deep-walker and took precautions accordingly—precautions that very often
were futile. As his childhood advanced, he grew more cunning, so that the mgor portion of dl
his nights were spent in the open & redizing his other sdf. As a result, he dept in the forenoons.
Morning studies and schools were impossible, and it was discovered that only in the afternoons,
under private teachers, could he be taught anything. Thus was his modern sdf educated and
developed.

But a problem, as a child, he ever remained. He was known as a little demon of insensate
crudty and viciousness. The family medicos privately adjudged him a menta mongrosity and a
degenerate. Such few boy companions as he had, halled him as a wonder, though they were dl
afrad of him. He could outclimb, outswim, outrun, outdevil any of them; while none dared fight
with him. He was too terribly strong, too madly furious.

When nine years of age he ran away to the hills, where he flourished, night-prowling, for seven
weeks before he was discovered and brought home. The marvel was how he had managed to
subsst and keep in condition during that time. They did not know, and he never told them, of the
rabbits he had killed, of the quall, young and old, he had captured and devoured, of the farmers
chicken-roosts he had raided, nor of the cave-lair he had made and carpeted with dry leaves and
grasses and in which he had dept in warmth and confort through the forenoons of many days.

At college he was notorious for his degpiness and supidity during the morning lectures and for
his brilliance in the afternoon. By collaterd reading and by borrowing the notebook of his fellow
dudents he maneged to scrgpe through the detestable morning courses, while his afternoon
courses were triumphs. In footbal he proved a giant and a terror, and, in dmost every form of
track athletics, save for dsrange Berserker rages that were sometimes displayed, he could be
depended upon to win. But his fellows were afrad to box with him, and he sgndized his last
wrestling bout by sinking his teeth into the shoulder of his opponent.

After college, his father, in despair, sent him among the cow-punchers of a Wyoming ranch.
Three months later the doughty cowmen confessed he was too much for them and telegraphed
his father to come and take the wild man away. Also, when the father arrived to take him away,
the cowmen dlowed that they would vadly prefer chumming with howling cannibas, gibbering
lunatics, cavorting gorillas, grizzly bears and man-edting tigers than with this particular young
college product with hair parted in the middle.

There was one exception to the lack of memory of the life of his early sdf, and that was
language. By some quirk of aavism, a cetan portion of that early sdf's language had come
down to him as a racid memory. In moments of happiness, exdtation, or battle, he was prone to
burst out in wild barbaric songs or chants. It was by this means that he located in time and space
that strayed haf of him who should have been dead and dust for thousands of years. He sang,
once, and deliberately, severd of the ancient chants in the presence of Professor Wertz, who
gave courses in old Saxon and who was a philologist of repute and passon. At the first one, the
professor pricked up his ears and demanded to know what mongrel tongue or hog-German it
was. When the second chant was rendered, the professor was highly excited. James Ward then
concluded tire performance by giving a song that aways irresistibly rushed to his lips when he



was engaged in fierce struggling or fighting. Then it was that Professor Wertz proclamed it no
hog-German, but early German, or early Teuton, of a date that must far precede anything that
had ever been discovered and handed down by the scholars. So early was it that it was beyond
him; yet it was filled with haunting reminiscences of word-forms he knew and which his trained
intuition told him were true and red. He demanded the source of the songs, and asked to borrow
the previous book that contained them. Also, he demanded to know why young Ward had aways
posed as being profoundly ignorant of the German language. And Ward could neither explain his
ignorance nor lend the book. Whereupon, after pleadings and entregties that extended through
weeks, Professor Wertz took a didike to the young man, bdieved him a liar, and classfied him
as a man of mondrous sdfishness for not giving him a glimpse of this wonderful screed that was
older than the oldest any philologist had ever known or dreamed.

But little good did it do this much-mixed young man to know tha hdf of him was lae
American and the other haf early Teuton. Neverthdess, the lae American in him was no
weekling, and he (if he were a he and had a shred of exisence outsde of these two) compeled
an adjusment or compromise between his one sdf that was a night-prowling savege that kept his
other sdf despy of mornings, and that other sdf that was cultured and refined and that wanted to
be normd and love and prosecute business like other people. The afternoons and early evenings
he gave to the one, the nights to the other; the forenoons and parts of the nights were devoted to
dep for the twain. But in the mornings he dept in bed like a civilized, man. In the night time he
dept like awild animd, as he had dept the night Dave Sotter stepped on him in the woods.

Persuading his father to advance the capita, he went into business, and keen and successful
busness he made of it, devoting his afternoons whole-souled to it, while his partner devoted the
mornings. The ealy evenings he spent socidly, but, as the hour grew to nine or ten, an
irresgtible restlessness overcame him and he disgppeared from the haunts of men until the next
afternoon. Friends and acquaintances thought that he spent much of his time in sport. And they
were right, though they never would have dreamed of the nature of the sport, even if they had
seen him running coyotes in night-chases over the hills of Mill Valey. Nether were the schooner
captains believed when they reported seeing, on cold winter mornings, a man swvimming in the
tide-rips of Raccoon Straits or in the swift currents between Goat Idand and Angd Idand miles
from shore.

In the bungdow a Mill Vdley he lived done, save for Lee Sing, the Chinese cook and
factotum, who knew much about the strangeness of his master, who was paid wel for saying
nothing, and who never did say anything. After the satisfaction of his nights, a morning's deep,
and a breskfast of Lee Sing's, James Ward crossed the bay to San Francisco on a midday
ferryboat and went to the club and on to his office, as norma and conventiond a man of business
as could be found in the city. But as the evening lengthened, the night cdled to him. There came
a quickening of dl his perceptions and a restlessness. His hearing was suddenly acute; the
myriad night-noises told him a luring and familiar story; and, if done, he would begin to pace up
and down the narrow room like any caged anima from the wild.

Once, he ventured to fdl in love. He never permitted himsdf that diverson again. He was
afrad. And for many a day the young lady, scared a least out of a portion of her young
ladyhood, bore on her arms and shoulders and wrigts divers black-and-blue bruises—tokens of
caresses which he had bestowed in dl fond gentleness but too late a night. There was the mis-
take. Had he ventured love-making in the afternoon, al would have been wdl, for it would have
been as the quiet gentleman that he would have made love—but a night it was the uncouth,
wife-stedling savage of the dark German forests. Out of his wisdom, he decided that afternoon



love-making could be prosecuted success-fully; but out of the same wisdom he was convinced
that marriage would prove a ghadly falure. He found it gopaling to imagine being married and
encountering his wife after dark.

So he had eschewed dl love-making, regulated his dud life, deaned up a million in business,
fought shy of match-making mamas and bright- and eager-eyed young ladies of various ages,
met Lilian Gersdadle and made it a rigid observance never to see her later than eight o ‘clock in
the evening, ran of nights after his coyotes, and dept in forest lars—and through it dl had kept
his secret save for Lee Sing . . . and now, Dave Sotter. It was the latter's discovery of both his
seves that frightened him. In spite of the counter fright he had given the burglar, the latter might
talk. And even if he did not, sooner or later he would be found out by some one else.

Thus it was that James Ward made a fresh and heroic effort to control the Teutonic barbarian
that was haf of him. So well did he make it a point to see Lilian in the afternoons and early
evenings, that the time came when she accepted him for better or worse, and when he prayed
privily and fervertly that it was not for worse. During this period no prize-fighter ever trained
more harshly and fathfully for a contes than he traned to subdue the wild savage in him.
Among other things, he strove to exhaust himsdlf during the day, so that degp would render him
deef to the cdl of the night. He took a vacation from the office and went on long hunting trips,
following the deer through the most inaccessble and rugged country he could find—and dways
in the daytime. Night found him indoors and tired. At home he inddled a score of exercise
machines, and where other men might go through a particular movement ten times, he went
hundreds. Also, as a compromise, he built a degping porch on the second story. Here he a least
breathed the blessed night air.

Double screens prevented him from escaping into the woods, and each night Lee Sing locked
him in and each morning let him out.

The time came, in the month of August, when he engaged additiond servants to assst Lee Sing
and dared a house paty in his Mill Valey bungdow. Lilian, her mother and brother, and hdf a
dozen mutud friends, were the guedts. For two days and nights dl went well. And on the third
night, playing bridge till eleven o'clock, he had reason to be proud of himsdf. His restlessness he
successfully hid, but as luck would have it, Lilian Gersdde was his opponent on his right. She
was a fral ddicae flower of a woman, and in his night-mood her very fralty incensed him. Not
that he loved her less but that he fdt dmogt irresstibly impeled to reach out and paw and maul
her. Especidly was this true when she was engaged in playing awinning hand againgt him.

He had one of the deer-hounds brought in, and, when it seemed he must fly to pieces with the
tenson, a caressng hand lad on the anima brought him rdief. These contacts with the hairy
coat gave him ingant easement and enabled him to play out the evening. Nor did any one guess
the terrible sruggle their host was making, the while he laughed s0 cadesdy and played so
keenly and deliberatdly.

When they separated for the night, he saw to if that he parted from Lilian in the presence of the
others. Once on his deeping porch, and safely locked in, he doubled and tripled and even
quadrupled his exercises until, exhaugted, he lay down on the couch to woo deep and to ponder
two problems that especialy troubled him. One was this matter of exercise. It was a paradox.
The more he exercised in this excessve fashion, the stronger he became. While it was true that
he thus quite tired out his night-running Teutonic sdf, it seemed that he was merdly setting back
the fatd day when his strength would be too much for him and overpower him, and then it would
be a drength more terrible than he had yet known. The other problem was that of his marriage



and of the dratagems he must employ in order to avoid his wife after dark. And thus fruitlesdy
pondering he fell adeep.

Now, where the huge grizzly bear came from tha night was long a mydery, while the people
of the Springs Brothers Circus, showing a Sausdito, searched long and vainly for “Big Ben, the
Biggest Grizzly in Captivity.” But Big Ben escaped, and, out of the mazes of hdf a thousand
bungdows and country edtates, sdected the grounds of James J. Ward for vigtaion The firgt
Mr. Ward knew was when he found himsdf on his feet, quivering and tense, a surge of bettle in
his breest and on his lips the old war-chant. From without came a wild baying and belowing of
the hounds. And sharp as a knife-thrust through the pandemonium came the agony of a dtricken
dog—nhis dog, he knew.

Not stopping for dippers, pgama-clad, he burst through the door Lee Sing had so carefully
locked, and sped down the dairs and out into the night. As his naked feet struck the graveled
driveway, he stopped abruptly, reached under the seps to a hiding-place he knew well, and
pulled forth a huge knotty club—his old companion on many a mad night adventure on the hills.
The frantic hullabaloo of the dogs was coming nearer, and, swinging the club, he sprang sraight
into the thickets to mest it.

The aroused household assembled on the wide veranda. Somebody turned on the eectric
lights, but they could see nothing but one another's frightened faces. Beyond the brightly
illuminated driveway the trees formed a wal of impenetrable blackness Yet somewhere in that
blackness a terrible druggle was going on. There was an infernd outcry of animds, a great
snaling and growling, the sound of blows being druck, and a smashing and crashing of
underbrush by heavy bodies.

The tide of battle swept out from among the trees and upon the driveway just benegth the
onlookers. Then they saw. Mrs. Gersdde cried out and clung fainting to lien son. Lilian,
clutching the raling so spasmodicdly tha a bruigng hurt was left in her finger-ends for days,
gazed horror-dricken a a yelow-harred, wild-eyed giant whom she recognized as the man who
was to be her husband. He was swinging a great club, and fighting furioudy and camly with a
shaggy morgter that was bigger than any bear she had ever seen. One rip of the beast’s claws had
dragged away Ward' s pgjama-coat and streaked his flesh with blood.

While mogt of Lilian Gersdd€'s fright was for the man beloved, there was a large portion of it
due to the man himsdf. Never had she dreamed so formidable and magnificent a savage lurked
under the starched shirt and conventiona garb of her betrothed. And never had she had any
conception of how a man battled. Such a battle was certainly not modern; nor was she there
beholding a modern man, though she did not know it. For this was not Mr. James J. Ward, the
San Francisco business man, but one unnamed and unknown, a crude, rude savage cregture who,
by some fresk of chance, lived again after thrice athousand years.

The hounds, ever maintaining their mad uproar, circled about the fight, or dashed in and out,
digracting the bear. When the anima turned to meet such flanking assaults, the man legped in
and the club came down. Angered afresh by every such blow, the bear would rush, and the man,
legping and skipping, avoiding the dogs, went backwards or circled to one sde or the other.
Whereupon the dogs, taking advantage of the opening, would again spring in and draw the
anima’ swreth to them.

The end came suddenly. Whirling, the grizzly caught a hound with a wide sweeping cuff that
sent the brute, its ribs caved in and its back broken, hurtling twenty feet. Then the human brute
went mad. A foaming rage flecked the lips that parted with a wild inarticuate cry, as it sprang in,
svung the cdub mightily in both hands, and brought it down full on the head of the uprearing



grizzly. Not even the skull of a grizzly could withgtand the crushing force of such a blow, and the
anima went down to meet the worrying of the hounds. And through their scurrying legped the
man, squardly upon the body, where, in the white dectric light, resting on his club, he chanted a
triumph in an unknown tongue—a song so ancient that Professor Wertz would have given ten
yearsof hislifefor it.

His guests rushed to possess him and acclam him, but James Ward, suddenly looking out of
the eyes of the ealy Teuton, saw the far fral Twentieth Century girl he loved, and felt
something sngp in his brain. He staggered weskly toward her, dropped the club, and nearly fell.
Something had gone wrong with him. Insde his bran was an intolerable agony. It seemed as if
the soul of him were flying asunder. Following the excited gaze of the others, he glanced back
and saw the carcass of the bear. The sght filled hm with fear. He uttered a cry and would have
fled, had they not restrained him and led him into the bungalow.

* % %

James J. Ward is il a the head of the firm of Ward, Knowles & Co. But he no longer lives in
the country; nor does he run of nights dter the coyotes under the moon. The early Teuton in him
died the night of the Mill Vdley fight with the bear. James J Ward is now wholly James J.
Ward, and he shares no part of his being with any vagabond anachronism from the younger
world. And so wholly is James J. Ward modern, that be knows in dl its bitter fullness the curse
of civilized fear. He is now afrad of the dark, and night in the fore is to him a thing of abysmd
terror. His city house is of the spick and span order, and he evinces a great interest in burglar-
proof devices. His home is a tangle of eectric wires, and after bed-time a guest can scarcely
bresthe without setting off an darm. Also, he has invented a combination keyless door-lock that
travders may cary in ther vest pockets and agoply immediady and successfully under dl
circumgtances. But his wife does not deem him a coward. She knows better. And, like any hero,
he is content to rest on his laurels. His bravery is never questioned by those of his friends who
are aware of the Mill Vadley episode.



