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CHAPTER XI




NOTWITHSTANDING strawbridge 's apt and well-timed
quotation from one of the best of the American
business poets, still, he left the cathedral on his way
to the presidencia in a shilly-shally mood. He went out at the
side entrance, as the most direct route. The glare of sunshine
struck his eyes rather uncomfortably after the gloom of the
church. Just outside the door a dense flowering hedge delimited
the plaza from the garden on the other side.

The drummer felt for his case and drew out a cigar to
settle his thoughts on his proposed interview with the dictator.
He stopped to scratch a match, when he heard voices talking
just inside the garden. They were low voices, a man's and a
woman's, but their passionate undertones caught the salesman's
attention. He could understand little of what they were saying,
but occasionally the woman lost her poise, or her caution,
and he would get a phrase or two; then he could hear
the man mumbling. Once the woman whipped out, "You
are mad, you are insane, Pancho!" The voice of the man
seemed to admit this. Later she gasped: "But you can't
do that. He's alive!" and after another interval, she cried:
"What a monster! I despise you as I do him. You are a
bribon!"


This speech was stopped abruptly, as if a hand were laid over the woman's mouth. Came sounds of some guarded physical struggle, then a slap, a little cry, and the sound of running. The woman's restrained cry went through Strawbridge with a queer effect. He tried to peer through the dense hedge, but could make out nothing more than the fact of
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