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For March

If you want an inspiration for fidelity, courage, and all

the best instincts of a MAN, read Talbot Mundy’s
complete novelette, “For the Salt Which He Had
Eaten.” A splendidly written, stirring story of the
Indian Mutiny days. See if you can read about old
Mahommed Khan without getting a bit misty-eyed.

“In the Blizzard” (a tale of the Northwest Mounted),
by Ralph Delamere Keefer and Stephen Chalmers, is
the sort of yarmn you ought to read on a snowy day.
It'll help you to better appreciate 40-mile Grainger's
highly original method of getting even with Haviland.

Unless you've actually done it, you couldn’t get a
better idea of what spending a stormy night off the
Banks means than Frederick W. Wallace gives you in
“Winter Fishing.” Brrrr! but it's a vivid description
all right!

This March number seems unusually full of big, stirring
happenings. Every single yarn is “different.” There's
a grin or a thrill in every one of the 224 pages.

All

15 Cents News-stands
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CASSIUS GRIFFITH gives the Camp-
Fire the following interesting facts con-
cerning “Cockney-No-Toes,” in this issue:

. In 1908 I joined the Narwha! in San
Francisco and made a cruise to the Behring and
Arctic, lasting from March 1oth to November 7th.
On board was Cockney, known to all the whalers
for twenty years or more, whose duty it was to
remain in the “crow’s-nest” at the foremasthead
with the captain, when the boats were out, and
signal the appearance of the whale by flags. Also,
he was the “tankman,” or man who broke stores
from the tanks in the after hold. This berth was'
held by Cockney on account of his having his feet
frozen while on the Narwhal—no such place existing
on the other vessels—and since that time he has
gone every voyage to the Arctic in her. As far as
I could find, this happened about fifteen years ago;
the whalers, at least the harpooners, dating events
by reference to such instances as ‘“the year the
Gramp:; was lost,” or “the voyage Kanaka Jim
was killed,” etc.

Cockney’s feet, when in Esquimaux boots, or
the boots which thesEsquimaux woman made for
him, were just round stumps, yet he could clamber
up the ice-coated rigging as easily as the most
agile foremast-hand. I had the story from two or
three of the harpooners and from one of the mates
(there are five of each on each vessel), and I have
often heard others refer to it. Rather than ex-
aggerate, the whalers do not put all the really
hazardous details in, as such occurrences, or more
serious, are only too ordinary.

NTON RODRIGUEZ, the Portuguese negro har-
pooner, six feet four, as I have described, prob-
ably knows more about the happening, as, while he
was not on the vessel at the time, he has been the
constant companion of Cockney for many years
and has had it from his own lips. I have told it
as Anton told it to me, with the exception of describ-
ing the life aboard the vessel during Cockney’s
absence. As to the assault of the men, the
whalers did not like to talk about it, but I have
no doubt that it occurred (probably a little different
from the way I have told it), as I know the officers
would not hesitate in such a matter, as I personally
know of one captain kicking a foremast-hand in
the face, which caused his death within a few days.
The present captuin of the Narwhal, Captain
Leavitt, who lives in Portland, Maine, and who
winters at Portland when not in the Arctic, also
told me of it, generally, omitting the life on the
ship and the meat-saw. Anton declared that the
feet were severed with the meat-saw.

The whalers go into Winter quarters at Herschel

Island, at the mouth of the MacKenzie River, away
to the eastward, near Banks Land. One or more

whalers winter there every season. Whether any
vessel was there at the time of this happening, I
don’t know.

Cockney himself, at the only time he ever made
any reference to the occasion, told me of beating
the man with him repeatedly with the rope-end
and that he had finally fallen; also that he screamed
when the Captain removed the frozen parts. The
whaler captain who did this was Captain: 3

F THE Narwhal has not been lost in the ice (a fre-

quent occurrence in the north, there being now
but seven whalers from a fleet which once numbered
more than a hundred, most of them being sailing
vessels; however, the season I made the voyage,
the William Baylies was crushed between the floes
in the Behring, our vessel taking a part of the crew),
Cockney and Anton are in the Arctic at thistime.

To return to the ships: They go to the Arctic-
provisioned for one, two or three seasons. Should
they be caught, when provisioned for one season,
it would naturally go hard for them during the
Winter. As a matter of fact the Nerwhal was not
caught that season but was provisioned for two
seasons, but for some reason ran short of food
which necessitated the trip. As yet, in the Winter,
they lay in a supply of caribou meat when the
traveling permits. The nearness of our being held
in 1908, when we came to the Straits and found
the passage entirely blocked with ice, suggested
that part to my mind.

When in Winter quarters some of the whaler
officers live ashore, on the island, in skin igloos.
Cockney got his dogs from the Esquimaux on the
island. It is quite true that these natives have
but little food, depending, as a matter of fact, upon
flour from the whalers.

THE story of the trip, the death of his companion

and his bringing him in, and the removing of
the feet, is unquestionably true. Perhaps I have
drawn a little in the scene aboard the vessel, but
from what I have seen of the whalers and whaler
life, it does not seem possible to fully describe the
“hellships” and to exaggerate any part of their
actions in such an instance.

The Narwhal and the names, with the exception
of the captain and the mate, are correct. The
Narwhal and Cockney may be found in the mud
flats over at QOakland, usually, every Winter now.
He remains aboard all the time as watchman.

P.S. I may say that I was shipped on the
Narwhal, slept in the extra bunk in the harpooners’
room, but as the captain knew what I went for, I
had little duty and was allowed to go ashore, in
the boats, etc.

5 -u)—————-w
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'iﬁe Crlme of Sanders

T IS a fine thing to be confi-
dential clerk fo a millionaire, to
have placed to your credit every
month of your life the sum of

two hundred dollars. - A

This was the experience of a man named
Jordon, a young man of considerable
character, as you shall learn.

He had a pretty wife and a beautiful
baby, and they were a contented, happy
little family.

Unfortunately, the millionaire died, and
though he left “Five hundred dollars to my
secretary, Derik Arthur Jordon,” the sum
inadequately compensated young Jordon
for the two hundred dollars which came
td his. banker with monotonous regularity.
every month.

- A millionaire’s confidential clerk is a drug

on a market which knows few millionaires

and those admirably suited in the matter-

of secretaries. The young man spent six
months, and most of his money, before he
came to understand that his opportunities
were limited:

Had he been just an ordinary clerk, with
the requisite knowledge of shorthand and
typewriting, he would have found no diffi-
culty in securing employment. Had he an
acquaintance with a thousand and one

businesses he mlght have been “placed,”
but he had specializéd in millionaires—an
erratic millionaire whose memory and
purse and Times he was—and the world
of -business had no opening for his undis-
puted qualities. He had exactly $729 left
of his savings and his legacy when the fact
was brought home to him.

Then it happened that returning to his
suburban home one evening he met.a man
who had just met another man, who on a
capital of a- few pounds had amassed a
fortune by trading on the West Coast of
Africa.

Jordon sought an introduction to the

- friend and they met in the splendor of a

West-End hotel, where the trader drank

‘whisky and talked of his “little place at

Minehead.” -

“It’s dead easy,” he said, “especially if
you get into a country which isn’t overrun
by traders—Ilike-Sanders’s territory. But
of course that’s impossible. Sanders is a
swine to traders—won’t have ’em in his
territory. He’s a sort of little god.”

He drew a picture -of the wonderful
possibilities of such a field and the young
man went home full of the prospect.

He and his pretty wife sat-up till the
early hours of the morning discussing the
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plan. They got a map of Africa showing
the territory over which Mr. Commissioner
Sanders had dominion. It seemed ab-
surdly small, but it was a little map.

“I wonder what he is like?” asked the
girl thoughtfully.

She concealed her own agony of mind at
the prospect of parting with him, because
she was a woman and women are very
extraordinary in their unselfishness.

“Perhaps he would let you go in,” she
said wistfully. “I’m sure he would if he
knew what it meant to us.”

Jordon shook his head a little ruefully.

“I don’t suppose our position will have
much influence with him. Ammett says
that he'’s a very strict man, and unpleasant
to deal with.”

They went into the cost of the expedition.
By selling up the furniture and moving
into lodgings it could be done. He could
leave her two hundred and fifty or three
hundred dollars, sufficient to last her with
economy for a yecar. The rest he would
sink into trading goods—a list of which
the successful trader had given him.

1I

SOME weceks later Jordon took the
great step.

He sailed from Liverpool with a
stock of gewgaws and cloth, and as the tiny
figure of his weeping girl-wife grew more
and more indistinct on the quay he realized,
as all men realize sooner or later, that death
is not the most painful of humanity’s trials.

He did not confide his plans to the men
he met on board—hard-drinking men in
white duck—but what he learned of Sand-
ers made his heart sink. ;

Sanders went down to the beach to meet
the steamer, which usually brought the
mails.

A tall young man in white sprang from
the boat and a portmanteau followed.
Sanders looked at the newcomer with
suspicion. He did not love strangers—his
reputation in this respect was known from
Dacca to Mossamades, and the phrase
‘““Sanders’s welcome” had become idiomatic.

“Good morning,” said Jordon, with his
heart quaking.

“Good morning,” said Sanders. “Do you
wish to see me? I am afraid that you will
not have much time. The boat does not
stay very long.”

The newcomer bit his lip.

“I am not going on yet,” he said; “I—I
want to stay here.”

“Oh!” said Sanders without enthusiasm.

In the cool of the veranda, over an iced
drink, the young man spoke without re-
serve. )

“I’ve come out to make a fortune, or at
any rate a living,” he said, and the thought
of the girl he had left in her tiny lodging
gave him courage.

“You've come to a very unlikely place,”
said Sanders, smiling in spite of his resent-
ment at this intrusion on his privacy.

“That is why I came,” said the other
with surprising boldness; “all the likely
places are used up and I have got to justify
my cxistence somehow or other.”

Without attempting to hide his own
poverty or his inexperience, he told his
story.

The Commissioner was interested. This
side of life, as the young man recited it,
was new to him; it was a life which he
himself did not know or understand, this
struggle for existence in a great uncaring
city.

“You seem to have had the average kind
of bad luck,” he said kindly. “I can’t
advise you to go back because you have
burned your boats; and in the second place
because I am pretty sure you would not go.
Let me think.”

He frowned at the police huts shimmering
in the morning heat; he sought inspiration
in the glimpse of yellow sands and thunder-
ing seas which was obtainable from where
he sat.

“I could find work for you,” he said, “if
you spoke any of the languages, which of
course you do not, or i &

He was silent.

“I am supposed to have an assistant,”
he said at last, “and I could appoint
you—"

The young man shook his head.

“That’s good of you, sir,” he said, “but
I’d be no use to you. Give me a trader’s
license, because I believe you’ve got au-
thority to do so. In fact, nobody else
seems to have that authority.”

Sanders grinned. There was a license
once issued by the Administrator’s secretary
to a Eurasian trader—but that story will
keep.

“I will give you the license,” he said
after a pause, and the young man’s heart
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- leaped. “It will cost you a guinea to start

with, all the money you've got eventually,
‘and in course of time you will probably
add to the bill of costs your health and
your life.”

HE ISSUED the license that day.
For a couple of weeks the young
man remained his guest while his
stores came on from Sierra Leone.

Sanders found an interpreter and head
man for him, and the young trader started
off in his new canoe to wrestle with fortune,
after writing a letter- to his wife, in which
he described Sanders as something between
a Peabody and an angel. )

Before he went, Sanders gave him a few
words of advice.

“I do not like traders,” he said, “and I
never issue a license if I can help it. Do
not upset my people; do not make any
kind of trouble. Avoid the N’gombi, who
are thieves, and the Bush people, who are
chronic homicides. The Isisi will buy salt
with rubber—there is plenty of rubber in
the back country. The Ochori will buy
cloth with gum. By the way, Bosambo, the
chief, speaks English and will probably
try to swindle you. Good-by and good
luck.”

s

IIT

HE WATCHED the canoe till it

disappeared round the bluff and

went back to his hut to record the
departure in his diary.

After which he sat himself down to
decipher a long despatch in Arabic from
one of his intelligence men—a despatch
which dealt minutely with three other
strangers who had come to his land, and
arriving mysteriously, had as mysteriously
disappeared.

These were three men who dwelt by the
river, being of no village, and of no defined
race, for they were settled on the borderline
between the Akasava, Isisi and Ochori, and
though one had the lateral face marks of a
Bogindi man, yet there was little doubt
that he was not of that people.

They lived in three huts, set side by
side, and they fished and hunted. A
strange fact was that none of these men
had wives.

For some reason which the psychologist
will understand, the circumstance isolated

the three from their kind. Women avoided
them, and when they came to adjacent
villages to sell or to buy, the girls and the
young matrons went into their huts and
peered at them fearfully.

The chief of the- three was named
M’Karoka—or so it sounded—and he was
a broad tall man of surly countenance,
sparing of speech and unpleasant in dispute.
He accounted himself outside of all village
laws, though he broke none, and as he acted
and thought, so did his fellows.

Sinister though the people of the Ochori
regarded these outlanders, they gave no-
body cause for complaint. Their lives, if
strange, were unoffensive; they did not
steal nor abuse the privileges which were
theirs. They were honest in their dealings
and cleanly.

Sanders, who had made inquiries through
channels which were familiar enough to
those who understand the means by which
a savage country is governed, received no
ill report, and left the three to their own
devices. They fished, hunted, grew a little
maize in a garden they won from the forest,
sought for and prepared manioc for con-
sumption, and behaved as honest husband-
men should do.

One day they disappeared.

They vanished as though the earth had
opened and swallowed them up. None saw
their going. Their huts were left, untouched
and unspoiled; their growing crops stood
in the gardens they had cuitivated, the
drying fish hung on lines between poles just
as they had placed them, and the solitary
canoe they shared was left beached.

But the three had gone. The forest,
impenetrable, unknown, had swallowed
them, and no more was heard of them.

Sanders, who was never surprised and
took it for granted that the most mysterious
of happenings had a natural explanation,
did no more than send word to the forest
villages asking for news of the three men.
This was not forthcoming and the matter
ended so far as the Commissioner was
concerned,.

HE HEARD of Jordon throughout
the year. His progress was duly
charted by Sanders’s agents from
village to village. Letters addressed to his
wife came to headquarters and were for-
warded. Such accounts as reached Sanders
were to the effect that the young man was

P
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finding it difficult to make both ends meet.
The rubber that arrived at irregular inter-
vals for shipment was not of the best
quality, and one load of gum was lost
in the river by the overturning of the
canoe.

Sanders, knowing the young man’s story,
was worried and caused word to go up river
that patronage of the trader would be
pleasing to the Commissioner.

Then one day, a year after he had set
forth, Jordon unexpectedly turned up at
headquarters, thinner, burned black by the
sun and possessor of a straggling beard.

He came in an old canoe with four pad-

dles, and he brought nothing with him save .

his rifle, his cooking-pots and bedding.

His clothes were patched and soiled, h -
wore clumsy moccasins of skin and helmet
which was no .longer white and was con-
siderably battered.

He had learned something and greet-
ed Sanders fluently in the Bomongo dia-
lect.

“Chasi 0! he said with a bitter little
laugh as he stepped from the canoe, and
that word meant “finished” in a certain
river dialect.

“As bad as that!” said Sanders.

“Pretty nearly,” replied the other. “I’'m
no trader, Mr. Sanders—I'm a born phil-
anthropist.”

He laughed again and Sanders smiled in
sympathy.

“I’ve seen a lot of life,” he said, “but it
doesn’t pay dividends.”

Sanders took him to the residency and
found a suit that nearly fitted him.

“I’'ll have just one more try,” Jordon
went on, “then I light out for another
field.”

There were letters awaiting him, letters
of infinite sweetness and patience. Letters
filled with heroic lies, but too transparent
to deceive anybody.

The young man read them and went old
looking.

There were remittances from his agent
at Sierra Leone—very small indeed were
these after commissions and the like had
been subtracted. Still there was enough
to lay in a fresh trading-stock, and three
weeks later the young man again disap-
peared into the unknown.

His departure from headquarters coin-
cided with the return of one of the mysteri-
ous three.

IV

<2 | THE mysterious one came back
.I alone to the place by the river.

“&! The huts had disappeared, the gar-
den was again forest, the canoe rotted on
the beach, for none had dared disturb it.

He set to work to rebuild a hut. He
cleared the garden unaided, and settled
down in solitude to the routine of life.
He was the chief of the three, M’Karoka,
and, like two men who had disappeared, a
man of splendid physique.

Sanders heard of his return, and the next
time he passed that way he landed.

The man was squatting before his fire,
stirring the contents of a steaming pot as
Sanders came into sight round the hut
which had screened his landing.

He leaped to his feet nimbly, looked for a
moment as though he would run away,
thought better of it, raised his hand, palm
outward, in salute.

“Inkos,” he said in a deep booming voice.

It was an unusual greeting, yet dimly
familiar.

“I bring happiness,” said Sanders, using
a form of speech peculiar to the Ochori,
“yet since you are a stranger, I would ask
you what you do, and why do you dwell
apart from your own people, for I am the
King’s eye and see for him.”

The man spoke slowly, and it was evident
to Sanders that the Ochori was not his
speech, for he would sometimes hesitate
for a word, and sometimes fill the deficiency
with a word of Swaleli.

“I am from a far country, lord chief,”
he said, “I and my two cousins. Many
moons we journeyed and we came to this
place. Then for certain reasons we returned
to our land. And when we did that which
we had to do, we started to come back.
And one named Villim was killed by a lion
and another died of sickness and I came
alone, and here I sit till the appointed
time.”

There was a ring of truth in the man’s
speech. Sanders had an instinct for such
truth and knew that he had not lied.

“What are your people?” he asked. “For
it is plain to me that you are a foreigner
and like none that I know save one race,
the race of the great one, Ketcewayo.”

“You have spoken, lord,” said the man
gravely, “for though I eat fish, Y am of the
Zulu people and T have killed men.”
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Sanders eyed him in silence. It was an
astounding statement the man made—
that he had walked. four thousand miles
across desert and river and forest, through
a hundred hostile nations, had returned
those four thousand miles with his com-
panions and again covered the distance.

Yet he was indisputably a Zulu; Sanders
knew that much from the moment he had
raised his hand in salute and greeted him
as ‘“prince.”

“Rest here,” he said; “keep the law and
do ill to none, and you shall be free as any
man—it is finished.”

Again the stranger raised his hand.

| SANDERS pursued a leisurely way
down the river, for no pressing

2% matter called him either to head-
quarters or to any particular village.

He passed Jordon’s canoe going up
stream and megaphoned a cheery greeting.

The young man, though the reverse of
cheerful, responded, waving his hand to the
white-clad figure on the bridge of the Zaire.

It was with a heavy heart he went on.
His stock was dwindling and he had little
to show for his labors. Not even the most
tempting and the most gaudy of Manchester
goods had induced the lazy Isisi to collect
rubber. They offered him dried fish, tiny
chickens and service for his desirable cloth
and beads, but rubber or gum they were
disinclined to collect.

Night was coming on when he made the
hut of the solitary stranger. He directed
his paddlers to the beach and landed for
the night. Whilst his four men lit a fire,
he went on to the hut.

M’Karoka with folded arms watched his
approach.

No other man on the river but would
have hastened forward to pay tribute, for
black is black and white is white, whether
the white man be Commissioner or trader.

Jordon had been long enough on the river
to see in the attitude of indifference a hint
of ungraciousness.

Yet the man was polite.

Together they sat and haggled over the
price of a piece of cloth. M’Karoka had
no use for beads, and when Jordon set his
little tent up on the shore the man was
helpful and seemed used to the peculiar
ways of tents.

But the most extraordinary circumstance
was that M’Karoka had paid for his
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purchase in money. He had entered his
hut when the bargain had been completed
and reappeared with a golden sovereign.

He paid four times the value of the cloth,
because the negotiations had been con-
ducted on a gum basis.

Jordon was thinking this matter out
when he retired for the night. It puzzled
him, because money was, as he knew,
unknown on the river.

He went to sleep to dream of his suburban
home and the pale face of his pretty wife.

He woke suddenly.

It was still night. Outside he could hear
the swisk, swisk of the river and the faint
murmur of the trees.

But these had not wakened him.

There were voices outside the tent,
voices that spoke in a language he could not
understand.

He pulled on his mosquito boots and
opened the fly of the tent.

There was a moon, and he saw M’Karoka
standing before his hut, and with him was
another. ‘

They were quarreling and the fierce .
voice.of the newcomer was raised in anger.

Then of a sudden, before Jordon could
reach his revolver, the stranger stepped
back a pace and struck twice at M’Karoka.

Jordon saw the gleam of steel in the
moonlight; stooped and found his revolver
and dashed out of the tent.

M’Karoka lay upon the ground and his
assailant had dashed for the river.

He leaped into Jordon’s cance. With a
stroke he severed the native rope which
moored the craft to the shore and paddled
frantically to mid-stream.

Three times Jordon fired at him., At
the third shot he slid overboard, like a man
suddenly tired.

“Swim out and bring the canoe,” ordered
Jordon, and turned his attention to M’Ka-

roka.
., THE man was dying; it was un-
necessary to have an extensive
! knowledge of surgery, to see that
he was wounded beyond recovery.

Jordon attempted to plug the more
terrible of the chest wounds and to arrest
the bleeding. The Zulu opened his eyes.

“Bass,” he said faintly, “what came of
Villim? *

*This man’s name was probably Wilhelm or
William.
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“T think he is dead,” said Jordon.

M’Karoka closed his eyes.

“Listen, bass,” he said after a while.
“You will tell Sandi that I lied when I said
Villim was dead, though all else was true.
We each took our share of the stones, then
we went back because they were no use
to us in this far land. Some we changed
for money, then we had to fly—and Villim
tried to murder us so that he might have
all—and we beat him, taking from him
his stones and he ran into the forest——"

He paused, for he found difficulty in
speaking.

When he spoke again it was in the
language which Jordon could not under-
stand—the language the men had spoken
when they had quarreled.

He spoke vehemently, then seemed to
realize that he was not understood, for he
changed his speech to the Ochori dialect.

“Under the fire in my hut,” he gasped,
““are many stones, master. They are for
you, because you killed Villim——"

He died soon afterward.

In the morning Jordon cleared away the
ashes of the fire and dug through the
baked earth. Two feet below the surface
he came upon a parcel wrapped in innumer-
able coverings of native cloth.

He opened it eagerly, his hand shaking.

There were twenty or thirty pebbles,
varying in size from a marble to a pea.
They were of irregular size and mouse-
colored.

Jordon found his training as secretary
to a South African millionaire useful, for
he knew these to be uncut diamonds.

\Y
SANDERS listened to the story,

incoherently told.
Jordon was beside himself with

B
Joy.
“Think of it, Mr. Sanders,” he said,
“think of that dear little wife of mine and
that dear kiddie! They’re nearly starving,
I know it—1I can read between the lines of
her letter. And at a moment when cvery-

thing seems to be gomg wrong, this great
fortune comes——"’

Sanders let him rave on, not attempting
to check him. The homeward-bound
steamer lay in the roadstead, her launch
bobbed and swayed in the swell by the
beach.

“You arrived in time,” said Sanders
grimly. “If I were you, I should forget
that you’d ever told me anything about
this affair, and I shouldn’t talk about it
when I got home if I were you. Good-by.”

He held out his hand and Jordon gripped.

“You’ve becn kindness itself,” he began.

“Good-by,” said the Commissioner;
“you’d better run, or the launch will go
without you.”

He did not wait to see the last of the
trader, but turned abruptly and went back
to the residency.

He opened his desk and took out a
printed document:’

TO ALL COMMISSIONERS, MAGISTRATES,
CHIEFS OF POLICE, DEPUTY COMMISSION-
ERS.

Wanted on a warrant issued by the chief magis-
trate of Kimberley:

Villim Dobomo, Joseph M’Karoka, Joseph Kama,
Zulus, charged with illicit diamond buying and
believed to be working their way northward through
Barosheland, Angola and the Congo.

Accused men disappeared from Kimberley two
years ago, but have been seen recently in the
neighborhood of that town. It is now known that
they have returned north.

At the foot of the communication was a
written note from Sanders’s chief:

‘““Please state if anything is known of
these men.”

Sanders sat staring at the document for
a long time.

His duty was of course to report the
matter and to confiscate the diamonds in
the possession of Jordon.

“A young wife and a baby,” said Sanders
thoughtfully. “How infernally improvi-
dent these people are.”

He took up his pen and wrote:

“Unknown. Sanders.”

S
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UTLAWS—did you ask me if
we ever had outlaws in this part
of the country?”

Eleazer Mott, gray - haired
driver of the old-fashioned stage-coach that
ran between the Yellow Creek gold-mining
camp and a railway station, looked some-
what interestedly toward the Easterner,
who occupied the seat beside him.

The Easterner admitted that he had in-
deed been so bold as to ask the question.

“My answer is yes,” said Mott, with a
fling of his long whip toward the heads of

his leaders. “In fact,” he continued, “I

can count the months on my fingers since

this section was all stirred up on account

o’ five men of the black mask and the big

blue revolver. Here’s how it come about:

“ STRAN GER, right on the start I want

to impress on you this: That God
A’mighty never put a better heart into a
man’s breast than He put into the breast
of Slim Jack Gorman. You can find doz-
ens of widows and orphans in this State

who will blink at the eye at the mention of

his name, and who will tell you that he
brought ’em grub and left ’em money when
they needed it mighty bad. But I can’t
say that much for the other four—Chuck
Orton, Little Farley Dix, Skillet Moore, and
Dog Langenfelder. These latter-named

o

ILiebe

men are now just where they ought to be
—and so is Gorman, I reckon, for that mat-
ter.

“TJack was slender, tanned, young, and fine-
lookin’, with his blue eyes and brown hair.
The beginnin’ of his career as an outlaw
was brought about through a love affair.
He loved a girl named Sue Bailey, who was
from the East, and who lived with her dad
in a shanty at the upper end o’ the camp.
Sue was as pretty as they make ’em, and as
smart as a fiddlestring. She loved Jack all
right, but another man came along, dazzled
her with money and lied about Jack, and
she married him—like the fools women are,
about once in their lives.

“And maybe poverty made Sue a fool in
this case; you see, old Bailey wasn’t able
to do much. The man who won her hand
was Chuck Orton, although he had mingled
with us under another name. He was dark
and heavy, and mighty good-lookin’, all but
his eyes, which was like a rattler’s when he
got the least riled over anything.

“Well, on the evenin’ of the weddin’, a
man dropped off o’ the newly arrived stage
with a fresh newspaper not over a week
old, which same he passed around. We
seen on the secend page a picture of Orton,
and under it a statement to the effect that
he was a badly wanted man owin’ to havin’
committed two cases of cold-blood murder
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with robbery attached and other charges
too numerous to dwell upon.

“We hurried to the Bailey shanty, where
a parson from Tenville was sayin’ the mar-
riage rites, and entered just as the sky pilot
was pronouncin’ the couple man and wife.
I poked a gun in Orton’s face; he knocked
it out o’ my hand, went through a window,
and was gone with the speed of a jack-
rabbit.

“S0 THERE was poor little Sue
Bailey, a deserted wife before the
echo of the preacher’s words had died
away, and also a disillusioned woman. And
the minute she seen what a fool she’d been,
I heard her sob out Jack Gorman’s name.

‘“Sue’s father, old as he was, mounted the
sky pilot’s hoss and gave chase to the man
who had treated his daughter so low-down
mean. About half a mile down the creek
Orton stopped, waylaid old Bailey, and de-
liberately killed him, after which he disap-
peared before any of the rest of us could
get him. So the preacher had a funeral to
carry out, as well as a weddin’.

“Slim Jack Gorman went away and was
gone a week, of course, on the hunt of
Chuck Orton. The first I knowed of his
bein’ back was when he come walkin’ up
the path to my shanty, late one evenin’.
He walked slow and weary-like; he looked
tired, his young face was troubled, and he
stared hard at the ground. My throat
swelled up in spite of me. I'd promised
Philip Gorman—as white a man as ever
slapped the face of the earth with a shoe-
bottom—that I’d always take care of Jack;
and I felt now that Jack had reached a
place along the dim trail of life where no-
body could take care of him.

“‘Uncle Mott,” says he, sittin’ down aside
o’ me in the shanty door, ‘Uncle Mott,
we’ve got to make up enough money among
us to send Sue Bailey back East. She
wouldn’t be human if she could stand it
here now. I don’t know how we’re goin’
to manage it, either; because there ain't a
man here who’s got a cent to spare.’

“He was right about that latter state-
ment. We’d had it mighty hard for several
months, and there was lots of us that hadn’t
even enough to eat. 1 didn’t say anything,
because I didn’t know of anything to say
that would help. Jack knowed as well as
I did that I wasn’t makin’ hoss feed off o’
the stage business at the time.

““But Slim Jack seemed to arrive at a so-
lution. o

“¢By George!’ he says right sudden.

And with that he gets up and hurries
away, leavin’ me wonderin’ where he'd
been hit at.

“It wasn’t at all like young Gorman to
do this vanishin’ act with no explanation
whatever. I couldn’t make it out to save
me. 1 gets up, throws down the bit of
soapbox on which I'd been whittlin’, and
steps over to see Sue Bailey.

“It was pitch dark by the time I got to
her little house. I'll never forget how all-
fired lonesome it looked; there was no light
in either of the two rooms, and the silence
of it would have made a grave seem rather
noisy. I noted the difference mighty quick;
you see, I'd visited with old man Bailey a
good deal in the past.

“I rapped soft-like on the door.

“‘Who is it?’ says Sue’s voice, not a bit
scared, but like she didn’t appreciate bein’
called on.

“‘It's me—Uncle Mott,’ says I, as gen-
tle as I could. ‘I want to speak to you,
Sue, little girl,” T adds.

“Thefloor creaked, a match was scratched,
a lamp was lit. The door opened about
half, and Sue invited me in. I seen that
her eyes was all red, and that her face
looked like it had been dreened of color
and blood. That woman was in a torment
of sufferin’; and she had a perfect right to
be, what with all the disappointment and
sorrow she’d had.

“Isat down, and so did the girl; but we
left old Bailey’s chair unoccupied for the
sake of respect.

“‘Sue,” I asks presently, ‘wouldn’t you
like to go back home, back East?’

“‘No,” says Sue, hangin’ her pretty, tous-
led head—her hair was full o’ sunshine, and
it was pretty even when it was tousled.

““Back to your own people?’ I goes on,
leanin’ forward.

“‘No, repeats Sue, lookin’ up; and I
seen that her eyes seemed mighty deter-
mined.

“‘But——" I begins, when the poor,
heart-broken little thing went to her knees
on the floor, with her face buried between
my arm and my side, and all sobbin’ and
broke-up like.

“‘Uncle Mott,’ she says, as I petted her
on the head, ‘d-d-do you reckon J-j-jack
would forgive me and take me back? Oh,
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I was such a f-f-fool—such an aw-awful
fool!’

“‘I don’t reckon nothin’ about it, I
says; ‘I know—I know Jack Gorman
would give his chance of Heaven for the
privilege of takin’ you back. Jack Gorman
is 2 man among a million, little girl.’

“¢Did he tell you that,-Uncle Mott?’ asks
Sue, sort o’ hopeful.

“‘No, I answers; ‘but I've knowed
Jack Gorman from the cradle up, and I’'m
- pretty well acquainted with his timber.
The only thing in the way is to get him to
believe that you really care for him; it
may be hard to prove that to him, you see,
as he is 'most too young to understand
the sudden flights of fancy girls are subject
to.

“ Without another word, I goes over to
have a joust with Slim Jack. He wasn’t at
home; the door was swingin’ open, and
his rifle and both his revolvers, as well as
his canteens, was gone. I went down to
the Red Violet Saloon and looked for him,
but he wasn’t there; I inquired at several
of the shanties, but nobody knowed any-
thing about him. The earth, so to speak,
had opened and swallowed the boy up.

2] ‘‘ALL the next day I looked for him
ié”-“ to turn up, havin’ got another man

to do my drivin’. Jack didn’t come
in. But the-fourth mornin’ later I found
an envelope that had been shoved under
the door, and in it there was some two
hundred dollars. Also there was a folded
sheet of paper in with the money; and
from the sheet I read this:

“DEAR UNCLE MorT:

Give the enclosed to Sue and tell her you had
borrowed it from her father. Tell Sue Bailey—God
bless her —tell her I wish it had been me she
married. Tell her that for me, Uncle Mott.
When a man never even bad a mother to love,
l{; l&vs a woman like hell, don’t he, Uncle
Mot :

‘It was signed siroply Slim Jack.

“I sat down in the doorway and watched
the sun creep up over the hot and shim-
merin’ hills without a thought as to the
time o’ day. Where had the boy got that
money? It wasn’t long, however, until I'd
figured out where he’d got it; and then I
begun to see the mountin’ sun through a
haze. You see, I'm a little old, and I've
been around so many of these every-day
tragedies of the commonplace that I'm

quick with the small amount of sympathy
T’ve got in me.

“The envelope and the roll of bank-notes
went into the deepest corner of my deepest
pocket. I was somehow afraid to face Sue
Bailey with the money. Women have a
sort of unaccountable way o’ puttin’ two
and two together, you know, and thus ar-
rivin’ at certain conclusions. But late that
afternoon I decided that I'd better do what
Jack wanted done, so I went over to see
the girl and handed her both the lie and
the money at one and the same time. But
I didn’t mention Jack to her.

“ Sue looked very much like she didn’t be-
lieve it; and suddenly she asks me if I'd
be willin’ to swear to the tale I'd just told.

““Why,” I dodges, ‘I reckon I could;
but.it ain’t necessary, is it?’

“Happenin’ to cast my eyes toward the
Red Violet, which was some little distance
below us, I seen that the stage was arrivin’,
just in from the railroad. Sue seen it, too,
and her fine blue eyes lit up. I believe she
hoped Jack Gorman had come back.

* ‘Let’s go down there, Uncle Mott,’ says
she.

“So we went down.

“ When we walked up, two old miners and
a tenderfoot who had come in on the stage,
was mouthin’ excitedly to the group of
men that had stepped out of Elversett’s
place to see ’em. . The tenderfoot’s voice
rose above them of the miners, however,
and we heard every word of it plain:
© ‘“‘A real hold-up!’ he was sayin’. ‘Yes,
sir, gentlemen, a real article in the hold-up
line! I’'m out fifteen dollars; but I don’t
know but what I’d ’a’ give that just for
the sake of writin’ back to my folks that
I'd been held up. Stage? No, the train,
the T. & A. One-man thing, too; young
fellow with the finiest blue eyes you ever
saw stuck in a mortal’s head. A man on
the train knowed him, all right, and there’s
a reward for him by now. Name was Jack
Gorman.’

“SLIM JACK GORMAN a bandit
—a train-robber! But I'd already
thought it so hard that I thought I
knowed it. Still, it had been for the sake
of the girl; and I think both the girl and
me liked him all the better for it. The
crowd gaped like they was takin’ a small
attack of lockjaw. I took Sue Bailey by
the arm and led her, starin’ ahead like
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some clean demented person, back to her
little house.

“‘No wonder you wouldn’t swear where
this money come from,” says Sue, when we
had reached the shanty door. ‘But I'm
goin’ to keep it, Uncle Mott; I'm goin’ to
keep it as long as I live/’

“I owned up then. Also I showed her the
letter Jack had wrote me. Her face became
changed in a second, seemin’ to be so glad
and sweet. I couldn’t bring myself to the
point of remindin’ her that Jack had dug a
big gulf between her and him by layin’
himself due to bein’ outlawed. I turned
and went to my unpalatial dwellin’ place
without a word except a ‘good evenin’.’

II
pan “THE iron hand of the law seemed
N

to take great pleasure in reachin’

out for the scalp of young Gorman.
Everywhere reward notices was posted;
everywhere an officer could be found who
was lookin’ for Slim Jack’s trail. But Slim
Jack was too sharp for ’em, dodgin’ ’em
every time. He got to be an expert shot,
although he never hurt anybody. He rob-
bed trains, stages, lone persons, and every-
thing that come his way; and this money
he donated to poor people, all but enough
to live on.

“Then the usual thing happened: a few
little bandits on the coyote order got to
doin’ things not in the line of an honorable
outlaw and layin’ it all at Slim Jack’s door.
It’s always that way when a decent outlaw
crops up—a bunch o’ low-down coyotes too
cowardly to come out in the open forges
the lion’s tracks in the dark. You see,
these skunks would leave behind something
with Jack’s name on it, which was to lay a
false clue and shift the blame.

“The result of this was that the gulf be-
tween Jack and Sue was greatly widened.
The dirty work of the lesser bandits had
been the last straw on the law’s back, and
the law was therefore as bitter as gall. The

law wanted Slim Jack, and it didn’t make’

any bones about his bein’ dead or alive. It
sure looked bad for the boy.

“Well, just as the law had a last straw, so
did Slim Jack Gorman have a last straw.

“Slim Jack, ridin’ a lean roan,which same
was his favorite hoss and a regular pet, rode
into Yellow Creek one day to see his friends
—us Yellow Creekers was all Jack’s friends,

you understand, and there was no danger
for him in Yellow Creek. After callin’ on
Sue Bailey, he come on down to the Red
Violet, where we all toasted him and drunk
to his future happiness—far away as happi-
ness seemed. Then there stepped in Big
Jake Saffer, owner of the Bar-S Ranch, as
mad as a wet hen in the Winter-time. B1g
Jake carried two forty-fives and a Winch,
and he was sure itchin’ to do some pyro-
technics.

“He didn’t see Slim Jack, because we was
between Slim Jack and him.

“‘Say,” he says, ‘that low-down coyote
of a Slim Jack Gorman went to my house
last night, tied my wife up by the thumbs,
and made her tell where my money was—
the money I had to pay off my cowmen!
My wife was unconscious when I found
her. If any of you knows where this scoun-
drel Gorman is, I want you to tell me. I
won't rest until I've killed him, gentlemen!
That’s me, Big Jake Saffer, and I mean
every bit of what I said.’

“‘Now, how do you know it was Slim
Jack?’ asks Jim Elversett.

“‘How do I know!” blares Saffer, his
eyes shootin’ brimstone. ‘This,” he says,
handin’ us an envelope, ‘is how I know.
He accidentally dropped this where he done
the job o’ robbin’ a defenseless woman!’

“The envelope had Jack Gorman’s name
on it.

“We kept well between Jack and the big
ranchman. We knowed Jack had never
harmed a hair of any woman’s head. It
was the old story—some dirty hound of
perdition doin’ a low-down job and then
packin’ it off on Slim Jack, the whitest out-
law that ever pounded saddle-leather.

‘“More’'n that,” Big Jake goes on, ‘he
killed my Mexican housekeeper.’

“So here was murder added to the long
list at last. This was Slim Jack’s last straw.

“Slim Jack steps out before the ranchman.
We held Big Jake, and helped Gorman ex-
plain to him. But we didn’t convince Saf-
fer worth a cent. Our arguin’ didn’t make
any show at all.

“Suddenly Jack hikes out his right-hand
gun and cuts a notch on its handle.

“‘I happen to recognize the handwritin’
on that envelope,” says he, pocketin’ his
knife. ‘It belongs to that fine scoundrel
who killed old man Bailey, Mr. Chuck Or-
ton. Now, I'm goin’ to fill Mr. Orton’s
pizen hide so full of bullet-holes that it won’t
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hold shucks—I meant to do it, anyway.
The notch on my gun-butt, gentlemen, is
put there in advance.’

“With that he strides out of the Red Vio-
let, gets on his roan hoss, and goes lickety-
spht up the trail to the north. I knowed
then that he was fully determined to make
good that notch on the handle of his right-
hand gun. It wasn’t like Jack to_want to
kill a man—for it’s a terrible thing to kill a
man; he had been drove to it by circum-
stances beyond his control, so to speak.

] “WELL, our friend Gorman played
quiet for two months, durin’ which
time he done nothin’ but spot the
httle bandits who was doin’ what you'd
call unhandsome robbin’ and layin’ it at
his door. The result of this was that he
got a dead line on three more men besides
Chuck Orton, namely: Little Farley Dix, a
wizened skunk with greaser blood in him;
Skillet Moore, a low, dark and heavy man
something on the order of Orton; and Dog
Langenfelder, a lean, angular, and chked-
lookin’ man with a mighty keen eye in one
side of his head and none in the other. All of
thesemen banded together. Also, Jack found
out that all four of ’em was badly wanted
in our Western cities for hangin’ crimes.

“Slim Jack was made desperate by the
things he’d found out durin’ that two
months’ roundin’ up of details. His right-
hand gun now bore four deep and well-de-
fined notches.

“But there is a thing called Fate that de-
cides human destinies in a fashion different
from the way we would shape them, some-
times.

“Slim Jack Gorman, ridin’ through a little
valley in the hills some forty miles north of
the Yellow Creek camp; suddenly felt a
queer, half-delirious feelin’ cross his brain.
He reeled and almost fell from the saddle;
then he passed a hand over his tanned face,
smiled weakly, and straightened himself
with something of an effort. He knowed
what it was: loss of sleep and the eternal
vigilance connected with trailin’ the four
little bandits was gettin’ in their work, He

realized that he must soon rest—and that

he must have water or die.

“A mile further on he found a stream that
ran a little way from a spring, and then
soaked up in the bumin’ sand. From this
he drank all he could hold; but it was bad,
and it made him sick at the stomach. Still

determined, he mounted his roan hoss and
rode on, followin’ the trail of the four hosses
with his cocked Winch in one hand and his
bridle in the other.

“Darkness found him between two mon-
ster ranges of hills covered sparsely with
scrub and ribbed with gray rock. His hoss
followed the dim tracks now of its own ac-
cord, and he allowed it full rein. Then the
light from a camp-fire a short distance
ahead broke upon his eye.

“At last he had caught up with the men
who were to be shot to make the notches
on his right-hand gun bona fide!

‘“He stopped his hoss and slid easy from
the saddle. A near-by clump of mesquit
served as a place to tether the roan. Gor-
man looked to his revolvers and rifle by
the feel of his fingers, after which he begun °
to steal up the rocky side of the steep hill
to his left, holdin’ to the scrub and takin’
great care that he didn’t loosen a rock to
go rollin’ to the bottom with a big noise.

“It took him the best part of an hour to
gain a point just above the fire, but he
hadn’t made any noise on the little journey.
Peerin’ cautiously over a big rock, he seen
the four men sittin’ around a pile of bright
coals, all smokin’ and laughin’ and as ig-
norant of the presence of danger as children.

““The revolver was quickest to shoot, and
it was as sure as the rifle at such short
range. Slim Jack believed he could plug
the whole four so rapid that none of 'em
would ever know who had killed ’em. He
leveled his right-hand gun and took a good
aim at Chuck Orton’s heart; but just as
he was about to let drive and end the mor-
tal existence of that hound of perdition, the
feelin’ of deliriousness crossed his brain
again. He lowered the gun and held tight
to the rocks to keep his balance.

“But Slim Jack Gorman had suffered too
much, and come too far, to be easy persuad-
ed from havin’ his revenge. Again the big
revolver was aimed; again his right eye—
an eye as cold and as hard now as the steel of
his leveled weapon—Ilooked over the sights
and to a vital spot on Chuck Orton’s breast.

“‘T must be quick,” he whispers to him-
self, ‘I—

“THE firelight faded, and all become
suddenly dark to Jack The voices
of the men below become strange
and distant to his buzzin’ ears. Once more
the gun was lowered, without fresh powder-
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smoke in its barrel. His hands clutched at
the stone that he might not fall.

“Then Slim Jack’s mind growed feverish-
ly alert, and with it come the sight of his
eyes. He leveled the revolver again.

“But this would be murder! Murder with
great provocation, but murder just the
same—the takin’ of human life to satisfy a
human hate and a human desire for re-
venge. It would make the gulf between
him and Sue Bailey as wide as the bounds
o’ space. Sue! He seemed to be back in
Yellow Creek, at the shanty where Sue
Bailey had taught the few children of the
surroundin’ section their Sunday-school les-
sons; he was watchin’ her through a win-
dow, as he had done dozens of times, the
while wishin’ that he too was a child that
she might teach him. He seemed to see the
chart on the wall, with the Ten Command-
ments of God; and Sue Bailey’s finger was
pointin’ to the one that said, ‘THOU
SHALT NOT KILLY

“The picture faded, as did the firelight.
Again the voices of the men below become
distant. Then Slim Jack succumbed to
the long strain; there was the rattle of
loose stones, and the thud of a fallin’ body.
He had sunk into the dark.

“Chuck Orton and his three companions
straightened at the sounds from above.
They drawed revolvers as they went to their
feet. Chuck took two steps toward the
hillside.

“‘What was that?’ he says, under his
breath.

“‘Some snoopin’ sheriff, is my guess,’
says Dog Langenfelder, with a ready gun.

“Orton turned and picked up a burnin’
brand from the dyin’ fire. He held this
aloft, and they begun to look among the
rocks that laid at the foot of the hill. In
another minute they was all four kneclin’
around Slim Jack’s limp body.

“Skillet and Dog turned the slender figure
over, and the light of the brand showed
’em the face of the man they had wronged
so much.

“‘Slim Jack Gorman, by cripes!’ says
Chuck, lookin’ around at Little Farley Dix.
‘Now I wonder what he——'

“‘That’s easy to guess,” says Dog Lan-
genfelder; ‘he seen our firelight, meant to
see who we was, and fell and hurt himself.’

“They carried Slim Jack down to the fire,
and revived him with whisky strong enough
to take the hair off of a hog’s back. Jack
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looked up, made a face, and then went to
sleep; and he slept all that night and most
of the next day. They treated him well,
which was out of mixed fear and respect
and not because they had anything of the

Good Samaritan in ’em.
é and his three pals woke up to face

frownin’ graveyards—they thought;
but it was only a bluff, in the shape of Slim
Jack Gorman’s two revolver barrels. Chuck
and his pals reached for guns; but their
holsters was empty.

“‘I throwed ’em away,” says Slim Jack.
“Now don’t try to get promiscuous, unless
you want to end your earthly careers.

“‘If you men had been respectable out-
laws and not low-down skunks packin’ your
dirty jobs off on me, I'd die before I'd do
what I’'m goin’ to do; but you don’t de-
serve mercy, and you won't get it. I meant
to kill you all, and even cut the notches on
my right-hand gun-handle in advance; but,
for reasons the which and t’other of is none
of your business, I’ve changed my mind.
I’'m now goin’ to start with you four to
Hartsville, where I'm goin’ to turn you over
to the law. Yes, I mean it, by cripes, and
no foolishness out of you if you want to
breathe the breath of life a while longer!’

“‘It’s reasonable to think,” sneers Chuck
Orton, ‘that you’ll go to Hartsville with us,
when you happen to be wanted by the law
worse than any man of us.’

“‘I know all about that,” replies Slim
Jack, still with his guns leveled, ‘and T’'ve
decided to risk it. Whatever falls to my lot,
T’ll have the pleasure of knowin’ that I paid
my debt to you, you skunks.” And he
adds to himself, ‘without violatin’ a cer-
tain one of God A’mighty’s Ten Command-
nments.’

“‘Now, I say,” says Orton, ‘I may be a
hard guy, but I don’t deserve any such a
raw deal as this. You !

“‘Cut it!" Jack interrupts, risin’ to his
feet. ‘March—get up and march—you
low-down coyotes, you!’

“So Slim Jack Gorman took the four to
Hartsville and turned ’em over to the sher-
iff, surrenderin’ himself also.

“Yonder is Yellow Creek, stranger, and
T'll have to talk rapid.

“Not long after Jack had surrendered, a
little woman in black walked up the steps
at the Governor’s house, asked to see the

“THE followin’ mornin’ Chuck Orton
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State’s chief executive, and was showed
forthwith into the liberry. There the little
woman handed the big man a petition sign-
ed by hundreds of good people, and among
’em many widows who. loved Slim Jack—
but maybe not in the way they would have -
loved a sweetheart. Then the little woman
got down on her knees and begged for
mercy for Jack Gorman. The Governor
picked her up, like the truly fine man heis,
and put her in his own chair, after which he™
listened to every word of the whole story.
“Just as the Hartsville judge was about to
pass sentence on Slim Jack, a telegram was
brought to Lim. It was from the State’s

~
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capital city. .And this was the sentence
Slim Jack Gorman got:

“‘We think your surrender, bringin’ with
you four badly wanted men as you did, has
caused the balance to be heavy on your side
of the scales of justicee. You are hereby
sentenced to serve for an indefinite period
as United States Marshal, at a salary of two
thousand dollars a year.’

“You see, a man of Gorman’s qualifica-
tions ‘was badly needed, and no doubt they
thought Jack would do all he could as a
sort of atonement—which was correct.

~Sue? Didn’t she prove that she loved him?

They’re married, of course.”

‘Walter @alt—

i-v- RS. WILLIAM BLAIN — she
could not endure to be called
M Mrs. Billy — had quite a little
3 trouble with her husband in the
beginning. He kept his word faithfully,
so far as leaving the ring was concerned;
but he maintained that that was ‘the full
extent of his promise, and that he had
given no undertaking, expressed or implied,
to keep away from prize-fights. He at- -
tended every fight of any importance in
a brand-new suit of full evening dress. - But
she weaned him of it in the end.-
She took to attending female-suffrage
meetings on those occasions and began to

sport a badge with “Votes for Women” on
it; so Billy compromised. No votes for
women, and no prize-fights for their hus-
bands; those were the terms, and they
suited admirably, for from that moment
Billy began to forge ahead in the new
career that he had marked out for himself.
. His determined little wife had put just
as effective an embargo on his going to sea
again, although in that matter she adopted
a rather different method. She merely
wept at the mention of it. So Billy, who
adored her, gave up the sea, and discon-
tinued his correspondence course in marine
engineering and took a mechanical en-
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gineering and electrical course instead of it.

It was Terence O’Hanlon who secured
employment for him in a big electrical
machine-shop. In engineering matters, what
Terence O’Hanlon said was gospel in most
places, and he whom he recommended was
usually hired. But it was Billy who “made
good ’—who put in overtime without grum-
bling—who gave his undivided attention
always to the work in hand—who kept his
fellow workmen good-tempered by dint of
his own invariable good humor—and who
backed up the foreman more than once
when there was sudden trouble and a
ready fist was needed.

And it was Mrs, Billy Blain—to give her
her much-better-known title—who laid his
correspondence-lessons out for him after
supper every evening. It was she who
spent two hours each night of complete
but quite delightful martyrdom in helping
him to grasp what she could never under-
stand herself. It was Mrs. Billy who
husbanded the money that Billy had fought
for so valiantly in the ring; who chose the
furniture for the little Harlem flat—the
mission stuff picked up at auction sales,
the bright-green carpet with the geomet-
rical pattern, the magenta curtains, the oleo-
graphs, and the canary-bird that twittered
in a brass cage in the parlor. And it was
she who made him go to church on Sundays,
and kept up the social end of things. If
Billy was the sinews of the combination, hers
was the master hand; and Terence O’Han-
lon was guide, philosopher and friend to
both of them.

 FOR all that, she never quite
warmed to Terence. He had much
too recently been Billy’s manager,
and his conversation was far too reminiscent.
Since Billy had left the ring, Terence had
hunted far and wide for another string to
his pugilistic bow, and he had dug up from
the fighting-man’s underworld a light-
weight of more or less promise. But, as
Terence himself complained:

“He’s not what Billy was—not by a
mile! If you don’t watch him, he drinks
on the sly, and if I don’t keep on threaten-
ing to half-murder him he won’t even try
to get himself fit. He gets scared in the
ring if the other man pulls faces at him;
he’s crooked, and he’s greedy, and he's
mean. Our contract calls for fifty—fifty.
I never had a contract with Billy, but we

Adventure

never had a hard word once about money
matters. This scut of a lightweight gets
his fifty, and goes straight off and blows
it in, and then comes back drunk and tries
to borrow more; and when I refuse to
loosen up, he growls about fraud. I can
just about make a living with him, or I’d
kick him out to starve this minute!”

It was that kind of conversation that
got on Mrs. Billy’s nerves. Whenever
Terence O’Hanlon called, on Sunday after-
noons, and laid his Derby hat precisely in
the middle of the pattern on the carpet,
she did her best to lead the conversation
into other channels. Terence would listen
with an air of forced politeness, and answer
in monosyllables; and after a while Mrs,
Billy would have to pause for lack of more
ideas. Then Terence would pass a knotted
forefinger between his collar and the back
of his hairy neck, ‘“to ease her up some,”
as he explained it, and cough once or twice,
and make some remark about his light-
weight.

It was deep calling unto deep, when that
happened. Billy would spread his legs
and lean forward, and his eyes would light
up eagerly, and the ten-by-twelve parlor
was the ring again. And Mrs. Billy could
have stopped a Mississippi flood as easily
as the flow of their conversation after that.

But on the other hand, she knew that
Terence was her loyal friend, and Billy’s.
She knew well that she could trust him,
and that if help were ever wanted by
either of them Terence would come running
with it, and would pay it out willingly,
hand-over-hand, until his resources were all
exhausted. He was a critical, dependable
friend of a quite unusual kind.

Ptz FOR instance, though Billy had
&r7m) made amazing progress, he was no

: electrician yet. One day, though,
a sudden emergency call came in for some
one to go and attend to electric wiring that
the man in charge of it had failed to under-
stand. Hands were short that day, and
for lack of any one better his boss sent
Billy to see what he could do with it.
Billy ’phoned promptly for O’Hanlon, and
the old engineer came instantly.

He joined Billy where the job was, and
found him all alone, scratching the back of
his head and staring at the job distract-
edly.

“Come on, you big Mick,” said Billy,
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“make yourself useful; show me how to fix
this.”

“Do it yourself!” said Terence.
here to watch.”

“But I ain’t never done a job o’ this
sort! Leastways—"’

“Leastways what?” -

“Not on my own.”

“Well, there’s no one to get in your way
now. Go ahead!”

“I dunno how. What d’you suppose I
sent for you for?”

“I’'m here to smoke, my son, and watch
you learn! Go ahead—get busy—time’s
short.”

“But how’m I goin’ to——"

“Use your head, my son; that’s what it’s
for. Think!” :

Billy argued and pleaded, but it was no
use. O’Hanlon was adamant. So Billy
had to try to tackle it; and he tried as he
had been used to try in the ring, when he
was up against an antagonist whose style of
fighting he did not know as yet. Three
times O’Hanlon checked him, and made
him do part of the work again, but he never
once told him how do to it. He told him
quickly enough when he was doing the
wiring wrong, but he made him find out
the right way for himself; and in less than
an hour the whole thing was straightened
out as it should have been.

“Now hurry back to the shop, and
report, my son!” said O’Hanlon. ‘“Tell
’em the job’s finished!”

Billy went; and after a little while O’Han-
lon followed him. But O’Hanlon avoided
the shop and went straight into the office.

“How much are ye payin’ that little
fightin’ man I recommended to ye?” he
demanded of the manager.

The manager consulted a bookkeeper,
and then a pay-sheet.

“Twenty a week,” he answered.

“Then ye ought to be ashamed o’ your-
selves! I was just now round at Ling-
ham’s—dropped in there to have a smoke
with the engineer-in-charge, and didn’t
find him; but I saw that kid Blain do as
fine a bit of wirin’ as I ever saw in my life!
Couldn’t have done it better myself!”

“D’you mean to say he fixed it? He
came back just now and said so, but—""

“He fixed it, and he did it single-handed!
Twenty a week? Why, man, that’s elec-
trician’s work!”

Next pay-day Billy found his salary

2
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liberally increased. And Mrs. Billy, who
collared his pay-envelope with a regularity
that was praiseworthy to both of them,
added a second-hand gilt mirror to the
parlor furniture, and by devious cross-
questioning wormed the truth out of
O’Hanlon. So she had to accept him as a
friend.

BUT O’Hanlon’s conversation was
a sore trial to her, and some of his
actions were even worse. He ran
in on them one Sunday afternoon in an
old slouch-hat and his shirt-sleeves, and
demanded that Billy go with him at once
to look over a new discovery of his. He
had discovered a likely-looking welter-
weight at last, and he insisted that Billy
put on the gloves with him that afternoon
and try him out.

In vain Mrs. Billy objected, and said that
it was Sunday, and reminded Billy of his
sacred promise. He denied that he had
promised not to put the gloves on. All, he
said, that he had undertaken was not to
go into the ring again and not to fight for
money. This would be merely sparring,
to oblige a friend. And, as for its being
Sunday, he had met her half-way, hadn’t
he? Hadn’t he been to church? Hadn’t
he worn a stiff collar all the morning? And
a stiff shirt? And how could he go back
on his friend O’Hanlon? He would go
’‘round with Terence whatever his wife or
the neighbors or anybody said, and would
lick the stuffing out of this new discovery,
and be back with an extra good appetite
in time for tea. And go he did.

But he did not lick the stuffing out of
Mike Riley—or Jimmy Jewel, as this new
discovery preferred to call himself. They
boxed six rounds, and Billy did his level,
unmerciful, dogged, meteoric best. And at
the end of the sixth round Billy had a
black eye to console him for his efforts.
“Jimmy Jewel” was panting and ex-
hausted and groggy at the knees; but he
was still standing up, and still game for
another round.

“He’ll do, that guy will!” said Billy.
“Oh, lordy, lordy, lordy; but it’s good to
spar again!”’

“Call that sparrin’, do ye, ye little fire-
brand? I thought ye’d punch my new
discovery off the map! Sure hell do, if
only he’ll keep straight. Take your gloves
off, and come and help me rub him down.
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Get on that slab, you! We'll maybe make
a man of you, Billy and I!”

“Not me!” said Billy laughing. “You’ll
have to count me out; my missus won't
stand for it.”

“That’s the worst o’ women!” grumbled
O’Hanlon, bending over his man and com-
mencing to massage him. ‘“They’re all
right within their limitations, but they’re
too darned prejudiced! They’ve got no
ideas o’ fair play. There’s no sense o’ sport
in ’em. They'll work ’emselves to death,
nursin’ a man that’s got himself hurt in a
fool accident, an’ they’ll spit on him if he
gets a black eye or so in the way o’ good
clean sport! Will I prick that eye for you?
It’s swellin’.”

“Guess not, thanks,” said Billy. ‘““The
little missus’ll do that when I get home;
she’d rather! Rub them back-muscles o’
his more—higher up—that’s it. So long.”
@ over that black eye of his. Mrs.

Billy pricked it for him, and bathed
it, and poulticed it, and made more fuss
over it than if it had been a broken leg;
but she expostulated too. She sent for his
mother-in-law, and that obese lady joined
with her daughter in the business of dinning
into Billy a proper sense of the vulgarity
and brutality and impropriety of boxing in
any shape or form, professional or other-
wise.

Between his wife’'s tongue and her
mama’s—they talked at him in two
different keys, from two separate angles,
and along two distinct lines of argument,
one tearful and the other vituperative—it
was borne in upon Mr. William Blain that
any sort of connection with the fighting-
game had ceased to be worth while.

The two ladies stuck to their task gamely
for several weeks, until the mere mention
of the word fighting sickened him. In the
end it was he who told O’Hanlon to cease
from any reference to the ring. The Irish-
man knew very well indeed that Billy must
have reached the limit of his endurance
before he would go to that length, so his
visits to the little Harlem flat grew rarer,
and when he did come he talked politics,
which are currently supposed by the unin-
itiated to be more respectable.

And then one afternoon, a week or two

I
BILLY got into dreadful trouble

after Billy’s final abnegation of pugilism,
there came a caller on Mrs. Billy. He
proved to be none other than Geoghan, the
unutterable. He looked shabby and rather
down-at-heel, but his sly eyes were just as
calculating as ever, and his glib tongue had
lost none of its plausibility. So, although
he was received with suspicion and very
distantly at first, he soon had Mrs. Billy
listening to him; and what he had to say
affected her almost to the verge of tears.

According to Geoghan, what of his
present poverty and ill-luck was not Billy’s
fault was due entirely to O’'Hanlon. Be-
tween them they had destroyed him. They
had, he said, stood in with him on a scheme
to lose a fight and so bring about a match
with Battling Bill; and then they had
double-crossed him and almost ruined him.
Billy’s last fight of all, he declared, had put
the finish to him financially, And now
that his money was all gone and his
reputation practically ruined, they had
consigned him to oblivion.

He hovered between vaguely hinted
threats of exposing both of them to the
newspapers and pleading to lend him a
little money. Finally, with his customary
skill, he divined the right course, and told
Mrs. Billy that it was his money that had
bought her furniture, his money that was
in the bank, his money that was laid by
for a rainy day, and that he, Geoghan, was
down-at-heel because of it. And there was
so much truth in his assertion that much
of the money had once been his that Mrs.
Billy overlooked the impudent threats that
he had hinted.

AFTER a conversation that lasted

*34 half an hour, she invited him to call

again the following afternoon. That
evening after supper there were no engi-
neering papers on the table. Instead of
lessons, she and Billy held an argument
that lasted long into the night.

“Give him money? That skunk! Listen,”
said Billy, “this is what the blighter done
to me!” His wife’s careful drilling in the
art of polite speech was all forgotten when
Billy grew indignant. “First of all, when
I come to New York, ’e turns me down
ard! I’d a perfectly good letter to ’im, an’
’e 'ad a chance to do the square thing;
‘stead o’ that ’e tells me to get a job layin’
bricks or else starve. Said ’e didn’t care
which! What next? I breaks into the
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fightin’ game, with the ’elp o’ Terence, an’
licks ’is man. That gives ’im a grudge
against me. So ’e fixes it all up to get
Terence drunk, an’ Terence, when ’e’s
drunk, mind, agrees that I’'m to lie down
to Terry Tindle; it’s to be a fake fight, an’
Tindle’s to get the decision on points.
What does Geoghan do? ’E sends ’is man
in with orders to knock me out! Well,
Mr. Bloomin’ Geoghan gets the worst end
o’ that too!

“Next, I signs up to fight Battlin’ Bill
Benson; an’ Geoghan goes an’ ’ires a lot o’
rough-necks to throw ’alf-bricks at me—
him, o’ course, bettin’ against me, an’ not
wantin’ me to show up. Well, you know
what ’appened; I fights the Battler with a
busted ankle, and beats ’im, an’ Geoghan
gets the worst of it again.

“ After that I signs up to fight the cham-
pion. You was on in that piece. Geoghan
got me locked up, didn’t ’e, an’ you ’ad to
come an’ get me out? An’ now ’e comes
’ere an’ tells you I'm a wrong ’un, an’
Terence is a wrong ’un, an’ ’e’s a poor
sufferin’ saint in trowsies, an’—an’—an’, so
’elp me Gawd, if you don’t believe him!”

“Well, you needn’t drop your aitches or
use bad language!” said his wife.

“——1” said Billy. “What else? All
right—go on; I’ll try to talk polite.”

“It’s true, more or less, that we’ve got
his money, isn’t it?”

“Some of it was his once, yes.”

“And we're prosperous, and he’s down
and out, even if he is a blackguard.”

“Bust his ugly face! Down an’ out’s
where he ought to be!”

“But mightn’t we lend him a little money
to help him up again? He got the worst
of it all, so we oughtn’t to bear a grudge.”

“Lend him! I like that! Fat lot of
what you lend him we’ll ever see again!”

“Well, call it ‘give’ if youlike! Don’t you
think we ought to? It would be only like
giving him some of his own money back.”

“Supposin’ it was the other way round,”
said Billy. ‘‘Supposin’ you an’ me an’
Terence was up against it, an’ you was to
go to Geoghan, an’ ask him for a bit of our
money back; ’ow much d’you suppose you’d
get? What d’you suppose he'd say?”

That was a facer of a question, for Mrs.
Billy knew quite well what Geoghan’s
answer would have been under those cir-
cumstances; womanlike, though, she was
soon rearmed with argument.

“Because he’s mean, Billy, is no reason
why we should be mean as well. I'd think
much better of you if you were more
generous-minded!”’

“How much d’you want to give him?”
demanded Billy sulkily.

“I don’t know. I thought perhaps five
hundred—"

“Whait! Five hundred? To him? You're
crazy!”

“Oh, well, if you’re going to be rude,”
said Mrs. Billy, “I haven’t got another
word to say!”

And she got up and left the room.

INerq BUT Billy was repentant in a

A [moment.

5 “Here! Come back here, little
woman,” he called after her. And she came
back with a surprising absence of delibera-
tion.

“I'd give you any bloomin’ thing you
asked for in the whole wide world, pro-
vided I had it, or could get it by ook or
crook!”

“I know you would, Billy!”

“I don’t mind givin’ you five hundred;
you’ve got it all anyhow! Take it out of
the bank, an’ do what you like with it!
But if you’re goin’ to give it to that swine
Geoghan, don’t tell me about it, that’s all!”

“Do you really mean that, Billy?”

“Of course I mean it! Only promise me
this, promise it’ll be the last. No more
sops after this to no more Mr. Bloomin’
Geoghans! ’F he gets down an’ out again,
’e_stays down an’ out! ’E’s a low-down,
swindlin’, lyin’, good-for-nothin’ bum; that’s
what he Is, an” as for givin’ ’im money,
I'm—T’m surprised at yer!”

“Very well, Billy, it shall be the last, I
promise. And I think five hundred’s too
much. I’ll give him half that. That ought
to be enough.”

“Plenty to start him swindlin’ again!”
growled Billy.

The following afternoon, when Geoghan
called, he was amazed at his good fortune.
He insisted, with a fine parade of honesty,
on calling it a temporary loan, and on giving
Mrs. Billy a penciled receipt for it. But
he left the house with a grin on his ugly
face that boded ill for somebody. That
evening he went out of his way to watch
O’Hanlon, who was putting his latest
acquisition through his paces in a local
gymnasium. And as Geoghan watched, the
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grin grew, and his eyes sparkled. But
O’Hanlon failed even to notice it. Billy
was so ashamed of his own and his wife’s
weakness that he never mentioned the
“little loan” to Terence.

101

HAVING won the welter-weight
championship at the end of only
six fights, and in the course of his
very first attempt at management, Terence
O’Hanlon was naturally enough crazy to
win it again. But when Billy Blain re-
tired from the ring immediately after win-
ning it, there were at least a score of claim-
ants for the title, not one of whom would
consider for a moment the advantages of
Terence’s protecting wing.

He was regarded as an amateur. Billy
Blain had won his fights in spite of him;
that was everybody’s verdict, and Terence’s
pretensions to be a real fight-manager were
laughed at whenever he voiced them or
tried to induce any seasoned fighter to
come into his camp. So there was nothing
else for it but for him to hunt for a prom-
ising beginner; and even when he found
one, in the person of “Jimmy Jewel,” that
person’s adoption by O’Hanlon was re-
garded by the fight fraternity as more or
less proof of his unfitness.

The chief claimant for the welter-weight
title now was a man named Hurley, and
he was a singularly cautious person—careful
with his money and not at all anxious to
fight any man whom he was not certain
in advance that he could beat. But even
he, when Terence approached him and his
manager—a man named Cohen—was too
scornful of the Irishman’s pretensions to
take any risk from that quarter seriously.
He considered any one that O’Hanlon
might have in charge must be easy picking,
and Cohen agreed with him.

But Terence O’Hanlon, old though he
was to start out on a new career, had never-
theless, picked up quite a lot of wisdom
from his experiences with Billy Blain; and
part of what he had learned was the un-
wisdom of showing his hand too early in
the course of negotiations. So, when he
talked fight to Hurley and Cohen, he
indulged more in generalities and less in
details than he had been used to do.

“You claim you're champion, don’t
you?” he asked.

“Sure!” said Hurley and Cohen, both
together. ,

“Im game to prove it, too,” added
Hurley; “that’s more than some are!”

“You mean cheese-champion, don’t you!”
sneered O’Hanlon. “Why, I’ve got a man
that can lick you!”

“Why don’t you bring him along, then?”
grinned Hurley. “I’ll fight him. What’s
his name?”’

“Never mind his name. I'll bet that I
can find a welter-weight to lick you!”

“T’ll bet you can’t!”

“Come on,” said O’Hanlon, “let’s bet!”

Now, O’Hanlon was dead, cold sober
at the time, but he was an engineer and a
pessimist by profession and education only.
When this fight-hobby of his came up, he
was an optimist and a born fool.

“How much d’you want to bet?” asked
Hurley.

“What odds will you lay me?P” asked
O’Hanlon.

Hurley considered for a moment and
then took his manager aside and talked
with him. Neither of them cared to lay
odds, but on the other hand it seemed a
pity not to tempt this amateur into a glar-
ing indiscretion.

“T’ll lay you two to one,” said Hurley,
coming back.

“To how much?” asked O'Hanlon.

Hurley and Cohen consulted again.

“To two thousand,” said Cohen pres-
ently.

“Make it three!” said O’Hanlon, and
once more they retired to talk it over.

“Won’t you name your man?”’ asked
Cohen.

“Certainly not,” said Terence. “My
bet is that I’ll produce a man to beat your
man.,”

“All right,” said Cohen, “we’ll lay you
six thousand to your three that you can’t
do it.”

“Done with you,” said Terence.

““Got the money ready?”

“Sure.”

TERENCE went away and fetched
it, and with the exception of a bare
five hundred dollars it was all the
money that he had in the world. ~
They argued for an hour or two after
that, for no fight was ever staged that
lasted so much as haif a round that did
not need more hot air than a balloon to
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get it started. In the end, they called in
the proprietor of a well-known fight-hall,
and he agreed to stage the thing and give
them forty per cent. of the gate receipts
to divide between them. That, of course,
meant more argument. Hurley and Cohen
demanded two thirds of the forty per cent.
as their share, and O’Hanlon held out for
half. They compromised at last at three-
fifths and two-fifths, and it was agreed that
O’Hanlon must produce his man at ten
o’clock on the evening of that day three
weeks. The men were to weigh in the ring,
in full view of the spectators.

O’Hanlon posted his money and went off
to get his man into condition for the fight.
One thing pleased him; the reperters had
heard of this match and had made a story
of it. The fight was getting plenty of free
advertising in advance and there was sure
to be a good crowd to see it that would
make his share of the gate receipts worth
having. But the Jimmy Jewel person
gave him more trouble than he had bar-
gained for. '

The youngster could use his fists, as
Billy Blain had proved one memorable
Sunday afternoon. He could knock the
sparring-partners that O’Hanlon hired for
him all round the ring, and could keep on
doing it. But, if ever O’Hanlon was foolish
enough to advance him a little money and
take his eyes off him, Jimmy would slip
away and come home the worse for liquor.

Once O’Hanlon thrashed him for it. The
giant took him over his knees and whacked
him as he would have done a boy, only
rather harder; and after that he refused to
give him so much as another nickel until
after the fight was over.

“Ye can fight this one fight,” he told
him, *““and then I'll divvy up and be done
with ye!” )

Jimmy Jewel grew sulky under that
treatment and the enforced abstinence from
drink, and O’Hanlon had to threaten
another thrashing before he could get him
to work hard at his training. The fellow
proved to be a no-account wastrel in more
ways than one, and but for having posted
a forfeit of three thousand dollars in real
money O’Hanlon would have washed his
hands of him and kicked him into the
street. The ex-engineer was a man of too
much innate decency and of too hot a
temper to have much patience with a
creature of the Jimmy Jewel type.

] THE day came when O’Hanlon had
gpey to leave him for an hour or two, to

go on private business of his own,
and the bruiser seized the opportunity to
take a short stroll on his own account. He
had no money, for O’Hanlon had seen to
that, but he thought he knew where he
could borrow some, and he sat down in
Union Square and waited for a friend who
he thought might pass. And as he waited,
Geoghan spied him.

“How are you?” asked Geoghan pleas-
antly, taking a seat beside him.

“Who are you?” asked Jimmy Jewel
surlily.

“D’you mean to say you don’t know me?”’

Jewel eyed him suspiciously.

“Don’t ‘know you from Adam!” he
answered.

Geoghan grinned. This was better luck
than he had hoped for. People who knew
him, he had noticed, were generally rather
chary of doing business with him, but he
could generally be plausible enough to get
the best of strangers. ’

“I’m a man,” he said, “who can put
something your way.”

He eyed Jewel with a well-acted ex-
pression of philanthropy and patronage.

“Spill it, then!” said Jewel.

“You're fighting for O’Hanlon, aren’t
you?”

“Yes, him! I wish I could leave
him flat on his ugly face!”

“Why don’t you?”

“Can’t afford to! Got no money!”

“How much do you stand to get, if you
win this fight?”

“Five hundred.”

““That all? And if you lose?”

[{4 NiX!”

“How’s that? Who gets the loser’s
end?”’

“O’Hanlon. He claims he staked me,
and that he's entitled to it.”

“Feel like winning?”

“How should I know?”

Geoghan reached down into his pocket.

“See that?” he asked, holding out a
hundred-dollar bill.

Jewel’s eyes started out of his head.

“Put it away,” he growled, “before I
take it from yer!”

“When does the fight take place?” asked
Geoghan.

“Evenin’ of the twentieth—fourteen days
from now,”
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“What time?”’

“Ten o’clock.”

“This hundred’s yours,” said Geoghan,
“if you're at my place on West Fourteenth
Street at ten o’clock on the evening of the
twentieth instead of in the fight-hall!”

Jewel looked at him in amazement.

“Here’s five dollars for you now, to
prove to you that I mean business!”

(44 But . )

“But nothing! You do as I say, and
earn the hundred. That five is extra—it
don’t come off the hundred.”

Jewel put the five-dollar bill in his
pocket.

“All right,” he said, getting up. “Where’s
your place on Fourteenth Street?”

“Know Phil Riley’s?”

((Yes.77

“There, then. Ask for Mr. Hyman, and
if ’m not there, wait for me.”

b

55 HE LEFT Jewel then, and went
i‘;‘ﬁ 9! to call on Cohen; and he and Cohen
and Hurley discussed matters for
twenty minutes or more. He had more
trouble with them than he had had with
Jewel, for they knew all about his recent
history and his reputation. But in the
end they came to terms of some kind, and
Geoghan left their quarters smiling and
apparently well pleased with himself.
When O’Hanlon returned that evening
he found Jimmy Jewel very nearly blind
drunk. He gave him a sound thrashing
and questioned him for half an hour or more
afterward; but he could get nothing out of
him as to who had given him money, or
where he had bought the drink. After
that, though, he had no more trouble of
any kind with Jewel. He settled down to
train cheerfully and apparently in real
earnest.

v

“WHAT’S the matter, Mr. O’Han-
lon?”

It was the afternoon of the
twentieth, and Mrs. Billy Blain had met
him rushing frantically about New York,
furious and half beside himself.

“Where's Billy?”

“Working.”

“Of course he is.
moment.”

“What do you want him for?” asked
Mrs. Billy suspiciously.

I forgot for the

“I want his advice, and maybe the use
of his legs for an hour or two.”

“What’s the matter?” repeated Mrs.
Billy.

She had never seen O’Hanlon so dis-
turbed, and his present condition made her
nervous.

“There’s plenty the matter, but you
wouldn’t even sympathize, Mrs. Blain!”

“Are you in any trouble?”

“Trouble is it? I never was in worse!”

“Then, I certainly do sympathize, what-
ever it is! Tell me.”

“You remember that new welter-weight
of mine, named Jimmy Jewel—the one that
blacked Billy’s eye for him one Sunday
afternoon?”’

She nodded, and made rather a wry face;
she preferred not even to talk about that
incident.

“He was booked to fight to-night at
ten o’clock. I've backed him to be there
and win for all the coin I've got in the
world practically; I stand to lose the lot
if he’s not there.”

“Wellp”

“He won’t be there, that’s alll
disappeared!”

“And don’t you know where he’s gone?”’

“What a question! If I knew that,
little woman, do you suppose I'd be stand-
ing here talking to you? I'd be off to
get him!”

“Do you suspect foul play?”

“I don’t know. If I didn’t know for a
fact that he was broke, I'd swear it was
that hog Geoghan again; it’s just like his
sneaking work.”

Mrs. Billy bit her lip and avoided
O’Hanlon’s eyes; she knew just how far
from being actually broke Geoghan was.

“I’ve hunted high and low for a sign of
him—can’t find a sign anywhere of either
him or Geoghan. I sent him up to have
a nap after dinner—these fighting-men are
just like babies, Mrs. Blain; if you don’t
give them their nap in the afternoon, their
nerves go jumpy—and when I went up-
stairs to call him at a quarter past three
he’d gone! Must have slipped out of the
window.”

“What makes you think it might be
Geoghan? "’ asked Mrs. Billy.

“He’s the only enemy I've got that I
know of, for one thing. He’s the only man I
know who’d play such a mean trick on me.
I can’t find the son of a swab anywhere.

He’s
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And I've got a hunch. Four reasons!”
And she had insisted on giving Geoghan
two hundred and fifty dollars! She began
to realize now why Billy had grown in-
dignant at the mere suggestion of it.

“ And must you have this particular man
Jewel to-night?”

“Some one else 'ud do all right, pro-
vided I could get him! Any man that could
lick Hurley >ud do! But how in thunder am
I goin’ to get another man at this time o’
day? Tell me that! A man’s got to train
for a fight, Mrs. Blain! You can’t send a
man in to fight ten rounds for about eight
thousand dollars at a moment’s notice!”’

“Eight thousand dollars?”

“Yes; more than that, maybe. Six
thousand, and a share of the gate-receipts!”

“And would you get all that money, if
your man won?”’

“I would, if Jewel won, except a few
hundreds for him. But, as things are now,
I stand to lose three thousand instead,
besides my expenses for the last few months!
I’d give any man who’d go into the ring
for me to-night three thousand and my
share of the gate-money! I’'m a ruined
man if I don’t find some one, Mrs. Blain!”

¢ Perhaps—wouldn’t—I mean, if you let
that be known, don’t you think that Jewel
would come back on those terms?”’

“How’m I to let Jewel know?”’

“Billy will be home at six; he’ll very
likely have an idea of where to find him.
I'll send him out to try.”

“Thank you,” said O’Hanlon simply.

“Where are you going now?”

“Back to my quarters, Mrs.- Blain.
There’s nothing else to do but go there
and wait, on the off chance of Jewel’s
turning up.”

“Good-by, then, Mr. O’Hanlon; I'd so
like to be able to help you after all your
kindness!”

O’Hanlon looked after her for half a
minute, and shook his head.

“A good little woman,” he muttered;
“but she ruined Billy!”

Then he walked back to his quarters and

" waited there, pacing up and down in
frantic rage and distress and mortification.

Q3 1T WAS half-past six when Billy
Bl came to him. He had come hurry-
ing down from Harlem, with the

marks of his day’s work still on him.
“Evening, Terence,” he said quite casu-

ally. “The missus told me I was wanted
here.”

“I don’t want ye here, sonny. I want
ye to help me find my man Jewel!”

“Him? Bah! He’s dead drunk some-
where by this time! I’ll bet it’s that swine
Geoghan again!”

“So’ll I! He’s got the better of me this
time, by the look of it!”

“Aw, I dunno! I ain’t so sure.
feelin’ pretty fairly fit.”

“How d’ye mean?”

“The missus shoved me out o’ the
house by the shoulders, soon as I came in,
an’ told me to come an’ fight for you.”

O’Hanlon dropped his jaw and stared
at him, unable to believe his ears.

“Sonny,” he said; “are ye joking?”

“Noj; and nor’s the missus; she’s crying!”

“And she sent yer”

“Why not? D’ye think either of us
would leave you in a hole?”

“But—but, can ye make the weight?”

“Easy! By three pounds or more!”

“And—and ye'll really go into the ring
to-night?”

“Sure; glad to.”

‘“Halves, then, sonny. Fifty—fifty.”

“Nothing doing along that line, Terence.
The missus made me swear I wouldn’t take
a cent! She tied another string to it,
though.” _

“QOut with it, then. Tl agree to any-
thing she says!”

“It’s none o’ my doing, you understand?
I'd ha’ come without a bargain of any
kind.”

“Yes, yes; go on! What is it?”

“Win or lose to-night, you’ve got to quit
the fight-game for keeps afterward!”

“Done with you!” said Terence. “Put
it here. Fightin’s the rottenest business

I'm

" in the world, and I’'m glad to be through

with it!”

“All right,” said Billy; “that settles it,
then! I've brought my trunks along in
that grip.”

“But, can ye do it, sonny? Ye haven’t
trained for a year!”

“Dunno,” said Billy. “I can try, though.
I’ve been workin’ pretty hard all the year
and I haven’t smoked or touched booze.
Muscles as hard as iron, too; feel 'em.”

“Sonny, did I say once that women had
no sportin’ instincts? I lied! They're
better men than we are! We’ll win to-
night; you an’ me against the rest! It was
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always that way, and we always won.
We’re goin’ to win again!”

“Don’t you be too jolly cock-sure!”
said Billy. “I'm tired, Terence; I've
worked hard all day, and my back-muscles
ache with the bendin’ over.”

“Then lie down there while I rub ’em.
Tll fix 'em for ye. Lordy, what luck!
And I said she was no sport. Go on, strip,
ye little runt, and lie down where I can
get my hands on ye. Quit the fightin’-
game? Won't I! I’'m sick to the very
marrow of me of every single son-of-a-swab
that follows it for a living, meself in-
cluded!”’

“Who've I got to fight?” asked Billy,
grunting under the pressure of O’Hanlon’s
hands.

The question was quite an afterthought.

“ Hurley—Cohen’s man.”

“——1" gaid Billy. “He can use ’em,
that guy can! Rub, Terence! Rub, you
old son-of-a-gun, I’ll need it!”

“All right, ye little runt, I'll rub ye!
So she sent ye down to help O’Hanlon, did
she? Well, I'm 1

Vv

IT HAD been no secret, of course,
© in the fight-world that O’Hanlon’s
“unknown” was Jimmy Jewel. The
day following the agreement to stage the
fight, Cohen, Hurley’s manager, had started
sleuthing on his own account; and since
Terence trained his man in the heart of
New York City, there was very little
difficulty in laying bare his secrets.

For press-agent and advertising pur-
poses, Cohen told what he discovered to
the sporting-writers and they took the
public into the “secret.” Scarcely a day
passed but saw some half-humorous refer-
ence on a sporting page to the “unknown”
Jimmy Jewel; cartoons of him, hidden
behind a mask and with a skull and cross-
bones on his chest, were featured in some
of the evening editions, and there was so
much mock-mystery made about him that
the curiosity of the public was thoroughly
aroused, and when the evening of the
twentieth came there was almost a record
crowd clamoring for admission to see the
fight. ;

When Hurley stepped into the ring, h
was greeted with more or less subdued
applause; the public knew him, and thought

only moderately well of him; the “un-
known” was the man they had come to
see, and they waited in restless silence to
give him a mock ovation the moment that
he showed himself.

O’Hanlon walked up the aisle first, and
took no more notice of the ribald remarks
that were howled at him than if they had
been waves pounding on the steel wall of
his engine-room. But when he came in
alone, the men in Hurley’s corner glanced
at one another and grinned delightedly.
Geoghan had been true to his word after
alll The unknown had kept away. They
would lose their share of the gate-receipts,
but O’'Hanlon’s three thousand dollars were
theirs!

Terence leaned over the announcer and
whispered to him; and the announcer
climbed into the ring and held his right
hand up for silence.

“Gentlemen!” he bawled, at the top of
his stentorian voice, “the principals in the
main bout this evening are—Phil Hurley,
of Baltimore and now of New York, claim-
ant of the welter-weight championship
title—and—MTr. Terence O’Hanlon’s un-
known. The conditions call for ten rounds
under the Marquis of Queensberry rules,
and both men will weigh in in the ring,
in full view of the spectators!”

He paused for a moment, to regain his
breath, and the hum of conversation began
again. But he held up his hand again,
and the talking ceased instantly.

“Gentlemen,” he continued, “the un-
known is—Mr. Billy Blain of New York—
well-known to all of you as the unbeaten
welter-weight champion, who retired a
little more than a year ago! This is
positively his last appearance in the ring—
and the welter-weight title—gentlemen—
is—consequently—at stake—this evening!”

The last word was drowned in a roar of
delight, as Billy entered and ran lightly
up the aisle in fighting kit. The crowd
was getting more than it had bargained
for, so, although Billy had not been in the
fight-game in New York long enough to
become really popular with the crowd,
they gave him a regular champion’s ovation.

WHILE the crowd was thundering

% its welcome, Geoghan slipped into
=== the hall to talk to Cohen, Hurley’s
manager. He imagined that the roar was
one of discontent because there was no
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fight, and he came to reassure Cohen of
Jewel’s safety 'round at Riley’s. Cohen
looked once at him, and his lip curled
unpleasantly; then he nudged a burly ex-
bruiser who was at his elbow.

“Soak him!” he ordered. “Throw him
out!”
The bruiser obeyed orders. He was a

heavy-weight and Geoghan was like an
infant in his arms. Billy stood up to watch,
and O’Hanlon climbed up.beside the ropes
to see it too; the delight of both of them
was obvious, and the crowd caught on.

“Fake!” they roared in unison. “Fake!”

O’Hanlon stepped down, and once more
whispered to the official announcer; and
once more that individual stepped into the
ring and held his hand up. :

“Gentlemen,” he bellowed, “this is no
fake! But a fake has been attempted—
by an outside party. The party is now
outside. You all saw him go!”

A roar of laughter greeted that sally and
the crowd began to grow good-humored
again.

“The unknown,” bellowed the announ-
cer, “was a man known as Jimmy Jewel.
He disappeared—this afternoon—and the
champion—Mr. Blain here—consented—to
take his place—rather than allow his friend
and one-time manager—to lose his forfeit!
Gentlemen, this is a very sporty act-—on
the part of—Mr. Billy Blain!”

There were thunders of applause, that
lasted nearly five minutes; but the an-
noucer had not finished yet, and he waited
until the noise had died down before he
continued.

“Gentlemen,” he shouted. “Mr. Blain
enters the ring—untrained! He will, how-
ever, do his best.  The principals will now
weigh in.”

To the accompaniment of applause that
surpassed almost anything even in the
history of the ring, Billy and Hurley took
their turns on the scales, that had been
hoisted over the ropes. The ceremony was
quickly over, for both men were consider-
ably below the weight. Seeing how much
time had been consumed already over the
preliminaries, the referee made haste to
get the fight started. There was another
outburst of applause, though, when the
two men stood and faced each other in the
middle of the ring, and they had to wait
there nearly five minutes before the ref-
eree could make himself heard. Then he

took a chance at it, and started them.

“TAKE it to him, Phil! Take it

to him!” yelled Hurley’s seconds,

" as Billy led off with a rush and
Hurley covered.

“Steady, Billy!” called O’'Hanlon from
the other corner.

Each man seemed to be fighting the
wrong way. According to the ethics of the
game, Billy, who was untrained, should
have saved his wind and fought slow, while
Hurley - should have rushed him. But
fighting a champion is a different matter
altogether from fighting a beginner. Hurley
wasnervous and inclined to be over-cautious.
And, once he was in the ring, Billy never
would listen to O’Hanlon anyhow.

The first round was a hammer-on-anvil
one—fiery activity on Billy’s part—savage,
sudden, snappy punches, most of which got
home; and sulky defense on the part of
Hurley. Twice Billy drew blood, and
twice he had Hurley up against the ropes,
but the forced speed began to tell on him,
and he was panting when he trotted to his
corner at the call of time.

“Go slow, sonny,” counseled O’Hanlon.
“This guy’s fit, and you’re not. He'll
wear you down, if you’re not careful, and
then hand you a sleep-punch!”

“Yah! Look at the fat on him!” yelled
Hurley’s seconds, who had been quick to
note Billy’s labored breathing.

He had no fat on him, and they knew it;
but the accusation was likely to worry him
a little.

“They can’t come back!” called Cohen.
“They never come back! Your man’s
beaten, O’Hanlon!”

Billy sat still and said nothing.

“Time!” said the referee, and the two
men ran to the center again.

This time Hurley changed his tactics.
Evidently his seconds had convinced him
that Billy’s weak point was his wind, for
he rushed things from the start, leading off
with a tremendous left swing, and following
it up with sharp, snappy, short-arm jabs
delivered in quick succession for the
stomach. Billy stood up to him, and gave
him back slam for slam. The fans howled
delight, while the two men stood toe to toe
and rained blows on one another. They
hardly moved their feet at all, but simply
punched and punched and tried to beat
one another to a standstill.
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Then suddenly Billy ducked and sprang

away, and it became evident that the
exertion had told as much on Hurley as
it had on him. He leaped round Hurley,
giving an exhibition of his old-time amazing
foot-work. The round ended with a dis-
play of pyrotechnic sparring by, Billy, and
one strong, well-aimed punch that got
home in the pit of Hurley’s stomach.

But Billy was more blown than ever when
he reached his corner, and while the old
ship’s steward flapped the towel over him
O’Hanlon eyed the other man uneasily.
He seemed to have been dazed by Billy’s
foot-work, but he had not been hurt much,
and one minute was quite sufficient for
him to get his senses back. His seconds,
too, were talking to him earnestly, and it
was quite probable that he would come
up for the next round with a new card up
his sleeve.

“Why don’t you stall the next three
rounds, sonny?” asked O’Hanlon. “You
can spar better than he can; let him tire
himself out on you!”

“Stall be ——!”’ said Billy.

And that was all that he did say.

AT THE call of time Billy ran
lightly to the center, but Hurley
—— walked there. Hurley stood on the
strict defensive, and replied to Billy’s over-
tures with a rigidly extended left that kept
him at a distance. Round and round the
ring went Hurley, backward, guarding and
blocking, and keeping always out of reach.
And almost until the round was finished
Billy followed him, sparring his utmost,
and trying to force an opening.

“Now!” yelled one of Hurley’s seconds
suddenly. .

Hurley’s guard opened up suddenly, just
as Billy was recovering from a swing.
Hurley swung and slipped and stumbled.
Out shot Billy’s right, but he checked it,
and missed.

“Time!” said the referee.

“What did you miss that for?” asked
O’Hanlon gloomily.

“He’d one knee on the floor, bonehead!
That’s why! They’d have claimed a foul!
Didn’t you never see that trick pulled
before? Gimme a suck at that bottle!”

Billy got even for the trick in the very
first second of the round that followed; he
landed with his full strength and weight
on Hurley’s teeth, and followed it with his
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old favorite left-right-left to the chest and
stomach before Hurley could recover. Then
Hurley covered up, and stalled, and began
to clinch. Billy, thinking he had him at
his mercy, cut loose and slammed a little
wildly, trying for a knock-out; but Hurley,
boxing more cleverly than he had ever
done in his life before, hung on, and covered,
and blocked, and clinched again, and
played for safety.

Just before the call of time, though, it was
Hurley who cut loose, and ducked one of
Billy’s swings, and landed with all his might
on the point of Billy’s jaw. Down went
Billy, and the referee began to count.

“He’s out!” roared the fans. “The
champion’s out!”
“Six ...seven ...eight ... ” counted

the referee.

“Bing!” went the gong.

The call of time had saved him, and a
moment later Billy rose and staggered to
his corner.

O’Hanlon and the steward worked over
him like men possessed.
“Hang on, sonny!
love o’ Mike! You’ve got to clinch this

time, an’ stall! D’ye hear me?”

But Billy answered nothing. He sat
still with his muscles all relaxed and breath-
ing deeply. He was thinking of those that
counted on him—his wife, who had sent
him on a forlorn hope to help O’Hanlon,
and Terence himself, who stood to be
ruined unless he won. He hardly heard
what O’Hanlon said; he was too busy with
his own thoughts.

He walked very slowly to the center
when time was called, but there was a
gleam in his eye that told of desperation,
and a slight crouch in his gait that a more
experienced man then Hurley would have
suspected on the instant. Billy was evi-
dently too far gone to spar much, and
Hurley rushed him. He came like a whirl-
wind, and swung for the jaw again with all
his might. Billy ducked and side-stepped,
and his right hooked into Hurley’s stomach
as he passed him with a shock that brought
him up all standing.

Now it was Billy’s turn to flash. He
summoned up every last lingering ounce
of fire there was in him, landed his left on
Hurley’s ear with a thud that brought him
half round toward him, crouched, straight-
ened suddenly, and thwack! It was the
solar-plexus punch, with all the strength

Hang on for the
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- and desperation and skill of a nearly beaten
champion behind it. Thid! went Hurley
to the floor. :

“Stand back!” said the referee.

But Billy scarcely heard him. He stood
with his arms down by his side and stared
about him blankly.

) “Eight—nine—ten!” counted the referee.
‘He's out!”

He laid his hand on Billy’s shoulder.
And even with that light touch Billy’s
knees gave way, and he fell prostrate and
unconscious on the top of Hurley!

. ‘ngtlemen!” shouted the announcer,
climbing into the ring again. “The welter-
weight championship remains with Mr.
Billy Blain!”

VI I
“HOW is he, Mrs. Blain?” asked
Terence, treading like an elephant
along .the passageway under the
delusion that he was creeping stealthily.

“He’s much better this morning.”

“Can I see him?”

“Not till the doctor’s been.”

“Mrs. Billy, listen.”

“Mrs. Blain, please.”

“Mrs. Blain, then. Why don’t ye let
him take half of what I made last night?
I drew down over eight thousand; half of
it’s his by rights.” ‘

“No, thank you, Mr. O’Hanlon. I don’t
want him to touch it, and I'm sure he
won't break his promise to me.”

“Well, listen; I'm quitting the fight-game

too. He made me promise I would before
he went into the ring last night!”

“I made that condition!” said Mrs.
Billy primly.

“So the little runt explained. Now, I
can’t do nothing; it “ud kill me. There’s a
little business I could buy, 'way up in the
Bronx, a nice little machine-shop for doin’
general electrical repairs, an’ that sort o’
thing; it’s in good going order, and I'm
thinking of buying it. Can’t Billy come
in, on half shares?”

“That you, Terence?” said a voice from
a room at the end of the passage. “Come
in, you old Mick! I heard you.”

“Did ye hear what I asked your missus?”’

“You bet I did! I’'m on.”

“Billy, you’re not!”’

“Maud,” said Billy, ‘“this is where you
take a back seat. Me an’ Terence won
eight thousand last night, countin’ his own
money that he put up. We’ve got three
thousand, haven’t we?r”

“Yes,” said Mrs. Billy.

C“Well, we put out three thousand to
O’Hanlon’s eight, an’ him an’ me’s half
partners from this day on, d’ye hear?”

“I hear!” said Mrs. Billy. .

“Then give Terence the three thousand.
And Terence, you beat it, and go an’ buy
that business. And, say, if you see that
swab Geoghan anywhere about, kick him
into the Bronx river!”

“No chance o’ seein’ him!’*said Terence.
“He got locked up late last night for
forgery or something. They say he’ll get
seven years!” -
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APTAIN MOWBRY put his lips
to Gray’s ear.
“We’ll go now,” the Captain
said. “We’re the last.”

Gray nodded. He had, of course, read
stories of captains who stayed with their
boats in times of peril till everybody else
had left them; but he had now witnessed
such an act in real life and he was filled
with admiration. He had remained with
the Captain when he might have been one
of the first to go, though he bitterly knew
there was no heroism in that. He simply
had not cared whether he went down with
the boat or whether he was at length saved.
He had got a few moments of exhilaration
out of taking his chances.

On hands and knees they made their way
aft to where the last of the small boats
should have been bobbing on the sea with
a handful of sailors in it. Mowbry looked
down at the boiling water.

“She’s gone,” he said calmly, again with
his lips at Gray’s ear. “We waited too
long.”

Gray looked at the man at his side.
Doubtless life was sweet to the Captain.
This was an extremity for him. Gray put
his own lips to the Captain’s ear.

“I’m sorry,” he shouted.

The Captain’s only response was a shrug
of the shoulders. Once more he dropped
to his hands and knees and Gray followed

him. When they came amidships they
wrenched a hatch loose, Mowbry indicating
by motions what was necessary; and they
dragged the hatch aft and prepared to drop
it overboard.

“Jum,p as soon as it hits the water, and
grab it,” the Captain said. :

The Mallard was soon to take her death
plunge. For three hours, or since shortly
after midnight, the storm had worked its
will with her. She was only a tub, but she
had fought bravely as long as the breath of
life was in her. But that breath was now
gone. Her engines had been dead for an
hour, and her rudder-gear was a tangled
wreck. Her crew was somewhere on the
bosom of the angry lake. Only these two
men remained.

The boat was one of a fleet which Gray
practically owned. He had appeared at an
Ohio port which the Mallard had to touch, .
had introduced himself to Mowbry, pre-
senting proper credentials, and had started
for Duluth on the boat. The two men, till
to-night, had not exchanged half a dozen
sentences. Gray had hung moodily over
the rail. Mowbry had gone about his
duties. It was gossip among the crew
that Gray had something on his mind.
They bhad a notion that the troubles
that come to the extremely rich had in
some shape come to him. Some of them
hoped so.
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GRAY had not known that a blow
had come up till he had béen almost
pitched from his berth. While he
was slipping into his clothing, he had felt
shock after shock as the old craft rode the
walls of water and then slammed herself
down to the momentarily even sea between
—a floor which was hard as bed-rock. The
Captain had met him at the cabin-door and-
had .told him that the first boat was
ready.

“Do you go in that?” Gray had asked.

“I stay till the last,” Mowbry had an-
swered, with a little Lift of his eyebrows.

“I stay with you,” Gray had said.

If he had expected argument or an at-
tempt to persuade, he was disappointed.
Mowbry went about his business, and Gray
followed him.

They sent the hatch over the stern, and
Gray poised on the swaying rail and follow-
ed it. Mowbry waited a moment and saw
him seize the hatch and cling to it. Then
Mowbry leaped. At the same instant the
hatch was sucked toward the boat. Mow-
bry struck it with stunning impact, and
tumbled into the water. Gray clutched
him and drew him to the hatch. One man
on each side of the frail support, they pad-
dled away from the boat.

For a little way they went in silence.
The black bank of clouds in the east was
shot with gray; there was a glimmer of
light on the angry waters. The wind shud-
dered and paused in its race, but the lull
came too late for the Mallard. Shebroke in
two in the middle, and together the two
pieces settled to the bottom. In ten min-
utes the men were alone, clinging to the
hatch. By now they could dimly see each
other’s faces. Gray noticed that Mow-
bry’s face was like chalk and that there
were great, blue circles under his eyes.

“How far to land?”’ Gray asked.

“ About four miles.”

“Think we'll make it?”

s
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Mowbry’s face was suddenly contorted '

He closed his eyes.

“What did you say?” he asked presently.

But another question, much more im-
portant, had come to Gray.

“Married?”’

“Oh, yes,” the Captain said.
baby a year old. Youp”

[ Yes »

The word came slowly and without show
of interest from Gray’s lips,

“Got a
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“That’s the hell of it,” Mowbry said
Slowly. “The women.”

Among his friends Gray was known as a
reserved man; he had few real friends and
no confidants. But now he said,

“My wife won’t care. She’s gomg to

- sue me for divorce. We’ve separated.”.

Mowbry turned curious, pain-filled eyes
on him.

“You love her?” he asked. ,

Before Gray could answer, the board to
which he was clinging became loosened
from the crosspiece. Gray was nearly
swept away with it, but he managed to
seize another part of the hatch. .-

“Oh!” Mowbry cried, and his eyes closed
again.

“What's the matter?” Gray shouted.

“This thing is breaking up,” Mowbry
said. “Can you swim?”

- “Like a fish., You?”

“Yes—ordinarily.”

Gray looked across the frail support at
the Captain. Deep lines had come between
the Captain’s eyes now.

“What is it?” Gray asked.

Mowbry only looked at him. Gray re-
peated the question.

“I broke my leg when I jumped,” the
Captain said at last.

r».] AS HE uttered the words the board

@ to which he was clinging was torn
from its fastening. The Captain’s
white face showed for a moment against
the blue-black of the water and he began
to go down. Gray released his hold and
the hatch was whirled away from him,
Mowbry’s face appeared, half submerged.
Gray went under him and came up, with the
maimed man resting on his chest. Mow-
bry spat out a mouthful of water.

“Let me go,” he said.

“I will not.”

“Man, you can’t make it for both of us.
Think of your wife,”

In his pain the Captain seemed to have
forgotten what Gray had confided to him.

“I am thinking of her,” Gray laughed
bitterly. “I'm thinking how easy it will
make it for her if I go down.”

He could feel the muscles of the Cap-
tain’s arms harden. The Captain was lean
and sinewy, and Gray supposed he was
very strong. He believed he was about to
try to free himself, so that he might go
down to a brave man’s death and leave
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Gray to fight a battle that he would have
a chance to win.

“Listen to me a minute,” Gray said
harshly.

The corded muscles relaxed.

“I can make it,” Gray said. “I’ve got
medals for swimming. I’ve done nothing
all my life but play golf and drive horses
and automobiles. I’ve never taken a drink
or smoked a cigarette. I'm fit, man; it’s
a good sporting proposition! Let me try it.
If T go down, what’s the odds?”

The muscles in the Captain’s arms tight-
ened. Gray had a quick notion that the
latter thought he was a liar. The Captain
tried to turn over, but Gray held him as in
a vise, -

“Don’t you try it,” he warned.

But Mowbry jerked one arm loose and
raised it. Gray seized it and bent it back.
Then his free hand crept to the Captain’s
throat. Mowbry struggled for a moment,
but the pain in his leg and the lack of
breath were too much for him. He fainted.
Gray pulled him farther up across his chest.
He tried to make the broken leg easier,
but, do his best, he could not keep it from
dangling helplessly, the running waters
turning and twisting it in a way that must
have been agony to the Captain before the
merciful darkness came.

WITH the dawn, as is so often the
oo

pbaliel case, the storm blew itself out. The

* lake danced for a while angrily,
and then relapsed into long, unbroken
swells, which made swimming easy.

The cloud bank in the east broke, and
the sunlight of an August morning filtered
down upon the lake. The swells caught
the light, and they were turned to crimson
and orange and pink.

“I do believe I'll make it,” Gray said to
himself. “It’ll be great business if T do.”
He grinned. “Wonder what Mona’d say
if she knew I was doing the hero act.” He
shifted his burden and swam slowly on,
propelling himself with his legs and his one
free arm. ‘““Wonder if Mona would care if
I did go to the bottom. It’d jar her at
least. Getting a divorce is one thing;
burying the husband of your youth is an-
other. She’d have to remember how it
was at the beginning.”

He got some satisfaction out of this for
a while. Then he thought of Mowbry’s
wife and child.
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“I suppose it would break ker heart,” he
mused. “I'll bet they’re so close they’re
like one person. How in the devil did it
happen that Mona and I—oh, well, it did
happen!”

The arm with which he was supporting
Mowbry was getting numb. He shifted
his burden and swam a while with his
other arm. Despite the great strength of
his apparently slight frame, despite his un-
usual powers as a swimmer, he was growing
tired.

“I suppose the odds are ten to one
against,” he murmured.

He tried to raise his head a little in an
effort to catch a glimpse of a possible shore
line, but he could see nothing but the
broad expanse of the lake, almost quiet now
and turning blue as the sun rose and the
light refraction ceased.

The Captain stirred in his arms.

“Are you awake?” Gray asked.

The Captain cleared his throat.

“Please don’t kick up any more fuss,”
Gray said gently. “What’s the use? You're
about all in as it is. I'm not in the
least tired.”

“How long since I—fainted?” Mowbry
asked. ;

“Lord, I can’t tell you. Seems like a
long time. I’'ve been swimming steadily
though slowly. Perhaps you can see some-
thing if you raise your head.”

Mowbry raised his head and then he re-
laxed against Gray with a groan.

“Leg hurts, eh?” Gray asked sympa-
thetically. ‘“See anything?”

“I can see the shore-line,”
whispered.

“Good!” Gray cried. “How faris it?”

“Two miles. Say, let me slip off from
you for a while. You can hold to my shoul-
der and I can swim with my arms. That
will give you a chance to get your breath.”

“Will you be good?” Gray asked.

“Honest!” the Captain swore.
help you to put this over, honest!”

Gray slipped him into the water, and the
Captain rolled to his stomach with a moan.

“Where is it broken?” Gray asked.

“Just above the ankle. It’s feeling bet-
ter. The water makes it numb, so I can’t
feel that grinding so much.”

“You’re a liar,” said Gray to himself.

They swam in silence for ten minutes.
Then Mowbry turned an agonized face to
the other man.

Mowbry

13 I’ll
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“Pardner,” he whispered, “I can’t go
any farther. I said I'd be good, but please
let me slip under. I don’t want to drag a
square man like you down with me.”

“How about your wife and child?” Gray
asked.

Mowbry’s mouth was twisted. When he
straightened it his teeth grated against each
other the width of his jaw, it seemed.

_“Come on back here,” Gray said, and
he drew the Captain toward him.

The Captain lay with closed eyes for a
while, and then he asked:

“How do you feel? Getting weak?”

“Yes, a little,” Gray said honestly. “I
wish a boat would come along.”

“Make a bargain with me,”” Mowbry
pleaded. “If you feel I'm getting too
heavy, just tell me so’s I'll have a minute
to myself and then let me slip.”

“T will not,” said Gray. “I’ve made a
bet with myself that I'll get you ashore. If
I don’t, T’ll never know I lost the bet.”
And to himself he added, “And I won’t
care much whether I win or lose.”

MOWBRY had been lifting his head

from time to time to look for the

¢4 shore-line, and on one of these occa-

sions he discovered coming toward them

the boat which had been going up and down

the lake for the last hour looking for them
or signs of the wreck.

“Can you yell?” he asked Gray. “I
can’t.” .

“Why?” Gray asked. “Not much, I
guess. I'm about all in.”

“There’s a row-boat about a quarter of
a mile nor’east of us. If you can yell a
little you can make ’em hear.”

“Could you slide off me for a minute?”
Gray asked.

Mowbry shut his teeth and slipped into
the water, Gray clinging to him. Then
Gray filled his lungs and emitted a yell that
might have been heard ten feet away. He
drew Mowbry back to him.

“No use,” he said. “I’'m done. What’s
the matter?”

Mowbry made no answer. The pain in

his leg, made sharp by Gray’s quick move-
ment, had caused him to faint again.
- “That’s a godsend to you, old man,”
Gray whispered. “You'll go down among
the fishes, and you'll never know a thing
about it. Mona! Good-by!”

As the light went from his eyes he

clutched Mowbry with the iron clutch that
comes to drowning men. He was in dark-
ness, with horrid noises in his ears. Oh for
one deep breath of air! He tried to take it
and his lungs were filled with water. He
had a sense of buoyant rising, however, and
he felt air on his face. Then, as if from
afar, there was a shout, and half a dozen
hands seized him. He released Mowbry
and he was drawn into a boat. He opened
his eyes, blinking, and recognized members
of the crew of the Mallard. They were
drawing Mowbry into the boat.

“Easy on him,” Gray said.
a broken leg.”

He slipped to the bottom of the boat and
lay still. He almost choked on the brandy
which they forced between his teeth, and
he had a sense of motion. That was all.

“He's got

1I

GRAY and the wife whose name
W had been on his lips in that last
awful moment met at the turning
of a country road. She gazed at him with
wide, lovely eyes for a moment, and then
she swayed and her lids wavered down.
Gray ran to her and caught her just as she
was about to slip to the dusty road. He
carried her to the grassy roadside. She
found herself supported by his arm when
she regained consciousness. She lifted her
head and looked at him in silence for a long
time.

“You're alive, Dan?”’ she asked.

“I think so,” he said grimly. “How did
you know I was here?r”

“I didn’t know you were here. I thought
you were dead.” Her tone was low and
colorless. “The papers said you had been
lost in one of your boats.”

“We were as good as lost the first morn-
ing,” he said. “The Captain and I were
the last to leave the boat. He had a broken
leg. We clung to a hatch for a time, but
it was broken up. Then I swam with him
across my breast.”

“You saved his life?”’ she asked, looking
at him curiously.

“So he says,” he replied, appearing to
take a deep pleasure in letting her know
that he could rise to the heights of heroism.

“You imperiled your own life doing it?”
she asked.

“Pshaw,” he broke out. “Don’t try to
make a brave man out of me. In ordinary
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circumstances, I'd. have been scared to
death. But I was bitter. What did it
matter. whether I went to the bottom or
not? ' And be had a wife—a wife and a child.
They’re here now—up at the farmhouse.
She’s a fine woman. It was inspiring to
see how she started right in at once to take
care of him. She sleeps in a chair at his
bedside, and in the morning she’s as clear-
eyed and as ready for the day as if she had
—well, as if she had merely danced all
night.”

That had been the dispute between them
—her love of dancing and bridge and his
dislike of those. He wanted the open
places.

She looked straight ahead of her at the
lake, blue and serene as far as her eyes
could reach. She was in no mood for re-
criminations.

He saw that her dainty low shoes were
dusty and that the bottom of her white
dress was stained with grass and dirt.

“How did you get here?” he asked,
somewhat roughly.

“I walked,” she said quietly. I couldn’t
get any one in the village to bring me.
“They were all too busy. I was in New
York when I read about the wreck and your
death. I came home at once. A later paper
I bought on the train made the bare state-
ment that the Captain had been rescued.
It said he was probably the last man that
had spoken to you. As soon as I learned
where he was, I went to the station by my-
self and came here. I thought he might
have some word you had left for me—or
something of yours. I didn’t know. It
was horrible when I read the news first and
thought you were dead. I felt as if I had
killed you. Then I understood what a mis-
take I had made.”

Gray rose and helped her to her feet. He
could not adjust himself to her change of
mood, and he was not sure that he could
rely upon it.

“Do you want to go to the farmhouse
and rest a while?” he asked. “Then we
can make arrangements to get back to
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town. I'd better let people know that Pm
still alive.” \
THEY went slowly down the road.
@ She was extremely weary now, he
saw, and he accommodated his
pace to hers. )

“I’d like to see the man you rescued,”
she said, in a curious voice, as- they went
up the cinder-path to the front door.

Inside, Gray knocked on a door that led
from the hall in the front of the house. He
was bidden to enter. The Captain lay prop-
ped up in bed a little. Mrs. Mowbry re-
clined in a rocking-chair, fast asleep. Gray
had a feeling that it might easily have been
that there would be little more sleep or
rest for her for many weary nights and
days. . '

And just at that moment the light broke
for Gray. He perceived that the bitter-
ness he had felt out there on the lake was
here a loathsome thing. It had no chance
to catch its sickened breath. For he had
saved a man—saved a man! And for what?
Why, to bring him back to a woman, of
course. And somehow a woman had been
brought back to himself.

For a moment the bed with Mowbry on
it swam in a mist. The mist cleared. He
took Mona’s hand in his and led her up to
the Captain.

*“This is my wife,” he said, and his voice
vibrated on the last word.

The Captain regarded them with his
quizzical eyes, around which wind and wave
had brought many little wrinkles. At last
he turned to Gray.

“The more I think about our experi-
ences out there on the lake the funnier
they get,” he said. ‘‘Now, I dreamed—I
dreamed——"

“Yes; you dreamed a lot of things,”
Gray said.

The two men looked steadily into each
other’s eyes; and then Gray’s words, spoken
when the nearness of death had broken
down his reserve, were as if they had never
been uttered.




T IS well said that-a man knows
little of what the future holds in
store for him.. We may plan
our lives as carefully as we

choose, and think that we have the threads
of fate gathered safely in our hands—for
all that, fortune’s wheel will find some way
_ to deal us a surprise which will make us -
Iook blanker than men care to do. This
lesson I learned long since by dint of watch-
ing rulers toppled off their thrones in a
night, adventurers set up in their places,
and great lords turned to beggars by the
ravaging of their lands; yes, and the change
in my own person of a tanner’s apprentice
to the greatest general of the times.
Nevertheless, I had still something left
to learn of fate and its ways, for had any
one gifted with second sight informed me
that I would yet find myself in the gray
habit of a Franciscan friar I would cer-
tainly-have paid the prophecy no greater
tribute than an unbelieving laugh and
~shrug. Vet it was destined to be, for all -
that, and it was in this fashion the matter
came about. '
Doubtless you have often heard, hke all
the rest of the world hereabouts, ‘the tale
of the Fighting Prior who ruled the Monas-
tero della Croce near Padua, and of how
-in a single night this worthy made himself
a terror to evil-doers. You may even have
seen him; and in that case I will swear you
felt some wonder on perceiving that so
warlike a churchman could appear so meek,
so mild, and so retiring, more like a bemgn
mouse, in fact, than anything else.
- I dare say you ended with the reflection
that one can not judge from appearances
in matters like these, and that is a true
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word enough for the greatest bully I ever
knew was a lame, soft-mannered little
man with a lisp, while one of the best
swordsmen—but that has nothing to do
with the Fighting Prior.

There is no reason why I should not
give you the truth of the' affair now, for
the good father died some time since, and
I fancy his little monastery exists no more.
It bad been a splendid place once, and
famous in the annals of Padua, but in
one way and another it lost its lands and
dignities, and the number of the friars
thinned, so that it was in a sad condition
on a certain stormy Winter night when I
halted there with a dozen of my troopers.

Its appearance, as revealed to me by a
lightning-flash, was anything but inviting,
and I bhad no great desire to enter; but

-neither was I anxious to go on in the wind

and rain, and since Padua lay some three
hours to the westward and there was no
very near refuge that I could call to mind,
I saw nothing for it but to make the best
of a bad business.

“We will lie here till dawn,” said I
across my shoulder to my troopers, and
from the chorus of heartfelt rejoicing that
rose among them I gathered they much
preferred a ruined lodging to none at all.

.WE WERE fated to get as strange
a reception as ever I had in my life.
On my last word I had pounded with
my sword-hilt on the gate of the monas-
tery, making it creak and rattle as if about
to fall in before my eyes; and immediately
there rose within a babel of frightened
voices and a running of feet, followed by
a sepulchral silence. Pla.mly my advent
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and the mode in which I announced it had.

terrified the good brothers half out of their
wits, and I wondered why, since it was only
nine by the clock and certainly no unrea-
sonable hour for wayfarers to seek shelter.

After a lengthy pause, through which
we sat shivering in the wind, I became
aware that some one was breathing noisily
on the other side of the gate; but save for
this one sound the silence remained un-
broken, and if any preparations were being
made to admit us, I can only say that they
entirely escaped me.

“Heaven pity us!” I cried, out of pa-
tience with so much foolery. “Do you
think I have come to sack the house, that
you keep me freezing before a gate which
I could demolish, if I desired it, by a single
hearty blow?”

For some reason this protest, while not
exactly pacific, seemed to hearten them a
trife. A muffled conference went on,
then a wicket in the gate was charily
opened a mere crack, and in the aperture
thus formed was revealed to me the pallid
face of a lay brother, who, if I had any
skill in reading features, had very recently
come near to giving up the ghost for pure
fright.

“God save you, signor!” said he, in a
hollow voice which I thought held a good
deal less concern for my welfare than for
his own. “What is it you desire?”’

“What should I desire but lodging |

for myself and my men? Do you think I
would stop on a night like this to change
greetings with you?” 1 cried, pardonably
annoyed; for the chill of the weather was
creeping into my very bones. ‘Listen,
my friend—my name is John Hawkwood,
and if you are accustomed to keep your
ears open you doubtless know I am in the
service of your Duke. Moreover, for what
I eat I am ready to pay. Now, will you

open your gate, or must I choose between'

a forced entrance and a night in the storm?”’
To my mystification, the announcement
of my name seemed to work like any
charm. Those within exclaimed in obvious
relief, the gate was flung wide, and our
little troop, filing through it, entered a
ruined but very beautiful cloister of white
marble, witha great well in the center.

Here were grouped the inhabitants of
the monastery to the last man, holding up
torches to stare at me in what would, had
I been a timid soul, have proved a some-
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what disconcerting fashion; and well to
the front of them stood the dignitary of
whom soldiers even now speak with rever-
ence as the Fighting Prior. You may
trust me when I say that none would have
chosen that moment to bestow the title on
him, for he was all of a tremble, and his
voice went from high to low as he be-
stowed .on me what he evidently meant
for a cordial greeting.

“Welcome, Sir John Hawkwood! Your -
pardon for our tardiness; we look for a raid
every night, and must needs be cautious.
It gives me joy to have you for my guest,”
he exclaimed, as I dismounted.

“Faith, I should never have suspected
it, had you not told me as much,” I an-
swered, somewhat dryly, for the whole
affair seemed to me a senseless one, and I
was still further irritated by sccing the
lay brother swing the gate hastily shut
after the last of my men, as if believing
that we brought some pestilence in our
train. ‘“What under heaven menaces you,

that my peaceful coming puts everything
in a flutter like this? A raid, did you say?
From the look of your monastery I would
have thought you might well afford to
wish thieves joy of any booty they could
find.”

a THE remark was not overcivil, I
€ must confess—cold and hunger must.

2 stand my excuse for the making of
it—and I felt ashamed of my ill temper
when I saw the good Prior draw himself
up with an air of dignity that made him
look like an offended lamb.

“Truly, we are not what we were, Sir
John. Instead of a hundred brothers and
more, we have less than twenty, and little
bread for those; yet I think we do some
good even yet.” Then, before I could
speak further, he recovered his kindly look.
“And we bave still something that might
well be coveted!” he went on, cheering visi-
bly. “Aye, as fine a thing as any you may
see in the good Duke’s palace! Would you
look on our treasure, signor? Then do but
step across the 'courtyard and enter the
chapel with me, and you shall behold what
a king might envy us!” -

I heard one of my men mutter that he
would much prefer a sight of a flask of wine,
and I must say I agreed with him, for never
had I felt less disposed to play the admir-
ing onlooker. However, I was determined
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to atone for my ill manners by a sublime
patience, for I knew from report that the
Prior was the best and most charitable
soul in the world, and'did wonders despite
his poverty.

With a determined amiability of mien
that must have astonished my grinning
troopers, I followed my guide across the
wind-swept cloister, and passed with him
through a door and into a crumbling but
much fresecoed chapel, the chill of which
reminded me forcibly of a grave. The
greater number of the friars were now at
my heels, fixing me, to my amusement,
with a solemnly triumphant gaze, as if
looking to see me struck dumb by the
sight of their treasure.

“Behold, Sir John!” cried the Prior with
the simple exultation of a child, and pointed
across the chapel to a spot near the altar.

Now, I had fully intended gratifying
him by some show of admiration; but what
I saw wrung from me an exclamation that
held small pretense. Beneath the faint
glow of burning candles shone a truly mag-
nificent reliquary, formed of carven gold,
and studded heavily with jewels—a thing
the like of which I had seen in great cathe-
drals, indeed, but certainly had never
looked to see in a bare crumbling place like
this. My astonishment was so obvious
that the Prior and his flock were delighted,
and smiled and nodded like happy children.

“In the name of the saints, where did
you get that?” I demanded, when I had
recovered my breath. “Faith, were it
not for your cloth and your holy name, I
should say you had been plundering some
sacred place, as my knaves outside are apt
to do when I leave them to their own de-
vices overlong!”’

—=J THE Prior beamed indulgently,
evidently taking my last words for
the jest which, I knew to my cost,
they were not. Then he leaned against
the wall with the air of one making himself
comfortable for the telling of a long tale,
and I suppressed a groan at thought of my
tardy supper. i

“It chanced this way, Sir John,” he
began, while his friars grouped themselves
happily to listen. “There is at Avignon
a certain great cardinal who was my friend
and playmate in boyhood. Our paths
have separated, alas! I have not seen him
for twenty years, and am likely never to
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meet him again, for he is now rich and pow-
erful, while I—” He pursued that part
of the matter no further, apparently credit-
ing me with wits enough to judge for my-
self. “But he has never forgotten his old
friend, and a month since, on my saint’s
day, he sent me this splendid reliquary, en-
shrining one of the bones of Saint Peter!
Was it not a noble act? - When I think of it
I forget our poverty and misfortunes, con-

-sidering only how blessed we are to hold

such a treasure within our walls.”

Happy in his subject, he ran on and on
about himself, his kind friend, and the relic,
but his voice came to me in a meaningless
babble now, for I was indulging in some
reflections of my own. While the cardi-
nal from Avignon had probably acted with
the best intentions in the world, it struck
me that his gift was likely to bring in its
train some very doubtful blessings. The
dukedom of Padua was, to put the matter
mildly, in an unsettled state, and swarming
with thieves, broken soldiers, and bands of
freebooters, any of whom could have
broken in the rattling gate of the monas-
tery as easily as a man cracks a nut.

These gentry, to be sure, would have
been entirely indifferent to the bones of a
saint, or for that matter to the bones of all
the saints in the calendar, but that rel-
iquary was another affair and plenty of
rogues would have sold their souls for the
least of the gems that studded it; so, had
I been the good Prior, I admit I would
have slept the easier beneath a roof un-
hallowed by its presence.

“Faith, now I understand why you
showed so little alacrity in the opening of
your gate,” I commented, when I found
myself able to get in a word. “But tell
me, have you been threatened, that you
are so fearful?” :

For his nature seemed to me one un-
likely to 'suspect evil unless the danger of
it were thrust under his very nose.

My words had a startling effect on both
him and his friars. On the instant they
lost their complacent look, shuddered, and
drew together with such timorgus glances
to the rear that I must confeéss my own
gaze followed theirs.

“Alas, that we have, Sir John!” cried
the Prior. ‘“For a week past, I give you
my word, I have had scarce a moment’s
sleep. There is a black villain in the
neighborhood, one who ravages and de-
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spoils and burns the huts of peasants ’

“Has he a name, this miscreant?’’ said I,
as he paused for breath.

“A name? Aye, and one that I remem-
ber daily in my prayers, imploring that he
may be turned to repentance!” groaned
the Prior. “Pozzi he calls himself; and I
have thought of him, Sir John, till at times
it appears to me that the name is written
across my brain in fire.”

HE WENT on to tell me, I think,

various instances of the fellow’s in-

iquity; but again I was not listening,
for I knew much more of Messer Pozzi than
he did. To be frank, with every respect
for his prayers, I thought they would have
little result, for this cutthroat was of a sort
better dealt with by steel than by inter-
cession with heaven. Plenty of tales had
I heard of him of late—how with his twenty
men, the remains of a lately disbanded set
of freebooters, he lurked in the lonelier
parts of the country, marauding as the
fancy took him, and vanishing before ret-
ribution could befall him.

“Upon my word,” said I, “you are not
so much to blame for feeling timorous if
this gentleman is afoot in your neighbor-
hood! Have you any reason to think he
intends visiting you?”

It seemed there were more reasons than
one for such a belief, and the Prior, now
limp and white, gave them all with a detail I
could have spared. The fellow had been in
the neighborhood for days. He had been
heard to boast openly that, when he went,
the famous reliquary should depart with
him. Above all, the day before there had
been within the monastery walls a beggar
whining for charity, whom the friars now
believed to have been this very Pozzi,
come to spy out how the land lay.

As I glanced about the crumbling place,
so easy of entrance, I reflected that his
observations must have gratified him con-
siderably; and I smiled despite myself
when I learned that before departing he
had humbly craved a sight of the cele-
brated relic, and then, with a glimmer of
impudence showing in his eyes for the first
time, had solemnly warned them that it
was scarce safe to keep such a treasure in
a spot so poorly guarded! Assuredly the
knave was an amusing one.

“Heaven grant me some intercourse
with him in future!” I cried fervently,
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to the great astonishment of the friars.

WELL, never did petition find
Ay

> prompter answer, for the words were
still on my lips when steps sounded
without, and my troopers, who had doubt-
less been occupied till now with stabling
their horses, came crowding into the chapel
to the last man, in a state of suppressed
excitement.

“Your pardon, Sir John,” cried the fore-
most, ‘“but there are rogues outside form-
ing for an attack on the place! We have
heard the sound of hoofs, the creak of
leather, and low voices! What is it your
will that we shall do?” :

Grant a man his wish, and in nine cases
out of ten he will curse you heartily for
your ‘pains. A moment ago I had been
anxious to meet Pozzi. Now I realized
without enthusiasm that I had but a dozen
men to his twenty, and might very easily
find this my last battle; also, what at the
moment concerned me nearly as much,
that I was extremely hungry and a good
deal more inclined to eat than to fight.”
However, one must take events as they
come, and I had no idea of letting this
fellow add to his fame by a successful
raid on the roof beneath which I lodged;
besides which, I had taken a fancy to the
good Prior and was not unwilling to aid
him.

“There, pluck up heart, man!” I said
briskly, glancing about me. “We will pro-
tect you, if only you will all cease deafen-
ing us with lamentations and let us keep
our wits about us. They will be across
the walls and in the cloister in a moment;
our best hope is to stand against them here
in the chapel, and—" At this point
an inspiration made me wheel on the start-
led Prior, at which he started back from
me as if I had been Pozzi himself. ‘“These
rogues know nothing of my presence here,
is it not so?” I cried. “They think they
attack a place garrisoned only by monks!
Well, they shall have such a surprise as
they never had yet, and we shall have the
jest of our lives! Quick, fetch me a dozen
and more monk’s robes, such as you are
wearing now!"”

If I had awaited for the Prior to obey me,
I should doubtless be waiting still, for he
did no more than stare at me with an open
mouth; but one among the friars, a tall,
thin, dark man to whom I had not hitherto
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given a glance, suddenly darted forward
and vanished on the quest. Meanwhile
my troopers, guessing what I intended,
burst into roars of laughter and rocked
helplessly back against the wall.

“Faith, we have been all other things
in the world save monks, so why not that
too?” cried one of them. “But Sir John
there had best cover his head with a cowl
if he means to deceive the rogues; never
did any man see a priest look as grim as
he looks now!”

Paying scant attention to their foolery,
I inquired of the Prior whether Pozzi and
his followers had ever seen him, and learned
with satisfaction that they had not. By
this time the good brother was back with
an armful of robes, and was assisting us to
don them. He had possibilities, that
fellow, and might have made an excellent
soldier. Noticing the gleam in his eye,
it seemed to me for a moment that he would
join us in the fight; but habit was too
strong for him, and he retreated among
his comrades. At that very instant there
was a great crash without, and I needed
no especial cleverness to divine that the
gate had flown into fragments.

“Begone!” I cried hastily to the friars.
“Pray for us elsewhere if you like, but

keep your tongues still, and leave us the-

chapel for our encounter!”

I must say that they obeyed with com-
mendable promptness at least one part of
my order, that relating to their departure;
for they fled like phantoms into a little ora-
tory adjoining the place, where I believe the
Dukes of Padua had been wont to pray in
past times. And meanwhile my men and
I drew together before the door and awaited
the attack, the strangest set of gray-robed
Franciscan friars, I suppose, that ever

man’s eye beheld.

g once a group of figures came speeding
across the cloister, wavered, and

halted an instant as they saw us against

the dim candle-light. :

“By the saints! Here we have the good
fathers themselves, standing to arms to
defend their shrine!” cried a voice. It
had a certain note of authority, and I
credited it to Pozzi, nor was I mistaken,
as I learned afterward. “Come, holy
sirs, what have you to do with swords and
violence? We will make a bargain with

WE WERE ready none too soon. At
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you. Retire, give us a brief moment in
the chapel to pray forgiveness for our sins,
and we swear solemnly to leave the monas-
tery at once and for always!”

At this generous offer I came forth a
step.

“In the name of the Virgin, my sons,”
said I, with a frightened quaver in my
voice, “consider before you commit this
sacrilege! We are few and weak, and
sworn to peace, but I warn you—7” here I
imitated the bleat of an alarmed sheep—
‘“that in a cause like this we have no choice
but to fight!”

They interrupted my spirited defiance
with a great roar of mirth, and it was as
well, since otherwise they would certainly
have heard the strange sounds which my
troopers could not wholly repress even
under a vengeful glance from me.

“A freebooter you should have been,
not a prior!” cried the man in advance,
“but for all that, I think we must try our
luck!”

And with that the enemy was upon us.

The next few moments were, I fancy,
among the most astonishing of their lives.
They had looked to pass the doorway with
a single rush. Instead, they found them-
selves met by a solid row of swordsmen
who were a good deal more than equal to the
situation. It was not for nothing that I
let no man into the White Company till
his fencing had been tested by a hard
master. Two, three, four knaves went
down; cries of astonishment rose; and
presently an unreasoning panic had begun.

“Friars, these?” I heard one fellow
mutter, as one of my rogues entertained
him with an especially delicate bit of
sword-play. “They are devils, no less, or
angels come down to blast us for sacrilege!”

Indeed, I gathered that this last idea
suggested itself to almost all of them, and
proved far from inspiriting.

“T never fled yet from mortal man, but
I vow I’ll fight these spirits no longer!”’
groaned one of those who had been gayest
in the advance, as he fled across the
court and vanished through the shattered
gate.

WE WERE fighting in the chapel
now, up and down the nave, feet clat-
" tering on the stone, breath coming
hard. It was no scene forasacred place;and
yet, as I saw with amusement even in the
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thick of the turmoil, it seemed one with not
alittle attraction for the holy. Though the
friars had fled at my command, their curiosity
proved too much for them. Every chink
of the door of that oratory—and it had
chinks a-plenty, being far gone—shone
with watchful eyes. Some three or four
bold spirits went so far as to thrust out
their heads in their excitement.

I recognized the kind gray orbs of the
Prior himself, round as saucers, and fas-
cinated, like the eyes of a child listening
to his first battle-tale. As for the thin
dark friar who had fetched the robes, he
was watching with the face of a born sol-
dier, and shortly proved his metal. One
of my men was driven up against the ora-
tory door, very hard pressed and gasping.
In another moment he would have been
cut down, when that friar leaned out from
above, raised a heavy billet of wood—
heaven knows in what dark corner he had
found it—and brought it down with crush-
ing force on the head of Pozzi’s rogue, who
was just about to spit my man neatly.

The fellow dropped like any log, never
knowing what had befallen him, and the
friar drew back, nodding his head with a
quiet satisfaction, the gesture, good to see,
of a soldier who knows his task well done.
I am seldom mistaken in a man, and T tell
you I would have given much to transfer
that monk from his monastery to my
White Company. He had chosen his
métier very ill.

Meanwhile, I found myself with no more
time for gazing about me, for I was now
enjoying the honor of crossing blades with
Pozzi himself, and a lively experience it
proved. I liked the villain from the mo-
ment I clearly saw him. He was a thief,
of course, a cutthroat, a being utterly
without conscience or mercy, and other
things too numerous to mention; but for
all that, he wore his villainy in a debonair
fashion, with a glint of teeth and a gleam
of black eyes, and plenty of words not
lacking in wit.

I had not a few of his sort in my Com-
pany, and usually found that after a few
lessons in obedience and civility they
proved the most useful of my men. More-
over, he used a sword as if he had played
with one in his cradle; I learned that when,
in the first moment of our encounter, he
executed a neat thrust which might well
have sent me through what of life re-

mained to me with but a single ear. To
fence with such a man is a joy, and I hon-
ored him with my best sword-play in such
fashion as made his eyes open wide.

“Now the devil aid us! What sort of
friars are these?” I heard him gasp, over
and over again, as I paraded before him
the most subtle thrusts of France, Spain,
and Ttaly.

“Ah,” said I grimly, by way of answer,
“you do not find it so pleasant after all,
your little raid on a dozen helpless monks?
Doubtless you have seen a good deal of the
world, Messer Pozzi? So at least the rumor
runs; but it appears you have yet to learn
how friars, when defending a holy relic,
can turn in an instant to soldiers who put
your cutthroats to shame. I am a prior
no more; it is no joy to me to fight, I tried
to turn you off with soft words, but you
pressed me too far, so thank yourself for

the result!”
g hugely, I completed his bewilder-
| ment by playing with him as a cat
plays with a mouse, pointing out all the
chances for deadly thrusts that he afforded
me in his growing panic, criticizing his de-
fects in a learned fashion. For his part,
he called alternately on the saints and the
devil, which was not logical, and muttered
a collection of oaths which must certainly
have much lessened his chance of aid from
one of the sources invoked.

I was his better at sword-play, and he
knew it; but after all he was a good fencer,
and though I did not tell him as much, I
was fervently grateful that every moment
saw another of his men either fall or flee,
and the advantage of numbers lean stead-
ily to our side; for if two or even one of his
satellites had come to his aid against me,
I think it more than likely that the real Prior
and his flock would have sung a requiem
for my soul next day.

Besides being an excellent swordsman,
Pozzi had some of a leader’s qualities, for
hard as I pressed him he did his best to
rally his men.

“Stand, you knaves! Stand to the
last! If you flee now, never let me see
your faces again!” he shouted at them
above the clash of steel, and brought his
oaths into play once more. I know some-
thing .of this fashion of speech myself, but
I must confess I was struck with admira-

AND with that, enjoying myself
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tion, and noted some of the more vigorous
of his expressions to use myself in time of
need. ‘“‘Are you going to make us the
laughing-stock of all Italy, fleeing from a
pack of friars? Domeniddio!” The last
word came in a smothered shriek, as my
point pricked his shoulder. *“Who was it
told me the Prior della Croce was a meek,
mild man of little spirit? If I had the liar
in my hands now! Ah, if I had him!”

There was a sort of pious frenzy in his
voice, and though I had no idea to whom
he referred, through common charity for
a fellow creature I hoped his wish would
never be granted.

“Why, my son,” said I, continuing my
sword-play, “because a man now wears a
robe, does it follow Ke never studied fen-
cing before turning from the world? In
my youth I was held a somewhat promis-
ing swordsman.” Well, that much was
gospel truth; so I had been. “And if I
have trained my friars to the same art,
because there are wicked men in Padua
and I thought it not so unlikely we might
have to take up arms for our monastery,
have not plenty of good churchmen be-
longed to the church militant before this?
At all events, to-night’s affair has cer-
tainly proved my wisdom. And now I
think this bout of ours had better come to
an end!”

Glancing about me, I saw that of the
twenty who had come so merrily to the
assault there remained but a half dozen,
and that they were in an ill case. One was
leaning on the wall wringing an arm from
which the blood fell in a steady stream.
Another hopped to and fro like a goblin,
clutching at his knee. The rest, all more
or less disabled, were in full flight, wish-
ing nothing so much as to get out of the
door and take sanctuary in the open coun-
try with those luckier ones who had fled
in the beginning; but this natural desire
seemed to have small chance of fulfilment,
since two of my best swordsmen, finding
themselves unoccupied, had thoughtfully
placed themselves on the threshold and
were barring the way. A half-hour ago
we had been outnumbered, two to one;
now the advantage of double numbers had
shifted to our side.

“Learn how the Prior della Croce de-
fends his holding, Messer Pozzi!” said I,
and ran that gentleman through his sword-
arm with a good deal of satisfaction.
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I HIS weapon clashed on the stone
4 floor. He cursed again, with the elo-

quence I had come to expect of him,
and glared about the dimly lighted chapel.
Plainly he did not feel cheered by the sight
that met his eyes—six disabled men,
hemmed in by a dozen of the terrible friars
who had proved themselves wolves in the
clothing of sheep.

“Accursed cowards! To flee, and to
fall before monks! Had all of you stood
together, we could have borne them down,
and by Heaven you shall pay me for it!”
Then, of a sudden, he recovered his self-
control, and-faced me with a low bow and
that engaging twinkle that always lay at
back of his gaze. ‘“You are right, Signor
Prior, I have certainly made a mistake in
coming hither. I make you my compli-
ments on your friars, who should all have
been soldiers, and my apologies for these
miserable cravens, my men, who should as-
suredly all be monks, and whom I would
offer you for that purpose save that they
are quite unworthy of a monastery like
yours!” He glared at the rogues in ques-
tion, rather unjustly, I thought;for whatever
might be said of those who had vanished,
those 'who remained had stood bravely
against a set of most expert fencers. “I
also assure you that I have lost every
vestige of my desire to possess the very
handsome reliquary which I see glimmering
yonder. And lastly—"" he waved a polite
hand toward the two figures at the door—
“I beg you to command for me a free pass-
age, that Imay take myself forever out of
your sight!”

It struck me that there was still a good
deal of cheerful insolence about this fellow;
a disabled sword-arm seemed to have re-
markably little effect on his spirits. “Not
so fast, my son,” I answered with a head-
shake. “I am a peaceful man, and would
gladly let you go if I followed my inclina-
tion. But, alas! I have a duty to perform!
I must think of your souls, else I were un-
worthy my office!” And I turned to one
of my men. ‘“Brother Stefano,” said I,
“begone as quickly as you can, and fetch
me here a dozen stirrup-leathers!”

Brother Stefano had a narrow escape
from a guffaw at sound of his new title,
but hid his mirth in a feigned cough, and
vanished with a grin of intelligence which
Pozzi and his men, had they noted it, must
have thought most unholy.
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Indeed, had they been in a state of mind
to consider trifles, they would probably
have realized that the presence of stirrup-
leathers argued the presence of horses, and
that it was notorious how for years this
monastery had possessed not even a mule
to aid in its labors. But, truth to tell,
they were somewhat dazed by the events of
the last half-hour, and, moreover, I gave
them small leisure for reflection.

“Never think, my sons,” said I, as im-
pressively as I could, “that I bear any
malice against you; that would be un-
priestlike indeed! I forgive you freely this
assault on a house of poor, toiling friars,
who never harmed you or any other man!
But we are bidden to save souls, even by
force if it must be, and if you go away to-
night as great sinners as you came the
fault shall be none of mine. Now, I have
long prayed for your band after our Fran-
ciscan fashion, and it is plain that prayers
are useless, Yet I am not discouraged.
For different men different modes of salva-
tion. We will try, in all affection, the
methods of the Order of the Flagellants, so
widely spread through Italy and so much
esteemed!” And paying no heed to their
bulging eyes and dropping mouths, I turned
toward Brother Stefano, whoat this juncture
had appeared again beside me. “Come,”
said T to my men, “do half of you stand by
with drawn swords, to hold these friends of
ours in check if they turn against what we
must do out of love for them; and let the
other half of you do as I do now!”

With which I seized a stirrup-leather
and advanced on Pozzi himself, as the man
most in need of spiritual aid of any in sight.

I HAVE heard often enough that
% W the saving of soulsis a difficult thing,
: and that night I proved thesaying’s
truth. Pozzi and his men were a most
unregenerate band, giving us small thanks
for our efforts on their behalf—showing,
indeed, a lively disposition to make return
by cutting our throats. But they were,
fortunately, at a disadvantage, and the
sight of bare steel close beside them had
a quelling effect.

“Come, come!” I shouted to my troop-
ers, setting them a good example the while,
“you are too gentle, you will never save
souls so! Can you not see that the devil
is in these poor brothers of ours? Drive
him out, then, at any cost, for what mat-
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ters the state of their backs if their souls
are aided?”’

My rogues obeyed me with a right good
will that told how.much to their taste was
the situation. What a scene was that!
I laugh still to recall the oaths and groans
of those bandits, who a little time ago had
been so overbearing and now scarce dared
utter a protest. For my part, I have some
doubts whether we exorcised any evil
spirits, but none at all whether we con-
vinced the knaves that they were dealing,
for the nonce, with Satan in person.

“In the name of Heaven, Signor Prior!”’
groaned Pozzi at last. “I assure you that
you need labor over me no more! My soul,
for one, is saved—yes, and all my sins ex-
piated, many and various though they are.
Be content, and let me go!”

For perhaps a moment longer I affected
uncertainty whether the result I desired
had really been attained; then I let my-
self be convinced, and bade my men halt,
which, having by now entered completely
into the spirit of the thing, they were most
reluctant to do. Lastly, I confronted my
disheveled line of penitents, and addressed
them with a face which I had some work -
to keep sober.

“I hope it is as you say. I hope indeed
you have turned -from your evil ways,”
said I, “but of that I must have some proof
before you go! All the world knows the
fashion of life you have led of late, robbing
the poor, torturing peasants till they paid
all they owned for ransom. You have
plenty of booty about you, am I not right?
Well, I have a heaven-sent thought! What
better reparation could you make than to
empty your pouches of all they hold, leav-
ing their contents as a willing offering to
the Monastero della Croce?”

If in truth I believed this inspiration one
vouchsafed me by heaven, it was all too
plain that Pozzi and his men did not agree
with me; I must have been dull-witted
indeed had I not gathered as much from
their oaths and cries of rage, nor was I
astonished, for I knew well enough that
knaves of their sort would sell their salva-
tion twenty times over before parting with
one scudo of their plunder. However, I
showed no annoyance at their quick fall
from grace, only friendly regret.

“Ohimé! I see it is as I feared, and your
cure is not worked after all!” I mourned,
shaking my head. ‘Well, then, there is
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nothing for it but to try again,” and I
made- as if to raise my stirrup-leather in
the air once more.

The result was a gratifying one. With
ludricrous haste they seized their pouches
and emptied them, while I bade my men
watch them closely lest the devil whisper
in their ears a hint to keep back some es-
pecially valuable object. Their act of
_ sacrifice, I am sorry to say, was accom-
panied by many groans, oaths and scowls;
but I decided not to notice these, conclud-
ing that the act, even without the proper
spirit, was better than nothing at all. And

what a heap of treasure grew there before .

my eyes! It became plain to me that the
_ little band had not wasted all its time on

peasants; they had been in great houses
and chapels too, or they would never have
acquired these golden rosaries, jeweled
chains and earrings, and little piles of
golden coin.

All in all, it was far more than enough
to keep the Prior and his flock in luxury
while they lived, and I doubt if at the
height of its past splendor the Monastero
della Croce ever had so profitable an hour.

“Bless you, my sons! You have driven
off my last suspicion,” I cried effusively,
not appearing to notice the general lack of
enthusiasm. “‘My thanks for your offering,
and above all for the willing spirit in which
you make it. Now I bid you farewell,
praying only that you will not ferget the
Prior of this house and what he has striven
to teach you!”

I HEARD one of the rogues mutter
that there was small danger of their

4 forgetting me, that he for one would
as soon forget an encounter with a fiend in-
carnate. As for Pozzi, he was more civil.
The fellow had, I must say, a most taking
impudence. Even now, after an hour of
such happenings as might have dampened
the spirits of the most exuberant man on
earth, there was still the hint of a twinkle
in his eye. _

“Signor Prior,” said he, with a most
respectful bow, “I never thought to ad-
mire a churchman, but, by the saints, you
are a marvell Tt has always been a saying
of mine that I honored the name of but one
man, that great leader Sir John Hawkwood;
now I add yows.” He paused with the
air of one about to pay a great compliment.
“You should have been a condottiere,
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reverend father! What pride it would have
-given me to serve under you!”

And he vanished from my ken, with his
dejected followers trailing at his heels.

That last gratifying tribute of his would
scarce_have been paid to the real Prior
could Pozzi have seen him as I saw him a
moment later in the oratory door, pale and
breathless, and shaking from head to foot.

“Sir John, Sir John!” he cried quaver-
ingly, as I stood complacently waiting for

his thanks. “Another instant of this, and
F should have been a madman. Never,
never have 1 known such an hour. I have

small need of purgatory after it! And
what is to happen in the future? You have
fought in my name! All the world will
believe that I,. a prior, have wielded a
sword like any ruffling captain of the
Paduan army! Oh, what will the bishop
say when he hears the tale?”

At this I confess that I came near to
losing my temper, and excusably, for never
did I get smaller gratitude for a most ar-
duous evening. I was tired and hungry,
and my right arm was fairly stiff from my
efforts to banish Pozzi’s evil spirit; and
here was the Prior bemoaning himself!

“Man, man,” I exclaimed, “can you find
no more cheerful food for thought in the
affair Can you not see that 1 have given
you the name of an invincible swordsman,
and that hereafter you may leave your
doors wide open o’ nights without fear of
invaders? And now, in the name of
heaven, am I to have something to eat to-
night, or am I not? As for your bishop,
I will tell him the tale myself the next
time I encounter him in the Duke’s palace!”
% lowing night, at the end of a meal

which he and I shared with the Duke;

and he laughed till I thought he would burst,
for he was a fat man as well as a jovial.
- Nor was he the only one to laugh, though
he was one of the few to know the truth
of the matter. Within the month there
was scarce a soul in the dukedom of Padua
who had not heard that the Prior of the
Monastero della Croce wasa peerless swords-
man, who had trained his friars to fence
near as well as himself, and that this holy
band had put the famous freebooter Pozzi
to such discomfiture as that worthy had

never known in his life.
All the country was one roar of laughter

AND so I did, no later than the fol-
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at the tale, and as for Messer Pozzi,
when it was learned that he described the
Prior as a gigantic man with a deep voice,
he accomplished no more than the doubling
of the general mirth; it was said sheer terror
had worked on his wits, and after a time
he came to believe as much himself.
Certainly he never went back to ascertain
the truth, and from that time forth the
little monastery stood safer than if the
Pope bad drawn a holy circle around it.

But the affair had a sequel. You will
recall that in the night’s adventure two
men had pleased me—the monk of the
wooden billet and Messer Pozzi himself.
I never saw the former again; but perhaps
a year later I halted one day with a half-
dozen troopers at a roadside inn, and found
drinking at a table there an out-at-elbows
being who was, as my eyes promptly in-
formed me, no other than Pozzi.

He had, I fancy, met with much ill luck
in the intervening time, for it is not to a
marauder’s advantage to become a laugh-
ing-stock, and his men, doubtless finding
his temper anything but improved by that
experience at the monastery, had one by
one deserted him. Considering all this, I
watched him a moment, and then beckoned
him to come to me across the room, an in-
vitation which, as he was alone and I had
men behind me, he judged it best to obey.

“Well, Messer Pozzi, you cutthroat,”
said I, when he stood before me, ‘“can you
give me a good reason why I should not
have you strung up by the neck outside the
inn, as a pleasant sight for all honest folk
and a warning to those not overscrupu-
lous?”

The fellow began to protest that I had
mistaken him for some one else, but I cut
him short.

“Do not trouble to He to me. I have
seen you before this, and know well enough
who you are,” I informed him. “As for
me, I am Sir John Hawkwood. Suppose
I allow you to take service with me; would
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you like that better than a death without
the shriving of which you stand so in need?”

“That I would, Sir John!” he cried with
an eagerness that would have been flatter-
ing but for the alternative I had offered.
“It has long been my dream to serve you,
and’ without boasting I may say you will
not lose by the bargain.”

“Of that,” said I, with an indifferent
yawn, “I am not so sure. My followers
are all knaves, it is true, but they are men
as well, and the last time I saw you, my
friend, you cut as poor a figure as ever 1
looked on!”

Pozzi looked first angered, then bewil-
dered. For a long moment he stared at
me, and something in my face or voice gave
him his clue. Slowly a grin twisted his
lips and spread till it covered his whole face.

“Now mercy upon us!” he muttered, in
a low voice of awe. “Was there ever such
another fool as I, to have believed that a
prior——"’

But at this point I gave him a look that
made him think better of what he had been
about to say.

“Come,” I interrupted, “I have no time
to waste in chattering. You can join my
forces if you like; but I warn you that if
you try the tricks you were about when I
met you last you will fare a good deal
worse than you did that night!”

Messer Pozzi grimaced ruefully and put
a hand to his back.

“Nay, Sir John,” said he, “heaven for-
bid! I will be a very mouse!”

So he became one of my men, and though
that devil of his still rises often enough for
the exorcising, he has served me with sui-
ficient faithfulness from that day to this.

But the friar in the Monastero della
Croce was, alas! beyond my reach. If he
has lived till now he is doubtless still pat-
tering prayers, and has never guessed how
many times, at the critical point of an en-
counter, I have wished him at my side with
his billet of wood. :

A



e —-d HAT’S muvver’s -’ittle toosie

\\ wootsie doin’, eh? Does it want

4 a lollypop?”

e Sergeant McKittrick stood
towering above the frail, -hollow-chested
little trumpeter of K troop, of the Eleventh
Cavalry, an ugly sneer on his lean, lantern-
jawed face. - :

“What’s .it doin’, eh?” he repeated.

“Writin’ anozzer letter to its muvver?
Sweet ’ittle sing!” C. .
“Mind your own business!” flashed the
boy hotly, looking up from the letter he
was writing with a short lead-pencil, as he
knelt in front of an empty ammunition-case.
A brick-red flush diffused his rather girlish
face to the roots of his curly brown hair.

' “None o’ your lip, you sniveling rookey!”
The sergeant shook a burly fist under the
lad’s nose as the trumpeter rose to his feet
and stood facing his tormenter. “You
sneakin’ little coffee-cooler!” )

“I’m not a cofiee-cooler! I couldn’t hold
up my head that day.”

“No, of course you couldn’t. Your kind .

can’t when there’s fightin’ to be done.”

" The . sergeant turned abruptly away.

. The boy called after him, whiningly,

“ would have been in that fight if I could
have. stood on my feet—but I couldn’t.
Didn’t the major-doctor.say it was a good
thing he got me whenhe did? Inearly died.”

The boy was almost crying; his lips
quivered; he sniveled. .
“Of fright,” sneered the sergeant. “Now
blubber!” he roared, turning again to the
‘trumpeter. “I allus know’d yuh was a
baby. Now beller!” He walked back and
-stood squarely in front of the boy.
“Percy Darlington!” he sneered. *“What
a name! If you wasn’t so gol-dinged
-shriveled up, I'd clout yuh one. I’d give
yuh a wallop with poppy-dew on-it.” He
shook his fist again under Darlington’s nose. .
“You strut around like a pouter-pigeon
s’ long as we’re warmin’ barracks, but when
there is some chance for real soldierin’,
muzzer’s ’ittle lump o’ sugar gets sick in its
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