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CHAPTER 1

BARON SCHUSSLER MAKES AN OFFER

AWKES, South Sea trader, mas-
ter-owner_of the schooner Oxno,
sat before his appetizing break-
fast untempted. Patea,theRaia-

tean steward, surveyed disconsolately the
neglected meal which he had prepared so
carefully. -

Apricot-fleshed papaya, halved and giving
off a spicy odor, fish-pond mullét broiled to
the second, fragrant coffee, all going to
comparative waste—for the fish and the
_coffee would be spoiled by the time they got
back to the galley, for his own.

“Clear away, Patea,” said Hawkes, reach-
ing for his pipe. “Tell Dicky-Dick I'm not
going ashore this morning. He’s to get-the
mail.”

Hawkes’ lack of morning appetite was not
occasioned by a katzenjammer. He was not
a drinking man, as drinkers are gaged in
Polynesia.

Yet his thoughts held.regrets for the
. evening before, A run-in at poker with
~ some fellow sklppers and a hard-bitten

storekeeper had confirmed the condition of
his luck, persistently bad on all accounts for
the past few months, and culminating in the
holding of four eights—sitting next to the
ace—which had fallen before a picked-up
straight flush.

Practically nothing but his schooner, and
credit—offset by trade-room bills—was left
of personal assets that, a year before, had
totaled up handsomely.

At thirty—six feet, a hundred and eighty-
five pounds in a loin-cloth, sun-tanned till his
skin showed like pale copper against the gold
of his crisp hair and 1nustache—ten years
of knocking about the world of the South
Seas had neither undermined his constitu-
tion nor, if it had relaxed, had it destroyed
his moral fiber:

He was not of the “penshmg blond” type
The violet rays of tropical sunlight failed to

break up his dermal tissues.

Pride in his person and a naturally clean
mind had kept him from overindulgence in
alcohol or from succumbing to the lethargy
that saps the vigor of the majority of white
men who eléct to live in the zone that
lies between the Tropics of Capricorn and
Cancer. There, where they are apt to judge

Copyright 1914 by The Ridgway Company. All vights veserved 3
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aman by the strength of his good right arm,
Hawkes was rated high by men and women
alike. He bore his honors, especially with
the latter—who called him “Handsome
Harry” to his face—lightly; and his /aisons
had never assumed the shape of entangle-
ments.

His own master of a roving trade scat-
tered from the Solomons to the Marquesas,
he was at a present loss where he should
g0 next. :

The rains had been overlong, and the
copra was late and scanty. There was a
pearl-patch he had been told of overnight
that might be exploited, but it was far from
Tahiti, where the Ono now lay, off in the
Little Coral Sea, and the chances of finding
it unexploited seemed, in the state of his
luck, few.
ik

“NO MAIL, kapitani,” said Dicky-
Dick, appearing in the cabin. “One
man he come along in boat and want
speak you. He give this.”

Hawkes took the card from his boatswain
and acting second mate.

“Baron Hermann Schussler,” it read,
with a string of letters beneath thename,
some of which Hawkes recognized as sym-
bols of membership in various geographical
and scientific societies.

“All right, Dicky-Dick. Show him below
and tell Patea to set out the Scotch and
cigars.”

The newcomer, clad in ducks and asolar
helmet, was a bizarre figure. Nature had
not been kind in the molding of Baron
Schussler. She had achieved her best in
modeling his head, and then had apparently
been content to let it go at that.

His legs, encased in wrinkled ducks, were
bowed.

His narrow shoulders sloped.

He was pigeon-breasted. (There was
strength, though, in his skinny arms, covered
with a grizzle of hair to the knuckles of his
nervous hands.)

His head and face were enormous, hair-
less save for a straggling fringe of red
streaked with gray about the base of his
skull. '

His eyes were pale green, without brows
or lashes—the only spots of color in the
even pink of his complexion.

“Head like a big pink pearl,” thought
Hawkes. “Exactly like a great pink ba-
roque.”

“Goot morning,” said his visitor. “Cap-
tain Hawkes, I haf peen seeking you for
months. Je, five months!

“I gome after you from Guadalancar to
Levuka, to Samoa, und yesterday I gome
ofer from Raiatea on der Berthe to Tahiti.
You are a jack-lantern.”

“I'm a free trader, Baron Schussler,”
answered Hawkes, “and I’m jumping side-
ways most of the time.”

“So! But I haf found you at last,” re-
turned the Baron. “I am a scientist,
Captain, what some call a crank.

“It iss for me to link up de great Poly-
nesian migration. For twenty years I haf
worked—Malaysia, Melanesia, und Poly-
nesia, und at last—" his green eyes
snapped—*“I see de end in sight!

“T will brove to them my theory. Ach!
But I will brove it!”

“You, they told me,” he went on, ‘“‘are
young—I can see that—und adventurous.
Well, I haf for you a liddle adventure. Jg,
und some brofit. That is goot?

“I seek for a mask of greenstone. It is
worth to a museum many thousands of -
dollars. For that I care not. That iss to
be de brofit in de adventure.

“But I shall brove to those fools who
seek by language to trace de origin of de
human species, that ethnology, und not
philology, is de one great science of race-
determination; und it shall pring to me
great satisfagtion und berhaps a liddle of
fame. So! v

“I, T am a scientist, busy always with
work, with gomparisons, und puddings-to-
gether. I need a man who knows de island
beobles, und who shall pe a manager, a
leader of the exbedition. You can do that?
Nein?”

“Where do we go, Baron?”’ asked Captain
Hawkes.

“Nod Baron, my friend. Schussler und
Hawkes it shall pe. It is a bartnership I
offer. We go first to de Solomons und to
Abua, de leber settlement, und then to New
Zealand above Auckland.

“There it shall pe a land-journey, with
your schooner to wait.”

“T have never been to New Zealand save
to run in to Auckland and Wellington,’” said
Hawkes doubtfully.

“It iss of no gonsequence. I haf not peen
there myself. But I haf learned de lan-
guage. Und you too can speak it. It iss
easy. It iss but de same as Hawaiian,
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Tahitian; it iss of a root with all Polynesian
tongues. Only are the gonsonants changed
sometimes.”

“For how long?” queried Captain Hawkes
cautiously.

“Und how much? I will charter your
schooner for six months.

“We shall settle on de terms. I will bay
all eggsbense. I shall gif you for your time
—how much? Five hundred bounds? We
shall not quarrel as to that.

“Und if we find de mask, we shall sell
it—when it has broved my theory—to
Berlin, to Vienna, to de British Museum
—to de highest pidder, to bay eggsbenses.

“It will pring ten, twelve, maype fifteen,
twenty thousand pounds. Of that I offer
half.” .

He leaned back on the transom.

“It sounds good,” said Hawkes.
you have some Scotch?”

“I thank you, no, my friend. I shall haf
candy—de calorics.”

He took a package of butter-scotch from
his coat, stripped off the foil and put the
sweet morsel in his mouth.

“It iss petter, candy. Look you, I hear
you drink not often. It is goot.

“When I was a student, I drank much.
It was in de plood—always, for many
generations—but when I began to learn
for my own sake, I found it glouded de

rain.

“Yet was de yearning. De ghemistry of
my pody needs calorics, so I gif it what it
wants—in sugar. You will try?”

“No, thanks,” dodged Hawkes.
smoking.”

“About gredentials. We shall go to Apia,
und there you shall ask de gonsul und my
bankers. Here it iss France—"" he made a
gesture of dislike—‘“und they know me not.
I will advance money that shall pe needed,
und at Apia we shall outfit.” -

“I don’t need any immediate cash,
thanks,” said Hawkes. “Let me think it
over for a while and I'll let you know this
evening. Will that suit?”

“Surely. It iss to pe an adventure, my
friend, und de brofit. One should nefer,
efen when one is young, as you are young,
forget de brofit. You will find me at the
Hotel 'Egalité.”

He pronounced the French name as if it
were bitter in his mouth, and bowed.

“Dicky-Dick,” said Hawkes, after he had
seen his visitor over the rail, “look up your

“Will

‘(I?m

We sail tomorrow.
Send Patea

boys and Mr. Manners.
T’ll be ashore later for stores.
aft.”

CHAPTER II
THE MASK OF ITUPAOA

THE Ono lay at anchor off the village of
Kerikeri in the Bay of Islands, high on
the northeastern coast of New Zealand.
The schooner had traveled far since the
quest for the mask had commenced at Tahiti.
To Apia first, and then south to the Tongas,
to the Fijis and the New Hebrides, and on
to the Solomons; calling there at Guada-
lancar, Florida Island, Choiseul, and New
Mecklenburg; everywhere welding the links
of Baron Schussler’s theory.

Many a palaver had Hawkes and the
scientist held with sorcerer and wizard—
Kahunae and Tindalo—the medicine-men of
the South Seas.

In the New Hebrides they had touched
at Abua, or Lepers’ Island, to visit an
ancient horror with a skin piebald from
disease, who looked like a Samoan but
claimed to have come from New Zealand
nearly a hundred years back; and who, with
his skin wrinkled till it looked like the hide
of an alligator, seemed easily over a century
old. '

Following up his memories, they had
dropped below the twentieth degree of lati-
tude and called at the Island of Miru, off
the Loyalty Group—a lonely place deserted
after the third hurricane in ten years had
laid it waste; and there, on a seaward cliff,
in a rotting grass-thatched temple, sur-
rounded by monstrosities of wooden fetishes
leering drunkenly on their crumbling pedes-
tals, Hawkes and Schussler had found,
twisted and checked by the weather, a great
wooden mask.

One eye of pearl-shell had fallen from the
shallow socket, and vestiges of green paint
clung to the tortuous lines of the sneering
mouth. The thing was some two feet in
height, and held a certain hypnotic faculty
in the sheer malignity its creator had carven
into the exaggerated features. This was the
mask that the scientist had sought for
among the South Sea groups before pro-
ceeding for New Zealand.

“It iss a duplicate of der real mask of
greenstone,” he told Hawkes. ‘“The Face of
Itupaoa!

“The original, according to de legends,
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was brought from Hawaiki—which iss brob-
ably Hawaii—in de big Maori migration.
It was a great fetish, und brotected the tribe
that owned it.

“In New Zealand, later, twins were born,
Ngoko und Nga-Toro. There was trouble
apout brecedence, und Ngoko drove his
brother from de tribe.

“But Nga-Toro stole de mask, und Ngoko,
afraid for de loss to become known, hada
reblica made of wood und painted to look
like pounamu, which iss greenstone or de
New Zealand jade.

“So! Then there was a pattle, und de men
with de true mask won, und drove de rest
to de sea und into their canoes. The trades
must haf plown them northwest until they
landed at that now deserted Island of Miru.
I haf long heard of de reblica und sought
for it, but that leper at Abua subblied de
last link when he disglosed de secret of
its hiding-place:

“Here iss a photograph of a drawing of
de original mask. It was made, with many
notes, by a scientist named Barr, who died
in de interior of New Zealand but sent in
his notes und de drawing to de British Mu-
seum—where I found them—Dby de hand of
Mr. Black there.”

Black, a lantern-jawed, hawk-eyed New
Zealand trader who had joined the Ono’s
forces in Auckland, nodded.

“He will tell to us his story bresently,
went on Schussler as Hawkes compared the
photograph with the wooden mask from
Miru which was upon the cabin-table. The
drawing tallied exactly with the distorted
face, carved in lines and spirals in the style
of the Maori moko (tattoo).

“This relic must be pretty badly dis-
credited now,” said Hawkes. ‘“That’s why
they left it hanging in the old temple. Bad
luck to destroy it altogether, I suppose.
It ought to furnish us with a good in-
troduction, though. What about this Barr
chap, Black, and how far is it to where
this tribe that holds the real article hangs

out?”’
rg’q self. Hawkes lit his pipe, and

U Schussler peeled off a fresh square
of butter-scotch.

“It’s about ninety miles up-country,” said
the trader, “at a pa (village enclosure) on
the shore of Roto Mahana—the Warm
Lake. Old Mauohi is the chiefess and high

0>

»

BLACK poured out whisky for him-

priestess of the Nga-Puhis, the largest tribe
in New Zealand.

“I'm not over-keen about going at all,
as I told Baron Schussler in the first place.
You are going into the closest spot to hell
that I know of on earth, and though I won’t
probably be allowed to go all the way with
you, I don’t like the neighborhood. I doubt
whether you are counting all the risks—I
don’t know them all myself—but they’re
plenty; and if you dodge poor Barr’s fate,
whatever that was, you’re in luck. Still,
that’s one reason why I'm with you—aside
from the money consideration, which is
liberal. If I can even up matters any
by helping to find the mask, I'll be re-
paid.”

“Were you with Barr to the last?”’ asked
Hawkes. ]

“The last any white man ever saw of
him,” corrected Black. ‘“He went back into
the crater against all advice and warning
in the face of Mauohi’s threats, and that was
the end of him. You may see something
of him though,” he added grimly.

“T thought you said he was dead?”

“Oh, he’s dead. What I meant was that
his smoked head is probably stowed away
somewhere in Mauohi’s treasure-house and
his teeth made into a necklace for some sor-
cerer. I don’t want to be an alarmist, but
you’ve seen things in the South Seas, and
the natives there don’t discount the Maoris
for cruelty. Of course, outwardly, they are
all civilized now, but it isn’t so long ago
when they were practising all their pleasant
little ways.

“Mauohi must be over a century old, and
she hasn’t improved with age. She was the
estimable lady who played the kindly hos-
tess to her captive chief—he had killed and
eaten her brother, by the way—and after
she had fed him on the fat of the land for
three weeks, she had him bound to a tree,
stuck an iron rod into his jugular and drank
the blood as it spouted. That’s history,
gentlemen, not romance.

“The old days and ways when they
plucked out the left eye of the man they
killed and promptly swallowed it to possess
bis spirit before it got away from the body,
are her ways. Many a heart she has seen
cooked in the sacred ovens and served to the
sorcerers. They are a cheerful crowd. She
does nothing openly now, of course; but a
hundred miles of New Zealand bush is a
broad barrier, and what happens sometimes
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back there in the interior is best guessed at
and left alone.”

“But you're going back with us?’’ queried
Hawkes.

“Oh, I am a sort of protégé of old Mauo-
hi’s. She saved my father’s life once when
he was captured by old King To-Heu-Heu
in the days when the Maoris were putting up
their last fight against the whites. Dad was
just a youngster then, and Mauohi took a
fancy to the kid and threw her blanket over
him, which made him fabu. Then To-Heu-
Heu decided to use him as ambassador—it
was about the time he made a treaty with
the whites—and he gave him a carved
meerschaum pipe that I still have, and some
other gifts, and sent him down safe to_the
coast.

“Dad was always grateful to Mauohi—
sent her presents and did her good turns
from time to time. I've done the same, off
and on, and she’s as friendly to me as she
can be to any white man, She doesn’t hold
me accountable for Barr’s actions. She
- warned him against the wrath of Itupaoa
if he meddled with the mask, and proclaimed
him punished by the god for trying to steal«
his image. I don’t know how he died, but
I’ll bet she had a hand in it, though she was
in the pa all the time.

“I believe one reason why she would not
let me go with Barr when he went into the
crater was that she suspected he’d make an
attempt to get away with the mask, and
didn’t want me to get mixed up in the
trouble. The old witch is fond of me after
her fashion.

“There was no doubt of Barr’s death,
though. We waited three weeks for him to
come back, until we heard them celebrating
his death in the pa. Mauohi gave me his
notes and the drawing, to show the white
man, she said, how foolish it was to try and
cheat her gods. I sent them to England
to an emergency address he had given me,
and from there I imagine they were trans-
ferred to the British Museum.

“But if you two are figuring on getting
clear with that mask, short of using a gat-
ling gun or an airship or both, you are going
to have troubles. Government punishment
to follow never goes for much in the bush
until it’s all over. But that’s your business,
and I'm with you as far as we get—and
back, I hope.”

“You're a cheerful prophet,”
Hawkes. ‘‘Have another drink.”

said

7

“Oh, I guess we’ll make it all right. Barr
wasn’t much of a diplomat; but look out for
tricks.”

“Just where is the mask?” asked Hawkes.

“I don’t know for certain. There is a
great crater back of the Warm Lake—an
enormous place, miles across. Rough lava
sides all about it, and the only way in is
through one of those lava subways that you
can find all over the country, where the hot
core of the lava rolled on and left a tube of
the cooling skin. Miles long, some of them.
There are some famous ones close to Auck-
land—the Three Kings, they call ’em. Na-
tives use ’em for burial-places.”

“I know what you mean,” said Hawkes.
“I’ve seen them in Hawaii.”

“Well, this one goes clear through the
outer wall of the crater. Beyond that you
cross the floor to the other side, where there
are geysers and mud fountains. The mask
is hidden somewhere in a cave. No one
knows where now except Mauohi. The
lava tunnel is full of branches she alone
knows the secret of. They kept me at the
entrance when Barr went in. I believe
there’s another way out of the crater, down
a lava-flow, but you can’t climb in that way.
Too many cliffs.”

“With their superstitions,” said Hawkes,
“we ought to be able to fix up something
by springing this copy of the mask on them.
I’ve had slides made of it for a projection
lantern. Baron Schussler and myself have
already worked some pretty little séances to-
gether in the islands with sodium and big
electric torches, and I have some special
ideas for this trip.”

“The wizard lay is always a good one, of
course,” said Black. “But it’s risky.
Other men besides Captain Cook have
slipped up playing the god business. But
you know that as well as I do. The electric
torch sounds well. It’s new with them,
though it’s funny what impresses them
and what don’t. Take the phonograph,
now—first time they hear it they’re scared
stiff, and then they make up their mind
there’s a god in the box, and that explains the
mystery. Same way with moving-pictures.

“It’s the simple things their minds can
grasp the use of that make the hit. I got
rich once with a dozen screws. When they
saw them holding two chunks of wood to-
gether they were crazy for them. IfI’dhada
gross right then I could have cornered the
New Zealand curio-market.
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“Electricity is good now, like matches
used to be. But it’s hard to work the old
tricks. Fireworks and seidlitz powders,
and that sort of truck, is worked out. It’s
best to follow one line. Be a specialist
wizard, so to speak. That electric torch
ought to be a hummer of an idea. Useful,
too, going through the tunnel.”

“Well,” said Hawkes, “let’s run over the
program.”

Schussler looked up from his comparison
of the masks, from which he had excluded
all conversation. He invariably left all de-
tails to Hawkes as Captain, stage manager,
and active leader of the expedition.

“Ja,”- he said. ‘“One moment.” And
wrapping up the time-worn mask carefully
in cloth he took it to his cabin.

“You,” said Hawkes to the trader, ‘‘are
you going to supply two natives from the
village here?”

“Yes. Two good bush-boys who know
the trails and will help pack.”

“Good. TI'm taking Dicky-Dick, my
bo’sun, and four more Raiateans. I’ll leave
the schooner in charge of my mate, Man-
ners. He’s to cruise up and down the coast a
matter of twenty miles after he careens
here and cleans bottom. We're pretty foul.
If he doesn’t hear from us within a month,
he’s to go to Auckland and take up the mat-
ter of a relief-party with the authorities.
That strike you as all right, Schussler?”

“Ja. I leaf it to you, Captain. You ar-
range it with Black. Now I shall go to ped.
We start early?”

“Going to send the men ashore at day-
light. Then we can pick up Black’s two
boys and get going while the day’s young.”

“That suits me,” acquiesced the trader.

“T’ll join you in a nightcap,” said Hawkes,
“and we’ll all turn in.”

CHAPTER III
MAUOHI'S WELCOME

THE party traveled in light marching
order, sharing the burden of provisions
and equipment. A collapsible boat, a fly-
tent, blankets, cooking - utensils, canned
meat and soups, desiccated vegetables, tea,
tobacco, and crackers, made up the bulk of
the packs. The three white men carried au-
tomatic pistols, and Black a shotgun for the
pigeons, guinea fowl and iguanas they would
shoot by the way. Hatchets, knives, silk

scarfs and squares, gaudy calicoes, and
strings of glass beads, made up offerings
for the chiefs, with a special gift for Mauohi.
Hawkes’ box of tricks included four power-
ful electric torches with bull’s-eye lenses and
extra batteries capable of burning for forty-
eight hours, Coston night-signals of all
colors, a galvanic battery, and a projecto-
scope with slides of the Miru mask. A pho-
nograph, with -some special records, com-
pleted the “magic” paraphernalia.

They left the Kerikeri River, roaring in
its deep ravine, and headed northwest
through lofty forests of kauri pines, their
plumed tops tossing in the air two hundred
feet above the ground. Forty feet in diame-
ter, the great shafts lifting a hundred feet
without a branch, they were rivaled, as the
travelers left the seacoast, by the giant
cedars and fofara pines. Enormous fuchsias
and flowering shrubs, with golden showering
laburnums, formed great glossy-green bar-
riers with the lower shrubs starred with
bloom, generally scarlet. These in turn
gave way, as they gained elevation, to in-
terminable plains of fern, dreary in their
monotony of tone, relieved occasionally by
the umbrellas of the tree-ferns, dracenas,
and the one palm of New Zealand.

Flowers under foot were rare, but in the
groves gorgeous orchids and air-plants,
many of the latter fragrant, made up for
the lack of ground-blossoms. There were
few butterflies and none large nor particu-
larly brilliant, but bees boomed among the
flowers, parrots screamed overhead, red-
breasted pigeons cooed softly, blue-breasted
guinea-fowl flashed across the aisles, and the
Maori nightingale—the korinako—sang at
will through the round of day and night.

It was a cheerful caravan. The Raiateans
chummed readily with the two natives, and
found no difficulties in the way of mutual
understanding. Hawkes soon picked up the
idiom and, once the change of consonants
was fixed in his mind, found he had a good
working vocabulary. The weather was fine,
and they made good progress, despite the
heavy bush.

A great native road traversed the island
not far from their route, but this they
avoided to offset delay at the villages along
its course. They started early and marched
late, and despite the loads the fifth day
found them approaching a thickly wooded
hill beyond which, Black told them, lay
Roto Mohana. On its shores was the pa

4
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where Mauohi had her headquarters. Above
the highest ridge a serrated mountain
showed. like a blue stain above the cloud-
less sky. This was the crater of Pouritan-
gawatiriri~—the Abode of Darkness and
Thunder—hiding somewhere in its fire-
swept chambers the greenstone mask.

’ THE final rise was deceptive, being

@ broken up into great gulches where
the earth had cracked from north
to south. Hitherto the ravines had run
in the opposite direction, and the expedi-
tion had avoided trouble. Now came
the hard work of clambering steep, for-
ested slopes, the way choked with dense
undergrowth through which they toiled and
sweated with their packs; scrambling down
abrupt cliffs which, on the western side of
the gorges, were made up of shifting pipe-
clay. Inthe bottoms ran streams, small but
in full spate, to cross which makeshift
bridges had to be thrown by felling conve-
nient trees. -

Up seven of these heights they toiled, and
slid down seven gulfs, each seeming steeper
than the last. Toward the summit} the
trees and brush grew scarcer, and the last
pitch was covered waist-high with fern,
- giving out a faint fragrance as they waded
through the fronds, while the wrinkled bulk
of the crater towered ever higher above
them as they climbed.

At the summit the natives, streaming
with perspiration, flung themselves under
fern-clumps, seeking refuge from the blaze of
noon; but the three white men, wiping the
salty moisture from their eyes, stood gazing
at the view.

Below, at the foot of high palisades of
pipe-clay, lay Roto Mohana, fringed with
swamps, its waters gleaming with a pale,
metallic luster. The lake formed an almost
perfect oval of about two by three miles.
In the center rose a verdant island, crowned
with rocks from which arose jets of vapor.
Beyond, squatting in the morass, the
stockaded pa could be made out, with fern-
clad cliffs behind it, lifting to rolling dark-
green slopes, surging in great waves about
the bastioned flanks of Pouritangawatiriri.

The landscape lay quivering in the heat,
the fissures of the crater-walls plainly
marked by deep purple shadows. The eye,
traveling from the bulk of the dead volcano
to the lake, found the latter dwarfed by
comparison to a puddle, the cliff beneath

them but an insignificant slope; while the
mind, in active connotation, set the adven-
turers down as pigmies traveling in a land of
giants and unknown, forbidding forces.
Ay BLACK broke the spell by bid-
ding the Maoris seek out a gully
for an easy descent of the cliffs.
Hawkes, who had been searching the shores
of the lake with his glasses, closed them
with a snap.

“Here’s where our collapsible boat comes
in,” he said. ‘“There are no canoes this side
of the lake and they can’t see us from the pa.
Do you think you had better go ahead,
Black?”

“T'll take my two boys and bring back
canoes for you all,” answered the trader.
“It’s just as well to give them warning.
T’ll play herald. They always like a chance
to arrange a ceremonial greeting.”

The lake-shore reached, the canvas boat
was unpacked and stretched. Its propor-
tions, like those of an ancient coracle, were
far from elegant, and the two Maoris looked
askance at the jointed sculls. Black put
into the boat the gifts selected for a pre-
liminary present and got gingerly aboard.
The natives balanced themselves on the
thwarts, and, soon getting the trick of the
clumsy craft, used the blade-halves of the
sculls as paddles, and started at a good pace
toward the island and the other shore.

o Slea’e

B\A) IT WAS an hour before two high-
w /7
#28) prowed canoes appeared from be-
hind the island and came swiftly to-
ward the waiting group. In the meantime
they had eaten a hasty meal and collected
the stores for embarkation. A breeze had
sprung up, wrinkling the lake and waving
the plumes of vapor that arose steadily
from the hot springs on the island.

The canoes touched softly on the reedy
margin, ten men at the paddles in each
craft—stalwart Maoris in loin-cloths, who
called out in smiling welcome, “Aroha,
arikis!” (‘“Welcome, chiefs!’) as they leaped
into the shallow water and ran the .long
canoes between the yielding rushes. Black
sprang ashore and joined Hawkes and
Schussler.

“Tt’s all right,” he said. “We go in this
canoe, and Dicky-Dick with his boys and
the packs in the other. Ileft my boys at the
pa. The chiefs will meet us there. I have-
n’t seen Mauohi, but she sends welcome.”
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The paddlers, save for steersmen, dis-
carded their blades for the back trip and,
shipping the masts, unfurled fanlike sails,
the canoes making swift progress before the
breeze.

“There are only a few things to remem-
ber,” said Black. ‘I’ve arranged for the
tent to be set up outside the pa—told them
you wanted to be undisturbed. That digni-
fies you and lets us out of accepting a stuffy
hut, half cellar and half smoke-house. Let
them do the entertaining. They’ve gotthe
ovens started for a big feast tonight. All
we have to do is to sit tight and be tickled
over the grub. It'll be good, but the more
you smack your lips and say ‘pai-pai,’ the
better hit you’ll make.

“We won’t see anything of Mauohi until
tonight in the big council-house, after the
speechmaking is over. Her granddaughter,
Koroa, is sick—tabued in a little hut in a
grove outside the pa. The wizards held
council today and gave her up. Probably
malaria, maybe consumption; lots of ’em
have it.”

As they passed the island with its' smo-
king crest of lava and pumice, the steersmen
swerved from their course to avoid the
scalding spray sprinkled from the spurting
steam-jets by the wind. Ahead lay the pa,
its stockade sloping to the water’s edge.
Landing, they walked toward the palisade
of sturdy, upright poles, fifteen feet in height,
braced strongly by horizontal timbers.
Most of the uprights were rudely blocked
out into a semblance of the human figure.

The main gateway opened before they
reached it and a score of magnificently pro-
portioned natives, their tall figures mantled
in fine mat blankets bordered in colored de-
signs, came to meet them with outstretched
right hands. The leader was a bronze Her-
cules well over six feet in height, bearded
crisp and short, his strong face covered with
the indigo spirals of the moko. As the little
procession advanced, the sound of a melo-
dious chant came from the pa in pleasing
harmony of thirds and fifths.

“The song of welcome,” said Black. “It
will change to what they call the fangi when
we get inside. Don’t worry when you see
the women crying their hearts out. They
like it, and it’s a compliment.”

The stalwart chief came forward.

“Welcome,” he said, and gave his name
—Putiri.

Greetings exchanged, the attendant chiefs
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parted and Putiri led the way through the
gate and down a palisaded lane to a central
courtyard, freshly strewn with ferns. There
the women burst into sobs as the strangers
mounted the wide veranda of the council-
house.

It was an odd welcome, and Hawkes
looked quizzically at Black.

“I told you,” said the trader. “They
turn on the tap at any excitement. Deaths,
births, funerals or weddings, how-d’ye—do
and good-by. All the same to them. Just
love to weep. It’ll soon be over.”

(-] THEY wandered through the pg,
M chatting with the courteous chiefs.

The place was a fortress capable of
offering stubborn resistance to anything
short of cannonading or fire. A maze of
high-fenced lanes led to private courtyards
and houses of lofare pine, thatched with
sedge, the walls set with painted lattices of
white and red and black, and the gable-ends
and panels above the doors carved more or
less elaborately, according to the degree of
the owner, with images which constituted
the family portrait-gallery. The pa was
practically deserted, most of the natives
having gone to the ovens to watch the prep-
arations for the big feast.

The chefs were gathered about circular
pits two feet in diameter and about one in
depth. Stones had been placed in these, and
resinous boughs piled up high above them
and lighted. After these had burned down,
the hot stones, the size of a fist, were set
aside and the pits scraped clean of ashes.

“Same style as the South Sea ovens,”
said Hawkes. “Hope the grub’s as good.”

“It’ll be good, all right,” said Black.
“I didn’t get any lunch, and I’ll make a hit
with my appetite.”

The three watched the chefs lining the
bottom and sides of the pits with the hot
stones, covering them with a thick layer of
green leaves and sprinkling these with wa-
ter. On this they placed potatoes and
yams, sow-thistle and wild cabbage, eels and
other fish, pigeons and joints of young pigs—
all carefully wrapped in dracena leaves.
Another layer of leaves, more water and a
blanket of soaked mats carefully tucked in
to keep out the dirt as it was packed and
piled over the mats, completed the prepara-
tions. The food was left to steam.

The feast was served with due ceremony.
To each was given a plaited basket of green
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leaves containing a liberal portion of every-
thing that had been in the ovens, and a piece

of wonderful sweet yellow bread made from’

the pollen of the bulrush. After the eating
came the Zgka-dance by the light of the
fires and the rising moon, the lithe, postur-
ing limbs of the dancers tinged with warm
ruddy gleams and tipped with the colder
moonlight as if between two calciums.

As the dance went on license was lost and
decorum thrown aside, while the figures
leaped and shouted about the fires, whirling,
swaying, in couples or frenzied pas seuls.
Suddenly a wizard, clad in a mat blanket
dyed deep crimson and scrolled in black,
stepped forward and tossed water on the
hissing coals. Instantly the wild ballet
ceased; the dancers vanished in the shadows,
leaving the great courtyard to their chiefs
and the white visitors, grouped on the

. council-house veranda.

“Now come the orators,” whispered
Black to Hawkes. “You’ll hear something
out of the ordinary. There’ll be two of
them, one to sound our virtues and the other
to hold up Mauohi’s end. Ours comes first.
There he is now.”

In a courtyard to the right a rich voice
belled in the silence. The tone was deep
but clear, with a good range and the easy in-
flections of the trained orator. At times he
chanted as he improvised, cantillating his
phrases and ending in a climax of rich bari-
tone notes ringing out on the night.

“Did you follow him?” asked Black.

“Pretty well,”” answered Hawkes. “We’ll
have some trouble living up to our reputa-
tions. Ah! There’s the other.”

Mauohi’s champion proved to be a silver-
tongued tenor. He had a knack of trilling
on his syllables and prolonging the vowels
that was peculiarly effective. He was the
star orator of the North Island, knew the
fact, gloried in it, and was not above adver-
tising it. j
ingale in his infancy, he announced, and had
acquired all its sweetness. Tired of his own
praises at last, he intoned a lengthy account
of the ancestry of Mauohi, her age, her wis-
dom; and predicted for her eternal life and
triumph over all her enemies. She ruled the
ghosts of hell, and was the chosen friend of
Purukau, the god of witchcraft. Fools were
those who crossed her, and wise those who
came and left in peace.

“De lady has peen brompting, I think,”
whispered Schussler as the orator wound

He had been fed on the night-

up his peroration on top notes clear as those
of a bugle.

“Sure thing,” replied Black. ‘She plays
fair, in a way. .Gives warning to avoid
trouble.”

“Come,” said Putiri, the chief who had
first met them. ‘“Mauochi awaits us.”

““This is your scene,” said Hawkes to the
scientist. “I’ll handle the mask.”

They crossed the wide veranda and
crawled through the low doorway into the
great chamber of the whare-runanga (council-
house). A fire burned in a stone pit, with
snapping of resinous logs and a pungent
suggestion of incense, at the foot of the main
pillar that upheld the ridge-pole. The glow
lit up the distorted features of the figure
carved upon the post in high relief and sent
a long, wavering finger of shadow toward a
low platform at the farther end of the room.
There a dozen wizards, trigged out in chap-
lets and fillets of fur and feathers, necklaces
of teeth, and girdles and aprons of scarlet
and yellow plumage, surrounded what at
the first glance seemed an inanimate bundle
of mats.

The unsteady light from stone lamps gave
vague outlines to the group, and as the
flares faltered and leaped up again the
sneering grin of a carved head, the gleam of
its shell eyes, would suddenly spring from
the gloom and shrink back again.

ﬁ low platform and placed his gift

before the bundle of mats. It
stirred, and a head was thrust forth
swiftly from the shadows like the play
of a lizard from a cleft. The features were
indistinguishable. There was a mop of gray
hair above two eyes that reflected the light
as flakes of mica refract the glow of a camp-
fire. A voice croaked the conventional wel-
come. Schussler responded for the party
in due form, and the audience was-started.

A tall and gaunt wizard, elaborately tat-
tooed on face and thighs, with a smear of
red ocher from top-lock to eyebrows that
made his scalp look as if it had been split
open, stepped forward to open the gift.

" It had been carefully and cunningly
chosen by Hawkes and Schussler. A square
of brocaded yellow silk was wrapped about
a box of red lacquer. Inside was a high
comb of Spanish shape, carved from the
shell of the hawkbill turtle by the lepers of
Abua. Then came a silver-backed mirror,

SCHUSSLER advanced toward the
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a powder-box of the same material—minus
both puff and powder—and a necklace of
deep red coral, with another of amber beads.

“That should fetch her,” whispered
Hawkes to Black as they stood in the shad-
ow to let the scientist do the talking. “The
box for her witch-charms, the mirror for her
own—God save them!—the comb and the
necklaces to tickle the eternal feminine.

. . . It’s made a hit. Look at her eyes!”

The old, old face was stretched out far-
ther on its withered neck, like a turtle. The
metallic orbs gleamed with a light that was
not all reflected, and two claws came from
behind the mats and caressingly appraised
the gifts.

“It is good,” croaked the hag, “‘and I
shall not forget return. What is your mis-
sion, O strangers? Paraki (Black) tells us
that you are seeking something.”

“I come as a friend,” saidSchussler,
speaking in Maori. “From far across the
tidewaters, from beyond Hawaiki, from all
the tribes that have flourished beneath the
smile of Maui, we come and bring greeting.
On the track of Nga-Toro-i-rangi and of
Nga-Hue we have come, bringing news of
the scattered tribes. We have talked with
your kinsmen on a thousand isles. We bring
news. We are the bearers of light!

“Listen, while I tell you the tale of the
twin brothers Ngoko and Nga-Toro—"
there was a stir at the mention of the
names— ‘“‘of the long voyage Nga-Toro
made to the Isle of Miru after he had been
driven from Te-Tka-a-Maui* by Ngoko;
of the mask that hung in the temple on
Miru—the wooden mask, the false face of
Itupaoa.”

N
INSHA

SURPRISE and perturbation were
visible among the chiefs. The wiz-
ards remained apparently unmoved.
Only, their bodies seemed tense in the dark-
ness, their gaze more concentrated. Then
the rasping voice of Mauohi answered.

“Others have spoken to us of the Face of
Itupaoa, O mighty sailor. Yet it would
seem thou hast more to tell than they. Let
thy light shine, O flame-bearer.”

The sarcastic inflection of the voice of
their chiefess appeared to meet the silent
approval of the wizards. There was a rust-
ling of necklaces and girdles. The chiefs
gathered closer as the scientist continued.

* Literally, The Fich of Maui—the Maori name for New
Zealand.

He wound up with a vivid description of the
landing of Nga-Toro on the island of Miru
after his losing battle and flight from his
brother, the holder of the real mask; and
told of the finding of the false face in the
ruined temple of the seaward cliff. As he
ceased, Hawkes took the cue and held up
the wooden mask. It was hardly visible
in the obscurity; and there was a craning of
necks, though no one moved foot or hand.

Schussler stepped to one side and, point-
ing his electric torch like a wand, cried—

‘“Behold the Face of Itupaoa!”

A brilliant circle broke upon the wooden
fetish with the vestiges of green paint still
clinging to the spiral carvings of its fea-
tures, and the one eye leering above the
cruel mouth. A gasp went up from the
wizards. Mauohi drew in her breath hiss-
ingly, and the crowding chiefs looked on

with cries of astonishment and terror, falling .

on their knees before the mask.

Schussler suddenly switched off the torch
and Hawkes lowered the mask. There was
silence for a moment, heavy with mystery.
Then Mauohi spoke again.

“Truly ye are Masters of Magic, O light-
bearers. Much have you told us that we
know is truth, and much that we knew not
but must believe. We give you thanks.
Was this thy mission? To tell us of Ngoko
and Nga-Toro, and show us this false Face
of Itupaoa?”

“All men are brothers,” answered the
scientist. ‘“The mighty race from which
Maui sprang has lived in many lands where
now other races dwell. Our people would
learn the truth of their wanderings. So
have I sought to find the real mask, that
the truth may be established and the story
of all the tribes of the earth be in time
linked together that all men may know
each other as of the same family.”

“Then it is to gaze upon the Face that
you have come, O white brother of ours?
Listen then in turn, and I, too, will tell a
tale.

“Listen, O white men!” Her voice
shrilled as shewent on. ‘‘Another white man
came seeking for the Face. Parri was his
name. He knew not the story of Ngoko
and Nga-Toro as you do; he bore no stick
of the fire that leaps without scratching;

but when I had shown him the Face he -

tried to steal it from me—from me, Mauohi,
the guardian of the Face! In secret he went
with Turi-Rau, my younger brother, who
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knew the path. They sought to ravish the
altar of the God. Make thy light shine, O
stranger, and see the end of those who mock
at Mauohi!”’

With a sudden movement she thrust
aside her outer mat, bringing with the same
gesture from its folds a rough sack, from
which two round objects bumped and rolled
to the feet of the white men.

Again the circle of .light flashed out,
making a vivid focus upon the floor. With-
in its ring lay two heads, one that of Turi-
Rau, tattooed and brown; the other yellow
and shriveled, the tarnished gold fillings of
the teeth gleaming dully between the
leathery lips, the light hair and drooping
mustache dry and faded—the head of a
white man; the head of Barr!

AGAIN silence fell upon the great
chamber. Even the breathing of
the men was inaudible. Schussler
stood motionless, holding the torch. Hawkes,
raging, but realizing the folly of betrayal
of emotion, felt Black’s hand seek his and
grip it.

Again Mauohi broke the silence, first
with horrible cackling laughter and then
with speech.

“Turi-Rau we hung in mats from the
rafters till the smoke killed him. He wasa
long time dying. Parri died more swiftly,
yet would he rather have lingered, as did
Turi-Rau. The gods of hell alone know
just how he died. I can not tell you, stran-
gers. Yet you may some day know.”

In sudden impulse Schussler turned the
electric torch directly upon the chiefess.
Her eyes, gleaming like crimson spangles,
seemed held at gaze against her will. The
head, wrinkled to a semblance of long-
soaked leather, looked despite the tangle of
hair like that of a monster lizard. Only the
eyes were alive, sparkling like jewels laid
on rotten cloth. The skin was stretched
like shrunken parchment over the skull, yet
retained a thousand lines, the net of age
and malevolent passions. The open mouth
with its horny lips gaped fangless, a crescent-
shaped slit in that horrible travesty of a
face. The neck was a bundle of cords, work-
ing, writhing like snakes.

For a moment she combated the glare.
Then her clawlike hands covered her eyes.

“Auwe, the pain!” she moaned. “Take
away the flame. It burns my eyes,andIam
an old woman.”

Hawkes picked up the head of Barr.

“This shall have burial,” he said. “Per-
haps’ the god killed him in wrath. Yet
would we look upon the mask, O Mauohi!”

“T will ask of Purukau,” croaked the old
witch in a low voice. ‘“The god shall an-
swer. He will make manifestation. Sit
down, while I seek for Purukau.”

She drew her mats about her and bowed
her head in the shadow, while the audience
sat cross-legged on the mats.

The light from the floating wicks in the
stone bowls failed and brightened, dimmed
and flared, and the hideous carved faces
seemed to peer suddenly from the darkness
and shrink back again. The firelight sent
long shadows quavering across the floor,
and the silence deepened.

“Beats a spiritualistic séance,” thought
Hawkes, an eery feeling possessing him
despite himself. What was this manifesta-
tion to be? What spirit would this modern
Witch of Endor raise in this place of
shadows, where the dried head of her
younger brother yet lay upon the floor?

Mauohi rocked to and fro in her mats.
Presently she began to moan and make little
inarticulate noises. Then a slight scratch-
ing sound came from the roof. There wasa
genera] swift intake of breath, in which the
white men joined involuntarily.

The scratching grew louder, passing along
the ridge of the roof until it stopped appar-
ently directly above Mauohi. A weird,
whistling noise sounded from the same spot
high over their heads. Then the sibillation
changed to stuttering speech. The voice

-sounded haltingly, became indistinct. A

few broken syllables changed to the whist-
ling sound and once more ceased—and the
scratching was heard retreating along the
ridge until it died away.

“Eyah!” croaked Mauohi, emerging from
the chrysalis of her mats. “The god has
spoken. Did you hear, O pakira (bald-
head), and thou, O tall and bold-eyed one?
Is it a bargain?”

“The voice spoke of seeking and finding,”
answered Schussler; “of Koroa, thy grand-
daughter, and of death. What is the bar-
gain, Mauohi?”

“Koroa lies close to the doors of death.
The wizards have fought with Tonga for
her life, but the omen-bird stopped not in
its flight. There is a curse upon her, and
unless it is removed she must surely die.

“Yet perhaps, O Masters of Magic, your



14

gods can take her from the ghosts. Maybe
your light can show a way to bring her
back. That is the bargain. Break the
charm that holds Koroa, and I, Mauohi, will
show you the Face of Itupaoa. Is it a bar-
gain?” '

It was a clever trap. All three realized
that Mauohi would not have made the offer
if the girl’s life were not already despaired
of. She might be in the last stages of rapid
consumption, where even a brief rally by
the use of powerful drugs would be impossi-
ble. And yet it was a challenge. Refuse
it, and they might as well leave the pa.
Their white-man’s magic would be mocked
at by the tiniest child that could prattle.

‘Hawkes and Schussler consulted rapidly
and briefly. This bridge was to be crossed
now.

“Do you suppose you can cure her or
rally her?” asked Hawkes.

“That iss hard to tell,” said the scientist.

“We'll have to take the chance, though.”

Schussler turned to Mauohi.

“If the maid still breathes tomorrow,”
he said, “we will see her.”

“Apopo (tomorrow),” echoed Mauohi
and her wizards. “Then we shall see—
apopo.”

“Apopo,” answered Schussler.

CHAPTER 1V
MAGIC

HE three men entered the tent to-

gether. Hawkes found the lantern, lit
it, and went out, followed by the others,
carrying the bedding, which they spread
upon the dew-damp ground. All three
seated themselves about the lantern, the
light of which shone wanly beneath the
brilliant moon.

A mist hung over the swamp and dulled
the surface of the lake. Fleecy masses of
it hid the island, and above their clinging
folds the plumes of steam rose fantastically,
like an assemblage of ghosts.

“B-r-r-r-r!” shivered Black.
to get some whisky.”

“Bring the quinin with it,” Hawkes
called to him as he disappeared with the
lantern in the tent. :

“Well,” said Black, after the quinin had
been washed down with whisky and water
(except by Schussler, who peeled off' his
little square of butter-scotch), “isn’t she a

“I'm going

charge of the girl’s case.
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wily old devil? - The girl’s probably as good
as dead now, but you couldn’t dodge the
issue. It was a deadfall she rigged up.”

“That was all we could do, of course—
take up the challenge,” said Hawkes,
“What do you suppose is the matter with
her?” g

“I am hobing it iss nod as pad as we
fear,” said Schussler. “I oferheard some
things in de pa today. De girl iss in some
sort of a trance, und has peen for dree days.
It iss bropably a catalebsy or maype some-
thing else I haf in mind. How old iss the
girl, Black?”

“I didn’t even know the old witch hada
granddaughter till this morning.”

“Well, we’ll have to see in the morning.
There was nothing else to do under the cir-
cumstances,” said Hawkes. “Perhaps the
girl will die overnight, and that will let us
out. If we win we score high; if we lose this
hand, there may be another. Do you think,
Black, that Mauohi is the only one who
knows of the mask’s hiding-place? Has she
another brother besides the one she smoked
to death?”

“Rest of the family dead long ago. That
Turi-Rau must have been close to eighty,
to judge by his face-——what the smoke had
left of it to make out.”

“Still,”” said Schussler, ‘“she gan’t egg-
sbect to lif much longer, und de segret iss
not likely to die with her.”

“One of the wizards?”’ suggested Hawkes.
“There, by the way, is where we make ene-
mies if we succeed with the girl.”

“It’s the long one who opened up your
gift you’ll have to look out for,” said Black.
“Tu-Hue. He is head priest and would suc-
ceed Mauohi if she passes out. He had
Look out for
Putiri, too.”

“He seemed friendly enough,” said
Hawkes.

“He’s a pretty square chap, take it all
round. But he was going to marry the girl
Koroa, and probably has paid any amount
to Tu-Hue for trying to cure her.”

“Then he ought to be grateful if we do it
for nothing.”

“That isn’t the point. If you pull her
through Tu-Hue will persuade him, to save
his own face, that you have bewitched her;
and if he still wants to marry her he will wed
a girl without a soul.”

“In that case,” said Hawkes, “it is more
than possible that Tu-Hue will try and

o
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make certain of the girl dying before we can
see her. We had better take watches by
the gate tonight. They can’t get to the
grove where she is without us seeing them
from here. What do you think?”
¢“That iss a wise idea,” assented Schussler.

The Raiateans lay asleep close by the
tent, swathed in“their blankets, guarding
the baggage. - Dicky-Dick’s eyes opened
wide the instant Hawkes touched his shoul-
der, and he arose and came quietly over to
the lantern.

“Dicky-Dick,” said his skipper, ‘“‘you
know about the sick girl, Koroa?”

The sailor nodded.

‘““The hut where she lies is in that
grove.” He indicated a wooded hillock
rising from the swamp not far away. “As
soon as it is light I want you to go there and
hide. If any one comes to see her, find out
what they do, and get back without being
seen.”’

Dicky-Dick nodded again.

“That’s all, my boy. It’s a grass hut.
You can make a hole in the thatch if there’s
no window.”

“All right,” said the Raiatean, starting
to go.

“Give him a drink,” suggested Black.

Dicky-Dick’s eyes glistened. He took
the cup, scorned the proffered water and
swallowed the raw liquor with gusto. Then
he drew his blanket about him and returned
to his sleeping fellows.

“What time did the moon rise tonight?”’
asked Hawkes. ‘

“It shone into de pa yust pefore they
started to dance,” said Schussler. “I saw
it shining on de dancers. It was nod yet
nine.”’

« ‘““That will give us a clear two hours of

darkness tomorrow night. If you can
" bring the girl through, Schussler, we can
have a little séence of our own after dark.
That was a weird performance tonight. Of
course it was all faked, but it got under my
skin somehow. I was gooseflesh all over
when that thing started scratching on the
roof. These native wizards could teach a
first-class civilized spiritualist a lot of
things.”
_ ‘““Vendriloquism, of course, de voice,”
‘said Schussler. “De scratching was py an
assistant oudside.”

“Well,” said Hawkes, rising, “it’s eleven

now. That leaves about six hours to day-
light. Two hours’ watch apiece.”

“I will dake de first,” said Schussler.
“I am nod sleeby, und I would like to think
apout things.”

“That’s good,” replied Hawkes. “You
follow him, Black, and I’ll take the daylight
watch and see Dicky-Dick started.”

/3 WHEN Hawkes relieved Black at
C | the gate of the pa at three o’clock
the next morning the moon had
sunk, but the glittering stars seemed to drip
radiance over the sleeping village, the fern-
clad cliffs and the mist-draped lake. It was
cold. They were twenty-two degrees of
south latitude below the Fijis, nearly thir-
teen below the Tropic of Capricorn. All
had felt keenly the chilliness of nights em-
bittered by the elevation.

Hawkes looked toward the silent grove
where the sick girl lay and wondered at the
outcome of their quest. That there were like-
ly to be weird happenings before they won
through to the mask, was evident. Black,
now—he thought: Black was a tower of
strength; a good man, at a council or in a
fight. Schussler was strong, too, though his
persistence in the search to which he was
also committed was likely to cause trouble.
There were breakers ahead, and shoals;
that was certain. Danger that was not all
of the kind a man could come to grips with.
Intangible, much of it, and uncanny.

Three o’clock on a raw morning is not the
most cheerful hour for meditations of this
sort, and Hawkes was glad to see the stars
wither in the brightening east. Before it
was quite light Dicky-Dick quietly arose and
came toward Hawkes with his blanket close
about him, and after a word of greeting
slipped silently toward the grove.

The sun came up an hour later, greedily
sucking up the mists. The Raiateans
awoke, made their primitive toilets with
yawns and shivering stretches, and started
breakfast. The fragrance of bacon and
coffee, with their suggestions of the world
of every-day affairs, effectually dismissed
the last thought of things immaterial, and -
it was the familiar world once more.

After breakfast Schussler, in his charac-
ter of physician, busied himself with the

‘galvanic battery. The pa commenced to

show signs of life, curls of smoke mounting
leisurely from the courtyard. The gate was
still fastened. Presently it opened and the
chief. wizard, Tu-Hue, came out, a com-
panion with him, bearing something
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wrapped in a cloth. They advanced to
where the white men sat at breakfast. .
Hawkes carelessly covered the battery
with a blanket. The wizard produced a
bundle which he said was the return-gift
from Mauohi. The contents were a polished
calabash of hard wood in which was a small,
finely polished image of greenstone, intend-
ed to be worn about the neck as an amulet;
a fillet made from the feathers of the wing-
less kiwi, and three elaborately carved pipes

of cream-colored clay, resembling meer-

schaum. Also, there was excellent native
tobacco.

Thanks were made in due form and ce-
mented with Scotch whisky, accepted with
grave but evident delight by the visitors.

Nothing was said about the girl; and in a
short time the pair departed, walking to-
ward the grove.

“Not pipes of peace, I think,” said
Hawkes, lighting his gift. “Now to hear
from Dicky-Dick.”

An hour passed and the wizards returned,
slackening their pace as they came near the
tent.

“If they’re after more whisky,” said
Hawkes, “I refuse to take the hint.”

Tu-Hue stopped in front of him.

“When, O Master of Magic,” said the
wizard with an air of quiet complacency,
“will you see the girl, Koroa?” :

“Tell Mauochi that we shall go to the
girl at the hour when the sun casts no shad-
ow. It is permitted that we see her alone
and, if we wish, bring her to the tent?”

“You are the doctors. Make your cure
as you will. We shall preserve your fabu.”

The wizard turned with his companion
and left, the smile still on his features.

“Now I wonder,” said Hawkes, “whether
he has found the girl dead? There’s Dicky-
Dick already.”

The Raijatean, a famous bushman among
his own people, had managed to make an
unseen circuit through the reeds and now
sat among his comrades, looking eagerly for
his summons.

All went into the tent and sat on the
bedding while Dicky-Dick told with low
voice but animated gesture what he had
seen.

“Hut plenty small,”” he related; “trees
plenty low. I make branch lie along down
by little window and look in. The fakine
on a bed, asleep. She look, oh, very sick.
Long time I wait and thenfohungas (wizards)
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they come, but not see me. The tall one, -
he Tu-Hue, lift up fakine hand and it drop
along heavy, like this. He look inside her
eye and then he speak to short fokunge, and
both laugh. Tu-Hue he make ear lie along
fahine heart and then he make plenty walk
a}lﬁng his hands over fahine body—like
this.” —

The Raiatean told his story doubly, in
words and illuminating action. The first
were almost unnecessary, so vividly did he
pantomime the scene in the little hut with
the watcher peering through the leaves.

“So!” said Schussler. “How was that,
once more? When he bassed his hands
ofer?”

Dicky-Dick repeated his gestures, moving
his hands in long horizontal sweeps as if
stroking the air smartly just above some
imaginary form.

“Then,” he concluded, “both fohungs
laugh—oh, plenty; without noise, And I
stay a little and come right along quick be-
tween reeds.”

Schussler nodded as if in appfoval or
confirmation of some thought.

- “Good boy,” said Hawkes. “Give hima
drink, Black; then he can go and get some-
thing to eat.” He turned to Schussler.
“What do you make of it?”’ he asked.

“I am bretty certain it iss what I bhad
hoped for,” replied the scientist. “It was
either a pad catalebtic trance or a hybnotic
one, I was nearly sure. Hybnotism iss
quite a gommon practise with de Maoris,
for signess sometimes, und often as an og-
gult eggsberiment. Tu-Hue has peen un-
aple to pring de girl pack to gonsciousness.
She will haf peen without food for seferal
days, und her bulse iss brobably fery weak;
so that he thinks she must die or iss already
dead. But lack of nourishment matters
liddle in such gases, und I shall pring her to
normal with galvanic shocks und some
nourishment. It iss simble. I will haf her
ready for your liddle séance tonight, I doubt
not. Und then for de pargain with Mau-
ohi.”

“You don’t need us?” asked Hawkes.
““Then it would be better if Black and my-
self put in an appearance at the pa. It will
distract attention; and anyway, they do
not expect any move from us until noon.
You take Dicky-Dick and another boy. If
the girl revives they can make a litter and
bring her to the tent. We can tabu -the
grove and the tent by setting up wands
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with red handkerchiefs on them. Tu-Hue
said he would respect the fabus. Mean-
time I can figure out the séance and keep an
eye on the wizards if they try to do any
funny business.” '

> | THE skipper and the trader spent
'I the morning in the pa, watching the
M) children at their games and looking
on at a wrestling-match arranged in their
honor. They kept clear of the central court-
yvard and saw nothing of Mauohi or her
wizards, whom they imagined laughing at
the attempts of the strangers to bring back
the spirit of a girl after the ghosts had
claimed it.

In the early afternoon Dicky-Dick came
for them. They found the flap of the tent
closed, with Schussler smilingly awaiting
them outside by the tabu-wand that flaunted
a red bandanna.

“It was simble,” he said. “They were
oud of symbathy with de subject, that’s all.
With a liddle rest und nourishment the girl
will pe soon all right again.”

- “Good!” said Hawkes. “Now for our
little entertainment. Black, I wish you’d
‘take the boys and clear off the sedge from
that little knoll in the swamp. Build a fire
of dry fotara branches ready for lighting—
use small branches and get plenty of them;
and then set out a circle of Coston night-
signals about the fire. There they are in
the box. Use all the colors, alternating, and
show the boys how to light them when the
time comes.”

“Fireworks?”” said Black delightedly.
“That’s right in my line.”

‘“Better than that. Schussler, you can
handle that stereopticon?”

“Surely.”

“All right; that’s fine. We'll set it up in
the rushes by the tent where it can’t be
seen. We’ll run over the program at sup-
per so there won’t be any hitch.”

Later in the afternoon Black requested
Mauohi to grant them an audience outside
the pa at the hour of darkness, before the
coming of the moonrise. So far they had
not been interfered with. The wizards had
failed to put in any appearance; only some
idling natives looking on at the fire-build-
ing. The girl, Koroa, had been given soup
and a stimulant in the seclusion of the tent,
where she had been sleeping naturally
throughout the afternoon. Black returned
as supper was announced.
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“She’ll come,” he reported. “I made
quite a little excitement, though they tried
to hide it. Tu-Hue and Putiri were dying
to ask questions, but their pride stopped
them. Tu-Hue looked as sour as green
gooseberries. He’s beginning to smell
trouble.”

“Well,” said Hawkes, “we’re all ready
for them. Black, you start the fire the
second they come out of the pa. Then
light the Costons as fast as you can when I
start to come over to you. Schussler and I
will cover them with our electric torches
as soon as they show outside the gate.
When I switch off, Schussler will get back
in the reeds and start the lantern. Better
use the plain slide first and then slip in your
color-film. T'll handle the phonograph.
That’s a peach of a record for the occasion.
How’s the girl?”

“‘She iss ready for her part,” said Schuss-
ler. “I haf given her soub und a liddle
prandy. When it iss time, she will be feel-
ing well und strong. I haf told her what she
iss to do, und she understands.”

THE sun sank behind the rim of
4] the great crater, and its shadow

+ seemed to rush across land and lake
as if eager to sweep the stage for the per-
formance. Red glows showed here and
there in the pa. The mist slowly gathered
above the marsh, and the sky faded to pale
green and then deepened through olive to
purple. The regiments of the stars com-
menced their nightly bivouac, and across
the zenith the fiood of the Milky Way glit-
tered like diamond-dust.

“Well,” said Hawkes as the twilight van-
ished, “they’ll be out any moment now.
Time for stations.”

“Aye, aye, sirl” answered Black, entering
into the spirit of the affair as blithely as a
boy at a Fourth-of-July celebration. “Shall
I serve a tot of grog to the officers?”

He passed the bottle and they drank to
success, elated at the prospect. The Raia-
tean boys were chattering by the clump,
where the fire and the signals were ready
for the word.

“Here they come,” said Hawkes. “Sta-
tions. all!”

Biack slipped away into the darkness as
the gate of the pa opened, and with flaring
torches a little procession filed out. First
came the wizards; then Mauohi, borne
shoulder high on a litter; and then the chiefs.
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A rabble of men and women followed and
halted just outside the gate. The vanguard
came on slowly and stopped some twenty
paces from the tent.

The powerful light-sticks flashed out into
the night, sweeping the little group. Eyes
gleamed in the white rays; glittering orna-
ments caught the light.

“Greeting, O Magic-Masters!” croaked
Mauohi. “Are your spells strong?”’

“The gods make all things possible,” an-
swered Hawkes.

He switched off his light, and only the
smoking flares from the torches broke the
black of the night. Schussler stole away to
the stereopticon set in the rushes.

Suddenly the fire burst into crackling,
leaping flame on the little knoll, revealing
the crouching figures of the Raiateans, and
Black, erect and motionless.

“Now for the overture,” said Hawkes
below his breath, throwing the catch of the
phonograph set ready behind the tent.

A weird air trembled on the night. It
was a record taken by Schussler at a sou-
ruka-dance in the Solomons. The shrilling
of the pipes, the blare of the bamboo trum-
pets, sounded dramatically—a perfect pre-
lude for the scene to follow.

Hawkes crossed to the knoll. The flames
had died to fierce embers that changed to
vivid glares of violet, crimson and emerald
as he tossed powders on the coals. Simul-
taneously the Costons stabbed the darkness
with thrusting blades of blue and green,
scarlet and silver. It was a startling specta-
cle. Then came a glittering upheaval from
the fire in an explosion of starry particles.
The boys heaped on fresh wood, revealing
Hawkes, apparently tossing dazzling stars
and comets from his finger-ends as he deftly
lit strips of magnesium paper.

The pyrotechnic display ended, and
Hawkes tossed more powder on the fire.
There was a pungent scent of aromatic in-
cense, and a dense volume of smoke arose,
red at its base, rolling duskily against the
sky, blotting out the stars. Not a sound had
come from Mauohi and the wizards. The
chiefs had drawn a little apart, while the
crowd by the stockade huddled together
with short, sudden cries of astonishment.

Schussler, his lantern adjusted, focused a
brilliant spot on the undulating smoke
column. Handling the set-screw, he
dimmed the circle of radiance, and in it ap-
peared the shadowy features of a grim, leer-

ing face, distorted, gigantic. It became
clearer, the uprushing waves of smoke giv-

ing it the semblance of life—a horrible,

menacing smile, frowning brows, eyes moy-
ing in dusky caverns.

He slipped a color-film in front of the
slide, and the angry face turned a murky
green,.

“Au-el” yelled the crowd in terror, pros-
trating themselves. The chiefs fell on hands
and knees, bowing their heads. The wiz-
ards shifted ground uneasily in alarm and
fear.

“Au-el” cried the huddle at the gate.
“Au-e. Te male a Itupaoal”

Hawkes left the fire as the scientist datke: & il

ened the lens and the face disappeared. The
Raiateans threw on more wood and the
diminishing smoke swept upward in ruddy
waves.

“Koroa!” cried Hawkes, centering” the
ray of his torch on the tent. “Koroa!”

The canvas flap was thrown back and the
slim shape of a girl appeared, clad in a white
mat-blanket. Scarlet flowers were wreathed
in the black, silky hair that tumbled over
her shoulders to her waist. Koroa’s lips
matched the blossoms; her eyes shone in the
electric rays like stars. ~ ° x

“Koroa!” called Mauohi harshly from the
litter.

“E kui,” answered the girl, rushing tow-
ard her.

All was confusion. Hawkes and Schussler,
reénforced by Black, turned the light-sticks
on the scene—the clustering crowd by the
gate; the excited chiefs, Putiri prominent
among them; the perturbed wizards sur-
rounding the girl, who stood by the litter,
talking rapidly to her grandmother.

Mauohi raised her hand and called for
silence.

“Your gods are powerful, strangers,” she
said. “Come to me tomorrow. I keep my
word.”

The procession formed as before and dis-
appeared through the gateway, the girl
walking by the side of the litter.

oA

- “ = ”
')@‘i SOME stage-manager, Hawkes,

congratulated Black later, offering a
nightcap. ‘“That lantern-stunt was
a bully idea. Took the wizards off their

feet and got the old lady’s goat, if she did

try to hold on to it.”
“She didn’t seem overjoyed to see her
granddaughter, at that,” said Hawkes.
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“It iss not to pe wondered at,” said
Schussler. “She iss not Mauohi’s grand-
daughter. She iss not a Maori. The girl
iss a full-plooded white!”

CHAPTER V
FRAGRANCE

OROA was a delight. Hawkes was
convinced of that within twenty-four
hours. Koroa, translated literally, meant
the Sweet-scented One, or as the skipper
rendered it, Fragrance. Now that she had
been discovered to be white, he decided that
she would, sooner or later, need a new name.
And Fragrance, he told himself, just suited
her. By which it may be readily seen that
Hawkes, wittingly or not, was by way of
falling in love,

She was beyond doubt a delight to gaze
upon, Her skin was light golden, sun-dyed
on a surface of satin which in a less sunny
clime and under protection would have
been white, the tint of gardenia petals.
Now it held the hue of a bronze casting be-
fore the lacquer is applied.

Her slim figure, holding all the graces of
the unfolding bud, was delicately rounded.
The slender neck that bore the dainty,
gracious little head flowed into her shoul-
. ders and breast in sweet curves that held

none of the hollows or projections of imma-
turity. Little wrists led to slender tapering
hands; the feet, guiltless of shoes, were what
a sculptor would have modeled for the feet
of a dryad—perfect, made for dancing over
tender grasses and blossoms without touch-
ing them, only taking homage as they passed.

The face might have been the face of a
dryad, too. The eyes, dark and glorious,
were the hue of forest pools at midnight,
holding each a captive star. They shone
beneath finely penciled brows and showed
by the subtle alchemy of the spirit the sig-
nals of a hundred moods.

They could be frank as a boy’s; they
could be pleading, proud, indignant or
angry, with war-lanterns lit in warning.
They could flame hotly, sparkle with merri-
ment or glow softly with a deep and tender
light—a phase they oftener bore as they
looked longer and more frequently upon
Hawkes. Her brow gave assurance of a well-
balanced brain, a little inclined to be swayed
by the emotions that the heart prompts,
but the dwelling of a spirit brave and true.

The lustrous masses of her hair rippled
far below the supple waist. There were two
citadels where the colors of her own race
hung proudly and set her apart from her
companions, even to the casual eye. In her
cheeks a rich bloom showed through the
patina of sunburn, like roses seen through
amber glass. Her curving lips, redeemed
from fulness by the grace of their modeling
held the velvety hue of the scarlet hibiscus.
As to her teeth, Hawkes declared them in-
comparable; and he was accredited a judge
of pearls.

The fragrance of her dwelt in the odors
of her glossy hair, the perfume of her breath.
Hawkes had never seen such a girl. He de-
cided that, long before he had completed
the catalogue of her charms. He always
declared that he would have known hertobe
white, aside from the announcement of
Schussler; and indeed, the appraisal prompt-
ed by his love was a parallel judgment of the
ethnologist’s practised eye.

“She iss far too light for a native of this
island,” Schussler said, explaining his con-
clusion. “De hair iss different—shabe of
de eyelids, preasts, de length of de limbs, de
curve of de tibia. There iss no guestion
apout her race. The broblem iss, how was
she adopted by Mauohi?”

“It’s not unusual,” answered the trader.
“More frequent in eailier war-times, when
they would sometimes save the white chil-
dren after a raid. There are several cases
on record. There was a boy who grew up
with the Nga-ti-Potama tribe at Wanganui.
He is in Parliament now as a representative
of his tribe. They found him after a ship-
wreck. Koroa may have been picked up
the same way.

“Mauohi seems to have respected her
white blood to some extent, even if she was
going to marry her to Putiri. She’s not
been tattooed, and she’s been kept apart.
I never heard of her before, and I've often
been in Mauohi’s settlements. Chances are
we would never have seen her if Mauohi
hadn’t thought her dying, and tried to use
her to get rid of us.”

They decided, as a matter of policy, not
to bring up the question of the girl’s birth
or parentage. There was time enough; and
any present discussion of it might be re--
sented by Mauohi, who, while carrying out
her side of the bargain, was in any humor
but a good one.

There had been no delay about starting
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on the last stage of the quest. With only
the wait of a day, taken for the girl to re-
cover completely, the party was made up
for the trip to the crater. Four of the
villagers were chosen to act as littermen for
Mauohi. Tu-Hue and an assistant wizard
acted with Putiri as escort, with Koroa
as attendant on Mauohi.

On their side the white men balanced the
native party with Dicky-Dick and the
three other Raiateans. All save Hawkes,
Schussler and Koroa were to stop at the
entrance to the tunnel. From there on, the
two men were to handle a smaller litter for
Mauohi, while Koroa carried an electric
torch through the caverns.

%8 THE pa lay three days’ hard travel
L 3§ behind the party. The fern-covered
=== slopes that dropped to deep gorges
had been surmounted. Great flows of lava,
spreading from the crater like the arms of a
monster octopus attempting to destroy the
land and set with jagged waves of rock and
flinty precipices, were avoided until ‘the
third day, when they paralleled one of
these erupted rivers, in the heart of which
lay the entrance to the tunnel.

The flow was grooved its entire length in-
to a defile, with forbidding walls seamed by
fire that curved inward. The lava was
knife-edged, black and drab and slate-col-
ored where it was not the dull red of often-
heated iron, as if the volcanic fire had left
its ghost behind. On the skirts of the gorge
was spread lava of different formation—
smoother, more porous, lying in great ropes,
like monstrous entrails flung upon the dead
flanks of the mountain, the bowels of the
crater. Scattered here and there were
fields of pumice; and, higher, fine cinders and
ashes, gradually replacing the vegetation
that grew to the edge of the burned-out
rock and sent tentative coils and tendrils on
to the barren lava itself.

On the third afternoon the caravan en-
camped within the bowl of a subsidiary
crater some two thousand feet below the
rim of Pouritangawatiriri. It was an oasis
of the fast-encroaching desert of rock and
cinders. Its walls, breached on opposing
sides with deep notches, rose four hundred
feet above the outer level and sloped within
to a basin three hundred feet in depth,
where a tiny lake choked the central shaft,
still marked by an islet of rubble. The
sides were vitrified, the basin strewn with

3

scattered boulders of lava amid which grew
stunted pines and low shrubs. Here and
there gas and steam hissed and whistled
from the piles of rock, and about the lake
were boiling springs of terrace-formation.

By one of these Hawkes lingered with
Koroa while the evening meal was prepared.
Mauohi’s litter had been set by the shore
of the lake, close to the little encampment.
Schussler and Black wandered about, look-~
ing at the fissures; the two wizards talked
in undertones with their chiefess, while the
Maoris and Raiateans gathered in appar-
ent amiability over the preparations for
supper. ;

Putiri sulked apart. Between him and
Koroa were no visible signs of a mutual re-
gard. The girl quietly avoided his com-
pany, and the chief, though scowling at the
evidence of the growing intimacy between
Hawkes and Koroa, made no open claim of
ownership or betrothal.

The sun had sunk behind the walls of the
main crater which had seemed to frown more
insistently with every mile of their ap-
proach, and the land lay in shadow, though
twilight promised to hold for two or three
hours. The basin of the spring was reached
by broad steps of white-and-rose marble,
over which an inch or so of water constantly
overflowed from the breaks in the lips of the
bowl. The water in the basin was vividly,
transparently green, welling up from un-
guessable depths without a bubble.

The rim was white, stained yellow here
and there by sulfur-solutions. It projected
far over the shaft in platforms that threat-
ened to break under the weight of the too
inquisitive. Steam hovered above some of
the springs; but in this pool the water, just
above blood-heat, formed a perfect mirror
in which the reflected blue of the twilight =
sky was transmuted to emerald. T

= HAWKES and Koroa crept cauti-
& ously where the crust was thickest,

and kneeling close together peered
into the depths. From one wall was thrust
an arm of lustrous spar—the trunk of a
pine, its pores filled with silex, petrified.
From the depths their two faces, side by
side, gazed back at them—the brunette and
the blond, the girl and the man.

“In pools like these,” said Hawkes, “in
lands far beyond the sea, dwelt water-
witches, who when men came to the brink
would sing to them of love, and as the men

i_
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bent to kiss them dragged them to the
depths.” -

“Why?”’ asked Koroa. ‘“What use were
the men if they were drowned?”

“If you, being a woman, can’t answer
your own question, I’m sure I can’t,” re-
plied Hawkes. “You looked like a naiad
yourself just now, looking up at me from
the water.”

“But I am not cruel like that; and I am
not beautiful.”

“I think you are,” said Hawkes simply.

“How can that be?”’ Koroa answered.
“Look at my nose. I have a canoe nose.
My mother forgot to flatten it when I was a
baby.”

“The gods
Hawkes.

“And my hair is ngaore (silken, like flax),”
she went on, “and I have no chin-moko
(tattoo). Do you mind if I have no chin-
moko?” she asked, raising her face toward
him.

“Your chin is perfect,” said Hawkes, a
little unsteadily. He was looking at her
lips, not her chin, suddenly devoured by
the desire to kiss them. But there was a
maidenly restraint in the very frankness
of the girl that tempered the temptation.

Hawkes was falling in love, wandering in
that first delicious haze of it before the self-
revealing dawn. As yet he was hardly con-
scious of it. His interest in Koroa had been
aroused by the knowledge, as yet unshared
by her, of her white blood, and the specula-
tion as to her parentage.

But so far desire for her company, the
pleasure of her casual touch, had not turned
to passion. The business of the mask was
pre€éminent. A man in years and in experi-
ence, he was still much of a boy at heart.
Physically he had reached the perfection of
manhood, but the open under-sky life that
had molded his vigor had kept him clear
from the desire and the intrigues of women
he considered equals. Most of his time at
sea, and when ashore in civilized communi-
ties, essentially a man’s man, he held pure
womanhood in unsoiled reverence. As for
the lures of island beauties, there were no
deserted Jills hoping against hope for his
return to South Sea beaches, for all his so-
briquet of Handsome Harry.

With Koroa, being a woman, there may
have been instincts that presaged deeper
emotions. She had moments of exquisite
shyness; and there were times when she

be thanked!” muttered

flirted, if not deliberately, most effectively.
Mauohi had kept her apart from the village
maids, and Hawkes was the first man with
whom she had come in close contact—ex-
cept Putiri, who had failed, through the
promptings of her white blood, to attract
her. Her heart opened to Hawkes as a
flower to the sun, expanding with her ripen-
ing womanhood, and all unconsciously she
fastened one by one to his heart the fila-
ments of a web that was to hold him pres-
ently a willing but thorough captive.

Every moment when Mauohi did not de-
mand her service they spent together. Tu-
Hue, as well as Putiri, noticed it, and
scowled. Mauohi wrapped herself in taci-
turnity, as she had since they left the pa,
keeping a baleful silence. Schussler was
far too immersed in the close outcome of his
quest to think of anything else. Black
seemed benignly unconscious of anything
out of the ordinary in their friendship. So
the two foregathered unmolested through
the hours.

“WHO, named you Koroa?’ asked
Hawkes.

“Why, as is the custom, I sup-
pose they called over all the names of my
ancestors, and when they came to Koroa,
I sneezed. Then everybody said, ‘Maors
ora’, (‘Good health to you’). Andso I was
Koroa.”

“In my tongue—"’ Hawkes had started
to teach her English—*they would call you
Fragrance.”

“Fara—araganni—is that right?”’ she
asked, with tantalizing curvings of her
dainty mouth. Perhaps she was not so
unmindful of the windings of the rosy path
they were treading together. So much that
is called love-making is with a woman
merely instinct that it is hard to mark the
iine of deliberate intention. The Maori
idiom for sweetheart is that used almost uni-
versally throughout Polynesia, a compound
word meaning ‘“‘ripe fruit;” and such was
Koroa—a luscious, fragrant fruit, ripe for
the gathering. Now in the urge of the
greatest of world-energies, sex, she had
found her mate—happily for her a worthy
one; and both she and her lover-to-be were
unwittingly obeying the impulse of a force
far too dominant for their control.

“How old are you?” he asked. “Do you
know?”

“Why, of course I do,” she answered,
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laughing.  “Ka-li-kau-ma-iwa (nineteen).
And you?”

“Oh, I am very old. Zou-ru-te-kau (thir-
t_\').”

“That is not old,” she said demurely.
“Mauohi is more than three times lou-ru-
fe-kaw. She is more than rau (a hundred).
And a woman is always older than a man,”
she added archly.

BLACK strolled up, whistling.
“Supper’s ready,” he said, “and
the old lady’s peevish. Ain’t you
folks hungry? I am.”

“Hari,” said Koroa, as they walked
toward the lake,” I am afraid of Mauohi.”

“Isn’t she kind to you?”

“Oh, always. Only, sometimes she sits
and looks at me strangely, and she has never
let me talk much with the other girls. She
is more that way of late. But I am not
afraid for myself, but—for you, Hari, for
you and Paraki and the Bald One. She
looks at you with evil eyes, and talks often
with Tu-Hue when we are alone. They
speak low, but I have heard some things
that do not mean well for you.”

“We’ll be all right, Fragrance.
mustn’t worry.”

“Ah, you are brave and strong, Hari.
But she is very old and very wise and very
cruel; and—though I should not say it—
very wicked to those she does not like.”

She looked at the stalwart man beside
her, head and shoulders above her slender
height, with alarm that changed to confi-
dence as he smiled into her eyes. He was
very noble, this stranger, she thought, and
—oh, it was strange and sweet!—but surely
he liked her more than a little, as she liked
him. And she dropped her heavily fringed
lids before his glance.

“What about Putiri?”’ he asked.
say you are to marry him.”

“Young girls are often pledged to chiefs
in marriage,” the girl answered. ‘Putiri
is the head chief of the pa, and when Mauo-
hi dies he will be rangatira. Mauohi wishes
me to wed him, she says; and I think per-
haps,” she went on with a touch of coquetry,
“he loves me. He has said so. Mauohi
thinks she will soon pass to the land of
ghosts and wants to see me protected; but
she would not have me wed against my
wish, and indeed I have no thought of mar-
riage.”

“Never?”
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He held her gaze till her cheeks ﬂushed
like ripened pomegranates. <

“If I had, would I talk of it?”’ she an-

swered bravely

ST

@ to save time,” announced Hawkes
" to Schussler and Black, after a con-

ference with Mauohi. ‘“The way Mauohi

figures it, allowing a full day to cross and V

recross the crater, we should be back here
in thirty-six hours, barring slips. If we

don’t show up in forty-eight, come after us

with the boys. If I can I’ll manage to mark
the right path through the tunnel in some
way with a chunk of this pipe-clay stuff, to
guide you.”

“T’ll get through,” said the trader, “if
I have to make Tu-Hue act as guide by the
use of a little physical persuasion.”

CHAPTER VI
UNDER THE GEYSER

THE next morning found the little crater
bedded down under a fleece of white
mist through which the sun failed to break
until eight o’clock, when the fog quickly
dissipated, pouring out through the notches
in the brim. The night had been cold at the
altitude of five thousand feet, but camped
about the warm springs they had not sui-
fered. . They were to pass the next night in
similar comfort, Mauohi told them, at some
hot mud springs at the end of the tunnel.

The Maoris were busy transforming the
litter into a narrower couch, more readily
transported by two bearers. Handles were
arranged so that it could be carried at arm’s
Icngth through the narrow places in the
tunnel.

It was planned that they were to start
at noon, traveling in company to the tunnel
mouth and sharing the evening meal before
dividing. Travel through the tube was to
be made at night; more expeditiously with
the light sticks, and more comfortably in
the lower temperature.

Koroa spent the morning arranging
thonged sandals, made from dried #-
leaves, which were to protect her feet from
the harshJava. The rest of the party, aside
from the white men and Mauohi, had the
same footgear, in readiness for the final
stage of their escort.

“T’ll give you folks the forty-eight hours,"”

“WE GO through the tunnelat night

e
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said Black in final conference; ‘“then I’ll
come after you. If there’s trouble—I’m out
of favor with the old lady, that’s evident—
T can handle the opposition very nicely with
Dicky-Dick and your boys.”

“They’ll stick,” said Hawkes.

“I’'m sure of it. Now I’ve said about all
I’m going to say on the subject of Mauohi;
but as sure as you try and touch that mask,
trouble is going to pop out from where you
least expect it. And the old she-devil is
banking on your doing just that thing. It
don’t look dangerous on the face of it—two
men against a helpless old rheumatic; but
you don’t know what kind of a trap you
may be walking into. Barr’s head and the
smoking of her own brother show there is
danger. She’s as cunning as an old gray
bitch-wolf.”

They reached the mouth of the tunnel
after four hours of stiff travel along the
bed of the lava ravine, which was a great
open conduit that had once held the molten
contents of the subterranean passage. This
channel they entered by a gap torn by the
explosion of pent gases, and marched in the
shadow of the ever narrowing cliffs.

The crater-wall reared itself constantly
higher as they toiled tediously along the
gorge. The irregular floor seemed the bed
of a dried-up torrent, as if a flood of storm-
waters, rather than a fiery river, had pos-
sessed it. There were high, smooth rocks
over which the lava had cascaded in in-
candescent falls, terraces where the glow-
ing current once swirled in fierce rapids.
Sharp edgzs tore through shoe-leather, and
twice the sandals of the marchers were re-
newed. The legs of the natives were soon
cut and bleeding, and Koroa’s dainty ankles
received their share of painful scratches for
all of Hawkes’ watchful pilotage.

Camp was made at dark beside a deep
pool of icy water, a short way from the
opening in the wall of the volcano. The
cliffs of the gorge had gradually lowered, and
beyond the jagged edges could be seen
mounds of scoriz and slag. The fence of a
deserted hut supplied them with fuel, and
the snapping flames shone fiercely in the
swiftly gathering gloom.

High above them, beyond the crater’s
rim, the sunset glowed in a vision of the
days when the great caldera had belched fire
as it spewed its awful contents. The lofty
walls were deep chocolate in color in the
twilight, the rifts marked by dark purple
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shadows. All vestiges of vegetation had
been left behind. By the Stygian pool,
amid the abomination of desolation all
about them, with the ragged mouth of the
tunnel gaping in the dark wall of the crater,
the general atmosphere was anything but
enlivening.

“See!” croaked Mauohi. “See the redness
of the sky! Maui bleeds. It is an omen, O
Magic-Masters. Yet, since the Face of
Itupaoa comes at thy will, there can be
naught to fear. Let us be going.”

“Putiri is going to camp back in the little
crater with Tu-Hue and the rest,” said
Black to Hawkes, “but I shall stay here
with our boys. We have plenty of grub
and the water’s good. Good-by, and good
luck.”

Hawkes and Schussler took up the han-
dles of the litter. The blankets were piled
as a bed for Mauohi, and the provisions
stowed at her feet. Koroa timorously bore
a light-stick with which she walked beside
the litter, lighting their way through the
grim gullet of the mountain.

At first the tunnel was some twelve feet
in even diameters, narrowing to almost half
those dimensions at times, or opening into
great circular chambers where crystals glit-
tered from roof and walls. The latter were
fairly smooth, bossed here and there with
blisters, or split where the lava had con-
tracted after the fiery core had swept on.
Blisters were on the uneven floor—brittle,
broken and knife-edged; but the quartet
made good progress, halting sometimes for
rest. The torch sought out a pathway that
was easy to follow, and the air was fresh and
cool, without perceptible draft.

At one halting-place the light revealed
bundles of yellow bones protruding through
rotten matting, set on shelves in the wall at
head-level. Mauohi took no note of these
grim relics, but Koroa shivered and crept
close to Hawkes, her hand stealing to meet
his as they leaned resting against the wall
together beside the litter.

It was eight o’clock when they entered
the tunnel. At eleven the tube became so
low that they were forced to stoop, and in
some places craw! painfully through open-
ings that barely admitted of passage, drag-
ging the litter with them as best they might.
Despite the mats Mauohi’s old bones were
bumped and jarred severely, but she made
no complaint. The hands and knees of the
men were torn, and Koroa’s pretty knees
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bleeding when they won through the last of
these lava straits. Soon Hawkes, who was
at the head of the litter, felt a cool breeze on
his wet forehead as the torch-ray raised a
sudden reflection from the still waters of an
ebon pool lying in the center of the floor of
a vast chamber.

At Mauohi’s directions they set down the
litter, while the girl swung the light about
the wvaulting walls. Six dreary portals
vawned before them, dull-fanged mouths
leading to unknown labyrinths.

“Which way, Magic-Masters?” cried the
hag. “Which way? Or do you need my
help?”

“Tt is in your bargain to guide,” replied
Hawkes sternly.

“T keep my word. To the end! Six ways
to choose from, and five that lead to death.
Nay, all of them perhaps. Who knows?
We take the second road, strangers—the
narrowest. Soon we shall reach the thresh-
old of Tewhareara (House of the Sun) and
rest for the night. Come, Magic-Masters!
Come, Koroa! The night hastens.”

As they passed the margin of that mid-
night pool, Hawkes saw two points of light
glowing in the depths like the eyes of a
water-dragon of the paleozoic age. Look-
ing upward, he saw two stars in a sky of
black velvet, so black that no dividing-line
showed where the mass of the crater-wall
had been torn asunder.

“Kanohi a Maui (Eyes of Maui),” said
Mauohi. ‘“They look red. Perhaps he is
angry. Who knows? Who knows?”

She chuckled, subsiding into silence as
they stumbled along the narrow way that
led downward, like some corridor of a for-
gotten pyramid leading to the crypt of an
unremembered king. At one side of the en-
trance Hawkes scrawled a crude cross with
pipe-clay as he passed, marking the way for
Black if he should follow.

The cool wind blew upon them once more
as the passage widened rapidly to a ravine
open to the starry sky. They looked out
upon the floor of the great caldera, an easy
slope of ashes at their feet descending into
its void. The vast pit was filled with a sea
of fog, rising to their feet—an ocean of mist
that stirred uneasily beneath the moon.
The black barrier of the farther wall above
the fog abruptly ruled off the starry heav-
ens. After the gloom of the tunnel, the
stars seemed to thrust spear-points of light
at them. The Milky Way blazed like a

great snake set with diamond-crusted scales.
“To the right,” croaked the crone. “To

the right.”

Gases had blown out a huge cavern in
the wall of the cafion. The interior was hot
and steamy, and great sobs and gurglings
sounded weirdly from its depths.

Mauohi chuckled constantly, in an ex-
citement that was steadily growing with
each stage of the journey.

“Listen!” she said. ‘““The voices of the
ghosts of hell! They will keep us brave
company tonight. Halt and set me down.
There is wood yonder, if you want a fire.”

Despite the heat the suggestion was a
cheerful one in those mysterious surround-
ings, with the protesting, choking sobs
sounding from the gloom. The light-sticks
revealed a grass house by the wall of the
cavern, its thatch rotted, its palisade half
demolished. Hawkes attacked the broken
fence, and soon the folara-posts were in
flames, lighting up the rough ribs and groins
of the place with a ruddy, shifting glow.

Heaps of coarse tufa stood about, rough
mounds that might have been the burial
cairns of giants. From their interiors seem-
ed to come the sobs, less supernatural now
in the company of the leaping fire. Schuss-
ler ascended one of them while Hawkes
helped Koroa spread the mats on a smooth
spot of the floor.

“Gome up here, Hawkes,” said the scien-
tist, “und pring your torch.”

Hawkes clambered up the porous heap of
dried mud and stood by his side.

“Here iss one of de gods of hell,”” said
Schussler. “A goot name, kein?”

In a basin nearly a hundred feet across,
boiled a viscous mass of mud. In the cen-
ter of the caldron a great bubble slowly
formed, rising sluggishly, its inverted bowl
darkly iridescent in the electric rays. The
dome, easily fifteen feet across, held its
shape as it attained the perfect half circle,
swelled in a final effort and burst with a
hollow choking sound, sending a jet of liquid
mud high into the air to slap back into the
scalding mass in heavy gouts.

“This will be the beginning of the hell
Black talked about,” commented Hawkes.

“Well, we shall pe out of it soon,” said
Schussler. “This time tomorrow, und we
shall pe pack here again, I hope.”

“Hope so,” assented Hawkes. ‘Let’s
turn in sharp after supper. We'll get a long
rest for tomorrow. That fog outside should
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hold till well after sun-up, and all the sleep
we can get will help.”

The hasty meal was soon disposed of, and
Mauohi, tucked under her blankets by
Koroa, soon gave evidence of sleep as she
snorted and strangled like one of her own
favorite hell-godlings. Koroa lay quietly
beside her, and, as Hawkes lay down on the
narrow space of level floor they had found,
her little hand nestled into his upturned

ready palm.
™)

g morning the last of the fog was

driven through a great gap in the

eastward wall of the crater.
clouds were swept between a score of minor
calderas, like sheep before Pheebus playing
shepherd. Soon only a few thin streamers
clung to the crests of the smaller cones like
wraiths of their long-dead fires.

The great pit was a wilderness of trailing
lava rivers winding between the lesser cra-
ters. Great slopes of ashes were piled
against precipitous cliffs, fissured and torn,
glaring in every shade of dull red and yel-
low, as if still holding the heat of the fur-
nace that formed them.

- Blocks of fire-twisted, burned-out rock
lay in confusion everywhere, taking strange
shapes. Here was a heap of skulls, there a
great turtle or lizard, as if the monsters of
a past age had chosen the spot for a death-
ground. There was no sign of life, no
growth of any kind, no sound of beast or
bird or insect. Silence brooded about the
lofty cliffs. It was a hall of hell, deserted.

Five miles away, by the northern wall,
arose intermittent jets of vapor.

“The geysers?”” asked Hawkes.

“Ja,” assented ‘Schussler. “If it were
not for them und their evidence of water,
this would pe a tybical lunar landscape.”

He adjusted his field-glasses and made a
cheerful, careful survey of the place.

“Not so vast as the crater of Haleakala
on Maui, in the Hawaiians,” he announced.
“Half de elefation und apout half de size,
put one of de piggest eggstinct calderas in
de world. Und de name, Tewhareara, iss
de same. Another broof that the Maoris
gome from that group.”

Their feet sank ankle-deep into the ashes
that turned up sulfur-yellow beneath the
weathered crust as they trudged across the
breadth of the silent crater. The sun was
reflected fiercely from the vitrified rock and

BETWEEN eight and nine next
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sand, and they were often forced to long
détours about the lava-flows that arose in
flinty billows high above their heads.- Be-
fore long they could hear the roar of the
great fountains and presently came upon
them, grouped upon a terraced plateau of
cream - colored siliceous stone. Hawkes
counted seven in action as they neared
them, but there were many evidences of jets
more rarely intermittent. As they set the
litter down, the ground shook and a mighty
fountain of spray shot into the air, rain-
bows glittering on the steaming column,
the spray pluming far to leeward.

“Eyah! Te Pakiki (The Stubborn One),”
cried Mauohi. ‘““Te Pakiki, always faithful
to his trust. He is the Guardian of the
Mask. Close to his heart lies the Face of
Ttupaoa. Will you seek it, O strangers? Is
your magic strong, or are you afraide”

The two men looked at each other, won-
dering if the old hag was insane or actually
meant that they should venture into the
very throat of the geyser. Unless it was a
trick to foil them at the last and put an end
to the search.

“Nay, I am not mad,” she chuckled, read-
ing their faces, “‘and I will keep my word.
But be sure you do no more than gaze. Te
Pakiki is a vengeful watcher, but he will let
Mauohi pass.”

A lesser jet broke from the terraces be-
yond where the giant crater had belched,
followed closely by another to the right; the
ground shook and the subsiding waters rum-
bled as they sank into their shafts.

“Koroa,” said Mauohi sharply, “stay here
till T return.”

The girl, trembling with fear of the awe-
some place, looked pleadingly at Hawkes.

“Till we return,” he amended. ‘Yes,
Fragrance, it will be best. Till we return.
We shall not be long.”

“That is as the gods decide,” croaked the
witch. “Come, bear me to the mouth of
Te Pakiki and wait till he speaks once more.
Then we must work swiftly.”

“De geyser iss efidently regularly inter-
mittent,”’ said Schussler. “We should time
it carefully.”

Hawkes took out his watch and noted the
time. It was eleven-forty.

m lips of the great gullet and looked
into its depths. The gaping throat
contracted funnelwise, smooth-sided, thirty

THEY bore the litter close to the
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feet in diameter at the orifice. About
twenty feet down a narrow shelf ran around
the shaft. From this, on the opposite side
to where they stood, showed the dark
mouth of an opening fringed with pendent
stalactites. Its interior was in deep shad-
ow, as the noonday sun shone directly
into the gulf.

“Under that ledge should be ropes and a
plank,” said Mauohi. ‘“Turi-Rau told me he
left them there, and he was past lying when
he spoke,”” she chuckled.

Beneath a ledge of the terrace they found
two stout cords of twisted flax, each some
eight fathoms, and knotted at regular inter-
vals. The plank was a slab of fofara-pine
two feet in width, in good condition, and
strong, though light. The ground com-
menced to tremble as they bore them to-
ward the mouth of the geyser.

“Pakiki comes,” said Mauohi.

“Twelve ten. About thirty minutes’ in-
terval. I’ll time it again,” said Hawkes.
“T suppose that cave is the entrance to the
altar where the mask is.”

“Now strangers, swiftly!” cried Mauohi,
as the glittering column subsided. ‘“Lower
me first and then you will not fear to fol-
low.”

Hawkes swiftly knotted the ropes about
the ends of the litter, and the two men
swung it above the shaft with its light bur-
den of Mauohi’s shrunken body. They
lowered her to the shelf, fastening the ends
of the cord securely about a hummock of
marble. The light plank easily reached the
ledge, its end projecting a foot or more
above the mouth of the shaft. There was
a length of rope attached to it by which it
was to be lowered, drawbridge-fashion,
across the gulf. Deep niches had been
carved in the soft stone of the shaft and,
with the knotted ropes acting as hand-rails,
Schussler easily descended hand under hand
to the side of Mauohi. Hawkes followed
quickly, smiling at Koroa, who crouched
mute and forlorn on the ground, watching
the face of the man she loved disappear, as
she believed, forever.

The plank spanned the shaft and its far-
ther end rested within the cave-entrance.
Hawkes detached the ropes from the litter
and they rapidly bore it across, not daring
to glance below. Setting down the hag once
more, they dragged the light plank into the
passage, standing back to avoid the next
eruption.

“Wait until Pakiki passes,” said Mauohi.

“Then set back the plank. It is dangerous
to stay too long within, and it is but a short
distance to the altar of the god.”

Hawkes looked at her suspiciously. It
looked as if the witch might be preparing a
way of retreat which, however, would be
useless to her without their help. Or she
might be planning to shorten their stay so
that they would be unable to find time in
which to bear off the mask. Still, there
might be interior conditions that would pre-
vent their remaining. Another geyser per-
haps, spouting between alternate eruptions
of Pakiki.

“Be not afraid,” said Mauohi. “Do I
not go with you, and am I not helpless?”

Hawkes turned to Schussler, who had evi-
dently shared his suspicions. The scientist
nodded and bent to pick up the plank.

The cavern walls began to tremble
violently and a hissing roar came from
the shaft. Hawkes hastily consulted his
watch.

The entrance to the cavern and the op-
posite wall were suddenly blotted out by the
rush of water surging upward, deafening
them with the sound of its going, which re-
verberated in the passage until it seemed as
if their ear-drums would split. The air was
charged with suffocating steam, replaced re-
freshingly by cool air once more as the tor-
rent fell back, rumbling sullenly.

“Twelve forty. Exact half-hour inter-
vals,” announced Hawkes.

“The plank! Set back the plank!” cried
Mauohi. “And hasten!”

They replaced the bridge and took up the
litter. Hawkes carried the light-stick be-
neath his armpit, and they started down
the passage.

oyl STALACTITES hung halfway from
«\i}?}} the roof; stalagmites thrust up to
==2 meet them. Many of the latter were
broken off close to the base, marking the
trail of previous visitors. The way led
downward at a perceptible angle, and, heed-
ful of the scant half hour of grace, they
made swift progress. Some five hundred
feet from the shaft the passage forked, and
they followed the right-hand tine along the
trail marked by the broken columns. The
passage curved widely and the echoes of
their trampling feet resounded as they
swung rapidly along. Abruptly the floor
sloped upward for thirty feet or more, and

g i b o s
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the air grew chilly as they entered a great
central chamber of the cliff.

“Set me down,” commanded Mauohi.

The rays of both torches disclosed a cir-
cular hall, high-vaulted, its walls pierced
by several openings. Everything, walls,
floor and ceiling, gleamed creamy-white,
surfaced with the glaze of siliceous deposits,
arabesqued in an indistinct tracery of
strange patterns. Great clusters of stalac-
tites descended midway to meet their up-
standing brethren. In one place they had
blended to form a set of slender columns
shaped like the pipes of a mighty organ.
Groups of stouter pillars stood about, and
eéverywhere the limestone responded to the
electric flares with milky, opalescent lights.
The drip of falling water resounded in a
constant tattoo.

“*What iss de time?” asked Schussler.

“Twelve forty-seven,” answered Hawkes,
and the scientist set his wrist-watch to cor-
respond. They had been only seven min-
utes coming from the shaft, though it had
seemed twice as long.

Outside, above the roof with its chande-
lier-like clusters of lime-incrustation, the
sun was blazing on the dead crater, making
rainbows in the leaping fountains of the
geysers. Here was coolness, absolute dark-
ness, save for their torches—silence, except
for the ceaseless tapping of the water; death,
perhaps, for Barr had lost his venture here
‘and they might themselves be close to their
last, losing hazard.

“We can’t count on more than ten min-
utes,” said Schussler. “Iss this de blace?”
he asked, eagerness breaking through the
restraint of his voice.

“Listen, strangers!” replied the ancient
crone. She was leaning on one arm, her
eyes lit with crimson fire as they shone in
the torchlight. ‘“Listen!”

She gave out a shrill cry—“I-tu-pa-0O-A-
A-A!” dwelling on the last two syllables in
a high insistent note.

The chamber thrilled with resonant tone
as if some mighty harp had suddenly re-
sponded. It filled the vault with strange
music that slowly trembled into silence. As
it died some stalactites broke, tinkling to
the floor. ‘

“The voice of the god!” proclaimed
Mauohi. “The voice of Itupaca! He is
present. Quick!” she added to Hawkes.
“There in the wall are torches; light them!”’

Piled in a recess were resinous splinters

.depth of the niche.

of Jotara, protected from the water by the
Among the close-
standing stumps of a broken stalagmite-
cluster stood the end of a burned brand.
Hawkes replaced it with a fresh bough and
ignited it, the pitchy torch flaring up and
adding a red glow to the pale reflections of
the spar.

“Where is de mask?”” demanded Schuss-
ler.

“Nay, there is plenty of time in which to
look,” replied Mauohi. And if you are wise,
O Magic-Masters, you will but look and
swiftly leave.”

“Where is it,
Hawkes.

“There,” she said, pointing a skinny fin-
ger. “Enter and behold the altar of Itu-
paoa. Look upon the face. I have kept
faith.”

At the far end of the chamber a narrow
rift appeared in what seemed to be the solid
wall. Hawkes looked doubtfully at the
crone, then stooped to take up the litter.

““There is no room for me to pass,” she
croaked. “Let one of you go and the other
stay with me, if you fear a helpless old
woman.”

“Six minutes left,” said Hawkes.

Schussler had already disappeared within
the fissure.

Suddenly the wall was illuminated, trans-
lucent to the light of the torch, revealing it-
self as a thin screen of chalcedony that
glowed like the heart of an opal, the splen-
did reredos of this savage shrine.

“Ach, Golt! Hawkes, come here,” called
the scientist.

With a glance at the witch, still resting
on one arm, her malevolent eyes spangled
in the light ofl the flaring tofara-torch,
Hawkes hastened behind the stone curtain.

Hidden by the skirting sheet of chalce-
dony was a space some twenty feet square.
In the rear a deep hollow, natural perhaps
at first, had been carved into a deep em-
brasure. Before it stalactites and stalag-
mites formed a bristling grille. Some of the
latter were broken as if an attempt had
been made to penetrate the barrier. They
threatened at all angles in a protecting
though brittle chevaux - de - frise. Behind
them, upright on a flat slab of beveled lava,
gleamed the object of their quest, the leer-
ing, malicious face, the duplicate of the
wooden mask of Miru, carved in pale emer-
ald stone. The altar-slab itself was of lava,

woman?”’ demanded
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stained darker than its natural hue by the
blood of sacrifice that had dripped from a
thousand,victims, and held a dull groove in
which the blood had flowed.

“The mask!” exclaimed Hawkes.

The gleaming face showed brilliant in the
electric glare. The jade held a peculiar
quality of light, as if the carving had been
made from green ice. The god glowered
hideous, threatening, sardonic—a master-
piece of heathen carving, a treasure well
worth the finding.

“Look, but touch not!” the voice of
Mauohi sounded faintly from behind the
screen.

Schussler was gazing intently at the lime-
stone bars of the grille. Evidently the mask
had been set upon its altar-slab long ago,
and the slow in-forming incrustations had
grown through the slow centuries, drop by
drop, undisturbed save by the hands of
Barr, which had in some mysterious way
been arrested while they worked.

“Look here, Hawkes,” he said. ‘‘Here iss
something strange.” The tips should be
fresh and white—but they are brown. Ach,
don’t touch!”

Hawkes looked at the points of the spikes.
They seemed to have been smeared with a
brown, greasy substance. His mind jumped
quickly to experiences with South Sea weap-
ons.

“Poison!” he said.

“I think so,” answered Schussler. ‘It
will dake time to preak them away. We
had better get in that pridge.”

Hawkes had already slipped past the cur-
tain to the chamber. It was empty. The
torch had been extinguished; the litter lay
untenanted. Mauohi had trapped them
after all. Her inability to walk had been
assumed from the first in the hope of this
opportunity. She had fled to the entrance,
hoping to cross the bridge unnoticed while
they were engrossed in the mask, leaving
them to starvation if they escaped the poi-
soned stalactites.

=9 THERE was a faint sound of a
() chuckling laugh in dimly reverber-

ating echoes dying in the distance.
Hawkes thought rapidly.

There was surely time to stop her—shoot
her, if necessary—Dbefore she could cross the
plank. He looked about the vault. Which
was the opening? He tried one that ended
abruptly in a cul-de-sac. Another led to a

wide rift from which sounded the rush of
waters far below. Another and another he
tried before he entered the right passage,
strewn with the broken stalagmites.

He glanced at his watch as he ran, leap-
ing among the shattered spikes of spar.
The minute hand had passed to five beyond
the hour, leaving less than five minutes in
which to cross to reach the plank and cir-
cumvent Mauohi. He thrust back the
watch and grasped his automatic pistol.

Perspiration streamed into his eyes, blind-
ing him as he quickened his pace, spurred
by the thought of their peril, cursing him-
self for not paying closer heed to Black’s
warning, cursing the crone who had trapped
them.

He hurried at top speed up the ascent,
following the wide curve, and came at last
to where the entrance to the shaft of the
geyser shone like a great eye. Close to the
mouth of the passage hobbled Mauohi with
incredible swiftness. As he looked, she
tossed her torch aside and flakes of fire
broke from the brand where it struck the
wall. Still in his stride, Hawkes fired. The
report thundered in the corridor. Shatter-
ed stalactites, shaken down with the con-
cussion, fell all about him and others, splin-

tered by the spurting bullets, showered.

about the flying witch.

Mauohi staggered and kept on, suddenly
pitching to her hands and knees as she
reached the bridge, over which she started
to scramble like an ape. Across the gulf
swung the cords by the steps cut in the
shaft. It seemed impossible that she could
clamber to the top, and yet

The premonitory quivering of the rocks
commenced. A rumble grew to a hissing
roar and Mauohi’s shriek, as she clung to
the plank, was lost in the explosive gush of
the seething mass of liquid that surged up-
ward, whirling the plank and its screaming
burden from the floor of the passage, smash-
ing the fringe of stalactites from the en-
trance as it went and filling the air with a
steamy fog.

Hawkes shrank back, protecting his face
with his arm from sight and danger. The
flood fell growling to its abyss. The mist
cleared, leaving the narrow shelf adrip with
moisture. There was no sign of Mauohi,
no remaining splinter of the plank bridge.
The ropes had disappeared, torn loose by
the torrent. The way of retreat was
cut off.
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CHAPTER VII
'KOROA TAKES A MESSAGE

HAWKES pulled himself together, his
shaken nerves responding once more to
his will. Still shuddering at the thought of
Mauohi’s fate and his own narrow escape,
he set himself to the full realization of their
position. The plank and ropes were irre-
trievably lost. To leap across the shaft and
land in safety on the narrow shelf, slippery
with water, was impossible. The constant-
ly falling torrent had worn away the ledge
till it sloped toward the gulf, and if he fail-
ed to hold his balance his spirit would speed-
ily join Mauohi’s in whatever grim ante-
room that malignant soul was now wait-
ing.
The distance, too, was prohibitive. There
was no take-off; the jump was not to be
thought of. But there was Koroa—if he
could attract her attention. He pictured
her beholding the awful spectacle of
Mauohi, hurled aloft. He never for an in-
stant doubted the girl’s loyalty, though she
was still ignorant of the fact that Mauohi
had not been of her own kith and kin.

He retraced his steps, studying over the
situation. The mask was theirs. Mauohi’s
trap had sprung upon herself. It had not
been so subtle after all, relying, as it did,
upon her getting away while they were ga-
zing at the mask. Still, but for his wound-

ing her, she might have clawed her way to-

the rim, and then Koroa would have been
helpless to aid them. Koroa now could
go back for help, and Black would be start-
ing out for their relief the next day.

A light still glowed behind the transpar-
ent screen and projected upon it the shadow
of Schussler, rising and falling to a sound
as of breaking heavy glass.

As Hawkes stepped through the opening,
he saw the scientist, his great head and face
beaded with sweat, striking carefully at the
upper stalactites with one of the poles from
the litter. A heap of shattered limestone
was scattered at his feet.

“Ach!” he said, as the last spike tinkled
down. “Did you fix de pridge?” i

Hawkes told him briefly what had hap-
pened.

“I did not hear de shots,” said Schussler.
“I made too much noise here, und I was
excited. So! De old she-wolf iss dead?
But we haf de mask, and I shall brove my
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theories, and you, my friend, shall haf many
thousands of pounds to spend.”

“Pretty slim chances of spending it,” said
Hawkes grimly, ‘“‘unless we get in touch
with Koroa. Black would. never find us
here.

“I’'m going back to the entrance,” he
added. “Can you get the thing out all
right?”

The mask, with the wealth it represented,
seemed of small account to him then. He
was worried about Koroa. The girl might
have fainted from the shock, or might
through superstitious dread have fled from
the place, convinced of their destruction.

“Ja, surely,” said Schussler. “I shall
manage.” The scientist’s face beamed with
enthusiasm as he played his torchlight on
the leering face of the mask. He was lost
to all matters of personal safety for the time.

Hawkes retraced his steps to the mouth
of the cave. As he followed the upward
curve of the corridor he heard the thunder
of the eruption.

At the opening, looking up to the orifice
of the pit, preparing to call to Koroa, he
saw the face of the girl peering fearfully
into the shaft.

“Hari!” she cried, “Oh, Hari!
safer”

“Safe so far,” he said, “if we can get out
of this. Listen, Koroa. If I throw you a
light-stick, can you find your way back
through the tunnel to Black and tell him to
bring the men and planks, or a rope?”

“Yes, Hari! But, oh, Hari! Mauohi!”

“Never mind her, Koroa. She wasn’t
your grandmother at all.”

“Not my—— Why, what do you
mean?”’

“I mean that you are not Maori. You
are a white girl, as white as T am.”

““Hari!” she cried, her eyes widening. “I
am white? How can you know?”

“Tll tell you all later,” said Hawkes.
“The fact is, dear, that you are white,
There’s no doubt of it. So you will go to
Black, and hasten; for there is no water
here fit to drink. Get some of the food and
throw it to me.”

Koroa disappeared, and Hawkes wrapped
his handkerchief carefully about the lens of
the torch.

“There, Hari,” said the girl, reappearing.
She managed to toss into the opening some
cans of tomatoes, one of beef, and some
ship’s biscuits. One or two attempts failed

You are
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and the food fell into the shaft to join the

body of the old hag where it swirled into
the hidden depths.

“Good girl!” said Hawkes. ‘Don’t try
and catch this.” And he tossed up the
torch.

“Is it all right?” he asked anxiously.

“Yes,” said Koroa. “It shines. Now I
go, Hari. Good-by.”

"B HAWKES found Schussler in the
main chamber. He had relighted the
torches and was wrapping the mask

carefully in the mats of Mauohi’s litter.

“Koroa’s on her way,” said Hawkes.
“She ought to make the other end of the
tunnel in eight hours. Black’ll get to the
crater long before dawn, and he can start
as soon as the fog clears. They’ll be here
by noon, I reckon.

“Here’s some grub,” he continued.
“Good thing we brought those tomatoes
along. The pulp’ll do instead of water.
I suppose we shouldn’t touch this in
here.”

“Not unless we want to be betrified in our
insides,” said Schussler. He was in high
good humor as he finished protecting the
prize they had come so far to seek.

“I'm afraid Black’ll have trouble with
Tu-Hue and Putiri,” said Hawkes, “but
we'll win out all right now we've got this
far.”

They made a fire of the litter-frame and
the torchwood, and sat about it to eat their
meal. Afterward they went back to the
shaft, discussing the events of the day and
the probability of escape, until the night
fell and a few stars shone into the pit.

“Do you suppose Barr was poisoned?”’
asked Hawkes.

“It iss hard to say. Maybe he saw de
trick of de poison as we did, but was left
to starve. So I think, for he surely made
de drawing of de mask und de last of his
notes in here; that would take time—more
time than if he had been poisoned. So he
wais trapped, for he had no Koroa to go for
he

“There s no doubt about the girl being
white, is there?” asked Hawkes,

“I would stake my rebutation on it,” as-
sured Schussler. ‘‘Bresently her sunpurn
shall go when she lives in the cities, und
you shall see.”

Hawkes’ thoughts dwelt pleasantly on the
thought of Koroa in the cities, in some

city where he could watch her returning to
the hue of her birthright.

“We should gif her an endowment from
de brofits, for her education,” said Schuss-
ler. “She is a goot girl.”

"‘\\\;57 AFTER dark they retreated to the
grotto and ate their supper, reserv-
ing enough food for the morning.
Hawkes shared the mats with Schussler
and turned in.

Long after midnight he awoke, startled
at the strangeness of the place. The fire
was low, but the glow from Shussler’s torch
drove back the gloom as the scientist sat by
the embers, gloating over the mask which
he had taken from its coverings.

Hawkes closed his eyes again to dream
of many things—which later proved to have
been prophetic—as to what he was going to
do with his share of the “brofits.” Neither
was Koroa absént from his visions.

After breakfast they went once more to
the mouth of the shaft, waiting, while the
geyser erupted at its half-hour intervals, for
sounds of rescue.

Eight times it spouted and fell, and the
next eruption was close at hand when they
heard the cheery hail of Black and saw him
standing at the top of the shaft, Dicky-
Dick’s welcome face grinning down as he
knelt beside the.trader on the rim.

“Stand back!” shouted Hawkes.
out for the geyser!”’

Black waved bis hand and both stepped
back, reappearing as soon as the waters
had fallen.

“Have you ropes and a plank?” asked
Hawkes. “There are steps cut in the shaft.”

“Everything,” said Black cheerily. “Ko-
roa explained.”

The lines and the plank were quickly ad-
justed, and Schussler clambered up to the
crater-floor. Hawkes remained on the ledge
until a line was lowered, which he carefully
fastened to the mask, wrapped in its bundle
of mats. This Schussler carefully hauled to
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“Look

- the top, while Hawkes followed.

The Raiateans surrounded their skipper
with eager cries of welcome, but he hurried
through them to where Koroa sat up on a
litter, weak but smiling wanly.

“Hari! Hari!” she cried, clinging to his
hand as he knelt beside her, and bursting
into sobs mingled with excited laughter.

“There, there, Fragrance!” he said, sooth-
ing her while he drew her head to his breast




“The Greenstone Mask 31

and placed a supporting arm about her,
smoothing back her hair. “It’s all right
now.”

She strove to catch her breath.

“Mauohi! I hate her! I'm glad she’s kill-
ed. I'm glad I saw her die.” Her eyes
flashed as she straightened in his clasp.
““And she was not my grandmother, after
all.”

Black questioned Hawkes with a glance.

“Yes, I told her,” said Hawkes. “I sup-
pose we'd better get something to eat and
be off. We're not clear yet, by long odds.”

They snatched a hasty meal while the
Raiatean boys got ready for the journey
out of the crater. The precious mask was
carefully slung to a pole to be carried on the
shoulders of two of the sailors, while the
others bore the litter.

“Of course we can’t go back through the
tunnel,” said Black. ‘“Too risky. We must
try and work out through the eastern gap
and strike one of the coast-bound rivers.
When we get to a pa I'll negotiate for a
canoe. I'm pretty well known, and if we
can get well started before there’s wind of
this affair we’ll get clear. There’s no time
to lose, though.”

“Did you haf much trouple?”” asked
Schussler.

“Some,” said the trader laconically. ‘“I’ll
tell you later. After we get moving.”

The Raiateans replaced their worn-out
sandals with substitutes contrived from
spare matting. Two of them took up the
litter and two the mask, and the caravan
set out along the shadow of the crater-wall.
Hawkes walked by the litter until Koroa
fell into a doze. Then he joined Black at
the head of the little procession.

“You see,” said the trader, “I was sus-
picious of Tu-Hue and Putiri. That is why
I wanted to camp at the pool instead of
going back with them to the little crater.
Mauohi had plainly made up her mind that
I was not to be counted on her side, and
Tu-Hue and Putiri naturally followed her
lead.

“I had figured out that Barr was killed
somehow in the crater, and that Turi-Rau
was made prisoner and brought back with
Barr’s head to the pa by Tu-Hue or some
of his crew; and I rather thought that he
hoped to perform that office for you and
Schussler, in which case I would also be
counted with the missing.

* “Tu-Hue didn’t half like leaving us at the

pool, and as I didn’t know what he might
be up to in the small hours I set watches
last night, Dicky-Dick and one of his boys
going on guard till midnight, when they
woke me. Ididn’t tell you, because I wasn’t
sure, but I was pretty certain that at least
two rifles had been hidden in Mauohi’s lit-
ter. I thought I caught a glimpse of them
when they were making over the frame in
the little crater. I knew Tu-Hue wouldn’t
start any trouble until they had dug them
up from wherever they had cached them,
but I wasn’t going to be taken unawares if
I could help it.”

“Is that all the rifles they had in the pa?”
asked Hawkes.

“Probably, and we have those now. The
Government has called in most of their fire-
arms, I’'m —— glad right now that I never
traded them any.”

“What time did Koroa reach you?”

“T had been on watch ’bout half an hour,
I imagine, when I saw a light in the tun-
nel, reeling and staggering about. I switch-
ed on my torch as the girl called out: ‘Pa-
raki! Paraki’ and came into the ring of
my light. She was in bad shape—done up
and bleeding all over her arms and legs,
which are badly cut up. I gave her some
whisky, and she braced up enough to tell
her story. That must have been a horrible
thing for her, seeing Mauohi tossed out of
the geyser. I tell you, Hawkes, blood
counts. It took a white girl to get through,

‘““She kept her head, too, though she was
nearly played out. Kept asking me to
hurry, but remembered about ropes and
that there was wood for the bridge at the
other end of the tunnel. We fixed up a lit-
ter for her and came through the tube in a
hurry. Saw your mark on the entrance by
the pool and came out on the main crater
about five o’clock.

“There was no going on till the fog clear-
ed, so we went into the cave where the talk-
ing mud-springs are—cheerful place, that—
and there we rested, made some soup and
fixed the girl up as well as we could. She
dropped off, but the rest of us kept awake,
It’s a chancy place, and your boys were pop-
eyed all night.

“Quite as well nobody slept but Koroa,
for just as the sun was working through the
mist a rifle went off in the tunnel and a bul-
let zipped by me—whkang/—into the side of
the big mud-pool.

“It was brothers Tu-Hue and Putiri with
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the gang, of course. They had retrieved
their guns and come back to put us quietly
out of the way, get hold of the girl and
walit further orders from Mauohi. Not find-
ing us at the pool, they had hiked top-speed
through the tunnel. I guess Tu-Hue knew
the way all right without your mark, and
they might have got away with us any-
how, if the fools had known how to shoot.

“As it was, it was a close call. Another
shot came out of the tunnel. I slipped as I
was getting up and I guess they thought
they had us. Anyway, they rushed, and
we let go. Dicky-Dick peppered one of
them with the shotgun, and I got the short
wizard in the belly and winged Mister Tu-
Hue. He dropped his rifle with a whoop—
Putiri had the other—and came at me with
his knife, but these automats are mighty
handy for in-fighting and I must have killed
him three times over before he dropped.

“I got Putiri, too, through the forearm,
only I’'m afraid I didn’t break it; and he
dropped his rifle. Dicky-Dick let loose with
his second barrel, and they scooted, drag-
ging the short wizard with them. He’s
probably dead by this time, though. Putiri
was frothing at the mouth; but they
wouldn’t listen to him, and I got the rifles.
They had dropped their torches and they
didn’t wait to get them. Hope they had a
picnic getting through the tunnel in the
dark. We disposed of Tu-Hue—"’
© “What did you do with him?”

“There’s a nice potful of boiling mud-soup
in that cavern. Maybe you looked at it.
You must have heard it. Dicky-Dick and
me toted Mister Wizard up to the rim and
with a ‘one—two—three’ we plumped him
slump into the middle of a big bubble. He
busted it nicely; the soup splashed up; and
that was the end of Tu-Hue, Esquire. Ever
read the Bab Ballads? Where the old sailor
‘ups with his ’eels and buries ’is squeals in
the scum of the boilin’ broth?’

“That’s what happened to Tu-Hue; only
he didn’t have any seasoning, like the chap
in the poem. That’s all there was to it.
Koroa told us where to look for you, and
we made double time getting there.”

“YOU think they’ll come directly
after us, or wait for news from
Mauohi?” asked Hawkes.
“That’s a gamble. They know some-
thing’s wrong, of course, by Koroa showing
up. Putiri can travel; and he’ll come after
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the girl, I think, as soon as he can get
started, provided the little wizard I plugged
in the belly doesn’t linger for a day or so.
If he dies, with Tu-Hue and Mauohi out of
the way, I don’t think they’ll bother very
much about the mask. Eh, Mr. Schussler?”

“I think not. It iss not used in the bres-
ent religion or they would not haf hidden it
away. It will pe forgotten, I think, in a
short time.” -

“Besides,” said Hawkes, “they are not
sure we've got it. They don’t know where
it was. But Putiri knows we've got the
girl. Is there any way they can beat us to
the bottom of the gap, Black?”

“Think not. They'll go back to the pa
first with the wizard and hold a pow-wow
before Putiri will be able to start. They
may warn the villages ahead of us by drum
signals, but this is a hard part of the coun-
try for sounds to carry. Too much cut up.
I imagine they’ll go across country, guess-
ing we’ll tackle the gap; but.they will have
a hard time heating us out, with any kind
of luck. It’s going to be rough going
through that gap; but if we get our start
ana 1 wen get hold of a canoe we can go
down stream as fast as the water runs.
And that’s some pace in these rivers.”

“Where do you expect we'll strike the
coast?”’

“I figure near Cape IThu, on Mangai Bay.
The cape separates Mangai from the Bay of
Islands.”

“That should come within the range I
set for Manners. Once we pick up the top-
sails of the Ono we’re fairly safe; eh, Schuss-
ler?”

“Ja. There shall pe no more trouble,
now that we haf de mask,” answered the
scientist. His mind, planning the absolute
demolition of his scientific rivals, seemed
absolutely abstracted from present condi-
tions. He walked constantly beside his
treasure as it swung from its burden-pole,
watching it zealously and steadying it as it
swung.

“Well,” said Black, ‘“the cabin of the
schooner will look like home to me, but
we're just getting into the woods, to my
notion. You don’t feel like leaving the girl
behind, I suppose—— Hold hard now,
Hawkes! I didn’t mean it. By the way,
how long is it since we started?”

“Left Auckland on the third—Saturday,”
said Hawkes. “Left Kerikeri Monday
morning, and got to the pa¢ Sunday after-
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the eleventh,

1

noon,
day—

“Which was the thirteenth. I might have
known it,” interrupted the trader. “And
it was on a Friday you started through the
tunnel. Coincidence, of course; but after
this I’m going to eliminate Fridays and the
thirteenth of the month as starting-out
days.”

“And today is Sunday. That ought to
give us good luck in getting out of the
mess.”

“Lord! Sunday!” complained Black.
_ ““‘And all the shops closed in Auckland, and
every one digesting their Sunday dinner.
Next Sunday I’ll be having Sunday dinner
with the missis, I hope. She’s a great cook,
is the missis. Roast beef underdone, York-
shire pudding browned, with the gravy on
it, caulifiower, roast potatoes, apple
tart_]’

“Shut up,” said Hawkes. ‘“This is a fine
place to talk about cauliflowers and apple
tarts! Wait till we get clear of this devil’s
dumping-ground.”

“Hell’s backyard; that’s what it is. Bet-
ter say farewell to your friends the geysers.
Here’s where we turn off.”

CHAPTER VIII
AN UPSET AND A DISCUSSION

COMPARED to the present journey
through the gap, their previous experi-
ences seemed to have been child’s play. For
three days after they entered the great
breach in the crater-wall they clambered
down through a wilderness of crumbling
and broken lava, following the stony tor-
rent of the once-fiery overflow held be-
tween walls of dark-gray basalt. Every-
where the weathered lava gave way beneath
their feet, breaking into sharp edges that
slashed through all protection.

Gas everywhere had blown the rock into
ragged gaps and pits. High waves of flinty,
vitrified mineral extended in barriers from
cliff to cliff, over which they had to toil.
Loose fragments gave way beneath them;
deep rifts had to be leaped or spanned with
a crude bridge improvised from the litter-
poles.

Koroa, rapidly recovering from shock and
fatigue, insisted on walking with the rest;
but her feet were badly torn from her trip
through crater and tunnel, and Hawkes
8
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kept her perforce in the litter, Schussler
dressing her cuts with ointment from the
medicine-case. The Raiateans’ feet and legs
were soon in bad shape, despite their re-
newal of clumsy sandals and leggings made
from the matting. The shoes of the white
men were travesties of worn-out soles, bare-
Iy held on by rags and strips of leather.

The nights were cold, and there was no
wood for fires, for they dared not sacrifice
the litter-poles until they were clear of the
crevasses. Each morning the fog from the
crater rolled down between the cliffs, wrap-
ping them in a chilly, moist embrace which
possessed but one merit, that of cutting
down the period of fierce heat, refracted
from glaring rocks, to six daily hours of tor-
ture.

Night travel was impossible, the torches
useless, in that labyrinth of piled and broken
lava. There was no semblance of a trail,
hardly anything that could be called the
fioor of the gorge. Worst of all, there was
no water. Hawkes rationed out the scanty
supply of canned tomatoes, the soothing
pulp of which alone relieved their thirst
and enabled them to swallow more solid
food.

Eight scarecrows emerged from a final
gully of basalt in the late afternoon of the
third day. The flow had terminated in
branches of diminishing rock, spread like
the fingers of a giant hand. Between
them, in the scanty soil of ashes and de-
composed lava, grew rank grasses, scrubby
bushes and coarse bracken—the commence-
ment of the great fern-plains of the central
plateau. ’

This was intersected by deep, sudden ra-
vines, banked with pipe-clay. The first
held no water. Descending the second in
the last of the twilight they heard the wel-
come rush of a stream, and at last made
camp, with the luxuries of a glowing fire
and abundance of sweet water.

“Sleep late tomorrow?”’ suggested Black.
“They’ve hardly reached the pa by this.
We can afford to lay off tomorrow and rest.
I haven’t heard any drums. We sure need
it.” :

So the next day passed in bathing of ach-
ing, bruised and wounded limbs, strained
and sprained almost to dislocation; long
hours of sleep in the sun, and a real meal.
They celebrated the occasion with a special
if impromptu menu. Dicky-Dick and his
mates found crawfish in the stream and,
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making a dam, secured a number of buff-

colored, spotted fish, full of oil and eminent-

ly satisfactory. Black got some doves, and
Koroa, her feet well enough for her to hob-
ble about, discovered some bushes of great
golden raspberries. Schussler, in camp ma-
king up his notes, potted an inquisitive
iguana which formed the piéce de résistance
of the meal. All hands shared the last of
the Scotch whisky, and the night dis-
covered a strong-hearted, cheerful crowd
about the fire, luxuriating on their beds
of fern.

“Tomorrow we ought to find a pa,” said
Black. “Both the Aupouri and Rarawa
tribes have villages between here and the
coast. We’'ll cross the plateau this morning
and get to streams where the ravines run
east and west to the sea. Two days should
find us at the coast, which we’ll hit either
at Takou or Mangai Bays, or the Bay of
Islands. If we make Takou, there’s Whan-
garoa to the north, where we can get a boat
for Kerikeri; but probably we can work
over to the south toward Mangai Bay. The
great point is to tackle the first navigable
stream we come across.”

The listening Raiateans buzzed like
swarming bees at the prospects of getting
back to the Ono. Hawkes turned to Koroa.
There had been little time for talk during
the arduous climb from the crater, but he
had noticed that the girl’s demeanor to-
ward him had changed. Sweet she was,
cheerful and uncomphunuw but a little shy,
more than a trifle proud, so that he had to
make all advances.

And there were troubled lights in her dark
eyes. Manlike, knowing his own intentions,
he ignored the position of the girl, forgot
her natural bewilderment at the situation in
which she found herself, restored to her
own race, but alone, without kindred, the
future a blank, save for the man who she
thought loved her, yet who forebore to
speak.

They, she thought, were going back to
their friends, their families. Black talked
of his wife, of life in Auckland of which she
had heard tales from visiting tribesmen.
Hawkes and Schussler would sail away in
the big canoe, and what was to become of
her? She was too proud to ask, and too
confident, after all, of Hari. He would tell
her at the proper time, she decided. But
the sensitive soul of her was hurt at his ret-
icence.

VAIA THE next morning they crossed the
im Y| last ravine.

= they topped the rise and saw be-
neath them a little lake, tree-set, with
moving specks on its surface that the glass
revealed as canoes.

Hawkes called a council of war.

“Do you know the place?” he asked
Black.

“That must be Lake Ataahua,” said the
trader. “The pa belongs to the Rarawa
tribe, and they know me. Ataahua River
rises there and reaches the sea at Mangai
Bay. It’s full of rapids and falls, but navi-
gable by poling and portage. I can makea
dicker with them for a canoe.”

“You’d better go in alone, I think,” said
Hawkes. “We can make a détour and wait
for you downstream a ways. Then if Pu-
tiri comes along they won’t have any de-
scription of the party. Can you make ex-
planations for getting a large enough
canoe?”’

“Better let me take your boys down with
me. I’ll tell them I have some goods traded
for down the river and have visited them
on a scouting-trip. I may have to take
some mats, but we can dump them over-
board if they’re in the way. Don’t worry
if ’m gone some time. I'll have to go
through the regulation how-d’ye-dos.”

The party separated—Hawkes, Schussler
and Koroa making a circuit about the lake
to strike the river some distance from the
pa, and Dicky - Dick and the Raiateans
going with Black.

THE two men and the girl success-
fully avoided notice and reached the
steep cliffs of the ravine of the Ataa-
hua without trouble. Between the high
banks, tree-crowned, set with great nod-
ding ferns, the stream ran swift and narrow
in deep channel and foaming rapids, with
here and there a tumbling cascade. From
the cliffs waterfalls fell at frequent intervals
into the rapidly widening river.

At a shelving beach by a wide pool the
three halted to await the coming of Black
and the canoe. Hawkes and Schussler had
carried the mask, never out of the latter’s
sight or reach, between them, and the scien-
tist surveyed it anxiously as they set it on
the beach. ;

“T like not that water,” he said. “Should
we upset in a deep blace we might lose de
mask. If you will helb me, Hawkes, we

All stopped limping as
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should cut some of those pines and make
for it a raft, in gase of trouble.”

It was something to do, besides a good
idea, and Hawkes’ sailor hands soon con-
structed a practical raft to which they
bound the mask in its wrapper of mats.
Hawkes started to use his scanty linen for
cords, but Koroa swiftly climbed the bank
and returned with pliant vines which she
wove deftly about the little raft and its bur-
den, enclosing it in a network.

In mid-afternoon a light-draft canoe
with Dicky-Dick and his boys at the blades,
Black steering, paddled into the pool.

“It’s all right,” said Black. ‘“They’ve
heard nothing. We’re to leave the canoe at
the mouth of the river, where there’s a divi-
sion of the tribe, with a chief I know well.
Stream’s navigable, with care. We've got
the start of them, I think, unless they know
of some cut-off; and we stand a good chance
to get clear.”

The friendly villagers had provisioned the
canoe with fresh meat, vegetables and to-
bacco. The rest of the afternoon they pass-
ed in deep, unvexed water, a voyage of
quiet comfort, and camped at sunset on a
sandy beach for an appetizing supper and a
long, luxuriant night of sleep.

The next day the water grew more tur-
bulent. Rapids were safely negotiated by
poling and, in one stretch, by towing from
the shallows of the shore, the Raiateans tug-
ging with a will while Hawkes and Black
kept the canoe in the current, and Schussler
watched the mask on its raft to which he
had attached a line constantly belted about
his waist. Koroa lay at ease in the stern of
the high-prowed craft of buoyant fotera.
Giant kauri-pines began to appear on the
banks,.the high foliage meeting overhead,
and the way led through a green twilight.

AND then the malignant Fate that
had marched with the expedition
gave them a blow to remind them
that they were not yet clear of trouble.
The stream had narrowed, the water running
swift and deep, when Hawkes heard the
familiar sound of breaking water. Sweep-
ingaround a curve between high walls of rock
they found themselves in the midst of fierce
rapids, above the noise of which sounded the
roar of a cataract. Rocks prevented them
from poling to the shore, and they were sud-
denly on the green, glassy brink of a fall that
dropped sheer to a foaming pool twenty feet
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below, its lower end tossing in a confusion
of troubled currents.

The next instant they were striking out
for the shore. All swam well and easily,
unhurt in the upset, even to Schussler, his
bald head bobbing in the pool like a blad-
der as the line attached to the raft jerked
at every stroke. Koroa was first to reach
the bank, emerging like a young naiad, the
torn garment of scarlet calico that she wore
beneath her mat blanket clinging to the
graceful curves of her lithe form as she
stood checkered in the sunshine.

All made light of the mishap. Schussler
puffed to shore towing the raft, which
through his foresight had proved the saving
of the mask. The wetting was nothing, soon
remedied by the sun. But the canoe had
gone down the lower rapids, splintered
against the rocks; and a search-party led
by Dicky-Dick failed to find it. They re-
trieved a mat or two, but their provisions
and utensils, the light-sticks, rifles and shot-
gun, field-glasses and camera, were irre-
trievably lost.

Still, there were fish in the stream and ber-
ries in the woods. They might make shift
to stalk an iguana or even a dove or two
with their automatics, which they had car-
ried in belt holsters. The question of cook-
ing was the vital one. Sun heat failed to re-
store the virtue of the matches, and Hawkes
tried in vain to set fire to fofara-twigs and
dried cones by firing his pistol, in which the
cartridges had remained unharmed in the
handle chamber.

“Look, Hari!” said Koroa.
fire for you.”

“Good girl,” said Black. “Kawuoti?”

She nodded assent, then borrowed Dicky-
Dick’s case-knife, which he had carried on
a lanyard, and cut splinters from a dry
pine-branch. Scraping lint from a piece of
Hawkes’s shirt, now dry, she made a sling
of a strip torn from her own dress, stuffing
the lint into the hollow of the sling.

Searching amid the trees, she came back
with a branch of hardwood in which she
carved a groove. Holding this at a slant,
she rapidly worked a stick of softer wood
up and down the furrow. Soon dust fell to
the bottom of the groove and sent up a tiny
smoke. This she gathered swiftly and
placed on the lint, then swung the sling
about her head. The smoke became thick-
er, a spark appeared, and the smoldering
lint burst into flame.

“T will get



36

. “Te pukuroa (flame)!” she cried triumph-
antly, as the splinters caught and the fire
crackled merrily about the twigs and cones,
"With the blaze well started, she superin-
tended the building of an #mu on the beach,
lining the sandy pit with stones and heaping
high the embers—Dicky-Dick acting as
chief assistant, while the rest foraged for
crawfish and eels and fern-roots. Inan hour
the steaming meal was ready; and after
they had finished, relaxing happily, though
lamenting the loss of pipes and tobacco,
Koroa exclaimed, with more animation than
she had shown of late!

“Now, Hari: Am I not a good taku-
ahi?”

Scarcely had she said it when a blush
suffused her face, neck and shoulders, glow-
ing even in her arms, showing through the
. sunbrown like a sunset viewed through am-
ber. With a low cry she covered her face
with her hands and sped into the shelter of
the tall ferns.

Hawkes looked at Black, perplexed.

“You see,” explained the trader slowly,
“taku-ahi, like many Maori words, has a
double meaning. It stands for wife as well
as fire-lighter.”

Hawkes turned and swiftly followed up
the gully. At the crest of the rise, where
the slope flattened to a ferny plateau set
about with trees, he saw the fern-plumes
nodding as she passed between and beneath
their head-high fronds. Butwhenhereached
the level there was no sign of life or move-
ment save for a cluster of butterflies with
great purple splotches on their silver wings,
fluttering aimlessly above the breathless
tufts of fern. Had the girl, like a true dryad,
slipped into some sheltering trunk, she could
not have more completely disappeared.

“Koroa!” cried Hawkes. “Fragrance!
Koroa!”

Only a startled parrot, with a squawk
that imitated the girl’s name like an echo,
broke the silence.

Hawkes beat the plateau in vain and, de-
spairing of his search, passed to the bank
of a high cliff above the rapids, where the
Rajateans still sought for useful driftage.
Presently he descended to them.

.\‘W SCHUSSLER and Black looked at
b each other as Hawkes left them.

“So!” said the scientist. “It would
seem that our sailor friend is in lofer”’
‘“Hawkes?” replied Black. “In love with
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Koroa? Not half so much as she is with
him. She’s crazy about him.”

Koroa, doubling back among the ferns,
heard the trader’s coupling of the names
and crouched like a hare in covert. Under
Hawkes’ tuition she had acquired a fair
command of English, though she could un-
derstand it better than she could as yet
master its strange consonants.

“Ach!” said Schussler. “It iss an idyll,
my friend. Ja, an idyll. Youth for both,
und strength, and the call of mate to mate.
Und so—happiness!”

“I don’t look at it that way,” said the
trader. “I've seen ’em after they’ve lived
with the natives and come back to white
man’s living, and they never forget the hab-
its of pa—not the best of them. There was
that young chap with the Ngati-Potama
tribe I told you of, who went into Parlia-
ment. He’s Maori at heart. I guess what
we call breeding and manners is a matter
of early environment. They get veneered
over maybe, but they've lived free too
long. What you call atavism, Mr. Schuss-
ler.”

“That is a much apused term, my friend.
It does not always abbly. Preeding is
preeding. You say blood will tell. Itissa
good saying. There are what we biologists
know as de bersistent cells that exist
through de generations. Somedimes they
are de germs of art, of music—of disease
somedimes, but often of gentleness, of cour-
age, of purity, of de desire for the pest
things. It iss not veneer when de material
underneath is good timber. De girl, I pe-
lieve, has all these things. She iss a goot
girl py nature. De abbetite for de pest is
there. Wait until she sees.”

Koroa, listening breathlessly, made little
headway in the meaning of this conversa-
tion. Only she gathered that the one was
for, the other against her in her love for
Hawkes. And the trader’s next words, in
simpler language, confirmed the misgivings
she had felt.

“That may be,” said Black, “but what
about while she learns? If he marries her,
he’ll be ashamed of her. She can’t eat prop-
erly; she’ll offend every minute after the
first of it wears off. I've seen it, I tell you,
and it don’t work. He'll keep her in the
background, and by the time she’s picked
up things he’ll be tired of making excuses
for her. She’s just a savage, after all, Bet-
ter let her go back to her people. She'll



The Greenstone Mask

forget in a little while, when she has a couple
of children to look after.”

Koroa pressed a hand to her heart, to still
the pain that stabbed it. Hari ashamed of
her—a savage! Better go back to her
people!

“Besides,” went on Black, ‘“this isn’t a
life-and-death matter with Hawkes. Of
course he is grateful to the girl, as you are,
for getting the mask. I suppose it means
a good deal of money to both of you.”

“Ja,” assented the scientist. ‘“Money,
und—for me—much more.”

“Well, can you imagine Hawkes, with
money enough to do what he wants, getting
lovesick over a girl he has known only two
weeks? How do you know but what he’s
got a dozen girls waiting for him in a dozen
ports? Do you know what they call him in
the South Seas? ‘Handsome Harry,” Dicky-
Dick tells me; and he’s an all-the-time win-
ner with the women.”

So much for Dicky-Dick’s vainglorious
boasting in praise of his beloved skipper.
The knife seemed turning in Koroa’s breast.
“Girls waiting in a dozen ports!”

“He may be married, for all you know,”
said Black.

“I pelief not,” said Schussler, “put you
may be right in the other things.”

“Let the girl go back,” repeated the

trader. “When we get to the coast you can
give her a present, and that’ll end it.”

“Go back!” The words flamed through
the numbness of Koroa’s brain and made
her resolve. If Hari loved her he would
have spoken; but Paraki was right. He was
a wise man. Hari had many women, per-
haps a wife. What was she against these,
and the mask they were so anxious over
and which meant so much money? Goback
she would, though not yet—mnot till they
had reached the sea and Hari was safe from
the pursuit which she knew must have been
started by Putiri.

Softly and silently as she had come she
stole to the head of the gully, and presently
came back with news of plenty of doves to
be had for the shooting.

BLACK got to his feet.

“Better not,” said Hawkes, rejoin-
ing the party after his resultless
chase,“I don’t think we ought to risk a shot
or waste one—just now.’

“What’s upr” said Black.
thing?”’

“Seen any-
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“I haven’t, but Dicky-Dick has — or
rather he has sensed it.”

“Smell!” said Dicky-Dick, puffing his
wide nostrils. ‘“Can feel—here!” He tap-
ped his chest and head. “Men in woods—
no friends.”

Black looked at him doubtfully.

“T’ll trust his senses,” said Hawkes. “I
have before. He’s got something we’ve
lost. You know about that, Schussler?”

“Ja,” answered the scientist. “It iss so.
The Papuans, they haf it—alzo many of
the South Sea Islanders. It iss instingt,
that we haf bartered for other things.”

“When did he get on to it?”’ asked Black.
“How close does he think they are?”

“No can tell that,” said the Raiatean. “I
know they come for long time, all day. .I
think pretty close now.”

“We’ll set watches tonight,” said Hawkes.
“Two hours apiece, Think they’ve got fire-
arms?”’

“They may have borrowed some,” said
the trader. “Probably not. They wouldn’t
waste time to palaver.”

“Well, we'll set Dicky-Dick on watch
now,” said Hawkes. ‘Who has the time?”’

“Here!” said Schussler. ‘“My wrist -
watch iss waterbroof.”

“Then you from twelve to two. I’ll take
ten to twelve—then Black, two till four.
We should start as soon as possible after
that. Once we make the coast we are prac-
tically safe, and the Ono is liable to show up
at any time. Let me have your automatic,
Black; mine must be near empty. You can
take Schussler’s when he’s through watch.”

He looked around for Koroa, but the girl
had made a nest for herself among the ferns
and seemed asleep. Some of the mats had
come ashore, and she had taken one of
them, dried by the fire, and wrapped it
about her.

Nothing seemed stirring in the woods or
on the river that night. Only Dicky-Dick,
breathing deeply through his nose as he
paced the upland plateau with his skipper,
pointed into the depths of the kauri-pines.

“They stop close up now, kapitan,” he
said. “I think I watch all night.”

“No,” commanded Hawkes. ‘“You turn
in and be fresh for the morning.”

”

3 LONG before dawn the little caravan
started through the woods, dripping
with dew and gray with the morn-
ing twilight. Sleepy, protesting parrots

v
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screamed overhead, and ' startled doves
whirred through the forest aisles. The
change in the character of the foliage, the
dense grouping of the kauri-pines to the
practical exclusion of other trees, all pro-
claimed the proximity of the sea; and the
party swung on at a good pace, exhilarated
by the hope of a speedy ending of their
journey.

Their cheer was not shared by Koroa,
who marched silently, avoiding all attempts
of Hawkes to draw her into conversation.
So, after a while, he left her to her moods
for the pressing business of keeping the
party at top speed. His resolve to tell her
of his Jove had not lessened, and through
the long day his thoughts ran on the future
—on matters of education for Koroa, on
the spending together of the prize-money
from the mask, on tenderer, more intimate
hopes.

But of all this Koroa—aflame with jeal-
ousy one moment, cold with despondency
the next, strengthening her resolve to go
back to the pa, to wed later, perhaps, Pu-
tiri, when the pain in her heart had dulled
—sensed nothing.

After a brief halt at midday they pushed
on with renewed zest. The air was balmy
in the lower altitude, holding the balsam of
resinous boughs and leaves, the sweet faint
odor of the fern. Toward the end of the
afternoon another scent was added to the
forest bouquet—caught by Dicky-Dick and
the Raiatean sailors long before the white
men sensed the salty savor of the sea, borne
on a breeze that blew strongly in the open
places and had long baffled Dicky-Dick’s
attempts at gaging the pursuit.

CHAPTER IX
KOROA UNDERSTANDS

T SUNSET they caught the first
glimpse of the ocean, though the mur-
mur of the Ura-Ura, as the Maoris name
the sounding sea, had been in their ears for
an hour. They came out on a headland
about which the surf was beating and the
gulls were wheeling and mewing. All hasten-
ed to the verge of the steep cliffs and gazed
at the shining water, the sparkling, heaving
breadth of it promising a final deliverance
from all travail. Koroa stood apart by a
kauri-pine, poised as if wishing to take flight
across the bright expanse, her eyes wide as

she watched the foaming breakers where
they shattered on a ridge of jagged rocks
that ran, saw-wise, out to a low islet topped
with pines.

“No sign of the Ono,” said Hawkes, “and
no hope of getting away tonight. Have
you any idea- where we are, Black?”

“This is Cape Thu,” said the trader.
“The bight is Mangai Bay. Kerikeri and
the Bay of Islands are beyond that high
point to the south—ten miles or more away,
I reckon.”

“We’ll camp here tonight,” said Hawkes,
“and start a lookout for the Ono at dawn,
She ought to show up some time tomorrow,
if Manners is obeying orders. This should
be the northern limit of his patrol. Make
a fire, Dicky-Dick, and get some of the boys
out on that reef to see if they can’t find
some fish. :

~“Well, Schussler,” he continued, ‘‘one
more night of it and we should be clear of
it all. We'll set constant watches against
surprise, and if the Ono doesn’t show up by
noon tomorrow we’ll start out along the
shore for Kerikeri.”

Koroa, seated on the edge of the steep,
was gazing seaward, her dark hair lifted by
the breeze.

“Will you walk on the beach with me till
supper’s ready?” Hawkes asked her.

She looked at him for a moment, then
arose and silently followed him to the shore.
The tide was out, and a broad stretch of
wet sand set with great weed-bearded boul-
ders gleamed purplein the level light. Across
the foaming waters the glory of the sunset
lay in ‘dazzling radiance. They walked
barefooted in the edge of the creaming surf
—the scene, with the great combers, the
thunder of their roar and the power sug-
gested by their constant motion, a wonder-
land to the girl. She was a little afraid of
it all, and at another time would have
sought comfort from Hari’s voice or arm.
But now she walked without speaking, as if
with a stranger.

“Fragrance,” said Hawkes, “what’s the
trouble?”

Turning, she looked at him gravely, but
kept silence.

At the ledge of rocks Hawkes assisted the
girl up the long ledges to where a great
block of lava had been carved by the waves
into a natural chair that looked across the
water.

There they sat down -together, and
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Hawkes took the girl’s hand, which rested
in his, unresponsive.

“What is the trouble, Fragrance?” he
asked again.

““There is no trouble, Hari,” she answered
quietly, though the rise and fali of her bos-
om gave evidence of a gathering tumult
within. ‘““You are here, with the mask that
is to make you rich. Tomorrow your ship
will come and you will sail away in safety.
All the trouble is past.”

“That is true, dear,” he said. ‘“Happi-
ness commences for us all tomorrow. But
today we are still in the shadow. Why
have you kept away from mep”

“I—kept away? No, Hari; ever since we
left the mountain you have had but little
time, it seems, to think of Koroa.”

“That is not true, Fragrance. But there
has not been much time for talk until we
were- clear. We had to get to the coast
with the mask.”

“Ah, yes! The mask!” she said bitterly.

“Yet I have tried to talk to you—to tell
you something. Why did you hide from me
yesterday in the ferns? I called you, but
you would not answer.”

“I wanted to be alone.”

“Listen, Fragrance. You asked me if
you were not a good feku-ahi before you
ran away. I did not know then what the
word meant, but I do now. I need a laku-
aki, not to make fires in the forest, but to
light a flame on the hearth of my heart, be-
loved! It has long been cold and lonely.”

“Ah, no, Hari; no. When I was at the
pa I was rangatira. If T should go back I
should be a chiefess still. But as a white
girl I am ignorant; I know nothing of your
ways. You would be ashamed of me and
grow tired of Koroa—and I am too proud
for that, Hari.”

She looked at him like a young princess,
gor all her ragged scarlet gown and bandaged

eet.

“That is but foolish talk,” he answered,
“if you love me. I have thought of that.
You are clever, and the ways of white peo-
ple—of your people—will soon be yours. I
shall be rich now, with the money from the
mask.”

“Always the mask!” broke in the girl.

“And so,” he went on, “I need not go to
sea for a long time. And if you want to
learn more quickly than I could teach you,
there are places in Auckland or at Welling-
ton where you could be taught, while I take
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the ship with Mr. Schussler back to Tahiti
as I have agreed. I shall not be long, and
my heart will be always with you.”

“How many other girls have you said
that to?” asked Koroa, her voice breaking
its repression. ‘“What do I know of you
save that you are a man and I a girl, and
that girls are fools to believe what men tell
them? Who is waiting there for you at
Tahiti, Handsome Hari, and on twenty
other beaches?”

She sprang to her feet, the words coming
in a torrent.

“Why, I do not even know but that you
have a wife somewhere, far grander and
more beautiful than I am——"’

“Fragrance!” said Hawkes sternly, trying
to take her hands.

But she stepped back against the rock,
her arms and hands outspread, like a wild
thing at bay.

“I am but a girl, yet I am a woman,”
she went on. “Many women have looked
on you and loved you. Many are waiting
for you. Why should you want to take me
from my people? Soon I should be as the
others who have loved you.” The tears
came to her eyes, but she fought them
back.

“But you do love me, Koroa? Then why
can’t you trust me?”’

“I don’t know. Why should I?”

“You must,” he answered. “Now that I
know you love me, that is enough. Tomor-
row you shall sail away with us in the ship,
and when we come to Auckland we will be
married.”

“Nol” she said. ‘“Nol” The words of
Black, which had been growing like weeds
in her mind all day, were choking her faith,
stifling her love with persistent doubt.
“You will go and I shall return to the pa,
and soon all will be forgotten.”

“To the pa? To Putiri?”’

“Yes; to Putiri. Why not? At least I
know he loves me. Has he not followed?
Do you think it is your mask he wants?
No; it is Koroa! Even now he is close by,
searching for me.”

“This is nonsense, Koroa.” He attempt-
ed to take her in his arms, but she fled
from him, leaping down the terraces and
flying toward the camp.

Hawkes made no move to follow her.

“Poor little darling!” he thought. “No
wonder she’s overwrought, after all she’s
gone through. Some one has been talking,
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though, about that Handsome Harry fool-
ishness—Dicky-Dick I suppose.”

His face hardened as he thought of his
gossiping retainer, and he walked back to
the summit of the cliff resolved to talk
again to Koroa after supper, more gently.
That she loved him he knew by her own
acknowledgment; and the measure of his
own tenderness for her, a realization of the
blank that life would be without her, was
revealed to him in its full depth for the first
time.

“She will come with us to Auckland, if T
take her against her will,” he determined.
“I must find some woman there to be kind
to her. Black should know of some one.
Poor little maid! She’ll learn to trust me.”

But there was no opportunity to talk to
Koroa again that night. The darkness fell
rapidly as they concluded their meal, which
the girl refused to share, nesting herself
under her mats in a’great clump of ferns.

AS HAWKES took his watch be-

fore midnight he saw the gleam of

Koroa’s crimson garment by the
light of the fire, shining beneath the mats
that rose and fell softly with her breath.

“Poor little sweetheart!” he thought, and
spent his watch in projecting smoother
pathways for their love.

At four o’clock Black awakened him.

“Dark yet,” said the trader, “and cold.”
He threw fresh pine-boughs on the fire,
which leaped up brightly.

Hawkes looked instinctively where his
dreams had led him, to the clump that was
Koroa’s bedchamber.

The mats still lay in the fern-pocket, but
they were inert and strangely flat to cover
a form.

He strode hastily over, lifted the robes
and found only the crushed leaves where
the girl had lain.

“Gone!” he said aloud, and the thought
of her threat to return to Putiri flashed
across his mind.

“Who? Koroa?” asked the trader.
“Humph! No signs of a struggle—no ferns
broken!”

‘“‘She may have gone down to the beach,”
said Hawkes. “I’ll look.”

The sky lightened to day as he vainly
searched and called, returning to the camp
at last to find them all awake.

“She’s gone, all right,” said Black, who
had been half-guiltily remembering his talk

of the day before—discussing the matter
with Schussler.

“Gone of her own accord, too,” he an-
nounced. “By ——, she’s gone back to

Putiri! T thought she was pretty quiet late-

ly. Turned back native.”

“That’s a —— lie, Black,” said Hawkes

quietly.

‘(Eh?”

“I don’t think you mean it, when you
come to think it over. If the girl has gone,
she was taken by force.”

“Then where’s your proof?” asked the
trader resentfully.

A low call came from Dicky-Dick, half
way up the glen.

“Look!” he said, pointing to some ferns
pulled from theloose, moist ground by their
roots. ‘‘Putiri he find wakine asleep. May-
be he put mat over head. Then she try
pretty soon to stop walk along. This time
I think they wrap her up in plenty mat.
They carry. Go along this a-way.”

The white men, looking up from the
broken ferns, saw nothing of the further
signs discovered by the Raiateans. Dew
gone from the topmost plumes or swept
from the open soil and moss, one leaf caught
in the serrations of another at an unnatural
angle—nothing escaped the eyes of Dicky-
Dick.

“This way they go,” he said, pointing
back into the forest. “Five men, I think.”

“You see!” said Hawkes. “They have
carried her off.”

“Is the mask safe?” he asked the scien-
tist.

“Ja,” replied Schussler, unwrapping the
precious bundle that had served him as a
pillow overnight.

“Then it was the girl they were after,”
said Black, “unless—"

He stopped, warned by the set face of
Hawkes. ~

“Baron Schussler,” said the latter, ‘“‘we
have got the mask. The schooner should be
sighted any hour now. You are welcome
to proceed to Auckland with the mask.
Black can go with you. Tll keep Dicky-
Dick and another man. Manners can come
back for me. If you consider this a breach
of contract, I will forfeit my share in the

sale of the mask. As for me, I am going to

get Koroal!”
“Softly, my poy,” said the scientist.

“Listen. All this iss nod necessary. If it

had not been for de girl, nod you, nor I,

idatt. it s | pad
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nor de mask would pe here today. She iss
a goot girl, und I go with you. De mask?
We can pury him undil we gome back!”

“I’m in on that, Hawkes,” said Black.
“Forget anything I said.”

The three shook hands. They swallowed
some food that the Raiateans had prepared,
and held a hasty council.

“While you talk, I hide de mask,” said
Schussler, and clambered down to the beach.

“The best thing will be to let Dicky-Dick
trail,” said Hawkes. “If we can come on
them quietly we can get through without
a fight. We haven’t too much ammuni-
tion.”

“Y see Dicky-Dick is fixed,” said Black.

The Raiatean boatswain had trimmed a
fork of hardwood washed up by the tide,
burned it in the fire a little, and then
scraped it clean. In the cleft he had bound,
with strips of cloth and mat-fiber, an oval
stone from the beach, making a formidable
weapon. His fellows were busy following
his example.

“Pick two men, Dicky-Dick,” command-
ed Hawkes, “and let them watch here for
the schooner. As soon as she is sighted one
must go on the point of rocks to signal her
and the other follow our trail to give us the
news.”

Dicky-Dick, much to their chagrin, ap-
pointed two men for the duty.

“De mask iss safely puried,” said Schuss-
ler, coming from the cliff-trail. “In de pot-
tom of a bool in a cave I haf hidden it, und
there it shall be safe till our return.”

The little party of six took up the pur-
suit eagerly, Dicky-Dick leading with every
sense alert, racing along at top walking-
speed.

‘‘Pretty soon dew all go,”” he said.
we no can walk along so fast.”

“Then

e HAWKES’ thoughts were self-accus-
atory. Ashestrode through the fern,
striving not to fret over delays, he

sensed to the full what must have been pass-
ing through Koroa s mind since they had left
the crater.

He, manlike, had taken for granted that
she knew he loved her and understood his
brevity of greetings for what occasioned it—
the carrying out of his contract with Schuss-
ler (which included in his share of its value
the bright and immediate future of Koroa
and himself), and the importance of reach-
ing the coast without delay. Now he real-

ized that he had been treating the girl as
essentially white in training as well as birth,
whereas every inborn instinct within her
was at war with her upbringing.

The joy of knowing she belonged to the
same race as her lover had been speedily
quenched as she listened to the idle talk of
the adventurers, of home and friends and
strange customs that she feared would lie
beyond her mastery. She had felt alone.
Hawkes, who should have been her best
friend, seemed to have almost forgotten her,
save for a casual word, as he neared the
end of his quest.

Then the talk of other women on South
Sea beaches waiting for “Handsome Harry”
aroused her jealousy. The constant envir-
onment of unbridled passions since her
childhood had covered, though it had not
destroyed, her innate refinement. As a
white girl she might have understood her
lover’s attitude, would have surrendered to
him absolutely, trusting in his love. As a
Maori maid, she expected to be taken
rather by force of arms, almost against her
will.

And to these combatants of her spirit,
pride acted as a taunting instigator. If
Hawkes loved her, if she were desirable, and
not a poor outcast from both white and
Maori, homeless, friendless, why did he not
tell her so, convince her, love her? Surely
he could not love as she did. Perhaps the
white man could not. Yet she was white,
and at the accidental touch of this man’s
hand a spark, always glowing within her,
leaped into a roaring flame of desire from
which she shrank, ashamed.

Much of this Hawkes, aching to get to
hand-grips with Putiri, understood in the
light of his manhood, clenching his fists and
setting firm his jaw as they swung along,
Dicky-Dick bent double as he searched out
the way.

8 A HUNDRED signs kept the Raja-
» tean on the trail long after the tell-
® tale dew had dried. There were
broken cobwebs, crushed grasses, dead
leaves disturbed, kauri-cones rolled from
their hollows. In the thickets were broken
twigs, on bare ground evidence of footprints
that told Dicky-Dick his first guess as to
the size of the party was correct.
“Koroa, she walk now,” he announced.
“We very close along now.’
They were crossing a horseshoe-shaped
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promontory about which the river curved
strongly in deep current. Its tilted plane
sloped gradually toward the stream as they
walked. Two or three times they heard not
far ahead the chattering of parrots, and
hastened. The trail led at last to a comb
descending to the water, and down this they
hurried to a narrow beach, vacant of life
save for footprints plainly visible in the fine
sand.

“They had a canoe after all,” said
Hawkes, as Dicky-Dick pointed out the fur-
row made by the prow where it had rested
in the sand. “It’s going to be a hard chase
now. Which way have they gone?”

The Raiatean, snuffing at the air, which
was quiet, at the foot of the ravine, pointed
still inland.

“That a-way they go along, I think,” he
said. “Can climb cliff and tell plenty bet-
ter.”

They hastened to the summit of the cliff,
and Hawkes ordered the sailors into the
trees to try to get a glimpse of the river
and the canoe.

One of them shouted from the branches
of a young totara, and Hawkes clambered
up beside him, then mounted higher.

The sweep of the river lay in a gleaming
curve, and midway to the view, paddling
strongly against the current, showed the
canoe. Four men plied the blades, and in
the stern a man steered. Beside him a spot
of red flashed as the girl stood up and sprang
into the stream, swimming strongly to the
shore. Swiftly the man who was steering
followed the girl into the water, while the
paddlers, reversing strokes without moving
in their seats, swept the canoe with the
current toward the swimmers. The man
caught hold of Koroa, who struck fiercely
at him, and clung to the side of the craft
while the Maoris urged it shoreward to a
shelving beach. There, still grasping the
girl, the group clustered about the leader,
suddenly breaking up as the paddlemen
started to gather clusters of ferns and toss
them into the canoe.

The man, evidently Putiri, released the
girl, who made no further effort at escape,
but got into the stern, The men took their
places and the canoe shot into the stream
—then, turning, came swiftly down the cur-
rent. .

“Hello!” said Hawkes, as Black climbed
up to the bough beneath him. “What do
you make of that?”

“Coming back as a peace party. That’s
what the ferns are for. Truce-signal. Bet-
ter get down and meet them.”

Puzzled at this sudden and fortunate
change of tactics, the pursuers descended
the comb to the cove, reaching the beach
just as the canoe turned shoreward. Putiri,
standing in the stern, waved great fronds of
fern in both hands, and the paddlers, drop-
ping their blades as the canoe glided to land,
displayed green plumes above their heads.

“Stay where we are,” cautioned Black,
as the prow of the canoe touched the sand
some little distance away. ‘Let them start
it.”

KOROA huddled motionless in the

stern as Putiri and the paddlers
- stepped ashore. At the word of their
chief they piled spears and clubs on the shore
and followed him as he advanced toward
the white men, still waving the ferns.

“No rifles,” said Hawkes quietly.

“No, but ’ware knives,” answered the
trader.

Putiri stopped, lowered his green peace-
plumes, and advanced his right arm.

“Aroha,” he said.

“Aroha, ariki,” replied Hawkes,

“Let us make a talk,” said Putiri in
Maori. L

“Above,” answered Hawkes, pointing to
the cliff.

Putiri haughtily, without a word, mo-
tioned to his men to ascend, leaving their
weapons behind them. - Then he spoke to
Koroa.

“Come,” he said.

The girl, with averted glance and bowed
head, followed the Maoris up the ascent,
Putiri close behind. Hawkes prepared to
follow.

“You want me to smash the canoe?”
asked Dicky-Dick in Raiatean.

“No,” said his skipper. ‘“Go ahead with
the boys.”

Dicky-Dick obeyed reluctantly, and the
white men closed the file of climbers.

Hawkes led the way to a space clear from
the trees, close to the edge of the cliff.
There he halted. Putiri motioned his fol-
lowers to one side. Koroa stood alone until
Schussler moved closer and spoke to her,
receiving no answer.

Hawkes ordered Dicky-Dick and the sail-
ors to one side and advanced alone, Black
falling back toward Koroa and the scientist.
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“Guns!” said Putiri, pointing at Hawkes’
belt.

Hawkes flushed, then took out his auto-
matic and tossed it on the ground by the
Raiateans, who flung down their primitive
weapons. Black and Schussler followed his
example and returned to Koroa.

“Good,” said Putiri.

“Listen, O white man,” he continued.
“You two came seeking the Face of Itu-
paoa, with this man—" he indicated the
trader—‘“whom we thought a friend. For
the mask, I care not if you have it. Doubt-
less you fought for it against the gods.
Mayhap Mauohi is dead. For that I care
not. She was old. Tu-Hue Paraki killed,
and Kalama and me he wounded in an
open fight. The priests of the Nga-Puhis
are destroyed, and for that I care not. I
am a warrior, not a wizard, and the days of
the wizard are passing. Keep you the mask.
It has ever brought death with it.

“But, if I am a warrior, I also am first a
man. This girl, Koroa, was mine, betrothed
to me by Mauohi. Though she was false,
being bewitched by your magic when you
cured her, yet did I desire her. So I took
her.

“Now she tells a strange tale that you
have taught her, that she is of your blood.
It may be so. Mauohi brought her to the
pa long ago from the coast and kept her
apart till she was ripe for marriage, Still
would I have kept her.

“But she tells me that you are her lover
and that she loves you.” XKoroa gave a lit-
tle cry and covered her face with her hands.
“I know the ways of the white man. A
Maori rangatira does not desire what a
white man has soiled. So I bring her back.
I do not mate with a ——.”

The Polynesian language is apt for vile
epithet, and Putiri called the shrink-
ing girl a name unthinkable in a politer
tongue. -

The next instant he was staggering
back from a blow swung straight to the
jaw with all the force of Hawkes’ right
arm.

The Maoris sprang forward, but hesitated
as the Raiateans sprang to their own weap-
ons and menaced them. .

“Keep back!” shouted Hawkes to Black,
who had snatched up an automatic and
came racing up. “This is my affair.”

“Look out for a knife!” warned the trader
as Putiri and Hawkes grappled.
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THE blow, that would have downed
most men, seemed only to infuriate
the Maori chief. His face, distorted
with rage, made more hideous by the spirals
of the tattooing, was that of a demon.

At a glance Hawkes seemed outmatched.
The Maori outbulked him by thirty pounds,
hardly topping him, but being deeper and
broader of chest. Where Hawkes’ muscles
played smoothly in their long sheaves, great
bunches swelled upon the upper arms and
shoulders of Putiri.

He had tossed aside his mat and was
bare, save for his loin-cloth. His wounded
arm seemed to have healed rapidly, and had
evidently not incapacitated him.

Hawkes knew what he was in for. There
were no rules to this kind of fighting, and he
was prepared to match any tactics Putiri
might bring forward. Also he remembered
the knife probably hidden in the waist-
cloth. ’

As they came together he thrust his left
elbow against Putirl’s neck and delivered a
sounding blow to the kidneys before he slip-
ped his right arm about the chief and strove
to trip him. The massive legs of the Maori
stood as if planted while he tore at Hawkes’
hold.

Blows seemed of little avail, though the
white man realized he was no match for
the heavy native in a clinch. Time and
again Putiri easily wrenched his holds apart.
Once let those brawny arms get an under-
grip about the chest, and a fall for Hawkes
was imminent. Then a quick knife-thrust
would settle the issue.

The men panted as they swayed together
and tore away. Putiri’s skin was slippery
with sweat, and smoked as he tugged and
struck. Hawkes’ shirt was in tatters that
gave the advantage to the chief in holding.

Putiri fought with every ounce of force
and weight constantly employed. Hawkes,
with sudden rushes of energy, strove to force
his opponent from where he seemed rooted
to the ground, hoping to get a lock by which
to overbalance him.

Suddenly, in a clinch, Putiri sank his
teeth savagely in Hawkes’ naked shoulder.

The white man, frantic at the pain, broke
loose, the blood streaiming from the wound.
For the moment he turned berserk. Be-
yond Putiri he caught a glimpse of Koroa
straining between Schussler and Hawkes.

“Hari!” she cried.

Strength seemed to surge through him.
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Putiri, his beard stained with Hawkes’
blood, roared and rushed forward, head
downward like a bull, his arms flailing like
wind-tossed boughs. Hawkes set himself
and drove his right home to where the arch-
ing ribs of the Maori parted below his mas-
sive chest. Putiri’s head seemed to jerk
back; his arms fell by his side, and his eyes
gazed into Hawkes’ with something of ter-
ror. Then his legs failed him and he sank
toward the ground. Hawkes brought up
his left knee stiffly and it struck the jaw of
the tottering chief with frightful impact.

Putiri dropped to his knees, clutching at
the turf, his face twisted and gray in agony.
Then he toppled over backward. .

Hawkes stepped forward, when a warning
shout came from behind him. The earth of
the overhanging cliff where they had fought
and trampled split softly under his feet and
slid in a dustless avalanche toward the
river; Putiri, still senseless, borne upon it
as if upon a wave-crest. e

He heard another shout as he tried to hold
his balance on the shifting ground. He
twisted swiftly, flinging himself on his face
and clutching at some fern-roots, which
gave way, and then at a clump of shrub to
which he clung, even as he felt it tearing
from the soil under the strain of his weight.
Desperately he clutched for another hand-
hold.

“Hari! Hari!” sounded a voice above
him

hair a-tumble all about it. Flat on the
ground, she stretched down her round, slim
arm to her lover. Beyond he could see
Black kneeling beside her.

“Hold on a second, Hawkes!” the trader
cried.

The bush shifted, and almost blindly
Hawkes grasped the wrist of Koroa, kicking
for some foothold in the damp earth.

L;)oking up he saw the face of Koroa, her-
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He could see the dainty muscles tighte
in the girl’s arm, the tightening of her lips
as she set them against the pain.

“It’s all right, Hari,” she said pantingly.

Dicky-Dick’s loin-cloth flickered down by
Hawkes’ right hand, but caught, tangled in
the little bush.

“Can you hold me just a second, dear?”
asked Hawkes. ‘Black, lend a hand.”

The strong hands of Black, prone beside
the girl, grasped her forearm just below the
elbow. Hawkes let go the bush and, swing-
ing at Koroa’s wrist, caught at the loin-
cloth, moored by the sturdy Raiatean him-
self. Another second and he grasped hands
with Black, and, scrambling, was pulled to
safety.

“What about the natives?”’ he asked.

“Gone down to pick up Putiri—what's
left of him. They’re through. They know
we have guns.”

The trader looked quizzically at Koroa,
who was binding up the torn shoulder of
her lover, murmuring little words of pity.

“Your man just came in,” he said to
Hawkes. “Schooner’s sighted. Personally
I think —

He stopped. Hawkeshad arisenand taken
Koroa into his arms. Motioning to Dicky-
:lDick to follow, the trader joined Schuss-
er.

- “I think,” said the scientist, ‘“thatyou
and I had petter go und dig up de mask.”

“HARI! Hari!” said Koroa, radiant
in her lover’s arms. “I did not tell
him—what he said.”

“‘Hush, Fragrance. Never mind that,
dear. It’s all over now. You know I love
you?”

“Yes, Hari,” she answered, holding back
a precious second from his lips. “I knew

that if you loved me you would come for
me,




R.PERCIVAL TEETERS,
known also to fame as Merciful
Skeeters, Come-On Charley’s pri-
vatesecretary, wasin the billiard-

room of the Hotel Rirebien doing a little

practising at French caroms. It was not
long after breakfast and he had the room
practically to himself. Mr. Teeters was
something of a wizard with the cue, and
more than once had conjured dollars with
it from others’ pockets into his own. To
do this he had to keep his hand in, hence

the early morning drill. As he now made a

neat round-the-table shot some one spoke—

some one who had come in quietly from the

bar and approached the table,
“By Jove, clever!”

~_ The speaker pronounced it “clevah,” and
Mr. Teeters looked at him. He was a
young man, possibly thirty-two or three.
He was exceedingly well put together, and
carried himself with an air of quiet assur-
ance that betokened one who knew his way
about; and he was arrayed in a fashion that
commended itself to the secretary’s fancy.

“Not so slow,” Mr. Teeters acknowledged
graciously. “Like to shoot a few?”

The other laughed.

“Oh, dear, no! I'm not in your class,
really. But I know good billiards when I
see ’em. That shot now—the way you’ve
left ’em—how about it? Cannon on the
red. What?” i

-on Charley
- Deals in Art~

By Thomas Addison
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“Cannon?” echoed Mr. Teeters, puzzled.

Again the young man laughed.

“Oh, yes, to be sure. I believe you call
it carom over here. On the red—what?”

Mr. Teeters shook his head indulgently.

“White,” he said. “Dollar I score.” .’

- The young man smiled and laid a paper
dollar on the rail. Mr. Teeters covered it
with two halves and then, in the act of

. drawing back his cue, he paused in.open
wonder.

With a dexterous twist of the wrist the
stranger had flipped a monocle on its silken
ribbon into the grasp of finger and thumb
and screwed it in his eye. Through this
glistening lens he was attentively survey-
ing the lay of the balls and waiting for Mr.
Teeters to make his stroke. The proceed-
ing was novel to that gentleman’s experi-
ence, and it fascinated him. He hesitated
a fatal second longer—and missed! And
it was a perfectly simple shot!

“What do you know about that?”’ he
cried. “A one-armed baby could make it
lying on his back.”

He threw down his cue in disgust, and
stared 'again at the stranger. The latter,
with ‘a scarcely perceptible lifting of his
brow, had released the glass and it was now
dangling on his waistcoat. Mr. Teeters,
to repeat, had never before seen anything
like this. It impressed and it subdued
him; there was something so prodigiously
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swell about it.

“I'm afraid I put you out,” apologized
the strange young man. ‘‘You could make
it, of course,” He gathered up the stakes
and added: “Pray let me offer you atone-
ment. I'm a bit seedy this morning—out
last night and all that sort of thing—and a
peg of Scotch would set me up, I fancy.
How about yourself?”

He had a way of speaking that was win-
ning, and Mr. Teeters warmed to him de-
spite his loss. Here, he felt, was a per-
sonage worth cultivating; his clothes alone
were a passport to any one’s esteem. He
accepted the invitation with the elegant
nonchalance the occasion seemed to war-
rant.

“Thanks. Can’t go the heavy wet this
time of day, but I don’t mind lapping up a
dish of suds.”

“Righto!” cheerfully acquiesced theother,
and held outhis hand. ‘“My nameis Harry
Lynham.” He smiled whimsically. “Vis-
count Lynham they call me at home. My
father is the Earl of Eversole.”

Mr. Teeters took the extended hand and
breathed hard. He had heard of English
lords, but had never expected to behold a
real live one.

“My name,” he mumbled, “is Teeters—
Percival Teeters.”

“Teeters?” questioned Lord Harry Lyn-
ham eagerly. “Not by any happy chance
the friend and companion of Mr. Charles
Arthur Carter? Eh?”

“I’'m it,” confessed Mr. Teeters, flattered
to find himself in such renown.

“My dear fellow! I say, I'm charmed,
you know!” exclaimed his lordship. “I’ve
read a lot about you and Mr. Carter.
That Brahma’s Eye affair. What? Most
extraordinary.”

This word the Englishman pronounced
“extrornery,” and Mr. Teeters made a men-
tal note of it. To be a swell, one must talk
as well as look the part.

“Slick little job,” he admitted. ‘““A con
man has got to step up to keep ahead of me
and Charley. Got to foot it pretty swift.”

“He jolly well has to, I should say,”
laughed the Viscount, leading off to the bar.
“You can tell a ruby from a hens egg.
What?”

“Watch me,” Mr. Teeters ad]ured him.
“They can shp one over on me Just as easy
as pulling teeth from a whale.”

“Just about,” chuckled Lord Lynham.

“Sleep with one eye open, eh?” He se-

lected a quiet corner and sat down, motion-
ing Mr. Teeters to do likewise. “This,”
he observed, “is what I call a right bit of
luck, old chap—really. I've wanted to
know you and Mr. Carter. Interesting
people are deuced scarce these days.”

Mr. Teeters expanded his narrow chest
and wiggled his mustache under stress of
the pleasurable emotions which assailed
him.

“Say,” he begged, “wait a minute and
T'll get Charley. He’s just as interesting
as I am.”

He scuttled out of the room, swollen with
importance. Viscount Lynham watched
him go in the mirror opposite his seat, and
then lighted a cigarette and blew rings at
his own reflection in the glass.

[ WHEN Mr. Teeters returned with
& W his chief a man was standing at
=8 the table talking to Lord Lynham.
His attitude was deferential, almost obse-
quious. Lord Lynham looked plainy bored.
Charley checked Mr. Teeters, and they
hung back near the door. The conversa-
tion reached them nevertheless, and they
listened with ears a-prick.

“Fifty thousand dollars, my .lord,” the
man was saying, “would give you a hand-
some profit on that painting.”

“But I don’t care to sell,” Lord Lynham
answered patiently.

“Would your lordship consider sixty thou-
sand?’’ asked the man.

“No!”

Mr. Teeters nudged Charley.

“‘Get that?”” he whispered. “Big potato!”

“I happen to know, if you will pardon
me, my lord, that you paid only thirty-
seven thousand,” persisted the man.

The Viscount made an impatient move-
ment, and his tone was mocking when he
replied.

“Really? I fancied that was a secret

and, d’ye know, I rather think it is in spite

of your assurance. No doubt you have pri-
vate information of the price I paid for the
Meissonnier, and the Rembrandt, and the
others. Eh?” - i

“My lord,” rejoined the other mildly, “I
am concerned only with this Corot at pres-
ent. Judge Hewlett has commissioned me
to offer you—"

“Oh, confound your Judge Hewlett!”
broke in Lynham fretfully. “I tell you, my
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good felow——"" He stopped short, for he
had caught a glimpse, it seemed, of Mr.
Teeters and Charley.

“Come right over, gentlemen,” he called
out, and arose to welcome them.

“T say,” said Charley, when his secretary
had introduced him. “Don’t want to butt
in. Business first. Pleasure afterwards.”

“Pray sit down,” Lord Lynham entreat-
ed him. “Itis not business, this affair—it’s
a bally bore. You’ve come in the nick of
time, my dear chap.” He turned to the
man, who was tenaciously, though respect-
fully, holding his ground. “Mr.—
ah__”

““Hopkins,” supplied that person.

Lord Lynham placed his glass in his eye
and inspected Mr. Hopkins much as he
might have ‘some strange creature in the
Zoo. A little shudder of admiration swept
over Mr. Teeters as he witnessed it.

“My good Mr. Hopkins,” said his lord-
ship with quiet irony, “you and your sixty
thousand dollars may go to the devil for all
of me. This is final, you understand—quite
so. Now if you will do me the favor of
leaving me to the enjoyment of my friends
I will endeavor to cherish no hard feelings
for you.”

“In that case, my lord,” returned Mr.
Hopkins, suave as ever, “there is nothing
left for me to do but go.”

And he went.

Mr. Teeters gazed with frank homage at
his new-found friend.

“Merry Moses!” he ejaculated. “If I
could hand out the frozen mitt like that I’d

run for president of the Ice Trust. Hey,
Come-On?” )
“Smooth,” said Charley absently. He

was intently watching Lord Lynham.
When that titled gentleman winked the
monocle out of his eye Charley exhaled a
long and pleasurable breath.

“That bounder Hopkins gets on my
nerves,” complained the Viscount, half hu-
morously. “Do either of you, by the way,
happen to go in for oils?”’

“What kind?” asked Mr. Teeters.
“There’s hair-oil, olive-oil and Standard
oil.”

He was quite in earnest, and Lord Lyn-
bham answered him with equal gravity.

“We're talking at odds, old chap. I mean
otlll-pamtmgs, like that hanging over the bar
there.”

“Ha! That .nood stuff?”” Mr. Teeters
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cackled playfully. “Oh, I guess yes; we go
in for oils all right.”

“Sure,” grinned Charley. “Know a lot
about art. Much as knitting baby-socks.”

““Ah yes, to be sure,” said Lynham, nod-
ding appreciation of the joke. “Other in-
terests, of course. Well, for myself, I run a
bit to art—something of a sharp at it, they
tell me—and I've managed to pick up sev-
eral rare pictures over here at a bargain.
This fellow Hopkins seems to have learned
about it, and he’s been hounding me to sell
’em. He’s an agent, as I understand it, for
some of your multimillionaires. If I had
listened to him I suppose I could have
cleaned up eighty thousand dollars on the
lot.”

“Why not?” commented Charley. “It’s
a roll.” Lacking a few hundreds, eighty
thousand dollars was, in fact, the exact size
of Mr. Carter’s own especial roll.

“QOh, it’s quite a handful, yes,” acknowl-
edged his lordship “easily. ‘“But these pic-
tures were for my governor, you know. I
shipped them home yesterday to Eversole
Castle.” He smote his knee in ludicrous
dismay. “Dash it all, why didn’t I tell Hop-
kins that and shut his wind off for good?
I’'m a bally ass! What?” He laughed wry-
ly at his stupid oversight, and changed the
subject to the more convivial one of Scotch,

And thus, in the most natural way in the
world, began Mr. Carter’s acquaintance
with a delightfully democratic nobleman.

II

MR. TEETERS placed his hand

over the telephone transmitter and

looked mysterious. Mr. Carter,
peeping out into the sitting-room from his
bedroom door, was torn between native
modesty and the desire for information; for
he was in his birthday suit, having stepped
trickling from his bath at the secretary’s
hail. Mr. Carter’s bathing-hour, it should
be explained, was noon—immediately at
the conclusion of the daily bout with his
boxing-master, the celebrated Joseph Link,
late middleweight champion of the known
world.

“It’s a lady, Come-On,” proclaimed Mr.,
Teeters. “If she looks like her voice she’s
got wings.”

Charley’s eyes kindled.

“Say! By George!” he whispered with un-
necessary caution. “Hold her, Skeeters——"’
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“I wish I could!” interjected Mr. Teeters
fervidly. _

“Be there in a jiffy,” finished Mr. Carter.
“Get her name.”

He disappeared, and Mr. Teeters address-
ed himself to the fair one at the other end
of the wire. When Mr. Carter, attired in
slippers and bathrobe, came sprinting
through the door not thirty seconds later—
which certainly was well within a jiffy—
Mr. Teeters was arising from the telephone.
There was an air of repressed excitement
about him.

“It’s all over,” he announced.

“Did they cut you ofi?”’ Charley’s disap-
pointment was manifest.

Mr. Teeters wagged his head from side
to side in scornful dissent.

“Cut nothing off! It’s all signed, sealed
and settled.”

Mr. Carter stared at his secretary.

“What do you meanr.” he demanded. *

“Mean?” retorted Mr. Teeters. “Why
you and me are going round to Tortoni’s
tea-rooms on the Avenue and ask for Miss
Vera Kingsley. She wants to talk about a
picture to us—an ‘oil” Ha, ha!” Mr,
Teeters simulated mirth with the engaging
expression of a man with the toothache.
“She must have seen us with Harry Lyn-
ham.” .

“Miss Vera Kingsley?” questioned
Charley, nonplussed. “Who is she?”

“The girl on the ’phone,” returned Mr.
Teeters. “I asked her name, and that’s
what she handed me. Said she’d look for
us at one o’clock—and rang off with me sit-
ting there like a clam frozen in the mud.
Extrornery! What?”

“Gee!” said Charley. “And it’s half-past
twelve!”

He leaped back into his bedroom. Mr.
Teeters heard him pulling out drawers and
slamming them shut, and giving other in-
dications of a hurried toilet. He thereupon
resumed, a little hurriedly himself, a cer-
tain undertaking in which he was secretly
engaged when the telephone interrupted.

Going over to the mirror between the
windows, Mr. Teeters drew from its con-
cealment beneath his vest a single-barreled
eyeglass which hung about his neck by a
cord. This glass, with a series of horrible
grimaces, he attempted to fit to his right
eye; but the trick somehow escaped him.

Try as he would, over and over again, the
monocle refused to stick, and the reluctant

conclusion was forced upon him that a fe-
low must be born to that sort of thing, as
to a harelip or 2 wart on the nose. Witk
a petulant exclamation he snapped the cord
and hurled the glass out of the window just
as Charley dashed in, ready for the street.

“Got to leg it, Skeet,” he cried. ““Throw
in your clutch.”

Mr. Teeters, a cherished dream brought
to naught, answered morosely as they step-
ped it off for the elevator—

“I got a creepy feeling, Come-On; like
something’s going to happen.”

“Sure,” said Charley. “Girl.
happen.”

Lots can

W THE hour was not a fashionable
,gi one at Tortoni’s, and Mr. Carter
A and his secretary found the place
a desert of empty tables. But a demure
little maid in a bewitching apron conducted
them to a small room off to one side where
sat the lady at whose unconventional behest
they were come.

She regarded them steadily from a pair
of blue-gray eyes. They were like lucent
beryl, and Charley thrilled as he looked into
them.

“This is kind of you,” she said simply,
and with a grave smile.

“Glad I'm here,” responded Charley ear-
nestly; and Mr. Teeters mumbled some-
thing intended to express his own delight
at finding himself present.

He had, in fact, passed instantly under
the spell of the girl’s beauty. She was tall
and splendidly rounded. Her features were
like chiseled marble, and ber hair might
have been spun from the red gold of Opbhir.
Add to this the manner of a princess hold-
ing court, and you had all the concomitants
of an acute attack of heart-trouble for any
man less than monk and more than monkey.

“You are not strangers to me by sight,”
Miss Kingsley informed them when they
were seated. “You have been pointed out
to me on several occasions, the last time
when you were in company with Lord Lyn-
ham. But may I not pour you some tea,
Mr. Carter—and you, Mr. Teeters?”

There was a tiny samovar before her, and
the fashionable tools appertaining to it.

“Thanks,” said Charley. “Good drink,
tea.”

“T was weaned on it,” stated Mr. Teeters,
coming out of his trance in a burst of light-
some humor.
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Miss Kingsley rewarded him with a low
laugh, like the tinkle of silver bells, and
busied herself with the cups and saucers.

“It is because you are friends of Lord
Lynham,” she explained, “that I ventured
to request this interview. It is unusual,
but—" shelet her wonderful eyes rest briefly
on each in turn—‘‘necessity knows no law,
they say, and I’m sure you will forgive me
when I have put my case.”

“‘Sure thing,” said Charley with a warmth
of emphasis.

Mr. Teeters nodded a vigorous assent to
this.

“1’d forgive you murder,” he asserted.

Miss Kingsley laughed again.

“If you would go to that extreme I have
nothing to fear. I simply want you to help
me sell a picture to Viscount Lynham.”

“‘Oh, that’s it!” said Charley, and looked
at Mr. Teeters.

“Is it—is it asking too much?”’ questioned
the girl. The laughter died in her eyes, and
the shadow of anxiety clouded them.

“What about it, Come-On?”’ demanded
Mr. Teeters. “Can we do it? Harry says
he’s played his string in this picture game.

Shot his wad—broke,” he interpreted for
Miss Kingsley’s benefit.

“Oh, no!” she exclaimed incredulously.
“Why, his father, as everybody knows, is
the richest peer in England!”

“Guess he’s picture broke,” ventured
Charley. “Gone his limit.”

“But this is a Titian!”’ cried Vera Kings-
ley, as if this statement of itself must sweep
aside all objections.

“Ha! A Tishern!” echoed Mr. Teeters,
frowning wisely.

“Yes. It is my mother’s, Her father
brought it to this country with him. It is
a marvelous example of the master’s art!
Lord Lynham would surely buy it if he
could be induced to see it. But he won’t
listen to me. I have written to him twice,
and he hasn’t answered. He thinks, no
doubt, that it’s a copy—a spurious work—
and won’t waste his time on it.”

“Too bad,” sympathized Charley.

“We need the money—mother and I—.

desperately!” faltered the girl. “I—1I
thought that perhaps if I told you just how
it was you might arrange for me to see Lord
Lynham, if—if you would be so good?”

She bent toward Charley with a little sup-
plicating gesture that made a lump rise in
his throat. He gulped it down, and jumped
s
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up from his chair with an energy that over-
turned it.

“That’s the trick!” he declared. “Percy,
get a cab. Come on, Miss Kingsley! Hotel
Spenditt. Tackle Harry. Make him take
a look.”

Miss Kingsley veiled her eyes. There
was a light in them she would not have him
see. But she thanked him, and with a
catch in her voice that made Charley gulp
again. All womankind appealed to him,
but a beauty in distress completely bowled

him over.

-

b A in, and came down to them in the
drawing-room of the Spenditt. He

greeted Charley and Mr. Teeters with his

usual good fellowship, but when Miss Kings-

ley was presented his manner grew distinct-

ly formal. Her beauty did not appear to

impress him in the least.

“Oh, yes,” he remarked in a casual way.
“I believe—eh?—that I've had the honor
of receiving several notes from you, Miss
Kingsley.”

“To which,” returned the girl spiritedly,
“T have not had the honor of a reply, Lord
Lynham.”

His lordship shrugged, and twirled his
monocle carelessly on his finger.

“I regret to say that I was not inter-
ested,” he rejoined.

“But, Harry,” interposed Mr. Teeters,
“she’s got a—a: What did you say it
was?” he asked Miss Kingsley.

“Tish something,” prompted Charley.

Lynham lost his hold on his glass, and
seemed to have difficulty in finding it.

“It is a Titian, Lord Lynham,” said the
young woman, directing her words to that
nobleman .in what one might have fancied
was almost a tone of rebuke. ‘It has been
in our family over fifty years.” '

“Eh? What? Oh, to be sure! You men-
tioned that in your communications to me,”
said the Viscount. “But come now; a real
Titian? Oh, I say! All the Titians on this
side are accounted for. Outside the gal-
leries there are but two.”

“Qurs,” the young woman answered him
steadily, “is the third. There are not a
dozen persons who know of it.” She hesi-
tated, then added, “We—my mother and
myself—have lived in retirement since my
father’s death; and—we are poor, Lord

Lynham!”

LORD LYNHAM f{ortunately was
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She turned away, and Charley spoke up
quickly:

“There you are, Ha.rry Trouble. Got
to sell. Lots of people in the same boat.”

“Millions!” put in Mr. Teeters. “And
you can'’t sail your skiff without a bag or
two of ballast. Let’s have a squint at this
Tishern, Harry.”

The Englishman hesitated still.

‘““What does she want for it?”’ he asked. _

““‘She hasn’t named the price.”

“When you have seen it, my lord, will be
time enough for that,” the gixl made an-
swer over her shoulder.

“Ha! Depends on the size,”
Mr. Teeters.
a little one.”

“Oh, well, I suppose I'd better go—it’s
the easiest way,” conceded his lordship
with a resigned air. “But I’ll lay you two
to one in tens, Charley, that we flush a
mare’s nest.”

“Sir!” exclaimed Miss Kingsley. She had
wheeled swiftly, and was haughtily regard-
ing the nobleman.

“Eh? Oh, I beg pardon! Undoubtedly
you believe in the picture,” he told her,
and he bowed his apology further.

It was like a scene from a well acted play
—the beautiful heroine spurning the pol-
ished villain. Charley looked at both of
them; it was a quick glance from one to the
other out of inscrutable hazel eyes. Then
he said quietly:

“I take that bet, Harry. Going to get a
surprise. Come on ‘down. I sent for a car.’

He led the way, and there was the ghost
of a grin hovering on his lips as he punched
the elevator call-bell. When they were seat-
ed in the big touring-car and rolling away
from the Spenditt Charley spoke again.

observed
“A big house costs more than

“Say, Harry,” he remarked. ‘“‘Bet you
buy the picture. Hundred even.”
“Done!” laughed Lynham. “And you

might as well pay up now, old top. Haven’t
I told you that I'm stone broke?”

Miss Vera Kingsley maintained a cold
reserve, and yet, could one have seen, there
was a satisfied look in her green-blue eyes.

III

THE house was in the neighborhood
of Stuyvesant Square. It wasa relic
of a forgotten residential era, and
had fallen into such a sorry state of decayed
gentility that if it could it would, no doubt,
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have been ashamed of itself. ‘“Rooms to
Rent” seemed to be a chronic ailment with
it, for a rusty tin sign with the dreay
words was permanently attached to the
bricks near the door.

Miss Kingsley made no apology for this
dismal establishment as they drove up toit.
She conducted the party into the front
parlor and introduced them to her mother.

“We are reduced,” succinctly stated this
good lady. “Ruined by a bank failure.”
Thereupon she lapsed into a stony silence.

“This is the picture,” said Miss Kingsley,
coming at once to the matter in hand.

She indicated a canvas hanging in a cor-
ner near the door. It was the portrait of a
woman. She was seated in a Venetian bal-
cony which permitted a glimpse of_a sheet
of water with several misty buildings in
the distance. It was assuredly very old, if
a general murkiness of tone counted for
anything. The light on the painting was
execrable, but Lord Lynham made no com-
ment. He went over and stood before it, his
glass in his eye. Charley and Mr. Teeters
ranged themselves behind him. Miss
Kingsley remained aloof. - She was watching
them. Once she withdrew her eyes and
glanced at her mother, nodding to her ever
so slightly.

“Dandy frame, Come-On,” remarked Mr.
Teeters.

“Bully,” agreed Mr. Carter.

“The frame, of course, is recent,” ob-
served Miss Kingsley; and she said it
gravely.

Lord Lynham faced about. He seemedto
be stirred from his usual self-command.

“Eh, I say, boys! Come over here by
the window, will you?” he requested. And
when they had followed him he said, lower-
ing his voice to a whlsper “My word, but
I believe the girl is right! - I’m rather "well
up in these things, and it’s a Titian or [
don’t know A from Izzard. Most extraor-
dinary thing I’ve ever met with—a Titian
hanging here in this beastly hole!”

Mr. Teeters gave tongue to the triumph
that possessed him.

“Ha! I knew she wasn’t pulling any
guess stuff on us!”

Charley’s hand was in his pocket. He
jingled the loose change there—almost sug-
gestively, it might have been imagined—
and inquired, “Going to buy it, Harry?”

Viscount Lynham looked worried.

“If I can manage it. I’ve sunk a good bit,
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you know, in pictures lately. I'll find out
what her figure is.”

He crossed over to Miss Kingsley, who
was now standing by her mother’s chair.

“I tender my apologies,” he said to her
quietly. “It is a Titian, if I am any judge.
The question resolves itself simply to one
of price. If it is within reason——"

“One hundred and fifty thousand dollars
is the price, my lord.”” Miss Kingsley
named the amount with careful distinctness.

¢‘Cash!” supplemented her mother with
equal clearness, and lapsed again to stone.

““Gollamighty!” squeaked Mr. Teeters.
““It ain’t much bigger than a door-mat!”

“Drop it, Teet!” chided Mr. Carter, who
was intent upon the proceedings.

“You know, my dear fellow,” explained
Lord Lynham tolerantly to the secretary,
““they don’t sell old masters by the square
foot. And this is a Titian, the greatest of
them all! Now that Miss Kingsley has set
the price, I don’t mind saying it’s not be-
yond the mark. Suppose—"" he addressed
the young woman—*you give me an option
on the picture until this time tomorrow.
What?”

“For a thousand dollars, my lord,” replied
Miss Kingsley with a chilly smile.

““Cash!” came from the elder lady like a

istol shot. “I don’t trust banks.”

“Eh? Oh, by all means, if you insist,”
returned Lord Lynham, casting an amused
glance at Charley.

He drew from an inner pocket a bill-book,
and counted out from it ten notes of one
hundred dollars each. These he handed
over to Mrs. Kingsley.

¢TI think you will find the amount cor-
rect,” he said. “Mr. Carter, Mr. Teeters,
be so good as to witness that I have secured
an option on this Titian until tomorrow at
—er—"" he consulted his watch—“half past
two o’clock.”

Hardly had he pronounced the words
when a knock was given at the door. Miss
Kingsley opened to it, and Mr. Hopkins
entered. With him was an elderly gentle-
man of a scholarly appearance, gray-haired
and gray-bearded. Lord Lynham raised his
monocle and stared at him.

“By Jove—Hendricks!’ he cried, and he
went up to this person and grasped his
hand. “The one man of all others I would
wish to see! The Titian, of course! But
how did you wind it?”’

© ¢My lord,” put in Mr, Hopkins, turning

from Miss Kingsley, with whom he had in-
terchanged a rapid word, ‘“this lady wrote
to me some days ago, but the letter miscar-
ried and reached me only this morning. I
went to Mr. Hendricks with it. His inter-
est was immediately aroused, and he has
come with me to pass on the picture.”

“You will recall, my Lord Lynham, that
I failed to draw an answer from you,” the
girl reminded him with mockery in her tone.

“Gad! I was a bally ass!” confessed his
lordship. “Charley, Percy, come over here!
Mrs. Kingsley, let me present to you Mr.
George Hendricks, Director of the Manhat-
tan Art Museum. And, Hendricks, these
are my two best friends in America—MTr.
Charles Arthur Carter and Mr. Percival
Teeters. You’ve heard of them—that ruby
business—Brahma’s Eye? Eh?”

“All New York has heard of that,” de-
clared the Director. ‘“Exceedingly clever
work, young gentlemen.”

“Oh, nothing to brag about,” stated Mr.
Teeters blandly. ‘“These con men can’t
get our mush. I can spot ’em every time.”

“Got a little bird that whispers in his
ear,” said Charley, grinning.

He winked at Miss Kingsley. Mr. Hen-
dricks laughed, then grew serious.

“But where’s the Titian?”’ he demanded.
“Ah!’?

He bustled over to Mr. Hopkins, who was
standing before the painting with a rapt
look on his face. Lord Lynham drew Char-
ley and Mr. Teeters to the spot.

“Mr. Hendricks,” said the picture-agent,
visibly agitated, “don’t tell me I'm mis-
taken! I’d be willing toswear it’s genuine.”
@ Museum lifted with deliberation

~J from their case a pair of gold-rim-
med spectacles and hung them over his ears.
The bad light on the canvas seemed to
trouble him as little as it had Lord Lynham.
He took a step forward, shaded his eyes
with his hands, and then stood stock still.
Suddenly he cried out in ecstasy—

“Why, good heavens, Lynham, this is the
lost Titian we’ve been trying to locate for
years—‘The Lady of the Loggia’!”

His excitement infected Mr. Teeters, who
wiggled his mustache and goggled at the
masterpiece.

“Merry Moses!” he piped. “Hear that?”

“Gee!” said Mr. Carter.

“Hendricks! It’sTitian’s—youaresure?”’

THE Director of the Manhattan Art
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Lord Lynham shot the question at the expert.

“Sure?” shouted that personage in deri-
sion. ‘“Am I sure of my own name? No
brush but Titian’s could have painted this.
Such coloring! Such harmony of tone!
Such certainty of touch! Such richness of
—er—ah—idealism!” He sprang close up
to the picture and peered in the corners.
“Ah! Here’s his ‘fecit’—his mark!”

With this he spun around on his heel, and
leaped across the space intervening between
himself and the ladies.

“I request an option on" this painting till
I can consult my board,”” he panted.

Mr. Hopkins’ manners dropped from
him as if they had been tied on with rotten
thread. He leaped after the Director,
pushed him aside and thrust an enormous
rol] of bills at Mrs. Kingsley.

“Money talks!” he clamored. ‘“Ten thou-
sand dollars for the option till Saturday—-
three days!”’

“Mrs. Kingsley,” pleaded the Director,
“civic pride should dictate a preference for
the Art Museum. And I can safely promise
you two hundred and fifty thousand dollars
for this Titian!”

“Bah!” barked Mr. Hopkins. “Senator
Park—you know him; the Soap King—will

_give three hundred thousand. Here’s ten
that says sol!”

“Gentlemen!”

Vera Kingsley’s voice rang out imperi-
ously, and the tumult ceased.

“I say, you chaps,” spoke up Lord Lyn-
ham lazily. ‘““You are making a deuced
row, you know, over a dead dog. I happen
to hold the option on this painting myself.”

A moan escaped Mrs. Kingsley.

“We've given it away, Vera!” she whim-
pered.

“Don’t!” The girl rebuked her irritably.
“Tt can’t be helped now.”

The picture-agent looked suspiciously .at
the Viscount.

‘“Another bargain!” was his mournful
comment. “You are lucky, my lord. But
my offer stands—three hundred thousand,
cash down. Senator Park returns on Sat-
urday. I will call on you then.”

He made a disconsolate bow to the ladies
and walked out.

“I'll go him, Lynham; hang me if I
don’t!” snapped Mr. Hendricks. ‘“My
board will stand behind me. Three hun-
dred thousand! And it’s for a public insti-
tution, don’t forget that—for the people!”
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“If I decide to sell, I’ll let you hear from
me, old chap,” said his lordship cordially.
“Naturally you would have the preference
to that cad Hopkins.”

“Ah! Thank you, Lynham. Ladies—
gentlemen—I bid you good day.”

When he had gone Miss Kingsley ad-
dressed Lord Lynham with biting sarcasm.

“Well, my lord, are you satisfied with
your mare’s nest? If I had waited but an-
other day the profit you will take would
have been ours.”

Mrs. Kingsley moaned pitiably, twice.
Lord Lynham shrugged his shoulders.

“My dear young lady,” he replied, “in
the expressive phraseology of your country-
men, business is business. Let it rest there,
please. Now, with your permission, I will
step into the hall and confer with my friends.

The girl inclined her head coldly, and
Lord Lynham took Charley and Mr. Teeters
by the arm and withdrew into the hall.

“Say, Harry,” burst out Mr.. Teeters,
“I’'m dizzy as a mutt on a merry-go-round,
with all that money talk. Three bhundred
thousand seeds for a pint of paint on a yard
of cotton? O mother dear, fan me!”

“And there’s the frame,” said Charley.

Lord Lynham laughed lightly.

“Worth another hundred thousand easily.
Eh—what? But joking aside, Charley,
here’s a chance to make a pot of money;
and I can’t swing it, by Jove! I can only
manage seventy-five thousand dollars.

“I was going to cable the pater for the
rest, and if I couldn’t hear from him in
time, get the option extended. But the
fat’s in the fire now with Hopkins and
Hendricks nosing in. That girl in there
wouldn’t give me ten seconds’ leeway.”

“Notfive,” said Charley, showing concern.

“Exactly! So, as the matter stands,”
went on Lynham, “it has occurred to me
that perhaps you might like to come in, old
chap—half and half—and pick a plum with
me. What?”

NOW, as the reader of these vera-

cious tales well knows, Mr. Carter

was traveling largely on his reputa-

tionasamillionaire. A reputation for wealth

will carry one a long way, but when it

comes to an actual showdown—as in draw-

poker or, as in this case, picture-buying—it
is only the ready cash that counts.

Mr. Carter knew this. Starting with a

“shoestring” of ten thousand dollars, he had
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through good luck, or some other quality,
built up in a few weeks a bank-balance of
nearly eighty thousand dollars, and paid
expenses as he went along. Accurately
stated, his balance was seventy nine thous-
and three hundred and fifty dollars. Yet the
thought of risking practically his entire cap-
italina totally untried field of investment did
not, somehow, cause him marked disquiet.

“I get you,” he notified Lord Lynham.
“You put up seventy-five thousand. I
matchit. Share and share alike. That it?”

“In a nutshell,” asseverated the English-
man.

Doubt still assailed Mr. Carter, it seemed.

“Cup and lip. You know how it goes—
many a slip. What about it?”’ He desired
to be informed.

“No fear. I know Hendricks. I—dash
it, my dear boy, I will guarantee the sale!”

“Fine! I’'m on!” replied Mr. Carter
promptly.

“I should worry!” exulted Mr. Teeters.
“It’s like dreaming it’s raining money and
waking up -to find it sticking to your
clothes.”

‘“How about that twenty, Harry? Egg
in mare’s nest. Ready to hatch. What?”
Charley put the question with a sly grin.

“‘Gad, I've lost!” exclaimed Lord Lyn-
ham. He handed over the amount in merry
mood, and led the way back into the parlor.
As he entered, the ladies regarded him at-
tentively.

“Mr. Carter and I have agreed to buy
the Titian jointly,” he announced.

“‘Cash!”’ exploded Mrs. Kingsley.

Lynham smiled good - humoredly, and
looked at Charley.

““Sure,” said Mr. Carter.
oblige.”

“As you say,” assented Lynham.
morrow, then, at eleven o’clock »

¢“Make it one,” requested Mr. Carter.
“Got to go to the bank. Downtown.”

““At one, then, Mrs. Kingsley,” amended
his lordship, “we shall be prepared to con-
clude the matter.”

“On the dot,” asserted Charley. “Little
lunch in my rooms to celebrate. Just the
five of us—no more. I’ll send a car down.
Bring the picture with you. Right, Harry?”

“Eh? What?” Lord Lynham seemed
to be somewhat perturbed. “I was think-
ing we’d better come here. Matter of busi-
ness, old chap—selling and buying—noth-
ing social about it.”

“Anything to
(‘To_

S3

Charley looked his disappointment.

“Pleasure to entertain the ladies,” he de-
clared. “Friends. Leave it to Miss Kings-
ley.”

The girl smoothed the frown on her
brow, and answered winningly:

“I am in your debt, Mr. Carter—and in
yours, Mr. Teeters—and we shall be de-
lighted to come. Mother?”

“Delighted,” parroted Mrs. Kingsley.

“Oh, put it that way,” yielded Lord Lyn-
ham gracefully, “pray believe that I shall
be delighted, too. Shall we go, Charley?”

“Ready,” responded Mr. Carter. He
bent over and whispered to Miss Kingsley
and her mother: ‘“Good old sport, Harry.
Make it right with you when we sell the
picture, Share the profits. Only fair.”

Mrs. Kingsley gazed at him blankly, but
her daughter, who was of a more nimble
wit, thanked him with her matchless eyes.

“What a generous gentleman you are!”
she whispered back.

A moment later, when the front door had
closed on Charley, the young woman, who
had stood with her finger to her lips, listen-
ing, burst into a peal of laughter. Then,
snatching the older woman from her chair,
she tangoed up and down the room with her
until they both were out of breath.

v

7% LORD LYNHAM, it seemed, had

encountered the ladies at the en-
¢4 trance of the Hotel Rirebien. He
escorted them up to Mr. Carter’s apart-
ments, and almost immediately they were
followed by a porter staggering under the
Titian.

“You’ve had it boxed!”
claimed.

“I was afraid something might happen
to it,” explained Miss Kingsley. “It is not
insured.”

“If that Tishern was mine,” observed Mr.
Teeters, “I’d die for want of sleep, just sit-
ting up to shoo the flies off it. Lawsygawsy!
T’d be afraid of fire, thieves, thunder and
lightning, and the ghost of J. P. Morgan!”

He cackled at this conceit, and to hisaston-
ishment drew a titter from Mrs. Kingsley.

“Wait, Jim,” called Charley to the por-
ter, who was leaving. “Want you to open
this.”

The porter produced a hammer and chisel
from somewhere, and fell ravenously on the

Charley .ex-
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box. He knew Mr. Carter and the ampli-
tude of his tips. But this was a consider-
ation that had no weight with Lynham.

“T say, old chap, don’t you think we’d
better leave it as it is?”” he suggested. “We
shall only have to pack it up again to send
to Hendricks. What?”

“It would save you trouble,” remarked
Miss Kingsley, indolently seating herself
near her mother.

“Jim lives on trouble,” grinned Charley.
“Fats it. And I want to see the picture
again. Got to brush up on art now. May
take another flyer.’

“Oh, have it as you wish,” said Viscount
Lynham. He took an enameled cigarette-
case from his pocket, and glanced at the
ladies. ‘“Have I your permission?” he
asked, and without waiting for it struck
a light.

Mr. Teeters helped the porter lift the
Titian from the box. Charley placed a chair
to one side, facing the windows, and on this
they set the painting. The shades were
high, and the light fell full upon it. Miss
Kingsley and her mother looked on at the
proceeding with a degree of uneasiness in-
duced, presumably, by fears for the safety
of the treasure. Lord Lynham leaned idly
against the chimneypiece, and inhaled his
cigarette luxuriously.

“That will do, Jim,” said Charley. He
tossed a silver dollar to the man, who duck-
ed his head and slipped out.

“Say, Come-On,” cried Mr. Teeters, who
had taken up a position before the picture.
“This ‘Lady of the Loadyer’ was a gay
young skirt all right—I"ll bet a hat on it.
Pipe her lamps! She looks like a little joke
I know in the chorus 'round at the Casino.
Didn’t notice it yesterday.”

Charley went and stood beside him.

“It’s the light, I guess,” he said gravely.
“Shows it up better.” He studied th@can-
vas with an absorbed air. “When did you
say it was painted, Harry?” he questioned.

Mrs. Kingsley turned sharply to Lord
Lynham, but Miss Kingsley let her eyes
dwell on Mr. Carter’s face.

“Titian,” replied his lordship, slowly ex-
haling a thin stream of smoke through his
nostrils, “lived over four hundred years ago,
my dear friend.”

“My!” said Mr. Carter reverently; and
at his tone Miss Kingsley’s eyes fell.

“‘Shall we proceed to business,” went on
Lord Lynham, “and lunch afterward?”

2

“Business first,” returned Charley brisk
ly. “Let’s sit up to the table.”

“Righto!” agreed Lynham, and he an
Mr. Teeters drew up chairs for the ladie
Mrs. Kingsley displayed sudden animatic

“I'm not a bit hungry,” she announced,
beaming around the board. E

“Nor am I, though T may be Iater”» i
avowed Miss ngsley with a laugh. !

Charley gazed at her in open admiration.
She was indeed a beautiful creature, with
her red-gold hair and beryl eyes; a gitla
man might face a cannon for, if only—
But here Charley dropped from sentiment
to hard horse-sense and winked at, instead
of worshiping, the goddess.

“Look!” he said. “May help along your
appetlte Greens from Uncle Sam’s gar-
den.” i

He spread out fanwise before him on the
table eight bank-notes. Seven were for ten
thousand dollars each, and one was for five.
Mrs. Kingsley caught her breath at the
sight, but the girl laughed gaily. ,

“Oh, I feel my hunger growing!” she rip-
pled. 3t

“I,” broke out Mr. Teeters passionately,
“could eat ’em raw!” :

“Ready, Harry?” queried Mr. Carter.
“Cash, you know. Mrs. Kingsley said it."

“T did!” asserted Mrs. Kingsley with em-
phasis. ‘“‘Safety-deposit vaults for me.”

Lord Lynham shoved across the table to
Charley a thick batch of bills. 3

“I think you’ll find that right—seventy-
five thousand dollars, less the option. You
fix it up, old chap, and get the business
over with. It’s dragging.”

Mr. Carter surveyed the company with -
solicitude. ;

“Got a word to say first,” he rema.rked. f-*

“Well?” It was Mrs. Kingsley, and her
voice was anxious. a

“I'm scared,” continued Charley, trying
to assume the appropriate expression. “Got
the shakes. Can’t afford to drop this roll.
If Hendricks doesn’t buy——"" ?

“Oh, but my dear boy! He will,”” Lyn-~
ham 1nterrupted “And besides, T have j
guaranteed the sale.” -

“F dont see how you can lose in that
case,” said Miss Kingsley-brightly. “I.otd 3
Lynham’s word is his bond, of course.”

“Hal” vociferated Mr. Teeters. “I wish g
he’d promise me a million. What’s eatmg 2
you, Come-On?”’ 1 3

“That option,” replied Charley. “_Ifl\ﬁ'!- =

3
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Kingsley would extend it—-"

The lady cut him short with a burst of
ironical laughter—forgetful, evidently, of
Charley’s generous promise to share the
profits with her.

“Excellent!” she cried. “And let you get
the three hundred thousand we could get our-
selves? Notaminute later than two-thirty!”

“Really, old chap,” expostulated the Vis-
count, “this is farcical, you know.”

“Guess it is,” conceded Charley. “But if
you should die—or Hendricks? By George!
Say! Where’d I be?”

“Merry Moses! I never thought of that!”
ejaculated Mr. Teeters. “People do croak,
you know, Harry, when they ain’t looking
for it—sudden, like the waiter spilling soup
down your back. He don’t blow a horn be-
fore he does it.”

“Oh, I say!” protested Lynham, strug-
gling with his impatience. “What do you
want me to do, Carter—SLgn a note? Eh?”

Charley broke into a broad smile.

“Bully!” he exclaimed. ‘“Make your es-
tate liable. Have to pay. Wait!” Herum-
maged in an inner pocket. ‘“Here’s a note.
Luck! And here’s my pen. Make it on
demand. One hundred and fifty thousand.
Hendricks pays you, and you pay me. Sim-
ple! What?”

“Simple as sitting down on nothing,” was
Mr. Teeters’ interjected comment.

LORD LYNHAM lifted his shoul-

ders by way of answer and, screw-

ing his monocle in his eye, engaged
in the task of drawing up the note. Charley
meanwhile carelessly ran through the little
mound of bank-notes before him.

“This, I trust, finishes the affair,” ob-
served his lordship peevishly, passing back
to Charley the pen and the note. ‘I'm
dashed if you wouldn’t think we were buy-
ing the Bank of England.”

“It is as good as the Bank of England—
Lord Lynham’s note, I am sure,” declared
Miss Kingsley.

“Good as gold,” affirmed the elder lady.

Charley started suddenly.

“Was that some one at the door, Percy?”
he asked in a voice inordinately loud.

As if in prearranged response, the door
was thrust open, and a young man of slight
build, but with a bold blue eye, strolled in.

“Hello sport!” he accosted Mr. Carter,
and slapped him on the back. “Thought
I’d drop in and feel your pulse. What are
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you doing with that bunch of kale—deal-
ing faro? Hey, there, Skeeters, playing cap-
per?”’

Mr. Teeters fidgeted in his chair. Lord
Lynham focused his glass on the loud young
man and stared. Charley made apologies
for the intrusion.

“Friend of mine,” he said. “Teddy Ball.”

He let the introduction rest there, but
Mr. Ball was not at all unhinged by this
omission. He bowed with €asy grace, and
inquired genially:

“What’s the game? Cutting a melon?”

“Buying a picture,” answered Charley.
“A Tishyan. Four hundred years old. In
that chair. Have a look.”

“’Pon my word, Carter, this is going a
little far,” spoke up Lord Lynham with pro-
nounced irritation. “I would suggest that
your friend retire until we conclude our
business. In short—er—I must request it.”

“Oh, don’t mind me,” said Mr. Ball
pleasantly. “And besides, I’ve nowhere to
go. So this is the Titian, eh? What’s the
purse it’s hung up for?”

“One hundred and fifty thousand dol-
lars,” Mr. Carter informed him. “Dirt
cheap.”

“One hundred and what?” quizzed Mr.
Ball jocosely. “Why say, Charley, I can
buy this sort down in Grand Street by the
dozen at twenty dollars apiece—frame and
all. Quit your kidding!”

For ten seconds the silence in the room
was so acute that one could have heard
through it a spider spin his web. Then it
was broken by a cackle from Mr. Teeters.

“Turn over, Teddy!” he hooted. *“You’re
talking in your sleep.”

But Lord Lynham was not in jesting
mood. He arose to his feet, elegant and
haughty.

“Who is this beastly bounder?”’ he de-
manded sternly of Mr. Carter. “If he in-
tends his remark as a joke it is ill timed,
and I—eh—resent it!”

“He’s nobody in particular,” replied
Charley evenly. “Only Teddy Ball. Sport-
ing-editor of the Scream.”

Mrs. Kingsley paled, and her daughter’s
red lips tightened. Lord Lynham’s monocle
clattered down on his vest,

“Sporting-editor?” he sneered. “Natur-
ally he knows a Titian when he sees it—
naturally!”

“A Titian, is it?”” mocked Mr. Ball.

He seized the painting, whirled it around



56

and dashed his fist into the flimsy pine-
board backing. It splintered, and he ripped
the pieces off until the canvas was revealed.

“A Titian, hey?” repeated Mr. Ball.
“Look at this!” He pointed to a purple
brand imprinted on the cheap cloth—and
he had taken a long chance on finding it on
this particular cut from the bolt. “ ‘Gaines-
ville Cotton Mills,” ” he read out. ‘‘Huh!
Maybe I don’t know a Titian when I see it,
but I've got a hunch that old guy never
bought his calico in Georgia four hundred
years ago.”

“Gollamighty!’ croaked Mr, Teeters,
and slumped down in his chair.

“Harry, it’s a plant!” shrilled Miss Vera
Kingsley, her aquamarine eyes flashing fire,

“Pass that money back!” hissed Lyn-
ham, jumping for Mr. Carter.

Charley side-stepped him; the bank-notes
were in his pocket, and his coat was but-
toned over them.

“DPon’t make me hit you, Harry,” he
begged. “I’ve rather liked you, and I'd
hate to muss you up. It was a gamble
whether you'd get my money or I'd get
yours. Youstartedit. Takeyour medicine.”

Lord Lynham’s hand shot back to his hip
pocket, but Mr. Ball was a bit ahead of
him. He poked an automatic at his lord-
ship, and remarked airily:

“No use, old top. I’ll make a sieve look

as solid as a dinner-plate compared to the

way you'll look if you’re hunting trouble.
Why, ‘London Harry,’ I knew it was you
the minute Charley told me this morning
what was doing. There’s a finish to your
work that puts the other con men in the
raw-material class.”

“It’s that gig-lamp—the way he wears it
—that done the trick,” threw in Mr. Teeters
mournfully.

Mr. Ball went on, heedless of the inter-
ruption:

“And by the way, dear old chap, the
house detective is standing at the door.
Which would you prefer—to walk out quiet-
ly, for the ladies’ sake, or all of you take a
ride down to Mulberry Street? The ride
would make better reading for the Scream,
but Charley seems to lean to the walkout,
What do you say?”

London Harry, being a philosopher ac-
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cepted the situation without parley.

“Thanks, my geod fellow,” he drawld,
returning to his character. “Mr. Carter’s
way is less conspicuous and on the whole
more agreeable, I fancy.”

“Possibly Mr. Carter will permit us to
take our leave at once?”” hinted Miss Kings-
ley; and she smiled on Charley with the
sweetness of a werwolf baring its fangs.

“Sure,” said Charley cordially. “Somy,
though, you won’t stay to lunch. Some
other time perhaps—at Tortoni’s.”

“Or elsewhere,” the girl rejoined, witha
slow nodding of her handsome head which
portended ill for Mr. Carter should they
meet again, :

But he only laughed, and going to the
door drew it open.

“Tt’s all right, Tom,” he assured the man
outside. ‘“Nothing doing.”” He turned to
Lynham as the detective moved away. “By
George! Didn’t we have a bet up, Harry?
You said you’d buy the picture—a hundred
even? Sure you did.

“And you’re going to do it. Can’t disap-
point the ladies. Wait a minute. Tl fix
it.” He flattened Lynham’s promissory
note against the wall and indorsed it
“There you are, Mrs. Kingsley,” he cried,
forcing the paper into the lady’s nerveless
hand. “Payable to your order. Good as
gold. You said it was; and it pays for the
Tishyan. I’ll send it around to you, Harry.
You can mail me your check for the hun-
dred. Any old time. Good-by—good luck
— and regards to Mr. Hendricks.”

Charley stepped back into the room with
Mr. Ball. Mr. Teeters still sat stumped in
his chair like a bag of wet sawdust.

“Come-On, I wouldn’t a’ believed it!” he
lamented in a hollow voice.

“They might have got me,” Charley
grinned. “Close shave.”

“Hey?” Mr. Teeters was puzzled.

“They overacted,” explained Charley.
“That last little scene at the Spenditt.
Played it just a shade too fine.”

Mr. Ball, in the midst of igniting a dark
and corpulent cigar, paused.

“Ho! I see!l” he observed. “Got a peek

‘in behind the curtain and saw the finish.

Put you wise!”
“Sure,” said Charley.

2=



ALKIN’ about “chechakos,” I
know it ain’t customary to take
’em very serious, but now an’ then
there comes one that makes the
“sour-doughs” sit up nights an’ think.

I used to boast that I could plck em out
- on sight; but I got stuck once, an’ s’help me,
I'm stuck to this very day.

That was a long time ago; before fron-
tierin’ in the Far North become a part o’
history

It was up at Becker’s cache, There
wasn’t’ no excitement there exactly, but
some color had been struck, an’ now an’
then a few prospectors would drop oﬁ on
their way up to the live camps an’ hang
around-a while.

“Drink” Purcell had moved his fixtures
up from Kloosisnoo an’ opened up a bar
: and gamblin’-house, with a dance-hall in the
rear.

There was about a hundred souls all told,
includin’ -Drink’s wife—an’ some dozen
others of the gentle sex he’d brought along
to keep the nuggets from sweatin’ in the fel-
lers’ pockets, don’t you know? .

Things was sort o’ quiet-like. A bunch of
us was standin’ down the line, pow-wowin’
about one thing an’ other, when a team

Rank chechakos. You could tell ’em a
e.

Natural enough, we closes up to look ’em
over.

The man slips off the sled an’ steps ug
with a pleasant salute. ~ Tall man, about
forty, of the high-brow type; clean-shaved,
stood erect, an’ spoke proper as a Boston
tutor.

Say, but that was ‘some outﬁt! Every-
thing bran’ new, an’ the best that money
could buy.

They wore lynx parkas, with the hoods
bordered with Arctic fox instead of Spitz fur.
The sled was big an’ stanch, built on go-
some Jines. They drove nine dogs, all -
Malemutes except the leader. He was a
big ball-faced brute; looked like a cross.

-between a wolfhound an’ a saber-toothed

rounds over the hill and brings up short, a-

‘few paces from where we stood.

[ d s 2

lion; an’ meaner ’an ol’ Nick himself.

But the girll A mere slip of a lass. Oh,
T'll never forget the first time I set eyes on
that face o’ hers. Man! It was more gor-
geous than a sunflower bloomin’ in the mid-.
dle of an ice floe. She was awful tall and
pretty slender, but full-busted an’ graceful
as a fairy. Golden hair—none o’ your bottle
blondes — eyes, blue as a Winter sky,
cherry lips, an’ genume pearls for teeth.
Y(iz, dimples, too, an’ cheeks aglow with the
0!
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But—do you know?—some men ain’t got
nosense. Cripples, nohow; they never keep
a cripple’s place.

Now them folks had come in like gentle-
men and give a good account o’ theirselves,
as well as the news from below. The girl
was passin’ around some papers, along with
a magazine or two, when ol’ one-armed
“Wing” Putney, born bone-head, mistakes
her sweetness an’ tries to freshen up to her,

She snubs him, pronto, an’ Mr. Neal—
Edward Neal, that’s the name he give us—
—sees somethin’s wrong an’ asks her,
“What is it, dear?” like he was addressin’ a
angel.

“It is nothing, Edward,” she says, walkin’
around the sled an’ takin’ her seat with
her face the other way. “The man really
doesn’t know any better.”

That hacks Putney, so he flushes up an’
tries to come back at her,

“Mebby I don’t,” he says; “but,” turnin’
to the man, ‘“you can take it from me: you
needn’t try to put that chicken to work in
the hall here. We may be shy on manners
an’ fine talk, but we don’t stand for no
cradle-robbin’ in this camp, so you’d better
beat it while the sleddin’s good.”

Zowiel That chechako raps Wing full
across the face with the butt-end of his whip,
Jayin’ him full length in the snow, and drags
a double-barreled shotgun from under the
lap-robe, as if he expects the whole caboodle
of us to sail in an’ eat him up. But if any-
body had any | such a notion, he took a sud-
den change o’ heart, for that gun was a
number six gage breech-loader—the only
six I ever saw.

Great Scott! It looked fit to exterminate
the whole genus hippopotamus at one shot.
o) course we didn’t know what he might do
with it, ’cause he was white mad; but we

just couldn’t help but laugh, it was that

huge.

“See here!” he says. “Perhaps you peo-
ple are not accustomed to meeting women
who demand respect, but Mrs. Neal does;
and you are going to respect her if I have to
kill the last one of you. Is that clear?”

“Perfectly clear,”” I says, speakin’ for
the crowd.

We could see in his eye that he was a-
goin’ to make it stick, an’ somebody was

about to ’pologize; but just then Purcell

elbows into evidence with his cut-out
wide open, in quest of information.
Right there the stranger pipes him off for

the Big Chief o’ the village, an’ levels the
twin subway square betwixt his eyes, with
both hammers back.

Now Purcell was a big man, an’ reckoned
to be a brave man, but he didn’t show no
inclination to bite the sight off o’ that fusee,
an’ calms down with considerable less con-
versation than usual, for him.

I explained how Wing come to get in bad,
an’ when Drink bhad absorbed it somewhat,
he extends a little sympathy to the poor
feller by way of mentionin’ that it was too
bad he didn’t ketch his tongue in the bear-
trap same time he did his arm, an’ lose it
too. Then, just because the stranger had
lowered the sights a notch or two, he adds
a few lines about chechakos comin’ in with
a chip on their shoulder.

“No, we’ve no chips on our shoulders,”
Mr. Neal snaps back, trainin’ the coal-
burner straight at Drink’s solar plexus from
a hip-position. “All we ask is a chance to
mind our own business and be treated half
as fairly as we’ll treat others.”

“That sounds reasonable,” says Drink.
“Put up your cannon an’ come along.”

We cleared the.trail as the newcomer
brings his long, heavy whip once around an’
lets her pop over the dogs’ backs.

“Stand by!” he shouts. An’ they were
up an’ layin’ to their collars. “Starboard,
Balll” The dogs swung gee.

A wrenchin’ tug at the gee-pole, an’ the
sled broke out with a lurch

“Steady, Ball!” an’ the ball-faced leader
swung ’em back into the trail.

No, he didn’t say ‘“mush” nor ‘“‘gee” nor
“haw.” They must ha’ been sea-dogs,
’cause they sure savvied that ship-lingo.

L] THE strangers halted quite a ways

above the town an’ pitched their

tent right off. That day they looks

about a little, an’ the first thing we knowed
they had the finest cabin along the pass.

Mind their own business? I guess they
did. Always come to the store together,
done their tradin’ an’ hikes right back.

He might ha’ been a chechako—I say
he might ha’ been—but what he didn’t know
about gettin’ down through froze ground
with a wood-fire wasn’t worth your time
a-learnin’. Never asks no questions, but
he sure could answer ’em.

He never comes into Purcell’s—never but
the once. Nobody’ll ever forget it. He just
devotes his spare time to entertainin’ little
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Nell—‘Sweet Nell,” that’s what he always
called her. Ah, but he was good to her!
They chums around like two twins, takin’
long jaunts up an’ down the line with the
sled, an’ by ginger! how he could handle
them pups; always talkin’ ship-Latin to ’em
an’ a-goin’ like fury.

But they wasn’t sociable.
with nobody.

Purcell runs up a shack not far from theirs
an’ tries to hob-nob with ’em, but they cuts
him to the tune of a hundred an’ one below
zero, an’ sticks to it—till Drink’s wife takes
down with the pneumonia. Then the little
Missus just waits on EHa, hand an’ foot.
- That’s how it started.

Then Terry Doughton, “Handsome
Terry,” Ella’s brother, supposed to be, turns
up to sort o’ help Drink out by takin’ charge
of the dance-floor, an’ got to hangin’ ’round
the Purcell igloo pretty plenty; all under
pretext of belongin’ to the family.

Neal had reached the drift by that tlme
an’ was under ground a good deal more

than usual; then when sluicin’ come he was
busier than ever, so, as the girl was always
home a-tendin’ to her business time he got
back, he didn’t get next to Terry till after
the clean-up; an’ mebby wouldn’t then, if he
just hadn’t a-happened to come down to
the store one day, unexpected, when—who
pops in but Ella and Nell, an’ Terry with
’em, cuttin’ up an’ carryin’ on as big as life!

Not a word! Neal just piles Mr. Terry
over in the wood-box with a pick-handle,an’
waltzed his little Sweet Nell home.

They had an awful quarrel an’ like to
split up, ’cause the youngster had one o’
them regular blonde wills of her own; but
.they patched it up somehow. Of course she
“promised” without the slightest intention
of keepin’ her word, like women do when
they get sore, an’ kept right on trottin’
with Ella,

Terry was only supposed to be a side is-
sue; just Ella’s brother, see? But he was
on the ground plenty steady all the same,
a-trustin’ to the little thirty-eight hammer-
less he carried in his mackinaw pocket to
preserve his good looks in case the “green-

eyed monster”’ should start another shower
o’ pick-handles his way. The skunk knew
he was out of his element.

Ella tries time an’ again to lure the kid
into the joint, under pretense of wantin’ to
speak to her husband, an’ finally, one rough
day, the girl steps inside just for a minute;

Never mixed

" introduced her to several of the
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but was shy as a fawn. Next time it was
easier, an’ she pranced right in without
havin’ to be coaxed.

Drink had ’em cut out all the rough stuff
on the floor for the occasion, an’ things
didn’t look so bad on the face of ’em. Ella
“smooth
articles,” an’ Terry explains the “wheel”
an’ the “bank’ an’ what not to her, all the
time edgin’ her over toward the dance-floor,
an’ then tries to get her to dance. But
she balked at that though, sayin’ she’d have
to be gettin’ home.

Now, mind you, we sets there, all of us,
takin’ it all in, seein’ through the p]ay
There was no doubt about it; they was sim-
ply doin’ their darnedest to drag that sweet,
innocent young thing into the worst life a
woman can lead.

Yet nobody says a word. Just like a pic-
nic-party watchin’ a gang o’ train-wreckers
pull a rail to ditch a train, an’ never crookin’
a finger to flag the engine, ’cause it wasn’t
their affair.

Oh, I can seeit all now. It was our affair.
It’s always up to the disinterested to uphold
what’s right an’ protect the innocent,
’cause when folks is tempted by pleasure or
profit their conscience is more apt to be
biased than them that just looks on.

Now, with Purcell, women was merely so
much stock-in-trade; the younger the better,
get ’em as he might. Ella was no more nor
less than a professional cat’s-paw, so it was
her bread an’ butter to ketch a gold-fish
whenever she could. An’ Terry? Why, it
wouldn’t take no Greek philosopher to figger
out his temptation. So there you are.

WELL, the snows had come, the
creek was ’most froze over, an’ the
trail was pretty fair. Neal sets out
for a load o’ wood one afternoon, but some-
how changed his mind an’ comes back after
a few minutes. The little Missus is out.
Over to the Purcell cabin he goes—no-
body home. Then he saunters down to
Becker’s store; but that ain’t the right track
yet, so he takes a mosey ’round back o’ the
dance-hall an’ sees Nell through the window,
a-dancin’ with Terry. She sees him at the
same time an’ drops in a heap, cold as ice.
Ella couldn’t budge a word out of her, an’
she kicks an’ spits when they tries to pour
a life-saver down her. Then the two of ’em
drilled for home right off, missin’ Neal,
Anyway, Terry was tilted back with his

-
T
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feet cocked up on a green table, lordin’ it

over the rest of us like a peacock, an’ Drink
was standin’ with his hand on Terry’s shoul-
der, praisin’ him for his clever work an’
lookin’ mighty radiant over the prospects
o’ havin’ a new an’ valuable acquisition to
his establishment, when Neal busts in the
front-door with the hippopotamus-gun at
full cock. We ’most pokes our fingers
through the roof, gettin’ our hands up.

“Purcell,” said he quiet-like, “you two
woman-ghouls have wrecked my home, and
this is the price—-"

Well, it was an awful price, but I don’t
reckon we'd ha’ started nothin’ rash, if it
hadn’t been on account o’ them two women,
’cause it was nothin’ short o’ what was due
’em, Drink an’ Terry.

But when it comes to women, ’specially
on the frontier where they are scarce, chiv-
alry runs rampant when sentiment touches
on their side, no matter what their stamp is
or how much they are to blame. So, when a
delegation of us goes up to break the news to
Ella, an’ finds ’em both stretched out on
the floor, there was somethin’ doin’ P. D. Q.

Crazed with grief, no doubt, over the
young wife he loved so well, an’ trusted, too,
havin’ stepped within the gates o’ hell, an’
wrought to the pit of his soul against an
older woman for draggin’ her there, he’d
just plied that heavy, shot-filled dog-
whip till he was plumb beside hisself; lost
all notion o’ when to quit; red-eyed, killin’
mad.

He’d packed his sled, tent an’ all, and
quit the camp. :

We thought the women had both cashed
in their checks, but the girl comes out of it
after a spell, an’ we totes her down to the
store so’s the other women could dope her
up with patent liniment an’ stickin’-plaster
while us men was a-makin’ up the posse.

Oh, she pleads with us not to go. Tries
to shoulder all the blame herself, ’cause
she’d deceived her husband, an’ upbraids us
somethin’ fierce for puttin’ our noses in after
the damage was all done.

She allows that accounts was squared
with all parties concerned, an’ claims that
they was a-playin’ the game with their eyes
wide open an’, since we all seemed willin’
enough to stand for seein’ ’em win, we ought
to stand just the same for seein’ ’em lose.
She said he’d go-’way an’ mind his own
business if people’d give him half a chance;
but if we forced him to fight for his life he’d

sell it so mighty dear that we’d all regret
the price as long as any of us lived.

But you know that sort o’ talk don’t go
in the border-land, ’specially when the boys
gets their heads set on bringin’ a feller back,
so we rakes up all the shootin-irons in the
place an’ sets out, about twenty strong.

We was mushin’ along at a good stiff
trot, a little above Neal’s cabin, calculatin’
him some ten miles to the good an’ still
a-goin’ like a wildcat takin’ a hornet home
alive, when all at once his tracks give out
as complete as if his dogs had took wings,

- ike Eljah’s chariot-horses, an’ flew off

through the sky, sled an’ all.

Now that ain’t a bran’-new stunt exactly,
but it stops a feller’s think-box from tickin’
for a minute. So there’s where we bunches
up for a consultation of the wise—right
along a wall o’ rock.

“KER-WHANG! KER-WHANG!’
N Neal cuts loose with both barrels

from behind a rock about fifty yards
away, totally demoralizin’ the posse. An’
before we could get our wits together an’
locate him, he’d shoved in a couple more
shells an’ let us have it on the oblique.

Well, them as could pull their legs back
under ’em didn’t lose no time makin’ their
feet behave.

Quick as a flash, he coals her up again an’
comes a-jumpin’, yellin’ worse ’an a Co-
manche full o’ hooch, for us to drop our
guns—most of us had already. In a second
all nine o’ the dogs was on us like a pack o’
wolves, snappin’ right an’ left, an’ him a-
givin’ us both barrels as fast as he could
break her an’ shove in the shells.

Every time anybody’d wheel ’round to
take a peck at him, he’d beat ’em to it, or
the dogs would pile on. Becker tries a
fluke fall to pot Neal between loads, but ol’
Saber-tooth guillotined him at one snap,
without even stoppin’ to growl.

The dogs! The dogs! They was the worst
of it; right among us, hamperin’ every
move. You couldn’t shoot ’em without
shootin’ somebody else, an’ you can’t kick
‘em off; they’re too quick.

“Why didn’t we—>?"" What? An’ thatol’
volcano a-belchin’ flames o’ fire forty feet
long every other jump; an’ every inch of at-
mosphere betwixt the earth an’ moon filled
with shriekin’ buck-shot big as marbles,
while a pack o’ man-eatin’ hyenas was tear-
in’ the very flesh off your bones? Yes,
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you’d ha’ done wonders if you’d ha’ been
there!

I reckon we’ve all laid awake a few nights,
figgerin’ out just how we might ha’ turned
the trick—since; but, somehow, none o’
them bright ideas occurred to any of us at
the time. I tell you, we was goin’ south;
an’ them that was fit to travel, wasn’t
takin’ no chances on stoppin’ any more ’an
their own share o’ them lead nutmegs.

For an instant the dogs all seemed busy
with them they’d pulled down, so we takes
advantage o’ the opportunity to surrender.
Licked! Licked to a frazzle!

“Stand by!” shouts Neal.

The dogs, not a one of ’em even scratched,
bounds to his side an’ stands ready for a
finish charge. Discipline? You bet them
critters knew how to mind! He marched
’em up to within forty yards an’ stops. He
wore a ungodly smile an’ the brutes was
bristled to the tips o’ their tails, whinin’ to
get at us again.

“QOh, you wolves!” he roars. “You’d
stand by and see my beautiful Nell dragged
into the pits of hell without so much as
giving me a hint, that I might save her.
You thought to lick the bones after the lion
had had his fill, eh? Oh, I didn’t say I'd
give you quarter!”

At that he bent his cheek to the stock an’
fired.

Wanton, was it? Fiendish? As you like.
But would we ha’ let him off if he’d -a-sur-
rendered to us? Well, that wasn’t exactly
what we had in mind when we set out, an’ I
hardly think we’d ha’ changed our minds if

" he hadn’t a-changed ’em for us. No, he

had to do it.

An’ “lick the bones”’? Was there a man
among us that wouldn’t ha’ fought for a
chance to give the girl a boost on down the
trail where goin’s easiest, if the “lion” had
succeeded in his bent?

I can see it all now. It took that much to
save one good woman, an’ I for one am
satisfied.

I fell at the first shot, with two little for-
get-me-nots in my breast; but at the second
report I was up an’ borin’ holes in space.

“Why don’t he shoot?” I wondered.
“No, he’ll let the brutes have me.”

THEN, when they didn’t come, I
took a slant back, hopin’ he’d gone
his way. But no! Here he comes,
pot - shottin’ every window that had a

lighted lamp in it, settin’ the whole town
a-fire, the blood-smeared huskies close at
his heels.

He didn’t press me hard, for he was a bit
haggard from the terrific buckin’ o’ that ol’
coal-burner; but he had quickened up some,
time I reached the store where the balance
o’ the town was packed in an’ shakin’ fierce
at their jaws an’ knees.

They lets me in an’ bars the door—but
shucks! The shack was boards. Neal just
steps behind McKittrick’s cabin an’ takes
a pot-shot at the big hangin’ lamp through
the window. Down she comes, riddled,
with a gallon o’ oil spurtin’ forty ways, for
the burnin’ wick to touch off like a bomb.

Sure, he knows the lay o’ the store an’
opens fire on the stove. The first shot takes
a couple o’ cast-iron legs from under her;
an’ over she topples, coals an’ blazin’
chunks all over the floor.

Leave it to a woman’s presence o’ mind in
an emergency—Big Pearl makes a dive for
the drinkin’-bucket in the corner—but, that
Neal wasn’t overlookin’ any bets. He
knowed it was water that we wanted. So
he just counts three an’ lets drive at the
corner. Pearl lets out a whoop an’ drops
the pail. Then he opens up a systematic
fusillade down the side o’ the house.

There was no back door; the windows was
slit crossways instead of up an’ down.
They was high up at that, an’ Neal had the
front door covered; so there we was, blind
with smoke, a-fire top an’ bottom, front an’
back, while flyin’ splinters from the wood-
work an’ the powdered glass from the show-
cases an’ the pickle-bottles on the shelves
was worse "an buckshot itself.

Now Wing Putney always was long on
strategy, so he suggests a flag o' truce.
But!—— That feller outside was seein’ red
by then. Why, that white rag hadn’t caught
the breeze before he whangs loose at the
crack o’ the door. Open she comes, the
first gust of air drivin’ a sheet o’ flame back
the full length o’ the room; then it busts out
the door a-whoopin’.

There was only one thing for it, so we
just kicks the south side out o’ the ol’ shed
an’ piles out down the gulch like a stampede
o’ wild goats, trustin’ to cross the creek on
the ice; but it was too thin. Wing tries it,
but goes through an’ under. Here comes
Neal, the ol’ coal-burner roarin’ worse ’an
ever. Poor little Nell gets hers. There we
was, corralled like so many Spring lambs
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in a slaughter-pen, an’ quite as helpless.
He steps up to his favorite forty yards, keep-
in’ the carnivora close to him. Then he
examines a forty-five Colt he’d frisked off
Becker. Up comes the double-barrel —

“Oh God, Nell! Don’t let him shoot!”
shrieks the Doll.” “Don’t let your hus-
band shoot!”

Poor little Nell, down an’ bleedin’, voice-
less, ‘'most beneath his feet, tries to raise up.
on one elbow, stretchin’ out the other hand
to him, smilin’ sick-like; just a-waggin’ her
head slow for him to spare us. The sight
o’ her must ha’ turned the tide within him,
for he speaks in a calm voice:

“Do you unclean varmints want to live?
If you do, swear! Swear that you’ll not fol-
low me. Swear that you’ll never speak a
word or turn a hand to convict me; nor set
anybody on my trail to bring me back.
‘Mukluk,” you and Penrod swear them.”

Me an’ “Penny” swore ’em, every one;
ourselves to boot.

“Then don’t you move from your tracks
until I fire my gun from the rock where the
fight began. Good-by.”

“Ed! Oh, Edward!” shrieks thegirl,in the
God-forsakenest wail I ever heard, draggin’
her broken body towards him like some
wounded dog. “You won’t go without me?
Take me with you; I'm fit. T slipped, but
I didn’t fall. He never even touched my
lips, I swear—you saved me just in time.
Take me with you,” she pleads—so earnest!
“You can lay me down somewhere beside
the trail, then stay close by till it is over.
I’'m clean—TI swear to God I am!”

Would he do it? He did. He shoots
a tiger-glance at us, then grabs her up in his
arms an’ totes her all the way, kissin’ her
as she clings around his neck.

Well, if there was a man among us that
didn’t bawl outright, he was ashamed to
boast about it afterwards; an’ the women,
they just boo-hoos every time anybody’d
mention Nell—“‘Sweet Nell”’—that’s what
we always called her. We sees the flash;
ol’ “Hippo” roars farewell. It was a bad
job well done.

NO, WE never heard from ’em, up
the line nor down. But say, I don’t
mind tellin’ you now, it’s been so
long ago. One Spring mornin’, just as it was
a-peepin’ day, about twelve years after that,

Adventure

me an’ that same Penny Penrod was am-

_blin’ out o’ “Pop” Toberman’s place that

stands where Neal burnt Purcell’s, jawin’
about the way our cards had been a-run-
nin’, when the crack of a whip fairly splits
the air, an’ a voice echoes on the front o’ the
house across the way. Penny pricks up his
ears as if he’d heard a call from the grave.

“Port, U-know! U-know, hard a-port!
Condor!’

Pop! goes the whip, an’ a sled swings
‘round the corner on one runner, with the
dogs on a dead gallop. Down the street
they comes, the lash a-singin’ over their
backs like sin, but never touchin’ a hair.
Eleven skookem ‘breeds,” all yellow, an’
‘most- every one a ball-face. The sled was
a-rockin’ somethin’ fierce an’ takin’ the
bumps on the bound. There was three
people on it; a man with white whis-
kers, 2 woman whose parka-hood blew back
as they passed, exposin’ a head o’ blonde
hair—an’ a kid holdin’ on for dear life.

“They’ll never make it,” says Penny, as
they neared the dip to the creek. But they
takes it like a duck. On out over the
Winter trail they goes, at a plumb mad
pace, to reach tide-water before the thaws
set in.

“Say, Mukluk,” says Penny, “was there
anything about that outfit that struck you
as bein’ familiar?” .

“Well,” says I, “there never was but
one man that could handle dogs as that
feller was a-handlin’ them—ball-faced ones
at that—an’ drive ’em with a salt-water
jargon.”

“Did you pipe the artillery the lady was
holdin’ across her lap?”’

“Yes, that’s it—an’ Sweet Nell, too.
Thank God she lived. That’s them, a-goin’
out for good.”

“We've got 'phones, now,” says Penny.

“Yes, an’ he’s got the same ol’ peace-
maker, too,” says I. “Hope you ain’t for-
got? Besides, what would be the use o’
precipitatin’ a calamity like that upon our
neighbors? All he asked was a chance to
mind his business an’ be treated half as fair
as he’d treat us. But we didn’t treat him
square; not half. Anyway, we swore—that’s
how it comes we’re a-livin’ right now—an’
Penny Penrod, we'll keep the oath.”

“Mukluk Brown, we will,” says he. An’
we shakes hands.

b




NE morning in mid-June the
“Morrison Movies” Company
swarmed off the train at a small
town in New Jersey. They were

" met by 'a couple of auto-frams and a

businesslike man who greeted them jovially.

“You've come prepared to look pretty, 1
hope,” he called out. “Skip in wherever
you can find room!” .

They piled in, laughing and joking. -

After several rehearsals in the city studio,
they were to go through a play outdoors in
the woods, under the lens of the moving-
picture camera. They were a good-looking
crowd, with mobile faces and the sparkle of
animation in everything they did. The art
of the moving-picture actor is not to be
learned in a day, with its appeal to the eye
alone demanding wonderful intensification
of the facial and bodily expression. ,

It had all the effect.of a picnic as the big
trams moved down the street and turned
off into a country road. A cool breeze stir-
red the trees, and the dew was not yet dried
on the grass. Two hilarious loads led the

way. The man who was to pose the acts .

sped along on a motorcycle; and Miss Dem-
onstrator, who had come solely in the in-
terests of a jolly day off, brought up the
rear in a small gasoline runabout that had
seen better days—a good many of them.

With her rode Peggie, the soubrette,
familiarly known as “Fluff.” She had been
unable to get a place in the trams unless
she sat on somebody’s lap. Some of the
men clung to the steps and others squatted
on the floor at the girls’ feet.

Not in the Movies
Being an Adventure

of Miss Dem

.So the genial little demonstrator hired
the runabout for the day—the only one to
be had—and invited Fluff to join her. She
was a pretty good chauffeur, and had can-
vassed her toilet-preparations up-state a
whole season in a machine that might have
been the twin to this. Its antique pattern
drew the cheerful jeers of-the company,
and added to the gaiety of the occasion.

Soon the high-power trams left it behind.
But it didn’t matter if they two were a bit
late, for Fluff had nothing to do till"'the
second reel. So they jogged along, taking
in the country sights and sounds and
enjoying the cool of the morning.

By the time they arrived the property
man had put up a rough dressing-room by
means of a few lengths of canvas drawn
around a group of trees. The trams had
been run off the road into a field. The sem-
blance of an Indian camp had been con-
structed at the edge of the woods. The
camera man had chosen his distance and
was getting a level. Everything was bustle
and preparation. "

The scenario in which they were to take
part was an Indian melodrama called
“Dawn-Flower’s Revenge.”

The property man and the Director went
about conferring together on the best dis-
position of the various properties. When
all was to his satisfaction the Director clap-
ped his hands. )

“All on for the first scene!”

They came running and grouped them-

“selves about the tents. Braves in blankets

lounged in the shade, smoking long, slender
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pipes; squaws squatted by the tents, making
beadwork and braiding reeds for baskets.
The Director let them go half through the
first scene, to “get a line on it” in the new
surroundings; then——

“Back to the beginning again!”’ he sang
out, and gave the camera man the signal
to start cranking. The first part of the reel
had been posed the day before in its proper
locality—a railroad.

e | DAWN-FLOWER, an Indian
l | maiden, gazing down the road, sees

a blur of dust in the distance. She
calls the attention of her father, the chief,
to it. It comes nearer. A horseman rides
up furiously, and dismounting, lets the
reins fall to the ground in the Western fash-
jon. The horse stops still.

The man, a handsome “heavy,” takes the
chief to a little distance and begs a favor of
him. It transpires that he has just held up
a train and, having separated from his ac-
complice, has ridden all night to escape his
pursuers. He asks the chief to give him a
hiding-place in his camp till the Sheriff and
his gang go by. -

The chief refuses.

The train-robber, Big Dick by name, of-
fers gold out of the bag he carries—offers
more—more—till the chief consents. He
calls his braves together and instructs them.
While they talk, Big Dick sees Dawn-

Flower, who does not know that he is a-

fugitive from justice. A bit of byplay shows
the beginning of love between the two.

So the plot unfolds itself, with frequent
commands of “Stop!’ from the Director to
the camera man. Some scenes were re-
hearsed several times before the crank was
set going. Miss Demonstrator perched on a
stump outside the field of the lens and
watched with interest.

A string of horses that had been tethered
in the shade were loosened, mounted, and
ridden up the road for a start. At the prop-
er moment they come tearing back—the
Sheriff and bis men—and draw rein at the
Indian camp. After a few questions, an-
swered in the negative by the chief and his
braves, they gallop on down the road.
When they are out of sight Big Dick comes
from one of the tents. He looks down the
road, where a cloud of dust still lingers, and
laughs joyously.

That night, while the Indians are asleep,
he steals cautiously out of the camp and

from his throat.

goes deeper into the woods to hide his stolen
treasure. He thinks himself alone. But
Dawn-Flower has seen him leave the camp
and fears that he ds going away. He has
made love to her and won her heart. She
follows him. Hidden behind a clump of
bushes, she watches while he digs a hole
and buries the bags of gold, as well as
jewelry wrapped in a bandanna he unties
Afterward he strews
earth, rocks and leaves on top, replacing
the vines cunningly, so that no one shall
suspect that the earth has been disturbed.

Big Dick remains with the Indians sev-
eral days; then, finding that no one suspects
him of the robbery, goes swaggering back
to town, having taken a sentimental leave
of Dawn-Flower.

After a few days the Indian maid can en-
dure his absence no longer. She walks into
town seeking him. On the way she sees a
placard nailed to a tree, offering a reward
for information leading to the arrest of the
train-robbers. It gives the date of the
holdup and the place where it happened.
Dawn-Flower is aghast. She realizes that
Big Dick is the bandit, and she determines
to do all she can to shield him.

Meanwhile Big Dick has made the ac-
quaintance of a city girl who, with her
father, a wealthy man, 1s touring the West.
She is staying in the town while her father
looks over some desirable land. The
“town” in this case consists of a few farm-
shacks properly manipulated, a little far-
ther up the road.

The girl in the case is Fluff, in a charm-
ing frock and hat, carrying the inevitable
parasol. She walks past the country store.
Big Dick sees her, and, rushing out, asks if
he may accompany her. They stroll down
the road together. Big Dick holds her
hands and begs her to love him.

At this moment Dawn-Flower peers out
from behind a bush. She is stricken with
grief and anger. Her love for Big Dick
turns to hate. She steps out as they move
on, and makes a gesture of vengeance after
her faithless lover.

%3 AT THIS point the Director clap-
ped his hands.

w&&et  “All out for rest and lunch!” he

called, and set the pace for the rest by ma-

king for the shade—taking his hat off as he

went and mopping his brow, for it was sul-

try noon and after.
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.One of the men rode to a near-by farm-
house and returned with a brimming pail
of milk. Sandwiches were passed around—
a snack to carry the performers through the
rest of the work. The horses were watered
and fed. The camera man lolled under a
tree, glad to be off his feet for a while.

The Indian chief, the bandit, Dawn-Flow-
er, and the interloper, Fluff, sat down in a
friendly group with Miss Demonstrator.
As they ate.they talked shop—discussed
scenarios, and the difficulties they had met
with in posing before the camera.

The Indian chief drained a glass of cold
milk and set the “empty” on the grass be-
side him.

“Where’s Flossie Deans now?” he asked
Miss Demonstrator. “The pretty girl who
did juveniles with the Smart Films?” ¢

Miss Demonstrator chuckled.

“Qh, poor Flossie did so many juveniles
that at the end of the year she couldn’t talk
plain—if she’d kept on any longer she’d
have needed a rattle and a pacifier. So she
cut loose and went on the road with the
‘China Doll Burlesques.”

“Same here,” remarked Big Dick, knock-
ing his pipe against the root of a tree. “I
came into the Morrison Movies because I
needed a change. I played leads opposite
Fernie May for two seasons; and, I got so

- used to goggling at Fernie that I couldn’t
look into the mirror without a shock of sur-
prise to see my own face instead of Fer-
nie’s. She said she felt the same way about
me.’

“I like this company,” Dawn-Flower an-
nounced. “The heads of it take such a per-
sonal interest.. Mr. Billy used to come
down to rehearsal every day until—"

“Who's Mr. Billy?” asked Miss Demon-
strator, leaning comfortably against a tree-
trunk and munching a sandwich.

“Billy Morrison, the young millionaire
who’s put so much money into the show,”
replied Dawn-Flower. ‘“He’s daffy about
the movies. They say he’s blown in half a
nail’lion getting the Morrison Movies start-
ed.”

“A good fellow all right,” Big Dick com-
mended heartily. . “A mixer from the word
go—even if he has the rocks. He was com-
ing out with us teday, but——"

“He brought little Billy with him a couple
of weeks ago,” Fluff put in, “and he’s the
cunningest little tad; yellow hair and eyes

as brown as—"
1
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“Some kid, that!”” Big Dick assented. He
put his hat under his head for a pillow and
lay comfortably prone. “The little beggar
bumped his head against something in the
studio—no love-tap, mind you, but a bang
you could hear clear across the room. And
he never said boo; just rubbed it, and
bucked up like a man.”

“Pretty good for a baby of five!” the In-
dian chief remarked approvingly, rolling
another cigarette between his ochred fin-
gers.

“We won’t see much of Mr. Billy for a
while,” Fluff observed, “now that——"

“Poor fellow!” Dawn-Flower said. “They
say he’s half crazy since———-"

“I don’t wonder,” Big Dick put in.
it happened to me——"

“All in!” called the Director.

They arose with alacrity and took up their
various stations. Big Dick picked up his
hat and, dusting it off on his sleeve, pre-
pared to be as villainous as possible. Dawn-
Flower ran swiftly to the road and assumed
the vengeful expression demanded. Fluff
shook out her skirts and tried to look rich
and pampered. The Indian chief threw
away his cigarette with a parting whiff,
and curled his fingers around a calumet.
Altogether the friendly group of a moment
before looked anything but friendly as
they got into their parts again.

\‘ THE next scene begins with the
i-* struggle in Dawn-Flower’s heart be-
! tween love and hate. Again and
again she goes to the Sheriff’s office, pre-
pared to knock and! to tell the official all
she knows. Each time she is deterred by
the sight of the placard offering a reward
for the capture of the bandit.

The idea of giving him over to justice—
of seeing him no more for years! She drops
her hand from the door, shakes her head,
and turns away. (Business of the Sheriff’s
men lounging at the window inside and
laughing at her.) If she keeps silent, her
lover can come and go in the town, safe
and unsuspected.

A shadow falls across her path—the para-
sol of the city girl as she strolls past. Dawn-
Flower shrinks out of her way and looks
after her. Yes! If she is silent, Big Dick
can be free to come and go in the town—
can make love to the white girl—can scoff
at the Indian maid—— Never! Her eyes
flash; her lithe body stiffens. She springs

“If
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to the door and knocks fiercely upon it.

It opens. The Sheriff stands before her
—stern-faced, powerful, the embodiment of
the law. Dawn-Flower falters out her story.

The other men peer over the Sheriff’s
shoulder, listening. They smile and shake
their heads. They do not believe her. Big
Dick has covered his tracks too well. The
Sheriff concurs with his men that Dawn-
Flower has made a mistake.

She offers to take them to the place where
Big Dick has hidden the loot. They confer
together. Finally they decide to prove the
truth of Dawn-Flower’s statements. They
mount their horses. Taking Dawn-Flower
on the saddle in front of him, the Sheriff,
guided by her, leads the way up the road,
across a field, and into the woods. When
they come near-to the place where the treas-
ure is hidden the Indian maid slides off the
horse to the ground and walks cautiously
ahead, that she may not miss the spot.
o
&(@3 camera man. He turned to the

=

actors.

“Look ’round straight into the camera,
Dawn-Flower, when you see the place.
Then turn on your full expression where the
audience can get it. You want to look as if
you’d throw the whole thing up for two
cents—the place brings all sorts of senti-
mental memories. Take a side step as if
you were going to cut and run—see? Then,
still looking right into the lens, change your
face—get hard—remember the other girl.
You did it better than this yesterday.”

“STOP!’ called the Director to the

He looks closely at it and hands it to
rest to see. Itis one of the pieces of jewelry
lost in the train-robbery.

A man fingers the bandanna. He nods
his head and says:

“This belongs to Big Dick. I saw it
around his neck the day of the holdup!”

They ride back to town.

Big Dick is sitting on a step, flirting with

the city girl. He does not suspect anything

till the Sheriff rides up to him, and getting

the drop on him, cries, “Hands up!”
The bandit rises to his feet and raising
his hands above his head looks defiantly

about him. The girl shrinks away in horror

and sinks down in a faint on the step.

“STOP!” called the Director again
to thecameraman. Hewentintothe

=== scene and lifted the city girl to her

feet. “Too stiff, Fluff,” hesaid. ““You'vegot -

to drop down in a heap, like this.”

He took her place on the step and illus-
She tried several -

trated the movement.
times before he was quite satisfied.

“All right!” he said, and backed out of

the scene. The crank started up once more.

Then ensues the usual “business” of
handcuffing the prisoner and taking him
away. Dawn-Flower gazes, seemingly un-
moved, at the proceedings. Big Dick sees

her and. realizes that she has betrayed

him. As he passes her he makes a savage
movement toward her, but is restrained by
the guard.

The Sheriff goes into his office followed
by Dawn-Flower. He opens a safe and, ta-

“This way?” Dawn Flower asked, step-—king out a roll of bills, counts it into her

ping forward and “turning on the expres-
sion.”

“Yes, yes!” the Director replied. ‘“There,
that’s a good touch—clench your hands and
stiffen up a bit.” He nodded over his
shoulder to the camera man. “Go ahead!”

% THE Sheriff and his men dismount

is;% and follow Dawn-Flower to a space
between the trees. She moves the

leaves aside with one moccasined foot.

One of the men steps to her side and digs
with a spade in the earth. In a moment he
throws down the spade and, stooping, picks
up a bag of gold. The men crowd about
him and examine it. The bandanna hand-
kerchief comes to light, stuffed full of
watches and rings, and other jewelry. The
Sheriff leans forward and takes out a ring.

hand—the reward for the capture of the
robber. She receives it with averted eyes
and hanging head and goes slowly out of
the office.

The Sheriff goes out to the step with her
and shakes hands with her, thanking her
for her assistance. He watches her asshe
moves down the road, then turns and tears
down the placard outside the door.

Dawn-Flower steals into the woods and
throws herself prone upon the earth, weep-
ing bitterly.

The movie play is over.

p )

“ALL right!” bawled the Director.
The operator stopped turning the
crank and began to pack up. The
actors went into the dressing-rooms and
emerged looking like themselves again.

;
.
4
i
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The auto-busses put on power and moved

into the road. The company piled in and

"started off, joyous at the idea of supper
after a hard day’s work.

Fluff, standing beside Miss Demonstrator
as she labored with a stubborn crank, looked
about her and sighed.

“It’s so nice here!” she murmured. “I
wish we could stay a little while longer.”

Miss Dem straightened up and let the
crank have its own way.

““Well,” she returned, “why not? The
property men won’t be going for a bit.
We’ll wait for them.”

She came around asshespokeand climbed
into the little machine. Together they sat
in the runabout as it stood in the field, with
the long shadows creeping toward it from
the edges of the woods. The property men
ran hither and yon. The horsemen lingered
in the cool air, smoking while their mounts
grazed around them.

Through the trees the setting sun showed,
a crimson ball in a soft gray mist. The
cooling fields sent up ravishing odors of
sweet grass and fragrant earth. The scent
of wild roses diffused itself about them in
waves of perfume. After the hot city, with
its scorching pavements and baking inte-
riors, it was a paradise of refreshment.

A man ran past them, carrying a few last
things to load into the wagon.

“Look out, girls!” he cried. “Don’t get
left!”

“No fear,” Miss Dem called back. “We'll
be home ahead of you, once we get started!”
She stepped lazily out and began to crank
up. It took time, but finally the welcome
sound purred out on the quiet air, and the
old machine vibrated with the fuss. Fluff
giggled as Miss Demonstrator climbed in
and released the brake.

“This is sure an antique!”

“That’s right,” Miss Demonstrator
agreed. Laughingly she threw in the clutch
and started toward the gap in the fence.

“Hold on! You’re goin’ to get a vibratory
massage free for nothin’ when we strike the
humps!”’

Fluff shrieked with mirth as they bumped
across the field. Finally they reached the
road and a smooth footing. The wagon
lumbered on a little ahead of them. The
horsemen had mounted and were riding
out of the field. Miss Demonstrator turn-
ed and called over her shoulder to them—

" 2“Watch our stride!”
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They laughed, and with a sudden spurt of
speed passed the little runabout at a gal-
lop.

“How about it?”’ the last man shouted
cheerfully, leaning out of the saddle as he
rode by.

The clatter of the horses’ hoofs died away
on the road ahead. The rumble of the
wheels, temporarily obscured, came into its
own again. They jogged on happily, the
two in the runabout, stopping behind oc-
casionally to escape the dust of the wagon,
while Fluff sang snatches of song.

The flame-colored afterglow in the sky

faded to gray. The dusk descended. A

frog croaked from a near-by marsh. A
damp air breathed from the stretch of woods
they passed through.

They reached a fork in the road. Miss
Dem prepared to turn to the left, but Fluff
cried out—

“The other way, Miss Dem—that’s the
way the wagon went!”

So, putting her own convictions aside,
Miss Demonstrator took the road to the
right. They could still hear the rumble of
the wagon from somewhere far ahead.
They jogged on, chatting of the events of
the day, and enjoying the country land-
scape veiled in the twilight.

The road under wheel began to be sandy
—deep, thick, soft sand that made slow
going. The sound of the wagon ahead was
lost.

“Just wait till we get firmer road,” Miss
Demonstrator remarked, “and we’ll pick
up the crowd again.”

“We're not very far behind,” returned
Fluff easily. “I think I caught a glimpse
of it ’round that curve.” She peered ahead.

But when they rounded the curve there
was no sign of the wagon. They went on a
little farther, dipping down a hollow into

woods dark with the falling night. Fluff
snuggled up to Miss Demonstrator.
“Hurry up!”’ she urged. “This is an

awful lonely place.”

Miss Demonstrator came to a full stop
and looked about her.

“We’re on the wrong road,” she said de-
cidedly. “We've got to turn and go back.”

The road had narrowed to a mere path
through the woods. Miss Demonstrator
jumped out and walked on a little way to
reconnoiter. ‘“Good road a bit ahead,” she
informed Fluff, coming back. “Hard dirt
and room to turn.” .
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She paused with one foot on the step, lis-
tening intently.

“What was that?”

Fluff leaned toward her and caught at
her hand.

“Oh, it doesn’t matter.
this!”

Miss Dem smiled indulgently and climbed
in. As she reached for the brake a faint
sound came to them from the depths of the

Let’s get out of

darkening wood. Miss Demonstrator
paused.

“There it is again. It sounds like a baa-
lamb.”

“Oh, Miss Dem! Please——"

Miss Demonstrator held up a finger.

“Listen! It’s—it’s a lost kid crying for
its ma!” She sprang out of the machine
and, parting the bushes at the side of the
road, plunged into the gloom of the woods.

Fluff jumped out and ran after her.

““Oh, Miss Dem!” she quavered. “Don’t
leave me!”

Together they worked their way through
a tangle of underbrush toward the sound.
It came again and again. And now it was

plain to their ears—‘Mama! Mamal!”

(@-] THEY could hardly see, for in the
B heart of the woods the night had
fallen, velvet-black. Miss Dem
reached back and, taking hold of Fluff’s
cold little hand, pulled her along after her.
“Don’t get scared,” she said. “There’s
nothin’ to get scared about.”

Suddenly she came up with a bump
against- a flat surface, and Fluff in turn
bumped into her. Miss Demonstrator
burst out laughing.

“T like to bust my proboscis!” she an-
nounced, and began to feel around.

“Mama! I wantmy mama!”’ The wail-
ing little voice was close beside them.

“All right, honey!” Miss Demonstrator
called cheerfully. Her hand fell on a rough
latch; they were standing before the door
of a shack. It gave to their touch.

“Come on, kidlet!” they both said at
once. 7

The childish voice trembled a little.

el lica te skt reds

“P’ll get you loose,” Miss Dem assured
the youngster. She groped her way toward
the sound. “Puzzle-picture of a dark hut,”
she murmured whimsically. “Find the
chee-ild!”

Fluff, standing in the doorway, prey to a

thousand fears, heard her moving about,
muttering anathemas on the luck that had
made her “a helpless female anermile, with
nothin’ but a pair of manicure scissors to
cut ropes with.”

As she worked she fired questions at the
child, as much to win his confidence as for
information.

“What’s your name, honey?”” she asked,
sawing at the rope with one blade of the
scissors.

‘(Bﬂly.”

“Who tied you?”

“The—the bad men,” Billy explained,
gulping a little.. “Took Billy to—to ride.
An’ nen—an’ nen they tied Billy an’ left
him all—all alone—at night, too.”

“There goes one blade of the snicker-
snees!” exclaimed Miss Dem disgustedly,
hardly listening to what the child was say-
ing.

“An’ Billy called, ‘Papal’ ”’ the boy went
on, his voice faltering with fatigue. ““Called,
‘Papal!’ loud all one night.”

“What’s that?” Miss Demonstrator
pricked up her ears. “You’ve been hereall
night, have you?” -

“An’ nen they hit Billy an’ said—an’
said, don’t to call, ‘Papa’ again. So,” the
child continued, a trace of triumph in his
voice, “Bllly didn't call, Papa, but he
called, ‘mama’—oh, hard and loud, ‘Mamal
Mamal”? He dropped against Miss Dem-
onstrator’s shoulder. “Will you take Billy

to mama?”

“Hm-hm!” A new tone came into Miss
Dem’s voice. “What’s all of your name,
Billy-boy?”

The child drew a deep, quivering breath.
Then, as one reciting an oft-taught lesson,
he answered,

“My - name - is - Billy - Brandt - Morri -
son - 22 - Harlem - Terrace - New - York -
City.”

Fluff fairly fell into the hut and stood be-
side Miss Demonstrator.

“Mr. Billy’slittleboy, that waskidnapped
last week!”” she cried in amazement. A

Miss Demonstrator sawed at the bonds
with fury. Together they questioned the
boy. The kidnappers had lured Billy away
in a buggy by telling him that his father )
had sent for him. He added, with a gulp
of unsatisfied ambition, that they didn’t let §
him pat the horse by and by, as they prom-
ised. And this piece of treachery seemed
to stick in his little mind more than all his
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past troubles. Ever since, he had been im-
prisoned in the shack. The ropes were se-
cured so as to give his hands a limited free-
dom, but he was tied by the legs to a staple
in the wall, away from the door.

“Don’t they come to see you?”’ Miss Dem-
onstrator questioned, struck by a sudden
unwelcome thought.

“In the dark,” Billy returned, leaning
against Miss Demonstrator as if he found
comfort in the mere contact. “In the dark,
the bad men come to leave milk and bread,
and to tell Billy not to make a noise or they
will cut his head off and he will die dead.”

Miss Demonstrator gave vent to an ex-
clamation of dismay.

“If that’s so,” she commented grimly,
“‘the sooner we make tracks out of this the
better!” She gathered up her skirts and
pinned them about her waist. ‘“This here
is no time for petticoats,” she said, and in-
structed Fluff to do likewise.

She stooped and picked Billy up, and
they stepped out of the shack, carefully
closing the door behind them.

@ her back square against the door of

Hié® the hut, then began to walk straight
away from it. “This is the way back,” she
said in a low tone. But every move brought
them into tangled underbrush. It clung to
them like arms to hold them back. The
stars gleaming above the tree-tops gave a
faint light, but not enough to show the
path. They could only guess the way.

Finally, after dodging around bushes and
ducking under low-hanging boughs, trying
to find clear going, Miss Demonstrator stop-
ped short and peered about her.

“Send for the town crier,” she remarked.
“We're lost.”

In spite of the assumed lightness of her
tone, there was that in it that revealed her
inxiety to the girl who toiled along behind

er.

Fluff began to whimper.

“Oh, I'm so tired!” she complained.
“And my feet hurt dreadfully. I can’t go
another step!”’

“Cut it!” Miss Demonstrator command-
ed under her breath.

Fluff dragged herself a few more steps,
then burst into tears.

“P’ve got to rest,” she sobbed piteously.
“You don’t seem to realize—""

Miss Dem took a sudden resolution. She

IT WAS pitch dark. Miss Dem set
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let Billy slide to the ground—he felt like
lead in her arms. She leaned against a tree
trunk and listened keenly a moment. Then
still in the same guarded tone:

“Fluff,” she began significantly, “it’s you
who don’t seem-to realize. Listen! I told
you a little while,ago that ther’ was nothin’
to be scared of. Ther’ wasn’t. Now there
is.” She came close to the girl and spoke in
her very ear.

“You must get a good scare on—a scare
that’ll take all the flimflam out of you! The
guys that swiped this kid, Fluff—they’re
not dummies in a dry-goods window.
They’re desperate men. They want cash,
and they don’t give a red-hot how
they get it. Billy is their high trump to
win the trick. We’ve played the joker on
’em. Think they’ll stand for it?” She
laughed grimly. “Not if the gore of a couple
of helpless shemales will give ’em a new
deal! Do you get me?”

The girl trembled violently. Her teeth
chattered. She clutched at Miss Demon-
strator with her two cold hands.

“Oh, do you mean they would—*kill us?”
she quavered in a shuddering whisper. She
swayed toward Miss Demonstrator, on the
verge of fainting.

“None of that!” the other bade her sharp-
ly. “We're in danger of our lives—you've
got to help, not hinder. See?”” She rose
and took Billy pickaback, his chubby arms
around her neck. ‘“Hang on tight, sonny,”
she adjured him in a cheerful whisper. And
Billy hung.

But Fluff sank down, overcome with ter-
ror. Miss Dem muttered a few words under
her breath, evidently not intended for pub-
lication. She broke off a dry switch, and
stooping over the swooning girl dealt her
several stinging blows on the face.

“If you faint,” she hissed between her
clenched teeth, “I won’t pick you up. I’ve
no time to fool with idiots. Two of us are
going to get out of this if I can work it.
Take your pick—go or stay behind!” She
turned and began to push her way through
the tangle of branches, with a stony indif-
ference to the fainting girl.

Hardly had she taken a dozen steps when
Fluff arose and plunged giddily after her.

“Oh, wait!” she called softly, with a new
and desperate tone in her voice that made
Miss Demonstrator turn her head and say
commendingly, “That’s right, girlie; I knew
you’d brace up!”
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They battled their way through the dark-
ness, but never came within sight of the
road. Fluff cried softly as she went, but
there was no further complaint from her.
She was trying to help. She even offered to
take Billy for a while. But Miss Demon-
strator refused to let her burden herself,
seeing the girl had trouble to keep on her
bruised feet and match Miss Dem’s own
stride.

Fluff’s hair caught on a branch. She call-
ed out softly to her companion. Miss Dem-
onstrator came back, and putting Billy
down disentangled the silken locks. As
they stood, something crashed faintly
through the underbrush. The noise came
toward them, louder every moment.

“Down!” \Iiss Demonstrator command-
ed in a whisper. ‘“Down on the ground; lie
flat!”

She lay down under a thick bush, hold-
ing Billy close to her breast.

“Nice an’ quiet, sonny,” she said in his
ear.

Fluff stretched herself out beside the lit-
tle demonstrator. It took all her nerve to
lie there as the sound came near. She want-
ed to break cover and run screaming in all
directions at once. It spoke well for Miss
Dem’s influence that, instead, the terrified
girl lay rigid, biting her lips and clenching
her hands, but absolutely silent.

Miss Demonstrator put out a reassuring
hand and patted the girl approvingly.

“Steady!” she counseled under her breath.

The approach seemed deafening to the
two women. When the sound was close
upon them something dark loomed up beside
the bush—a solid something that breathed
heavily and fragrantly, that had long ears
that wagged grotesquely as it moved.

Miss Demonstrator jumped up with a
sigh of relief.

“A mooley calf!”

At sight of her the animal sprang away
in alarm.

The encounter carried its own reassur-
ance. Calves were evidently not infrequent
visitors to the woods. Therefore any noise
they themselves made would probably be
put down to that innocent source, if the kid-
nappers chanced to hear it.

Miss Demonstrator stood a moment after
the sound died away, peering anxiously
ahead.

“Flufi,” she asked, “do you see a thin
place in the trees where I'm pointing?”’

Adventure

The girl looked doubtfully ahead.

“No—yes. I think I do.”

Miss Demonstrator shifted Billy to th
other arm. He had fallen asleep with shes
weariness and hung, a dead weight, on the
little demonstrator’s shoulder. .

“We’ll try it,” she said resolutely, an
forged ahead.

Presently Fluff gave a little scream, in-
stantly repressed. Her feet had stepped
into water.

“It’s a pond or something,” she whis
pered. .

“Hm!” exclaimed Miss Dem. “Do you
remember just before we stopped the ma-
chine—a bridge over a bit of a stream—z
trickle that flowed under the road?”

Fluff tried to think.

“I—I don’t know,” she returned doubt-
fully. “Perhaps—— :
“We'll take a gamble on it,” the other
whispered. She shaped her course anew,
as near the brook as the undergrowth would
permit, stopping now and then to listen to
its murmur—to be sure they were following
it. One more tangle of close-set young
trees; a jungle of tall weeds; and the road
stretched before them, dark shadowed,
mysterious, but welcome as the awakening
from a feverish nightmare. Miss Demon-
strator smiled in the dark at Flufi’s sigh of
relief—it was so loud and fervent. :
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A DOZEN times, back there in the
woods, feeling already a murderous
hand at her throat, the humorous
side of the adventure had nevertheless pre-
sented itself to the demonstrator. It did

way, skirts pinned up, hair disordered—she
carrying a boy as heavy as lead, and Fluff
limping after like a lame dog, "while they
tried in turn every point of the compass.
Whimsical remarks kept springing to her
lips, but she suppressed them, fearing to
undermine Flufi’s heroic mood. Even now
she spoke gravely to the girl, not allowing
her to rest on the present advantage.
“Not a sound, on your life/” she com-
manded in a whlsper “Listen! Do you
hear anything?” .-
They stood a moment. The sand was
deep in the road. They could not expect to
hear- the approach of any one except by
the voice—certainly not by the footstepsin
that soft Jersey sand. A light breeze had
arisen. It made all sorts of tiny vague sounds
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’

around them. They stood no longer, but
began cautiously to feel their way down the
road in the direction of their machine.
They found the bridge over which they bad
passed just before they decided to turn the
runabout, so it could not be far off.

As they went, pausing at every step to
listen, there was a slight sound behind
them. Something brushed against the
bushes—a man’s voice, deep and guttural,
uttered a single monosyllable. Quickly and
silently they crouched in the tall weeds and
waited, hardly daring to breathe.

Two men advanced. One talked inces-
santly in a high-pitched tone—in a language
the two women could not understand. The
other put in a word or two, deep and grum-
bling. Their feet struck on the plank 6f the
little bridge with a loud hollow sound.

A new fear struck Miss Demonstrator.
If the men should prove to be the kidnappers,
what would their discovery of the machine
mean to the two women who crouched in
flimsy concealment, with the life of a little
child in their keeping? She listened pain-
fully, trying to understand what they were
saying, and straining her ears for the fatal
moment when they should come upon the
tell-tale machine.

Her heart throbbed in her throat. Fluff
sank, a dead load, against her. For the
moment she seemed to have lost conscious-
ness.

On they came, brushing against the very
weeds that sheltered the fugitives. But
just when Miss Demonstrator was bracing
herself for the exclamation of surprise, the
hurried conference, the search for the in-
truders—the two men left the road and
plunged into the woods toward the shack.

The place was so lonely that they threw
precaution to the winds; and still as they
went they talked loudly, crashing through
the underbrush as the calf had crashed.

Before their voices had died away Miss
Demonstrator staggered to her feet, hold-
ing the sleeping child close, and, nudging
the half-dazed Fluff, ran down the road,
keeping to the side where the going was
firmer.

A little farther and the machine appeared
—a solid blot in the vague light. Never
was sight more welcome!

Miss Demonstrator laid Billy on the seat
and started to crank up. But her arms were
strained and stiff with the burden they had
borne, and would hardly obey her.

71

“Let me try,” Fluff whispered, trembling,
her head over one shoulder, dreading to see
the two men coming toward them.

Miss Demonstrator gladly assented.
They must be off before the men discovered
that the boy was gone. As Fluff worked
frantically, Miss Demonstrator’s eyes
sought to pierce the gloom of the woods,
and her ears were keenly alert for the first
sound of discovery.

For a wonder, the engine was amenable
to reasonable effort. The welcome vibra-
tion began to shake the little machine.

“Quick!” Miss Demonstrator commanded
tensely. “In with you!” She ran around
and sprang into her seat. Fluff jumped in
at the other side. They laid the sleeping
boy on the floor crosswise of the conveyance,
close to the seat; and, unpinning their skirts,
spread them out to hide him.

Then Miss Demonstrator trod the re-
lease pedal and threw in the clutch, laying
hold on the steering-wheel with fingers that
trembled so that she could hardly hold it.
The wheels spun round in the slippery sand
a moment that seemed an eternity. Then
the old-timer began to move as through a
deep snowdrift.

At the same moment shouts came from
the woods behind them—shouts and raging
maledictions, the first words they had un-
derstood! The sand slid away from under
the wheels—they crawled, crawled, crawled!
Miss Demonstrator remembered the firm
road she had seen ahead earlier, when they
had decided to turn. If they could reach
that, and luck stood for them, they had a
pretty good show. She put the engine to
its uttermost speed, hoping and praying that
it might not break under the stress.

The shouts came nearer. Far off up the
road, in the faint light of the rising moon,
the men appeared, gesticulating and yelling
to each other in frenzied abandon. They
separated, one going farther up the road,
the other coming on a run directly toward
them. In the shade of the trees the run-
about was as yet unseen, but the sound of
the little fire-wagon carried far, laboring
like an asthmatic.

Miss Demonstrator leaned toward Fluff
and, speaking loudly to be heard above the
noise, said:

“Pull yourself together, girl!
where we play the game!”

To her surprise and comfort the girl at
her side answered firmly:

Here’s



72

“I'm all right, Dem. Don’t worry—I’ve
got my second wind!”

In spite of their best efforts, the men
gained on them. Miss Demonstrator took
the bull by the horns. She threw off the
power and, turning around in her seat, wait-
ed till the man came within speaking dis-
tance.

“My good fellow,” she called out cheer-
fully, “can you tell me the shortest road to
Newtown?”

Instead of answering her question, the
man increased his speed, bawling excitedly
as he came a mixture of English and a
foreign tongue.

“My littla boy!” he bellowed. ‘“Where
is my littla boy?” He reached the machine
and stood by them gesticulating. He made
as if to pull Miss Demonstrator from her
seat into the road.

She resisted him with all her might.

“Slow—go slow there!” she cried. “What
do you want?”

He shook his fist in her face.

“You have stole my littla boy!”

Miss Dem, unable to make herself heard
above his noise, shook her head and pre-
pared to move on. The man reached for
the steering-wheel and took tight hold of it.
Miss Demonstrator dealt him a swift blow
on the under side of his wrist, breaking his
hold.

“Now,” she said calmly, “be reasonable.
Do you see any one in this thing except this
lady and myself?”’

She waved genially toward Fluff, who sat
as quietly—as cool, seemingly, as a lettuce
in a field. Their calm evidently impressed
him. The patronage in Miss Demonstra-
tor’s manner abashed him.

He began to bluster, as the losing side is
likely todo. “My littla boy ”herepeated
over and over, but less savagely. His Eng-
lish speech was limited, but he seemed to
understand all that Miss Demonstrator
said.

“Go home,” advised Miss Demonstrator
kindly. “You will find the boy there.”

He muttered uneasily, suspicion oozing
out of him.

“Stand clear!” she said crisply.
going to start.”

He stood aside.

At that moment the other man, hearing
the racket, came running up. His feet made
nonoisein thesoft sand. He sprangaround to
Miss Demonstrator’s side like a furtive cat.

)
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Adventure

: would stand no chance.

o

“Car -r - rambal” he growled savagel
The other man began to talk excitedly
him. The two women could not
stand a word, but from his gestures they
made out that the first man believed then
innocent outsiders, and was trying to cor-
vince his companion.

But the other refused to be convince
He turned fiercely to them, his foot on the
running-board. !

“Git out!” he commanded brutally, his
hand on the steering-wheel.

Deep under her outer calm Miss Deman-
strator shuddered. If they were compelled
to get out, thus disclosing the hidden child,
that would be the end of everything—of
Billy, of Fluff, of herself. A glint of moon-
light fell through the trees, dimly showing .
the man’s soft hat set down over a 3
blot that was his face in shadow. He was
short, but as lithe as a wildcat. His shou
ders humped up square, with muscle that
showed bulging through his coat. Against
him and his villainous companion they

Her mind worked quickly. That firm
stretch of road just ahead—if they could
reach it ! The little car at its best could
out-distance them if it had a start.

| as if to obey. Her hand flashed out
N of the bosom of her dress; she

grasped the broken manicure-scissors firmly
and jabbed with all her strength at the hand
that held the wheel. At the same time she
reached and turned on the power that had
not ceased to chug-chug beneath them.

The man started back with a cry of
alarm. He slipped in the soft sand and fell
backward, clutching the bushes. The
wheels slid, turned, bit the sand and started.
A moment more and Miss Demonstrator
felt the first bit of the firm road buck at
the front wheels. They were on it! The
machine began to gather speed. o

The man picked himself up and ran aiter
them, joined by his companion.

“Stop! Stop!” he cried hoarsely.

A broad shaft of moonlight showed him
limping. 5

Miss Demonstrator, sure of her ground,
put on the uttermost speed. The head-
lights were unlighted, which was why the
men had not at first discovered their pres-
ence in the neighborhood. This made the
going risky in the extreme. They bumped

P,
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into ruts and out of them—brushed against
the bushes on the sides of the road, and
swung into the middle again.

Miss Demonstrator bent over the steer-
ing-wheel, straining her eyes for a glimpse
of the road ahead as they sped along. They
turned a curve with a sickening swerve into
the weeds. Ahead lay a straight road,
white in the moonlight, with fields on each
side. The cries of the men came to a sud-
den stop. Still Miss Demonstrator kept up
the speed, getting all possible out of the
chattering engine. Every turn of the wheels
took them farther from their pursuers.

Fluff was the first to notice a new sound
on the road behind them—horses coming at
a gallop, their feet ringing on the hard earth.
Two men, evidently in pursuit of them!

“It’s all up!” cried Fluff despairingly.
“Their horses are too fast for us!”

Miss Demonstrator made no answer.
The game was going against them, but she
determined to do as much damage as possi-
ble before she surrendered. Meanwhile she
ran the little spitbox at its best gait. As
the men approached they yelled at the
occupants of the runabout, but the chatter
of the machine drowned their words. The
foremost rider flung himself on his horse’s
neck in a dash of speed.

“Stop! Hold on!” he cried. Gradually
he gained on them—the nose of his horse
was even with their hind wheel

“Good Heavens!” he yelled. ‘“How far
do we have to chase you to tell you you're
on the wrong road!”

Fluff started. It was one of the Morrison
men who had ridden for the pictures that
afternoon. She stretched out both hands
to him as he rode beside them.

“Oh, Bobby!” she gasped, and fell to sob-
bing softly.

Miss Demonstrator slowed down.

“Hello, Mr. Wild West!” she called out
genially. ‘“You've got in at the wrong end
of the drammer—missed all the fun!”

Bobby gazed from her to the weeping
Fluff in mystification. Another horse-
man who had accompanied him cantered up
and drew rein beside them.

“Where are you two headed for?” he
asked a bit testily. “We've been all over
creation hunting you up. The boss was
afraid something had happened to you.”

Quickly the two women explained the
situation, and displayed the boy still con-
cealed by their skirts. He shrank away at

sight of the men, and caught at Miss
Demonstrator’s hand. They were amazed.
The man whom Fluff called Bobby leaned
out of the saddle toward the child.

“Why, Billy,” he said, “don’t you re-
member the man that rode you all ’round
the studio on a big wheel?”

The boy nodded.

“I want my papa,’’ he said briefly.

“Well,” Miss Demonstrator announced,
drawing him to her knee, ‘‘you’re on the
right track now to find him, sonny. Just
hold your horses a bit longer.”

The two men were for going back to the
woods to capture the kidnappers, but Miss
Demonstrator dissuaded them. - “The first
thing is to get this youngster home,” she
said. “He’s had about all he can stand.”

“That’s right,” the horsemen agreed.

“Besides that,” Miss Demonstrator went
on, “we need you to escort us home—we've
had enough thrills for one while.”

Her counsel prevailed. They finished
the trip, escorted by a man riding on each
side of the runabout.

They stopped at the little station whence
they had set forth so gaily in the morning,
and got Mr. Billy Morrison on the wire. It
was the most difficult thing in the world to
make him understand what had occurred.
But when at last they got it into his brain,
stupid with anxiety and sleepless nights,
that the boy had been found, the receiver
fell from his hands and they could hear
him sobbing brokenly.

They hired a room at the little hotel and
ordered supper sent up for Billy and the
two women. It was not expedient to be
seen by curious eyes at this juncture. Cool
had come with the night, so they borrowed
a rug from the hotel-proprietor and wrap-
ped Billy in it. He had come to the end of
his strength and slept the sleep of utter ex-
haustion. He lay in Bobby’s arms all the
way on the train, not waking when they
bundled themselves into a waiting taxi. He
hardly stirred till Bobby carried him up the
steps of the Morrison mansion and laid him
in his father’s arms. Thereupon he aroused
and snuggled his cheek against his father’
shoulder. ‘

“Poor Billy!” said his father with a deep-
fetched sigh, and let it go at that.

Of course they all had to come in and tell
the father and mother all about it. And
though Miss Demonstrator’s tale was sprin-
kled with modest reservations, Fluff took
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good care that her little friend got all the
credit that was coming to her.

The mother, a young, slender, fair-haired
thing, clasped Miss Demonstrator’s hand
in both her own.

“How can we ever thank you?”’ hefaltered.

“Well, here’s one way!” the father an-
nounced bluntly. He picked up a paper
from his desk. ‘“This,” he began impres-
sively, tapping it with one finger, on which
a monstrous big diamond sparkled, “this is
the draft of an ad. that was going to the
morning papers all over the country. It
offers a reward of five thousand dollars to
any one giving information that would lead
to the recovery of my son, Billy.

“Thanks to you,” he went on, turning to

Miss Demonstrator with the most joyful
smile that that young woman had ever seen
on a countenance, ‘“thanks to you —”
he tore the paper across and tossed it
into the waste-basket—*“it won’t be sent.”
He drew a check-book toward him. “Ihave
great pleasure,” he continued formally, as if
he were making an after-dinner speech, “in
handing you this small token—" he scrib-
bled a moment—*‘of our united gratitude.”

He looked up beaming, blotted what he
had written, and reaching .over thrust it
into Miss Demonstrator’s hand. It was a
check for ten thousand dollars.

Miss Demonstrator sat considering it,
her head on the side like a pert robin eying
a fat worm. Then suddenly she looked up,
her eyes twinkling through a suspicious
mist, her white teeth flashing in a smile.

“I make it a rule,” she said slowly, “never
to accept cash for a ten-strike. For two
reasons. The game is sport enough in it-
self. With money I’d feel like I was ki-
oodlin’ through the hand with the cards
stacked, Also—" she winked at the mil-
lionaire with the utmost amiability—“I’ve
a horror of dyin’ rich; an’ how do I know
some scadless grafter wouldn’t make up to
me and marry me for my money?”

She looked around from one to the other
as they leaned toward her, listening intently.

“So, with your kind permission, and
thankin’ you no end for .the chanct at a
bank-account, I'll just——" _

She tore the check.across deliberately and
laid it in the waste-basket.

Adventure

“0-0-0-h!” Fluff gasped in horror.
_“My eye!” exclaimed Bobby.

“I should worry!” drawled the other
horseman disgustedly.

Mr. Billy shrugged his shoulders inscruta-
bly. But he said nothing—only turned
once more to his desk and made out three
more checks, for five hundred apiece. These
he handed to each of the other participants
in the adventure that had restored his only
son to him. - ;

As they walked to the car Fluff shook
Miss Demonstrator’s arm exasperatedly.

“You provoking thing! Why did you re-
fuse good money that foolish way? You
know you’re often up a tree in the Summer-
time to make expenses.” :

Miss Demonstrator smiled to herself in
the dark. '

“Well,” she began slowly, “we all have a
right to be cranks in our own way. Per-
haps this is my way. "As long as I live I'll
have a warm sort of a feelin’ whenever I
think of Billy’s little arms tight ’round my
neck. It all comes back fresh to me; the
sound of that spitcart bangin’ away in the
soft road; the foreigners hallooin’ behind;
the danger; the edge of somethin’ you
scarcely dare to look square in the face
till you have to—— Ah, that’s life, if you
like: A

“And afterward, the sound of that pudgy,
every-day man sobbin’ his heart out at the
end of the wire; Billy’s face snuggled into
his dad’s neck; the look in his mother’s eyes
when she glimpsed him acrost the room—
it put an aeroplane hummin’ away inside of
me, Fluff! T could have flew over all the
sky-dusters in New York. But the cash—
that cold cash fell on me like—like a lump
of damp putty!”

She laughed softly, and shook herself as
if to shed some unpleasing memory.

“But,” Fluff said perplexedly, “I don't
understand——""

“Don’t try!” advised Miss Demonstrator
promptly., “Some folks like poetry in
books. I like mine in real life. And, take
it from me, that there check would have
turned the little taste we had-of it out in
the woods tonight into prose that sounded
like advertisements of unbleaghed muslin or
fresh-butchered calves’ liver!”
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avus Roy Cohen ™
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HE tiny, ramshackle theater was
crowded to capacity. Through

' a thick haze of tobacco-smoke

the officials on the rickety stage
could see an ocean of shirt-sleeved miners
and cowmen studded here and there with
the conventionally garbed professional men
of the little town. '

In the center of the stage a rude ring had
been constructed, eighteen feet square.
The corner-posts were of unsmoothed, slen-
der logs, and the ropes had not been padded.
Knockout Connor, professional has-been,
grinned evilly from the wings and snarled
complainingly about the fixtures.

“These here guys,” he informed his com-
miserating manager, “ain’t never seen a
reg’lar ring. They don’t know how to fix
nothin’. Guess I'll hafter put their ‘hope’
outa business right off. I don’t wanna get
slammed against them raw ropes.”

The referee, puffed with importance,
clambered into the ring and faced the sud-

‘

denly silent audience. With great dignity"~

~he beckoned to Connor, who, clothed in
fighting-costume under a filthy bathrobe,
strode across the stage, slipped under the
ropes and faced the cheering house. A
pause; and then the referee nodded to the
other side of the-stage.

A huge man, cad in sweater and trunks,
stepped to the front. Instantly the audi-
ence was in an uproar; and there was an
affectionate timbre in the acclaim. It arose
to its feet as a man—and howled.

“Oh, you Jim!”

“Kill 'm w’en yuh start!”

“He’s easy meat {’r you, Jim!”

“Don’t hurt ’im too much!”

The big man smiled indulgently, and,
facing Connor, shrugged bashfully.

The One-and-One and-

“Course I'll try,” he said diffidently.
“Y’see, these here folks think I’'m a world-
beater.”

“Y’r welcome,” rasped Connor. “But y’r
gonna be disappointed—see? I’ll have yuh
in dreamland inside o’ two rounds.”

“Mebbe,” replied Cochran briefly, his
famously even temper unruffled. “We’ll
see.” ‘

They took their corners.
commanded silence. .
“Gen’lem’n!” he yelled. “This here bout
is fr six rounds, an’ is between Mr.
Knockout Connor—""he designated the
brutish professional, and that worthy bowed
answer to the salvo of cheers——“an’ our

local pride, Mr. Jim Cochran—"

He paused smilingly for the outburst
which fairly rocked the house.

“This here fight,”” he went on oracularly,
taking advantage of his chance for unin-
terrupted speech, ‘““is conditional! Mr.
Connor is a professional fighter, while this
is the first appearance of Mr. Cochran in
any ring—although—"" he smiled—*‘some of
you boys know blamed well he ¢’n fight—
w’en he’s pushed foo far.”

There was a burst of laughter.

“Mr. Connor, bein’ a professional, has
agreed-to knock out Mr. Cochran before
the end of the sixth round. Not that I

The referece

"can think he can do it,” he trailed off

apologetically. ‘“Each man has bet a
hundred dollars on the result. If Mr,
Cochran is on his feet at the end of th’
sixth, he collects. Otherwise it goes to Mr.
Connor. ‘

“The men’ll fight straight Marquis of
Queensberry rules, hitting at all times.
This’ll let ’em scrap in th’ clinches. I'll ask
the house to keep order.”
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‘ THE men took their corners. Con-
I‘ nor, learned in the ways of the prize-

ring, hunched his massive shoulders
and stared belligerently at the equally
large man across the ring. Connor’s face
was not prepossessing. It was scarred and
battered from many hard fights, the nose
was flattened, both ears were of the “cauli-
flower” variety.

Jim Cochran, smiling pleasantly with his
friends in the audience, a veritable host,
felt the stare of the man across the ring and
turned to face him squarely.

“You can’t make me mad,” he called
gently, so that only those in the ring could
hear. ‘“Be friendly. We’ll fight later.”

The referee grinned at one of the towel-
boys.

“Jim never gets mad,” he said.

Connor’s face had flushed a dark red.

“T’ll kill ’im,” he vouchsafed sourly to
his handler. “Th’—— boob thinks he ¢’n
lick me!”

“Time!”

The men advanced to the center, Con-
nor's eyes glittering ominously. They
touched gloves over the referee’s out-
stretched hands, and then, as they turned
back before the final gong which was to
send them at each other, and when Connor
was sure that Cochran’s eyes were upon
him, the professional threw off his bathrobe
grandiloquently, disclosing his wealth of
knotty muscle.

The audience gasped. But Cochran,
already stripped to his fighting trunks,
merely grinned.

The gong again. The referee said, “Go!”
in a quavery voice.

They dropped into their fighting-postures.
Connor crouched, right hand drawn back,
perfectly covered. His left was extended
slightly. Cochran stiffty covered his body
with his right, holding it over the solar
plexus in a manner which stamped him the
novice, and kept his left rigidly extended.
They shuffled closer. . . .

Connor’s left flashed out and in again.
Once more it shot out and spanked against
Cochran’s mouth. Then, quick as lightning,
his right streaked across and thudded
against the jaw of the local pride.

Cochran staggered back dazedly—then
he smiled! He shook his head, and when he
walked closer his eyes had taken on the
light of the battle-lust. Connor, grown
careless with contempt for his backwoods

antagonist, lowered his guard and shot
home a right and left for the jaw. Cochran,
apparently unhurt, though bleeding slightly
from the mouth, sidled close.

Connor padded two or three short-range
jolts to Cochran’s midriffi—and left himself
open. Instinctively, like the darting stroke
of an infuriated rattler, Cochran’s left

plowed into the stomach of the profes-

sional fighter.

Instantly Connor’s guard dropped in pro-
tection of the vulnerable spot, and at that
moment Cochran’s right, crooked at the
elbow, and having behind it over two hun-
dred pounds of iron sinew, thudded crush-
ingly against the other’s jaw. It was a
unique and perfect double shift and Connor
dropped like a log.

B2 FOR hours after Connor had been
Siutigs counted out, and after he had come
to and sworn that it was an acci-
dent, the enthusiastic friends of the victor
celebrated and told each other that they
had discovered a new world’s champion.
There was a return fight within the week,
and this time the professional was knocked
cold with the same peculiar left-to-the-
stomach-and-right-to-the-jaw shift.

Then, one after the other, the various
pugilistic aspirants of the district were
taken on, and one after the other they were
knocked out—some with ordinary blows,
some because they didn’t have the stamina
to weather the gaff; most of them, however,
with the left-and-right shift.

Then came battles with men who were
known in Far-Eastern fight-circles, and with-
in a year the string of unbroken victories had
been heard of in New York. Big Sam Dar-
rel, manager of various world’s champions
in other days, came West to meet the prodigy
and saw him in action against a third-rater
whom he good-humoredly knocked out in
the third round. Darrel promptly took
Cochran under his wing.

Then came a terrible siege of training
which lasted for six months. Darrel, en-
thusiastic over his ‘“find,” established train-
ing-quarters outside of Chicago, and lav-
ished attention on Cochran. He selected
the best from his stable of aspiring heavy-
weights, and sent them to do daily battle
with the big Westerner; making them use
seven-ounce gloves while those which the
newcomer used weighed ten ounces. And
even then it was not unusual for one of the
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sparring-partners to be carried from the
training-ring.

“I'm doing it to season you to punish-
ment,” explained Darrel to his big charge.
“From all I can gather you’ve never been
battered up in the ring, and unless you train
yourself to withstand a grueling fight
you'll go down and out the first time you
get up against a star.”

“No chance,” grinned Cochran.
stand a sledge-hammer, I think.”

“And another thing,” persisted the man-
ager earnestly. ‘“You’re too blamed good-
tempered. Why don’t you get mad once
in a while? It’d be a great thing. You
fight like you were at a pink tea—it’s too
easy for you. Lord knows what would
happen if you ever met your master.”

“I'd probably win—or I'd lose. I can’t
get mad with the man I’'m fighting. What’s
the use? It’s a business with me and so I
fight my best always. But there’s no need
making it personal.”

And Darrel walked away, nodding. -

“Lordy,” he mused, “I wonder what he
could do if he once did get mad!”

Cochran, big, good-natured and serious
in his training, and with plenty of common
sense in his make-up, went at his training
with the same earnestness that character-
ized his every action in life. He ran miles
every day, skipped rope, shadow-boxed,
rowed the machine, hammered the light

“T can

punching-bag and slammed away at the -~

heavy one which is used in developing the
punch. From nearly two hundred and
thirty-five pounds he reduced to slightly
under two hundred and looked lean and fit.

One by one the sparring-partners resigned
and others were secured. The old ones
went East and West and South, and soon
every here and there, appeared stray sport-
ing-notices of Sam Darrel’s new find.

Then a big Chicago daily, suffering from a
dearth of live sporting-stuff, sent a reporter
out to get a line on the new fighter—and an
interview was refused. The move was Napo-
leonic in its subtle strategic influence.

News of the refusal, written in a semi-
jocular vein, was put on the Associated
Press wires as an item of possible interest
to the fans. But the humor of the man who
wrote the article was too subtle for the fight-
crazy public, and it took Cochran seriously.

A close-mouthed press-agent went to
Cochran’s old home, the little town where
he had made his meteoric début, and wrote
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for the local correspondent the story of
Cochran’s first fight. This appeared as a
Sunday special in a Denver daily, and was
clipped by papers from New York to San
Francisco, from Montreal to New Orleans.

A demand for news of the new fighter
had been created. Cochran’s name was on
the lip of every person interested in pugil-
ism. News, news, news! was the cry.
Wasn’t Darrel the man who had developed
Jack McCran into the greatest of middle-
weight champions; and hadn’t he brought
Battling McCaffrey from obscurity to the
bantam-weight throne? It was seldom that
the Big Man of the prize-ring neglected his
stable to concentrate on one man, and when
he did, reasoned the public, there must be
something at the bottom of it.

Another Chicago paper secured a college
husky on its sporting-staff and promptly
detailed him to get a Cochran story as an
exclusive Sunday feature., Darrel spotted
him as a reporter when he first showed up
at the training-camp and applied for a job
as sparring-partner. He gave him the job—
and handed them both seven-ounce gloves
the first time they sparred.

Within two rounds the enterprising news-
paper man was carried out of the ring in an
unconscious condition, but he recovered
sufficiently to catch a suburban trolley for
Chicago and to write a Sunday ‘‘grind”
which set the sporting-world agog.

Cochran was a wonder, he said confi-
dently; a world-beater! Never had there
been such a fighter! He had the skill of a
Corbett, the punch of a Fitzsimmons, the en-
durance of a Jeffries (this was imagination—
the reporter had not put a glove on Coch-
ran); and, in short, the youngster spilled
almost all of the superlatives in the diction-
ary into his frenzied copy.

“And,” he finished the article, “the most
remarkable characteristic of this Eighth
Wonder is his good humor and light-heart-
edness. Boyish in appearance despite his
leviathan size, he is constantly smiling,
and is as friendly with the negro boy who
sweeps the gym as he is with his all-powerful
manager.”’

Results came quickly. A wire from New
York offered Darrel $500 for a fight be-
tween his protégé and Hank Brixley, a top-
notch second-rater; a trial horse of] the
Jim Flynn type. Darrel wired his price—
$1,000; and, on a gamble, the promoter ac-
cepted. The papers were signed, the date
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set, and the Darrel-Cochran camp trans-
ferred to New York.

Then Darrel turned himself loose. The
sporting-pages were flooded with news of
Cochran, Cochran, Cochran! Several days
before the fight the house was sold out, and
astute speculators were reaping a harvest.
Never since the days of Carl Morris had an
unknown fighter received such an ovation.

N
@ Garden on the night of the fight
found their hands full. The seats
were all taken and the tremendous floor-
space jammed. Men fought their way into
the galleries and stood packed like sardines.
Ushers found themselves useless, and even
the special policemen could not stem the
human tide which battled for standing-

room.

Then the fight. For two rounds Brixley
bored in and hammered away at Cochran’s
face and body. Cochran sparred back
rather amateurishly, for, although he had
. learned many of the fine points of boxing,
his greenness had not entirely worn off.
Between the second and third rounds, Dar-
rel, sitting in apparent unconcern near
Brixley’s corner, looked across at his pupil
and said quietly, yet loudly enough to be
heard by the newspaper men about the ring,
“Knock ’im out this round, Jim!”’

Some of the blasé reporters laughed, and
Brixley scowled. Jim Cochran nodded smi-
lingly and put his hands easily on the ropes,
working his fingers more securely into the
gloves.

“All right,” he called cheerily.
do it.”

“W’at th’ ——,” scowled Brixley’s man-
ager.

“Fifty even he’ll do it!” snapped Darrel
promptly, and the hand-bet was made.

It was the old, old game of getting the
other man’s goat. Brixley shot out of his
corner like a wild man. Cochran slouched
coolly to meet him, and they stood toe to
toe and slugged.

Then Brixley broke ground for the first
time during the fight, and Cochran fol-
lowed, suddenly more skilful—apparently
the veteran.

In a neutral corner Brixley made another
stand and sent back punch for punch.
Cochran still smiled. .

Unobtrusively his left foot slipped for-
ward, and like a streak his left hand

EXTRA policemen on duty at the

“I}ll

_titles in the other classes.

swooped down and sank terribly into Bris-
ley’s stomach. The big man’s grunt of sur-
prise and agony could be heard for twenty
feet about the ring. The crowd gasped and
started to its feet.

Brixley’s guard dropped automatically.
Cochran’s right, which had started from the
waist as the left landed, crossed Brixley’s
lowered guard to the jaw and the battle
was over. The “one-and-one” again,

Then came a wild scramble of bids for
Cochran’s appearance at the various New
York clubs. Darrel, realizing that- his man
could stand a world of punishment,and
would be in comparatively little dangerina
ten-round bout, owing to his rapidly in-
creasing cleverness, drilled him in ring-
craft against second and third rate fighters.
Knockout followed knockout for a year, and
the sport-loving public became Cochran-
crazy.

Within a year and a half came the big
fight at the Vernon arena which ended in
the eighth round after a bloody battle which
had been all Cochran from the start—and
the huge Westerner stood crowned the
heavy-weight champion of the world.

There is a halo about the heavyweight .

championship which is absent from the
The heavy-
weight champion stands as the man who
can whip any other man in the world.
Smaller champions are merely the best men
at their weights.

AND there came to Cochran a mod-
est, but powerful, pride of place.
His rise had been rapid, and he was
not a victim of exaggerated ego; but he
knew that he was the best fighter in the
world and in that knowledge came supreme
content. Never had he met a fit. opponent;
never had he been given a hard battle;
never had -he really been forced to take
severe punishment. He was king!

He took Darrel’s sound business advice
and went on the vaudeville stage for six
months. His exhibition partners were men
famous in pugilistic circles and they really
fought each other before the jammed
houses which greeted them in the big cities.
In the interim a new heavyweight possi-
bility had leaped into the limelight, and
Cochran was inveigled into a fight with him.

It was scheduled for twenty rounds and
lasted two. The combination one-and-one
punch again!
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For two years Cochran added name after
name to the list of those whom he had
whipped; and never in all his fights was he
given a hard battle, nor was he knocked off
his feet. Potential defeat was unknown to

Then, because it was difficult to find men
whose chances were sufficiently good to as-
sure good money crowds, Cochran reéntered
vaudeville; but he did not allow himself to
grow stale or soft. It was his quiet, smiling
boast that he would be ready to face any
man in the world for a twenty-round go
within a month. And two or three times he
did—and always won.

He was phenomenal—a great, good-
natured wonder! His fights usually ended
with knockouts, and his combination one-
and-one punch became a by-word wherever
fight-talk was indulged in. Xid McCoy’s
corkscrew punch, Bob Fitzsimmon’s solar-
plexus blow, La Blanche’s pivot —all faded
into insignificance when compared to the
one -and-one, as it became popularly
known.

Then, when there were no more worlds to
conquer, Champion Jim Cochran retired
from the ring. With the anhouncement of
his retirement came international laugh-
ter.

“That’s what they all do!”’ said the wise
ones. “And they all come back the minute a
big purse looms up on the horizon. Look at
Jefiries and his Reno fiasco——"" And so it
went.

But when new men developed and big
purses were offered for title bouts, Cochran
only smiled—and refused. For the first
time- the sport-writers began to take his
retirement seriously.

Tom Lambert, conqueror of many men,
claimed the heavywelght championship of
the world. Of course, the public smiled—
but Lambert persisted. Then Lambert was
matched with Bill Sayers, and the bout was
billed as a championship match. .

Sayers won and claimed the title. The
newspapers admitted that he was the best
heavyweight in the ring, but—

Sayers immediately challenged Cochran,
and Cochran smilingly replied that he had
retired from the ring; that he hadn’t fought
in nearly four years, and that Sayers, not he,
was the champion. The mewspapers all
printed his statemenf, but would not recog-
nize Sayers as the champxon when there was
in existence a man who they, knew could
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whip Sayers. And Sayers was deprived of
thousands of dollars in purses thereby.

Sayers really was a magnificent fighter,
Man after man climbed to his height and
was whipped handily. Some of them went
the limit and lost on points, thoroughly
beaten men; others didn’t last five rounds.
The new claimant was of the school which
combines rugged brutishness and mental
cleverness. An ideal champion, but——

Cochran was the fly in the ointment.
Never had there been a title-holder so pop-
ular; never one so absolutely competent,
Then Sayers’ comments grew acrid and
nasty, as the sport-writers stated the
case.

He accused the retired champion of
cowardice. He alleged, and with absolute
truth, that Cochran’s retirement before
being whipped deprived him of recognition
as champion; but he went further and
stated that he could whip Cochran with
one hand tied behind his back, which was
certainly not true.

At first Cochran smiled the same even-
tempered, imperturbable smile. Then the
smile grew less broad.

Sayers asserted that Cochran was not a
sportsman, and Cochran knew that he was.
If a champion wished to retire, he argued,
why not let him retire in peace? Why
force him back into the ring?

He was visited by a bevy of repqrters,
Did he think he could whip Sayers? VYes,
he thought he could. Then why didn’t he
fight him? Because he had retired from the
ring. Was it a matter of the size of the
purse? No; he had been offered $50,000
for his share, win, lose or draw, and that
was surely enough, but he would not
fight.

Constant dripping will wear away a
stone, and Cochran was by no means a
stone. The public screamed for a match
and Sayers daily craved the pleasure of
whipping the old champion. He used the
epithet “coward” once a day in the pub-
lic prints; but that had little to do with
Cochran’s ultimate decision.

Sayers was twenty-six years of age;
Cochran thirty-one. Sayers stripped to
two hundred and twenty-eight pounds in
trim; Cochran to two hundred and six.
Both men were clever; both could stand and
deliver punishment. Neither had ever met
a man who had forced extenswn to the limit
of effort.
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COCHRAN suddenly underwent a
revulsion of feeling and announced
that he would fight Sayers! The
sporting-world went crazy. At last the un-
popular Sayers was doomed to defeat and
his incessant clamor of “champion” would
be stilled. But what a fight 1t would be!
Of course, Cochran had been out of the
ring for over four years—but he was Coch-
ran; and that covered all things.

Cochran anticipated a hard fight. It
wouldn’t have been easy at any time
against a man of Sayers’ caliber; but espe-
cially would it be hard after a retirement of
more than four years, during which time he
had stopped practically all of his training—
for Cochran had conscientiously meant to
retire. Itallrested on the one-and-one punch!

Cochran trained as he had never trained
before. From dawn he worked on the road
and in the big gym, and every day he boxed
long distances with his sparring - partners.
He seemed to have retained his old vitality,
yet the eyes of Big Sam Darrel were clouded
occasionally; there seemed something lack-
ing in the old champion, an intangible
something which could not be accounted for
on an inventory, and for which there was
no name.

Of course, thirty-one isn’t old, even for a
fighter. As proof of this Darrel called the
attention of the cormorantic newspaper
men to I'itzsimmons, Langford, Johnson,
Jeannette, Sullivan and a score of others—
all fighting their best at upward of thirty.
They went away satisfied, for they did not
know Cochran intimately, and they could
not see the vague lack which worried the
genial manager.

Cochran was confident—almost arro-
gantly so. He had never known the sting
of defeat and could not understand that
there might be such a thing for him. Even
ridicule had never penetrated his prideful
poise sufficiently to arouse his temper; and
he had won all of his fights with the calm
assuredness of the supreme master.

Of course, he’d have to take a worse
grueling than he had ever yet received;
but he expected that. He’d whip Sayers,
and then he’d really retire for all time. It
was his last fight—positively his last ap-
pearance, he told the reporters grinningly,
and they placed him in the humorous cate-
gory with Patti.

Sayers was a bit shaky. Cochran was a
hard nut to crack, retirement or no retire-

ment. But Sayers was a fighter, and he
realized that victory meant everything to
him.

It would give him position as recognized
champion of the world and would insure
financial comfort for the rest of his life. It
would be so easy after whipping Cochras;
vaudeville—and easy marks.

Cochran ruled a two-to-one favorite, with
comparatively little Sayers money in sight.
People not versed in pugilism prate of fights
when the odds were eight and ten to one.
But any one who knows the prize-ring will

tell you that two-to-one odds are tremen-

dous.

Even then, before the day of the battle
the odds had risen to 7—3 with more Coch-
ran than Sayers money in sight. It looked
like a slaughter on paper. “One-and-One”
Cochran couldn’t lose! Once that punch
landed. . . . )

Sayers trained against the one-and-one
punch. Of course he knew that the former
champion could knock a man out from
almost any angle, but then Sayers was
clever. If he didn’t drop his guard when
that awful left crashed home to his stomach,
the right couldn’t reach his jaw, and he’d be
all right. But his instinct forced him to
drop his guard against a stomach-punch,
and he took merciless punishment from his
sparring - partners in breaking himself of
the habit.

He let them pummel him day after day,
toughening himself for the battle; working,
working, working, faithfully, conscien-
tiously.

Railroads made up special trains; syndi-
cates secured staffs of writers, telegraphers
and photographers for the fight. The mov-
ing-picture offers were tremendous, despite

the interstate law. The pictures would make

a fortune in Europe.

It all lay in the efficiency of the one-and-
one punch. Cochran felt that it would be
an even break without that. With it—well,
he knew that no living man could stand
against that punch, perfectly delivered;
and he trained and practised and trained

. and trained. And he knew that Sayers must

be learning a defense.
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THE day of the fight was faultless.
Since the previous evening a huge
crowd had massed in front of the
arena-entrances; for the battle was to be
fought in the open air in a specially con-
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structed amphitheater, and the first round
was billed to start promptly at two o’clock.
Twenty-five rounds were scheduled.

At ten o’clock in the morning the gates
were thrown open, and a flood of eager
humanity streamed into the rough-board
place and jammed the seats. By one o’clock
ticket-speculators, holding a few choice
seats, reaped small fortunes for their care-
fully conserved wares; and a half hour
before the fight the gates were closed and a
swarm of late comers, some of them actually
holding seat-checks, were turned away.

The ring was in the center of the huge
arena, its twenty-four feet of length and
twenty-four feet of width showing sinisterly
small in the midst of the sea of faces. The
day was hot, oppressively so, and there was
a constant undulation of straw hats and fans,

In some of the choicer seats sat women;
and on high platforms at one side of the
ring were the moving-picture machines,
their self-important operators somewhat
nervous at the magnitude and importance
of the task before them.

On all four sides of the ring, rows deep,
sat the corps of special correspondents, tele-
graph-operators, newspaper photographers.
Several wide-eyed messengers sat near,
ready for duty in the event that anything
went wrong with the newly connected ring-
side wires.

Above the steady, droning hum of con-
versation could be heard the shrill cries of
boys vending cigars, cigarettes, candy and
mineral waters; others sold biographies of
the fighters in gaudy pamphlets decorated
with colored pictures of both men. And
Cochran still ruled a 7—3 favorite in the
betting.

5 UNDER the stands on the north

side, Cochran sat with Big Sam
Darrel and his retinue of seconds,
smiling, confident, eager. He felt that he
was Sayers’ master—that he was any man’s
master—and as a result of his siege of
rigorous training, the effect of the years of
absence from the ring, and the accumu-
lated stiffness of joint, appeared to have
dropped from him magically.

His eye was clear and steady, his muscles
hard, his poise as perfect as it had been in
his first days as champion of the world
when he had been taking on “soft ones.”
“Feeling all right?”’ questioned Darrel

for the thousandth time.
6
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Cochran grinned indulgently.

“Sure. Never in better trim in my life.”

“Confident, eh?”

“Certainly am. I’ll knock him out inside
of ten rounds.” The statement was calm,
not boastful.

“Be careful,” counseled Darrel. “This
here Sayers is the best man you've ever
met, bar none; he has a terrific kick—and
he’s clever. He’s apt to batter you up
more’n you've ever been before.”

“I’'m in trim,” calmly.

“Yes, but——""

“But what?”

“Well, Jim, it’s this. You won’t remem-
ber that you've been out of the ring for
more’n four years, and you may have gone

"stale. Besides, you've never had to take

punishment——"'

“Aw, cut it, Sam!’ Cochran broke in
laughingly. “You are like a hen with one
chicken. Don’t you think I know I'm
going to take a beating for a while? I know
I won’t win as easy as I did when I was
fighting before. I know my judgment of
distance ain’t, can’t be, as good as it was;
I know I probably can’t even stand the
lickin’ I used to—but gee! Sam, just let
me land that one-and-one punch—just
once! That’s all I ask.” '

Darrel nodded.

“Yes,” speculatively, “if you can get
that punch across youwll win right there,
’cause, Jim, there ain’t a man living who
can stand against that.” He whistled ex-
pressively. “Gad! How that thing does go
over—phew!”

“You got it down fine,” agreed Cochran
soberly. “Maybe on straight scrappin’ I
wouldn’t have no easy time; but I've got
something in reserve—an’ its the one-an’-
one! I know he’s been learnin’ a defense,
but let me land once and miss half the blow,
and the next time I get an opening and
swing for his middle his guard’ll drop in
spite of all he can do. I know! Iknow that
no man on earth can help from guarding a
blow. The better boxer he is, the harder it
is for him to do it. His guard drops in-
stinctively—"

Darrel stapped his protégé heartily on
the shoulder.

“You'll do! Thank goodness you ain’t
no fool kid. If you were goin’ into that
ring expectin’ that you were goin’ to win
without no trouble I'd be scared to death.
But if you’re ready to fight and give-and-
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take for two or three rounds—and keep
your eye peeled for an opening—you’ll win!”

From over their heads came a tidal roar
of acclamation, which swelled and swelled
and died away, and rose again. One of the
club officials poked his head in the dressing-
room door.

“Sayers is in the ring!” he announced
excitedly.

Cochran merely smiled. He arose slowly,
placed first one foot and then the other on
the chair and saw to it that his shoe-laces
were well tied. Then he rubbed each foot
in the box of powdered resin and hammered
each fist into the palm of the other hand to
make sure that the tape bandages were firm.

Following Sam Darrel, and backed by his
three trained seconds, he started up the tiny
flight of stairs which carried to the main
aisle. A candy-vendor saw him and called a
tremulous— -

“Knock the spots outa him, Jim!”

Cochran beamed.

“C’mere!” he called.

The boy, his heart pounding with the
excitement of talking to a champion, ap-
proached diffidently, wonderingly. Coch-
ran flexed his right arm until the biceps
were like rocks.

“Feel that!” he grinned.

The boy did as bidden.

“My gosh!” he commented in awe.

The procession wound on up the stairs.
Cochran had wonwnother friend. Then a
keen-eyed man spied the brown bathrobe.

As a man the thousands arose to their feet
and howled. They screamed and yelled
and shrieked and called like maniacs. Here
was their hero; here was the man whom
they all loved; here was the greatest fight-
ing-machine the world had ever known!
And he was coming back into the ring to
satisfy them; to silence this upstart, this
Sayers, who had dared claim the heavy-
weight championship of the world when
Jim Cochran, “One-and-One Cochran,”
still lived.

Bowing and smiling, radiating confi-
dence, delighted as a boy at his greeting,
Cochran slipped nimbly through the ropes.
Sayers arose sullenly as his rival entered the
ring and slouched to meet him. They met
in the center, and Cochran gripped Sayers’
hand heartily.

“Here we are at last,”
and with no sign of rancor.
man win!”

he said cheerily,
“May the best

It was a conventional little speech, a mere

formality; yet Cochran spoke as if he
meant it. He never had carried person-
alities into the ring. It was not his peace-
loving nature. Fighting was a business,
and so he fought—but he liked to feel that
outside of the ring he could be friendly with
his opponent.

Sayers’ reply was characteristic; for the
man was unreasoningly jealous of the r
tion which had been accorded the old cham-
pion.

“He will!” he snapped nastily. “I’ll knock
yuh out in five rounds—yuh big stiff!”’

For a second Cochran’s lips compressed
slightly; then he smiled again.

“You’ll have a chance pretty soon,” he
said briefly—good-naturedly.

7T THE preliminaries took the usual
%H‘ﬁ long time. The crowd grew im-

=== patient. But finally the gloves
had been inspected and chosen, the band-
ages pronounced O. K., and the referee
had given detailed instructions to the men
and sent them to their corners to await
the gong which was to send them at each
other—the two most perfect fighting-ma-
chines in the world, battling for the physical
supremacy of humanity. Then he clutched
a megaphone and made the announce-
ment:

“Ladees and gen’lem’n!” he bellowed. “I
intr’duce t’ you Mr. Jim Cochran, unde-
feated heavyweight champeen of th’
woild”—Sayers bared his teeth in an ugly
snarl, and the crowd howled approval—
“and Mr. Tom Sayers, claimant f'r that
honor. These men will go twenty-five
rounds to a decision f’r th’ woild’s heavy-
weight champeenship. They will fight
straight Marquis of Queensberry rules,
wit’ one exception—they will fight wit’ a
clean break, hittin’ only as long as one
arm is free. Ready, gen’lem’n?”

The fighters, giving their feet last nervous
jerks on the resin-covered corners, nodded.

“Time!”

Loud and clear the gong clanged. Hush
settled over the huge amphitheater, and the
thousands in the crowd, keyed to an unbe-
lievably nervous tension, leaned forward
breathlessly, jaws sagging, eyes staring—
waiting, watching for that first thundering
clash of the giant bodies which would break
the awful strain. The audience wasmore
excited than the men in the ring.

e
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Cochran, Darrel’s final words of encour-
agement in his ears, trod lightly to the cen-
ter, walking as if on air, fairly choked with
suppressed nervous energy. He was eager,
the old love of combat virulent in his
blood.

" Sayers shuffled menacingly forward, his
huge muscles writhing ominously. Across
the outstretched hands of the referee they
touched gloves. Then the third man step-
- ped back—and the fight was on.

T8l INSTANTLY Sayers dropped into
A his fighting - pose—crouched well
over, arms almost parallel, ready for
long-range or close fighting. Cochran, still
smiling, extended his left, crouched slightly
and kept the right well drawn back. In
the tense, terrible silence the shuffling,
scraping sound of their feet on the canvas
floor could be heard at all parts of the
arena.

Cochran feinted with his right. Like a
flash Sayers stepped close and his left shot
out, spanking against the champion’s cheek.
At the same moment Cochran’s left stung
Sayers’ face. Neither blow hurt; but the
ice had been broken and the excessive ten-
sion in the audience relaxed somewhat.

Closer they shuffled, and closer, eyes

glued to eyes, breathing evenly and regular-
ly, muscles taut—waiting, eagerly——care-
fully.
Suddenly Sayers closed like a jack-knife
and rushed! He came in like a bull—yet
cleverly covered withal—arms motionless
until within striking-distance, and then his
left and his left again flashed out and each
time landed thuddingly. In the getaway
Cochran stepped aggressively after him and
his right crossed to the younger man’s jaw,
but Jim had been worsted in the mixup.

In Cochran’s corner Darrel shook his
head uncertainly.

“He’s slow,” he mumbled, “and Sayers
is fast as —!”
~ They came close again; and again there
was an exchange of punches, Sayers landing
two to Cochran’s one. The champion re-
tained his confident smile and thundered
across the ring after the clever challenger.

Another mixup in a neutral corner, and
once again Cochran was worsted. He came
warily to the center of the ring, and the red
trickled from his nose like a scarlet, sinuous
snake.

The fighting had been exceptionally fast
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and the audience was in an uproar. For
the first time it fully sensed the fact that
Sayers was not a negligible quantity.
Near the ringside a man whose reputation
as an expert was known from coast to coast
placed a five-hundred-dollar bet on Sayers,
and the odds immediately dropped to 5—s3.

For the remainder of the round they
contented themselves with long-range spar-
ring, interchanging few blows; for Sayers
knew that the champion was phenomenally
clever and he took no chances. Cochran,
still smiling, trotted to his corner; but to
Darrel he confided—

“That there guy can hit!”

“Stand off,” warned the far-sighted Dar-
rel, “an’ wait y’r chance f'r a finisher.
You've gotta beat him on cleverness.”

The gong again. The men met near the
middle of the ring and sparred for a second
as they had done at the opening of the fight.
Then Sayers tucked his head ominously
between his shoulders and started in like a
whirlwind. Darrel drew in his breath suck-
ingly, audibly.

“It’s comin’!” he muttered.

Like a Nemesis came Sayers, with a rush
such as had served to make him the logical
claimant for the title. His body quivered
under the tension, his hands bailed hard
and held ready to flash from any angle.

Cochran, a ring-general par excellence,
was cool. Catlike, he rose to the balls of
his feet and shot first his left and then his
right with unbelievable rapidity at close
quarters, but the blows did not stave off
the rush. Then they stood at close quar-
ters, their massive bodies in dangerous
proximity.

Like the uncoiling of a snake, Sayers’ arm
circled down; the right landed harmlessly
on Cochran’s massive chest, but the left
sank into the champion’s stomach and he
grunted. The smile left his face for the
first time. Men in the audience rose to their
feet, sensing a crisis.

THEN Sayers fought! It was electri-
fying! He was all over his man,
mouthing vile curses, daring Cochran
to stand up and fight. It was gall and
wormwood to the champion. Four years
before no man would have dared to pur-
sue such tactics.

But in spite of desire, Cochran possessed
sufficient ring-craft to refuse to slug with
the younger man. He knew that it was
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not the proper thing to do under the cir-
cumstances—and he was the Artist of the
ring.

There was a whirlwind of arms and
gloves, and Cochran tried to step away.
Sayers’ right crooked upward like a locoed
rocket, and Cochran’s body was lifted from
the floor. The audience in-breathed a spas-
modic ‘“‘A-a-h!” as the champion crashed to
the canvas on his haunches.

Pandemonium broke loose. Big betters
made a wild scramble to hedge, and, in less
time than it takes to tell it, Sayers was an
odds-on favorite in the betting.

Darrel, wide-eyed and crazy with appre-
hension, put his hands on the lower ropes
and screamed at the fallen fighter.

“Easy there, Jim!” he yelled. “Take y’r
time! Y’ve got nine seconds!”

For Cochran, the world had collapsed.
It wasn’t the sting of the blow, it wasn’t
the agony of his jaw; it was the humiliation
of it. He, Jim Cochran, had been knocked
down! He had been done by as he had
done by other men—smilingly, calmly, as a
part of the day’s work.

It was a new experience and he didn’t
know how to take the limit of time which
the rules allowed. In a sudden fury of
shame he leaped to his feet. Like a tiger
he rushed into the now confident Sayers—
arms flailing, jaw set, eyes flashing.

Here was fight! The spectators knew it
and climbed to their seats, where they stood
watching in dead silence, eyes popping, nails
cutting into palms. A small boy in the rear
yelled the inevitable “Down in front!” but,
contrary to the usual effect of such a cry,
it died away and was forgotten.

The thoughts were focused on the men
in the ring. Spectators forgot themselves.
The insistent clatter of telegraph-instru-
ments at the ringside carried to the utter-
most corners of the arena.

Cochran lashed out with his right, and
Sayers ducked cleverly, taking the blow
glancingly on the top of his shaggy head.
Instantly he stepped in and started an ava-
lanche of vicious blows: right—right—Tleft
—left—right!

Cochran tried to fight back, but his blows
lacked the snap and wonderful speed which
had been theirs in the old days, and Sayers
stood close, closer—and returned two for
one!

Cochran was returning to normal. Say-
ers raised his guard for an instant, and

Cochran, trained to see the smallest open-
ing, slid closer.
other’s stomach for the first half of the one
and-one punch. Instantly the champion’s
right crooked upward to the jaw, flashing
hard in the spasmodic, almost mechanical
effort to convert defeat into victory. But
his glove met a glove and Sayers laughed
raspingly from between his teeth.

“Come’ gain!” he snarled. ‘“—— yuh!’

The “one-and-one” had been blecked.

RIGHT—left—left — right!  The
fusillade continued inexorably.
Sayers landed a wicked left full in
Cochran’s face and the blood spurted.
Then Jim Cochran, heavyweight cham-
pion of the world, for the first time in his
career, covered!

Sayers stood back, paying no heed to the
thousands of maniacs at the ringside who
screamed their primitive glee at the sight
of blood, at the downfall of reigning power.
He uppercut hard, first with one hand and
then with the other, in a calm, cool, vicious
attempt to break through the cover of the
stooping champion. His work was as de-
liberate and as merciless as that of the vivi-
sectionist.

Darrel almost cried. Se this was the end?
The second round—and Cochran whi
because the younger man had had the fore-
sight to carry the fight all the way!

Four years before Cochran would have
stood toe to toe and slugged, and no mer-
tal man could have beaten him to the
punch, or stood the exchange; but now his
short, snappy blows had been robbed of
their speed, their destructive force. He was
too much of a ring-general even to risk a
slugging-match.

That was it! Cochran wouldn’t even try
to fight it out toe to toe. It was Waterleo!

There were no takers on Cochran; noth-
ing but Sayers money was in sight. The
handwriting was visible on the wall.
“Worse than the Jeffries-Johnson fight,”
was the spoken verdict of those at the ring-
side.

But, unlike Jeffries, Cochran retained one
punch, which, landed properly, must end
the fight. It had never failed; it cowldn't
fail! It was known as the one-and-one!

The round ended and the battered cham-
pion zigzagged to his corner. He smiled
gamely as he sank into his chair, and ned-
ded weakly to Darrel.

His left crashed into the

3
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“How yuh feelin’?” growled Sam affec-
tionately.

““A’right,” mumbled the fighter thickly.
¢“Watch f'rtha one-an’-one o’ mine, Sam.”

Silence. Then Cochran motioned Darrel
closer.

¢“Sam,” he whispered with pitiful inten-
sity. “He—he—knocked me down!”

“Sam, d’yuh think it was—an—acci-
dent?’”’ asked Darrel.

“Maybe.”

“And, Sam—he—laughed at me!”

Darrel hastened to change the subject; it
hurt!

““Watch y’r chance, Jim. You ain’t lick-
ed. Wait f’r an opening, an’ then shoot in
that one-and-one. Put everything on it,

an’ y’ll kill ’im wit’ it! Watch——"
2¥Ees COCHRAN was steadier when he
@ went to the center for the third

* round; his eyes were clearer. Sayers,
suddenly cautious, watched craftily. The
crowd was silent.

Then Sayers stepped in and they mixed
furiously. Once again Cochran broke
ground and the blood-trickle reappeared.
And Sayers laughed.

“W’y don’t yuh stand up an’ fight?”’ he
taunted.

Cochran felt a sudden contraction of the
heart; he experienced an insane, wild desire
to tear into this man and batter him to
pieces. Here was the man who was making
him ridiculous; here was the man who was
initiating him to the sting of defeat. Here
was the man who robbed him of his pride,
his all! By dint of the greatest effort he
fought down his desire to slug.

He set his jaw; his eyes were level and
steady; and he watched calmly and coolly.
And Sayers, seeing only the surface, knew
nothing of the turmoil raging in the heart
of the old champion; knew nothing of the fire
smoldering there. The crowd had no pity.
It saw in him a beaten man, a discredited
champion; another victim of Nature’s om-
nipotence.

They sparred. Less than a minute of the
round had passed. Sayers stepped in vi-
ciously and his right crossed like a thunder-
bolt. Cochran ducked and Sayers was left
uncovered and off his balance.

Darrel leaped to his feet in a frenzy, and
his voice rang out like a clarion.

“Now!” he screamed. “F'r —— sake
~—now!”
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But even before his words had swirled
across the ring to the giant fighters Coch-
ran had stepped in, the faintest suspicion of
the old conqueror’s smile on his battered
face. Here was the opening he had looked
for, prayed for and almost despaired of.
Here was the chance for the one-and-one!

He was almost automatic in his calm.
His left foot slid unobtrusively forward and
his left arm hooked downward like a flesh-
and-blood meteor! Deep it sank into the
stomach of the seemingly victorious fighter.
Sayers grunted with the agony of it and
tried to jump back, but his legs were mo-
mentarily powerless. And in spite of his
special training against that blow, he did
precisely what he should not have done.
He lowered his left arm to cover the quiver-
ing muscles of his solar plexus!

Cochran almost grinned in the infinitesi-
mal fraction of a second which separated
the two blows of his famous punch. With
more than two hundred pounds of desperate,
calculating muscle behind it, the right
hooked over for the knockout blow! It
landed!

Darre] screamed with joy. It was the
one-and-one, perfectly delivered! Cochran
stepped back. Slowly Sayers leaned against
the ropes and slid peacefully to the floor,
his eyes glazing.

The referee leaped across the ring, and
his hand rose and fell like the pendulum of
a clock,

“One—two—three——"

The spectators were too thrilled to do
aught save watch. The prostrate fighter
groaned and clutched at the lowest rope.

“Four—five—six——"

One knee was up now, and Cochran
clenched his fists tightly within the gloves
again. Some one in the audience said
“0O-0-h!” hysterically.

“Seven—eight—'

Sayers staggered to his feet!

“——1"” muttered Darrel. “Th’ one-
and-one—an’ it didn’t knock ’im out!”

Cochran rushed viciously; but Sayers,
dazed as he was, slipped within the cham-
pion’s guard without taking a blow, and
hung on like a leech. The referee tried to
part the men, and succeeded, only to have
Sayers fall into another clinch. Sayers, too,
knew the tricks of the ring. And then the
gong sounded! The round was over!

But Cochran did not have the necessary
vitality in the fourth round which passed

b
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with scarcely half a dozen blows having
been landed.

= THE beginning of the fifth found
«-ll)\ Sayers himself again; and he essayed
B2 ittle mixing. His right hooked to
the side of Cochran’s head, momentarily
dazing the champion, and Sayers uppercut
to the jaw. Cochran staggered back weak-
ly and took a pile-driving blow on the chest
—a blow which must have finished him had
it landed on a vulnerable point.

The round ended with Sayers’ lead great-
er than ever and Cochran visibly weaker.
The boom in the betting which had come
when the one-and-one landed had subsided
and Cochran money was again invisible.

“Don’t take no chances,” warned Darrel
between rounds. ‘“He’s too strong for you
on mixing. Wait for another opening. And
watch that right. Remember he knocked
you down.”

Cochran suddenly blazed.

“——" he started; then suddenly sub-
sided, as if controlling himself with an
effort.

“You mean

“Never mind what I mean. Iain’tlicked.
No man ¢’n lick me! My punch—" his face
clouded—‘‘ain’t what it used to be.”

Sayers, fully recovered, was talking in a
loud voice with some newspaper men near
the ringside.

“That old has-been!” he rumbled.
“Didn’t T say before that I could lick him?
Why, he ain’t got a thing. Lookit how easy
I knocked him down.”

Knocked him down! Was that all any
one could think of? An ordinary fighter
would not have felt the disgrace of it; but
to Cochran the knowledge that he had been
knocked off his feet after his wonderful ring
record, rankled—it made a sore. .

Cochran was writhing under the mental
lashing, and Darrel murmured a soothing,
“Don’t pay any attention to that guy.”

They met for the sixth round. As they
stepped in, Cochran’s left shot into Sayers’
stomach. The other man grunted.

“Say, Mr. Ref’ree,” he said, loudly
enough for those about the ring to hear,
“this here hunk o’ cheese is fightin’ foul.
It’s the third time he’s hit me b’low th’
belt!”

Cochran went suddenly white.

“Y’r a dirty liar!” he hissed.

Sayers sneered.
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“Gotta fight foul w’en y’r licked, eh?”

Sayers assumed a contemptuous attitude.
Cochran’s right flashed out, but Sayers
took the blow on his glove and countered
stingingly. = Then Sayers stood off and
jabbed. Cochran bored in, and each attack
was met with a jab. They weren’t very
hard jabs, but they hurt; and the sense of
helplessness stung the old champion more
than did the blows.

“Ain’t it a cinch?” questioned Sayers of
the men at the ringside. ‘“See here!”
And he jabbed with his left once more, and
crossed his right to the stomach in a flash.

Cochran’s anger, a new thing with him,
was boiling slowly. He could have taken
a beating like any other man; taken it
gamely, and gone down fighting according
to the rules of the game as he had learned
them. But this taunting devil in front of
him; this confident, infuriating Thing!

Cochran knew that he was being whip-
ped; but he was feeling the injustice of Say-
ers’ attitude—the Sayers who was not con-
tent to rob him of his title and his fame,
but who must also rob him of his pride.

But he was sane; and he fought carefully.
Realizing that his only chance lay in a
lucky opening, he backed away, inviting
Sayers on; refusing to mix things.

Sayers stopped for a second and plunged
a hard right into Cochran’s stomach. Coch-
ran wabbled weakly, and clinched! Sayers
pushed him off, followed, and jabbed. The
spectators laughed. Cochran went white
again; his body quivered suddenly—then
he was calm again. Sayers came in and
Cochran clinched desperately.

“He’s quittin’!”’ sneered Sayers loudly,
and the spectators laughed again.

But Darrel understood.

“He’s all in,” he admitted. “That last
blow to the plexus finished him.”

The seventh round was a repetition of
the sixth. Sayers pursued the same careful
tactics even when it seemed that he could
have dropped the champion with a punch.
And again Darrel understood why he didn’t.

“He doesn’t seem to know that he’s got
Jim,” he confided to another of Cochran’s
dejected seconds. “An’ he’s afraid Coch-
ran’s stallin’—an’ he won’t take a chanct!”

Sayers continued to tantalize, to taunt,
to gibe. Cochran kept standing off, fight-
ing to regain his strength and to control
that desire to fly at the throat of this man
who mocked him—him, the great Cochran!

)
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He felt that he would almost be willing to .

take a beating just to stand close and go
down giving blow for blow.

He staggered to his stool at the end of
the round in a battered condition. One eye
was closed tight and the other was swelling
rapidly. His nose was bleeding; his lips
were smashed. He spoke once to Darrel—

‘‘He—he’s laughin’ at me,” he said.
@ ger to the center at the beginning of

the eighth round. Keenly he felt
his loss of prestige; and more keenly the
common-sense views which demanded that
he take no chances. Sayers feinted with his
left, stepped in and hooked his right for the
jaw. It landed, and Cochran went down in
a heap. Darrel seized a sponge, and hesi-
tated. . . .

Cochran rolled over and climbed tortu-
ously to his feet. Sayers stepped in again,
and again Cochran went down. Sayers was
laughimg openly now—the sinister laugh of
the unsportsmanlike victor.

Contempt for his opponent was writ large
on his face. And for the rest of the round
Cochran hung on; clinching—hanging on;
barely able to avoid a knock-out.

He sank back onto his seat at the end of
the round. His mind tried to cope with
the meaning of ‘“defeat.”” He couldn’t un-
derstand. Then Darrel awakened him.

“Shall T throw up the sponge?’” he asked.

“Sponge!” Cochran sat erect, suddenly
‘alive again. “Good God——"’

He took a long pull from the water-bot-
tle. ‘“The sponge—"

“Got enough?”’ called Sayers tauntingly.

The gong!

They met in the center of the ring again,
and Sayers slashed out with his left. The
blow landed and Cochran wabbled.

“Cinch!” commented Sayers — and he
laughed again.

Something seemed to snap inside of Coch-
ran—a something which his alert brain had
held in check for rounds. He forgot that
he was a fighting-machine from whom
taunts should drop unobserved; forgot that
he’d be knocked out if he tried to fight
back. He forgot everything save that he
was a man, and, for the first time in his
life, he let his temper overmaster him.

Heseemed imbued with new strength—the
strength of desperation, of maddened spir-
its, of hurt pride. The dazed spectators

COCHRAN was barely able to stag-
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saw him leap out of the clinch and then in
again. They saw a reincarnation of the old
Jim Cochran, the proud, unbeatable cham-
pion. But he was a champion whose face
was metamorphosed with a passion new to it.

They saw a veritable demon of wrath
flash close to the bewildered Sayers, the
Sayers who fought by rules, and who there-
fore could not expect Cochran to mix with
him—and they heard Jim Cochran, the
quiet, easy-going, even-tempered Jim Coch-
ran, mouthing curses of blind, terrible anger.
Cochran forgot his skill, his experience,
in his new, ungovernable rage. He forgot
that he was fighting in a ring. He hit out
with both hands, blindly, unskilfully. His
right smacked against Sayers’ mouth and
split it; his left dazingly cut Sayers’ ear.

The challenger tried to step in close, but
Cochran would not clinch. As Sayers’ arms
closed about him he writhed loose with al-
most superhuman strength and he came in
again, slamming, banging—fighting in the
primitive way.

“——1” gasped Darrel in wonder.
was seeing a miracle.

“Stan’ up an’ fight!” grated Cochran
from between split lips. “~——— yuh—
stan’ up an’ fight—fight—stan’ up an’
fight—" .

The champion’s anger was cataclysmic.
Sayers tried to stand up and fight, but he
was almost paralyzed with surprise—with
a sudden fear. Cochran’s right caught him
crushingly in the short ribs and his guard
lowered. His guard was lowered! Darrel
saw!

“One-and-one!” he bellowed.

The magic words penetrated the shell of
the demented champion. ‘“One-and-one!”
His actions were automatic. Those words
started certain muscles working. . . .

Cochran did not reason. His actions were
purely reflex. One-and-one meant——

His left sank in and in to Sayers’ stom-
ach; and the younger man crumpled slight-
ly. Cochran’s right catapulted to the jaw!
Sayers dropped! And then—the referee
almost had to fight the victorious champion
to keep him off the prostrate form of the
unconscious Sayers. Darrel and the other
seconds dragged him to his corner.

Then Cochran relaxed. Slowly big tears
welled from the blackened eyes. He looked
pitifully at Darrel.

“I gof mad,” he said simply. And then
—“What happened after thate”

He



SYNOPSIS—Cosmo Mornington, dead in Paris, has willed 100,000,000 francs to any French cousin or
cousin’s child in the order of kinship. If none be found within three months, the bequest goes to Don Luis
Perenna, a Spanish-Peruvian, late of the French Foreign Legion serving in Morocco. Perenna is to huat
up the heirs himself. It is generally understood that Perenna is Arséne Lupin, but no action can be taken
against him for his former misdeeds, owing to the fact that he has tricked the authorities into officially pro- }l)u
nouncing Lupin dead. Perenna proves that Mornington was poisoned; that Police Inspector Vérot, who had

solved the mystery surrounding Mornington’s death, was poisoned and a blank sheet of paper substituted

for his report; that Hippolyte Fauville and his son Edmond Mornington’s next of kin, were poisoned; that
Edmond’s stepmother was Hippolyte’s cousin as well as his wife, and is now in line for the millions. Many
circumstances point to Mme. Fauville’s guilt, an important one being this: Vérot left a tooth-marked bit
of chocolate as evidence; an apple with the same tooth-marks is found in Fauville’s garden; and Madame
Fauville’s teeth register xdentxcally the same marks. “The Tiger’s Teeth!”” She is accordingly arrested.

But further investigation convinces Perenna that the real culpnt is one Gaston Sauverand, another cousm,
who, in order to inherit the fortune alone, is apparently trying to bring about Mme. Fauville’s execution
for murders which he himself committed. Sauverand escapes arrest, after killing a police officer, and is
hidden in Perenna’s own house by Florence Levasseur, who is Perenna’s secretary and housekeeper, and with
whom Perenna has fallen in love. Perenna has summoned Mlle. Levasseur to his private boudoir to accuse
her; he is astounded to see Sauverand there. Sauverand proceeds to explain,

restraint. “I saw Mlle, Levasseur in your

CHAPTER XII arms yesterday in the train that brought
you back from Alengon——"
GASTON SAUVERAND EXPLAINS Gaston Sauverand looked at Florence.

She sat silent, with her hands to her face
AUVERAND without further and her elbows on her knees. Without re-
parley, plunged into the expla- plying to Don Luis’ exclamation, he went
nation which he hoped would on:
clear him of all guilt in Pe- “Marie also loved me. She admitted it,
renna’s eyes. but made me swear that I would never try
“I never met Hippolyte and Marie Fau- to obtain from her more than the purest
ville, though I used to correspond with them - friendship would allow. I kept my oath.
—you will remember that we were all cous- We enjoyed a few weeks of incomparable
ins—until five years ago, when chance happiness. Hippolyte Fauville, who had
brought us together at Palmero. They were become enamored of a music-hall singer,
passing the Winter there while their new was often away.
house on the Boulevard Suchet was being “I took a good deal of trouble with the
built. physical training of the little boy Edmond,
“We spent five months at Palmero, seeing  whose health was not what it should be.
one another daily. Hippolyte and Marie And we also had with us, between us, the
were not on the best of terms. One eve- best of friends, the most devoted and affec-
ning after they had been quarreling more = tionate counselor, one who stanched our
violently than usual I found her crying. wounds, kept up our courage, restored our
Her tears upset me and I could not longer gaiety and bestowed some of her own
conceal my secret. I had loved Marie from strength and dignity upon our love. Flor-
the first moment when we met. I was to ence was there.”
love her always and to love her more and Don Luis felt his heart beating faster.
more.” Not that he attached the least credit to
“You lie!” cried Don Luis, losing his self- Gaston Sauverand’s words; but he had
{8 g s
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every hope of arriving, through those words,
at thereal truth. Perhaps, also, he was un-
consciously swayed by the influence of Gas-
ton Sauverand, whose apparent frankness
and sincerity of tone caused him a certain
surprise.

Sauverand continued:

“Fifteen years before, my elder brother,
Raoul Sauverand, had picked up at Buenos
Aires, where he had gone to live, a little girl,
the orphan daughter of some friends. At
his death he entrusted the child, who was
then fourteen, to an old nurse who had
brought me up and who had accompanied
my brother to South America. The old
nurse brought the child to me and herself
died of an accident a few days after her ar-
rival in France. . . . I took the little girl to
Italy to friends, where she worked and stud-
ied and became . . . what she is.

“Wishing to live by her own resources,
she accepted a position as teacherin a family.
Later I recommended her to my Fauville
cousins, with whom I found her at Palermo
as governess to the boy Edmond and espe-
cially as the friend, the dear and devoted
friend, of Marie Fauville. . . . She was
mine also at that happy time, which was so
sunny and all too short. Our happiness,
in fact the happiness of all three of us, was
to be wrecked in the most sudden and tan-
talizing fashion.

“Every evening I used to write in a diary
the daily life of my love—an uneventful life,
without hope or future before it, but eager
and radiant. Marie Fauville was extolled in
it as a goddess. Kneeling down to write, I
sang litanies of her beauty; and I also used
to invent, as a poor compensation, wholly
imaginary scenes, in which she said all the
things which she might have said but did
not and promised me all the happiness
which we had voluntarily renounced.

“Hippolyte Fauville found the diary . . .
His anger was something terrible. His first
impulse was to get rid of Marie. But in the
face of his wife’s attitude, of the proofs of
her innocence which she supplied, of her in-
flexible refusal to consent to a divorce and of
her promise never to see me again, he re-
covered his calmness . . . I left, with death
in my soul. Florence left too, dismissed.
And never—mark me, never—! since that
fatal hour, did I exchange a single word
with Marie. But an indestructible love
united us, a love which neither absence nor
time was to weaken.”
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He stopped for a moment, as if to read
in Don Luis’ face the effect produced by
his story. Don Luis did not conceal his
anxious attention. What astonished him
most was Gaston Sauverand’s extraordi-
nary calmness, the peaceful expression of his
eyes, the quiet ease with which he set forth,
without hurrying, almost slowly and so
very simply, the story of that family trag-
edy.

“What an actor!” he thought.

And as he thought it, he remembered
that Marie Fauville had given him the same
impression. Was he then to hark back to
his first conviction and believe Marie guilty,
a dissembler like her accomplice, a dissem-
bler like Florence? Or was he to attribute
a certain honesty to that man?

He asked—

“And afterward?”

“Afterward I traveled about, I resumed
my life of work and pursued my studies
wherever I went, in my bedroom at the ho-
tels and in the public laboratories of the big
towns.”

“And Mme, Fauville?”

“She lived in Paris in her new house.
Neither she nor her husband ever referred
to the past.”

“How do you know? Did she write to
you?r”’

“No. Marie is a woman who does not do
her duty by halves; and her sense of duty is
strict to excess. She never wrote to me.
But Florence, who had accepted a place as
secretary and reader to Count Malonyi,
your predecessor in this house, used often to
receive Marie’s visits in her lodge down-
stairs.

“They did not speak of me once; did you,
Florence? Marie would not have allowed it.
But all her life and all her soul were nothing
but love and passionate memories; isn’t that
so, Florence?

“At last,” he went on slowly, ‘“weary of
being so far away from her, I returned to
Paris. That was our undoing. . . . It was
about a year ago. I took a flat in the Ave-
nue du Roule and went to it in the greatest
secrecy, so that Hippolyte Fauville might
not know of my return. I was afraid of dis-
turbing Marie’s peace of mind. Florence
alone knew and came to see me from time to
time. I went out little, only after dark and
in the most secluded parts of the Bois.
But this happened—for our most heroic res-
olutions sometimes fail us—one Wednesday
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night, at about eleven o’clock, my steps led
me to the Boulevard Suchet, without my
noticing it, and I went past Marie’s
house.

“It was a warm and fine night and, as
luck would have it, Marie was at her win-
dow. Shesaw me, I was sure of it, and knew
me; and my happiness was so great that my
legs shook under me as I walked away.

““After that I passed in front of her house
every Wednesday evening; and Marie was
nearly always there, giving me this un-
hoped-for and ever new delight, in spite of
the fact that her social duties, her quite
natural love of amusement and her hus-
band’s position obliged her to go out a
great deal.”

“Quick! Why can’t you hurry?” said
Don Luis, urged by his longing to know
more. “Look sharp and come to the facts.
Speak!”

He had become suddenly afraid lest he
should not hear the remainder of the explana-
tion; and he suddenly perceived that Gaston
Sauverand’s words were making their way
into his mind as words that were perhaps
not untrue. Though he strove to fight
against them, they were stronger than his
prejudices and triumphed over his argu-
ments.

The fact is that deep down in his soul,
tortured with love and jealousy, there was
something that disposed him to believe this
man, in whom hitherto he had seen only a
hated rival and who was so loudly proclaim-
ing, it Florence’s very presence, his love for
Marie.

“Hurry!” he repeated. ‘“Every minute is
precious.”

Sauverand shook his head.

“I shall not hurry. All my words were
carefully thought out before I decided to
speak. Every one of them is essential. Not
one of them can be omitted. For you will
find the solution of the problem not in facts
presented anyhow, separated one from the
other, but in the concatenation of the facts
and in a story told as faithfully as possible.”

“Why? I don’t understand.”

“Because the truth lies hidden in that
story.”

“But that truth is your innocence, isn’t
ite”

“It is Marie’s innocence.”

“But I don’t dispute it!”

“What is the use of that if you can’t

prove it?”’

_ “Exactly! It’s for you to give me proofs.”
“I have none.” ’
“What?”

“I tell you, I have no proof of what I am
asking you to believe.”

“Then I shall not believe it!”’ cried Don
Luis angrily. ‘“No, and again no! Unless
you supply me with the most convincing
proofs I shall refuse to believe a single word
of what you are going to tell me.”

“You have believed everything that I
have told you so far,” Sauverand retorted
very simply.

DON LUIS offered no denial. He

turned his eyes to Florence Levas-

seur; and it seemed to him that she
was looking at him with less aversion and
as if she were wishing with all her might
that he should not resist the impressions that
were forcing themselves upon him. He
muttered—

“Go on with your story.”

And there was something really strange
about the attitude of those two men, one
making his explanation in precise terms
and in such a way as to give every word its
full value, the other listening attentively
and weighing every one of those words; both
controlling their excitement; both as calm
in appearance as if they were seeking the
philosophical solution in a case of con-
science. What was going on outside did not
matter. What was to happen presently did
not count..

Before all, whatever the consequences of
their inactivity at this moment when the
circle of the police was closing in around
them—around Sauverand and Mlle. Levas-
seur, charged with murder; around Perenna,
charged with tampering with evidence which
implicated the woman he loved—before all
it was necessary that one should speak and
the other listen.

“We are coming,” said Sauverand in his
grave voice, “we are coming to the most im-
portant events, to those of which the inter-
pretation, which is new to you but strictly
true, will make you believe in our good faith.
Il luck having brought me across Hippo-
lyte Fauville’s path in the course of one of
my walks in the Bois, I took the precaution
of changing my abode and went to live in
the little house on the Boulevard Richard-
Wallace, where Florence came to see me
several times.

“I was even careful to keep her visits a
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secret and moreover to refrain from corre-
sponding with her except through the gen-
eral delivery. I was therefore quite easy in
my mind.

“I worked in perfect solitude and in com-
plete security. I expected nothing. No
danger, no possibility of danger, threatened
us. And I may say, to use a commonplace
but very accurate expression, that what hap-
pened came as an absolute bolt from the
blue. I heard at the same time, when the
Prefect of Police and his men broke into my
house and proceeded to arrest me, I heard
at the same time and for the first time of the
murder of Hippolyte Fauville, the murder of
Edmond and the arrest of my adored
Marie.”

“Impossiblel” cried Don Luis in a re-

newed tone of aggressive wrath. ‘“Impossi-
ble! Those facts were a fortnight old. I can
not allow that you had not heard of them.”

“Through whom?”

‘“Through the papers,” exclaimed Don
Luis. “And more certainly still through
Mlle. Levasseur.”

“Through the papers?’”’ said Sauverand.
“I never used to read them. What! Isthat
incredible? Are we under an obligation, an
inevitable necessity, to waste half an hour a
day in skimming through the futilities of
politics and the piffle of the news columns?
Is your imagination incapable of conceiving
a man who reads nothing but reviews and
scientific pubhcatlons?

“The fact is rare, I admit,” he admitted.
“But the rarity of a fact is no proof against
it. On the other hand, on the very morning
of the crime I had written to Florence say-
ing that I was going away for three weeks
and bidding her good-by. I changed my
mind at the last moment, but this she did
not know; and, thinking that I had gone,
not knowing where I was, she was unable to
inform me of the crime, of Marie’s arrest, or,
later, when an accusation was brought
against the manwith the ebonywalking-stick,
of the search that was being made for me.”

“Exactly!”’ declared Don Luis. “You
can not pretend that the man with the
ebony walking-stick,! the man who followed
Inspector Vérot to the Café du Pont-Neuf
and purloined his letter———?”’

“lI am not the man,” Sauverand inter-
rupted.

And, when Don Luis shrugged his shoul-
degs, he insisted in a more forcible tone of
voice:
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“I am not that man. There is some in-
explicable mistake in all this, but I have
never set foot in the Café du Pont-Neuf.
Iswearit, You must accept this statement
as positively true. Besides, it agrees en-
tirely with the retired life which I was lead-
ing from necessity and from choice. And I
repeat, I knew nothing.

“The thunderbolt was unexpected And
it was precisely for this reason, you must
understand, that the shock produced in me
an equally unexpected reaction, a state of
mind diametrically opposed to my real na-
ture, an outburst of my most savage and
primitive instincts. Remember, monsieur,
that they had laid hands upon what to me
was the most sacred thing on earth, Marie
was in prison! Marie was accused of com-
mitting two murders! . . . I went mad.

“At first controlling myself, playing a
part with the Prefect of Police, then over-
throwing every obstacle, shooting Chief
Inspector Ancenis, shaking off Sergeant
Mazerouz, jumping from the window, I had
only one thought in my head—that of es-
cape. Once free, I should save Marie.
Were there people in my way? So much the
worse for them.

“By what right did those people dare to
attack the most blameless of women? I
killed only one man that day! I would have
killed ten! I would have killed twenty!
What was Chief Inspector Ancenis’ life to
me? What cared I for the lives of any of
those wretches? They stood between Marie
and myself; and Marie was in prison!”

Gaston Sauverand made an effort which
contracted every muscle of his face to re-
cover the coolness that was gradually leav-
ing him. He succeeded in doing so, but his
voice, nevertheless, remained tremulous and
the fever with which he was consumed
shook his frame in a manner which he was
unable to conceal.

He continued:

“At the corner of the street down which I
turned after outdistancing the Prefect’s
men on the Boulevard Richard-Wallace,
Florence saved me just as I believed that
all was lost. Florence had known every-
thing for a fortnight past. She learned the
news of the double murder from the papers,
those papers which she used to read out to
you and which you discussed with her.
And it was by being with you, by listening
to you, that she acquired the opinion
which everything that happened tended to
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confirm—the opinion that Marie’s enemy,
her only enemy, was yourself.”

“But why? Why?”

“Because she saw you at work,” ex-
claimed Sauverand, ‘‘because it was more to
your interest than to that of any one else
that first Marie and then I should not come
between you and the Mornington inherit-
ance and lastly—""

“What?”

Gaston Sauverand hesitated and then
said plainly—

“Lastly because she knew your real name
beyond a doubt and because she felt that
Arséne Lupin was capable of anything.”

They were both silent; and their silence
at such a moment was impressive to a de-
gree. Florence remained impassive under
Don Luis Perenna’s gaze; and he was un-
able to discern on her sealed face any of the
feelings with which she must needs be
stirred.

Gaston Sauverand continued:

“It was against Arséne Lupin, therefore,
that Florence, Marie’s terrified friend, en-
gaged in the struggle. It was to unmask
Lupin that she wrote or rather inspired the
newspaper article denouncing you. It was
Lupin whom she'spied upon, day by day, in
this house. It was Lupin whom she heard
one morning telephoning to Sergeant Maze-
roux and rejoicing in my imminent arrest.
1t was to save me from Lupin that she let
down the iron curtain in front of him, at
the risk of an accident, and took a taxi to
the corner of the Boulevard Richard-
Wallace, where she arrived too late to warn
me, as the detectives had already entered
my house, but in time to screen me from
their pursuit. . . .

“Her mistrust and terror-stricken hatred
of you were told to me in an instant,” Sau-
verand declared. “During the twenty min-
utes which we employed in throwing our as-
sailants off the scent, she hurriedly sketched
the main lines of the business and described
to me in a few words the leading part which
you were playing in it; and we then and
there prepared a counter-attack upon you,
so that you might be suspected of com-
plicity.

“While I was sending a message to the
Prefect of Police, telling him that you were
in league with the murderers, Florence
went home and hid under the cushions of
your sofa the end of the stick which I had
broken upon my pursuers, and which I had
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kept in my hand without thinking. There
the police found it. It was a damning bit
of circumstantial evidence; yet their confi-
dence in you was such that still you went
unarrested. This began the fight; and I
threw myself into it headlong. . . .

“Monsieur, to understand my actions
thoroughly, you must remember that I wasa
student, a man leading a solitary life, but also
an ardent lover. I would have spent all my
life in work, asking no more from fate than
to see Marie at her window, from time to
time at night. But, once she was being per-
secuted, another man arose within me—a
man of action; bungling, certainly, and in-
experienced, but a man who was ready to
stick at nothing and who, not knowing how
to save Marie Fauville, had no other object
before him than to do away with that enemy
of Marie’s to whom he was entitled to as-
scribe all the misfortunes that had befallen
the woman he loved. . . . This started the
series of my attempts upon your life,
Brought into your house, concealed in
Florence’s own rooms, I tried—unknown to
her; that I swear—to poison you.”

He paused for an instant to mark the
effect of his words. Then he went on:

““Her reproaches, her abhorrence of such
an act, would perhaps have moved me but,
I repeat, I was mad, quite mad; and your
death seemed to me to imply Marie’s safety.
And, one morning, on the Boulevard Su-
chet, where I had followed you, I fireda
revolver at you.

“The same evening your motor-car, tam-
pered with by myself —remember, Flor-
ence’s rooms are close to the garage—carried
you, I hoped, to your death, together with
Sergeant Mazeroux, your confederate. .
That time again you escaped my vengeance.
But an innocent man, the chauffeur who
drove you, paid for you with his life; and
Florence’s despair was such that I had to
yield to her entreaties and lay down my
arms,

“T myself, terrified by what I had done,
shattered by the remembrance of my two
victims, changed my plans and thought only
of saving Marie by contriving her escape
from prison. . .

“] am a rich man. I lavished money
upon Marie’s warders, without, however, re-
vealing my intentions. I entered into rela-
tions with the prison tradesmen and the
staff of the infirmary. And every day, hav-
ing procured a card of admission as a
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law=reporter, I went to the law-courts, to the
‘examining magistrates’ corridor, where I
‘hoped to meet Marie, to encourage her with
a look, a gesture, perhaps to slip 2 few words
of comfort into her hand.

Sauverand moved closer to Don Luis.

‘“‘Her martyrdom continued. You struck
her a most terrible blow with that mysteri-
ous business of Hippolyte Fauville’s letters.
What did those letters mean? Where did
they come from? Were we not entitled to
attribute the whole plot to you, to you who
introduced them into the horrible struggle?”

Sauverand paused. Perenna’s mind flash-
ed back to the mysterious series of three
letters written by Fauville and sent to an
addressee whose name had been erased—
those devil’s letters incriminating Marie and
Sauverand in plotting her husband’s death,
which appeared from nowhere, punctually
at ten-day intervals, upon the dead man’s
library table. . . Then the scrap of paper
which he found in the dummy volume of
Shakespeare in Mlle. Levasseur’s lodge—
that scrap on which were jotted the very
dates when the letters were to, and did,
appear! . . .

Sauverand resumed speaking.

“Florence watched you, I may say, night
and day. We sought fora clue, a glimmer of
light in the darkness. . . . Well, yesterday
morning Florence saw Sergeant Mazeroux
arrive. She could not overhear what he said
to you, but she caught the name of a certain
Langernault and the name of Damigni, the
village where Langernault lived. She re-
membered that old friend of Hippolyte
Fauville’s. Were the letters not addressed
to him and was it not in search of him that
you were going off in the motor with Ser-
geant Mazeroux? . . .

“Half an hour later we were in the train
for Alengon. A carriage took us from the
station to just outside Damigni, where we
made our inquiries with every possible pre-
caution. On learning what you also must
know, that Langernault was dead, we re-
solved to visit his place, and we had suc-
eeded in effecting an entrance when Flor-
ence saw you in the grounds. Wishing at all
costs to avoid a meeting between you and
myself, she dragged me across the lawn and
behind some bushes. You followed us, how-
ever; and when a barn appeared in sight she
pushed one of the doors, which half opened
and let us through. We managed to slip
quickly through the lumber in the dark and

93

knocked up against a ladder. This we
climbed and reached a loft in which we took
shelter. You entered at that moment. .

“You know the rest—how you discovered
the two hanging skeletons; how your atten-
tion was drawn to us by an imprudent move-
ment of Florence; your attack, to which I
replied by brandishing the first weapon with
which chance provided me; lastly, our
flight through the window in the roof, under
the fire of your revolver. We were free.
But in the evening, in the train, Florence
fainted. While bringing her to I perceived
that one of your bullets had wounded her
in the shoulder. The wound was slight and
did not hurt her, but it was enough to in-
crease the extreme tension of her nerves.
When you saw us—at Le Mans station
wasn’t itP—she was asleep, with her head on
my shoulder.”

DON LUIS had not once inter-
rupted the latter part of this narra-
tive, which was told in a more and
more agitated voice and quickened by an
accent of profound truth. Thanks to a
superhuman effort of attention, he noted
Sauverand’s least words and actions in his
mind. And as these words were uttered
and these actions performed, he received the
impression of another woman who rose up be-
side the real Florence—a woman unspotted
and innocent of all the shame which he had
attributed to her on the strength of events.

Nevertheless, he did not yet give in.
How could Florence possibly be innocent?
No, no! The evidence of his eyes and the
evidence of his reason both rebelled against
any such contention.

He would not admit that Florence could
suddenly be different from what she really
was to him—a crafty, cunning, cruel, blood-
thirsty monster. No,no! The man was lying
with infernal cleverness. He put things with
a skill amounting to genius, until it was no
longer possible to differentiate between the
false and the true, or to distinguish the
light from the darkness.

He was lying! He was lying! And yet
how sweet were the lies he told! How beau-
tiful was that imaginary Florence, the Flor-
ence compelled by destiny to commit acts
which sheloathed, but free of all crime, free of
remorse, humane and pitiful, with her clear
eyes and her snow-white hands! And how
good it was to yield to this fantastic dream!

Gaston Sauverand was watching the face
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of his former enemy. Standing close to Don
Luis, his features lit up with the expression
of feelings and passions which he no longer
strove to check, he asked in a low voice—

“You believe me, don’t you?”

“No, I don’t!” said Perenna, hardening
himself to resist the man’s influence.

“You must!” cried Sauverand with a
fierce outburst of violence. ‘“You must be-
lieve in the strength of my love. It is the
cause of everything. - My hatred for you
comes only from my love. Marie is my life.
If she were dead there would be nothing for
me to do but die. Oh, this morning, when
I read in the papers that the poor woman
had opened her veins—and through your
fault, after Hippolyte’s letters accusing her
—1I did not want to kill you so much as to
inflict upon you the most barbarous tor-
tures! My poor Marie, what a martyrdom
she must be enduring! . . .

“As you were not back, Florence and I
wandered about all morning to have news of
her—first around the prison, next at the
police office and the law-courts. And it was
there, in the magistrates’ corridor, that I saw
you. At that moment you were mentioning
Marie Fauville’s name to a number of jour-
nalists; and you told them that Marie Fau-
ville was innocent; and you informed them
of the evidence which you possessed in
Marie’s favor!

“My hatred ceased then and there, mon-
sieur. In one second the enemy had become
the ally, the master to whom one kneels.
So you had had the wonderful courage to
repudiate all your work and to devote your-
self to Marie’s rescue! I ran off, trembling
with joy and hope and, as I joined Florence,
I shouted, ‘Marie is saved! He proclaims
her innocent! I must see him and speak to
him? . .. :

“We came back here. Florence refused
to lay down her arms and begged me not to
carry out my plan before your new attitude
in the case was confirmed by deeds. I prom-
ised everything that she asked. But my
mind was made up. And my will was still
further strengthened when I had read your
declaration in the newspaper. I would place
Marie’s fate in your hands whatever hap-
pened and without an hour’s delay. I
waited for your return and came up here.”

He was no longer the same man who had
displayed such coolness at the commence-
ment of the interview. Exhausted by his
efforts and by a struggle that had lasted for

weeks, costing’him so much fruitless energy,
he was now trembling; and clinging to Don
Luis, with one of his knees on the chair be-
side which Don Luis was standing, he stam-
mered:

“Save her, I implore you! You have it
in your power. Yes, you can do anything!
I learned to know you in fighting you. There
was more than your genius defending you
against me; there is a luck that protects
you. You are different from other men.
Why, the mere fact of your not killing me
at once, though I had pursued you so sav-
agely, the fact of your listening to the incon-
ceivable truth of the innocence of all three
of us and accepting it as admissible—surely
these constitute an unprecedented miracle.

“While I was waiting for you and prepar-
ing to speak to you, I received an intuition
of it all!” he exclaimed. “I saw clearly that
the man who was proclaiming Marie’s inno-
cence with nothing to guide him but his rea-
son—I saw that this man alone could save
her and that he would save her. Ah, I
beseech you, save her! . And save her
at once! Otherwise it will he too late.

“In a few days Marie will have ended
her life. She can not go on living in prison.
You see, she means to die. No obstacle can
prevent her. Can any one be prevented
from committing suicide?. And how horri-
ble if she were to die! . . . Oh, if the law
requires a criminal I will confess anything
that I am asked to. I will joyfully accept
every charge and pay every penalty, pro-
vided that Marie is free! Save her! . .. I
did not know, I do not yet know, the best
thing to be done. . . . Save her from prison
and death! Save her, for God’s sake, save
her!”

Tears flowed down his anguish-stricken
face. Florence also was crying, bowed down
with sorrow. And Perenna suddenly felt the
most terrible dread steal over him.

Although, ever since the beginning of the
interview, a fresh conviction had gradually
been mastering him, it was only as it werea
a glance that he became aware of it. Sud-
denly he perceived that his belief in Sau-
verand’s words was unrestricted and that
Florence was perhaps not the loathsome
creature that he had had the right to think,
but a woman whose eyes did not lie and
whose face and soul were alike beautiful.

Suddenly he learned that the two people
before him, as well as that Marie Fauville
for love of whom they had fought so
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unskilful a fight, were imprisoned in an iron
circle which their efforts would not succeed
in breaking. And that circle, traced by an
unknown hand, he, Perenna, had drawn
tighter around them with the most ruth-
less determination.

“If only it is not too late!” he muttered.

He staggered under the shock of the sen-
sations and ideas that crowded upon him.
Everything clashed in his brain with tragic
violence—certainty, joy, dismay, despair,
fury. He was struggling in the clutches of
the most hideous nightmare; and he already
seemed to see a detective’s heavy hand de-
scending on Florence’s shoulder:

“Come away! Come away!”’ he cried,
starting up in alarm. “It is madness to re-
main!”

“But the house is surrounded,” Sauve-

rand objected.
“And then? Do you think that I will
allow for a second . . . ? No, no; come!

We must fight side by side. I shall still
entertain some doubts, that is certain.
You must destroy them; and we will save
Mme. Fauville.”

“But the detectives around the house?”

‘“We’ll manage them.”

“Weber, the deputy chief?”

“He’s not here. And as long as he’s not
here I'll take everything on myself. Come,
follow me, but at some little distance.
When I give the signal and - not till
then——"

He drew the bolt and turned the handle
of the door. At that moment some one
knocked. It was the butler.

“Well?”’ asked Don Luis.
disturbed?”

“The deputy chief detective, M. Weber,
is here, sir.”

CHAPTER XIII

“Why am I

ROUTED

DON LUIS had certainly expected this
formidable blow; and yet it appeared
to take him unawares and he repeated more
than once: “Ah, Weber is here! . . . Weber
is here!” .

All his buoyancy left him and he felt like
a retreating army which, after almost ma-
king good its escape, suddenly finds itself
brought to a stop by a steep mountain.
Weber was there; that is to say, the chief
leader of the enemies, the man who would
be sure to plan the attack and the resist-
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ance in such a manner as to dash Perenna’s
hopes to the ground. With Weber at the
head of the detectives, any attempt to force
a way out would have been absurd. . . . .

And Sergeant Mazeroux, Perenna’s hench-
man in the Lupin days—Mazeroux, who
still adored his old-time “chief,” but who,
now that he had reformed, held his duty in
even higherregard. . . . Inafew moments
Weber would find Mazeroux in the lumber-
room where Perenna had left him, bound
and gagged; that discovery alone would
supply Perenna’s arch-enemy with excuse
enough for——

Abruptly Don Luis broke off his reflec-
tions. Turning to the servant he snapped,
“Did you let him in?”

“You did not tell me not to, sir.”

“Is he alone?”

“No, sir; the deputy chief has six men with
him. He has left them in the court-yard.”

“And where is he?”

“He asked me to take him to the first
floor. He expected to find you in your
study, sir.”

“Does he know now that I am with Ser-
geant Mazeroux and Mlle. Levasseur?”

“Yes, sir.”

Perenna thought for a moment and then
said:

“Tell him that you have not found me
and that you are going to look for me in
Mile. Levasseur’s rooms. Perhaps he will
go with you. All the better if he does.”

And he locked the door again.

The struggle through which he had just
passed did not show itself on his face; and,
now that all was lost; now that he was call-
ed upon to act, he recovered that wonderful
composure which never abandoned him at
decisive moments. He went up to Florence.
She was very pale and was silently weeping,
He said:

“You must not be frightened, mademoi-
selle. If you obey me implicitly, you will
have nothing to fear.”

She did not reply and he saw that she
still mistrusted him. And he almost re-
joiced at the thought that he would compel
her to believe in him.

“Listen to me,” he said to Sauverand.
“In case I should not succeed after all, there
are still several things which you must ex-
plain.”

“What are they?”’ asked Sauverand, who
had lost none of his coolness.

Then, collecting all his riotous thoughts,
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resolved to omit nothing, but at the same
time to speak only what was essential, Don
Luis asked, in a calm voice:

“Where were you on the morning before
the murder, when a man carrying an ebony
walking-stick and answering to your de-
scription entered the Café du Pont-Neuf
immediately after Inspector Vérot and sub-
stituted an envelope containing a blank
sheet of paper for that containing his report
on the Mornington mystery?”

“At home.”

““Are you sure that you did not go out?”

“Absolutely sure. And I am also sure
that I have never been to the Café du Pont-
Neuf, of which I had never even heard.”

“Good! Next question. Why, when you
learned all about this business, did you not
go to M. Desmalions, the Prefect of Police,
or the examining magistrate? It would
have been simpler for you to give yourself
up and tell the exact truth than to engage
in this unequal fight.”

“Y was thinking of doing so. But I at
once realized that the plot hatched against
me was so clever that no bare statement of
the truth would have been enough to con-
vince the authorities. They would never
have believed me. What proof could I sup-
ply? lloneatall. . . whereas, on the other
hand, the proofs against us were overwhelm-
ing and undeniable. Were not the marks of
the teeth evidence of Marie’s undoubted
guilt? And were not my silence, my flight,
the shooting of Chief Inspector Ancenis, so
many crimes? No; if I would rescue Marie,
I must remain free.”

“But she could have spoken herself?”’

“And confessed our love? Apart from
the fact that her womanly modesty would
have prevented her, what good would it
have done? On the contrary, it meant
lending greater weight to the accusation.
That was just what happened when Hippo-
lyte Fauville’s letters, appearing one by
one, revealed to the police the as yet un-
known motives of the crimes imputed to
us. We loved each other.”

“How do you explain the letters?”

“I can’t explain them. We did not know
of Fauville’s jealousy. IHe kept it to him-
self. And then again, why did he suspect
us? What can have put it into his head
that we meant to kill himp Where did his
fears, his nightmares come from? It is a
mystery. He wrote that he had letters of
ours in his possession: what letters?”
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" “And the marks of the teeth, those marks
which were undoubtedly made by Mme,
Fauville?”

“I don’t know. It is all incomprehensi-
ble.” ,

“You don’t know either what she can
have done after leaving the opera, between
twelve and two in the morning?”’

“No. She was evidently lured into a
trap. But how and by whom? And why
does she not say what she was doing? More
mystery.”

“You were seen that evening, the eve-
ning of the murders, at Auteuil station.
What were you doing there?”

“I was going to the Boulevard Suchet and
I passed under Marie’s windows. Remem-
ber that it was 2 Wednesday. I came back
on the following Wednesday and, still
knowing nothing of the tragedy or of
Marie’s arrest, I came back again on the
second Wednesday, which was the evening
on which you found out where I lived and
informed Sergeant Mazeroux against me.”

“Another thing. Did you know of the
Mornington inheritance?”’

“No, nor Florence either; and we have
every reason to think that Marie and her
husband knew no more about it than we
did.”

“That barn at Damigni: was it the first
time that you had entered it?”

“Yes; and our astonishment at the sight
of the two skeletons hanging from the raf-
ters equaled yours.”

Don Luis was silent. He cast about for
a few seconds longer to see if he had any
more questions to ask. Then he said:

“That is all I wanted to know. Are you,
on your side, certain that everything that
is necessary has been said?”

“Yes.),

“This is a serious moment. It is possible
that we may not meet again. Now you
have not given me a single proof of your
statements.”

“I have told you the truth. To a man
like yourself, the truth is enough. As for
me, I am beaten. I give up the struggle, or
rather I place myself under your orders.
Save Marie.”

“I will save the three of you,” said Pe-
renna. “The fourth of the mysterious let-
ters is to make its appearance tomorrow:
that leaves ample time for us to lay our
heads together and study the matter fully.
And tomorrow evening I shall go there and,
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with the help of all that you have told me,
I shall prove the innocence of you all. The
essential thing is to be present at the meet-
ing on the twenty-fifth of May.”

“Please think only of Marie. Sacrifice
me, if necessary. Sacrifice Florence even.
I am speaking in her name as well as my
own when I tell you that it is better to
desert us than to jeopardize the slightest
chance of success.”

“I will save the three of you,” Perenna
repeated.

He pushed the door a]ar and, after lis-
tening outside, said:

“Don’t move. And don’t open the door
to anybody, on any pretext whatever, be-
fore 1 come to fetch you. I shall not be
long.”

- HE LOCKED the door behind him
Fo‘ and went down to the first floor. He
L did not feel those high spirits which
usually cheered him on the eve of his great
battles. This time, Florence Levasseur’s
life and liberty were at stake; and the con-
sequences of a defeat seemed to him worse
than death. -

Through the window on the landing he
saw the detectives guarding the courtyard.
He counted six of them. And he also saw
the deputy chief at one of the windows of
his study, watching the courtyard and keep-
- ing in touch with the detectives.

“By Jove,” he thought, ‘“he’s sticking to
his post. It will be a tough job. He sus-
pects something. However, let’s make a
start!”

He went through the drawing-room and
entered his study. Weber saw him. The
two enemies were face to face.

There was a few seconds’ silence before
the duel opened, the duel which was bound
to be swift and vigorous, without the least
sign of weakness or distraction on either
side. It could not last longer than three
minutes.

The deputy chief’s face bore an expres-
sion of mingled joy and anxiety. For the
first time he had permission, he had orders
to fight that accursed Don Luis against
whom he had never yet been able to satisfy
his hatred. And his delight was all the
greater because he held every trump, where-
as Don Luis had put himself in the wrong
by defending Florence Levasseur and tam-
pering with the girl’s portrait, which the
police had found upon Vérot’s body and
7
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which they had held as evidence. On the
other hand, Weber did not forget that Don
Luis was identical with Arséne Lupin; and
this consideration caused him a certain
uneasiness. He was obviously thinking—

“The least blunder, and I’m done for.”

He crossed swords, with a jest.

“I see that you were not in Mlle. Levas-
seur’s lodge, as your man pretended.”

“My man spoke in accordance with my
instructions. I was in my bedroom, up-
stairs. But I wanted to finish the job be-
fore I came down.”

“And is it done?”

“It’s done. Florence Levasceur and Gas-
ton Sauverand are in my room, gagged and
bound. You have only to accept delivery
of the goods.”

“Gaston Sauverand!” cried Weber.
“Then it was he who was seen coming in?”

“Yes. He was simply living with Flor-
ence Levasseur.”

“Oho!” said the deputy chief in a ban-
tering tone.

“Yes; and when Sergeant Mazeroux
brought Florence Levasseur to my room, to
question her out of hearing of the servants,
Sauverand, foreseeing her arrest, had the
audacity to join us. He tried to rescue her
from our hands.”

“And you checkmated him?”’

(lYes bAs

It was clear that the deputy chief did not
believe one word of the story. He knew
through M. Desmalions, the Prefect of
Police, and Mazeroux that Don Luis was
in love with Florence; and Don Luis was
not the man even through jealousy to hand
over a woman whom he loved. Weber
increased his attention.

“Good business!” he said. “Take me up
to your room. Was it a hard struggle?”’

“Not very. I managed to disarm the
scoundrel. All the same, Mazeroux got
stabbed in the thumb.”

“Nothing serious?”’

“Oh dear, no; but he has gone to have
his wound dressed at the druggist’s.”

The deputy chief stopped, greatly sur-
prised.

“What! Isnt Mazeroux in your room
with the two prisoners?”

“I never told you that he was.”

“No, but your butler

“The butler made a mistake. Mazeroux
went out a few minutes before you came.”

“It’s funny,” said Weber, watching Don
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Luis closely, “but my men all think he’s
here. They haven’t seen him go out.”

“They haven’t seen him go out?” echoed
Don Luis, pretending to feel anxious. “But
then where can he be? He told me he
wanted to have his thumb seen to.”

The deputy chief was growing more and
more suspicious. Evidently Perenna was
trying to get rid of him by sending him in
search of the sergeant.

“I will send one of my men,” he said.
“Is the druggist’s near?”

“Just around the corner, in the Rue de
Bourgogne. Besides, we can telephone.”

“Oh, we can telephone!” muttered Weber.

He was quite at a loss and looked like a
man who does not know what is going to
happen next. He moved slowly toward the

instrument, while barring the way to Don

Luis to prevent his escaping. Don Luis
therefore retreated to the telephone-box,
as if forced to do so, took down the receiver
with one hand, and, calling, “Hullo! Hullo!
Saxe, 2409,” with the other hand, which
was resting against the wall, he cut one of
the wires with a pair of pliers which he had
taken off the table as he passed.

“Hullo! Is that 2409? Are you the
druggist? . . . Hullo! ... Sergeant Maze-
roux, of the detective service, is with you,
isn’t he? . Eh? What? What do you
say? But it’s too awful! Are yousure? Do
you mean to say the wound is poisoned?”

Without thinking what he was doing, the
deputy chief pushed Don Luis aside and
took hold of the receiver. The thought of
the poisoned wound was too much for him.

“Hello!” he cried, keeping an eye on Don
Luis and motioning to the other not to go
away. “HellolHellol . . . Eh? . .0 H’S
Deputy Chief Weber, of the detective office,
speaking. . .. Hello!... I want to know
about Sergeant Mazeroux. . . . Hello!
Hello! . . . Oh, hang it, why don’t you
answer! ¥

Suddenly he let go the instrument, look-
ed at the wires, perceived that they had
been cut and turned around, showing a face
that clearly expressed the thought in his
mind:

“That’s done it! I've been tricked!”

Perenna was standing a couple of yards
behind Weber, leaning carelessly against the
woodwork of the arch, with his left hand
passed between his back and the wood-
work. He was smiling, smiling pleasantly,
kindly and genially.

“Don’t move!” he said, with a.g&nm&-
his right hand. :

Weber, more frightened by that smile
than he would have been by threats, took
good care not to move. =

“Don’t move!” repeated Don Luis in a
very queer voice. “And, whatever you do,
don’t be alarmed. You sha’n’t be hurt, I
promise you. Just five minutes in a dark
cell for a naughty little boy. Are i@‘
ready? One, two, three! Bang!” .

He stood aside and pressed a secret but-
ton that worked a hidden iron curtain. The
heavy panel came crashing to the floor. The
deputy chief was a prisoner. .

“That’s a hundred millions gone to Jer-
icho!” grinned Don Luis. “A pretty trick,
but a bit expensive. Good-by, Mornington
inheritance! Good-by, Don Luis Perenna!
And now, my dear Lupin, if you don’t
want Weber to take his revenge, beat a re-
treat and in good order. One, two; left,
right; left, right!”

As he spoke he locked, on the inside, the
folding doors between the drawing-room
and the first-floor anteroom; then, return-
ing to his study, he locked the door between
this room and the drawing-room.

The deputy chief was banging at the iron
curtain with all his might and shouting so
loudly that they were bound to hear him
outside through the open window.

“You're not making half enough noise,
deputy!” cried Don Luis. ‘“Let’s see what
we can do.”

He took his revolver and fired off three
bullets, one of which broke a pane. Then
he quickly left his study by a small, massive
door, which he carefully closed behind him.
He was now in a secret passage which ran
around both rooms and ended at another
door leading to the anteroom. He opened
this door wide and was thus able to hide
behind it. -

Attracted by the shots and the noise
detectives were already rushing throug};_ﬂle
hall and up the staircase. When they
reached the first floor and had gone through
the anteroom, as the drawing-room doors
were locked, the only outlet open to them
was the passage, at the end of which they
could hear the deputy shouting. They . all
six darted down it.

When the last of them had wvanished
around the bend in the passage, Don Luis
softly pushed back the door that concealed
him and locked it like the rest. The six j_ ;
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detectives were as safely imprisoned as the
deputy chief.

‘““Bottled!” muttered Don Luis. “It will
take them quite five minutes to realize the
situation, to bang at the locked doors and
to break down one of them. In five min-
utes, we shall be far away.”

N\ HE MET two of his servants run-
ning up with scared faces, the chauf-
feur and the butler. He flung each

of them a thousand-franc note and said to
the chauffeur:

“Set the engine going, and let no one near
the machine to block my way. Two thou-
sand francs more for each of you if I get
off in the motor. Don’t stand staring at
me like that; I mean what I say. Two
thousand francs apiece; it’s for you to earn
it. Look sharp!”

He himself went up the second flight
without undue haste, remaining master of
himself. But on the last stair he was
seized with such a feeling of elation that he
shouted:

“Victory! The road is clear!”

The boudoir door was opposite. He open-
ed it and repeated:

“Victory! But there’s not a second to
lose. Follow me!”

He entered. A stifled oath escaped his
lips.

The room was empty.

“What!” he stammered. “What does
this mean? . . . They’re gone. . . . Flor-
ence——Y

Certainly, unlikely though it seemed, he
had hitherto supposed that Sauverand pos-
sessed a false key to the lock. But how
could they both have escaped, in the midst
of the detectives? He looked around him,
And then he understood.

In the recess containing the window, the
lower part of the wall, which formed a very
wide box underneath the ¢asement, had the
top of its woodwork raised and resting
against the panes, exactly like the lid of a
chest. And inside the open chest he saw
the upper rungs of a narrow descending
ladder.

In a second Don Luis conjured up the
whole story of the past: the ancestress of
Count Malonyi, his predecessor in the
house, hiding in the old family mansion,
escaping the search of the perquisitors and
in this way living throughout the troublous
times of the French Revolution. Every-
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thing was explained. A passage contrived
in the thickness of the wall led to some
distant outlet. And this was how Florence
used to come and go through the house;
this was how Gaston went in and out in all
security; and this also was how both of them
were able to enter his room and surprise
his secrets. \

“Why not have told me?”’ he wondered.
“A lingering suspicion, I suppose. . . .”

But his eyes were attracted by a sheet of
paper on the table. With a feverish hand,
Gaston Sauverand had scribbled the fol-
lowing lines in pencil:

We are trying to escape so as not to compromise
you. If we are caught, it can’t be helped. The
great thing is that you should be free. All our
hopes are centered in you.

Below were two words written by Flor-
ence—

Save Marie.

“Ah!” he murmured, disconcerted by the
turn of events and not knowing what to de-
cide. ‘“Why, oh, why did they not obey y
instructions? We are separated now——"’

Downstairs the detectives were batter-
ing at the door of the passage in which they
were unprlsoned Perhaps he would still
have time to reach his motor before they
succeeded in breaking down the door.
Nevertheless he preferred to take the same
road as Florence and Sauverand, which
gave him the hope of saving them and of
rescuing them in case of danger.

He therefore stepped over the side of the
chest, placed his foot on the top rung and
went down. Some twenty bars brought
him to the middle of the first floor. Here,
by the light of his electric lantern, he en-
tered a sort of low, vaulted tunnel, dug, as
he thought, in the wall and so narrow that
he could only walk along it sidewise.

Thirty yards farther there was a bend, at
right angles; and next, at the end of an-
other tunnel, of the same length, a trap
door, which stood open, revealing the rungs
of a second ladder. He did not doubt that
the fugitives had gone this way.

It was quite light at the bottom. Here
he found himself in a cupboard which was
also open and which, on ordinary occasions,
must have been covered by curtains that
were now drawn. ‘This cupboard faced a
bed that filled almost the whole space of an
alcove. On passing through the alcove and
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reaching a room from which it was sepa-
rated only by a slender partition, to his great
surprise he recognized Florence’s sitting-
room.

This time he knew where he was. The
exit, which was not secret, as it led to the
Place du Palais-Bourbon, but nevertheless
very safe, was that which Sauverand gen-
erally used when Florence admitted him.

Don Luis therefore went through the en-
trance-hall and down the steps and, a little
way before the pantry, came upon the cel-
lar-stairs. He ran down these and soon
recognized the low door that served to ad-
mit the wine-casks. The daylight filtered
in through a small, grated spy-hole. He
groped till he found the lock. Glad to have
come to the end of his expedition, he open-
ed the door.

“Hang it all!” he growled, leaping back
and clutching at the lock, which he man-
aged to fasten again.

Two policemen in uniform were guarding
the exit, two policemen who had tried to
seize him as he appeared!

Where did those two men come from?
Had they prevented the escape of Sauve-
rand and Florence? But in that case Don
Luis would have met the two fugitives, as he
had come by exactly the same road as they.

“No,” he thought, “they effected their:

flight before the exit was watched. But,
by Jove, it’s my turn to clear out; and
that’s not easy. Shall I let myself be
caught in my burrow like a rabbit?”’

He went up the cellar-stairs again, in-
tending to hasten matters, to slip into the
courtyard through the outhouses, to jump
into his motor and to clear a way for him-
self. But when he was just reaching the
yard, near the coach house, he saw four de-
tectives, four of those whom he had im-
prisoned, come up waving their arms and
shouting. And he also became aware of a
regular uproar near the main gate and the
porter’s lodge. A number of men were all
talking together, raising their voices in vio-
lent discussion.

Perhaps he might profit by this oppor-
tunity to steal outside under cover of the
disorder. At the risk of being seen, he put out
his head. And what he saw astounded him.

Gaston Sauverand stood with his back to
the wall of the lodge, surrounded by police-
men and detectives who pushed and in-
sulted him. The handcuffs were on his
wrists.
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Gaston Sauverand a prisoner! What had
happened between the two fugitives and
the police? 3

His heart wrung with ang , he leaned
out still farther. But he did not see Flor-
ence. The girl had no doubt succeeded in
escaping.

Weber’s appearance on the steps and the
deputy chief’s first words confirmed his
hopes. Weber was mad with rage. His e
cent captivity and the humiliation of his:
defeat exasperated him.

“Ah!” he roared, as he saw the prisoner,
“There’s one of them, at any rate! Gas-
ton Sauverand! Choice game, that! ...
“‘Where did you catch him?” !
~ “On the Place du Palais-Bourbon, " smd )
one of the inspectors. “We saw him slink-
ing out through the cellar-door.”

““And his accomplice, the Levasseur girl?”

“We missed her, deputy chief. She was
the first out.”

“And Don Luis? You haven’t let him
leave the house, I hope? I gave orders.”

“He tried to get out through the cellar-
door five minutes after.”

“Who said so?”

“One of the men in uniform posted out-
side the door.”

“Well?” » >

“The fellow went back into the cellar.”

Weber gave a shout of delight. -

“We’ve got him! And it’s a nasty busi-
ness for him! Charge of resisting the police!

Complicity! . We shall be able
to unmask him at last! . . . Two men to
guard Sauverand, four men on the Place du
Palais-Bourbon, revolver in hand. Two
men on the roof. The rest stick to me.
We'll begin with the Levasseur girl’s room
and we’ll take his room next.” p

Don Luis did not wait for the enemies'
attack. Knowing their intentions, he beat
a retreat, unseen, toward Florence’s rooms.
Here, as Weber did not yet know the short
cut through the outhouses, he had time to
make sure that the trap door was in perfect
working order and that there was no reason
why they should discover the existence of 2
secret cupboard at the back of the alcove,
behmd the curtains of the bed. :

~ Once inside the passage he went up tl: ‘
first staircase, followed the long corridor
contrived in the wall, climbed the ladder
leading to the boudoir; and, perceiving that
this second trap door fitted the wood-
work so closely that no one could suspd,



Ar§éné Lupin—And the Tiger’s Teeth

anything, he closed it over him.' A few
minutes later he heard the noise of men
making a search above his head.

And so, on the twenty-fourth of May, at
five o’clock in the afternoon, the position
was as follows: Florence Levasseur with a
warrant out against her, Gaston Sauverand
in prison, Marie Fauville in prison and re-
fusing all food. And Don Luis, who be-
lieved in their innocence and who alone
could have saved them, Don Luis was be-
ing blockaded in his own house and hunted
down by a score of detectives!

As for the Mornington inheritance, there
could be no more question of that, because
the legatee, in his turn, had set himself in
open rebellion against society.

“Capital!” said Don Lws with a grin.
“This is life as I understand it. The ques-
tion is a simple one and may be put in dif-
ferent ways. How can a wretched, un-
washed beggar, with not a penny in his
pocket, make a fortune in twenty-four hours
without setting foot outside his hovel? How
can a general, with no soldiers and no am-
munition left, win a battle which he has
lost? In short, how shall I, Arséne Lupin,
manage to be present tomorrow evening at
the meeting which will be held on the Boule-
vard Suchet and to behave in such a way as
to save Marie Fauville, Florence Levasseur,
Gaston Sauverand and my excellent friend
Don Luis Perenna in the bargain?”

Dull blows came from somewhere. The
men must be hunting the roofs and sound-
ing the walls.

Don Luis stretched himself flat on the
floor, hid his face in his folded arms and,
shutting his eyes, murmured—

“Let’s think.”

CHAPTER XIV
“gerp!”

WHEN Lupin afterward told me this
episode of the tragic story, he said,
not without a certain self-complacency:
“What astonished me then and what as-
tonishes me still, as one of the most amaz-
ing victories on which I am entitled to pride
myself, is that I was able to admit Sauve-
rand and Marie Fauville’s innocence on the
spot, as a problem solved once and for all.
It was a first-class performance, I swear,
and surpassed the most famous deductions
of the most famous investigators both in
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psychological value and in detective merit.

“After all, taking everything into ac-
count, there was not the shadow of a fresh
fact to enable me to alter the verdict. The
charges accumulated against the two pris-
oners were the same and were so grave
that no examining magistrate would have
hesitated for a second to commit them for
trial, nor any jury to bring them in guilty.
I will not speak of Marie Fauville: you had
only to think of the marks of her teeth to
be absolutely certain. But Gaston Sauve-
rand, the son of Victor Sauverand and con-
sequently the heir of Cosmo Mornington;
Gaston Sauverand, the man with the ebony
walking-stick and the murderer of Chief In-
spector Ancenis: was he not just as guilty
as Marie Fauville, incriminated with her
by the mysterious letters, incriminated by
the very revelation of the husband whom -
they had killed? . . .

“And yet why did that sudden change
take place in me?” he asked. “Why did I
go against the evidence? Why did I credit
an incredible fact? Why did I admit the
inadmissible? . . . Why? Well, no doubt,
because truth has an accent that rings in
the ears in a manner all its own. On the
one side, every proof, every fact, every real-
ity, every certainty; on the other, a story,
a story told by one of the three criminals,
and therefore, presumptively, absurd and
untrue from start to finish. But a story
told in 4 frank voice, a clear, dispassionate,
closely woven story, free from complica-
tions or improbabilities, a story which sup-
plied no positive solution, but which, by its
very honesty, obliged any impartial mind
to reconsider the solution arrived at. I be-
lieved the story.”

The explanation which Lupin gave me
was not complete. I asked—

“And Florence Levasseur?”

“Florence?”

“Yes; you don’t tell me what you
thought. What was your opinion about
her? Everything tended to incriminate her
not only in your eyes, because, logically
speaking, she had taken part in all the at-
tempts to murder you, but also in the eyes
of the police. They knew that she used to
pay Sauverand clandestine visits at his
house on the Boulévard Richard-Wallace.
They had found her photograph in Inspect-
or Vérot’s memorandum-book. And then

. . and then all the rest: your accusations,
your certainties. Was all that modified by
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Sauverand’s story? To your mind, was
Florence innocent or guilty?”

He hesitated, seemed on the point of re-
plying directly and frankly to my question,
but could not bring himself to do so and
said:

“I wished to have confidence. In order
to act, I must have full and entire confi-
dence, whatever doubts might still assail
me, whatever darkness mxght still enshroud
this or that part of the adventure. I there-
fore believed. And, believing, I acted ac-
cording to my belief.”

Acting, to Don Luis Perenna, during
those hours of forced inactivity, consisted
solely in perpetually repeating to himself
Gaston Sauverand’s account of the events.
He tried to reconstitute it in ali its details,
to remember the very least sentences, the
apparently most insignificant phrases. And
he examined those sentences, scrutinized
those phrases one by one, in order to ex-
tract such particle of the truth as they con-
tained.

For the truth was there. Sauverand had
said so and Perenna did not doubt it. The
whole sinister affair, all that constituted the
case of the Mornington inheritance and the
tragedy of the Boulevard Suchet, all that
could throw light upon the plot hatched
against Marie Fauville, all that could ex-
plain the undoing of Sauverand and Flor-
ence: all this lay in Sauverand’s story.
Don Luis had only to understand; and the
truth would appear like the moral which
we draw from some obscure fable.

Don Luis did not once deviate from his
method. If any objection suggested itself
to his mind, he at once replied:

“Very well. It may be that I am wrong
and that Sauverand’s story will not en-
lichten me on any point capable of guiding
me. It may be that the truth lies outside
it. But am I in a position to get at the
truth in any other way? All that T possess
as an instrument of research, without at-
taching undue importance to certain gleams
of light which the regular appearance of the
mysterious letters has shed upon the case—
all that T possess is Gaston Sauverand’s
story. Must I not make use of it?”

And once again, as when one follows a
path by another person’s tracks, he began
to live through the adventure which Sau-
verand had been through. He compared it
with the picture of it which he had imagined
until then. The two were in opposition;
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~ into the healing waters of a bath.

but could not the very clash of their oppo-
sition be made to produce a spark of light?
“Here is what he said,” he thought, “and
there is what I believed. What does e
difference mean? Here is the thing th
was and there is the thing that appeaxed
be. Why did the criminal wish the thing
that was to appear under that particular
aspect? To remove all suspicion from him?
But in that case was it necessary that sus-
picion should fall precisely on those on
whom it did?” S
The questions came crowding one upon
the other. He sometimes answered them at
random, mentioning -names and uttermg 3
words in succession, as if the name men-
tioned might be just that of the criminal
and the words uttered those which con- -
tained the unseen reality. .
Then at once he would take up the story
again, as schoolboys do when parsing and
analyzing a passage, in which each expres-
sion is carefully sifted, each period dis-
cussed, each sentence reduced to its essen-
tial value.

e AR T s L™

ly, in the middle of the night, he
gave a start. He took out his watch.
By the light of his electric lamp he saw tha
it was seventeen minutes to twelve.
“So at seventeen minutes to twelve at
night,” he said, “I fathomed the mystery.”
He tried to control his emotion, buf it
was too great; and his nerves were so im-
mensely ‘staggered by the trial that he be-
gan to shed tears. He had caught sight of
the appalling truth, all of a sudden, as
when at night one half sees a landscape
under a lightning-flash. -
There is nothing more unnerving than
this sudden illumination when we have been
groping and struggling in the dark. Al
ready exhausted by his physical efforts and
by the want of food from which he was be-
ginning to suffer, he felt the shock so in-
tensely that, without caring to think a

or rather to sink into sleep, as one sinks

When he awoke, in the small hours, alert
and well despite the discomfort of his couch,
he shuddered on thinking of the theory
which he had accepted; and his first instinct
was to doubt it. He had, so to speak, no
time. g

All the proofs came rushing to lus lmnd
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of their own accord and at once transformed
the theory into one of those certainties
which it would be madness to deny. It
was that and nothing else. As he had
foreseen, the truth lay recorded in Sauve-
rand’s story. And he had not been mis-
taken, either, in saying to Mazeroux that
the manner in which the mysterious letters
appeared had put him on the track of the
truth.

-And the truth was terrible. He felt, at
the thought of it, the same fears that had
maddened Inspector Vérot when, already
tortured by the poison, he stammered:

“Oh, I don’t like this, I don’t like the
look of this! . The whole thing has
been planned in such an infernal manner!”

Infernal was the word! And Don Luis
remained stupefied at the revelation of a
crime which looked as if no human brain
could have conceived it.

For two hours more he devoted all his
mental powers to examining the situation
from every point of view. He was not
much disturbed about the result, because,
being now in possession of the terrible
secret, he had nothing more to do but make
his escape and go that evening to the meet-
ing on the Boulevard Suchet, where he
would show them all how the murder was
committed.

But when, wishing to try his chance of
escaping, he went up through the under-
ground passage and climbed to the top of
the upper ladder; that is to say, to the level
of the boudoir, he heard through the trap
door the voices of men in the room.

“By Jove,” he said to himself, “the thing
is not so simple as I thought! In order to
escape the minions of the law, I must first
leave my prison; and here is at least one of

the exits blocked. Let’s look at the other.”-

He went down to Florence’s apartments
and worked the mechanism, which consisted
of a counterweight. The panel of the cup-
board moved in the groove.

Driven by hunger and hoping to find
some provisions which would enable him to
withstand a siege without being reduced to
famine, he was about to pass through the
alcove, behind the curtains, when he was
stopped short by a sound of footsteps.
Some one had entered the room.

“Well, Mazeroux, have you spent the
night here? Nothing rnew?”

Don Luis recognized the Prefect of Police
by his voice; and the question put by the
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Prefect told him first that Mazeroux had
been released from the dark closet where he
had bound him up and secondly that the
sergeant was in the next room. Fortunate-
ly the sliding panel had worked without the
least sound; and Don Luis was able to over-
hear the convesation between the two men.

“No, nothing new, Monsieur le Préfet,”
replied Mazeroux.

“That’s funny. The confounded fellow
must be somewhere. Or can he have got
away over the roof?”

“Impossible, Monsieur le Préfet,” said
a third voice, which Don Luis recognized
as that of Weber, the deputy chief detect-
ive. “Impossible. We made certain yes-
terday that, unless he has wings——"’

“Then what do you think, Weber?”’

“I think, Monsieur le Préfet, that he is
concealed in the house. This is an old
house and probably contains some safe
hiding-place—"

“Of course, of course,” said M. Des-
malions, whom Don Luis, peeping through
the curtains, saw walking to and fro in
front of the alcove. ‘‘You're right; and we
shall catch him in his burrow. Only, is it
really necessary?”

“Monsieur le Préfet!”

“Well, you know my opinion on the sub-
ject, which is also the Prime Minister’s
opinion. Unearthing Lupin would be a
blunder which we should end by regretting.
After all, he’s become an honest man, you
know; he’s useful to us and he does no
harm——"

“No harm, Monsieur le Préfet?
think so?”” said Weber stiffly.

M. Desmalions burst out laughing.

“Oh, of course, yesterday’s trick, the
telephone trick! You must admit it was
funny. The Premier had to hold his sides
when I told him of it.”

“Upon my word, I see nothing to laugh
at!”

“No; but, all the same, the rascal is never
at a loss. Funny or not, the trick was ex-
traordinarily daring. To cut the telephone-
wire before your eyes and then blockade
you behind that iron curtain! By the way,
Mazeroux, you must get the telephone
repaired this morning, so as to keep in touch
with the office. Have you begun your
search in these two rooms?”’ :

“As you ordered, M~nsieur le Préfet.
The deputy chief and I have been hunting
around for the last hour.”

Do you
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“Yes,” said M. Desmalions, “that Flor-
ence Levasseur strikes me as a troublesome
creature. She is certainly an ‘accomplice.
But what were her relations with Sauverand
and what was her connection with Don
Luis Perenna? That’s what I should like
to know. Have you discovered nothing in
her papers?”’

“No, Monsieur le Préfet,” said Mazeroux.
“Nothing but bills and tradesmen’s letters.”

“And you, Weber?”

“I’ve found something very interesting,
Monsieur le Préfet.”

Weber spoke in a triumphant tone and, in
answer to M. Desmalions’ question, went
on: »
“This is a volume of Shakespeare, Mon-
sieur le Préfet; volume eight.~ You will see
that, contrary to the other volumes, the
inside is empty and the binding forms a
secret receptacle for hiding documents.”

“Yes. What sort of documents?”

“Here they are: sheets of paper, blank
sheets, all but three. One of them gives a
list of the dates on which the mysterious
letters were to appear.”

“Oho!” said M. Desmalions. “That’s a
crushing piece of evidence against Florence
Levasseur. And also it tells us where Don
Luis got his list from.”

PERENNA listened with surprise.
§? He had utterly forgotten this par-

ticular, and Gaston Sauverand had
made no reference to it in his narrative.
And yet it was a strange and serious detail.
From whom had Florence received that list
of dates?

“And what’s on the other two sheets?”
asked M. Desmalions.

Don Luis pricked up his ears. Those
two other sheets had escaped his attention
on the day of his interview with Florence
in this room.

“Here is one of them,” said Weber.

M. Desmalions took the paper and read:

Bear in mind that the explosion isinde pendent of
the letters, and that it will take place at three
o’clock in the morning.” -

“Yes,” he said, “the famous explosion
which Don Luis foretold and which is to
accompany the fifth letter, as announced
on the list of dates. Tush! We have
plenty of time, as there have been only
three letters and the fourth is due tonight.
Besides, blowing up that house on the
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Boulevard Suchet would be no easy ]oh,
Jove! Is that all?”
“Monsieur le Préfet,” said Weber, ps
ducing the third sheet “would you mix
looking at these lines drawn in pencil an
enclosed in a large square containing som
other, smaller squares and rectangles of 4
sizes>  Wouldn’t you say that it was the
plan of a house?” ‘
“Yes, I should.”
“It is the plan of the house in which
are,” declared Weber solemnly. ‘Her
you see the front courtyard, the main build-
ing, the porter’s lodge and, over
Mlle. Levasseur’s lodge. From this lo
a dotted line, in red pencil, starts zig
ging toward the main building. The com-
mencement of this line is marked by a little
red cross which stands for the room in which
we are . . . or, to be more correct, the
alcove. You will see here something like the
design of a chimney . . . or rather a cup-
board . . . a cupboard recessed behind th
bed and probably hidden by the curtmns.
“But in that case, Weber,” said M.
Desmalions, ‘‘this dotted line must repre-
sent a passage leading from this lodge to the
main building. Look, there is also a little
red cross at the other end of the line.” i
‘“Yes, Monsieur le Préfet, there is another
cross. We shall discover later for certain:
what position it marks. But meanwhile,
and acting on a mere guess, I have posted
some men in a small room on the second
floor where the last secret meeting between
Don Luis, Florence Levasseur and Gaston
Sauverand was held yesterday. And mean-
while, at any rate, we hold one end of the
line, and through that very fact we knoi
Don Luis Perenna’s retreat.”
There was a pause, after which tll:
deputy chief resumed, in a more and more
solemn voice:
“Monsieur le Préfet, yesterday I suﬂered
a cruel outrage at the hands of that man.
It was witnessed by our subordinates. The
servants must be aware of it. The public
will know of it before long. This man bas
brought about the escape of Florence L&
vasseur. He tried to bring about the
escape of Gaston -Sauverand. He is &
ruffian of the most dangerous type. " '
sieur le Préfet, I am sure that you will no
refuse me leave to dig him out of his hol 4
Otherwise . . . otherwise, Monsieur le P
fet, I shall feel obliged to band in my resrg' .

nation.”

(1€TT,

‘l .



Arséne Lupin—And the Tiger's Teeth

“With good reasons to back it up!” said
the Prefect, laughing. ‘“There’s no doubt
about it; you can’t stomach the trick of the
iron curtain. ‘Well, go ahead! It’s Don
Luis’ own lookout; he’s brought it on him-
self. . . . Mazeroux, ring me up at the office
as soon as the telephone is put right. And
both of you meet me at the Fauvilles’ house
this evening. Don’t forget it’s the night
for the fourth letter.”

“There won’t be any fourth letter, Mon-
sieur le Préfet,” said Weber.

“Why not?”

‘“Because between this and then Don
Luis will be under lock and key.”

“Oh, so you accuse Don Luis also of—"

Don Luws did not wait to hear more. He
softly retreated to the cupboard, took hold
-of the panel and pushed it back without a
sound.

So his hiding-place was known! -

“By Jingo,” he growled, “this is a bit
awkward! I'mina nice plight!”

He bad run hali way along the under-
ground passage, with the intention of reach-
ing the other exit. But he stopped.

“It’s not worth while, as the exit’s
watched. Well, let’s see; am I to let myself
be collared? Wait a bit; let’s see——"

Already there came from the alcove helow
a noise of blows striking on the panel, the
hollow sound of which had probably at-
tracted the deputy chief’s attention. And,
as Weber was not compelled to take the
same precautions as Don Luis and seemed to
be breaking down the panel without delay-
ing to look for the mechanism, the danger
was close at hand.

“Oh, hang it all!” muttered Don Luis.
“This is too silly! What shall I do? Have
a dash at them? Ah, if I had all my
strengthl!”

But he was exhausted by want of food.
His legs shook beneath him and his brain
seemed to lack its usual clearness.

The increasing violence of the blows in
the alcove drove him, in spite of all, toward
the upper exit; and, as he climbed the lad-
der, he moved his electric lantern over the
stones of the wall and the wood of the trap
door. He even tried to lift the door with
his shoulder. But he again heard a sound
of footsteps above his head. The men were
still there.

Then, consumed with fury and helpless,
he awaited the deputy’s coming.

A crash came from below; its echo spread
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through the tunnel, followed by a tumult
of voices.

“That’s it,” he said to himself. - “The
hand-cuffs, the lockup, the celll Good
Lord, what luck . . . and what nonsense!
And Marie Fauville, who'’s sure to do away
with herself. . . . And Florence . . . Flor-
ence——"’ _

Before extinguishing his lantern, he cast
its light around him for the last time.

AT A COUPLE of yards’ distance
from the ladder, about three
quarters of the way up and set a
little way ‘back, there was a big stone miss-
ing from the inner wall, leaving a space just
large enough to crouch in.

Although the recess did not form much
of a hiding-place, it was just possible that
they might omit to inspect it. Besides,
Don Luis had no choice. At all events,
after putting out the light, he leaned toward
the edge of the hole, reached it and man-
aged to scramble in by bending himself in
two.

Weber, Mazeroux and their men were
coming along. Don Luis propped himself
against the back of his hiding-hole to avoid
as far as possible the glare of the lanterns
of which he was beginning to see the gleams.
And an amazing thing happened; the stone
against which he was pushing toppled over
slowly, as if moving on a pivot, and he fell
backward into a second cavity situated
behind it!

He quickly drew his legs after him and
the stone swung back as slowly as before;
not, however, without sending down a
quantity of small stones, crumbling from the
wall and half covering his legs.

“Well, well!”” he chuckled. ‘“Can Provi-
dence be siding with virtue and righteous-
ness?”’

He heard Mazeroux’s voice saying:

“Nobody! And here’s the end of the
passage. Unless he ran away as we came—
look, through the trap door at the top of
this ladder.”

Weber replied:

“Considering the slope by which we’ve
come, it’s certain that the trap door ison a
level with the second floor. Well, the other
little cross ought to mark the boudoir on
the second floor, next to Don Luis’ bedroom.
That’s what I supposed and why I posted
three of our men there. If he’s tried to get
out on that side, he’s caught.”
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“We've only got to knock,” said Maze-
roux. “Our men will find the trap door and
let us out. If not, we will break it down.”

More blows echoe_d down the passage.
Fifteen or twenty minutes after, the trap
door gave way; and other voices now
mingled with Weber’s and Mazeroux’s.

During this time Don Luis examined his
domain and perceived how extremely small
it was. The most that he could do was to
sit in it. It was a gallery, or rather a sort
of gut, a yard and a half long and ending
in an orifice, narrower still, heaped up with
bricks. The walls besides were formed of
bricks, some of which were lacking; and the
building-stones which these should have
kept in place crumbled at the least touch.
The ground was strewn with them.

“By Jove,” thought Lupin, “I must not
wriggle about too much, or I shall risk being
buried alive! A pleasant prospect!”’

Not only this, but the fear of making a
noise kept him motionless. . As a matter of
fact, he was close to two rooms occupied by
the detectives, first the boudoir and then
the study; for the boudoir, as he knew, was
over that part of his study which included
the telephone-box.

The thought of this suggested another.
On reflection, remembering that he used
sometimes to wonder how Count Malonyi’s
ancestress had managed to keep alive be-
hind the curtain on the days when she had
to hide there, he realized that there must
have been a communication between the
secret passage and what was now the tele-
phone-box, a communication too narrow to
admit a person’s body, but serving as a
ventilating-shaft.

As a precaution in case the secret passage
was discovered, a stone concealed the upper
aperture of this shaft. Count Malonyi
must have closed up the lower end when he
restored the wainscoting of the study.

So there he was, imprisoned in the thick-
ness of the walls, with no ‘very definite
intention beyond that of escaping from the
clutches of the police. More hours passed.

@ ger and thirst, he fell into a heavy

i sleep, disturbed by painful night-
mares which he would have given much to
be able to throw off. But he slept too
deeply to recover consciousness until eight
o’clock in the evening.

When he woke up, feeling very tired, he

GRADUALLY, tortured with hun-

saw his position in an unexpectedly hideous
light and, at the same time, so accurately
that, yielding to a sudden change of opinion
marked by no little fear, he resolved to
leave his hiding-place and give himself up.
Anything was better than the torture which
he was enduring and the dangers to which
longer waiting exposed him.

But, on turning around to reach the en-
trance to his hole, he perceived first that
the stone did not swing over when merely
pushed and next, after several attempts,
that he could not manage to find the
mechanism which no doubt worked the
stone. He persisted. His exertions were
all in vainy The stone did not budge.
Only, at each exertion, a few bits of stone
came crumbling from the upper part of the
wall and still further narrowed the space in

“which he was able to move.
It cost him a considerable effort to master -

his excitement and to say jokingly:

“That’s capital! I shall be reduced now
to calling for help—I, Arséne Lupin! Yes,
to call in the help of those gentlemen of the
police! Otherwise, the odds on my bemg
buried alive will increase every minute,
They’re ten to one as it is!”

He clenched his fists.

“Hang it, I’ll get out.of this scrape by
myself! Call for help? Not if I know it!”’

He summoned up all his energies to think,
but his jaded brain gave him none but con-
fused and disconnected ideas. He was
haunted by Florence’s image and by Marie
Fauville’s as well.

“It’s tonight that I'm to save them,” he
said to himself. “And I certainly will save
them, as they are not guilty and as I know
the real criminal. But how shall I set about
it to succeed?”’

He thought of the Prefect of Police, of the
meeting that was to take place at Fauville’s
house on the Boulevard Suchet. The meet-
ing had hegun. The police were watching
the house. And this reminded him of the
sheet of paper found by Weber in the eighth
volume tof Shakespéare’s plays and of the
sentence written on it, which the Prefect
had read out:

Bear in mind that the explosion is independent of

the letters, and that it will take place at three
o’clock in the morning.

“Yes,” thought Don Luis, accepting M.
Desmalions’ reasoning; “yes, in ten days’
time. As there have been only three
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letters, the fourth will appear tonight; and
the explosion will not take place until the
fifth letter appears; that is, in ten days
from now.”

He repeated:

“In ten days . . . With the fifth letter . . .
in ten days—"

And suddenly he gave a start of fright.
A horrible vision had flashed across his
mind, a vision only too real. The explosion
was to occur that very night! And all at
once, knowing that he knew the truth, all
at once, in-a revival of his usual clear-
sightedness, he accepted the theory as cer-
tain.

No doubt, only three letters had appeared
out of the mysterious darkness, but four
letters ought to have appeared, because one
of them had appeared not on the date fixed,
but ten days later; and this for a reason
which Don Luis knew. Besides, it was not
a question of all this., It was not a question
of seeking the truth amid this confusion of
dates and letters, amid this intricate tangle
in which no one could lay claim to any
certainty.

No; one thing alone stood out above the
situation—the sentence, “Bear in mind that
the explosion is independent of the letters.”
And, as the explosion was put down for the
night of the twenty-fifth of May, it would
occur that very night, at three o’clock in
the morning!

“Help! Help!” he cried.

This time, he did not hesitate. So far,
he had had the courage to remain huddled
in his prison and to wait for the miracle that
might come to his assistance; but he pre-
ferred to face every danger and undergo
every penalty rather than abandon the
Prefect of Police, Weber, Mazeroux and
their companions to the death that threat-
ened them.

“Help! Help!”

Fauville’s house would be blown up in
three or four hours, That he knew with the
greatest certainty. Just as punctually as
the mysterious letters had reached their
destination in spite of all the obstacles in
the way, so the explosion would occur at
the hour named. The infernal artificer of
the accursed work had wished it so. At
three o’clock in the morning there would
be nothing left of the Fauvilles’ house.

“Help! Help!”

He recovered enough strength to raise
desperate shouts and to make his voice
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carry beyond the stones and beyond the
wainscoting.

Then, when there seemed to be no answer
to his call, he stopped and listened for a
long time. There was not a sound. The
silence was absolute.

Thereupon a terrible anguish covered
him with a cold sweat. Supposing the
detectives had ceased to watch the upper
floors and confined themselves to spending
the night in the rooms on the ground floor?

He madly took a brick and struck it re-
peatedly against the stone that closed the
entrance, hoping that the noise would
spread through the house. But an ava-
lanche of small stones, loosened by the
blows, at once fell upon him, knocking him
down again and fixing him where he lay.

“Help! Help!”
More silence—a great, ruthless silence.
“Help! Help!”

He felt that his shouts did not penetrate
the walls that stifled him. Besides, his
voice was growing fainter and fainter, pro-
ducing a hoarse groan that died away in his
strained throat.

He ceased his cries and again listened,
with all his anxious attention, to the great
silence that surrounded as with layers of
lead the stone coffin in which he lay im-
prisoned. Still nothing—not a sound. No
one would come, no one could come to his
assistance!

He continued to be haunted by Florence’s
name and image. And he thought also of
Marie Fauville, whom he had promised to
save. But Marie would die of self-imposed
starvation. And, like her, like Gaston
Sauverand and so many others, he in his
turn was the victim of this monstrous horror!

An incident occurred to increase his dis-
may. All of a sudden his electric lantern,
which he had left alight to dispel the terrors
of the darkness, went out. It was cleven
o’clock at night.

He was overcome with a fit of giddiness.
He could hardly breathe in the close and
vitiated air. His brain sufiered, as it were,
a physical and exceedingly painful ailment,
from the repetition of images that seemed
to encrust themselves there; and it was
always Florence’s beautiful features, of
Marie’s livid face. And, in his distraught
brain, while Marie lay dying, he heard the
explosion at the Fauvilles’ house and saw
the Prefect of Police and Mazeroux lying
hideously mutilated, dead.
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A numbness crept over him. He fell
into a sort of swoon, in which he continued
to stammer confused syllables:

“Florence . . . Marie . . . Marie—"

CHAPTER XV
THE EXPLOSION

THE fourth mysterious letter! The
fourth of those letters “posted by the
devil and delivered by the devil,” as one of
the newspapers expressed it!

We all of us remember the really extraor-
dinary agitation of the public as the night
of the twenty-fifth of May drew near.
And fresh news increased this interest to a
yet higher degree. :

People heard in quick succession of the
arrest of Sauverand, the flight of his ac-
complice, Florence Levasseur, Don Luis
Perenna’s secretary, and the inexplicable
disappearance of Perenna himself, whom
they insisted, for the best of reasons, on
identifying with Arséne Lupin. ~

The police, assured from this moment of
victory and having nearly all the actors in
the tragedy in their power, had gradually
given way to indiscretion; and, thanks to
the particulars revealed to this or that
journalist, the public knew of Don Luis’
change of attitude, suspected his passion

" for Florence Levasseur and the real cause

of his right-about-face, and thrilled with
excitement as they saw that astonishing
figure enter upon a fresh struggle.

What was he going to do? If he wanted
to save the woman he loved from prosecu-
tion and to release Marie and Sauverand
from prison, he would have to intervene
some time that night, to take part, somehow
or other, in the event at hand and to prove
the innocence of the three accomplices,
either by arresting the invisible bearer of
the fourth letter or by suggesting some
plausible explanation. In short, he would
have to be there; and that was interesting
indeed!

And then the news of Marie Fauville was
not good. With unwavering obstinacy she
persisted in her suicidal plans. She had
to be artificially fed; and the doctors in the
infirmary at Saint Lazare did not conceal
their anxiety. Would Don Luis Perenna
arrive in time?

Lastly there was that one other thing—
the threat of an explosion which was to
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blow up Hippolyté Fauville’s house ten
days after the delivery of the fourth letter;
a really impressive threat when it was re-
membered that the enemy had never
announced anything that did not take place
at the stated hour. And, although it was
still ten days—at least, so people thought— -
from the date fixed for the catastrophe, the
threat made the whole business look more
and more sinister.

That evening, therefore, an absolute
crowd made its way through La Muette
and Auteuil, to the Boulevard Suchet—a
crowd coming not only from Paris, but also
from the suburbs and the provinces. The
spectacle was exciting; and people wanted
to see.

They saw only from a distance, for. the
police had barred the approaches a hundred
yards from either side of the house and
were driving into the ditches of the forti-
fications all those who managed to climb
the opposite slope.

The sky was stormy, with heavy clouds

revealed at intervals by the light of a silver
moon. There were lightning-flashes and
the peals of distant thunder. Men sang.
Street-boys imitated the noises of animals.
People formed themselves into groups on
the benches and pavements and ate and
drank while discussing the matter.
A part of the night was spent in this way
and nothing happened to reward the pa-
tience of the crowd, who began to wonder,
somewhat wearily, if they would not do
better to go home, seeing that Sauverand
was in prison and that there was every
chance that the fourth letter would not
appear in the same mysterious way as the
others.

Apd yet they did not go: Don Luis
Perenna was due to come!

From ten o'clock in the evening the
Prefect of Police and his secretary general,
the chief detective and Weber, his deputy,
Sergeant Mazeroux and two detectives
were gathered in the large room in which
Fauville had been murdered. Fifteen more
detectives occupied the remaining rooms,
while some twenty others watched the roofs,
the outside of the house and the garden.

Once again a thorough search had been
made during the afternoon, with no better
results than before. But it was decided
that all the men should keep awake. If the
letter was delivered anywhere in the big
room, they wanted to know and they meant
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to know who brought it.
not recognize miracles.
At twelve o’clock M. Desmalions had
coffee served to his subordinates. He him-
self took two cups and never ceased walk-
ing from one end to the other of the room, or
climbing the staircase that led to the attic,
or going through the passage and hall.
Preferring that the watch should be main-
tained under the most favorable conditions,

The police do

he left all the doors opened and all the elec-.

tric lights on.

Mazeroux objected:

It has to be dark for the letter to come.
You will remember, Monsieur le Préfet,
that the other experiment was tried before
and the letter was not delivered.”

“We will try it again,” replied M. Des-
malions, who in spite of everything was
really afraid of Don Luis’ interference and
increased his measures to make it impos-

sible.

@ on the minds of all those present
became impatient.

the angry struggle as they were, they longed

for the opportunity to show their strength.

They-made desperate use of their ears and

eyes.

At one o’clock there was an alarm that
showed the pitch which the nervous tension
had reached. A shot was fired on the first
floor, followed by shouts. On inquiry it
was found that two detectives, meeting in
the course of a round, had not recognized
each other; and one of them discharged his
revolver in the air to inform his comrades.

In the meantime the crowd outside had
diminished, as M. Desmalions perceived on
opening the garden gate. The orders had
been relaxed and sightseers were allowed
to come nearer, though they were still kept
at a distance from the pavement.

Mazeroux said—

“It is a good thing that the explosion is
due in ten days’ time and not tonight,
Monsieur le Préfet; otherwise, all those
good people would be in danger as well as
ourselves.”

“There will be no explosion in ten days’
time, any more than there will be a letter
tonight,” said M. Desmalions, shrugging
his shoulders. And he added, ‘“Besides,
on that day the orders will be strict.”

It was now ten minutes past two.
At twenty-five minutes past, as the

MEANWHILE as the night wore

Prepared for -
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Prefect was lighting a cigar, the chief
detective ventured to joke.

“That’s something you will have to do
without, next time, Monsieur le Préfet.
It would be too risky.”

“Next time,” said M. Desmalions, “I
shall not waste time in keeping watch.
For I really begin to think that all this
business with the letters is over.”

“You can never tell,”’ suggested Maze-
TOuX.

A few minutes more passed. M. Des-
malions had sat down. The others also
were seated. No one spoke.

And suddenly they all sprang up, with
one movement and the same expression of
surprise.

A bell had rung.

They at once heard where the sound
came from.

“The telephone,” M. Desmalions mut-
tered.

He took down the receiver.

“Hullo! Who are you?"

A voice answered, but so distant and so
faint that he could catch only an incoherent
noise and exclaimed:

“Speak louder! What is it?
you?”

The voice spluttered out a few syllables
that seemed to astound him.

“Hullo!” he said. ‘I don’t understand.
Please repeat what you said. Who is it
speaking?”’

“Don Luis Perenna,”
more distinctly this time.

The Prefect made as if to hang up the
receiver; and he growled:

“It’s a hoax. Some fool a.musmg himself
at our expense.”

Nevertheless, in spite of himself he went
on in a gruff voice:

“Look here, what is it? . You say you're
Don Luis Perenna?”’

“Yes-))

“What do you want?”

“What’s the time?”

The Prefect made an angry gesture, not
so much because of the ridiculous question
as because he had really recognized Don
Luis’ voice beyond mistake:

“Well?” he said, controlling himself.
“What’s all this about? Where are you?”

“At my house, above the iron curtain,
in the ceiling of my study.”

“In the ceiling?”’ repeated the Prefect,
not knowing what to think.

Who are

was the answer,
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“Yes;and more or less done for, I confess.”

“We’ll send and help you out,” said M.
Desmalions, who was beginning to enjoy
himself.

“Later on, Monsieur le Préfet. First
answer me. Quickly! Ifnot,Idon’t know
_ that I shall have the strength. What'’s the
time?”’

“Oh, look here!”

“I beg of you—"

“It’s twenty minutes to three.”

“Twenty minutes to three!”

It was as if Don Luis found renewed
strength in a sudden fit of fear. His weak
voice recovered its emphasis, and, by turns
imperious, despairing and beseeching, full
of a conviction which he did his utmost to
impart to M. Desmalions, he said:

“Go away, Monsieur le Préfet. Go, all
of you; leave the house. The house will be
blown up at three o’clock. Yes, yes, I
swear it will!l Ten days after the fourth
letter means now, because there has been a
ten days’ delay in the delivery of the letters.
It means now, at three o’clock in the morn-
ing. Remember what was written on the
sheet which Deputy Chief Weber handed
you this morning: ‘The explosion is inde-
pendent of the letters. It will take place at
three o’clock in the morning.” At three
o’clock in the morning today, Monsieur le
Préfet!” The voice faltered and then con-
tinued:

“Go away, please. Let no one remain in
the house. You must believe me. I know
everything about the business. And noth-
ing can prevent the threat from being exe-
cuted. Go, go, go! This is horrible: I feel
that you do not believeme . . . and I have
no strength left. . . . Go away, every one
of you!”

He said a few more words which M. Des-
malions could not make out. Then the
voice ceased; and, though the Prefect still
heard cries, it seemed to him that those
cries were distant, as if the instrument were
no longer within the reach of the mouth
that uttered them.

He hung up the receiver.

“Gentlemen,” he said with a smile, “it
is seventeen to three. Inseventeen minutes
we shall all be blown up together. At least,
that is what our good friend Don Luis
Perenna declares.”

In spite of the jokes with which this
threat was met, there was a general feeling
of uneasiness. Weber asked—
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“Was it really Don Luis, Monsieur le
Préfet?”

“Don Luis in person. He has gone to
earth in some hiding-hole in his house, above
the study; and his fatigue and privations
seem to have unsettled him a little. Maze-
roux, go and ferret -him out . . . unless
this is just some fresh trick on his part.
You have your warrant.”

Sergeant Mazeroux went up to M. Des-
malions. His face was pallid.

“Monsieur le Préfet, did ke tell you that
we were going to be blown up?”’

“He did. He relies on the note which
M. Weber found in'a volume of Shake-
speare. The explosion is to take place
tonight.”

“At three o’clock in the morning?”’

“At three o’clock in the morning; that
is to say, in less than a quarter of an hour.”

“And do you propose to remain, Mon-
sieur le Préfet?”.

“What next, sergeant? Do you imagine
that we are going to obey that gentleman’s
fancies?” ‘

Mazeroux staggered, hesitated, and then,
despite all his natural deference, unable to
contain himself, exclaimed:

“Monsieur le Préfet, it’s not a fancy.
I bave worked with Don Luis. I know the
man. If he tells you that something is
going to happen, it’s because he has his
reasons.”

“Absurd reasons.”

“No, no, Monsieur le Préfet!” Mazeroux
pleaded, growing more and more excited.
“I swear that you must listen to him. The
house will be blown up—he said so—at
three o’clock. We have a few minutes
left. Let us go. . . . I entreat you, Mon-
sieur le Préfet!”

“In other words, you want us to run
away.”

“But it’s not running away, Monsieur
le Préfet! It’s a simple precaution. After
all, we can’t risk. . . . You yourself, Mon-
sieur le Préfet: »

“That will do!”

“But, Monsieur le Préfet, as Don Luis

said—"

“That will do, I say!” repeated the Pre-
fect harshly. “If you’re afraid, you can
take advantage of the order which I gave
you and go oft after Don Luis.”

Mazeroux clicked his heels together and,
old soldier that he was, saluted.

“I shall stay here, Monsieur le Préfet.”
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And he turned and went back to his place

. at a distance.

6 lions began to walk up and down
) the room, with his hands behind
his back. Then, addressing the chief
detective and the secretary general—

‘“You are of my opinion, I hope?”’ he said.

“Why, yes, Monsieur le Préfet.”

“Well, of course! To begin with, that
supposition is based on nothing serious.
And besides, we| are guarded, aren’t we?
Bombs don’t come tumbling on one’s head
like that. It takessome one to throw them.
Well, how are they to come? By what
way?” . .

“Same way as the letters,” the secretary
general ventured to suggest.

“What’s that? Then you admit——?”

The secretary general did not reply and
M. Desmalions did not complete his sen-
tence. He himself, like the others, experi-
enced that same feeling of uneasiness which
gradually, as the seconds sped past, was
becoming almost intolerably painful.

Three o’clock in the morning! . . . The
words kept on recurring to his mind.
Twice he looked at his watch. There were
twelve minutes left. There were ten min-
utes. Was the house really going to be
blown up, by the mere effect of an infernal
and all-powerful will?

“It’s senseless, absolutely senseless!” he
cried, stamping his foot.

But on looking at his companions he
was amazed to see how drawn their faces
were; and he felt his courage sink in a
strange way. He was certainly not afraid;
and the others were no more afraid than he.
But all of them, from the chiefs to the
simple detectives, were under the influence
of that Don Luis Perenna whom they had
seen accomplishing such extraordinary feats
and who had shown such wonderful ability
throughout this mysterious adventure.

Consciously or unconsciously, whether
they wished it or no, they looked upon him
as an exceptional being, endowed with
special faculties, a being of whom they
could not think without conjuring up the
image of the amazing Arséne Lupin, with
his legend of daring, genius and super-
human insight.

And Lupin was telling them to fly.
Pursued and hunted as he was, he volun-
tarily gave himself up to warn them of their

SILENCE f{ollowed. M. Desma-
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danger. And the danger was immediate.
Seven minutes more, six minutes more; and
the house would be blown up.

With great simplicity Mazeroux went
on his knees, made the sign of the cross and
said his prayers in a low voice. The action
was so impressive that the secretary general
and the chief detective made a movement
as if to go toward the Prefect of Police.

M. Desmalions turned away his head and
continued his walk up and down the room.
But his anguish increased; and the words
which he had heard over the telephone rang
in his ears; and all Perenna’s authority, his
ardent entreaties, his frenzied conviction—
all this upset him. He had seen Perenna at
work. He felt it borne in upon him that he
had no right, in the present circumstances,
to neglect the man’s warning.

“Let’s go,” he said.

The words were spoken in the calmest
manner; and it really seemed as if those who
heard them regarded them merely as the
sensible conclusion of a very ordinary state
of affairs. They went away without hurry
or disorder, not as fugitives, but as men
deliberately obeying the dictates of pru-
dence.

They stood back at the door to let the
Prefect go first.

“No,” he said, “go on; I'll follow you.”

He was the last out, leaving the electric
light full on.

In the hall he asked the chief detective
to blow his whistle. When all the plain-
clothes men had assembled, he sent them
out of the house, together with the porter,
and shut the door behind him.

Then, calling the detectives who were
watching the boulevard, he said:

‘“Let everybody stand a good distance
away; push the crowd as far back as you
can; and be quick about it. We shall enter
the house again in half an hour.”

“And you, Monsieur le Préfet?” whisper-
ed Mazeroux. ““You won’t remain here, I
hope?”

“No, that I sha’n’t!” he said, laughing.
“If I take our friend Perenna’s advice at all,
I may as well take it thoroughly!”

“There are only two minutes left.”

“Our friend Perenna spoke of three
o’clock, not of two minutes to three.
SO—",

He crossed the boulevard, accompanied
by his secretary general, the chief detective
and Mazeroux, and clambered up the slope
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of the fortifications opposite the house.

“Perhaps we ought to stoop down,” sug-
gested Mazeroux.

“Let’s stoop, by all means,” said the
Prefect, still in a good humor. ‘“But hon-
estly, if there’s no explosion I shall send
a bullet through my head. I could not go
on living after making myself look so
ridiculous.”

“There will be an explosion, Monsieur le
Préfet,” declared Mazeroux.

“What confidence you must have in our
friend Don Luis!”

“You have just the same confidence,
Monsieur le Préfet.”

They were silent, irritated by the wait
and struggling with the absurd anxiety
that oppressed them. They counted the
seconds singly by the beating of their
hearts. It was interminable.

Three o’clock sounded from somewhere.

“You see,” grinned M. Desmalions in an
altered voice, ‘“you see! There’s nothing,
thank goodness!”

And he growled:

“It’s idiotic, perfectly idiotic! How
could any one imagine such nonsense!”

Another clock struck, farther away.
Then the hour also rang from the roof of a
neighboring building.

Before the third stroke had sounded
they heard a kind of cracking; and the next
moment came the terrible blast, complete,
but so brief that they had only, so to speak,
a vision of an immense sheaf of flames and
smoke, shooting forth enormous stones and
pieces of wall, something like the grand
finale of a fireworks-display. And it was all
over. The volcano had erupted.

“Look sharp!” shouted the Prefect of
Police, darting forward. ‘“Telephone for
the engines, quick, in case of fire!”

He caught Mazeroux by the arm.

“Run to my motor; you’ll see her a hun-
dred yards down the boulevard. Tell the

man to drive you to Don Luis and, if you
find him, release him and bring h1m here.”

“Under arrest, Monsieur le Préfet?”

“Under arrest? You’re mad!”

“But if the deputy chief—="

“The deputy chief will keep his mouth
shut. Tl see to that. Be off!”

Mazeroux fulfilled his mission, not with
greater speed than if he had been sent to
arrest Don Luis—for Mazeroux was a con-
scientious man—but with extraordinary
pleasure. The fight which he had been
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' sergeant was coming to help him, perhaps

obliged to wage against the man whom
he still called “the chief’” had often distress-
ed him to the point of tears. This time the

to save his life.

That afternoon the deputy chief had
ceased his search of the house—by M. Des-
malions’ orders, as Don Luis’ escape seemed
certain—and left only three men on duty.
Mazeroux found them in a room on the
ground floor, where they were sitting up in
turns. In reply to his questions, they de-
clared that they had not heard a sound.

He went upstairs alone, so as to have no
witnesses to his interview with the chief,
passed through the drawing-room and
entered the study.

Here he was overcome with anxiety, for,
after turning on the light, the first glance
revealed nothing to his eyes.

“Chief!” he cried repeatedly. “Where
are you, chief?”

No answer.

“And yet,” thought Mazeroux, “as he A
telephoned, he can’t be far away.”

In fact, he saw from where he stood that
the receiver was hanging from its cord; and
on going to the telephone-box he stumbled
over bits of brick and plaster that strewed
the carpet. He then switched on the light
in the box as well and saw a hand and arm
hanging from the ceiling above him. The
ceiling was broken up all around that arm.
But the shoulder had not been able to pass
through; and Mazeroux could not see the
captive’s head. )

He sprang on to a chair and reached the
hand. He felt it and was reassured by the
warmth of its touch.

“Is that you, Mazeroux?” asked a voice
that seemed to the sergeant to come from
very far away. X

“Yes, it’s I. You’re not wounded, are
you? Nothing serious?”

“Noj; only stunned . . . and a bit faint

. . from hunger . . . Listen to me.”

“I’'m listening.”

“Open the second drawer on the left in
my writing-desk . . . You'll find—"

“Yes, chief?”

“An old stick of chocolate.”

((But__”

“Do as I tell you, Alexandre; I'm fam-
ished.”

Indeed, Don Luis recovered after a
moment or two and said in a gayer voice:

“That’s better. I can wait now. Go to
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the kitchen and fetch me some bread and
some water.”

“I’ll be back at once, chief.”

“Not this way. Come back by Florence
Levasseur’s room and the secret passage to
the ladder which leads to the trap door at
the top.”

And he told Mazeroux how to make the
stone swing out and how to enter the
hollow in which he had expected to meet
with such a tragic end.

The thing was done in ten minutes.
Mazeroux cleared the opening, caught hold
of Don Luis by the legs and pulled him out
of his hole.

“Oh dear, oh dear!” he moaned in a voice
full of pity. “What a position, chief! How
did you manage it all? Yes, I see; you
must have dug down, where you lay, and
gone on digging . . . for more than a yard!
And it took some pluck, I expect, on an
empty stomach!”

When Don Luis was seated in his bed-
room and had swallowed a few bits of bread
and drunk what he wanted, he told his story.

““Yes, it took the devil’s own pluck, old
man. By jingo, when a chap’s ideas are
whirling in his head and he can’t use his
brain, upon my word, all he asks is to die!
And then there was no air, you see. I
couldn’t breathe. I went on digging, how-
ever, as you saw; went on digging while I
was half asleep, in a sort of nightmare.
Just look; my fingers are in a jelly. But
there, I was thinking of that confounded
business of the explosion and I wanted to
warn you at all costs and I dug away at my
tunnel. What a job! And then, ooff I
felt space at last!

-“T got my hand through and next my
arm. Where was I? Why, over the tele-
phone, of course! I knew that at once by

feeling the wall and finding the wires.-

Then it took me quite half an hour to get
hold of the instrument. I couldn’t reach
it with my arm.

“I managed at last with a piece of string
and a slip-knot to fish up the receiver and
hold it near my mouth, or, say, at ten
inches from my mouth. And then I shout-
ed and roared to make my voice carry; and
all the time I was in pain. And then, at
last, my string broke . . . And then . ..
and then . . . Thadn’t an ounce of strength
left in my body . . . Besides, you fellows
had been warned; and it was for you to get
yourselves out of the mess.”

8
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He looked at Mazeroux and asked, as if
certain of the reply—

“The explosion took place, didn’t it?”

“Yes, chief.”

“At three o’clock exactly?”

“Yes."

“And of course M. Desmalions had the
house cleared?” :

l‘Yes.i’

“At the last minute?”’

“At the last minute.”

Don Luis laughed and said:

“I knew he would wait about and not
give way until the crucial moment. You
must have had a bad time of it, my poor
Mazeroux, for of course you agreed with me
from the start.”

He kept on eating while he talked; and
each mouthful seemed to bring back a little
of his usual animation.

“Funny thing, hunger!”” he said.
“Makes you feel so light-headed. I must
practise getting used to it, however.”

“‘At any rate, chief, no one would believe
that you have been fasting for nearly
forty-eight hours.”

“Ah, that comes of having a sound con-
stitution, with something to fall back upon!
I shall be a different man in half an hour.
Just give me time to shave and have a
bath.”

When he had finished dressing he sat
down to the breakfast of eggs and cold meat
which Mazeroux had prepared for him; and
then, getting up, said—

“Now, let’s be off.”

“But there’s no hurry, chief. Why don’t
you lie down for a few hours? The Prefect
can wait.”

“You're mad!
ville?”

“Marie Fauville?”

“Why, of course!

What about Marie Fau-

Do you think I'm

‘going to leave her in prison, or Sauverand

either? There’s not a second to lose, old
fellow.”

Mazeroux thought to himself that the
chief had not quite recovered his wits yet.
What! Release Marie Fauville and Sauve-
rand, one, two, three, just like that? No,
no; it was going a bit too far.

However, he took down to the Prefect’s
car a new Perenna, merry, brisk and as
fresh as if he had just got out of bed.

“Very flattering to my pride,” said Don
Luis to Mazeroux; “most flattering, that
hesitation of the Prefect’s, after I had
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warned him over the telephone, followed by
hissubmission at the decisive moment. What
a hold T must have on all those fellows, to
make them sit up at a sign from little me!
‘Beware, gentlemen!” T telephone to them
from the bottomless pit. ‘Beware! At
three o’clock, a bomb!” ‘Nonsense!’ say
they. ‘Not a bit of it!’ say I. ‘How do
you know?’ ‘Because I do.” ‘But what
proof have you?’ ‘What proof? That I
say so.” ‘Oh, welll Of course, if you say
S0 ? And at five minutes to three
out they march. Ah, if I weren’t built
up of modesty 12

THEY came to the Boulevard
a4 Suchet, where the crowd was so

WSS dense that they had to alight from
the car. Mazeroux passed through the
cordon of police protecting the approaches
to the house and took Don Luis to the slope
across the road.

“Wait for me here, chief.
Prefect of Police.”

On the other side of the boulevard, under
the pale morning sky in which a few black
clouds still lingered, Don Luis saw the havoc
wrought by the explosion. It was ap-
parently not so great as he had expected.
Some of the ceilings had fallen in and their
rubbish showed through the yawning cavi-
ties of the windows; but the house remained
standing. Even Fauville’s built-out annex
had not suffered overmuch; and, strange to
say, the electric light, which the Prefect
had left burning on his departure, had
not gone out. The garden and the road
were covered with stacks of furniture, over
which a number of soldiers and police kept
watch.

“Come with me, chief,” said Mazeroux,
as he fetched Don Luis and led him toward
the engineer’s workroom.

A part of the floor was demolished. The
outer walls on the left, near the passage,
were cracked; and two workmen were fixing
up beams, brought from the nearest timber-
yard, to support the ceiling. But on the
whole the explosion had not had the results
which the man who prepared it must have
anticipated.

M. Desmalions was there, together with
all the men who had spent the night in the
room and several important persons from
the Public Prosecutor’s Office. Weber, the
deputy chief detective, alone had gone, re-
using to meet his enemy.

T'll tell the
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excitement. The Prefect at
came up to him and said:

“All our thanks, monsieur! Your insi
is above praise. You have saved our liv
and these gentlemen and I wish to tell you
so most emphatically. In my case, it is the
second time that I have to thank you.”

““There is a very simple way of thanking
me, Monsieur le Préfet,” said Don Luis,
“and that is to allow me to carry out my
task to the end.”

“Your task?” :

“Yes, Monsieur le Préfet. My action of
last night is only the beginning. The con-
clusion is the release of Marie Fauville and
Gaston Sauverand.”

‘M. Desmalions smiled.

‘(Oh!}’ /

“Am I asking too much, Monsieur le
Préfet?”

“One can always ask, but the request
should be reasonable. And the innocence
of those people does not depend on me.”

“No; but it depends on you, Monsieur le
Préfet, to let them know if I prove their
innocence to you.” :

“Yes, I agree, if you prove it beyond dis-
pute.”

“Just so.”

“Don Luis’ calm assurance impressed M.
Desmalions in spite of everything and even
more than on the former occasions; and he
suggested:

“The results of the hasty inspection
which we have made will perhaps help you.
For instance, we are certain that the bomb
was placed by the entrance to the passage
and probably under the boards of the floor.”

“Please do not trouble, Monsieur l¢
Préfet. These are only secondary details.
The great thing now is that you should
know the whole truth; and that not only
through words.” 2

The Prefect had come closer. The mag-
istrate and detectives were standing around
Don Luis, watching his lips and movements
with feverish impatience. Was it possible
that that truth; as yet so remote and vague,
in spite of all the importance which theyat-
tached to the arrests already effected, was
known at last? ;

It was a solemn moment. Every one was
on tenter-hooks. The manner in which
Don Luis had foretold the explosion lent
the value of an accomplished fact to his pre-
dictions; and the men whom he had saved
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from the terrible catastrophe were almost
ready to accept as certainties the most im-
probable statements which a man of his
stamp might make.

“Monsieur le Préfet,” he said, “you
waited in vain last night for the fourth let-
ter to make its appearance. We shall now
be able, by an unexpected miracle of chance,
to be present at the delivery of the letter.
You will then know that it was the same
hand that committed all the crimes . . .
and you will know whose hand that was.”

And, turning to Mazeroux:

‘“‘Sergeant, will you please make the
room as dark as you can? The shutters are
gone; but you might draw the curtains
across the windows and close the doors.
Monsieur le Préfet, is it by accident that the
electric light is on?”

“Yes; by accident.
turned out.”

‘““One moment. Have any of you gentle-
men a pocket-lantern about you? Or no, it
doesn’t matter. This will do.”

There was a candle in a sconce.
it and 1t it.

Then he switched off the electric light.

There was a half darkness, amid which
the flame of the candle flickered in the
draft from the windows. Don Luis pro-
tected the flame with his hand and moved
to the table.

“I do not think that we shall bekept
waiting long,” he said. “As I foresee it,
there will be only a few seconds before the
facts speak for themselves, and better than I
could do.”

Those few seconds, during which no one
broke the silence, were unforgettable. M.
Desmalions has since declared, in an inter-
view in which he ridicules himself very
cleverly, that his brain, over-stimulated by
the fatigues of the night and by the whole
scene before him, imagined the most un-
likely events, such as an invasion of the
house by armed assailants, or the apparition
of ghosts and spirits.

He had the curiosity, however, he said,
to watch Don Luis. Sitting on the edge of
the table, with his head thrown a little back
and his eyes roaming over the ceiling, Don
Luis was eating a piece of bread and nibbling
at a cake of chocolate. He seemed very
hungry, but quite at his ease.

The others maintained that tense atti-
tude which we put on at moments of great
physical effort. Their faces were distorted

We will have it

He took
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with a sort of grimace. They were haunted
by the memory of the explosion as well as
obsessed by what was going to happen.
The flame of the candle cast shadows on the
wall. y

More seconds elapsed than Don Luis
Perenna had said—thirty or forty seconds,
perhaps, that seemed endless. Then Pe-
renna lifted the candle a little and said—

“There you are!”

They had all seen what they now saw
almost as soon as he spoke. A letter was
descending from the ceiling. It spun around
slowly, like a leaf falling from a tree without
being driven by the wind. It just touched
Don Luis and alighted on the floor between
two legs of the table.

Picking up the paper and handing it to
M. Desmalions, Don Luis said:

“There you are, Monsieur le Préfet.
This is the fourth letter, due last night.”

CHAPTER XV1
THE ‘“HATER”

DESMALIONS looked at him with-
* out understanding, and looked from
him to the ceiling. Perenna said:

“Oh, there’s no witchcraft about it; and,
though no one has thrown that letter from
above, though there is not the smallest hole
in the ceiling, the explanation is quite sim-

le!”
P “Quite simple, is it?”’ said M. Desmalions.

“Yes, Monsieur le Préfet. It all looks
like an extremely complicated conjuring
trick, done almost for fun. Well, I say that
it is) quite simple . . . and, at the same
time, terribly tragic. Sergeant Mazeroux,
would you mind drawing back the curtains
and giving us as much light as possible?”’

While Mazeroux was executing his orders
and M. Desmalions was glancing at the
fourth letter, the contents of which were
unimportant and merely confirmed the pre-
vious ones, Don Luis took a pair of steps
which the workmen had left in the corner,
set it up in the middle of the room and
climbed to the top, where, seated astride,
he was able to reach the electric chandelier.

It consisted of a broad circular band in
brass, beneath which was a festoon of crystal
pendants. Inside were three lamps placed
at the corners of a brass triangle concealing
the wires.

He uncovered the wires and cut them.
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Then he began to take the whole fitting to
pieces. To hasten matters, he asked for a
hammer and broke up the plaster all around
the clamps that held the chandelier in posi-
tion.

“Lend me a hand, please,”
Mazeroux.

Mazeroux went up the steps; and between
them they took hold of the chandelier and
let it slide down the uprights. The de-
tectives caught it and placed it on the table
with some difficulty, for it was much heavier
than it looked.

On inspection, it proved to be surmounted
by a cubical metal box, measuring about
eight inches square, which box, being fast-
ened inside the ceiling between the iron
clamps, had necessitated Don Luis’ knock-
ing away the plaster that concealed it.

“What the devil’s this?” exclaimed M.
Desmalions.

“Open it for yourself, Monsieur le Préfet;
there’s a lid to it,” said Perenna.

M. Desmalions raised the lid. The box
was filled with springs and wheels—a whole
complicated and detailed mechanism re-
sembling a piece of clockwork.

“By your leave, Monsieur le Préfet,”
said Don Luis.

He took out one piece of machinery and
discovered another beneath it, joined to the
first by the gearing of two wheels; and the
second was more like one of those auto-
matic apparatuses which turn out printed
slips.

Right at the bottom of the box, just where
the box touched the ceiling, was a semicircu-
lar groove; and at the edge of it was a letter
ready for delivery.

“The last of the five letters,” said Don
Luis, “doubtless continuing the series of
denunciations.. You will notice, Monsieur
le Préfet, that the chandelier originally had
a fourth lamp in the center. It was ob-
viously removed when the chandelier was
altcred, 50 as to make room for the letters
to pass.”

He continued his detailed explanations:

“So the whole set of letters was placed
here, at the bottom. A clever piece of
machmery controlled by clockwork, took
them one by one at the appointed time,
pushed them to the edge of the groove con-
cealed between the lamps and the pendants
and projected them into space.”

None of those standing around Don Luis
spoke, and all of them seemed perhaps a

he said to
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" stand. How were the criminals able

little disappointed. The whole thing w
certainly very clever; but they had expects
something better than a trick of springs nd
wheels, however surprising.

Luis. “I promised you somethmg
and you shall have it.”

“Well, I agree,” said the Prefect of Pohr.e,
“that this is where the letters started from.
But a good many points remain obscure;
and, apart from this, there is one fact in par-
ticular which it seems impossible to under-

adapt the chandelier in this way? And,ina
house guarded by the police, in a room
watched night and day, how were they able
to carry out such a piece of work without
being seen or heard?” -

“The answer is quite easy, Monsieur l¢
Préfet. The work was done before the house
was guarded by the police.”

“Before the murder was committed,
therefore?” :

“Before the murder was committed.”
“And what is to prove to me that that s
so?” ]

“You have said so yourself, Monsieur le
Préfet: because it could not have been
otherwise.”

“But do explain yourself, monsieur!” -
cried M. Desmalions with a gesture of irri-
tation. “If you have important things to
tell us, why delay?”’

“Tt is better, Monsieur le Préfet, that you
should arrive at the truth in the same way as
I did. When you know the secret of the |
letters, the truth is much nearer than you
think; and you would have already named
the criminal if the horror of his crime had
not been 50 great as to divert all susplcxon
from him.” :

M. Desmalions looked at Don Luis atten-
tively. He felt the importance of Perenna’s
every word and he was really anxious.

“Then, according to you,” he said, “those
letters accusing Madame Fauville and Gas
ton Sauverand were placed there with the
sole object of ruining both of them?” '

“Yes, Monsieur le Préfet.” :

“And, as they were placed there before
the crime, the plot must have been schemed
before the murder?”

“Yes, Monsieur le Préfet; before themur-
der. From the moment that we admit the

Sauverand we are oi:liged to conclude thtt,: "-{"
as everything accuses them, this is due toa
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series of deliberate acts. Mme. Fauville
was out on the night of the murder: a plot!
She was unable to say how she spent her
time while the murder was being committed:
a plot! Her inexplicable drive in the direc-
tion of La Muette, and her cousin Sauve-
rand’swalk in the neighborhood of the house:
plots! The marks left in the apple by those
teeth, by Mme. Fauville’s own teeth: a
plot, and the most infernal of all!

‘I tell you, everything is plotted before-
hand; everything is, so to speak, prepared,
measured out, labeled and numbered.
Everything takes place at the appointed
time. Nothing is left to chance. It is a
work very nicely pieced together, worthy of
the most skilful artisan, so solidly con-
structed that outside happenings have not
been able to throw it out of gear, and that
the scheme works exactly, precisely, imper-
turbably . . . like the clockwork in this
box, which is a perfect symbol of the whole
business and at the same time gives a most
accurate explanation of it, because the
letters denouncing the murderers were duly
posted before the crime and delivered after
the crime on the dates and at the hours fore-
seen.”

M. Desmalions remained thinking for a
time and then objected—

“Still, in the letters which he wrote M.
Fauville accuses his wife.”

“He does.”

“We must therefore admit either that he
was right in accusing her or that the letters
are forged?”

“They are not forged. All the experts
have recognized M. Fauville’s handwriting.”

“Then?”

“Then___”

Don Luis did not finish his sentence; and
M. Desmalions felt the breath of the truth
fluttering still nearer around him.

The others, one and all as anxious as him-
self, were silent. He muttered—

“I do not understand ”

“Yes, Monsieur le Préfet, you do. You
understand that, if the sending of those
letters forms an integral part of the plot
hatched against Mme. Fauville and Gaston
Sauverand, it is because their contents were
prepared in such a way as to be the undoing

- of the victims.”

“What! What! What are you saying?”

“I am saying what I said before. Once
they are innocent, everything that tells
against them is part of the plot.”
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3% AGAIN there was a long silence.
- The Prefect of Police did not con-

ceal his agitation. - Speaking very.
slowly, with his eyes fixed on Don Luis’
eyes, he said—

“Whoever the culprit may be, I know noth-
ing more terrible than this work of hatred.”

“It is an even more improbable work than
you can imagine, Monsieur le Préfet,” said
Perenna with growing animation, “and it
is a hatred of which you, who do not know
Sauverand’s confession, can not yet estimate
the violence. I understood it completely as
I listened to the man; and since then all
my thoughts have been overpowered by the
dominant idea of that hatred. Who could
hate like that? To whose loathing had
Marie Fauville and Sauverand been sacri-
ficed? Who was the inconceivable person
whose perverted genius had surrounded his
two victims with chains so powerfully
forged? . . .

“And another idea came to my mind, an
earlier idea which had already struck me
several times and to which I have already
referred in Sergeant Mazeroux’s presence:
I mean the really mathematical character
of the appearance of the letters. I said to
myself that such grave documents could
not be introduced into the case at fixed-dates
unless some primary reason demanded that
those dates should absolutely be fixed.
What reason? If a kuman agency had been
at work each time, there would surely have
been some irregularity dependent on this,
especially after the police had become cog-
nizant of the matter and were present at the
delivery of the letters.

“Well,” Perenna continued, “in spite of
every obstacle, the letters continued to
come, as if they could not help it. And
thus the reason of their coming gradually
dawned upon me: they came mechanic-
ally, by some invisible process set going
once and for all and working with the blind
certainty of a physical law. This was a,
case not of a conscious intelligence and
will, but just of material necessity. . . .
It was the clash of these two ideas—the
idea of the hatred pursuing the innocent
and the idea of that machinery serving the
schemes of the ‘hater’—it was their clash
that gave birth to the little spark of light.
When brought into contact, the two ideas
combined in my mind and suggested the
recollection that Hippolyte Fauville was an
engineer by profession!”



118 5

The others listened to him with a sort of
uneasy oppression. What was gradually
being revealed of the tragedy, instead of
relieving the anxiety, increased it until it
became absolutely painful.

M. Desmalions objected—

“Granting that the letters arrived on the

dates named, you will nevertheless have
noted that the hour varied on each oc-
casion.”
. “That is to say, it varied according as we
watched in the dark or not, and that is just
the detail which supplied me with the key
to the riddle. If the letters—and this was
an indispensable precaution, which we are
now able to understand—were delivered
only under cover of the darkness, it must be
because a contrivance of some kind pre-
vented them from appearing when the elec-
tric light was on, and because that contri-
vance was controlled by a switch inside the
room. There is no other explanation pos-
sible.

“We have to do with an automatic dis-
tributor that delivers the incriminating let-
ters which it contains by clockwork, releas-
ing them only between this hour and that
on such and such a night fixed in advance
and only at times when the electric light is
off. You have the apparatus before you.
No doubt the experts will admire its ingenu-
ity and confirm my assertions. But, given
the fact that it was found in the ceiling of
this room, given the fact that it contained
letters written by M. Fauville, am I not en-
titled to say that it was constructed by M.
Fauville, the electrical engineer?”

Once more the name of M. Fauville re-
turned, like an obsession; and each time the
name stood more clearly defined. It was
first M. Fauville; then M. Fauville, the
engineer; then M. Fauville, the electrical
engineer. And thus the picture of the
“hater,” as Don Luis said, appeared in its
accurate outlines, giving those men, used
though they were to the strangest criminal
monstrosities, a thrill of terror. The truth
was now no longer prowling around them.
They were already fighting with it, as you
fight with an adversary whom you do not
see but who clutches you by the throat and
brings you to the ground.

And the Prefect of Police, summing up
his impressions, said in a strained voice—

“So M. Fauville wrote those letters in
order to ruin his wife and the man who was
in love with her?”

Adventure

. “No; you must confess, men don’t thke'f

“Yes‘l’

“In that case—"’

“What?”’ ‘

“Knowing, at the same time, tha;the wa
threatened with death, he wished, if eva
the threat were realized that his death
should be laid to the charge of his wife and
her friend?”’

‘lYes 2

“And, in order to revenge himself on thdt
love for each other and to gratify his hatred
of them both, he wanted the whole set of
facts to point to them as guilty of the mur-
der of which he would be the victim?”

(&Yes.’)

“So that . . . sothat M. Fauville, in on¢
part of his accursed work, was—what shall
I say?—the accomplice of his own murder.
He dreaded death. He struggled against it.
But he arranged that his hatred should gain.
byit. That’sit,isn’tit? That’s howitis?”
f “Almost, Monsieur le Préfet. You are
following the same stages by which I trav-
eled and, like myself, you are hesitating be-
fore the last truth, before the truth which
gives the tragedy its sinister character and
deprives it of all human proportions.”

The Prefect struck the table with his two
fists and, in a sudden fit of revolt, cried:

“It’s ridiculous! It’s a perfectly prepos-
terous theory! M. Fauville threatened with
death and contriving his wife’s ruin with
that Machiavellian perseverance? Absurd!
The man who came to my office, the man
whom you saw, was thinking of only one
thing: how to escape dying! He was ob-
sessed by one dread alone—the dread of
death.

“Tt is not at such moments,” the Prefect
emphasized, “that a man fits up clockwork
and lays traps, especially when those traps
can not take effect unless he dies by foul
play. Can you see M. Fauville working at -
his automatic machine, putting in with his
own hands letters which he has taken (he »

“There! If I die murdered, I'm easy mmy
mind: the person to be arrested will bEv
Marie!

these gruesome precautions. Or, if they
do . . . if they do, it means that they't
sure of being murdered. It means that they
agree to be murdered. It means that they
are at one with the murderer, so to speak,
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and meet him half way.
means—"’

He interrupted himself, as if the sen-
tences which he had spoken had surprised
him. And the others seemed equally dis-
concerted. And all of them unconsciously
drew from those sentences the conclusions
which they implied and which they them-
selves did not yet fully perceive.

Don Luis did not remove his eyes from
the Prefect and awaited the inevitable
words.

M. Desmalions muttered—

“Come; come, you are not going to sug-
gest that he had agreed ”

“I suggest nothing, Monsieur le Préfet,”
said Don Luis. “So far, you have followed
the logical and natural trend of your
thoughts; and that brings you to your pres-
ent position.”

“Yes, yes, I know; but I am showing you
the absurdity of your theory. It can’t be
correct and we can’t believe in Marie Fau-
ville’s innocence unless we are prepared to
suppose an unheard-of thing—that M.
Fauville took part in his own murder. Why,
it’s laughable!”

And he gave a laugh; but it was a forced
laugh and did not ring true.

“For after all,”” he added, “you can’t
deny that that is where we stand.”

“I don’t deny it.”

“weu?”

“Well, M. Fauville, as you say, took part
in his own murder.”

This was said in the quietest possible
fashion, but with an air of such certainty
that no one dreamed of protesting. After
the work of deduction and supposition which
Don Luis had compelled his hearers to
undertake, they found themselves in a
corner which it was impossible for them to
leave without stumbling against unanswer-
able objections.

In short, it

Wil THERE was no longer any doubt
";!li}!i about M. Fauville’s share in his own
WWHEAE death. But of what did that share
consist? What part had he played in the
tragedy of hatred and murder? Had he
played that part, which ended in the sacri-
fice of his life, voluntarily or under com-
pulsion? Who, when all was said and done,
had served as his accomplice or his execu-
tioner?

All these questions came crowding upon
the minds of M. Desmalions and the others.
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They thought of nothing but of how to
solve them, and Don Luis could fee! certain
that his solution was accepted beforehand.
From that moment he had but to tell
his story of what had happened, without
fear of contradiction. He did so briefly,
after the manner of a succinct report lim-
ited to essentials:

“Three months before the crime, M. Fau-
ville wrote a series of letters to one of his
friends, M. Langernault, who, as Sergeant
Mazeroux will have told you, Monsieur le
Préfet, had been dead for several years; a
fact of which M. Fauville can not have been
ignorant. These letters were mailed, but
were intercepted by some means which it is
not necessary that we should know for the
moment. M. Fauville erased the post-
marks and the addresses and inserted the
letters in a machine constructed for the pur-
pose, the works of which he regulated so
that the first letter should be. delivered a
fortnight after his death and the others at
intervals of ten days.

“At this moment it is certain that his
plan was concerted down to the smallest de-
tail. Knowing that Sauverand was in love
with his wife, watching Sauverand’s move-
ments, he must obviously have noticed that
his detested rival used to pass under the
windows of the house every Wednesday and
that Marie Fauville would go to her window.

“This is a fact of the first importance, one
which was exceedingly valuable to me; and
it will impress you as being equal to a ma-
terial proof. Every Wednesday evening, I
repeat, Sauverand used to wander around
the house. Now note this: first, the crime
prepared by M. Fauville was committed on
a Wednesday evening; secondly, it was at
her husband’s express request that Mme.
Fauville went out that evening to go to the
Opera and to Mme. d’Ersinger’s.”

Don Luis stopped for a few seconds and
then continued:

“Consequently, on the morning of that
Wednesday everything was ready, the fatal
clock was wound up, the incriminating
machinery was working to perfection, and
the proofs to come would confirm the im-
mediate proofs which M. Fauville held in
reserve. Better still, Monsieur le Préfet,
you had received from him a letter in which
he told you of the plot hatched against him
and he implored your assistance for the
morning of the next day; that is to say, for
after his death
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“FEverything, in short, led him to think
that things would go according to the
‘hater’s’ wishes, when something occurred
that nearly upset his schemes—the appear-
ance of Inspector Vérot, who had been sent
by you, Monsieur le Préfet, to collect par-
ticulars about the Mornington heirs. What
happened between the two men? Probably
no one will ever know. Both are dead; and
their secret will not come to life again. But
we can at least say for certain that Inspec-
tor Vérot was here and took away with him
the cake of chocolate on which the teeth of
the tiger were seen for the first time and
also that Inspector Vérot succeeded, thanks
to circumstances with which we are unac-
quainted, in discovering M. Fauville’s pro-
jects.”

“This we know,” explained Don Luis,
“because Inspector Vérot said so in his own
agonizing words; because it was through
him that we learned that the crime was to
take place on the following night; and be-
cause he had set down his discoveries in a
letter which was stolen from him.

“And Fauville knew it also, because, to
get rid of the formidable enemy who was
thwarting his designs, he poisoned him;
because, when the poison was slow in acting,
he had the audacity, under a disguise which
made him look like Sauverand and which was
one day to turn suspicion against Sauve-
rand—he had the audacity and the presence
of mind to follow Inspector Vérot to the
Café du Pont-Neuf, to purloin the letter of
explanation which Inspector Vérot wrote
you, to substitute a blank sheet of paper for
it and then to ask a passer-by, who might
become a witness against Sauverand, the
way to the nearest underground station for
Neuilly, where Sauverand lived! There’s
your man, Monsieur le Préfet!”

Don Luis spoke with increasing force,
with the ardor that springs from convic-
tion; and his logical and closely argued
speech seemed to conjure up the actual
truth.

“There’s your man, Monsieur le Préfet!”
he repeated. “There’s your scoundrel!
And the situation in which he found himself
was such, the fear inspired by Inspector
Vérot’s possible revelations was such that,
before putting into execution the horrible
deed which he had planned, he came to the
police office to make sure that his victim
was no longer alive and had not been able
to denounce him.

2
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“help, because he knew that eve

Préfet, the fellow’s agitation and frigh
‘Tomorrow evening,’ he said. Yes, it
for the morrow that he asked for y

would be over that same evening and that
next day the police would be confron mi
with a murder, with the two culprits against
whom he himself had heaped up the chargss,
with Marie Fauville whom he had, so to
speak, accused in advance. . . .

“That was why Sergeant Mazeroux’ svxst
and mine to his house, at nine o’clock in the
evening, embarrassed him so obviously.
Who were those intruders? Would they
not succeed in shattering his plan? Re
flection reassured him, even as we, by our
insistence, compelled him to give way.

“After all, what did he care?” asked
Perenna. 3

“His measures were so well taken that no
amount of watching could destroy them or
even make the watchers aware of them._
What was to happen would happen in our
presence and unknown to us. Death, sum-
moned by him, would do its work. .
And the comedy, the tragedy rather, ran
its course. Mme. Fauville, whom he was
sending to the Opera, came to say good
night. Then his servant brought him
something to eat, including a dish of apples.:
Then followed a fit of rage, the agony of the -
man who is about to die and who feas
death, and a whole scene of deceit, in which
he showed us his safe and the drab-cloth
diary which was supposed to contain the
story of the plot. . . . That ended matters.

“Mazeroux and I retired to the hall
passage, closing the door after us; and M.
Fauville remained alone and free to act
Nothing now could prevent the fulfilment
of his wishes. At eleven o’clock in theeve
ning Mme. Fauville—to whom no doubt,
in the course of the day, imitating Sauve-
rand’s handwriting, he had sent a letter,
one of those letters which are always torn
up at once, in which Sauverand entreated
the poor woman to grant him an interview
at the Ranelagh—Mme. Fauville would
leave the Opera and, before going to Mme.
d’Ersinger’s party, would spend an hom’.
not far from the house.

“On the other hand, Sauverand wonldhl'.r :
performing his usual Wednsday pilgrimage
less than half a mile away, in the opposlté
direction. During this time, the crime
would be committed.
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“Both of them would come under the no-
tice of the police, either by M. Fauville’s
allusions or by the incident at the Café du
Pont-Neuf; both of them, moreover, would
be incapable either of providing an alibi or
of explaining their presence so near the
house. Were not both of them bound to be
accused and convicted of the crime? . .
In the most unlikely event that some chance
should protect them, there was an undeni-
able proof lying ready to hand in the shape
of the apple containing the very marks of
Marie Fauville’s teeth! And then, a few
weeks later, the last and decisive trick, the
mysterious arrival at intervals of ten days
of the letters denouncing the pair. . . . So
everything was settled.

“The smallest details were foreseen with
infernal clearness. You remember, Mon-
sieur le Préfet, that turquoise which dropped
out of my ring and was found in the safe?
There were only four persons who could
have seen it and picked it up. M. Fauville
was one of them. Well, he was just the one,
he, whom we all excepted; and yet it was
he who, to cast suspicion upon me and to
forestall an interference which he felt would
be dangerous, seized the opportunity and
placed the turquoise in the safe! . . .

“This time the work was completed.
Fate was about to be fulfilled. Between
the ‘hater’ and his victims there was but the
distance of one act. The act was performed.
M. Fauville died.”

Don Luis ceased. His words were fol-
lowed by a long silence; and he felt certain
that the extraordinary story which he had
just finished telling met with the absolute
approval of his hearers. They did not dis-
cuss; they believed. And yet it was the
most incredible truth that he was asking
them to believe.

M. Desmalions asked one last question.

“You were in that passage with Sergeant
Mazeroux. There were detectives outside
the house. Admitting that M. Fauville
knew that he was to be killed that night and
at that very hour of the night, who can have
killed him and who can have killed his son?
There was no one within these four walls.”

“There was M. Fauville.”

@ A SUDDEN clamor of protests
E\\: ) arose. The veil was prompt y torn;

and the spectacle revealed by Don
Luis provoked, in addition to horror, an un-
foreseen outburst of incredulity and a sort
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of revolt against the too kindly attention
which had been accorded to those explana-
tions. The Prefect of Police expressed the
general feeling by exclaiming:

“Enough of words! Enough of theories!
However logical they may seem, they lead
to absurd conclusions.”

“Absurd in appearance, Monsieur le
Préfet; but how do we know that M. Fau-
ville’s unheard-of conduct is not explained
by very natural reasons? Of course, no one
dies with a light heart, for the mere pleasure
of revenge. But how do we know that M.
Fauville, whose extreme emaciation and
pallor you must have noted as I did, was
not stricken by some mortal illness and
that, knowing himself doomed——"

“I repeat, enough of words!” cried the
Prefect.- “You go only by suppositions.
What I want is proofs, a proof, only one.
And we are still waiting for it.”

“Here it is, Monsieur le Préfet.”

“Eh? What'’s that you say?”

“Monsieur le Préfet, when I removed the
chandelier from the plaster that supported
it, I found, outside the upper surface of the
metal box, a sealed envelope. As the
chandelier was placed under the attic occu-
pied by M. Fauville’s son, it is evident that
M. Fauville was able, by lifting the boards
of the floor in his son’s room, to reach the
top of the machine which he had contrived.
This was how, on that last night, he
placed this sealed envelope in position, after
writing on it the date of the murder, ‘3t
March, 11 p.M.,” and his signature, ‘Hippo-
lyte Fauville.” ”

M. Desmalions opened the envelope with
an eager hand. His first glance at the pages
of writing which it contained made him give
a start.

“Oh, the villain, the villain!” he said.
“How was it possible for such a monster to
exist? What a loathsome brute!”

In a jerky voice, which became almost
inaudible at times owing to his amazement,
he read:

“The end is reached. My hour is striking. Put
to sleep by me, Edmond is dead without having
been aroused from his unconsciousness by the fire of
the poison. My own death-agony is beginning. I
am suffering all the tortures of hell. My hand can
hardly write these last lines. I suffer, how I suffer!
And yet my happiness is unspeakable.

“This happincss dates back to my visit to London,
with Edmond, four months ago. Until then I was
dragging on the most hideous existence, hiding my
hatred of the woman who detested me and who
loved another, broken down in health, feeling
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myself already eaten up with an unrelenting disease,
ang%1 seeing my son grow daily more weak and lan-

id.

“In the afternoon I consulted a great physician,
and I no longer had the least doubt left: the malady
that was eating into me was cancer. And I knew
besides that, like myself, my son Edmond was on
the road to the grave, incurably stricken with con-
sumption.

“That same evening I conceived the magnificent
idea of revenge. And such a revenge! The most
dreadful of accusations made against 2 man and a
woman in love with each other! Prison! The
assizes! Penal servitude! The scaffold! And no
assistance possible, not a struggle, not a hope!
Accumulated proofs, proofs so formidable as to
make the innocent themselves doubt their own inno-
cence and remain hopelessly and helplessly dumb!
What a revenge! . . . And what a punishment!
To be innocent and to struggle vainly against the
very facts that accuse you, the very certainty that
proclaims you guilty!

“And I prepared everything with a glad heart.
Each happy thought, each invention made me shout
with laughter. Lord, how merry I was! You would
think that cancer hurts: not a bit of it! How can
you suffer physical pain when your soul is quivering
with delight? Do you think I feel the hideous burn-
ing of the poison at this moment?

“I am happy. The death which I have inflicted
on myself is the beginning of their torment. Then
why live and wait for a natural death, which to them
would mean the beginning of their happiness? And,
as Edmond had to die, why not save him a lingering
illness and give him a death which would double the
crime of Marie and Sauverand? . . .

“The end is coming. I had to break off: the pain
was too much for me. Now to pull myself together.
. . . How silent everything is! Outside the house
and in the house are emissaries of the police, watch-
ing over my crime. At no great distance Marie, in
obedience to my letter, is hurrying to the trysting-
place, where her beloved will not come. And the
beloved is roaming under the windows where his
darling will not appear.

“Oh, the dear little puppets whose strings I pull!
Dance! Jump! Skip! Lord, what fun they are! A
rope around your neck, sir; and, madam, a rope
around yours. Was it not you, sir, who poisoned In-
spector Vérot this morning and followed him to the
Café du Pont-Neuf, with your grand ebony walking-
stick? Why, of course it was! And at night the
pretty lady poisons me and poisons her stepson.
Prove it? Well, what about this apple, madam, this
apple which you did ne¢ bite into and which, all the
same, will be found to bear the marks of your teeth?
What fun! Dance! Jump! Skip!

“And the letters! The trick of my letters to the
late lamented Langernault! That was my crowning
triumph. Oh, the joy of it, when I invented and
constructed my little mechanical toy!
nicely thought out? Isn’t it wonderiully neat and
accurate? On the appointed day—click!/ The first
letter! And, ten daysafter—click! The second letter!
Come, there’s no hope for you, my poor {riends;
you're nicely done for! Dance! Jump! Skip!

“And what amuses me—for I am laughing now—is
to think that nobody will know what to make of it.

Marie and Sauverand guilty; of that there is not

the least doubt.

: But outside that, absolute mys-
tery!

.

Wasn't it .
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“Nobody will know, nor ever will know, anything.
In a few weeks’ time, when the two criminals are
irrevocably doomed, when the letters are in the
hands of the police, on the 25th, or rather at 3 o’clock
on the morning of the 26th of May, an explosion will
destroy every trace of my work. The bomb is in its
place. A movement entirely independent of the
chandelier will explode it at the hour aforesaid.

“I have just laid beside it the drab-cloth manu-
script book in which I pretended that I wrote my
diary, the vials containing the poison, the needles
which I used, an ebony walking-stick, two letters
from Inspector Vérot; in short, anything that might
save the culprits. Then how can any one know?
No, nobody will know, nor ever will know, anything.

“Unless . . . unless some miracle happens . . .
unless the bomb leaves the walls standing and the
ceiling intact. . . . unless, by some marvel of in-
telligence and intuition, a man of genius, unraveling
the threads which I have tangled, should penetrate
to the very heart of the riddle and succeed, after a
search lasting for months and months, in discovering
this final letter.

“It is for this man that I write, well knowing that
he can not exist. But after all, what do I care?
Marie and Sauverand will be at the bottom of the
abyss by then, dead no doubt, or in any case sepa-
rated for ever. And I risk nothing by leaving this
evidence of my hatred in the hands of chance.

“There, that’s finished. I have only to sign. My
hand shakes more and more. The sweat is pouring
from my forehead in great drops. I am suffering
the tortures of the damned, and I am divinely happy!
Aba, my friends, you were waiting for my death!

“You, Marie, imprudently let me read in your
eyes, which watched me stealthily, all your delight
at seeing me so illl And you were both of you so
sure of the future that you had the courage to wait
patiently for my death! Well, here it is, my death!
Here it is, and there are you, united above my grave,
linked together with the hand-cuffs. Marie, be the
wife of my friend Sauverand. Sauverand, I bestow
my spouse upon you. Be joined together in holy
matrimony. Bless you, my children!

“The examining magistrate will draw up the con-
tract and the executioner will read the marriage-
service. Oh, the delight of it! I suffer agonies . . .
but oh, the delight! What a fine thing is hatred,

when it makes death a joy! . .. I am happy in
dying. . . . Marie is in prison. . . . Sauverand is
weeping in the condemned man’s cell. . . . The door
opens. . . .

“Oh, horror; the men in black! They walk up to
the bed: ‘Gaston Sauverand, your appeal is re-
jected. Courage! Be a man!’ Oh, the cold, dark
morning . . . The scaffold! . . . It's your tum,
Marie, your turn! Would you survive your lover?
Sauverand is dead; it’s your turnl Sce, here’s a
rope for you. ... Or would you rather have
poison? . . . Die, will you, you hussy! Die with
your veins on fire . . . as I am doing, I who hate
you . . . hate you . . . hate you!”

M. DESMALIONS ceased, amid the
e
and

silent astonishment of all those pres-
ent. He had great difficulty in
reading the concluding lines, the writing
having become almost wholly shapeless and
illegible.
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He said in a low voice, as he stared at the
paper:

‘ ‘Hippolyte Fauville.” The signature is
there. The scoundrel found a last remnant
of strength to sign his name clearly. He
feared that a doubt might be entertained of
his villainy. And indeed how could any one
have suspected it?”

And, looking at Don Luis, he added:

“It needed, to solve the mystery, a really
exceptional power of insight and gifts to
which we must all do homage, to which I do
homage. Al the explanations which that
madman gave have been anticipated in the
most accurate and bewildering fashion.”

Don Luis bowed and, without replying to
the praise bestowed upon him, said:

“You are right, Monsieur le Préfet; he
was a madman, and one of the most danger-
ous kind—the lucid madman who pursues an
idea from which nothing will make him turn
He pursued it with superhuman
tenacity and with all the resources of his
fastidious mind, enslaved by the laws of
mechanics.

“Another would have killed his victims
frankly and brutally. He set his wits to
work to kill at a long date, like an experi-
menter who leaves to time the duty of prov-
ing the excellence of his invention. And he
succeeded only too well, because the police
fell into the trap and because Mme. Fau-
ville is perhaps going to die.”

M. Desmalions made a gesture of de-
cision. The whole business, in fact, was
past history, on which the police proceed-
ings would throw the necessary light. One
fact alone was of importance to the present
—the saving of Marie Fauville’s life.

“It’s true,” he said; “we have not a min-
ute to lose. Mme. Fauville must be told
without delay. At the same time I will
send for the examining magistrate; and the
case against her is sure to be dismissed at
once.”

He swiftly gave orders for continuing the
investigations and verifying Don Luis’
theories. Then, turning to Perenna:

“Come, monsieur,” he said. ‘It is right
that Mme., Fauville should thank her
rescuer. Mazeroux, you come too.”

2822 THE meeting was over, that mcet-
awia ing in the course of which Don Luis

had given the most striking proofs
of his genius. Waging war, so to speak,
upon the powers beyond the grave, he had
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forced the dead man to reveal his secret.
He disclosed, as if he had been present
throughout, the hateful vengeance con-
ceived in the -darkness and carried out in
the tomb.

M. Desmalions showed all his admiration
by his silence and by certain movements of
his head. And Perenna took a keen enjoy-
ment in the strange fact that he, who was
being hunted down by the police a few
hours ago, should now be sitting in a motor-
car beside the head of that same force.

Nothing threw into greater relief the
masterly manner in which he had conducted
the business and the importance which the
police attached to the results obtained.
The value of his collaboration was such
that they were willing to forget the incidents
of the last two days. The grudge which
Weber bore him was now of no avail against
Don Luis Perenna.

M. Desmalions, meanwhile, began briefly
to review the new solutions and he con-
cluded by still discussing certain points.

“Yes, that’sit . . . There is not the least
shadow of a doubt. . . . We agree. . .
It’s that and nothing else. Still, one or two
things remain obscure. First of all, the
mark of the teeth. This, notwithstanding
the husband’s admission, is a fact which we
can not neglect.”

“I believe that the explanation is a very
simple one, Monsieur le Préfet. I will give
it to you as soon as I am able to support it
with the necessary proofs.”

“Very well. But another question. How
is it that Weber, yesterday morning, found
that sheet of paper relating to the explosion
in Mlle. Levasseur’s room?p”

“And how was it,”” added Don Luis,
laughing, ‘“that I found there the list of the
five dates corresponding with the delivery
of the letters?”

“So you are of my opinion?” said M.
Desmalions. ‘“The part played by Mlle.
Levasseur is at least suspicious.”

“I believe that everything will be cleared
up, Monsieur le Préfet; and that you need
now only question Mme. Fauville and Gas-
ton Sauverand in order to dispel these last
obscurities and remove all suspicion from
Mille. Levasseur.,”

“And then,” insisted M. Desmalions,
“there is one more fact that strikes me as
odd. Hippolyte Fauville does not once
mention the Mornington inheritance in his
confession. Why? Did he not know of it?
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Are we to suppose that there is no connec-
tion, beyond a mere casual coincidence, be-
tween the series of crimes and that be-
quest?”’

“There I am entirely of your opinion,
Monsieur le Préfet. Hippolyte Fauville's
silence as to that bequest perplexes me a
little, I confess. But all the same I look
upon it as comparatively unimportant.
The main thing is Fauville’s guilt and the
prisoners’ innocence.”

Don Luis’ delight was pure and unbound-
ed. From his point of view, the sinister
tragedy was at an end with the discovery of
the confession written by Hippolyte Fau-
ville. Anything not explained in those
lines would be explained by the details to be
supplied by Mme. Fauville, Florence Le-
vassewr and Gaston Sauverand. He him-
self had lost all interest in the matter.

The car drew up at Saint-Lazare, the
wretched, sordid old prison which is still
waiting to be pulled down.

The Prefect jumped out.
opened at once.

“Is the Prison Governor there?” he asked.
“Quick, send for him; it’s urgent.”

Then, unable to wait, he at once hastened

“ toward the corridors leading to the infir-
mary and, as he reached the first floor
landing, came up against the Governor
himself.

“Mme. Fauville,”” he said without waste
of time. “I want to see her——"’

But he stopped short when he saw the ex-
pression of consternation on the Prison
Governor’s face.

“Well, what is it?”’ he asked.
the matter?”

“Why, haven’t you heard, Monsieur le
Préfet?’”’ stammered the Governor. “I tele-
phoned to the office, you know——"

“Speak! What is it?”

“Mme. Fauville died this morning. She
managed somehow to take poison.”

M. Desmalions seized the Governor by
the arm and ran to the infirmary, followed
by Perenna and Mazeroux.

He saw Marie Fauville lying on a bed in
one of the rooms. Her pale face and her
shoulders were stained with brown patches,
similar to those which had marked the
bodies of Inspector Vérot, Hippolyte Fau-
ville and his son Edmond.

Greatly upset, the Prefect murmured—

“But the poison . . . where did it come
from?”?

The door was

“What'’s
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“This vial and syringe were found under
her pillow, Monsieur le Prefét.”

“Under her pillow? But how did they
get there? How did they reach her? Who
gave them to her?”

: “We don’t know yet, Monsieur le Pré-
et.”

M. Desmalions looked at Don Luis. So
Hippolyte Fauville’s suicide had not put an
end to the series of crimes! His action had
done more than aim at Marie’s death by the
hand of the law; it had now driven her to
take poison! Was it p0551b1e? Was it ad-
missible that the dead man’s revenge should
still continue in the same automatic and
anonymous manner?

Or rather . . . or rather was there not
some other mysterious will which was se-
cretly and as audaciously carrying on
Hippolyte Fauville’s diabolical work?

F. 9l TWO days later came a fresh sensa-
‘\’ tion: Gaston Sauverand was found

dying in his cell. He had had the
courage to strangle himself with his bed
sheet. All efforts to restore him to life were
vain.

On the table near him lay a half dozen
newspaper-clippings, which had been passed
to him by an unknown hand. All of them
told the news of Marie Fauville’s death,

CHAPTER XVII
THE HEIR TO THE HUNDRED MILLIONS

ON THE fourth evening after the tragic
events related, an old cab-driver, al-
most entirely hidden in a huge great-coat,
rang at Perenna’s door and sent up a letter
to Don Luis. He was at once shown into
the study on the first floor. Hardly taking
time to throw off his great-coat, he rushed
at Don Luis.

“It’s all up with you this time, chief!” he
exclaimed. “This is no moment for joking;
pack up your trunks and be off as quick as
you can!”

Don Luis, who sat quietly smoking in an
easy chair, answered:

“Which will you have, Mazeroux—a
cigar or a cigarette?”

Mazeroux at once grew indignant.

“But look here, chief, don’t you read the
papers?”’

“Worse luck!”

“In that case, the situation must appear as
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clear to you as it does to me and everybody
else. During the last three days, since the
double suicide or rather the double murder of
Marie Fauville and her cousin Gaston
Sauverand, there hasn’t been a newspaper
but has said this kind of thing: ‘And, now
that M. Fauville, his son, his wife and his
cousin Gaston Sauverand are dead, there’s
nothing standing between Don Luis Per-
enna and the Mornington inheritance!

“Do you understand what that means?
Of course, people speak of the explosion on
the Boulevard Suchet and of Fauville’s
posthumous revelations; and they are dis-
gusted with that dirty brute of a Fauville;
and they don’t know how to praise your
cleverness enough. But there is one fact
that forms the -main subject of every con-
versation and every discussion.

“Now that the three branches of the
Roussel family are extinct, who remains?
Don Luis Perenna. In default of the nat-
ural heirs, who inherits the property? Don
Luis Perenna.”

“Lucky dog!”

“That’s what people are saying, chief.
They say that this series of murders and
atrocities can not be the effect of chance
coincidences, but on the contrary points to
the existence of an all-powerful will which
began with the murder of Cosmo Morning-
ton and ended with the capture of the hun-
dred millions. And, to give a name to that
will, they pitch on the nearest—that of the
extraordinary, glorious, ill-famed, bewilder-
ing, mysterious, omnipotent and ubiquitous
person who was Cosmo Mornington’s inti-
mate friend and who, from the beginning, has
controlled events and pieced them together,
accusing and acquitting people, getting
them arrested and helping them to escape.”

“They say,” he went on hurriedly, “that
he manages the whole business and that,
if he works it in accordance with his inter-
ests, there are a hundred millions waiting
for him at the finish. And this person is
Don Luis Perenna—in other words, Arséne
Lupin, the man with the unsavory reputa-
tion, whom it would be madness not to think
of in connection with so colossal a job.”

“Thank you!”

“That’s what they say, chief; I'm only
telling you. As long as Mme. Fauville and
Gaston Sauverand were alive, people did
not give much thought to your claims as
residuary legatee. But both of them die.
Then, you see, people can’t help remarking
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the really surprising persistence with which
luck looks after Don Luis Perenna’s interests.

“You know the legal maxim: fecit cui
prodest. 'Who benefits by the disappearance
of all the Roussel heirs? Don Luis Pe-
renna.”

“The scoundrel!”

“The scoundrel: that’s the word which
Weber goes roaring out all along the pas-
sages of the police office and the criminal
investigation department. You are the
scoundrel and Florence Levasseur is your
accomplice. And hardly any one dares
protest.

“The Prefect of Police? What is the use
of his defending you, of his remembering
that you have saved his life twice over and
rendered invaluable services to the police
which he is the first to appreciate? What
is the use of his going to the Prime Minister,
though we all know that Valenglay pro- .
tects you?

“There are others besides the Prefect of
Police! There are others besides the Prime
Minister! There’s the whole of the detec-
tive office, there’s the Public Prosecutor’s
staff, there’s the examining magistrate, the
press and, above all, public opinion, which
has to be satisfied and which calls for and
expects a culprit. That culprit is yourself
or Florence Levasseur. Or rather it’s you
and Florence Levasseur.”

Don Luis did not move a muscle of his
face. Mazeroux waited a moment longer.
Then, receiving no reply, he made a gesture
of despair.

“Chief, do you know what you are com-
pelling me to do? To betray my duty!
Well, let me tell you this: tomorrow morn-
ing you will receive a summons to appear
before the examining magistrate. At the
end of your examination, whatever ques-
tions may have been put to you and what-
ever you may have answered, you will be
taken straight to the lockup. The warrant
is signed. That is what your enemies have
done.”

“The devil!”

“And that’s not all. Weber, who is burn-
ing to take his revenge, has asked for per-
mission to watch your house from this day
onward, so that you may not slip away as
Florence Levasseur did. He will be here
with his men in an hour’s time. What do
you say to that, chief?”

Without abandoning his careless atti-
tude, Don Luis beckoned to Mazeroux.
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“Sergeant, just look under that sofa be-
tween the windows.”

Don Luis was serious. Mazeroux in-
stinctively obeyed. Under the sofa was a
portmanteau.

“Sergeant, in ten minutes, when I have
told my servants to go to bed, carry the
portmanteau to 143 bis, Rue de Rivoli,
where I have taken a small flat under the
name of M. Lecocq.”

“What for, chief? What does it mean?”

“It means that, having no trustworthy
person to carry that portmanteau for me, I
have been waiting for your visit for the last
three days.”

(lWhy, but b & 4
in his confusion.

“‘Why, but’—what?”

“Had you made up your mind to clear
out?”

“Of course I had! But why hurry? The
reason I originally obtained for you a place
in the detective office was that I might
know what was being plotted against me.
Since you tell me that I’'m in danger, I shall
clear out.”

And, as Mazeroux looked at him with in- V

creasing bewilderment, he tapped the ser-
geant on the shoulder and said severely:

“You see, sergeant, that it was not worth
while to disguise yourself as a cab-driver
and betray your duty. You should never
betray your duty, sergeant. Ask your own
conscience; 1 am sure that it will judge you
according to your deserts.”

DON LUIS had spoken the truth.
Recognizing how greatly the deaths
of Marie Fauville and Sauverand
had altered the situation, he considered it
wise to move to a place of safety. His excuse
for not doing so before was that he hoped
to receive news of Florence Levasseur either
by letter or by telephone. As the girl per-
sisted in keeping silence, there was no reason
why Don Luis should risk an arrest which the
course of events made extremely probable.
And in fact his anticipations were correct.
Next morning Mazeroux came to the little
flat in the Rue de Rivoli, looking very spry.
“You’ve had a narrow escape, chief.
Weber heard this morning that the bird had
flown. He’s simply furious. And you must
confess that the tangle is getting worse and
worse. They’re utterly at a loss at head-
quarters. They don’t even know how to set
about prosecuting Florence Levasseur.

(f;-}',‘

stammered Mazeroux,
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“You must have read about it in the
papers. The examining magistrate main-
tains that, as Fauville committed suicide
and killed his son Edmond, Florence Le-
vasseur has nothing to do with the matter.
In his opinion the case is closed on that
side. Well, he’s a good one, the examining
magistrate! What about Gaston Sauve-
rand’s murder? Isn’t it as clear as daylight
that Florence had a hand in it, as well asin
all the rest?

“Wasn’t it in her room, in a volume of
Shakespeare, that documents were found
relating to M. Fauville’s arrangements
a}l:out the letters and the explosion? And
then—""

Mazeroux interrupted himself, frightened
by the look in Don Luis’ eyes, and realizing
that the chief was fonder of the girl than
ever. Guilty or not, she inspired him with
the same passion.

“All right,” said Mazeroux. ‘“We’ll say
no more about it. The future will bear
me out; you’ll see.” ~

THE days passed. Mazeroux called
as often as possible, or else tele-
phoned to Don Luis all the details
of the two inquiries that were being pur-
sued at Saint-Lazare and at the Santé
Prison. 5

Vain inquiries, as we know. While Don
Luis’ statements relating to the electric
chandelier and the automatic distribution
of the mysterious letters were found to be
correct, the investigation failed to reveal
anything about the two suicides.

At most, it was ascertained that, before
his arrest, Sauverand had tried to enter
into correspondence ‘with Marie through
one of the tradesmen supplying the infir-
mary. Were they to suppose that the vial
of poison and the hypodermic syringe had
been introduced by the same means? It
was impossible to prove; and on the other
hand it was impossible to discover how the
newspaper-clippings telling of Marie’s sui-
cide had found their way into Gaston
Sauverand’s cell.

And then the original mystery still re-
mained, the unfathomable mystery of the
marks of teeth in the apple. M. Fauville’s
posthumous confession acquitted Marie.
And yet it was undoubtedly Marie’s teeth
that had marked the apple. The teeth
that had been called the teeth of the tiger
were certainly hers. Well, then!

i
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In short, as Mazeroux said, everybody
was groping in the dark, so much so that the
Prefect, who was called upon by the will to
assemble the Mornington heirs at a date
not less than three nor more than four
months after the testator’s decease, sudden-
ly decided that the meeting should take
place in the course of the following week
and fixed it for the ninth of June.

He hoped in this way to put an end to an
exasperating case in which the police dis-
played nothing but uncertainty and con-
fusion. They would decide about the
inheritance according to circumstances and
then close the proceedings. And gradually
people would cease to talk about the whole-
sale slaughter of the Mornington heirs; and
the mystery of the teeth of the tiger would
be gradually forgotten.

It was strange, but these last days, which
were restless and feverish like all the days
that come before great battles—and every
one felt that this last meeting meant a
great battle—were spent by Don Luis in
an armchair on his balcony in the Rue de
Rivoli, where he sat quietly smoking cigar-
ettes or blowing soap-bubbles which the
wind carried toward the garden of the
Tuileries. .

Mazeroux could not get over it.

“Chief, you astound me! How calm and
careless you look!” _

“I am calm and careless, Alexandre.”

“But what do you mean? Doesn’t the
case interest you? Don’t you intend to
revenge Mme. Fauville and Sauverand?
You are openly accused—and you sit here
blowing soap-bubbles!”

“There’s no more delightful pastime,
Alexandre.”

“Shall I tell you what I think, chief?
You’ve discovered the solution of the
mystery!”
~ “Perhaps I have, Alexandre, and perhaps
I haven't.”

Nothing seemed to excite Don Luis,
Hours and hours passed; and he did not
stir from his balcony. The sparrows now
came and ate the crumbs which he threw
to them. It really seemed as if the case
was coming to an end for him and as if
everything was turning out perfectly.

But, on the day of the meeting, Mazeroux
entered with a letter in his hand and a
scared look on his face.

“This is for you, chief. It was addressed
to me, but with an envelope inside it in
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your name. How do you explain that?”
“Quite easily, Alexandre. The cnemy
is aware of our cordial relations; and, as he
does not know where I am staying——""
“What enemy?”’
“I'll tell you tomorrow evening.”
Don Luis opened the envelope and read
the following words, written in red ink:

There’s still time, Lupin. Retire from the con-
test. If not, it means your death, too. When you
think that your object is attained, when your hand
is raised against me and you utter words of triumph,
at that same moment the ground will open beneath
your feet. The place of your death is chosen. The
snare is laid. Beware, Lupin!

Don Luis smiled.

“Good,” he said.
shape.”

“Do you think so, chief?”

“I do. And who gave you the letter?”

“Ah, we’ve been lucky for once, chief!
The policeman to whom it was handed
happened to live at Les Ternes, next door
to the bearer of the letter. He knows the
fellow well. It was a stroke of luck,
wasn’t it?”

Don Luis sprang from his seat, radiant
with delight.

“What do you mean? Out with it!
know who it is?”

“The chap’s an indoor servant employed
at a nursing-home in the Avenue des
Ternes.”

“Let’s go there.
lose.”

“Splendid, chief! You're yourself again.”

“Why, of course! As long as there was
nothing to do I was waiting for this evening,
and resting, for I can see that the fight will
be tremendous. But as the enemy has
blundered at last, as he’s given me a trail
to go upon, there’s no need to wait and I’ll
get ahead of him. Have at the tiger,
Mazeroux!”

“Things are taking

You

We've no time to

IT WAS one o’clock in the after-
noon when Don Luis and Mazeroux

: arrived at the nursing-home in the
Avenue des Ternes. A manservant opened
the door. Mazeroux nudged Don Luis.
The man was doubtless the bearer of the
letter. And, in reply to the sergeant’s
questions, he made no difficulty about say-
ing that he had been to the police office
that morning.

“By whose orders?”’ asked Mazeroux.

“The Mother Superior’s.”
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“The Mother Superior?”

“Yes; the home includes a private hospi-
tal, which is managed by nuns.”

“Could we speak to the Superior?”

“Certainly, .but not now; she has gone
out.”

“When will she be in?”

“Oh, she may be back at any time.”

The man showed them into the waiting-
room, where they spent over an hour.
They were greatly puzzled. What did the
intervention of that nun mean? What
part was she playing in the case?

People came in and were taken to the
patients whom they had called to see.
Others went out. There were also sisters
moving silently to and fro, and nurses
dressed in their long white overalls belted
at the waist,

“We’re not doing any good here, chief,”
whispered Mazeroux.

“What’s your hurry? Is your sweetheart
waiting for your”

“We’re wasting our time.”

‘Im not wasting mine. The meeting
at the Prefect’s is not till five.”

“What did you say? You're joking,
chief! You surely don’t intend to go to it.”

“Why not?”

“Why not? Well, the warrant——"’

“The warrant? A scrap of paper!”

“A scrap of paper which will become a
serious matter if you force the police to act.
Your presence will be looked upon as a
provocation——"

“And my absence as a confession. A
gentleman who comes into a hundred
millions does not lie low on the day of the
windfall. So I must attend that meeting,
lest I should forfeit my claim. And attend
it I will”

“Chief . . .

A stifled cry was heard in front of them;
and a woman, a nurse, who was passing
through the room, at once started running,
lifted a curtain and disappeared.

Don Luis arose, hesitating, not knowing
what to do. Then, after four or five sec-
onds of indecision, he suddenly rushed to the
curtain and down a corridor, came up
against a large leather-padded door which
had just closed and wasted more time in
stupidly fumbling at it with shaking hands.

" When he had opened it he found himself
at the foot of a back staircase. Should he
go up it? On the right, the same staircase
ran down to the basement. He went down
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it, entered a kitchen and, seizing hold of
the cook, said to her in an angry voice—

“Has a nurse just gone out this way?”

“Do you mean Nurse Gertrude, the new
one?”’

“Yes, yes, quick! She’s wanted upstairs.”

“Who wants her?”

“Oh, hang it all, can’t you tell me which
way she went?”’

“Through that door over there.”

Don Luis darted away, crossed a little
hall and rushed out on to the Avenue des
Ternes.

“Well, here’s a pretty race!” cried Maze-
roux, joining him.

* Don Luis stood scanning the avenue.
A motor-bus was starting on the little square
hard by, the Place Saint-Ferdinand.

“She’s inside it,” he declared.
time I sha’n’t let her go.”

He hailed a taxi.

“Follow that motor-bus, driver, at fifty
yards’ distance.”

“Is it Florence Levasseur?’” asked Maze-
FOUX.

I(Yes.”

“A nice thing!” growled the sergeant.
And, yielding to a sudden outburst: “But
look here, chief, don’t you see? Surely
you're not so blind as all that!”

Don Luis made no reply.

“But chief, Florence Levasseur’s pres-
ence in the nursing-home proves as clearly
as A-B-C that it was she who told the man-
servant to bring me that threatening letter
for you! There’s not a doubt about it;
Florence Levasseur is managing the whole
business.

“You know it as well as I do. Confess!
It’s possible that, during the last ten days,
you’ve brought yourself, for love of that
woman, to look upon her as innocent in
spite of the overwhelming proofs against
her. But today the truth hits you in the
eye. I feel it, m sure of it. Isn’t it so,
chief? I'm right, am I not? You see it
for yourself?”

This time Don Luis did not protest.
With a drawn face and set eyes he watched
the motor-bus, which at that moment was
standing still at the corner of the Boulevard
Haussmann.

“Stop!’ he shouted to the driver.

The girl alighted. It was easy to recog-
nize Florence Levasseur under her nurse’s
uniform. She cast around her eyes as if to
make sure that she was not being followed,

(‘This
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and then took a cab and drove down the
boulevard and the Rue de la Pépiniére to
the Gare Saint-Lazare.

Don Luis saw her from a distance climb-
ing the steps that run up from the Cour de
Rome; and, on following her, caught sight
of her again at the ticket-office at the end
of the waiting-hall.

“Quick, Mazeroux!” he said. “Get out
your detective-card and ask the clerk what
ticket she’s taken. Run, before another
passenger comes.”

Mazeroux hurried and questioned the
ticket-clerk and returned.

“Second class for Rouen.”

“Take one for yourself.”

Mazeroux did so. They found that there
was an express due to start in a minute.
When they reached the platform Florence
was stepping into a compartment in the
middle of the train.

The engine whistled.

“Get in,” said Don Luis, hiding himself
as best he could. “Telegraph to me from
Rouen; and T’ll join you this evening.
Above all, keep your eyes on her. Don’t
let her slip between your fingers. She’s
very clever, you know.”

“But why don’t you come yourself, chief?
It would be much better——"’

“Out of the question. The train doesn’t
stop before Rouen; and I couldn’t be back
till this evening. The meeting at the
Prefect’s is at five o’clock.”

“And you insist on going?”

“More than ever. There, jump in!”’

He pushed the sergeant into one of the
end carriages. The train started and soon
disappeared in the tunnel.

Then Don Luis flung himself on a bench
in a waiting-room and remained there for

two hours, pretending to read the news-.

papers. But his eyes wandered and his
mind was haunted by the agonizing question
that once more forced itself upon him: Was
Florence guilty or not?

IT WAS five o’clock exactly when

the executors named in Cosmo

Mornington’s will—Major Comte
d’Astrignac, Maitre Lepertuis, and the Sec-
retary of the American Embassy—were
shown into the office of their fellow-exec-
utor, M. Desmalions. At the same mo
ment some one entered the messengers’
room and handed in his card.
o The messenger on duty glanced at the

129

pasteboard, turned his head quickly to-
ward a group of men talking in a corner and
then asked the newcomer—

“Have you an appointment, sir?”

“It’s not necessary. Just say that I’'m
here—Don Luis Perenna.”

A kind of electric shock ran through the
little group in the corner; and one of the
persons forming it came forward. It was
Weber, the deputy chief detective.

The two men looked each other straight
in the eyes. Don Luis smiled amiably.
Weber was livid; he shook in every limb
and was plainly striving to contain him-
self.

Near him stood a couple of journalists
and four detectives.

“By Jove, the fellows are there for me!”
thought Don Luis. “But their confusion
shows that they did not believe that I
should have the cheek to come. Are they
going to arrest me?”

Weber did not move, but in the end his
face expressed a certain satisfaction, as
if he were saying—

“I've got you this time, my fine fellow,
and you sha’n’t escape me.”

The office messenger returned and with-
out a word led the way for Don Luis.
Perenna passed in front of Weber with the
politest of bows, bestowed a friendly little
nod on the detectives, and entered.

The Comte d’Astrignac hurried up to
him at once, with hands outstretched, thus
showing that all the tittle-tattle in no way
affected the esteem in which he continued
to hold Private Perenna of the Foreign
Legion. But the Prefect of Police main-
tained an attitude of reserve which was
very significant. He went on turning over
the papers which he was examining and
conversed in a low voice with the solicitor
and the American Secretary of Embassy.

Don Luis thought to himself:

“My dear Lupin, there’s some one going
to leave this room with the bracelets on his
wrists. If it’s not the real culprit, it’ll be
you, my poor old chap.”

And he remembered the early part of the
case, when he was in the workroom at
Fauville’s house, before the magistrates,
and had either to deliver the criminal to
justice or to incur the penalty of immediate
arrest. In the same way, from the start to
the finish of the struggle, he had been
obliged, while fighting the invisible enemy,
to expose himself to the attacks of the law
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with no means of defending himself except
by indispensable victories.

Harassed by constant onslaughts, never
out of danger, he had successively hurried
to their deaths Marie Fauville and Gaston
Sauverand, two innocent people sacrificed
to the cruel laws of war. Was he at last
about to fight the real enemy, or would he
himself succumb at the decisive moment?

He rubbed his hands with such a cheerful
gesture that M. Desmalions could not help
looking at him. Don Luis wore the radiant
air of a man who is experiencing a pure joy
and who is preparing to taste others even
greater.

The Prefect of Police remained silent for
a moment, as if asking himself what that
devil of a fellow could be so pleased with;
then he fumbled through his papers once
more and, in the end, said:

“We have met again, gentlemen, as we
did two months ago, to come to a definite
conclusion about the Mornington inheri-
tance. Sefior Caceres, the attaché of the
Pecruvian Legation, will not be here. I have
received a telegram from Italy to tell me
that Sefior Caceres is seriously ill. How-
ever, his presence was not indispensable.
There is no one lacking, therefore ... ex-
cept those, alas, whose claims this meeting
would gladly have sanctioned; that is to
say, Cosmo Mornington’s heirs.”

“There is one other person absent, Mon-
sieur le Préfet.”

M. Desmalions looked up. The speaker
was Don Luis. The Prefect hesitated and
then decided to ask him to explain.

“Whom do you mean? What person?”

“The murderer of the Mornington heirs.”

This time again Don Luis compelled
attention and, in spite of the resistance
which he encountered, obliged the others to
take notice of his presence and to yield to
his ascendency. Whatever happened, they
had to listen to him. Whatever happened,
they had to discuss with him things which
seemed incredible, but which were possible
because he put them into words.

“Monsieur le Préfet,” he asked, “will you
allow me to set forth the facts of the matter
as it now stands? They will form a natural
sequel and conclusion of the interview which
we had after the explosion on the Boulevard
Suchet.”

M. Desmalions’ silence gave Don Luis
leave to speak. He at once continued:

“It will not take long, Monsieur le Préfet.
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It will not take long for two reasons: first,
because M. Fauville’s confessions remain
at our disposal and we know definitely the
monstrous part which he played; and
secondly, because, after all, the truth, how-
ever complicated it may seem, is really very
simple.

“It -all lies in the objection which you,
Monsieur le Préfet, made to me on leaving
the wrecked house on the Boulevard Suchet.
‘How is it,’ you asked, ‘that the Morning-
ton inheritance is not once mentioned in
Hippolyte Fauville’s confession?’ It all
lies in that, Monsieur le Préfet. Hippolyte
Fauville did not say a word about the in-
heritance; and the reason evidently is that
he did not know of it.

“And the reason why Gaston Sauverand
was able to tell me his whole sensational
story without making the least allusion to
the inheritance was that the inheritance
played no sort of part in Gaston Sauve-
rand’s story. He todk new nothing of it
before those events, any more than Marie
Fauville did, or Florence Levasseur. There
is no denying the fact: Hippolyte Fauville
was guided by revenge, and by revenge
alone. If not, why should he have acted
as he did, seeing that Cosmo Mornington’s
millions reverted to him by the fullest of
rights? Besides, if he had wished to enjoy
those millions, he would not have begun by
killing himself.

“One thing, therefore, is certain: the in-
heritance in no way affected Hippolyte
Fauville’s resolves or actions. And never-
theless, one after the other, with inflexible
regularity, as if they had been struck down
in the very order called for by the terms of
the Mornington inheritance, they all dis-
appeared: Cosmo Mornington, then Hippo-
lyte Fauville, then Edmond Fauville, then
Marie Fauville, then Gaston Sauverand.
First, the possessor of the fortune; next,
all those whom he had appointed his lega-
tees; and, I repeat, in the very order in
which the will enabled them to lay claim
to the fortune!

“Is it not strange?’’ asked Perenna. “‘And
are we not bound to suppose that there was
a controlling mind at the back of it all?
Are we not bound to admit that the for-
midable contest was influenced by that
inheritance and that, above the hatred and
jealousy of the loathsome Fauville, there
loomed a being endowed with even more
tremendous energy, pursuing a tangible
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aim and driving to their deaths, one by one,
like so many numbered victims, all the un-
conscious actors in the tragedy of which he
tied, and of which he is now untying, the
threads?”

Don Luis leaned forward and continued
earnestly:

“Monsieur le Préfet, the public instinct
so thoroughly agrees with me, a section of
the police with M. Weber, the deputy
chief detective at its head, argues in a
manner so exactly identical with my own,
that the existence of that being is at once
confirmed in every mind. There had to be
some one to act as the controlling brain, to
provide the will and the energy. That
some one was myself. After all, why not?
Did not I possess the condition which was
indispensable to make any one interested
* in the murders? Was I not Cosmo Morn-
ington’s heir?

“I will not defend myself. It may be
that outside interference, it may be that
circumstances will oblige you, Monsieur
le Préfet, to take unjustifiable measures
against me; but I will not insult you by
believing for one second that you can
imagine the man whose acts you have been
able to judge for the last two months ca-
pable of such crimes. And yet the public
instinct is right in accusing me.

“Apart from Hippolyte Fauville, there is
necessarily a criminal; and that criminal is
necessarily Cosmo Mornington’s heir. As
I am not the man, another heir of Cosmo
Mornington exists. It is he whom I accuse,
Monsieur le Préfet.

“There is something more than a dead
man’s will in the wicked business that is
being enacted before us. We thought for
a time that there was only that; but there
is something more. I have not been fight-
ing a dead man all the time; more than once
I have felt the very breath of life strike
against my face. More than once I have
felt the teeth of the tiger seeking to tear
me.

The dead man did much, but he did not
do everything. And, even then, was he
alone in doing what he did? Was the being
of whom I speak merely one who executed
his orders? Or was he also the accomplice
who helped him in his scheme? I do not
know. But he certainly continued a work
which he perhaps began by inspiring and
which in any case he turned to his own
profit, resolutely completed and carried out
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to the very end. And he did so because
he knew of Cosmo Mornington’s will. It
is he whom I accuse, Monsieur le Préfet.

“T accuse him at the very least of that
part of the crimes and felonies which can-
not be attributed to Hippolyte Fauville.
I accuse him of breaking open the drawer
of the desk in which Maitre Lepertuis,
Cosmo Mornington’s solicitor, had put his
client’s will. I accuse him of entering
Cosmo Mornington’s room and substitu-
ting a vial containing a toxic fluid for one
of the vials of glycero-phosphate which
Cosmo Mornington used for his hypodermic
injections. I accuse him of playing the
part of a doctor who came to certify Cosmo
Mornington’s death and of delivering a
false certificate. I accuse him of supply
ing Hippolyte Fauville with the poison
which killed successively Inspector Vérot,
Edmond Fauville, and Hippolyte Fauville
himself.

“I accuse him of arming and turning
against me the hand of Gaston Sauverand,
who, acting under his advice and his in-
structions, tried three times to take my life
and ended by causing the death of my
chauffeur. I accuse him of profiting by
the relations which Gaston Sauverand had
established with the infirmary in order to
communicate with Marie Fauville and of
arranging for Marie Fauville to receive the
hypodermic syringe and the vial of poison
with which the poor woman was able to
carry out her plans of suicide.”

Perenna paused to note the effect of these
charges. Then he went on:

“I accuse him of conveying to Gaston
Sauverand, by some unknown means, the
newspaper-clippings about Marie Fauville’s
death and at the same time foreseeing the
inevitable results of his act. To sum up,
therefore, without mentioning his share in
the other crimes—the death of Inspector
Vérot, the death of my chauffeur—I accuse
him of killing Cosmo Mornington, Edmond
Fauville, Hippolyte Fauville, Marie Fau-
ville and Gaston Sauverand; in plain words,
of killing all those who stood between the
millions and himself. These last words,
Monsieur le Préfet, will tell you clearly
what I have in my mind.

“When a man does away with five of his
fellow creatures in order to secure a certain
number of millions, it means that he is con-
vinced that this proceeding will positively
and mathematically insure his entering
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into possession of the millions. In short,
when a man does away with a millionaire
and his four successive heirs, it means that
he himself is the millionaire’s fifth heir.
The man will be here in a moment.”

“What!”

It was a spontaneous exclamation on the
part of the Prefect of Police, who was for-
getting the whole of Don Luis Perenna’s
powerful and closely reasoned argument
and thinking only of the stupefying appari-
tion which Don Luis announced. Don
Luis replied:

“Monsieur le Préfet, his visit is the logical
outcome of my accusations. Remember
that Cosmo Mornington’s will explicitly
states that no heir’s claim will be valid
unless he is present at today’s meeting.”

“And suppose he does not come?” asked
the Prefect, thus showing that Don Luis’
conviction had gradually got the better of
his doubts.

“He will come, Monsieur le Préfet. If

not, there would have been no sense in all

this business. Limited to the crimes and
other actions of Hippolyte Fauville, it could
be looked upon as the preposterous work of
a madman. Continued to the deaths of
Marie Fauvillie and Gaston Sauverand, it
demands, as its inevitable outcome, the
appearance of a person who, as the last
descendant of the Roussels of Saint-Etienne
and consequently as Cosmo Mornington’s
absolute heir, taking precedence of myself,
will come to claim the hundred millions
which he ha,s won by means of his incredible
audacity.”

“And suppose he does not come?” M.
Desmalions once more exclaimed, in a more
vehement tone.

“Then, Monsieur le Préfet, you may take
it that I am the culprit; and you have only
to arrest me. This day, between five and
six o’clock, you will see before you, in this
room, the person who killed the Morning-
ton helrs It is, humanly speaking, impos-
sible that this should not be so. Conse-
quently the law will be satisfied in any
circumstances. He or I: the position is
quite simple.”

M.DESMALIONS wassilent. He
gnawed his mustache thought-
fully and walked around and around
the table, within the narrow circle formed
by the others. It was obvious that objec-
tions to the supposition were springing up
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in his mind. In the end he muttered, as
if speaking to himself:

“No, no! For, after all, how are we to
explain that the man should have waited
until now to claim his rights?”’

“An accident, perhaps, Monsieur le
Préfet; an obstacle of some kind. Or else—
one can never tell—the perverse longing for
a more striking sensation. And remember,
Monsieur le Préfet, how minutely and sub-
tly the whole business was worked. Each
event took place at the very moment fixed
by Hippolyte Fauville. Can not we take
it that his accomplice is pursuing this meth-
od to the end, and that he will not reveal
himself until the last minute?”

M. Desmalions exclaimed with a sort
of anger:

“No, no, and again no! It is not possible.
If a creature monstrous enough to commit
such a series of murders exists, he will not
be such a fool as to deliver himself into our
hands.”

“Monsieur le Préfet, he does not know
the danger that threatens him if he comes
here, because no one has even contemplated
the theory of his existence. Besides, what
risk does he run?”

“What risk? Why, if he has really com-
mitted those murders

“He has not committed them, Monsieur
le Préfet. He has caused them to be com-
mitted, which is a different thing. And
you now see where the man’s unsuspected
strength lies! He does not act in person.
From the day when the truth appeared to
me, I have succeeded in gradually discover-
ing his means of action, in laying bare the
machinery which he controls, the tricks
which he employs. He does not act in
person. There you have his method. You
will find that it is the same throughout the
series of murders.

“In appearance, Cosmo Mornington died
of the results of a carelessly administered
injection. In reality, it was this man who
caused the injection to prove fatal. In
appearance, Inspector Vérot was killed by
Hippolyte Fauville. In reality, it must
have been this man who contrived the
murder by pointing out the necessity to
Fauville and, so to speak, guiding his hand.
And in the same way, in appearance Fau-
ville killed his son and committed suicide;
Marie Fauville committed suicide; Gaston
Sauverand committed suicide. In reality,
it was this man who wanted them dead, who

PN
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prompted them to commit murder and sui-
cide, and who supplied them with the
means of death.

“There you have the method and there,
Monsieur le Préfet, you have the man.”
And, in a lower voice, that contained a sort
of apprehension, he added, “I confess that
never before, in the course of a life that
has been full of strange meetings, have I
encountered a more terrifying person, acting
with more devilish ability or greater psy-
chological insight.”

His words created an ever increasing
sensation among his hearers. They really
saw that invisible being. He took shape
in their imaginations. They waited for
him to arrive. Twice Don Luis had turned
to the door and listened. And his action
did more than anything else to conjure up
the image of the man who was coming.

M. Desmalions said— ,

“Whether he acted in person or caused
others to act, the law, once it has hold of
him, will know how to—"

“The law will find it no easy matter,
Monsieur le Préfet! A man of his powers
and resource must have foreseen everything,
even his arrest, even the accusation of which
he would be the subject; and there is little
to be brought against him but moral
charges, without proofs.”

“Then you think

“I think, Monsieur le Préfet, that the
thing will be to accept his explanations as
quite natural and not to show any distrust.
What you want is to know who he is.
Later on, before long, you will be able to
unmask him.”

The Prefect of Police continued to walk
around the table. Major d’Astrignac kept
his eyes fixed on Perenna, whose coolness
amazed him. The solicitor and the Secre-

133

tary of Embassy seemed greatly excited.
In fact nothing could be more sensational
than the thought that filled all their minds.
Was the abominable murderer about to
appear before them?

“Silence!” said the Prefect, stopping his
walk.

Some one had crossed the anteroom.

There was a knock at the door.

“Come in!”

The office messenger entered, carrying a
card-tray. On the tray was a letter; and
in addition there was one of those printed
slips on which it is customary for the call-
er to write his name and the object of his
visit.

M. Desmalions hastened toward the
messenger. He hesitated a moment before
taking up the slip. He was very pale.
Then he glanced at it quickly.

“Oh!”’ he said with a start.

He looked toward Don Luis, reflected,
and then, taking the letter, he said to the
messenger—

“Is the bearer outside?”

"- “In the anteroom, Monsieur le Préfet.”

“Show the caller in when I ring.”

The messenger left the room.

M. Desmalions stood in front of his desk
without moving. For the second time Don
Luis met his eyes; and a feeling of pertur-
bation came over him. What washappen-
ing?

With a sharp movement, the Prefect of
Police opened the envelope which he held
in his hand, unfolded the letter and began
to read it.

The others watched his every gesture,
watched the least change of expression on
his face. Were Perenna’s predictions about
to be fulfilled? Was a fifth heir putting in
his claim?

TO BE CONCLUDED.

AN OPEN SECRET

By CHARLES CAMPBELL JONES

PLACE can not make it for many or few;
Time doesn’t hide it in old years or new;
Who reads the secret may claim it as his—
Adventure is where the adventurer is.



THE LOG OF A
BEACH COMBER

AS RELATED BY RICHARD
T-JACOBSON TO CHARLES

from G. A. Henty to Robert Louis
Stevenson, my imagination has
been fired with one phrase which stuck tan-
talizingly in my memory. It seemed to sum-
marize a sort of colorful vagabondage and
brotherhood of tatterdemalion adventure.
Yet the phrase describes the most desperate
condition to which a traveler can come. It
is this: ““On the beach.”

INCE those young days when I
S transferred my literary affections

Since that period of story-book concep-

tions I have been out and come back.
Beaches have been my habitations. The
phrase no longer allures with the vague
glamour of adventure., In stripping those
fllusions I have acquired actualities and
memories, many of which I would willingly
efface, but at least I can speak as one who
has had his knowledge at first hand. It
was not by proxy that I “hit the beach” at
Antofagasta, Valparaiso, Callao, Iquique,
Sydney, Auckland and a dozen other points
on both sides of the Pacific. It was not by
proxy that I lived alone among the Amaryan
Indians in" the hinterland of Bolivia—
though that was combing the beach pretty
far inland—and it was decidedly in the first
person that I lay for eight months in a Pe-
ruvian prison, falsely charged with the mur-
der of a fellow derelict. To my own people
in these far countries I was a purposeless
outcast, except at those occasional periods
when some golden enterprise resulted in a
“killing” and when for a brief time I could
rise above the submerging waters of vaga-
bondage and return to cities where white
men and white women lived in that decency
which I had known in boyhood.
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Even in those favored intervals when,
shaved and dressed again in the semblance
of a surrendered gentility, I could mingle
with what had once been my kind, I could
not escape the hungry glances of the men
who were still “on the beach;” whose kind
I had become.

Tomorrow might find me again tramp-
ing water-front streets, fraternizing once
more with my colleagues in ‘“‘the Legion of
the Lost Ones, in the Cohorts of the
Damned.” For once a man has been bitten
with the virus of the wanderlust and “hit
the beach,” his fate is usually irrevocable.
His moments of wealth also will be mo-
ments of wasting, and tomorrow will dawn
on the derelict. If we were often outcasts
to our own sort, to the natives we were al-
ways Gringos, only the designation was
rarely used without qualification, and the
qualification was rarely nice.

But it is for me to draw the picture of my
experiences, or some part of them, and for
the hearer to draw the moral. I shall not
go into my initial years of semi-respectable
adventure after I left my home in Kentucky,
except for a few prefatory sentences to show
when and where I reached that stage of
downward coursing which comes at last to
the beach.

On or about August 18, 1906, I left
Tacoma, Washington, to see what Van-
couver was like. I had no very definite
idea of what I meant to do with Tacoma
when I had attained it, but having arrived
I spent eighteen months there in varied
commercial pursuits, which instead of open-
ing a future brought me conclusively to the
decision that I had only a past. \

- - -
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A WATER-FRONT BOARDING-HOUSE

I FOUND myself at last in one of those
water-front boarding-houses which a
man shuns as he would shun a plague-
center until the day arrives when he seeks
refuge inside its door. "That day marks
his enlistment in the world-wide army of
beach combers. This house was owned by
a negro,and I may say, in passing, that itis
surprising how many of these establish-
ments from Canada to the southern coast of
Chile are operated by American negroes.
Perhaps that is one reason why the Ameri-
can white man, particularly the man reared
south of the Mason and Dixon Line, re-
gards them with such distaste.

But there are other reasons. The pro-
prietor of such an establishment has no
interest in a prospective guest until he has
reached the stage wherein he has ceased to
interest other hosts. When the wanderer
has no prospect of being able to pay, when
he has no roof left under which he can seek
shelter, then and not before does he turn
into these places. Then he becomes practi-
cally a prisoner. If he has any clothing or
belongings, they are placed under lock and
key, for the proprietor is in fact a trafficker
in sailormen; and when the guest has eaten
his bread and salt it is with the understand-
ing that the host shall “find him employ-
ment” as an able-bodied seaman.

The traffic might almost be called shang-
haiing in the second degree. The proprietor
draws his fee from the ship’s master and the
guest goes before the mast to work out his
debt. '

From Vancouver I went before the mast
on the Celtic Queen, a full-rigged three-
master, bound for Antofagasta, Chile.

Through the agency of the blackamoor
boarding-house keeper I was signed as an
A. B., though I had never been to sea save
as a cabin-passenger and hardly knew the
royal top-gallant from the starboard light.
When the vessel had weighed anchor I
thought it advisable to impart this disquiet-
ing information to the captain, and having
heard much of the brutality of that breed
I did it with a certain trepidation. I consid-
ered that inasmuch as he could hardly es-
cape the discovery at the first order given
me it would be as well to gain the credit
for a frank confession.

“Captain,” I acknowledged haltingly,
“there’s no use trying to bluff you. I’'m no
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A. B. at all. T’'m a ‘stiff,” pure and simple.”

When I had admitted being a “stiff”’ I
had entirely consumed my deep-sea vocab-
ulary and come to the end of my nautical
repertoire.

But the captain only grinned. His expe-
rienced eye had already appraised me. I
was strong and quick of movement and per-
haps he had, after all, made as good a bar-
gain as he expected. He had not bought a
finished product but the “makings.” After
two months in Antofagasta, I reshipped on
the same vessel for Sydney, Australia, where
for two years I wandered about the bush
and ‘‘carried the swag.”” That term is
Australian for the great tramp class; a pest
almost as numerous as the rabbits, living
afoot and carrying its worldly possessions in
a pack on its many backs.

However, I was not a ‘‘swag-carrier” all
that while. I was anxious to change that
vocation for one more respectable and re-
munerative, and finally I secured employ-
ment as a boundary-rider. I next worked
my way to Wellington, New Zealand, as a
steward on the English coaster Waikery,
and in Wellington promoted myself to the
dignity of a commercial traveler. I was so
employed for three years, and when at the
end of that time I left Auckland for Valpa-
raiso on the Celtic King, instead of going
before the mast I shipped in the more
august capacity of quartermaster.

ON THE BEACH IN CHILE

BUT in Valparaiso I was on the beach
again, and it is from that point on that
my log, in its proper sense, begins.

In Santiago one sees much of pride
and sparkle, for the capital city of Chile,
like almost every capital in the lower
continent, boasts itself the “Paris of South
America.” Possibly Santiago boasts less
emptily than some of her sister cities, for
lying far enough below the equator to escape
a wholly tropical lethargy, life goes with a
more norma{) steadiness and energy. The
Tropic of Capricorn lies as far to the north
as Cancer lies south of Atlanta, and Val-
paraiso, the port, reflects something of the
spirit of the capital. But the life of the
hotels and casas grandes and cafés does not
touch the existence of the Gringo on the
beach, and it was not for long that I basked
in the smile of even comparative opulence.

Before I had been many weeks the casual
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lounger of the hotels and theaters and the
seeker for employment that would maintain
me as such, the supply of Chilean dollars
had dwindled to vanishing, and I was again
of the colony that gathers at the water-
front. There, after a period of interminable
suspense, I met one night in a miserable
café a New Zealander, whose plight was no
better than my own. We had tried every-
thing that Chile seemed to offer the itinerant
unemployed—with one exception. Before
us lay the choice between the negro John-
son’s boarding-house, with its inevitable
sequel of a voyage before the mast to some
other beach across the world, and this one
alternative. One topic was looming large
in the talk of the town and the country.
In the clubs, the hotels and on the streets
one heard much of the great trade-artery
that was to connect the capital of Chile
with that of Argentina—the Great Western
Railway. It was soon to pierce the Andes
at a height of almost thirteen thousand feet
and whisk the traveler in comfort to Buenos
Aires, heretofore attainable only by mule-
train across the Cordilleras or by voyage
around the Horn.

« The line had already been pushed west-
ward from the Argentine terminal, across
its pampas to the barrier of Andean ram-
parts and eastward from the Chilean coast.
The connecting link and stiffest problem of
the enterprise alone remained. The trans-
Andean tunnel was being bored through the
three-and-a-half-mile length of its burrowing,
and for the positions of bossing, steam-
drilling and management of blasting had
gathered a little army of Gringos. Britons
and Americans under the captaining of Mr.
Evans, the chief engineer, and his lieuten-
ants made up this force. Yet the supply of
available and competent men was always
short of the demand and we heard that
there were room and good wages for recruits
to the enterprise.

The New Zealander suggested that in-
stead of taking the outward-bound alterna-
tive we try the inward course, and so,
financed only with a few loose coins that
jangled dolefully in our breeches-pockets,
we started on the hike to Los Andes. We
had heard that there was great difficuity
in keeping filled the positions of timekeepers
in the tunnel, and we had talked 'with
a number of men who had drifted back to
the coast after brief incumbencies in these
posts.
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They gave various excuses for abandon-
ing their employment, and in each story
was the hint, to our minds, that some better
reason than any stated must lie behind such
wholesale failure to make good. The work
itself was so simple in its demands on brain
or training that any fairly intelligent boy
should have been able to give adequate
service. It was true that the holder must
come in contact, and often in hostile con-
tact, with a large force of native laborers
who hated the Gringos, but to men on the
beach, men who must either fail to survive
altogether or learn to survive handily in
rough circumstances, that was not a suffi-
cient explanation. For the present the
problem was one of reaching the tunnel and
havibg our names included on Mr. Evans'
payroll. The rest came later.

At Los Andes, after a day’s tramp, we
were given passes on the work-train to. the
Chilean end of the tunnel. This train was
made up of cattle-cars and filled with na-
tive Chilenos who would have no intercourse
with us, but who eyed us malevolently and
mumbled among themselves with scowls
fixed on us while they talked. Even a
pedler of native wine and food who carried
his baskets among the men crying his wares
refused to talk or trade with us. An exhibi-
tion of our small hoard of money, and the
arguments which our hunger prompted,
had no effect on his stolid contempt. Our

. ostracism was complete.

THE HATED GRINGO

HIS hatred of Americans we encoun-
tered from that moment on, though
we soon learned that hand in hand with it
went a wholesome fear of the Gringo, once
he took and maintained the offensive.
These men who would cheerfully fight
among themselves to the death, with their
short curved belt-knives, rarely raised 2
hand against the bellicose American or
Englishman. At last the murmuring of our
carmates became loud and open insult.
The New Zealander, who was quiet but
resolute, turned to me and announced his
convictions.

“There’s just one thing for it, Yank.
We've got to get in our bluff and ‘make it
strong enough to stick. You hit the man
nearest you, and I’ll get the next one that
comes forward.”

We followed that policy. At the next
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oath I lashed out at the native who was
amusing himself with Gringo-heckling and
landed a blow which_dropped him down un-
conscious. Then my companion and I
backed against the side of the cattle-car
and invited the congregation to draw near.
The effect was immediate and surprising.

Only one Chileno came forward, and he
approached with a smile on his lips and
complimented us on our attitude. It seems
that he was an influential individual among
his fellows, for after a brief conversation
with him the food-vender laid before us a
well cooked chicken, a loaf of bread and a
bottle of wine. We explained that while
we needed some food we did not want such
an expensive repast, and that we had no
plata beyond a few centavos. But the same
man who had a few minutes before declined
to treat with us on any basis now shrugged
his shoulders with that universal gesture
of the Latin-American and spread his hands
in indifference as he smiled.

He assured us it made no difference. The
food was a gift, not a sale. Of course we
had little of it, since in the face of such gen-
erosity we had to show a like spirit and make
a long division among our fellow travelers,
but from that moment on we had ceased to
be among enemies.

When we reached the construction-camp
at the Chilean end of the tunnel we went
at once to the miserable hovel of corrugated
iron which was known among the men as
the “rat-pit.” It was a tawdry caravansary
and restaurant where the scum of the earth
were gathered, and while we were eating our
supper there arrived a man, whose name
I will forbear to mention, charged with culi-
ing out of this human refuse such material
as might be converted into usefulness.

The New Zealander and I were at a dirty
table dispatching a dirtier meal, and about us
were grouped a roomful of ragged, tramp-like
men, some native, some foreign, who had
come like ourselves seeking refuge from the
beach. It was the employing-manager’spol-
icy, I suppose, to walk among this gathering
contemptuously and to assume a high hand.

“When you two get through your sup-
per,” he said curtly, pausing at our table,
“I want to talk to you.”

His manner and glance indicated that
though he would talk with us he had already
taken our measures and would in the end
tell us to move on. But we had learned our
lesson of bluff, and realized that among the
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other ruffians about the place any lack of
aggressiveness would have made our lives
a burden. So I seized upon this opportunity
to assert myself.

“If you want to talk to me,” I replied
shortly, “do it now. I haven’t any secrets
to discuss with you.” .

‘“‘What are you here for?” was his next
question.

“A job,” I told him.

“What do you know?”” he demanded and,
realizing the necessity of self-assertion even
to the point of mendacity, my answer was
as prompt and sharp as his interrogation.

“I know construction-work from start to
finish.”

At that the boss laughed and then caus-
tically remarked, “Well, I can’t use any
Valparaiso beach combers in my outfit.”

I turned to the room at large and ex-
claimed in a surprised fashion, “I thought
you said this fellow was a white man.”

The employing-manager wheeled on me,
his face very wrathful and with a long string
of oaths demanded, “What do you mean by
that?”

“I mean,” I said, “that you seem to prefer
employing half-breeds to men of your own
race.”

He ordered us out of the camp and left
the place, but before we had finished supper
he was back again, and this time he asked
me—

“Can you write?”’

“I think so,” I replied. “I always have
been able to up to now.”

“Well,” he said slowly, “I need two time-
keepers. I've tried out a number of men
and they’ve all flickered. T’ll try you two
out at seventy-five dollars a month.”

I knew that that was a balf-wage for the
work, and replied, “We will go to work for
a hundred and fifty each, if you provide
board and lodging.” :

That sent him out of the place cursing
again, but once more he came back.

“When did you leave Valparaiso?” he
demanded, and we told him that we had
tramped to Los Andes the day before. Nei-
ther of us had had more than a few hours
of sleep in the past twenty-four.

“When can you start to work?’’ he asked,
and 1 told him I was ready to go into the
tunnel that night. “You can’t do it,” he
snorted, but we reminded him that it
couldn’t hurt to try us out, and so it was
decided. -
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TUNNELING THE HIGH ANDES

F‘OR three months, until the construc-
tion was finished, we worked at the job.
Our business was to go into the tunnel three
times a day and check up the time of the
five hundred Chilenos working in the big
burrow in eight-hour shifts. We alternated
and on each trip, which of course covered
only the Chilean half of the tube, the time-
keeper was engaged for a matter of two
hours. The compressed air and the heavy
stench of the blasting inside made it an
acute shock when a man emerged into the
rarefied atmosphere of the thirteen-thou-
sand-foot altitude and a suffering kindred to
the “bends” of underground excavators was
the result.

I have frequently stood at the mouth of
the opening ready to assist in catching and
carrying to their beds those men who would
stumble into the outside air and collapse in
our arms.

There was a constant need of maintaining
the iron hand inside the tunnel, and only
those Gringos who promptly established
their “bluff,” and had always the seeming of
absolute willingness to reéstablish it, were
successful in handling the natives. Yet
strange to say, although there were numer-
ous violent altercations between Chileno
and Chileno and later, when the two excava-
tions met at the center, a desperate feud
between Chileno and Argentino, and though
the “white men’ had their battles with each
other, there was very little in the way of
hostile encounter between the native and
foreigner.

Once indeed there threatened to be
bloodshed when an Englishman struck a
Chileno and the victim went to his belt for
the murderous, curved knife which these
people know so well how to use. But the
British overseer fell upon his man before
he could draw and administered a drubbing
which would have been brutal in the ex-
treme had it not been necessitated for setting
an example.

There were many disquieting episodes
and dangers that called for vigilance and
made the timekeeper’s trips in a way trips of
inspection.

Once I came at three o’clock in the morn-
ing to a point in the tunnel where blasting
had been in progress and where occasional
fragments of loose rock were still falling.
Chancing to throw my searchlight down-

ward into a “break™ where was spread a
litter of shattered stone, I saw the glint of
something yellow and on closer scrutiny
found that over a hundred sticks of capped
dynamite had been left lying there. Had a
falling chip of stone come in contact with a
cap, every workman in that section of tun-
nel would have been blown to atoms and the
work greatly damaged to boot.

T called for the responsible boss and he,
after voicing some anger at my interference,
started to remove the damaging evidence
of his criminal neglect. That, however, I
refused to permit, and called Mr. Evans
from his bed to pass judgment, after leav-
ing a guard to see that nothing was moved,
and that no work was meanwhile carried
on within the danger-zone. My report cost
the unfortunate boss of that section his job,
and for a time won for me the unenviable
name of a “squealer,” but to have passed by
such a peril to life and construction would
have been like countenancing murder.

We did not get on in unbroken peace, but
it was understood that our working-code
of ethics must be lived up to to the letter.
All differences that occurred in the tunnel
were passed until we came out, and~at the
back of our camp was a pen or small corral
fenced in with stone and rails where these
differences were adjudicated ax Marquis
of Queensbury. Scarcely a day passed with-
out a case or two on the docket of “Judge
Mix-it-up.”

THE MAN WITH A MONOCLE

I REMEMBER one Englishman who
came to us so fresh and spick in his
tourist idea of outdoor costume that he was
a caricature, and as I surveyed his monocle
and yellow puttees I was moved to derisive
repartee. He gazed at me blankly through
his single eye-glass with that “silly ass”
vacancy of expression which characterizes
the Britisher of the vaudeville stage, and
when T had finished he suggested compla-
cently and still in his aflected drawl, “I say,
old top, do you know I can jolly well smash
the — out of you?”

Expressing deep skepticism, I retired with
him to the pen where, after removing his
monocle, he proceeded likewise to remove
all my doubts of his superiority with such
neatness, dispatch and thoroughness that
I had no cause nor desire to take an appeal.

Then he extended his hand and said with
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a grin; “My word! One more victory like
that would finish me.”

A grisly incident of which those who
travel hereafter in parlor-cars across that
line will probably never know, marked the
meeting of the two armies of workmen, when
the Argentino and Chileno forces came to-
gether at the center of the tunnel and the
two passages merged into one continuous
tube.

There is no hostility between Chile and
the Argentine; no such fierce national ha-
tred, for example, as exists between Chileno
and Peruvian, nor even between the average
Latin-American of the lower class and the
Gringo from North America. Yet Argen-
tino and Chileno are both fanatically patri-
otic and full of national jealousy.

When, therefore, the two labor-armies,
working from opposite ends, had whittled
out the last separating wall of rock and stood
together at the central point, there entered
into their greetings much vaunting of native
lands. Shouts of “Viva Chile” and “Viva
Argentina,” begun in good nature, gradually
assumed a hostile clamor, like that of oppos-
ing elements trying to yell each other down
in a national convention.

Finally to the “vivas” which each side link-
ed with the name of his country were added
other adjectives insulting to the other coun-
try. Soon a Chileno and an Argentino had
“mixed it up” and reached for their knives.

A KNIFE-FIGHT TO THE DEATH

HE white men interfered and hurled

them apart. According to the code of
the tunnel and to prevent a wholesale battle,
it was permitted that the two combatants
should retire to the Argentine end of the
tunnel, where a level plateau afforded a
natural arena, and there fight out in the
national fashion the national questions in-
volved.

To this place repaired about five hundred
Chileans, five hundred Argentinos and the
forty or fifty ‘‘white men” who were at the
time in the tunnel. The two combatants
made a ring and each was backed by five
seconds pledged to enforce fairness and non-
interference. Each had one Gringo second.
I was chosen by the Chilean. On the
side-lines, with a cleared space between,
gathered the audience from the East and
West.

The Argentine fights with a straight-
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bladed knife of greedy length, while the
Chilean uses one hardly more than half as
long, curved like a boar’s tusk. It is a
wicked weapon, wickedly used, and the
master stroke is one which disembowels.

The pair doffed their coats and half
wrapped them about the left forearms,
native fashion, as a shield. Then they
stuck their blades through their sombreros
as a hand-guard and, shouting ferociously
“Viva Chile!” and “Viva Argentinal” fell to
fighting with the blood-lust of two jaguars.

It was a sickening encounter, and a
bloody one, for it lasted between twenty
minutes and a half hour, and was fatal to
both. There was little of sidestepping or
retreat on either side, At first the Argentino,
with his longer blade, mercilessly carved
the face of his adversary until it was
crimsoned and mutilated, but the Chilean,
wiping his eyes with his arm as he fought,
kept shouting “ Viva Chilet” ‘Then he
had his chance, and under the twisting
stroke of his crescent-bladed knife the
Argentino fell, with his entrails ripped, and
died at once.

The Chilean turned away, brandishing
his red blade and still shouting “Viue
Chile!” But after two or three unsteady
paces he too fell and bled to death within
five minutes. '

Instantly the air was full of uplifted
knives and the yells of the two armies of
workmen rang in an inflamed eagerness to
make the quarrel a general slaughter. The
‘“‘white men” had a strenuous ten minutes
rushing up and down, forming a cordon be-
tween would-be battle-lines, brandishing the
.44-caliber revolvers with which the com-
pany provided them, and driving the Chil-
eans back into the tunnel and across the
boundary.

When the tunnel was bored our employ-
ment was also finished, and we who had
tramped up to Los Andes and journeyed the
rest of the way in cattle-cars went merrily
back to Valparaiso jingling in our pockets
the fruit of three months’ work, except
that some had a little more, some a little
less, according as the chances of the poker-
game had augmented or depleted their
store. There ensued one of those brief
periods of comparative affluence when the
beach comber becomes the profligate waster,
squandering like a millioniare what has
been so laboriously won.

For the insanity of such a course there is
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some element of excuse which if not logical
is at least human. When a man who has
been living under corrugated-iron roofs
back in the hinterland of the world comes
again to smooth streets and lighted plazas
where bands play, and shop-windows that

gleam with invitation to spend, the lure of -

civilization and its indulgences is a seduc-
tive siren song.

At all events I celebrated—and Mardi
Gras does not last so long as Lent. I was
soon down to my last dollar, and my last
dollar was fast running out into centavos.
Ahead of me was the beach.

One day 1 was standing down by the
wharves gazing out across the forest of
masts where the shipping lay and looking
inward where lay nothing at all except sick
hopelessness.

“Hello, Jacobson,” said a gruff but not
unpleasant voice at my shoulder, and I
turned to gaze into the face of the American
negro Johnson.

“You're kind of down and out, ain’t you,
kid?” was the negro’s next question.

I was all of that. I had known for days
that unless some easy miracle came to pass
I must eventually seek Johnson’s door.

“No tengo plata,” 1 repeated drearily, in
the set phrase that sums up the reason why
the beach comber is the beach comber.
“No tengo plata.”

“That’s all right,” he grinned. “When-
ever you gits ready to come round, my house
is open to you.”

I did not thank him. I knew it was no
charity. It was simply the business in
which he was engaged, just as I was myself
a specimen of the wares in which he dealt.
I did not go to his house that day nor the
next, but a day came when I went.

To make it brief, I was to ship on a four-
masted bark called the Holland, bound for
Liverpool on the following Thursday, and
with the desperation of a hopeless hope I
was turning over in my mind a means of
escape. Escape meant paying Johnson

what I owed him, and was naturally im-

possible.
A THIEF CALLED SMITH

ON WEDNESDAY evening I met a
man whom I shall call Smith. Smith
I had not seen for many months, and I
knew little to his credit. He, like myself,
was on the beach and his reputation was an
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evil one, though to me he had been some-
what kind. I was walking moodily along an
alley-like street, murkily lighted, and was
thinking of many things that brought me
small pleasure since they harked back to
the life which I had “shoved be’ind me
long ago and far away,” when a hand was
laid on my shoulder, I turned under a
street-lamp and recognized the man who
had driven a steam-drill in the tunnel.

“Hello, Jacobson—"" he greeted me with
the English drawl which never quite left his
speech—‘you look a bit seedy. What’s the
trouble?”

I laughed, though not with a very good
or merry grace, and echoed the dirge of my
kind, “No tengo plata.”

He made me tell my story, first taking me
to a saloon where the guests were mostly
natives. He assured me that he had in his
pockets three thousand American dollars.
The announcement astonished me. My
mathematics could hardly make the propo-
sition and result tally. Three months as
steam-driller at sixty dollars a month left
a wide margin between the totals. Of
course I knew that Smith was said to bea
crook, but while he seemed unwilling to go
into detail he laughed at my interrogations
and said that he had found a chance for a
quick bit of speculation, not perhaps in ac-
cordance with the highest ethics, yet ma-
terially honest.

He offered to “‘get me out of hock” with
Johnson and stake me to a small loan. I
accepted his assistance and was freed from
the necessity of shipping with the Holland.

The next day I got wind of a proposition
which might again rehabilitate my fortunes.
I heard of possible employment with the
Arica-La Paz Railroad and that night,
cheered with a dawn of hope, I turned intoa
café on the water-front from whose door
drifted the strains of an American phono-
graph. If I were writing fiction I should
paint the picture of that café and substitute
for the phonograph the tinkle of native gui-
tars. But this is history, not romance.

Soon a crowd of Gringos entered the
place, none of whom I knew, and as they
talked loudly at the bar I recognized that
they were cursing some one and mingling
many threats with their curses. As the
talk proceeded I caught the name of
Smith, and very foolishly went forward and
asked who wanted Smith and what was
wanted of him, '
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I suppose my manner indicated a friend-
ship for the object of their animosity, for
their attitude grew threatening and trucu-
lent as they told me shortly that he had
stolen three thousand dollars from a man
whose reputation I knew to be even shadier
than his own. T saw that I was outnum-
bered and that if I were to be of service to
my late benefactor it would not be by argu-
ing with his pursuers, so I expressed surprise
and declared that though I had once known
Smith I did not know where he could be
found at present.

However, my first expression had been
too outspoken and they decided that I was
trying to shield him; was perhaps even an
accessory. The threat of their manner grew
dangerous and I felt sure I should not escape
trouble. Accordingly I strolled to the bar
and ordered a large glass of beer. I did not
care for the beer, but I greatly desired the
glass, which was heavy and useful.

I saw that in 2 moment more they would
attack me. It was now a matter of sclf-
preservation, and I was a man “on the
beach.” When the bartender set my mug
before me I hurled it into the face of my
nearest accuser, and when he dropped to the
floor the others rushed toward him.

I seized the moment of confusion to do a
bit of the fastest sprinting I have ever ac-
complished. I made the street in safety,
though I could hear the outcry at my back,
but on turning the first corner I rushed into
the arms of two Valparaiso policemen, who
without changing their stride gathered me in.

It was a critical moment and one calling
for prompt strategy. I protested with a
great show of indignation that a crowd of
beach combers in the saloon had assaulted
and attempted to rob me. I had knocked
one down, I said, and fled. The ruse was
successful, for, after taking my name and
address, they released me and went on to
place every one inside of the drinking-house
under arrest.

Y hunted up Smith, walking the streets
until I found him. I told him what had
occurred.

“When you helped me out of my trouble,”
I said, “you placed me under an obligation.
I have never knowingly taken stolen money.
I have never stolen. I have played this
game straight and handy and of course you
are a thief, but none the less I owe you a
good turn, and I am with you.”

I persuaded him to leave, though he was
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all for staying and facing his enemies. He
said that he had only stolen from a thief,
who had previously stolen from him, and to
my argument that he would be killed if he
remained he answered with laughter. Smith
was a crook but not a coward, and I had
difficulty in persuading him to go aboard
an outgoing steamer fifteen minutes before
she weighed anchor. I have never seen nor
heard of him since.

WATER-CARRIER, CARPENTER, WANDERER

I LEFT the Chilean port immediately
after that and for a while secured em-
ployment as a water-carrier at Camp
Ninety-Six for the Arica-La Paz Railway.

That lasted for a while only, and then, in
company with an Englishman who was a
discharged camp-cook, I set off for the
tramp across the northern strip of Chile into
Bolivia. Within three-days’ journey of
Putry, Chile, we came to a pumping-station
in construction for the Arica-La Paz Rail-
way, where there was a demand for a carpen-
ter and helper. It was decided that the
ex-cook should apply as principal and I as
his assistant.

We secured the employment, and though
we were not complimented on our work-
manlike qualities, we collected seventy-five
dollars each for three days of work. The
Englishman fell sick and remained there,
and I went on alone through a country
where there was scarcely the chance of
meeting a white man until I had reached my
destination. I was now going into the coun- _
try of the Amaryan Indians, who claim dis-
tinguished descent from the Incas. I set
out on foot from the pumping-station near
Viachi on the Amari River.

Before I reached Putry, a native village,
I had to strap my pack and clothes on my
head and fight my way by swimming across’
a narrow but very swift river. When I
came late in the afternoon to the hamlet of
mud huts, after a long climb into a chilling
altitude, the night was growing searching-
ly cold.

I turned to the first Indian house along
the way and knocked for admittance.
There was no reply, so I hammered in the
door with the butt of my revolver and en-
tered. Inside were two men, a woman and a
child, and a grateful fire burned on the
hearth. T spoke to them in tones meant to
disarm suspicion, but they indicated that
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they could not understand Spanish, so I
walked to a seat near the fire and made
myself as comfortable as possible.

After some silent watching, and the evi-
dent realization that I meant to remain,
one of the men, who had pretended that he
could understand no word of Spanish, came

forward and asked me in a perfect command,_

of that tongue if I wanted a hotel. I an-
swered in the affirmative and he led me to a
larger structure, very much like the houses
of the poorer class of native ranchos.

ABANDONED IN THE ANDES

ARRANGED with the landlord the next

morning to hire a mule and a guide to
take me through to Bolivia, a three-days’
march, paying seventy-five dollars in ad-
vance for the service. We started out in
company with a burro-train bound for
Hospica to bring back merchandise, and
marched all day, climbing along Andean
trails and dipping into deep gorges.

At night we camped high up in the moun-
tains, hobbling the mules and lying in the
open with the llama-skins and sheep-hides
of the pack-saddles for bedding. ' I was ex-
hausted after the day’s ride and the sleep-~
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lessness of the night before, so, though usu-
ally a light sleeper, I fell into a stupefied
slumber. I remember looking up at the
7 expanse of coldly glittering stars and
breathing the thin clear air, and then I re-
member nothing more until I awoke to find
the full light of day in my eyes. I looked
about to see what had happened so to delay
our start, for I heard no sounds about me.
Then I sat up in astonishment and bewil-
dered chagrin. I was marooned in mid-
Andes. The train, the guide, the mule for
which I had paid my last dollar, all had van-

- ished. Neither man nor beast was in sight.

The guide and mule had slipped back, thus
saving themselves two-thirds of the journey.
The burro-train had gone on without me to
Hospica.

I reached a native village at last and after
persuading an unwilling Indian to give me
a night’s shelter by tickling his ribs with
the muzzle of my .44, I also commandeered
his' society as a guide. I kept him with

me until I had topped the ridge from which"
I could see a construction-camp in the
distance. After a tramp totaling twenty-
seven miles I reached the camp and secured
work until my funds were augumented
sufficiently to permit my going on.

A. Firean Story
a

Carl Mattis)orn Chapin

T WAS simply beyond the com-
prehension of Tommolly Corri-
gan. If he had done it himself,
there might have been reason in

it, for he and Patsy the Clam were pals,

bound together by the ties of years of co-
operative evil-doing. But why any one
else ‘on Thirteen Truck should risk his life

to save Patsy’s was beyond his comprehen-
sion. Furthermore, he knew he would not
have done it himself, although he was un-
deniably fond of Patsy and would have-
missed him sorely had that young career
been cut short, untimely, in the cellar of
Rasmussen’s delicatessen. ;

He did not see the thing happen. At the
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time he was taking his own first dose of
smoke in another part of the building—for
he and Patsy had been less than a week in
the Department. Patsy and ‘“Big Tim” Cul-
hane were tending the huge “goose-neck”
cellar-pipe at the edge of the sidewalk hatch-
way.

Patsy’s lungs were tender, and the smoke,
even in the open air, was deadly. Sudden-
ly, without a whimper, he pitched forward
into the blackness of a cellar that was five
parts water to one part illuminating-gas.
Big Tim was less than two seconds behind
bim, and the thrashing cellar-pipe sped his
dive after the Clam with a glancing wallop
on the head. i

“Old Man” Corsan, warned by that Cap-
tain’s prescience which is akin to the in-
stinct of motherhood, reached the place just
as Tim came to the surface with his fist full
of Patsy’s slicker-collar. Tim was almost
as far gone as Patsy when they hauled them
out. The difference was that Patsy went
to hospital; while Tim, after mauling a
youthful surgeon slightly and cursing his
District Chief in the teeth, went back to
work.

Patsy never went back. Inthe expresswe
vernacular of the Department he had “got
his bellyful.”

What amazed Tommolly most of all was
the complete absence of excitement over
the thing. So far from making a hero of
Big Tim, Thirteen Truck seemed inclined
to blame him bitterly for the method, ap-
parently quite losing sight of the result.
The Captain observed that any red-headed
Harp who had been ten years in the Service
ought to know better than to go into a cel-
lar like that without a rope or anybody to
back him up; and Tim, jnstead of mani-
festing a proper resentment, seemed to be
rather ashamed of his part in the whole
affair.

It outraged Tommolly s sense of fairness.
Moreover, he thought it promised him a
companion in the isolation which Patsy’s
departure had left him to bear alone. He
approached Tim with words of sympathy
and admiration and a tentative offer of al-
liance, but Tim silently turned his back
and walked away. Tommolly could not
understand it.

On the second morning ‘the affair was
mentioned in General Orders. It was a gal-
lant deed, the Commissioner stated, quite
in keepmg with the best traditions of the
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Service. Tommolly had no idea what “best
traditions of the Service’” might mean; but
he guessed, anyway, it would hold Truck
Thirteen for a while. It held them just as
long as the immediate formalities kept them
in line. The moment the company was dis-
missed ‘Pinhead’”” Fultz observed:

“Aha! I sees medals a-sproutin’ on the
manly boosum of our little Timmie.”

Terry McNellis went Pinhead one better.
From the harness-room he brought a big
square of leather which he ceremoniously
affixed, with a blanket-pin, to Tim’s broad
chest. Tim tore the insulting token away,
and burling it in the laughing faces of his
comrades tramped upstairs, where he took
refuge beneath the blankets of his bunk.
In the smoking-room “Tim’s medal” at once
became a topic of loud conversation, spiced
with boisterous laughter, plainly audible to
the victim in the next room.

Tommolly, listening, grew more and more
discontented and lonely. Patsy was gone.
Tim had refused to respond to his tentative
advances. He felt the need of getting into
sympathy with some one, and so he sought
to attune himself to the prevailing senti-
ment. At the next witticism his laugh was
loudest of all——and in a moment he was
laughing alone. It was ghastly, and he
stopped. No one spoke to him, but he
found every eye fixed upon him in glower-
ing disapproval. The other men quickly
turned to each other again, but they no
longer spoke of medals or of Big Tim Cul-
hane.

Presently Tim strolled in from the bunk-
room. Tommolly aroused himself expect-
antly from his morbid cogitations, but
nothing happened. In a matter-of-fact tone
Tim challenged Terry McNellis to crib-
bage; Terry accepted, and they sat down to

play.

(\\\\/// IN THAT instant began Tommolly
ﬁ\\/ ‘\@) Corrigan’s study of himself. In
his experience mankind had divided
itself into three classes. There was, first,
his own class—the class of mean crooks
whose crimes were petty, their ways devious
and sneaking. He and Patsy had gravitated
to this class through influences of heredity
and environment too common to require
recital.
Then there were the bulls, whose r61e it
was to make life and livelihood as uncertain
and unpleasant as possible; and lastly \t\here
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were the “parsons,” in which category he
included all those who endeavored by means
other than force to divorce him from the
error of his ways. _

Against the bulls Tommolly cherished no
grudge; for the “parsons’ he felt amused
tolerance or exasperation, according to his
own mood and the degree of their persist-
ence. But the attitude of Thirteen Truck
presented a new problem. These men were
not ‘“‘parsons.”” They were natives of his
own streets; they wore the same clothes and
they spoke the same direct, ingenuous lan-
guage which he spoke. By all the tokens
they should be his brothers, yet their silence
bore to him more eloquently than the
mouthings of a thousand ‘parsons” the
fact that he was not of them. It stirred in
Tommolly’s soul something that was akin
to, yet not purely, wrath—a sensation new
and unrecognized.

" For two days he studied it. Then he in-
vited Terry McNellis to play pinocle.
Terry looked up from his book abstracted-
ly, without interest, and returned to his
reading. The sensation which was not all
anger surged up in Tommolly.

“Sa-ay!” he demanded.
guys got ag’in’ me, huh?”

Terry glanced up again with the air of a
patient man annoyed. He seemed to de-
bate whether such a trivial annoyance mer-
ited the further annoyance of answering.

“Ag’in’ you? W'y, nothin’ pertickler
much, ’ceptin’ y’r a crook an’ y’r yellah.
Besides, we don’t bother much wit’ tran-
sients down here. Tomorrah ’r nex’ day
we’ll be 