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| some one thing better than others. You can
| do it in spare time through the International

l Correspondence Schools.
No matter where you live, the I. C, S. will come
l to you through the mails. No matter how humble
or important your present job, I. C. S. training will
I push you higher. No matter what your chosen work,
! some of the 280 practical I. C. S. home-study
| courses will suit your needs.

Choose Your Career

| Do you like Advertising? Salesmanship? Many
of the foremost Advertising and Sales Managers in
this country were I. C. S. trained. Commercial
Law? Accounting? All over America bookkeepers,
I accountants, private secretaries, office managers, are
reaping the rewards of training gained in 1. C. S, -
spare-time study of these subjects  Engineering?
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of thousands of men have climbed into big jobs in
the technical professions through the I. C.S. help.
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CHAPTER L

. OM MA-NI PAD-ME HUM

“ : risks, I grant you, are great,
" therefore I am offering a com-
mensurate reward. I believe you
are the man I want. You answer
all the-superficial tests—but—I must make
certain.  Failure, Keeler, failure means
mbre to me than what ordinary measure of
life is left to fne.”
The pale blue eyes of Stuart McVea

. filmed during most of the interview with the
look of the mystic; the scientist and mental
recluse, flashed with sudden light below the

straggling eyebrows that matched his shock

of iron-gray hair. King Keeler looked at
himwith added intent,struck by the peculiar
emphasis laid upon the last sentence. -He
had seen the same gleam in the eyes of fana-
tics of various sorts and races and it con-
firmed his opinion that McVea was, to put
it mildly, out of the ordinary.

“Go on,” he said. :

McVea settled back in his chair and
sipped "at a long glass of vichy palely
tinged with Scotch whisky. :

“I must eschew all excitement,” went on
the scientist. ‘It is imperative that my
health be preserved, if possible improved,
against the time you return—successful.
Should you fail=—?” The light faded and
left his eyes lusterless with a glaze of ap-
prehension. “But you must not fail. Do
you hear me? -You must not fail.”

The gleam leaped back, the lined face
flushed as he’tapped: out the words on the
knee of the younger man. (

Some crank, Keeler told himself. But,
as long as he'is financially responsible and
I can see my way out, I should worry. He
nodded as the other took a pull at his liquor.

“You know the country, you have been
successful on many expeditions, you have
a smattering of the dialects,” continued
McVea. “I have looked you up carefully.
You are cited courageous and quick-witted.

‘Copyright, 1911, b The Ridgway Company in the United States and Great Britain. AUl sights reservgd 3
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4 Adventure

You are in full vigor and—you can obey
orders?”’

“I am not fond of orders. But, if I en-
ter into a contract, I carry the terms out to
the letter—as far as it lies within my power.”

“Ah, there is the hitch. Man, if you
only knew what a colossal thing this rep-
resents. That I can not tell you. Mark,
it would do you no good to know. No
other white man could make use of what I
want you to bring back. Only one other
holds a hint and he has only the key while I
possess the cipher. And I have bought the
key. Power—power greater than you can
imagine, Keeler.
wrought up again.”

He set his fingers to his pulse and frowned
as he made a strong effort at contrel.

“Sclerosis must be avoided. So. That
is better.” He removed his long fingers
from his wrist. “To control the heart-beat.
That is the secret. You have seen it done.
Eh, Keeler? Often, I’ll warrant.”

“Most of the fakirs practise it.””"

“Aye and the shamans, the lamas. But
I must tell you all the risks. All, because
you must know them all in order to sur-
mount them. And because if you consider
them too great you are not my man, after
all. Iwantsome one who is absolutely fear-
less.”

“Then I am not your man,” said Keeler.
“For I have been afraid, desperately afraid,
a score of times in tight places.”

“Ah, but you got out of them. You are
my man. I misused a word. I meant a
man without cowardice. The coward and
the fool laugh at fear and fall into panic.
Two things more. You have investigated
my standing?” .

Keeler nodded again.

“And you are without entanglements?
Wife, children, sweetheart?”

“I have none dependent upon me or on
whom I depend. I am my own man, save
as I contract myself.”

“Good! Good! I need your single-mind-
edness. Too often the thought of a woman
swings down the balance and magnifies the
risk in hand. Blunts the keen edge of bold-
ness. I shall tell you the story briefly.
Later, if you accept, we will go into details.
You are thirty-two, you say. How old do
you think I am?”

Keeler scrutinized the lean face, bereft of
all superfluous flesh. It held traces of sun-
burn, the lines about the eyes were the runes

Tush, I am getting.

of travel, of gazing at far horizons, the throat
was shrunken, there were hollows at the
temples, the veins were prominent.

“Between fifty-five and sixty, Ishould say.
But the marks T judge by might be those of
illness rather than age.’

“Aye, the runnels of pain. I am forty-
seven. This is not irrelevant. You shall
see. You are to go to Tibet, to a point
eighty miles south and west of Lhasa. You
must avoid Lhasa as you would the plague.
In a glen, nearly fourteen thousand feet
above sea-level, you will find a cave. There
are several. You will know the right one-
by a crumbling pile of stones, an ancient
votive dyke, a mani, nearly half a mile long.
Near by are the remains of a dung-ten, a relic
repository, and one wall of a Lhak-kang, a
temple. In the wall one slab bears the
olden Sanskrit words, the mystic sentence
of Tibet and Mongolia. Om ma-ni pad-me
hum.”

“I have seen it on ten thousand prayer-
wheels,” said Keeler. ‘“Means ‘Oh, the
jewel of the lotus, Amen,’ does it not?”

“Literally, yes, but there are mysterious
meanings attached to each of the six sylla-
bles that only the initiate—only the initiate
—understand.”

McVea repeated the phrase in a low rapt
voice. Keeler watched him curiously.

“Gone daffy over Lamaism,” was his un-
spoken judgment. That accourited for the
film over his eyes, the fanaticism of the sud-
den flash.

“Do you speak Tibetan?” The scientist
seemed to force himself back from a com-
pelling reverie.

“Only as a traveler picks it up. Enough
for practical uses. There are a hundred
dialects.”

“Do you know anything of their religion?*

“Perverted Buddhism,-as I understand
it.n

“Buddhism grafted on Taoism, or rather
on the ancient Bon religion. A wondrous

mixture of philosophy, necromancy and
approved knowlcdge
sary.

So, it is not neces-

“THIRTEEN years ago, Keeler, I
was cornered in that cave by a band
of inferior Lamas, furious at my
possession of a talisman. Never mind how
I obtained it. Ihad one servant withme, a
Mongol. My caravan had been dispersed
or killed. I built a barrier of loose rocks
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and I held them off with my rifle. They
shot Fing-Tu. Then they brought camels’
dung and smoked me out. But—they did
not find the talisman. I had hidden it
where even their cunning could not discover
it. And, because they thought they could
make me tell where it was, they did not kill
me but took me to Lhasa.”

His eyes took on their introspective gaze.
He shuddered and roused himself, finishing
his glass.

Perhaps you know something of Tibetan
torture methods. I bear the marks yet.
I was ten weeks in the cellars of the la-
brang, the lamas’ house, and that is why I
look ten years older than I should. But
they had not gone very far, for they healed
me between whiles and they were very
patient, before I was rescued.”

“Rescued from Lhasa?” Keeler’s eyes
showed the incredulity he felt. A rescue
from Lhasa, the Forbidden! McVea must
have dreamed some of his adventures. For
all his reputation and undoubted learning,
the man’s brain had a lesion. Strange re-
ligions and mania were close relations, as
Keeler knew well. McVea looked at him
composedly.

“You have forgotten the year. On the
third of August, nineteen hundred and four,
General Younghusband led the British
armed mission into Lhasa and the Dalai
Lama fled with Dorjiev, the Russian in-
- triguer. I left for India with the expedition
at the end of the month following.

This talisman is a leaf, or petal, of gold,
about two and one-half inches in length and
a trifle over an inch in its broadest part. I
will show you one of its fellows. On one
side you will find a turquoise, one of the eight
mystic jewels, on the other characters are
- inscribed in Hindu Sanskrit. There are

eight of these petals. I then held three
more. I knew that this one was safe.
Frankly, I did not dare return to Tibet.
" The memory of the ten weeks in the labrang

was, is, to say the least of it, unnerving. And
there were four more petals to obtain. I
have seven now. And the eighth——"

“I am to bring back from Tibet.”

“Exactly.”

“Where is it?”
. “Wait. You know comparatively little
of Lamaism. The old temple and the vo-
tive dyke go back beyond that time. The
temple was served by priests who held many
of the tenets and knowledge of the old Bon

of Lao-Tze ' 5

religion before Tsong-khapa and Gedeen-
tubpa, the Luther and Calvin of Buddhism,
swept the land with reform. .

“And much of that old-time worship
lingers.

“In the land of Bod the life of a man is

" a cheap thing and the passing of a genera-
tion but a tick of the pendulum of time.
They know I did not carry off the talisman,
they were almost certain that I had it with
me when I entered the cave. They are not
sure whether I know its real value.

“But, if I did. If I had raped To-bhot
of its most precious secret, of the long-lost
wisdom of Lao-tze, founder of Taocism, the
writer of Tao-te-King, the Book of the Way;
then, if I-still lived or had passed on that
secret, some day I should surely return—or
send a messenger.”

“And they will be looking for him?”

“I think so. They would spare no
chances.”

Keeler was silent, calculating the hazards
that to most men would seem insurmount-
able, his quick brain already evolving a plan
to reach the valley. He knew what capture
meant. Death by his own hand before the
fanatic priests wreaked a fantastic ven-
geance upon him. McVea watched him
anxiously.

“I can not go myself,” he said. “Ihave
no longer the stamina. I must hold what
wealth I have to carry out my ultimate aim,
But, if you can outline a scheme that prom-

. ises to carry you through—and back again—

I will spare neither expense nor final re-
ward.”

“Where is it?”

A look of infinite relief illuminated the
face of the scientist.

“That is worth ten years of back-flung
time to me,” he said. “Draw closer.”
He sent a glance of infinite precaution
round the walls of the big room, half li-
brary, half museum, before he whispered.

“I thrust it deep into the gullet of Fing-Tu
before the acrid smoke from the camels’
dung overcame me. It lies in the throat of a
dead man, a servant, a despised Mongol.
The Lamas would hesitate to defile them-
selves by touching his body. They might
have ransacked his rags but they would
never find the talisman. I buried it in his
gorge, far beyond the uwula. The secret
chokes him. Itissafe. What think you?”

“There are leopards in Tibet. Bears,

wild dogs.”
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“Not in this glen. .On three sides the
cliffs fall sheer for no less height than three
hundred feet. The stream that flows down
it, when Spring and Summer melt the ice,
drops over a perpendicular wall scaled by
the remains of an old ladder of wood and
stone. No beast would climb it for the
sake of what the valley might hold. The
¢lenisinviolate. Nothing grows there over
sixinches high. Even the watchers, if there
are any, will, I think, take their station on
the cliffs.

“I myself was followed when I thought
I had won free and took refuge in the
defile hoping for a way out at the upper
end. In the cave the temperature is never
above freezing. Only the fall and force of
the water causes the stream to flow at any
time, Fing-Tu has been mummified by
the cold.”

“What is your offer?”

“Wait. It will be sufficient. There are
some herbs and bulbs I wish you to gather
en route. But that will be simple. I will
give you minute directions, and descriptions.
Now, have you a plan? This affair must
not miscarry. It will take almost a year for
you to come and go. I can not risk a mis-
chance. There might not be time to send
another expedition if you failed. And you
might get the talisman and then have it
taken from you. Tell me your plan.”

For the life of him, Keeler could not judge
the desperate desire of McVea for a scrap
of carven gold inscribed in ancient script
save from the standpoint of a man as fanatic
as the Lamas themselves. Yet—if the price
was sufficient, it was not for him to cavil. It
was his profession, his choice, to risk his life
for the sheer adventure of the quest. And
his last trip had turned out disastrously
from a financial standpoint for the lack of
preliminary capital.

“I have a plan,” he said. “It is simple
but I believe it is the only one that would
carry. I shall go as the head and owner of
a caravan from Szechuan province. I
shall go by rail from Shanghai to Hankau
and thence by river up the Yangtze to
Chungking. The caravans for Tibet start
at Ching-tu and go over the Gya-lam, the
China highroad, by Litang, Chiamda and
Larego to Lhasa. I shall branch off before
we reach the Forbidden City.

“The Szechuan men are often tall. Tam
dark and the sunburn will be sufficient.
Once in the higher ranges I shall wear frost-

bite bandages and a hood. T can pass. I
have done it before. T should carry coral,
small diamionds and tea-bricks. That would
explain a small and well-armed caravan.
Twenty camels and a dozen yaks with
ponies for mounts.” _

McVea nodded approvingly. -

“It might be done. .It-is the plan to
carry out. Now, how much do you want?”

There was no film over the eyes of McVea
now, the keenness of a Scot peered out.

“I am trading with my life,” said Keeler.
“You make the offer. I will tell you if itis
sufficient.” -

“Five thousand dollars in -hand. All
expenses of caravan and travel. Any prof-
its yours and—twenty-five thousand dollars
to be paid down upon your handing over
the talisman.”

“Fifty thousand.”

“Man, in a way of speakmg, you have me
on the h1p You suit me best of all the
applicants. But, fifty thousand?”

“Fifty thousand plus the five thousand.
in hand and the expense and possible profit.
The last will be negligible.” McVea sighed.

“Very well then. Your folks "Il be from
Dundee, likely?”

“I am half Scotch and half Irish, born in
Massachusetts.” .

“Wit, thrift and caution. ’Tis a good
combination though hard to deal wi’. I'm
Scots mysel’ an’ whiles I like to talk wi’ the
broad accent. Is that a’?”

“I must be assured. What if you die
while I am away.”

A spasm of something like actual pain
showed on McVea’s face.

“Ye munna talk like that. I am not
going to dee. I canna. But we will ar-
range that. I will take ye to my lawyers.
My heirs shall be charged wi’ it.”” His
accent dropped from his speech and his
eyes flamed. “When can you start?”’ he
asked. ,

“Direct from your attorneys’ offices.
I’ll buy my outfit in Shanghai.”

CHAPTER O
THE LAND OF BOD

KING KEELER possessed imagination
but he kept it under curb, recognizing
it as the spur that urged him to explore
strange horizons but realizing its drawbacks.
He used it as an ally but, in times of peril,



The Petals of Lao-Tze rd

he discounted it, dealing only in facts.

His ancestral combination was a happy
one, save when the conglomerate separated
into distinct strata and one dominated the
others too entirely, This Gael of New Eng-
land upbringing was a distinct type. His
Irish blood led him into danger for the love
of the risk ; his Scotch-Gaelic origin gave him
more cautious attribtites while fond of the
fight, once it was started. The latter gave
him understanding also of the peculiar trend
of McVea’s mysticism, no greater than that
of any Highlander at root and blossoming
under the esoteric influences of the Far East.
It gave him also a shrewd idea of money
values.

He could not see wherein McVea saw
the value of his money for this sliver of gold.
As a curio to complete the golden blossom
of eight petals it had, of course, a nebulous
value. But even for a man asrich as Mc-
Vea was reported to be, sixty thousand
dollars—for, with the expenses, the total
amount would easily reach that sum—was
a big price to pay.

McVea had spoken of Lao-Tze, the “Old
Boy” of Taoism, born six hundred and four
years before Christ, at whose feet Confucius
had sat and acknowledged a strange mas-
tery that ‘“plunged his soul in trouble.”
The ‘“Book of the Way and of Virtue,” the
little volume of five thousand characters in
which Lao-Tze summed up all his wisdom
and from which the lore of Taoism is built
up, held, as Keeler knew, much of magic
and divination in its metaphysics.

It was probable that McVea had found,
or thought he had discovered, one of these
profound secrets inscribed upon the golden
petals, involved‘in the oracular, obscure
root-strokes of the ancient chdracters.

Keeler, like those who have lived for any
length of ‘time in the Far East and dabbled
in its lore, was cautious as to limiting the
strange powers of the ancient shamans,
He had seen many marvels and he knew
that at the core of the race lay a mighty
power for knowledge. .

The race that was highly civilized when
Europe was in barbarism might well hold
some great secret dimmed by the sloth of
centuries, veiled in a maze of metaphysics
and religious rituals, but still to be un-
- covered by a master mind. It was the
leaven of his New England upbringing that
kept Keeler sceptical, yet still able to com-
- prehend McVea’s fanaticism and under-

’

stand that it might be based upon a germ
of truth.

All of which, he told himself, was none
of his business.

He chose his men and got together his
caravan ostensibly for trading to Tibet.
It was not hard-to secure the bulbs and
roots that McVea wanted and after seven
months of slow, precarious travel he arrived
at his destination, atop of the world, thir-
teen thousand eight hundred feet above
sea-level in the Land of Bod, of To-Bhot,
the mysterious, desolate plateau region of
Tibet. Lhasa, the Forbidden City, lay
eighty miles to the north and east. He
was on the threshold of the secret.

He had left his caravan encamped two
miles below the gateway cliff to the glen.
Under McVea’s urgent instructions, he was
to enter the defile alone, the better to pre-
serve the secrecy of the quest, come success
or failure. He clambered up the wall where
the frozen fall hung like the beard of the
Ice-King himself and stood at last at the
foot of the cliff beside the ruined temple
and the votive dyke, every faculty intent.

His pulses were galloping from the alti-
tude and the exertion of every movement
in the rarefied air. The breath came from
his nostrils in spurts of blue smoke. XKeel-
er’s life had developed the super-education
of his normal five senses into the sensitive
condition that is called the sixth, and that
instinct was vibrant with alarm. The
frozen glen seemed the abode of solitude and
silence but he felt danger.

He held the knowledge that he was being
watched. He had known the same feeling
in the matted bush and jungles of Burmah
and the South Seas, the presence of a lurk-
ing, unseen enemy, the presentiment that
achieves the paralysis of courage, unless
cured by action.

It- was ten degrees below zero. The
oppression of the Wintry scene lay heavily
upon him. A dull, cloudless sky arched
above a waste of snow and ice. Not a
sound was to be heard, the air was as silent
and apparently as tenantless as the earth,
unstirred by the wing of a bird, untouched
by pad or hoof or foot save his own prints
on the rough snow-covered ground. The
icy, wind-swept surface of the frozen
stream lay down the defile like a naked
sword-blade.

That the place was pregnant with peril,
the grisly thing lying in the cave that showed
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like the livid wound of a dead man in the
face of the cliff, attested. He made an ex-
cellent target on the white expanse but he
did not believe the danger one of imminent
moment. The Lamas who might have
marked him down would not be inclined to
let him die so easily. ]

“My troubles,” he muttered in the softo
voce of the traveler who has no one of- his
own tongue to talk with, “start from the
moment I lay hands on that bit of gold.
And, when I get it, it’s a long trek back to
Broadway. Well, if the risk is high, the
pay is good. Here goes.”

His shadow trailing after him, was that of
a giant. He was over six feet and he was
muftled up in clothes lined with sheepskin.
A fur hood was well down to his eyes, leav-
ing only a small oval of weather-tanned face,
dark as a Tartar’s, swathed in bandages.

He glanced about him, taking in the dim
inscription on the wall. Om ma-ni pad-me
hum. The message of the centuries, coe-
val with the brick-records of Babylon,
seemed to bear a warning to the unbeliever.
The modernism of his heavy automatic was
comforting, as was the powerful electric
torch that he carried.

Before he started to climb he produced a
camera, a tiny thing of nickel that lay in the
palm of his hand, of German make, with a
wonderful lens. He clicked off records of
the temple and the votive dyke, a general
view of the glen and the opening of the cave.

Cameras don’t lie, he told himself. Prints
can be doctored but you can’t fake a film
without it showing and, if the talisman isn’t
there, I'll have some evidence to show I got
here.

He put away the camera and made one
comprehensive glance of the place before
he started to climb over the cliff detritus to
the cave opening. Still there was neither
sign nor sound of life and still the feeling
clung that every movement that he made
was observed. It was possible that they
were waiting for him in the cave. Until he
actually laid hands upon the talisman he was
practically safe.

A little wind had sprung up, hardly no-
ticeable to the flesh, but sufficient to blow
the frozen snow-particles from the cliff-tops
in a steady whirl. Far off, a snow-banner
streamed to leeward of a peak. Soon there
was going to be a change of weather.

Once in the rift, Keeler switched on his
torch and thanked the Shanghai battery

~ was evidently around the angle.
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manufacturers for the purity of material
that had held captive the current. It
streamed through the crystal bull’s-eye of
the lens and flooded the cave-with light.
A tunnel ran back for perhaps a hundred
feet, then sharply elled to the left. Fifty
fect in Keeler stepped over a pile of rocks
that had formed the barrier behind which
McVea had fought off the lamas. Beyond
the rocks were scattered the brass sockets
of the rifle cartridges. The body of Fing-Tu
Before he
turned the ray in that direction Keeler set
it down, stooped, picked up a handful of the
cartridge shells and carefully strewed them
on the frozen floor of the cave. Then he
turned the torch lens toward the cave-
mouth and, seeing nothing, started to ex-
ploit the branch of the tunnel.

The diverging shaft of light shone on
something propped against the back wall of
the cavern that looked like the stuffed body
of a dummy. Limbs that seemed to be dried

_boughs projected stiffly in scarecrow fashion

from a bundle of colorless rags. Lolling to
one side, hung the head, a hideous mask with
holes for eyes, wispy hair and yellow teeth
that showed between blackened lips in a
mocking grin that was the travesty of wel-
come.

Keeler was not squeamish; he had seen
death in many unpleasant forms but he
did not relish the task ahead of him. He
arranged the light-ray conveniently, put
down his gun beside it and picked up the
frozen bundle of rags and bones and shriv-
eled flesh. Laying it with the grinning face
upward upon the floor that was to serve as
dissecting table, he took out his sheath-
knife and knelt by the side of the thing that
once had been a man. Two minutes later
he rose, his lips compressed but his eyes
triumphant, and looked more closely at the
object that lay in the hollow of his palm.

It was an ovate piece of heavy metal, the
brown, crusted surface holding no hint of
the gold he knew it to be. The characters
were half obliterated by corrosion and the
brown deposit. Keeler thrust the find into
a special pocket of his belt and bent once
more over the mummified corpse.

The skull with its prominent malar bones
that marked it as Mongolian, was merely
hinged to the body by a strip of skin and
withered cartilage. Keeler started to hide
the mutilation with the ragged folds of the
dead Fing-Tu’s garments when something, a5
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indefinable as the fall of a snowflake or the
shadow of a flying bird, sounded the alarm
in his brain.

HE SHUT off the ray and stood in
the darkness, his gun in ready fin-
gers, balled on his toes, bent for-
ward, holding his breath, waiting.

A tiny tinkle sounded. Two of the cart-
ridges .in the main tufnel had struck to-
gether. Keeler glided forward to the angle
where the cave turned. The diffused light
from the entrance showed him faintly where
to halt. He could just see a segment of the
tunnel mouth. Suddenly something slipped
and slid and gasped. The intruder had
stepped upon one of the cartridge shells and
it had rolled treacherously underfoot.

The light stabbed through the gloom and,
in its circle, Keeler held the evil face of a
Tibetan, dazzled by the sudden glare, the
eyes staring like an owl’s in the sun. The
man fired at the ray but the bullet passed
beneath Keeler’s outspread arm and the
next instant the Tibetan pitched forward
at the impact as the missile from the heavy
automatic tore through his skull.

The torch showed no one backing the
fallen man and Keeler quickly knelt and
opened the rough outer coat, disclosing the
yellow garment of the lama.,

“Now I wonder,” said Keeler as he
straightened up, ‘“whether you were a lone
sentinel and thought you could get away
with me all by yourself, thereby acquiring
very great merit, or whether there are more
of you awaiting outside. I think I shall
make a hurried exit, on the chance of it.
Meantime, Fing-Tu has company.”

He paused for a moment before he showed
himself in-the entrance. The glen showed
silent and lonely as before and he wondered
where the lama could have hidden himself
so_conveniently. . The snow-dust was still
flying. Going hghtly as a goat for all his
bulk, Keeler bounded to the foot of the cliff
and made with leaping strides for the wall
over which dropped the waterfall. If it had
not been discovered, a rope he had left dang-
ling from crest to floor was going to provide
him with a speedy getaway.

A bullet spanged in a smear of lead on the
frozen surface of the cliff, ten feet above his
head, another whupped into the snow directly
in front of him. The glen rang with the
echoes of the shots as he reached his safety
line and slid to the bottom. He seemed to
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be out of range for the moment. His camel
was hidden behind some boulders near the
fall and he mounted, urging the sleepy brute
to rise and then prodding him with his knife
into a swinging lope down the defile.

As beast and rider came out into the open
the shooting recommenced. Keeler crouched
low between tlie double humps of his Bac-
trian and the camel, stung in the flank by
a creasing bullet, lengthened its stride and
sped wildly down the slope. Keeler checked
the frightened beast. Its heart was pound-
ing under his legs and he knew that much
deep inhalation of the “wind of the moun-
tains” would soon see it floundering and ex-
hausted. Once more they got out of range
of the hidden marksmen and he pulled down
the camel to a walk, scanning the slopes for
51gns of the pursmt he knew would be soon
starting.

“Three of ’em,” he told himself. “And
the two fired from the cliff opposite the cave.
They were slack on the job or they would
have got that range down to a nicety long
ago. Probably can’t get the hang of the
sights. The gun that chap used in the cave
was the vintage of forty-nine. But the re-
ports will bring out the lamas like a nest of
hornets. I’ll bet there are twenty temples
between here arrd Lhasa.”

He fired three shots in swift succession in
the air. He could see the specks of his car-
avan far down the slope and he repeated
the signal for instant departure, slipping a
fresh clip into the handle of his gun and
seeing that a cartridge was in the firing
chamber.

As he swung down upon the dismantled
camp, already stretching out into a march-
ing line of camels, yaks and men on hardy
long-haired ponies, his headman rode out to
meet him. Keeler’s field-glasses were slung
over his shoulder, crossing the cartridge
bandoleer, and he handed them to their
owner.

To the east black dots moved across the
merging circle of the powerful lenses. There
were more to the north. From the glen he
had just left emerged the two specks of the
men who had fired at him. Unencumbered
by any impedimenta, the pursuers were
coming on rapidly. Little flecks of light
broke out that Keeler knew were helio-
graphic signals to others who would be wait-
ing for them somewhere ahead.

There was nothing to do but trust to flight
and put up a stubborn fight if they were
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ambushed or overtaken. Their trail in the
snow was too plain to hope to throw off
pursuit by making a circuit. They entered
a ravine that rose abruptly from the plain
and widened to the only practicable pass
between the glen and the caravan route.
Keeler took a last survey. The two bodies
of the pursuit were rapidly converging. At
least two hundred men were after them and
at any minute more might spring up ahead.
Keeler knew how a country apparently de-
serted might be actually alive with crawling
men.

He looked at his little caravan. The
steam of painful breath jetted out at every
step from laboring men and animals. He
had twenty picked Chinese with him. Their
faces, what could be seen of them under the
wraps were stoical. They would put up a
game fight, he reflected, but they were rotten
shots. The caravan might travel faster if
they discarded the bales but that meant
positive death from cold and starvation.
Also, though unseen at present, danger
threatened in front as badly- as from the
rear.

“You pay your money and you take your
choice,”” muttered Keeler. “Right now I'd
discount that fifty thousand for twenty per
cent. of its value to have a quittance out of
this mess. The fuss has started and, from
here back to New York, it is going to be
merry with the door shut.

His two Dorabis, native Tibetan guides
from the lowlands, rode beside him, watch-
ing the movement of his lips. The pondo,
they decided, was praying, and, if his special
gods were powerful, this was an excellent
moment for them to display their talents.
If the caravan entrained and defended itself
it would be but a question of time before
they were swamped by the odds and the
ultimate end of those not lucky enough to be
killed in the skirmish was not a pleasant
thing to contemplate. It would be some-
thing unusual and worthy of the occasion.

What this Mongol from Ching-Tu had
done that called down the displeasure of
the lamas the Dorabis did not know. It
made no difference. They were in his com-
pany and, as his allies, they would suffer
with the rest. Eyes with the lids removed
and exposed to snow-glare might be the
preface of the torture. The Dorabis did not
pray, they had prayer-wheels at home and in
the temples that performed that function
automatically. But they watched Keeler,
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or, as they knew him, Lhang-Tu, with the
eyes of troubled dogs.

Keeler had set his own precautions against
an unusual death. " In his case much delib-
eration would decide the particular forms of
lingering torment. And he had prepared an
‘“‘out,” not the last cartridge from his own
gun, but a pellet of cyanide wrapped in a
scrap of oiled paper and fastened among the
roots of his untrimmed hair with'a pellet of
Wax.

Now as he surveyed his little force, the

“line of his jaw showed through his face wrap- -

pings and his eyes were serene despite his
fear. For, without cowardice Keeler believed
that he had come to the.end of the road.
He had faced death many times. To do so
was a part of the hazard that made up the
thrill of travel. It was hard luck to cash in
at a loss before the game of life was well
started and he hated to fall down on his con-
tract, but he faced the,prospect sturdily.
“Tt begins to look to me,” he said softly,
“as if the jig was up.” He turned to the
two Dorabis, ‘Listen,” he said. “If you

- and Sokpa can stea] aside you may be able to

hide and join a caravan and so pass clear.
I will give you the money I promised you. ”

“No, deba, the end is not yet. See.”

The man held out his hand, showing the
tiny snow-crystals that he had intercepted.

“We do not fight alone, deba. Unless
they reach us before we gain the pass they
will never find us.’

Keeler looked at the sky. The promised
change of weather had arrived in time.
His luck held. In fifteen-minutes pursuers
and pursued were divided by a screen of
whirling snow. Beyond the beast ahead of
him he could see nothing of his caravan.
He pushed down his mitten so that his
wrist-compass was handy and hurried to the
head of the line. On through the storm the
train plodded, the animals linked into one
unit by a rope. Two miles of blind travel
and they emerged from the flurries to an
altitude below the storm and swung south.
The way ahead was clear.

- CHAPTER III

ROUGE ET NOIR

HE mere desire for travel does not make
the successful adventurer any more
than an ear for music or an eye for color
presupposes a Paderewski or a Whistler.
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With the other professions,-that of explorer
demands a hard-earned technique based
upon natural qualifications. The lack of
learning leads often to the amateur’s dis-
aster.
how to ride, to handle a boat, to navigate,
to shoot, to conserve his physical vigor,
look after the health and comfort of his
outfit and command their respect and
obedience, mainly through the force of his
own example.

He must have a knack for dialects, be
able to cook a little, to practise simple
surgery and know his maleria -medica at
least as well as ‘a druggist’s clerk. He
must. have some chemistry, some botany,
some metallurgy and be a little better than
a Jack of many trades. And, above all, he
must have self-control, know when to sim-
mer in diplomatic patience and when to
explode to sudden action.

Keeler had matriculated in this college.
And one of the axioms he had acquired was
~ always to leave the back trail open. Rather
- than destroy his bridges, he builded them
wherever crossings were dangerous. He
knew that his main peril of the present
quest lay rather in delivery than discovery.
He did not underestimate his enemies and
he assumed that he would be followed.

Moreover, it was not, as he conceived it,
a part of his contract to look out solely for
his own safety and he had no intention of
blazing the way for spies back to McVea.
On the way in he had taken precautions
for the way out. .

At Ching-tu he dismissed his caravan,
well satisfied with their pay and Lhang-Tu,
the trader, disappeared. In the guise of
an elderly ‘and very provincial merchant
named Pung-Li, en route to visit his son
at Hankau, Keeler floated down the Yang-
tze-kiang from Chung-king on a light-draft
rice-boat. He slept little, cat-napping in
the daytime in the tiny cabin of bamboo
poles and matting, winning the friendship
of the crew by additions to their scanty
fare and libations from a great jar of samshu.

In the gorges the craft was boarded by
river pirates and Keeler, as Pung-Li, gained
their admiration by his fighting qualities

in the repulse. At Hankau he broke the
now empty jar and took from its fragments
the talisman.

At Ichang he had sent on a message by the
native purser of a river steamer, staying
himself aboard the rice-boat until they

The successful traveler must know.

reached Hankau. There the bodyguard
of a mandarin official met and escorted
Pung-Li to the railroad, followed by a
group of wharf idlers who trailed the party
like jackals who track a lion and fear there
will be no marrow in the bones. And
Keeler thought he observed a strong re-
semblance in one of these to the leader of the
pirates.

He did not sleep on the train trip to
Shanghai and he sent a telegram from
Hankau so that two burly Chinese who bore
all the marks of tong fighters met him on
the platform and strolled with him to the
curio store of one Ah-Lung where he was
welcomed and taken into the back room.
Within the minute a man who bore a like-
ness to the head jackal at Hankau entered
and bargained with Ah-Lung over the sale of
some jade beads, hinting strongly at privacy
until Ah-Lung with a smile ushered him
into the back room.

The bead-seller was curious about the
furnishings of the room and whispered
more hints of his having been followed by
a man who wrongfully claimed the beads.
Ah-Lung regretted the lack of any other
door save the one that led from the shop
and the man left without closing the bar-
gain.

In the meantime Pung-Li had dissolved
into thin air for all time. Keeler, dressed
in white linen and solar tope, clean-shaven
and with his hair roughly clipped, emerged
on a side street and was carried to a popular
tea-house on the Bubbling Well road.

From there he rang up the Shanghai Club
and presently an automobile arrived with
three men in it who greeted him as “King,
you wandering old scout,”” and bore him off
to the club by devious stages of entertain-
ment.

There wasa package waltmg for him when
he went up to his room, carrying a few let-
ters and a cablegram that had been waiting
for him for seven weeks. The parcel came
from Ah-Lung and held a collection of herbs
and bulbs. From a belt well hidden under
his loosely cut tunic Keeler drew two auto-
matics from their holsters. The clip of
one of them held no cartridges though there
was one in the firing chamber. The spring
had been removed and, in its place, snuggled
the talisman.

He hefted it in his palm, turning it over
to note the dulled turquoise imbedded in
one side and wonder at the inscriptions.
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“You are a bit out of the Thousand and
One Nights,” he said musingly. “A par
with Aladdin’s Lamp and the Magic Carpet.
And you are beginning to look like ffty
thousand dollars. We are half-way through.
If I had not promised McVea not to let you
out of my personal possession I should be
strongly tempted to trust you to the mails
but that would not insure my own immunity
and I want to collect. Come in.”

He palmed the scrap of gold as a sleek

China boy slid in with Scotch and tansan
and ordered the things set down on a service
table. With a swiftly shifting glance from
his almond-agate eyes, the Oriental obeyed
and left the room.

“He’s got an inventory of everything that
isn’t out of sight,” Keeler told himself.
He was looking for treachery from every
direction now. Chinese and Tibetans are
akin and Chinese club boys invariably
gamble, therefore are to be bribed.

A heavily strapped and locked port-
manteau of leather had already been
brought up. Before he opened his cor-
respondence Keeler unfastened the bag and
took out some clothes which he laid aside
to be pressed. Next came a pair of buck-
skin shoes. He went to the window and
looked out upon the gallery that ran along
the rear of the buildirg above the compound.

Then he locked his door softly and took
the left-hand shoe, prying at the heel care-
fully with the thin blade of his knife. It
came apart, disclosing a narrow, shallow
slot into which he snuggled the talisman,

plugging it with dampened cotton from his .

medicine-chest. He tested the projecting
nail-points in the lower-heel layers, pressed
them carefully into place, rubbed a little
wax over the leather and changed his shoes.

Then he opened the cablegram. It was
from McVea.

Waste no time in returning. Report directly my
address. More instructions Palace Hotel, San
Francisco. Cable from Shanghai. Use all pre-
caution especially necessary at present time.
Draw on me by cable if necessary.

He set fire to the thin paper and watched
it burn on a metal ash-tray. Then he
read his letters. There was none of par:
ticular interest and no more word from
McVea.

The room telephone tinkled. It was Bob
Sinclair, owner of the motor-car that had
fetched him from the tea-house.

- the booking clerk.

“You're booked for dinner at my place
tonight, King,” said his friend’s cheery
voice. “Wife has some one to meet you.
I know you’re not keen on the fair sex but
—well, wait, that’s all. Seven sharp.”

“Hold on,” called Keeler as Sinclair’s
tones proclaimed the end of his communica-
tion. “When is the next steamer for San
Francisco?”

“Pride of Cathay. Thursday. - Remem-
ber, seven o’clock.”

. ““Three days in Shanghai,” muttered
Keeler. “Three days too many. I am not
hankering after the fleshpots until I get rid
of—"’ he clipped off his speech and pressed
his heel upon the matting to supply the
gap.

“I've got to cut out talking to my-
self,”’” he reflected, frowning at his-coppery
face in the glass. “It’s a dangerous habit.
And I’ve got to get my hair cut properly.
Tousorially, I’'m no artist.”

“So, Mrs. Bob is up to her old tricks.
She’d risk being expelled from heaven for
breaking the rule about match-making.
Still, as T have to stay over, civilization in
the shape of femininity and finger-bowls is
not altogether unpleasant.”

He rang his bell and sent out his dinner
clothes to be pressed.

_“See here, boy,” ‘he said to the same
agate-eyed chamberman, “I no like my
things touched, you sabe? I put every-
thing away. Suppose you no do, can tell.
Then you no catchee kumshaw tippee.
Sabe?”””

The boy grinned and left. Keeler
stretched a slender thread of silk between
the lintels of the tall windows behind the
veranda blinds, fastening the ends with
wax, ankle high, repeated the same process
at the door, stepping over the line as he
went out. i

He secured a modern hair-cut at the club
shop, sent a cable to McVea and wound up
at the steamship office.

“It is impossible to guarantee you a
stateroom by yourself, Mr. Keeler,” said
“We would like to ac-
commodate you but the travel istoo heavy.
In fact there are only a dozen possible
berths scattered about the ship and one
cabin.”

“T will pay for the rest of the accommoda-
tion.”

“I am sorry but we can not guarantee.
You can’see Mr. Osborne, if you like.”’
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KEELER did like, but he came out

from the passenger-agent’s office

with frowning face. He had wanted
the privacy of the cabin for security. So
far he had run the gantlet with immunity
but, despite his own precautions that had
worked out so admirably, he mistrusted the
ease with which he had come through.

There were no Chinese employed on the
Pride of Cathay which was an American
bottom and only Chinese passengers duly
registered to enter the United States were

-allowed to travel. Three of these were
booked. The agent knew all of them per-
sonally and, on the surface, they appeared
to be harmless and ordinary, fathers of
peaceful -families back’ in San Francisco,
cueless, placid merchants; but he re-
solved to keep an eye on them. None of
them wo,uld be cabined with him, of course,
yet ’

A hail from a tall man, lean, hawk-eyed,
almost as dark as Keeler himself, checked
him. It was Bindloss, American Consul
at Shanghai. :

“I have been looking for you, Keeler,”
said the official. “When did you get in?”

“This morning, from Hankau?”’

“Hankau? I heard you were in Tibet?”

Keeler’s eyebrows went up.

“Did you? Look here, Bindloss, are you
quizzing me officially? Because if so, I
must decline to-talk. My affairs have been
private ones. I have been to Hankau.”

“T am not trying to probe you, Keeler.
Exactly the opposite. But I want to have a
talk with you. You are going to the Sin-
clairs’ tonight?”

“Yes.,’

“Then I'll see you there. I told you I
didn’t want to know where you have been
or what you have been doing. That is
straight. Also, our talk will be based en-
tirely upon unofficial lines, and friendly
ones. Don’t come to my office. Officially
I don’t want to have anything to do with
you. Get me?”

“T get the drift of your words, if that is
what you mean. I’ll see you later then.”

“Now what the devil,” he asked himself
as he made his way back to the club, “what
the devil is Bindloss driving at? And who
in the name of Shin-tung tipped off to him
that I was in Tibet. Unless it was a shot
in the dark?”

Half a dozen men hailed him as he entered
the main room of the club and dragged him
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off affectionately for an ante-dinner peg.
Keeler was a man’s man. Most of them
knew of things that he had achieved and
realized, envying perhaps, the nerve and
stamina that was needed for such accom-
plishments.

He broke loose from them at half-past six
and went up to his room. In front of his
door he carefully surveyed the corridor
before he produced his key. He stepped
high and closed the door, then knelt to
look at the gray web he had spun across the
threshold. It was broken.

The thread at the window was intact.
Seemingly nothing had been touched in
the room but Keeler’s eyes noticed the
signs of a thorough search through his
belongings. His dinner-clothes were brought
up at his ring.

“What for you come along my room?”
he demanded of the boy.

The Oriental’s agate eyes filmed.

“This room I no come along,” he said.
“What for I come? You no here. You
no ring. Room he all fixee.”

“Don’t lie to me, John,” said Keeler
quietly. “Suppose you come, I speak you
I can tell. Suppose one more time you do
this, plenty trouble for you. Sabe? Heap
big pidgin trouble. Now get out.”

The boy left without protest, his face
stolid as a waxen mask. But Keeler knew
that his eyes had not filmed unnecessarily.
He got into his dinner-clothes of white-
linen trousers and mess jacket, tied his tie
clumsily from lack of practise, renewed it
to his satisfaction, replaced his shoes with
the talisman in the heel, slipped an auto-
matic into his hip pocket and went down-
stairs.

A fellow member asked his destination
and offered him a lift in his car to the
Sinclairs’ cozy bungalow. Keeler walked
through the compound garden to the low
veranda that bordered the entire house and
with the ease of an intimate entered through
the long French windows that stood open
to the drawing-room. A girl rose to meet
him from a lounging chair beside a standard
lamp. He caught sight of a flash of slim,
silken ankles as she got up and extended
her hand.

“This is Mr. Keeler, is it not?’’ she said.
“Bob is in the kitchen with Dorothy.
There’s a new cook, I believe, and he can’t
find the right casseroles or something. I'm
Miss Arden.”
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Keeler suddenly realized that he was
holding her hand a little longer than was
customary, or necessary; gazing with an
expression that he felt was fatuous into, to
him, the most beautiful of faces. He never
came back from months of barbaric sojourn
without a feeling of delight in the soft,
refined charm of women of his own race,
but he had hitherto regarded them much
as one would enjoy other refinements of
civilization.

From a sex standpoint they had never
appealed to him. Some day, when he had
found the deposit of river jade in Burmah—
he expected to use the fifty thousand from
McVea to organize the expedition—he had
vaguely thought of settling down some-
where, with some one. But woman was to
his masculinity emphatically the opposite
sex, a luxury to protect and surround with
proper environment.

Now! He saw a face that was pale, the
tint and texture of a gardenia petal. Not
dead-white but creamy, with vitality ex-
uberant in the red lips, a trifle full; in the
blue eyes verging to purple, brilliant but
not hard, and in the flame of her hair. It
was almost scarlet and, in the lamplight,
it was fuzzy with radiance. The whole
personality was startlingly vibrant, magne-
tism emanated from her fingers, from her
whole being. Her aliveness, her compelling
suggestion of dynamic energy, challenged
his, recognized it, responded to it as she
stood smiling, as tall as he was, less three
inches.

Her smile widened as she caught his
momentary embarrassment and a twmkle
showed in her eyes.

“Yes, I am King Keeler,” he said.

He was not enchanted. He was in full
possession of his faculties and his brain was
alert. Here was not so much a woman,
eminently and divinely feminine as she ap-
peared, as a kindred spirit and yet, yet—
for all her welcome and the geniality of
her handclasp, he sensed two things that
puzzled him. One was a dim feeling of
former acquaintanceship, perhaps merely
a likeness of feature to someone. The other
was a warning of antagonism, subtle but
persistent.

She stood chatting with him for a few
moments. Her hair, thought Keeler, was
literally her crest, an index to her char-
acter, impulsive, virile, like flame; apt to
be either dangerous or warming. She was
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a woman, a girl, if you preferred the term,
for she was undoubtedly young, who would
command the instant attention in crowded
company, as compelling as a bright fire in
an empty room.

“Rouge et moir,” cried a gay voice as

+Dorothy Sinclair breezed into the room

followed by her husband carrying the cock-
tails he allowed no one to compound, or
serve, but himself. ‘Do you ever gamble,
ng?’l

“Rarely,” he answered lightly. “Never
when I do not understand the game.”

He understood the apt allpysion to the
two of them as they stood by the tall lamp,
the one swarthy by nature, burned by
travel, the other fair as a lily save for the
flaming aureole-that contrasted with his
own black crown, trim now and sleek to his
well-formed head. :

Both the women laughed Sinclair of-
fered the cocktails.

“The Bindlosses can wait for the next
round,” he said. ‘““These’ll lose all the es-
sence of the fresh limes. I wonder what’s
keeping them?”

The consul and his wife, a vivacious
blonde, much of the type of Dorothy Sin-
clair, entered with apologies.

“Sam had to go down to his office,” said
Mrs. Bindloss. “He is the original Man of
Mystery of late. I know something’s in
the wind when he holds appointments after
hours and won’t tell-me what they are
about.”

“A woman should abandon curiosity
when she entets the consular service, even
by proxy, my dear,” returned her husband.
“But it wouldn’t interest you. Bob, give
me one of those cocktails. I need it.”

“I told you to wait, King,” said Sinclair
as the ladies momentarily retired. “Isn’t
she a wonder? I call her the Queen of
Hearts. Did you ever see such hair?”’

“Magnificent. What happened to your
cook?”’

“Pah!
‘man!”

“You'd feel the samelway if you’d lived
for six months off rice, gobs of fat pork and
fish-scraps,”” retorted ng

“I don’t know how the new chef will
turn out. Sing took sick this morning and
sent another man in his place.”

Keeler thought he surprised an expression
of special interest in the consul’s face.
Sinclair went on.

Nothing but stomach What a
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“Since you don’t appreciate the lady I've
half a mind to make Dorothy change the
place-cards. Anyway, if her looks don’t
affect you, she can talk so you will listen.
She can speak kuan-hua almost as fluently
as you can, King.” :

“She talks Mandarin?”’ The voice of
Bindloss rang out sharply and once more
Keeler looked at him in surprise.

““Yes, she was born in Pekin. Her father
carried her-through the streets to the British
Legation in June, 1goo, dragging her brother
along with them ten yards ahead of Prince
Tuan and the Boxers. He was a construct-
ing engineer for the Pekin Tien-Tsing Rail-
road. She lived there until she was seven-
teen, which is just six years ago. She is
not a dab at the vernaculars, like you are,
but she knows something of China and she
is crazy to go on a trip into the interior.”

“Ah, is she a friend of yours or your
wife’s, Sinclair? How did you meet her?”

“Why, I hardly know, Bindloss. She
arrived in-Shanghai about two months ago
with a pile of introductions and there were
quite a number of folks who remembered
her or knew her father. Hasn’t she applied
to you officially?”

“Not yet.”

The ladies returned and they paired off
for the dining-room, Keeler with Claire
Arden, Sinclair with Mrs ‘Bindloss and his
wife on the arm of the consul. As the deft
servant served the oysters Keeler found
himself pondering over the crispness of the
consul’s “not yet” and the special interest
he was sure the _representative of America
took in Miss Arden.

CHAPTER 1V
BINDLOSS MAKES A SUGGESTION

HE Irishman in Keeler was domi-
nant that night. Twenty-four hours
before he had been masquerading as a
Chinaman, huddled up in the seat of the
train between Hankau and Shanghai. For
seven months he had heard no English
~ spoken and had lived on the lid of a volcano
in very questionable company where the
possession of a comb or any suggestion of
aught but the most superficial cleanliness
would have brought dangerous suspicion.
He was still on the lid of the volcano, which
might tilt at any minute, but he was in
pleasant company.

IS

The slick feel of silk was next to his limbs, .
still grateful to the porcelain tub at the club,
to the hot water, the good soap, the shower
and the alcohol rub. He was clad in im-
maculate linen, talking to beautiful women
and likable men. There were flowers on
the table and shaded candles, silver and
crystal, and it was a far cry to the frozen
glen in Tibet where he had left the priest
to keep ghostly vigil with the mummy of
Fing-Tu.

Altogether he felt well-groomed, inside
as well as out, as the product of the new chef
proved excellent. The risks he was run-
ning weighed lightly on his spirit and his
wit, long bottled, flowed easily. And, for
every sally, Claire Arden had one to cap it.
She reminded him of Shakespeare’s Beatrice,
born beneath a dancing star. She drew him
out to talk of his adventures though not of
his present achievement. She challenged
him with words and eyes and fenced cleverly
with quip and quirk while Dorothy Sinclair
beamed at the apparent success of her
match-making.

Still her latent hostility against him was
apparent to Keeler. It was not a dislike
of the “Doctor Fell” variety. He liked her
and he did not believe she disliked him. It
was something beneath the surface. As
the evening wore on he thought that the
girl became more gracious. He noted that
Bindloss eyed her with something more
than polite interest and he unconsciously
linked that up with his wonder of what the
consul wanted to say to him.

The talk, as it always will in such places,
shifted to native affairs and the question of
China’s attitude toward foreigners in gen-
eral and Japan in particular, came up in
due course.

“One of the problems,” said Bindloss,
“lies in the fact that China is not a distinct
race any longer. For Mongol one should
read mongrel. The Manchus, inferior in
mental qualifications, have assumed the
authority, the nation is a mixture of Tar-
tars, Tibetans, Burmese, Manchus, Jap-
anese and Arabians, indifferently melted
down and far from being welded. China
resents outside domination but it is on the
cards that aggressive Japan will rule them
—unless some European nation steps in
and secures the confidence of Chinese states-
men. And the diplomacy of Cathay and
that of Europe are as far apart as the poles.

“The nation is divided. Not until the



16

passing of the last generation is union pos-
sible to any degree. You, Miss Arden,
should know something of that. In your
father’s time they suddenly tore up the
railroads for which they had granted con-
cessions. Here in Shanghai they destroyed
the big depot and built a temple on its site
in purification and an appeal to the gods
to forgive the staining of the Middle King-
dom by the steam go-wagons of the white
devils.

“You were perhaps too young then to
remember the split between the Boxers and
the Imperial party. The Empress herself
favored the massacre of foreigners, but
Prince Ching and his soldiers fought only
half-heartedly. China covets knowledge
and power but tradition holds her back.”

“I remember little of that, of course,”
said Claire Arden, “and I am glad to forget
everything relating to that horrible time.
It seems like a nightmare of childhood.”

“But you speak Mandarin?”

“I have not forgotten it entirely.” She
spoke with diffidence.

Bindloss seemed to note her reply care-
fully and weigh it and Keeler noticed the
Chinese boy who was serving, stop for a
moment, rigid as a pointer on scent, his eyes
fixed on the girl, his nostrils dilating slight-
ly. Bindloss seemed to have noticed it
too. When the boy next left the room he
addressed Mrs. Sinclair.

“Is that a new boy, you have? He is
admirably trained.”

“He came with the new cook,” said the
hostess. ‘“Chang was Sing’s nephew, you
know, and he wanted to nurse his uncle.”

The consul’s brows knitted a trifie and
Keeler pondered over the coincidence of
Sing’s sickness ahd his nephew’s devotion
occurring on the night he came to dinner.
Evidently Bindloss saw something to wind-
ward.

“Just what is your profession, Mr.
Keeler?” asked the girl. ‘“Explorer or
adventurer?”’

“1 would rather set it down as plain
rover,” answered Keeler. “There 1s a
certain stigma attached to the term ad-
venturer, a suggestion of chicanery. Call
me a rover, one blessed—or cursed—with
wanderlust. An adventurer is one who
takes risks for the sake of profit and is not
particular about how he makes the profit.
I have taken risks, but so far my cosmic
stone has rolled too erratically to gather
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moss enough to make a comforta.ble land-
in 124

“And, if it had, as a true rover, you
would not settleinit. Itis the sheer delight
in the risk you travel for then, not for
gain?” ’

“T am Scotch on one sxde, the financial
side. Neither am I rich and it costs money
to travel in the uncivilized areas. I have
to try and make my trips cover expenses.”

The look she flashed him held an interest
that was neither personal nor casual. There
was the hidden intent behind it that

puzzled him. _
“T too should like to journey to the Back
of Beyond,” she said." “With my knowledge

of the language, could I venture into the
interior, Mr. Keeler?”

“Mandarin is the official language, of
course, but you would need to learn the
special dialects. And you would have to
cover race and sex. To be a woman in
China is as great a handicap as it is a priv-
ilege in the Occident. And you could not
change the color of your eyes.”

“There you have the advantage. I sup-
pose you have often passed for a native, Mr.
Keeler?”

“At times I have had to. But 1 would
not advise your trip.” .

“You speak as if you would be glad to get
home. When are you sailing?”

“Thursday, on the Pride of Cathay.”

“Why, soam I. That will be very nice.”

Keeler saw a puzzled gleam in Dorothy
Sinclair’s eyes, succeeded by one of triumph.
She had not expected her friend to sail so
soon. Now she was glad that her matri-
monial web seemed to have entangled one
of its flies, at least. But Keeler did not
believe that any desire for a closer acquain-
tance on a sex basis animated Claire Arden’s
booking. Lightly put, as all her questions
had been, they smacked to him of cross-
examination rather than conversation. Be-
sides. . . .

“I did not notice your name on the pas-
senger list,” he said.

She flushed faintly as she lifted her glass.

“I had a friend book for me in case I
decided to take the Cathay. I suppose he
used his own name.’

Mrs. Sinclair gave the mystlc signal of _
feminine freemasonry and the threewomen
went into the drawing-room while the
Chinese boy served cigars. A piano
sounded, not mechanically, but played with
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sympathy and technique. Then a voice,
subdued but velvety and rich:

Un,j:eu de haine, un pew d’amour.
Et puis, bonjour.

Bindloss looked up.

“That is Miss Arden, isn’t it, Bob?”’ he
asked. “She is a young lady of many ac-
complishments. - I wish you’d run in and
turn her music or something for her, Bob.
T’m sorry to usurp the privileges of a guest
but I want to have a talk with Keeler and
I want to have it right now.”

“Sure. Official stuff?”

“In a measure.”

“I'm on, or rather I'm off. Don’t keep
him too Iong.” .

B KEELER lit his cigar, enjoying it
as a lohg denied 1

Iu
“Shoot, Bindloss,” he said. “I'm
curious.”
“I’m not. I don’t want you to enlighten

me’on any pomts Frankly, I don’t think
you will. ‘This isn’t official, Keeler. Not
yet, as far as I am concerned. It would
bhave to be brought to my notice, you see.
I am not a Secret Service man. And I am
a friend of yours. Consider this as a t1p
or as a joke on me, whichever you like.”

Keeler nodded, accompanying the action
with a look of warning. The spring-hinged
service-door between the dining-room and
pantry was swinging gently forward, barely
an inch, as if some one was pressing fingers
"lightly on the service side.

“Liet’s go into Bob’s den,” he suggested.
“The boy will want to clear.”

“Some one at the door?”” asked Bindloss
when they were seated in Sinclair’s little

sanctum. ‘“Which was it. The cook or the
new boy?”
“Didn’t see.”

“Well, it all fits in. You see, Keeler,
news filters through Government colonial
channels pretty rapidly. We have imbibed
some of the Chinese methods, perhaps.
Now it has come to me ftom the legation at
Pekin that some one is taking out of the
Middle Kingdom something that is of great
value to the Chinese Empire. Idon’t know
what it is, save that it is intimately asso-
ciated with the religious mysteries.

“You know Taoism and Buddhism better
than I do and you can understand what
importance they attach to any reliquary in
a race where a hair of Buddha has a special
2

temple and a tooth can dominate a whole
race, as it has in Ceylon. This something
is not to leave the country. The ravisher,
from their standpoint, has cleverly masked
his identity, but they are after him, and the
path for national intervention has already
been smoothed by hints to our legation
from certain boards. The Hsing-Pu, the
Wai-we Pu are both interested. You
know what those are?”

Keeler flicked off the ash of his cigar with

a steady hand.
“The Board of Punishments and the
Board of Foreign Affairs. They think this

ravisher an American?”

“They seem to be sure of it. The Li
Fan Yuen, that is the Board of Control over
Tibet and other Dependencies, started it.
They seem to have mulled matters up
there. They had a long-set trap for the
man and he slipped through. Now—he

‘lowered his voice, “the erhi-mu-kuan have

been sicked on to it.”

“‘The eyes and ears of the Emperor,” the
Chinese Secret Service,” said Keeler. ““Go
on.”

“You know what power they have. If
they find the man, he will—disappear.”

“I should imagine they would be after
the mysterious reliquary, as you term it.
They are not wonderful, these Pinkertons
of Pekin. They have adopted or fore-
stalled, our American . police methods,
Bindloss. They believe in producing the
victim rather than the criminal. A black-
mailing lot of sleuths.”

Bindloss looked at him more intently.

“They hesitate to take the step, but I
should not be surprised if any day I should
be officially asked to produce an attested
record of any American who has been lately
in the interior and, perhaps, hold him until
he has proven an alibi. Unofficially I
have been already approached in the matter.
They are not all fools in the erk-mu-kuan.
One man is really clever, Hsu-Fuan, the
LeCoq of China. He was in Tibet, which,
you know, is under Chinese suzerainty.”

“T know of the gentleman. But what has
this to do with me?”’

“I don’t know. I don’t want to know.
I’'m taking a good deal of a risk in talking
privately with you tonight. But—if you
are in this thing—I wouldn’t wait for the
Cathay.”

“What would you do? Swim?”’

“T’d do something. I wouldn’t go to
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Japan though. Just where Taoism and
Buddhism disagree I don’t know. They are
friendly enough in both priesthoods and
I do know that this thing is tied up with the
very roots of both religions.”

A tap came on the door.

“There’s Mrs. Sinclair after my scalp,”
said Bindloss. “I’ve tried to give a word
to the wise, Keeler. I wish the Cathay
sailed tonight.”

“SodoI. Iwant toget back home. If
you are going to round us all up, old chap,”
said Keeler as he opened the door, “perhaps
you could give me another tip. Before it
became too official.”

It was not their hostess, but the Chinese
boy, who came to remind them of their
social duties. Keeler had bolted the door
and their tones had been too low to arouse
fear of having been overheard.

“T’ll give you one more tip,” said the
consul, “though I may be telling you noth-
ing. You are not the only one in this.
Some way or another Miss Arden is con-
nected with it though I could account for
every move she has made since she arrived
here two months ago. You might keep a
friendly eye on her.”

“Thanks, old chap. You know how I
appreciate all this interest.” Keeler laid a
hand on the other’s shoulder as they went
toward the drawing-room and the clasp
cemented the sincerity of his tone.

They went home in the Bindloss car,
dropping Claire Arden at her hotel and
Kecler at his club. He bolted the door of
his room and clinched it with a little safety
device. The long French windows opening

on to the gallery were open according to ..

custom and the Venetian blinds were closed
and held by a simple latch.
He did not disturb these but stretched

another line ankle-high between the lintels.:

This time it was not of silk but of fine copper
wire fastened to stout screw-eyes. He put
his shoes on the shelf of his closet and ar-
ranged his clothes on hangers after he had
donned his pongee pajamas. Under his
mattress, close to his right hand, he slid an
automatic with the safety off.

He was as tired as a hunting hound after
the chase and he meant to sleep, knowing
that his senses would subconsciously play
sentinel as they had been trained todo. He
dozed off puzzling over Claire Arden. She
was traveling alone, he had found that out.
She had visited former friends and had

o,

many letters to Shanghai. And she had
been there eight weeks, one week ahead of
the cable.

He had told McVea when he expected
to arrive at the earliest. And he was two
months behind that schedule. Was she

“a spy? If so, had McVea himself sent her
-or was she a tool of Hsu-Fuan and the

erh-mu-kuan? Women as well as men had
been known to mingle in Oriental diplomacy
for a sufficient price.

IN THE middle of the time between
midnight and dawn he awoke, alert,
his hand sliding to the handle of his
gun. There had been a tiny click between
the blinds, the lightest touch to the latch.
He breathed on easily and deeply as he had
slept, knowing that some one was listening
outside. - .

Slowly, almost imperceptibly the blinds
opened and a shadow started to glide into
the room. A figure, tripped by the thin
wire, fell headlong. Keeler’s finger pressed
the light button as he sprang from the bed
and threw himself upon the twisting form
of the agate-eyed chamberman, one hand
grasping the serpenty wrist above a long,
thin blade, the other smashing down the
butt of the. pistol behind the intruder’s
ear. ;
The boy collapsed and Keeler picked up
the slim, limp body and trussed it on the
bed with the straps from his portmanteau.
When the Chinaman came to, Keeler
grinned at him, sitting on the bed beside
him, the muzzle of the automatic cold to the
other’s temple.

“I tell you two time, suppose you fool
around me, I make big pidgin trouble.
Al right, now I kill you.” -

The boy’s eyes showed like a snake’s.

“Me no try steal, me no want killee you,”
he said sullenly. ‘

“No? Brought the knife along just to
open the window, I suppose? Better you
talk quick why for you come.”

“You no killee?”

Keeler shrugged his shoulders. -

“Much better you speak quick,” he
repeated.

“I bring one piece papeh.”

‘lwhu_e?”

“You look my sashee.” -

Keeler unbuttoned the blouse and found
a scrap of rice-paper. There were two char-
acters written upon it.
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“Who tell you fetch this along?” he
demanded.

“One man give along me last night down
fan-tan place. He give me ten fael suppose
I put this a]ong your pillow all same time
you sleepee.”

“Ah. +You sabe this man?”

“Suppose I see him one more time, I
sabe.”

“Then you tell him you put paper all
same he speak. Now you go.”

He unfastened the boy’s bonds and put
him out of his door. Then he once more
studied the scrap of paper. The characters
represented two words

I\ - enter. 7K - wood.

The English equivalent for them was
“coffin.” It bore the same significance as
a communication signed “The Black Hand”
or bearing a skull and cross-bones above the
word “Beware.”

Keeler did not take it in the light of a
death warrant. Those who were after the
talisman were not likely to worry about
warning him for his own good. -It was an
ungentle hint that, if he delivered the relic
to some one, preferably Bindloss, perhaps,
he might be allowed to leave the country
unscathed. If not, he would “enter wood”
for a permanent resxdence It might also,

he reflected, be an attempt to force him to

“tip” his hand by a scare.

It showed him that Hsu-Fuan was not
sure that he was the man, a fact that was his
best security as long as suspicion did not
turn to action. It was tolerably certain
that any step that might be taken concern-
ing the examination of recent travelers
who had been into the interior and now
wanted to leave the country would be made
before the Cathay sailed. And all his incli-
nations, besides his instructions, prompted
him not to lose that vessel. Delay was
dangerous.

Keeler slowly burned the square of paper.
I wonder, he thought, if Jimmy Pardee has
been-ordered home.

He got out his portmanteau and heavy
kit-bag and proceeded to pack looking re-
luctantly at his bed.

If ever a man needed a night’s sleep, I do,
he thought. But there are times when a
good run is better than a bad stand.

It was a good game, and he enjoyed it
thoroughly, this chess problem with human

pieces.
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‘ It was a case of outguessing, and
the man who could look ahead the farthest
and open with the best gambit stood the
best chance of winning. Hsu-Fuan and.
the powers behind him.gave him credit for
ability to foresee at least some of their moves
and Keeler was far from blind as to their
cleverness. It was a good game, he re-
flected, and the stake was only a side issue.

But, all the same, the Scotch side of him was
determined to collect that fifty thousand
dollars.

CHAPTER V
THE SAILING OF THE PRIDE OF CATHAY

THE Pride of Cathay was detained
beyond her appointed hour. The
passengers wondered and the crew frett-
ed. The gangway had been cast off, good-
bys had been said and friends remained
ammlessly looking up at the passengers,
exchanging spasmodic conversation, but
the mooring cables still held her fast to the
wharf. The first officer was fuming, the
chief engineer infuriate and the captain
indignant but the liner stayed motionless.

Claire Arden cornered the purser with a
smile as that harassed individual sought to
pass her and asked the reason for the delay.

“I don’t know, Miss Arden, I’'m sure.
Something to do with the American consul-
ate. Routine of some kind, I suppose.”

He slipped by, vexed at the additional
duty suddenly thrust upon him at his
busiest hour. Consul Bindloss, accom-
panied by a Chinaman who showed the
red button of the first Kwan, or Mandarin,
order above his shrewd, meager face, was
making what seemed to the purser a most
unnecessary fuss about who was aboard
and what passengers, if any, were missing.
To the protests of the Cathay’s skipper the
pair were placidly obdurate.

“Confound 1it,” said Captain Herrick,
“do you expect me to search the ship?
We'll lose the tide.”

“You know my authority, Captain,” said
Bindloss. “I am as sorry as you are but
the orders are imperative and Hsu-Fuan
must be satisfied.”

The purser hurried up, his trim uniform
wilted at the collar, his face like a tomato.

“Mr. King Keeler has not come aboard,
Captain,” he said. “He booked for cabin
twelve on the boat deck. He is to share
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it with Doctor Redding. He has not sent
any baggage aboard and he is nowhere to
be found.”"

“Is that sufficient, gentlemen?”

“I am afraid not.” It was the silky,
purry voice of Hsu-Fuan, high official of
the Tu Ch’a Yuen, the Secret Censorate of
the Chinese Government, the members of
which are the “eyes and ears of the
emperor,” that answered.

Captain Herrick’s suavity departed ut-
terly as he ordered a search of the vessel.

“What is the idea?”’ he exploded. “Is
the man a criminal.”

“Most assuredly not,” said Bindloss.
“Personally I know of no reason why he
should not make the voyage. Hsu-Fuan
would doubtless agree with me after a few
words with Mr. Keeler. But he is very
anxious to have those few words.” He
looked at the mandarin, who nodded.

“Tt is a mere formality,” he said.

“There were reasons why no unnecessary
publicity should attach to the affair. Hsu-
Fuan had a shrewd idea that Keeler had
dodged the Pride of Cathay. 1If he was
ashore he would be found sooner or later.
If he attempted to sail on the Cathay or
any other vessel the time would be ripe
to have him taken ashore for explanations
as to his sojourn in the interior. The
matter was one to be conducted with
diplomacy up to the last moment. And
he too, was playing the game several moves
ahead.

“I merely am anxious to see Mr. Keeler
on behalf of my Government,” he said.
I wish to be assured that he is not aboard.”

The captain grunted.

“Mr. Keeler has sailed with us several
times,” he said. “The quartermasters
know him well. He didn’t come up the
gangplank, he isn’t on deck or in the cabins,
his baggage isn’t here. You don’t suppose
he crawled in through a loading-hatch, do
your”

Hsu-Fuan smiled blandly and folded his
arms with his long, lean hands hidden in
the wide sleeves of his jacket. His face

showed no anxiety though in his brain was -

predominant the personal issue of the suc-
cess or failure of his mission to secure the
talisman. On the one hand the Yellow
Jacket and the peacock’s feather of honor,
on the other, the silken bowstring of per-
emptory suicide.

“We will go back with the pilot, Captain,”
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he said. . “If that will accommodate you.”

The missing passenger was not to be dis-
covered. While the search was on, Bindloss
chatted for a few minutes with Claire Arden
and evaded her attempts to elucidate the
mystery which sooner or later would leak
out through the stewards. He gave some
papers to the purser and spoke for a moment
with the head quartermaster, who had once
been a messenger for the consulate. And,
when he went over the side with Hsu-Fuan,

_his face, déspite the Oriental’s impertur-

bability, was far the more bland of the
two. .

t3 CAPTAIN HERRICK- had not

ﬁ ceased growling as the Pride of
-sa¢ Cathay gathered speed from her
churning screw, speeding up to eighteen
knots in the muddy waters of the Yangtse
sediments when a message from his wireless
threatened him with™ apoplexy. He con-
demned himself to a most. unpleasant
hereafter as be ordered an acknowledgment
of the request of Lieutenant-Commander
Pardee of the U. S. Cruiser Oklahoma to
board the steamer, and gave his orders to
the engine-room.

“What in blue blazes do they take this
liner for?’’ he demanded. ‘‘A Hudson River
excursion boat?” But the request of the
commander of one of his country’s battle-
ships was not to be ignored. Times in the
Orient, always uncertain, were seesawing
more than usual of late. He watched the
swift launch of the cruiser as it sped to-
ward the Pride of Cathay and was deftly
hooked on to the emergency ‘companion
ladder. '

After all, they were not making him lose
more speed than was necessary. A nimble
junior officer climbed the ladder followed by
an agile figure that made-the captain gasp
as he recognized his former passenger, King
Keeler. The Naval officer saluted and pre-
sented his superior’s compliments.

“Mr. Keeler was aboard the Oklakoma
last night, sir,” he said, “as a guest of Com-
mander Pardee, who wishes to thank you
for this accommodation.”

A stout portmanteau and other baggage
was being hauled to the deck in a netting.
Keeler extended his hand to the captain.

“Sorry if I have delayed you,” he said.
“But it was very necessary for me to be
with Commander Pardee until the last
available moment.” If there was a twinkle
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in his eyes as he spoke this verisimilitude
it shone inwardly.

“Delayed us!” thundered the liner’s cap-
tain. “Confound you, sir, do you know
that the consul and some jack-in-the-box

of a mandarin were searchmg the ship for

our”’

“T knew Hsu-Fuan wished to talk with
me,” said Keeler easily. “But the other
matter was the more important.”

The junior officer coughed.

“All your haggage is aboard Mr. Keeler,
I think,”” he said suggestively.

“Humph!” Captain Herrick closed the
matter in his ejaculation. ! He did not know

- what was afoot. But Keeler’s sojourn as
the guest of the cruiser wrapped him in a
certain veiled dignity. He had no great
love for Chinese officialdom. He was out-
side the three-mile limit and he was the
master of his own vessel, as much a piece
of American estate as the deck of the cruiser
itself.

“Present my respects to Commander
Pardee,” he said. “And tell him that I
was glad to accommodate him—and Mr.
Keeler.”

The officer saluted, descended to his
launch, cast off and arrowed back to the
cruiser where Keeler had surprised and
pleased his friend by dropping in for dinner
the night before and staying all night to
chat over old times. ]

“T’ll pay for the extra coal, Captain,”
said Keeler with a smile.

“You’ll sit at my table and pay for the
wine at dinner, sir,”’ said the skipper. “I
didn’t know you were in the dlplomatlc
service.’

Keeler lowered his voice.

“If any one else asks you that question,
Captain,” he said confidentially, “tell them
that I am not.” <

He sought out the purser and met Claire
Arden, who greeted him with outstretched
hand.

“You are a person of greater importance
than I thought,” she said. “The steward-
ess tells me that the emperor’s nephew was
looking for you and now you stop the
steamer as if it was a street-car. Iama
little afraid of you.”

“That can beovercome, 1 hope,” he said.
¢J imagine you are sitting at the captain’s
table? Yes. So am Iy, You must let me
do away with that impression.”

The purser spoke to him with a deference
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that was amusing and once more Keeler
blessed the luck that had kept Jimmy
Pardee at the China Station.

“Who do I room with,” he asked. “I
tried to get a cabin to myself.””

The purser looked deprecatory.

“Couldn’t be done,” he answered. “I
can try and change you, if you like. You
are in ‘with Dr. Redding.”

Keeler whistled softly.

“The passage was booked in another
name. As I said, I can try and arrange it.

‘He’s—well you know what they say of him

in Shanghai.”

Keeler did. The man was notorious in
many shady ways. He had resigned from
more than ofie club at the request of the
board. He had been known to mix more
or less intimately with Orientals who were
not ‘“‘good pidgin.” “Card-sharp” and “il-
licit physician” were two of the mildest
terms applied to him and it was rumored
that his name was an assumed one. Keeler’s
first wonder was that the man was daring
to return to America.

The story ran that other climes were
healthier and freer for the discredited
physician. Then his eyes narrowed. He
began to suspect that Hsu-Fuan’s hand was
not played out. The man was a user of
drugs, an habitué of certain unsavory
quarters of Shanghai—and notoriously
hard up.

“Never mind,” he told the purser. “We'll
try it for a night or two.’

The head quartermaster was hovering
outside the purser’s office. Keeler called
him by name.

“I was asked to give you this, sir,” said
the sailor. An envelope was exchanged for
a golden coin. Keeler walked to the rail
and quickly opened the note under cover
of a boat. It was from Bindloss, on un-
official paper, typewritten and unsigned.

Looxk out For REDDING.

“Good old Bindloss,” said Keeler to him-
self as he scattered torn scraps of paper on
the wind. “A final tip. Now, let me see.
Sinclair was on the Board of Directors when
Redding was asked to leave the club.
It’s worth trying.”

He walked to the cabin of the wireless
operator and dispatched a message. As
he came out he almost ran into Redding
himself, puffy of face and stomach
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though otherwise gaunt, shabbily dressed,
furtive-eyed, bearing an air of blustering
familiarity.

“Ah, Keeler,” he said. ‘“We are to be
cabin-mates, I see. Going through?”

Keeler nodded curtly. Then he smiled
and proffered a leather case.

“Have a cigar?” he asked. “And a
drink? The bar is open, I imagine.”

He tucked his arm within Redding’s and
marched him away. The docter seemed to
go along with a queer mingling of satisfac-
tion and hesitation. Keeler talked as they
went quickly along. He was wondering
whether the operator was sending his mes-
sage in the crackling discharge from the
aerials and also whether the doctor knew
Morse.

CHAPTER VI
THE HAND IN THE NIGHT

HE Cathay was a hundred miles from
port and Keeler and Claire Arden were

aggravating appetites already hearty, by

a promenade before the first gong sounded
for dinner. Clear-eyed and lithe-limbed,
the girl kept easy pace with Keeler’s swing-
ing stride, her looks backed by such evident
vitality and enjoyment of the sheer fact of
living that she was a delight to the eye and
an inspiration to the spirit. She was far
from the “clinging-vine” variety of women,
of which type there were several on board;
and Keeler felt sure that a very sane mind
dwelt in her eminently healthy body. )
Ahead of them, with a face lined and pale,
redeemed from plainness only by a pair of

luminous eyes, walked a woman who had -

been in the Orient working for the emanci-
pation of Chinese women; making about as
much impression on the national customs as
a fly upon an elephant, an irritant if it
happens to light upon certain sensitive
spots, generally a nuisance, but practically
unnoticed.

“She means well,” said Claire Arden,
“but her devotion to the ‘Cause’ sends
her free-lancing off into a land of which she
does not even know the manners.”

“Women have probably had as much in-
fluence on Chinese affairs as those of any
country, France not barred,” said Keeler.
“Witness the Empress Tsz’e An and Em-
press Tsz’e Hsi. True, Li Hung Chang
played Disraeli to the latter’s Victoria but
she was certainly emancipated. I have
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dealt with a lot of Chinese women of ex-
cellent capacity in business.

“The mother of a Chinese man rules his
home until she dies and then his wife in
her older years is absolutely venerated.
The son who does not honor his mother
outrages public opinion. - But you spoke
of the ‘Cause,” by which I suppose you
mean Suffrage. Do you subscribe to 1t?”

“Do you?” she countered. “I have not
thought much of it.~ I am concerned rather
with the effect. Women have equal op-
portunities, surely it is_their own fault if
they do not wield equal influence. What
I want is to establish my own individuality.
If there is any real I, I want to make my
ego count. “To,’” as the slang goes, ‘make
it on my own.”” '

“How about partnerships? I mean of
man and woman.” o .

“Find me two of similar aims and phys-
ically mated and I don’t see why they
shouldn’t get along famously. But the
combination is a rare one.”

It was evident, thought Keeler, that the
question of sex attraction had not yet dis-
turbed her. Talking with her was a good
deal like talking to a younger man, only
she was far more matured than a boy of
her own age would have been. And—he
glanced at the gracious curves of her figure
outlined by the warm breeze, the glory of
her hair—there was a difference.

She had said nothing more about the
manner of his coming aboard and he scored
that in her favor. Her talk, even on com-
paratively commonplace subjects, was il-
luminated by an originality that stimulated
a like response. He had never met a girl
like her before and the discovery was a
perpetual challenge, heightened by the mys-
tery of the hidden hostility which he still
felt she held toward him, well covered but
latent. )

A deck-steward came up to them and

‘saluted, handing Keeler a message.

“Wireless, sir,” he said.

- It was the answer from Sinclair. There
were only a few words and Keeler read them
after the girl insisted. .

“If it wasn’t important it wouldn’t have
come by wireless,” she said. But she dis-
played no curiosity as Keeler glanced twice
over the brief sentences, fixing them in
his mind, crumpled the paper into a ball
and tossed it over the rail into the waste-

basket of the Pacific Ocean.
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The gong sounded and they turned to-
ward the deck-door of the entrance to the
staircase leading to the dining-saloon. As
they reached it -Redding came up with a
smile” for Keeler and a leering look at the
girl, which she quietly ignored.

Keeler had found that Redding, as first-
comer, had preempted the lower berth of
their cabin. His own baggage had been
placed in the upper bunk and, when he
entered, Redding was putting away the
meager wardrobe from his solitary suitcase.
He felt qualmish, he had told- Keeler, and
was going to lie down.

Now, Keeler saw from certain face-marks
and the glassy look in the man’s eyes that
his incipient seasickness had been only an
excuse for drug indulgence, either in opium,
or, more probably, morphine, the modern
Chinese- substitute for the poppy extract
under the ban of the imperial edict.

“T’ll see you later, Redding,” he said
easily and, passing the girl ahead of him
through the door, followed.

Redding stood looking after them with a
mirthless grin that showed his discolored
teeth, filled with tarnished gold.

“Who is your unpleasant acquaintance?”
asked the girl.

“Just what he looks,” said Keeler. “He
is an unsayory individual and I have the
misfortune to be cabined with him.”

“Can’t you change?” .

“Perhaps. But one can’t choose fellow-
passengers at this season.”

“He has the eyes of a weasel,”” said the
girl with a little shudder. “Really there
ought to be a social censor aboard.”

At their table the captain greeted them
and challenged Keeler to pay the imposed
penalty: for holding up the ship. Keeler
' laughed and called for the wine-card. Ah-
lung, who had smuggled him aboard the
junk that had taken him to the Oklghoma,
had bought the diamonds with which he
had stocked his caravan. So he had not
been obliged to draw on McVea.

But, in'the glances bestowed upon him
across the glasses abrim with the bubbling
liquid he had provided, Keeler saw that his
arrival had given him a notoriety that was
not merely presently disagreeable but would
blossom into a story that the water-front
reporters would grab with delight at San
Francisco.

He showed nothing of his aversion as he
bowed to the nodding heads. San Fran-
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cisco was a long way off. There were six
thousand miles of voyaging ahead, six.
thousand miles of companionship with
Claire Arden.

_ In the following days he saw little of
Redding. He left the cabin.to him for his
afternoon indulgences. When he was not
there, Redding divided his time between
the bar and the smoking-room, where, it was
said, he played a wonderful game of pirate-
bridge. Keeler spent his hours on deck with
Claire Arden. Redding usually turned in
after he did and Keeler was up in the morn-
ing long before the doctor.

His vigilance was perpetual.: At Nag-
asaki and Yokohama he went ashore with
the girl but confined his wanderings to the
most perfunctory of tourist routes.- But,
neither ashore nor at sea, did he see any-
thing to make him apprehensive, save the
fact that there seemed nothing to be afraid
of. If his suspicions of Redding were well
founded, be imagined that the man, with
his moral courage weakened by the drug,
was slowly screwing up his nerve toward
the accomplishment of his ends—unless he
was trying to dull any mistrust Keeler
might hold, before he acted.

Some of the passengers were staying over
at Honolulu and Keeler made arrangements
to secure a cabin by himself; which the
purser thought he could promise him. The
strain of continuous half-sleep was begin-
ning to wear upon him and he wanted a few
nights of complete rest before he landed,
convinced that his troubles were far from
over, however clear the prospect.

[})‘ THE night before the Pride of
I X Cathay was due to arrive at Hono-
SNET Julu, Keeler sauntered to the bows,
waiting for Claire Arden to make an ap-
pearance. She had given him many op-
portunities to practically’ monopolize her
society and their friendship was a thing
tacitly understood.

He lit his cigar and looked down upon the
phosphorescence that flamed about the
liner’s stem and streamed back, leaving a
far trail as she surged through the warm
night beneath a blaze of stars toward the
Paradise of the Pacific. He had resolved to
take'an account of his attitude toward the
girl. She had become more than a mere sea-
comrade, she bid fair to be an important
factor in his life. He realized that she had
already entirely eclipsed his pet hobby, the
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rich deposit of jade in the Burmese river-
bed. .

By some quirk of his nature he found it
hard to concentrate on the analysis of his
{eelings toward her.

“I wonder,” he asked himself, “what a
man could do at home with fifty thousand
dollars? Perhaps a country place. One
might raise horses. There is money in good
stock. And she is fond of horses.”

“Pshaw!” He flung away his hali-
smoked cigar with the exclamation. Was
he, King Keeler, the rover, to be tamed so
easily, to contemplate losing his liberty
without a shudder. Rovers never settled
down. There was Nielson, there was
Howard the orchid hunter, Walton, who had
made a vow to shoot and fish around the
world until he had made trophies of all the
known game. There were a dozen others,
a score of them, rovers all. Off the trail
they had talked of settling down—some
time—and they had never done so.

The mood would pass. They knew noth-
ing of each other. Besides, there was the
shadow between them. There were times
when he caught her looking at him curiously
as she lay, professedly dozing, in the deck-
chair next to his. There were times when
she rebuffed him, other times when she was
almost intimate. But the thing would end
in San Francisco, he promised himself,
knowing that he would never forget her,
that there would never be another woman
just like her.

The wind strengthened a trifle and he
pulled down the visor of his yachting cap
more firmly. It already fitted him beyond
the power of anything short of a hurricane
to lift; he had seen to that carefully when
he bought it. And, between the layers of
the patent-leather peak, the talisman lay
smooth to the curve. The heels of his shoes
had begun to wear down and he had been
forced to discard them.

He hesitated to light a fresh cigar, mo-
mentarily expecting the girl to join him.
What was it she had said about wanting
to develop her own individuality? An
unusual attitude for a woman but not an
unreasonable one. Under the arch of the
sky, aflame with the radiance of a myriad
worlds, the affairs of this planet and his
own in particular secemed suddenly petty
to him. ~ After all he was merely doing an-
other man’s bidding. He was not carving
out his own life.
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He felt the compulsion of his own ego and
listened to the call of his destiny. It did
not speak plainly but there was an urge to
start the grand adventure, to walk his own
trail. Familiarity with many religions had
not lessened his belief in the infinite nor
weakened his creed that every man played
his part, if only that of a mote in the sun-
beam, and that effort was progress.

To Keeler, the tangible hope of immortal-
ity lay in the offspring of man or woman,
children born of the best there was in them,
flesh-and-blood children with inherited in-
stincts, or mental progeny. Something to
hand down, something accomplished that
was worthy of the prime of his own cosmos.
The fifty thousand dollars that he was earn-
ing was only the price of another’s whim,
the wild notion of another man’s ambi-
tion.

And it came home to him suddenly
that on the ship that glided on the element
midway between the core of the world and
the vaster ocean of the sky on which swam
a million globes, their courses set and de-
termined by a Master Will, breathed the
woman who was his complement, the mate
assigned to him. Alone, his life had been
an erratic pilgrimage; with her it would be
a definite path to worth-while achievement.
His present adventure was a tawdry thing,
tarnished with earthy deposits. But his
word was given for its accomplishment and
his word was a part of himself. He could
not vilify it without a deterioration of his
own powers.

“Star-dreaming?”

He turned to meet her.

“I thought you were dreaming in your
berth,” he said. “I had given you up.”

“I have been talking with Wing-Sang.
He is a delightful old merchant. A dealer
in furs in New York. "He has a brother in
Honolulu whois a partner in the Wing-Wo-
Wang Importing Company, immensely
rich, with a native wife and children enough
to number on the fingers of both hands. I
talked Mandarin to him and he grew very
friendly. He has been dreadfully seasick
and this is his first day out.” .

“Ah!”  Wing-Sang was one of the Chi-
nese aboard that Keeler had promised
himself to keep an eye upon. He had done
so0, with the exception of Sang who had been
so sick. They all seemed to be harmless
merchants but there were societies in China
to which men belonged by duress rather
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than choice and the webs of the ekr-mu-kum
stretched far.

‘“‘What did you talk about?”’ he asked her.

‘“Not the emancipation of women!
Though his brother’s wife seems to have a
pretty free rein. He has promised to see
that I get some things in Honolulu from his
brother’s store at special prices. As it is
American territory I can get them in duty
free. Of course something has been al-
ready paid on them, but nothing like what
I should have to pay. And I have an invi-
tation to a dinner at his brother’s house.
We shall have time enough while we are
ashore, I suppose. Will you come with
me?”

UI?’} .

“Yes, he asked me to bring a friend or
friends. Wing-Sang is for all the world like
my guardian, witty, rather fussy, bothered
with rheumatism, worrying about his fam-
ily at home in New York. His wife wants
him to buy an automobile and-he wanted to
know which I thought the best car. He has
all sorts of presents for his nephews and
nieces. Will you come?”

Keeler hesitated for a moment. It
sounded all right. The girl’s interest
seemed natural enough.

“I will try to,” he temporized. “I can
not tell what instructions may be awaiting
me.”

““Oh, I forgot you were not a free agent.”
Her voice held the hurt of offense but Keeler
dropped the subject.

It was nearly midnight when he escorted
her below and the decks were deserted.
He looked into the smoking-room on his
~ way to his own cabin. The usual enthusi-

asts were busy with their whist but Redding
was not among them. Keeler found him
asleep in his bunk, his loose mouth open
beneath the close-clipped mustache that
Nature had intended mercifully to hide the
sensuous lips, his face puffy, his eyes deep-
caverned.

Keeler undressed and climbed into his
berth, not neglecting his usual precau-
tions. Before he switched out the main
lights he tested the reading-globe in the wall
by his head and tucked in his automatic
close to his hand beneath the mattress.

Below Redding breathed stentorously,
apparently under the lingering influence of
the drug. ~ The ocean was calm save for the
ground-swell and the port-hole was open.
He lay watching the heave of the sea-line
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against the stars and listening to the surge
of the water against the steamer’s side.
The course was almost due east; his cabin
was on the starboard side and he could see
the Southern Cross slowly tilting to the
waves. The lift of the horizon and its fall,
the steady rush of the water, produced a
gentle hypnosis. He saw the lower star
of the constellation dip and rise and sink
again before he lost consciousness.

He woke to the feel of a cloth upon his
face and the light pressure of fingers above
it, molding it to his mouth and nose. At
his first instinctive gasp the pungent fumes
of chloroform filled his nostrils, the mem-
branes of his throat flamed as the essence
of the lethal drug was sucked into his lungs.

CHAPTER VII
REDDING’S ADDRESS-BOOK

KEELER had pushed back all the bed-
clothes save a sheet. He struck out
with his left hand, clutching at the pressing
fingers and tearing them loose while his
right fumbled for the reading-globe. They
found it and turned the switch, dropping to
the butt of his gun as he flung himself des-
perately upward and outward, descending
upon the shoulders of Redding and kicking
out with all his strength. As Redding
staggered backward Keeler was upon him,
bearing the doctor’s flabby body to the
floor and kneeling on his chest.

He was in no mood for mercy. All his
splendid powers coordinated in an explo-
sion of force that was resistless. He found
Redding’s throat and sank his fingers into
the other’s windpipe, jamming his auto-
matic, none too gently, into the doctor’s
face. Redding struggled in a brief burst
of energy and subsided. As Keeler took the
pressure from his gullet he lay with closed
eyes.

“No shamming,” said Keeler. “Open
your eyes. Now then, one peep and T’ll
let the rotten lfe out of you.”

Redding’s lids lifted to a look of ven-
omous chagrin. Keeler reached for the
saturated cloth. Beyond his fingers he
saw something else and changed his mind,
picking up the object. It wasa hypodermic
syringe, loaded, the piston withdrawn ready
for use.

“Get up, you hound,” he said.
stand with your back to me.”

“Now
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Redding got slowly to his feet, a clumsy
figure distorted with the paunch of indul-
gence, flaccid with the ravages of the drug.
His pajamas hung loosely upon him, long-
sleeved, dragging about his ankles. Keeler
pulled down the cuffs and tied them in a
double knot.

“Get into your bunk,” he ordered, and
watched him crawl into the berth like a
whipped cur into a kennel, lying on his back
while Keeler strapped his feet together with
abelt. Hehad put the syringe on the wash-
stand. He looked at it with a grin.

“I fancy you were going to inject this into
me while you overhauled my things,” he
said. “The dose may be a small one for
you but we’ll try it and reverse the tables.
If you squeak, my blackleg friend, I’l
finish you here and now. Turn over.”

"Redding obeyed with a suppressed groan
of mortification muffled by the pillows as
Keeler set a knee in the small of his back,
unfastened the knots in the cuffs and
stripped back one sleeve. Redding’s fore-
arm was peppered with the punctures of
his vice. Keeler pinched up some flesh
and squirted in the dose. Then he turned
Redding upon his back again and tied his
wrists more securely, standing above him
and grimly watching the drug work.

He knew that many morphine habitués
were used to as many as fifteen grains daily.
Redding, he calculated, would hardly have
dared to give him more than half a grain.
He would not want a murder on his hands.
That amount would not last long in a body
already tolerant of the drug.

He set swiftly to work going through
Redding’s belongings. The suitcase con-
tained only a scanty wardrobe and a supply
of morphine tablets in tiny glass tubes.
He slipped these into the pocket of his coat
hanging on the hook beside his berth. Un-
less Redding procured more at Honolulu,
these, with the syringe, would make the
doctor his slave for the rest of the trip.

The clothes yielded nothing. He turned
his attention to the bunk. He lifted Red-
ding’s eyelids disclosing the contracted
pupils which showed that he was under the
full influence of the morphine. Beneath the
mattress Keeler unearthed a pocketbook
and a little book margined alphabetically
for addresses. In the wallet were nearly
five hundred dollars. These he left un-
touched, turning on the full light and sit-
ting on the lounge to examine the note-book.
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It was a. worth-while find. His eyes
gleamed as he read the addresses, some in
English and some in Chinese script. The
names belonged to residents-of quarters of
Hongkong, Pgkin and Shanghai that were
in ill-repute even with the natives. Some
were scattered through other cities. XKeeler
imagined them- the names of members of
some secret society. Under the letter
“K” his own name was registered and be-
neath it the initials “C. A.”” and the date of
the sailing of the Cathay.

Those will stand for Claire Arden, Keeler
pondered. The fool, he can’t trust his own
memory any longer. He has small busi-
ness playing the game he has chosen. He
turned on. The next written page dis-
closed an address on West Forty-ninth
Street. )

“N” was the initial heading. New
York! N
He completed the book and went back
to the suit-case. He was not satisfied
that he had found everything. The lid
was lined with canvas and arranged for the
holding of shirts. Keeler ran his fingers
carefully over the lining and gave a little
grunt of content. '

There were papers there., He got his
pocket-knife from his clothes and ripped
away the cloth. The documents lay close.
There were two of tliem, on thin rice-paper.
Keeler smiled with satisfaction as he de-
ciphered the characters. One was a letter
signed by Hsu-Fuan himself commending
Redding to the good offices of one Sing-Lee
of Honolulu as “a brother.” 3

That is the local head of the secret order,
thought Keeler. I shall look out for Sing-
Lee. I imagine Redding was to hand over
the talisman if he found it and Sing Lee may
have some idea of finishing the job by ar-
ranging for me to “enter wood” at Homo-
lulu. As Redding has not got the golden

petal, Sing-Lee may become still more

active. N

The second document was an order on the
same Sing-Lee for a thousand dollars after
“Redding made delivery.”

Cheap at the price, Keeler thought,
folding up the papers. He dressed and
stood looking down at Redding whose body
was beginning to twitch. It would be an
hour before he could articulate, two before
he could reason, Keeler decided. And he
wanted a little conversation with the doctor
at the earliest moment.
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CHAPTER VIII
THE WING-WO-WANG IMPORTING COMPANY

THE sudden dawn streamed through
the porthole, paling the electric cluster,
when Keeler roused the night-steward and
ordered a pot of hot coffee, receiving it at
the door himself. He poured out two cups
and, loosening the hands of Redding, or-
dered him to drink it. The doctor made no
motion and Keeler’s voice turned to com-
. mand.

© “T’ll stand for no nonsense, Redding,” he
~ said. “I hold the whip and T’ll do more
than crack it if you don’t behave. Drink
that coffee and rouse up that addled brain
of yours. You'll need to pay close atten-
tion to what I am saying.” He swal-
lowed his .own share as Redding sullenly
obeyed.

“What are you going to do?”’ demanded
the latter.

“You know and I know what happened
last night and what would have happened
if I had slept a little sounder. We'll not
discuss it. I have your papers and I know
exactly who employed you and what you
expected to find. You would not have
found it, if that is any solace toyou. First
we'll settle what you are going to do—and
not do.

You will stay in this cabin unless I am
unable to get other satisfactory accommo-
dations. In that case you will get out and
secure the best you can. Buy in with some
officer if necessary. You have the price.
You will not leave this cabin until the
Cathay starts for San Francisco. And you
will keep out of my way for the rest of the
trip. I should advise you to return on the
steamer to Shanghai, or, if it suits you
better, stop in Japan.”

Redding’s face showed annoyance, then
fear and finally dogged defiance.

“You can’t keep me in my cabin,” he
said. “As to what happened last night,
there will be two sides to that story. I
don’t thmk you care for the publicity I can
give you.”

“I can furnish a little publicity that I
think will make you see the reason, Mr.
Adler, or rather Dr. Adler,” said Keeler.

édmg s face grew livid.

“Wha.t the devil are you driving at?”’ he
asked.

“You,

I have your record, Adler. Most
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people remember your case. The federal
authorities are after you as well as the civil.
And their memories are long, as long as
those of your bondsmen who lost ten thou-
sand dollars when you sneaked out of the
country. I thought you were. over-ven-
turesome when you said you were booked
for San Francisco. Why, man, they will be
waiting for you on the wharf. Uncle
Samuel does not forget and there will be
some one there who will likely recognize
you even if I do not send a wireless
ahead.”

#—— you, I’'ll—"

“Do nothing but what I tell you. You
expected to get through with me and leave
the steamer at Honolulu. You will not be
welcomed by Sing-Lee, I fancy, and the
brothers of the 7au-t’ie have good eyes.
Better stay on board, Adler.”

“I tell you, I can’t, Keeler. I must
chance it in Honolulu. You say I should
not have found what I wanted. Hsu-Fuan
said different but he may have been wrong.”
He sipped at the dregs of his cup and Keeler
poured him out some more coftee. ‘“But I
daren’t go back to China unsuccessful. I
daren’t land in San Francisco. Japan
would be as bad. My God, Keeler, I've
got to land. And you shan’t stop me.”
His voice rose to a shrill whine.

“You can hardly expect sympathy from
me,” said Keeler. He felt none for the man
and did not intend to worry about his
troubles. “I don’t care a snap what hap-
pens to you but, if you attempt to land in
Honolulu, don’t forget that it is American
territory. Ishall take care to haye you held
under surveillance while they communicate
with the mainland. You’ll stay in this
cabin if I have to dose you with morphine.”

Adler licked his fevered lips.

“You've got my morphine?” he asked.
“Then give it to me and I’ll do what you
say. DIl risk it. Maybe I can get ashore
at San Francisco somehow. But give me
back my needle and the pellets. You must.
It’s torture to me to go without it. I need
a dose now. It’s life to me, Keeler. Give
it to me.”

Keeler looked contemptuously at the man,
craven with fear, begging for the thing that
had lost him whatever manhood he once
possessed. His face was working and his
fingers picking at the bedding while his body
twitched unmercifully with the desire that
racked him. Keeler shook his head and
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Adler tried to spring at him, forgetting his
bound ankles, toppling from the bunk and
dragging himself to Keeler’s feet.

“I've got to have it, I tell you. Il tell
you everything, do anything for you, only
give it to me.”

“How much do you taker” asked Keeler.

“I'm up to twenty grains a day now.
Injections of two grains and twice a day I
swallow the pellets. I didn’t take any last
night, I dared not. What you gave me is
only a torment. You devil, you—ah!”

He had seen the hypodermic syringe lying
on the washstand and writhed toward it.
Keeler dragged him back.

“Get into your bunk,” he said. “Iam
going to help you. I am going to taper you
off. You can have a grain now and more
later as I see fit. But, if you attempt to
leave this room you get none.”

Adler watched him hungrily as he took
the dose from one of the tiny phials.

“Make it two,” he whimpered. ‘“Two,
Keeler and I'll tell you all T know.”
“Y know it already. Here.” The other

bolted the grain of comfort and the frightful
twitching gradually ceased.

“You are right,” he said more com-
posedly. “You hold the whip and I'm your
dog. T’ll stay on board.”

He closed his eyes and seemed to pass
under the influence of the morphine. Keeler
dressed leisurely and left the cabin to find
the steward and tell him that Dr. Redding
did not wish to be disturbed.

‘“He has had a bad night,” he said and
gave the man a tip.

The fellow responded with a knowing
look.

“I understand, sir,” he said. “I’ll sce
he’s left alone. Purser tells me you are
going to change cabins, sir.”

Keeler passed on without comment. The
islands were in sight. They had already
passed Kauai and the quartermaster told
him that they would be docked by noon and
leave that evening.

Down in Number Twelve, Redding, ahas
Adler, tossed restlessly on his bunk. The
grain that Keeler had given him had done
little more than relieve the ravening appe-
tite within him.

“The devil,” he muttered.
who thinks he knows all. He may sing
another tune. And he has my morphine.
Blast his soul in——. I may get my re-
venge but the price—the price is too high.”

“The devil,
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KEELER met Claire Arden at
breakfast.
“You look pale,’” she said,

%.

“Didn’t

_you sleep well?” He looked at her intently

wondering whether the pitch of her voice
suggested concern or curiosity based upon
expectancy.

“I passed a very satisfactory night, thank
you,” he answered. “But I find I shall not
be able to go to that dinner with you. I
shall be very busy for a while.”

She looked -puzzled. Then her face
cleared. ; :

“Ah, more messages,” she said. “I had
forgotten the wireless, which was silly of me
as I want to send word ashore to some
friends myself.”

As they gained the deck she walked to-
ward the wireless-room. Keeler left her at

. the door and as he passed the window, he

saw her smiling at the susceptible operator,
already a hopeless devotee at her shrine.

“Now I would give quite a little to know,”
he told himself, “whether she is really send-
ing a message or finding out from that easily
pumped well inside there, whether I re-
ceived one.”

She rejoined him in a:few minutes.

“I think I shall go to Wing-Sang’s,”” she
said. “I have invited a Honolulu friend to”
go with me. I am a bit mercenary in the
matter for I really want to get those things.
Are you going to be busy all the time? Be-
cause if you are not, you might meet me at
the Wing-Wo-Wang Bazaar later on. That
is if, you care. to. I should like to have
your judgment on the things I pick out.
At four o’clock.”

Keeler did not want to appear discour-
teous and he knew that any excursion with
her would be a delight. The appearance of
her initials in the little note-book worried
him. If their entry meant that she was in
jeopardy, suspected in some way of ‘being
mixed up in the securing of the talisman,
perhaps because she could talk Mandarin
and had lived in Pekin, perhaps because he
had met her so soon after his arrival in
Shanghai; he wanted to look out for her -
and see her safe on board again. So he ac-
cepted the appointment and while they
gazed at the loom of the Waianae Range
that lofted on'the island of Oahu, his mind
went on with the problem.

Why had Claire Arden arrived in Shang-
hai coincident with the date on which he
had first thought it possible to arrive, and
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why had she stayed in Shanghai until he
came and then left on the first steamer? He
hated the suspicion, the vague hint of dan-
ger that insisted upon rising between them,
but the' hint was insistent. Her own be-
havior had fostered it and now her initials
were in the book with the names of the
- brethren of the T”au-t'ie. So was his own
name, for that matter. It was a sorry coil,
he could not think of the girl plotting against
him, the idea was ungenerous, against his
own heart’s desire—and yet

“We don’t get the spectacular entrance
of the steamers that come from the north
by Koko Head and Diamond Head and
along Waikikj Beach but I love this just as
much, don’t you?”’

Keeler dragged his mind clear of the
seethe of suspicion and looked at the land
with eyes that saw.

They were passing Barber’s Point, well in
toward the reef. Ahead lay Pearl-Harbor
Locks, backed by the emcrald flash of the
cane plantations. The saddle of red soil
between the two ranges of Oahu showed
vivid as the girl’s hair, sloping up eastward
to the crests of the Koolau ridge, purple and
green in shade and sun, every hue of ame-
thyst and jade, the lazy cream-white and
pearl-gray trade clouds piling through the
gap of the Pali pass. Near the dock the
water was. alive with diving boys, and the

pier-sheds disgorged people on to the sunny -

planking with wreaths of flowers for ex-
pected friends.

“There is my friend,” said Claire Arden
suddenly waving to a young woman who
returned the greeting by swinging a carna-
tion lei. -

Keeler was looking out for Chinese among
the crowd buf did not see any. The mer-
chants aboard thought too much of the
dignity of their families to have them come
down to the public wharf. The fact that
the girl had really sent a message was a tiny
relief. I am altogether too suspicious, he
decided, but it is part of my business, or
rather of McVea’s. I shall be glad when
I am my own man again.

Claire Arden’s friend led her off to a
smart roadster and Keeler, ignoring the taxi-
and hack-drivers, walked up Fort Street and
turned west on Hotel, strolling tourist-wise
toward the Oriental quarter beyond the
Nuuanu stream. He knew the city fairly
well and made his way directly toward the
address of Sing-Lee.

29

The nuniber was displayed on the fan-
light of a narrow doorway. The building
was of brick, high and narrow with one
store on the ground floor that was devoted
to the sale of Chinese goods of all sorts,a
wholesale warehouse unfrequented by the
whites. In the entrance a number of signs
in Chinese characters proclaimed that a
doctor, a fortune-teller, a jeweler and a
cigar dealer had their offices on the two
lower floors. The upper stories were prob-
ably part of a lodging-house, he decided,
with the exception of the third, occupied by
a club.

Keeler seldom used his knowledge of
Chinese save when in the country itself.
He had found a supposed ignorance a valu-
able asset. Therefore he asked no ques-
tions but walked up the wooden stairs hop-
ing to find some trace of Sing-Lee. He
wanted to know what the man’s ostensible
business was and, if possible, get a good
look at him. He had acquired the power of
distinguishing the facial differences of Ori-
entals, no easy task for the average Cau-
casian and he might want to be able to
recognize Sing-Lee at some future time.

On the second landing a Chinaman
lounged smoking a short bamboo-pipe. He
looked indifferently at Keeler and drew
aside, standing by the newel post of the
dingy, scarred balustrade. Keeler heard
the faint ting of a bell above-stairs. The
man was a lookout for the club which was
probably a gambling-den. He went on.
At the head of the stairs the door that faced
him was semi-glazed. On the frosted glass
was outlined the distorted face of a rave-
nous animal.

It was the symbol of the T’au-t’ie, a com-
mon enough ornament on ancient vases,
adopted by the society to which Redding
belonged, a low branch of some Masonic
order, its uses distorted, part club, part
fraternity with political and social uses in-
tertwined. Door and wall seemed blank
but Keeler was sure that he was under ob-
servation. He put on a look of bewilder-
ment and retraced his steps to where the
lookout still lounged.

“You sabe Sing-Lee?”’ he asked.

“What for you want Sing-Lee? Plenty
Sing-Lee I sabe. You want catchee laundly,
you want buy some Manila cigar? Suppose
you want buy some Chinee shoe maybe you
catchum Sing-Lee in shoppee.”” He pointed
down-stairs. )
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Keeler nodded.

“I want buy Chinee slipper,” he said.
“One man he tell me come Sing-Lee, all same
this number this street. I go shop now.
Thank you.”

He went into the store and bargained per-

functorily for some grass-woven slippers
pretending, as was often the case, that a
friend had told him where he could get
them wholesale. Sing-Lee, they told him,
was not in. His connection with the store
was evidently a blind and he had found out
the main thing he wanted, Sing-Lee’s tie-up
with the secret society. He had held an
idea that he would find the bazaar of the
Wing-Wo-Wang Company at this spot.
He asked for its location and was told
that it was a retall establishment on King
Street.

%3 SO THERE was nothing to be
/A afraid of in that direction. Wing-
FaxLn Sang seemed to be innocuous and
he had wronged the girl. But he could not
make himself sure of that. Because Keeler
had small experience with women he judged
them better than he believed he did. Per-
haps the best chum he had ever had once
warned him against women with brains.

“Your fluffy, kitteny girl may scratch but
she would rather purr and be fed up on
kindness. And her scratches don’t amount
to much, one rather likes them as a sign of
spirit. Then there is the real woman, the
kind mothers are made out of because they
want to be mothers, the sort who are mater-
nal even to their sweethearts, the kind who
ache to do something for you, share some-
thing, good luck or ill, with you, and who
always find the soft spot in your heart, the
boy in the toughest man. I know there are
such women, Keeler, old chap, because I
had a mother myself,, but I have never
known one, If I meet one, or you do, tie
to her if she’ll have you.

“But look out for the woman with brains,
A man isn’t a fair match for her. He’s
handicapped with a woman from the start.
Sex gave her a thousand wiles to make a gill
net that stretches across the whole current
of your life and when she has brains to back
her use of them, look out.”

Thus had spoken Waldron, the gold-
hunter, when the two had met up in Man-
dalay once upon a time. Keeler had
thought him a cynic, a man who had been
stung and thought himself inoculated be-
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cause he had chosen the wrong kind of
woman or the right kind had not chosen
him. Keeler knew-that women could be as

.low down as men but it was not fair to

judge the sex by exceptions and he did not
believe that Claire Arden was bad in any
sense of the word. There were suspicious
circumstances. but they might be all colored
by his own position. And he wanted to

give her the benefit of -the doubt. He
would go to the bazaar.
But first he had other things to do. He

turned seaward and angled his way toward
the main streets, stopping at the police sta-
tion where he asked for the ,deputy sheriff,
Wilmington, with whom he had had fnendly
dealings whenever he passed through Hono-
lulu

A tall, slimly athletic kapo-kaole (half-
whlte) well set up in his lieutenant’s uni-
Yorm, stuck his head out of the door of his
office and hailed him.

“What do you know of Sing-Lee, who
hangs out in the building of the T-au-t’ze
Society?” asked Keeler, after the first
greetings. ’

“You haven’t been bucking the tiger in
that joint and got bitten, have you?’
grinned ;he officer. “You couldn’t, if you
just camae in on the Cathay. But it’s funny
you’ve asked about Sing-Lee because he’s
wanted and my men are out looking for him
right now. How did you get mixed up
with him?”

“I have a message for him from a friend
in Shanghai,” said Keeler. ‘““What has he
been up to?”’ b

“Everything. He runs a crooked gam-
bling-joint but that is the least of his sins.
He is a general go-between with American
affairs for a lot of*Chinese societies, com-
mercial and otherwise. Looks out for the
gamblers when they are arrested, covers up
opium-passing, fixes things for them with
lawyers over leases and when they run
agalnst us.

No insurance agent can pla.ce a policy in
Chinatown unless Sing-Lee is consulted,
aside from the big merchants, and there
have been a lot ofthem 1ssued lately and
altogether too many fires in connection.
That’s what we want him for now and we've
got the evidence on him. If he isn’t de-
ported we’ll tuck him away on the reef at
Iwilei fora spell He has been there before
on a short term.’

“Got his picture handy?”’
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~“Sure. In the chief’s office.
_ see it?”

- Keeler transferred the image of the pirat-
ical, unscrupulous face to his brain.

«1 hope you get him,” he said fervently.
“It would be a good thjng to have that alley
closed. There’s one thing more. 1 can’t
tell you my business, Wilmington. It isn’t
in your line. But I’ve run afoul of the
T’au-t'7e and I'm not taking any more
chances than I have to. I sail on the
Cathay this evening. I’'m going to take a
car ride out to the Aquarium, mainly to
" dodge my friends. .-

“You know -how it is at a port of call.
See one and the rest get offended. At four
o’clock I'm going to meet one of our pas-
sengers and help her choose some vases or
something. The date is at the Wing-Wo-
Wang Bazaar. I don’t imagine there can be
any possible danger there but one never
knows what may turn up and I have some
ground for suspicion. If I don’t phone in
by five o’clock will you look me up?”

“Of course. But we've nothing against
Wing-Wo-Wang and Company.”

Want to

KEELER chatted for a few mo-
ments longer and gave Wilmington

g the inlaid cigaret case he had
brought him from Shanghai. Then he took
the Waikiki car, strolled through Kapiolani
Park, looked at the brilliant display in the
Aquarium tanks and got back-to town in
time to walk into Wing-Wo-Wang’s exactly
at four o’clock.

There were a few customers in the place,
inspecting the display of teak and ivory
carvings, brocades and porcelain, served by
the deferential Chinese clerks. He saw
Claire Arden at a counter examining some
..vases and discussing them with a portly,
prosperous man in dark-purple silk whom
she introduted as ng-Y up, brother of
Wing-Sang.

“] want your" Judgment on some man-
darin coats,” said the girl. “You said they
were on the next floor?”

““The best ones, yes,” answered the mer-
chant. “We have some here but they are—
for tourists. Here is the elevator.”

Claire Arden stepped into the cage and
Keeler followed. Wing-Yup temporarily
excused himself.

““The boy will take you up,” he said in his
perfect English.  “I have to oversee a ship-
ment. I will be with you in a moment.”
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The operator started his clutch and the
car moved downward.

“I thought he said top-side,” said Keeler
sharply.

“Me, I got speakee some one,” said the
boy as the elevator reached the basement.

He made a motion toward the drum of the
lift and stepped out of the cage, shutting the
door behind him. A sudden doubt struck
Keeler and he tried the catch. It clicked
back but the door remained fast. The
grille was too close for him to reach the out-
side of the lock. The boy had disappeared
and the car began to move swiftly downward
once more in a shaft lined with metal. At
the bottom was darkness save for the light
that came from above, barely sufficient for
him to see the alarmed look on the girl’s face.

She uttered an exclamation and clutched
at his arm. Her fingers were trembling
and Keeler wondered if it was from excite-
ment or fear. The primary cause was ap-
parent. The back of the elevator was ad-
vancing, thrusting them inexorably forward,
sliding smoothly in horizontal grooves mid-
way of the sides, projected by a steel arm.
The front door had moved silently to one
side and they faced a square of black-
ness into which they were resistlessly pushed
by the hidden mechanism.

Keeler gave one shout, useless as he felt
it to be, before they were moved forward
into the darkness. He felt dirt underfoot.
The door of the elevator shut automatically
and, with a light clang of metal, the light
that had shone down the shaft vanished. A
sliding section of floor had shut them com-
pletely off from the upper stories.

“What does this mean?”’ gasped the girl.

“Ask your friend Wing-Sang,” answered
Keeler «savagely. He had been trapped
after all. Was Claire Arden in the plot?
Her fright seemed genuine enough. They
were prisoners below the street level and he
was wearing the cap with the talisman in
the visor. The possibility of search worried
him most. The petal was well concealed
but a close inspection would reveal a sus-
picious rigidity between the layers.

There was nothing to do but await the
next move. He felt for his automatic. It
was gone, taken from his hip-pocket by
some light-fingered Chinese expert, prob-
ably as he had stood beside the girl at the
counter.

“Are they going to rob us—or kidnap us
for ransom?”’ she asked.
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“I don’t know about us. But they are
after me. I am seventeen kinds of a fool.

“Why do they want your”

“Because they think I have something
they want very badly.”

“And have you?¥

They spoke in whispers and her question
was dulled of special emphasis. He did
not answer it. Why did she ask? If the
-petal was found did she hope to gain immu-
nity? Did she know of its existence? He
did not tell her about the arrangement he
had made with Wilmington. Supercaution
was necessary if they were going to get out
of the mess.

The place had the faint, sour smell that is

inseparably linked with the Orient. The
girl clung to his arm.
“It is all my fault,” she said. “I have

brought you into a trap. But I had no
idea of it.”

“Of course not.” Keeler could not keep
the irony from his speech. He felt as well
as heard the girl catch her breath.

“You don’t believe me,” she said.

He did not answer. He was feeling too
bitter for that. How was Wllmmgton to
aid them locked away below street level as
they were, even if he insisted on searching
the bazaar? The trap was too well devised.
And he had walked into it with his eyes
wide open. At least he had imagined them
open. Why the girl was with him he did
not stop to reason. Perhaps she wanted to
“save her face.”

His own face was grim in the light of the
match he struck. He had only a few of
them with him but one was enough to show
that they were in a cellar built of hard lava
stone, part of the foundations of the build-
ing. On one side stood a low table or
counter. In one corner matting was piled
above some sort of merchandise.

“You had better sit down,” he said to the
girl. “The mats are cleaner.”

“Very well.” Her voice ‘was humble,
apologetic.

He struck his second match as she took
her place. His foot kicked against the pile
and he lifted the bottom of the mats and
looked at the red-labeled tins beneath them.
Then the match went out. He lit a third.
It revealed a door in the side wall—the
place was perhaps fifteen by thirty-—a rect-
angle of iron without hinge or handle on the
inner side, fitting snugly at the back of its
recess.
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“There’s air enough to last for a while,”
he said. “Some one will be showing up
soon. I don’t imagine they mean to starve
us yet, if I only had my gun!” _

There was a rustle where the girl sat, the
scrape of the mats and the crisp sound of
linen.

“I have a pistol,” she-said. “I have al-
ways carried one when I travel alone.
Here it is. It’s only a small one.”

His fingers met hers in the dark as he
reached for the pistol. Her hand was cold
but the touch of it thrilled him. If she had
had any part in this why should she give

" him her own gun. He put the swift re-

pentance he felt into his “thank you.” The
pistol was a two-shot derringer, almost a
toy though eﬁ'ectwe enough at short range
with a good aim.’

“Loaded?” he asked.

“Yes, both barrels.”

“Then we'll gét out of this yet. Cheer
up.”

A light suddenly winked at them from a
lone electric bulb in the low ceiling.

“Curtain cue,” said Keeler. .

He was cool now, dismissing his rage for
more effective revenge. His eyes caught
those of the girl and he smiled at her: The
little pistol gave him fresh confidence in more
ways than one. At a grating sound in the
direction of the metal door he folded his
arms and stood against the wall, the der-
ringer tucked out of sight beneath his left
armpit.

The door slid back. There was a brick
wall behind it and a gush of warmer air came
into the room. XKeeler did not move and
Claire Arden sat leaning forward, her hands
folded on her knees, her eyes fixed on the
opening, listening with Keeler to the soft
shuffle of felt shoes on the stairs.

Silence held for a second. Then a China-
man appeared suddenly in the door space,
an automatic in each hand. He was dressed
in American clothing with the exception of
his shoes. In the pale light his skin was the
color of an unripe lemon. His hair was
close cut above a high slantingsforehead,
the gyes, deep sunk bétween high cheek-
bones and protruding brows, gleamed like
cut jet. The mouth was a slit, the thin lips
brown. Deep lines ran from nose angles
to the corners of the mouth and continued
downward in a malicious sneer. He gavea
short order and the door closed behind him.
He grinned evilly at the girl and nodded at
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Keeler before he sat down on the long table.
‘ “Stayjust as you are,” he said in Chinese.

Keeler answered in the same language.
The man was well informed. There were
to be no idle preliminaries.

“Talk business, Sing-Lee,” he said.

There was a quick flash from the jetty
eyes.

“You know me? It does not matter.
Or it will net. You know then what I
want. Give it to me.”

“It is not with me.”

“I think it is. If it is on board the
steamer we shall get it anyway. But I ad-
vise you to either give it to me or tell me
where it is- To save trouble—and discom-
fort—and delay.”

There was a complacent finality in his
tones that assured Keeler Sing-Lee was cer-
tain of his program. He did not waste time
in asking what would happen to him in any
event. He knew. And be had aggravated
“the situation, if that was possible, by calling
the piratical Sing-Lee by name.”

‘“Why did you bring the girl here?”’ he
asked and fancied that Claire Arden’s posi-
tion grew more strained.

‘T think you would not care to see her go
very long without food—or water. , Later—
there might be other things. You seem to
be very fond of her.”

Keeler felt his muscles twitch involun-
tarily as he measured the distance between
himself and the Chinaman, who sat easily
as an ape on his table, the thirty-eight auto-
matics menacing both of them. When he
got free he meant to get even with Wing-
Sang and his brother Wing-Yup. Pub-
licity on his own account must be avoided
but he had picked up a card to play—if he
got a chance to play it.

Back of his tingling resentment satisfac-
tion leaped. The girl was not in this game
She had been used as a stalking-horse. He
still stood with folded arms facing Sing-Lee.
Somehow he must get him off his guard for
a second. '

“Tf I tell you where it is,” he said. “You
will let her go free?”

“Under certain conditions.”

“And myself?”

“We will arrange that later.”

Keeler estimated the sinister intent in his
voice. And he sensed real danger to the girl.
The associates of Sing-Lee were ruthless and
there were many white women in Chinese
seraglios, hidden in bagnio chambers. How
3 . )
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could he avert Sing-Lee’s vigilance? He
wondered if Claire Arden knew French.
Probably. He did not dare ask her. Sing-
Lee would check anything after the first
seftence. It was worth trying. His own
French was weak and he summoned up his
vocabulary, knitting his brows and frown-
ing at the Chinaman as if he was trying to
make up his mind.

“The steamer sails soon,” said Sing-Lee.
“You had better make your decision.”

“Vous parlez & lui en Chinois,” he said
turning -toward the girl. Now he stood
sideways to Sing-Lee, the short barrel of
the pistol hidden by his sleeve.

Sing-Lee’s eyes glittered but before he
could speak the girl caught Keeler’s mean-
ing. Sing-Lee might know of Claire Ar-
den’s familiarity with Mandarin but, he
might not, and if she had the brains Keeler
credited her with

“I have got it,” she said.
to you.”

For the fraction of a second Sing-Lee
turned his face full to the girl in surprise.
Keeler pulled the trigger, twice. The der-
ringer spat beneath his armpit. The first
bullet caught the Chinaman in the upper
right arm and one automatic fell to the dirt.
The second hit him fairly in the lower jaw
as he swung toward Keeler and he swayed.
With one bound Keeler reached -him,
dragged loose the second gun and hurled
Sing;Lee to the floor with bleeding and dis-
torted face, his right arm powerless. Keeler
knelt beside him, automatic in hand, facing
the door.

“They may have heard the shots and be
down on us,” he said. “Take my beltand
his and strap his hands. Wrap the belts
like figure eights and draw them tight.”

He kept close watch on the door, praying
that they would not turn off the light. Out
of the corner of his eyes he saw the girl
come bravely toward, then behind him, and
felt her arms go about his waist, unbuckle
his belt and draw it through the loops.
With firm fingers she followed his directions
and secured Sing-Lee’s feet. Then she
took off the Chinaman’s own belt.

“Never mind his arm,” said Keeler.
“Try and imagine what he would have done
to you.”

Stoical as he was, Sing-Lee winced as his
wrists were bound. As she slipped the
tongue of the buckle through the hole the
light went out. Keeler lifted the Chinaman

“T will give it
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in the dark and laid him on the long table,
sitting beside him, holding him down with
one arm.

“Grope on the floor,” he said. ‘“You'll
find the other automatic. Can you shoot?”

“Yes,” she said in a steady voice.

“Good. Watch the door. You'll hear
it open if they come down in the dark.”

(\ IT SEEMED long minutes before
r,\’if} they heard the grate ot fhe iron
2.1 panel. Somewhere above the lights
were still on and the opening was outlined.
Then the shuffle of feet and a voice asking
for Sing-Lee.

“He is here and bleeding to death,” said
Keeler. “And the first one who shows in
the opening will join him. Go and fetch
Wing-Yup.”

There was an excited babble of Chinese
and the footsteps retreated.

“The elevator is back of you,”
Keeler. ‘“Look out for it.”

Anxious seconds passed in the oubliette
timed to their heart-beats. Keeler began

said

10 wonder whether he had not mistaken his "

trumps. If they really believed Sing-Lee
was dying they might abandon all three of
them until they were starved to death or
helplessness. He made shift to reach his
match-case with one hand and looked at his
watch, It was five minutes past five.

Quick, decisive footfalls sounded on the
stairs and a voice called.

“Is that you, Keeler? This is Wlhmng-
ton. Don’t shoot.”

“Come ahead,” he answered with relief
as he felt the sweat break out upon his fore-
head. “If you haven’t got a light, tell them
to switch on this ceiling globe.”

The deputy sheriil appeared and, as he
stepped into the cellar, the electric light
glowed.

“Here’s your friend, Sing-Lee,” said
Keeler. “A trifle damaged but available.”

Wilmington walked over to the prisoner
after a swift glance of admiration at Claire
Arden who had sat down again on the mats,
leaning against the wall.

“That saves me some trouble,” he said.
“You’d better get out of this. I walked in
with a couple of my men on a little excite-
ment up-stairs between Wing-Yup and his
clerks and I persuaded one of them to tell me
what was the matter. Look here, Keeler, I
don’t suppose you or this lady want to stay
over to appear in this but I’ve got to take
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some official notice of it. Wing-Yup has
got to be handled on some charge for this
sort of thing.”

“You'll ind ample reason under those
mats where Miss Arden is sitting, Wilming-
ton,” said Keeler. “There must be all of
two hundred twelve-tael tins of opium
stowed there.”

Wilmington called down one of his men
to take charge of Sing-Lee while he went
with Keeler and the girl up the stairsand
through a trap-door, that had been appar-
ently covered with dummy bales, into the
basement and so to the store. A plain-
clothes man was at the door of the cashier’s
office guarding Wing-Yup while his clerks
stood in silent groups.

“Ring up the wagon, Haines,” said Wil-
mington. ‘‘Ambulance case and a haul of
dope. You had better get the lady down to
the ship, Mr. Keeler, or the reporters will be
up here. Hey, you,” he wheeled on a clerk.
“You catch one pongee dust-coat for this
lady. Chop-chop, now.”

The man scowled but took a silk automo-
bile coat {rom a stand.

“What’s this for?” Claire- Arden asked
Wilmington as he handed it to her.

He pointed to her sleeve. From wrist to
elbow the white linen was smeared with the
blood of Sing-Lee, stained when she had
groped for the gun on the floor of the cellar.
She shuddered and slipped on the coat
gratefully smiling at the police officer. He
stepped to the door and peremptorily
beckoned a cab from a stand across the
street.

Keeler thanked him, handed the girl into
the taxi, gave the driver the order to drive
to the steamer and got in beside her. At
the corner he stopped the vehicle and
bought a quantity of carnation leis, most of
which he gave to Claire Arden, putting two
about his own neck.

“We may as well look as gala as possxble,”
he said. “Now we can pass for sight-seeing
malihinis (strangers) in case of reportorial
curiosity. I’'ve got your pistol in my pocket
with the two we took from Sing-Lee.
They’ve got mine to offset that and my belt,
confound it. It is still on Sing-Lee’s wrists.
You were a trump, Miss Arden, all the way
through. I couldn’t have asked for a better
pal in a hole like that. A real friend in
need.”

She had been leaning rather limply
against the cab cushions but she gathered



herself together and smiled, flushing with
evident pleasure.
“I wish I could be your frlend ” she said.

CHAPTER IX
NEW YORK

HE Cathay sailed just before sunset.
Keeler listened to the Royal Hawaiian
Band crashing out the melodious strains of
“Aloha Oe,” popularly attributed to ex-
Queen Liliuokalani but in reality a migrated
survival of “The Lone Rock by the Sea,” with
decided relief. He had found Redding in
his cabin and- given him another dose of
-morphine. .

If the doctor evinced any surprise at the
safe reappearance of Keeler on board, he
showed no signs of it and yet Keeler was
sure that he must have known ,of Wing-
Sang as a fellow conspirator, given the
special mission of watching the girl, perhaps,
and to arrange g second trap with Sing-Lee
in case Reddmgg failed.

Without doubt Redding had sent a wire-
less long ago to Hsu-Fuan telling of Keeler’s
arrival on board the Cathey, the manner
of which would tend to confirm the belief
that he was the man who had retrieved
the talisman. “But Hsu-Fuan was a crafty
player who carefully thought out a score of
possible moves of his opponents before he

~ made one of his own.

Wing-Sang did not make an appearance.
It was to be supposed that he htd broken his
trip to render what assistance he might to
his brother Wing-Yup, who, Keeler reflected
with much satisfaction, was likely to have
some trouble before he arranged the affair
of the opium in his cellar. And Sing-Lee
was on his way to the convict station on the
reef at Iwilei, via the hospital. - Things had
really cleared considerably. Without doubt
the grand coup had been set for Honolulu
after Redding’s fiasco. Once in America,
traveling by train and closely surrounded,
the ddngers of attack were lessened thouorh
far from done away with.

He felt grateful and repentant toward
Clixire Arden, sorry for having misjudged
her, convinced as he still was through his
own intuition, and also by the espionage
Hsu-Fuan had chosen to bestow upon her,
that she was In some way connected with
his own affairs. But all that might be his
own fault. Any one on friendly terms with
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him, particularly one who had lived in China
would be subject to the suspicion of those
determined upon the talisman’s recovery.

The final disposition of Redding bothered
him. The address on Forty-ninth Street
seemed to point to the fact that the doctor’s
activities were likely to reach as far as New
York. A wireless to the Federal author-
ities who wanted Redding for illicit traffic
under cover of the United States mails,
would eliminate him.

That would be the sensible thing to do,
without question, but Keeler had his own
code of ethics. It did not seem entirely
sport-like to use something against Redding
that belonged back of the period at which
they had played their game and he had
won. The having won disposed him to
magnanimity. He could emphasize his
warning to the man not to cross his trail
again under penalty of being identified as
Dr. Adler. Temporarily he set the question
aside.

After dinner he dived into the private
cabin that the purser had secured him and
reveled in sleep. Early the next morning
Redding literally groveled before him for a
double dose. The doctor showed plainly
the loss of the usual amount of the drug
which had falsely invigorated him for so
long. His eyes were glassy in deep hollows,
his flesh rough and visibly shrunken in body
as well as face.

Keeler felt little pity for him but, fearing
he might have overdone the tapering-oft
process, gave him an extra grain. Redding
clutched it without thanks and eyes red
with resentment and malice. The increased
dose made a manifest change. He appear-
ed at breakfast, shaven and for him, well
groomed.

Claire Arden did not appear until noon
when she ensconced herself in her deck-chair
and complained of drowsiness. Her manner
rebuffed Keeler a little. At dinner she pal-
pably made conversation and, after she
gained the deck again, ostentatiously sought
the escort of the ship’s physician.

Keeler was puzzled. This was the wom-
an who had said she wanted to be friends.
Now she evidently regretted that opening.
Why? Woman, he told himself, paraphras-
ing the utterances of many, is a perpetual
puzzle, twisting her feelings into combina-
tions that she herself can not unravel, tricks
of feminine instinct perverted by modern
environment.
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He felt better after he had perpetrated
this philosophy and went below to look
after his impromptu patient. Redding was
not gracious.

“My nerves are in a jangle,” he said.
“Why in the name of Satan can’t you let me
serve my apprenticeship to that gentleman
in my own way?

“Give me my pellets. You have done me
out of a thousand dollars, blocked my game
and left me between the devils on land and
the deep sea. To be safe I’ve got to travel
perpetually between America and the Orient
and hide myself whenever we strike the
three-mile zone.

“I’'m rotten, Keeler, I'll admit. Much
of it is my own fault but you can’t bring a
rotten fruit back to wholesomeness, so why
don’t you let me lie on my own dung-hill?
You don’t know the circumstances that
broke my manhood and you don’t give a
whoop what really happens to me. Let
me go my own gait, man, and give me
back my pellets. God knows they are the
only consolation I have left.”

“T wouldn’t trust you sane, Redding,”
said Keeler “and I wouldn’t place any faith
in you drugged with morphine. Your mor-
als are burned out but that drug can stir up
a nasty little conﬁdgrdtlon in your brain yet
and T’ll take no chances.”

“What are you going to do about it when
we get to San Francisco? We are quits,
ain’t we?”

“I am not sure of that. I haven’t made
up my mind what I am going to do about
it.”

“Then get out of this cabin and leave me
to conjure with my ‘burned-out morals,’”’
sneered Redding.

As Keeler left he surveyed him with im-
placable hatred, laughed and let himself
swoon as the morphine mastered his senses.

THREE of the five days of the trip
¥ 13 passed and Claire Arden, with a
* woman’s finesse limited Keeler to
the most casual of conversations. She had
plenty of admirers aboard and she sur-
rounded herself with them. It was not
shyness, neither was it antipathy and to
Keeler it was altogether baffling. He met
her with a deferential respect for the position
she had chosen to assume but there was a
look in his eyes that presaged an inevitable
explanation and he could see that she meant
to put off that moment.
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The fourth day she had her meals taken to
her cabin, the last day she entered into
the arrangements for the inevitable concert
for the Red Cross, singing and entrenching
herself behind those who congratulated her
and begged for more after the regular pro-
gram was ended.

Keeler listened for a while to a Claire
Arden who was strange to him, who jested
and deliberately flirted and made herself
conspicuous, an easy matter for her charms -
and accomplishments. Then he mooned off
to the smoking-room and allowed himself
to be bored by a man who said he had been
at Verdun.

It was expected that they would sight the
Farallone Islands at dawn and pass quaran-
tine and dock by noon. Somehow, he re-
solved, he would corner her. If she meant
that she wanted to be his friend, there was
an accounting due him and ways and means
to be outlined of establishing that future
intimacy. He did not deny her thraldom
over him. If she had taken this means of
letting him play fox to the grapes of her
acquaintance, she had succeeded admirably.
But he did not think that such methods
belonged to the girl he imagined her.

Imagination plays a large part in it, I
suppose, he told himself as he broke from
the bore and went on deck for a final cigar
before visiting Redding and turning in. It
is not what a girl ss but what a man thinks
she is that rules the game. The memory of
the moment when she thrust the pistol into
his hand in the cellar rebuked him. He
strolled aft and stopped short in the shad-
dow of the deck-house and funnel. Lean-
ing on the boat-deck rail in what appeared
an eminently confidential manner, were
Claire Arden and Redding.

As he turned away he heard her laugh fol-
lowed by the grating cackle of the doctor.
She had said that he had the eyes of a wea-
sel, Keeler remembered. All of his suspi-
cions mounted. “Who is your unpleasant
acquaintance?” she had asked him, and here
she was hobnobbing with the man. More
scraps of Walton’s sardonic philosophy came
to him.

“Your French detective says Cherches la
femme,” Walton had said. ““The motto of
the every-day individual should be Gare lo
Jemme. Did you ever try sticking two
strips of metal in a lemon, Keeler? One
copper and one zinc, with the neccessary
wires attached. Advance the_ wires and,
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presto, the spark! Life is the lemon and
man and woman the electrodes. The spark
is involuntary. The only way to dodge it
is—Gare la femme, (Eschew the'ladies).”

He went to Redding’s cabin to leave the
nightly dose of three pellets. For a mo-
ment he was inclined to leave the entire
‘outfit. But he had not.yet decided what
disposition to make of the doctor and the
man would be more pliable as long as he had
to come to him for the drug. Omnce ashore
he could probably secure a new outfit. He
looked for a scrap of paper in which to screw
the pellets and place them where Redding
would be sure to see them and stooped to

“pick up an envelope thrown into the waste-
basket for used towels.
It was an ordinary envelope of yellow
manila without legend or mark, save Red-
ding’s name and cabin number, but it was
the kind used by the wireless operator in
delivering messages and Keeler recognized
the operator’s writing. It was hard to tell
whether it had come from Honolulu or San
Francisco; the Cathay’s receiving limit was
far greater than the sending. Butit was a
bundred to one that the message concerned
him—or Claire Arden.
. Claire Arden kept Keeler awake for a

long time that night, deriding himself for
the fascination she had held for him, finding
excuses for her conduct and then rejecting
them, unable to bring back his life to the
untrammeled path it had followed before he
met her and finding small satisfaction in
setting himself down as a fatuous weakling.
He was up at two bells, peering through the
fog that hid the close-by Farallones. The
weather deepened his own gloomy mood and
he shook it off. Within a few hours he
would be at the Palace getting his instruc-
tions for the final dash. He would taxi to
the train, he decided, spend the wait in

Chicago in the depot of the outgoing train

and taxi direct to McVea’s address. There
would be little danger. If possible he would
secure a drawing-room. Perhaps Claire
Arden would be on the same train? " He
mentally anathematized himself for letting
her take the spotlight of his thoughts.
Delivery once over and the fifty thousand
his, he would be through with the whole
adventure.

As he walked the misty deck he went over
his plans for outfitting for Burmah and the
river-bed deposit of priceless jade. Per-
* Iraps Walton would be foot-loose in New
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York. It was quite possible. He knew
where to look him up, and they would go
together. Walton’s views on femininity
would hit his to a nicety and Claire Arden
would pass out of his life. But it was
hard to concentrate on the matter with his
old zest.

Three bells struck and he went below to
Redding. The doctor’s future was no
trouble of his. He would give him back his
syringe and pellets and let him, as he had
asked, go to the devil in his own way. It
would be hard to molest him on the trip as
he had worked it out but he would be vigi-
lant and, if Redding crossed his trail, let him
look out for himself. He would tell him
that, he decided, and let the fear of the
penitentiary fight it out with the menace of
the T’au-t'ic.

Redding was not in his cabin. The bed-
clothes had not been turned back though
they showed signs of having been slept upon.
His traveling wardrobe had been apparently
packed in the suitcase, which was strapped
and on the lounge. It was strange. At
this hour Redding was usually tossing rest-
lessly, waiting for his allowance of morphine.

. The excitement of landing might have acted

as a temporary spur, thought Kecler. Or
Redding might have gone to his cabin.

Ten o’clock came and they had picked
up the pilot and were heading through the
Golden Gate. Redding had made no ap-
pearance and Claire Arden was still below.

As the quarantine tug puffed out to them
off Angel Island she came on deck in a
traveling suit and walked directly to Keeler.

“Good-by,” she said. “I hardly suppose
we shall see each other again.”

She was pale and her eyes looked as if she
too had passed a sleepless night. XKeeler
held her fingers firmly.

“You said you wduld like to be my
friend,” hesaid. “Has anything occurred
to change that view-point? If it has not
I want to know where I can find you. I
am going to New York.”

“So am I. But you misquote me. I
said that I wished I could be your friend.”

llAnd?"

“I do not see how that can be possible. I
am sorry. Good-by. Don't think me un-
grateful.”

“I am going to see you again,” he said
with sudden ardor at which she colored.
“I shall not force myself upon you as a
traveling companion but this is not going to
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be the end of our friendship that might have
been. I am going to see you again and talk
with you. I shall be a free agent soon. I
shall find you, if you are in New York.
Wherever you are. You are rather a hard
person to be eliminated, you know,” he con-
cluded in a lighter key, suddenly aware of
his own vehemence.

“Perhaps,” she said and turned away.

He did not follow her. He wanted to see
what had become of Redding.

Keeler was the last to leave the steamer

and Redding seemed to have vanished. .

His suitcase had been turned over to the
purser by a steward who reported, with the
disgusted look of one who has been done out
of a well-earned tip, that he had not seen
his passenger since the night before. The
purser shrugged his shoulders, indisposed to
make a mystery of the affair.

* It solved itself as Keeler, having success-
fully dodged the reporters, salved his bag-
gage from the customs. As he rode in a
taxicab to the Palace he saw, swaggering
along the Embarcadero, obviously bound
for the nearest saloon, three oilers of the off-
shift from the Cathay. One of them wore
the somewhat soiled but flashy check suit
that Redding had worn. He had bribed
the man to change clothes and sneaked
ashore. By this time, thought Keeler, he is
looking for a shyster druggist.

There was an explicit telegram at the
Palace, in reply to his cable from Shanghai.
His route was given in detail to New York,
including a stop-over at Albany and the
taking of a local train that would bring him
to the metropolis toward the shank of the
evening. He was to take a cab at the depot
and report immediatly . The message
ended with a reiteration of caution. Keeler
was too evenly balanced to resent the latter
and planned to amplify the safety measures.

It looked as if McVea’s house was being
watched, either on account of the seven’
petals he already held or to intercept the
delivery of the eighth. Confined to draw-
ing-room and dining caf, passing from those
to a modern taxicab, most of the dan-
ger seemed to be well-provided against, if
not entirely eliminated, unless an attempt
was made at McVea’s doorstep.

He took a room, gathered all the New
York periodicals and newspapers from the
hotel stand, ordered through the office a
drawing-room and his transportation and
prepared to pass the five hours until train-

. missed the boy and locked his door.

Advent_ure

time in reading. At last he taxied to the
ferry and ensconced himself in his Pullman
in contented mood. :

Claire Arden, he supposed, was traveling
eastward on one of the several overland
routes, and he flattered himself that he
hoped she was not on the same train. Hav-
ing satisfied himself upon this point by a
deliberate pilgrimage or two through the
Pullmans, be settled-to-his magazines, Te-
solved definitely to eliminate her from his
affairs. ’

G ) AT THE end of the delayed trip,
W by way of Albany, he arrived in New
oaem VYork shortly after ten o’clock, gave
his belongings to a redcap, retaining his
hand-bag in which he had packed the bulbs -
and herbs, and followed that worthy to a
cab, giving directions to the Biltmore where
he had engaged a room by telegraph. There
he registered, giving orders for a call at
seven o’clock the next morning and a request
not to be disturbed before then on any
account. . '

“I am dead tired,” he told the clerk.
“Never can sleep well on trains.”

He followed the information with a prodi-
gious yawn, using it as cover from which to
eye a fellow passenger who appeared dis-
gruntled at being told that he could receive
no accommodations without having made
his reservation. It struck Keeler that the
man seemed more interested in the number
of the room as displayed on the key-tag
handed to the waiting bell-boy, than chag-
rined over his own lack.

The man’s coincidental arrival with his
own at the hotel might be chance but he did
not delude himself into any belief that the
last hour of his quest might not be the most
likely to be. fraught with accident. The
T’au-f'ie might have other white men as
members besides Redding. The drug habit
laughs at caste and country and the fellow
passenger showed to his eyes signs of dal-
liance with narcotics. )

He took the elevator to his room, dis-
He
ripped the talisman from the peak of his cap
and slipped it into the fob pocket of his
trousers, secured beneath his tightened belt.
Next he inspected his pistol and put it in the
side pocket of his coat. Taking the hand-
bag he opened his door and inspected the
corridor. There was no one in sight and
he turned the key in the lock and walked
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swiftly to the elevators, descernding to the
bottom floor. -

Keeler knew his New York well. He
preferred to waste a few minutes in extra
precaution ratR®er than follow literally the
directions in the telegram. He made his
way by the basement passage to the Grand
Central Station, turned into the subway,
caught a local and got out at the next sta-
tion, coming to the surface of New York in
the Times Building and taking a second cab
on Broadway to McVea's address.

It was just eleven o’clock as the taxi
stopped on West Ninety-seventh Street.
A light showed through the close-drawn cur-
tains on the first floor and another behind
the fanlight over the door.

With one hand gripping the pistol and the
other holding the hand-bag, Keeler stepped
from the vehicle, giving a swift glance up
and down the street, half expecting a swift
rush. A policeman passed with a casual
glance at the cab and a “Good night, sir,” to
1ts passenger.

It was the essence of the commonplace,
thought Keeler. Bearing a mysterious
talisman, accredited holy, or magical, or

both; the disappearance of which had, to

judge by Bindloss, disrupted Oriental
official’ circles; now, at the last moment of
delivery, when attack seemed imminent,
behold, a taxi at the curb, a policeman on the
sidewalk, the acme of civilized immunity.

“Shall T wait, sir?” asked the driver.
Keeler passed him a bill that carried a gen-
erous tip.

“Wait until I go in,” he said. “They
- may not be at home. Can you come back
in an hour?”’ There was no use inattract-
ing attention to the fact that some one was
calling on McVea, peaceful as the quiet
street seemed. :

“An hour, sir. I’ll be on time.”

The cab waited while he mounted the
steps and rang the bell. A maid opened the
door and Keeler experienced a sense of
lively relief. It seemed as if he had left
behind all concegged pursuit at Honolulu.
The fears of McVea must have been en-
livened by impatience. “All right,” he
called to the chauffeur.

He stepped past the maid into the hall,
lit from an electric globe i} a lantern of
antique bronze, a junction of the centuries,
and gave his name.

“Will you step into the reception-room,
sir,” shesaid. “Mr. McVeaisexpecting you.”

39

She opened the door of the room im-
mediately to the right, he wondering a little
at the formality. ~ He had expected to be
ushered directly to the big library up-stairs.
The walls were hung with Oriental brocades
and tapestries and the furniture was of
carved teak inlaid with pearl, cushionless,
cold, uncomfortable. The one table was
circular and elaborately chiseled.

Dragons crawled about the central pillar
that supported it and the surface was carved
in an elaborate fantasy of flowers and leaves,
deeply undercut, that left a flat surface no
larger than a dinner-plate in which had been
set a disk of mother-of-pearl, the petals of
the nearest flowers curving on to its shining
circle. It was a wonderful piece of crafts-
manship and Keeler, placing his hand-bag
on a settee that stood behind it against the
wall, stood admiring it.

The door opened from the hall and he
looked up in some surprise. The man wasa
stranger, one of McVea’s secretaries, pos-
sibly. He knew the scientist had two such
auxiliaries although he had met only one of
them, a very different type.

“Will you take a seat?”

Still with a measure of astonishment
Keeler seated himself behind the table by
his hand-bag. The man followed his ex-
ample. Keeler found himself resenting the
keen survey from eyes masked by yellow-
glassed spectacles in black rims that made it
impossible to judge the color of the secre-
tary’s eyes. They might have been green,
gray, blue or hazel. They were not partic-
ularly friendly, he thought. The manhad a
queer star-shaped birthmark high on his
right cheek, he was.clean-shaven and his
back-combed black hair was sleek as patent
leather.

It was hardly the reception he had antici-
pated after his trip half-way around the
world. The maid must have misunderstood.

“Mr. McVea is expecting me,” he said.
“I do not fancy that he realizes I am here.”

The answer astounded him.

“I am Mr. McVea. Mr. Angus McVea.
My uncle, Stuart McVea, died last Mon-
day.”

CHAPTER X
ANGUS MCVEA

OR the moment Keeler was non-
plussed. McVea dead! On Monday!
The day they had arrived at San Francisco.
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The telegram at the Palace was only three
weeks old. The papers he had read at San
Francisco had been of-course several days
lJate and he had confined himself to maga-
zines on the train. It was a shock. He
could hardly feel grief for the scientist. His
own affairs were uppermost. Who was
Angus McVear

He did not know of the existence of a son
though *there 'might well have been one.
His dealings with the dead man had been
personal and private. Suppose Angus Mc-
Vea discredited the talisman? Then, re-
membering the visit to McVea’s lawyers, he
regained confidence. Unless McVea had
died a bankrupt, which was highly improb-
able, his estate was still liable for the fifty
thousand doHars. And he considered he
had earned every penny of it.

“Tt must have been sudden,” he said.
“T reccived a telegram from him in San
Francisco.”

The other nodded.

“That was sent you on the fourth, I be-
lieve. It wassudden. Hardening of the ar-
teries, aggravated by excitement. My uncle
was far from himself toward the end, how-
ever. He suffered from—hallucinations.”

Keelerstifiened. He recollected McVea's
anxigty concerning sclerosis, but the word
“hallucinations” seemed the prelude to an
argument, the salute before the encounter.
His Scotch instincts took command.

“Indeed,” he said. ‘““This is very un-

fortunate. You are the nephew of Stuart
McVea?” )
“And his sole legatee.”

“Hardly that, I think. If the will has
been opened you should have found at least
one bequest.”

“To you, for fifty thousand dollars. Ex-
actly. We will talk of that presently.”
He took a wallet from his coat and laid it on
- the table, opening it and taking out a sheaf
of yellow-backed certificates. Keeler noted
they were of hight denomination and felt
better until he figured that even if they were
all like the top one, marked one thousand
dollars, there were not enough to represent
the amount he intended to collect.

He watched Angus McVea closely as he
handled the money and dccided that “he
was a cold-blooded individual. Yet there
wcemed a suppressed air of nervousness
about. him, or perhaps it was merely the
natural atmosphere of the situation, the
reflex from his own sensations.
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Angus McVea started to talk in a level
voice.

“Now, Mr. Keeler, I have gone pretty
thoroughly into my uncle’s affairs. I was
with him for several weeks before he died.
I know of your mission. To me it appearsa
hare-brained expedition, the search for a
philosopher’s stone instituted by a vision-
ary. Stuart McVea collected a museum
which, valuable as it may be, as much of it
appears to be, to those peculiarly interested-
in such things; is to me merely the represen-
tation of so much waste of time and money.

“This petal of gold that you bring—T take
it you have been successful from your tele-
grams and cables—has a value purely myth-
ical. My uncle attached to it an impor-
tance that would appear to have vanished
with his personal interest in it. It has some
intrinsic value which can be determined
upon by experts.

“They have indeed already appraised it
from the seven petals which he has in his
museum. But to him it had attributes that
were born of a mind brooding over the pop-
py-cock of Orientalism; he attached to it
virtues, unproven, absurd in the light of
modern science. Exactly what they were
no one, perhaps, knows, save from his
cryptic ramblings—something on a par, as
I have already said, with the philosopher’s
stone, belonging to the Dark Ages. I have
told you that he had hallucinations.”

“The value he attached to this talisman,”
said Keeler in a hard, dry tone, “and the
purposes 'to which he intended putting it,
have nothing to do with me or my agree-
ment with him, attested at his attorneys.’
I have risked my life momentarily for over
seven months, Mr. McVea, and I have
carried out my end of the contract. Iex-
pect my money.”

“I am desirous to do the right thing. I
want, as far as is reasonable, to conform
with his wishes. I have come prepared to
do so.” ’

“I doubt whether you are sufficiently
prepared,” said Keeler dryly, looking at the
too thin package of certificates.

Evidently the man wanted to bargam
and he had no intention of abating his
price.  Angus McVea took up the money.

“That we shall see,” he said.” ““Before we
go any farther perhaps you will let me see
the petal. I have handled the others and
will recognize it. There will be no neces-
sity for an expert’s opinion.”
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Keeler felt his Irish choler getting the
better of his Scotch prudence. Did this
undersized whippersnapper think that he
would attempt to produce a counterfeit?
He thought of the dissection of the dead
man’s gullet in the cave and itched to slap
the smooth cheeks of the scientist’s heir, a
typical New York business man whose heart
would have stopped beating from sheer
terror at the test of the least of the perils
that he, King Keeler, had passed through.

He took the talisman from his fob and laid
it in the center of the pearl inlay.

““I fancy there will be no question as to its
genuineness,” hesaid. “If you are afraid
of a substitute we can put the matter up to
the Metropolitan Museum authorities. But

-you will be responsible in the sum of fifty
thousand for its safe-keeping. I have
packed that bit of dynamite about with me
long enough.

“You misunderstand me, Mr. Keeler.”
The other spoke with sudden suavity in
deprecation of the crisp determination of
Keeler’s speech and look. ‘I do not doubt
you. Yousee I brought the money with me
ready to talk business.”

He bent over the scrap of tarnished gold
and Keeler saw that his nostrils were dilated
by nervousness, or eagerness. His fingers
trembled .as they pressed on the carvings.
That was it, the man wanted the thing as
badly as his uncle had done. His talk of
visionaries was a bluff.

“It is yours for fifty thousand dollars,”
said Keeler. “That and a receipt.”

“A receipt?”

“You are not Stuart McVea. I do not
even know that you are Angus McVea or

- his heir.”

The other shrugged his shoulders and
smiled with his lips parting over unclosed
teeth. His nervousness had disappeared
and he reseated himself, leaving the talisman
untouched between them.

“T should hardly be receiving you in this
house, at this hour, if I were not,” he said.
“You talk foolishly, Mr. Keeler. I can
appreciate that you are anxious to close
your commission. So am I. The receipt
seems unnecessary but it amounts to noth-
ing. We can defer this until tomorrow, at
McKechnie & Menzies, if you desire. But I
shall not assume responsibility for the petal.

“T realize that you have passed through
much risk for which you should be well paid.
You have already received five thousand

dollars besides the expenses of your caravan
and trip. You mention the Museum. I
expect them to take over my uncle’s
collection. He has willed part of it to
them. The rest they will purchase. They
value the flower of eight petals complecte
at ten thousand dollars.

“Granting that this completes the curio,
no petal can be estimated at more than a
thousand dollars. This has already cost
ten thousand. It would be ridiculous for
me to pay out such a sum as fifty thousand
for it. 1 offer you, first and last, the ten
thousand dollars I have in my hand, more as
a tribute to the desire of my uncle—"

“Whose heir you are——"

“Whose heir I am, than from any idea of
its purely fictitious worth as he estimated it.
Ten thousand dollars besides what you have
already reccived is an extravagant sum for
seven months’ work, ‘Mr. Keeler. Any
court would so estimate it.”

“We will sce what McKechnie & Menzics
think about it.”

“I have already talked with them about
it.  They concur with me. It would be
comparatively easy for me to have my
uncle’s will set aside, Mr. Keeler. His
actions for some months before his death,
were, as competent witnesses will declare,
decidedly erratic. His mind was not bal-
anced. The ridiculous price he was willing
to pay for this bit of gold is evidence in it-
self. You will find it an expensive and
lengthy matter to fight us. Better take
the ten thousand, Mr. Keeler.”

He held out the bills.

The Sandy and Paddy of Keeler's psy-
chology wrestled violently. And Sandy,
backed by Massachusetts training, tempor-
arily won. He could easily imagine that
many actions and speeches of the late Stuart
McVea might be construed as those of men-
tal debility and, like many laymen, he ex-
aggerated the ease with which testaments
may be set aside.

Indubitably, without much money of his
own, he would have a hard time forcing
an issue against wealthy opponents. There
would be congested calendars, specious
delays. He could see himself tied up in
New York for an indefinite period while
appeal dragged into appeal and the costs
ate up the amount at stake.

Then Paddy got a half-Nelson on the
prudent Sandy, shifted it to a hammerlock
and pinned him to the mat, stunned. Keeler
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had been slowly disliking Angus McVea in
an increasing ratio ever since he had come
into the room. Instinctively he mistrusted
him and returned with interest the other’s
suggestion about the verity of the talisman.
Take ten thousand instead of fifty? Not if
he threw the golden petal into the Hudson.
He was all Irishman in his flaming indigna-
tion.

“I will see you in Hades first,” he said,
“and escort you half-way to be sure you
have a good start. I entered into that deal
in good faith and no piker who has been
jerked into the handling of a dead man’s
money is going to dictate to me. Break
the will if you want to but I’ll handle some
of the fragments and indulge in a little ex-
ercisc of my own. Why, you picayune
four-flusher—"

The other retreated to the wall, his face
pale, his nostrils dilating nervously.

“Wait one moment, just one moment,
Mr. Keeler,” he said. “I must consult
some onc else. Just one second.”

He pleaded with almost ludicrous earnest-
ness, sctting his finger on an ivory button
in the wall. A bell tinkled. Keeler, reach-
ing for the talisman, paused. A door open-
ing from another room, swung forward and
a woman entered. She was dressed in
clinging folds of black silk that accented
wonderfully the satin-white of arms and
neck and face, creamy pale save for scarlet
lips, crowned with a mass of flaming hair
that made Keeler start backward half a
step.

2 IT WAS Claire Arden!

iy Keeler stared at her in amazement
3 and she returned his glance with
what he interpreted as complacency. The
fecling of dim recognition that he had ex-
perienced when he first met her in Bob
Sinclair’s bungalow at Shanghai, came back
to him and he placed it. He looked from
her swiftly to Angus McVea. That was it.
A subtle modeling of mouth and chin,
softened in the girl, but unmistakable.
They were related.  But where in the devil
had he seen Angus McVea before. That he
could not determine.

But it was not as Angus McVea. The
thing was a plant. The girl was a traitress.
She must have all along been in league with
Hsu-Fuan, with Redding, with Wing-Sang.
He had been purposely misled by in-
structions that gave her time to reach New
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York ahead of him. And now, in McVea’s
own house. . . . _

He checked the furious ‘current of con-
jecture. One hand dropped to his side
pocket for his automatic as he reached for
the talisman on the table.

It was gone. In the few seconds that his
attention had been diverted by the unex-
pected appearance of the girl-it had van-
ished. The pseudo Angus McVea had not
moved. He was ten feet away, the girl an
even greater distance. The table was in
front of him but the disk of the pearl inlay
where the petal had lain an instant before
was clear. He pressed on it. It was firm
beneath his touch. His pistol flashed out,
covering the man. The girl shrank back-
ward, there was a slight click and the room
was plunged into darkness.

Keeler tried to thrust the table behind
which he stood to one side. It resisted as
if it were anchored to the floor. He heard
the rustle of skirts, the sudden slam of a
door as he pulled trigger. _

The flame split the room as the gun
barked and, dodging about the immovable
table, he sprang forward, knowing that he
was alone. He found the knob of one
door and tugged at it uselessly. Then the
next. Both exits were locked against him.
It must have been the girl who threw off the
lighting switch. He lit a match and found
it behind where she had stood. But no ray
responded. A master switch had been
thrown outside.

The match burned down to his finger-
tips. For a moment he stood undecided.
He was effectively trapped and with the
talisman, the bait, the ten thousand dol-
lars he had refused, lad vanished. He had
not even the satisfaction of the ginned brute
that can at least secure the lure. The petal,
he was convinced, bad vanished through
some mechanism of the carven table that
was fastened so stoutly to the floor.

He leaped to the window and raised the -
blind. It opened to a tiny balcony close to
the top step of the stoop. He loosened the
catch and stepped out.

The shot had passed unnoticed. In
these days of backfires and tire explosions
its sound was not unusual. It was close to
lirmf'dnight and the street showed no signs of

e.

The light was out above the front door.
The window-blinds were all drawn. He was
convinced that the place was empty. With
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such a precious piece of spoil the confeder-
ates had long since made their getaway,
through the basement and up the area steps

or possibly through the garden at the back

while he was wasting matches and tugging
at the bolted doors.. He ran down the front
steps and a shorter flight into the area.
The lower door was guarded by an iron gate.
It was ajar but back of it the entrance was
fastened. He was checkmated.

As he returned to the sidewalk he heard
the sound of a motor. His taxicab was
returning. It swerved to the curb and
halted.

“Ready, sir?” asked the driver.

“Not quite. Look here, have you got an
electric torch with you? The gas is leaking
inside and we can’t raise a plumber. I want
to investigate. Thanks, and a wrench and
screw-driver, if you have them handy.”

The man opened his tool-box. As long as
his meter ran he was not carping at reason-
able requests.

‘“Need any help?”’ he asked.

“Don’t think so. ButI wish you would
scoot somewhere and get me half a dozen
good cigars. Good ones, no drug-store
brands.” He blocked the chauffeur’s hesi-
tation at leaving his 'fare by handing him a
twenty-dollar bill and watched him drive
off before he stepped quickly back to the
balcony and through the window. Setting
the torch on the table where its ray shone
on the door into the hall he went swiftly to
work. In the panel, heart-high to the man
who had called himself the heir of McVea,
his bullet had torn through.

The lock gave way under his efforts and
he looked into the hall. The house was
silent. Before he commenced his explora-
tion he examined the table more closely.
Back of the entwining dragons the pedestal
column fitted snug to the floor and he saw a
trace of splintered hardwood radiating from
the leg that confirmed his belief that a
masked chute had been contrived down
which the talisman had disappeared. He
walked over to where Angus McVea had
stood, and knelt.

The floor was of parquetry with a border
of darker woods in geometric design. One
of the cubes gave under his touch. He
stood up and pressed on it with his foot, the
torch-ray focused on the table. As the
section of wood subsided the inlay of pearl
tilted silently and, on the release of pres-

_sure, came back tolevel, firm to the test of
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his fingers, apparently locked by a spring-
catch.

He went back to the hall and turned to-
ward the back stairs. Close to them he
found the wall-case that enclosed the elec-
tric switches and fuses and found the com-
binations for the lower floors. A swift
excursion to the second floor showed him
bare unfurnished rooms. The room from
which Claire Arden had emerged to distract
his attention while the trick was worked
was also empty. So were the basement
rooms and offices.

Water dripped from one of the kitchen
taps. Departure had been recent. Either
Stuart McVea was actually dead, which he
doubted, or for some reason he had moved.
But the stage of the hall and the {ront room
had been cleverly set for his undoing. And
there had been juggling with telegrams.
Some one close to the scientist was in the
plot.

In the room beneath the table a metal
tube pierced the ceiling, coming down to
within a foot of the floor above a pad of old
carpet. On this the talisman had fallen.
The maid, also a conspirator, might have
been there to reccive it. The details did not
matter. The ruse had been successful.

Back in the hall he noticed a telephone
that had not yet been removed. Close be-
side it a directory hung to a hook. The
issue was dated six months previously.
He looked up the firm of McKechnie &
Menzies, noting their initials. But no
residential address was given either in the
Manhattan, Brooklyn or Richmond sec-
tions. Probably they lived in hotels or
apartment houses or some suburban dis-
trict not in the directory. There was only
one book. He would have to defer secing
the lawyers until their offices opened.

The chauffeur had not yet returned and
he went on to the upper floors of the house
intent upon a thorough investigation. A
little dust had settled and, on the hand-rail
between the second and third landings, he
saw the print of fingers that had recently
touched the banister. With ready gun he
mounted and went through the cmpty
rooms. A door in the top hall showed a
ladder to the roof. At the head of the rude
stairs he found the scuttle unfastened.
That was their exit! He pushed through
the leads.

The house roofs were level, with low
copings separating them. Chimneys and
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clothes-line supports were the only visible
objects. He stood at fault. He could not
go knocking at closed scuttles at this or
any other time of the night without run-
ning the risk of arrest. Somewhere, to
left, or right, they had disappeared into one
of thirty available houses along a line of
retreat that had been prepared. Some-
where they were laughing at the ease with
which they had fooled him at the last
moment.

What made the talisman a treasure so
highly valued? The ten thousand dollars
had been genuine enough. He doubted
whether its offer had been more than a
blind but why should these Caucasians be so
anxious to obtain it—unless to hand it over
to Chinese or Tibetan agents? The girl
had been one of Hsu-Fuan’s spies, even as
Redding, alias Adler. And he had believed
in her against his secret judgment.

%z FROM the roof he could hear his
| taxicab returning and he descended,

<3 fastening the scuttle behind him.
The thought of Redding had brought up
the address in the note-book. Sleep was
impossible and he decided to see what sort
of a place it was. It was foolish to think of
watching the street for Claire Arden and her
accomplice to come out. They would not
do so that night and they were too clever
not to have arranged ways of getting in-
conspicuously clear, unless they were to

turn over the talisman immediately. It

was hard to arrive at a decision.

He retrieved his hand-bag with the bulbs
and herbs, all, save the pictures he had
snapped in the glen, that he had to show for
his journey.

Save for the whirring motor the street had
apparently gone tosleep. He gave back the
tools to the chauffeur and made up his mind.
To watch the row of houses would be a
waste of time.

While he had been searching the rooms,
they would have had plenty of time to cover
their tracks, make a transfer, get clear or lie
perdu, it might be for days, while they trans-
mitted the talisman by some one who had
been waiting for it, who could walk boldly
out of the héuse where they were hidden,
in broad daylight.

He looked at the note-book he had taken
from Redding and gave the chauffeur the
address on West Forty-ninth Street. The
blasé driver evinced no surprise at his pas-
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senger’s vagaries but threw in the clutch.

Three blocks away a big car passed them,
going fast in the opposite direction. Be-
hind it trailed another, a light roadster.
Keeler twisted in his seat to watch them.
The first car carried only its driver but in
the back seat of the roadster he recognized
Redding.

It was a second or two before he could
get the attention of his own chauffeur and
tell him to follow the two cars. By the
time the clumsy taxicab had made its turn
with shuffling change of overworked gears
the cars were entering the block of McVea’s
residence, a square apart.

The leading car swerved to the curb, two
figures ran down some steps, jumped on the
running-board and flung themselves into
the tonneau as the griver touched his accel-
erator and the machine leaped into its full
speed once more. The following car slack-
ened speed also and now picked 1t up again.
Both raced to the park, the blundering taxi
falling rapidly behind. At the turn Keeler
saw the chase was hopeless.

“No good trying to get them,” said his
driver. “The car in the lead is a Riret,
they can lose that roadster whenever they
want to if they don’t get pmched for speed-
ing and that ain’t likely this time of night.
Hard luck, boss. Where to now? Forty-
nint,?”

“You didn’t get their numbers, did you?”

“Nope, I was runnin’ the car.” ~

Keeler lit a cigar as some solace to the
turn in his luck. He had made an effort to
read the figures on the license-tag of the rear
car but the pace had been too swift and the
lights too dim. It had been equally im-
possible to place the house from which the
girl and the man who had called himself
Angus McVea had run down to the car.

There had been a touch of genius in the
planning of the affair at the end of the trail,
bringing it off at the last second. Was
Redding trailing the others or was he in
league with them? At all events Redding
must have kept in close touch to Claire
Arden from the moment she left the Cathay.

It was certain too that the telegram giv-
ing him his roundabout route from San
Francisco to New York had been inspired to
give the girl—and perhaps Redding—time
to reach the city well ahead of him and set
the stage for the little farce in which he had

played the role of bosb. Yet was it all a

farce? If Stuart McVea were actually dead,
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was his decease from natural causes or from
murder?

The only definite clew left him was the
Forty-ninth - Street address. In San Fran-
cisco he had wasted perhaps eight hours,
with the delay at the steamer on Redding’s
account and the wait for the train selected
for him. His route had set him back about
twelve hours more. The others had been
in New York for the best part of a day
ahead of him. Had Redding’s morphine-
rotted brain remembered the Forty-ninth
Street address and, if so, had he called there.
Was it a sufficiently important rendezvous
for him to return? Keeler thought it was
from what he remembered of the district.

CHAPTER X1
THE LHAKKANG

A DARK, unsavory alley split the block
of dingy houses, rinning lengthwise
between the board fences of what had been
gardens in the days of the neighborhood’s
respectability, now mere rubbish-heaps of
empty boxes, broken bottles and general
refuse. Keeler, tiptoeing along, counted off
eleven houses, halting at the rear of the ad-

dress in Redding’s little book. He had al- -

ready reconnoitered the front.

The polyglot character of the residents
of the place was evinced in the signs scribed
in a dozen languages. It was a section of
the quasi-Oriental district where Armenians,
Hindoos, half-castes of the East Indies, a
tarbrush-smeared horde, mostly mongrel,
swarmed. Several fortune-tellers occupied
the ground floors of the ashamed-looking
brown-stone fronts, scarred and pitted and
very much down in the world. Most of
these seers pretended to be yogis of merit
and Keeler began to feel certain he wason a
warm trail.

The basements were mostly restaurants,
some of which were still open. At one
o’clock in the morning Keeler knew that
the drawn blinds masked an activity that
was as far removed from Americanism as the
Taj Mahal is from the Waldorf-Astoria, an
activity - that was made up of greed and
racial prejudice and in which law and order
and morality were unknown.

He had dismissed his cab three blocks
away. He had walked on the opposite side
of the street from the number he was bent
upon exploiting, reeled rather than walked,

. indecision.
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affecting the gait and manner of a man who,
too full of liquor, was uncertain of his way,
glancing at his surroundings with frowning
His apparently vacuous eyes
had taken in the meaning of certain gilded
characters on the doorway of the house in
question, characters that told him of the
establishment of a Buddhist temple.

To attempt a direct entrance was folly,
to linger in the hope of connecting with
Redding was equally to invite disaster and
he had lurched around two blocks, making
sure he was not followed, before he attempt-
ed the alley.

He slid over the four-foor fence like a
shadow and swiftly traversed the strip of
garden-yard to stand at the foot of the
house wall, looking upward at the slits of
light that showed through drawn shutters
three floors above him. Very carefully he
piled two boxes for a platform from which
he reached the last stage of a rusty fire-
escape and swung himself to the landing,
mounting the iron stairs as lightly as a cat.
He had left the handbag in a corner drug-
store to be picked up later. The windows
of the third floor were guarded by sheet-
iron blinds. He squatted on the fire-
escape, listening.

He could hear the sound of chanting
timed by the clap of the ‘wooden fish’ in
the hands of the choir-leaders. A bell
sounded now and then. A drum boomed.

Still crouching, he tested the shutters.
One of them was warped by the weather,
bulging at the center and he tried with his
knife-blade to reach the bar that closed it
from the inside. He could barely touch -
the slot in which it rested.

A thought struck him and he went on to

the next floor. Here the shutters were
swung back to the bricks and the windows
blinded by some sort of hangings. He set
to work picking the already disintegrating
puftty from one of the panes of glass. It
came away rapidly. The metal points that
still held the glass in place had rusted and
he was able to ease his blade between glass
and frame and remove it gently to the fire-
escape.

Then he reached inward and upward,
careful not to disturb the curtains and un-
fastened the catch, easing up the lower
sash inch by inch. The hangings were of
brocaded fabric. He made a tiny slit, drew
it apart with his fingers and peered through.
Satisfied at the correctness of his guess he
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stepped cautiously across the sill and stood
behind the heavy curtains.

The two floors had been made one by the
removal of the ceiling between them<and
Kecler stood on a narrow gallery, its wall
hung with the tapestries behind which he
stood motionless. Bells sounded, horng
blended with the beat of drums and the air
was hot and heavy with incense. The
chant recommenced. He knelt and then
lay at full length, wriggling from beneath
the hangings. They barely moved. In the
uncertain lighting of the temple, fogged with
smoke from the censers, the shifting of their
folds must have passed unnoticed.

Immediately in front of him, looking
down upon the main hall of the temple,
were three statues of painted and gilded
wood, ten feet high, the Ministers of Bud-
dha. One glared with black eyes in a fiend-
ish countenance, holding a great sword
above a hideous, dwarfish figure at its feet.
Next was the “Merry. God,” playing on a
stringed instrument. Beyond stood an
image with an unfolded umbrella and the
fourth held in one hand a struggling serpent,
in the other a sphere. Backing them was an
claborately carven and gilded frame, in
front a balustrade.

Keeler stood behind the broad figure of
the Merry God. Across the hall, beneath a
pavilion, sat the Three Precious Ones:
Buddha, the Intelligence, Dharma, the Law,
and Sangha, the Priesthood, Before them
was an altar where incense sticks burned and
narcissus grew in shallow dishes. In front
of this five bronze vases stood on a large
table, two filled with flowers, two with can-
dles and the central one with the symbols of
the god.

There were nearly fifty worshipers
prostrate on mats, dressed for the most part
in American clothing, made the more in-
congruous by the gray and yellow robes of
the priests. Some special service of petition
or thanksgiving was in progress.

As he gazed, an elderly priest raised up a
looking-glass, a gecond a jug and a third a
cup. Another stood ready with a silken
napkin while the rest’ chanted a prayer or
beat upon the clappers, the gongs and the
big drum by the entrance.

He had arrived at the culmination of the
services. The glass was lifted to catch the
image of the passing spirit, the contents of
the jug were poured several times across its
surface and wiped off with the napkin after

.down the stairs.

Adven@ure

the liquid had flowed into the cup, made

- holy by passing over the captured spirit-

reflection. The priests received each a few
drops on their hands, touching their shaven
crowns, foreheads and breasts before they
reverently swallowed the remainder.

The chant ceased, the worshipers rose.
Buddha had entered into his chosen ones.
The priests disappeared behind the images.
The devotees began to go out slowly. Some

remained to rub together the palms of their

hands and tell their beads before the
Precious Ones, but soon the hall was empty.

The monks who had -held the mirror,
the jug, the cup and the napkin, emerged
from 'behind the triad of Buddhas and
crossed the hall toward the balcony. There
were narrow stairs leading from one end
of the gallery to what Keeler decided was
the private sanctum of the head priests,
screened off beneath him. He crept back
behind the hangings until he heard the
faint murmur of their voices below, then
stole to the end of the gallery and half-way
They led to a little ante-
room, curtained off from the temple proper
and from the priests’ room.

He was in a precarious position if some
one else should come up noiselessly on san-
daled or naked feet and suddenly draw the
curtain. He returned to the balcony and
lay flat, his head close to the floor above the
top of the curtain that masked the sanctum.
The voices were muffled, but presently the
tympani of his ears became attuned to con-
ditions and he began to distinguish words.

The talk was casual at first and dwelt on
the profits of the special service just given.
Then two syllables caused Keeler to hold his

.breath and project his head turtle-wise from

the gallery into the space of the anteroom.
The floor acted as sounding-board and he
was able to follow the whole conversanon
in Mandarin.

“Hsu-Fuan?” The voice seemed to
belong to that of the oldest of the priests,
the one who had upheld the mirror, it
wavered between shrillness and a by-gone
bass but it was the voice of authority.

“What if Hsu-Fuan has failed,” it went
on. “The greater merit shall be ours if we
succeed. The petals of Lao-Tze shall be
reunited. Shall the flower of holy magic
reveal its secrets to the white devils while
Buddha lives?”

“What can be done then?” asked another.
“This white wizard Mak-way (McVea) is

»
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watched. Sing-Lee has failed, with Wing-
Sang and Wing-Yup. The white member
of the Order has failed. The messenger of
Mak-way still lives and holds the petal.”

“T-s-s-sh! Is it not written by the holy
Lao-Tze himself in the Book of the Way:
‘Do nothing and all things shall be done.’
He who knows how to bind, uses no ropes,
yet you can not untie. He who knows how
to shut, uses no bolts, yet you can not open.
What has been willed must come to pass
and the wisdom of the prophet shall prove
the folly of the infidel. The way of life
shall be their path to death. Do we not
know that now the woman and not the man
bears the petal? Is.not the woman fol-
lowed? May not the white brother report
to us at any moment. Then we shall strike
and recover.”

How did they know that Claire Arden
had gained possession of the talisman?
The “white brother” was undoubtedly
Redding, who was following her. Sud-
denly the whole thing became clear as
Keeler remembered what Claire Arden had
said to Sing-Lee in the cellar at Honolulu.
“T have got it, I will give it to you.” Sing-
Lee had believed that, in the face of deadly
peril, she had told the truth. Unless,
indeed, Redding was cognizant of what had
happened at McVea’s and had played the
réle of double traitor to'the girl and Hsu-
Fuan. This last did not seem credible. -

Claire Arden, despite appearances, could
hardly have made a confidant of 2 man like
Redding. One thing remained clear, that
McVea was alive and being watched. If
the scientist knew this it would account for
his having moved. Undoubtedly he had noti-
fied Keeler of his change of address and the
miscarriage of that message only added to
the mystery. Was it possible that Claire
Arden was in league with McVea to secure
the petal for less than the stipulated sum?

The dimly lit anteroom suddenly light-
ened as the curtain dividing it from the
temple was lifted. Keeler drew back his
head like a startled lizard. A priest held
back the drapery, his crafty face cocked
toward the inner room. He beckoned and
Redding appeared in the opening. The
priest left him in the anteroom while he
-announced him to his superiors.

Keeler, peering carefully down, saw that
Redding appeared depressed and nervous.
He moved a shaky hand to his hip, pro-
duced an automatic pistol and examined
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breech and safety, changed it to a side pock-
et and gave a low sigh before he shook a pel-
let free from a tiny vial into the palm of
his hand and swallowed it, tossing the
empty container to the floor where it struck
with a tiny tinkle.

The minor priest reappeared, ushered
Redding through curtain and door and,
when these were in place, kneeled to catch
what was being said inside.  Above, Keeler
strained his hearing to the utmost. If he
could get the clue as to the whereabouts of

“Claire Arden it would go hard if he could

not reach her ahead of the priests. To his
own astonishment he found himself more
concerned about her safety than the re-
covery of the talisman and his own fifty
thousand dollars.

CHAPTER XII
IN THE TEMPLE GALLERY

KEELER bad correctly diagnosed Red-
ding’s condition. He was nervous.
Ever since he had managed to get free from
the Cathay without being recognized by
any long-memoried detective he had felt
a good deal like a fly who has got one foot in
the Tanglefoot mixture and fears to set-
down the rest. He wanted to get through
with his mission and secure the thousand
dollars that he had missed collecting from
Sing-Lee.

He was not safe in America. Any mo-
ment might bring the dreaded tap on the
shoulder. Keeler might have warned the
authorities. He surely would if their paths -
crossed. For that reason he had felt
a great relief when a message from Wing-
Sang had reached him on the Cathay to
watch Claire Arden.

He was being given another chance to
make good by Hsu-Fuan. He freely cursed
the day when his own indulgences had
mixed him up with the 7 au-ti’e of which
order Hsu-Fuan was apparently the head.
He had failed once and failure was not
smiled upon by those who had to assume the
ultimate responsibilites and penalties. Now
he was not at all sure that he had not failed
again. If he had not, he could collect the
thousand dollars and get away to South
America or some place where his skill at
cards would render him a good living,
providing he had the initial stake.

What with the fear of the penitentiary
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and the necessity for keeping a close watch
on Claire Arden, he had been obliged to
deny himself in the matter of morphine.
He had slept little, ate little and lived in a
state of constant physical and mental ir-
ritability.

It had not been hard at first to trail the -
girl, knowing her destination. Of the
several routes east from San Francisco.
she would naturally take the fastest. This
happened also to be the first train to leave
after the arrival of the Cathay. No two of
the fliers left simultaneously. He had mere-
ly to patrol the ferry station at certain in-
tervals and watch the gates of the various
overland lines.

He had a leeway of two hours before the
first left, enough for him to report to the
local head of the T’au-t'7e in Chinatown,
change his oiler’s slops and secure an outfit
of morphine pellets and syringe. He was
at the Southern Pacific main-line entrance
at the ferry thirty minutes ahead of time,
making himself as inconspicuous as pos-
sible in the fear of recognition, harassed
by the thought that Keeler might take
the same train as the girl and, seeing him,
instantly put the machlnery of the Taw in
action.

Fifteen minutes before the boat left
Claire Arden passed through the gates.
Redding followed as soon as he could secure
his reservation and kept out’of her sight.
Kceler might have warned her against him
though he had taken pains to find out where
he stood by scraping acquaintance with her
on the steamer under cover of praising

Keeler.

* The change of attitude between Keeler
and the girl he had set down as corrobora-
tion that Claire Arden now carried the
talisman., He knew that he was not en-
tirely in Hsu-Fuan’s confidence, a little
better than a pawn upon the board of that
astute Chinese player, and he did not care,
beyond the securing of the thousand dollars
promised him in New York.

On the train he saw the girl occasionally,
traveling with her across town at Chicago,
meeting her in the diner, but he did not
press his society upon her. They were in
different pullmans. She had a drawing
room and he an upper-berth in which, from
dark to breakfast, he reveled in forgetful-
ness, denying himself the drug by day save
as he needed it to bolster him.

Redding was far from being a fool. His
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brain cells had deteriorated under the mor-
phine which had also rotted his never too
strong moral fibers. As the journey length-
ened without trouble he relaxed the fear
of arrest. He would keep out of Keeler’s
way, follow the girl to some permanent
abode, report to the T"au-’ie in New York,
collect and disappear.

Keeler had taken his note-book but he
remembered the street and it. would be an
easy matter to find the place. What the
talisman was or what it represented he did
not bother himself with. The whereabouts
of Claire Arden signified his release. With
the money in his pocket he would get aboard
a steamer, go back to his twenty grains a
day and forget the Federal authorities and
Hsu-Fuan. ;

So he reasoned over and over again while
the journey lasted. At New York he trailed
the girl like a hound that sees the end of the
chase in sight, his mind a-slaver for his re-
ward. A man met her and bore her off
with hardly a word of greeting, to an auto-
mabile that waited at the curb with engine
in action. Before Redding could get a
taxicab he saw the hopelessness of following
such a car but, as it slipped away into the
ruck, he managed to secure its number.

Now, as he entered the priests’ room,
he felt the wear and tear of the day’s chase
that had ended in another losing of the trail.
He still had hopes of picking it up but he
might have failed after all. A second
acknowledgment of lack of success would
not be cheerfully received. He was glad
of the brace of the pellet he had swallowed
outside the door.

Prone on the gallery floor Keeler listened
for the lightest word. Below him, the minor

‘priest followed his example.

There was a sharp interchange of syllables
too rapid for Keeler to distinguish. He set
them down as pass-words of the order.
Then the head-priest spoke in a voice sharp
with authority, using excellent English.
Keeler heard a swift intake of breath from
the listener beneath him, a hiss of disgust
and disappointment, though the man did
not move.

“You have followed the woman?”

“Yes.” Redding’s voice smacked of
resentment at the tone of the inquiry.

“Where is she now?”

“That I cannot tell you until later to-
day.”

“What foolishness is this? You have
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failed once. You should be more careful.
If you have lost sight of her——"*

“I have not lost her. All day I ,have
trailed her. At the depot a car was waiting
for her. I had trouble getting a cab but I
read the number on the machine. Finally
I traced it. It was a rented car. I found
the garage and, in a n€ighboring one, I
myself hired a machine and driver and held
them in readiness near by. I waited at the
first garage until the woman’s car returned,
and spoke to the driver. The garage people.
told me he was the best driver they had
and the car the fastest car.

“I told him I wanted to hire him with the
machine for a long trip after he had ful-
filled his present contract. He was reticent
at first. He would not give out the name of
the people who had hired him nor give any
account of his work and I did not press him.
But I bought him drinks and cigars and
took him out to dinner under the pretext of
talking of the trip we were to make.

“First he filled his tanks and replaced a
tire and left the name of the restaurant to
which we went. He was expecting a call,

"he said. His party was anticipating a long
night-trip to some place in Western Mas-
sachusetts. By the time dinner was over
and I had given him twenty dollars to re-

tain his services, we were friendly. After

dinner I went back to the garage with him
on the pretext of talking car purchase. We
talked until nearly midnight.

Then his orders came. I bade him good
night, ran to my car and trailed his as it left
the garage. It was faster than mine but we
both traveled under the limit and we easily
kept it in sight until we were passing
through West Ninety-seventh Street. 1
was two blocks behind. The car turned
to the curb, slackening a little. The wo-
man and a man ran down the steps of a
house and jumped to the running-board
and into the tonneau through the door that
the driver had opened. We followed. They
turned north by the Park and put on speed.”

“What number was it on Ninety-
seventh?”’ - : :

“T could not see. The house was dark.
But it was the fourth or fifth house from
the east end of the block on the north side.
I think the fourth. There were awnings
and window boxes.”

““You are sure it was not in the center of
the block?”

Keeler chuckled silently. He knew what
4

~
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the priests thought. That it must have
Been McVea’s house. Now he knew down
which scuttle the girl and her accomplice had
disappeared. He would look up the house
with the awnings and the flowers. But
the priests, probably knowing McVea’s
house untenanted, must be beautifully
puzzled. His hunch to come to Forty-
ninth Strect was turning out very satis-
factorily.

“It matters little,” said the priest peremp-
torily. “Go on.”

“There is little more to say. At full speed
we could not hold them and lost sight of
the car, traveling north. But the chauffeur
expects to be back early this afternoon. I
have an appointment with him for three
o’clock. It will be very easy. I did all that
could be done. And I have not lost her.”

“You have lost valuable time. But the
secret of the petals takes long to evolve.
And Lao-Tze will guard his own. May
your confidence be rewarded.”

“I hope so. With a thousand dollars.”

“When the petal is restored.”

“Nothing doing, my friends.” The mor-
phine pellet was at the apex of stimulation
and its false courage inspired Redding to the
ease of slang. “I want that thousand dol-
lars tomorrow. I alone have the confidence

‘of the driver. I alone know the number of

the car and the name and address of the
garage. At three-thirty tomorrow, or
rather this afternoon, when the room-clerk
of the McAlpin shall have opened an
envelope given him by you and holding one
thousand dollars in currency, he will con-
nect you with me on the telephone and I will
give you the information. After that our
mutual business is ended.”

“You are staying at the McAlpin?”
The priest’s voice purred.

“I am. -And I have taken all precautions
to look out that you do not double-cross me.
I am not meeting the driver at the garage.
It is of no use your scowling at me, my
friend. This is not China.”

“You fool.” Keeler caught the quietly
assured ring to the priest’s voice. “Do you
think you can escape the T’au-t'ze and its
connections? Before our power you are as
a maggot in the sun. Hide how and where
you will, until you have fulfilled the orders
to which you are bound by oath, you will
not only fail to touch the price of your
hiring but you will walk one step ahead of
certain death.
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“You fool! Do you think we do not know
all about you? That there is a price upon
your head in this country. Do you think
we do not know your real name? You fool!
You will bring your information here within
half an hour of its receipt and you will hire
the car as you have said, going with us to
secure the petal of Lao-Tze. Its safety is
worth a million lives like yours. You do
not know what it stands for.

“Even I only know the secret of one of the
petals. I can not learn the secret of another
until I have achieved wisdom. Only the
Dalai Lama himself may aspire to the whole
of it. Even the Son of Heaven, the Em-
peror, knows not and dares not essay its
power. Do you think your drug-ridden will
may aspire to stand in the way of its
recovery? Obey and you shall have your
reward. Fail this time and tomorrow you
will be beyond all failures. Fool!”

The low sentences were pregnant with
power. Even the listener by the door,
ignorant as he was of the language, could
‘not fail to understand the threat they bore,
thought Keeler. To him the increasing
mystery of the talisman was mingled with
wonder at his own good fortune in having
so evaded the watch that had been main-
tained over it. He could better understand
McVea’s reluctance to undertake the re-
covery of the petal.

Redding’s soul seemed to cringe.

“Surely I have done enough?’”’ he cried.
“I was ordered to watch the woman.
Suppose she has not the petal after all.
What if the other still has it. Keeler. It
is not my fault if he has slipped. through
your fingers.”

“We know where the man is,
priest.

The devil you do, thought Keeler. I am
glad you don’t. I have a distinct feeling
that my room at the Biltmore is a safer

” said the

place than this, though not so interesting.’

“We are advised that the woman has the
petal. If not, we shall not hold you respon-
sible. And we know its ultimate destina-
tion. At the last it holds a power that will
defend the profanation of its secret from an
infidel and a foreigner. I have spoken.
You will report here.”

3 furniture. The minor priest, fear-
=3 ful of being found listening to the
secrets of his superiors, jumped to his feet

rg' THERE was the sound of moving
31
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and darted up the stairs. His startled face
encountered Keeler’s as the latter rose to
his knees. With a punch timed to perfec-
tion Keeler’s fist caught the Chinaman
beneath the jaw and he toppled down the
stairs as the door beneath opened and Red-
ding and the priests passed through the
drawn curtain. The superior cried out in
Mandarin.

“There is some one above!
youln

Knives ﬂa,shed in the hands of his three
fellows as they started up the stairs. The
senseless body of the assistant priest de-
layed them for a second and then the bulky
figure of the Minister of Buddha, the image
that held the serpent- and the sphere,
crashed down upon them as Keeler dislodged
it and dived behind thehangingsand through
the open sash to the fire-escape, leaping
down the rusty steps and dropping from
the final landing to the garden.

Fire spat from above as he ran the length
of the yard and vaulted the fence to the
alley. Windows went up. A shadow leaped
the fence a short distance down the lane.
He could hear the pad of swiftly running
feet as he raced for the street. The priests
were already scrambling over the boards
he had just crossed. A bullet sang by him
and thudded into the dirt. Ahead, vague
figures clustered about the mouth of the
alley. He was surrounded by the riff-raff
of the neighborhood, all keen to dispose of
an intruder who had disturbed any part of
the community.’

He knew that he might look upon the
interference of the police before he was out
of the way as a miracle. His pursuers
knew the immunity they enjoyed from the
scarcity of patrol and their own evil repu-
tation and called to each other in the jargon
of a“dozen tongues as they followed and
tried to head him off. Some one turned
loose with an automatic and he dodged
from left to right, bent double, finger and
palm pressing upon the releases of his gun. .
A man leaped at him and Keeler fired. The
bullet shattered the other’s knee and he
sprawled, whirling in the alleyway. Keeler
leaped over him, his'second shot hitting the
nearer of two assailants in the shoulder
and sending him spinning and clutching at
his comrade. -

Somewhere a whistle sounded, at once a
warning and a call for aid from the nearest
patrolman. Instantly the pursuit checked,

Up with
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retreated and faded away as Keeler reached
the open street and ran eastward, away from
the direction of the whistle. No one fol-
lowed. A patrol wagon came clanging down
the street toward him and explained the
sudden lapse of the chase. Keeler shrank
into the hallway of a lodging-house before
the glare of the headlamps caught him and
watched the wagon whirr past before he
hurried on, hoping for a passing cab.

He believed that he had run the gauntlet
unrecognized. Unless Redding had fol-
lowed, which was not likely, the priests
would know him only by vague description
and he preferred to have them believe him
asleep in the Biltmore.- Evidently Red-
ding had not known he was in the taxicab
on Ninety-seventh Street.

He saw a taxi outside a little eating-house,
the driver swallowing a cup of coffee on the
first stool, and got the man to take him to
the Forty-second Street subway; then
retraced his steps to his room at the Bilt-
more. -

“No one had asked for him,” the clerk
informed him over the telephone. Keeler
ordered a night messenger and despatched
him to the drug-store for his hand-bag.
Then he connected with the McAlpin and
found that Redding was actually regis-
tered.

He was in a quandary. He wanted to
report. to McVea first thing in the morning,
as soon as he could find him. And he want-
ed to keep in close touch with Redding. He
needed a trusty assistant. He had no idea
of leaving McVea ignorant of the loss of
the petal. It would not be his duty to do so,
as he conceived it. It he had only some one
in whom he could trust? The thought of
Whalton, his gold-seeking adventure-mate,

“came as an inspiration. If he was in New
York he could be counted upon.

Walton, when he was not roving, knew
only one city and that was Gotham. The
last.time Keeler had heard from him he was
on his way back to raise the capital for
another expedition. That had been last
November, a week before Keeler left for
Tibet. -Now it was late June. Walton
would not start on his trip to Borneo, the
place of his latest discovery, until thé rainy
season was nearing its end. That would
not be until September,

Walton had two rooms where he kept
bachelor apartments on West Ninth Street,
near Fifth Avenue. Keeler looked it up in
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the telephone directory, found the number
and put in a call, with a suggestion for in-
sistence. The answer came at last.

“Who the devil are you?”’ came an ag-
gressive though sleepy, voice over the wire.
“Who? Keeler? You: ring-tailed old mon-
goose, when did you get back? Sure I will
come up. Be there in half an hour.”

Keeler sighed with relief. Now he had
a real man to work with him, one who did
not ask questions and shot straight to the
last cartridge or spent his last penny at the
call of friendship. He gave orders for
Walton to be shown up immediately he
arrived. The game was not lost yet. Wal-
ton could handle Redding while he saw
McVea. The petal might yet be retrieved.
The fifty thousand was still in sight.

And when I get it, he told himself, I'll
match Walton to see whether I put in with
him and go to Borpeo or he comes jade-
hunting with me. Head-hunters and jungle-
traps will be a relief after Hsu-Fuan and his
tribe.

Yet, when the telephone announced his
friend it disturbed a reverie in which Keeler
saw Claire Arden speeding north with the
bogus McVea.

CHAPTER XIII
THE LEAVES OF LIFE

STUART MCVEA surveyed Keeler with
a look that seemed striving to search
the most secret recess of his soul. The
scientist had aged visibly. His iron-gray
hair was now snow-white, his hands trem-
bled and his chin shook slightly as he
spoke in a voice that quivered with excite-
ment.

“It was well planned,” he said. “I.do
not blame you, Keeler. I can not. I need
your help. Look ye, lad, I told ye once this
meant more to me than what measure of
life was left me. That measure is scantier
now. I have guarded it but it ebbs, it
ebbs. What ye have told me is more than
the attempts of Hsu-Fuan and those who
stand far and high beyond him. The
treachery is nearer home. Those tele-
grams—"

He pressed a hand to his heart and took
a sip of the tall glass of Scotch and vichy
that stood beside him. Keeler had found
him easily enough through McKenzie and
Menzies. To the lawyers he had said
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nothing of the events of the night before,
merely stating that he had just arrived and
wanted to verify the address.

McVea was now living on the top floor
of an elaborate apartment building over-
looking Riverside Drive, safeguarded not
only by a small army of house employees,
whose main duty it was to admit only the
duly credited to the inmates of the expen-
sive suites, but by two men who sat at
desks in an outer room, ostensibly an office-
library. They bore all the marks of private
detectives. Whether Keeler had been fol-
lowed or not, he was safe behind these
barriers. Meanwhile Walton was playing
watchdog to Redding.

“The place on Ninety-seventh Street
was watched day and night, ye ken,” said
McVea. And it could have been raided
and none the wiser. This is a fort and a
fort I need. I wired ye where to come, of
course, and that brings us to the telegrams.

We have time to go all through the matter -

while your friend Walton—ye say he can
be trusted—keeps his eye on yon rascal,
Redding.

A renegade white man is worse than the
lowest Lascar. It is a hard tangle, lad,
and ye must help me to untwist it. For the
petal we must have. I'll double the reward
if ye get it. Understand, ye'll not be losing
as it is.”

“I don’t want anything that I have not
earned, Mr. McVea.”

“Tush! What is money? Eh? I sup-
pose ye’ll be thinking it’s the greatest
thing on earth. No, ye’re too young. It’ll
be women with you, likely?”

The veins had swollen in his forehead and
his face had turned a dull purple but his
eyes were bright and questioning. He
caught Keeler’s look of apprehension and
smiled.

“Ye’re thinkin’ I’'m over-exciting mysel’?
Ye’ll be rememberin’ my fear of sclerosis
that this Angus McVea told ye I’d died of.
We'll risk that. And dinna think I'm fey,
lad. I’m askin’ wi’ a purpose. What do
ye think is the greatest thing i’ the world?
If ye had the grantin’ of a wish, what wad ye
say? Money, or love or—life?

He bent forward, laying his lean fingers
on Keeler’s knees, his eyes glittering with
intensity, the increasing burr of his dialect
showing the excitement that rode him.
Keeler felt that the apparently aimless
query had something to do with the talis-
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man and McVea’s superstitious belief in
its magic virtues.

“Why there are other things beside any _
of those,” he said. “Power, genius, friend-
ship, the last perhaps the greatest. Life
is long enough to hold full measure of
those if one is fortunate.”

“Aye, there ye strike it. Life. That is
what counts.” The scientist’s eyes held
the glaze of mysticism as he tapped Keeler’s
knee with bony finger-tips. “What if you
could live for centuries? Go on as ye are
now, as I am now, wi’ a trained brain that
can keep up~wi’ the times as they change.
To watch the progress o’ the world and
march wi’ it. Power and money wad be
but bit items. Look where the world
stands now. On the brink o’ great inven-
tions that are i’ the egg.

“Ye micht as well pass i’ your cradle as
todienow. Ina century fra now, when men
will look back on these warting times as
the last stand o’ barbansm, and greed be
dissolved i’ the crucibles o’ Science, then,
lad, then will be the time to be alive. A
week of tomorrows is worth seven years of
yesterdays.” :

“I don’t know,” said Keeler.
privilege were granted to all, you mean?”

“Not yet In time, maybe Not in this
generation.”

Keeler humored him. The man was da.ft
on the one subject.

“I should not care to be the one to try
it,” he said. “I’ll stay with my choice of
friendship and not outlive my friends. I
suppose you mean the petal—"’

“Aye, the petal. I’m trustin’ ye wi’ the
news, lad, for I am the only livin’ Cauca-
sian" who can solve the secret. Ye're
thinkin’ I’m fey. Listen.

“There is no legend that doesna’ spring
fra’ truth.. There is no gainsayin’ that men
once lived far beyond the allotted four-score
and ten. There is no chronicle, fra’ the
Vedas to the Bible, that doesna’ attest
it. I could show ye bncks of ancient Baby-
lon, just discovered

For a moment he lapsed into a muse.

“Cathay is no the cradle o’ the race, but
its chronicles are the A, B, C o’ science,
which is but the understandin’ o’ nature.
There is naught i’ man’s physiology that
calls for so small a span o’ life. Ye know
somethin’ o’ Oriental pheelosophies. Lao-
Tze was born six hundred and four years
before Christ and none knows when he died.

“If the .
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. His servant, Senkea, worked for him two
hundred yearsand to him Lao-Tze gave the
talisman of life, taking it fra’ him when he
asked for the siller that was'due him. Wy’
the passin’ o’ Lao-Tze passed the secret.

““The Emperor Che Hwang-te sent a Ta-
oist magician to. the Golden Isles o’ the
Blest, somewhere east o’ China, where grew
the herbs o’ immortality and the talis-
man o’ long life was kept. Sen-She, the
wizard, failed but ye’ll find record o’ those

who claimed to ha’ reached the islands.””

“Yet Confucius;, who was a pupil of
Lao-Tze, died when he was seventy - two.
And Buddha was only eighty.”

“Ye’ll remember that Lao-Tze was
ninety years old when Confucius was
born and the latter thirty when he visited
Lao Tze Mayhap Lao-Tze did not care

> him the secret. Buddha mayhap
ach.ieved immortality through Nirvana in
another way. But there are today lamas
whose work on the sacred books alone proves
that they have lived more than a hundred
years. Man, I could gi’ you a thousand cer-
titudes. 'Tis a s¢cret known to be i’ the
possession o’ the Grand Lamas. It is men-
tioned i’ the Sacred Books o’ Kanjur. Itis
a part o’ the ritual.

“The secret js written on the petals o’
the mystic flower which forms the talisman.
As a lama acquires merit he learns the
secret o’ one petal which, wi'out the rest,
means naught. Only the Grand Lama
knows the whole.~ Each head priest o’ the
various orders holds a fac-simile o’ the petals
to which he has attained, The Grand Lama
grants a dispensation o’ the sacred draft,
compounded by himself, to such as are
thocht deservin’ and to whom long life is
necessary for the performance o’ their
special task. .

Keeler looked, not at McVea, but at 'the
ash of his cigar.” He did not want to be-
tray the prominent motive that possessed
him, pity. It seemed incomprehensible
that a man of McVea’s undoubted attain-
ments should seriously allow himself to be
dominated by such a jargon, entrapped by
© the hand-me-down statements of myths
© . that possessed no real authenticity. The

bubble of long life was the phantasy of every
generation, the wish father to the belief.
Lamas undoubtedly were frequently long-
lived but such endurance was readily explic-
able to Keeler by the manner of their lives,
_passed in quiet pursuits or meditation, lack-
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ing all wear and tear of outside influence,
existing on the simplest of food.

McVea’s Scotch inheritance of mysticism,
added to his long delving into the midden-
heap of Oriental philosophies, had caused
a lesion in his brain. * There was a soft spot
in which monomania was fostered. Inaway
it was no concern of his but he made up his
mind not to receive anything beyond the
price of his original contract. He had
earned that, whether he had brought back
anything worth a million or a nickel.

% before any action seemed likely to
start. Walton was on the job at the Mc-
Alpin. Redding had arrived there shortly
after two and was locked in his room,
not to be disturbed until the clock once
more marked that hour, almost certainly
drugged to his limit after his interview with
the priests. )
Keeler was as sure of Walton as he would
have been of himself. He had still in mind
the house with the awnings and the flower-
boxes but there might be several easy ex-
planations and the main play was to get in

MEANTIME he could only humor
McVea. There was plenty of time

~touch with the chauffeur of the Riret car.

“It has ta’en me a score o’ years,” went
on McVea, “before I got seven o’ the petals
together. ’Tis a long tale wi’ mony chap-
ters. The first petal cam’ into my hands by
accident an’ it was not till the second cam’
my way that I got a hint o’ what the whole
might mean. Since then I ha’ scoured the
East and, one by one, I got them. All
stained wi’ blood, lad, all gained thru’ death.
An eery record. Ye shall see the seven
presently. .

“I wasna’ able to decipher them by my
lane but I was able to get the key from a
man who is the greatest living expert in
Sanscrit, a man who has a star on his cheek
and who answers verra well to your de-
scription o’ Angus McVea. Professor
McAdie.”

Keeler sat up. The affair was beginning
to crystallize.

“Where is he?” he asked.

“Ah, that’s the rub. For ye see it could-
na ha’ been McAdie ye saw last nicht for
the verra simple reason that he has been in
Central America for several weeks and is
now aboard the Isthmian which doesna’
dock —accordin’ to schedule —until the
day after tomorrow. I wirelessed to him
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yesterday mornin’ askin’ him to come and
see me on arrival and I ha’ his answer.

“No, lad, ’twas no McAdie but ’twas
some one who didna happen to ken that
McAdie was off to Guatemala and thocht
that a wig an’ a painted mole might put me
off the track. I’m thinkin’ he may ha’ had
another reason for disguise. Ye were sayin’
that there was a sort o’ resemblance between
this Claire Arden and the man?”’

‘KYeS.”

McVea was showing more astuteness than
Keeler had given him credit for with his
maunderings about the gift of longevity.

“Can ye see anything to suggest that like-
ness in this picture. I had the photograph
taken wi’ him as a scale to suggest the
general height o’ the images by which he is
standing.”

Keeler scrutinized the print eagerly.

“This is your secretary,” he said. “I

met him. That’s the resemblance. There,’

about the mouth and chin. It’s hardly
definable but I have had to be somewhat of
a shark on physiognomy in the East. It’s
the same modeling as I noticed on Claire
Arden’s lower face. That’s Angus McVea.
With a black wig and that birthmark!”

“I thocht it might be when ye told me
about the telegrams,” said McVea. ‘“There
were reasons why he might have fancied
he had a grudge against me, though he
showed no signs o’ them. He was a cold-
blooded automaton. He could ha’ inter-
cepted the telegrams. It would ha’ been
easy for him to fix up the house on Ninety-
seventh Street, my lease has yet a month
to run. That's the thief, beyond a doubt,
and the girl is his sister, or rather his step-
sister.”

“What is his name?”

“Cartwright., He started his vacation
three days ago at my request. I didna want
him around while I prepared the elixir,
The lad knew o’ your mission and he figures
that if it was worth fifty thousand dollars
for the one thatfetched it, it might be worth
a lot more for the one that could secure it
and hold it for blackmail. The lad’s heid
has been turned by the chance o’ gettin’ a
pile o’ money. I fancy we shall hear fra
him fairly soon wi’ a suggestion as to the
price he sets on it. But before then we’ll
be on his trail. The main thing is to cir-
cumvent the priests.”

Keeler's heart was heavy. Cartwright
was a plain thief and Claire Arden his ac-
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complice. That was the secret of the hidden
hostility he had sensed in her. She had
gone to Shanghai to make sure of the time
of his arrival and departure for the States.
She was the worst type of adventuress.
And he had thought her sneering at his pro-
fession! It seemed impossible, yet here was
the proof.

“Then you do not know where he has
gone in Massachusetts?” ’

“Naturally not. I kenned that his_step-
sister—who seems to have been a canny
lassie—had a place i’ the country. Cart-
wright said he was ganging there on his
vacation. It wad seem he spoke the truth.
But where, I did not think to inquire. He
told me that his sister had been traveling
and that. he expected her hame every day.
The young de’il seems to have been makin’
a good deal o’ a mock o’ me.”

Keeler was looking at McVea in a new
light. The mystic had disappeared. This
McVea was sane and keen, with a sardonic
sense of humor at his own loss. While he
had thought him maundering he had all
along guessed the mystery.

“That house a few doors from yours on
Ninety-seventh,” he said aloud. “I sup-
pose he secured a room 6r rooms there for
his sister. He set the stage at your place,
visited her and, after dark, they went over
the roofs leaving their scuttle open for
their return.”

“I shouldna wonder whether your hy-
pothesis is correct,” said McVea drily. *I
believe the house wi’ the striped blinds and
flower boxes is a high-class boarding place.
It wap verra simple—and effective.”

Theé .room telephone rang on McVea’s
desk. He picked up the receiver and hand-
ed it to Keeler.

“Your friend Walton,” he said.

Keeler listened eagerly.

“I am in the next room to Redding,”
reported Walton. “It was vacated a little
while ago and I secured it. He is still asleep
or under the drug. There is a bathroom
between us and it is locked on his side but
I can hear him snoring. If he moves about
before long I'll let you know. He’ll not get
away from me.”

Keeler repeated the conversation:

“We can do nothing then but wait,”
said McVea. “Gin ye’ll come into the next
room. I'll show ye the seven petals.”

He led the way to a room fitted for a
museum, filled with Oriental antiquities.
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It was artificially lighted, the windows being
blocked by steel shutters.

“There are bars beyond those,” said
McVea.

He spun the combination of a wall-safe
and threw open the heavy steel door, bring-
ing out a metal box from which he took a
circular case covered with purple velvet.
Opening this, he exposed the seven petals
lying on a bed of white satin. The recep-
tacle had been molded to receive them and
they were arranged in the shape of a flower,
each petal holding a portion of the center.

Keeler looked with interest at the tar-
nished bits of gold, wonderifig at their
history.

“Stained wi’ blood, gained thru’ death,
but standing for life,” said McVea. “Yell
note, maybe, that. the runes run i’ circles
and each starts at a different petal. Ye need
the eight to read: the riddle complete.
There are certain metapheesical remarks
intended to warn the timid and the rest is
a formula or prescription for the decoction
o’ the elixir. ’Twas for that I had ye bring
the herbs. I ha’ them already but ’twas as
well to gather fresher. Look at them more
closely, lad. Ye ha’ handled one o’ them.”

On the reverses showed the dull knobs of
gems; the eight sacred stones. Suddenly
he took one of the petals closer to the light
with an exclamation.

“What is it?’’ asked McVea.

“Some one has taken casts of these,”
said Keeler. “See, here is a tiny speck of
plaster caught in the setting of the jewel.”

McVea snatched the petal from his hand,
his face flaming, his eyes blazing.

“Ye're right,” he said. “Cartwright is no
just a blackmailing thief. He has robbed
me o’ the secret! He could ha’ done it by
putting things together! He had the com-
bination! He must ha’ got at my transla-
tions! He must ha’ listened to my talks wi’
McAdie! He—he—"

" The scientist’s face turned purple and he
staggered. Keeler caught him and set him
ina chair, hurrying to the outer room for
whisky. McVea was gasping when he re-
turned but was able to speak.

“I must get a grip o’ mysel’,” he mur-
mured. “Thank ye, lad, I'll ha’ a sip o’
that. Dilute—wi’ vichy. The crafty de’il,”
he muttered. “And I thocht him a cold-
bluided automaton. There’s a drawer at
the bottom o’ the safe, Keeler. Here’s the
key. Open it and bring it to me.”

S5

The drawer was divided into several com-
partments beneath a double lid that closed
tightly enough to practically exclude the
air. Lifted, it showed a dozen or more
varieties of dried herbs and bulbs, some of
which showed a resemblance to those Keeler
had brought from Tibet. McVea started
to displace them with trembling fingers.
Beneath the top layers the divisions had
been half-filled with sawdust. The scien-
tist groaned.

“He left them so I would not think they
had been disturbed,” he said. “I ha’
glanced at them once in a while to mak’ sure
they were safe. Get doon to yon hotel,
Keeler, and get the truth fra that scoundrel
o’ a Redding. Dinna tak’ a chance, lad.
Yon Cartwright has stolen my verra life!”

CHAPTER XIV
THE CHAUFFEUR TALKS

“FIE’S snoring yet,” said Walton.

“There’sa call for him for two o’clock.
That would give him time to dress before
his chauffeur shows up. How are you going
to handle him? I was going to pose as a
Federal detective until you got here. ‘I
imagine you have only to mention the name
Adler to scare him.”

“It’s a toss-up whether he is more afraid
of the priests or the penitentiary,” said
Keeler. But.I think he’ll come through.
He’ll not be overfit after he wakes up.
Perhaps we can get to him before he takes
another shot. It may be as well to bargain
with him. If I promise him immunity and
the thousand dollars he was to have got
from the priests he will likely jump at the
chance to get clear of it all.

“McVea gave me enough money. By the
way, you come in on this, Walton, if you'll
stick through with the trip. It is McVea’s
secretary who has turned the trick and
McVea is desperate. He has promised
practically any amount for your services.”

“I'm working with you, Keeler. I don’t
know McVea. If we get back this talisman
thing I'll give him a chance to subscribe to
my expeditionary fund. I'm shy a few
thousands. What makes him value this
petal so highly?”

Keeler told him, talking low to catch any
unusual sound from Redding’s room. Their
own door was ajar and the door to the
bathroom on their side open. Redding’s
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stertorous breathing was clearly audible.

“Dippy,” was Walton’s terse comment.
“T thought all the Ponce de Leon’s were
dead. The bigger the apple the more it
rots, though his brain seecms sound enough
otherwise. But it’s funny how the legend
sticks. I never ran across a tribe yet that
didn’t have some yarn or other about a foun-
tain of youth or a tree of life. Listen.”

The telephone bell was ringing in Red-
ding’s room. Keeler and Walton tiptoed
into the bathroom. The gongs sounded
three times before there was a stir on- the
bed and the shuffling drag of a man’s feet
across the floor.

“Two o’clock? Al right.
dining-room.”

Keeler nudged his friend and nodded. It
was Redding’s voice. There was a little
pause for the connection.

“Dining-room? A pot of coffee, extra
strong, for Room Nine-two-four. No.
Nothing to eat. And hurry.”

A hand caught fumblingly at the other
side of the bathroom door. It opened as
the lock was shot back. Keeler found time

for a swift whisper.
" “Follow my lead.” Walton nodded.

Redding, unshaved, red-rimmed of eyes,
generally haggard, drew back in consterna-
tion as Kecler followed him into his own
room. Walton, behind his friend, quietly
reset the bolt.

“What the devil do you want?” asked
Redding. “Get out of my room or I'll
have you thrown out.”

Keeler smiled at the bluster.

“Sit down, Redding,” he said. “We can
tell you what we want simply enough.
When your friend the chauffeur arrives we
want to be present at the conversation.
You can introduce us as two friends of yours
who are going to make that trip with you
and you can go ahead and find out where he
drove Miss Arden to last night just as you
expected to.”

The doctor’s face was a ludicrous mask of
surprise and consternation. He licked his
dry lips in the effort at speech. A knock
came at the door. .

“That’s your coffee,” said Keeler. “Wal-
ton, will you take it in? Keep still, Red-
ding.”

The warning was superfluous. Redding
had sunk on the bedside in a state of semi-
collapse. Walton took in the coffee, tipped
the boy and poured out a steaming cup.

Give me the
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“Drink it up,” suggested Keeler, ‘“while I
finish. When you’ve got this address we
are going to take the trip in the car instead
of the priests-on Forty-seventh Street.
You have probably guessed that I was the
man in the gallery of the temple last night.
I.imagine you do not mind double-crossing
your T’au-t'i¢ comrades if your getaway is
clear. I will give you one thousand dollars
in cash. You can come with us and switch
off at the railroad to Boston where you can
ship out of the country.

Redding was looking a little better after
finishing the coffee.

“Who is your friend?” he asked.

“If I were you, Redding, I would not in-
quire too particularly into his business.
You might become unpleasantly acquainted
with him. It is lucky for you he is my
friend. If I should happen to tell him your
right name you would not find him one of
yours, I fancy. My, Walton is not a Fed-
eral employee, but——"

He shrugged his shoulders, leaving Red-
ding’s imagination to supply the gap.

“I may be compounding a felony in let-
ting you get out of the country, Redding,”
Keeler went on, “but your troubles are not
specifically my affair unless you force me to
make them so. Here is the money I prom-
ised you. It is yours as soon as we get the
information.  Otherwise I shall have to in-
troducé you formally to Mr. Walton.”

“If—if you were in the gallery,” said
Redding in thick-tongued syllables, “you
know what will happen to me if I do not
report to them.”

“That is distinctly your own affair. If I
remember right, you boasted of your own -
ability to protect yourself. It should be
easier for you to dodge them than Uncle
Sam’s officials.” He nodded toward Wal-
ton who sat silent, looking lean and tanned
and eminently efficient.

“How do I know you won’t double-cross
me after you give me the thousand?”

Keeler turned toward Walton in apparent
disgust. i

“It’s just as I thought, Walton,” he said.
“TI can stay here and meet the chauffeur.
No doubt the thousand will loosen his
tongue. Thisgentleman’s real name is—"

“No, no,” gasped Redding. ‘“— you,
Keeler, you’ve got me in the corner. I'lido
it. The man will be here any minute now.
You can get what you want and give me
that money. - But I'll not go with you. I
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have arranged things so I can get away.”
He fumbled in the pocket of the dressing-
gown he had put on over his pajamas, pro-
duced a phial and shook out a pellet. It
- fell from his shaking palm to the carpet and
he tried to pick it up. XKeeler retrieved it.

“Only the one until we are through with
this business,” he said.

THE telephone rang and Keeler
motioned to Redding to answer.
The latter washed down his pellet
with the dregs of his coffee and answered
the call.

- “Send him up,” he said, then turned to
the others.

“It’s Sprague, the chauffeur,” he said.

They sat silent until Sprague arrived.

Capable enough but not above fattening
his account with repair percentages, thought
Keeler. Redding greeted the man cordi-
ally.
2 ello, Sprague,” he said. ‘“Here we
are. These gentlemen are my friends who
expect to make that trip with me. Just
get in?”

Sprague nodded at Keeler and Walton.

“Car’s outside,” he said. “I’'m going to
put it up and turn in. I’m dead for sleep.
I only got two hours of it.”

“Bad trip?”’ asked Keeler. “Howare the
roads? You went up into Massachusetts,
Mr. Redding tells us.”

“Roads are all right,” answered Sprague
with a yawn. “It’s the night driving that
wears you out especially when you are in a
hurry. Is there such a thing as a drink in
the house?” ‘

Keeler ordered over the phone.

“How soon can you start with us?” he
asked. “We are all ready.”

“Not till tomorrow morning for mine,
The car needs overhauling and I need sleep.
I had a hard time keeping awake on the
way back. Your health!”

He tossed off the highball that had ar-
rived with cigars.

“Well,” said Keeler, resuming the lead
that he had taken, “we’ll have to wait for
you. Mr. Redding says you were highly
recommended.” He looked toward the
doctor who took his cue.

“Best man in New York, they told me.
Where did you go, Joe?”” The question was
admirably careless.

“Why, it was supposed to be a secret,”
said Sprague with a wink. ‘Looked to me
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like an elopement. If it was, the guy sure
got a good-looker.”

Keeler poured him out another drink.

“The man meets her at the train yester-
day morning,” went on the man, “and we
drives her to a swell house in the Nineties.
You guys ain’t newspaper folk, are you?
You don’t look like it, of course,” he went
on, swallowing the liquor that, on the top
of his long drive, was making him loqua-
cious. “No offense intended. Then they
sends me back to the garage until they calls
up. That’s where I meets Mr. Redding
and he gives me a twenty to hold me for
your trip, like a sport.

“I suppose they gets hitched. Anyway
I'm tipped to come back a-hiking to the
dump. They wait on the steps and I opens
the door and slacks down. In they hops
and off we go. There was a guy comes up
behind us in a roadster, her old man maybe.
The guy tells me to slip it into the high
and off we slides, Gretna Green style. It
ain’t the first time I've played Cupey. We
hit the high spots and makes Hoosac Falls

- at five-thirty this morning.

“I leaves ’em in Honeymoon Lodge all
right, white house with green blinds and
roses all over it, apples in the orchard, reg-
ular little garden of Eden ready-made, with
the name on' the gate. Sweetbrier Lodge.
He slips me my dough with a ten-spot to the
good, and, believe me, he had some roll with
him. I gives them my blessing and drives
off to get something to eat and feed the old
boat some juice at the garage at Hoosac
Falls, cops a couple of hours’ snooze and
starts back.”

“Pretty place, Hoosac Falls?” put in
Walton.

“Regular Summer-dump. Three hotels,
fourteen boarding-houses, two garages and
the village blacksmith. It’s on the railroad.
The turtle doves are hid behind the hill a
mile away from the vacationers. We'll
pass it tomorrow if you gents are going
over the Mohawk Trail. What time do
you want to start?” ]

“We’ll ring up the garage and let you
know this evening,” said Keeler. “Have
another drink~—and a fresh cigar?”’

The moment the man left Keeler tossed
the thousand dollars to Redding.

‘“There’s your getaway,” he said. “Wal-
ton, will you find out about the trains. If
there’s one soon we can make better time
that way, since there’s a garage in the
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village. You’ll come with us Redding and
make your connectlons to Boston or where-
ever you want to go.’

“What for? I told you I had made my
own plans already.”

“Certainly. And those plans might in-
clude trying to collect another thousand
dollars from the priests. They have prob-
ably got some one keeping tabs on both
you and me at the present moment. Wal-
ton and I will look out for that. You will
be much safer in our escort than by your-

self. And you will not part company with .

us until we reach Hoosac Falls. Get dressed
as soon as you can. If there is no train we’ll
hire a car.’

He walked over to the door and locked it,
pocketing the key.

“Leave the bathroom doors open, Red-
ding,” he warned as he went into the next
room where Walton was busy at the tele-
phone.

“We're in luck, Keeler,” said the latter as
he hung up. “Through express leaves

" Grand Central in thirty minutes and will
stop on request at Hoosac Falls. Better
tell him to get a move on,” he added

Keeler called out .to Redding. Getting
no answer, he passed through to the lat-
ter’'s room. Redding lay across the bed,
still in his dressing-gown. A hypodermic
syringe lay near one nerveless hand. Keeler
lifted the heavy lids and saw the contracted
pupils. He turned to Walton who had fol-
lowed him.

“Spineless as a jelly-fish,” he said.
“He’s plugged himself as the easiest way
out of the present trouble.”

“Not dead, is he?”

“No, but if he took a full dose, or half
what the syringe holds, on top of that pellet
just now and the hold-over from last night,
he’ll be dead to the world for several hours.
He’s been a shrewd devil in his day but he’s
come to the place where he shirks the pass
when it looks perilous. Didn’t trust us, I
suppose. Well, we can’t bring him to and
as long as he is harmless we are just as well
off.

“You hike down to the Grand Central
and get tickets. The train will make time
considering what we'd waste in finding a
fast car and possible breakdowns. I am
going to play tag through the subway for
any of the priesthood who may be trailing
me. The sub is a gorgeous place for hide
and seek.”
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CHAPTER XV
SWEETBRIER LODGE

THE train was an express that made
accommodation stops only after it
began to reach the vacation country in the
Lower Berkshires. Walton sat in his chair
in the club-car, comfortably relaxed be-
tween actions, looking with friendly shrewd-
ness at Keeler who sat, an unlit cigar be-
tween his lips, frowmng out of the window.

* Now, I wonder, pondered the gold-hunter,
what is worrying 'his Majesty? It isn’t the.
recovery of the talisman, for we are on the
trail and its warm, and King doesn’t act
that way when trigger-time comes. I’ll bet
it’s the girl. Poor devil. She’s good to
look at and bad under the rind like a bush
mango. Well, the quickest way to immu-
nity is through vaccination. After the
fever goes down I’ll carry him off to Borneo.

Keeler sat up, reached for a match from
the box by the window, lighted his cigar and
shook off his reverie. Walton had judged
rightly. He had been puzzling over the
girl. From some standpoints, the attempt
to steal a secret of such magnitude, if one
really believed in it, was perhaps more ex-
cusable than a theft for purposes of ex-
tortion but Keeler saw no difference between
the millionaire robber-baron and the porch-
climber, save a greater rascality. Walton
was right. Gare la femme! He smiled as
he caught his friend’s quizzical expression.

“Got a gun with you?” he asked.

“First thing I put in my pocket after I
got home from your hotel last night. Think
this Cartwright chap’ll put up a fight?”

“I don’t know but I’m not going to waste
any time over it. That petal is worth just
fifty thousand dollars to me in cold cash
and I’'m going to get it.”

“That’s better.”

“How’s that?”

“As long as a man keeps his mind on ma-
terial matters he is sure to be fairly sane—
and happy. I was afraid you were allowing
the sentimental Irishman to lead the canny
Scotchman by the hand. What are you
going to do with Cartwright after you get
back your talisman? -And what are you
going to do with the girl?”

“I don’t know. McVea won’t bother
about anything that may lead to publicity.

. Let them both go to—wherever they want

to go, I suppose.”
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“Do you imagine that McVea really ex-
pects his charm to work. He must be a
driveling idiot.” ’

“He’s ridden a hobby until it’s become a
mania, that’s all, and he’s likely to go in-
sane if he loses the chance to try it. The
funny thing about it is that he won’t be able
to tell if it works. It isn’t to rejuvenate
him, from what he says, only indefinitely
preserve him as he is. I don’t know what
is in the formula besides those herbs.
Dried sea-horse, mandrake and ginseng,
powdered tigers’ claws and all the hodge-
podge of the Oriental pharmaccepia, I im-
agine. - Look here, Walton, we’d better get

" something to eat. We can get a steak and
a highball. What do you say to it?”

“It shows me you've banished sentiment

for business. I’m with you.”

~ They ate their meal at the rear of the
club-car. The train was on time and as
they sipped their coffee the porter came up.

“Hoosac Falls next station,” he said.
“You gents getting off there? No hurry.
Ten minutes.”

As Keeler rose from his seat Walton
reached across the table and pulled him
down. .

“Don’t get too close to the window,” he
‘said. “They might look up. Isn’t that
our friend Redding in that car with the
driver. And those gentlemen in the ton-

neau are rice-eaters for a thousand dollars.”.

An automobile was passing the train.
The road was rough where it ran parallel
to the tracks and the chauffeur was bending
over his wheel trying to combine speed with
safety. The man beside him glanced at the
train, then turned and said something to
his companions who looked in the same di-
rection. -

Keeler and Walton were well back and
swiftly withdrew from the angle of sight.

- But there was no doubt about it being Red-
ding and, to their trained eyes, the men in
the tonneau, three of them, despite their
conventional attire and the dust goggles
they all wore, were Orientals. The car
passed the bad stretch and shot ahead,
going sixty miles to the train’s forty.

¢““He fooled me,” said Keeler. “It was a
clever trick. He knew the symptoms well
enough to sham them effectively and I
didn’t remember that the one pellet would
have temporarily fixed his pupils. They’ll
have to slow down  bit or they’ll run afoul
of a village constable. But they’ve got the

-
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start on us. That’s a good car they man-
aged to get hold of. We'll have to hustle,
Walton.”

The gold-hunter nodded, his eyes match-
ing Keeler’s in their bright intensity. For
the moment the menlooked as alike as twins,
their faces alight with purpose and the ex-
citement of the close race, jaws set firm, lips
tight, every movement deftly swift as they
prepared to leave the car. The well-tipped
porter stood aside as the train slowed up at
Hoosac Falls and they dropped from the step
and sprinted across the gravel platform and
over the street of the Summer resort to
where a huge sign spelled:

JONES GARAGE AND MOTOR
LIVERY

“Nothing doing, that I can recommend,”
grinned the proprietor with a look at a
battered flivver that was the only machine
in the place. .‘“Business is a-humming.
You might try Bailey’s, down street.”

Within the minute they were gazing at a
motor-cycle which the accommodating
Bailey, scenting their eagerness, offered
them as the only thing to be procured on
wheels, with an engine attachment.

“Picnic up to the Falls,” he volunteered.
“That’s my machine. How fur might ye be
going?”’

Walton looked dubiously at the con-
trivance.

“Ever ride one?’’ he asked Keeler.

“Not yet, but I’'m going to try. Show
me how it works,” he demanded of the
owner,

“Wal, ef you're goin’ to experiment I'd
ruther not trust ye with it.”

“How much is it worth? Here, take this
for a deposit.” He thrust several bills into
Bailey’s hands. “If we don’t come back
you can buy a new one. Now, then, give
me the hang of this.”

The hands and brain that had conquered
all sorts of gas-driven contrivances from
pumps to broken-down auxiliary boat-
motors soon compelled respect from the
wondering Bailey, already placated by the
feel of cash.

“She’s filled up,” he said.  “T’ll start ye.”

“Where’s Sweetbrier Lodge?r” asked
Keeler as he mounted.
“’Bout two miles up street. Two hills.

Ye cross the brook after the second and the
cottage is on the right. Fellow just asked



60

me where it was. You looking for them?
In a Danton, they was.”

Walton was on the seat behihd Keeler,
his hands on the latter’s shoulders. The
garage man, yelled after them:

“Let ’er out to the full ef ye’re in a hurry.
She’ll make the hill on high.”

They were off in a pounding, jumping
rush, the dry dust hiding them from Bail-
ey’s vision. He turned over the crisp bills.

“I should worry ef they break their
necks,” he said aloud as he put the price of
two machines into his wallet. ‘“‘Somethin’
doin’ over to the cottage. Ef it warn’t so
blamed hot I'd walk up there. Those fel-

lers meant business.”
oy
% rocketed over the first hill, swooped
~ " into the valley and roared up the
second incline. The road curved at the
foot of the hill and they skidded violently
through the soft dust. The Danton car
was drawn up by the side of the road and
they narrowly avoided it as the driver swore
at them. Keeler stopped the machine and
they sprang off leaving it against the white
palings of a cottage garden. X
Keeler swung wide the gate with the in-
scription Sweetbrier Lodge and they passed
through. Under the cloudless sky the place
seemed far remote from tragedy. Bees
boomed through the air and the perfume of
old-fashioned flowers filled the little garden
with incense. It sloped by a lawn to the
alder-fringed brook where the ripples
flowed in a noisy treble. Somewhere in the
little house a woman was singing. It was
the same voice and the same song that
Keeler had last heard in the bungalow at
Shanghai and the words seemed to voice
the tragedy that brooded about the spot,
unseen and apparently unsuspected by the
singer.

THE gasping, snorting machine

Un pew d’espoir et puis, bon soir.

“A little hope—and then farewell,”
Keeler translated as he stepped on to the
porch, marveling how_she could sing so
light-heartedly, knowing her brother to be
the thief of an object whose possession was
always dangerous.

He strode through the door, Walton close
behind him, and guided by the song, went
through a passage and so to an old-fashioned
kitchen. A little maid was polishing some
silver at one table, at another stood Claire
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Arden in a simple gown, her sleeves rolled
to the elbows, pinching pastry. She turned
at the sound of their footsteps and her face
blanched whiter than the flour on the board
in front of her.

Then her lips closed ﬁrmly, her chin went
up and her eyes looked at his defiantly,
mastering their surprise.

“Where is your brother, Cartwright?
Quickly. The T’au-t'ie are after him with
Redding. Their car is outside. We tried
to get here first. It is a question of his life.”

For a moment her eyes challenged his,
suspecting a trick.

“But you—"

“Never mind my affairs.
Has he left the house?”

“He went back to the spring in the
grove, at the top of the hill behind the
house, across the brook.”

Keeler followed her glance through the
window, drew his automatic and flungopen
the kitchen door.

“Come on, Walton,” he called and started
to run through the orchard.

‘Walton hurdled the low fence beyond the -
apple-trees one stride behind Keeler. A
moment later Claire Arden broke from the
house and followed them. She Yan almost
as fast as they did. A fleck of color had
mounted in either cheek and she carried a
rifle.

Beyond the orchard the land mounted in
long slopes to the wooded ridge. They ran
knee-high through grass and wild blossoms.
A shot cracked sharply in the woods to their
right and some oneshouted. Keeler wheeled
in that direction.

“Cover to the left; Walton,” he shouted.
“They are after him.”

A figure broke from the trees and fled
wildly downhill, plunging into a thicket that
seemed to mark the length of a deep gully.
After him raced a man who fired twice and
broke into the brush after the fugitive. A
third followed. XKeeler swore as he pushed
his pace to the utmost. A good quarter of
a mile separated them. He heard the whip-
snap of a weapon of heavier caliber and the
third man threw up his arms, whirled and
fell headlong, rolling down the incline.
Keeler glanced over his shoulder as he ran.

Claire Arden was standing beside Walton
who knelt with the rifle in his band. The
gold-hunter waved him on.

Keeler smashed through the heavy her-
bage of the brush and plunged into the gully.

They can wait,
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Its bottom was rank with ferns. For an in-
stant he paused uncertain which way to
turn. It was very still and hot in the shal-
low glen and the ferns were motionless.

Then a shrill shriek rang out below him and -

he rushed in the direction of the sound,

The ferns ceased at the edge of a circle of
marsh where purple irises grew rife. Face-
down--among- the lilies, clad in knicker-
bockers and a white silk shirt that was sop-
ping scarlet on one side and shoulder, lay
McVea’s secretary. Ploughing through the
boggy ground, almost across the marsh, ran a
short man in black clothes with a black derby
hat on the back of his head. He skipped
high as Keeler fired and leaped forward
gaining the waist-high bracken thatmerged
into a tandle of brambly bush.

Cartwright twisted a chalky face up-
ward as Keeler reached him.

‘“He’s got it,” he gasped. -

The man in black had stopped and
knelt in the cover of the ferns. Keeler
caught a brief glimpse of the Oriental fea-
tures as he jumped to one side while three
shots in rapid succession came from the
brake. Then the ferns waved as the priest
ran through them bent double.

He’ll never get through the brambles,
thought Keeler. He’s fired six shots. If
it’s an automatic he’s got two more any-
way. This was his game and he played it,
dropping to a crouch and watching the
bushes. The high twigs shook and chatter-
ing birds flew up. He rose and fired low.
Something thrashed about in the thicket
and rolled back among the ferns. Ready to
fire, suspecting treachery, Keeler made his
way to.the spot.

The priest writhed on his back, his fingers
twisted in the stalks of the ferns that he had
uptorn in his agony. His legs were motion-
less. Keeler’s bullet had caught him in the
small of the back, grazing if not breaking
the spine. A gun glittered on the ground.
One look showed Keeler that it was a re-
volver. The priest’s lips twisted back from
his gums in a snarl and his beady eyes glit-

- tered evilly as the other dropped beside him.

“Where is it?”’ demanded Keeler.

He felt small compunction for the success
of the shot. The man’s blood was on his
own head. The monk, an old man, probably
the head-priest of the New York Lhakkang,
thought Keeler, as he marveled at the
strength and speed the ancient had shown
in the chase, grinned at him with teeth

-
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stained and worn, and passed into uncon-
sciousness.

Keeler dexterously searched him. Back
in the woods two more pistol-shots cracked,
followed by the bark of the rifle. There
was no sign of the talisman. He unclenched
the crooked fingers of the priest’s right hand
and then those of the left and found nothing
but the broken fern stalks. Then he caught
sight of the stiff hat, lying bowl upward,

.showing a lining of white satin, strangely in-

congruous in the glade.

AS HE reached for it the priest’s
eyes opened sufficiently to show a
gleam of white and his trunk shifted
convulsively. Keeler picked up the hat
and ran his fingers beneath the leather
sweatband. It had been wadded to fit the
head and between wadding and felt he found
the petal of gold. It was sticky with blood.

As he stood up he heard Claire Arden’s
cry of distress. In her linen dress, bibbed
with the big apron, she was crouched beside
Cartwright, his head in her lap, the apron
dabbed with his blood. Slipping the talis-
man into his fob he hurried through the
swamp and knelt down,

“Let me see him,” he said. “I don’t be-
lieve it’s fatal. Too much blood.”

Cartwright looked up.

“No—shots—hit—me,” he said feebly.
“He caught me—and—I—tripped. Knife
in shoulder.”

Keeler stripped off the shirt and under-
vest. A slash from a sharp blade had gone
through the shoulder muscles and swerved
as it met the shoulder-blade.

“We must get him to the house and find a
doctor,” said Keeler. ‘‘He mustn’t lose any
more blood.”

Claire Arden took off her apron and they
tore it into strips, improvising temporary
bandages above a compress of moss from the
edge of a tiny pool in the marsh. While
they were still busy Walton shouted to them
from the edge of the gully.

“I got the first chap in the arm,” he said
as he reached them. ‘“The other is loose
somewhere in the woods. Too many trees.
They won’t bother us. I took away the
gun from number one. Cartwright badly
hurt?”

The two men picked up the secretary be-
tween them, carrying him as gently as they
could, the girl walking beside them, her face
anxious.
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“Suppose I go ahead and get a doctor?”
she suggested. “There is a telephone in
the house. I shall tell him——"

“Tell him there has been an accident,”
said Keeler. ‘“You have a barn? And a
‘scythe?” The girl looked at him blankly,
nodding yes to his queries.

“Allright. Scythe usually hangs on wall.
Your brother bumped against the boards
and brought it down. Sharp tip cut his
shoulder. It is possible and plausible.”

She flashed him a swift look of gratitude
and ran down the hill as lightly as a boy.

“Kill your man?”’ asked Walton.

“Tt’s hard to say. We’ll have to go back

as soon as we get Cartwright settled. This"

isn’t China and we are liable to get tied up
in a bad mess. But I got the talisman.
Look!”

From the brow of the slope they could see
the road beside Sweetbrier Lodge. As they
gazed a man ran up to the waiting auto-
mobile and scrambled in beside the driver.
Almost instantly the car started with a
splutter and sped up the hill.

“Redding,” commented Keeler grimly.
“He would do that. And he had better
keep going. If the priests catch him now,
or later, his life will go out like a snuffed
candle.”

The girl came flying back to meet them
and they bore Cartwright in to his own
room and laid him on the bed. Hecame
back to consciousness for a moment and
then lapsed into the coma of weakness.
The girl bent over him without a thought
for anything else. The doctor, she told
them, would be there inside of half an hour.

“We have got to find out what happened
to those priests,” said Keeler.

She did not seem to hear him. Walton
touched him on the arm. If the priest
has been killed it was imperative that they
take some steps in the matter. As they
went out, Walton looked at his watch.

“The next train back leaves in sixty-five

minutes,” he said. “If you like, old man,
you go ahead and I'll clean up this mess
somchow, if I have to bury the body.”

“Thanks, Walton, but we’ll see it through
together. He fired at me with the full de-
sire to put me out of business. I was jus-
tified. Where is the chap you winged?”

He got back into cover when number
three tried to pot me with a pistol at fifty
yards. He could walk well enough.”

They reached the swamp and crossed it.
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The old priest was gone. Even the hat had
disappeared. The soft turf -beneath the
fern was trampled and the undergrowth
crushed. The two read the signs.

“Packed him away on the back of the
sound one,” said Keeler. Walton nodded
acquiescence. “That lets us out of it. No
use going back to the house. The doctor
will be there in a few minutes. I suppose
the motor-cycle is where we left it.”

“If there was time, I’d vote trundling the
blamed thing back again,” said Walton.
“I’ve been on the back of a wild mustang
and fought out a gale in a swampy dingey
but I’ll confess that I had the most unpleas-
ant minutes of my life on that contraption
with you skidding all over the landscape.”

Bailey of the garage received them with a
blend of surprise and chagrin as he deducted
the hire of the machine and they walked
over to the station.

“No need to bother about the 7 au-t'ie
gang for a while,” said Keeler as they settled
themselves in the train. ‘“The old fellow .
was the brains of the outfit and he won’t be
fit for much for a while. I suppose Red-
ding collected another thousand from them.
I should have liked to have talked that over
with him but I imagine we’ve seen the last
of him.”

CHAPTER XVI
CLAIRE ARDEN EXPLAINS

TUART MCcVEA received them with
enthusiasm as he examined the golden
petal.

“I knew you would get it, my Jad,” he
said. “And T have to thtank you also, Mr.
Walton. I trust you will consider this a
satisfactory recompense. I have made out
a certified check for you for a hundred thou-
sand dollars, Keeler, as I promised.”

“Then I must ask you to change it,” said
Keeler. “Frankly, Mr. McVea, I would
rather abide by the original contract. I
think you are placing a fictitious value on
the talisman.” ‘

“Ah, say ye so? Well, we shall see. I
want you to meet Professor McAdie.
These are the gentlemen who have just re-
covered the eighth petal for me, McAdie.
Mr. Keeler brought it from Tibet.”

They shook hands with the expert,
Keeler looking curiously at the man imper-
sonated by Cartwright.



The Petals of Lao-Tze

“I wonder if he believes in that long-life
bunk?” said Walton as they finally left the
apartment house.

“I hardly fancy that McVea has told
him,” replied Keeler. “I imagine he se-
cured the root-forms of the characters from
McAdie but he would not trust the final
translation.”

“Well, he is a generous old chap. A
thousa.nd dollars for twenty-four hours
.work is not to be sniffed at. You chucked
away fifty thousand clear yourself but I can
understand your prejudice.”

“I bargained to bring back something for
the first price,” said Keeler. “To take the
extra amount when I believe the thing is a
fake would be taking advantage of a semi-
lunatic.”

“What are you going to do next? Come
‘with me to Borneo?”’

“That or take you with me to Burmah
for the jade.” -

“I can’t do that. I've enlisted capital in
this other proposition and it is a winner.
Placer gold as big as hickory nuts, plus
considerable excitement in securing it. The

natives are not what you might call hos-

pitable. One thing you are going to do
though, and thatis move your things to my
diggings. Come with me or not I wa.nt
your help in getting my outfit together.”

“I’ve got to get my own,” said Keeler.
“We may be able to combine the two ex-
peditions. The clean-up will be fairly quick
in both places, I imagine.”

For a week they discussed outfits to their
hearts’ content, looked up routes and rough
charts, reveled in the making out of lists of
requirements and talked of old adventures.
Walton smiled- quietly sometimes as he
watched the weaning of Keeler from the sen-
timent with which he had thought his friend
infected. -

They mentioned Cartwright once or twice
together with the name of hlS sister. The
priests had disappeared from the horizon.
Once McVea had called them up and told
Keeler in a jubilant voice that the formula
would be complete within three days, offer-
ing once more the second fifty thousand,
- which Keeler refused.

“Ye’ll come and see me before ye leave,”
said McVea. “I ha’ taken a fancy to ye,
lad, outside of the service you rendered.
Come on Thursday, early in the afternoon.
McAdie will be bere and I shall be holding a
wee reception wi’ the three o’ us.”
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WEDNESDAY morning Keeler
stepped out of a sporting-goods
store on Fifth Avenue and turned
south, to encounter Claire Arden. She
stopped, holding out her hand, color rising
to her pale face.

“I have been hoping to see you, Mr.
Keeler,” she said. “Trying to locate you.
I want to have a talk with you. There are
some things to be explained and then, if you
will, T should like to ask your advice.”

He looked at her gravely. In the com-
panionship of the last few days, the emi-
nently man-stuff of the association with
Walton, he had fancied himself freed from
whatever fascination she had held for him.
Now he knew that he was glad to see her,
that he had been hoping to do so.

She stood for something in his life that,
once displaced, would leave a gap, an ache, a
constant longing for something that Fate
had designed for him. He had always sus-
pended judgment upon her actions. They
had been inspired by her stepbrother and
the circumstances might be utterly extenu-
ating. It was only fair to talk the matter
out. With a man he would have insisted
upon doing so at Hoosac Falls and now,
that she asked . .

“I am going away soon,” he said “To
Burmah. When do you want to see me?”

“Why not now? We can go to the place
where I am staying. With my step-
brother. He is doing fairly well. Perhaps
you will see him too. It would be only fair
to him.. Will you come?”

“Whereisit? On Ninety-seventh Street?”’

She flushed slightly, knowing he was re-
membering the details of the trap set for

“YCS.”

At the next crossing Keeler secured an
unemployed cab and they rode in silence to
the boarding-house.  The last time they
had ridden together had been down to the
wharf in Honolulu from the Wing-Wo-
Wang bazaar when he had bought her the
carnation leis, and she had said that she
would like to be his friend. It seemed a
very long time ago now. .

He Tollowed her into a room fitted as a
library back of the conventional reception
room.- Long windows opened to a balcony
that overlooked a garden. She excused
herself for a few moments and returned
without her hat and coat, her hair resplen-
dent in the sun that came through the glass.
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“We shall be quite private here,” she said
as she pulled down the blinds half-way,
shutting off the glare and seating herself,
. back to thé window. “I have secured us
from interruption. I shall not keep you
very long.”

“My mother married Richard Cart-
wright,” she said in a low voice. “Hewasa
constructing engineer for certain roads pro-
jected in China. He already had a son
nearly twenty years old. Two days before
the Boxer riots culminated in Pekin a priest
ran into our compound, pursued by Boxers.
I was only seven years old then.”

Making you twenty-four now, computed
Keeler silently.

“I do not remember much of the incident.
I did not see it. - But the man was horribly
wounded by knives. My steptather drove
the Boxers away and did what he could for
the priest. It was not much, the man died
within the hour. But, tucked in the folds
of his waist-cloth, was a golden petal cov-
ered with strange writing. Mr. Cartwright
kept it, more as a souvenir than from any
idea of especial value, I think. At any rate,
two days later we were forced to seek shelter

with the rest in the British Legation, and it.

was temporarily forgotten. When the res-
cue came we left Peking for Shanghai.

The engineering projects were of course
abandoned. My stepfather lost all his
money and the destruction of the plans for
which he had been working for years seemed
to sap his interest in life. He was no longer
young and the next year he died. We, my
mother, my stepbrother and myself, came
to America and lived for a while at Hoosac
Falls. My mother was born there and
owned the farm at Sweetbrier Lodge. It
was not fertile or, at that time, of any value.
She died when I was eighteen.

“In the meantime my stepbrother had
secured a position as secretary with Stuart
McVea in New York. He lived with Mr.

McVea and took charge of his-affairs when -
the latter was traveling, which was the"

greater part of the time up to two years ago.
Richard got the position partly through his
knowledge of Mandarin—I retained mine
by using it with Richard, mainly for the fun
of having a language of our own—but prin-
cipally, though he did not realize it at the
time, from his possession of this golden petal.

‘‘He showed it to Mr. McVea at their sec-
ond interview, knowing him to be a collector
of Orjental curios. Mr. McVea seemed in-
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terested at once and' said that he had an-
other petal just like it. It was of some
value, he said, and he offered Richard the
position and a hundred dollars in cash for
the petal, the sale being a condition of the
engagement.

“I did not know until—until you came to
Hoosac Falls—the secret of the petal, ar
rather that of the completed flower. I
want you to realize that.”

She spoke with intense earnestness and
Keeler inclined his head. He had been
hoping to hear something of the sort.

“I did not know that my brother had ob-
tained casts ‘of the petals that rightly be-
longed to Mr. McVea, nor that he had taken
certain drugs, copied private notes and
listened to certain conversations that Mr.
McVea had with Professor McAdie. He
has only told me everything since he was
hurt. I am not attemptmg to excuse my
brother.”

“Your stepbrother, corrected Keeler.

“My stepbrother. He was carried away,
first by the belief that he was wronged, sec-
ondly by the same mania that has possessed
Mr. McVea. T only knew that he came up
to Hoosac Falls one Summer greatly excited
and told me that Mr. McVea had deceived
him as to the value of the petal, that his
employer was spending enormous sums to
secure other petals and that the completed
flower held a secret of incalculable value.

“He was strangely wrought up over what
he described as Mr. McVea’s treachery.
Richard is a peculiar character, Mr. Keeler.
I think that his'life in China must have
warped his own nature. He is secretive,
highly strung beneath an exterior that is
rarely demonstrative, save to me. No real
brother could be kinder,‘have done more for
me. We were very poor and, since my
mother’s death, he has spent almost every-
thing he earned on me, on my education and
my happiness.

“He spoke to Mr. McVea about the value
of the petal, being sufficiently in touch with
his private affairs to know the money that
wWis being spent for the others. Mr. McVea
laughed at him. He is 2 man who is lavish
on expenditures to follow his own whims,
parsimonious to pennies in the affairs of
others. He made no secret of the fact that
he would have paid much more to get the
petal from Richard but scoffed at the idea of
any Aurther recompense. Richard wanted
to send me to Wellesley.
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“I had set my heart on going and he man-
aged to let me go, at what sacrifices of his
own I was too young and selfish to consider.
But he considered that Mr. McVea had
robbed him. Even then he did not know
the actual value of the talisman, itsstu-
pendous value as he conceived it. But he

bided his time and as he learned more, re-

solved to secure this magic formula. When
Mr. McVea secured your services Richard
told me a part of his plans. I had long been
indignant at the way Mr. McVea treated
Richard’s work ; he used him as if he had been
a machine, demanding all his time fora pit-
tance. -

“Richard did not tell me all. I did not
share the Oriental way he looked at things,
I should have thought, as I do now, that
the idea was chimerical, absurd. He told
me that McVea had robbed him, that he
had a chance to secure this petal which was
similar to the one McVea had got from him
on false pretenses, that, with it in hand the
others increased in value and his possession
of it would force McVea to restitution.

“He was everything to me, had been
everything. I was eager to repay him. I
I went to Shanghai to watch for your ar-
rival and, as McVea’s automatic secretary
it was easy for him to manipulate the tele-
grams. He persuaded McVea to move and
—vyou know the rest. I met you. To me
you were part of the conspiracy to defraud
my brother. Then—you were different.
I saw your side of it, that you entered into
the contract from a sheer spirit of adven-
ture. After Honolulu—" she faltered.

“After Honolulu,” she went on, “I made
up my mind that, while I must keep faith
with Richard, it was not fair to you to
carry gut the plan as we had first arranged
it. e could not begin to give you fifty
thousand dollars. A year ago we could have
given you nothing. I should have given up
the attempt, or I should have wired Richard
and told you everything then.”

HER eyes met Keeler’s with the
first hint of shyness he had ever seen
in them and it thrilled him.

“Just before I started for Shanghai a val-
uable bed of iron ore was discovered back
of the farm that my mother left to me. It
extended into the hill where the trees grow,
where Richard was stabbed, at the spring
that day. They had made me an offer for
the hill but Richard had advised me not to
: :
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sell. I cabled from Honolulu to close. The
money was waiting for me when I arrived
in New York. g

“That was the ten thousand dollars your
brother offered me?”

“Yes. We were not thieves. Richard
told me that the money he expected to get
from McVea would be an enormous amount
and I meant later to see that you got the
whole of the fifty thousand. But it was’
vital that we secured the petal before you
saw McVea. We had to get it that night
and so, when you refused the ten thousand
we carried out the plan that Richard had
evolved. Of course the secret is nonsense
but Richard believed, still believes in it.
As does McVea.

“I suppose the petals are really worth
what Richard told you when he posed as
Angus McVea, perhaps a thousand dollars
apiece. But I can not make him see that.
The loss has retarded his recovery, the fever
will not disappear, his life is in danger. He
is often delirious, he threatens you and
McVea, he is growing steadily weaker.

“When—when I told you I should like to
be your friend, I meant it. You have suc-
ceeded, you can afford to be generous——"’

“What do you want me to do? I will
gladly undertake it. If you want to reward
me for anything I may accomplish—let us
realize that friendship.”

She had risen and he stood in frorit of her
holding out his hand. She took it and her
eyes clouded.

“I do not know what may be done,” she
said. ‘I wanted your advice, if you be-
lieved, if you trusted me.”

“With all my heart,” he answered. It
was a trite phrase and he uttered it some-
what glibly but he confirmed its meaning
with a look.

“Thank you.” The word was sufficient.

“But your brother had casts of the seven
petals,” said Keeler. ‘“And you say he hal
secured translations. He had the eighth
petal in his possession for several hours.
Was he unable to translate its script?
Why did he not take a cast of it like the
rest?”’

“It was too encrusted. All the rest were
treated with weak acids for some time before
the characters could be properly dis-
tinguished. It had to be done slowly and
carefully as many of them were intricate.
We did not have the necessary solvents in
the house and in the meantime he carried
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it with him. We thought we would be
quite safe in Hoosac Falls. We knew we
were followed.

I recognized Redding in the second ma-
chine. And I saw the taxicab though I did
not know you were in it. No one in New
York knew about the farm and we were
sure we had shaken off Redding. In fact
we saw him give up the chase. Richard

had gone to the spring to get some water— "~

it was analytically pure—in which to steep
the herbs. Then—you came.”

“Mounted upon a motor-cycle and
desperately afraid of falling off,” said
Keeler.

“Now, then, I will go up with you to see
your brother. I have an appointment with
McVea tomorrow. Of course this magic
draft of life is ridiculous. Exactly how
to convince McVea of it, I do not know.
The making of the formula may not be sat-
isfactory. There may be tests. McAdie
is to be there. I will consult him.

“But in any event I shall talk with
McVea. There shall be some sort of resti-
tution that will satisfy your brother. For
the present my talk with him may get him
into a better condition. It is the best I can
do. The whole thing is so extraordinary—
I mean the delusion as to the virtues of the
talisman. It is an Oriental attribute to
cling to superstitions that they will not put
to the proof and both McVea and your
brother have become affected with such a
phase.”

“I wish the priests had secured the thing,”
said the girl.

“I don’t. I needed that fifty thousand.
You see I am part Scotch myself, Miss Ar-
den. What they want is to prevent the
passing of the secret to Occidentals. I
don’t think they would have particularly
bothered McVea while he had only some of
the petals or did not guess what they are
supposed to be able to accomplish. There
are many of the flowers in existence in China
and Tibet, I imagine. Several at any rate
in the possession of the lamas.

“Cathay sleeps content on its secrets but
they will fight to hold them. The petals of
Lao-Tze are part of the crown jewels of a
royalty blended with priestly and temporal
rule. They belong to the mysterious East,
a treasure of that storehouse which we Cau-
casians are bent’upon rifling—and we must
take the risks. Now take me up to
Richard.”
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CHAPTER XVII
THE ELIXIR

KEELER visited McVea early, hoping
to be there before McAdie. He had
yet no definite plans to force the hand of
the scientist but he meant to do the best
he could. If, in some way, the elixir did
not materialize—he supposed that it would
have to assume a certain shape prescribed
by the formula—and, if McVea utterly re-
fused restitution, he resolved to make it
himself out of the money he had received
and cheerfully purchase with it the friend-
ship of the girl.

But he had to be guided by circumstances
and he trusted to his wits for the necessary
diplomacy. The two guards were in the
outer office and he told of his appointment.
One of them consulted a memorandum tab-
let, then looked at his watch.

“Keeler or McAdie, after one o’clock,”
he read. “No one else to be admitted.”

“It wants ten minutes of the time yet,
yowll have to wait,” he went on. ‘“He’s
been busy all night. Jim and me split
watches. Seemed to be powerful afraid of
some one getting in to him. We ain’t even
seen him this morning. He wouldn’t take
in his breakfast. Something went off with
a bang at ten o’clock but he cussed our
heads off when we spoke to him.”

The man waited until the exact hour be-
fore he knocked on the inner door. An
inarticulate growl answered him. -

“One o’clock, Mr. McVea, and here’s
Mr. Keeler to see you on appoint-
ment.”

McVea flung the door open. He was
clad in a brocaded dressing-gown of Orien-
tal texture and design. His face was aflame
with an excitement that culminated in his
eyes, sparkling like diamonds under the
shaggy brows.

“Come in, lad, come in,” he cried, shut-
ting the door behind them,

The air was aromatic with pungent es-
sences, the table crowded with retorts,
beakers, crucibles, graduates and racks of
test-tubes filled with liquids and corked
with wads of cotton. The floor was littered
with the husks of bulbs and shreds of dried
leafage. Above an alcobol lamp something
was brewing in an earthenware receptacle,
giving out a redolent vapor, curiously in-
vigorating.
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McVea pointed to a tall goblet of thin
crystal, slightly steaming.

“Things took longer than I anticipated,”
he said. “But there were certain reagents
that were difficult to establish. Now I am
but waiting for the elixir to cool. Look at
it, boy.” He lifted the goblet in his long
fingers and held it to the light. “Perfect,

the hue of living blood, the essence of life-

itself, no sediment, no scum. Not even fil-
tered absolutely adJusted by the chemlstry
of its constituents.”

“McAdie can not be here until lat¢r,” he
said. “He has a consultation. We shall
not wait for him. Sit down until it cools.
I have already taken the first draft, for
there are two mixtures, and life is rioting
through my veins now. Do ye ken what it
means, man, yon essence of eternity?
Power born of the past and present, the

-real ichor, a draft of divinity, a goblet
of godhood!”

Keeler glanced past the glass with its rich
transparent contents, shining in the sun
like the heart of 2 ruby. In the museum
beyond the lights were on. The case con-
taining the petals was on a central table
amid note-books and sheets of paper. The
shutters were tightly closed, with the bars
beyond them hidden. The safe was open.
The scientist followed his look.

T shall put the talisman in safe keeping,”
he said. “I shall need it no more. One
dose suffices. But I shall hide the petals
safely and destroy my formulas. McAdie
but gave me the hints, ye ken. I read the
runes. The secret is mine—mine. If I
had but your youth?”

He looked suddenly at Keeler and the
latter smiled back at him. He read mania
in McVea’s gaze, mania and a sudden sus-
picion.

“T would not change places with you,”
he said. “I am satisfied with an equal
share of life with my friends.”

“It would do you no good, mind ye,”
said McVea. “For there are two drafts
to be taken and the first has gone to the last
drop. Not that I mistrust ye. Ye ha’
proved my trust and ye ha’ been paid, ve
ha’

He stopped abruptly. The goblet had
stopped steaming. McVea took it in his
hand.

" “T drink to Life,” he said, and swallowed
the potion, tilting the vessel till the last
bright globule, like a bead of blood, flowed
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into his lips. For a moment his eyes
blazed and his face grew radiant. Some
supernal activity seemed emanating from
it. His form straightened until it towered
erect. .

“I hold—" ]

A fearful change swept over him with in-
credible rapidity. The features shrank
convulsed with agony. Still upright, his
body quivered in one complete convulsion.
His jaws sagged and his tongue lolled out
like a panting dog’s. His eyes were horri-
bly dilated, fearful, the whites suffused
with sudden blood. The soul of the man
seemed to be breaking its way through his
tissues. Before Keeler could reach him he
had crumpled as if his bones had suddenly
become dissolved. Only the rind of a man
quivered for a second at Keeler’s feet.

He jumped for the door and threw it
wide.

“Get a doctor,” he shouted. The men
stared for a second. XKeeler repeated his
order. ‘“He has poisoned himself. Get a
doctor.”

One of the guards looked through the
door, apparently dazed. The other rushed
to the outer door.

“T’ll have one here in a minute,” he said.
“There’s one in the building.”

Keeler felt the action was idle. McVea
was dead beyond recall, as dead as if the
mixture had acted inversely and thrust
him back into the centuries. He searched
the telephone directory for McAdie’s num-
ber. The professor might be able to tell
the names of the herbs, the doctor might
know-their properties and prescribe an anti-
dote. As he called the number he knew
that it was useless, but he got the connec-
tion as the guard came back with a man
who entered swiftly, carrying a small sur-
geon’s bag, and passed to the inner room.

McAdie promised to come immediately.

“I suspected something of the sort,” he
said. “McVea tried to hide his secret as
well as he could but I knew he was going
to tackle some experiment. I begged him
to have any mixture analyzed before test-
ing but he seemed to think I was trying to
pump him. Poor devil. T’ll be there in
ten minutes.”

As Keeler hung up the phone the doctor
came out swiftly without his bag. Keeler
called to him but he did not answer.

“Gone to get some dope from his room,”
said the guard.
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The action was peculiar. Keeler had
caught the barest glimpses of the physician
but a vague suspicion mounted.

“Go after him and bring him back,” he
said. “Bring him back whatever he says.”

The guard hurried away and Keeler went
into the room where the body of McVea
now sprawled in a chair by the window, his
face ghastly, looking as if a weird mold had
sprouted on the skin. His coat, vest and
shirt had been unfastened. The door to
the museum was open. The doctor’s bag
was on the table but the jewel case with
the talisman was gone. Keeler returned
swiftly to the office as the guard came back
panting.

“Couldn’t catch him, sir. He took the
elevator to the hall and went out. Told
the ballman he was going to the drug-
store.”

“What was his name?”

“Dr. Lenz. Lived in the suite just below’
this. Didn’t have much practise, the ele-
vator boy says. Only come here two
months ago, just after he”’—he jerked his
head at the inner room—moved in.”

“What did he look like? Anything like
a Chinaman?”

The man looked perplexed.

“Now you come to mention it, yes and
no. Kind of sallow and slanty eyes. Only
they was hazel, not black.”

“Tell the office to call the nearest physi-
cian,” said Keeler curtly. The thing was
plain enough. The Southern tribes of Tibet
have less distinguishing racial features than
many Mongols, and their eyes are hazel.
The man had been living for two months
in McVea’s fortress waiting for the chance
that had come at last. The talisman had
gone back to its owners. And its ravisher
had gone back to the dust.

The guard came back with McAdie.

“Doctor Bennington will be here in a
minute or two,” said the man. Was the
other guy a crook?”

“Hardly that,” said Keeler.

He passed in with McAdie.

The physician can not bring back—that,”
he said. “I thought you might know the
nature of the herbs or be able to describe
them but it is too late. He was going to
destroy his formulas but they have de-
stroyed him,

“He knew enough of Sanscrit to choose
the recurring root-forms,” said McAdie,
“and he made careful drawings of those to
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show to me. I never handled the actual
petals, but he had special difficulty with
some words and I was able to get a fair
idea of what he was up to. I have heard of
Lao-Tze’s elixir of life, of course. I never
dreamed he would do more than exper-
ment judiciously for the scientific research
of the matter. I wish I could have seen the
complete flower.

“It was Lao-Tze who said ‘Death is the
portal to the House of Life.” Whatever
merit there may have been in the thing, the
ingredients were undoubtedly powerful and
only to be taken after a long course of physi-
cal and mental preparation. He did not
take that into consideration.”

Doctor Bennington entered and made a
perfunctory examination.

“The man’s tissues have been literally
burned up,” he said. ‘“He must have had
hardening of the arteries. The man spoke
of poison. Do you suspect suicide?”

“An experiment that proved fatal,” said
McAdie tendering his card.

The physician bowed.

“T recognize the name,” he said.

He sniffed at the contents of the various
receptacles and shrugged his shoulders.

“An autopsy might reveal causes,” he
said. “But I can give a prognosis. He died
of overstimulation—too potent tonic. With
those arteries! A case of putting new wine
into old bottles, gentlemen.”

“LAST time of asking, Keeler,”

said Walton, “Are you coming

with me to Borneo and am I going
with you to Burmah afterward?”

“I think I have had enough excitement
for a while,” answered Keeler. “The United
States looks good to me. I've about decided
to stay and go in for breeding horses. I want
to work out a theory about a mixture of
one-tenth Arabian and the rest Morgan
with a small percentage——"

“A small percentage of rot,”” retorted
Walton. “But I can give you a tip, Keeler.
We weren’t there very long, but it looked
to me as if there was a fine pasture land
back of Sweetbrier Lodge. Hoosac Falls
is a pretty little place. But, when you get
tired of it and hear the East a-calling—
Gare la femme, my_boy. Better come to
Borneo.”

“I am not going to Borneo, thank you,”
answered Keeler. “As for you, you may go
to the devil.”
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sweet

OW and then in the
backwaters of our country life
. we discover a love-idyl of in-

finite charm. We find that a
youth and a maiden have drifted slowly
together through the Springtime of their
Lives, and that love has come so gently into
the heasts of the two that they are utterly
unable to tell how, when or where the little
god forced an entrance. Such a love-idyl
took place in Galloping Dick Valley.

The sweethearts were Howard Frazer
and Marjorie Ashworth, and the threads of
their lives had been, from earliest infancy,
woven together in the loom of everyday
happenings. Howard, looking back over his
life, could not discover a day that had not
received a certain glamour from the near
presence of the little maid, while Marjorie’s
mental records -were filled with snapshots
of Howard, the very, very earliest of
which, a little blurred and a little in-
distinct, showed a barefooted boy who
hunted tadpoles and everlastingly whistled
4 ‘Dme 9

She remembered how his whistling had
brought to her the first great puzzle of her
life. She had asked the barefooted boy
why he whistled the one tune and he had
answered-quickly—

“To get your grandfather mad.”

“But that won’t make grandfather an-

1 cried Marjorie.

“Yes it will’” shouted the tadpole-

“It’s ‘Dixie’ that I’m whistlin’
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an’ my granddad says Grandfather Ash-
worth doesn’t like it.”

The boy’s remark puzzled MarJone for
long, long weeks, then she gradually came
to understand that her grandfather and
Howard’s grandfather held different opin-
ions. She became ‘the companion of the
tadpole-hunter, and Galloping Dick Valley
was a place of wonders to her. The two
spent their days together, long beautiful
days that brought them much happiness.

The valley was an ideal place for youth-
ful sweethearts. The slopes of Hymettus
or the scented vales of Thessaly were back-
grounds no whit more suitable for a love-
setting. The birds that sang in the trees
had notes as sweet as the bulbul that
charmed the heart of the Princess Hamara
and the little hares that came out in the
late afternoons discreetly dropped their
ears lest they-should hear the words that
lovers whispered.

The Frazer nd Ashworth homes were on
opposite sides of Galloping Dick Valley,
separated by grassy slopes and the little
river that gurgled over its bed of white
pebbles. The Frazer house was on the
western slope, and its diamond-shaped
window-panes flirted wildly with the morn-
ing sun when he peeped up over Ironface
Mountain, The windows of the Ashworth-
house faced the west and they heliographed
good night to the red orb as he dropped into
the green mattress of Pinker’s Woods.

And in the valley love came through
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soft sunny years that made it a place of

amazing wonder to the two sweethearts. .

The song of the river, the perfume of the
flowers, and the caresses of the little scented
breezes that came down from Ironface
Mountain brought into their lives a poetry
that lifted them to the stars.

Wonderful, wonderful adventures came to’

the boy and the girl on the banks of the
singing river. There was magic in Gallop-
ing Dick Valley. Looking back over the
rose-hued years they saw days that humped
themselves up like little Himalayas in the
terrain of child life. There were many of
those days. There was one, far, far back
when a gipsy sat on the bridge of white
sandstone and sang strange songs to the
river.

There was the day when Howard agreed
not to whistle “Dixie” if Marjorie would
kiss him, which Marjorie immediately did,
and there was the extiting day when How-
ard was lost in the woods that led up to-
ward Ironface, a ramp of green thrust up
against the dark red rock of the mountain.
Thrilling, thrilling days.

In the Frazer and Ashworth households
death had, in a freakish manner, cut away
an entire generation, leaving on one side of
the valley a solitary grandparent to How-
ard, and on the opposite side a single fore-
runner to pretty Marjorie.  Howard’s
grandfather was known in Galloping Dick
Valley as “Old Judge Frazer.”

He was a white-haired, erect and rather
dandified old man who had a habit of in-
forming all and sundry that he was born
on the day that General Zachary Taylor
won the battle of Palo Alto and then, after
giving this information, he looked closely
at the person addressed to see if he or she
was sufficiently acquainted with American
history to know that Palo Alto was fought
in the year 1846. Old Judge Frazer was
a little formal, a little fussy. He spoke of
“blood” and “old families” and he wor-
shiped the memory of Robert Edward Lee.
He never spoke of his hero as Robert E.
Lee. .

Across the valley was Grandfather Ash-
worth, twenty-five years older than Judge
Frazer, and of a totally different type.
Grandfather Ashworth was a stooped, gar-
rulous old man who loved to sit in the sun-
shine and talk, and he was known to every
man and woman in Galloping Dick Valley
as the possessor of a relic that had no coun-
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terpart in the United States. This story
tells how Grandfather Ashworth’s relic had
such a strange influence in the love-afiairs
of his granddaughter and Howard Frazer.

g IT WAS on the day following the
one on which Howard had given his

promise that he would not whistle
“Dixie’”” that the boy saw the relic for the
first time and heard from the lips of Grand-
father Ashworth the story of how it came
into the old man’s possession. Howard
knew that he would never forget that day.
It was the Everest of those humped days
when happenings, tinted and beautiful,
dropped into the waking hours and made
lilac-colored pinnacles that reached to the
stars. He sat above the singing river,
holding Marjorie’s hand, and Grandfather
Ashworth told the story in a quaint, child-
like manner that thrilled the boy.

“It was the sixth of June in 1862,” began
Grandfather Ashworth, who from much
practise told his story with the charm and
sweetness of a troubadour. “The sixth of
June at about seven o’cleck in the mormnin’.
I was jest after feedin’ the hosses an’ I was
comin’ up from the barn when I turned my
head an’ looked up the valley.

“What would you think, Howard, if you
looked up this here valley on a nice Summer
mornin’ an’ saw the banks of the river
movin'? Yes, sir, movin’l Movin’ slowly
from that big pine to way up above Fow-
ler’s Crossin’!

“ Jack Ashworth, I says to myself,
‘you're dreamin’! Your eyes have gone
back on you an’ you not much over forty.’
That’s what I said. -

“Well, Howard, I rubbed my eyes an’
looked again. An’ the sides of the valley
were movin’ more than ever!  Movin’ fast,
boy! An’ d’ye know why? T’ll tell you!
Down Gallopin’ Dick Valley was comin’
an army! An ammy, Howard! Hoss an’
foot an’ cannen, five thousand an’ more,
an’ I stood right there near the maple-tree
an’ watched 'em comin’. Sixth of June,
1862! Don’t forget the date!”

Wonderfully thrilled was Howard Frazer
as he listened. He held Marjorie’s little
hand in a tight clasp and his blue eyes
shone brightly.

“Hoss an’ foot an’ cannon,” repeated
Grandfather Ashworth, pleased with the
phrase. ‘“They shook the earth. Prancin’
hosses, companies an’ companies of men, -
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an’ reg’lar big black cannon that could
knock a town clean off the map!

€A chap on a bay hoss jumped clean over
my fence, frightenin’ the ducks an’ the
chickens an’ he yelled out a question at me
as he came over. ‘Is Pinker’s Woods this
side of the main road?’ he cried. ‘Yes, sir,
- 1 said. ‘Pinker’s Woods is about six miles
- straight down the valley’.

‘“‘He swung his hoss round, jumped back
over the fence an’ galloped over to another
officer sittin’ on a big black hoss. He spoke
to the chap on the black, then a bugle rang
out an’ the whole bunch stopped. Hoss
an’ foot an’ cannon. They- were right
here then, swarmin’ all roun’ here where
you’re sittin’. An’ I was talkin’ to ’em,
givin’ ’em milk an’ things.”

“Northerners?”’ questioned Howard.

“Of course they were Northerners!”
cried Grandfather Ashworth. “What ’d 1
be doin’ givin’ milk an’ apples an’ taters
to rebels? Your grandfather was that
kind, Howard, but not me! Old jedge
went the other way to me an’ he hasn’t got
roun’ to the right way o’ thinkin’ yet.”

Howard moistened his lips and remained
silent. He wanted to stand up for his
grandfather but the craving to hear the
wonder-story swamped family loyalty, and
Grandfather Ashworth continued.

“The chap on the big black hoss gave an
order an’ an officer with fifty cavalrymen
started at a gallop down the valley. :

“ ‘Where are they goin’? I said to a
feller I was givin’ hot coffee to.

“ “The rebs are in Pinker’s Woods,” he
said, ‘an’ the cavalry is goin’ to feel ’em out.’

“Say, young Howard, I thought those
cavalrymen would break their necks they
were in such a hurry. Zowie, didn’t they
ride!. They went plumb down the slope
into the nver, clumb out near the old wind-
mill an’ went helter-skelter down the
valley.

“I guess they were gone about half an
hour when we heard firin’. Sounded like a
boy beatin’ a tin pan a long, long way off.
Then after a while those troopers came
back. Not all of ’em, Howard. Not half
of ’em. Fifty men an’ fifty hosses went
down the valley an’ only sixteen of ’em
came back! Sixteen! Counted ’em my-
self as they came lickety-split up the road
by Colcher’s Mill!”

“What happened to the others?” asked
Howard breathlessly.

“What happened to ’em?” cried Grand-
father Ashworth. “Why, they were shot,
boy! Shot by the rebs in Pinker’s Woods!
Shot by men they couldn’t see! Didn’t
the old jedge Ever tell you about Pinker’s
Woods, Howard?”

“No, sir,” answered Howard, blushing
under the scrutiny of Grandfather Ash-
worth’s bright black eyes.

“That’s a wonder,” muttered the story-
teller. “Curious.”

He paused a moment as if seeking a
reason for Old Judge Frazer’s silence, then
he went on with his story.

“The ofhcer on the big black hoss cussed
a treat when the cavalry leader told him
what had happened. He jest said things
about those rebels that would have frizzled
‘em up if they’d been close enough to hear
him. You bet!

“I got over close to where he was sittin’
on his black hoss an’ I says to one of the
soldiers, ‘Say, that chap can use some tall
language.’

“ ‘What chap?’ says the soldier.

“ “The chap on the black hoss,’ I said.

“ ‘Why,” says the soldier, ‘don’t you
know who that is?’

“ ‘No,’ I said.

“ ‘He’s General Grant,” he says.

“{General Grant!’ I yelled.
Grantl

“Say, Howard, I yelled that name out sa
loud that the general thought I was callin’
out to him. He turned in his saddle an’
looked at me, an’ he didn’t look as if he
liked me either. No, sir! His cigar stuck
up out o’ the corner o’ his mouth like as if
he was tryin’ to light it with the sparks
that came out o’ his eyes an’ he looked at
me as if T was a copperhead.

“ ‘Well,” he said, glarin’ at me, ‘do you
know another way?’

“ ‘Another way where?’ I said.

“ ‘Down the valley, you idjut!’ he roared.
“The rebels have got imnto Pinker’s Woods
an’ they’re blockin’ our way! Is there
another road?’

“That gave me a chance, then, Howard.
Gave me a chance to serve General Grant
an’ serve my country. Yes, boy. At that
time there was only two men in this val-
ley who knew Gallopin’ Dick’s trail round
Ironface Mountain an’ I was one of them.
The other was your grandaddy, the jedge.
That trail went round the mountain an’
came out back of the woods.

‘General
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“ ‘Why, yes, General,’ I said, an’ standin’ _

right up in front of the black hoss I told him
all about the trail.

“‘Can you guide a company over the
mountain?”’ said the general.

““If T get a hoss I can,” I said back to
him. ‘I'm crippled with the rheumatism,
General, else I'd have been out with the
Army.’

“Well, they got me a hoss, Howard, an’
1 started out with an’ officer an’ a hundred
cavalrymen. ‘Get behind ’em an’ root
’em out into the valley,’” said General Grant
to the officer as we rode off, ‘I’ll be waitin’
for ’em when you get ’em into the open.’

“The officer saluted an’ away we went
up Gallopin’ Dick’s trail. When you get
to be 2 man, Howard, you might take a trip
over that trail. Gallopin’ Dick used to
ride down it at a gallop, so they say, but I
don’t believe it. A man would have to be
plumb crazy to ride down that trail at a
gallop It’s the worst trail between here
an’ the Mississippi, a reg’lar snorter of a
track.

“Sometimes you’re ridin’ along a ledge
bout three feet wide with a drop under-
neath of about a hundred yards or more an’
other times you’d think the mountain was
goin’ to tilt clean over an’ bury yer. It
made that officer an’ the cavalrymen sweat.
You bet it did! You could hear ’em sayin’
things about the trail an’ about Gallopin’
Dick as we went up it, an’ they weren’t
praisin’ either of ’em.

“ ‘How did this Gallopin’ Dick die??
said the officer to me when we were half
way over.

‘ ‘He got hanged,’ I said.

“ ‘He deserved it,” he snapped.
oughter burned him.’

“We got over the mountain by about
noon an’ then we crept quietly up on Pin-
ker’s Woods. Very quietly, young feller.
Those rebs were watchin’ the valley an’
we were crawlin’ in behind ’em an’ they
didn’t know it. The whole bunch o’ us
had got off our hosses an’ we were movin’
through the trees like red Injuns.

“Presently some one in front fired slap-
bang at us, then the officer yelled out,
‘Charge,’ an’ the boys charged. I jest
went along with ’em, hallooin’ an’ yellin’
so as to make the rebs believe that the
whole of Grant’s army had got in behind
em, an’ 1 believe those rebs were so sur-
prised that they jest thought ten thousand

‘They

Adventure

men were streakin’ through the woods.

“They cut like all creation for the valley
an’ General Grant was waitin’ for ’em as
he said he would be. He was waitin’ for
’em, young feller, an’ when I got out onto
the road there was a whole bunch of ’em
with their hands up an’ your grandaddy
was ‘'mongst ’em! Yes, Howard. That was
a time when Old Jedge Frazer forgot that
there was some one who knew as much as
he did.

“General Grant was sittin’ on his black
hoss like as if nothin’ had happened an’
when he saw me he nodded friendly like.

“ ‘Well, Ashworth,’ he said, ‘you got my
boys around all right.’ :

“ ‘Why, yes, General,” 1 said, tryin’ to
look as if I d done nothin’ to brag about.
‘Why, yes.’

“q thank you, Ashworth,’ said General
Grant. ‘You saved us a lot o’ trouble.
I’m glad you didn’t join the Army. If you
were away we wouldn’t have found Gallop-
in’ Dick’s trail.’ ’

“Those were jest the words he said to me,
Howard, an’ then jest as he was ridin’ off
he stuck his hand into his jacket an’ pulled
out this cigar! This cigar I got here in
this pickle-bottle!”

It was then that Howard Frazer had his
first peep at the relic that was without
counterpart in the whole of the land. In
the pickle-bottle that was hermetically
sealed with brown paper and red wax was
a long black cigar, that had sloughed away
much of its outer covering through the
long years that had elapsed since General
Grant rode down Galloping Dick Valley.

“Here it is jest as the general gave it to
me!” cried Grandfather Ashworth. ‘“He
handed it to me like I’d hand this piece of
stick to you an’ he says—

“ I don’t know whether it’s a good cigar,
Ashworth, but it’s the best durned smoke
they had in the last town we passed
through!

“That’s what he said, Howard, an’ that’s
the whole story.”

THAT same evening, Howard Fra-
zer, sitting opposite his grandfather
at the supper-table, put a question
to the old judge.

“Grandfather,” said the boy, “did you
really think an army was attacking you in
the rear on the day you were taken prisoner
at Pinker’s Woods?”
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Old Judge Frazer laid down his knife and
fork and turned his keen eyes upon his
grandson.

“Has Grandfather Ashworth been telling
you that story?”” he snapped.

“Yes, sir,”” answered Howard. “He
showed me the cigar General Grant gave
him and he told me how he led the North-
ern cavalry over Galloping Dick’s trail.”

‘“Howard,” said the old judge, after a
long pause, ‘‘Grandfather Ashworth is
mighty old and he’s been showing that
pickle-bottle with a stogie inside it up and
down this valley for half a century, but
some day some one’s going to get mad and
break that bottle! You mark my words!
They’ll get mad and break it, and that old
stogie, being as dry as ashes, will float away
on the wind!”

“Yes, sir,” said Howard, and as the boy
noted the little flush of anger upon the
cheeks of the judge he wisely refrained
from any further conversation regarding the
doings in Pinker’s Woods on that bright
June morning of long ago.

But in the days that followed the telling
of the story Galloping Dick Valley became
more wonderful than ever to Howard
Frazer. On sweet Summer days when a
blue haze like a bridal veil hung over the
river, he fancied he could see Grant’s cav-
alry leaping down the grassy slopes into
the river and once he was awakened from
a midday siesta by the notes of a dream
bugle that seemed to float down from Iron-
face Mountain over which Grandfather
Ashworth had led the troopers.

And then on one riotous Spring day the
miracle of love was made plain to Howard
Frazer and Marjorie Ashworth. The river,
Spring-fattened by showers, climbed little
by little till it flowed inch deep over the
sandstone bridge. Marjorie, on the Frazer
side of the stream, looked fearfully at the
adventurous little waves, then, before she
realized what was happening, strong arms
picked her up bodily and carried her
across.

The boy and the girl looked at each other
with strange, startled eyes. A curtain
that had obscured their vision had been
suddenly torn aside and they were a
little afraid, a little terrified at what they
saw.

“Marjorie!” cried Howard. ‘Marjorie!”

The beautiful eyes of the girl looked up
into the eyes of her boy sweetheart as he

leaned toward her, then with a startled cry
she turned and fled up ‘the path that led
to her grandfather’s house.

im: WONDERFUL, . wonderful days
ze-57. were those that came to Galloping
#7253 Dick Valley after that happening.
The lilac banner of love fluttered upon the
little breezes that rolled down the valley,
the tree fairies that wove the shawls for the
woods made the green coverings more
beautiful in honor of the lovers.

Summer bloomed into its full passion
time and Galloping Dick Valley roused it-
self. Old Judge Frazer was busy. Very,
very busy. The judge planned an Inde-
pendence Day celebration and a real sena-
tor, a friend of the judge, was coming down
to the valley to make an address. Old
men chatted about the event, farmers from
the hills and the fat lands where the valley
widened discussed the big event at the
crossroads.

The senator came, a large pompous man
who was perfectly well aware that he was
the main attraction of the day. He was
under the personal guidance of Old Judge
Frazer, but during the momentary absence
of the judge, a mischievous person intro-

V!'l7¢

Y

"duced the great man to Grandfather Ash-

worth, explaining that Grandfather Ash-
worth was the oldest man in Galloping
Dick Valley. )

To back up the statement Grandfather
Ashworth dragged a few incidents from the
reticule of his mind and hurled them at the
senator.

“Old?” he cackled. “Why I was old
when I saw Grant’s cavalry come gallopin’
back along this road from Pinker’s Woods.
Only sixteen of ’em came back out of half
a hundred! Sixteen! Counted ’em my-
self!”

The senator was interested. He sat
down beside Grandfather Ashworth, and
the old man told the story of General
Grant’s invasion of Galloping Dick Valley,
of the ride over the mountain and the at-
tack upon the rebels in Pinker’s Woods,
A great story for the senator. His face
expressed his astonishment as Grandfather
Ashworth told of the cigar and how he had
preserved it through the years.

“And you have now the cigar that Gen-
eral Grant gave you?”’ cried the amazed
legislator.

“Sure,” said Grandfather Ashworth. “I
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put it in a pickle-bottle an’ sealed it up the
day the general gave it to me. It looks
pretty near the same now. A little bit
raggedy an’ dry, but it’s there.”

“I’'m amazed!” cried the senator. “Could
I see it?”

“Sure,” said grandfather. “My house is
jest down the road an’ I’ll send my grand-
daughter to get the bottle.”

So Marjorie went for the pickle-bottle,
and with Marjorie went ‘Howard Frazer.
Life was good to them on that wonder
morning. Galloping Dick Valley was a
beautiful, sweet place, and they loved with
the deliciously thrilling love of youth.

The senator took the pickle-bottle from
the trembling hands of Grandfather Ash-
worth and stared at the frayed cigar.

“Extraordinary!’ he cried.  “Most ex-
traordinary! I never heard of such an
amazing relic! Never!”

And then the senator, knowing nothing
of Old Judge Frazer’s part in the affair at
Pinker’s Woods on that June morning in
1862, carried the bottle to the judge.

“This should be in Washington!” he
cried. “It should! A cigar given by our
greatest general as a reward for a brave
deed should be placed——"

“That cigar makes me tired!” inter-
rupted Old Judge Frazer. “Why—why—
what did he bring it here for today? I'm
sick of hearing about that cigar!”

“Course you are!” screamed Grandfather
Ashworth.  “ Course you are! General
Grant gave it to me ’cause 1 led his men in
behind a bunch of Johnny- Rebs, an’ you
was one of ’em! You saw General Grant
give it to me, didn’t yer? You were there
with yer hands up in the air an’ 2

Old Judge Frazer sprang from his chair
and made a rush at Grandfather Ashworth
and it took the combined efforts of the sena-
tor and six committeemen to keep the two
old warriors apart. Their shrll, high-
pitched voices screamed threats and chal-
lenges and Galloping Dick Valley divided
itself into two sections and followed the
old men as good friends led them to their

respective homes, Grandfather Ashworth -

nursing the pickle-bottle, Old Judge Frazer
nursing his wounded pride.
To Marjorie and Howard the row be-

tween the two old men was a tragic affair.

Grandfather Ashworth, on reaching home,
had called his granddaughter into the par-
lor and addressed her sternly.

Adventure

“I don’t want you to have anything more
to do with that young Howard Frazer!”
he screamed.

“Grandfather!”’ cried Marjorie.

“You can yell ‘Grandfather’ as much as
you like!® snapped the old man. “What I
says is the law in this house! His family

‘is never goin’ to get mixed up with mine.

No sirree!  The jedge is pizen, plain pizen!
Saw it in his eyes when the senator showed
him the pickle-bottle!”

Across the valley, at the same moment,
Old Judge Frazer “was addressing his
grandson.

“Howard,” said the judge, “you’ve got to
leave off playing the fool with that young
Ashworth girl.

“Grandad!” cried Howard. ‘“Why,
Marjorie and I—why—why we—we love
each other!”

“You heard what I said!” roared the

judge. “I don’t want you to see her or to
talk to her! If you do you'll have to leave
this house!”

The sunshine left Galloping Dick Valley.
The little breezes lost their caressing soft-
ness. The river sang no more as it hurried
down to the big bridge far below Pinker’s
Woods. At least it seemed so to the two
lovers. Others might have felt the sun-
shine and the breezes and heard the music
of the river, but Howar and Marjorie felt
certain that the valley had become a place
of intense gloom.

They could not rebel against the ukase.
At.least Marjorie could not. - Grandfather
Ashworth was ninety-five years of age and
she had not the heart to disobey him. She
met Howard and told him this and Howard
became despondent.

And as the days rolled on there came new
troubles to vex Howard. The senator had
carried the story of General Grant’s cigar
northward and down into Galloping Dick
Valley came a young man who desired to
see the relic. He saw the cigar and also
saw Marjorie Ashworth, and he stayed.

Howard hated him. The newcomer was,
a swaggering young man, much in love with
himself, a boastful talker, a little inclined
to patronize the dwellers in the valley.
But Howard’s dislike was mostly based on
the knowledge that the visitor, whose name
was Franklin Ayer, went daily to the Ash-
worth house, ostensibly to hear again the
story of how Grandfather Ashworth led

. the Northern cavalry over Galloping Dick’s
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trail, but in reality to see and talk with
pretty Marjorie.

The residents of the valley watched and
wondered.  Thev loved Marjorie Ash-
worth, while Howard was a general favo-
rite.

Lafe Blaine, who farmed at the back of
Ironface Mountain, met Howard on the
road one morning.

“Mornin’, Howard,” said Lafe.

‘“Morning, Lafe,” said Howard.

Lafe pulled up his team and after the
greeting he sat silent for a few moments,
looking down at Howard.

At last he spoke.

“A pity your grandad an’ Grandfather
. Ashworth had that row, Howard,” he said.

‘“Yes, it was,” agreed Howard.

Again there was a silence, then another
remark from Lafe.

“Seems to me that this here feller Frank-
lin Ayer wouldn’t be stoppin’ in the valley
if they hadn’t rowed,”” he said.

Howard made no comment and Lafe
shook his reins and clucked to his horses.
As he moved off he turned his head and
spoke in a voice that showed he had little
love for the visitor.

“T heard him say last night that he came
from the place where my sister, Emma, is
livin’. I’m goin’ to write Emma an’ find
out about that chap.”

Howard stood and watched the wagon
go down theroad, then he struck up through
the trees toward Ironface. The Autumn
had come quietly upon the valley and the
trees were a riot of color.

He found Galloping Dick’s trail and fol-
Jowed it, his thoughts upon Marjorie and
her grandfather, of Lafe Blaine’s words and
of Franklin Ayer. Lafe’s few remarks
stayed in his mind like verbal pellets that
refused to be digested. It was a pity that
Old Judge Frazer and Grandfather Ash-
worth had quarreled. And of course Lafe
-had stated the truth when he said that the
quarrel was responsible for the prolonged
stay of Franklin Ayer in Galloping Dick
Valley.

Howard thought over Lafe Blaine’s part-
ing remark.

Ayer came from the town where Lafe’s
sister Emma was living. He wondered if
Emma knew of him. He wondered if Lafe
would -really write. As he plodded up
the trail he wished that Lafe would
write.
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WEEKS passed and rumors went
E\\;&i abroad in Galloping Dick Valley.
There was a story that Franklin Ayer

had offered Grandfather Ashworth a thou-
sand dollars for General Grant’s cigar.
There was another story that the visitor
had proposed to Marjorie and that she had
accepted him. The valley was in doubt
about the latter story although Franklin
Ayer did not contradict it. When Tom
Holcomb asked Ayer what he would do

with the cigar, he replied—

“Present it to a museum; one treasure
will be enough for me to look after.”

One treasure? Tom Holcomb spread
the story up and down the valley. The
cigar would go to a museum, but the other
treasure Ayer would keep! Howard Frazer
heard the narrative late one afternoon and
he went striding away up over Ironface,
away back through the massed battalions
of trees toward Lafe Blaine’s place.

He had a foolish idea of never returning
to Galloping Dick Valley. He would walk
on and on, and in time he would forget the
singing river, the Ashworth house and the
white sandstone bridge over which he had
carried Marjorie on the day that they dis-
covered that love had stolen into their
hearts!

On and on walked Howard. He crossed
the shoulder of the mountain and struck
back across the high plateau beyond. He
walked in a daze. He thought of the old
judge, of Grandfather Ashworth, of the
quarrel, of the pompous senator, whose ad-
miration for General Grant’s cigar had
brought about the row between the two
old men. Howard hated the senator,

It came dusk. He was walking blindly
onward without thinking. He was never
going back to Galloping Dick Valley.
Never! .

Some one called his name and Howard
halted, and looked around. He was near
Lafe Blaine’s place, and as the call came

~again he knew that it was Lafe Blaine who
was calling him. In the soft dusk he saw
the lanky farmer running forward.

“Why—why, Howard!” spluttered Lafe.
“An’ I was jest thinkin’ o’ you! Jest this
minute., I said to myself ‘I’ve got to see
Howard Frazer right now,” an’ next minutc

I looked up an’ seen you walkin’. Where
yer goin’?”
“Nowhere—anywhere,” growled How-

ard, then after a moment’s pause he cried:
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“Pm going away from the valley! I'm
nbt going back again!”

Lafe Blaine stood for a moment regard-
ing the youth, then he pulled an envelope
from the pocket of his coat and thrust it
at Howard.

“You’re goin’ back!” he cried. “You’re
goin’ back now! Read that, Howard.
It’s from my sister, Emma, who’s livin’ in
the place that Franklin Ayer came from!
Read it! Every word of it!”

Howard Frazer read with the note close to
his face. It was getting dark up there on the
plateau behind Ironface, but Emma Blaine
wrote alarge hand and he managed somehow.

When he had finished he turned upon
Lafe Blaine and gripped his arm.

“Why did you say I had to go back at
once?” he cried. ‘“What—what do you
know?”

“That chap was braggin’ last night,”
said Lafe Blaine. “He ordered a buggy to
take him to the,train at seven this evening.
Seven this evening, Howard! Jim Tuttle
" said he could run him down in the sulky,
but he said that another person might be
goin’ with him so he wanted a bigger trap.
He was goin’ to catch the eight o’clock
train and—" ’

Howard Frazer interrupted the farmer
with a cry of rage.

“What’s the shortest way back?” he
cried. “Quick! Quick! Tell mel”

“Why,” said Lafe Blaine, a little startled
by the look upon the face of the youth.
“The shortest way to the valley is to slip
across ,through the wood till you strike
Gallopin’ Dick’s trail, then go straight
down. It’s a rough road though and—"

But Howard Frazer had gone.

The youth found Galloping Dick’s trail
and started to run down it at a break-neck
gait. He had to save Marjorie, Marjorie
who was sweet and innocent and confiding,
- who had played with him through those
long dream days of youth when they saw
wonderful visions in the purple haze that
hung above the valley.

Howard recalled Grandfather Ashworth’s
story as he rushed madly down the trail in
the gathering night. He remembered what
the old man had told him concerning the

remarks which the cavalry officer-and his .

men hurled at Galloping Dick and the trail
which the galloper had made down Ironface
Mountain. An eery road it was in the
gloom,

Adventure

At times Howard ran along narrow ledges
above great black depths up from which
came the sighing of the trees that envied
the pines on the topmost ridges. Once he
stumbled and narrowly saved himself from .
falling into one of these chasms.

The lights in the valley came into view—
little flickering lights that beckoned him.
He ran faster. A terror concerning Mar-
jorie took possession of him and he forgot
all dangers. He fell many times, but he
picked himself up and ran on. He blessed
Galloping Dick, Galloping Dick who had
made a trajl that helped General Grant
save.the Union and which was now helping
him to save Marjorie!

He reached the slope_at the bottom of
the mountain, rushed along the road to the
white sandstone bridge, crossed it, charged
up the bank and hurled himself through
the door into Grandfather Ashworth’s
house! -

She was there!  Marjorie!  She was
standing in the front room, dressed in her
best clothes, her hat on her head, a little
bag upon the floor at her feet. Beside her
was Franklin Ayer!

For a moment the panting Howard stood
without speaking, then he looked at his
right hand. His fingers gripped Emma
Blaine’s letter in which Emma had an-
swered the questions of Lafe the inquisitive.

Howard Frazer stepped toward Ayer
and held out the crushed letter.

“This is from a girl who works in the
street in which you live,”” he said quickly.
“She says—Iet me see what she says—she
says that your wife is ill and tha o

Howard Frazer received a blow that sent
him backward. He heard Marjorie scream
out. Ayer was attempting to force her to
accompany him, but she clung to the great
wooden rocker and called upon Howard to
save her.

It was a great fight. The two young
men sprang at each other, and, locked in,a
tight embrace, crashed up and down the
room, smashing small articles of furniture
that came in their way. Howard had a
dim idea that Grandfather- Ashworth had
entered the room. He heard Marjorie,
screaming out an explanation, then he
caught a glimpse of Grandiather Ashworth
hopping wildly around with stick uplifted
endeavoring to get a clear blow at Frank-
lin Ayer’s head.

Grandfather Ashworth struck, but, alas,
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it was not Ayer’s head that the stick landed
on. The pickle-bottle containing the cigar
given to grandfather by General Grant
stood high upon a shelf specially built for
it, and the old man’s descending stick
crashed down upon it and smashed it into
small pieces!

Grandfather Ashworth’s cry of anguish
made Howard release his grip upon Frank-
lin Ayer, and Ayer seized the opportunity
to dart through the door and out into the
soft night that had settled down upon
Galloping Dick Valley.

& o:-‘ TWENTY minutes later Old Judge
0/ A Frazer, passmg the Ashworth home,

S8 heard the voice of his grandson, and,
much indignant, he stepped to the door and
called out his name.

“Howard!” cried the judge, “what did I
tell you? What did—why, what has hap-
pened?”’ '

Old Judge Frazer had heard the loud
lamentations of Grandfather Ashworth, and
had stepped in through the door to find the
ancient on his knees, fingering a tiny pile of
black ash while beside him endeavoring to
comfort him were Howard and Marjorie,

Howard rose to his feet and explained.

“Grandfather Ashworth accidentally
broke the bottle that held General Grant’s
(ngar, sir,”” he said. ““The cigar was so old
that it crumbled into dust and—and he’s
upset.”’

Old Judge Frazer took a quick step for-
ward and seized the thin shaking fingers that
were touching the black dust of the cigar.

“My poor old friend!” he cried. “My
dear old friend. I'm sorry! I'm very,
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very sorry! Why, sir, I’d sooner lose ten
thousand dollars than have you lose that
cigar. I'm dreadfully sorry.”

Grandfather Ashworth stopped crying,
and, with the help of the judge and Howard,
got to his feet. Leaning on his stick he
looked into the face of his neighbor, then
he put out his hand to the judge and spoke
in a half whisper.

“Judge, I’ve been a fool,” he said slowly.
“I’ve been tormentin’ you with that cigar
for fifty years an’—an’ now you're sorry 1
lost it! Judge, I'm glad. It made you
an’ me enemies an’ it kept young Howard
an’ Marjorie apart. An’ it might have
done more than that. I should have
smoked it, Judge. Should have smoked it
the mornin’ General Grant gave it to me,
then

He stopped and Old Judge Frazer led
him to a chair. For a few moments he
remained silent then he spoke again.

“It’s not nice to keep up a fight after
it’s finished,” he said. “It wasn’t Grant’s
way. An’ it wasn’t Abe Lincoln’s way.”

There was another pause then Grand-
father Ashworth continued.

“Howard,” he said, “if you an’ Marjorie
would like to sit out on the piazzy an’ talk,
why the judge an’ me will have a little drink
an’ a smoke together.”

Through the open door little scented
breezes came softly, carrying the sweet
smells of the dying year, from far away
came the faint scream of the engine that
drew the cight o’clock express northward,
the music of the river came through the
still night and peace like 2 wonderful bene-
diction fell upon Galloping Dick Valley.

PROVERBS

by RICHARD BUTLER GLAENZER

UMOR hasn’t any color.

“Eggs should never dance with stones.
Hear the Black of Martinique:
Sunday cannot last the week.”

Wisdom comes of common sense.
“Sticks are never strong as swords.

Hear the Black of Trinidad:

Monkeys think that men are mad.”

Humor draws no color-line; common sense, though rare, is sense:
If your whiteness can’t enlighten, you are only doubly dense!

Wit inhabits every race.

“Drums, the best, can’t beat themselves.
Hear the Chink of Kiangsi:

Truth is born of common sense.

Hear the Chink of Kiangsu:

Junks to sail must have a crew.”

“Fools fill up a well with snow. Tigers grin at charity.”
Wit is not concerned with race; common sense, though rare, is sense:
If you're dull, your very whiteness only blazes the offense!



;\\é’/’” , by

ptain A.E.Dingl_e ,

Aushor of “Blind Luck of St.Paul,” “The Avenging Sea,” etc.

SEA FOG with wind, and inter-
mittent flurries of snow; a deep,
ancient, and ill-manned three-
masted schooner charginglum-

beringly across the Northern steam lanes,

spouting gray torrents from reeling scup-
pers to the grumbling clank of laboring
pumps; a mate at odds with the skipper,
and a skipper at odds with the world: thus
the Centurion, mahogany laden from Africa,
groping blindly toward Boston.

s “There it is again!” snarled Captain
Gedge, swinging around to the mate. ‘“A
steamer’s whistle—and you can’t hear it!
What usé are you, anyhow?”

“It’s no steamer, sir,” returned Mr.
Howse, doggedly. “I hear it all right—it’s
-the three blasts of a wind-jammer in suc-
cession—and it’s at one-minute intervals,
not two-minute. That quinine you're dop-
ing yourself with is making you deaf as an
anchor, Captain Gedge.”

Three blasts on a sailing-ship’s fog-horn
meant a ship running before the wind. So
far as rule of the road went, the Centurion
had right of way equally over such a vessel
as over a steamer—if the running vessel
gave it to her. The schooner’s own wheezy
hand-pump foghorn ground out two blasts
to indicate that she was on the port tack,
and eyes and ears strained. through the
murk of fog and snow and night to catch
the reply from the unseen stranger.

With her three seamen to a watch, an
only mate, and a single-handed coek-stew-
ard, the Centurion was poorly manned;

with a skipper hard bitten by the money
bug, and in whose veins flowed a mixture
of mean blood and utter selfishness, her

* emergence from the tropics into the raw

Northern Winter was a shivering nightmare
to all hands—except Captain Gedge.

Long months of stewing on the blazing
Gold Coast had thinned the blood and soft-
ened the endurance of unaccustomed sea-
men; fever had already diminished their
number; the cook, a derelict from the
Coast whose earlier life had obviously been
cast in less unpleasant places, had never
found his galley too hot even with a verti-
cal sun at noon. And the money bug had
bitten the skipper with such virulent effect
that the ship’s slop-chest had been emptied
at the last moment to a trader ashore at
five times the price his poorly paid crew
could have paid him for the necessary com-
forts it contained.

And now, with swirling snow stinging the
face, and dank fog saturating clear through
to quaking bones, the scanty crew cursed
the skipper, for a stony-hearted Shylock.
Each seaman’s trick at the wheel was a hor-
ror to anticipate; the cook’s thin face grew
haggard and blue; his bloodless fingers
clamped frigidly on to his dishes the mo-
ment he left the warmth of the stove. That
alone saved him from a visitation of wrath
for broken platters: his hands were too
coldly stiff to drop them.

“Take the wheel, Mr. Howse, and send
the helmsman for the steward,” ordered the
skipper, surlily. “I want some coffee.”
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“No need to haul that poor devil of a
steward out of his bunk at midnight for
coffee, sir,” retorted the mate. “It’s all
ready in the galley. T’ll get it myself.”

“You do as I tell you!” returned Captain
Gedge, with vicious emphasis. “By —!
Who's captain o’ this vessel?”

Mr. Howse stepped over to the wheel
with a shrug of his wide shoulders, and sent
the seaman forward to the steward’s bleak
and coverless bunk. It was but the cul-
mination of a series of petty cruelties on the
part of the skipper; cruel not because of
the orders given, but because the hardships
of the crew might easily have been softened
by a little common humanity.

The mate knew full well that only the
nearness of the home port restrained the
scanty crew from attempting reprisals in
line with the threats he had heard; threats
which his sense of right had impelled him to
ignore in spite of his sense of duty.

The three blasts of the unseen shipto
windward came down to the schooner again,
much nearer now, and again the shivering
seaman on the forecastle replied with the
Centurion’s two wheezy barks. Captain
Gedge showed his uneasiness, for the direc-
tion of the sound indicated no change of
course on the part of the stranger.

Then, up from the fog and sleet of the
maindeck, stumbled the steward, scalding
coffee slopping over from the mug gripped
in his shaking hands. The fellow’s teeth
chattered with a chill that reached to his
bones, and the shivering of his ill-clad body
must have induced pity in any humane

-man. But Captain Gedge was not in that

class. He snatched the hot beverage, and,
as the steward turned in haste to run back
to the poor shelter of his bed, snarled:

“Stay here! Wait for the mug, you
white-livered rat!”

The helmsman resumed the wheel, hav-
ing loitered forward for a whiff of his pipe,
and the mate stepped up beside the skip-
per, placing himself to windward of the
quaking steward with the kind intention of
intercepting some of the night’s bitterness.
His nostrils sniffed longingly at the aroma
of the hot coffee; all his other senses were
keenly attuned to the confused sounds to
windward. Somewhere behind the blind-
ing curtain of fog and snow Fate foamed
down with shearing stem.

That the skipper was rattled Mr. Howse
more than suspected. In between noisy
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gulps of his coffee, Captain Gedge turned
toward the wheel with a gesture which al-
most became an order to change the
schooner’s course. That alone, in a vessel
having right of way, proved uneasiness.

Suddenly through the swishing of seas
and the hollow snoring of wind in the can-
vas came a deeper, heavier sound—the un-
mistakable thunder of an outfalling bow-
wave; in the same instant a shrill note high
up told of running gear in a squealing
sheave: and with the whole blared those
three horn blasts, so close that one might
imagine he felt the breath of them.

“Up hellum! Up with it!” shrieked Cap-
tain Gedge.

His coffee mug clattered on the deck, the
warm fluid sluicing gratefully over the
steward’s numbed toes.

“Hold your course!” roared the mate,
springing to the wheel to stay the catas-
trophe.

He had detected the sounds which told
him the stranger had sensed the danger,
and was altering her course to pass
astern of the schooner. To obey the skip-
per’s command meant to place the Centu-
rion fair in the course of the oncoming ship.
But, as he had said, the skipper’s hearing
had suffered from quinine, and those vital
sounds had escaped him.

“Up hellum, I say! Hard up!” bellowed
Gedge, joining the other two at the wheel.

The helmsman yielded to the confusion
of clashing orders, and relinquished the
spokes to his superiors. Mr. Howse, after
one furious attempt to overcome the skip-
per’s frenzied strength, left the wheel and
hurried forward, sending the seaman in
haste to rouse out all hands. The steward
still shivered at the poop-rail.

“Get below, Steward, and scoop all the
biankets and grub you can find,” the mate
told him. “This smells like a boat job to
me, son. Get a move on now.”

The three seamen of the watch below
were out on deck in a twinkling. Men
clothed as they were, whose clothes were
their only bed-covering, slept lightly in such
weather. Dumbly they peered aft and to
windward, where as yet no definite menace
appeared. The schooner fell off before the
wind with a creaking of sheet-blocks and
squeal of goose-neck as the skipper cast off
the turns of the spanker-sheet and eased
the after-pressure.

All the while in the ominous gloom
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chirrupped the brace-blocks and parrels of
the stranger; her bow-wave thundered
nearer. Then a seaman of keen vision
caught the blurr against the fog, and
screamed:

“Here she comes! Look out, Cap’n,
she’s right aboard yuh!”

Towering high in air, fair over the Cen-
turion’s poop, the jibs of a great square-
rigged ship soared up into the nothingness
of the swirling mist. Her long jib-boom
spiked across the poop and tore through the
spanker; and like the Javelin of Wrath her
spear - headed dolphin - striker
through the taffrail, made kindling of the
wheel and binnacle, and flung Captain
Gedge headlong the length of his after-deck.

The stranger was a steel ship of four
times the wooden schooner’s tonnage. The
great steel stem crashed deep into the Cen-
turion’s stern, whirling the lighter craft
broadside on to her own course by sheer
weight; trimmed yards and sheets gave her
added power; she tore loose from her vic-
tim, hurled her asxde, and surged off into
the mght

. NO NEED to order out the solitary

_— seaworthy boat. Even as the mate

raised his head from the prostrate

skipper to issue the command, the six

scared seamen swarmed about gripes and

cradle, clearing away the raffle of a voyage

by the simple method of kicking overboard

everything in the way. Mr. Howsebent

over the skipper again, fearful of what he
should find on close examination.

Captain Gedge lay crumpled up in hid-
eous shape, his face set and white. One leg
was doubled under him, and his teeth shone
out of tightly withdrawn lips. The boat-
falls sang to the pull of desperate men, and
the boat hung over the rail. Then up ran
the steward, laden with a nondescript bur-
den and to him the seamen shouted:

“Come on, Doctor! Shake a leg! Tum-
ble in wi’ th’ junk and bear a hand, onlesg
yuh want’s a swim!”

“Wait, wait for the captain and Mr.
Howse,” cried the steward.

Somehow in the crisis his shivering had
ceased; he moved with surety across the
streaming deck.

“Mr. Howse kin come if he likes; tuh
wi’ the skipper!” roared back a voice,
and again the falls squealed through the
blocks.

smashed -

Adventure

The boat dropped lower. A man saw the
futility of lowering away with the schooner
charging along before the wind in a lumpy
sea, and the falls were belayed while hands
hauled down the jibs and let go fore and
main-halyards by the run. Then as the
schooner swung up to the wind again, a
hand hauled in “the mizzen-sheet and
righted the helm, leaving her to ride head-
to-wind with a flat spanker to hold her.

“Comin,” Mister Howse?’’ a seaman called.
His mates were vociferously arguing with
him to waste no more time.

“Yes, boys, I'm with you,” answered the
mate, tugging at tRe prostrate skipper.
“Give me a hand here; ain’t going to leave
a man like this, are you?”

“Yuh’ll have tuh leave him or stay yer-
self!” came back the retort. ‘She ain’t
goin’ to float much longer. She’s mighty
deep aft now. Comin’?”

The mate sprang to the rail, peering down
into the boat tugging at the tackles with
oars out all ready to cast off. The steward
had jumped into the boat to stow the
things he had brought up from the cabin,
and now two men tried to prevent him
climbing back on board.

“Come now, lads,” urged Mr. Howse.
“You won’t feel very sweet afterward if
you leave an injured man behind to drown.
Lend a hand with the skipper. Do this
for me.” )

There was a scuffle, and out of the sway-
ingﬁixuddle of dim figures emerged the thin

of the steward, swarming up the after-
fall in response to the appeal.

“Good lad, Doctor!” the mate said,
clapping the volunteer heartily on the back.
“We can manage to get him down, I guess.
Come on.” R

He looked about for a line with which
to lower Gedge’s bulky form, calling all the
while to the seamen to wait.

“Here, I'll drop the peake Haul the gaff
over with that vang, there; we’ll ease him
down on the end of the fall,” he directed,
running to the halyards and slacking away.

Then the skipper awoke to the situation,
and cried querulously for news.

“All right, sir; we’ll have you in the boat
in a minute,” the mate assured him. “Just
hold on and lay quiet. Here, let me pass
this line under your arms.”

“What d’ye say? Boat?” queried Gedge.
trying to see about him. “Is the schooner
sinking then?”
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“She’s cut down to the keel aft, sir, and
almost clear through to the mizzen-mast.
But keep still. The boat’s all ready.”

And upon the skipper’s ears smote the
steward’s husky cry—

“They’ve shoved off, sir—the boat’s
gone!”

As if in mockery, faintly, receding down
the wind, came the three blasts of the fog-
horn from the ship that had stricken the
Centurion.

“You let ’em get away with the boat, and
leave me!” snarled the skipper, raising him-
self to glare around the dismal prospect.
““You’ve done this on purpose, Howse! It
wouldn’t have happened only you hollered
cross-orders to the wheel! Here 1 am—all
mashed up—and you let ’em leave me!
Help me to my bunk, you murderer!”

The man was incoherent, raving; and
the mate could have done real murder
gladly at that moment but for the restrain-
ing thought. He beckoned to the steward,
and they stooped over Gedge.

“Don’t waste breath cussing me, Cap-
tain,” said Mr. Howse. “You ought to
have held your course. As for the men
quitting you, seems to me you’ve asked for
that all the trip. Come on now; we’ll put
you in the galley while we see what’s to be
done. It’s warm in there, and dry; your
bunk, and the cabin is awash by now.”

“Who’s the other lunkhead, him carry-
ing my feet?” queried the skipper as they
bore him down the short poop ladder. “Why
ain’t he gone? Is he paralyzed?”

“Ain’t no credit to you if he ain’t,”
growled the mate. “It’s the steward, as
you hauled out of his bunk and kept shiv-
ering in the fog and snow for spite.”

“Huh! That white-livered rat!” was the
muttered comment, spat out between a
groan of pain and a curse. ‘“Go easy, you
butcherin’ grub-spoiler! D’ye think I'm
built o’ concrete?”

The galley was cozy enough, once the
doors were shut, and the lockers made a
convenient couch. They laid the injured
man down, taking off his heavy pilot jacket
and folding it for a pillow. The steward
piled coal on the stove while Mr. Howse
examined the skipper to ascertain his dam-
ages, the patient cursing both impartially
meanwhile. Luckily the galley coal-bunker
had been filled from the main stock in the
‘tween-decks the evening before.

“Plenty of coal here, sir—enough for two
6
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or three days,” remarked the steward,
lingering over his job to allow the heat to
soak into his chilled bones. At the moment
it mattered nothing to him that the schooner
rolled more soggily every minute; warmth
was immediate life—Death might howl its
fiercest outside. -

“That’s fine, Steward,” replied the mate,
rising from his examination. ‘“Nothing
much the matter here, except a bad bruise
or two and a strained knee. The schooner’ll
float on the lumber in her for a while,
though Lord knows how long her own old
timbers can stand battering from inside
and out too. Come on out, son, till we see
what can be done about leaving her.”

He opened the door and stood waiting
for the steward. That ague-smitten in-
dividual started, shivered at the damp
gray night outside, and tried to drag him-
self away from the stove. Mr. Howse was
wholly sympathetic.

“That’s right, too,” he said, coming in-
side again. “It isn’t fit for a dog to be out-
side in those rags.”

He pecred into the galley corners, then
at the skipper. Captain Gedge lay on his
side, his face ruddy now in the firelight, his
great bulk the embodiment of well-fleshed
bones and pulsing blood. And since the
mate’s announcement of the slight nature
of his injuries, his eyes gleamed with a sort
of devilish satisafaction that he could lie
there in dry warmth while others toiled in
the fog and sleet for his benefit.

“Here you are—hand me that potato
sack,” said the mate. The steward handed
up a coarse burlap bag, part full of pota-
toes. ‘“Now raise his head,” the mate went
on, doubling the loose part of the bag over
the full bulge.

“Hey, what’s your game?” snapped the
skipper, knocking away the steward’s hands
as they raised his head.

“Keep quiet!” growled the mate, seizing
Gedge by the hair. ‘“You be as good =23
you can, or by Godfrey we'll quit you too!”

The heavy, warm pilot jacket was taken
away, and the potato bag replaced it.

“There you are, Steward, clap that onto

“your back,” said the mate; and as the

steward’s eyes flashed in half-amused ap- -
preciation of the kindly thought, Mr.
Howse added: “Now take his boots and
stockin’s. He won’t need them in here!”
In a torrent of oaths from the despoiled
skipper the steward -was snugly clad, and
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he cheerfully followed the mate into the
unpleasantness outside. The galley doors
were shut, for there alone, so long as the
schooner would float, was shelter and food
for the laborers; and warmth must be con-
served if coal was to last.

MORNING brought no sunshine;
) A instead, a whistling wind and driv-

==v% ing rain dispelled the fog and raised
a tumble of sea that racked the stricken
schooner to the keel. Her decks thundered
to the surging balks of timber in the hold;
early in the morning the planks gaped in a
dozen places; bulwarks went by the fathom,
leaving gaunt stanchions to add to her for-
lorn aspect.

The mate looked at the result of their
labors with misgiving. His first procedure
had been to hoist the peak of the spanker
again, in order to keep the comparatively
high bows to the rising sea. That alone
had kept the schooney from being swept and
shattered in the gray hours of dawn. In
the waist, between hatch-coamings and
shattered bulwarks, a mass of miscellaneous
lumber, spars, and casks had been gath-
ered, each piece held against mishap by
ends of loose-halyards and sheets.

The lanyards of the fore and main rigging
on both sides had been cut, in hope that the
masts would fall and give them more stout
spars for their projected raft. But the
stoutest part of that ancient schooner was
her spars and their steps; roll she did—
giddily, sickeningly—but the masts stood
defiantly, unstayed.

“Better get some grub now, Steward,”
said Mr. Howse, shaking his head at-a
swooping sea that buried the poop.

It passed, taking with it the main cabin
skylight and both poop-ladders.

He flung open the upper half of the galley
door, and surprised Captain Gedge in the
act of replacing the coffee-pot on the red-
hot stove. The place was like an oven: a
veritable snug harbor after the bleak hurly-
burly of the decks; and there was little of
the sick man in Gedge as he sat down on
his locker with a sheepish grin. That grin
heated the mate’s blood; his hands twitched
with the impulse to vent his bitter mood on
the cause of their plight.
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