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‘l’m as Good a Man as Jlm

““T'hey made him manager today, at a fine increase in s
in the office to be promoted since January,
they had smdied in spare time with the International Correspondence Schools and
learned to do some one thing better than the rest of us,

I'm as good a man as any one of them.  All I need
1 £wing fo et it
If it can bring a better home with more comforts to Jim and his

"!

lary. He sthe fourth man
picked for the same reason —

And all w

i the L.C.5. can raise other men's salaries

Family it can do it for ns.  Sec this coupon?
It means my start toward a better joband I'm
going to mail o bcr:mon tonight!""

Thousands of men novw keow the Joy of kapgy,
proaerous because they let the Interna-
tional Correspondence Schoals i
spare hours for bigger work and better pay.
will find them in offices, shops, stores, mills,
mines, facta on mailroads, in the army and
navy— evﬂvnhrrr

Why don’t yew study some one thing and get
ready for a real job, at a slary that will give yeur
wife and children the things you would like them

You can de it!  Pick the position you want in
the work you like best and the I C. 5. will pre-
pare you for it fight in your own home, in your
;'pare time—you need llukllwc a day or a dollar

yoar presenl occupation.

Yes, you cen do it Maoge thas a million have
done it in the last twenty-six years. More than
100,000 are doing it right now. Join them without
another day's delay, Mark and mail this eoupen
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NOVELLTTE
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B et
Alexander
White

Author of “Ambusk,”
CHAFPTER 1

THE SCHOONER GRAYWING

m.[bmh:n [ﬁ d:; |c\:!n:l’55 al froen L.lbr.rqhx

i aral in the moonshine, along the low,

biagk shore

Where in the mist the rock is hiding, and the sharp
reef lurks below

And the white 5qu.1]l smites in Summer, and the
Autumn tempests blow;

Where \hruu:h gray and ml.img vapor, from evening
unto mor

A thousand lmn are hailing, ham answering unto
horn.

Whiltier's “The Fisherman."

UGHIE HAY, lookout on the
Gloucester schooner  Grayas
queen of the American fishi
flect that fished the Labrador
waters on the heels of the ad

“The Trail of the Rabiscaes,” ete.

fously breaking in on the scene belaw, his
captain’s uplifted finger held him, and he
waited thus, staring across the smoke-

blurred forecastle triangle, waiting for the

forefinger of the brown sea-fist to fall.

It was a huge fist he' watched, and the
frame behind, lolling on a bunk, fully
matched the fist. A full six feet it sprawled,
ponderous in its bulky oilskins, the frame
of a Viking surmounted by a Viking bead.

Waves of fair hair, luxuriant, silky,
topped bronzed features, fiercely tender,
and from under golden brows bold sen-b!ue
eyes looked out as Norseman’s eyes in the
ages gone looked out from their b!:ll:ld—lumg
bulwarks.
the cyes of a conqueror, the eyes of 4 man
who would never be denied, and vet in the
face they illumined was more than colossal

Reciprocity Treaty of 1854, paused at the
foot of the perpendicular ladder that led
from the vessel's deck down into her
cramped cabin. In the act of unceremon-

Coprirht, [N, by The Ridgway, Company in the United States amd Great Britain,

daring, more than unalterable determina-
tion. In it was that philosophic repose
of the seaman who in his thirty-five years
of voyaging had communed deeply

Al rights reserved, a

They were the eyes of pride,

S i e ey



its measureless
and above the

ﬂw.mxhy bunks that lined the oil-

d walls sat the rest of his crew:

Eerrisan in his attitude of eternal

pation, shoulders hunched, hands

s, his ruddy Erin-bred face

g under the light of the lantern

heam and his pipe and his brogue

tip of his tongue; “Beston Jim,”

traight and strong as a stanchion,

sallow skin and features gentle, almost

‘a8 if he might have been a New

‘parsan drifted out to sca; Patter-

Jopped-off Titan of a man, placid,

wyud five feet tall but two hun-

twenty pounds in weight; Brown,

wizened G‘Immter shark with a twang

an A-string somewhere down

chest; “Scotty” McCaig, a braw

whose strut had com-

| with the sailor’s roll in his

till he two-ste) his way

hﬁ‘ went about pﬂ?:dthn:r

Tom Halifax, a famous sealer

‘the scars of a dozen trips to the ice

3 his face; and Bolero,

Cuba, dark-hued, quiet,

m&zhhdl cigars of his birth-

wllh whlr_‘n he hazed his cookery-

B Mnnng meu of Gloucester all, mlx
Fren:

: ﬂnfu md in Baie Verte with lhmr trap,

L Humedlolhemyerolthekcmnd

the itinerant missionary of this vast

X aboard by night from

itar of the Sea.
t in his ministerial
e that ran from the

rugan:l berg.

mth oath in anger, with a fist-
in a brawl, they were, nevertheless,
according to his breed,

i u. o ﬁlw of w!r?;g
action, e captain's
dropped for hLﬁplm&ouL Hughie Hay,
Hughie, himself a fresh-faced, aubum-
haired lump of a Gloucester lad with the
glowing cheeks of a woman and the wise
gray eyes of a child, went on to announce
the news be had carried down the ladder.

“Cap’n Taylor, it's thet freighter ez wuz
makin’ into Chiteau; thar's trouble aboard—
yellin® an' fightin' goin’ on,"” he informed.
“She’s yawin' about somethin® turrible an’'
thar’s no tellin' what truck’s draggin’
overside to walk plumb through acur cod
trap. I thaought you aought to knaowl™

“Confound it all, Hughie—you're right
I ought to know!" cried his Viking captain.

rang from his bunk as he spoke and

rushed for the ladder, yelling for his men to
follow.

“Tumble up, boys!" he exhorted. “Out
of the way, Hughie—I'll go first! Oh, yes—
Lance, come on if you want tol"

CHAFTER II
THE FREIGHTER AUK

TAYI.OR was up the ladder and on deck

with nmazr:bg agility for one of such
great frame, on hiz heels tumbled
Hughie and all the crew with the Reverend
Lance hastily ascending in the rear.

From the deck of the Graywing the
captain looked out across the heaving
Strait of Belle Isle, across the green-blue
waters streaked with frozen froth, jeweled
with pale-emerald floating ice and overlaid
with the mother-of-pearl of a rising moon.
Southeastward, between him and Belle Isle
Island, wrapped ghost-like in Atlantic fog,
yawed the freighter Hughie Hay had
sighted, not an ocean-going cirgo steamer
but a sixty-ton schooner carrying Labrador
stationers to their Summer fishing-stations.

Too poor to own their own sch
the stationers were freighted duwu the
coast to their rooms every Spring and
herded up again like cntt]l‘. in the Autumn
on vessels b to the firm with which

and to Lance's benediction they
sonorous “Amen.” As into the

[ God they had looked overlong into
hs of the sea, and the ipotence

they dealt.

“Yonder she is!" the captain pointed out
to Reverend Lance. “And a fine little
plague-ship for your ministering, Iam]"



km"d:mdnded Lance,
;mﬂn‘ﬁ&ﬂtﬁwmwg

"l‘beAul, over from Bay of Tdands on
Newfoundland,” Taylor told him. “Be-
langs to old Peter Laval and doing business
from Chiteau to Chidley.”

“H'm. H'm. Laval,eh? Oneof my best
church supporters,” commented Lance.

"San:l.imon.ious old whelp,” corrected

"Good ' heavens, his old wagon
mlf Tuin my eight-hundred-dollar cod trap!
Where's  the French fishery  cruiser?
Where's Admiral Pellier and his Groix?™

“Yaonder ofi'n York Point, Cap'n!”
spoke Hughie Hay.

He pointed where, almost invisible be-
hind & jumble of low icebergs deep azure
in the shadows, the long black hulk of the
Fishery Protection Service cruiser lay at
anchor together with the admiral’s private
yacht Esperance, which he used as an
auxiliary vessel for shore work ‘round the
‘harbors.

“Then why i=n't he on his job?” de-
manded Taylor who had run foul of Pellier
several times on his Newfoundland voyages
and who had at last been definitely warned
off the French Shore. “If T happen to
dry a seine taut in the sun he's aiter me
for the size of my mesh, but Laval's blunder-
ing Auk here can—by the tall Pole Star,
look, there's no one at her wheell We've

got to board her!”
. Swiftly he sprang to take his own wheel,
the regular wh ]]mwn,

to his ﬂa'c, and at the same time calling
orders to his men who, swift as he, ran up
the big mainsail and backed over the jib.
“No time for dories, boys,” he wamned.
“Have to jump her rail as we go by, Brown,
this wheel when 1 sayl  And you,
ero, fall to and handle the sheets for
Bmwn when he comes about on the other

Ulldel Taylor's guidance the Graywing
caught her stride, headsails ballooning,
fore and main hooms crashing across as
she leaped toward the yawing Awuk not three
cable-lengths away. The freighter swung
drunkenly to starboard. Taylor veered
a point or two in his course, and as swiftly,
as silently and as smoothly as a knife skirts

a pot grease he skirted her rail and
hrbednww;o Brown at his elbow.

's hands fell upon the spokes
- Taylor’s hands leit, and Taylor with a

vaulted the mils

mimAﬁasam

Memn, Smtty M
were over the hurdle wi

the Awuk, and as they heaved ther g
up out of the amazing muddle of
that burdenied the freighter they foubdiio
their surprise the Reverend Lance ill
midst.

“You here too, Lance?" grinned

“Haven't lost coll
£ well. Lunks like a I'm:—fom—lll
lots of unsavory facts—but sf.mly,
o' mine, steady, we have to
schounnr you see, hefore we ll!llﬂh her
crew. Lower the hea CANVIS—YEes,
of them, fore and mm?’

He himself g the freighter's

wheel and quickly brought her to
jumbo alone. :
Then with a rush he and his men j

away from the canvas-billowed booms
dived down among the

S
glutted the Auk below m‘”‘ 4

CHAFTER IIT
THE FLOWER OF THE COAST

s A FINE little floating plague-ship,
Lance?” was Taylor's wnr\-ﬂyti
went smiting right and left into the
rabble that have made a full pas
list for a five-hundred-ton nmt[gg
sg::fcsmzr. A
Being of only sixty tons, the Auk
below to boast of, and what
she had was crammed to lnst
that Taylor and his crew could g
footing at first but rode upon the
backs and shoulders of men in their
lu smash an opening in the jam.
ceording to the custom
Ihe Auk’s hold was first wllh
of unbreakable cargo. A second
treps, mets and seines
While upon the bed of twine rested
bunks of the stationers with their
in Bags, boxes and barrels' she
pyramids to the deck overhead.
Here they herded, eating and -
in crumped unsanitary quarters,
on a travesty of mnhng by tums
tiny galley or bolting their



ut make-shift sailcloth
he women's bunks from
Iée these partitions had been torn
ing women and girls in
of dishabille were mael-
swaying horde that trampled
under foot and sent the tiers
and barrels toppling on their

ruin they huddled
hghr.m?!dla smoky lanterns,

hnpeiul eves at the coming of the
s crew, and one young girl,
for shelter at the foot of the mast,
out her arms in appeal to Taylor in

3 ‘Ab, mon Américain—mon Amiricain™
~ she cried.
- White as a lily she gleamed in the un-
:d horde, her delicate, beautifully-
, oval face terror-bleached till it
carved from ivory. Over the
curves of her hali-bare shoulders
‘her enfolding cloak lay low on her
y over her forehead patricianly high,
hair was tossed in a tangle like silken
, and through the golden net her great
L flashed out, eyes violet-blue as the
‘of Labrador ice in shadow, as the
m.huﬂ. of a lonely cliff-walled Lab-
fiord—such eyes as a man may see
once in a thousand miles of Labrador
“Ah, mon Américain—uvitel” she appealed
in a woice like the silver lapping of the
hmsmvu. “Mon Américain—vitel”
heavens!” exclaimed Taylor in-
Mn he struggled toward her.
in the name of the mermaids is she?”
qudl I:n\'al—the flower oioflhe coast,
£ 1" spoke the voice of Lance at
his shoolder. “You know old Peter. He's
er father.”
“But—but how is it I've never seen her
* panted Taylor, knocking men this
and that in his effort to reach her.
's been schooling at St. John's. I
guess she's h this Summer.
- member now old Peter luldmchcwasguinﬁ
tiake her on the stations. Yonder's ol
behind her—and her mother, old
Both too fond of their smuggled
r, Taylor, if I do say it with a clerical
Can't you smell it in the air? A
reek, and I shouldn't be at all sur-
i I know Peter's

men's.

“And that's their ter!” marveled
Tﬁ “The flower of the coastl Yes—
[ 3 rin the slime! Quir.k hoys o mine,

t the women up on deck!”

Drunkenly clinging to the mast behind
Marie, he had full glimpse of her
in his rush, old Anne, brown-faced,
eyed as a gipsy, fat, ungainly, in s
galoshes, tubbed-up skirt and greasy b
shawl covering her oiled black halr iﬂm
which gold ear-rings peeped; old Peter in
worn_hip boots and oilskins, his yellow
tmlh]ﬁn face lighted by cold, colorless,
jcicle-like eyes and, by strange anomaly,
shaven bare except for a narrow snow-
white fringe of whisker that rimmed it from
ear to ear under his drooping southwester.

He glimpsed them, unconsciously noting
every characteristic, every detail, but his
thuug',ﬁt was only of Mane, and, jamming
swaying bodies ’;part with his shoulders
and knees, he forced an opening and gath-
ered her pliant body into his arms.

“Meres, mon Américoin—merci, mon Vik=
ing!"” she hall-laughed, hali-sobbed in im-
petupus  gratitude. I had the fear of
death under thoze stamping heels but,
woild, 1 knew you would come when T
called!”

“Ha, my flower of the coast!” breathed
Taylor as he fought his way on deck with
her. “Could I leave such a flower as you
in the slime?"

CHAPTER IV
ADMIRAL PELLIER AND THE HSPERANCE

BEH'[ND Taylor, breaking into the cool
night air upon the chaotic deck, came
Lance, guiding the stumbling Peter and
Anne up the ladder by the arms, while after
Lance, with tugging and shouting, Hughie
Hay, Irish Kernigan, Boston Jim, Patterson,
Scotty McCaig and Tom Halifax heaved
the women to safety.

As Taylor straightened himself up on the
Auk's deck he saw through the black snarl
of her mainsheets the wings of another
schooner aﬂ silver in the moonlight.

“Brown,” he yelled, taking it at first
for the Graywing. ““Brown—but hold on,
it’s not my schooner! It's the Esperamce.”

“Oui, the Esperance, and quite at your
service, Capitaine Taylor,” spoke an even
voice from the stern of the Awuk.

Taylor wheeled and stared through the



The Foaming Fore Shore

Instantly Tavlor ru:ognmed the figures
that cast liv.‘ shadows: Pellier of the Groix,
his well-knit body and military shoulders
ﬁlﬁﬁ”heis commanding admiral’s uniform,
his close-clipped brown beard touched silver
by the moon and kis keen brown eyes, far-
focused from their constant sea-ranging,
burning out under the of his cap;
}uqm Beauport, boyish midshipman of

the Groix, likewize in uniform, dark-eyed,
swarthy-skinned, with the stealthy reserve
of a heart unfathomable stampod on his
Breton face; and “Codroy John,” Pellier's
nldppex oi th: Ea,wunrr, a gigantic bearded
Ni dressed in moleskin trou-
5T and canvas jacket, with a rugged,
mg face and deep blue eyes prophetic

eyes of a seer.

“At your service, Capitaine Taylor!”
repeated Pellier. “And what is the trouble
this time, I would like to know?"

“None of my making but yours for the
Mtending,”  answered Taylor  grufily.
“Though I've done half the job for you.
There was a drunken fight below and we
grthe Lavals and all women out for

of their being trampled.”

“Dien—the Lavals!" exclaimed Pellier,
leaning forward and staring at old Peter
and Anne in the moonlight.

His eyes switched to the face of the girl
Taylor held, and the Gloucester captain
saw him start and draw up his shoulders
maore rigidly.

“Then in that case” Pellier went on
rapidly in a voice official in its intonation,
“T shall put them ashore in my boat while
my men restore order in the Awk's hold.
acques!  Codroy John! Tell them T am
] aboard and let that still their tongues or
U? will be taken in charge.”

acques Beauport and Codr n dived
bl ow:?ulnd Tnym could hnar“{hm yelling
above the din, Beauport's shrill staccato
cries spacing Codroy John's booming roar.

“Stinking cod-hunters! Voild, will you
revel in the cells at St. John's? Listen,
makers of a thousand smells—the admiral
himself is on your cluttered deck. Owi,
Admiral Pellier of the Groixl”

“Aye,” in Codroy's bass, “T'd like to die

. _;.7-_ B

if he bain't! Am{:hh&znﬂ’u

o' the o
Lmi.ye wwwfnlht.

I:lmksmyellloseyt By
Admiralty Court af St. John's!”
Under the threat and the
Pellier’s nearness the tumult died mﬁ
below decks, and Pellier himself waved old
Peter and .r\m:lc, meck as wlupped amu, .
into the Esperance’s wait: "5
“You, too, Mnne—qnlldnﬂyi"
anxious to retrieve as far as s an
awkward situation.
Marie hesitated, her violet-blue eyes
meeting Taylor's for a moment in the moon-
glow before she slipped out of hispmhﬂing

P
“Au revoir, mon Viking, I will thank you
better when I can,” she whispered as ‘she.
glided after her father and mother,

With an odd feeling that somehow he
had been robbed of the fruits of his efforts
below, Taylor watched the black boat

streaking off to the Esperamce.
“Marie, Pellier oallrdbf:lr; " he

turning slowly to Lance. “So the
knows as well as the paren
her that well?”

Lance nodded confidentially.

“Enows her well,” he coincided, “mdh!_
would marry her in a moment if she would
speak the word. But, there, hers is the
heart of 2 maid with a score of :
among whom Jacques Beauport and his
commander are chiel. The heart erlam!ﬂ,
Taylor, and an impulsive heart at
You know how they are. She won't
herself to the admiral, much less to
port, though old Peter and Anne urge and
threaten and scheme. Do you think her

beautiful, Captain?” .
girl on the fore

“The most beautiful
share!” admitted Taylor without hesitation.
“But is she—is she—well, Lance, T can't
bring myself to say it of a girl like her, but
you know what some of the women on
these cursed freighters m, don't you?”

Again Lance nodded, y, regret-
full;,, his face all lhnnghl.ful lines in the
moonlight. =

“That I do,” he confessed, “and my 8
protest based on this speclﬁc case goes
to the Government tonight. But
Marie! I can take an oath under
on that. Hamxspumurhehuttd
iceberg is pure. A victim of nothing



Hd.l&:-them‘i o
the Esperance. it Gm?-
‘coming about? My eyes I'a.i'l me in
;s“;:‘:’;“m" o affirmat
up and gave an tive
E e, o he
y g boys o mine,”
announced to his clustering crew.  “Bor-
“some of the Auk's dories for a minute
we'll row back to the schooner.”

CHAPTER V
HAULING THE TRAT

‘THE blaze of the rainbow dawn across
the glittering fagades of the scores of
a icebergs the Graywing hove to
Taylor's berth in the strait, and
of mr.h:kwg t dories dlqsmdmuvrsude
“Everq to progress, it was meri-
that had introduced seines
the haunts of the cod. In place of
the ancient method of taking the fish by
~ heok and line or jigger, Capiain Norman
“Brigus had brought the cod-trap down
‘the Labrador, No longer men with the
3 msmduse a trap bothered
tho hoak and line or jigger or puttered
 the trawl.
the great seines rich harvests were
dravn from the icy deep, and Ta
Hmmnthlnmrxcaﬂm{ad
' &.‘%‘i‘u 7 ek gt
: customary two a day,
- the lucky moming haul, and with
and shout the Graywing's crews in
dories raced expectantly for the moor-
their berth.
end ahead of them, shining blood-red
R~ the uppmm sea, bobbed the four
z -sﬂimd that buoyed the comners
- of the topped bag of meshed
g itself, invisible in the

single wall of et that walled the Belle Tsle
-~ currents across and inveigled up or down-
‘swimming fish into a funnellike openi

Standing up to their work, swaying to the
heave of the swell through the strait,
timing their pull to a fisherman's chanty,
they hauled their trap, lusty giants reaping
their finny harvest as fishers of all ages,

ever since the day of Peter, have cast fnfﬂi
their nets and harvested the sea.

Heaving thus in the sudden glare of
golden sunlight, etched starkly against
the round blue hills of the Atlantic beyond,
every man stood out, his individuality Gxed,
like a row of cleanly-sculptured bronse
statues poised against the azure sky: the
Viking Taylor, the adolescent Hughie Hay,
the expectorating Irish Kerrigan, the par-
son-like Boston Jim, the lopped-off Titan
Patterson, the braw McCaig, the battered
sealer, Halifax!

To the drone of their chanty FM
and pursed the trap, rising :ﬂﬁy alling,
heaving and holding, quivering there in a
web of striking color, color of indigo ocean,
crimson  buoy, green-painted dory, sun-
gilded  oilskins, diamond-dewed net—a
blood-pulsing picture all vivid as a startling
seascape hung upon dun walls.

Lustily they heaved and lustily they sang.

And in the center of the picture, rimmed
'round by the dripping, scintillating net
that sagged with the weight of its catch,
boiled a maelstrom of quicksilver, the
packed cod, mobile twenty-pounders lash-
ing lurlausly as they were pocketed tightly
in a solid mass.

“By the ribs o' sunken Spanish galleons!™
cried Irish Kerrigan at the sight, “Ye've
topped wan hundred quintal this toime,

Capten!”
“That she is, men—an' a quarter,”
calculated the lo -off Titan Patterson.

“Ain't it a record for the coast?”
“I believe you, Patty,” beamed Boston
ﬂ]lu. - “I reckon one hundred and ten was

But the rest of their calculations was lost
in Taylnr’s roar,
‘Alongszide, Brown!” he bellowed, freeing
one bmnw] hand and waving lt 1o the
of

\ the trap, Once in, they never found
w«ﬂd the funnel again, but swam
‘round and ‘round their huge

the Graywing who, with the
exception of the Cuban cook, Bolero, was
the only man left aboard. “Waikherup
in a hurryl”

"Rlaht-ﬂ. Cap'nl" twanged Brown in
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Entlg“ni they could see Bolero dive

like: mk:fnrumguh lobad:{luve—r,

could mark Brown give and take his s

with surencss and serenity, and a musL

before Taylor's waving hand returned to

its on the net the silver-gray schooner,
1 as a gull, breasted lightly down on

CHAPTER VI
CHATEAU, THE STORIED

".‘H THAT livers to fry!” gasped Bolero
at sight of the prize haul.

He took the brown cigar from his teeth
and wiggled it exultingly. Then he and
Brown jumped snappily to the rail to handle
the dory tackles.

“Sluice them on deck—quick!” urged
Taylor. “Sag enough here to unjoint a
man's arms!’

Bolero and Brown hooked on and swiftly
swung outhoard the dip-net rigred on a

Up and down the splatiering dip-
net plunged. In a silver stream the cod
were scooped inboard, all alive and flopping
in the pen, and while the dories, leaving
‘Taylor aboard, sheered off again to reset
the empty trap, Brown and Bolero hastened
o the splitting-tables amidships.

ever mind, boys," Taylor slnprcd
“I'm not salting these down. I'm
hklng them in to Chiiteau to be made

wmmt a wink of surprise Bolero and
Brown desisted, Bolero going off imme-
dhlely to his tiny galley and Brown taking
his accustomed place at the wheel. They
made no comment then, but when the
daries were nested ahoard once more and
sail crowded on the Graywing the crew had
appartunity to pass the word as the schooner

inshore.
“Ave, an’ 'tis made fish ashore, they'll
be, ken,” winked Scotty McCaig to
“An' for why? Are the cod
nae plentiful an’ this the first week o° June?
October’s a lang way aheid, Tammy.
Loys o’ time tae dry a few hundred quintals
ashore an' still fill our hold tae ballast us
hame tae Gloucester! Eh, mon—wha'

gulletin® doon yer laughs for?”

‘e you puttin’ that squint in them
canny eyes of yours, Scotty?"" countered

s :
“Old Peter Laval’s rooml” pmph*!‘

the battered sealer, o

Wing and wing, the of o water-
witch in her rakish beautiful lines, 'I'lqu!’
himself in Brown's place at the wheel, &
Graywing drove on for Chitean Bay,
grandest fiord on Labrador's !NM
fore shore. Past York Poinl 'f.s
entrance, she tacked, mm
basaltic cliff of the Dtvﬂ"
capping Henley Island and ﬂutm
through the cove-like harbor of Chilteaw
itself.

Rimmed ‘round by towering Laurentian
hills covered with birch, balsam and
snuggling at the foot of Beacon
hoary thousand-foot sentinel of all. w
the ancient, storied settlement. Here, Ta
lor knew, Jacques Cartier in 1534 had
set down his wandering foot on the
of his La Nowvelle France.

Here was the foundi u‘ham.m
ment of French cofou:glhat grew by the
hundreds, to be swelled in the of
the seventeenth century by bold
emigrants, to be further augmented a full
century later by exiled Acadians whe
1843 located at Matashquan and in
drifted in to Chiteau till it hived H
present glory of swarming

hummed with the ceaseless ﬁtrl‘um of the
Sehi g

g
The industry of the fishers was the !
and fiber of the place. Newf:
chants marketed the catch, and of
several fims doing business there Peter
Laval secured the bulk of the trade.

the outports and rogues and
hearl. Taylor ackmvdedpd

No Imnne skilful hand M.:;d E
to cull a fisherman's voyage Fﬂ
for his profit as damp or Madeiral -
No swifter pencil than old Peter's
charge the planters double prices for
plies and carry on his books without iz
their balance at the settling upl

Peter



lastl

- men’s and w{wenn lives into Terranovan
* dollars as evidenced in his custon of working
vomen as cheaper labor than men upon his
ilﬁﬂdm‘ stations.

sordid coiner of

CHAFPTER VII
OLD PETER'S ROOM

\WAL'S establishment lay in the curve

af the zove below the village graveyard
sleeping under the slant of Heacon Hill
Tt consisted of a long wooden jetty, a barn-
4 store generally known as the
miserable, tumble-down fish-

and down the jetty stalked old Peter,

colorless, icicle-like eyes over-
£ nhg everything that went on and at the
time watching the crowded shipping

haw.- you there, Capitaine Tay-
as the Graywing swung to
i “A trap haul for me,
“A"B, Peter, a record haul of one hundred
wve quintals for a trap of that
icki rours at the
| "!'ay or. “And no
adeira about them—no, nor any
brandy either!”

t inned a deep grin that wrinkled
3 ious face.

Voild, 1 was drunk last night, but T
: _ube.r and penitent today,” he declared
€ “Ous, and the Awk is many souls
and gone on her way to Camp
It would have been a pity to drag

hole lluwgh a bag like that. My room

3 e, and 1'11 send the carteel
b_pt.'om r your fish. No, you can't

- moor alongside till I get the harbor-end
« m&nj:tw in place, Comment? You

much there was to do.”

l’_eursl.umped down the wharf to give his
“orders, and immedintely the carteel boat,
h_g&hnrge used to freight the catches

dory, trailed by the carteel
livveres and the Graj 's men aboard,
in to old Peter's sl.agzw‘“

As he approached the straddling skeleton
of the stage which was built of longers he
scanned it for the first glimpse of the
roomies Laval was working. Surely, Tay-
lor thought, with all his riches, hard-fisted
though he was, old Peter would hardly
work his own womenkind in a room like
this. Surely he would not—by Jove, yes,
he would, tool  Yonder was the slim sway-
ing of a figure he had seen before!

Three laden dories ahead of the carteel
boat were pewing the last of their loads to
the stage, and there in the stagehead
pesition stood Marie passing the gleaming
cod along a chute to the cutthroat old Anne.
Her double-bladed knife flashing in the
sunlight, old Anne.in two strokes nicked
each fish on either side of the neck, with a
third slash ripped each belly open and
shu:g the mangled carcass along to the

The ‘header was a quarter-breed Eskimo
woman, leathered, wrinkled, impressive as
a Buddha, who pulled heads off and en-
trails out, separated the livers with won-
derful dexterity, dropped each liver into
the liver puncheon and elid the disem-
boweled fish on for the final operation of
splitting.

The”splitter, a full-blooded Ml;::nl.;gnak
squaw with one hand mittened, the
cod with three lightning slashes and slapped
them into a large vat whence her fourteen-
year-old boy wheeled them in a dredge
barrow away to the fish-sheds to lie a moath
;nnder salt in layers three deep before being

IT WAS an efficient crew of roomies
old Peter worked. From stage to
salt bulk there was no pause in the
glittering stream of cod—not till the carteel
boat with the trailing dory swung up to
the wharf and Marie raized her eyes to look
fairly into Taylor's.
“Mon Dieul” she gas
‘Taylor shuddered mmnll} at sight of
her slim loveliness in the ugly mess, but he
carried himself boldly in the awkward
moment.
“Good morning, Mademoiselle Marie,"
he greeted, seeming not to see the smatter




o B

she
“You

in, Capiteine Toy
letu.med swiitly reum’cnng herself.
must be a mighty fisher."”

But her involuntary halt in her work had

the rapid machine, The pitch-
forked fish piled up on her, the cutthroat
old Anne and the rest waved idle knives
in the air, and old Peter let out a roar like
a bull.

“Name of a name, Marie!” he bellowed.
“Do not stand there like a rock pillar with
a dozen quintal of fish at your feet.  Diable,
move them along!"

Marie flushed scarlet, her face like some
mare, delicate crimson flower among the
silver gleam of the cod, and Taylor saw
the fire leap to her eyes as she shot a wicked
side-glance at her father. Taylor himself
bad only one thought—to get her out of
that mess, but he was too shrewd to try
to bully old Peter or to appeal to his better
nature. Laval was not a man to be bullied
or influenced by appeals. To move him
one had to speak in terms of his pocket-

book.

“But look, Peter,” he argued, “your
Marie is too slight for such rush work.
I have a big trap haul here and very likely

er coming by evening. Let me put
one of my own men in her place. Let me
put Hughie Hay here, as good a stagehead
as ever kept the dories forking. It is in
my own interest and with Hughie on the
.h‘%:l will be better for you as well.”

t the pay,” demurred old Peter.
“Marie
return

ts nothing, for ceild, it is the
gives me for her St. John's
]

*Hughie gets his wage and share as one of
the ing’s crew whether afloat or
ashore,” Taylor hastened to assure him.
““He will cost you nothing.”

“Trds biew, then, let him take Marie's
place,” accepted old Peter with alacrity.

Hughie sprang out and took the girl's
position as stagehead, while Marie tumned
to Taylor, & wonderful light of gratitude
in her eyes. He had extricated her quickly
and neatly from her bonday

prmﬂ
the Graywing,"

g, laughed ’

With'a touch of gallantry he hlﬂhdh
down into his dory under old Peter's icicle-
like but unprotesting eyes,

“The schooner has not_'hmg to do Iﬂl_g;
trap haul this evening, so till i
take you for a holiday m
Chiiteau Bay!"

CHAPTER VIIT
UNLAWFUL MESH

ND what o cruise and what a
it was! And what a respite for
—the clean deck of the trim Graysing
under her feet in place of the slimy stage,

the savory sea brecze in her nostrils in lien
of the reck of disemboweled cod, the laugh-

ing wvoice of this great Viking of &

captain in her ears instead of the snarling
admonitions of her parental s&wb-mm
old Peter and old Anne!
Care-free, buoyant, joyful-mooded uthﬂ
sparkling sea itself, poked  the
schooner’s bowsprit mt‘:cynﬂ the inner
harbors of Chiteau Bay, into Henley, into
Antelope Tickle, into Pitt's Arm; they
climbed the Devil's Dining Table to glimpse
tl!c sall-thtc(I panorama of the strait; and
crimsan-

L up at evening
dl" Rﬂ.'d y twenty mﬂa o lhe'lﬁ

Trul)', a day of comradeship, of
fidences exchanged, of romance Miﬁll.f
blossoming forth upon a romantic

shore steeped in Inm and and
in love and feud. Here int WM
Eskimos and

Montagnais  wooed .
warred, r.obefdlnwuimpe&neandm 5
ﬂ.lct by the English and French and, ﬁ'

'b]ond of these ancient coastwise adventurers

ran in the veins of both ’.l‘lylnrr and Marie.
Yonder ruin of Fort Pitl, in Pitt's Anﬁ,

almost obliterated by the

bery—well, Taylor's father was one of ﬂﬂ

officers of the American pﬂ\fnl.m Mi

wh:ch besieged it in 17?3-

ge
her pride, and she was

without touchin

mt Ioath to let him see that she admired
"Ah,m\": of the Awuk, how can I

thank you?” she thed gratefully, yet

with something of coquettishness,

ble-down fortress, Fort Greville, ln‘lﬁ i
unrlhwnn[ of Henle} Island over the
woild, few knew anything about it, but Mar
could tell. Her granduncle on her mit]
side, old Greville the planter, had bui
it to keep the warlike Eelimea away |
his Breton colons. :




‘ou're right, Tom,” agreed Taylor,
“and we'd better haul our trap and get in
to the Ihel,l.er of Chiitean before it blows

& y the slim Boston Jim as
" lockout, the battered sealer Halifax re-
* lieving Brown at the wheel, they bore away

~ through the yellowish mist for their trap-
‘berth near York Point.

“Sight the buoys, Boston?" de

2ol

was the lawful three-inch then, and it hasn't
shrunk sincel”
TAYLOR wheeled in his fury to
grasp the boat tackles and slam a
dory overside.

“I'll put Pellier and Beauport back on
the (Icrk where they belong in one blazing
minute," he promised Marie.

“But let me go, too,” she . and
dropped into the dory with him as the boat
rose upon the swell. “I'm
There was a net seized in C Il&tmurglﬂnr
this morning, Antoine Lefevre's, se
father said—owi, and a two-and-on
inch mesh, :l you pleasel  Could it be suh-

‘Taylor as the schooner, flect as the wind
itself, flitted ghostlike from fog bank to
e harl

_Captain, T reckon T have their
minute,” Boston Jim sang out.

'a

4 in an tch T have them. But
M lsc'hnulmup:n |:Ila\"m off it Aye, and a
iﬂ'y underrunnin’ the floats! Luks like
Mdy helpin’ themselves to our fish."”
While he nng out Boston Jim lost sight
ﬂ! , but plunging through a
a l‘l‘lﬂl.‘ wide, the Graywing

nnue more into & clear water space

n two cable-lengths from the trap.
the clear space, her topsails wreathed

-scud that blew high overbead like
Taylor recognized the Esperance,
Pellier's auxiliary vessel, with
sm Codroy John in charge. In

s lowered dory that was underrunning
floats he saw Ja,(:}uu Beauport and

Pellier himself, not hauling as

]im had sus; but evidently

the mesh m net.

a growl in his throat Taylor barked
 tart orders to his men, and, folding her
m like & gull alight, his schooner lay to
the Esperance.
in blazes does this mean, Pellier?”
roared at the dory in a mighty wrath.
- “Who gave you authority totouch that net?”
B!_;Thi.law y Capitaine Taylor,” Pellier sent
'Jacques Beauport brought word to
| the Groix in the harbor that you were
two-and-one-half-inch mesh, and I
¢ ot to seize your trap.'”
; *Then Jacques Beauport is a cursed liar
g:u are a plagued fool to believe any
~ fale he brings]” Taylor raged. “T hauled

That Jacques is &
dark one when he has a grudge. Maybe
he has taken up your own, set Lafevre's
to catch you and brought the admiral to
e

“By heavens, if he has I'll brain him!™
vowed Taylor.

With a surge he drove the dory along
the line of floats toward the other craft,
rowing so viciously that Beauport held up
a w:lmlng hand.

“It's no use making such a pr:lty fuss,
Capitaine,” he warned. “We have the
size of your mesh. Owi, ask Codroy Jehn,
there, whom any man well knows does
not lie, Two and one-hal, is it not, Codroy
John?" .

“Aye, it be two and one-half,” boomed
Codroy John from the deck of the Esper-
ance. “I'd like to die if it do measure a
twine-breadth more.” y

Taylor seized the floats and hauled in a
few fect of the net.

“It's not my trap,” he vehemently de-
clared. “It’s not the trap I hauled in this
spot this morning. My own has been
hifted and this one dropped in its phne 0

“Mon Diew, a fine fairy-story,”

Pellier. “Buoyed by vour buoys but not
your net, eh? Hol [lo! ‘That is & new
plea for law-breakers,”

“No, it's not my net,” gnued Taylor.
“My buoys, but not my trap! i

“Then whose is it, pray?" scoffed Pellier,

“Antoine Lefevre’s, most likely," flashed
Marie. “And Lapmm:a Taylor's is most
likely stored away where it will not be found.
Ask Jacques Beauport, there. He was the
man who seized it this moming and—and
used it again!"
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_ Pellier’s eyes turned inquiringly on
y E‘g id";’ exploded Jacques, the fire flaming
in his eyes. “Do you and your Yankee
Caglmm insinuate that I—that I—"

Yes," cut in Taylor, “you exchanged
them either on your own or some one else's
Bidding.”

Beauport choked, his swarthy face
reddish-purple in his rage.
“Canaille—canaille! ~ Fils du diable!™

he anathematized. “Nomme de—"

Taylor's swinging car stopped short his

epithets, Pellier and Jacques had just

. time to duck low before the swishing spruce

lade scarred their dory gunwale. And

before they could raise their heads anew

or seize a weapon, Taylor, bringing his

bludgeon "round in its arc again, stove their
whale bow with a terrific blow.

Pellier and Beauport floundered in the
water, velling for help from the Esperance,
and Taylor looked up to find the schooner
footing forward under sail. At the first
sign of altercation Codroy John had slipped
her in between the schooner Graywing and
the two dories at the trap. Taylor and
Marie were cut off from their vessel, and it
seemed for a moment that the Es
mwmlsht seize him in the name of the law
along with his trap.

But his own crew on the Graywing were
likewise watchful. They moved when Cod-
n'ly john moved, mdsmgunluﬂsa:lm

owling scL: so that the schooner

ACross foamy wave-crests, out-

pmted the Esperance and drew a length
clear.

‘Then swinging on her beel, the Graywing
came about on the other tack, threatening
to shave the Esperance’s bows as she
crossed the auxiliary vessel’s course.

Tom Halifax was yelling Codroy John
warning to alter his course, but Codray
refused to shift a point. His aim was to
blanket the dory, seize its two occupants,
plck up the pair of floundering men and

drive on before the Greywing could give
Taylor any aid.

Al right. then, I'll bump your old
wagon!” bellowed Tom.

He cut fairly across the Esperance’s bows,
There was the high-pitched whine of taut,

sheets, the sullen grind of timbers,

of cries and a volley of caths in

Fluv;h. and the next moment the Gray-
wing’s bowsprit crashed out the Esperance’s

fi ble of
u:_fliram:mﬂmjum vm:k;gs

her like a set-lmhnrr,
swept clear and a pnml.l)r
luffed up in lhggaleol wind.

‘Taylor, heaving his dory alongside with
his one undamaged oar, rose on the crest
of & wave. Kerrigan and Patterson, wait-
ing tackles in hand, hooked on-and t
him, Marie, dory and all on deck
un.

“We've lost our trap, and we'll lose our
schooner too, if we don't get to sheltesd”
Taylor shouted the moment he struck the
deck. “Crack on all you've got and
into Chiteaul™

EEVENash:spnkuTowW

cry rose above the howl of the
wind.

# "Ware the mainmast! Yon rough work
must 'a’ cracked herl Look out, she's foulin®
the fore hoom!™

Taylor wheeled to see the main boom
poised weirdly in air, with the
sagging on to the foremast and adding its
windage in a terrific strain.

“Ases, boys o' minel” he yelled. “Jump
lively there!” =

But as the swinging blades of half a dozen
of the crew hit into the tangle, the added
windage told. The foremast gave sud-
denly with an explosive snap, and both
masts and both booms with their ballooning
sails crashed over the starboard rail.

The Graywing heeled till the rail went
under. It seemed for a second that she
would never rise out of the trough of the
seas, but Taylor, with a waming word to
Marie to hold tight, rushed away from her
with an ax snatched from the hand of one
of his men. He sprang upon the slanting
stump of the foremast, at the same time =
y:]]mg orders in the tumult of the breaking

"Cut her clear, boys o' minel” he clar-
joned, his bright blade cleaving in a circle
of light about his head.

It was wild work in a wall of spray for
a moment, and Marie canght her breath
her eyes on Taylor like a t.rwellemg
storm or boarding clinging to 113
of the foremast, his fair head llulm
by his ax, hurling the wreckage adnift
while the wind rose, bringing with it the
menace of floe-ice hurtling  down.

Esperance, in as bad a plight as they,




nowl" cried Taylor.
like the Vukmg he was, he
to her side as the foremast
stump assumed a vertical position again and
sl him back on to the deck.

“Rig a couple of trysails on those
ips,” he ordered, a wary eve on the
all clear and hard abeam.
magic the emergency sails futtered
; drew, the stumps of fore and main
two dwarfed jury masts, and craitily,
tinually by the baffled sea, the
crept from the menace of wave
and fioe into the quict of Chateau
~ harbor. Hard in her wake the Esperance
snailed in under similar rig, and for an
instant the two vessels rode ril to rail
before rounding ln their anchorage off
Peter Laval's I
“Well, Pellier, E'IDMll:{I Taylor, “this
is what comes of Beauport's Lnrlmr) A
mice mess it's made of two fine schooners!
You'd better look to the whereabouts of
your men after this!”
Pellier, staring at Taylor with his far-
focused brown eyes as the Gloucester
Jowered a dory and prepared to
row Marie ashore answered not a word,
Im. when the dory touched old Peter's
whari the admiral beckoned Jacques Beau-
Eﬂ to him and closeted himseli with him
the Esperance's cabin,

CHAPTER IX
THE TOAST

; dark was down on shore as Taylor's
.« dory touched old Peter's whard, the
soaring crests of the wooded hills lost in
the black murk of a stormy sky, the cheery
lq,lm of Chiiteau pricking like golden stars
ing fog. About Peter's
rned evil-smelling kerosenc flares,

heon the stagehead, one at the cutthroat's
and one at the splitter’s table. In the
glow of the farther flare worked the
Montagnais squaw splitting the last of the
day's catch, her fourteen-year-old boy
coming and going beside her as he had done

g
1

wh:lung them keen and sbchns t'hqu m
the slabs, ready for the morrow.

the s.tagehemi the final fish slmt nm
Hughie Hay leaned on his fork beside
Peter and stared in a vain attempt to make
out the strange rigs of the schooners that
had just cast anchor.

“Mon Diex, it is you two, then,” cried
old Peter as Taylor and Marie climbed out
on the stage. “What have you done to
your Groywing, Copiteine? We  couldn't
see well for the fog, but T know it is not the
rig you sailed out under this morning.”

“No, I had a brush with Pellier's Esper-
ance and we both Jost some sticks,” hugﬁd
Taylar.

“Diahle!  You tell me s0? Comie into
the lean-to and let us hear about it.”

With & word to Hughie Hay to take
charge of the dory and wait for him, Taylor
followed old Peter and Marie over the
wooden jetty. The slipperiness of the cod
was underfoot, the reck of the cod in their
nostrils, and involuntarily Marie shuddered.
This was what she had left for a golden day.
This was what she had come back to. The
thought of taking fork in hand at dawn
once more and standing there on the stage-
head nauseated her and a wild desire to
flee the whole thing filled her impulsive

bein,

The lean-to backed. the fish-ahedsy #nd
through a doorway all sagped askew
entered Peter’s Chiteau home. ~Of a tru
it was but a Summer home, occupied during
the fishing-season and deserted while he
spent the Winter at Bay of Islands on the
Newfoundland shore, but nevertheless its
starkness and squalidity struck Taylor like
the blow of a dirty hand.

A tin lantern hung from the low roof
casting a feeble light as if ashamed to
glaringly illuminate the rude habitation
and display its shortcomings to visitors.
Through holes in the roof the fog was
dripping, hitting the hot top of the lantern
with a sputter or streaking down the un-
rinded timbers that held together the

filled walls. U a shb
floor bowed and sprung to the tread, o bare
floor, knotted, uneyen, yawning with two-
inch cracks, littered with its own bark that
the foot skinned off at every step.




as a washstand, supporting a granite basin
and a pot of soft yellowish soap under an
endless towel revolving on a roller.

At the farther end Taylor espied the

dﬁw' uarters, walled off from the main
unplaned boards. These were
ng,\ ilt-in bunks, and Tavior noted
& thrill of pleasure the cI«mI) appeir-
ance of Marie's, itz opening hung with
new curtaing, her sea-chest within set out
for & dresser, her bed well-ordered.

Old Peter's was primitive enough, having

neither curtains nor covering, his mattress
of moss, but Taylor knew that the
fisted old roomer was abroad night
and day, never removing his clothes and
sleeping with sea boots and oilskins on.
From old Anne's he turned his eves away,
for he espied & comforter that had not been
washed since her youth and deeper than
that he did not care to pry.

Yet old Peter might have been a sovereign
in a palace so merrily he laughed at Taylor's
account of Beauport’s trickery. The pre-
dicament of the sly Jacques filled the hardy
old mariner with delight.

“Ciell” he chortled. “That Jacques
Beguport! He is the wily rascal. No
fool, Jacques, when it comes to anything
he wants. But he is caught this time.
But wait—you will see. Admiral Pellier is
a man of honor and fairmess. Owi, and a
man of discipline. He will draw the truth
from Jacques as a man corkscrews a bottle
of brandy. Weild, and that makes me
remember [ am dey!  Will you have some-

ing before you go, Capitaine?”

Peter stepped over to his bunk and
from a secret r:v:tgtm:!c under the moss pro-
duced a bottle of brandy.

“Fresh from Miquelon?"" inquired Taylor
with a laugh.

“Nom, St. Pierrel” chortled old Peter.
“It is one of a case and there are many
cases—buried, you understand, where the
customs officer will never grub. Vafre
health, Capitaine!  Owi, and a full voyage
even if your trap is gone and your schooner

“Yﬂnr own health, Peter; aye, and a full

THE RETURN OF THE ESPERANCE

Wﬂ\Tpﬂmed between Pellier and Beau-
port in the cabin of the Esperance the
fishers of Chiteaun never knew for a cer-
tainty, but they shrewdly surmised. .
in the fair weather of t{le next day the
auxiliary vessel in charge of Codroy John
crossed the strait under a single stick for
repairs at Humbermouth., Fi
Jacques Beauport and six men of the Graiz
went with her, and at that Chitean tongues
commenced wagging. It was plain enoughl

Veild, they all knew Marie Laval had
another suitor, one at last whom:she did not
flout! Jacques Beauport, the observant,
the :unmmcg‘, had trkﬂ‘lTE)gﬂ rid of him at &
stroke, but Jacques had gone too far with
and the admiral had taken &
How honorable, that man Pellier
The desire of his heart likely to be snatched'
away, and yet he had not countenanced
the opportunity to take unfair advantage
of his rivall

Oui, Jacques Beauport and the ﬂl‘h
had Im]pcd him change Capilaine Taylor's
net in secret were going across to be dis-
ciplined at the Fishery Protection Service
headquarters at Humbermouth, over on
the Humber arm of Bay of Islands, New-

foundland. ‘
it seemed that the Chiteau.

Indeed,
tongues were right, for Ta)'lor heard no
more about the charge of usmg
mesh in strait waters. His seine was not
returned, in all probability because Beau-
port had destroyed it, but he himself was
not melested. As for Marie, she did not
go back to her stagehead position on old
Peter's wharf. Taylor saw to that.

Every day in the gray of the dawn
Hughie Hay took up her work at the room.
while she spent her glorious freedom on
the Chiteau hills or afloat on Chlmll
Bay. The Graywing being under repairs.
in the harbor itself, Taylor had com-
missioned a trap skiff belonging to Laval
and with his handy craft he u a fresh
trap, likewise bought in old Peter's barter-
house, moored in his !‘Drmer l.rlpbnﬂ.'h.
His luck ran riotously.
struck in in immense numbers.

Every dﬂy for three weeks and more wlg__

a hig fish On old Peter’s wharl
knives llasheti early and the kmm

L

SR e o St e i SR AR




2 Imdgmr 10 over-ocean ports
- or chartered huge top-masted schooners
i ?.tm Nzwfmuld.land’f. East Coast to freight

1o’

And Iw might! For the most
famous cod-grounds on the Labrador were
~ here on its southern fore shore, on the banks
and shoals of Belle Isle Strait!  Slimed with
- their food, the Chiteau shoals drew the
teeming millions, and men of many nations

fished while the harvest held. From all
Ili!.ﬁunntl ris of the Union American
503:, ; from all the Newfound-
hnd outports all manner of sailing craft
came, mumers, floaters, trawlers, gallant
topmast schooners and ponderous brig-

“lﬂ'et amid a horde of mighty fishers
maintained his reputation as the
greatest of them all. I\n man hauled more
qnﬁmh at a single haul than he, and no
sent such catches slithering along old
s chutes. Between hauls he and his
worked on the Graywing. Like Corte-
of old he cut tall masts from the hills,
“when everything was in readiness all
turned out to restep the schooner
on her deck and old Peter's
wharf in her honor as they christened her
brand-new cagvas with strong waters of
the North.

_A gay day that and a gay night with one
thousand craft in the Bay, and ten thousand
men and women on the beach. And ng
and queen of the ten thousand were Capi
taine flor and Marie Laval, Taylor

flag to the foretop and Marie,
a8 siren, spraying the new canvas
th'a bottle of port and humming a little
sea song as she sprayed.

AS MARIE finished her song she

flung the empty bottle overside

and pointed toward the outer reach
ui the harbor.

" “Mon Dicw—the Esperance™ she cried.
#As if the song called her—and what
\mountainous freight has she got?”

“Taylor turned to stare at Pellier's
- auxiliary vessel boasting a new foremast
~and loaded with all the shining lumber
= mi of & modemn room.  Codroy John
charge and nowhere among her crew

EE
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eyt ey
indeed. ]'anqq:;"::s % hu“g‘-

Yet Taylor's wondering mind did not
dwell upon Jacques. He stared at the
magnificence of the cargo the Esperance
carried, the: finest timbers, the most
luxurious fixings he had ever seen destined
for a room on the coast,

“Is it your father's stuff, Marie?” he
asked. And as old Peter at that moment
rolled none too steadily down, the wharf
to meet the schooner, Taylor hailed him
with the query: “How now, Peter—have
you opened your heart at last? Yonder
are the makings of a palace aboard the
Esperance, and it must have cost you a good
many francs!”

“Diable, never a franc!” leered old Peter,
regarding him and Marie with maliciously
triumphant eyes. “It was paid for
e\dmifﬂ] Pellier.” Lo i

“What?" demanded Taylor. “Is Pellier
forsaking the bridge for the planter's
flakes?"

“Non/™

Laval shook his sou'westered head and
wiggled his chin in mirthful grimace so that
his fringe of white whisker wavered back
and forth.

“It is to replace my own old tumble-down
sheds. People have laughed and tumed
up their m’l’ended noses at my room. Well,
wait till the old boards rattle down and
yonder gear goes up instead, and we will see
who cackles with laughter and casts the
merry eve. Mom Diew” laughing in
drunken raucousness, “does it surprise you,
then? Should a son-in-law not be so lavish
with his wealth? Voild, Pellier has
to Anne and myself in the way of the French
for the hand of our daughter. The answer?
Ciel, see there the marriage gift!"

CHAPTER XI
THE BARTER-HOUSE

ISTEN for the end of the dance,
Lance,” reminded Taylor as, hali an

hour later, he slipped over the rail of the
Star of the Sea into his dory. “And watch
for the two boats and don't lose a second.
The thing must be done in a flash before
Marie is missed. It's a good job I stowed

P —



y made fish aboard as they came from
‘Peter’s flakes. The Graywing is ready
Swthmmepﬂurmlishuacklumt
T'm up to the barter-house to get.”
‘ﬁ be careful,” cautioned Lance in
"Ils a drunken gang Peter has
_aslntr_ rn dom}' part, all dght. Don't
worry about that."
Taylor pulled in to the wharf and zig-
ng through the wild dance that was
g out to an end, went on up to
val's barter-house. As he stepped into
the lantern-lighted buildi that  was
crammed with all manner of sea gear he
beheld old Peter himself and four of his
cronies chuckling over their half-emptied

plasses,

“Bon matin, Caopiloine—seeing  that
‘pearly all the night is spent,” gurgled old
Peter, “Come and pledge my daughter's
‘health.”

“Another time, Peter, when the liquor
docsn't run so strong,” evaded Taylor.
“] just dropped in for that light tackle
you put aside for me. The (-ruvmwg goes
to my trap-berth for this morning’s haul.”

“Hepe it is, then,” mumbled Laval.
“Give me a hand, camarades!”

The five reached into a canvas-cluttered
corner of the barter-house, Their hands
flashed forth again, not with Taylor's
tackle but with several yards of seine that
gettled on his shoulders. Caught un-
awares, like a lion in a net, he hurled him-
self across the floor with the five clingi
desperately to the meshes that envel

“*Digblel" snarled old Peter. “You would

plan to elope with Marie—commeni? You
would steal off in separate dories and let
Lance the words over your heads

from the rail of the Star of the Sea and then
dart south in the Graywing? Ciel, I am not
so drunk as you think, Cagilaine.  Non, but
sober encugh to lurk in the shadow of the
Groywing's sails and overhear you and
Marie. The end of the dance the moment,
toal Tres bien, then, there it is, the last
serape of the fiddles!”

As he struggled Taylor heard the wail of
the violins die away, thumping feet leave
the whari and singing dancers pass along

beach.

“The end,” taunted old Peter, almost face
to face with him through the maze of
meshes yet with the protection of that
maze between, “Marie is stealing off in a

¥
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m k ‘ln il’.
“Hln% Ho! Do yw Trids
aboard the Esperance and not aboard the.

Graywing she ]go I’:Ilu.rhnu.

Esperance, 1 say, Blangard will spuk lhk
words, Blangard instead of Lance, and thus
it will save & lot of trouble with thz‘sh'b-
bornness of Mariel"

Peter finished with a disbolical chuckle
at his own and Pellier’s cleverness—Pellier
the man of honor and fairness who fell be-
fore a mighty temptation when it came In
the stake of Marie,

Taylor felt a pang like the thrust of jce
in his heart.

1m.

“You devil, Peter!” he roared, wrenching
to get his arms free from the bmdmn seine,
“You cold-blooded, shoal-born,
slimed cod! First you barter her,
lhon }aulryw muryhuhyltﬁch

“nh the colossal heaving, with the
strength of a demon he rocked from wall
to wall of the barter-house, crashing jts
trappings this way and that, dragging the
five backward and forward with the tre-
mendous Viking power that was in him.
Two of them he pinned t the wall
with his bulk and jerked off their feet ina

'ai

sudden lurch o that their side of his twine

prison was left for a second \‘mmhﬁ\
Inlhntwmndhcwnlhndhnr:gt
room :

Peter staggered the width of the
fell backward upon a bundle of nildm.h,
and before he could clamber up Taylor
struck again and again and Peter's two
cronies sprawled on top of him.

WHIPPING the seine into their
faces with a final swing Twhr
darted out of the barter-house door-
way before the other pair could stop him.
A riot raged in his heart as he ran down lﬂ
Star of the Ses riding at anchorage M
the harbor craft.  Though the night-shadow
of the Chteau hills lay dark upon the

water, the approaching dawn was
it a little, and he discern the




came across the harbor to him.
1" she scm\med, “It is Pel-

tng—

“was cut short, but Taylor had
With a leap he was afloat,
do surging out.
:yourfcie?” he shrilled as he

the Sea, “Pellier got
e your yacht. Peter
trapped me in the barter-house, but I broke

3 : ed
- % where," yelled Lance, Ting

pee
thmugh the dark with his
eyes, “where in the name of

ie Esperonce!”’ Taylor snarled back.
pIy her with wine and the Groix's
marry them

h g hmor's information Lance threw up

in holy harror, a fantom of

s in the gloom, but Taylor him-
the Ster of the Sea and away,
dory like a madman to overtake

pair ahead, when like & moth
the Espanncr her deck-
and

ite and trembling, his red wrath.
but with the spirit passion that mﬁ:
dlewhilchmtnifusndm!ul he shook his
fist at the planter.

“You've taken her, you and Pellierl” he
answered. “You've stolen her from me,
Peter, but as sure as the sea winds blow and
the tides turn T'll come again to Chatean
to take her backl”

CHAPTER XII
FULL VOYAGE

Ah D Taylor came, not that season for
the Autumn g‘l]cﬁ completely closed -
the fore shore to sailing craft, nor the next
for Marie sent him private word to Glouces-
ter of the motherhood that was forced upon
her like the marriage, but the following
Spring! On the hecls of Winter he came
winging through the strait, threading the
maze of icebergs grounded on the shoals
just off Chiteau and drove into the harbor
itself.

His vow had gone ringing from man to
man along the foaming seaboard. The whole
coast was agog for his coming. Day by
day Marie had kept vigil from Beacon
Hill, and day by day the admiral, old
Peter and the disciplined Jacques Bea
had taken council against the lifting of the
Graywing's sails. Jacques had been put
on patrol duty with the Esperance, and
Jacques it was who sighted Taylor's

| off York Point and brought the

for £
in betwt:n i
y heard the metallic clash of
., Under full sail the schooner
the dory and the two figures in on
and drove on out of Chiteau harbor.
Like & moth she went, and like the black
1 'mtg‘ﬂsmthewu!\eollhcmum the

(g dzgﬁcd after.

¥ pitaine,’”  hali-cackled,
1 the voice of old Peter from
yh.rf “oni, convoyed to a place where
G‘rung dare not pnke The honey-
s at Humbermouth!”
red wrath gone with the flicker of the
's sails, suddenly left white and
‘Taylor turned his eyes shoreward
Peter dimly outlined on his stages
ane of his kerosene flares, one hand to

news with a rush to Pellier and old Peter
on the latter's new wharf.

“Voild, the Graywing, sirl” he
dramatically, drawing himself up proudly

on the planed boards. e hesling

“]hc devil," growled Pellier, w
from his talk with old Peter. “Where
now?"

Beauport pointed where the schooner,
hard in the Esperance's wake, was pushing =
through the ice barrier. So close the
barrier bulked that it ri 'round the
harbor like a wall. Three days it had lain
thus, shutting in the French warship
Groix, another French gunboat and two
British cruisers on the ﬁshex{u pcl.ml.
Big hulks could not
paaagr_ where deftly handled ﬂ:hom




head of t.he Er’iking ‘i‘aylor at the wheel.
Handling the sheets those on the wharf
saw the well-known forms of his sturdy
crew: the adolescent Hughic Hay, the ex-
ﬁmmg Irish Kerrigan, the parson-like

ton Jim, the lopped-off Titan Pafterson,
the braw McCaig, battered sealer Hali-
fax, the wizencd Brown.

Instantly at sight of the schooner the
Chiteau beach took up the mews, fisher
h@hg to fisher and bark hailing nearby

rk.

“Moan Diew, it is the Graywing of Glouces-
ter come back!"

“0ni, 1 told one hundred of you that
Capitaine Taylor would keep his oath!”

“Name of a name, then Admiral Pellier
had better to look to himself or he will be
lefit alone. What will the proud man do?™

Pellier heard the medley of comments,
and his face flushed.

“Tho?" he grated to Laval and Beauport.
T will show these fools! Peter, they must
not meet—Tavlor and Marie. T must seize
Iiis schooner before he can work any devil-
tryl?

“That will not be hard,” ventured the
fathomless Beauport.

“Name a charge, then, Jacques,” flashed
old Peter. “You were always quick of wit
in these things."

“Why," prompted. Jacques, “there is the
matter of his voyage here two years ago.
It is against the law for an American m
load fish not caught and cured by pmg:
of the United States, and he loaded with

cured yourself, Peter!”

“Ho! Hu"' exclaimed old Peter, grinning
'h y. “You hear, Pellier? Jacques has

memory, You can trump up no

beue: excuse than that. Scize his Gray-
1eing at once and hand it over to the British
cruisers to take to St. John's. The Lab-
rador is their shore, and theirs is the
administering of its law. Cid, the Ad-
mimlty Court is sometimes slow. Com-
? The Graywing may rtot in

: the harbor of 5t. John's before its case is

Thieard, and while it 15 ml.uns lt can not carry
anybody off from Chateau."”
*Dien," growled Pellier with a whip-like

3

mnkmg hmfmm “it goes against

gmn, but T will doit. It is either ﬂ:’t

Wamk!mshakgolhkhﬂduh&
put off to the Grefx,

the Groix got under way, and as Taylor

boldly rounded to his old

Laval's new room, the warship crossed

bows and dropped a boat full of men along-

side.

“Your schooner is seized, Capifaine
Taylor," Pellier greeted him coolly from bis
place in the sternsheets.

“For what?” roared Taylor, his wrath
abruptly blazing like the sun-set fires. =%
“For a breach of the Newfoundland navi-
gation laws," announced the Admiral
vaguely., “I shall be compelled to hand
L:fu(.‘mvmn;; over to these British cruisers
to be taken to St. John's. You and your
crew will be set down by the Esperance at
the nearest American part. Get into ﬂie

boat and go aboard herl"

Pellier stepped on the Grajwing's after-
deck, old Peter Laval, Jacques
Codr

AND he finished his sentence with

John and a dozen more at his beels,
forming two guarding lines through wlﬂdl
the admiral beckoned captain crew.. =
“Come quickly,” he ordered, wa ;‘ 4
hand to the Groix's guns fi at
blank range. “There uml'::mciau _iu_
resistance.”
“You cowards!" stormed Taylor, clench-
ing his fists in their faces. *You 1
whelps! Do you think vou're going to
drag me off my own dn.klikcldog? ﬁ
heavens, Ill sink to the harbor bottom first,
(-Myuug and alll" G
Defiant he crouched, his men ready set
behind him, itching to hurl themselves at
Pellier's men, when Codroy John's wlwpu‘ 4
enarled in his ear. Codroy stood at the
foot of one of the guarding lines, nearest
to Taylor, and over his massive shoulder
he spat the words through his beard. =
'Fiml}w name o' the I.nl\'],golhﬂld,
Captain!” he urged. “The Esperamce be
as swift a schooner as yoor Gu% lﬂ_d. F
she do lie nearer to the stages.
take a look?' i
Taylor darted a furtive glm
ward, and his blood leape
Peter's stagehend - stood Marie, wiﬂl old
Anne by her side holding by the hand 5
toddling granddaughter. Fearful lest Pellier




_Minl(niﬂ, ohm;’;ud “head
searched Codroy T face. In-
its friendliness, and he took

s cle.

o' mine," he spoke,
men mlh a show of inde-
ing them a warning wink;

down to the fine thing,
I don't care for myself or
b\lt you fellows have kin
I forgot that. It isn't fair
e'd better go aboard the
fight our case with the law

% , that is something sensible, Capi-

m” cut in Pellier, ETOWIng very uneasy

- at the prospect of stubborn resistance. “It

under the law I am :u:l.mg, and you have
ilege.”

e e N Sl

Peter, Beauport and the men of Wﬁﬁ‘
alongside the Esperance,
leierncmd:lmum auxiliary vessel was-
not at anchor, but laying to
and jib, and on her deck he glim
crew, six rugged Newfoundlanders whom
Codroy John had wvouched for. &
On to the Esperance’s deck Pellier herded
them, stepping aft himsclf to give final
orders to his men before going back to the
Groix. The grinning Peter stepped with
him and Elcnuport, both anxious to see
the last of Taylor, but their last sight was
hardly what they hnrg-umd for.
“Overboard with them alll” Taylor yelled
before Pellier could give his orders,  “Owver-
board with them, boys o’ minel”
With a roar of exultation his crew rushed
the men n: the Groix, Codroy John and his

1 Taylor,

bl'l mﬂ: you. Ul promise not to
weapons in the cabin, but send
; with me for formality—Codroy
Jobn, if you like!"
= 3'300" to his cabin as he spoke,

2 m]ﬂm at his heels, anticipating the
i 5 nod of assent for fear he should

ﬂ%t&dmy," dunamled Taylor, fac-
the Terra Novan in the closed cabin,
with her or with them? With
take itl And the Esperance is swift,
ahn, and near the stages? But what
ahout the crew aboard her?
. be Newfoundlanders like niyself,”
Codroy John. “Aye, and like
with her. Godfather I
tain Taylor, and I do love
ather she never have had
the—the real hushand
The admiral and old
: }nt “do lnﬂl;fmn&'lm! well,
do forget we oun lers be
God-fearing men. They have gone beyond
the law o' God and man, and I will never
n e them for tricking her till 1 do see
in your arme. The Esperance be
ready, Captain. Marie be on the whari.
tuke the chance?”
'#ml?" exploded Taylor, grabbing his
“Watch me, Codroy! Come on, be-
Pellier has & change of mind.”
~ The Graywing's log under his arm, he led
the way into the admiral’s waiting boat
the rest of his men filed after. Pellier,

ocking to their aid
stamping up and down the Esperance’s
deck, smiting and wrestling at her mil,
Trish’ Kerrigan, Boston Jim, Patterson,
Brown, Hughie Hay, McCaig, Tom Halifax
and Bolero the cook, smothering Pellies’s
force in the unexpectedness of their attack
and hurling them into the harbor water,
‘Taylor himself was locked with the admi-
ral, old Peter and Jacques, fighting the three
asan ordinary person would fight a singlefoe,
Vainly they lunged and struck at him.
Viking that he was he laughed under their
blows, herding them to the Esperamce’s
rail and knocking Beauport shm— over it
with a lightning blow. Old Peter rushed
but toppled back from Taylor's straight-amm
punch, caught his legs against the il and
followed Beauport, while Pellier was plucked
from the deck in the Gloucester man's

arms and cast overside.
“My turn now, Pellier!” Taylor shouted
as he splashed. “My turn, Jacques! My

turn, Peter, you foxy old devil!"

HE JUMPED for the Esperance’s
wheel as he cried.  His crew of the
Graywing and Codroy's of the
Esperance were at the main-sheet hoisting
the big mainsail, and as he put over the
spokes he felt the clean-lined schooner an-
swer like his own. Half a cable’s length
away old Peter's long wooden jetty ran out
into the water, Marie, old Anne and the
child on its edge. As the Esperamce mo-
mentarily luffed up Marie sudmhf leaped
the three-foot gap to the rail,




mth:hnt of the afterdeck she sﬁd,
p‘min; excitement, and Taylor, his
ight hand on the wheel, caught her to him
with his left, holding her thus for a second
even a5 he held the schooner to the jetty.,

“Marie, Marie, my flower of the coast!”
he breathed, his Viking blood pounding to
the thrill, to the danger, to the touch of her
:Enpr hands on his free arm and the whip-

her hair against his cheek. “But
ywr child—the little Madeline?"

“My mother keeps her till things blow
clear and we are free, and then she will
bring her to me.  She has turned to me at
the last, my mother, just as Codroy turned.”

“Good!" exulted Taylor.

“But Iht barrier,” cried Marie, “the ice-
barrier! ray to God we may pass!”

She mm ed against him, her violet eyes
were ablaze with the fire of a woman
awakened to the crisis of her life. Out
beyond yonder ring of icebergs lay the
open sea, a free path down to Gloucester, a
year of fretting under Pellier’s enforced
marriage yoke, then release and happiness
under the law. It was all that stood
Between her and another life and through
the gap in the ice wall Pellier and his watch-

cruisers could not go.

jem, it was a stake! Diem, how she
yed and clung as Taylor steered for the
g:‘rncr under full saill Chiteau Harbor
was in a tumult, a thousand clamors rising
in the early dark that dropped suddenly as
the sun failed. The beach was a-roar with
fishers’ shoutin a-rumble with the thud
of their feet as they ran to the stage heads

to keep the Esperance in sight.

Like a witch the schooner sailed. Through
the creeping dark and the swirl of mist that
came with the dark, her sails gleamed
white, pointing for the ice-barrier.  Dead

, the Groix's boats were picking up
Pellier and his men and the second
French gunboat along with the two British
cruisers were moving from their moorings
to come to the Groix's assistance, But

crafts were in their way, schooners
El’iynlim:s at anchor, and before the
w-uhlpa could close the cordon the Es-
rance broke through in zigeag tacking

Iad hmged for the gap amid the bergs.
h the harbor surface was dark, the
littering pmnat:]es of the bergs still faught
fbc rays of the sunken sun and glowed
blood-red like gpires of massed cathe-
drals in the dusk. On the ruby peaks

air in the ice caverns beneath them.

Like the crash of cannon rose the rumble

of the air as the Esperance the

ge. Like the roar of surf on a reef
broke the thunder of the swells across the
emerald ice ledges. But above these both,
another sound ripped through the air—the
belching guns of the crulsers.

“By heavens, is the madman firing at us?™
s Taylor.

“No, over us," cried Marie, watching
the red flares of the lwng g\mhwu.
“Over us—to close !)QN
you see? Mon I)Im don't
close-haul or——"

The rest of her words were lost in the
bursting of shells on the jce pinnacles ahead,
in the wailing of startled seabirds and the
crash of tons of berg tips into the gap.

Marie was right. There was no time to
close-haul the schooner.

“Hold hard!” wamed Taylor. “Every
man hold!"

Wing and wing he drove her at the cleft,
her foresail to starboard, mainsail to port,
the ends of her booms rasping great furrows
in the ice wall that was crumbling ander
the shelling. Ice fragments were raining
all about, and Taylor half-stooped at the
wheel over the crouching Marie, shi
her with his body against the fallin

A moment the Esperance wed;
the vast drawing power of
together with the lift of the surge through
the gap carried her on.  Her chafed booms.
stood out again, and, the passage closed be-
hind her by falling pinnacles against all
craft large or small, the schooner was gone
in the dark of the open sea, driving wing
and wing for Gloucester,

So deep was the gloom through which
they bored that the sails and the very
masts themselves were lost in the murk
above. Even the sluiced decks seemed to
dissolve underfoot, taking the blurry forms’
of the rest of the crew with them.

Taylor and Marie, isolated at the wheel,
secamen to skim a strange sea all their
own, even 25 their hearts skimmed a strange
new life all their own, driving southward

Tumps.
Then

canvas

Viking-prowed down the foaming foreshore

E

of their lovel
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Awutlsor of * I?drgrr Tmt

mm and drive of race,
lhﬁlm;:. w“’l‘dr:la"h_
Strong men all, they clipped the pace,
‘T where the rivers westward Pﬂ
*Cross jungle strip and desert bare;
And lol They found an ﬂm'l: }hifr_

I

pannee EY, there, ve will-o'-the-wisp!

Haggerty!"

ILwasgood to hear that voice

; again. John Haggerty, knap-
sacked, blanket-rolled, and grayish red with
the dust of forty miles, turned in time to see
the Trishman that owned it coming
through the door of the Eldorado in a rush.
“Sheehy, vou old reprobate,” and for a
moment there was nothing but hand-

"Dmgnl expect to sce ye till mornin’,
gaid Sheehy, then. “My stars, you're an
annihilator of distance, lad.”

. “Hardly that,” laughed Haggerty. But
indeed, he was as lean and hard as though
trained for & marathon. His youthful face
showed not the slightest sign of fatigue, and
22

6y Robert’).

Pearvall

“ Square,” ol

he had entered the camp called “Grizzly™
free-jointed and easily.

Sheehy’s voice grew more sober as he
looked his friend over.

“But ye've Lhnnj.cd some, lad,” he said,

“since the crossin’ of the Isthmus.”

“If T have, it’s all I've done,” said Hag-
gerty, a little ruefully.

“Except wandering all over like a soul
accursed,” amended Sheehy. “Ye'll do no
good for yourself that way. Ye'd better
stop in Grizzly awhile :\.nxl et whatever
you're lookin' for come Lo ye.”

“It's a likely enough looking place for

thi ll) hi\ppcl " replied Haggerty.
" grinned Sheehy, “the only certain
Lhms,' about Grizzly is its uncertainty, "Lis
as full of explosive unexpectedness as the
belt ye pack. But come up to my shanty
where ye'll sleep the might, and aiter ye've
deposited your baggage ye may have an-
other look.”

As the two started up the dusty street
together, Haggerty continued to study the
town curiously.

He thought he saw something unigque
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~along one side of the wide trail.
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it, although in jts material aspects it
lih any other mushroom mining.camp,
bhd-up and helter-skelter, vig-

e, and altogether mascu-
uts, canvas-sided shacks and
“ghake” shanties were strewn haphazardly
Plumped
down here and there were larger structures,
from which came the blare of hurdy-gurdies.
And among the men that thronged in and
out of these places there was the usual Sat-
urday evening joviality and pioneer camara-
derie, but there seemed something else, too.
Watchfulness, clannishness, suspicion, he
woutld have defined it; but he said nothing,
and followed Sheehy to his shack.

en they came out an hour later it was
quite dark. The street had grown quieter,
but loud talk and cascades of roaring laugh-
ter broke from the Eldorado, and wild-
leﬁ silhouettes showed through its can-
vas walls.

F

Haggerty and Sheehy drifted from this to
several kindred places, and wound up in the
Golden Bear. All the time, Haggerty
played his usual part of total abstainer. He
studied the crowd closely, pursuing the
search that had become a fixed mental
habit with him; and while he looked he re-
newed his impression of the unusual,

Aiter & while he was able to analyze it.

was an unfamiliar element in the
crowd. Mingling with the boisterous mi-
ners, the pale-faced, passionless-eved gam-
blers, and the inevitable rag-tag collection of
loafers and hangers-on, were numerous
others that scémed to have no place in a
mining-town. For one thing, their hands
were uncalloused and their heels spurred;
but more significant still was their peculiar
air of blended secrecy and challenge, and the
alooiness and even hostility with which the
r miners treated them.
ibviously unearned though it was, these
men seemed to have plenty of gold.  In the
Golden Bear they were so numerous that
Haggerty put his growing suspicion into a

m\lﬂmt is this place,” he asked Shechy,
Y mining-camp, or something else? I
didn’t think,” he added significantly,
was as much gold coin this side of the
divide.”
The bar at which they stood was lined
with men, and behind them well-
gambling-tables, wheels and
lheplaoew the door.  Shechy

the bar,
in’ for ye to ask me that,”
he said, in a cautious tone. “Ye heard of

somi: uullnwn on the way up, maybe?™

“A lot of it,"” replied

And, indeed, a flood of crime had recen
spread all over the up-country, M
ous disappearances were common; the bod-

ies of men were found floating in su%

their gold removed; express riders
up and shot; and a general era of deviltry
seemed to have setin.  «

“Well," said Sheehy, “’tis the general
opinion that most the trouble’s bom
right here. This riffi-raff ve see—about a
menth ago they began to drift in on us
About that time, too, ‘Black’ Doak comes
and buys this place, and "tis here ‘make
their headquarters. Ye can see cut-
throat faces of "em, and they've no visible
means of support save the revolvers in their
belts, and tl ye are. But there's more
and more of 'em all the time, and any night
ye can hear 'em boastin’ in their cups of
what they would do to Grizzly if we run 'em
out. They wouldn’t go far, say, havin'
a hidin'-place near that no man could find
nor a regiment take."

“This Black Doak, who's he?" asked

Haggerty.

“Well, if ve ask me, he's the leader of
em,” said Sheehy. “If ve agk him, he's
proprietor of this place and a
business man. If ye ask the average miner,
ye'll get but an earful of luridity, for hll!hc
man that gets their gold to to for
‘em, and charges a third for the service.
There was a pony express before
chargin’ but ten per cent., but ye ma
what happened to the riders. i
general, he's Grizzly's man on back,
and a comin’ millionaire, or a comin’ oma=
ment to the end of a rope.  And if ye will

look comin' through the dt;ur—-l.hat’s im. "

Haggerty looked. What his eves sas
a very large man with a dark, hand face,
glittering black v.?;es, and the general look of
the human wol
tered was the end of a year-old chase, and.
the promise of a rehabilitated life,

He stepped sharply forward, his
flaming.
turned to Shcd:_-, and asked in an anxious,

¢ whisy

¥ Thats Doak, yo say?”

his,
Ly
in

‘What his mind regis-

And then as suddenly kawﬁ'._




lnlvui. He gtﬂl
putpan it
astonished Sh

] anything t
wwgemmﬁmsly
[ killin' him," said Sheehy, “there

T‘ud.,ml.heremyl]-ingﬂmt
hard for him to leave this

_'ddl l]:-ele.“ ;;\dd Sliedly-,
agirl. A irl, too.
.tohwloft.“hishead Lh&'; But

That'sall."

ER straightened around
a5 Doak saw him.

In his tumn, Doak blinked with
- He faltered in his pace, and for
it every feature of him expressed a
d unmitigated terror.  Then he, too,
ve a second thought, and

somewhat of a gloating smile
altered his course and marched

toward Haggerty.
v, curiously enough, looked
and then away again as
never :[em him before; and
in front of Haggerty he
of blank inquiry.
mh’ayw.,” said Doak. It was
and half a threat,
that?

‘my name," said Haggerty, won-

wsually change it," said Doak,
Mth.tbﬂn’them{mwbens

mme, ! replied Haggerty,
5 tell you again, you've

that over,” ras
I you what. Iain't no
,md it's too cursed much
up, but this camp ain't

the front snghlhadhnm,mshwed
Doak’s chest.
“That'll be all tonight,” said H
s ;;W. about face!™
Doak tated an instant, glaring
Hagq:n y furiously. y

"Imsqmezrngthamggu warned

I.nvulnnl.n 3t seemed Doak ghlﬁ
down at ﬂwﬂly

whitening Imuckles [n a mrl c‘ hauﬁ
he wheeled toward the bar. v

passed

served it, and they made no remark.
passed behind the bar. Haggerty
to Sheehy and found lhe latter re;
hirn in utter bewil

“You saw what ha
, after a moment. “Iw o
gﬂ::a‘.ymnn, I've got to get hunv;th\t, T
dead. And from what you say, I'll hﬂu&i
smash his gang to do it. Sol’mgnmgn&s
a mighty w mml
“Another remark of that kind," inter-
ted Sheehy, “and ye'll be no friend atall.
t d'ye think I am? As lupiumdlu:
fore, I'm needin’ & partner mighty bad.
will ve come?"
Haggerty hesitated.
“The \:htm next mine,” said




o wﬂ, ﬂud:r" md he, “and thank
you kindly for the
II

S0 MONDAY moming Haggerty
‘ininnd the workers in the gold-bear-
ing gulch that lay back of Grizzly;
and he was peering into the rifiles of Shee-
hy's cradle for signs of their first joint clean-
when he heard & woman's voice behind
He turned, and saw a girl helping a
feeble old man down an ill-defined trail to

the gold diggings.
had c\m:lml]) come from a teetery-

looking tent pitched beside an ancient
prairie schmncrr‘ha.l{-wa}' up the side of the

lch, They reached the claim adjoining
gulur's and immediately fell to work.
The girl picked up a shovel, and swung
lightly down into the miniature shaft.
Intermittent showers of black earth began
to come out of it. The old man loaded it
into a crudely constructed wheelbarrow,

When the barrow was full the girl climbed
out of the hole and wheeled it down to the
tumbling creek. The old man began plying
the bucket while she alternately shoveled
the earth into the cradle and rocked it;
always, Haggerty saw, she did the lion's
share of the work.

“That's Rosa Brookes?" asked Haggerty,
in a queer voice.

“Sure.” said Shc:h;', “There's none
other like her in Grizaly.”
Haggerty stared at her. Somehow he

had fitted his imagination of the girl to her
surroundings. He had pictured an -\m’tmn

nental parties, Tt had lost itself
ms&,nmm:

to those
most nr[lhewomcn,ma.llthmnm
beleagured expeditions, survived.
Those who got through at last had n‘ﬂ
straight for the lowlands as though driven
by an obsession. But Old Man
had broken down in Grizzly, and Rosa
stayed with him perforce. Now
wanted only to get back to the East, h
enough money to buy back the home they
had sold to make the trip. .
“I'd sure hate to see 'em
had snid‘ "
road.”
Haggerty studied the
sunlight was the im dom he got of
nm:mdqmmghamiunsn!ttedbom-m
all of a sudden he wanted very much to 3 .
her friendship for reasons quite aput ~
his desire to trouble Doak.
miire than the nodding a:qumunuslndiy
and the other miners had, &ﬂ
he puzzled over the problem of attaining 3t.
That afternoon, chance hvﬂ%
Sheehy and he were deep-tunneling at the
time, up-stream in the dumctm of the
Brookes claim.
nugget, a pitted and smlu‘lychuni: af
pure gold, dull-colored and heavy.

exulted over their find, until Batﬁeny :
gested they might Ilni-e tunneled too |

of a woman, strong, rough, semi- uline.
‘This girl was strong, but there the parallel
ended.  She was daintily feminine from the
top of her broad felt hat to the worn soles
of her shoes. Her face was dark and irreg-
ularly beautiful; she was like a flower,
transplanted from a hot-house somewhere
and shrinking a little.

It wasn't like Hagperty, that imagery, yet
it was apt. For, though the girl worked
busily, smiled at her father, hummed little
tunes to herself, he could see that down deep
she was filled with uneasiness. An un-
ensiness that Haggerty could well under-
stand, when he recalled what Sheehy had
told him. Quite apart from Doak’s pur-
suit of her, her late history had been enough
to weaken the courage of the bravest.

-She and her father had been members of
one of the most ill-fated of the transconti-

Exact proved he was
By his statement of where he had
the nugget belonged to the Brookeses.

S0 he explained the matter and Mi"w
them, It was a small thing in a wiy, but it
was the beginning of trust, and that is never
a small thing. Haggerty felt somewhat
sheepish under the tive l of
Rosa Brookes' eyes, and under the 5
thanks, and even when be acr.ep(eﬁ \vlm. :
had played for, an invitation to call m T
time at their tent. But he wouldn't have
undone what he had done.

That night Haggerty tumed over to
Sheehy a hundred dollars in dust, It\'llﬂ
half the approximate value of the ol

“I'm afraid I lwdﬁ? hll.;l |clI c
“Tt really came out of our dirt. lunn%_
 little further aiter I found it, that’s all.

Shechy didn't lock as as




playh fi
e qml.e air,
hehmni at length. k&

it do you mean?'

SWell,” said Sheehy slowly, “T'll tell ye.
knows the girl thinks nothin’ of him,
he‘s himself on her through fear;
after the manner of his kind he's in love
Ye've seen a flame lick up the

house, devourin® while it caresses—
that’s the way of his love. Also he

Also the two of ye have an ac-
0 be settled betwixt ve. Consider
them things, and the undisciplined bundle
dmmmnwmw Doak to be,
and urself if you're the safest
orld for the girl to have."”

y had already considered
to 2 diﬂerent conclusion than
's. He was very young, and he had
confidence of youth, and youth’s ability
+ what he wanted to..If Rosa
in danger, then g0 much more
;ilnneed him as a friend.

Sheehy may have suspected, he

mind went a long trail back-

‘that night, and at the end of that tmil

e lay o dead man and a cell with a
lock.

g
“T'VE DONE what you asked me
to," said Rosa Brookes. “T don't

" gee him any more. But I'm—I'm
I try not to be, it seems silly.  But
lately. And I'm afraid of

"i"un musn't be,” worried Haggerty.
111 be all right. I & reek iore—
was Sunday, and they were sitting on
knoll covered with swaying wild
quite out of sight or hearing of the

s 50 much T don't understand,”
the girl. “About you and—him.

W

organize I.MImners inst him,
that's good, if he’s what you say. But—"
and she hesitated, “but he's been sayi

terrible lhmge about you, too. Tome,
everybady.”

“What did he say?” asked Hi S
voice hardeni . Bane

“He said,” blisd Ross i & Jow tone and
with an effort, “that if I knew everything
about - you, T'd never look at you again.
That you are worse than even he is,
And he said in a few days more he'd
be able to prove it, and he would.™

For a minute Haggerty stared out over
the flower-strewn hills, an uneasy look on
his face. Then he turned to Rosa and asked
softly—

“Supposing he did—supposing he seemed
able to prove it, would you believe him?*

“Oh, "t know,” doubted Rosa
She sat twisting her hands perpl
“Everything out here is so different.
men are different. Even you. You did
shoot & man. Yesterday. I heard about
at.t

The thing had been torturing her all day.

“He tried to shoot me™ said H
briefly. “TI could have killed him.
didn’t.”

“Oh, I'm glad of that," said Rosa 2

“It was the way I knew you'd feel about.
it that saved him," said Haggerty. “He
was worse than a rattler.”

Indeed, the man had drawn on him
without word or wamning. H:
lightning quickness only had saved him.
The would-be assassin; who was one of the
Golden Bear’s most sinister habitués, had
evidently relied on Doak's power to shield
him from the result of his crime. It was
the second attempt on Haggerty's life in
two weeks. The other time he had been
shot at from behind in the dark, and the
bullet had gone through his hat.

Haggerty turned the talk to other topics,
delighting to see Rosa's eyes and face light
up after a while, as the forgot herself and
Doak and Grizzly, and fell under the in-
fluence of the perfect day and-the wind-
swept hills, They found much to talk
about, those two; but most of the way back
they walked in that close silence that some-
times falls hetween those that draw nearer
than friendship.




prove his
r, and the correctness of Haggerty's sur-
His threat at this late day meant
Haggerty  womn what
!ﬁlmsy of fate might have put in Doak’s
hands the seeming proof he had mentioned.
~ And he wondered whether Doak, in sheer
uunbomol,ealousvandhaurdud
fm,wwbd find the courage to use it.
But in the moming li:gg:rly put aside
 his doubts and got busy agai
H!swortwasdwhlethose dnp. He was
~ both miner and missionary, In the eves of
those of Grizzly's citizens who profited by
nce of Doak's men, he was a des-
le malcontent. To most of the
mmenhe had been from the first a man of
erious motives, who was dooming
himseli to death in a worthy but hopeless
eause. The second man he preached his
of law-and-order to wamed him:
was one man started to buck
- Doek already. We buried him  quiet.
~ The verdict was extreme shortness of
: breath, brought on by lead-poisonin’.”
= ‘But Haggerty managed to live.  He lived
- and talked and mndr: friends, and for a while
: that was about all.
G He heard jar arguments. Where
there was no law there could be no crime,
- anyway. Every man his own policeman,
Ihlt was good enough. Grizzly was only
—— camping-place; why should
= Ihqr mut?.e Umsd\cﬁ’ They hadn't
y time to bother, their coms hadn't been
= !nmpkdnnmc.h let the rest of the coun-
&%Iﬂe care of itsell.
jut gradually he I;ega.n to get the decent
element of the camp together. He began
- h rouse in them resentment at the domi-
nance of the outlaws. He urged that
sooner or later the clash would come, as it
_ had come in other camps and in the larger
cities,  And backing him in all this was the
- instinct for order and self-government that
S shows itself wherever Anglo-Saxons gather.
 Numerically the honest men in Grizzly

were growing uneasy. They

serve.
I they but drove the
that secret rendezvous of
t;mr‘fd s0 nilt:d then life in Grizzly
a desperate adventure indeed,
But ash:t was, there m
tion. The very the
ables was like a :P.ﬁ Their
ous disappearances returns,
always b the story of some
i):zpl the camp filled with
sensed indignity. And were.
terers for the most part, with a
bully about them, whose loud
to anger far more men than
All this helped Haggerty.
ful-in choosing his leaders. He |
nucleus of his Vigilante organ
soldier men in camp, the two
a doctor, a square gambler, half 4
il miners. They m
impatient with conditions, and
hard to enlist. The rest followed
But as the days went 13;‘
Haggerty was confident that, g
would have the respectable
camp with him to a man.

hidden from the crooks.
action to the threat was defiance.
increasing arrogance.  Butund

strength that could be massed
once it had coalesced.
that the clearer-headed among
urging Doak to retire from the
great fear was that they would
way before he got ready to strike.
And what of Doak all this time?

w

M greatly in the But they
very us)r. they were making mwy.

toward l:umg well umush
had & normal regard for




- Rosa's father had gone to bed, and the
" two had been alone perhaps an hour, when
%1 somewhere above them, from huycmd

wall of rocks that half encircled the tent

Ilﬂ. made Haggerty's position compara-

gafe, came the sound of breaking

“Instantly Roda was on ber feet, with the
h‘l’ﬁ Doak on her, and was urging Hag-
_gly aut of the circle of light and behind

obeyed, though the visitor

to he making too much noise to be
w and so they stood there until
ak rounded the tent and came up to the

tell of evil passions in which he had
hily thn:l I'J:le last few weeks had
He was unshaven
m:ﬂcvus and he glared sus-
mnnd in the shadows. When
erty, followed by Rosa, stepped for-
his body tensed galvanically, and he
&m-imm:uhtc growl.
Well?” from Y-
*Thought 1'd find you here,” with an

.
it do you want?”" inquired Haggerty
short]

"And with
here it'll

J;ta:\l to talk with you,
- Rosa, too. I've got somethin
dio you both good to hear about.”
‘note of malevolent trivmph was in his

* waice; but it was strange how the fear that
~ had never been absent from him since Hag-
gv‘urﬁval in Grizly broke through that

jumph even then, and tempered it with

_"Wr.tl, come to the point,” snapped
enme to it quick enough,” declared

His hand went inside his coat. Tt came
out with nol more ominous than a

, crump -eared, and brown
withage. But Haggerty

rewasharp breath.
] sent a man to San Francisco for this,

‘said Doak. “What d'you suppose is in
Haggerty, before whom the past had risen

, specter, gripped himseli, collected his
wits, and replied coolly: -

from its
that

'W,Inspou.m .
parent age and your manner, i\’!ag
account of the murder of my uncle. Tt

¥
pmlﬂbly hnsn\ydw:ripuml init, too, as the
and the fact
that T broke jail, and that there's a thousand
dollars reward for my arrest.”
= Rosa’s cry at this abrupt confession was
the piteous one of a woman who fecls her
world tottering to its foundation. But
Doak replied with a f‘urin,g chuckle:
“Wonder if you'll admit it all as easy
when the boys get hold of you? D'you
know what I'm goin’ to do with this?”

“Why, you're going to tear it up,” said
Haggerty casily. _
0k, am 17" grated Doak. “Just am T3

I tell you what, I'm givin' you just one
more chance for life. 1f you're out of this
camp by sunrise, all right.  If you ain't, 'l
publish this to the camp, and that'll fix
you with your—respectable support, all
right. Then I'll get the boys together and
string you up for the cowardly murderer
you are,"

Haggerty, his eves never leaving Doak,
stépped forward “and kicked some dry
twigs into the middle of the fire.

“A nice program,” he said thou,

“*This worhl:t :ga strange place. ghlfu]l-‘%r
we never can get away, doesn’t it?  Did you
ever * lwar of the law of compensation,
Doak?"

Dioak said something under his breath,

“Yes,” went on Haggerty slowly, “it
was a cowardly, cold-blooded crime. For
money; there couldn’t have been any other
motive, and they found part of hismoney on
me. Heand I had quarreled, too, and they
proved that. T was a boy then—seems
more than a year ago, doesn't itP—and
preity impulsive. But he'd taken care of
me all my life. Working late at night,
shocing a neighbor's horse—a  country
cross-roads blacksmith my uncle was, and a
farmer, too—and you can see how the mur-
derer came up from behind and struck him
down, But there was a struggle.

“Do you know, Doak, I've a curious
theory about crime. 1 believe the crimi-
nal's always branded, some way.
can't get away from it, it leaves its mark.
Now this particular crime—but we won’t
talk any more about it. Do as you like.
Only it would be strange if I were hung in
Grizzly. Iwas sure 1'd found a sign of good
luck here."

I
/

You



you think I mean?”
- “We all have our

y 5 brood gone.
1 afraid of llnggtﬂ Mb‘%ﬁmjam this,
‘were you,” sai i t was Doak done ‘most
v, muldu;:' I shoot you where ygu !m:l :'I:ie m;ﬂwﬁm]ﬂ;‘hﬁmﬂk
em e a
g % oot ing right
~crouch. But he turned away. The menac- {olbuwtlwytwk the horses.”
ch and the cautious retreal were one “Listen
ty drew Agtmloiwmdlmddﬂmm
‘swiftly into the shadow t.he tent.  from the cast, and upon it rode
his hand on his gun, he watched Doak  lenge the retreating sound of a
Then he turned to  horse.
- “Let me go,"” cried

s all true,” be said swiftly, “what was “Lad, you're hurted,”
T'm wanted—hunted—now  voice.

his minute. The other day, on the hill, T But strength was
you a question. I'm asking it gz:(y like a tide, and, off
that would have held him,
whal—wl'ul was ft—Jack?" on a run u%um side of the gulch
ou belicve—"

of the double-burdened horse,
There were others close {
he hit the trail, but they did not I

name. 'E:dad.hurl.lnclnnerniabom
fs and the second explosion of the revol-
He felt Rosa drageed away from him.
then he fell into a great depth wherein  incumbrance, worse than usel
niothing but shadows. muslbe!i!l.e\iand llhedud
up out of that depth. It by an overweening will. And
time and a great effort, and & very will dies into a torturing
ity that was more terrible evitability, past and future are
him. He found himself else i
ily on his feet. There were




pmkhmnl.bullwymtlduf For

- and h the mummt nl Mlhoughr{ of

3 nn,‘.Hnggen had to
Black dopz of nameless horror
the citadel of his mind, and re-
‘morse ﬂl;ad his soul like a scorpion-

iorwas e not himself to blame?
] hemt.mmck:nln.g truth, played Rosaas
: wyed her attractions to hold Doak
in ly? Now nothing mattered but
Rosa's safety, but like a wh:-eper from a
tongue was the thought, “Too late,
too latel” until that borrible numbness
came like a blessing.
" He had started from the camp of catas-
~ trophe shortly after midnight. At first his
reason held him down to the easy, falling
:lnde of the distance runner. Very shortly
this stride became a necessity.
- There were three things that gave him
the horse was double-loaded, for Doak
- - evidently no desire to explain to his
mwm his use for a_second mount, the
trail was worn wide and plain by the immi-
it wagons, and he was trained down to
t‘ﬁnﬁt point. By lucky chance he was
wearing riding-breeches and light shoes.
ﬁ' off coat and upper shirt, and
‘away half of his cartridges. He would
haye thrown away the gold dust in his hip
pocket, but he [clrguL it.
= Vw little light came through the trees
uvurhnns is path. Haggerty stum-
sm'ncllm:s fell headlong.
5 y& up again and going, and
he n:ver quite Jost the sound of the hoof-
beats ahead.
~ Once Doak pulled his horse down to a
walk. Then Haggerty’s dimming con-
sclousness was shot through with the deli-
rium of hope. Surely he could overtake
him now. A Berserker rage came to Hag-
r, and he felt his hands on his cnemy's
Then Doak, his horse rested, was
uﬂ‘*apm on & gallop. This happened again
id again, and each time was a torment.
| - mever halted, never consciously
slackened his pace. He knew if he did he
‘would never get started again. But deeper
nioled nti!l was the kllb\il‘.dgl. that as he

F

t Doak, or lost him hopelessly, or
i a broken heart.
'ﬂs ran for buurs, for days, for endless
Aiter a while the only

realize it now. Then he knew, for Un
crooked trail had turned straight, and plain
hal[ a mile ahead was a

Haggerty tried to run faster, but his
legs would not respomnd. A desperate
anger came over him. It was an anger
directed against his body, a faulty mechan-
ism that failed him in stress.

But he t on in the same g trot.
His bn:alﬁg racked him imﬂe dia-

phragm upward; the sound of it was likea
sobbing. Blood had matted on his face,
and, where it was not, the skin showed pur-
ple with the unoxygenized life fluid.  Above
his hips his muscles were loose, lax, so his
trunk was held insecurely to its pivot, and’
swayed as he ran.

A little later, his quarry disappeared
down a declivity. When Haggerty got to
the edge of the cafion into which the trail
descended, Deoak was nowhere in sight.
And yet Haggerty could see a long way
ahead.

Puzzled, he descended to the cafion's bot-
tom, and then he understood. To the
right the cafion was blocked with a land-
slide, but to the left it was open, with a
flooring of broken rocks. And he stood
considering what to do,

His changed posture made Yy
aware of the bulge on his hip. He took out
the gack of dust and dumped half its con-
tents on a rock in the middle of the trail.
Then with his teeth he worried a hole in the
sack 80 the rest would sift out slow
Holding it in his hand, he turned inte tze
cafion, For quite a distance the way he
took was marked with yellow dust.

His pace was a shamble. The way was
hazardous with holes and abrupt descents.
Haggerty fell often. He did not always
rise again immediately. But when he fell it
was forward, and when he was down he
made way on hands and knees.

He followed no tracks, but on that hard
bottom there could have been no tracks to
follow.

After a while, as through a thick, red
mist, he saw Doak again. Doak was an



- and stared Where
m there was a q‘i:‘l?‘d under-
erty reached that underbrush,

ed flat to the ground, and wrig-
bushes. Looking all ways, he
where he thought the wall of the
‘should have been, and there was no

was vacancy there. A hole, it
opening straight into the face of the
Almd'hgzrmunm,md
came a grumbling

the devil's that? Gooed Lord, a
an!"

~ “Lend a hand here. Take the nag"

Doak surlily.
ain’t no one watchin' here but
objected the voice.

“qumnnd T got away clean. There's

beats and footsteps receded into the
Hapxerl sadmw‘l his strength and
ad become incum-
draggsd himseli with his

5 and writhed along.

mtw’lngumﬁ
untnl]u:cn:lnfﬂ::
twisted behind a
a look into the

whhln r.hemtmloe stoed Doak, with
d on Rosa's arm. Fronting them at
distances were perhaps twenty-five

mymuf%::dsandmnmumum
there, whaole place was
lighted with two oil-lamps, brack-
the entrance.
Duk. this ain't no place for a

heard one man say.

aaw it m for she cried out and
Protesting growls
tlm ﬁmtﬁ I-nug!m of th! mdi

never l'elt sl.r::fr in Ins lie,

\-1DIr.n}I!Jy ahead uEp;su o
st riy's as
Shrough the opening. The
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HE HAD acted withau
wholly on impulse, and it 1
astonishment that he

was no target there, and

ment at least he held the

had made his

back of this space, and they.
fulminating threats and curses.
situation was that if they

there,
K’f!.
eir ulik died away at thh,
one voice r:pllul bullyingly—

“I can kill half a dozen of 3
H.:sgmy with aj
God they

m trembling from head :




the secret of their personnel and

lidmg—phoe, The situation was as hope-

Jess as could be imagi
{r.[low Jet's call it quits,*”?

came ﬂu! offer. “You let Doak go, and
we'll et yod go. We'll let you leave here
safe. That'sa
“And tlwslrl.? uskod Haggerty.
“Sure," replied the man, readily.
“How do we know you'll let us go?”
**Ain't our word good?”
laughed shortly.
“¥ou'll have to do better than that.”
“All Hqﬂ, then,"” replied lhe bargainer,
yﬁ@{n “We can do that, too.”
t about Doak?" Haggerty replied to
the threat.
“Well,” said the man deliberately, “Doak
m e loul cueugh to get us into this.”
erty knew that his best
i:ud Iml {ut«l

im. He could imagine

that Doak’s power over his men had re-
cently been slipping. Fear is very ruinous
to leadershi d been

p, and Doak of late
afraid.

“’n’e was afraid now. Amid a stream of
‘crses at his men, at Haggerty, at every-
, he demanded if Haggerty meant to
~ let him bleed to death. k e
1 Blperlymedhar a knife an nid-
[, and Rosa set to work to bandage
hmmdlsbest she might.
y never stirred from his post.
‘The rest was doing him good; he was stead-
jer now. He wondered how the outlaws
vwﬁ go about it to accomplish their

Hz wasn’t left long in doubt. A brisk
hammering without, the splintering
of wood, and the creaking of nails wrenched
from their sockets. Haggerty remembered

packing-cazes and ammunition boxes,
and he lm lm'y were being qlu\pad into
ricade. He dered whether
-M.tlus last mumcnt hie had not better turn
‘Rosa over to the desperadoes, trusting what
remnants of white manhood there might be
in them. He decided not.
. He was roused from a spell of black and

‘remorseful brooding by Rosa’s excited voice.

. “W " she cried, “there’s a scar here.
* On his shoulder!”

“There 22" said Haggerty, almost indif-
ferently.

ﬁ:m.ammmpeﬂnm

Her voice was full of significance and a
question.

¥es ' said Haggerty, “you've guessed
it. The same mark was on my uncle's
bedy in half a dozen places. The bum of a
horseshoe white hot from the forge. Tt fell
to the floor, and they struggled overit, and T
figured his murderer couldn't escape.  And
1 was sure it was Doak. Doak !::d heen
working for him; he'd quit and gone two
days before, but that was a trick. I knew
he wanted to get to the gold fields, and
hadn't the money.” .

““Why, that explains——

“Everything,” said Haggerty, dully,
“My talk of brands, and why Doak was
afraid to accuse me, and—why you're here.
1 drove him mad, Rosa, with fear and jeal-
ousy and hate, and I never thought of you.
I deserve to die—but you—="

“Hush!" said Rosa, “You saved me
from—you are dying for me, There’s no
chance, is there, Jack?"

He was silent. He could not bring him-
seli to tell her there was none, vet how
could he bid her hope?

e you,"” said Doak weakly, “you'll
both die with me like rats!"”

d then, minute by minute, a long time
dragged away. It might have been an
hour, The sound of the preparations for
attack went on unceasingly. T
the suspense became al
1f he had been alone he would have leaped
out and ended it all in one quick flurry of
fight.

Onee from Rosa a curious question, con-
sidering what was impending.

“Jack, why did you-—run away?"’

“1 was a young foal,” said Haggerty. “T
was afraid. 1 thought they'd convict me,
I had part of his money, you know, and
we'd quarreled—that was the reason I had
his money, he'd given it to me, and T was
Eoing away."

“You wouldn't do it now,” said Rosa,

“No," said Haggerty, 1 wouldn't do it
now.

Man-like, he wondered at her woman's
sigh of relief. It was the one blot she knew
of on his shield.

Close upon that came their waming of
imminent doom, the scraping upon the
rocks of the wooden barricade, Its further
end came into view. How thick it was




could not tell, nor how it was held

;hnlit m-holed at conveni-

ent s, and it was high enough so that

Haggerty could catch no glimpse of the
bodies that pushed it forward.

Haggerty felt a light touch on his shoul-

ack, may—kiss me—now."
:]mm,;‘: ]alt::—thc muzzle of & gun ap-
Ill un: of the loop-holes. llagp,erly
by luck and good markwanbh
mmud to drive his bullet through

Tbe curses of the wounded outlaw were
checked by the harsh voice of his leader.

“Serves you right. Mind what I said,
the rest of you, Not a shot until we can
give him a volley.”

Thereafter the barricade came on stead-
ily, and with motive power as invisible as
though the planks themselves had been
granted life. Tt swung out as a gate is
turned, the end nearer Haggerty’s refuge al-
most immovable, the further end sweeping
clear across the cave. It was a terrible

to see it coming and not to be able to

check it, and to anticipate the storm of -

‘bullets that would burst from it the moment
it got into position. It was a more terrible
thing to imagine Rosa’s body riddled hor-
ribly and lying limp and bloedy. .

*We don't want to kill the wl. u\mc the
offer. “If she'll come out, we won't.”

rty hesitated, but Rosa cried out,
*No, nol" and there was an end of that. .

Doak was alternately cursing and praying
in maudlin fashion; Haggerty was bathed in
cold sweat, and he found himself longing for
the end of cverything.

Inch by inch, foot by foot, the barricade
advanced. Now it cut across Haggerty's
field of view, and crept past the mouth of
the tunnel. And now in the dark mouth of
the tunnel Haggerty saw a shadowy moving

e saw several, and one stepped tenta-
tively within the cave, back of the outlaws,
and with a wave of the arm summoned the
others. And instantly Haggerty called out
with a careful simulation of broken nerve:

“Say, there, you! There's no use of this.
We'll come out.”
“No use of that, now.. We've got you.”
“T'll get some of you, though.  You know
"

“We've it different. We're willin"
;ﬂ take the "

* now, ye shpalpeens, pay up to the miners®

“But the girl and Doak! You don't
want to kill them, too. I tell you, we'lll
all come out.”

“Well, what d'ye say, boys? Saves am-
m}m All right, they say, come out,

“Rosa, are you ready?" .

“Just a minute,” she took her cue from
the thin line of hard-visaged men that were
filing with Indian stealth through the en-
trance of the rendezvous.

“Make yourself heautiful, miss,” jeered
the cutlaw. “But we ain't waiting ne
longer than that.”

“All right,” said Haggerty at the end of
the allotted time. ;

“Throw your guns out first,” came the
order.

“T dn't see the necessity for I.hl,"d:b
jected Haggerty., “One man won't start
nnytlnn;, with twenty-five.”
you don't. It's me runnin’
this game, Throw "em out.™

“Besides, I've only got two guns,” said
Haggerty, evenly. “What do matter,
when there are fifty guns pointed at your
heads?"”

A moment of terrible silence during which
Death waited on the decision of the outlaws
to surrender or give fight; but there are few
symbols of eternal blackness so
as the black muzzle of a loaded revolvers
the tension was broken by o
voice:

“Bedad, "tis hard after wearin' your fest
to the bones for twenty miles not to have
even the pleasure of a ruction. Haggerty,
lad, "twas vour golden trail that saved g.
and the mystery of the sound of W
coming out of the solid face of a clilf. And

ab e by B s B D b o o TR LA |

court, the only court of no appeal.”

A MONTH later Rosa and Hag-

gerty were leaning on the mil of'a

small stream craft that Plowed
westward around the curves of a wide and
beautiful river. llimitable plains of green
and brown bordered that miver on either
side, stretching away until, somewhere over
the curve of the earth, they met distant blue
hills. Everywhere were washes of color
where the wild flowers grew, orange and
blue and purple; thousands vpon thousands
of blackbirds dipped to meet the boat; and
against the safiron sky were long lines of
waterfowl, their necks outstretchs




leaving it,
breath, *
don’t think I mind it,"” said

how the settled orderliness of
ed to her.

. THE ROAD TO FRANCE

BY A. MOYNAHAN

Oﬂ,mmmmhahug.lungmd.
Over the gray-green sea
It stretches away to a far, far land;

It takes away from me.




Author of " The Gift of Expericnce,”

JHE pendulum of the fortunes of
men swings one way, and one
man wins, Then it swings the
other way, anr[ a2 man

And men call it “L

But is it?

Ted Carling threw two hundred pounds
of youthful ambition and four days’ grub
into the trail and broke out with the
stampede, He was the last man. Ted
had been asleep when “Old Pete” Johnzon
finally succumbed to the ancient get-him-
drunk-enough-to-talk scheme and disclosed
the source of his bulky poke. Ted had
no hand in that. But when he awoke to
the swift rasp of many feet in the snow
going by his cabin and learned the reason
for it! The spirit-tube hanging outside
his window said thirty-five below when
he snapped the padlock on his cabin door
and swung into the trail.

Ted grinned grimly. Before him in the
glow of “The Lights,” stretched out upon
the flats like a long black snake across the
glittering snow, a line of fully fifty old-
timers and as many more newcomers like

ff drove leg muscles mercilessly.
Ahead of them, forty miles straight north
lay Old Pete Johnson's strike and Poplar
Creek. Forty miles north, ten—twelve—

* half of the “snake”;

35

ORI

by

NCeorge L Catton
< (2]

o

Cel S (
“Soap,” e

fourteen hours straight-away for those who
could stand the pace. P Creek lay
rigid in its Winter bed; its frost-expanding
waters, somewhere along its course, bﬂ
off little knobs and big fakes of heavy,
yellow metal; little knobs and big flakes
to carry down in the rotting ice in the
Spring and sink to the bottom-—on some-
body’s claim, And Ted had determined
to own one of those claims,

Six feet, even, in his moccasins—"Legs"
they called him—hard as twenly-two years
of strenuous honest living coul Jm:k hhz
fresh and eager from eight soli
dreamless sleep, Ted ate up the trail
Yard after yard after yard, swiftl
surely, his pounding fett closed up L{eﬁ
between him and the tail of that long
:m ke. Mile after mile of the
ed trail slipped away behind hh'h-
rlltl‘] he caught up.

Three hours out Ted caught up with,
and passed with a nod, a
men: panting weaklings who waol )
turn back, Two I;w.ts later he set the
pace for a team of trail-green new
and laughed over his shoulder e
bade them good-by. A mile farther he
swung out to the

it




out a quarter-mile apart in a
race across that last lap of five

in?* he grinned.
in, ——1" came the .srnulm\gms
t that!" And he held u nghl.

mun on that foot was slit the
of the sole and red with blood,
ly buried in one of the hard-

P
a game-knife!

;h:ﬁed to his knee, snorting his

_disgust. The next minute

in. A dozen haggard

past, but he paid no attention.

thirty-odd miles back to Kelly's,

man cmrldn t travel.

again.
~were eleven men in sight when the
the stampede reached Old Pete
“claim at the mouth of Poplar
Ted was the cleventh. And the

mile away from the original
And that was too far!

a chance; five or six—a possi-
ut & mile upl

Bu{ Ted didn't get the eleventh
man behind him got that. Men behind

REACHING the mouth of

Creek Ted found that one of

ahead of him had jumped Old Pﬁ#
Johnson's claim and was restaking it.
Whether or not he was the man wha
had planted the koife in the mil.'[‘ul 3
didn't know—no one ever knew an;
about that. But that didn't matter,

st e
“glind, can't see, or what?” He chal-
“Didn’t you see Old Pete's

“Huh!"- the jumper snorted, “Old Pete
ain't never registered. I e had, Iv’ﬂ."‘&'
heard o' this before."”

Ted's fingers in his mitt knotted to‘ln ]
iron fist. His long arm shot straight out.
The first fight was on.

Then with the arrival of the crowd came
the general mix-up.

Axes bit off the stunted apruoe. and
fought for the stakes, m
blankets were tossed aside, anr] men
for position. Mitts were lost,
were torn off, and men fought for M
And when the flying snow fimally settled
down again, the creek was claimed up-
stream for a full three miles and only one
of the thirty who had lasted the forty
miles had fafled to stake. s

That man was Ted. E

Ted stayed on Old Pete nhnsnnuhim.. =
Down at Kelly’s, when Old Pete Johnson
sobered rnm:gi' to realize what his intoxi=
eated tongue had done, he into

But Ted didn't know that. ]
five minutes of Ted's flying fists to

the claim-jum up the creek.
Then when the



it Just because he had come for that

purpose he staked a claim.  With his t

eye turning blue and rapidly closing an

T grin on his swollen features, Ted

walked three miles up the creek and mea-

sured off the last claim staked. Then he
back

started 3

‘The stampede was history when Ted
registered. that claim. Sixty hours after
the last- man was in, Ted staggered into
Kelly’s with yet another man across his
shoulders, And that man had a right foot
swollen to three times its normal size. The
frt;:l. had got into the knife-wound in the
0l

And the men who had taken part in the
stampede, the men who knew all the cir-
cumstances, shrugged their shoulders and

said—

“Tough luck.”

Then came the second stampede to
Poplar Creek, and Ted was mn that,
too.

The sun came back, the ice broke up
and roared down to the river, and Poplar
Creck was again a ln-lm, stream. Men
waded out knee-deep into the numbing
waters with their pans, washed sand and
cursed, washed sand and cursed, and went
back to Ke Of the thirty-one who
had staked claims on Poplar Creek but six
stayed,

Old Pete Johnson and the four men
above him washed sand and grinned. But
three miles up the creck, on the last claim
staked, Ted Carling .

Ted climbed out on to the bank and
threw his pan into the bushes, He wasn't
He hnci staked that c

1 Luck

what he started. Heﬂmw'lns!nmgnms
above his head and yawned—and sat down
in the creck!

Ted was a big man and heavy, and the
throwing up of his long arms added sud-
denly to his weight. The overhanging
bank he stood on sagged, and tore loose.

The water was numbingly cold—the ice
had been out only a few days. The creek
bottom was stony there—a hard seat. But
Ted =sat still. Ted sat still and laughed.

Old Pete Johnson and the four men
above him were standing out in the creek.
They were panning =and and finding little
knobs and big flakes of gold where the
rotting ice that carried them down began
to drop them. But Ted Carling sat in the
creek. Ted was staring at a big raw spot
where an overhanging bank had broken off
under his weight. Ted had staked the spot
where the frost-expanding waters of the
Winter creck had bitten off all these little
knobs and big flakes,

And the men who took part in the
stampede, the men who knew all the cir-
cumnstances, shrugged their shoulders and
said—

“Great luck.”

And Ted claimed—

WHEN Ted Carli back to
@ his little home \:Ihnggrg?!tn mclﬂlﬂ'

backed him up into a comner
demanded the reason for his sudden wealth,
And Ted laughed and said—

“0h, just hock.

The pendulum of the fortunes of men
swings one way, and one man wins. Then
it swings the other way, and a man loses.

And men call it “Luck.”
But is it?
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Author of “Fahoya,

E WHO has not heard the bells of
San Juan has a journey yet to
| make. He who has not
. upon the dusty road wh 5 the
one street of San Juan, at times the most
silent and descrted of thoroughfares, at
other times & most mad and turbulent lane
between sun-dried adobe walls, may yet
learn something of man and his hopes, de-
ﬁm, fears and ruder passions from a pin-
point upon the great southwestern map.
The street runs due north and south
put:!.{ng like a compass to the flat, gray
desert in the one direction, to the Brol
-swept up into the San Juan Mount

in the other. At the northern end, th
toward the more inviting mountai
old mission. To right and left of the white-
washed corridors in a straggling garden of
pear-trees and olives and yellow roses are
two rude arches made of seasoned cedar.
From the top cross-beam of each hang three
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I DELL Y oF

N JUAN

FOUR~PART STORY
PART 1

by -
F]ackson

Gre"ox}/

Slippers,” elc.

They have their history, these bells of
San Juan and the biggest with its deep,
mellow voice, the smallest with its golden
chimes, seem to be chanting it when they.
rmﬁ

gentle- ;uul wlulur—cterl In-
dians, ui conquest, revolt, intrigue and sud-
den death.

When a baby is born in San Juan, a
rarer occurrence than o strong  man's

death, the littlest of the bells upon the
western arch laughs while it calls to all to
harken; when a man is killed the angry-
toned bell pendant from the eastern arch
shouts out the word to go billowing across
the stretches of sage and grease and
gama grass; if one of the later day frame
buildings bursts into flame Ignacio Chavez
warns the town with a strident clamor,
tugging frantically; be it wedding or dis-
covery of gold or returns from the country




Out on the desert a man might stop and
listen, forming his surmise as the sounds
surged out through the beat and silence,
He might smile, if he knew San Juan, as he
caught the jubilant message of the tones
1 swiftly out of the bronze hell which

, men said, with Coronado; he
might sigh at the lugubrious, slow swelling
m of the big bell which had come hither-

ward long ago with the retinue of Marco de
Niza, wondering what old friend or enemy,
perchance, had at last closed his ears to all
of Ignacio Chavez's music.  Or, at a sudden
fury of clanging, the man far out on the
desert might hurry on, cursing and goading
his burro impatiently, to know what great
event had occurred in the old adobe town of
San Juan.

It is three hundred and fifty years and
more since the six bells of San Juan came
into the new world and tolled across that
land of quiet mystery which is the south-
west. It isa hundred years since an all but
forgotten pricst, Francisco Calderon, found
them in various devastated mission churches,
assembled them and set them chiming in
the old garden. Where, among the pear-
trees lﬂ&a lives and yt]]nw roses, they still
cast their shadows in sun and mounlighl,
in silence and in echoing chimes,

CHAPTER I
IGNACIO CHAVEZ, Mexican
that he styled himself, Indian

that the community deemed hm
ar “hreed” of badly mixed blood that he
probably was, made his loitering way along
the atmct toward the m:sswn A thin,

Tlowi: cigarita dangling from his
ii‘ps hlsw'ltl:‘ dilapidated conical hat tilted
to the left side of his head in a listless sort
of consession to the westering sun, he was,
@5 was customary with him, utterly at

Ten minutes ago he had had twenty
cents; two minutes after the acquiring of
‘his elusive wealth he had exchanged the two
dimes for whisky at the Casa Blanca; the

i eight minutes of the ten he re-
quired to make his way, as he naively put it,
“between hell and heayen.”

For from a corner of the peaceful old mis-
sion garden at one end of the long strect one
‘might catch a glimpse of the Casa Blanca at

The Bells of San Juan

* e other end in the sun;
% buildings had the

39

%

lmm stmng Rndf as it
as the church itself was Casa Blanca and,
since San Juan could remember, in all mat-
ters antipodal to the religious calm of the
padre’s monument. Deep-shaded

ways let into the three-feet-thick earthen
walls, waxed floors, green tables and bar and
cool-looking glasses—a place which invited,
!;minc:dd and frequently enough

San Juan, in the languid phil
Ignacio Chavez, was what you wall. It
epitomized the universe. You had
thing here which the soul of mnm:
covel.
his mother bore him here upon the rim of the
desert and with the San Juan Mountains
3o near that, Ignacio Ver pri 2
knew, a man standing upon the Mesa Alls
might hear the ringing of his bells, he expe-
rienced a pitying contempt for all those
other spots in the world which were so
plainly less favored.

What do you wish, sefior? Fine warm
days?  You have them here. Nice cool
nights for sound slumber? Right here in
San Juan, amigo mio. A desert across
which the eye may run without stopping
until it be ur!v:d a u}mad»riul desert whereon
at dawn and dusk God weaves all of the
alluring soft mists of mystery. Shaded
cafions at noonday with water and birds and
flowers. Behold the mountains, Every- :
thing desirable, in short. :

That there might be men who desired the
splash of waves, the sheen of wet beaches, ]
the boom of surf, did not suggest itself o
one who had never seen the ocean.  So, then,
San Juan was “what you wi A man
may fix his eye upon the little mission cross
which iz always pointing to heaven and God. :
or he may pass through the shaded doors I!; =
the Casa Blanca which, men say, give exit
into hell the shortest way. ;

Ignacio, having meditatively enjoyed his 4
whizky and listened smilingly to the tinkle :
of a mandolin in the patio under a grape- -
vine arbor, had rolled his cigaret and tumed
his back square upon the devil—of whom he
no longer had anything to ask. As he weat
out he stopped in the doorway long encugh
to rub his back against & corner of the wall
and to strike a match. Then, almost in-
audibly humming the mandolin air, he
slouched out into the burning street.

is
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morning to see that r.hey were
them as solicitousl

Iy in the
fﬂwmual

1 chicks. Twenty
gnacio Chaver was
?’ rs old, or thirty-

not kncvw. no one

.on his way toattack with his bare
-hands some of the weeds which were
over into the walk which led through
d to the priest’s house. Asa
M he had awakened with this
mind, had gone his lazy way all
purposing to give it his attention,
at last arrived upon the scene.
front gate had Droken, the
‘hinge worn out; Ignacio carefally set
hackly wooden affair back against

mwdl had p!nntuahcm n!;l: :;:D“i
apart considering t ree
the easterly arch.

greeted them.

dknow what I am going to do for

fine day? T will bulldahuluwf

that runs down both ways to shut

: water when it rins. It will make
e, too much rain.”

was one of the few dreams of Igna-

over each arch.  But today he
regarded affectionately the Captain
was the biggest of the bells—the
mud in size, and Lolita, the
this arch. Then he sighed
townrd the other arch across the
see how it was with the Liule
and Ignacio Chavez.
nmlyinirl]ﬂlal!ﬁatumu{th:
Imylu

paused in front of ﬂh I‘IW"‘
steps and Illledhuhnt,mldcnnm
bow and smiled in his own inimitable re-
markably fascinating way. For, under the
ragged brim, his eyes had caught a glimpse
of a pretty pair of patent-leather .
prettier pair of black s am £
like the

the hem of a white starched
Nowhere are there

a soul
clviey and it

5w
lender Lhough l.h«) may belong to an out-
und-ouli loquent
even, mmmeymlhc ull-m' :
with o mind to speak of; night black and

like the night filled with m)slu'y
Chavez lifted such cyes to the eyes of the
girl who had been watching him and spon-
taneously gave her the last iota of his rea

admiration.

“It is a fine day, uﬁmm,” told her,

laying two 1sL¢n rows of mpqs

d-q) th friendliwise. s ﬁ G
uammmuaarmam You
?ilu.‘ it nu?’;u

It was slow music wheén Ignacio Chaves
spoke, all liquid sounds and tender cadences.
When he had cursed the weeds it was
love-making. A “d” in his mouth bes
a softened “th;" from the lips of such
the bell-ringer of San Juan the wpm

ocath comes metamorphosed

gentle “Gab-tham!" The girl, to um
the speech of Chavezr was
new and strange as the face of the earth
about her, regarded him with grave curious

S'll]: was seated upon the little
bench against the mission wall
ln which no one but Ignacio guessed
was to be painted green one of these -
days, a hmmhalmd
white skirt and waist and with a wide pé
ma hat caught between her clasped
and her knee.  For a moment she was |




hudmdmdhcnoddedmsd
is truly beautiful here,
gwﬂ , and had Ignacio possessed a tithe of

!llﬂ ad-
which his

ﬂu

eyes lied about he would have detected a
Iittle note of cagerness in her voice, would
even have guessed that she was lonely and
craved human companionship. “T have
been sitting here an hour or two.  You are
not going to send me away, are you?"

Tgmacio looked properly horrified.

“Tf I saw an angel here in the garden,
sefiorita,” he exclaimed, “would I say sape
1o it? No, no, sefiorita; here you shall stay
@ thousand years if vou wish. I swear it."”

He was all sincerity; Ignacio Chavez
would no sooner think of being rude to a
beautiful young woman than of erying
“Secat!" toan angel. But as tostaying here
a thousand years—she glanced through the
tangle of the garden to the tiny grave
yard and shook her head.

“You have Jm;t come to San Juan?” he
asked. "“Today?”

"Yee." she told him. “On the stage at

“You have friends here?”

Again she shook her head.

" “Ah," said Ignacio.

He straightened for a brief instant and

she could see how the chest under his shirt

inflated.

“A tourist. You have heard of this gar-
den, maybe? And the bells? So you
traveled across the desert to see?”

‘The third time she shook her head.

“T have come to live here,” she returned

*But not all alone, sefiorital™

“Yes." . She smiled at him again.
alonie.”

“Mother of God!" he said within himselr.
And presently to her, “I did not see the
stage come today; in San Juan one takes
his siesta at that hour. And it is not often
that the stage brings new people from' the

In some subtle way he had made of his
explanation an apology. While his slow
brown fingers rolled a cigaret he stared away
through the garden and across the desert
with an ression half-melancholy, half-

itative which made the girl

i what his thoughts were.  'When she
came to know him better she would know,

“AlL

FY

S %m that this s the v
peaceful place in the wudtl B ﬁ
quietly, half-] lulknsl umngm 3
throughout the Inm; still duy
a strange dream (own; one Sees no One Moy
ing about, hears nothing.  Itis justa li-ﬂh ]
sad, isn’t it?"

He had followed her until the end, m
prebending.  But sad? How was that?
was just as it should be; to ears which had
never been filled with Lhumorrlnhil‘ -
trains and cars and all of the trafiic of a city, %4
what sadness could there be in the w -
natural calm of the rim of the e S
Having no satisfactory reply to make, Igns-
cio merely muttered S, seflorils,” some-

what helplessly and let it go at that.
“Tell me,'" she continued, sitting

little and seeming to throw off them

sively heavy spell of her em 3

La gente?  Oh, Tgnacio knew them well,
all of them! There was Sefior Engle, to be-
gin with. The banker of whom no dmlhk
she had heard? He owned a big
just yonder; you could catch the
its white walls through a clump
woods, withdrawn aloofly from &HL
street. Many men worked for him; Hd
big cattle and sheep ranches thro
country; he paid well and loaned wtm
moncy.  Also he had a beautiful wife and &
truly marvelously beautiful daughter,
horses such as one could not look upu
elsewhere.

Then there was Sefior Nmom,asw
pronounced him; a sincere friend of i

Chavez and a man fearless and true and
extravagantly to be admired who, it
peared, was the sherifl, Not a family
he was too voung yvet. But soon; ah,
could seel - Tt woukd be Ip:n-m ho
rmg the bells for the wedding
rico married himself with Lhe d.ughlﬁ'd
the banker. o i 't

“He is what you call a gunm,
he?” asked the girl, interested. “I heard
two of the men on the stage talking. ﬂm
They. ca]lu:l him Roddy Norton; he is the =
one, isn't he?”

Seguro; sure, he was the one. A gun-
man? Ignacio s He was
and what must a sheif be if not a

S.

E

E

[

Eii |



lifted his brows a shade dis-
. They were both San Juan citi-
not to his ].l'k‘llng. Jim
ig man, yes; but of fa
seiterita should look the
way when he passed. He owned the
Blanca; that was enough to ticket him
g quickly to el sefior
, he was smart and did much good
sick; but the poor Mexican who
him fo & bed-ridden wife must first
and show the money.
it appeared that the envi-
of San Juan consisted of the
who was at present and much
away visiting the poor and sick
the countryside; Julius Struve
1 and opérated the hotel, one
the lesser luminaries though a portly
i | with an amiable wife; the Por-
s who had a farm off to the northwest and
se connection to San Juan lay in the
that an old maid daughter taught the
* school here; various other individuals and

the cream.

“The girl Hglwd as though her question
‘had been no idle one and his reply had disap-
her. For a moment her brows
sﬁghl. into a frown that was

akatkvw‘ then she smiled
bﬁghtly, a q\uck smile which seemed
at home in her eyes than the frown had

from her to the weeds,
squinting his e}r:., at the sun. There
ample time, it would be cooler l;,ﬁ—
describing a respectful arc al

ion wall, slipped

casanter way to
sought to learn
that of & land new to her; who to
more knowingly than Ignacio

: llmlv.-, when she rose to go, he

ﬂuwcn.

He would mm hisbells,
let her hmjusnkemspumulamﬁm' A
A sharp sound which ‘came to her ab-
ruptly out of the utter stillness meant noth-
ing to her. She saw a flock of pigeons rise
above the roofs of the more d:suull of the
houses, circle, swerve and disappear beyond
the cottonwoods. She noted that Ignacio
was no longer leaning lazily against the
wall; that he had stiffened, that his mouth
was a little open, breathless, his attitude
that of one listening expectantly, his
squinting as they had been just now wi
he fronted the sun,

Then came the second sound, a repetition
of the first, sharp, in some way sinister,
Then another and another and another un-
til she lost count; a man’s voice crying out
strangely, muffled, indistinct, seeming to
come from afar.

It was an incongruous, almost a humarous
thing to see the sun-warmed passivity of
Ignacio Chavez metamorphosed in a ﬂalh
into activity. He had muttered somel
had away from the mission wall,
dashed through the tangle of the garden and
raced like a madman to the castern arch.
With both hands he gragped the
bell ropes, with all of his might he set
them clanging and shouting and clamoring
until the reverberation smote her ears and

*set the blood strangely tingling through her.

She had seen the look upon his face,

Suddenly she knew that those little sharp
sounds had been the rattle of pistol shots.
She gprang to her feet, her l!)'cs w‘.ld.l
her cheeks growin, pn!g was
quiet save for the Fixmm :md roar ei the
bells. The pigeons were circling high in the
clear sky, were coming back. She went
quickly ‘the way Ignacio had gong, calling
out to him—

““What s it>""

He seemed all unmoved now as he made
his bells cry out for him; it was for him to be
calm while they trembled with the event
which surely they must understand.

“It is a man dead,” he told her, as his
right hand called upon the Captain fior a
volume of sound from his bronze throat.
“You will see, And there will be more
work for Roderico Nortone!” He sighed and
shook his head and for a moment spoke
softly with hiz jangling bells, “Andsome
day,” he continued quietly, “it will be
Rndmtna time, no? And 1 will ring the




rln;lhol.hml'orhlmwhanhe
marries himself with the banker's daugh-

wll\f

%A man dead?” the girl repeated, un-
willing to grasp fully.

“You will see,” returned Ignacio.

CHAPTER II

THE GIRL in the old mission gar-

den stood staring at Ignacio Chavez

a long time, seeming compelled by a
force greater than her own to watch him
tugging and jerking at his bells Plainly
enough she understood that this was an
alarm being sounded; a man dead through
wiolence and the bell-ringer stirring the
town with it. But when presently he let
two of the ropes slip out of his bands and
began a slow, mournful tolling of the Cap-
tain alone, she shuddered a little and with-

Tht it might be merely a c.m of a man
ded, even [y , did not
once suggest itself to her. Ignacio had
spoken as one who knew, in full confidence
and with finality. She should see! She
went back to the little bench which one day
was to be o bright green and sat down.
She could see that again the pigeons were
circling excitedly; that from the baking
street little puffs of dust arcse to hang idly
in the still air as though they were painted
upon the clear canvs of the sky. She
heard the voices of men, faint quick sounds
against the tolling of the bell. Then sud-
denly all was very still once more; Ignacio
had allowed the Captain to resume his silent
brooding, and came to her.

T must go to see who it is,” he apologized.
*Then I will know better how to ring for
him. The sheepman from Las Palmas, I
bet you. For did I not see when just now I

the Casa Blanca that he was a little
with Sefior Galloway’s whisky?
And does not every one know he sold many
and that means much money these
Si, seflorila; it will be the sheepman
Las Palmas.”

He was gone, slouching along again and in
1o baste now that he had fulfilled bis first
duty. What haste could there possibly be
‘since, from Las Palmas or an-
oﬁn,lnwu dnadmd therefore must wait

Chavez's
w.hmmm.wmm
ner and therefore did not speak
watched him

‘That portion of the street which
see from where she sat was empty,
settling, thinning, disay
down toward the Casa she- h
imagine the little knots of men uhqm- :
another what had happened and how; the
chief actor in this fragment of humdrhu
ghe could picture lying inert,
it was for him that a bell had tol
would toll again, that men con
curiously.

In a little while Ignacio would retam,

shuffling, smoking a dangling cigaret, Hﬂ
hat cocked against the sun; he would give -

I:c:' full particulars and then retum to ‘
bell. i

She had come to San Juan to make i
home here, to become a part of it, w
a portion of her, To arrive upon 4
l.hl'u was no pleasant omen; it was too t[ynﬂ-
fully like taking a room in a house only to-
hear the life rattling out of & man
partition. She was suddenly averse to
hearing Ignacio’s details; there came & ;
quick desire to set her back to the town
whose silence on the heels of uproar
crushed her.

Rising hastily s quick
down the weed-bordered walk, cut at
broken gate and turned toward the mout-
tains, One glance down the street as she
crossed it showed her what she had ex-"
pected; a knot of men at the door of the
Casa Blanca, another small at & win- i
dow, evidently taking stock of & broken -
window-pane. :

The sun, angry and red, was low -
over a distant line of hills, the lm Ahe =55
flat lands were already drawing about them "
a thin faintly colorful haze, She had
on her hat and, like Tgnacio, had set it &
little to the side of her head, fi her
cheeks burning when the direct :yl?gllﬂ
them. ‘The fine, loose soil was sifting into
her low slippers before she had gone o score
of paces.  When she came back she wwli =t
unpack her trunk and get cut a sensibile .

of boots. No doubt she was dressed -
ulously, but then the heat had W L
her.

A curious matter presented itself to hee:
in the little groups upon the street she.
not seen a single woman, Were there




ow. the bell-ringer
ﬁﬂ. the banker's wife, and Ills d.aughler
Mrs. Struve and others. Besides all
this she had a letter to Mrs. Engle which she

was going to present this evening.

She was thinking of anything in the world
but of a tragedy not yet grown cold, so near
her that for a little it bad seemed to em-
brace her. Now it was almost as though it
had not eccurred.  The world was all un-
about her, the town somnolent.
shuddered as Ignacio played upon

; but the shudder was rather from

t.h bell’s resonant eloquence than from any

more vital ciuse.

A man she had never seen, whose name

she did not know, had been shot by

ulnuthermm unknown to her; she had heard
the dmm, she had seen nothing.
'I‘m:l;hu heard also a voice crying out,
sensed that it had been the voice of
an onlooker. She felt ashamed that the
episode did not move her more.

~ As, earlier in the afterncon, she had been
drawn from the heat of her room at Struve's
hotel by the shade to be found in the mission
garden, so now did a long, wavering line of
cottonwoods beckon to her, In files which
turned eastward or westward here and there
only to come back lo the general northerly
ed where an arroyo
writhed down, Lortured~5erpcn:vwlw from
themwntlms ‘Through their foliage she
the Engle home. She ex-
to find running water under their

ghade, that and an attendant coolness.

' But the arroyo proved to be dry and hot,
& gap in the dry bosom of the earth, its bot-
m strewn with smooth pebbles and sand

@ unattractive vegetation,
m"ﬁdm And it was :ﬁnost as

» hiot here as on San Juan's street; into the
shade crept the heat waves of the dry,
seorched air.

Led by the line of cottonwoods, seeking
action mather than coolness yet craving
bath, she found a little path and followed it,

g a vague relief to have the little
town at She knew that distances
dendvedl.hcweinthnshlcak land, and yet
ghe thought that before dark she could
reach the hills, idle there where perha;
Ihemwmlfewhngu:dﬂummdpoo

= mmmgfjm enough to eat and go

%

£

;é

to She rather thought she
wm?pwpmehrmﬂmﬂuhghunnﬂ .

tomorrow.

“It's mafana-land, after all,” she told
herself, with a quick smile.

Half an hour later she found a t where
the trees stood in a denser gmwilpu
greener, more vigorous—less l.lln‘sty
could fancy the great roots, questing iar
downward through the layers of dry soil,
thrusting themselves almost with & human,
;?sslonau. eagerness into the water they

ad found. Here she threw herseli down,
Iying upon her back, gazing up through the
branches and leaves.

Never until now had she known the mean-
ing of utter stillness. She saw a bird, & poar
brown unkempt little being; it had no song
to offer the silence and in a little while flew
away listlessly. She had seen a rabbit,
a big gaunt uncomely wretch of a thing,
disappearing silently among the clumps of
brush.

Her spirit, essentially bright and hnppy
had striven hard mdu:; nmgi'om: of weari-
ness all day.  Not only was she coming into
another land than that which she knew and
understood; she was entering another phase
of her life. She had chosen voluntarily,
without device or suggestion; she had had
her reasons and they had seemed sufficient,
they were still sufficient. She had chosen
wisely; she held to that, her judgment un-
troubled.

But that stubbornly recurrent sense that
with the old landmarks she had abandoned
the old life; that both in physical fact and in
wﬁu‘\luxl and mental actuality she was at the

reshold of an unguessed, essentially differ-
ent life, was disquicting.
ting away from an old.basic truth that a
man's life is so strongly influenced as almost
to be molded by his environment; there
was uneasiness in the thought that here
one's existence might grow to resemble his
habitat, taking on the gray tone and mo-
notony "and bleak barrenness of tins Sun-
smitten land.

Yielding a little already to the command
laid upon breathing nature hereabouts she
was lying still, her hands lax, her thoughts
taking unto themselves something of the
character of the listless, songless brown
bird’s ﬂlghl:. She had come here mdiy

f other

n the
few women Her own selection of
Jmmexphcﬂ:le,m&m;wwmkr&

There is no get-




quiuhd.gﬁn the hardihood to the
htmmlnmp‘hﬂeandmhhmnd

then homes?

‘Later she would know; the one magic
word of the desert lands: water. For San

- Juan, standing midway between the rail-
road and the more tempting lands beyond
the mountaing, had found birth here because
there was a mudhole for cradle; down under
the sand were Tortuitous layers of impervi-
ous clay cupping to hold much sweet water.

THE SLOW tolling of a bell came
billowing out through the silence,
The girl sat up. It was the Cap-
tain. Never, it seemed to her, had she
heard anything so mourniul. Ignacio had
informed himzeli concerning all details and
had returned to the garden at the mission.
The man was dead, then. There could be
no doubt as one listened to the measured
sorrowing of the big bell,

She got to her feet and walking swiitly
moved on, still further away from San Juan.
The act was without premeditation; her
whole being was insistent upon it. She

dered if it was the sheef from Las
Palmas; if he had, perhaps, a wife and
children. Then she stopped suddenly; a
new thought had come to her. Strange,
inexplicable even, it had not suggested it-
self before.

‘She wondered who the other man was, the
man who had done the killing. And what
bad happened to him? Had he fled? Had
other men grappled with him, disarmed him,
made of him a prisoner 1o answer for what
he had done? What had been his motive,
what passion had actuated him? Surely
not just the greed for gold which the bell-
ringer bad sugpested!  What sort of a crea-
ture was he who, in cold, calculating blood
could murder & man for a handful of
money?

There was nothing to answer unless she
could catch the thought of Tgnacio Chavez
in the ringing of his bell. She moved on
again, hurrying.

Following the arroyo she had come to the
first of the little, smooth hills, the lomas as
the men on the stage had named them.
Through them the dry watercourse wrig-
gled, carrying its green pennons along its
marge. She went up gentle slopes mantled
with bleached grass which under her eyes
mwhﬂninthzgknd the sun. But the
sun was very low now, very fierce and red,

signal-firc was kindled upon the i
And as that faded from her eyes the slow
sobbing of the swinging bell was like ltl'ﬁ
for the death of the day.

She had removed her lmt.
already the earth was throwing lls .
that a little coolness and I'ruhnus mm-
ing down 1o meet her from the mountaing,
She turned her eyes toward them and 3
just after the sunset, it was that she saw |
man riding toward her. He was still far
when she first glimpsed him, half
three-quarters of a mile, just cresting one o
the higher hills so that for him the sun |
not yet set. For she caught the | {
light flaming back from the silver c -
of his bridle and from the barrel of the gun’
across the hollow of his left arm. Shedid
not believe that he had seen her in the
shadow of the cottonwoods,

1f she went on shé must meet him.
ently. She glanced back over her sho
noting how far she had come from the town.
It was very still again; the bell had censed
its complaint; the hoofs of the approaching
horse seemed shod with felt, iﬂ upen
felt. She swung about and walked m".
toward San Juan.

A little later she heand the man's voice,
calling. Clearly to her since there was no
one else,  Why should he call to her?  She
gave no sign of having heard but walked on
a trifie faster.  She sensed that he was gal-
loping down upon her; sensed merely for
still in the loose sand the hoofbeats were
muffled. Then he called again and she
stopped and turned and waited.

A splendid big fellow he was, mw
as he came on, riding a splendid big horse.
Man and beast seemed to belong to the
desert; had it not been for the glint ~
sun she realized now she would probably |
have distinguished their distant forms from
the land across which they had ‘moved.
The horse was a darkish, duli ﬁy;
man, boots, corduroy bnedws, t shirt
and hnt,wusgnrbedmg:l)rﬂ'!nm
with the dust of travel as to seem so. =

"\\"hatmdwwldmymdndngwlyo@} >
here?” he called to her, “And then having
come closer he reined in his horse, stared at

Q’E.g

E



- fore.

jusl the form
of hor and the white skirt and waist to

? all right,” she said lightly, “I
W that you had made a mistake.”

It was ing of & victory over herself
to have succeeded in speaking thus care-
lessly. For there had been the impulse, a
temptation almost, just to stare back at the
man as he had stared at her and in silence.

Not only was the type physically magnifi-
mt. to her it was, like everything about
And that which had held her at

ey
Mil s not the part of youth to be stern-
ﬂ while this man could not be more
ludmr between twenty and thirty,
already acquired the trick of
beiwhml. steely, suggesting relentlessness,
stern and quick. Tall, lean-bodied, with
ﬁ’ hands, as brown as an Indian,
“and eyes were uncompromisingly black,
e to the Southwestern wastes.
mm ghe noted, and that his face
Joaked drawn and weary, that about his leit
hand was tied a handkerchief, hinting at a
minor cut, that his horse looked as travel-
muhmselr
“One doesn't see strangers often around
Slnjuan " he explained. “As for a girl—
well, I never a mistake like this be-
I have to look out.”

‘The muscles of the tired face softened a
little, into his eyes came a quick light that
wiais good to see, for an instant masking their
lnhihnl sternpess,

‘Il excuse me again, and if you
& a whole lot about this tou.ntr)
he paused to measure her sweep
aeﬂmdaauuﬁedand concluded—" ]woultf:: 't
go out all alone like this; especially after
We're a rather tough lot, you
know. Good-

He had lif hns hat again, loosened his
lnm’ndnsmdpasacd by her. Just asshe

as she had desired.
_J\nd. t, mth hls dusty back turned upon
¥ -&E experienced a sudden return of her
~ loneliness.  Would che ever look into the

&yes of a friend again?  Could she ever ac-
~ tually accomplish what she had set out to
 accomplish; make San Juan a home?

Her eyes followed him,

, frankly admiring
- m;mmm ve looked at any other

of nature’s hant -creations. Then,
before he had gone a score of yards, she saw
how @ little tightening of his horse’s reins
had brought the big brute down from a
swinging gallop to a dead standstill. The
bell was tolling again.

Again he was calling to her, again, awing-
ing about, he had ridden to h:rg:l.dc
his voice now, like his eyes, was ommoudy
stem.

“Who is it?"" he demanded.

“T don't know," she told him, marvelling
at the look on his face. His emotion was
purely one of anger, mounting anger that a
man was dead! “The man who rings the
bells told me that he thought it must be a
sheepman from Las Palmas. He went to
see—I didn't wait."”

Nor did this man wait now. Again he
had wheeled; now he was racing along the
arroyo, urging a tired horse that he might
lose no unnecessary handful of moments.
And as he went she heard him curse sa y
under his breath and knew that he had for-
gotten her in the thoughts which had been
released by the dull booming of a bell.

CHAFTER III

IN THE har at the Casa Blanca,

a long wide room, low-ceilinged and

with cool, sprinkled floor a score or
more men had congregated. For the most
part they were silent, content to look at the
signs left by the recent shooting and to have
what scraps of explanation were vouch-
safed them. And these -were meager
enough. The man who had done the shoot-
ing was sullen and self-contained. The
dead man—it was the sheepman from
Las Palmas—lay in an adjoining card-
room, stark under the blanket which the
large hands of Jim Galloway had drawn over

him.

When the clatter of hoofs rang out in the
street a couple of men went to the door.

“TIt is the sheriff,” they said, “‘coming
back.”

Roderick Norton entering swiftly, his
spurs dragging and jangling, swept the fam
in the room with eyuwhnlgch had in them
none of that human glint of good-will which
gcg"l‘nh: lhcarmw:dhndslnnpmdh.ﬂlm

gain they were steely, angry, bespeaking
both threat and suspicion. 3 .



was mt.{nnmg‘ “He says it was self-

as. Gaﬂmy here when it happened?"

o5,
“Where's Galloway now?”

1t was noteworthy that he asked for Jim

- %l:lhcr than for Kid Rickard
* they told him, md:fatmg a
. wd -room_ adjoi that in which
Palmas Mnn;in ¥, RD},,‘: }'\!nr
apin lancing b ly across the faces
shnm went to the closed door and

ting

hand to the knob, But Jim Gallo-
‘having desired privacy just now had

the duor. Norton struck it sharply,

g,.*‘!q:m ,GﬂIkswly It's Norton.”

Q’Iht;pmeﬂnlwmulmofnm
and with the quality of stern exhorta-
, the snap of the lock and the door was

Wopm Nortonsv.;yes, probing into

ever, staring stonily with
polished agate so mh(!.

Answering your question,

out from under just as lnu.; 1
remain as they are: first, as long
lh:gum:nquauandinﬂn

OVergrown

jobuishmﬁm&n Juan.
In Norton's eyes was bia

Galloway's mere steady,

ness.
"Yau saw the killing?"" the

“Yu,“ said Galloway,
“The Kid there did it2*
For the first time the man
ward in the chair lifted his
stranger looked in at thal
to see him who has just

the last of Ins teens. A thin
mlryred I'mlr across a Tow, atavis

square foot of the took stock
Galloway and beyond him of Kid
slouching forward in a chair and

 cigaret.
“Hello, Norton,” said Galloway, tone-
. “Glad you showed up. There's
en trouble.”
‘heavy man above the waist-line, thick-
ered with large head and bull throat,
muscular torso tapered down to clean-
his legs of no greater girth than
the lean-bodied man confronting
‘his feet small in glove-fitting boots.
is eyes, prominent and full and a clear
were o shade too innocent. Chin,
mouth, the latter full-lipped, were
ing power and a
He was the one man to be

skin, with
Juster, fded blue eyes, he
icions and cruel.

inhuman as the other but with the:
that that which was but

with Galloway would be

Kid Rickard. Something

th
little better than a snarl.  “Igot
damned to him!" i
“Bad luck cursing a man,
said Norrr.on, coldly. “What d




“Who saw the shooting?”
2 Galloway. And Antone.”
Norton grunted his disgust with the

“Gﬂ!nu your gun,” he commanded,
tersely.

THE EID frowned. Galloway
Rickard's eyes

cleared his throat.
i Then he got

o his feet, jerked a thirty-cight caliber
revolver from the hip-pocket of his overalls

ty. § o
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sheriff tnrmd on Inm ha came forward and
went out of the door, his whole attitude re-
maining one of defiance. Antone, his swart
face as expressionless as a piece of ma-
hogany, hesitated, glanced at Galloway,
shrugged and did as Rickard had done, going
out between his two guards. The men
remaining in the barrcom were watching
their sheriff expectantly. He swung about
upon Galloway.

“Now," he said quickly, “who fired the
first ﬁhol Gal

- and held it out, surrendering it reluctantly.
Norton “broke™ it, ejecting the cartri
into his palm. Not an empty shell among
them; the Kid had shpped ina fresh shell for

%mny I.rmes did you ghoot?"
*T don't know. Two or three, T guess,

£ —— it, do you imagine a man counts "em?”
*What

were you and Galloway doing
alone in here with the dwr locked?™

(‘alknm;ml.mdn by—o
T didn't want any more trouble; T was
Mm’bvd

o, will you?" cried the sheriff
fiercely. “T'll give you all the chance to
talk you want pretty soon. Answer me,
Rickard."

k "Imklhiml.olovkmwpsommhm until

or Tom Cutter come,” said the Kid,

“1 was airaid somebody mlght

jump me for what I done, I didn’t want

0o more trouble.”

Norton turned brielly to the crowded
room behind him.

. “Anybody know where Cutter is?" he

1t appeared tha knew. T
t every one W, om
Cutter, Rod Norton's deputy, had gone in
the early momning to Mesa Verde, and would
nlum in the cool of the evening.
Norton made the best of the
and to sazn his purpose called four

men out of the crowd

“T want you boys to do me & favor,” he
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“Antone, come here,”
short, sqnat hali-breed standing be-
his heavy black brows,

What am I to do?"
N i told,” Norton snapped at
him. 'gmn you and Dick walk down
L{Anmm you other bovs walk
way with Rickard. 'If they
h all the chance to talk together
already that they want don't give them any

Gallowa qmll.cd went to his bar, poured
himself a gta_“ of whlsln and qlxndlm.'. there,
lass twisting slowly in his fingers,

back innocently at his interrogator.

“Trying the case already, Judge Nor-
ton?" he mqulred. equably.

“Will you answer?'’ Norton said coolly,

“Sure.” Galloway kept his look steady
upon the sheriff's and into the innocence of
his eyes there came a wveiled insolence.
“Bishee shot first.”

““Where was he standing?"

Galloway pointed.

“Right there.”

The spot indicated was about three or
four feet from where Norton stood, near the
second card-room door.

“Where was the Kid?"

“Over there.” Again Galloway pointed.
“Clean across the room, over by where the
chair is tumbled over against the table.”

“How many times did Bishee shoot?"”

Galloway seemed to be trying to remem-
ber. He drank his whisky slowly, reached
over the bar for a cigar upon the shelf under
it, and answered:

“Twice or three times.” %

“How many times did Rickard shoot?"

“I'm not sure, I'd say about the same;
two or three times."

“Where was Antone standing?'"

“Behind the bar; down at the far end,
nearest the door.”

“Where were you?”

"Le:\ning against the bar, talking to
Antone.”

“What were you talking about?”

This question came quicker, sharper than,
the others, as though calculated to stu:l'le
Galloway into a quick answer. But the
proprictor of the Casa Blanca was lighting
his cigar and took his time. When he
looked up his eves told Norton that he had




r7 he n‘plm‘l at last.
The“shnotlng. coming sud-

wa
tarted the ruction?"
* “Bishee had been drinking a little. He
semnd to be in the devil's own temper.
asked the Kid to have a drink with
md Rickard refused. He had his
drink alone and then invited the Kid again.
Rickard told him to go to hell. Bi
started to walk across the room as though he
was going to the card-room. Then he
his gun and whirled around and
started shooting."

“Missing every time, of course?”

Galloway nodded.

“You'll remember I said he was carrying
enough of a Joad to make his aim bad.”

Norton asked half a dozen further ques-
tions and then said abruptly:

“That's all. As you go out will you tell
the boys to send Antone in?"

Again a hint of color crept slowly, dully
into G&!lmy s cheeks. >

“You're going pretty far, Rod Norton,”
he said, tonelessly.

“You're — right I am!” cried Norton,
ringingly. “And I am going a lot further,
Jim Galloway, before I get through and you
can bet all of your blue chips on it. I want
Antone in here and I want you outsidel
Do I get what I want or not?”

ﬁwa_v stood motionless, his cigar
clamped tight in his big square teeth.
“Then he shrugged and went to the door.

“Tf T am standing a good deal off of you,”
he muttered, hanging on his heel just before
he passed out, “it's because T am as strong

man in the county to see the law

hmmt into San Juan. And,” for the first

jelding outwardly to a display of the

lfzn riding him, he spat out venomously

and tauntingly, “and we'd have had the

* law here long ago had we had a couple of

men in the boots of the Nortons, father and
sonl™

Rod Norton's face went & flaming red

%

wiﬂi , his hand grew white upon the
at his side.
3:“ Jim Galloway,” he said
: "I gEL you just as sure as you
-gm Billy Norton!”

Galloway laughed and went out.

y, Teceiving
&ekhg the one
suggesting itself into tricking the
he asked at the end.

“Just before the shooting, when you and
Galloway were talking andnshe told you that
Bishee was looking for trouble, why weren't
you re'.\r.l) to grab him when hn ‘went for his

gun?”
Antone was giving his replies as guardedly
as Galloway had done. He took his time

now.

“Because,” he began finally, “I do not be-
lief when Sefior Galloway speak that——"

His eyes had been roving from Norton'se
going here and there about the room.  Sud-
denly a startled look came into them and he
snapped his mouth shut.

“Go on,"” prompted the sheriff.

“T don’t remember,” grunted Antone,
“I forget what Sefior Galloway say, what T
say. Bisbee say, Have a drink.” The Kid
sy, ‘Go to hell’ Bishee shoot,
fhone, Hke that. T forget nhGE RUMAE e
about.” T

Norton turned slowly and looked whither
Antone had been looking when he cut his
own words off so sharply. The man upon
whom his eyes rested longest was a creased-
face Mexican, Vidal Nunez, who stood head-
down now making a Cl?l:ln

“That'sall, Antone, " Norton said. “Send
the Kid in."

The Kid came, still sullen but
a little, his hat cocked jauntily to dne
side, the vellow wisp of hair in faded
eves. And he, in turn questioned, gove
such answers as the two had gimbufnn
him.

For the first time now the sheriff, stepping
across the reom, Jooked for such evidence as
flying lead might hve left for him. In the
wall just behind the spot where Bisbee had
stood were two bullet-holes.  Going to the
far end of the room where the chair leaned
against the table, he found that a pane of
glass in the window opening upon the street
had been broken. There were no bullet-
marks upon wall or woodwork.

“Bisbee shat two or three times did he??
he eried, wheeling on the Kid. “And missed
every time?

through the one hole in the window, T sup-
poser” =
The Kid shrugged insolently,

And all the bullets went




" ot

A few of the morbid followed as he went
o the little room. Most of the men had
1 and had no further curiosity.
the blanket away, noted the
of them, two at the base of
one just above the left eye.
through the sheepman's pock-
els, mkm\ﬁahnmﬂuimm A
few gold, most of them eilver doliars and

NG in all a little over fifty dollars.
dead man lay across two tables
up together, his booted feet sticking
idly beyond the bed, still too short to
his length of body. ; Nor-
rested on the man's boots longer
Sl the cold face. Then, stepping

* frank
And,

t ely
S T
ing the cvidence offered by Jim Galloway,
Kid Rickard and Antone, would bring in &

verdict of justifiable homicide.

“Later on we'll get 'em, Roddy—mebbe,”
he said finally. “But not nuw.ml;)yun
pulled the Kidit would just be runnin® up
the county expense an’ all for nothin®.”

‘The sheriff left him in silence and
his horse went the few steps to the
Ignacio Chavez appearing rtunely, -
Norton gave his animal into the s cus-
tody; Ignacio, accustomed to doing odd
jobs for el Sefior Roderico Nortone, and to
the occasional hali-dollars resuiting from
such transactions, led the big gray away
while the sheriff entered the hotel. It had
been a day of hard riding and scanty meals
and he was hungry.

Bright and new and conspicnous, a little
gold-lettered  sign at Struve's
caught his cye and caused him to remember
the wounded left hand which had been

e door so that all in the baroom

boots!” answered two voices to-

this way, boys. Take a look at
‘s boots, will you?" <

as they crowded about the table,
gome new development, Galloway
well to the fore, Norton's vibrant

out:

a clean job getting him, and a
dean job telling the story of how it hap-
pened. But there wasn't over much time
‘é‘d‘i;,:k mb--t.e}llla mﬁ. Jim Galloway,
~ how it happen that the right boot ison
 the left foot!”

CHAFTER IV

ROD NORTON made no arrest.
Leaving the card-room abruptly he
s 7 to Julius Struve, the
~ heavy-featured hotel-keeper, to follow him.
- In the morning Struve, in his official capac-
s coroner, would demand a w:’r&acﬁ
: been in strong sympathy with
sheriff he was to be looked 1o now for a

ing him considerably th h the long hot
dnagy. The sign bore Ilu:mn of Dr. V. D,
Page with the words “Physician and Sur-
geon™; in hlue pencilled letters upon the
practitioner’s card, affixed to the brass chain
suspending the sign, were the further
words—
Roam 5, Struve's Hotd.

‘The sherifi went through the
dining-room where he left his rifle
in a corner, washed his face and handsin &
basin on the back porch, removing the
handkerchief from his left hand, and, look-
ing in upon the Indian cook to say that he
would be ready to eat in five minutes, went
to Room 5. It was at the front of ‘the
building, upon the ground floor, and opened
almost immediately when he mpped.  Con-
fronting him, her own hands just bek
dried upon a small linen towel, was the
he had encountered at the arroyo. He
lifted his hat to her, looked beyond her
and seid simply:
“I was looking for Dr. Page. Is he in
o

now.
she told him gravely, “Come in,

“Yes,
please.”

He stepped across the threshold, his eves
trained to quick observation of details tak-
ing in all there was to be seen at a glance.
The room showed all signs of a fresh un-
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t& one table and m chairs piled
odds and ends, Fc; tl:: maost
miscellany consist

rnboo bundles of towels and 1

‘white mplins, stoppered bottles of vari-

colored contents and black leather cases, no

doubt containing a surgeon’s instruments.

‘Through an open door giving entrance to

the adjoining room he noted further signs of

unpacking with a marked difference in the
chamcter of the litter; the girl stepped
quickly to this door, shutting out the vision
" of a helter-skelter of feminine apparel.

It is your hand?" she erms‘ as in most
thoroughly matter-of-fact fashion she ‘put
out her own for it. “Let me see iL.”

But for a moment he bestowed upon her
merely & slow look of question.

“You don’t mean that you are Dr.

?" he asked. Then, believing that he
“You're the nurse?”

“Is a physician’s life likely to be so filled
“with his duties that he must bring a nurse
with him to San ]'u&n?" she countered.
“¥es, Tam Dr. Page.”

He noted that she was as defiant about the
matter as the Kid had been about the killing
of Bisbee of Las Palmas; plainly she had
foreseen that the type of man animal in-
habiting this corner of the out-of-the-way
world would be likely to wonder at her
bardihood and, perhaps, to jeer.

“T-just got here today,” she explained
in the same matter-of-fact way. “Conse-

ently vou will pardon the looks of things.

ut T am one of the kind that believes in
hanging out a shingle first, getting details
arra next. Now may I see the hand?""

“It’s hardly anything.” He lifted it now,
holding it out in front of him. “Just a
little cut, you know, But it's showing

, Signs of infection. A little antiseptic—"

She had already taken his fingers into
hers, was bending over the wound. He
noted two things, now: what strong hands
she had, shapely, with sensitive fingers all
ignorant of rings; how richly alive and
warmly colored her hair was, full of little
waves and curls.

She had nothing to say while she treated
him. Over an alcohol lamp she heated
some water; in a bowl, brought from the ad-
joining room, she cleansed the hand thor-
oughly. Then the application of the final
antiseptic, a bit of absorbent cotton, a
winding of surgeon’s tape about a bit' of
mmﬂwemngmdme Only at the

“end didl she say—

E"Xt’snpewlwmt—mtahiﬁeﬂ‘l,k 2

i

“No," he answered humorously, “Didit
on & pieceof lend. *How much isit, Docm'?"\ y

“Twa dollars,” she told him, 8‘!111
with the drying of her own hﬂnlh “Baﬂﬂ 5
let me look at it again in the morning if it 2
pains you any.

He laid two silver dollars in bﬂpilm,
hesitated a moment nml then went out.

“She's got the nerve,” was his :
cstimate as he went to his comer
the dining-room. “But 1 rlon’t believe “ *
is going to last long in San Juan, Funny
she should come to a place like this, anyhow.
Wonder what the V stands for?™

At any rate the hand had been
treated and bandaged; he mdde-l at
approvingly. Then, with his meal set
fare him, he divided his thoughts tlar
evenly between it and the recent:
the Casa Blanca. The senge was sl.nng
upon him as it had been many a time before
that before very long either Rod Norton or
Jim Galloway would lie as the
from Las Palmas was lying, while the olkﬂl'
might watch his sunrises and sunsets with
a strange, new emotion of security, )

‘The sheriff, manifesting an tite
which gave color to the suspicion that he
had not eaten for a matter of twelve hours,
was beginning his meal when the newest
stranger in San Juan came into the dining-
room. She had had time to finish bal
her hands and face, had arranged her lus-
trous copper-brown hair becomingly, and
looked fresh and cool and pretty.
approved of her with his keen eyes vd:ilehg
watched her go to her place at a
across the room. As she sat down,
no sign of having noted him, her
ward him, he continued to observe
admire her lithe, perfect figure
strong, sensitive hands busied
napkin.

A slovenly, half-grown Indian g
the cook’s daughter, came in
Ekitchen, directed the slumbrous
race upon the sheriff who fitted
woman's eye, and went to serve
other late diner, Now Nor
flecting view of V. D). Page'’s
cheek as she tumed slightly in
with Anita. The serving-maid wi
and as she went out Norton rose to his
and crossed the room to the far table.
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hwaudshuhﬂll{ted her eyes curi-
to his.  “If you've come to stay you
o on forever not knowing anybody
you know. Since you've g,el to know
or later why not begin to get ac-
Here and now and with me?

Roderick Norton."
misst have had far less discernment
she not to have felt instinctively that
the great bulk of human conventions would
ghrivel and vanish before they could cross
& far across the desert lands. Besides
- mmﬂmg over her looked straight
ﬂ{a honestly into her eyes and for a little
W again lhﬂ: pouth of him veiled
sternness his life had set into his soul

his face.
kmdo(yculuha\-epu) upon me in
she answered

T lightly and
mwt hesitation.

“And, to tell the truth,
was 80 terribly lonesome in all niy

-Bﬂmde tawo trips back and forth to bring
W& and coffee cup and avxiliary sauce
s and plated silver while she wondered

at he did not instruct the Indian girl
perform the service for him.  Even then
li-formulated the thought that it was

h more natural thing for this man to
what he wanted done than
- for him to sit down to be waited upon.
~ A small matter, no doubt; but then moun-
= rticles and
haracteristics

- DURING the half-hour which
t together over their meal
- .I]wy spmm know each other rather
ter clf:uce acquaintances are likely
bdﬂhmhﬁlme For from the mo-
ment of Norton’s coming over to her table
“bars were fortuitously down between
. She was plainly eager to supplement
‘Chavez's information of la gente of
5 uan and its surrounding country,
ﬂm{g i curiosity which he readily under-
Mn e based upen the necessitics of her

In return for all that he told her she
W spoke of her own plans, very

to bc sure, she admitted with
quick, gay smiles.  She bad come

wmnqxwlmshefaund she was
mﬂ game of hide and seck with her

i

hali-way,

little imperi

y determined to achieve

“her own measure of success and happiness,

From the beginning each was ready,
baps more than ready, to like the otﬁ:-
Her eyes, whether they smiled or grew sud-

denly grave, pleased him; always were they
feartess.  He sensed that bencath the ulu\-
nal soft beauty of a very lovel

woman there was a spirit of hﬁ\l‘ff’

every sense worthy of the success which shn
had come out bare-handed to make for
herself, and in the estimation of Rod
Norton no quality stood higher than &
superb independence.

On_her part, there was first a definite
surprise, then a glow of satisfaction that in
this virile arm of the law there was nothing
of the blusterer. She set him down as a
quiet gentleman first, as a sheriff mext.
She enjoyed his low, good-humored Taugh
and laughed back with him, even while she
experienced again the unaccustomed thrill
at the sheer physical bigness of him, the
essentially masculine strength of a hardy
son of the Southwestern outdoors.

Not once had he referred to the affair at
the Casa Blanca or to his part in it; not'a
question did she ask him concerning it.
He told himself that so utterly human, so

ectly feminine a being as she must be
urning with curiosity; she marvelled that
he could think, speak of anything else.
When they rose together from the table
they were alike prepared, should circum-
stance so direct, to be friends,

She was going now to call upon the
Engles.. She had told him that she bad a
letter to Mrs. Engle from & common friend
in Richmond.

T don't want to appear to be riding too
hard on your trail,” he smiled at her
“But I was planning dropping in on the
Engles myself - this  evening. They're
friends of mine, you know."”

She laughed and, as they leit the hotel,
propounded a riddle for him to answer:
should Mr. Norton introduce her to Mrs
Engle so that she might present her letter,
ar, after the letter was presented, should
Mrs. Engle introduce her to Mr. Norton?

It did not suggest itself to ber until ﬂny
had passed from the street, tl the
cottonwoods and into the splendid living-
ropm of the Engle home, that her escort was




Mwumhﬁd;rmmanuv&md
K
itive town his boots a

lhmﬁ_lth
t.raw:l-soiled hat had been in

too perfect keeping with the environment
for her to be more than pleasurably con-
scious of them. At the Engle’s, however,
his garb struck her for a moment of the first
shock of contrast, as almost grotesquely out

of place.
At the broad front deor Norten had
. The desultory striking of a piano’s
keys ceased abruptly, a girl's voice crying
eagerly, “It's Roddy!” hinted at the iden-
llty of the ||5LI|:=.5 layer; a door within
II:: broad entrance hall
I.h t nd then the outer door
bank,er Engle’s daughter, fair-
lnlred, fair-skinned, fluffy-skirted, her eyes
bright with unhidden expectation, her two
hands held out offering themselves in dou-
bled greetings.  But, having seen the unex-
mgum at the shc‘nﬁsslde the bright-
ired girl paused for a brief moment of
y upon the threshold, her hands
falling to her sides,
“Hello, Florrie,”" Norton was saying,
quietly. T have brought a caller for your
mother. Miss Engle, Miss Page.”

"How do you do, Miss Page?” Florrie’

replied, ining her poise and giving one of
her hnm;ﬂ: each of the calle rs,l:h: abandon
of her first appearance gone in a flash to be
replaced by a vague hint of stiffness.
“Mama will be =0 glad to zee you. Do
come in.”

She turned and led the way down the
wide, deep hall and into the living-room, a
chamber which boldl dcﬁcd one to remem-
ber that he was s the rim of the
desert. In one swilt g nce the newcomer
to San Juan was offered a picture in which
the tall, carelessly-clad form of the sheriff
became incongruous; she wondered that he
remained at his ease as he so obviously
did.

Yonder was a grand piano, a silver-chased
wvase upon a wall bracket over it holding
three -stemmed, red roses; a heavy,
massive-topped table strewn comfortably
and m\mng]} with books and magazines;
site rug and one painting upon the
iar waj! an original seakcape suggestive of
Waugh at his best; excellent, leather-
tered chairs luxuriously in\-iting and
at once homelike and rich. Just rising
from one of these chairs drawn up to the

as fair as her daughter, just w
grow stout, came forward smilingly.
“Back again, Roddy?"

She gave him a plump hand, his
lean brown fingers after her \!!n fash-
ion, and came to where the girl had stopped

JusL within the door. —
“Virginia Page, aren't you? As i any
one in the world would have to tell me who

vou werel You are your mother all
child; did you know it? Oh, kiss me, k
me, my dear, for your mother's sake, ﬂlﬂ.
save your handshakes for strangers,”"
Virginia, taken utterly by surprise
Mrs. Engle’s arms closed warmly about her,
grew rosy with pleasure; the d loneli-
ness of a long day was wiped out with & .
kizs and a hug. -
“I didn't know—"" she began ‘l&]ﬁn&ly
only to be cut short by Mrs, Engle crying
to her hushand:
“It's Virginia Page, John, Wouldn't
have known her anywhere?” J’“
John Engle, courteous, urbane, & pleas-
ant-featured man with grave, hm‘ll eyes
and a rather large, firm-li mouth nod-
ded to Norton and gave Virginia his hand
cordially. §
“L must he satisfied with a handshake, 3
Miss I"u,e he said in a deep, pleasant
stranger,

woice, “but I refuse to be & mere :
Weare |mmen<¢1y glad to have you withus. )
Mother, can’t you see we have most thor-
oughly mystifiert her; swooping dowm

her like this without giving her an

of how and why we expected hers™

Roderick Norton and Florrie Engle had
drawn a little apart; Virginia, with her back
to,them during the greeting of Mrs. and Mr.
Engle had no way of knowing whether the
withdrawal had been by mutually sponta-
neous desire or whether the initiative had
heen the sherifl’s or Miss Engle’s.  Not that
it mattered or concerned her in nﬁy
slightest particular. .

In her hand was the nolc u( mtmdl.lm
she had brought from Mrs. Seth Morgan;
evidently both its services and those c‘
Roderick Norton might be dlsmnaed with,
in the matter of her being presented. =

“Of course,” Mrs. Engle was saying.
An arm ahout the girl's slim wll::l“shedm
her to a big leather couch and, holding
her hand, =at down beside her. “Marian
never does things by halyes, my dear; you

=

i



e reats
we're sort of

flushed vividly. She had
along that her mother had been a
it relative of Mrs, Engle, but she had

desire, no thought even, of employ-
ing the very “faint tie as & sort of insistent
for being accepted by the banker's
y She did not care to come here like

rﬂn

hmi she said quictly, her
wh:le her eyes were grave,
I &n't want you to feel that I have
< on the fact of kinship; I just
wanted to be friends if yvou llkul me, not

Hﬂﬁnynn felt it your duty—
who had come dragging his chair

after hi

to join them, laughed amusrrlly

r ul:sllcm Mrs. Engle,”
h:knﬁ.hd.m‘{w ogrmnly know her for
When we come to know her
. she will allow us to call her
w?‘mm In the meantime, to play
mppoae Ihal to us she'd better be

h”iull of nonsense after banking
hours,” explained Mrs. Engle, still affec-
_Hzﬂy patting Virginia's and ‘as he is
business from nine until four.
 makes life with him possible; it's like
¢ two husbands, makes for varicty
le saves me from flirting with other
Now, ull us all a'buul yourself.,”

E a little  stiff-
undl now, Imnm back among the

‘cushions unconscious of a half-sigh of con-
Mamln{h:r relaxation. During the long
‘San Juan had sought to frighten, to re-
her, Now it was making ample

First the companionable society
ﬂ'knd Norton, then the simple, hearty
g here. She returned the pressure of
E Eu,;k’s soft, warm hands in sheer

B
u; wil raw-

ﬁu‘u&n K egr:‘rlm\-n:l::sminn and
wlh:'lwlg the girl keenly, studying
af expression, seeking according
it to make his guarded estimate of
& pew factor in his household. From Vir-
inia's face his eyes went wtl'llvwwmd

in his eyes,
double doors in the west wa].l
living-room gave entrance to the
The doors were open now to the alonly
fréshening night air and from where she sat
Virginia Page had a glimpse of a W
court, an orange-tree heavy with fruit
blossom, red and yellow roses, a sleeping
fountain whose still water n-:'lectcd SUAr-
shine and the lamp in its niche under a
grape-vine arbor, 'When Norton and Flor-
ence Engle strolled out into the inm
patio Engle, breaking his silence,
forward and dominated the com-trsauun.

Virginia had been doing the ma;
the !a]klng, answering questions
Engle's girlhood home, telling samelhlng of
herself. Now John Eugl!:. reminding his
wife that their guest must be consumed with
curiosity about her new environment,
sought to interest her in this and that in and
about San Juan.

“There was a killing this afternoon,” he
admitted, quietly. “No doubt you know of
it and have been shocked by it, and perhaps
on account of it have a little misjudged San
Juan. We are not all cutthroats here,
any manner of means; 1 think T might
most say that the rough element is in the
minority. We are in a state of transition,
like all other frontier settlements. The
milroad, though it doesn’t come closer than
thelittle tank station where you took the:
this morning, has touched our lives out here,

“A railroad brings civilizing influences;
but the first thing it does is to bring in &
surging tide of forces contending against
law and order. Pioneers,” and he smiled
his slow, grave, tolerant smile, “are as often
as not tumultuous-blooded and self-suffi-
cient and prone to kick over the established
traces. We've got that class to deal with
now—and that boy, Rod Norton, with his
job cut out for him, is getting results.  He's
the biggest man, not only in the county, but
in this end of the State right now!"

Further to that he tokl her something of
the sheriff. Young Norton, having re-
turned from college some three years before:
to live the only life possible to one of his
blood, had become manager of his father's
ranch in and beyond the San Juan Moun-
tains. At the time Bull}r Norton was the
county sheriff and had his hands full. * Ru-
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" Engle thoughtfully.

The Bells of sw:m

himself to
E{." a certain man; | ndm.hled that
man was Jim Galloway of the Casa
But either Galloway or a tool of
Gﬂlm'l or some other man had “gotten”
Nm'wn, shooting him down in his own
cabin and from the back, putting a shotgun
charge of buckshot into his brain.

It had occurred shortly after Roderick
Norton's return, shortly before the expira-
tion of Billy Norton's term. of office. Rod
Norton, putting another man in his place on
the ranch, had buried his father and then
had asked of the county his election to the
place made empty by his father’s death,

h he was young, men believed in him,
ion returns gave him his place by a
ing majority.

““And he has done good work,” concluded
““Because of what he
has done, because he does not make an ar-

“rest until he has his evidence and then

drives hard to a certain conviction, hehas
come to be called ' Dead-sure Norton® and has
come to be respected everywhere and feared

more than a little.  Until now it has become
virtually a two-man fight, Rod Norton
against Jim Galloway.”

“Yohn," interposed Mrs, Engle, “aren't

_ you gi\r'u:lg Virginia rather a somber side of

Maybe T am,” he agreed. “But this
ni:: the Las Palmas man in broad day-
591 become pretty close to filling my
mind. Who's going to be next?” His eyes
went swiftly toward the patio, taking stock
of the two higures there. Then he shrugged,
went to the table for a cigar and returned
smiling to inform Virginia of life on the
«desert and in the vallevs beyond the moun-
taing, of scattering attempts at reclama-
tion and irrigation, of how one made towns
of sun-dried mud, of where the adobe soil
itseli was found, drifted over with sand in
the shade of the cottonwoods.

But Mrs. Engle’s sigh, while her husband
spoke of black mud and straw, testified that
her thoughts had clung about those events
and possibilities which she herself had
ngked him to avoid; her eyves wandered to
the tall, rudely-garbed figure dimly seen in
I'Ju tio, Virginia, recalling Jim Galloway

had seen him on the stage, heavy-

, masterful alike in

clrﬁig!md the of the prominent eves,

ghainced with “Mrs. Engle toward Rod
Norton.

Mwmhm%mwﬂ[ﬁrm'.

appeared utterly boyish. Wi I.nut
Iorlhegnmvminh::ryu{m: e:el

ber revolver which ‘the nature of his M
duties did not allow of his laying aside even
upon a night like this, it would have bua
casy to,forget that he was all that which the
one word “sherifi" connotes in a land like
that about San Juan.

“Can’t get away from it, can we?™ Engle
having caught the look in the two women's
eves broke off abruptly in what he WS SAy-
ing and now sat studying his cigar \ﬂﬂl
frowning eyes. “Man
the whole county knows it, one em)
whatever criminal's tools slip into his hands,

the other fighting fair and in the open.
Man against man and in a death-grapple
just because they are the men they are, with

one backed up by a hang-dog crowd like
Kid Rickard and Antone and the other
playing vnlua]]} a lone hand.  What's the

end going to bef"!

Virginia  thought of Ignacio Chavez
He, had he been here, would have answered:

“In the end there will be the
the bells for a man dead.” You will seel
Whichone? Quien sabe? Thebells will ring.*

CHAFTER V

n TiiﬁOU(‘-I]l‘;he silence of the outer
t, as though in truth Ignu:in
AVEZ Were akmgn.ndmplq:li-

ecy, came billowing the slow beating of
du-p mouring bell. Mrs. Engle sighed;
Engle frowned; Virginia for her part sat

rigid, at once disturbed and oppressed,

“How can you stand L'hal terrible bell?"
she cried sofily. “I should think that it
would drive you mad! How long does he
ring it?"

“Once every hour until midnight,” an-
swered Engle, his face once mpMd
he withdrew his look from the patio IIII‘I
transferred it to his cigar. And with
a half-smile; “There are many San Juans, -
Cousin Virginia; there is, in all the wide
world, but one San Juan of the Bells! Ttis
our distinctive mark; vou would not takes =
that from us? - Now that you are to become
of San Juan you must, like the rest of us,
take a pride in San Juan's bells Which
you will do soon or late; perhaps just assoon
a5 you l:m“!:; to kmvw sometlungollhﬂh‘

P a
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itself.

“I.e:hermunﬁllmmmuuhu
“No one else can tell it so
and certainly no one else has an equal
even an equal right in the matter.”
though he refused to take up the
theme of the biographies of the
 the Dancer, Lolita and the ml
Engle began to speak lightly u

ted topic, first asking the girl i shc
w with what ceremony these ancient
been cast; when she shook her
while the slow throbbing beat
tain still insisted through the
s silences, he explained that doubtless
of Ignacio Chaves's bells had taken
ﬁrm under the calm gaze of high priests of

&
£

EEE E

had it that all six were from
destined for the new mis-
sions to be scattered broadeast throughout
a new land, to ring out the Word of God to
‘heathen cars, And bells meant for such
m m:m never cast without grave
service and sacrifice,
Thmgh the darkness of long dead cen-
turies the girl's stimulated fancies followed
N man’s words; she visualized the great
@H.lw in which the fusing metals grew
an intolerable white; saw men and
draw near, proud blue blood on one
and the Jowly on the other, with one
; saw the maidens and ladies from
of the king's palace as they
bden bracelets and necklaces
rms and throats, so that the
gold might go with their
e molten metals, enrichen-
those whose poverty was
whose devotion was greater
ittle silver ornaments they
silver vases, golden cups,
d cherished ornaments, all
generously, devoutly, until the
caldrons had mingled the queen's
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F ymd'le-chsps with a bauble from the beggar

“HAnd in the end,” smiled Engle, “there
are no hells with the sweet tone of old mis-
“sion bells, or with their soft eloquence.”

- While he was Ignacio Chavesz had

rope to slip from his

~ allowed the dallﬂmg
~ lands so that Captain rested quiet in

visitor, Florence made a little dhdnnfnl
face as though she puessed who the newest
caller would be; Engle went to the door.

Even Virginia Page in this land® of
strangers knew who the man was. For she
had seen enough of him today, on the stage
across the weary miles of desert, to remem-
ber him and to dislike him. He was the
man whom Galloway and the stage driver
had called “Doc,” the sole representative of
the medical fraternity in San Juan until her
coming. She disliked him first vaguely and
with purely feminine instinct; !l-‘f.‘ondlyy
cause of an air, which he never laid nside, of
serene of sel

He had come into what he was plulaed to
look upon as a community of nobodies,
people whom he had the right to look on as
his inferiors intellectually and culturally.
He was of that type of man-animal that
lends itself to fairly accurate mtningmg at
the end of the first five minutes’ llmnl-
ance. The most striking of the
attributes about his person as he enu:red
were his little mustache and neatly-trimmed
beard and the diamond stickpin in his tie.
Remove these articles and it would have
been difficult to distinguish him from
countless thousands of other ineficient and
opinionated individuals.

Virginia noted that both Mr, and Mrs.
Engle shook hands with him if not very cor-
dially at least with good-humored tolera-
tion; that Florenee treated him to a stil
little nod; that Roderick Norton from across
the room greeted him coolly.

“Dr. Patten,” Engle was saying, “this
is our cousin Virginia Page."

Dr. Patten acknowledged the introduc-
tion and sat down, turning to ask “how
Florrie was today,” Virginia smiled, sens-
ing a rebuke in his manner; today on the
stage she had made it obvious even to him
that if she must speak with a stranger she
would vastly prefer the talk of the stage-
driver to that of Dr. Caleb Patten.

When Florence, replying briefly, turned
to the piano Patten addressed Norton.

“What was our good sheriff doing to-
day?” he asked banteringly, as though the
subject he chose were the most apt one
imaginable for jest. “Another man 8




- woark a cure, Dr. Patten.”
--rﬂnu:m’mm time tolet thelfe out of &

chap ! Why,
I\ -&im who did the shooting couldn’t have
done a nicer job if he'd been a surgeon.
me bullet square through the cartoid
artery—that leads from the heart to the
head,” e explained as though his listeners
were children athirst for knowledge which
and none other could impart. “The
éﬂbbﬂln penel.rated by a second——""
other technicality and elucidation
&h have followed was lost in a thunder-
5 crashing of the piano keys as Florence
strove to drown the man's utterance
succeeded so well that for an instant he

m.f“‘“"?“ her.
~ “Ican’t stand that man!" Florence said
sharply to Norton, and though the words
mot travel across the room Virginia was
surprised that even so completely armored
as Caleb Patten could fail to

ey
. pounded her way
- r noisy bit of rag-time Caleb Pat-

2
th one of his host's cigars lighted,
leaning a little forward in his chair,

1o seize the first of snatchi-
& fresh conversation by the throat.

id Rickard admits killing Bisbee," he
to Norton. “What are you

was Rickard was swaggering
ind town, saying that you wouldn't
er him in because you were afraid
. The sheriff's face remained unmoved
. ﬂwlgd?n others looked curiously to him
to Patten who was easy and com-

and vaguely iml.nlmg
o lnng[ue you haven't scen Jim Gallo-
way since you got in, have you?” Norton
“No," said Patten. “Why? What has

¥
B e iled B
i ¢ says Ric is-
seli-defense.

" said Patten. And then, “If Gal-
0 I guess you are right in letting

nel,
out |

vmhm, it :

m“tgd fitted to m There
am twinkle in Engle's
listened

“By the way Patten,” the
served when I{eu came 2 pause,
gol.nm'nl in town. ';mu

W'hal do you mean?

“Whm I introduced you ;mﬁ
cousin Virginia, I should have told
is Dr. Page, M. i:md Oh" but
Agnin Patten - a
a tone which through its pkm
put a sudden flash into Virg
he looked toward her there was.
upon his lips whu:hhjsmt_yu
bﬁ::dnud mustache failed to hide.
on to say, “A lady doctor,
, the case not have

€l

“It seems so funny for a gir
doctor,” said Florence, for the
referring in any way to
had flown to the door, expe
alone. Even now she did not
her kinswoman.

g JOHN ENGLE mpliﬂ,
t:nq:ly But just what
not know.

denly her whale attenuon was

from the conversation, fixed

something moving in the

she had noted a slight :Inngeg

ton's eyes, saw I.hm grow keen

ful, noted that they had turned

door opening into the little court

fountain was, where the wall |

its rays w:mly among  the

through the grape arbor. He

something move out there; from

sat she could look the way he

mark how a clump of rose bushes:

disturbed and now were

less again in the quict ni
Wondering, she looked again to

His eyes told nothing now save

were keen and watchiul. W

he knew what it was so g

the patio, whether be like

samwlfmﬂysgmwdhm




“He ilwkhandswn]- I'.ug]:
and coming to Virginia f.a:d
ht, with an almost

ing you like San Juan,
you will, too, if the desert
r nerves, But

i thing after all,
isit?  Good nn;h } g

E ;ﬁemdmmd his meaning and though a
excitement rn through her blood

i Woman !nrn from the desert?
I been such a chatter-box, Mrs
that T am to be admonished at the
r to learn to hold my ton,
looked at her curiously, turned
Norton and then went with him to
> For a moment their voices came
ishable murmur down the
hallway; then Norton was gone and Flor-
returned slowly to the living-room
gain and again Virginia looked out ‘into
‘patio. Never a twig stirred now; all
uiet as the sleepmi‘[uunums, as
nd mystery-filled as the desert itsell.
Roderick Norton seen more thanshe?
kmw who had been out there?
of some further
oi lawlessness of
Of the animosity of Jim
y? Wns she presently to see Nor-
£ ing into the patio from the
was she again to hear the rattle

had asked that she say nothing; she

unbesitatingly given him her promise.

#0 unquestioningly done as he had

because he was the sheriff who

the law, or because he was

ck Norton who stood for fine, up-

manhood? Agam she felt Flor-
Engle'e eyes fixed upon

rqﬁ::&é: the = |n;|mg to

g = t. “Why? Just

walked with him from the hotel?"

the heat of an argument with g‘ﬁe

there came an interruption.

Vicginia, warm
cordial inyitation, while deepl

felt that she had no right to u:r.ept :
had come to San Juan to make her own way;

she had no claim against the hospitality
her kms:]u;mmn certainly no such claim as

R

there was Elmer Page.
as coming to join her tomorrow
or the next day and as soon as it could be
arranged they would take a house all by
themselves, or if that proved impossible,
would have a suite at the hotel. At the
moment when it seemed that a deadlock had
come between Mrs, Engle's
muthm- her cousin’s daughter and Vie-
ginia's inborn sense of independence,
interruption came.

It arrived in the form of a boy of
twelve, a ragged, scantily-clothed,
youngster, rubbing a great toe against
bare leg, while from the front door he an-
nounced that Ignacio Chavez wax sick,
that he had eaten something muy male,
that he had pains and that he pmyed that
the doctor cure him,

Patten grunted his disgust.

“Tell him to wait,” he said briefly. And,

lanation to the others, “There's noth-
lng e matter with him. 1 saw him on the
street just before T came.  And wasn’t he
ringing his bell not fifteen minutes ago?™

But the boy had not completed his mes-
sage. Ignacio was sick and did not wish to
die and so had sent him to ask the Miss
Lady Doctor to come to him. Virginia
rose swiftly.

“You see,” she said to Mrs. Engle,
“‘what a nuisance it would be if I lived with
you? May I come to see you tomorrow?”

While she said good night Engle got his hat,

“I'll go with you," he said. “But, like
Patten, T don't believe there is much the
matter with Chavez, Maybe he thinks
he'll get a free drink of whisky.”

“You see again,” lnughed Virginia from
the doorway, “what it would be like, Mrs.
Engle; if every time I had to makzacln
and Mr, Engle deemed it necessary to
with me—I'd have to split my fees vril.h
him at the very least! And I don’t believe
that I could afiord to do that.”

“You could give me all that Ignacio pays

g
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qui had to have a wur:l
amnndml.d} And I'm glad that

I want a i:wnr of you;

I‘a\norol‘ Miss Page.”

passed on through the shad-

nmrwaa to be seen on the street.
guess you know you can count on me,
said Engle, showing no surprise at
'ainionmti;aa s
‘want you, when you go to the
to say tlntynuhavelelmedﬁm
age likes horseback-ri 5 then send
or her to the hotel o that
lihﬁshenanhnwnmllwcarly
ude say nothing about my hav-

“did not answer immediately. He
nin stood trying to see the sheriff’s
through the darkness. He had

emugh and yet there was an
new note in his voice; it was o
how the muscles about his
tensioned, how his eyes were
eyes of a man who saw his

you, John," continued Nor-

. “T can trust Chaves;

trust Julius Struve. And, if you wam

words of one syllable, T can not trust
"

said Engle. “T think you're mis-
i

my boy.
aybe,"" returned Norton. "But I
right now to make any mis-
Further,” and in the gloom they
w his shoulders lifted in a shrug, “I am
Miss Page because I've got to!
ch may not sound pretty, but which is

#0f course 1'll do what vou ask," Engle
“Ts there anything else?”
Just to go on with Miss Page to

you
her to the hotel and go back home,
the horse over right away, Then
with me to see & man who is

not and I'll have to take a

been more cloquent of his

been expelled in a curse.
“Tll slip around the hack

hotel,” said Norton. “Tll be r

Miss comesin.  Good
And silently, without a

pmnsl from n{gxrl, he was
the cottonwoods,
CHAPTER VI

IGNACIO CHAVEZ,

he could be of service

Roderico Nortone whom
mired vastly and loved like a
to the dregs upon his fine
dnul:led up and otherwise cont

out upon his forehead.

have done ample justice to

had he, in sober truth, bem dying.
Vrgm.u treated him sparis

“Then I'll send Persis a

horsefl
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come wnh me,” said the
“He is waiting with

~ They passed through the dark dining-
- room, into the pitch-black kitchen and out
at the rear of the house. A moment Struve

plmed] listening. Then, touching her
humed awny into the mght going
the

E

stars.

“1 suppose,” said Norton at last, “that
it's u‘g to me to uplam,

! gaid Vh'gmia “by telling
me wherc ma:egmng

He swung up his arm, mlnung,

“Yonder. To the mountamns. Well
reach them in about two hours and a half,
Then, in another two hours or so, we'll
come to where Brocky is. Way up on the
flank of Mt. Temple. It's going to be &
long, bard climb. And for you, at the end
dfat 4 e,

"a:

mnl line of cot! .
bm :luse to his heels.
AL am:vu Norton was waiting,
horses.  Without a

Mdll:;lve herh:s hand, saw her mounted,
surrendered Persis’ Jerlung reins into her
jgauritleted hands and swung up to the back
of his own horsc. Struve had already
turned back to the hotel. In another mo-
ment, and still in silence, Virginia and Nor-
were riding away from San Juan, keep-
fn the shadows of the trees, headed
the mountains in the north.

And now suddenly Virginia found that
she was giving hersell over utterly, unex-
- mdlywnkeen, pulsing joy of lIifé. She
3 surrendered into the sheriff's hands the
little leather case which contained her

* emergency bottles and instruments; th
Imlld't San Juan a couple of hundred v n:iy
3 their horses were galloping; her

aﬁxmmck now and then against Nor-

John Engle had not been unduly extrava-
in praise of the mare Persis; Virginia
md rather than saw clearly the perfect,

g&"i

lighted in the swinging gallop, drew into her
soul something of the serene grandeur of a
-~ starlit night on the desert.  The soft thud
of shod hoofs in yielding soil was music to
her, mingled as it was with the creak of
saddle leather, the jingle of bridle and spur
She wondered if there had ever
50 ect a night, if she had ever
nounted so finely bred a saddle-animal.
ahead the San Juan Mountains lifted
ridge of ebony. On all other
lands stretched out seeming to
sugﬁ:]l.;ng to the fancy that
tlessness to the clear
the sky. On all hands little
ridges were like crests of long
~ waves in an ocean which had just now been

5’555;53
aa;sa
g. ~i
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“How about yourself?" she asked quickly,
and he knew that she was smiling at
through the dark, “Unless you're made of
iron I'm almost inclined to believe that
after your friend Brocky 1l have another
patient. Who is he?”

“Brocky Lane? I was going to tell
You saw something stirring in the patio at
Engle's? T had scen it first; it was Ignacio
who had slipped in under the wide arch
from the gardens at the rear of the house,
He had been sent for me by Tom Cutter,
my deputy. Brocky Lane is foreman of &
big cattle-ranch lying just beyond the
mountaing; he is also working with me and
with Cutter, although until I've told you
nobody knows it but ourselves and John
Engle. Before the night is out )'Im'n
know rather a gnod deal about what is
ing on, Miss Page," he added, thoughtf

“More than you'd have been willing for
me to know if circumstances hadn’t forced
your hand?'"

“Yes," he admitted coolly. “To
anywhere we've had to sit tight on
game we're playing. But, from the word
Cutter brings, poor old Brocky is pretty
hard hit, and I couldn’t take any chances
with his life even though it means taking
«chances in another direction.”

He might have been a shade less frank;
and yet she liked him none the ]csalorgnrlng
her ihe truth bluntly. He was but tacitly
admitting that he knew nothing of her; and
yet in this case he would prefer i.oulllupnn
her than on Caleb Patten.

“No, I don’t trust Patten,” he continued,
the chain of thought being inevitable.
“Not that I'd call him crooked so much asa
fool for Jim Ga]]ow‘.\y o juggle with. He
talks too much.”

“You wish me to say nothing of to-
night's ride?"

~



That is, m\ndnd!w back l.oo]al.cforlt
to appear likely that you are just resting in
your room or getting things shipshape in

wyour office. That's why I am explaining

about Brocky.”
“Since you nt the law in San Juan,
Mr. Norton," told him, “since further

Mr. Engle endorses all that vou are daing, I
believe that I can go blindfolded a little.
T'd mther do that than have you forced
against your better judgment to place con-
fidence in a stranger.”

“That’s fair of you," he said heartily.
“But there are certain matters which you
will have to be told.  Brocky Lane has been
shot down by one of Jim Galloway's crowd.
It was a coward's job done by & man who
would run a hundred miles rather than meet
Brocky in the open. And now the thing
which we don’t want known is that Lane
even s0o much as set foot on Mt. Temple,
We don't want it known that he was any-
where but on Las Cruces Rancho; that he
was doing anything bulm\-mg his time 1o his
duties as foreman there.”

“In particular you don't want Jim Gallo-
way to know?"

“Tn particular T don’t want Jim Galloway
to 50 much as suspect that Brocky Lane or
Tom Cutter or myseli have any interest in
Mt le,” he said emphatically.

“But i the man who shot him :s one of
Galloway's crowd, as you say——"

"He'lfd-n no talking for a while. After
having seen Brocky drop he took one chance
and half of his cowardly carcass
around & boulder. Whereupon Brocky,
~weak and sick and dizzy as he was, popped a
bullet into him.”

She shuddered.

“ls there nothing but killing of men
among you people?”’ she cried sharply.
“First the sheepman from Las Palmas,
then Brocky Lane, then the man who shot
him——""

“Brocky didn’t kill Moraga,”
explained quietly. “But he dropped him
and then magle him throw down his gun and
crawl out of the brush. Then Tom Cutter

him in, took him across the county

gave him into the hands of Ben Roberts
who is sherifl over there, and came on to
San Juan. Roberts will simply hold Mor-

Norton

and see that he.
we are ready for

rocky Lane and Tom Cutter
were together on Mt. Temple?”

“Near enough for Tom to hear the shoot-
ing."”

They grew silent again.  Clearly Norton
had done what explaining he deemed neces-
sary and was taking her no further into his:
confidences. She told hersell that he was
right, that these were not merely his owns
personal secrets, that as vet he would be un-
wise to trust a stranger further than he was
forced to. And vet, un or not,
she felt a little hurt. She had himy
from the beginning and from the
she felt that in ac.gusesuch uhmm
have trusted to intuition and have held back
nothing. But she asked none of the ques-
tions which none the less insisted upon ]ﬁu-
senting themselves to her:

What was the thing that had b
both Brocky Lane and Tom Culll!t Mt
Temple? What had they been
there in a wilderness of crag and cliff
Why was Roderick Norton so determined
that Jim Galloway should not so much as
suspect that these men were watchiul in
the mounntains? What sinister chain of
circumstances had impelled Moraga, who
Norton said was Galloway's man, to shoot
down the cattle foremant  And
himzelf, what type of man must he be if
that she had heard of him were true, what
were: his ambitions, his plans, his power?

. BEFORE long Norton pointed out

to her, looming ever vaster before
them, the shadowy form of Mt
Temple, itz mass of rock, of wind
wind-carved peaks lifted in somber defiance
against the starfilled sky. It brooded
darkly over the lower slopes, like an incubus
it dominated the other spines and
ts gorges filled mlhslu‘:f:wmmymh
il,aé:ru:lplm m:km{‘the sense reel \ﬁ%
somewhere, high up there against
sky, alone, .qurermg, perhaps dying, & man
had waited through the slow hours, still
waited for their coming. How slowly she
and Norton were riding, how heartless of
her to have felt the thrill of pleasure which
had pessessed her so utterly an hour
Or less than an hour, yormw:ﬁiﬁ,

wandering out far across the open lands,

came the heavy mourning of the bell.
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“How far away can one hear it?" she
t from so far away its

:

ring came so clearly.
t know how many miles,” he an-
“We'll hear it from the mountain.
1 should have heard it today, long before 1
- met you by the arroyo, had I not trav-
through two big bands of Engle's
sheep, I wonder if your medicine has cured

e
ind them San Juan drawn into the
‘shadows of night but calling to them in
mellow-toned cadence of sorrow, before
them the somber cafions and iron flanks of
Mt. Temple and somewhere still several
hours away Brocky Lane lying helpless and
ess; grim by day the earth
ts was inscrutable by night, a
primal sphinx, lip-locked, spirit-
b s anit griF:I riding switly
side felt in their different ways ac-
to their different characters :mg
the mute command lai

ﬂmm the most part their lips

|
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the first slopes, the talus of
, disintegrating rock and
the cliffs. Now the sherifi
fore and Virginia kept her frown-
always upon his form leading the
. They turned to the left, entered the
broad mouth of a ravine, found an uneven
trail, and were swallowed up by its utter and
> ble blackness,
Pergia her head,” Norton advised
" “She'll find her way and follow me.”
. His voice, low-toned as it was, stabbed
through the silence, startling her, coming
unexpectedly out of the void which had
drawn him and his horse gradually from the
reach of her strafning cyes.  She sighed, sat
backinhersaddle, relaxed, loosened herreins,
. Foran hour they climbed almost steadily,
winding in and out, frequently riding five
* hundred or a thousand feet to accomplish a
of the distance toward Brocky
Lane. Now, high above the bed of the
gorge, the darkness had thinned about them;
more than once the girl saw the clear-cut
silhouette ofdrlnan gn;‘i l:m;‘; in front of her
or to right or left.
~ When glﬂ' a long time he spoke again he
‘was waiting for her to come up with him.
‘He had dismounted, loosened the cinch of
his saddle and tied his horse to a stunted,
tree in a little flat.
‘"We have to go ahead on foot now,” he
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told her as he put out his hand to help her
down. And then as they stood side by side,
“Tired much?”

“No," she answered. “T m;m in the
mood to ride.  Which way now?

He took down the tie-rope from her sad-
dle-strings, tied Persis a dozen paces from
his own horse and saying briefly, “This
way,” again went on. She kept her place
almost at his heels, now and again accepting
the hand he offered as their way grew
steeper underfoot. Half an hour ago she
knew that they had swerved off to the left,
away from the deep gorge into whose mouth
they had ridden so far below; now she saw
that they were once more drawing close to
the steep-walled cafion. Its empliness,
black and sinister, lay between them and &
group of bare peaks which were lifted like
cathedral spires against the sky.

“This would be simple in the
daytime,” Norton told her during one of
their bricf pauses. “In the dark it's an-
other matter. Not tired out are you?"

“No," she assured him for the second
time, although long ago she would have
gladly thrown herseli down to rest were their
errand any less imperative.

“We've got some pretty steep climbing

ahead of us yet,” he went on quietly.

“You've got to be careful not toslip. Oh"
and he laughed carelessly, “you'd stop bes
fore you got to the bottom, but then a drop
of even half a dozen feet is no joke here.
1f you'll pardon me I'll make sure for you.”

With no further apology or tion
he slipped the end of a rope about her waist,
tying it in & hard knot. Until now she had
not even known that he had brought a
rope; now she wondered just how hazardous
the hidden trail was which they were try-
eling; if it were in truth but the matter of
hali a dozen feet which she would fall if she
slipped? He made the other end of the
short rope fast about his own body, said
“Ready?” and again she followed him
closely.

There came little flat spaces, then broken
boulders to clamber through and over, then
steep, rugged climbs when they grasped the
rough rocks with both hands and moved
on with painful slowness. It seemed to the
girl that they had been climbing for long,
tedious hours since they had slipped out of
their saddles; though to him she said noth-
ing, locking her lips stubbornly, she knew
that at last she was tired, very tired, thatan




d at his watch in the Ilqht of a
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ABANDONED IN THE ICE
BY CHART PITT

TH'ERE S a blotch tonight on the snow-fields white,
And the frost-locked floe- fret

The

In the a crystal sea

But u:ﬂm‘ied trails of the bawhead whales
Urge her on through eternity.




_OUIS BODIN, “Levuka Louis,”

Jim Hurdey, “Hawkbill
Hurley,” were! the two greatest
and most successful rogues in
ur_h Seas.

y the business of Bodin cen-
meredmlm ka “Snuggery,” a top-chop
place of entertainment, bed and board for
none helow the rank of mate or supercargo.
Louis owned, no one in
i though many guessed.
* Hurley possessed’ two or three copra plan-
tations, two schooners, & barkantne and a

liked to talk about them.
Bodin's pudﬁy dextrous fingers were in

which he invariably super-

immded the division. Both had brains but,
where Louis preferred finesse, Hurley was
apt to biufl,

~ Commerce

was sluggish in Melanesia
since the commencement of the Great War

The need of corn had entirely eclipsed the
call for copra; tortoise shell—irom the
hawkbill turtle—was no longer in demand.
China was in trouble and the trade in sea-

"EI?Anan
Dunn -

e Ferret and the Bel,” elc.

' Pearls? One can always sell pearls in
Tahiti—at a price. Louis had a pro-
prietary interest in certain pearl lagoons
but he was giving these varying proportions
of the seven years necessary rest between
cullings. The valee of a gray pearl, or 2
pink, any color outside of white, doubles
when such gems are matched.

According to Bodin's philesophy, any fool
can make money when times are good.
In days like these, it took brains to gather

rofit. He relaxed hiz purely physical
unctions and concentrated his vitality in
his brain-cells. His bright eves dulled
and his eyelids drooped as he lolled in his
bamboo chair on the shady veranda, a
native boy swaying a feather bahili to keep
away the flics.

There is a wireless at Levuka, which is
on the island of Oavalu, east of Viti Levi.
Louis had a radio station of his own with
which he issued his trade mandates and
gleaned the passing news of the air. Owver
on the main island of the Fijis, on Viti Lev,
is “\u\a capital and head of the l‘e:lldml.

tish Government. i
64




sometimes suspected
%ﬂ:ﬁuﬂm to the mark, not of
w{ &

French poes;einm in Melanesia,
outside of the Loyaltics and the penal
settlement of New Caledonia, are negligible

at Levuka, Louis was the king frog in a

lle large mough for his ac The
of German colonies by British and

h cruisers was balm to Louis’ Alsatian

and the present item that such settle-
ments were being held joint} English
Gallic G:v‘gmmmgsm m{:!h,éml gfi\s

it iurnulmd him pleasant food for

. Thkhﬂl waved on 1t

"l‘oomu devil-smart
Toss alu:ime" and the kakli
ythmic sweep.

iver, fifty miles from
In its higher reaches the idle
nesian traders lay where the
would arrest the bottom growth.
Hurley sat in the cockpit
r mullet at the tn'm

The
mdwdthememd!‘alloll.hesash
it bound Louis’ generous stomach, a
of color between the spotless linen
trousers and the white silk of his
‘The master’s cyes seemed closed
respiration was 100
'Wm Tomi's soul lusted
cool, green coconut with a surrepti-
glug of gin added thereto, but his soul
in thrall to Bedin and he fanned on,
‘:l'.ln!l.mgmd figure came to action with a
of palms to which a second

responded promptly.

“Hari, you take um canoe, ten men along
you. You go Rewa on Vitl Levu—
word, better you walk along plenty
y B0 catch Kapitani Wells. You speak
come along here Levuka way, plenty

in s sthooner,”
kanaka vanished and Louis relaxed
in. He would have sent his fast launch
the screw had fouled the top of a floating
in the darkness and, until another
&mhom Suva, the craft was out of com-
Behind lowered lids he vlsllgnuri
muﬂ speeding south and west wi
bhdlngl:&kly toa chant.  Asli
out on his olive features.
ﬁtmea,nd fell. So did the Bakili.
~ “Tomi, suppose you stop along fan me
dele senmd, my word, you plenty sorry.

‘sleek-coated bull terrier trotted out
, yawning.
£aid Louis, still mm clozed
1 watch along this
at the | bitch wbo Tan out &

JIIST- hsuiu:g in his eighth mullet
hﬂmoe with Bodin's
suermg} tile up-stream against
the [;em Wells'
deliver a resulted

sh?;,' t_}te Lehwa, a Glou:
type. Tomaintain

had bought his fast launchﬂge
The launch in which Huxley W
was but a one, pra

with eight knots to the F

eighteen-knot power-hoat had

been 5o dull and deliveries so
How much Wells was o

echooner, how large was

which he was mate and that

smmwun;
qufcdh;mmmcdmand
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is bottle kimi-kini (gin)
All same you hide
tell them you make um steal,
‘give um drink, find out from Har
for he come along see Kapitani Wells,
you come back here plenty quick.”
o) His crafty boatswain grinned and made

" his way ashore. Hurley shrilled on a
whistle and soon his own crew
assembled, got into their beached whale-
imﬂ.lndbw:ded the Lelwa. Hurley turned
tn his mate.

“Brady, there's something doing Levuka
 Tam going in with Billi in the launch.

a5 the Akua clears, follow her out.
spllt lldﬂ with her and be off Kokua Head
at sunset. Keep inshore so they won't
spot you from Levuka.”

fithin fifteen minutes the dkua's main-

sail was hoisted, the cable up, the head-
‘sheets taut and she swung to the ebb,
down toward the mouth of I\e\n
lurley watched her foresail mount
@8 she caught and heeled to the trade and
reached for Oavalu and Levuka.
* Ten minutes later Billi came aboard with
what news he could gather and Hurley took
him in the faunch and started in a bee-¥ne
for the Akua’s destination, his engine giving
‘him the power of disregarding wind and
- W'hﬂl he made fast at the boat-
lgndmx e schooner was inhauling sheets
herfmal inshore tack. The Lekwa was
m in ﬂflﬂ.. Sunset was an hour away.
i o along
apitani
Wells he come along hlmelw talk along
with Louis on back [anai, 1 think. When
“he come ashore I make plenty talk with
1 be till dark I keep him.  You hide
mm in garden, IElm what Louis

along of him. Then you come back
‘Foo-Ching’s place—tell me everything.

]
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g savvy plenty that haole (white) ‘dog
¥ a Louis. Suppose he savvy
me in bush I dlmk he make kai-kai (eat).”
" “You rub your self plenty frangipani
M!hnl&ogmcul l.elr Now you walk

went with the air of 2 martyr, but
went. At sunset the Lekua crept out
~ from the reef behind Kokua Head and
~ sneaked ofishore in the dusk. Hurley,

the result of'ﬂﬂh‘sww.wuhmgﬁn e
himself could have wormed into the garden
as quietly as the kanaka,and BﬂB his body
smeared with the crushed petals o pungent
Sfraugipani, crouched in the crolons

the veranda where Louis talked with Wells,
Fanchen was there too, drowsily uncon-
scious of any intruder.

“50,” SAID Louis, “you wish to
enlist now that America is one of
the Allies. It is good. I under-
stand that well. But listen, mon ami. It
will he long before you can get back to
the States, by that time the war may be
over. Suppose it is not, what then? You
enlist—in what? You—a first-class sailing
master, will you try to make of yourself a
private or become a Jackic aboard a cruiser?

I, too would serve France, old as I am.
But brain iz better than muscle, mon brave,
and it is in my mind that we can help the
cause here in the Fijis. 1 have a plan
which should bring much money at the
expense of those pigs of Germans. And
money always wins. This money, mon
ami, we will send to aid our braves at the
front. If you will, you shall take it pres-
ently and tell them it is a gift from Louls
Bodin, once of Alsace, now of the Fijis, &
gift from Levuka Louis and yourself,

“It will do you no harm to be such &
messenger,  ILis in my mind that they will
need good master-mariners. Perhaps we
will build with this money a little, quick
ship, with you in command, to go hunting
these sharks of U-boats, nom de guerre, that
would be better than. drill for six months
to learn in which end of the gun fits Lha
bayonet, nenp"

Wells, curved of nose, lantern of j
nodded. Billi yawned in the crofons.
sort of talk was all words and idle.

“Tell me about it,” said Wells. It
sounds good to me."

“In Melanesia,"” said Louis, “Great
Britain owns twenty-one thousand square
miles of islands, France seven and a half
and Germany seventy-eight thousand—
or she did. Now she owns nothing. It is
gpoils -of war, By and by France and En-
gland will divide, Meanwhile, what hap-
pens? The German plamatwns
to the bush for lack of men and tﬁo pearl

ns lie untouched.” r
"M!l'

lagoo
“Ah," said Wells softly,



the
is an that is
. It has not been touched

position later, on paper.

to the air find wings, and

neasy. What is it, Fanchon?”

fool. In the few words last

gathered the reason of Wells

rls from the German

too that, in the hot

al odor was master-

t blossoms suffi-

tect it. It was time

moving.' He started to crawl away

belly, silently as a snake,

But, as he sinuously stretched, from the

armpit glands the telltale hmhz
u:d the h!wa: to. the i

ing. the shrubbery

¢ a shadow in

the gray streak of Fanchon at

his heels. '.ﬂlﬁgm;dmd in the palms
wild bush, There was

2 mass of

tackie ni.“’iﬁ?
trophy and wnsnmltnt to leave
in the

had drawn blood and

d the latter. ’H:hnsgassedoultwn
fathoms of the stuff. No one else

™ said Louis,
Iaunch half an hour

presently.
charge of the e
and England. The Bndsh-
assume charge from
French gunboat mm
New Caledonia and :nlerm
1t is doubtful if she will touch at «
%Mgllﬁl not hear your h little
urley must not dip Eﬁnge'm
of poi. He will try—which makes:
more interesting than 2
Louis chuckled. =
“You will provision lonﬁht
on the ebb m!: hour before m
wait to rot the pearls,
rove traitor down the

of his cards.
what he holds.

“So, you did not eat
Kznak: iru— A, o

b

meat, F

AT NINE o'clock a s

on.""

was more than complacent

the pearl atoll and took to the

a shirl-podcet full of cigars to
blem as he walked.




the idea. He himseli could
share Louis' patriotic fervor
by using German

em with the proceeds of

in South Sea ethics of
timate

d ; ancial
largely bounded by the rim of

tt of his second cigar hissed into
he resolved upon his first move,
go and see Bodin. Louis had
when he told Wells that Hurley
his bluffs by hinting at the
Louis knew that Billi, or

had been Instmmg

rightlylhu episode of Fanchon
uare from Billi's loin-cloth.

now that Hurley knew

nl' his scheme.  Louis would
the Lﬂa with thle mlt;ul:'m
uarter rising early, Hurley
the Akua wherever she went,
With these aces alrendy

he might persuade Louis to

thought of trying to take the
from Wells after the latter

:ownwaymdl.wlsuidn
kg

He Iooked into the Frenchman's smiling
Eieﬁ and read that Louis had also gone over
situation.  Between men of their caliber
Sparring was a waste of umu.

share 3
“Why, mon ami?*' returned Louis
“Square thing to do. Besides, what |
the use of blocking one another?
don’t trump aces unless they are fools.’
“Diatruth Even F: knows
cabbage? The dog sleeps.
has been running and is m«l Have
proposition to make to me, mon amil"
Incidentally his hand strayed to
piece of cloth lay on the table beneath
cigar box. Hurley grinned at the
"Sun: hl\'r, 1, Louis. You're on
good thing right now. Let me in on i
“Or you will block my hand?™
“T'd rather be partners, Louis."
“But this enterprise is not my own.
‘The proceeds are not to go to me." F
Hurley laughed.
“1 suppose not. Going to gi
charity? The Widows and O
odin regarded him silent]

“The widows and orphans? Hum-
Hurlee, that is not a bad jdea. 1 thank
you. llmdnmlhwghtolum. \
excellent idea, truly. But in any evwg
I can not share this with you.”

Hurley flicked mmrmhqu
and his eyes got steely.

“You will share it, Loms. or Tll
it. I'm on to the scheme.
wlmt it practically amounts to. ot

1 give 2 whoop about that—"

“Providing you share the loot, mon omi”

“Exactly. As I say, | I'm on to it =

“And you want ——

“Hali. Tl do the work. You can
Wells. You own him. Half—or—"

“Or what, monsienr?”

“Or ing. Either let me in on
Tl let myselfl in. You know-

T'm no slack-brained




not one little,

an ace in the hole

{:1.,3"‘

mm you location. But T
know what you are :u‘lr.r and cm’ll have
. —— of a time shaking me

#1 know what you are dmu—ing to, meon
ami. You say I have an ace in the hole.
T may have two. 1am playinga good hand,
Hurlee.”

“Fhere'll be a show-down for the pot.”

Hurley rose, choleric but mastering his
chagrin at the twinkle in Bodin's eyes,

Fanchon got up and sniffed gingerly
~at his heels to the door, standing to watch
him before she went back to her master.

“That settles it," said Hurley to himself.
“Widows and orphans!” he exploded aloud.
“Poes that Frenchy think 1 am a fool?
Share with him? Not much. Either I
rake it all in or he loses.”

In the Snuggery Louiz sipped at his
wermouth. His cyes had dimmed again
md he saw the ravaged villages of France,

weeping women and the wondering,
fri;huned. children.

“Pour les retres et les orphelins, Fanckon,"

he munnured “Par le bon Dieu, c'est une
bonne idée.”"
, in his launch chugged out to

A
ere the Lehua awaited him and

the schom!:r passed over the rim of the
horizon and patrolled on long tacks umtil
the dawn showed the Akue leaving Levuka
behind her, off for the Solomons.

At noon Wells gave up the attempt to
shake off a swifter opponent and the two
retumed as they had sailed for hours, on
the same tack, like evenly matched cup
racers—only Wells had known that Hurley
was deliberately sailing a point farther off
the wind than he had to when they were
close-hauled, and had as deliberately slack-
ened his sheets when they reached, with
half a knot of supenor speed ever ready Lo
be let out upon occasion.

AN HOUR before midnight, Hur-

“Never mind, mon brove,” said Louis
when Wells “We vwgll lead him
on the chase ll\cwildgmsc or a day or

two. My propeller arrives from Suva on
the Manw, Thursday. Then we shall see.”
~ “What's the matter with Hurie')' getting
on to that too?” said Wells. “He knows

all about the accident and where
Re'.'l]see

iw.u

“If he does that," said Lor:h e wm
have Lomnl.camul’ulmlhthe.&wm
She can not make better than ten . lmu.
You will have to stop at the Hel
Malaita and maybe at Choiseul to get !‘ruh
gasoline for her tank and carry extra d
See always you have plenty of L
Wells, if we use the Fleur-de-Lys. T have
no fancy to see her smashed by a
or you on New Caledonia. But I do not
think Hurlee will inform—not until fe
dernier resorl, We shall see what we
see. In the meantime, mon ami, let us.
prepare for emergencies. L have
to show you. Al you can rot out the
shell.”

When Wells arrived aboard his sdmm
he wore a broad smile.

“Tim,” he said to his supercargo,
“Bodin’s the father of all the foxes.™

‘Tim Donnelly grinned.

“He's a whole kennel of foxes, *Tis
myself could have told you that," he said.
“Levuka Louis was born with a wishbone ©
in his mouth an’ he chewed the nipples of
his milk bottles to rags with his wisdom
teeth whin he was yet a babe in ar-r-ms.
Don't be tellin® me anything about Bodin.”

Twice more the Akus put to sea and
twice more the Lefua t her out and
back. Then the inter-island steamer Mans
came and brought a new ler for
to the Imqucdgﬁ of gﬁmnoﬁ
Hurley tock counsel with Ching-Foo.

That evening the Akwa went to sea ;
more, and once again the Lebua trailed her,
hanging to her quarter league after lugm
like a wolf on the trail of a wounded
But Wells was not aboard the half mﬂ:nﬁ
Akua nor Hurley on the Lebua, The first
was closeted with Bodin in his Snlﬂuy :
and the second sneaked aboard the Ao
from a shore-boat and took passage to Suva.

Twenty-four hours later the launch
Fleur-de-Lys passed through the reef
entrance with a smother of foam at her
sharp bows.  Fifty miles offshore Wells
saw the topsails of “the two C
retumning to Levuka,

"!lt looks like clear sailing, Tim,” he
SALK

“Thete’s one thing ye should rimimber,”
answered Donnelly, “Louis is a fox, but




cartridges—not  forgettin®
stick or two of dynnymite for luck.

“The boat's a beauty,” said Wells half
~regretfully. “It's a pity she hasn’t got
sticks in her. But she makes the time,
- and time is the essence of this contract.”

= DAWN rolled up the sky almost as
- swiltly as a spring blind jumps to
. the release and floods a room with

it.  The pearl atoll Iny revealed upon

# gapphire to the reefl and emerald

1 'ltl::’dm cut as an etching, the palm-
!’_‘ fronds wa: in the morning breeze. The
%ay at anchor in the outer
4 lmw. were two of these in hour-
glass sﬁ the unlovely Teutonic name
i of the was Pretzel Isle.
~ A thin thread of smoke wavered in the
wind from a fire on the beach where Wells,
with Donnelly and a crew of twelve men
l.he complement of the Akuwa, were
to enjoy a farewell breakfast.
‘heap of shells proclaimed their indus-
try. Gems that could not be held in a pint
measure attested the richness of the fishing.
had been there for ten busy days.
y the oyster meat, despoiled of
j, was beginning to rot and taint the
And, so far, there had been
no hinl. of disturbance.
‘The meal was Ielsural)rrzlhshnd and lrluz
crew prepared to gather coconuts for
ths return trip. Six of them set strips
of cloth about their middles and hitched
themselyes up the slender trunks, Wells
chﬂwpen.ndl)mr.uy busied himseli to

Unsetn unhﬂmi unsuspected, a lounch,
whltz, with a buff funnel, one gilt

at the hows, the tricolor of France
‘trailing in the wind of her going, glided
- round the atoll, Ilrd.den by the palms and
jpandanus scrub until it had fairly entered
the mouth of the outer lagoon. A pulf of

~ Wells jumped to his feet; his hand swung
1 D d fell as he saw the ensign
‘and the jackets of the French marines who
up the beach, their bayonets

,Eg

to his wrist.

)r woll E
“The informin’ thief of the world”

Wells knocked the ashes from his pipe
and grimly faced the officer.

“Parles vous Frangais?” demanded the
latter.

“I do not,” answered Wells shortly,

“Then 1 will spik English. This island
is the property of France an’ Great Britain.
You have poach pearl. Those pearl 1
deman’.”

“Divvle a pearl did we get,” said Don-
nelly. “Some ane was ahead of us—a chap
named Hurley.'

“Hurlee I know not,” eaid the officer,
“But you lie. Regard those shells. Would
you open so many for nothing?  Bahl Give
me those pearlan’ I leave vou with
1 have nat room for you in my launch, an*
I must return to my ship. Refuse—I towyou
all an’ then—"" he shrugged his shoulders—
“New Caledonia is not healthy, mon. ami.”

“If 1 give you the pearls,” said Wells
resignedly, “you will leave us here?”

“Those are my ordaire. We know whene
from you come, messienrs; we shall keep the
eve on you. Nw we are ver' busy, too
busy for prisonnaires. Perhaps you will
soon fight for France an" Englan” an' this
shall be forgotten.”

“I am an American citizen,” said Wells,
“T am going to enlist.”

“Me too,” said Donnelly,

“Biew. But now, those pearl.”

With a wry grimace Wells took off his
belt. Tt was lined with chamois leather
pouches designed for gold but now he
emptied from them into the husk of a
coconut a pint of shimmering globules,
rounded, gleaming with all the tender hues
of dawn. The officer poured them into a
leather pouch he produced from his uniform
and stowed them away,

“I must observe your gasoline,” said the
Frenchman. “Come to your launch."

Protestingly Wells went with them and
watched them half empty the tank.

“This will hardly take me to New
Mecklenbury,” he grumbled. *And when
I start to get more they'll pinch us"

Once more the officer shrugged.

“Ordaire, messienrs. You should have -
think of that before you play corsair. You
have the chance to go where you like.
1 wish you bom voyoge. Awn revoir.”




rls before, I wwldnt wonider 5Id you et I.Iw,
hm were missing when he turns “Game, Louis!

mlbemakin‘a.nyddlirmoelom
gaid Tim.

‘ﬁ said Wells, hi He went through Wells' dm
ausenuts aboardul‘g unfclaarout M was usI[eep Smpl:be%
“Only you have tb share
That is too bad.”

What are they worth, Louis?
whalwdlng:wme[otc
He was arrayed in linen and “I overlooked the cook,”
and he led the procession. ignoring the request for the
drinks are on me, Louis,” he said. took that trick, mon brae.’
the orders.  Presently you may buy,”
smiled at his audience who scented a
The deft boys served them.
’s to success, Louis,” said Hurley.
n bowed and raised his glass.
you will lon me, &mm. T will
to La France. And to the widows it up for a man-of-war
orphans,” he added, in an aside to from Suva was the officer, He
v, a8 the guests rose to the toast, an actor once, We only just g
arley glanced at Lous and grinned. time, Louis. But we should have
M i m the market for pearls, off on the way back."
I!: “Renault from Suva,” said L
? T will lock

Ha
ﬁlﬁupwumtly, mph
*Want to do business in pnvate? All

4 I.hal suits me.

mare the toast was taken standing.

d now, Hurlee,” said Louis.
the way to his private room and
followed with a shbulder grin at
As Louis shut the door Hurley

with him, lo'ivemwidmnd,
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Author of “Loco or Love," *

o ODESTONE, you flea-bitten,
long-eared ancestor of a ja
rabbit, take a look at the best
place the Lord ever made, and

with me."

estone wiggles his cars, kicks at a

hessfly, narrowly missing my head, and

looks with sad :{::. down at the cty of

Piperock. Then s to sleep.  Which

shows thata hurma.if’:w;ot m!?;]:r feelings.

We been away for quite a while—me and

Lodestone. We pilgrims up the Bitter

Root range to where old Blue Nose sticks

into the clouds, crosses over and pilgrims

back the other side, all of which takes up
several months, and don’t net me nothing
but blisters and blasphemy.

I misses “Magpie'” Simpkins a heap, and

1 welcomes the day when I can shake the

hand of that long, loose- jointed hombre,

ie it one of the leading citizens of
, and until a few months ago, my

ek

i d

TOMDJTONE

&, \V.C Tuttle ﬁ::;@

Making Good for Mudey," etc.

‘When T left to make my fortune he was
setting there in his office—Magpie is the
sheriff—and wondering how he can square
things h the populace to get reelected,

He's of the lodge-pole type, and wears a
goodly length of hair on his upper lip. He
Pleads with me not to leave him but for
once in my life T turns a deaf ecar to his
siren voice, and herds my burro out of
hearing.

Piperock ain’t what a stranger would call
a paradize on earth, and she don’t qualify
for the milk and honey, but she's a man’s
town—all up and down the street.

Me and Lodestone pilgrims through the
dust up to “Buck¥ Masterson's saloon, and
I goes inside. Buck and “Tellurivm™ are
there, and they welcomes me like a Jost
brother.” Buck salutes me with the praper
ingredients, and we exchanges pleasantries.

Adter we sort of gets used to each other
again Buck hauls out a sheet of paper, and
smooths it out on the bar,




TOLIP KCOREPIP EHT

mmoll.heplgnsmsndblou

like a Russian proclamation,

ck, says I. “Where did it come from?"

“Right here, lh. that ex-pardner of
published it.

** I asks, and they both nods.

:?{-hl.’s his first edition,” rvplsu Buck.

m&mrlhzoﬁnewhﬂlafmm'dle

the border

you leaves, and she runs high along
til the editor gets a call to uplift the
nity. Yesterday he beat the posse
the line, and Magpie gets out his
sheet, This- here feller speaks

ly of lawlessness, and even goes so
as 1o make personal remarks about
What he said about the town

-gulmdh- is there. All I
is the bottom of hi:
and his elbows—the mslol'!_:um

boots, the seat of

“Tke," says he, “that’s
“Some ink, tao, if that's

to write Russian?
with the blind st
way she's a terrible 1
them big letters at the top
“Thatt Huh! The P
“Won't the letters run
Pt
“I reckon they would, Tke,
—— am 1 going to know what
It's a dnngad sight easier

o
¢eh, Magpic?
“Accumulate anything on
“Wood-ticks, fool-hens
conviction that rich rock is
things at the sheriff's office?”

“They would," Ilgres.
mundlmemtgo:mm
than to vote for a corpse.  How
you're a editor?  Has all th
off or has a moral wave hit




gotaartlclese‘l ]
publish until the i

time 5

off lm neck, md scmbl our
“Thiz is a newspaper-office,
states Magpie. “You can't start
oration with a cloud-burst in here.
What you got against the paper,
whyfor don't yuh wish it no more?”
“I can't read her,” he squeaks.
too backward to suit me. Of course
uh—well, send her along, and I'll—uh—-—dnc
the best I can. 1 got to go now.”
He' slips out with his hat in his hand,
and lopes off up the street.

y, and gets pessimistic to m
hwmthgtoﬁryanddmt
interry ad solbuls him on

him to ot Bucket paste.
mess, Tke.  I'd opine that
future horoscope is concerned
sealed.” ]
sheets and one obimary will
pnnt,"u)': I. “Has Toml»
advances?"”

wmndmg over there by the

up one of them
when a bullet comes
plumb center. She
right there and ruins things.
that lead type enters my bosom,
h of a foot square on my
s like s [pox patient.
« a man of letters ain’t no

"

"Thal’s ™ Jke,” lnughs Magpie.
“g«:lng to make 'em like :l.;"k'u
uhhadthedropmhmyﬁ: 3
ought to ' "collected in advance fonmtk{'
year,” says I “You sure need a
Magpie, for The Piperock Pilot,
to thirteen sheets and a death mt.ice.’.'

“Hi , gents,” states a voice at the
dour:w“‘iﬂ this the only newspaper
town?""

That person is a novelty in cowland.
He stands there, exuding perfume |
ﬂ:kspcnly from his Sunday clothes,

5 him over, from his Shmy slloes 1o
hard hat, wonders at his pink cheeks,
match his necktie, and bath nods,

“You answers wour own
stranger,” states M . "“We sure gol
a monopoly on all news hereabouts, Wi
to subscribe?”

He ambles over and sets down on o
and looks the place over. He takes off

hat, balances it on his knee, and produces
some sheets of paper.

“What's vour amusement rates?™
asks. “Hali-page—maybe full.”

Ma,gpue rolls a fresh smoke and studies

"Wd] ? he drawls, “the person

upcmlu here ahead of me mnku a

price of three dollars for six manths,

I don't sabe mo case in which he split

size. I don't guarantee to amuse X

I be honest with yuh, though, This
£ i on its last J ,I:lnl danged

mnlx one TD:E‘: issue, and

hankers for it I'll put )'uh down

copy at four-bits."




* tha :
of footlights. Two Evas,
s thlee fee-rocious bloodhounds

Memdw ﬂsi:spam over the
lndthmpcmslmtﬁupsnﬂmhad
lands in my lap, while a chunk of lead

-a neat hole in the wall behind the

. He fle:ces right there, o

~ Magpie slips is gun acros his lap,
down a little lower in his chair,

ts his I hands the hat
M&W‘Tﬁ?‘&d&mrc‘hﬂna&w

further back.
“Eight what?" asks Magpie
HCa-ca-cakes of ice, he qua\us, exam-
. “My—1 Wasthata—a—

ie nods and scratches his chin.
?" he wonders again. “Did—
ody shoot at me?”
“Nope,” says Magpie. “At me. What
to do with the ice?"”
at Magpie for a minute, and
then gasps—
 “At a—a time like this?"
“He tucks his hat under his arm, sneaks
door, and goes around the corner so
“his coat sm;lp cracks. =
slips his gun loose spins the
{ y tdmuphubeltudvams
- “Tke, I ain't got nothing to prove who it
-~ was but I has the feeling that Tombstone
danged far. There's such a
pemml animosity, but when yuh
into & man's business and cause him
cial loss it's time ::;w:tut shsmbc
That show person was t to help us
our overhead expenses, but now he's

dqwl.um ou to operate this
the

sombrero st
Mgud(!xen-llloe'.[

the floor. When I ain’t gw’
glimmer of light left in my
seems to drmw aside and rest.

“There!” 1 hears a voice
time yuh prints your
you'll please leave my n
T ain't no shepherd, and my

s

as yours
“* ‘Dirty Shirt' Jones, you're an
says T, waak-hkr: i
He pul!*\ I’:wl: off the bridge.
at me.

“]Zke. I’m glad to see

“When did yuh get bac{?'l'l
“Today. Are you the

miltee?”"

“Me? Nope.

Tke. I mistook yu'b for the e
“No mistake, Dirty, I'm
OfF mrsu:‘[gul.ﬂnt Arin

T makes that statement,

make no demonstration. :
“Take it easy,” 1 advises.

one you're sore at.  Magpie i

editor but he's down at
Dirly chaws inr a few

hitches up his pan
“Much uhllged, m Sorry T

Ilmlawny Yuh see that paper.

the population ought to

wlmever that & ls uﬁ-ln i

reby
gdanl while T fi
cath concerning public nuisances.

ty of ammunition, Tke?"
t no editor, Magpie,” 1 objects.
can't even sign my own name so folks
n read it.

mine he. “You're editor
L Sabe " And then he slips

door.
around, casual-like, places
‘me on a chair, mduudmm
whthlr ‘or door, It's

““But I'll take it,

Wr.ll ]]se.'lgwuyuﬁmd
“Good alternoon ain't
man after you've give him
Dirty,
radwul'ﬂmdew_ry im
1

mm'l.f about iollts 'Im &

date on news, worst
oﬂmylﬁm.agpﬂ 3




beap lk:, and while I hopes

I fears the worst. 1'd hate to

looking at things backwards

m ‘as well learn to read

’s the educated pnr:y what
here newspaper?

ins, but an apparition

to be Dirty Shirt, comes

His hair
his head and under one arm

is left of a framed map of
adorned Magpie's office.

Ao have met disaster.

FEELS painfully in his pockets,
out three silver dollars, and
the table.

ones—three months,” he
. ]ud-lm =
on expired?” I asks, and

h. I reckon. Everything else has.”
take back some of it,” I advises,
paper is about to cease, One
cleans the rack.”

wes out of the door and points
Slim looks at them three

ante. I don’t know what
t 15, but anybody what

H.%:lﬁm. Have a little

“That's the first United States
spoken since I got home,” savs
I can't leave the office alone. Yo

local conditions.

“'Show troupe in town,” states
“Came in on the stage. Seven or eig
people, two colored persons and some dogs:
They got a drum and a lot of homs, etcet-

I'd opine we'll have some music.””

"Ilovtxguodshaw"uyukm‘k
last good one 1 seen was at Silver
They played Shakespeare. Had a g
and I was just drunk to enjoy

"Givcmcnd.rink,qlli l”pul.sa_

t the door, and dnto the
“Rn:k " Henderson. He takesa
nulnﬂhtbauk and leans agains!

“Suffering muunsir:.!" Iu: pnnl.l.
sure had one job! That or'nary ho
Tombstone Todd, comes into my place
while ago, and climbs into a chair.

““Young feller,! says he, 'my hair
whiskers are too noth , 50
to see em on the floor.' He hauls ou
six-gun, lays it across his Ia nnd
back in the chair. “Young fi
again, ‘a razor what pulls is an a
andabarberwhatummuﬂlmng
the ker. Let your jud,
your '

guide.
“Was he satisfied?" asks Buck.
“I'm here, ain't I?" grins Ricky.
Iwwlrlnldo:l.agwn{orlmﬂm dollz
“And you with a razor in your hand

this time, and his head iilted back?”

wonders Half-Mile, aloud.

Ricky stares at th'—Mil: and considers
the remark.

“1 seen a colored brother with a
once—" began Hali-Mile, but he
to g]ance towards the donr




over
back room Mpuurednuuahuklﬂmr
~mel My —1 It won't never come off!
He said he wanted to make me eat some
but he couldn't find it.
inked to —!

"Gush!" exciaims Magpie from the door-
. way. “Ain't that too danged bad!" That's

the only can of ink there was left.”
“Too bad, eh?” howls Slim. *“I wish
I knowed the name of that hombre.”
“Did he speak feelingly of paste?™

"m huh," agrees Slim, drawing figures
on the bar with his inky fi fngn “He sort
of choked over the word. He—"

“Heyl Sam!" yells a voice at the door,
and we observes a stranger in our midst.

It's sort of dark inside, but he seems to
know what he wants. He ambles straight
up to Slim, and grabs him by the arm.

“You slew-footed, wobble-jointed son of
8 canniball” he velps.  “Where's them pink
silk underclothes of mine, eh?”

Slim Hawkins is slow to anger, but when
he does get to going he's hard to stop, He
climbs under and over and through this
stranger like he was searching for some-
thing, and when he gets through this feller
ain't got nothing on but & look of wonder-
ment and one sleeve of his undershirt.
Slim looks over the pile of clothes on the
floor, and shakes his head:

“T can't find 'em,” he states, serious-like.

ore I don’t admire to be called
& son of a cannibal, Mister Man!"

‘The feller braces his hands behind him

on the floor, and shakes his head like he was
to collect his thoughts. He squints
at Slim, and then explodes:

“My —! You ain’t Sam!"

A slight inquiry would have saved us all
this search,” says Slim.  “Who is Sam?”

“Omne of my company—my Uncle Tom."

507" drawled SHm. “You with this
here “Uncle Tom's Cabin' outfit®"

“I'm Simon Legree.”

Look at me!

asks

Sllm picks the gent up by cne leg and
#n arm, carries him out and dumps him
:[gh! into the street without no clothes on.
1" yells Slim, as the stranger hits
the dirt. “T've read all about yuh, Mister
Legree, and this is one colored persan yuh
can't run no sandy on. Sabe?”
This Legree person don't linger, It's

ots into
the dirt behind him. Dnhumhemdl =
ane

“Cobalt” Williams. Cobalt steps to
side to let him past, u.lclm his spur in the
dirt, and sets down. It spoils his aim, he'
tears the knob off the dom' after it shits be-
hind Legree. Cobalt gets up and comes on
down to the saloon, shaking his head:
“What yuh trying to do—kill him? Yuh
danged fool!"” snorts Shim.
Cobalt had reached for the bottle, but
he turns to look at Slim and his hand
He pushes his hat back and stares at
and seems to swaller with difficulty.
“Ex-cuse me,” he says, sort of to himself.
“No more Paradise hooch for minel Mike
Pelly said it was a hundred and twenty
proof, and this proves it. First I seea
naked man running around the main street,
and then I meets a colored brother what
looks like Slim Hawkins. I'm
Sabe? I'm going home—mel”
He ducks out, gets his bronc at tlnmt
and points out of town.
“That's what T'd call &
lecture in ink,” opines Magpie.
and a man of letters I congratulates yuh.
We can hereby reverse that old sa ;
‘He who runs may read’ and make it,

who reads may run.' "

WE INAUGURATES a g&n’
and plays until almost dark, when
sudden-like we hears the sound of
music, and stampedes to the door.
comes that show bunch down the
and stops in front of the old Min
They got a banner what proclaims
will be a show tonight, and “m
Jones is packing the banner, with his
stuck out like a fool-hen after a feed.
We cashes in and goes over to the
“When did you start to be s
Mighty?”" asks Magpie, but the feller w
Slim took a

E
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Mighty an: peers at Magpue 'S star.
“Pardon me,” says he, “I see you're ﬂn
sheriff."

“You're pardoned, and T
yuh on your eyesight,” replies
“T've lost my d.ogs,” sayE

body must "a’ stole ‘em."”
By this time most mryhody M‘
has con, ted around. Music mm

magnet for folks and dogs.

““As editor

rt steps between Magpletnd :

i




m’: proceed wilhcul them dc»gs

~ “Name, age and description,” says \{a,g-

pie, bauling out a little note-book. “Also
distinguishing marks and brands.”

l.l, lnxm bloodhound, crossed with St. Ber-

-~ nard and collie; color, yaller; named Violet.”

E S ar-ioo-0-0-0/” howls a dog up the

 street.

E, Y e0-0-0-0-orel” yells somebody. “Look

d

= There's a sudden movement at the far
E “end of the congregation. I sees a bm:;\é:

“turn a handspring, a pair of cream-colod
" broncs leaves their halters at the hitch-
* rack, while they comes over to visit us,
- and is no longer a lost dog.
| Violet is about the skze of a he-wolf, and
she seems to think she can outrun the string
d tomato cans which are tied to her tail.

through, under and over that

nt_mgoﬁ d what she don’t do to us is left

for that pair of broncs and the huckboard.
million dog-fights start right there.

Me and Legree are close together and
ﬂumnluswn seems to bring us close to
“each other. We hits the sidewalk together
“and I'm underneath. A couple of rotten
" boards break, and yours truly disappears.

When I recovers sufficient-like to peek
out it's about all over. Every brone that
wais tied to the rack is gone, and part of one
rack is missing. Most of the crowd is on
~ the far side of the street, but our side is still

. well represented. Two local dogs are still

hlulln; at each other.

Dirty Shirt Jones' head protrudes from
i the side of that big drum, and his right arm

k straight up, making him look
a drownding man what is going down
for the last time.

‘Mighty Jones has got one boot through
the mechanical end of a big brass hom,
while from inside the other boot pm!turits
ﬂntbunner. with the proclamation missing.

Magpie is lying near me, with both feet
ﬂimgh Wick Smith’s picket fence; and he's

gtill studying that little note-book.

- “Was that last one Lucy or Hannibal?"
e asks, slow and deliberate.

“t—it don’t make no matter,” says a
wk voice, ““they're all gone past nnyway,”

mrl the man who got his hat punctured
the newspaper y rises up from behind
the fence, and ulgs at the brim of his hat,
which is Inmg,mg around his neck.

1 goes out and helps to cut Dirty Shirt
loose from the drum, when up comes one of
Holt's kids,

“Mister,” says he to the show i'dlu;;
“1 seen-a man tie them cans on your dogs.”

“Give the sheriff a description of him,"
says he, excited-like. 1 offers ten dollars
reward for the conviction of the persans
connected with the dastardly Dutmgt

“Cheap enough,” agrees M “Did
he have a long mustache and ong hair2"*

“Naw. He didn't have no hair on his
face a-tall,” replies the kid.

“Must a been an outside job,” proclaims
Magpie. “All the men in Piperock wear
hair on their faces, except Slim Hawkins,
and he wears ink.”

Me and Magpie pilgrims home and uses
up a bottle of hoss liniment.

“When yuh going to get that Tombstone
person?” I asks, after we finishes our
supper. “There ain't no sense in leaving a
critter like him loose, Magpie.”

“He's a omery hombre all right, all
right,” agrees Magpie. “He ain't so dan-
gerous as he is plumb mean, Ike. He's shot'
at me several times, but as he ain't hit me
vet I reckon he's trying to scare me, Must
'a’ been Cactus what painted Slim with the =
ink. Me and Slim are the same build.

I sure wish that Tombstone could live

long enough to read his obituary, Tke.
She's a bird. T sure dug deep into my soul
for that stuff, and I surprises myself with
what I writes. Them two is sore over the
election. They opined to be deputies
under Anderson.”

“That paper must ‘a’ printed some truths
about folks,” T opines, and Magpie grins:

“You said something, Tke. He sure did
ride folks. Yuh ought to see what he said
about Paradise folks. I reckon they're
just about starting to boil over down there™

“Didn’t you print yours right soon,

Magpie?” Tasks. “Seems to me that \I'sl
weekly.” v

“Uh-huh—comes out on Friday. Yuh
see I had to change that day right off the
reel, "cause if T had any hangings to attend
to it would interfere with the paper. T
looks into the future, Tke” =

“Well,” says I, “it don’t make much
difference now, being as the ink iaall gone

gy



- got bnﬂ«] up thataway.”
“Ulb-huh,” yawns Magpie. “We ain't
good Show for a long time, but I don't
show what depends on three dogs
it cakes of ice. Let's hit the hay.”
night somebody comes down and

commencing to get riled internally,
* he states, when he views said works
“You go back and hold down the
r, and in a little while Il show
scalp of this artist. Rusﬂc around
if there's any
- got that obituary all ﬁxed up left-
aded, and she's cached under a soap-box
the printing machine. Don't jiggle
she's fragile as ——! T left that
ust like she was for the other paper,
got a place in it what fits this here
ce of mine.  If Tombstone should
e & mistake and hit me yuh won't need
obi . Sabe?”
huh, T just run the rest, Ma
like a bundle o’ crape anyway.”
d Tke,” he reminds me, as 1 buckles
gun, “\'uh take that type stulf and
inside t: Sabe? Then yuh
!hnt:olkn.h g and pour on some ink,
her aver the letters, slap on a shect of
and twist that handle down hard."”
fou furnish the news, Magpie,” says I.
ld lhe' wheels of progress for Toml-
Todd.”

I GOES up to Buck's place, and
settles some elixir under my belt,
while me and Buck talks over the
m existence we're Iendmg
"Dirty Shirt is still going around with
t hand up in the air,” laughs Eud:_
he's flagged every one in sight.”

v's the show (nnﬁl?' I asks,

. All of 'em

?Tq

i [erson—ni:
for & blood-brother, and being
ain't back yet, I'd say they went
. I never seen fast black fade
rson did.
| member didn’t have

he t into-
Pete holds about
hands loose, and then he
around the feller’s neck

anything
Cactus Co!lm? I nsLs,
“Nope. Somebody ought
that pair of Jaspers, Ike, I
only one critter what is meaner

but when Tombstone Todd .lhpn
lead to make him a apuit
celebrate. When §
exterminate said humnn

“Magpie suffers from s
heart,” says I “but him or
due to hunt the hereafter righ

T leaves there, and pilgrims |
pcv_r!pap;; office, I:Elwl don’
inside. Not me. Harper
skiltish of trouble, and
stranger to powder smol: but I'

1 Injuns up to the bnd‘wwdw
my carcass against the wall
inside. T ain't taking no
It's a little too early to open
sunshine is nice and wann etk
peaceful-looking arow
down there on & box against the
communes thusly:

“Tke Harper, you sure do live
|Ill||: town on ear Pl;‘eauﬁ&l
no hurry or worry,  Plen
and no questions asked.
editor? It sure is worth
simply and quietly in a commus
brotherly love is the motto
peace doves nest and suckle

Sudden-like I hears the d
many hoofs, and down the
lot of men on hosses. They

peaceful Wi

language as they ambles alon
dust—ijust the jingle of bit:
squeak of saddles.

They don’t look like they
&llma‘l.hw don't seem to hav
e of 'em is carrying a
another seems to have

They swings




finds a cin with a little ink
looks under the soap-box and
obituary. Adfter mderahle

1 lkuphm same, and this is it:

the tears off my cheeks when T
Magpie said he had put his soul
1 never knowed before how deep
really was. Its a_ hy-in
but I got a better idea.

to where them lead letters

reconstrucis the thing a bit.
but in a time like this a

sore enough to kick
-when Magpie shows up.  He looks
ins, when he sees what I'm

a smoke,
has left, Tke," he states.
rode in a while ago, and
ﬁ-&rm: Collins on his way to
Ill get Tombstone before

;mhln resolutions, M: L
w&emmm?m
T message on paper?”

to print it for,

Magpie sets the stuff in a
aﬂarr. rolls on some ink, lays on |
v, andt\mudmthehudle;
|s she looks:
TAR#ON TOMBSTONE

on:ﬁﬁmm[mm?um-

sult grows feathers thick,
Feathers and tar instead of & grave, <2
Mistook for an editor ‘cause of & shave.

Magpie reads it all th h,
duwnonabmﬁemlbamul;":.xmd

“Paradise folks, M:

“Did you see him in

“Uh-huh. Hemh)qngfotu&”

“Pshaw!”

Magpie takes his gun out and lo
over, sad-like. Henhmatthadm
minute, and then—

“What's the notice on the door?"

He walks over and looks.  Some!

ted a notice and pinned
ed door, and shnreadsiihetlm—»

‘THIS PAPER HAS QUIT FOR K

Iwr_nl'bnckandgouhatmofmk;
a stick, and I signs it—

TOMBSTONE TODD

““What for, Tke?” asks M.
did he have to do with it?”
“Come back here, and 1'll show yuh.
1 takes him back to the table, and
him a line of lead letters setting
the table. Tt's the biggest in sigh
they reads:

EPITA}' FOR MAGPY SIMPKIN.
N AND DARN FULES DON'T 3
WAS A DARN FULE MAY
REST IN PIECE

We walks almost to the door,
Magpie goes back and gets thn
the can of ink.

“I'll give him all the credit
him, Ike," says he, and

tone's name he prin
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CHAPTER XII
THE ISLINOIS COLLECT

INCE his arrival at the Misisepe
iver Dick had seen no indica-
tions of the presence of savages.
The Ouisconsin apparently flowed
through an unpeopled wilderess. So far
as he had been able to discover the land
lay empty.

His sudden resolution, his new deter-
mination to return to Virginia and make

his claim to this beautiful country

is own people, had completely oc-
cupied his mind for the moment. The new
zeal burned fiercely and he hadino thought
except the hundreds of leagues he must put
behind him in his new mission.

He hali-fell down the very side of the
great bluff, catching trees and saplings to
steady himself, leaping over boulders,
crashing through brush. When almost
down he remembered what the three con-
renrs. de bois had told him of a Jesuit priest
named Jacques Marquette who was plan-
ning a journey to the mysterious Misisepe as
:oon as a representative of the French king

“The White Indians,"

e

should join him at Michilimakinae, The
thought that they might arrive any diy,
might return first with news of their d‘;—
covery, spurred him to fresh recklessness,
and hcdaf:h:d out into the open space at the
foot of the bluff so swiftly he was carried to
the water's edge By the impetus of his
descent.

Intent only upon the need of speed if he
were to make his return trip tow\.fﬁinh
before Fall, he wheeled at once to the
place where he had left his cance.

Then for the first time he became aware
that he was not alone. Between him and
his craft stood forty or fifty savages, all of
whom were rtg:m:lmg him w‘{lh und.ugnhd

them by their moccasing and w:apmu to be
Islinois. And in the sume instant he real
ized that he faced a danger to himself and
its consequent defeat of his new purpose.

Quickly he searched the faces of the
Indians, seeking one which might even re-
semble ictim of Pombert’s treachery on
the Islinois River. If he were known or
suspected he knew that there was ne hope,
that his journey would end even before it
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discovery of the “great
valueless.
Hom the group of sav-
face for
of mmp:ihm: or of hostility, his
at the t that the Islinois
e of scor villages, that, men,
chi dlen they numbered more
thousand. The chances of
coming from the distant village
and the three Frenchmen had
sln; He was about to walk
with his hands stretched ot in =
s of friendliness when the group parted
xwﬁm‘ stepped forth and ared his

ly he began to speak, and so
dm Dick had no difficulty in under-
him.

*This is one of the white men of whom we
have heard,” the savage began. -
many years there have come to us stories of
with hairy faces who kill

without arrows or clubs, who make many
ngs of iron. The Outacuas and Hurons
ve traded with them since I was a child,
but enly the few of us who have gone north

1o the great lake at Chequamoigan have
W seen them,

“*Last Summer, as you all know, four of
these while men came to our country.
They had canoes laden with things to trade,
and they had much of the strong water that
mhl us of our senses.  They met some of

people, far up our river, and after ma-

:ﬁﬂwm mad with the strong water they

all they had. Some of our people in

the next village were warned and the white
mﬂbd.wl;u\rmg everything behind them.

“Because of the strong water our people
fought and killed each other. They be-
threw cach other into the fire,
set. their homes ablaze, were worse than the
None of us here was in that village
ut all of us have heard of what happened
We have all sworn to have revenge,
even the goods that they left in their
t could not pay for the lives that were

us.

" and he pointed to Dick, “is one
Few of them have dared ven-
from the great water to the east.
might even be one of them. If he
our duty to the Islinois to take him
show him to the people of that
Then we can have vengeance. If
we will not harm him, and we will
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ts and send him back to his
with a warning of the wrath of
dm Islinois against all those who plunder
and slay as did those four white men on the
big river in our own country.

“We have heard that the white men are
fair and generous, that they give fine pres-
ents and that their goods are such as we
would like to have. We want to be friendly
with the white people, but the honor of our
nation will not permit us to submit to rob-
bery and death. If good white men come
we will welcome them, but we must make
the white men understand now that we are
not to be plundered.”

Dick saw many nods of approval as the
man, evidently a chief, finished speaking,
and he knew that quick action was neces-
sary if he were to thwart a procedure that
meant certain death for im.

“I am pleased to hear so fair a speech
from the men of the Islinois,” he said as he
stepped closer.  “I am glad, too, that
have spoken so plainly about the four white
men who plundered a village of your
It iz only just that such men should pay
the penalty.

“White men are not all such as those who
have visited you. There are peaple of your
own race who do not always do right and
the same is true of white men, for they are
all children of the one Father. White men
have a justice of their own that is higger
than the justice of your people. 1f aman
does wrong we do not wait for the people of
his victims to take revenge. He is punished
if his crime is known.

“I know the four white men who violated
your people last Summer."

There was an unconscious forward move-
ment on the part of the savages at this an-
nouncement and their attention was coms=
plete.

“One of them himself drank of the stm
water enough to loosen his ton
continued, “and he told of what they had
done. Did the white men who heard him
tell him he was brave? Did they give him
presents because of his deed? 1 will tell you
how they answered him."

Dick drew his hatchet from his belt and
held it aloft dramatically.

“That hand, that arm, that hatchet,” he
exclaimed, “broke the head of lhg whlln
man who plundered your peoplel He
the leader, The others were only his l‘.mh,
@8 arrows in his hands, They ran into the
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forest and escaped. nii:ewhoi«l!hm
against your Was Te-

for their crime, was dead within
uv!‘?duysnl!ulnﬂcdlmmmwun-

savages, easily swayed by eloquence,
lavers of the dramatic, were profoundly im-
pressed. They began to talk excitedly, and
several made iriendly advances. Only the
man who had first spoken remained silent.
He stood in front of Dick looking steadily
and searchingly into the white man's eyes,
His arms were folded across his bare chest
and as the chatter behind him increased his
brows contracted in a frown.

1 am glad to hear the words of the white
man,” he said as he waved his hand for
silence. “If they are true words none
could sound better. If they are not true
our people are unavenged. I feel that they
are true but I can not go back to my people
and make them believe what 1 believe,
‘They must hear the white man themselves
or they will never know. If the white
man's words are true he will receive many

ts from my people. We will show

mm how many and how great we are and he

will come to trade with us and get furs. We

will take him with us to our country and

give him presents and let him tell the people

of the plundered village how he has avenged
P

wrongs.
An exclamation of approval broke from
the savages and they began to press forward

rly. -
afnul," protested Dick, “I must hurry
Jback to my own country if I am to return
before the snow comes with more goods. It
is a joumney of many moons.”
the white man has spoken the truth
he will have no fear to come among us, and
we will pay him richly for his goods, " gaid
“the chief with a gesture of finality.
DICK argued, protested, but the
more he talked the deeper became
the frown on the chiel’s face, the
more open his suspicion. The Virginian
saw his mistake. Then, too, he realized
that there was a chance to escape before he
reached the country of the Islinois, especial-
ly if he agreed to go willingly. These sav-
knew nothing of the use of canoes and
with his birchbark craft he could outwit or
outdistance them.
“T will go with the people of the Tslinois,"
he announced. “I have nothing to fear. I

would prefer to go with

e
savages proved very it

chief never abandoned his

Dick was virtually a primr A.ller l'bn

Indian custom, he pretended to ignore this,

acted as if he did not see the precautions

taken to prevent his escape, and talked

joked with the various members of the

party.

The savages were not on the war-path, as
he had known when he first saw them, Bllt
the reason for their presence so far from
their home was a mystery until, nearly a*
league farther up the river, the men were
joined by their families, the women bearing
heavy burdens, mostly of wild eattle skins
and robes, leggings and various articles
made from the hair of the animal.

Dick was not permitted to go alone in his
canoe. Three men were placed in it with
him, among them the chief, and when they
reached a point opposite the broad plain en
the cast bank the craft was used to trans-
port the entire party across the stream.
“This required two days, for the savages were
not accustomed to the use of the canoe and
the current often carried them far down be-
fore they could make a landing.

Once the band was across cabines were
erected and then began for Dick the strang-
est scene he had ever witnessed. From up
the river came a large br@dn of unm
filled with people n§
They had hardly made thm\selvts at lmm
before a still larger number of Nadouais-
sioux paddled down from the north, whole
families crowded into smaller cances than
Dick had ever seen.

Mascoutens came down the Oulsconsin
from the country near Lac Mecheygan, and,
as the weeks slipped by, Saulteurs lrm-l.ha .
Lac Superior country. Kickapous
neyed up the Misisepe from the
reaches of the Rocky River and strange
tribes of which Dick had never heard drifted
in from the west. A month after the ar-
rival of the Islinois he estimated that nearly
five thousand savages were encamped on the
plain between the river and the bluffs.

As the number grew Dick began to dread
each new arrival. Of all the people there he
was by far the most conspicuous, the most
talked of. Only a few of the savages had
ever seen 4 white man and their interest
was unending. Whenever a shout went up
to signal the approach of a new band either
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Telinois come from the village the French-
attempted to plunder his fate
sealed instantly. Should more
paddle from the upper reaches
ije: he might be recognized
suspicions confirmed.

ay the last of the visitors
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arrived. For a week no
-, and then Dick learned for
the reason” for this strange
e Nadouaissioux brought out
fine, dark furs and traded
fat. The Ayoés depended
a large supply of soft, red
ir bartering, and so great was
for this pipe material they reaped
Jug: in copper from the Saulteurs
artickes of Evropean manufacture from

the Mascoutens.
Each tribe came loaded with the products
of its own particular country. Copper,
mica, " soapstone, jade, flint,
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* ohsidian and shells were bartered in this

strange mart. Clam shells from Dick’s own
Atlantic Ocean, quaintly fringed in bead-
work, pmed from hand to hand here on
banks of the great Misisepe and rivaled
in popularity the obsidian which, the sa-
vages told him, came from some great
mountains as far to the westward as the

zalt water lay to the east.
- For article in this strange collection
was & demand. Ayois took salt-
water shells with which to make beads in
their homes far to the west. The Nadouais-
sioux were glad to get obsidian for the manu-
and arrow heads and knives.

5‘

of spear
- The Tslinois eagerly exchanged woven hair

mtms

‘3E

There was not & nation

t did not have & want, nor a nation that
eould not fill it.

‘The ground upon which these distant

gathered was sacred to commerce.

though nations might be at war there

were no hostilities so long as they remained

on the prairie between the hills and the

it river at the mouth of the Ouisconsin,

it tribes mingled freely, without fear

and without suspicion. Ayoés with the red

pipestone which could be obtained only in

their munxry strolled into the r:abum of

exchanged it for steel

the Nadouaissioux boasted three or four
weapons caplured a year or two before
from the Hurons, but they lacked powder
for them. The Ayoés had never seen fire-
arms before, nor the Islinois, and Dick made
the most of his musket. The Islinois, as
they saw the respect of the other nations for
their guest, became very proud of him. Al
ways he was asked to accompany them on
their hunts for deer or the wild cattle, and
the pride with which they afte exhib-
ited his game would have been

to Dick had it not been so valuable.

Feasts were given continually and in this,
because of Dick's musket and his skill in
hunting, the Islinois easily outdid all other
pations, Their vanity, naturally great,
seemed about to burst and the members of
the tribe secretly discussed the power their
great nation could wield were they only

equipped with firearms. They quuumnd
Dick as to the possibility of geu.m%
and began to boast among thes
their future prowess,

‘Their attitude troubled the Virginian for
he had found them a kindly, generous,
amiable people and he saw in this new arro-
gance and vanity the beginning of one of the
terrible tribal wars. But he could not al-
low any interest in them to affect his
chances for freedom and he established him-
self miore firmly in their regard by readily
promising the white man's weapons.

Everything that Dick did or suli. had be-
hind it the one idea of escape. Daily he saw
the fruits of his efforts in the added
dence with which the Tslinois regarded
Only the chief never abated his watchiul-
ness. It was almost as though he had made
himself responsible to the le of the

lundered village for Dick’s appearance.
lea‘\'s he saw to it that wa.rrin:spwtm with
him and at night a man sat at the door of
the cabine in which Dick slept.

One thing, however, gave the Virginian
hope. The gathering of the strange tribes
would break up in a few days. , in
the confusion of departure, he would grasp
any opportunity. The day the Ayols were
preparing to leave he began to make de-
finite plans.

. But the Islinois, desirous of making one
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'oﬁywn;menweunl to hunt deer and
 Dick could not afford to arouse Uldr sus-
pﬂm by refusing to accompany them.  As
usual he remained beside a gully while the
savages drove the game toward him. In
this way he had killed four deer by noon
and the party moved over to another ravine.
Beside the runway here they found six
Nadouaissioux who were just about to
drive the place for themselves.

The Islinois young men, insolent with the
pride which had come to the whole band
‘and confident in Dick’s musket and their
own superior numbers, ordered the Na-
dounissioux out. The savages from the
north refused and instantly the battle be-
gan. Dick attempted to prevent the at-
tack, to make the Islinois sce the unreason-
ableness of their demands.  But his efforts
were unavailing and in less than three
minutes the six Nadouaissioux lay dead.

In the exaltation of thisachievement the
Islinois returned with their game and a
story of how they had punisheq the insolent

Nadounissioux. They were reprimanded

the chief and cautioned to keep the

ir secret, The feast was given that
night and plans for the entire party to leave
the next day were hurriedly made. Several
Nadouaissioux had been invited and the
Tslinois watched them closely for signs that
the loss of ‘the hunters had me known.
But the feast passed off without trouble and
the Islinais, eager to be off, prepared to leave
at dawn.

IN THE confusion resulting from

the hurried flight Dick believed that

at last his chance had come. The

! chief, however, detailed two men to guard

him constantly. No loophole was offered,

and in the morning the entire band, heavily

Joaded with the results of their bartering,

began to cross the river.  Arrangements had

been made with the Mascoutens to aid

with their canoes and in a short time the
entire party was on the west bank.

The Islinois had kept a close watch on the
Nadouaissioux but no signs of hostility or
suspicion were detected. The Northern

savages had cven appeared to take little
heed of the departure of the small band
from the south.

Onee across the river the Islinois pro-
ceeded down its western bank. The men

85

niadwilh the burdens to make all pudbb 2
At night a strong mgunni

out armmd their camp' ly ﬂu second

morning the march was

After three days all I'mol'wmlt
abandoned and they traveled more Igismely
In this reaction Dick hoped an opportunity
for his escape might come, but the chief
scemed rather to redouble his wigilance:
In the manner of the savages he sought '3
give the impression that the Virginian
an honored guest, one in their care, and to be
guarded constantly. Politely but brazenly
he even insisted upon Dld{ relinquishing
his musket at night, saying that the weapon
was too precious to hecome the loot of &
thieving Western Indian.

At the end of the fourth day
made in a ravine between two steep ;ﬂlﬂs
on the western shore. No one feared the
Nadouaissioux so far to Ihe south and no
guards were thrown out. of sentries
in the camp itself were dﬂ.'m

It was then that the Nadounissious
struck. In the first light of dawn, when
slecp was soundest, as early as it was pos-
sible to distinguish fricnd from foe, the
Northern warriors, who all the dme qul
been ahead of the Islinois,
first night in their canoes, m&
camp and completely surrounded it, l.aklog
every precaution to let no one escape.

So superior were they in numbers and so
sudden and wholly unexpected was their
attack, the Islinois were powerless. Those
who did reach their feet and pick up their
weapons were struck down at once. “glflﬂu
of the forty men were killed and the othersy
seeing themselves at the mercy of the foe,
surrendered. ey Bad

The Nadouaissioux evi planned
to capture Dick alive. His first knowledge
of the raid was gained from a strong claspon
his ankles. He wakened to find a savage at
each wrist and he lay there without strug-
gling, watching the Northern Indians
spread through the encampment, killing all’
those who offered resistance, ;

Five minutes after the attack began the
victors were in complete control and Dick
shuddered at what was to follow. Twenty-
five men were prisoners and all the women
and children of the party. There could
only be torture for the first, slavery for the
others. Dick's knowledge of savage war-
fare was extensive and he could conceive of
no alternative.

- B




Dick be tnhm. H:
that the white man could speak both lan-
mhmaﬁedw& eitl‘wg)fo
’s complete amazement n
as follows:

“We learned before the feast given by the
Tlinois what their young men had done.
‘When our hunters did not return we went
to look for them and found their bodies
the footprints of the Islinois. And all
tnne we were eating of the meat of the
we were thinking of their treachery
s planning our revenge. For our duty
clear and, though we did not wish it
have had to travel far out of our way,
ve come to avenge our dead.  'We did
intend even now to kill any of the
We have done so only when they
took weapons against us. We want only
m ten | young men who murdered our

;;zaagea
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Dink translated this speech to the pris-
They, too, were mystified by this
h.hnqrbnl instantly they grasped at the
opportunity to escape. The men began at
once to point out those who had taken part
in the attack on the Nadouaissioux and as
did 5o the Northern warriors took them
ide. Four were among the dmrl but the
mhlng six were closely gua;

“Now," the N&duuusslwx r:'mel said to
Dick, “tell the e of the Islinois that
they may go back to their country but that
they are to tell fpenpl:lih’l.lv\c1n.ir.
mighty nation, that we desire to live at
jpenice with our neighbors, but that lrm.hn:ry
umpmnltl.ed o go unavenged.”

Dick translated the speech and the Tslin-
ois, as if in a Iranu:, prepared for their de-
snnu. ‘The Virginian was equally dazed

this unheard of toleration on the part of a
band of savages and as he began to see that
it was real, sincere, not intended as a cloak
1o hide another attack, he imagined that his
own opportunity had come. His canoe
was at the river bank. The Islinois were
forced to travel by land. By night he
'IIIH be fifteen or twenty leagues in the

Mﬂg toward Virginia.

his eagerness to be off he turned to get
muakel The chief of the Nadouais-
sioux stepped in front of him, his hand up-

EE

~ “The white man will come with our
pﬁo, " e said.
“But I had nothing to do with the killing

"r’:"’“’"""i&?‘“’ g

"Wl: knnw" nnmd the chief sternly,
“that you were present at the slaughter of
our hunters.”

“Did you see the bodies?” asked Dick
scornfully, “Did you find holes in them
made by the white man's arrows?"

“We saw the bodies,” answered the chief
solemnly, “and we did not find holes made
by the arrows of the white man. But we
do not think the white man is a fool and a
hatchet hangs from his beln.”

Dick drew the little ax from its loop and
handed it to the chief.

“Can you find blood upon it?" he des

. “Did you see a mark on your
dead that was not made by the war-clubs of
the Islinois?""

“We only know that the white man was
there,” waa the answer as the chief turned
away to order his warriors to prepare for the
journey to the prairie at the mouth of the
Ouisconsin.

Dick was frantic in his despair. Not
once during his captivity among the Islinois
had he relinquished the thought of escape.
Always he had planned on the moment when
the vigilance of the chief would be relaxed,
when his attention would be taken by other
matters. Now when the moment had
arrived there had come this new blow to his
plans. It was unthinkahle.

As he stood there, dazed by this new turn
of affairs it was not fear that he felt but hot
resentment that the decision of one petty
chief of a band of savages should thus de-
feat the success of his great mision, should
render iy ible the gift that he could
make to his own people.

The Nadouaissioux, be knew, lived far
to the north, west of Lac Superior, far be-
yond the limits of the country known to the
courenrs de bois. Ii he were to make his
long journey to Virginia before Winter he
must start at once. To go with this band
to their home in the north meant, even
should he escape later, that it would be
impossible to reach Virginia before the
‘Winter snows.

The knowledge threw Dick into & fresh
rage and he ran after the chief to protest
again, He argued, pleaded, threatened the
wrath of the king of France, an avenging
army of white men. But the Nadouais-
sioux only smiled. In the end Dick was




forced into a canoe and the entire
o m"ﬁm“.?”‘ syt
CHAPTER XIIT .
THE EXECUTION

N the Nadouaissioux war-party

started northward on the Misisepe

the Islinois prisoners were forced to do

their share of the paddling. The Southern

savages were so unskiliul their captors

hﬂl&‘l and jeered at their clumsy efforts,

adept as he was in a canoe, escaped

it he marveled at the ability of the

Nordtemars in handling their little craft.

" Only three or four men could find room in

one, but they fairly lifted them from the
water as they shot up-stream.

The mouth of the Ouisconsin was reached
on the afternoon of the second day and the
great prairie was found to be deserted by
all except the families of the Nadouaissioux,
The thousands of savages who had come
for the annual bartering had dispersed to
their homes and the Nadouaissioux them-
gelves were ready for departure the next
moming.

The desperate position in which Dick
jound  himsell drove him to renew his
protests against being carried away with
them, although before he began he felt
the futility of his words, This time he
did not plead or threaten. Rather he
argued with all the eloquence at his com-

He pointed out that the French, of
whom they believed him one, would surely
hear of this action and that no traders
would dare to venture among them and
carry to them the white man’s weapons,
for which they were so desirous. He felt
that he scored here but, although he
watched their faces closely, he was unable
to learn anything as to the weight of his
argument. They met this as they had all
else that he had said in silence, a silence
that was maddening because it told nothing.

His failure even to elicit a reply convinced
the Virginian that success must lie in his
ability to slip away, to steal a cance and
pudd down the Misisepe. The attitnde

af the Nadovaissioux encouraged him in
this, for while daylight lasted at the

pointed. To all outward apy

BefawMa!qudta

a
ul sentry and a ]mndmdm

id respond :nsl.antly to the first alarm.

Wllh the coming of darkness all
tunity of escape vanished, an.nm
and the six other prisoners were placed in &
cabine and a dozen armed warriors took upy
their station outside.

The Islinois apparently went to
instantly, but Dick lay awake for a
time. Now that he realized that e
was hopeless for the present he reviewed
the situation more carefully. From the
direction in which the Misisepe flowed and
fr';m the information he had received f.mn
the savages and Antoine Goddin, he
believed that the Ohio of the Iroquois
joined the “great water” not far from the
place where he had left it on his
from Virginia. This convinced him that
the best way back to the colony was to
down the Misisepe until he came to
Ohio, then eastward on the route by which

had come.

Ii his deductions were correct only three
or four months would be ample the
i‘mmq provided always that he met no

tile nations and was not made
again. It was now the first of June. He
would dare start as late as the first of
August. That would m\.e Mm two months
in which to make good his

The knowledge brought reliet‘ from_ the
first incoherent feeling of the need of
desperate haste. Now he could plan cire-
fully, calmly, and, he told hi €
fully. When the two months were up,

ore, he resolved that he would be on
his way to Virginia to do the thing he had
prmmwl himsell that he would do. %

With these two months in view he laid
his plans. He would appear to submit
to his captivity ameng the Nadounissioux.
This alone would not deceive them and
he must find some method of convincing
the savages that he had no desire to leave:
Even if he journeyed far north with them
they undoubtedly would remain on or
near the Misisepe and, down-stream, he
could quickly regain the lost d. 3

Dick was not foolish enpugh to announce
his submission at once. Only by his
manner did he appear content to starf

hward the next i He took his

bartering-place there were no guards :L»
1.3
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own canoe, paddled as hard as
EVEn sang & song
twiled.  The Nadouaissioux
t their prisoners but that the
young men were not being
evident in the almost con-
weeping.

1In fact, when camp was made, weeping,
Dick believed, was the principal cccupation
women and children.  Culinary
were neglected the first night while
whole band shed tears. Never before

:
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‘had Dick seen more or greater expressions

of sorrow, and his own heart was moved
until he heard one warrior, whose eyes were
3 raining tears, relate a humorous story
of the -place.

Even the Islinoiz, who could speak only
with Dick because of the complete dis-
gimilarity of the languages, were struck
by this ability to shed tears at will. But
more than anything else the Southen
savages spoke of the toleration of their
eaptors and, after the second day of the
northward journey they all began to share
that they might be held as slaves

into the nation.
ing of the third day the canoes
second prairie on the east bank
one fully as large as that just
mouth of the Ouisconsin. The
continued on either side, though
the first time a valley stretched
the eastward between the hills
& small river flowed in to join the
Here the party camped for the

E

gif
it

5;%

"E

morning Dick found that the
sioux were not o ring to depart.
habit had m rEnvrdp:n:I
t the cabine in which he bad slept
anun: band was shedding tears. The
titude of the savages had van-
too, and as Dick started to walk
of the guards thrust him back
dle door. A few minutes Iater all
were marched forth and,
nmumdui by the guards and followed by
the entire band, led to a grove of trees near
There the chief made a
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“Six of our hunters were slain by the
people of the Islinois and the white man
. “Our
h\mung the deer, with no
of war or murder. Our people

R i o o

went to tihu w{:hwun evil
thoughts for other people. We i

euwwhlchhasumdmduwm
at the Rivers Ouisconsin and Misisepe ever
since our oldest men can remember.  Never
have we mblested our deadliest foes while
gathered there,

“The young men of the Islinois forgot
their duty, their reverence for the spirits
that guard the place. Without cause they
slew our young men.

“There have come to us stories of how
the people living far to the east near the
stinking water take prisoners and tie them
to stakes, how they burn and slash them,
cut off their noses and cars, hold hot stones
to their breasts, gouge out their eyes, thrust
splinters of pine into their flesh and set
them afire. We have heand that they tie
them to stakes in the ground and roast off
their feet and legs, that they tear out their
finger-nails, that they butcher them as
they never would butcher the wild cattle
ar the deer or the moose.

““All these ways are strange to our s
We find no pleasure in them. We E
{:auahly amang ourselves and our neigh-

rs, But we are not 4 timid race”

He waited for Dick to tell the Islinois
what he had said and then continued:

“In » war we are not airaid to fight, as
our encmies have learned, but once we
have won we are generous. We like to
show that, though we are victors, we bear
no ill-will toward the vanquished. It is
even the custom of our people when we are
at war with another nation and take pris-
oners to send them back to their own
puuiﬂe.

HE PAUSED and nodded toward
Dick, who repeated his words to
the other prisoners. The Vir-
ginian spoke as fully as the chief, even added
a few words because of his own dawni
hope that after all they were to be rdm
The temperate words and even tone of the
chief were inexplicable in the light of what
Dick knew of savage revenge and savage
torture.

But Antoine Goddin had told him that
the Sioux were unlike any other savige
pation. Their leniency toward the band
of Islinois, their treatment of prisoners
and now the magnanimous tone of the
chief, all confirmed this report, and in the
face of it all Dick could only conclude that




'.mpled the chief sharply.
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Whnhehu!tmn!hted the chief con-

: %muﬂwihmdns journey from
the prairie where all llu: nations barter
each year. We are approaching our own
country, even now are on its borders.
We have with us the six Islinois and the

jte man who killed our young men.
They killed them, not in war but with evil
minds and for an evil purpose. Under
such conditions it is our duty as well as our
desire that they die. We do not wish that
they die as do the prisoners of the nations
to the east. We are brave enough without

ing their hearts and drinking their blood
“% o our own courage. But they must
die as is the custom of our people.”

Dick, his face pale, his eyes staring, was
too stunned by this announcement to turn

from the chief. The instant before
seen liberty, a quick departure.
Now he stood face to face with death.

“Is the white man airaid to die for the
deaths he caused?"” asked the chicl scorn-
fully. *“Is his heart as white as his skin?™

Dick's fear was not so much for himself,
though he was young and death could never
come easily. But his soul rehelled at this
blasting of his hopes, at a fate which hinged
50 great an enterprise upon so inconse-
quential a thing.

Partly in English, partly in Nadouais-
sioux, he protested his innocence, stormed
against the injustice of their action, threat-
ened with the direst consequences his
imagination could arouse.

But even as he raved and swore in the
face of the chiel and the leading men of the
‘band who were gathered before him he read
‘the uselessness of his words.

“The white man talks in vain,” inter-

As Dick, inarticulate, with working lips
and dlz.td brain, stood staring at the
savages the death scene of Antoine Goddin
came fo him as if it were a vision, as if a
g\ﬂl had suddenly appeared to rebuke him.

saw the bank of the Ouisconsin where
his friend had died, saw him lying there
at the foot of the £ na.k his face calm,
his eyes brave to the en

‘The Frenchman’s mmd.r. returned with all
their simple courage.  Antoine had played
@ dangerous game in a far land. He gu.d

‘weighed his chances, taken his risks, that

ies when he knows.
that the balance has swung the other way
andﬂne]ipsﬂiathadﬁlﬁlyqudw“'

curseless.

Dick recoiled before & comparison
Frenchman's words and actions
own. I he, too, must relinquish his
to those who would follow, at least he
do it with the same quiet
turned suddenly to the waiting
Head up, eyes bright and steady,
clear and unfaltering, he repeated
words of the chief's message and then fa
the Nadouaissioux to await the end.

Immediately one of the Islinois was
away from the others and tied to a tree.
Before him all the boys of the village lined
up, their bows drawn, arrows in 'p'hﬁ.
No sooner had the guarl‘ls stepped back
than the flint-tipped shafts were
There was a twanging of how strings,
next moment a hail of arrows struck the
prisoner.

Like a human porcupine he stood there,
arrows impaled in every part of his chest,
abdomen and arms.  But he still lived, for
the boys' arms had not bheen strong mwg.
Almost instantly, however, other anrows
had been fitted to the bows and a second
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flight clattered among the shafts already

imbedded. The body of the prisoner

in its bonds and his head fell forward.

mlw‘.lmorsr&nupandmllhcdﬂdm

loose. The body was thrown into the river.
Asecond Tslinois was bound to the tree and

he, too, lived until the second fight of arrows.
The third walked up proudly and was

rewarded by a bit of flint entering his eﬂ

and piercing his brain, bri
death. The boy who had fired am
ran forward and drew it out with &
cry, and there were grunts of approval ilwl
the warriors,

The boys of the band were naw hysterical
in their excitement and d
while the fourth victim was led out.  They
selected their arrows with care and crowded
each other to get the most advantageous
positions.  As a result of their excitement
the Islinois did not die until the fourth
volley and more than a hundred and B
shafts were imbedded in his ﬂlﬂl-
bands were cut and he fell forward,
a score of arrows entirely through

Diick, the spell of Goddm
still upon him, stood calmly in

g
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were e\ndenl.ly ho]dmg him for the
gixth was led forward and one
ywmgm:r edging ahead of the others and
waiting until the guards had retreated
imm the tree, let fly an arrow which cleanly
the victim's mouth.
A roar of laughter swept over the men
women and the other boys, incensed

é

. fell to arguing among them-
aughter convulsed the savages as
they stared at the victim, a shait plDLrudlng
from his mouth, a thin line of blood running

down his chin.

%%Ei

Jlt last, one h;r one, then two and three

" at a time, the boys began drawing their
bows again. There was a twang, a slight
hiss as the feathered shaft twisted in its
Mtand,mmmluuslv\t‘uemed,;lnnlherar.
Tow din the pri ‘s flesh.
 Quickl: the number increased. Binod
the savage's naked chest and
ran in streams down his legs. He stood
head erect, eyes unblinking, and still
thebows twanged until it seemed that there
was not room for another arrow above his
3 waist, Then simultaneously two shafts
. struck his eyes and his head fell forward.
- Beginning with the laughter over the
first arrow 'protruding from the man's
mouth and the excitement and quarrel
dtheyouthlul executioners, the slow death
the last of the Islinois had wrought up
the entire band. Men and women shrieked
yelled and danced about, but the
mnt the prisoner was killed everything
fascinated by the spectacle, was
the last to realize the sudden stillness and
a5 he looked around he found every person
at him. The boys, nervous, eager,

were fitting their best arrows to their baws.

CHAPTER XIV

A NADOUAISSIOUX

: OR a moment Dick had the impulse to
his captors, to attack his

3 w ded, to run amuck among
: and compel a quick death. It was

é
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at one of their number had taken an .

not that he believed he mgm escape, that

he wght. compel acknow! t of his
It was simply the white man's

way to dle The savage is schooled

the generations to die haughtily, even at

the stake. The white man must go out

in a blaze of fierce endeavor and action.

Even as he turned and saw that he could
easily grasp the war club of a man near him
he knew that he would not try. He had
chosen a life among the savages, had chosen
to play their game. He would follow it
to the end and die according to their custom.
Though he were white, he could do no more
here than die as dies the savage.

In the silence that had descended upon
the crowd the young Virginian turmed
toward the guards and held out his hands,
They s toward. him, grasped his
wrists amrrtdhlm to the tree.

The boys, their youthful minds inflamed
during the execution of the six Islinois,
Irysterical even in the unusual excitement,
were silent and nervous while the white
man was bound. Here was unknown
game. Here was flesh their flint and
obsidian had never penetrated. Here was
o ref ive of that unk and
mysterious race who drove their armows
with thunder, who made keen tools of iron,
and who came from a marvelous land far
beyond the stinking water.

The youngsters did not falter, did not
shrink from the task before them, but their
bows trembled and there was an unnatural
stiffness in their bearing as they stood
ready.

In that nervous condition Dick saw that
what he most dreaded would be inevitable.
If the boys were cool and unexcited death
would be quick. In their present state the
prolonged agony of the Islinois would be
nothing with what he must suffer, The
thought of numberless arrows sticki
his flesh, none with force enough to bril
the end, was maddening, and impulsively
he began to speak.

“Listen!” he called in a loud voice,

‘The hali-drawn bows of the boys straight-
ened. There was a quick movement of the
crowd toward him.

“Though I am a white man I can die as
well as can your own le,” the Vir-
ginian said. “But I have lived as a man
and I wish to die as a man.  When I fought
1 fought as a man, in the open. face to face:
with my enemy. the way the




_ﬂhmmbudk,

faring his er
not & crowd of children with their s

“gmmmmymemks. 1 have never
barmed you. But you think T have and
you are gn[ng to kill me. You are a big
geqﬂe and a just people, slow to anger, and
know that you will grant the wish of a
man who is about to die.”
“What is the white man's wish?” asked
the chief when Dick paused.
“Send those chl]dren to their mothers’
skirts!"” he cried ncroc!y “Put men in their
Let men's bows be drawn, not bows
that are used to kill blackbirds along the
river. That is what I ask.”
It was a demand rather than a request.
I!.l effect was upparcnr. Thc men beg':m

h

a son. I need him to provide for me in

my old age, to kill moose and beaver that
my

I may not starve, to bring skins that I

me father. The white
Islinois robbed me of all that T have.
them give back what they can."

As the old man took his seat in the circle
and the customary silence ensued, Di
looked eagerly at the faces of the warrior
He knew the savages often adopted pri
oners into their own families to take tl
places of those slain in war.

not freeze. ‘.[mshmlakehminw:ﬁ
the
Let

had kept their ranks full by adopﬂngm‘lil’e'
tribes.

But what gave him the greatest hope
was the fact that a prisoner thus
never end to return to his own

wk in
The chief waved Ihr bo\ﬁ back. The
warriors seemed naturally to form a large
circle, Several began preparations to make
, but an old man, stiff from years
bhunting and fighting and exposure,
stepped forward and began to address

*You all know me,"” he said. “Youall
know that my loss in the treachery of the
Tslinois was double that of any one else,
You know that my two sons, the only
children I had, the only support of an ol
man and their mother, were killed. You
know that I face my old age without the
comfort and care of children, that I am
doomed to loneliness and sorrow until the
end. Tam like the broken reed in the river
in the moon of the rut of the moose. The
winds and the currents have their will with
me. Iam too weak to hold against them.

““The white man we hold as prisoner was
present when my sons were killed by the
treacherous Islinois. He says he tried to
prevent the murder. From his actions
today I would believe him. But, whether
he is guilty or not, he was there. He was
with the Islinois, came to the bartering-
place with them, was with the hunting-
yu%:hal. brought so much sorrow to us:

white man has shown himself to be
brave. He has looked upon death with
‘steady eyes and firm lips. He has shown

‘that he can die as we would all like to die.

“He has the bow that kills with thunder

‘arrows.  He has a hatchet and knife of iron,

‘while we have only stone. He can paddle
‘and he can hunt.
“My people, I want this young man for

It is the accepted belief that he has

that his former existence has

that into his body has come the qurit of
the slain warrior whose
Onece adopted,
dounissioux would not question his accept-

ance of the savage theory but would treat
him immediately as one of the band, would
permit him to go and come as he ¥
And that would mean Virginia the
‘Winter snows.

Other warriors, leaders in the band, arose
and spoke briefly. Dick, straining against
his bonds, listened eagerly to every word.
Nuloncshwednileslrewl.hmtﬁe
request of the old man. Only
reasons for the adoption of the captive
were proposed.

At the end the chief nodded and several
young men ran to the tree to sever the
thongs that bound the Virginian to it
He was ezcorted into the circle and formally
presented to the father whose sons had been
slain. And so, with a few simple cere=
monies and much smoking of the calumet,
Dick Jefireys became a Nadouaissious,

In the three days that the band remained
on the prairie the Virginian devoted him-
self to establishing firmly the belief that he
bhad taken the place of the sons who were
glain. The morning after the execution of
the Islinois he went off early with his
musket, and alone. He the
to a great, rock-crowned bluff and f

its base into the valley which opened to

the cast.
He went on into this for more than

_gvs&

he tnkes,
Dick knew that the Na-
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the side and met thE

to face as they

Imdqilheendofthertd,ge A third

went down and, before the last were out of
a fourth was mortally wounded.

The buffalo had turned toward the west
and as Dick made his way back to the
encampment he encountered them again,

ting two more and finishing the one he
m wounded. He then hurried back to
the savages and asked that the women
be =ent out after the meat. At night,
‘when returned, a hundred of them
each carrying all the meat her strength

itted, the camp was in an uproar.
the feast that followed Dick was ac-
corded the place of honor.

The moved on up the river. Once
they found a herd of buffalo swimming the
and again Dick’s musket won
The grief-stricken father who
adopted him strutted about the camp
boasted of his son's prowess. The
s who would have slain him a few days
seiore followed him in awe. The old men
of the band accorded his every word their
closest attention. His counsel was invited
and respected.

=] DICK did not overlook any oppor-
F tunities to cement his hold upon
EEW¥) the Nadouaissioux. He found them
entirely different from any savages he had
ever encountered. They were mild, pleas-
ant, amiable people. The men were tall
lnd’ well formed, though the women were
more ugly than is usually the case with
savages. Every member of the band, even
to the infants, began the day with a bath
thr.' river.

The Virginian easily fell into their mode
of life, quickly adopied all their customs,
established the best of terms with the men,
and in a week he was, to all outward

-pgumma savage
‘et not once in ail that time did he forget

the one thing that prompted these actions.
He studied the canoes, which were smaller
and lighter than his own and better adapted

‘his long journey. He even chose the

take when he made his dash
e southward.
He strolled about the camp after dark,

:mmthtenbuu:aﬁreuui

made friends with the numl
dngs of the encampment, surreptitiously
tossed them pieces of meat and then tested
them by walking through the camp at
night,

He was up at dawn, watching to sec
which members of the band were the earliest
risers. When he had learned who each
was he began to express a choice in the
location of his own cabine at night that,
when he bad gone, his absence might be
discovered as late as possible.

A week aiter be had been adopted Dick
decided that the first cloudy night .would
suffice for his attempt. Every detail which
could insure success had been

planned.
“He had secreted a supply of dried meat

and wild cats on the bank to be picked up
on his return, had chosen two good paddles,
and selected a small, narrow canoe capable
of uriusual speed.

The morning of the eighth day after his
adoption the band began its leisurely jour-
ney northward in a fine drizzle, 1] low
clouds drifted before a south wind, “There
was every indication that would
hang low through the night at least. Dick
recognized his chance and resolved to take
it. In that swift carrent he could travel
twenty-four hours a day, slecping in the
bottom of the canoe as he had done on the
Ouisconsin,

He should gain at least twelve hours'
start, f:rlmps more, and in that twelve
hours he could gain twenty-five leagues,
His pursuers, when they came, would
travel faster, but his experience with the
Quinibegous had given him confidence and
he knew that the Nadouaissioux would not
dare venture too far south for fear of the
Islinois.

As Dick, paddling unconsciously, went
over and over his pJEJ!s the Mmg}",
Eﬂs«:d out of sight around a bend. When

suddenly became aware of his surround-
ings he found that, less than an hour after
the start, the fleet of hirchbarks had strung
out along the shore of a large lake, .

With the south wind hel , the

speed.

Nadouaissioux made all possi
The lake was more than ten leagues Jong,
Dick was told, and the high bluffs on either
side were the home of fierce winds that




sml':ly It seemed to be the
one to cross the lake as
Illcu aﬂ ible.
g Hﬂga lﬁe out Dick found to his
dismay that the current had ceased.
The lake was only an enlargement of the
t stream, but it was a lake. Should
south wind hold he could make no
more than a league an hour agrinst it.
The great lead he had counted upon would
be cut in half. He might not be able even
to get off the lake before he would be
secn.

‘Though he cursed himself for not having
begun his dash the night before, for not
baving made inquiries as to the route
ahead, there was nothing to do except
go on. He was trapped and all he could
hope for was a fiercer wind that would
drive the savages to camp on the western
shore. Then, with only a small stretch
of the lake between him and the river,
he could get away.

The wind did increase, driving the
canoes before it, sending the water swishing
and surging alongside in curling rollers.
Dick’s heart leaped at each successive
blast, but the savages kept on, paddlin
harder, shouting hn[icfullypm ane ':’mulh\‘f
A mce was on, & race between the wind
and mounting seas and the canoces, with
the finish line & point setting out from the
western shore, around which there would
be shelter.

Dick kept on with the others, his foster-

nits paddling with amazing strength,
anxiously over their shoulders at
the storm clouds behind them. Dick

further vss too dangerous.  He bc%an
to ser t?qr:ts'lhe entire success of his plan
depended upon being driven ashore before
the shelter of the distant point was
reached.

But the wind settled to a steady blow,
the little canoes rose and fell with the
rollers in safety, and at noon the entire
had rounded the point and stopped
rest in its shelter. From the point
could see the end of the lake about
leagues to the northwest, across a
expanse of water. The lake would

Al
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require a vhole night's strenuous
under favorable conditions, he es
and if the wind kept up he could not
to get out of sight.

The savages, after a rest, star
‘They kept close to the west shore,
the wind, but each member of the
had a watchful eye on the clouds.
fear of the lake and the storms
it kept them working steadil
suns:rl, came they h:g r!::u;he\{
of the river.

The land was low, swal

divided into many chann
great fleet left lhe- lake it
three divisions. Dick and
parents were with & score of canocs
entered a swift, narrow place bordered
by high rushes. Tired by their strenuous
exertions since morning, they made head-
way with difficulty. The channel nar-
rowed, the current became more swil
dusk was settling over the water,

‘Then suddenly out of the reeds on m
side darted a fiotilla of small
manned by four naked, painted, whmpinﬁ
savages.

Arrows fairly rained upon the Nadouais-
sioux. Many were wounded. Paddles
dropped from nerveless hands and floated
off down-stream. One cance overtu
and the heads of children bobbed in’ the
current,  Shrill yells came across the
marshes, lndw_anng that the attack m
simultaneous in all the channels.

As Dick saw the canoes dash out ﬁm
both sides his first thought was to flee.
Whoever the attackers were, it was not
his battle. But befors he could turn his
craft the enemy were among the Nm
sioux and war-clubs were swin right
and left. One canoe dashed straight toward
Dick’s and he laid aside his paddle for his
musket and fired into the face of th!h%
savage just as he was about to brain his
foster-mother. .

The two canoes swung together broad-
side. A war-club crashed into the skull
of Dick's foster-father. The Virginian
whirled his musket and knocked the second
savage into the water, but before he could
recover his balance the third brought down
his club.

Dick swerved, it caught him a
mglﬂawcmthcssdcuium
he fell unconseious upon the body of the
old Nadouaissioux.
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CHAPTER XV

THE PROMISE

7I'€EB of the Otjibwa, known
to the F:tnc as the Saulteurs because

they were first found at the Sault Ste.
Marie, numbered less than half as many
men as the Nadouaissioux, but their attack
Was ou sudden and so wholly unexpected,
and the Nadouaissioux were at such a
disadvantage, the slaughter was terrific
for a time. The savages from Lac Superior
cracked heads wherever they showed, male,
female or infant, and the early darkness
alone saved their victims from complete

annihilation.
That Dick Jefireys lived was due to the
wit of his foster-mother.  The canoes
the attacking party had swept past when
she found herself alone in the [Eu:w of their
craft and she immediately tumed, drove
across the current and hid in the reeds,

stream and both sides but soon died away

a8 the current swept every one out into

the lake. The old woman judged that

none remained between her and the upper

river and stealthily she shoved out and
to paddle northward.

{ clauds were low, the darkness intense.
‘The river mouth was a vast marsh. High
bordered the narrow channels and
islands were numerous. The old woman
knew nook of the river and in two
hmnm traveled so far from the lake
men were dead or only wounded. She

her cance into a tree-roofed slough
and crept forward to feel of their bodies.
Dick was breathing, but her husband’s
hands were cold and blood no longer fowed
from his crushed head.

As she knelt over them she heard the
swish of water behind her and saw the dark
shadow of a canoe against the brighter
river. As she watched, another and another
gd, stealthily, like ghosts, and she

that her people were retreating in
the darkness. She pushed out into the
stream and all night toiled with the others
against the current.

Dawn found their paddles still plying
steadily and they did not stop m:hs3 they
were a league beyond a river flowing into
the Misisepe from the north, the route by
which the attackers had come. The entire

i
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of the battle came from down-*

wounded warriors in a single canoe went on
to warn the great body of their people,
who, they knew, would be camped at the
big falls of the great river.

Dick's foster-mother, weary as she was,
did all she could do for the wounded man.

the skull and grunted with satisfaction
on finding that it had not been crushed.
She washed the blood from his head and
neck, bathed his face and crooned over him
in an effort to bring him to consciousness.

But the hours went by and the Vir-
ginian lay in the bottom of the canoe, his
face white, his eves closed, his chest rising
and falling only slightly and with ominous
pauses between.

Later in the afternocon a boy stationed on
the bank of the main channel reported that
the warriors were passing and the fugitives
ﬁacldtcd out of their hiding-place to see a

undred canoes, each driven by four men,
speeding down with the current to cut nd
the Saulteurs and avenge the deaths of
their people.

Dick’s foster-mother toiled the remainder
of the day to traverse the six leagues re-
maining before the main encampment of
her people was reached and then, exhausted,
she turned her patient over to others,

The moming of the second day Dick ¢
opened his eyes for the first time. He
was too weak to move and he believed at
first that the thunder in his ears was due
to his injury, for in all his travels on the
Misisepe he had not found even a rapids
He was lying in a bark cebine, alone, but
goon his foster-mother entered, to retreat
at once with loud shouts of joy that brought
a crowd to the door. Broth was
between his lips, his face and head bathed,
and he dropped off to sleep.

The recovery of the Virginlan was a
matter of weeks, not days. Willing hands
bore him each morning to the trees above
the great falls, which Frenchmen were to
see a few years later and name St. Anthony,
Women brought him food, the choicest
parts of the game. Old men came and sat
beside him, smoking for hours in absolute
silence if he showed no desire for con-
versation.




fleeing into the forest, others down the
rm.r,d.lultnﬁfonkrtimcfmu their own

1o the northeast.

Dick was amazed at the tolerance
m Nadouaissioux, Ten prisoners were
executed as had been the Islinois. The
others, after witnessing the execution, were
set free and told to report to their people

2

& rustom to be adopted later, after the
effects of the Iroqueis raids had been felt
in the valley of the Misiscpe

Yet the people with whoth Dick found
himsell called themselves Poualaks, or

i th Nadouaissioux, mean-

Y3 snake,” or “cnemy,” having been
given them by the Saulteurs. The French
goon reduced this to Sioux, and the amiable,
brave, honest people who spread from the
to the great mountains to the
west, those who spared their prisoners and
copiously at will, were the ancestors
the followers of Sitting Bull.
Dick believed his recovery would be
Virginia was ever in his mind.
had come but there was still time for
to escape for his dash of several hun-
lengues down the great river. But a
after he arrived at the falls he dis-
that his right side was partially
Sometimes he could move his
or leg but he never could be
A day might go by without his
e to walk.
this brought a greater despond-
at any time since the death of
toine Goddin. There was a chance
had been captured by the Islinois,
a chance when he was bound to the
before the Nadouaissioux boys. Now
satv none. A thousand leagues of
unknown wilderness lay between him and
destination, a thousand leagues of
portaging, hunting his living,
hostile savages, finding his way.
ot only a stout heart butawhvlebociy
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WHLS NECcessary, and he could
a padile, euuldmldthismndmmkis
shoulder, mgdmt b?e o in hun;m
next step would toppl 0

It was maddening, and for the first time
Dick refused, even after days of contempla-
tion, to uon:pl his fate without bitterness.
Savages he could fight or outwit, strange
waters could be navigated, trackless forests
could be traversed, but this was something
wholly beyond his power to combat. Tdle,
chafing, cursing ecach day that found him
still at the falls, he saw July m ‘There
was no improvement. The on the
left side of his head had injured his brain
or certain nerve-centers, and he saw.a life-
time of hobbling, crawling beggas
savages who, as time passed, would m
awe for his color, would forget that he had
killed two of the Saulteurs in their disastrous
battle down the Misisepe.

The first of August nearly all the people
gathered at the great falls began to depllt
for their Winter home among the in-
numerable lakes at the source of the Mis-
isepe.  There, among the wild oats marshes,
secure from attack and provided with grain
and beaver and moose for the Winter, they
would remain until the following Spring.

There was nothing for Dick but to accom-
pany them. His foster-mother paddied
him, he hobbled or crawled across portages.
Warriors gave them of their game, wers
glad of the honor of carrying his musket.
Some insinuated that Dick should teach
them its use and give them and
balls, but he had only a small amount of
ammunition and even in the face of this
last disaster he could not give up all hope
that some day he might recover and start
back to Virginia.

It was on this journey to the Winter
home of the Nadouaissioux that peace was
arranged with the Saulteurs. Dick had
heard of the power of the calumet, had seen
the reverence in which the Islinois held it,
had been told by Goddin of its might among.
all the Western tribes. The Sioux espe-
cially kept all swom promises with an
inviolable fidelity and the ceremony of the
calumet meant that absolute trust could be
placed upon them.

The calumet itself, originally a stick of
wood two or three feet long, a quarter of
an inch thick and two inches wide, pierced
from end to end so that the breath or
might pass through it, had, in Dick's
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Dick had become a Nadouaissioux
the confidence of the older
the tribe, L'hty often talked to him
and its power. It could be
things, as a passport to distant
ratify peace pacts or treaties,
to secure good weather, to bring rain, to
attest contracts and to declare war.

BUT not until he witnessed the
treaty with the Saulteurs had he
realized the really impressive cere-
monies with which it could be smoked.
For this was its most important use. Dick
was accorded a seat in the front circle of
warriors and as he watched the chiefs of
the two nations gravely blowing the smoke
toward the sky, the four world quarters

lqd the earth, earnestly invoking the sun

and other spirits as witnesses to their

vows of “sacred kinship,” he could not but

be impressed by the sincerity of the par-
s,

tember the savages were
the harvest of wild cats. Huge
quantities were gathered in the great
marshes and put away for Winter. The
men worlcd from morning to mnight,

canoes through the tall stalks *

£g

beating the kernels into the bottom
with short sticks. The wild oats marshes
were the property of the Sioux and even
then were g a bone of contention
with the Salteurs and starting a warfare
that was to last through nearly two cen-

the first snows of Fall Dick dis-
that his paralysis was leaving him.
y he began to have more and more use
right arm and right leg. A fierce
tien seized him. Each morning he
his limbs, tried to walk, to lift
Ii he were able to get away before
first ice in the lnkes could reach the
it current of the Misisepe, he could keep

of Winter in its southward rush,
at least reach the Ohio before frost
_the waterways. That would be

is journey and he would risk the
and privation of the rest. Before
Virginia would have the news of his
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as Winter gripped the Northern land.

It was then that Dick Jeffreys for the
first time thought of other things in Vir-
ginia than his mission and Governor Berke-
ley. With the savages there had been
constant human contact but never human
fellowship. The oil was stirred into the
water but never merged with it, never could
be ahsorbed. Ever since the death’ of
Antoine Goddin Dick had felt a void which
even his breathless impatience to return
1o Virginia could not entirely fill.

Now, lying beside a small fire in a low,
evil-smellin cabine, shut in by the fierce
Winter of the North, despondent, comfort-
less, his mind turned to the people of Vir-
ginia. There was his father, alone like
himself, with even a deeper personal sorrow,
perhaps murg]]} wounded by what he
would consider as the complete
of his son, There was Elizabeth Carver,
Betsykins, the one person in the colony
who had been a real companion, whn had
more nearly understood . and she, like
his father, had been left with & gmt mis-
understanding, had in the end been de-
Eriv!d even of that wonderful faith in

‘E

Dick sometimes marveled at this trust
of the girl, whom he still considered, as he
had that last night under the sycamores
as a romping, boyish, carefree comrade.
Even now he failed to understand how he
had hurt ber in that last interview, still
believed it was his irreverence for kings
that had shocked her royalist ears.

In his foster-mother alone did Dick find
comfort, Like many Indian women who
have passed middle age, who have seen
Winters and famines and wars come and
go, leaving their trail of suffering and
sorrow and death, she was a strong, noble,
virile character. Though the Nadouais-
sioux did not accord their women a high
place, she had won to a certain influence
through the sheer dominance of her will,
her keen intellect and her biting tongue
which were, in fact, the only qualities of
leadership possessed even by the men.

Her sharp comments, her shrewd de-
ductions, her knowledge of savage nature,
expressed openly or in long conversations
with the leading men, had resulted in her



vantageous terms in the treaty
with the Saulteurs, but it had also, in her
brought a great affection for
the white man who had become her son.
On Dick she lavished her tenderness, that
mother love which is so often

be

time she sat looking into the

iy s
vagery r lfeatures. Her

knotted, toil-cramped hands were clasped

about ]:er knees, Her eyes stared,

wavering, unblink complete masks for

5

AmOng sav people, and, in time, her
quick intuition and shrewd chservation
Jed to a discovery of his ambitions and

“Your body iz here but your heart is
not,” she said to him one night as they st
beside the fire. “Our people can become
the children of another nation when
adopted. But the white man can not

his heart any more than he can
change his skin.”

Dick did not reply. He had a certain
fondness for the old woman, a great respect,
but he did not know that he could confide

“You ban trust me,” she uncannily

answered his thought, “T am your mother,
and I know my son.”
Dick looked at the wrinkled, dark-

gkinned face with the straight black hair
back from a low forehead. In
the hard-pressed mouth, the thick nose

the jon that always was stern and
forbidding, he found nothing assuring.
But in ﬁue eyes, black, unwavering, he

found truth, the mother love, a real tender-
ness that belied the stern features.
“¥ou are right, mother,” he answered
ively. *“Iam not happy here. Ican
not be. You have been as kind to me as
own flesh and blood. Your people
mbem brothers.  Tshould not ask more,
“But,” and his eyes glowed as he sat
up and faced her across the fire, “my
heart can never be here, . It is in the place
where I was born, where I have always
" lived, where my father, white-haired, sor-
ing, waits for me. My land iz far away
and I would have been there now had
not the Islinois falsely accused me and
taken me prisoner. I must go back to

my home, mother. 1 must go.”
‘The old woman studied him shrewdly for
a mmﬂﬁL

*There is & woman,” she said at last.
“You have not cared for the young women
uf our people.”

her thoughts.

“My son,” she said at last, “you have not
told me all. It is not a woman, for i
woman_brings another light to a man's
eyes. It is not the sickness of
thinking, for the longing for home dulls
them. You have not told me all, and I do
not ask it. I am an old woman, one who
never before saw white men, and who am
1 to understand them? White men harness
the thunder, cut and harden the iron, make
signs with black water that are the same
as words. Why, then, should they not
have thoughts that we can not know?

“But you are my son, even my flesh
and blood, and your happiness is
néss, 1 would rather see you
with your own people than sorrowing [
mine. When LEmbprmg comes you will

" : 1
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“Gol” cried I)i(k excitedly. “But I can
not lift a paddle.”

“You will be well and strong when the
snow has melted.”

“But the chiefs! Your peoplel The
calumet was sung and dapced at my
adoption!™

“And the calumet shall take you safely
to  your owm people.”

“How do you meanz"*

“Leave that o me, my son. I am old.
My life is spent. T will never again see
the harvest of the wild oats, never
suffer through another Winter. .ﬁ
band is gone, my two strong sons. You
have been as a son to me, but why should
you remain here after I am gone?™

“But they will follow, bring me back,
and the calumet has been smoked.™

“You smoked it to save your life, And
what is the calumet to a white man? He
has other vows, and you gave none of
them. Content yourself, my son. When
the ice is gone from the lakes your canoe
will bcilurrwd lcvwardwl.gf south, In the
meon of the crane you and, begmn
you shall bennhecalumet,g& &cmﬂ



- mean the fulfilmen

OT again through the long Winter did
Nthddmr:m?srdnm Eu:'Lsn:lum
to Virginia. Impaticnt, cager, he spoke
to her one evening.
~ "Does my son " doubt my word?” she
"anhehﬁ)lguﬁd the fire, to det
e the trying to deter-

by day he be

was true, Day by day gan
to regain the use of his arm and leg. By
Midwinf hemldmlkwilhwtamt-

returned and before Spring he

was g moose and beaver with the
men of the band.
“In the Winter the Nadouaissioux scattered

'w the Great Lake country. In
only a few leagues apart

of a few families were estab-
Mad. This gave to cach an undisturbed
district._and_in Summer made it

for enemies to surprise the band.

] the foe had exterminated one

settlement the word would be carried to

FE

the many others.

Dick and his foster-mother had Wintered
‘on a small lake twenty leagues from the
southernmost village. They were off the
miin stream of the Misisepe, separated
from it by many small lakes and portages,
and there were Ka.l! a dozen villages on the

Toute.

Whm:bemmno(lhemrpwas in the
quarter and the snow had begun to
go the old Nadouaissionx woman suddenly
announced

B

that she was about to make a
Journey and that she wished Dick to go
with ber. She had a small sledge upon
which she bound food, robes and a mys-
terious bundle which she had been guarding
carefully all through the Winter. Dick,
could get no hint as to the ol:]e:l
ﬂ her expedition, but hoping that it might

E

t of her promise, was
’rhmm her, Because she was
he asked allowed to pull the

sledge, but she sternly informed him that

she showed an interest in petty village
gossip.  Her stories of their own intentions
and experiences both amused and disturbed
the Virginian, but so great was his con-
fidence in her he did not ask questions.
Back of it all he felt that there must be
some motive, some purpose. So he sat
silently beside the camp-fires while she
asked innumerable trivial questions and
inquired into every action through the
Winter of every one she met.

At the end of the week they passed the
last village. Still the old woman kept on
and they camped that night in the open.
But her garrulity had ceased as suddenly
_ Now she sat for hours

un-

to Dick of their mysterious journey.
mgln he fell asleep while she sat thus, and

nﬁ‘:e witkened to find her there.
.|\ppar¢nl1) never slept.

For another week she led him on into
the south, along the frozen bed of
Misisepe, which was now only a
winding stream. Neither as they
on through the day nor as they st Imuh
the fire at night did she speak. As the
time passed she seemed to grow more
feeble, to become more weary after the
day's toil. But always her eyes m
bright and steady and cach night she
refused to.stop until darkness made further
progress on the rotting ice impossible,

The afternoon of the ninth day after
leaving the last village she turned toward
the shore and pushed the brush aside,

“It is here,” she sid simply. “We can
rest until the river breaks its hond.s."

Dick, from his position behind
caught a glimpse of red birchbark et
the bushes.

“A canoe!” he exclaimed.

“Did you think T wasted my breath in
all that foolish chatter in the wvillagesp"
she azked sharply. *“Did you think I cared
for gossip of all their silly doings?"*

“And you asked thousa of ques-
tion to ——'

“To learn one thing, that this canoe
was here behind these bushes. Now, my

ghile



own S

Now that she had reached the cance
before the rotting ice drove her to the
difficult travel along the bank, the old
woman was more cheerful and communi-
cative, The first night, after a supper of
wild rice and moose meat, she brought out
the mysterious bundle and untied it. Tt
was long and thin and the outer wrapping
of tanned moosehide disclosed a hunting
shirt fringed and decorated with bands of
mﬁim quills. Without & word she

it to Dick.

His astonished thanks were sincere
for he knew that the quill work had re-
quired every spare moment of the Winter,

, but his eyes were fixed in what still re-
mained in his foster-mother’s hands. It
was the reason for the odd shape of the
bundle, a long, richly ornamented calumet.
Dick recognized it at once as the most

jon of the Nadouaissi
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“The bells our people once received
the Hurons when they came to trac
before we learned their black
drove them far to the east. A fi
mers ago the Outaouas attacked
in the great marshes where we
Winter. They became lost and
riors surrounded them, T hid
ducks, with only their heads above water,
crawling in the wild oats and reeds.

“For a long time our warriors waited,
but they did not come out. We knew
they had not escaped for there wereno
signs. At last the warriors found only one
piece of dry land where the Outaouas could
leave the marsh and across this, in the
grass and brush, they stretched a fish net
and to that they tied these bells) which
they had received in trade from the Hurons.
Then in the night the Outacuas crawled
like snakes through the marsh and in the
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the same pipe with which the treaty with
the Saulteurs had been affirmed.

His foster-mother was busy, however,
with another and smaller bundle. As she
unwrapped the skin Dick exclaimed in
amazement. She held half a dozen small
bells, the tongue of each bound with a
thong =o that it would be noiseless.

*Where did you get them?" he demanded
a5 he looked at these unaccountable evi-
dences of trade with Europeans.

“Listen, my son,” she began. “This
calumet will bear you safely through the
lands of strange people. Only show it,
wave it toward the sun, smoke it with the

le you meet, and you may pass un-
mad. Never was there a calumet so
powerful. The people of any nation who
see it will recognize it at once.

*“The shirt you must wear always. Upon
it I have sewed quills of colors and in
forms and figures which denote my prayers

* for your safety. These are as the words
the white man makes with the black water.
Thiz,"" and she pointed to a row of odd
'ﬁlﬁﬂ, “will preserve you from storms.

is one will assure you fair weather.
This will keep you safe from the jaws of
wild beasts and the monsters you will meet
far down the ‘great water. This will
preserve you from the treachery of people

dark thrust their heads against the net
and caused the bells to ring.  Our warriors
came and slew a hundred of them, all except
ane, who was sent back to his people with
the story of how we deal with those capable
of such treachery,

“These bells are a sacred possession of
our ,;qup]cl but now they are rs. In
your long journey you must one, must
have time to sleep. Each ni?;l:twu-mh
tie strings to the brush near where you
sleep and place these bells upon them.
Then you will be wamned in time.”

DICK was overwhelmed by the
thoroughness of his foster-mother's

parations but in her every act
he saw only disaster for herself.

“I can not let you do this," he cried.
“What will your people say when they
learn that the calumet and the bells are
gone? What will become of you when
they learn you have taken them, and to aid
me to escaper”

“Where are my son’s wits?” she
scomfully. “Deo you think you could have
passed through all those -
could have reached the ‘great water,
without setting every one to talking,
to thinking, without having a band
warriors: at your heels? Do you
you could have passed on the ice without

Eoaif
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being known? And,iiywlﬂwﬁud
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“ice to go, W
Q

would you have
)nuulnve

n.nd
past the
are one of vﬂlﬁ Izul a lulle

wu.ld have given them strange

m, and you would never have
1 the big falls.

“That was another reason for my talking.
[ told them my dead husband’s spirit had
come to me in the Winter and told that
the beasts had destroyed his grave and leit
him uncovered. They think I am going
to cover my dead anew and that you go to
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t you! After taking these things,
after all that you have dome, what will
fate be when you return?"

" “Your wits still hop about like the bugs
in the grass,”" she answered. “I am not
ing back."

A

w—yw—yw don't intend to go
my son, so far as

prairie ¥
lnn, will die. I only hope l.hm. 1 will live
enough to reach the spot.”
it you are not ready to die. There
are still years of happiness for you.™
*There is never happiness for the old
women of my people. When we are old
no one cares for ug. Our chil-
dren have duties of their own, the mouths
of their own children to feed, their own
families to protect from the enemy. There
10 happiness in the lives of the old.
thoughts are in the past. Their
are stiff and can not sew garments.
legs are feeble and they can not
ewug'h to eat. Their arms are stiff
they can not gather enough wood to
them warm through the Winter.
too old to work one is too old

is the last new moon
i
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See.
ey waited for the ice to go Dick
1o persuade her to return to her people
calumet and the bells, only to find
unshakable. Her husband
song dead, her adopted son on the
own pcup]:, life held nothing,
, and she only feared that she
live long enough to reach the
her sons.
not understand her assurance
time her death o accurately.
marched long hours each day,
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I‘IE saw that her paddle was ineff

that she made only the motions. Before
they reached the great falls she was forced
to admit that she could no longer gt.'hﬁ
the firewood and cook the meals.

her eyes, black, blazing, unquenchable, dld
life seem to remain.

Dick, now that he had started at last
for \"ugmm now that he was on his way
with the message he bore, }:wldlcdmdih!
through the long days. The river, swelling
hourly, bore him swiftly, but his paddie
shot the little canoe even faster. The great
falls were passed and the lake where the
Caull had smbushed the Madosii

Landmarks slipped by one after the other
and he knew that twuorl.hreemmdnra
would see him at the mouth of the Qus-

m“n

But as he watched the silent figure curled
in the bow he wondered if she would live
to see her desire fulfilled. For days she
had laim there in the bottom of the canoe,
motionless, uncomplaining, her wasted body
comsumed bit by bit by the fire of her un-
conquerable will. As Dick’s fear that she
would die any hour became greater her
desire became his and he pressed on early
and late, driving his little craft with the
one purpose of reaching the bartering-place
in time.

It was mid-afternoon of a bright April
day when at last he turned into a channel
setting in toward the eastern bank and shot
down to the prairie above the mouth of the
Ouisconsin, It was deserted. The bare
poles of cobines scattered over the plain
seemed like ghosts of the thousands who
had thronged the place when he had last
seen it.

As he approached the bank he feared
that he might be too late. For hours he
had not seen & movement of the silent figure
in the bow, He stepped ashore and leaned
over her.

“We are here, my son,” she said as her
eyes opened. “You have your mother's
thanks. Carry me up so that I can see
the prairie and I will die in sight of the place
where my sons lie.”

He lifted her from the canoe and carried
her to & knoll from which she could look
out over the plain to the bare bluffs beyond.



As carefully as wi lhlhcbodyol&nlmne

he d on the “great

Goddin, he a final resting-place
for her alter the white man’s fashion. He
dug deep in the soft earth and piled stones
upon the grave. Then with his ramrod
he burned an inscription in English upon a
hewn board.

Sorrowfully and slowly he paddled away,
caught the current and was swept down
andgm to the bluff at the base of which
he bad buried Antoine just a year before.
For an hour he sat beside the tomb he had
built, gazing out over the river, recalling

last moments with his friend.

“Good-by, Antoine,” he said softly as
he arose.

IN HIS abstraction Dick paddled
until dark before he went ashore
on an island to camp for the night.
Day after day passed and he drifted down
the mighty river, which constantly grew
larger as streams flowed in from either side.
The towering bluffs at last gave way to
sweeping prairies.  Game was abundant,
the wnalher delightful. Peace and con-
tentment seemed to hold the land, but
always Dick paddled, always he pressed on,
spurred anew by the thought of the two
ves he had left at the mouth of the
sin.
Islands Were numerous and afforded
safe g-places. Ome
night, however, he tried the western shore
and in the morning wakened to find a group
of strange savages about him. Sobcsy he
filled and lighted the calumet, waved it to
the sun and the four quarters of the earth,
and then passed it to the strangers to smoke.
The magic of the pipe was more potent
than he had dreamed, annoyingly so, for
they insisted upon taking him to their
_village and feasting him for three days
before he was escorted back to the river,
He found they were the Ottos, a branch of
the Quinibegous, distant cousins of the
Nadovaissioux. There was no difficulty
in understanding their dialect, and from
them Dick learned that the wilderness,
now taking the form of great plains, ex-
tended for several leagues to the westward,
ending at the great mountains without a

water,” but he fired his musket to show
what he could do and departed with their
best wishes.

A large stream flowed in from the east
which he took to be the Rocky River.
Two noble streams joined the great water
from the west, and still the boundless
prairies continued. Sometimes the Mis-
1sepe swung to the southeast or southwest,
but almost always he traveled south,

At last he came to the mouth of a river®
on the east which he believed to be that
of the Islinois. Twice he had passed
villages of these people but had avoided
being seen except by a solitary hunter he
encountered on the shore.

Immediately after passing the mouth of
the Islinois Dick came to the influx of &
stream on the western side. It was a
turbulent, muddy giant of a river, Nxﬁ[ng
into the beautiful, calm Misisepe, dis-
coloring its waters, causing great, swir
eddies, taking posscssion of the valley
dashing on, carrying the canoe more swi
than it had ever traveled before,
recognized it immediately as the glu!
stream of which Western sa

¢n as the bartering-place
ﬁu‘, the Pekitanoui, ';'Er'zmud.dy my;:'l'.
afterward to be known, through another
savage language, as the Missouri,

In the mammoth river in which he now
found himself Dick began to watch %
at last anxiously, for the Ohio. From

vegetation and the climate he j that
he was as far south as Virginia, but still

he was traveling straight on,

His belief that the Ohio joined the
Misisepe was based on the rumor Basile
Pombert had heard from savages he had

seen and from his own know of the
country. He had traveled straight north

from the Ohio nearly to Lac nchgﬁ
on a large stream.  The Islinois flowed
nearly the same place and toward the
southwest. In the great ween
there would not be room for another river
50 large as the Ohio, and he reasoned that
the first big tributary on the east must be
the one he sought.



the east. b
da;

in a manner that

increasingly cxasperating.  But
few days rimcmhcm‘l landmarks
he went on with new
assured that his course was right.
spent almost every hour of the day
the canoe, but as his supply of wild rice
out he was often forced ashore for
Once he pressed on regardless of
the ;
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the htfulness of his foster-mother
when the bells, tied to s in bushes
near his resting-place, wamed him of the

presence of prowling savages, Each time
he risked the noise of firing his musket,
for he knew that the entire tribe would be
21 his heels if he permitted the prowler to
escape, -
Fifty leagues from Jamestown Dick
discovered the first evidence of an Indian
uprising. An isolated clearing, up
toward the foothills, mnlninerf only the

con-
folly of such a course.

i
;

of strange savages. Once
ing a meal on shore two
in a thicket and his life

prayers embroidered on

But he knew that, once he had reached
mountains at the head of the Ohio,
umet and quill-worked applications
spirits would be unavailing. Only
valley of the Misisepe did the
sway. Then his skill as a woods-
and blind chance alone could win
to the settlements on the eastern
the Blue Mountains,
they won through. Near the head
the Monongahela he abandoned the canoe
and struck into the wilderness. He avoided
valleys in which he knew the savages would
gather, kept on the high levels and slowly,
cautiously wormed his way past.
~ In his concentration on the one purpose
to reach Virginia Dick never forgot that he
as only fighting his way to certain death.
not once since he had burned his in-
iption on the oak that towered above the
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water' had this consideration even
him falter. Scarcely, in fact, did

think that his achievement might
the hatred of Berkeley. If he had
of himsell at all it was only that
was insignificant in the face of his

feeling increased with the strain of
constant watchfulness through the thou-
= of travel since he had leit the
land of Nadouaissioux and his greatest
fear was not of Berkeley but of failure
when the goal was almost in sight. As

1
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kened timbers of a cabin and the bones
of the settler's family. He had realized
that in the colony of Virginia itself, where
long association with the whites had bred
an intense hatred, and where Governor
Berkeley's fear for his fur trade had induced
a policy of no defense, would come his
greatest danger.
this evidence of the savages'

find a string of ruined plantations across
the colony and the survivors besieged in
Jamestown itself. He kept to the thick
swamps, the most inaccessible places,
traveled only at night, t most of his
days in watching. Once he found the trail
of what he believed to be a small war-party,
and again he saw a thick column of smoke
that undoubtedly rose from a burning
settler’s home.

Dick was greatly weakened by the strain
sleeplessness and lack of food. Days and
nights spent in the dark, dismal swampland,
his body wet and shivering, finally had their
result.  When only a few leagues from his
father’s plantation the fever caught him,

5till he forced himself to go on,

a league a day. He was almost too

to walk. Often delirium brought visions
of batchet-swinging, yelling savages bend-
ing over him. One evening, after dragging
himself forward all day he came out upon
the bank of the James, Down the stream
a little way he saw the bow of & canoe
hidden in the grass. When darkness fell
he crawled into it, pushed out into the
current and drifted down.

Every inch of the land and water was
now familiar, even at night. In another
league he would reach the cleared fields of



A BEND in the river suddenly dis-
closed the lighted buildings. They

- were safe, n was safe,

5 ith d 2
of candles in their golden sticks, with plate, :
china and glassware. Around it were more
than a score of people, the cavalier aris- >
tocracy of the colony, the women with

He worked the canoe painfully and slowly
across the current to a point where, he
knew, he would strike the wharf. In a few
minutes he was walking up the broad path.

The great hall door was open, the win-
dows lighted, but no one was to be seen.
crossed the broad veranda, entered the
The door of the dining-room opened
and an old negro woman stepped out.

“Marse Dick!"” she shricked, and turned
to flee. He caught her by the choulder and
swung her back.

“Where is father?” he demanded.

*Is yo' daid?"" she demanded in terror.

*No,” he answered sharply. “Where is
father?"

“He's done gone over to Marse Carver's
fo' de big dinner to his lawdship an’ de
gobernor, Marse Dick. Where yo' been?”

“The governor] Govemnor Berkeley? Is
he there?"

*Yes, Gobernor Berkeley, an’ he's at
Marse Carver's, too.”

Dick swung around and walked out
through the door. He was deathly weak
but he had shaken the grip of the fever from
‘his brain sufficiently to realize that he could
hang on only a little longer. Before the
veil again descended, before what he
Believed would be the end, he must find
the governor.

He stumbled down the steps and turned
to the old familiar path through the pines.
His feet seemed naturally to find their way,
making each turn, lifting th Ives over

gowns direct from Paris, the men
equally resplendent in silks and laces, vivid
colors and shining swords.

A woman glanced up at the door and
screamed.  The chatter and the laughter
ceased. Men sprang to their feet, hands
instinctively falling to sword hilts.

Colonel Carver, at the head of the table
took a step forward, only to stare in amaze-
ment at the figure in the doorway. Before
him stood a tall man, thin, shaking wi
the fever, his skin deathly white beneath &
scraggly beard, his buckskin garments caked
with mud, a rusty musket trailing at his
side; but with eyes that burned as bril-
liantly as a dozen candles and with a head
held high and proudly.

“Bick!”

Instantly all eyes turned from the
apparition in the doorway to the
woman who had cried the name. Shnwﬁ
risen from the table and stood staring.
Herbeautiful face had become as pale as his
while in her eyes was both terrorand dube&

“Dick!” she repeated unconsciously.
“Dick Jeffreys!” ;

Instantly the brilliancy of the staring
was clouded. Dick’s proudly held
was lowered and a great,
amazement impelled a step forward.

g

“Betsykins!" he whispered, “Tt is really
you, Betsykins?"
their

ves met Dick forgot the fever,
the Misiscpe, Berkeley, the noose, the
brilliant assemblage, everything except this
i hensible t jon from

each root and stone. A quarter of a league
and he stood before Carver Manor, bril-
liantly lighted in every window. From
the open door came a burst of langhter,
Stagpering, he crossed the lawn, d

sh comrade to wondrous, allu wom
hood. In the hali-deliium of fever his
mind instantly comprehended each act of his
and its consequences in the future.

the steps, entered the door.

A liveried servant barred his way., Dick
thrust him aside, muttering— “The gov-
ernor.”

The servant ran for assistance and Dick
walked down the hall to the door which,
he knew, ned into the dini

1 v, T gally, to satisfy vagrant,
trifling whims, he had dissipated man's-
greatest fortune. With startling clearness
he recognized what that last interview be-
neath the sycamores had meant to her,
how he had hurt her, what he had now

It was He lifted the latch, half-fell

brought upon hli:m].f. _
iyl s 1ot a Lo e
one hand groping helplessly toward her,




i
leq;h his m:k to stare llmmgh the
noose at this glory that might have been.
ing everything else, completely
the iron resistance that had kept
mon his feet for the last few days began
him. His head fell forward. His
yes half-closed. One hand groped for the
handle. The candles began to swing
bout his head.
" eh?"” snarled a voice from the

_ The hatred expressed in each sﬂ]ablc

risen to Jur. feet and
as. eyes met Dick’s the young Vir-
dnim’s vision cleared instantly.
same, your Excellency,” he replied
Mihr and clearly. T ‘am Richard
and I have the honor to report
have been far beyond the Blue
tains, have reached the ‘great water’
f which we have heard. I did not find
!MS& the Gulf of California. Itisa
1eag\w-s from here. But T have
iscovered a great river, greater than any
iver in- ., and a land as large as two
Suropes, more fair, more fertile,
han man has ever known. I was the first
mhlnmn to see it, to traverse it, and I
it in the name of the people of
m!.d their king, Charles

SEERE
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CHAPTER XVII

THE DISCOVERY
*Fﬂk a few moments after Dick had
* finished speaking there was not a word,
~ mota movement, about the big dining-table.
Since the founding of the colon;

y seventy

come tales. They
far to the mdl and west, the
Eastern ocean. ‘They had found gold and
pearls, rich nations, strange lands.

But of what lay to the north of
Spanish country, of what lay
Virginia, behind the Blue Mountains, no
one knew,

Now thiz fever-stricken, wasted figure
had suddenly appeared before them and
had announced that not only had he been
farther than had any white man before him,
but also that he had taken this land of
mystery in the name of the king of England.

It was Sir William Berkeley's eager vioice
which first broke the silence.

“You found gold, precious stones, pearls,
for the king?"

“T found something more valuable than
gold,” answered Dick, “a land which holds
greater rirhs.. and 1 found it for the people
of the king.”

“And you expect,” asked the governor
coldly, “that this will ransom your seditious
carcass, that this mll save vou from
noose you slipped?"

“I expect nothing,” and Dick's voice
rang out proudly. “I found a land far
more fair, far more fertile, far more vast,
than I have ever seen hefore.  And T took
it in the name of the people and the king of
England. And hecause vou are the king's
representative in Virginia, I have come o
you to report.”

“And do you think the king will balance
that against your evil tomgue?”" demanded
his excellency in a rage. *“What does the
king want of more wilderness? We can't
keep the savages out of what we have here
in Virginia. What is land worth when it is
so far away? Had you brought , or
news of gold, the king rn:gtl have listened
to you. There is gold there. The Span-
fards have found it.

“You have not been beyond the Blue
Mountains, sirrnh.  You have hidden with
the thieving, murdering savages in the foot-
hills and have come out with this wild tale
because you sickened of the life. Summon
o guard, Colonel Carver, This man goes to
the Jamestown gaol.”

There was a gasp of amazement fmﬂu

diners. Dick's mnne.r of meuh:é L

burning eyes, his simple




' "Youlnldﬂurlﬁhllonythegwl,m.” &

expected nothing else
Byt 1 found this land, I
traversed it for hundreds of leagues. It

8 o year last April since T first saw the ’

Misizepe. Since then 1 have tried un-
ceasingly to return, I woukl have been
here a year ago had I not been twice
captured by strange savages.

You may call this land worthless, but
the French think otherwise. They have
penetrated far, but none so far as I have
gone:  Their king was about to send a
?dut and a representative to find the
‘great water’ and take it in his name.
But T was first. A tree is blazed with the
announcement of my discovery. Scorn it

will, but the day will come when it

be filled with the peaple of our race,
when there will be great plantations, towns
and cities, when there will be a thriving
commerce on its waterways. Scorn it and
et the French have it. The responsibility
will be yours.”

“To the gaol!" ordered Sir William in a
fury. “I will listen to no more of thisl
I will not hear advice from an outlaw!
Take him away!"

There was a scream from Elizabeth
Carver and she dropped into her chair
and buried her face in arms outflung among
the china and glassware. Since she had
first seen Dick in the doorway, had called
his name, she had stood there looking at
him, hoping, praying that he had retrieved
himsel.

As she sat there sobbing, an old man
farther down the table, his hair white, his
face deeply lined, staggered to his feet

“Dick! Dick] My boy! My boy!" he
eried as he flung out an arm toward the

in the doorway.

“¥ou forget yourself, Captain Jeffreys!

the governor. “Yonder stands a
fugitive, an outlaw, a deis amer of his
ul ty. He is no son of yours.'

ss my son!” answered the father
hotly, “And I am proud to say it, for he
] there now, proving himself 2
man."

“To the gaol with him!

William in a rage.
“1 beg your Excellency's pardon,” a cool,
dow wvoice broke in, and immediately there

shouted Sir

was while umad‘
tmrdmtﬁ:’lqﬂ OB, iz
Hemamtd.mhkgrmhud

with its high forehead, wideset eyes
long black curls ﬁmngly smnmmlins the
imposing bulk of him. “Of all the men at
the table, he alone had not risen, had not
shared in the excitement caused by Dick’s
entrance and announcement.

Big as he was, there was nothing for-
midable in his a rance.  Rather, in his
strong, gentle face, in an expression of
mental power that made one forget his
physical size, there was something that
nstantly compelled confidence, and as he
Jmke even Governor Berkeley turned

ferentially.

“There is nothing here in which you can
even interest yourself, my lord,” said Sir
William with & bow. “This young outlaw,
after defying the king and h:s WS, AR
away from the noose that he deserved and
now returns with this impossible story
with the expectation that it will save hi'n
from the gallows. The only importance
of this incident to you and to his Maj
will be the k.tww]cdgt that we deal
with sedition in our colony."

“I am sure, your Excellency,” the
man replied calmly, “that his Mlje&‘l!
sufficiently assured of vour zeal. It would
be more fitting the governor of £ greata
colony if he employed his bead & little more
than his heart.”

A GASP, followed by a law mumnt.
broke from men and women alik
and Sir William blushin, [HM
again bowed low but remained gulm.

The big man turned in his chair so that
he faced Dick and for a moment he looked at
him curiously.

“A chair for Mister Jeffreys,”” he ordered
without taking his eyes from the ragged
Iu,url of the young Virginian.

“No, not there!" he said
servant placed a chair btlllnd Dick.
beside me! So. Now a g Colmd
Carver's good Madeira. Qulrl !mnpleml
Can’t you see the man is ready to faint?™

Dick staggered across to the table an
dropped into the chair,

. “Your lordship,"” Governar Berke-
ey. I pray }uul Do not kt yoursell be
contaminated by this fellow.”

Dick ced il Sir Wi -
B fane P i S

cand
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UARLE . R

daa Facline




s b A R e e s L ok

would like to have me tell of our last in-
terview.”
It was a chance shot, for Dick did not

believe that, for the two gaol
~warders at the door, any one in the colony
would ever have a suspicion as to the
manner of his escape from Government
House.

“Your lordship,” the governor choked,

“ﬂm is only one place for this traitor, the
and temorrow morning I promise you
: will swing from the gallows,”

“I don't doubt it in the least, Berkeley,"”
replied the big man calmly. “But it is not
“serving the lun,g well to use his power to
‘seitle a personal grudge, and 1 have no
doubt but that you would snuff out the
chance for empire to save your dignity.”

Dick glanml at his lordsh m:lr\('h!ug
at the shrewdness of the man in so quickly
divining the true situation between himeell
and the governor. Sir William, pale with

hnl sa]gnt. retreated to his chair.
ui‘f?s‘tcr.dd " continued the big man,
reys has given tonight a
of the nluﬁ' of which empires are
a glimpse of the courage and per-
severance which is the boast of England,
and which gives his Majesty pride in the
worth of the people he had been granted the

to rule.”

turned to Dick, looked at him a
munt, and then, the rich lace of his cuff
| the mud{[v torn  buckskin
m a hand on the young man's

"‘M¥ " he said, “I am Lord (.‘rmup
ton. 0 ustlmw:d from his Majesty's
i‘ua Majesty’s personal repre-
Ill.l\'e sent to report upon conditions
fhh colony of Virginia. Anything vou
may say to me will be faithiully reported
Ls {hjuty, and I assure you that his
Hljuty is deepl :nl:u-su:d in your story.
First, tell me wl you have been, uhat
you have seen, :md what you have done.”
Dick, revived as much by the kindliness
and wudcal.nndmg of his lordship as by

As he talked the very
t of the wonderful country he had
in him, and, when he had

diners, men and women, had
around him and were listening

. said Lord C:

when ‘Dick lnd

acquainted  wi ‘édatuumd'
Jesuits as pnblnsl\ed in Paris, wml&
recognize nothing except truth in what

Mister Jefireys ‘gaid. Had you read
them you would marvel at the fortitude
of our young friend here, would stand in
awe of what he has accomplished. To me
it is an honor to know him, and I hope that
he will give me his friendship.”

; He paused for a moment and looked at

Dick.

“My young iriend,” he said at last, 1
wish I could be spared the words 1 must
speak now."”

The circle drew closer.  Elizabeth Carver,
who had pressed near with the others,
stifled a cry. .

“I know,"” his lordship continued, “that,
a5 & brave man, you will receive bravely
what I have to say."

He paused for a moment and then con-
tinued impressively:

“You are too late. The vast land you
have found has been lost to England, not
through your own failure, but th
failure of the king's representatives in the
colonics.  Had there been others like you
we would have been the fathers of empire.”

“Lost!” cried Dick. “Too latel You
mean the Jesuit? Marquette?”

“Marquette, and Louis Joliet, emissary
of the king of France. I was in Paris the
first of the Summer.

had found.

The land has already been claimed by the
French,

“The date?” demanded Dick. “What
was the date?”

“They reached the Misisepe, of which
you have told, though Marquette called it
the Colbert, about the middle of June, last
year. They went down the, river a great
distance, returned up another to what they
called Lac Mecheygan, and thence to
Montreal, where Joliet arrived in Novem-
ber. The news was immediately dispatched
to Paris.”

“Then we winl" shouted the young dis-
coverer.  ““We still winl The tree ite
the mouth of the Cuisconsin stands there

now, blazed with the date, April l7. 167,
I‘.Iaat was two months before the F csh
arrived.”

“Even so,” said Lortl Crompton, “the
French still win. I can not r.elll{ou or any
one here my reasons, but England is not in a




at present, to dispute the claims of
- “But itﬁmt t!" protested Dick.
““t js not the land for the French.
m rs, not empire-builders. Every-
take from the land. Nowhere
do ut anything in it.  You can see
lnrtglf:urrsr:rl[ I.{mk gt the St. Lawrence,
where they have settlements. There it is
the fur, only the fur. Nothing is built for
the future. This land that 1 bave discov-
ered is for our people, people who will care
for it as we have cared for Virginia, who will,
year by year, put in more than they take
out, w will build up for l'lu:sc who will
come after, not tear down.”
“You have a vision, my friend,"” said Lord
., “but too far-sighted, too im-
patient. Some day, inevitably. Now, no."”
“Then what I have done, what I have
for, is for nothing?"
by no means. Brave deeds are never
for mﬁht nor such work as yours.”
ick did not hear, The disappoint-
ment, combined with the excitement and
the tension of the moment, snapped the
Mr thrcad by w\inrh he clung to con-

in the chair,
Iuhheml fell iarward an slipped to the
floor. Kind hands straigh i out his

DICE open

moming to ﬁnd himself

for the first time in two n‘nd
At first he believed he was uim

%

YEirs.
Then he turned his head slightly and saw
his father sitting beside him.
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“Better, Dick?” asked the old man
gently. :

T am strong enough to stand mﬁr 3
William's gallows,"” was the reply, -
about all T came back for, it seems."

Instantly he realized that at the first .
up|mun|(} he had only driven his dagger
decper into a tom heart.,

“Forgive me, father!” he cried im-
E‘Buwly as he reached for the hand that

v on the coverlet. *It seems ﬂnt1£
destined to wound you to the very.
But I can't help it. “After sceing Mm
to the west, after striving for a year amT .
hall to return with the news of my
covery, there can’t be much else than
bitterness in finding the fate of our E@k
vests in hands like those of Berkeley.

"Tiu\.m is nothing to forgive, m{II;q,

legs and arms, but his head rested among
the Parisian silks and laces of Elizabeth
Carver's gown.

“Dick! Dick!” she cricd.  “Doctork’ and

ahe looked wildly around until she saw the
ician pushing through the crowd.
ell me he won't dief”

MOf course not, my child,”” was the
answer,  “It is only the swamp fever, the
fever piled upon the other load that bur-
dened him. But he is strong. First, we
‘must get him to bed. Colonel Carvers”

“Tam'honored tohave Cap!nin]tﬂmy's =00
inmy Imuse M responded the colonel quic

mu‘ him up the stairs,
wnm cm\s\dﬂl the door to be of service,
and only Governor Berkeley remained below
with Lord Crompton,

“Your Excellency,” said his lordship,
“may I not congratulate you upon the
estimable young men of your colony. Tam
sure his Majesty will be duhghted with my
relation of tonight's affair.”"

Sir William bowed low,

“I am always at his Majesty's service,”
he murmured. “It is never my desire to
thwart his slightest wish.”

d the old cavalier gently.
stroke you have wiped out whatever sumur
your heedless youth may have w
me.  And there need be no fear of

We are beginning to sec what he is, lrht
his rule is doing for the colony. We are
all layal ﬁuh]ecls of his Majesty, but we
are citizens of the colony of Virginin, and
right must rule here as it does in T

“But the old devil's claws are still un=
clipped!” protested Dick.

“They are pulled out dy the roots so far
as you are concerned,” %
face glowed with a pride of parenthood
so long had been denied him. “Lord
Crompton rebuked the governor l'll the
presence of all the guests last :ﬁh un-
mistakably gave Sir William to 1
that he is to be held responsible to the king
for your safety."

“He is the big man who talked to me.*

“The same, and a man with a helnuﬂ 5
a mind bigger than his great body.
king turned over the colony to two of Nl
favorites, sold us out, and there ins
such a stir that his Ialds]:dp wis

to settle the matter. He is a favorite nlth
the king, but he is a man, and—"
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“He fa a man!” interrupted Dick ea;
"&ndifmﬂ:h a8 he can put up with the
that something good
all of ug, T can do no

“You will followhm: my boy,” and again
ﬂg fal‘.her' ride hghtnd up his face. “He
n&aﬂd in two weeks and be told
mukﬂnight that you are to go with him,
are to tell his Majesty in person what you
have And then, Dick, you are to
come back, perhaps not to Virginia, but to
the colonies in this new world, for there is
much to be done beyond the "Blue Moun-

“ml", and are to lead the work.”
or a z::.g'“
's old resentment flashed for a

“My boy, a8 we grow older we learn
™ answered his father soberly.
"Ibesmlodlmkdnhng,notasad.nmc]y
w:l ruler of the people, but as—

"As a symbal of the Government only,”

"Emﬂdl'd hang for this if it were
known, but it is so, my boy, and perhaps
you will live to see the time when kings
themselves are forced to admit it. But
you are weak, and there must not be more
strain. Sleepa while, Dick. Ina few days
T will take you home.”

When Dick wakened again it was to find
& cool hand stroking his forehead.

“Elizabeth!” he cried in amazement as
he turned.

For a moment he drank in her beauty,
absorbing each detail of the whole that had

so0 staggered him the night before. The
bm freckled skin of the romping child
had become clear, ivory-tinted with rose
petals. The straight, boyish figure had
rounded, uwe]lingui!:lo the fulness of the
womanhood that had, to Dick, so miracu-

lvmlz:(mhhu. She blushed at the scru-
ﬁ:w her eyes could not hide her happi-

F.Hmb:l.h " he whispered as he reached
for her hand. “Betsykins! What has
pened to you? Oh, what a fool T have been!
My mad brain sent me off in search of
adventure and what I sought all the time
was here,  Only now it is too late.”

“Too late! Lord Crompton humbled Sir
William before you last night.”

“Father has told me all that. But I was
not even thinking of Berkeley. It is you,
Betsykins. You are no longer the girl I last
saw under the sycamores by the river.”

“That was not }'ﬁlm’dﬂy, Dick."

“Two years and a halfl"

He turned his head away.

“Two years and a half l.oach ieve failure,”
he whispered bitterly.

“Not failure, Dick,” answered the girl
quickly. “Did not your father tell you all
the plans?”*

“Betsykins!  You know what I mean,
what is more dear to me now than all else
in the world. Blind fool that T was. My
own boyish thoughtlessness lost it all for me.
But tell meaat least that you forgive and
forget that last night beneath the syca-
mores.  Believe me that I did not know
what it was that I sought then,”

“Dick! Don't! You must be quiet.”

“But answer me, Betsykins."

“There is nothing to forgive or forget.
It is all in the past, wiped out by the
that you have come back to me, back to
Virginia, you, the man I always knew you
would be and the man I love."”

She said it proudly, arrogantly, head held
high. But only for a moment, for Dick's
arms drew her face down to his.

“What have I done to deserve all this?™
he asked humbly. “Antoine, my Nadouais-
sioux mother, and now you."

THE END




[IGH on the rude wall of the office,
the battered clock boomed off the
n:mamlns{ seconds. At his desk

in the inner office, Potter sat
pmtng out through the window to the great
gray sawmill which stood, a buzzing hive
of activity, at the edge of the purple river.
Miss Carleton, in the outer hﬂ'n:c_. drummed
a rapid tattoo with the end of a pencil on
the glass top of her desk. Behind her
Fenwick, the bookkecper, was nervously
thumbing the pages of his ledger.

Miss Carleton glanced up at the clock,
There were ‘four minutes left. Her eyes
turned to the inner office through which she
could see the man who, when the four min-
utes were gone, must rise to meet adventure
in'no mean proportions.  Four minutes, she
reflected; yet he sat gazing casually out

th the narrow window.

As Miss Carleton studied the motionless,
statue-like features of the man in the inner
nﬁu, an exprv:s»wn of deep admiration,
of I 1 in her
eyes. Behind her the dlock continued to
toll off the seconds, The tattoo of her pen-
cil ceased abruptly. She rose and crossed
to where Feawick stood before his tall desk.

her of “In the Sewdust Connlry,” and “Afraid of the Bar"

“I think my nerves are about to snap,"
she whispered guardedly, so that the sound
would not carry to the inner office. She
nodded backward, in the direction of the
open door. “I wish I could be as cool as

hel
Fenwick, middle-aged, lean, and palfid,
turned amused eyes upon her.

“Cool?” he returned in a nasal whisper.
“And why shouldn't he be, I'd like to
kenow?*”

Miss Carleton’s brows contracted.

“With Harrigan and his gang to face
tonight?

Fenwick giggled with huge delight.

“Him face Harrigan? Why, he hasn't
got the nervel”

Miss Carleton’s eyes flashed in quick
loyalty

“That's not truel” she responded stoutly.
“When ﬁn: report came in this morning ﬂmt
Harri; raided our log nitsi
Fotter md t]nl tonight would end
gan's career on Suicide River. Mr, Potm'
is wailing for the shutting-down whistle
now."

Fenmck nodded readily,

“Yes; hesnldt.hat,lwthehldakqgtdk
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;r% sheriff and his posse to do it for
iss Carleton drew back with a quick
uhof breath.
“Why—why the sheriif and Harrigan

work hand in glovel. The sheriff is on
y-roll.”
The er drew the green eye-shade
from his forehead with an emphatic snap,
“Patter’s sending him because he hasn't
the nerve himself, He's afraid to set-
his own scores. If he was hali a man he'd
take a posse of the mill boys, and round up
Harrigan tonight. But instead he sends
Dunn!™
Miss Carleton'’s itive i |

“You're—you're not going up after

Potter quickly up from the paps
on the desk. ik e
“The sheriff will attend to that. That's
what the county pays him for, Miss
Carleton.”

Her tanned checks flushed deeply. On
the surface of the desk her finger-tips beat
an erratic tattoo, &

“The sheriff is :ﬁa:ng to do it for youl™*

Potter rose to his feet and stood facing
her across the desk. His gasze rested in-
terrogatively on her evident agitation.

“Surﬂy the sheriff. That's his job, Miss
Carleton.”

An expression of wistfulness and of dis-

ps g
She cast an uncertain glance over her sbmf
der toward the open door of the inner office.

Yol must be mistaken,” she said
hd'gn:l.lj:u “Mr, Potter is—is a man!
He'd not go to Sherifi—"

She stopped

. The whistle of the great
sawmill beyond the office shrilled its
clock bellow. The screech of the saws

died gradually to a low whine, then ceazed
altogether. The planers relinquished their
discourse. The cough of the
driving engine stopped. Silence crept over
the little sawdust community., o
Miss Carleton turned about and swept
another glance at the open door. “I'm—
you. are mismkm, Mr. Fenwick,

A pmptory summons from !.il.u electric
buzzer above her desk interrupted. A mo-
ment later she stepped through the open
door and stood across the wide desk facing

Potter.
“I'm afraid, Miss Carleton,” he said,
ﬁhmng dn: papers on the desk, “that
to ask you to stay later tonight.
have a report or two to dictate a bit
hur. And another thing, Miss Carleton,
when Sheriff Dunn arrives have him come

in immediately. Tonight he and his posse
are m up to the South Fork after
Harnigan.”

mee C.I\RLF}TL’[)[X'S ﬁnu‘gcr:dligh;
on spasllwllcn ¥ on {5 -3
e s o outside the
oifice, came the loud tramping of many feet
a8 the mill crew passed on their way to the
mess-house. An instant later Fenwick
slammed the outer door,

came upon her face.

"“Then its true, you're afraid”

Potter smiled tolerantly,

“My dear Miss Carleton, you've excited

rself over something,™

“I'm=—I'm afraid you don’t understand,™
she murmured, hesitated forsa brief moment,
then swept. honestly on: “You've only been
in these woods a short while. But I was
born and raised here, and the traditions
are—are part of me. Here in the sawdust
country & man fights his own battles, He
doesn't ask outside help, And you're
sending the sheriff to ﬁghr. yours, We—
we call that cowardice!"

Potter's lean, youngish face bore honest
CUMC“I

“But Miss Carleton I'm a busy man, and
have many things—"

Her lips quivered.

“You' "re afraidl”

“You do not understand,” he began, but
did not complete the thought. Miss Carle-
ton drew herselfl erkct in sudden dignity.
She halted the drumming of her fingers,
The abrupt cessation of their emphatic
tattoo was in itself an emphasis.

“Then all they say is true! You are
afrail and you make this an excuse. The
sherifit  Why—why he is as dishonest as
the man you are sending him after. He's
in the employ of that very—"

The street door opened and closed.  Miss
Carleton turned about. In the outer office,
awkwartdly twirling his hat* in his hands;
stood Sheriff Dunn.

She whirled quickly back to face Potter.
Tears of indignation glistened on her round-

ing cheeks.
“You're afraid—a coward!” she sobbed

e el Pt o



Imk
ﬁm'bed was as :rprmmn!r:-s
ns a ol sculpture,
el!, Dunn, are you ready?  How many
men did you get?"
* The sherifi shifted the weight of his body
~ to one foot, and cleared his throat apolo-

getically.

#T'm afraid I can't do anything for you,
Mr. Potter. It would be a wild-goose
chase."

Potter's brows lowered.
“Can’t do anything? What do you mean,
Dunn?”

SWell, I've had the matter investigated
and come to the conclusion that your logs
wasn't stole last night. The boom-sticks
‘must have parted and the logs drifted over
the bar to sca before daylight.”

dnvestigated? Who investigated?”

did this morning.
fackson? Why, that man is—"
- is my deputy-sheriff, Mr. Potter.”

“A deputy? Why, Dunn, every one
knows his connection with Harrigan."

Dunn’s face flushed.

“You're wrong, Mr. Potter. T advise you
to drop the matter. T don't want to have
no trouble with you.”

“You don't? By——, so that's the way
the things stand. You don’t! So, all these
winspmngs about you and lla.rmmn are

Vuu re another of Harrigan's

Thie sheriff leaned across the desk.
ST warn you, Mr. Potter, them words
Potter rose to his feet. When he spoke
his voice was low-pitched, and firm
with restraint.
“Get out of here quick, Dunn
my own posse to get Harrigan."
unn wavered a moment; then gtepped

to the door.

“As I said before, Mr. Potter, Tadvise you
to drop it. You can’t get no posse in this
town tonight. My deputy, Mr. Jackson,
hole crew down to Danville

n hislaunch. He's giving "em a dance down
. You may find one or two boys still
in town—but T advise you to forget it.”

“The outer door slammed sharply behind
the sheriff. The boom of the battered clock
mdnd again through the room.

Tl get

matic, he
squirmed into
took up his hat. 3

“That will be all for tonight, Miss Carle-
ton. In the morning we will make the re-
port—if there is one to make."

Through the broad front windows she
watched him go, Closing the door m
him, he made off in the dlwcuun of the mill
wharf. He passed the bunk-house withoot
50 much as a glance, and continued toward
the river's edge, Miss Carleton sprang to
her |‘ee}l.. He was going without a pma.“

“He's going alone! Nol Nol Theyllkill
him! Its—it's my fault! I taunted him!
I said he was——"

She sprang toward the door but hali-
way, her knees ceased to suppnn her body,
and a moment later the void unconscious-
ness descended upon her.

WHEN darkness had settled over
the surface of the river, Potter spun
the fy-wheel of the launch motor,

and a moment later, at low speed,

the light craft from among the piling of the

mill wharf, out upon the breast of the moof=

lit river.

A heavy tide was running, which,
with the natural current of the river,
him to increase the speed of the motor in

order to make way against it. For s time

he held steadily toward the open m.
then, as the middle of the river was -
he threw over the tiller, and the launchis
nose swung about and Tieaded up-stream.
It was fully five minutes before the crait
gathered full speed against the fmnil.'he
rushing waters. The dim
cither side of him swept by like a m
picture. Overhead, the stars
faintly, dimmed by the light haze which
hung over the river. A vague wraith of
a moon stuck its thin, spindle points into

the gray sky.
He did not underestimate the difficulties
of the task before him. He mag:]mimgt -

with Harrigan and with Harrigan'smethods.
This river pirate was one of the most daring
characters in all the sawdust land. Ruth-
less l.reachm)m, resourceful, he was sur-
ounded by o crew of his own choosing.
Pbtttrn eyes glittered with nm



motor.

As he rounded a hw bend in the river, &
brisk breeze drove down upon him from
deep mouth of the river valley bevond.
Settling himself at the tiller, he rolled and
lighted a cigaret, and busied himself not-
ing the landmarks as they swept by.

As the launch breasted the mouth of the
South Fork, Potter threw over the tiller
again and ran the crait into the narrow
tary. Here it was far darker than on
the main arm of water, the trees on either

%

ter of a mile from the mouth of
the fork, Potter roduced the launch’s
directed the craft in among the
undergrowth of the right bank.
‘Then he sprang ashore, making fast to the
heavy bough of a fallen forest giant.
He scrambled quickly up the bank, and
ﬂte flat above, paused a moment
to take 3 en, without hesi-
tation, he pushed ahead in the general di-

 rection of Harrigan’s camp.

The slight mist of the early evening was
disappearing, and the sky and stars seemed
1o have grown inestimably closer to earth.
He was grateful for this meager light; the
way underfoot was heavily overgrown and
cluttered with dead brush and the limbs and
trunks of fallen trees.

He halted suddenly, clutching the aute-
matic in his pocket until the edges of steel
stung the fl ui his hand. A dark shadow
nwed ahead of him, and without hesita-

dmppuiﬂalnnl]w ound. Crouch-
ing iaw B SlEed the i Synce walking
back and forth across the moonlit trail.

Flat as possible on the ground, Potter
‘crawled at right angles to his original di-
rection, guarded by this shadowy figure,
which, he knew, must be one of Harrigan’s
pickets, It was slow, tedious work; the

‘twigs and branches which covered the

gnuund were dry and brittle, making great
chances of discovery.
perhaps ten minutes he reached a
spot, and rose gratefully to his feet.
He had pot been detected. The sentry
still warmed himself by treading back and
forth across the mouth of the trail.
Smiling to himself, Potter turned about
and started by the roundabout passage in
direction of Ham,gan ‘s rendezvous,

isﬁ
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- This way, although longer and more dif-
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discovery.

He made his way slowly and cautionsly.
Ongee or twice the darkness confused
and he was forced losu:keamtchmord;r
to take up the dim trail. The fare of
match he carefully concealed within Iul
cupped hands, exposing the light in but one
direction at a time.

At perhaps half a mile from the spot at
which he had taken the wooded trail, Potter
discovered at some distance a dim i
In these deserted woods it could have but
one meaning. He knew that it was from
Harrigan's fire; and when he went ahead
again, it was with decreased speed and in-
creased caution.

At every yard the glow increased, and
when the flames became visible between the
tree trunks, Potter chose his footings with
wearying exactness. He reached the edge
of the clearing without sound, and
himseli behind a huge fir.

A small fire blazed in the center of the
cleared space. At a short distance stood &,
large pail of drinking water, and man rnBu
of blankets. About the fire, spra
wvarious poses of relaxation were ha!l‘nd.m
woodsmen, some dozing, some conversing
guardedly in whispers.

Claser to the fire, carefully apart from the
others, sat two men in close consultation.
One of them held up a sheet of paper to the
firelight. Unlike the others, they did not
whisper, and their conversation reached
Potter's straining ears.

The smaller of these, Potter
as Harrigan. He was a wizened little man
of perhaps forty years, si of build, cat=
Iiks‘?}-{ mP:v:mc{a{, and hmd to the color
of old copper by the river suns. He was
reading to the other the figures from the
sheet of paper. The listener, a larger man,
was quite unknown to Potter,

The stranger took the paper from Har-
rigan’s hand and holding it up to the light
of the fire, scanned the figures it bore.

“That scale was made of the logs today,™
Harrigan was saying. “Look her over and
make us an offer. You needn’t be afraid
of trouble with Potter. He's got no nerve,
We'll attend to the brands on the logs, and
also to gettin' them down to your customer's
hooms.  So let your figure be big enough to
cover such incidentals."

‘The stranger busied himself with a study
of the sheet.

R
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" Harrigan

A fine flock of log pursued
P Iy without
intention of helping out the sale. Tndeed,

he seemed utterly indifferent as to whether
or not the other purchased his plunder,
“You'll find them mostly clears, Benson,
Potter was bringing them down to his mill
to fill a big order for uppers.”

Potter's sense of the dramatic told him
that his moment to make an effective en-
trance had come. Despite his iron contral,
his breath caught once with an eager gasp.
His hand on the automatic inside the mack-
inaw pocket, he stepped briskly into the
circle of firelight.

“Yes," he said evenly, grinning to the
startled Harrigan, "and Potter's going to
take "em down to fill that order!”

Panic took the place of the camp’s drowsy
calm, Every one sprang to his fect. So
sun‘.lmg had been Potter's appearance that,

hed, the men

mwmﬂdym&emﬂ--_.

fire.
:gmbly," Potter continued, *
get away with that on the

e
E
2
hink we understand each oth tm l‘ i
think we erstand eac T, o
The little man sh his m
silent, grouped

The others, sullen an
themselves about their leader,
“What is it you want, Potter?” Hatrigan
repeated mechanically. SRS
Potter glanced amusedly about from one

to another.

“With so many rare birds, the selection
is mather difficult, But I guess you'll do,
Harrigan, I want you

'.I‘hu little man grinned.

“Just me?"

“You and thar. sheet ni
returned go
tion is }.u::lul:iul. It :Inc_'ha
Even your man, th: sheriff, m’ﬁ:lm

W

nuenwa to the opposite side of the fire,
Across the low flame they glared at him
from frowning, startled eyes.

Doubtless the more imaginative of these
hardened smen had thought, at the
moment of his appearance, that a forest

was come to pay them a visit. Potter

gave little heed to them, however, concen-

trating his attention upon the quick, tiger-

like movements of Harrigan, whose small,

Hike eves were fixed on the bulg\z of

Potter's pocket, where the muzzle of the
automatic was pressed.

“In all fairness I must warn you, Harri-
gan,” Potter remarked at the first sign of
fctivity on the little man's part, “that I'm
not alope. There is a man with a gun_be-
‘hind ever tree about this clearing. This
community has stood for your raids as long
as ible. I'm in dead earnest, Harrigan,

you'll be obliging yourseli more than
me by just taking things easy.”

Harrigan, a sudden surprise dawning in
his eyes, turned a quick, nervous glance
about the dark rim of firs which surrounded
them. For a moment he seemed to cower
before their dark, sinister silence; but pres-
cntly his eyes became defiant again, and

# he turned back to Potter.
“What is it you want, Potter?"’ he asked

Potter laughed with genuine amuse-
.
£ that question rather unnecessary?""
he returned.

more

Harrigan's cyl:blawq raised.

“The sherifft My man? I'm not ace
quainted with the gentleman, Potter.” :

“Nevertheless, 1 imagine he is well ac-
quainted with your money."

Harrigan grinned and
pocket the sheet of paper wl
scale of the stolen logs,

“Sol” he murmured after a moment's
pause.  “Sol You want me, ¢h?” He
glanced keenly into Potter’s face, 1

“Exactly,” Potter nodded.

For a moment Harrigan's dm;pedh
the ground at Potter's (m"‘;mldmly
glanced up, his eyes cold as steel, his full-
lipped mouth mocking.

“Well, what are you gaing to doabout it,
Potter?”

“I'd really not advise you to start any- =
thing, Harrigan,” he said smiling. “How-
ever, that is your own lookout. I'vegiven

orders to my men to pick you off first—at
Harrigan nodded indifferently. -
paused a moment, baff ‘:3’ the man Duﬂ- :
assurance, He wondered
hand in the sitvation. 3
“You've raided my booms three ﬁm
Harrigan,” bhe went on finally. “On 1
employed as watchman. The man M o {
got last nu@tur@umﬁﬁ 3
his life at the camp h

the first movement.'

as certain as he scemed that he

occasion you hali-killed the man who was
chances are slim. He is a pal of Mh%



canvas holster. Of the group
he was the only one visibly
mhzrs kept their hands at

t their eyes were full of the

of lhnrchmf,
igan's hand continued along the
came to a stop on the butt of the

hey tell me you u!'e:l 10 be a cow!
laughed. *“Think you can draw asl

enough for those out there?"

grinned back good-naturedly.

uwmr_nl his beady eves nar-

've had your little say,
in.l.uhe\i. It};“:ly turn, Here's mine:

removing the revolver from its
er, he fired twice, downward into the

, Mr. Potter, you'd better go ahead
hat you want, But you'll have
e than a mmurclﬂmle
ENoug) my men around this
o | the bones of you and your
It's your say, Potter. Now come!”
wast doubt rose in Potter then as to the
i of his carefully planned ruse. He
removed the automatic from his pocket,
directed it frankly across the fire.
“Don't move,” he ; and retreating
& step, stood beside the large pail of
water, considering this new phase
his adventure, A]Lhou;,h not one of

-moved, a general grin spread over the
 fiaces of the group he held at
‘Harrigan was grinning mndmglv across
‘him. A moment passed; then another,
loud tramping of underbrush sounded,
steadily growing nearer. A moment later
six men, panting breathlessly, burst into the
 “What's the signal for, Boss?" the fore-
mnfthun asked as he caught his breath,
ter laughed outright, and with the
of the automatic motioned them
the fire.

i et there with the rest!” he ordered.
g_w y and called back over his

is fantom reenforcements—
‘em close, boys!"™

vague, smile sparkled in
xtﬂauwmnhm Heswung

eyes
back to face

“You come with me quieﬂy Hur!gm.
T've had enough of your blufling, now I
mean business, Youre the only one I
want just now. My boys will stand guard
over this fine crew of yours until I've got
you [safely away. If one of 'em moyes
s0 much as a hair my men out there won't
spare him."”

Harrigan, his face purple with rage,
mmr:l viciously on the men who had come
in answer to his signal.

“You fools—you fools! Why didn't you
stay outside the clearing? They've got us
surrounded and—and you walk right @
too!™ -

An expression of vast astonishment, which
quickly changed to sheepishness, spread
over the faces of the newcomers,

Potter laughed heartily. He motioned
to Harrigan with the automatic.

"\hl.l Harrigan, come along. No time
to—o-"

He hesitated abruptly. A moment later
he swung his gaze to the dark rim of firs
which circled the clearing. A sudden l]u'h-
mwaa evidenced by the carriage of his

The new sound drew every eye.
minutes passed. A seventh man swppql
into the light of the clearing.

Harrigan, his eyes bulging, strangled his
rage with effort.

“My God! You tool”

The other grinned appreciatively.

““Wait a minute, Boss. Don't heat your
collar. 1 just overheard what you said
to these guys and T had a look-around.
There ain't a soul in these woods but what's
right here!"

Harrigan's wizened face was o study of
transformation from one violent emotion
to its direct opposite. A vast delight
kindled in his eyes. He turned upon Potter

\\":I] T'll be crucified! Potter,

The h:u'dlium:sI of the h;lle m:;hs I'mnmeaud
toa great laugh. As his laughter
his eyes became and small again,
and his mouth twitched at the corners.

“Well, Potter!” he snapped, defiantly ad-
vancing a step. “Why don't you take
what you want?""

He advanced still another step,

h & roar.
A stalll




" T call your little Blaf, Potter, Now
come!™

Potter came,
Stooping, he caught up the pail of drink-
ing water which stood close by, and dashed
its contents over the neglected fire.  With
& hiss and a puff of steam, the flames were
blotted out. The sudden extinguishing of
the glare which had been in their eyes mo-
. mentarily blinded the group. In this
moament of darkness, deepened by the over-
hanging foliage which shut out almost com-
pletely the dim light of the stars, Potter
sprang forward.

His spring carried him straight to Harri-
gan, who was now several paces in advance
of hismen. With the butt of his automatic,
he rapped the little man gently but with
deft accuracy, on the head; and as the other
slumped into a limp heap, and before the
rest had regained their wits, picked up the
light burden and carried it swiftly toward
the wall of dark firs which surrounded them.

Gaining the seclusion of the forest, he
secured & fresh hold on the limp form of
Harrigan and swung him across his shoulder
like a glain deer, Then he started swiftly
down the wooded trail toward the river.
Eehind him he heard the thud of bodies as
the others scrambled about in the darkness
searching for him.

Hoarse crics arose; orders were bawled by
some lieutenant of the man on his shoulder.
A rush of footsteps came along the trail.
Other and dimmer sounds came from the op-
posite direction, where, Potter surmised,
half of the crew were following the other
trail.

Stepping behind a large fir trunk, he slid
his burden to the ground, and propped it

inst the tree. He secured the hands
and feet with leather thongs from his pocket,
and placed a gag, fashioned from his hand-
kerchief, over the mouth.

‘All about him now arose the calls and
curses of the men beating about in search
of him. With studicd caution Potter stole
from tree to tree, the limp form of Harrigan
drooping over his shoulder. And when
the chaze had passed far beyond him, he re-
turned to the trail, and thereaiter his pas-
m‘f; the fork of the river was surer and

Half-way, Harrigan regained full con-
‘sciousness, Potter set him down and tight-
ened the thongs and the mouth gag. On his
shoulder again, the little man squirmed
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struggtmg was gimmwﬁ:lln]ﬂl )

mission.

Down the perilously steep bank he carried
his captive and dﬂpﬂd“?lm mmi-
cusly into the bottom of the launch,
he whirled the fly-wheel, cast off the lsh&
painter from the bough, and sped down the
narrow arm of water toward the open river.
As the nose of the launch swung on to the
river's breast, the first dim rays of the im-
pending dawn appeared in ihe east, far
above the tips of the towering firs.

Sitting in the stern sheets, Potter rolled a
cigaret, and when it was alight, settled him-
self comfortably by the tiller, and guided
the craft in the direction of the mill whart
in the town below,

As he sped down-stream, his mind crept
back over the events of the night; and when
he remembered that a certain girl—just the
sort of girl he had dmamnd about back
in those college vay
San ancum—haf Ied hlm tluidm
laughed softly, confidently, contentedly.

Harrigan, the thongs at
his wrists and ankles loosened and the gag
removed, lay sleeping fitfully in the

In his shirt sleeves, pufling at his.
Potter sat close by.

He was roused suddenly from his revery
by the sound of light, rapid [oois‘lq.l ap-
proaching along the hoard-walk which ran
in front of the office building. When the
footsteps halted, a key was fitted into the
Jock of the office-doar, a.nd some one entered.

A faint, nervous tapping sounded on the
door of the back mom Pol.t.er rose and
tightened the thongs of his prisoner. Al
hand tried the knob of the door, and
it locked, the owner of the hand
across the office floor.

Potter slipped quickly into his mackinaw,
unlocked the door, and stepped into the
presence of Miss Carleton, She stood
poised uncertainly in the center of the room.

Her eyes grew wide with relief as she saw
him. She ran quickly to him.

“Oh, I'm glad—glad you didn't gof"

She was swaying wearily there
him and be put his arm about her slim
shoulder to steady her. >

“I baven't been able to sleep all dﬂﬂ,”




.lh
huknnd
until I know every inch of the carpet!”

Alight sobbmgmtemlpl.ed, She glanced
up at him from between damp, un-
'I

n{mdycuw:rr hurt by what I said
Jast night. 1 was very much afraid you

after Harrigan, and
lhuy's Ied , Mr. Jim. Oh, I'm glad

1’«1‘3.‘-.}"5.9.,“"“ 8 s, v id

Miss Carleton, what you sai
is true.”

‘She shook her head vehemently,

“No, nol They would have killed you
surelyl It would have been so utterly fool-
IIIMOU re not a coward, Mr. Jim!"

arm tightened on her shoulder.

“Lam very much a coward, Helene,” he

said softly. “There are many things 1'd
like to say to you now, but I'm not brave

murmured weakly, “I've paced
wlh:heﬁoo{'nfmym\‘:inﬁuntil—

enough. And there is another thing I'm
quite afraid of. T wonder if you would
summon the sheriff for me?"*

Miss Carleton's eyes were startled.

“The sheriff?” =

“I believe the sum total of the sheriff's
objections to going after Harrigan last night
was lack of evidence, I've got some for him."

Miss Carleton's breath caught.

“You mean that you went up-streame—
up-stream alone?"’

He nodded toward the back
Helene Carleton turned Fl‘lghlcned eyes
toward the open door.

“You will get the sherifi for me, Helene?
T'm afraid to go for him myself.”

She drew herseli back from him with
:nthgnalw

“Afraid!" she echoed.

“You see, I've got Harrigan, himself, in
there,” Potter chuckled. “And I'm V?
much afraid, Helene, to leave him alone.

THE BABU AND THE BLACH BUCH

BY LOUIS ESSON

T WAS at a wayside station in North-
ern India.
The station-master, an officious ﬂnrl
Bengali, was in a state of grea
excitement, Lady Bertram had m—rn.ed
She was. the aristocratic wife of the great
Lord Bertram, a high magistrate
noted for his love of sport.
She presented a telegram. The babu

4 have It safe, my lady. Tt was left at
this station in my charge to be delivered
on mq,uhy The cartage is thirty-eight

» 'nghln;" replied the Iady.
thirty-eight Tupecs
t s a corpse,” replied the babu
“and corpses are very expensive
I assure you.”
'Wlme is it?”" she asked at last.
Tmpressed by his own mnpvurl.:moe the

luﬁ opened an inner door.
" he said pmudlv
Lady Beruam sniffed and retired.
- “I refuse to take delivery,” she cr\td and

“T won't

then walked away haughtily to her carriage,
with her nose in the air.

I called the station-master.

“What have you got there?"

“It’s Lord Bertram's rurpse "' he said.

“Great Scott! And Lad Hemam has
refused to accept delivery

What was this tragedy, this Oriental
mystery? I went into the office, but soon
came out again. A huge black buck was
lying there, a wonderiul beast, but in
rather high condition. So this was Lord
Bertram's corpse! Tt seems the noble loed
had gone hunting, shot the animal in the
forest, and sent it along 25 a present to Lady
Bertram; but the train - was slow, the
weather was hot, and the native official
had mn[ur.ul various regulations.

“Well," I asked him, “what are you going
to do about it?"

The babu again looked up the regula-
tions. The case was ﬂecll?clar

“Tt shall be kepl "ﬁ mphed “for three
months, and then forwarded to Delhi to be
sold h_'r public auction.”
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Author of YA Leader of Men,"

ENYON was a brave man. On

that point there were no two

B3.¥ | opinions in the battalion. And
..-J the more terrible and hideous

his surroundings, the hotter the fight in
which he found himsell, the more resolute
and clear-thinking he became. His men
regarded him with a kind of awe, an awe
not unmixed with a certain grim amuse-
ment, and since he showed no particular
«desire Lo preserve his own life, yet never
asked that they should take risks that
were not  wanted, they followed him
doggedly. They bore him no real love
however; he was too cold, too unapproach-
able; but he exacted respect by reason
of his qualities in action, his courage, his
dash, and his lead.
To Kenyon himself failure in anything
he had ever undertaken inconceivable.
Pride alone would have made him a success
in war. For it was pride in his own destiny

DUGOUT

B oo e

IN THE:

u{ W.Townend

“The Other Side," et

that carried him triumphantly th
h

fights which others, more prudent,
ha cided. It was pride in his own
pe and nothing else, that kept him

going long after another man would have
given in. It was pride of race that forced
him to become a soldier when all his:
instincts craved for peace.

His company sergeant-major, Do mean
judge of character, summed him up more
or less accurately.

“A foine orficer, the foinest ever I seen
in all France, But faith—the army don't
come nach'ral to him at all, at all. He's
no more likin® for the trinches or for going
over the top than the rist of us. He's
proud, all the same: so proud he'dbcdyin'
for shame’s sake rather than give any wan
cause to think that he hated the war, But
I know it's thrue. I'm afther watchin®
him many a time when he never knew I
was by, You could see in his eyes what
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: “.[ti!m duty to join.

he was thinkin’ of deep in his heart. I'm
not blamin’ him, aythur. *Tisa — of a
war, this, an’ well we know it."”

* As a civilian Kenyon had been entirely
wrapped up in his work which was litera-
ture and his hobby which was old china.
He was a dreamer with high ideals and
expensive tastes. Vast wealth inherited
from an uncle had freed him from all
necessity of earning a living, hence he had
Leen able to devote his time and talents

m published two books on social
evolution and economics, three slim cali-
bmd volumes of verse and a history of old

chinaware, .all of which were
]lnuzd by the press and neglected
h’ the :nd bDIo]( buying public.

Mllwugh thirty-five years of agewhen war
hroke cut Kenyon regarded it as his duty
to join the army and so aid his fellow-country
menin their task of defeating the Germans.

He announced his intention one morning
after breakfast.

His wife, younger than her hushand by
some ten years, listened to his patriotic
outhurst in somewhat troubled silence.

SWelll” he said and weited the approval
which he knew must, as usual, follow.

“There are many men younger than you,
was all the comment she made.

“And nm I to stand back,” he flared,
“yntil every man younger than my: self,
m:hlrker in the kingdom, makes up his

i Am I not fit and strong? Any one
would think I were an old man!”  Wounded
by the composure with which she had

his momentous decision he gave

once more the benefit of his views.

That should be

t. What is a man's duty to

country but to fight when needed?

Do T owe fess of that duty than my neigh-

bor who has lived for six fewer years than

Am I to let others pay my debts?
MFGod Doris, I can’t do it.’

“But, Ahn hﬂw do you know you'll ever
make a soldier?”

She & timidly, knowing full well the
effect of any opposition to her husband’s
wishes.

“Not make 2 soldier!”

He pud at her with an expression of
‘offended dignity. Had she, his wile, aijer
three years of association with bim, so small

an opinion of his intelligence? 'Did she

"

e

“Why not?” he said.
aaTl:hrwu a5 most men!” o
e pain, uine pain, in voice cut
her to the qulscT.
“Dear, T didn't mean that.

“Surely Doris I'm

be brave of course. 1 was
your—your temperament.”

After that she did not speak for some
time. Did he realize—he was dense in
many ways, was Alan—did he realize wblt
his departure would mean to ber? She
wondered. He would go away, out of her
life; light-heartedly, she knew;
never to return. Had he no duty to her?
To his wifel

“You haven't considered my point of
view, Alan, have you? You're a
man. There are others who are not
married who have not yet joined."

A stubborn look had come into his thin,
rather ascetic face. His lips were
t.lghliy together while she was g

“Doris,” he said, “it's the same for both
of us. You uughl to be glad you have a
hushand to send to the army. It 8
duty to let me go. Thank Heaven, I can
leave you provided for. It can't be for
long. We're bound to smash them.

“With a small army such as we've got!”
said the wife.

“Wait till the men who are joining up
now reinforce them,” said the hus
grandly. “I don't want to fight, God
knows, but it's my duty! I think T can

I knowyou'll
thinking of

give a good account of myself. I know T
can. Courags is rmrug a qumlon of in-
telligent application a rule. To

men in battie demands duty, honor and,
above all, pride.”

He met her gaze, challenging o denial.
She said nothing. Words were useless
now, she knew. ghe understood only too
well his meaning. Pride! What else was
it but pride that was taking him from her?
For pride's sake he would cut himself adrift.
Pride would force him to do what others
had dene or die in the attempt. Pride set
the standard by which he ruled his actions.

“What one man can do I can," he said.

He patted her on the shoulder. “Be brave,
old girl.  You must. You're going to be a
soldier’s wife. And I won't |sgm:= you.

You'll be proud of me, I know."

He was certain that what he said would
come true. He would give her good cause
for pride. The intoxication of war that
comes to those who have never scen war,



In the Dug-Out

the spirit of the Crusader, was uppermost
llf?mciomm That hlsw‘ll’ehnd

minhr.reyeamnw:nm, but she
was & woman and to a woman tears were
natural. Nevertheless he hated scenes.
Any display of emotion was undignified.

, there," he said. “‘You mustn't
I'ﬁmt, sw'l:elhmrl. It's part of the sacri-

He stared blindly out of the open window
at the meadows and woods and distant hills
bathed in mellow sunshine and saw himself
an officer at the head of his men fighting
against odds, doing gallant deeds, winning
fame and admiration.

A wonderful, brilliantly colored picture!

Doris wuuld be proud of him. Ewven if
he were to fall in battle, it wuuld be fine.

organized
attack and led the survivors
betame dark.

The colonel thanked him.

“I don't know, Kenyon, when I've seen

a braver or more dashing deed. Tl draw

the brigadier’s attention to what you've
done and tell him what I think you deserve.”
Kenyon was pleased, but shook his

head.

“That was nothing, sir: absolutely noth-
ing at all. T can assure you that any one
else would have done the same as Idid. T
was lucky enough to be given the oppor-
tunity, that's all."

This was no enyon helieved
what he said, having as l.ngh a faith in his

And so Kenyon was 1 for death
from the moment he set foot on the cobbles
of Le Havre. Moreover, from his point of
view it were more fitting to die bravely in
the open than save his life by hiding in some

or dug-out. Death, in other words,
before dishonor. He lived up to the ideal
he had in mind and gained much credit.

And then, during the Somme push, after
more than fourteen months of fighting—

EVERY man, however brave, has

7+ X some l:spetu] form of weakness.

Fabddd Kenyon's weakness, as revealed in

& front-line trench one Summer evening,

was peculiar but unimportant. Strangely

enough, however, it did far more toward

him the liking of his men than

had all his courage. His weakness showed
that he was, after all, human.

Kenyon was thorough in whatever he
undertook. So: having become a soldier
through a sense of duty, and knowing the
inevitable risks of his calling, he must needs
prove his sincerity by displaying an almost
reckless contempt for danger.

It was this quixotic folly that led him
to make his way by himseli through an
enemy barrage to some men of another
company cut off in a captured trench.

“¥ou'll never do it,” he was told, *It's
madness to try."”

Kenyon laughed and ran forward through
the shells that burst on every side of him
with great spurts of flame and dense
columns of black smoke and earth and
stones flung skyward.

Those whom he had left behind waited
to see him fall but the impossible happens

brother-officers as he had in himself.

It was on the evening after this exploit
that he revealed to an interested gathering
his own weakness.

He stood in a fircbay talking to the
battalion bombing officer, 0'Hara by name,
a mere boy in years but a veteran in
rience and in a measure Kenyon's

('Hara had by his own deeds set a stand-
ard of cournge that was high: that he him-
seli would reach that standard had been
from the very first Kenyon's aim. Andto
O'Hara indeed, to his decision and eool-
ness, he owed his life, for O'Hara had
out into No Man's Land under mm

gun fire and rescued him from the German
win: where he lay helpless.

“Got over your excitement of yes|
asked O'Hara. “‘Pretty hot shop, that

Kenyon smiled.

"
hp*!

“Oh, yes! Pretty hot while it Jasted.”
' continued

“Best thing I ever saw,'
O'Hara. “1 dunno’ how on earthyw
through, Kenyon. By Jove, I

have tried it, {m’sc-]f for a fortune.”

No man in‘“his heart of hearts dhnkﬁ
T H‘-\l. ¢
; he color mounted into Kenyon®s cheeks.

“You say that, of course, hllt )’Dﬂ'\"t
done l]:mx» every l.utba_a 0
wouldn’t be here now but for you, 'lial‘l,
and you know it."

O'Hara laughed and looked at Kenyon
with his head on one side as though con-
sidering him in a fresh light.

“Lord, that was nothing."

“Wasn't it?" said Kenyon. “T know it
was. I'd given up all hope of ever getting
away, anyhow." :

Ll



nnddad slowly.
te so, but there's more than
telling the story. Don't forget
m me in. I couldn’t walk
o week a!lerwarr] 1 might be
on that wire now.
. said O'Hara once more.  “You're
such o queer old beggar, Kenyon. You'll
talk by the hour of what other fellows do
any one tries to point out that
su've done about a hundred times as much
& the rest ul s put together you get quite
upset by it."
“There came a sudden shout from the other
end of the fircbay.
FLuk at that, will ye! Take that, ye
brutel”
_ Kenyon tumed sharply to see a rat-hunt

3 m few that had crossed his path
~ in peace time, had always sickened him,
' the trench-rats, scavengers bred by war,

‘s fioul as the jackals or vultures of warmer

filled him with loathing.

size, their savage daring, their
their contempt for man, marked
wvermin to be avoided: et how
avoid creatures that swarmed
dug-out, that, more familiar
of the house of Dives, stole
the very table, that crawled
brief hours of sleep, that
wﬂh—ml horrible of all war's
No Man's Land among the
that lay month after month

burial.
the rats were a torment
to endure than shell-fire or bullets;
pet & rat-hunt with its almost inevitable
illing made him nervous.
~ So now he shivered, forced a smile, and,
ignoring O'Hara, moved away, hoping to
e out of hearing before the brute I:ml: its
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a lance-corporal in his company,
{Imr with the butt of his rifle as
along the fire-step. The blow
the animal, twisting around

Sullivan!” shouted O'Grady.
of the way, Terencel Mind yer-
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jabbed s Bavonst: shoak
mg T. ;::

MTM mt driven into
nwte as n spring at Keny
“UII my Godl" i

A cold terror seized him. He could feel
the beast clinging to his sleeve, trying to
clamber up to his shoulder.

“Take it off!" His voice broke sharply.

“Take it off, for God's sake, some onel"

He shook his arm wildly, frantic with fear,
and the rat was flung against the sandbags.

Sullivan, still L'mglling, brought his butt
down hard on the creature's head, spattering
brains and blood on the duckboard,

Kenyon fought down a desire to be sick,
All his strength seemed to have left hims
he knew that his face was white and that
he was shivering all over, but the mt was
dead and harmless, and he did not care.

“Lord!" he laughed and spoke in o tane
of voice which even to himself sounded
blustering and forced.

“I can't bear the sight of those things.
I never oould, I thought the brute had
bitten me."

O'Hara’s eyes twinkled.

“Kenyon, I'm agreeably surprised. In
fact I'm h;hu\d

“How?" said Kenyon. “T don't under-
stand.”

“Tt restores my sense of self-
know that there's one thing at Jeast uux
you fight shy of.”

“But,” Kenyon hesitated, wondering if
O'Hara were laughing at him or not.
O'Hara, you don't expect, — it! You
don’t expect me to make pets of the —

things!"
I loathe rats myself.

“No, of course not.
What makes me 5o glad is the thought that
you're o human be:m; mlh limitations the
same as the rest of us.”

Kenyon grunted.

“I'd rather go over the top any day than
have ane of those beasts touch me.'"

And O'Hara, knowing what Kenyon had
done under fire, knew that he meant what
he said. But O'Hara was not the only one
to notice Kenyon's lapse into fear,

The men saw and chuckled.

“That bangs Banagh O'Grady.
“An’ him aither marchin’ as cool as ve
plaze uu-uug]: a barrage o fwu-nh;
without turnin’ a hair of his head.”

“We have found him out at lasht," Ilﬂ!
Sullivan. *'Tis the rats that has him




cairt!
Mmu the rist of us."
“An' not a4 —— mechanical conthrivance
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In the Dug-Out

Silling those 1
"Islhe.lenodmm or o hite to ait,
sorr?" Sullivan, his red face streaked with.

for killin' Germans,” said another. “By
dam’, T had to laugh at him.”

But the shame of his with the
rat remained with Kenyon for days. His

had been humbled. Ewen his own
men, who should look up to him as one
without fear or without reproach, must
have seen his terror, Not even the news
that he would in all probability gain a much
coveted decoration, as a recognition of his
daring when he went through the barrage,
could comfort him.
He had faced the most terrible of dangers,
unmoved: but a rat had shamed him in the
of all. His dignity had been lowered,
ﬁpnde shaken.

AND then came the disaster that

caused Kenyon's downfall.

. The South Irish Fusiliers, ad-
vancing in long waves, had stormed the
shattered, death-dealing mounds of brick
and mortar which marked what once, but
@ few days before, had been a village
neatling amid trees and gardens. There had
been some fierce and bloody fighting with
bomb and bayonet among the ruins before
the enemy machine punners had been
hiunted out of their Jairs, and the South
Irish had passed on, leaving their dead to
be ed up by their stretcher-bearers.

the further side of the village Kenyon
and his company had occupied a battered
trench in support of another company in
front: the parapets had been leveled,
traverses had been u'lJillelcd, great shells
hd !pllt the firchays into wide craters,
to the
wlms IJu: German  garrison hnd suug,llt
shelter from the storm of stecl had been
rushed and broken.
Dead Germans caught by high ex-
plosives in the bombardment before the

- charge, or killed when the Fusiliers burst
inon them with the bayonet, lay on every
side in the strained attitudes of death.

along the trench, driv-
ing his bmrusu!::llo work, giving them no
time for rest, mumt only on strengthening
the position they had won before ever
the inevitable munlu'»lhrusl could reach

3
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~ “Come on now, get to work you fellows.
- You've no time for idling.  You, there, start

was spcskmg &=

“There is not,” said Kenyon. “Do you
think that the Germans love you so much
theyii let you sit here md l.alw. tea?
You've no lime to waste.
your work.”  He looked nbe‘ullum. “Ser-
geant, turn those men to. Sharply, noir,
no_ idlingl!"™

He passed on.  The men, dos»uredmd
hungry as they were, gmvled and swore
but did as they were ordered, s
the earth into sandbags and them

on to what had bwa)c:fm os, clearing
Lht_ trench of the débris, preparing 'for what
|.he3 knew must come. ¢

“A harrd man, but a gran’ sojerl  Did
see him Ieggm it through thim rulns awhl.le
back an' the Germans
murrdher?"

T wonder how many he kilt. Isunhim
down three with his revolver, mesell.”

“Will he iver learn wisdome" said
O'Grady. A

“Or know the manin' of fear? He's a
merricle of a man in a fight! Afraid of
nothin’ in this wurdd or the nextl”

“Barrin' the rats,” said Sullivan, “)H’!h
shpakin' the thruth! An' may the divil
blishter our artillery for battherin® this
thrench the way they have us slavin® our
guts out!” -

“Shtow yer gab!" shouted the com)
sergeant-major. *“Work now, the loto®;

A shell came sh.m:klng lmtd the trench
and burst within fifty d:ls
roar. A column of h'lzu:k smoke shotllp
a piece of heavy metal whanged viciously
ngalne.t the sandbags.

“There go the crumps. That's the first
of ‘em. They'll give us hell now, bhnya:
you see if they don't!"

Shell followed shell in quick sum
through the crash of the explosions could
be heard the incessant screeching of their
downward rush: the air was heavy with
the smell of high explosives, clouds of thick
smoke enveloped everything, making it
difficult to see.

The men were restless and Kenyon

them.

steadied :
"llsmunhnymlhr.ﬂm MM .
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To be forced to work
heavy shell-fire, to fill sandbags and
parapets anew, to dig out traverses
shell-hole to shell-hole, when at
moment the enemy might launch a
ttack, was not to the liking of
Also, though no shells had
in the trench itself, thoughit
clear that Kenyon was right and
the Germans were shelling the trench
 front and the village behind their backs,
nevertheless for how long would they be
immune? Kenyon could see by their faces
Mm were troubled and uneasy.
burst with a crash close up to the
and a man dropped his shovel and

i

o

the slanting doorway of a dug-out.
Kenyon glah him by the collar and
jerked him back.

“i¥ou stay where you are, my friend.
Tl have no skulking in dug -outs before
there's any real need of it. Build that
m decper: that's not going to keep

out. And it's not your own ——
rotten carcass I'm thinking of, either!™

“As he moved on, he heard a laugh.
__“Did ye hear that, now?” asked Sullivan

same, if ye're hit by a shell it's

Al
her the Germans meant it fer
you or the nixt fella. An’ that's no lie.”
‘Kenyon agreed. In that the speaker
was most probably right. Nevertheless,
.~ shells or no shells, until they had finished
- rebuilding the trtm:h his men must work.

“LUK at that, will yel There's
- wan comin’.

Tlmwgh the drifting smoke Ken-

saw a figure approaching the trench,

slowly over the rough ground.
Misther O'Haral” said the com-

iy sergeant-major. “An’ he walkin® like
;nm hurt!”
Kenyon waited, wondering if O'Hara

brought tidings of disaster, or what. Then

as he drew. nrf}er he saw that he was limp-

ing, that his right hand, the sleeve hanging

loose from the shoulder, was thrust inside

unbuttoned tunic, and that his left
was ith blood.

"Wht’s the matter, old dnp? Eu:t
much?* .
“Hurt,” said the boy. “A little." His
lips twisted into a worried smile. “T had
to come back, anyway. M'Keever made
me.” He swayed and steadied himself
against Kenyon's hand. “Sorryl T'm
all to pieces, Kenyon. Silly, isn't it]"”

“Come back, sorr, for God's sake," nid
the sergeant-major. “Ye're ain’
throuble the way ye're sthandin’ out lhere.
Come back at wancel”

Kenyon led O'Hara into the trench,
supporting him by one arm around his
shoulders.

“I'm going to send you back on a
stretcher, O'Hara. The quicker the M. O.
sees you the better.  Sergeant-Major, pass
the word along for the stretcher-bearers at
the double.”

“T'm feeling —— queer,” said O'Hara
ina weak voice. “I can't—last out much
longer, Kenyon. It's—it's my head.”

“Here,” said Kenyon, “yml d better lie
down somewhere and res

“1 doubt |i ynu'll ﬁnd any sthretcher-
bearers, sorr,” said the sergeant-major.
“O'Reilly ot killed awhile back an’
Moriarty’s afther takin’ another fella off
to hilp carry Corp’ral Ryan to the docthor.
Ryan's bad with a bullet in his sthomach,
But you can't lave Misther O'Hara here.”

The shrick of an approaching shell grow-
ing louder and louderpglr‘h i.ns.tgnl cut short
the sergeant-major’s words.

“Get down!” shouted Kenyon. “Get
down!”

The shell burst with a deafening ear-
splitting roar at the far end of the firebay,
covering the two officers and the sergeant-
major with a shower of chalk and stones:

O'Hara lay as though dead, his sound
arm shiclding his face.

Kenyon bent over him.

“Are you all right, O'Hara?"

O’'Hara began to whimper.

“Oh, my Ged, Kenyon, I'm done forl
Don't let them get mel”

He sat up and clutched at Kenyon's arm.
Stark and hideous terror showed in the
boy's eyes; his lips quivered; he was shak-
ing all over.

“It's those —— shells, Kenyon. I can't
They'll get me,

hold out any lon,
I know they will, 'ﬁrﬂy can' help it if we



here.  Take me away, Kenyon, for

; ﬁ"ﬂﬁd Take me out of it; you must!”

vhw had risen toa scream.
felt a sudden hot shame surge
‘him; that an officer in his battalion,
hﬂ greatest friends, as brave a man
as ever lived, should have
lpw(rso hnpclﬁsl\ seemed almost un-

That it was O'Hara of all

men, made it worse. Never before had
Kenyon known such fear in & human being.
It was more painful than anything he had
witnessed previously on the battle-field.
. Why should shell-fire, however heavy,
roby & man of his manhood? It was an
officer's duty to show his men how to face
death, yet here was O'Hara, a man to whom
he owed his life, shivering with terror,
cowering at the bottom of the trench,
hegging piteously to be moved to safety.

‘Kenyon was not hard-hearted, but it was
neither right nor seemly that ordinary
ghn.lcs should see an officer so humiliated.

‘ounds or no wounds, O'Hara should have
more control.

*"We'd besht take him into the dug-out,
sorr,” said the sergeant-major. “He's in
no fit shtate to be moved with thim shellin’
the village.”

Kenyon nodded, and hel O’'Ham to
his i'ur:nj\ few )'arr]s IrnTwh:w they
‘stoodd was an entrance to 3 dug-out, half
choked by débris.

“Sergeant-Major,” said Kenyon, “that

t's clear, isn't it2"

“It is, sorr. Shall I call a couple of min,
#orT, to lind you a hand?”

0, I'll take him down myseli. O’Hara,
can you hobble along on that leg of yours?"

CfA lintle,” said O'Hara feebiy. “Tt

e ——, but I'll try. Only—get
me away out of l.hls. for God's sake!”

- He was weeping like a frightened child.
His breath came in deep sobs. His skin
had taken on & corpse-like pallor.

#Dan't leave me, Kenyon, will you?"”

Kenyon looked at him in pity: his anger
and. ﬂznln: vanished. Poor old O'Haral
‘Was it possible that any one so good as he
could have gone to pieces so completely?

“Come on, old c I'm going to t

you into a dug-out, til 1 can get

W nt-Major, I'll be fml
o sme ﬂlﬁl:mml:ll baild

parapet again. ‘em working!’
mﬁmamabwtlhewnudndhur’s
waist guided him toward the dug-out.
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as little pain as
suppnrtod half-carried 0
steep stairs that led out of
sunshine, down past a passage
the stairs at right angles, down
into the darkness of the dug-out.
“You'll be safe here,” he said.
up now, old chap, tll T get you a
He struck a match and lit a
which he had in his havusnck.
feeble glimmer he could see the four
of the dug-out and a shelf piled bg ‘with.
rubbish; in one corner, a narrow made
of a wooden frame and thin strips of iron
on which were brown and flthy-looking
blankets and a litter of fusty straw
smelled of rats; in the center of the dug-
out, & broken table lying on its side; on the
floor more straw, paper stained with
a German shrapnel helmet, fagmenis
food, empty bottles, equipment and rifless
hanging on hooks opposite the bed an old
field-gray overcoat, a pickelhaube lmlm

%

5
i
¥

£
i

g

aféﬁii s

:
3
3
1

odd garments. At a glance Kenyon knew

that the dug-out been bombed, and
he wondered if the occupants, if any, had
managed to escape Iﬁm the South Trish

had reached the trench.

He fixed the candle in 2 Iné'itum
grease on & corner of the 5
with the same care, almest amazed by his
own new-born tenderness, he helped O'Hara
on to the bed.

“You'll be all right here, old chap,” he
said. “Nothing can touch you. You
won't mind if T get back to the trench
lhm!gh will your”

“You muxuil leave me, I\cn)'on—yw
mustn’t.” ¥

The wounded man's voice was little more
than a whisper.

“I must, Olhra You wouldn't have
me leave li:n men, would you?"

O'Hara moaned faintly. A

“Don’t leave me alone, Kenyon, T can't
bear it.”

Kenyon knew that he must be firm. (He
had been absent from his men too long
already. Supposing that l!\’l:l‘l now the
trench in front had given a iv

“I'm going, O'Hara. Can't helpit. b i
must."”
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‘But as he spoke, frantic to he t
ot widing 5 st ki e e
screech and with the

ing burst of sound, a crash as
of the heavens splitting asunder, a shell
on the stairs. The dug-out,

into darkness, rocked with the
, Kenyon was hurled back against

concussion,
- the timbered wall, the floor seemed to rise

up under his feet and hit him, and he fell
forward, his senses numbed, seeing nothing,
earing dully the echoes dying away and
£ of earth falling.
He rose to his feet, thaken and swearing
softly, coughing as the dust settled on his
5. Then he laughed aloud.
% it's lucky!” he said. “The blasted
must have landed slap in the entrance.
By Jove! I might have heen hali-way up
the stairs.”

. He struck a match with a steady hand
and lit the candle which had fallen.

O'Hara lay quite still with his sound arm
‘once more protecting his face.

EKenyon, his nerves untouched by what
had happened, but with the necessity for
ing his men uppermost in his mind,
fearing that O'Hara might again detain
made for the entrance.
- then he stopped, sick with appre-

His blood ran cold and his heart
a beat or two.
the stairs up which he must climb
his company were blocked roof-
masses of stone and chalk and
timber, Sick with horror, he
at a bulk of timber and tugged.
move, he knew then that
1 blown in the entrance to the

it and that all escape was barred.
help should come he was a prisoner,

and perhaps even now his men were fighting]

KENYON looked at the solid planks
that formed the dug-out's walls and
A what hope was left died within him.
~ Then once more he tumed to the en-
., and filled with sudden, frantic rage
claw at the débris that blocked
tearing out stones and carth with
, exerting his utmost strength to
timber that, wedged fast between
and stairs, presented an impene-
barrier.
forbidden his men to enter the
here was he, their officer,
d have been with them in their
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could not
To be rescu

, he must be rescued fi

above—or not at all.

He stepped back and surveyed the pile
stones and ecarth that he had scattered
the doorway. The muscles of his
and back ached with the toil, the
trickled down his face and neck. He
done his best, and to what purpose?
well might he try to demolish the whole
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out to where the wounded man lay on
in the comer.
“O'Hara,” he said. -
O'Hara's face was like gray wax in the
Tight of the candle, his eyes were closed, his
lips parted.
“0’Hara, old man, how are you feeling?™

But O'Hara neither moved nor spoke.
Kenvon, with a sinking heart, touched
him gently. And then he understood.

O’Hara, whom he had tried to help, was
dead.

For a time Kenyon did not move
Accustomed though he was to death in all
its forms, nevertheless O'Hara's death
stirred him to the depths of his bei It
was not as though iﬁ:‘had died a :ﬁw‘u
death, in the open and under the sky;
O'Hara, brave and witty and happy, had
died—Kenyon's mind sought a o
like a rat in a trap, in the darkness, and
afraid. O'Hara, afraid! It was incredible.
No one in the battalion had shown such
reckless gallantry as had O'Hara and then
to die as he had died, a prisoner in a Ger-
man dug-out, and afraid! The thought
shook him.

Kenyon whistled softly under his breath.
And what chance of escape had he, him-
self? The onc passage to the air was
blocked. Would there even be air for him
to breathe? He sniffed the close, mt-
scented atmosphere. O'Hara had died like
aratina trap! Was he not also trapped?
He shivered and a sense ol;;{:redw,' of
herror of he knew not what, over him,

From where he stood, his back to the
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boards, the ha,ngmg
ments—he wondered whcum- their lnwful
owner were still alive, whether he were a
tmm“ or still fighting—the shelves, the
table, the chair, the pa stained
with blood, the straw, the r\ﬂre’:,ﬁand the
bed in the corner with 0'Hara lying dead.

Kenyon swore softly. It came to him
as & vague possibility that he too might die
in the dug-out. Supposing his men were
all killed! Who would know then what
hagd become of him?

And as he brooded on what might hap-
pen, each moment feeling the sense of de-
mon and dread growing within him, he

from a dark corner of the dug-out
‘where paper and books and straw had been
sciattered a faint scratching.

At first In paid no. heed T‘hrn the
ly alert
in every sense, he waited, suzm:h daring
1o draw a breath lest he miss what mlght
be happening. Something was moving in
the comer of the dug-out where the shad-

were darkest. He could see nothing
but he could hear some animal pattering
across the straw and papers.

And then two tiny beads of red fire ap-
peared in the darkness. Kenyon backed

the wall of the dug-out, and very

ly o huge pale-gray rat, mangy and

the bigrest he had ever seen, a

monster with g!rnmmg teeth and long

whiskers, came into the circle of yellow
candle-light and sat watching him.

Kenyon at the animal in horror,
And loathing such as he had never known
before gripped him.  His one impulse was
1o kill,

ing down swiftly, he seized a lumy
dmmschﬂk and threw it with all uﬁ
His throw went wide of the
the chalk crunched against the wall,
t’b! rat turned leisurely and slunk into

FERE

EENYON wiped the perspiration
from off his forehead. He felt sick
with Even though no mor-
tal eyes had seen him, he was ashamed.
Excuses to justify his terror crowded into
his mind. A man, placed as he was, a

_pﬁmr in & dug-out from which there was

it well be forgiven for losi
e i libtened, of that

He was not

a matter of duty, be afraid because a rat,
howe i however 2

ver big or

shuddered—was in the

ible! Nevertheless, when 3
he heard thé same stealthy rustling in the
comner, the same slow and cautious ap-
proach, he trembled.
This time the rat, if possible more re-
pulsive and loathsome than before, ambled
across the dug-out, not in Kenyon's direc-
tion, but toward the low bed where O
was lying.
a dog begging, its front paws bent, its gray
nose sniffing, its beady eyes red
candle-light, its naked tail lmld:ing
Kenyon, breaking loose from the &
bound him, made a sudden wild rush at it.

How it happened, be could not tell, but
the rat avoided him clumsily and crawled
under the bed. And to Kenyen the miost
horrible part of it all was that the animal
all through never hurried, never showed
the slightest fear, never recognized the fact
that he, the man, was his master,

“Come out, you devill"”

Fighting down the disgust that rose up
within him Kenyon picked up one of the Ger-
man rifles that lay in the comer and thrust
wildly at where he thought the rat would be.

“—— you, you beast! If L
T1H_TT choke your e out?” T

Blind rage against his tormentor had
taken possession of him. Ewven if he were
doomed never to escape, the rat would die.
For O'Hara's sake he, who had won the 1. 80
. on the battle-field, must conquer his fear.

A slight noise made him: turn. quickly.

EE.&

The rat was in the comer in which it had

first appeared, watching him almost as

though—Kenyon would have swom it—

as though amused.
With a snarl of fury, ImmTed:s last rem-

nants of self-control, be hurl :
rifle across the dug-out. The rat sq\u:.hx

whether in fear or from pain he could not
tell, and Kenyon was alone with O'Hara.
But he knew, he knew ns surely as though
he had been told, that his respite was not
for long. The rat would returmn, of course.
There was something vindictive and dé-
ter:unedc:[n the way in which. it slunk in
and out the black shadows, something
cunning and diabolical that chilled Ken-
yon's blood. Even for a trench-rat its
e ;
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ing maybe for their very lives, while he
sﬁo would lead them gladly against the
German trenches was sick with terror be-
cause a rat, & harmless, mangey rat, had
been imprisoned with him. He could have
cried for very shame's sake. And had he
not in his pride despized O'Hara but a
short hour since because his nerve had
failed him? Who was he to talk now of
‘manhood or courage, after this?

All at once, with a gasp of horror, as one
without warning into ice-cold
water, he became aware of a lean gray form
slinking along the floor.

Kenyon drew hiz revolver. He would
make no move until he could see more
s then a bullet would finish matters
once and for all.

But, although he had intended not to

his gaze from off his enemy—to fire

miss would be too awful—some instinct

im to turn his head quickly. He

is breath and could have shricked

eer jc. On the floor beside

table were two more rats, gray

i like the first, but smaller.
ied him with fierce eyes.

s hand and arm were shaking

ised the revolver and fired. As in

dream, he saw one of the rats flatten it-

self out, reddening the foor with its blood,

the straw.

‘With the echo of his shot reverberating
through the dug-out, Kenyon cocked his
revolver and whgded about.

Then, his senses in a whirl, mad with fury
and fear and nausea, he fired three times
in quick succession. The big, dropsical
rat, the abomination that was driving him
mad, sat like a vulture on the edge of the
bed by the side of O'"Hara's body.

AS HE fired Kenyon knew that he

was shouting incoherently: what he

said, whether the string of words

made sense, he neither knew nor cared.
“Splinters flew back as the bullets plowed

+ into the thick planking, but the rat crawled
over 0'Hara's body and disappeared on the

i
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Kenyon waited, his heart beating like a  far side of the bed, untouched and, even
steamer’s .hlspusuh‘ now, d in its s, Ken-
straining his ears that he might not lose the  yon stooped down and fired under the bed.
slightest sound and hearing close at hand — Then, dazed and sick, stunned by & new
a scuffling and a thin and far misf; , Kenyon straigh d up. He
away, above his head, the dull booming had onc cartridge left and no more. His
that he knew so well. His men were fight-  pouch was empty.

For a moment there came to him the
wild thought of putting his last bullet
through his brain and so ending his agony.

But would it be ended? Could he, &
British soldier—and God, what a miserable
specimen of a British soldier—desert O'Hara
now, when he needed him most? Had
O'Hara deserted him when he lay hwlm.
caught in the German barbed wire? Would
it be fair to leave ('Hara, dead, and unable
to defend himself? Was O'Hara the
less worthy now that he no | N'[\:w
No, a thousand times! He wou!g fight on
as he had always fought, coward though he
owned himself, unworthy though the enemy
might be, until he could fight no longer.

Kenyon had lost all count of time, in
carrying O'Hara he had broken his watch,
but what seemed an eternity of waiting
passed before the rat reappeared.

It was not alone. The snuffling and
squeaking behind the timbers had wamned
Eenyon of what he might expect. Yet
could a rat, even a trench-rat, war's most
loathsome product, summon help? He
laughed wildly.

They came on him suddenly. Almost
before he realized it he was fighting, laying
about him once more with the rifle; m
ing a wide circle from where he
‘Then he stopped, exhausted and despairing.
What was the P

Some he had killed—one, two, three,
four—the others—seven of them—sat just
out of reach of his rifle, that clu; éﬂ‘-
man weapon, and watched him. big
gray rat, the leader—Kenyon knew it must
be the leader—was still alive. Its whole
attitude was one of mockery and scorn.
It seemed to be sneering at him, i
him to do his worst. It could not
and yet to Kenyon's tortured mind it said:

“You can not kill me. Try again, my
gallant officer, and you will find that I am
right. I am too strong, too poweriul, too
clever. Who are you, proud soldier, to
strive against me? My time is coming. T
can afford to wait. Can you?"

“You fiend!” said Kenyon. “You fiend
from helll"
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!h raised the rifle slowly and it it
tinm:.nﬂ'dy-tdth I' crash, but the old rat
had mmlﬁ t-a foot further away,

“Did I not tell you?"' It seemed to say.
*Whas I not right, my fine gentleman?  You
can not harm me! Hero you might once
‘have been, but now you are afraid!”

“Oh, God!" said Kenyon. “Oh, God

mel"
N%l@l to his unutterable shame, for it
proved how very low he had sunk, how
small & man he “really was, he found that
e was weeping, sobbing with fear and
, 88 though his aching heart would
break, even as O'Hara had sobbed after the
ell had broken his nerve.
Was this the end then? Must he die
lhis. deep underground, surrounded by
a prisoner, robbed of every manly
he had possessed? Once he had
been proud, and justly proud, of what he
was; now mts had proved to him his

i
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Suddenly, without warning, and it only
wanted this disaster to complete his misery,
the candle, his one comfort, flickered and
went out, leaving him in darkness blacker
than the blackest night. And with the
darkness came terror such as he had nover
known, a terror that was agony, a terror
that stole from him his last remaining shred
of selisrespect and filled him with a blind
desire 1o shriek for mercy, to force his way
out of his prison at all costs, to pray, to
scream, o else to die quickly, before terror
killed him.

Shaking all over, his very strength sapped
by fear, he fumbled through his pockets
a piece of candle still re-

mmnd. He found only letters, letters
from his wife, letters he might have an-
swered, a pocketbook, a bank-note-case
of French notes and some silver

JFE

m scufiling and rustling and squeaking
mﬁnuder and more insistent.
W.ir.h the coming of the darkness the
mis were bolder. Their smell sickened
him.

He struck a match, and holding it aloft
shrank from the sight that met his eyes—
ynine, ten—iwelve—fifteen mts.  The
burned his fingers and went out, leav-
intmthllim,aaalm impression, the big

; scabrous beast, sitting on
itshmcg ayndamy

gggmﬂdaz:nrﬁxgnna:
fired his revolver: then
blmdiy he kicked something

and flabby and stumbling over the table

fell with a crash on hands and knees.
Sharp teeth met in the fleshy part of his.
thumb. He screamed aloud in insane
panic and hit out madly with his revalver.

?.

And as he dealt blows right and left in
darkness, still on his knees, sobbing like
some hysterical woman, he called to mind
the memory of other days-sllch happy
days they seemed—when he, an officer in-
the Royal South Irish Fusiliers—long lines:
of khaki with the bayonets dazeling in' the
sunshine—had fought by the light of day
with human brings. Now, alone and far
from all help, a clumsy mountebank, &
laughing stock, he fought with ratsl And
in this Iast most terrible battle there would:
be no quarter.

Doomed to die—like a ratl Words of
fire danced before his eyes.

Like a rat! He hit out with mvaga
energy, cursing like any fouls
private—he, the poet, the scholar, the
hero—and crawled slowly around th!ﬂw
driving his enemy before him, feelin
the fascination of horror the soft fllri(ldlu
of the slain.

Anon, exhausted, panting for breath, he
staggered to his feet and groped his way to
whiere O'Hara was lying:

He must not desert O'Harn, of course:.
O'Harz had saved him from the
he would save O'Hara from the rats, He
would stay with him to the end. What
end? He wondered. Was he going mad?
God in heaven! He had no choice? He
made & virtue of what must be.  Stay with
O'Haral. How could he leave him?  What
way of cscape was there? He was doomed-
—doomed to die like a rat, fighting rats.

And after that there followed a lifetime
of horror. The blackness choked him,
enveloped him like a pall. His tongue, a
strip of dried lenther, clave to the roof of
his mouth, the pit of his stomach
sunk and empty, cold waves of fear swept
over him, the blood thundered in his ears,

his eyes, open to their widest, ached with the
blacknes.

strain of trying to pierce the

And as he crouched beside the
boy, his hands moved to nndim,np
down, ceaselessly, feeling in each
touching from time to time O'Hara’s

§§RE




128

features or his hands or his body to reassure
himself that all was well. When, as often
happened, his fingers came in contact with
a rat, hthins and terror would overwhelm
him and he would strike with his bare fists
or make a sudden grab and sometimes, to
his horror, find hl:ﬂstlfﬂgurgofr} sngd—
gling, squirming, bi ul ur an
mﬂs'aﬂr}d mtﬁr never for one in-
stant did the rustling and scuffling and
squeaking and pattering of feet cease.
Never was he free from the knowledge
that behind his back the big, gray rats were
watching him, biding their time, exulting
in his degradation. He, who had been
proud, was in their power.
And then when flesh and blood could no
stand the strain, when he felt that
in grim earnest was coming, he
lit one of his last three matches. It splut-
tered and flared up.
At the foot of the bed sat the big, pale-
rat, hideous and bloated, its eyes
Ezk.ﬁ with the knowledge of all evil, its
nose sniffing and turned this way
md um. its purpese unconcealed.
‘The match went out and Kenyon, shout-
h%d;cum made a grab at the monster,
, & little later he put the muzzle of
the revolver to his head and pulled the
, the click of the hammer mocked
effort. The bullet he had meant to
save had been wasted. It was not his fate
die by his own hand; he must fight while
e lasted.  Did he not belong to the South
Trish, o regiment that had never yet given
in to an enemy? Was he to give in now?
And once more, his breath was coming
in deep sobs, he began the slow, groping,
circular movement with his hands, knowing
tht un every side were rats, ten, twenty,
God alone knew the number
—-.mmmndr him, closing in nearer and
nearer, walchmg him with red eyes, licking
their lips, certain of their prey.

‘%
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PRIVATE SULLIVAN clutched at
Lance-Corporal 0'Grady's arm.
“Whist! What the divil's that,

Terence?”

The two soldiers halted and listened.

The dug-out in which they stood, the
fourth in succession which they had entered
without going above ground, differed in no
wise from the others they had ransacked;
there was the same ook of desolation, the
same unwholesome smell of damp garments

e .
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of equipment and scraps of food on ﬁon:
and table, the same untidy bedding on the
bunks  built up, shiphoard-fashion, one
above the other against the walls.

But the deep stillness of the other rooms
of this human warren, a stillness that had
been broken only by the distant thunder
of the guns, was gone. From close at hand
there came a faint groaning as of one in
deepest agony and the sound of slow and
tired footsteps shuffling wearily to and fro.

“ 'Tis some one in another room,” said
O'Grady.

Sullivan gazed about him. The noise
most surely came from the other side of the
wall at the further end of the dug-out.

“Ien’t that a door yonda?" he said sud-
denly. “Lukl"

They moved slowly toward the door
which was built of the same thick timbers
as those that lined the walls.

The moaning seemed fainter, the foot
steps had stopped.

“What is it, Dan? Is it a German?"

“Open it quick!" said Sullivan.

0'Grady pulled at the wooden Jatch and
stood aside as the door swung slowly in-
ward, his rifle in his hands, ready for what
might come.

Sullivan held up his candle and peered
into the blackness.

“Howly Mither of Godl" he cried and
started back.

For standing in the dug-out, staring at
him with wild, red-rimmed eyes and gray,
corpse-like face, was a man muttering to
himself, clad in tom, blood-stained khaki.
Beside him stretched on a low bed, was a
dead body, half-covered with a brown
blanket. And on the floor were rats; &
score, al least, all dead and mangled.

“By Jasus, 'tis Captain I(.cnym, anld
O'Grady in a shocked wl
what we were thinking was kill ud.\yl"

“For pity's sake!" E:lid SulJ]\'aan:nmbf
“Luk, will ye! The inthrance is all
shtopped up.  Poor fellal”

“But did he not see that there was a
door?” said O’Grady,

And as the two soldiers, bewildered and
startled by what met their eves, wai
the scarecrow whom they had [M
into battle, their officer, gave a hoarse,
shrill scream and with bloody hands fung
himself on a huge gray rat which was
crawling slowly away into the shadows.
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“Thve got yml" shouted the scarecrow.
- “T've got you, you old devill You thought
you'd escape,  but couldn’t — you
couldn't—you hell's fiend—we never give
T—we—>"

‘Then he stood up, the dead rat in his red
hands, and began to laugh so strangely and
s0 mirthlessly that the two soldiers shrank
back out of his reach.

“What is it?” said ('Grady in a hushed
voice. “What's he afther domg?™

“He's an ori'cer,” said Sullivan, “an’ a
good man. Terence, there’s been quare
wurrk here this past night. We'd besht be
gittin' him away at wance. Captain Ken-

, yer honor,” he spoke gently and sooth-

ly, as though to a child, “will verself
not come up into the fresh air, an’ have a
luk at the bhoys?"

‘The officer passed his hand wearily
across his forehead.

“Kenyon,” he said in a low voice. “Yes
—of course, I'm Kenyon. I've been here—
a long time, eh? In the dark, fighting—

ting with those devils.”
ut when they tried to lead him away
he resisted.

*And leave him!” he pointed to the dead
body, “With them!” He gave another
wild laugh. “My God, nol”

He had fought with the rats for O'Hara's
sake and he had won. Was he to hand
over his friend now? That the dug-out had
another entrance, that the door was hid-
den by the hanging clothes, that a push
wwldhnv:um a way of escape, he
neither knew nor cared. He had E:slr_n
off the rats and O'Hara was saved.

else mattered.
m%lot until they had lifted O'Hara from
the bed on which he had died and bome
him through into the next dug-out and so
on into another and up the steep steps into
the mojr did Kenyon feel that his work
was

Noth-

It was dawn, the sun had rizen and was
shining from a clear blue sky, soft white
clonds touched with pink sailed slowly
overhead, a faint brecze blew from the
mtwnnl; the purple and violet and gold
at a distant hillside showed up beyond the
dark green woods in front; red poppies and
white daisies nodded in the glr):sisr,’ every-
thing was clean and Eres:n and beautiful.

, conscious of a strange peace,
about him. The dull thunder of
guna that never rested, night or day,

.. *Eg

and the dead lying in the chalk with cov-
ered hon, brought to his mind & -
men in llw trench distrustfully. were
they? He did not know them. Had they
seen him before, these dirty, unshaven men
in khaki? He wondered. Perhaps, i

they were friends. Perhaps they
share his triumph.

“Look!” he said. “Look herel!” He
held by its tail the big, gy rat. He
laughed aloud. “Seeit! Isn't it a beauty?
1 killed it.” -His rage and terror returned.
“You devill” He shuddered with uncon-
trollable loathing. “You beast—take it
away, quick—oh, my God! Some one—for
God's sake!” His voice rose to & Scream.
“Take it away—quick, or it'll kill me."”

Then, shaking off the that gripped
him, he hur]edgrhe rat :ﬁllht

rapet ang laughed triumphantly, staring
F:mpcnun to man, until all ft uu:yhe broke
off as if about to choke and, clutching lt
Sullivan’s arm, began to weep,
be taken away from the trenches unher—
he did not say who—would kill him.

“He was like that in the ::g—wt," said
Sull:van dryly, “only not so

“He’s mad, that's what's the matther,”
said the company sergeant-major, “an’ tis
shell-shock that's afther doin’ the damage
—whin the dug-out was blown in on of
him. The besht orf'cer in the bat :
the bravest man iver T seen in it, an’ cast

eves on him now! Dear, dearl Let's
ETgtltin‘ him out o' this. Ci BOTT,
all rum oW,

come with me. Sure, ye're
There's no call to worry!"™
The M. 0., even beiore he had heard
what had happened to the dug-out, said it
was shell-shock, the worst case he had ever
had the misfortune to see. Kenyon scarces
Iy understoad; he did not care what
called it; all he asked for was to be taken
away from the war, do;
There was only the one thing to
sent him to England, a bmlm,ﬂdt&m
wreck with terror lurking in his sunken ey
a poor, sick man who cried weakl
left by himself with no one near at
call in case they, his enemies, found him.

THERE came a day when he was
well enough to see his wife.
his hand in hers. Ken felt s
comforted and yet nshnmdym L, a]mhm

o

She sat by his bedside and held
oo
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wumkmi.
why in the years before mankmd
went md, had been =0 blind? Now it
date. How could he, a coward,
that any woman, much Irss
woman, could still love him?
ild he, who had shown himself
soldier, who had disgraced his
ld up his head again? And
, had dared look down on Ponr
finest man God ever made!
was not until Kenyon had left the
ital and had for three long weeks been
Fate to act a lie, that the truth

FLETERE
ga.iii%a%?

e

calm evening in September, he
wile walked side by side between
hedges of box. The sun had set
n hlaze of glory and the sky still glowed
crimson and gold in the west, rooks cawed
sleepily in the elm-trees behind the house
and from near at hand a thrush sang a last
L.
mmm to time some iresistible im-
would urge Kenyon to glance over
r, as though suspacious that
was stronger now, but he
not say what, even to himseli—
mfollnm:ug at his heels.
Bia an arm through his.
, what is it?"

And unu he stopped and releasing her
lmbg;uﬂy, stood studying the freshness of

B‘EE
ie

iE‘

her

"Whl.nlt Alan? Why are you looking
at me like that?

He himseli together. The part

he played sickened him. Yet play it he
must to the bitter end.
“¥ou're too good for me, sweetheart.”
“Too good!" said his wife. “Youl”
The she felt was exg ] in
her voice. She, too good for him! After
what he had done and suffered for his

“ng:'- she said softly, “what is it,
dearest? Old boy, sometimes 1 wonder if
you really understand how much you mean
to me. You're everything I've got; every-
When you were out in France,
bravely, suffering all those hard-

> nearly died. T don't know now,
dearest, how I lived through all those
months of waiting. It was agony. Any

migh

“T used to find myseli thml.mg “Where
is he now? What iz he doing? Is
battle?” And I would feel that my heart
was breaking. It didn't matter where I
was or with whom. And, Alan, I couldn’t
cry. I wasn't able to—not then. T sul-
fered too much.”

She hesitated, smiling a little, her eyes
soft with tears.

“T thought I'd tell you, old boy, to let

u know what you mean to me. If
{:d been kil U'd have died.
wouldn't have been worth living any longer.
I'm not brave, dear. And I was so
of you, dearest, so awfully proud of what
you did. It isn't—isn’t every woman that
has a hero for a husband. It makes it
worse, doesn't it, me, being such a coward?™

Kenyon felt 1]ml he was choking. B

“A coward!” he muttered. “No, love,
not that! You're no coward, love. My
Godl And I never knew—never. And
you think I'm brave! You say you're

proud of me! Doris, you're wrong—you've
Imm wrong all nlong Oh, my Gedl I
wish—I wish:

A longing to confess, to have her share
his secret, curged over him. But he knew
in his heart it would never be. Thn%
the whole world should learn the truth,
wife must never know. He must keep his
secret, hard though it might be.

HE SHIVERED and glanced once

more over his shoulder into the

purple shadows, afraid lest down

the path l.etuc-en the tall dark hedges there
might come stealing after him, . . .

His wife put her hands on hit arms. In
her voice was a sudden note of fear.

“Alan, what is it, lovetr Why are you
looking like that? Hadn't you better come
in? It's—it’s getting a bit chilly."

“I'm not—not quite myself sometimes,”
he said hoarsely. *“It's—" he found the lie
ready to his lips, “it's those shells. I keep
thinking every minute—->"

“T understand. [ know what it must
have been, dear."”

“I'm not fit to be your husband, Daris.
I'm—I'm a wreck, now; good for nothing—
good for nothing atall, I'm sorry ﬁuryw
sake, dear, but I can't help it. " I wish
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could. My soldiering’s finished, and I'm

not wanted—I'm . They won't
mdmwtagam— know what I am.
I'm not all that you think 1 am, Doris.

Wil ive me?""
Shzwlwiiu? at him with a wistiul ex-
There was something he was
from her, some secret that was hers
by n,gin. to share, He was in trouble, yet
he dared not tell her what was wrong.
That he, her husband, once so proud, so
aﬂhehmt. he, this quiet man with the
lines of suE:nng in his face, could have
been so brave in battle, and then, broken
in health and 5me could have come to her
beseeching her pardon for what he had not
dwe, was rst all undenumdmg She felt

ble, yet glad to think that
el o

*Alan, there's something wrong, I know.
Why won't you tell me? Can't you trust
me, love?"

And, as she watched him, she felt sud-
denly that the love she bore him was like o
mother's love toward her little son. He
wms in trouble and in need of comfort.
‘Was not that sufficient?

He had drawn back and was staring at her
with the weary look she knew so well.

“Cant you tell me?” she repeated.

not?"

M{lhoughl of denial had vanished. She
hiad said that samething was wrong, Could
he deny it? And yet he dared not tell.
His had sealed his lips. Coward
though he might be, to her he must be a

hero until his dying day.
"Nu ™ he said, “I ¢

then something came rustli

th‘mwh the hedge, some animal.  Kenyon
uttered a hoarse cry of fear as a rat brushed
inst his leg and vanished headlong into

My God—it's found me.
see? Doris, it's found me.”

He shivered with terror, uncontroilable.

#Alan, what is it? Alan, dear, don't
look like that, for pity's sake!
" The pressure of her hands on his steadied
him and gave him strength. The love and
pisy in her eyes urged him to speak.

“I killed it,"” he said. “Yes, I did kill it,
I rcmr.mb:rnow—m the dug-out. T must
be mad, because if T killed it, then it can't
—" Some thread seemed to snap and he
broke off abruptly. “Did I frighten you,
dearest? You understand now, though,

%

Dorig—did

don't T'm a coward, afraid of rats”

ﬁwbwmahw mm =
wvoice, he nothing,

excusing no; ha told ut‘ the dug-out
and the explosion, his fight with the Tats,
his fear and O'Hara’s death.

“I'm a broken man. I'll never belaur
use again. They said it was shell-shock.
But it isn't. God, no! It's just that I"n
afraid of rats. That’ < all, nothing but rats.

T'd rather die a hundred d-eadn. I'd suffer
anything, rather than face them again,
It's true, Doris, T would. And they called
me bravel Mel Why, Doris, I'm as big
a coward as ever walked this earth!

‘Do you know that I'm saying now what
I thought I never could say—even to
Do you wonder that Imy:::;erahlew
unhappy? Could I be anything clu? I'\M
lost everything; my pnc{e
and now—now, that you Ir.now I’ve knt
you. How could you bear me any respect
after—after what I told you?”

The bitterness with which he ended
brought the tears to her eyes.

“You're my husband,” she said and she
smiled tenderly. “Is uut that sufficient?
Need T say more than that? Alan, you've
told me your secret, now I'll tell you mine.”

"\’:s he said le “Yes, dear.”

I)arhng I loved you when you were
strong and well and had little real need of
me, you know that, don't you? But, Alas,

I was always a little afraid of you, you were
so clever! I loved you still more when
were far away in France, and T rmduﬂm
you'd done and how brave you were, but it
{rightened me when I thought of the Iilﬂ:u‘-
ence between us.  But, dearest, now that
you've come back to me, tired and worn
out and ill, now that you've told me what
you've suffered, T love ﬂlnll ever
1 did—and I think fm“hmk you're the
bravest man I ever heard of "

He stared at her in dumb amazement.
Had she not understood what he had said,
or must he put things even more plainly?
He had made it clear that he wasa coward,
yet she still loved him!, Tt was impossible,
of course. How could she love a man who
was afraid, not of shells, but of rats?

Then, with the same tender smile on her
lips and her eyes shining, she put her h‘llﬂ
on his shoulders and kissed him dl

“You're mine, Alan, and tlm'!

Come, dear, it's getting dark, Well p
iudwls." .l

1
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Awthor of “A New Keeper of the Wompum," *“The Roven Mocker,” ele.

HE red news of St Clair's
defeat on the Wabash was being
carried by the triumphant
Miami along the Maumee to
the east, and south to the Ohio. Little
Turtle, whose fathers kindled the first fires
at Detroit, had counted his second great
coup over the whites. His defeat of
General Harmar on the Maumee the pre-
ing Fall, however, was not to be com-
with this terrific punishment of St.
Clair's army. And through the desolate
November forests sped the exulting mes-
sengers chosen “to carry the red” The
Miami were noted for swiftness of foot,
and the red news radiated rapidly. Chicka-
saw and Cherokee, south of the Kentucky
wedge of civilization separating them from
their Northern brothers, would take heart
again and forget okl feuds in a common

assault on the white settlements. Once
the red sticks proclaimed the great victory
to the Eastern tribes old hopes would
blaze up.

Abreast of the red sticks raced the lean
and lanky Kentucky scout, Joe Bund,
striving to cutstrip the red death and wam
the settlements and lonely cabins along the
Ohio that hell was loosed, that the son of
a Miami chief and a Mohican mother was
reaching his tomabawk over the fair
country.

The Miami called Bund the Eagle,
Eendawn. He had lost precious time by
sticking to the fighting till the retreat
sounded and became a ghastly rout. It
was midday of that fateful  November
fourth before he drew clear of the ruck of
fugitives. And even then, although real-
izing many lives depended upon his fleet
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tched for surprise attacks,
But he was human and he had lingered
till every vestige of hope was gone. Asa
result he wasg:m l'hcpcﬁrsl tﬁ leave the
stricken field.
m::lﬂ:&out L%:mthw silent lumd.s were
wil e swift-stealing enemy,
and he could only hope there were none
directly ahead. That some had passed
his way was made evident by the bodies
of the glain militiamen he occasionally came
upon. These poor devils had fled at the
first assault only to be overtaken. If a
few won clear to spread the alarm their
cowardice was partly atoned for,
For weapons the scout retained his knife
and warax; for sustenance, a pouch of
«corn which he munched as he mn.
hours he sped through the interminable
forest before coming to a settlement. This
consisted of half a dozen new cabins on
Stillwater Creek, erected a few months
before when it was believed that St.
Cluu' 's expedition would make the country

H! groaned in deep relief as a tall man,
EKentucky rifle in hand, emerged from the
nearest cabin. He had feared the Indians
had made the creck ahead of him, The
settler on recognizing the forest dress of
the scout dipped up a gourd of water from
a pail and ran forward to meet the runner,
his eyes lighting wildly. A woman ap-
peared in the doorway behind him, her face
strained and white, two children clinging
to her skirts,

“Sainclair’s licked ter hell!” were Bund's

words. “Been afeerd I'd git here too
Iate. The Injuns are on both sides of ye
but I reckon the path due south is open.
Tell yer neighbors! Strike for the Ohiol
Little Turtle'll be swarmin’ down this crick
in no time."

The man stared stupidly; the woman
reacted instantly. Uttering a sharp com-
mand to the children she darted back
into the cabin to make up some light packs.
“The children ran to the other cabins shrilly
shricking—

“Injuns! Injuns!"
The man sll!l\’trv:d and nervously exam-
ined his rifle and glared apprehensively

mdunimm&m;dm

“Thought Saincliir was goin' to
‘em their needin's,” he muttered ulgt:
gmulhmd against a stump, pumping

reat)

Bund held out I.hegnmﬂ and while the
settler’s shaking hand was filling it he'
rapidly informed:

“Everything done WIONg. Harmar Iﬂd
him he was mgfor a lickin’. T told him the
same thing when he lost so much time at
this very crick. Why, afore we left here
the six-months’ men was bleatin’ to
home. He never oughter took any
months' men for Injun fightin’, Righk
after we quit here the bread
Week afore we struck the river m near

Colonel Hamtranck's first regiment o'
reg'lars—our best troops—was sent after
om.

“Then we was outfitted poor. Lots of
gUns was no
would scarcely
gick he couldn't git on his hoss without

strick the Wabash and camped.
was night jafore last. And Sainclair didn't
have any guides worth shucks, and they
didn’t even know they'd reached the
Wabash. Think o' that! I back
yesterday mornin’ when it was still cold
and dark, and was makin’ my report to
Major Ouldham—they got him—when the
devils jumped us, more'n a thousand of
‘em, Little Turtle in command. General
Butler was killed—"

“Gawd! One of our best officers,” gasped

the settler. 3
B

“He had lots of co
Bund, tightening his |
hours we dropped nine hundred men in'a

patch no bigger'n ten acres. For miles

the woods is plastered with
o scared man can heave away.

Seage hel

for the Ohio. The heathen's carryin® the
red sticks to the Alleghany and Kultlltkr

Better Imlp yer woman hurry up a bit
I'm off.”

He darted away just in time to escape
a dozen men and women running {m'u.vd
to question him.  Although young in years
he was a veteran in border craft. He could
not understand how commanders could
proceed as had Harmar and St

learned. The Braddock

for.

Clair, .
He wondered if the lesson would W&

L.
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and this over defeat
E_, of St. Clair sickened him with the con-

'_ Light as a shadow he threaded the forest,
akirted , and crossed unnamed
sireams on driftwood or by swimming the
walters, his ever secking a pioneer’s
o All ﬂ him were speeding the
red sticks, At any moment he might
encounter the van of the raiders, for several
had left the river ahead of him.
another twenty-four hours the
whole Ohio country, from the river to the
id be blazing with triumph-
And he shuddered as he
not fortunate encugh to

E%

EE

F] IT WAS on the edge of evening—
[ and he had run like 2 machine since
t“ warning the Stillwater Creck settle-

ment—that he came to halt. He had

pushed back his light fur cap when

clipped through his left arm and
pinned it to his deerskin hunting shirt,
He dmpptd behind a black walnut in-
stantly, and his assailant sounded a yell
of triumph and leaped from cover. With
the resilience of tempered steel the scout

“sprang to his feet, his right arm whipping
back and then forward; and the Miami
mdmmﬂ: the war-ax buried in his

Without pausing to recover his ax Bund
resumed his flight, breaking off the arrow-
head and withdrawing the shait as he ran.
his teeth and free fingers he bandaged
the wound and fashioned o sling of rawhide

“T'll be cussed if I ain't fetched up m!ll
‘em. Pretty good runnin’, and they b
hours' start o' me. Little Turtle st rted
em

Now to break through and take the lead.
cuss's war-whoop is drawin’
‘em in on me from all directions.”

E

was shown by a shrill u]nhg]n! :
west. More ominous was the uznuhg'
signal on the scout’s left, for it was closer
at hand. The gathering dulnm M
ened his line of vision and forced him

lessen his pace. The war-cry of the mrﬁoc
he had slain was drawing the savages in to
investigate why he did not answer their
signals.

Now that finesse must take tim‘fhm of
speed Bund halted and arranged
about his wounded arm and briefly pon-
dered over his predicament. The advance
puard of victorious warriors, shrewdly
rushed toward the Ohio-by Little
instead of being allowed to tarry for the
terrible scenes following the massacre, was
well abreast if not entirely surrounding him.
These would be picked warriors, traveling
inst and furous to prevent fugitives from
warning the river settlements.

The scout had lost some four hours by
remaining to fight the rear-guard action.
‘The dead Indian’s war-cry had ad:
the discovery of & victim; his failure to
sound the scalp-halloo had told the rest
of the story.

“They know he's wiped out, and now
they’ll try to bottle me up,” Bund told
himself as he felt his way with his feet
through a dark grove. “Reckon I'm =2
mighty poor Eau:lcv—-mcleu Suinclair's
lickin® will send this neck o' the woods to

the devil a-flvin"."

The black growth gave way Loan opening
as Bund discovered by the sudden re-
appearance of stars in the frosty heavens.
He crouched warily and cursed hisill-luck.
The opening was an additional handicap.
To make a detour would cost precious time
and probably throw him into the clutches
of the Miami. To advance was to discard
his last defense—secrecy—providing  the
waryiors in the rear should hn- close nrﬁnnd
And he believed they were.

A sharp velp on his right, hl}:kk]y
answered by a similar signal on
forced his decision.  But what put new life
into his heels was the repetition of the call
a short distance behind him. Without
hesitating longer he scudded into the

opening.

He had covered only a few rods when he
struck a patch of corn, and his heart quailed
in anguish. Comn meant a cabin, and &
cabin with the Miami already upon it.



Red Sticks

they m;ted have their
“his knees to locate the squal
ngainst the skyline.
There it stood, black and silent, an
outpost of the wh:te man's hunger for home
land, symbolic of the whole bloody
business ol remaking a continent. Hordes
of adventurers had come and gone up and
down the Ohio and Mississippi without
leaving a trace, except as rusty bits of war-
hamess and broken bones were sometimes
found in the forest mold. But such wan-
derers had come for gold and their impress
on the country was as transitory as the
I.mls their fect had made.
“This small structure of laboriously hewn
mﬁbﬂ rmanency, something to be
a.ndpccvughl for. And, God! What
iy would his message bring to many
:uch humb]e habitations were he spared to
continue his mission.

He ran to the door and his flesh crawled
when he found it wide open. Falling on
his knees he swept his free hand over the
floor of hard-packed earth.

*There ain't no one here,” he whispered,
his dread of finding silent forms dropping
from him. “Thank Godl Some o' the
deserters got through and fetched the

"
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Now that he was in the cabin he becume
conscious of an awful thirst. It seemed
as th his lungs would burst if he did
not water. He located a gourd but
it was empty. There was a kettle in the
fireplace, also empty. By the feel of the

ashes he knew the fire had died out a good
hours back. The occupants prob-

had fled carly that moring, warned

By soldiers who had deserted the night
before the battle. Next his exploring hand
fell upon & tiny moccasin, and he knew
frantic parents were being handicapped in
their flight by a little child. With peculiar

m for detail his mind instantly
i child was a girl.

But of drink there was nothing. He
tened and bumped hiz head on a
shelf. His right hand flew to it at

once and he grunted softly as his fingers
closed about a small, wide-necked bottle.

H\Ill;n!y tearing off the birch-bark cover

with his teeth he was rewarded by a faint
aroma of whisky. He tipped the bottle
‘eagerly but his lips remained dry. He was
puzzled as well as disappointed.  The bottle

desperate situation he took
the bottle on the floor and
fingers. . He drew forth some kind of fruit.
Placing it in his mouth he
ecstatically, murmuring—"“Wild
put up in whisky, only the whisky's most.
gone.”

He hastily placed several more of the
little cherries in his mouth, ind
finish_the bottle, when a soft movement:
outside the cabin wamed him he
tarried too long. To the untrained ear it
might have been the bea of a night
bird's wing, or the n]mastl-t;‘:ndihll foot-
fall of a wolf, But Bund interpreted it
correctly, Hastily up‘pulx the bottle
side down in his palm he caught the
served fruit and dropped it into a pocket
of his hunting shirt. ‘T his
l;nife]and stepped to the door.

A low signal rippled round the opening,
telling-him the cabin was inside the circle.
One or more savages had come to in 3
the small building. The scout to
the Jeit of the door so that his
might have free play, and waited.

There was no further sound but he soon
discerned a dark object on a level with his
eyes and within a foot of him. A warrior
had thrust his head over the threshold.
Thc scout detected his suppressed breath-

Motionless and holding his m 3
hmlh he drew back the knife, h
savage would withdraw and report ¢ :phﬂ
deserted. The warrior made a guttural
sound and began sniffing cunn\ls:i\"e

Bund immediately guessed truth.
The Miami had caught the scent of the
preserved fruit and the faint odor of
whisky. He grunted joyously and s
over the threshold his right hand
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back,

on Bund's face. He essayed to
a shrick of warning pealing from his lips,
but Bund lunged chbul:clv. The < sa

ke O e 0 0 a Los s e s ek

went to his knees, the knife buried in
throat. Over the writhing body leaped
the scout only to run into the arms of
several Indians,

The shouts of triumph quickly
to the death-cry as the }2
over the body of the dead savage. Aﬁu
sprang up as if W and by its
flare Bund read a purpose in the
ferociously painted faces.

I
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ml;;:pt by spitting a cherry into the

torturer.
Then in the Mralm dialect:
“If your chief’s mother hadn't been a
you'd be running toward the
setting sun today. Miami men are old
women. You are flect of fvot as the ante-
Jope because you've been chased from your
hunting grounds by Potawatomi, Kickapoo,
Shawnee, and every other tribe that's
wanted your land. You have run away so
much—"

- He ceased his harangue to gape in amaze-
ment. The burning bark had been removed
from his hand before it could do any harm,
and his captors were ignoring him to stare
at hcl:l in Lhe

It was cherry, tiny and
firm and mund 3n:l red. Its effect had
been more striking than a bullet. The
circle of morose faces were glaring at it
incredulously. At last the savage holding
it gingerly raised it to his nose and sniffed;
then placed it in his mouth. The circle
grunted and waited for his decision.

MA fresh, ripe cherry,” he announced,
licking his hps over the suggestion of
whisky accompanying the fruit.

Bund, who hac? only hoped his raillery
would I:nng a merciful death by tomahawl
or knife, now understood that the cherry
m a miracle to them. Taking advantage

the flickering light and the absorbed
ltl.munn of his captors he managed to fish
cut two of the tiny fruit and pass them to
his mouth unnoticed.

“An evil spirit whispers to Papakeecha,”
protested a warrior. “Cherries have not
ripened for many moons. Snow is on the
way. Do flowers grow in Winter? Do
birds mate after the leaves fall?  There are
no ripe cherries.”

Bund broke in:

“Flat Belly has heard no evil spirit. He
has seen the magic of Kendawa, whose
manito is mighty.”

“The Eagle flies over the ground, but is
be a magician?” demanded the skeptic.

“The white man's manito works when he
is needed. Kendawa is a magician,” re-
plied Bund; and he expelled a cherry into
the face of the last speaker.

of his torturer.

appearance. To

delicately split it with his knife
closed the pit. As a final test he

it into h]spmom_h The others m
him with breathless interest and observed

palate was tickled by the suggestion of
fire-water, and was soothed by the piquancy
of the tart fruit, doubly delectable now
Winter was swinging down from the
North.

“Prob'ly the first redskins to taste a wild
cherry out of season,"” thought B

“Kendawa’s manito is mighty,”
the warrior after swallowing the cherry.
“We have only known him as one who runs
swiftly. Now he is a ian,
show his magic to Michikinikwa.™

The scout grew cold. He had no desire
to face Little Turtle, who had won highest
Rl.au.' among the Miami despite the fact

is father’s rank had helped him nome.
For, by the Indian rule of the Minmi of
tracing ancestry through the mother,
was & Mohican. He had gained place and
fame while young because of his unusual
merits. To impose on such would require
the utmost nerve and finesse.

“He shall escape the torture so long as
he spits ripe cherries,” declared Flat Belly.

Bund winced. If not discovered his
stock of cherries could not exceed more

g?
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manded to instantly refill the pocket.

“Let him spit more cherries now," urged
a savage, whose wrinkled nostrils evidenced
he had caught the subtle scent of the
preservative,

“Kendawa's manito works not at the
word of a Miami squaw,” tily
informed Bund.

The savage caught hiz right hand and
closed his teeth on a finger, intending to
bite off & nail, but Flat Belly took umbrage
and gu!]ed him back, reminding:

“He is my prisoner, Mine was the first
band to touch him.”

By this time warriors were in
from the forest, the word having
E::dthatamlghtywhlwnﬂ ‘had

captured; a man who held
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the seasons was a unigue dis-
tinction. His was the first hand to fall
on the scout as he leaped through the
doorway. Not even Little Turtle could
take hl! er from him without up-
setting Indian uqum: and usage. Various
warriors now began bidding for the scout,
eagesly offering their fresh scalps, their
ghares of coats, powder-horns and rifles

from the rout.

But all these things Flat Belly could
gecure for himsell any time, now the
red man was to conquer the white race,
Twice already Little Turtle had furnished
thz Miami with rare pickings. But only

the gods sent prisoners who could spit ripe
cherries on the brink of Winter and em-
broider the gift with the aroma of Penn-
hvania whisky., To Bund's great relief
?’ht Belly scorned all offers.  Tying the
scout’s hand behind his back and placing
@ slip-noose about his neck the Indian drove
him into the forest, making north.

Bund's veins grew hot with hope; not
for himsell but for the settlements along
the Ohio. His capture had halted the ad-
vance of the enemy; for he was satisfied
m’ member of the scouting party within

of the tremendous news a white
magician had been captured was followi
him and his proud cfplor. It was c'tu’l‘rg-
acteristic of the Indian mind to become
unmindful of the war Rarly's original

in hastening sout

";‘i.l be cussed if they can do any more'n
burn me,” he grimly decided. “Mebbe
it's better I'm caught. I might 'a’ led 'em
full-bent on to the little gal and her folks.
They have a extry chance to make the Ohio
and they'll carry the word of alarm as well
a8 me. What with 'em and the deserters
who warned 'em the settlers oughter have

time to cross into Eentucky.”

LITTLE TURTLE was txol.xxlmg]y

wroth with his warriors because of
their failure to push on to the
Beautiful River. His anger was tempered
- ?:newbat wh;: khe %mefmddmr reason
hastening bac ey captured a
white magician whose manito allowed him

to transpose the seasons. He could make
ripe cherries to come back when he would

and the to green and lush
ﬁnush itgdeep Winter,

tl ycar mun a ir wandering
far South in search n??peed Surely none
but the Miami ever had captured such a

prisoner. To be sure he was the rsnml.
property of Flat Belly, but his wurﬁ

redound to the advantage and ad vamml.
of the entire Miami people.

Little Turtle did not believe these
fantastic rumors, yet his curiosity was
sharply aroused.

“Bring the white man to me,"” he com-
manded.

Flat Belly proudly led forth his 5
after removing the ropes from his -:tml
hand. Bund stood composed of
in the middle of the wide circle of
warriors, his wounded arm
side, two fingers of the right
hooked in the pocket of his Inmlm
Little Turtle was disappointed and
demanded:

“What is he called? He is not even a
chicf. I saw him fighting among the
soldiers.”

“Kendawa," spoke up Bund.

“So Michikinikwa has caught an Eagle;
sneered the chiel. Thrm‘]l“ﬂwmﬂlmﬂ
game.”  And he paused to allow his
gaze to range over the hmpsof])

e

heard the eagle makes medicine.”

Ignoring the irony in the chief's tone
Bund gravely assured:

“Straight tongues have spoken to Mich-
ikinikwa, The manito o?wﬂte Eagle is
very strong."

“But the words fell strange on Mich-
ikinikwa's ears, for they spoke of i
that tosses the seasons back and forth
like pebbles in the hand of a child."

“They were true words," haugl:sﬂly de-
clared Bund, now nerved to play
the limit.

“And yet this mighty manito of the white
man did not help him to escape the Miami,™
reminded the chief.

“His capture brought back Michikini-
kwa's warriors. His manito willed that
one should be taken that many mlg:l
escape,” countered the scout,
cherries belele allowing his t Innd to
drop at his side.

Sl LA b
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Little Tm-‘sqfs face f;: a mm::t
4 grimaced wi as realized the
ll::u.hoflhu Bum{lswmwsmﬂ:u
contin
“Itlsmddlewhltemnsmglc
ﬁvrpﬂw and black walnut put
ves the year 'round.”
"'Em that is easy for the manito of the
) mmtiydndnmdﬁ

3 crooked tol I;,uk to Michi-
kinikwa he pulls them out by the roots,”
wamned the chief, e.x:c::dmg his  sinewy

ﬁnﬁm suggestively.

Tt is good,” said Bund.

‘He could feel the impact of the savage

of the warriors behind him,
and, from the tail of his eye, observed the
attention of those on either side of the
All were rigid and silent as they
watched the unfolding of the drama. Nor
was there one who failed to realize that
Little Turtle was arouzed to a mighty pitch
of fury at the calm bearing of the prisoner
and his colossal claims. And Bund knew
he must win out or suffer as no prisoner
of the Miami had yet suffered.

“Can Kendawa make corn grow?"
Turtle taunted.

*His manito can make corn grow now,”
readily answered Bund.

The circle of warriors moved uneasily.
A climax dearly to the liking of the red man
was at hand. In dramatic values it sur-

the stake. Nor was there lacking

admiration for the bold demeanor
of the scout. Even Little Turtle was im-
pelled to approve of a man who composedly
claimed so much.

“Will the Eagle's manito make com grow
now?” he softly asked and leaned forward
to catch the answer,
und shrugged his shoulders and replied,

of the Toonpach clan,
my manito is ready to tell you things of
‘muich more importance than the growing of
com."

The use of the Mohican term for
*Turtle;” the clan of the chief, was a subtle
touch and did not fail to register an effect
an the chief. Tt betokened the white man's
knowledge of his eventful and ambitious
history; it appealed to his pride that his
, through mcLhcr—righl, ghould be
‘intimately known by his enemics.  But no
flattery could cause him to overlook the
‘scout’s evasion, and his eyes lighted in

Little
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off his air of restraint he sternly.
it e
"Cmnz,i{ynumunmgidnn,mnkcm

l"he encircling warriors hunched forward,
their eyes glistening. The fate of the white
man was ensconced within the next iew
seconds.

“The corn is scarcely harvested. I the .
Eagle showed green corn in his talons
Michikinikwa would ‘say it was some trick,
Why should the mighty manito of Kendawa
do child's play when its tongue is heavy with
grave words for the Miami?" was the scout's
answer,

A deep sigh of disappointment at such &
tame conclusion rose from the speclators;
and in fierce triumph Little Turtle eried
out:

“Your tongue is crooked. Your manito

is an old man. He is very lame. He falls
down and can not get up. Papakeecha,
put this man to the torture.”

Bund turned aside his head as though to
show his contempt and stared away to
where the forest crown and leaden
met. He had but one card to play and
he knew he must play it at the apex of the
gituation. His knowledge of the Indian
character had warned him he must assert
the dignity and independence of his manito
before lzerl’orlning any works. And insofar
as Little Turtle ignored the tribal law con-
cerning the fate of prisoners, by so much
would he weaken himself to the correspond-
ing advantage of the captive.

“This man is a liar. Put him to the
torture at once, Papachecka,” passionately
repeated the chief,

Bund whistled s=oftly and continued
gazing at the somber sky. Flat Belly's
face became convulsed with mge at the
command. The warriors moved about un-
easily, The white man was Flat Belly's
prisoner, and although all envied him, yet
thes he law of the tribe.
“Michikinikwa is a mighty war chief
and his brothers are proud to follow him,"
rumbled Flat Belly. “But the white man
is my prisoner. If he makes com grow,
Michikinikwa shall have the first ears—a
gift from Papakeecha. The white man is

my priscmnr according to the law of the
Miami."

His words met with low notes of aj
A wild desire to bury his war-ax in the

stubborn Flat Belly's head filled the heart
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of Little Turtle, but he betrayed nothing
dhume' fg:ihﬁs ability to nudymsimmﬁoqs

under whom he chose, and did he tire of a go
project he could abandon it at any time. A back ripe cherries to their war-chief?""
warrior’s dream could disrupt an extensive he awaited an answer he folded his hands

ization for offensive war. And a war-  before him, passing the preserved fruit into
chief without a following had no prestige. his left.

Little Turtle always spoke of the Miami “The wild geese fill the !h'f,”
as*'1," but there were lengths towhich  sullenly rw:p!md the chief. i
could not go. has cut his wood for Winter. ‘I'heremna
inclined his head gravely as Flat ripe cherries.” 3
Belly finished, and then addressed By As Little Turtle ceased s Blmd

saying: took a dramatic step forwal md extended E
“Your manito has a message for me—the his wounded arm, with the hand held 3

Miami. After it ls spoken perhaps he will palm up. Litthe Turtle stared as t.boqh

grow com for me.” hypnotized at the two ripe cherries thus

“T bring a message to Michikinikwa,” revealed. His startled eyes were maised
mlly replied Bund, believing the first to meet the calm glance of the wlnle Tn.

intssn‘l Very slowly, as though

“Speak, Kendawa; but we talk without  caution, he reached forth and glngady
belts." the fruit and fingered it gently.

The chief's words were smoothly spoken,  He was amazed to find it was:
but they contnined the reminder he was  to all appearances. He bit into one of the
committing himself none as to his future cherries and examined the pit, while his

warriors held their breath.

“My manito bids me say to you, oh, clever Indian magicians, some very skilfnl
H;dﬂ{mﬂmm that the time draws near in legerdemain; but there was mone who
when you will talk with peace belts to the  could produce ripe cherries in November.
Thirteen Fires (the thirteen colonies) and  Little Turtle had watched them make
will be glad to do 50" plants grow and flower and bear fruit, but

The boldness of this speech and its always in the shadows near some
insolence, in view of the unburied dead camp-fire, aided and abetted by the
along the Wabash, wrung little exclama- blankets. And in all such instances pla

oo ol el

tions of anger from the assembly. fruit and flower were
“When I talk with the Thirteen Fires not bear investigation.
will accept my terms or die out,” Although he was much more astute than

hissed Little Turtle, trembling with rage. his followers he still was an Indian and
Tt will take many snows to bury the unable to doubt the evidence of his senses.
dead the white men have left along the He had tasted one cherry and found it to be
2 genuine.  He ate the other and enjoyed
rry to the Thirteen Fires the relish. n
only the mnoti.” “What words has the great Michi-
“Fhe Miami may carry the bag contain-  kinikwa to say to the Eagle's manito nows™*
“'5 peau:: belts to the Thirteen Fires as demanded the scout in a stentorian voice,
ing manito says, but it will be only  drawing himseli haughtily erect and hooking
liur dawa’s magic has changed the his hand into his hunting-shirt pocket.
seasons back and forth, as some foolish “Which is greater medicine? To make
warriors seem to believe it can do,” was corn grow when the harvest season Isinut
the fierce retort. over, or to bring the moon of cherries
Bund thrilled. He had worked the scene  the moon of wild geese?™
up to the one climax that might save him Low murmurs of approval ran ‘round




'L&tle Turtle slmgxu confessed—
“'l‘hmnll.nnf mdwl;smnghly"
“Michikinikwa speaks wise words. It
is well. And remember, that as surcly as
hl\'e eaten ripe cherries when snow
EQ'I air, just so surely WI“ you carry
peace belts to the Thirteen Fires,

‘And with this forceful prophecy Bund
raised his right hand above his head and
scattered a shower of the fruit over Flat

and the warriors about him.

effect of this demonstration was over-
whelming. It left Little Turtle rigid and
voiceless. The warriors Jost their reserve
and ted loudly at the prodigality
of the 's manito. Flat Belly dropped
on his knees to gather up the fruit and
‘eram it into his slit of a mouth.

Greatly disturbed at the scout’s words
and at this further miracle Little Turtle,
mmvmnghmpowtr of speech, directed:

“Papakeecha, take the white magician
away. His manito is mighty.”

IN ACCEPTING the command of
the third expedition against the
Miami and allied tribes General
mnz, “Mad Anthony,” conferred much
with President Washington on Indian war-
fare and profited thereby., He refused
o accept six-months’ men, or any who
were not Americans, He gave special
attention to bayonet and broadsword drill
and refused to take the field till his legion
been tnl.Ined for two years for the

gE

wark ahea

But when he ﬁmllv struck the combined
of the Indians on the Maumee he
within  sixty

]

the

E

coniederacy

Gcmrsl“n;ment Gmmwﬂundle&mnﬁr
of 1795 was the famous Little Turtle.

He spoke eloquently for the Miami and
was answered generously by Wayne. Ninety
hiefs and delegates, representing twelve
tribes, signed the treaty, swearing perpetual
peace and placing their pcupl: the pro-
tection of the United States. The success
of the lengthy conference was as great a
triumph as was the last battle on the
Maumee. Throughout the sessions Scout |
Bund stood behind Wayne, serving as
interpreter.  No signs of recognition passed
between him and Little Turl?i

But after the treaty ‘was signed and
Little Turtle was about to return to his
people he halted before the scout and said:

“Kendawa's manito is mighty. Michi-

kinikwa has brought peace belts to the
Thirteen Fires even as was said. Does
Kendawa still have ripe cherries out of
season?” .

“Not since the young English officer
ransomed him for ‘a keg of rum from
Yapakeecha at Detroit. Now the peace
bag has been opened between Michikinikwa
and the Big Wind (Waync) Kendawa's
manito has no need for ma.g!c. Michi-
kinikwa is now my brother.”

“Michikinikwa salutes his bmlher, the
Eagle. I am the last to sign the
treaty and I will be the last to break it.”

With this sententious declaration he
strode into the forest.  And history records.
that his tongue was straight .md that for
the remainder of his years he was Iﬂ.ill‘dlll.
to his new allegiance.




Avthar af *The Shawo-Dosen,”

=S LL WATKINS was deceptive;
sgﬂ of epeech by reason of tuning

of the “greasers™ and “dagoes’ he
caressed with inoffensive oaths in the rock
of the cement mill in the Pescadero
[ountains, patient through long handling of
raw unskilled labor, and with blue, twink-
ling, honor eyes he passed at first sight for
feasy.’  But Bill drew down a hundred and

i S TATE
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homay J.
Miller

“The Tronble-Maker of Ibbo,™ elc.
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Bill's hobby was to know men. Mrs.
Goodyear, the sup«:r'u:tendem's wife, lec-
tured him on his “gambling.”  She wlsd#
ceived. Bill was no gambler.
Adolf Olsen deccived.  Adolf ran a mhe-cﬂ
game under police protection at his road-
house just across the Santa Cruz—San
Mateo county-line. Adoli was a big, big
Swede who thought he was wise,

When Bill off-saddled one Saturday even-

fifty per, was in line for the suf ndent’s
job at thirty-one, and had no weaknesses
worth the mention, unless it were a fondness
for poker, if it can be called & weakness in
one who played for the game.

“There are just three ways of digging up
the man within the man,"” he was wont to
say. “One is to go and shut yourself up
with him twelve months in a cabin, which 1
apt to be tedious; another is to get him
full of licker that his guards drop away and
the man comes out naked, which ain't
amusing; the third and best is to sit in with
him at poker."”

ing at his road-house and invited the gents

lounging hopel u]h around to & ‘m
Adoli’s saucer-blue eyes took an inventory.
He inventoried corduroy fanla with a lump
left pocket from which Bill carelessly fisted a
loose handful of gold and silver, an unbut-
toned vest held loosely over a fanne] shirt
by a gold chain chunky enough to float &
liberty loan, a right pocket  bulging
with cigars and & Itflmrhat did duty as

traveling toilet-bag, exposing & toothbrush,

razor, comb, lather-brush.
His hat was a soft mde-awke air-holed
with b Lk
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Adolf was with the Kanuri y
“He sees with the eyes only,” that

saucy, if they had

wbcmcy
over, but were now

tremulous, wilful little mm.thmdan:na
one couldn’t find fault with.

She handled the liquor as she it
handle a dead snake.  Bill fretted in
but i to throttle his feelings, until

grin that
lo\:k-:rushmg mhrs proportionate to Lh::

R “I dndn‘\ get your name, party?” he in-
ed as he decorated the bar.
“Watkine—Bill. Here's a go, boys.”
Adolf noted that Bill was very moderate

with the whisky bottle. Bill noted that

Adolf did not treat back. He stowed the

notation away and swept wistiul eyes overa

bam Hable. Adolf read the sign of
Saturday mghl. is synonymous

"Rh payroll the long length and narrow

breadth of Cahim:a. 1t was Adolf's busi-

ness to divorce wages from their careless
owners, Telepathically Bill, Adolf, a logger
and an Ttalian a.rudmkc-grm gravitated

1o the table.

At 12 o'clock Adoli closed the bar and

continued the sessions in the house. It was

worth continuing, so blessedly goodnatur-
edly did Bill Watkins loose. For that mat-
ter Adolf would have been perfectly content
to continue the game for the dollar-per-
Jack-pot rake-off to the house and the drink

along toward 2 A. M., when the tired
of her body moved him to pull the string for
a mild toot.

“This ain't no time nor place nor job fora
girl. I votes Miss Alice to bed.”

“When I want your advise how to run
my business I'll ask for it, Mr. Watkins,"™
said Adolf, and thought the call-down got
by, so thoughtfully quict did Bill l\:lum?b
attention to the game.

Bill was ;:llm,l, sore on another count be-
sides the girl.  Adolf had won handsomel
and was ﬁ)ﬂng back on his winnings, If
the jackpot opened high he couldn't be
tempted in on a pair of aces, and when he
was in he checked the bet, and if called, laid
down a full house or Fnur-« with an irritating
display of molars. He piled his winnings in
nice orderly piles and had a damnably tan-
talizing way of wolfing the coin with his eyes
and raising them with clumsy-jointed fingers
and shedding them down lingeringly, lov
ingly, with a soft metallic click that was
evidently music to his miserly soul.

i

orders. It was the drink orders that made ' growled Bill, and prompily
the first rij in the serenity of the straw al-mlagmd to the girl. “Of all the piker
boss.  Bill fell foul of a di 1 habit players and ground-hogs! 1'd as lief

Molﬂml of gathering up his money before
the table to serve drinks.

“vll‘lngbnd aml going to get away with
" he politely remonstrated.
“I ﬂm’t behc'\.e in laying temptation
around too promiscuous,” grinned Adolf,
but must have given the point considera-
' tion, for he went to a door that opened on

stairs and bawled:
HAlice—Alicel Come down and 'tend

»

Presently there appeared a girl with rehel-
Kﬂl mwﬂ on her face and expressed in
movements of her strong, :upplt
Bill accepted the innovation with
bmt d?lmrc, covertly eying, sizing
ﬁ face figured around seventeen,
but hn.-r body had the physical dc\dcspmem
of a woman. She could be no rela-
tion %, who was as blond as any
savage that came out of the land of the
3 4 brunette with closeucmpmd
chestnut hair, matching eyes that could be

i

toss craps with a coon up a back alley.™
(;'ollrain’t in this for my health,” grinned
A

“Where's the game if we all lay back?™
demanded Bill.

“You ain’t got nothing to lay back on,™
Adolil argued practically.

“You're in it for the game, ain’t you?™

“I'm in it to win,” Adolf replied with
simple conviction.

Bill's eyes suddenly lost sheir humaoroys
twinkle. “He |'ms!|l:u:ly back his chair and
shook out cramped legs, rising.

“Well, it's cost me eighty plunks to get a
line on your play. I've got three plunks
to my name and a sorrel to take me home.™
He picked up three dollars. “Here, Miss
Alice—"" he pressed the money into her re-
luctant hand—“buy yourself a real petti-
coat, That gunnysack makeshift don’t
helong in this century.  Olsen, we'll adjourn
till next Salllni.ny,"]’r:“Y :

He gave the logger and the artichoke



A Ward of the State

under a mrml.‘:l}f of morning stars that
tied knots in itself in its steep climb. s

"HE DID not make the Saturday

date. The superintendent was

= called up to the San Francisco office

and he had to be on the job. But he got

away at dawn on Sunday, reaching the road-

before breakfast. Riding the sorrel

*round to stables, he suddenly drew reinona

startling phenomenon.
Alice was at the wazh-lub—on Sunday,
Bill thought savagely, That, however, was

not the startling part of it. The thing that
made him draw rein and breath was her
action. She was wringing 2 man’s under-
shirt—a giant’s undershirt—in her hands
with a ferocity quite out of keeping with the
blue Sabbath skies and green-patched world
af mountain and valley, Then she savagely
shook it out and in one temper-strengthened
tear ripped it from collar to hem, flung it in
the dust under her feet and jumped on it, to
the tune of three explosive damns.

“Now, now,” purred Bill. “That ain't
nice—not from a lady."

She swung ‘round, her eyes full of fight.

“Go and mind your own businessl" she

ghared at him like a wild animal, ten
geconds, perhaps, then she flung her skirt
over her head, exposing a shameless gunny-
sack petticoat, and sobbed as if dreams and
romance and joy were come to an end.
Bill slid from his saddle and approached

-“'A!w'v come, Miss Alice,” he ecrooned.
“Came, now, let up. Just stop o moment
anc take a think. Kind o' all in, ch?
Work late at night and early o’ morning. T
guess T know. They tried up at the mill to
fun in twelve-hour shifts, week days and
Sundays, and™was always bawling about the
Iabor problem because the boys lit out
soon's they had a stake, Why don’t you
quit?”

An answer came muffled through the skirt.

T mustn't. They'd catch me and send
‘me to the correction school.  T'm a ward of
the State.”

#5.0—"" mused Bill, gaining time, for
anni of the State was r.omclhmg outsldc ul

143

“Why didn't you that 2
Smywﬂn 13 by way
" she the skirt from her

stormy face to jerk a thumb toward the
house—*is my legal guardian. I havets
give npulo him.** bty

“Well, what's eating you
particular? Kind o' all in? Don't look at
me =0 allfired. Can’t you make it out I'm
your big, big brother, or, say, le's have a
little make-believe you're Cinderella and
I'm the fairy gndmol{ar on the job. Where
do you hail from?”

“iOver to the Pescadero Mountains.™

“Got relatives there?”

“An uncle getting out ties."

Bill cast away a mangled toothpick: and
took another.

“A'mm.  And you kept cabin for him?™*

“I ran away." .

“Sg—sure vou did. Ran away from ﬂtﬂ.

old woodchopper and his demijohn of dago
red and cusses. Wanted to see the

big wide world beyond the mountains;

of sick of getting it second-hand fmm
stories, ¢h? Poor W'l girll”

“ ain't a poor little girl,” she fired back
with spirit. “And if I did run away what
business is it of yourn?"

“When a gal serves licker till
and is at the wash-tub before eats it's
man's business. I like spirit; but don’
overdo it, little one.  Maybe if you could
fall for the fairy gndmcmacr make-believe
you and me could get together and loosen
Olsen's clutch-hold on you.”

“You can't neither. He's got awful big
pull. He could serve a soldier with liquar
and they wouldn't touch him."

“So—hut how comes the md-a—b§
pardon, but how comes he your guardian

“I ran away dressed like a boy, It was
the only way. They rcanﬁu[mnlomﬂ:
that's ]LISnL hurmmnj, *round.™

“I see; you got into overalls, which it is
felonious for a girl to wear male togs in this
State.  You was going to see the world, and
lits over the county-line ang strikes the first
place handy for a job. I see the layout
You chops kindling and cleans 2
while; then Adolf tumbles to your secret &
hauls you before the }udgl: be votes for.”

“\cﬁ And the officer in-
i uncle's amfwd it Was 1o proper

and
Wamﬁhp\ckimhﬁwand dwwad
thoughtfully on it.

home for me and they——t
“So—" softly. “I'm wise. They make

3
3
2
-
3
3
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But it ain't no

un away.

and
echool for bad girls if
sure got a huf:‘kud: y;d Miss—I ain't
[ot the olhtr half of your name?"

"‘{ﬁu Jones. You're sure up agin it
tearing up like you was.
You was only hurting yourseli. Go easy.
Leave it to fairy godmother. Come; let's
shake on it."

She let him take her hand, her face
hn,ght.mmg like a hurt child who has been
comiorted. He held the soft, little white

hand in his hlguﬂ_brom: fist as if it were a

Eﬁm‘s the word, Miss Alice,” he cau-
ﬁ(mbd swung over to the bar.
Howdy," to the park-
“Here I am for that
revenge I promised myseli, Adoli, You
gol me last time, but——""

"Not.hi&doing," said Adolf with finality,
and

: hat do you mean? You mean
10 &4y vou ain't going to give me a chance to
2" incredulously.

“T'd be a nice ey sucker, wouldn't I, to

up lyourmmﬁuwyﬂau\:golﬂ.w
ﬁ:eu( my play?" scoffed Adolf.

regarded him much the same as if he

had tﬁm a sharp turn on the mountain

trail and come face to face with an ele-

phant. -
“You're joshing—sure,” he presently
“Gotta "tend bar,” Adolf sheepizhly ex-
cused.

“Give me something to wash the taste o'
that outen my mouth,” Bill demanded.
“Gimme lager.

He gargled his mouth ostentatiously and

bu:gll.he glass on the bar.
i M he purred, getting a great deal

of real meaning into his favorite mono-

“¥ou think you're going to get

bwath it, Olsen. Take if from me—take

it from Bill Watkins; I'm going to get it

ousw; I'm go'ms to get it back on you
plenty.”

ain't worrying none,” said Adolf

nﬂadhplmnnghjs cmmled gravestones,
you ain’t the sense to worry. Grin,

you l.ugﬂmd coyote—grin! But I'm giv-

mgg&:hnuwwmmmmgmm
you*
Hewenl.mi:suhlu.notthamd,

mounted and

Next Saturday be was back again.
parently he had forgotten t.'he matler.
Adolf thought g0,  Adolil received too many
such idle threats lhal came o nothing to
give it much though

“You're a t, Bill Watkins," he
oo !mrnt.ufujd Spm'

h, I don't cry over my medicine,”

said Bill easily.

Adolf grinned.

E BILL spent frecly during his visit
and between whiles maneuvered
himself into the company of Miss

Jones. The next two week-ends

much the same. He was laying for Adolf,

and with the girl to make the visits attrac-

tive he was willing to lay a year or more, but

Adolf was warming to his free mongy

quicker than l.hatr_\g Sooner or later he

would be asking Bill's advice on something
or the other. Something would crop up.

It was not so fast with the girl.

On the face of it she ought to have been
easily attached to 2 hundred and fifty per
but ‘was as hard winning as if she were
daughter of the Knickerbocks with the pick
of the land. Still she was not ail,ﬁhn
discouraging. For one thing she
an interest in Bill's welfare.

“What for do you want to let him get
your money so !'rm: over the bar?  He only
thinks you're eas

“And you d.ont like such false notions
about me to circulate,” he u “Kind
o' humiliating, ain't it. Sure, he calls me
sucker. That's all right. I've got to haye
some excuse for coming around. T am't
yet ready o let him know I'm out to steal
his wa When are you gv::mg to let me
hitch you to a meal-ticket, Allie?”

“I haven't given it a thought,” she

ashed.
That night when he was about to saddle,
Olzen came "round to the stables. 4
“Bill,” he said, “if you hear of any one
wanting to buy a car I can throw a little
commission your way." -
“That’s real kind. The chances are I
will and the chances are equal I won't.
Le's have a look at her.”
—\dulikdawaz to a shack garage and ex-




g her tg run a stage-line through

%llzébut there wasn't enough

r on a bargain at eleven

“You're imagining vain things. If you

gave a cent more than eight hundred for her

you'd have a lunacy commission sitting on
you. What'll you take?”

“Seven hundred.”
"I d:dn t ask you what you want but
take.”

’Tguures are almost new and there
ain'ta scratch on her,” pursued Adoli,

#When I'm buying a hoss T don’ bay hide
and shoes,” drawled Bill, taking a look at
He mu.slls:;\lcd thoroughly.
Adolf forestalled the result.

*Tell you what, Bill. You find me a
sucker at five hundred and I'll slip a hun-
dred to you.’

EBill hn:!ped himself to a toothpick, an
innocent action, but one provocative of

thought.

SWell, maybe I hear of a buyer and may-
Be I don't. Let's have that down in writ-
oy

tween fricnds—" began Adolf, but
shut up at the look in Bill's eves. “All

‘Bill chased a paper bag trundling before
a freaky slap of wind, flattened it out and
wrote the agreement, which both signed.
Bill called Alice to witness the signatures,

“Put your name right there under mine,

Miss Jones."

‘When Bill found bimself on the mountain
road he chuckled. He had had a prospec-
tive buyer in mind the minute Adeli mooted
the sale of the car.  Ashe neared the mill he

off to the left and rode down to the
willage of Boulder Creek, which lay in per-
petual mountain shadow amidst a paradise
of trickling streams and miniature water-
il nd o | ut an interp
talion on the word “business™ that would
make Machiavelli look like a Sunday-school
teacher. He rode 1o a general merchandise
store awned by Olaf Wassel, cstensibly to
lay in a stock of smokes and compliment
him on the quality of the last lot of beans
supplied to the rm]] boarding-house, This,

, was merely introductory.

~ “Didn’t you tell me you were selling out
md to the old country?”

1 got a feller from San Francisco
‘down to look over next week.”
‘wanta buy a car?”

WEr_ Tdon A

“Yes you do,” insinuated Bill. “It'll
make the business look that much more
prosperous.  Every successiul business man
owns a car nowadays. Anyways yw don't
stand to lose a cent on this deal, * Tl take
the car off your hands and Jeave you a hun-
dred plunks to the good.”

“My two cars are wide open,” Wassel
invited suspiciously,
il took the right one and outlined the

2 Olaf listened with pop-eyed de-
ill, he had his doubts.

se T don't know my way about and
done with it,” scoffed Bill. 1y$n"t. the car
my rake-off. But whichever way it goes
you stand to win a hundred plunks and risk

nothing,"
“TIl drop over

“All right,” agreed Ola[
as if the point
“He is a countryman of

and see my countryma
“Oh sure,” purred
were new to hlm

> was to call on *

his was after the

evening whistle blew. Oppenheim’s

::Id activities were set forth in ennmelled
tiering on the front window—insurance,

wills, bequests, collections, attainders, mort=

gages, loans. Therefore it was perfectly

superfluons of Bill to ask him if he were open

to make a bit of side-money.

“Far be money
thoughts,” smirked Oppe

“Then give ear to this ]u;mnl of mine
and wise me if it's a legal cinch,” said Bill,
and laid out the lines of his pl

Oppenheim heard him to the . His
moon-face, flat and empty as a clean dinner-
plate, suffused his best approach to a
grin.

“There isn't a_judge would hesitate five
minutes in finding in- your favor. It's
hidebound. He'll bring * suit, of course:
You retain me, I take it.”

“You take it right, Oppy. S’ long."

THREE cvenings later Bﬂl’s soul
was delighted to see a nicel
ished car with almost nﬂr
standing before the store. He thought
‘Wassel might have let him know lhn the
deal was gone through. He reserved a

thought about it as he en‘temi the stare.
“How's she coming, Olaf?"




5
=

:
E
5

over.
“Attaboy,” agreed Bill, and Wassell was
beautifully deceived. “When you leav-

ursday, I guess. Il hand the car
aver to you Wadnesday night and take your
Iindred dollars, eh?'"

Bill nodded, but outside indulged in a
short soliloquy.

“Yes, you w1'|| you will, but you don't
think you will.”

Salnniny he climbed the serpentine
mountain road again to the road-house.
Adol’s welcoming grin was a yard wide.

T put the deal through with the feller
I'll owe you a hundred

“What's the matter with not getting out
of debt right now?"

ST ain't collected yet. Party’s a flittle
shy on ready money; gave me two notes for
twv-ﬁfur each, due at seven and fourteen

zziood biz," purred Bill. “A’right; 1
guess T can wait for mine. Have a smile—
»

e nodded toward the brass-rail foot-
mms, flung down a coin, grabbed his
ink and slipped out "round to the kitchen
door and imitated the liquid call of the
meadow lark to its soulmate. By fortunate
coincidence Alice had occasion right there-
after to emply a dish-pan in the yard.
Bill's eyes twinkled, bat he was too wise to
ask if anything was the matter with the

“A.llle. I'm coming over in my cAr next
week to take you out. You'll want some
fixings, lln.le one, unlrss you're not agin

L3 : hnwn tany idea o{ marry-mg in mind,"”
short and quick.

“Life, philosophized Bill, “is like a
mouniain road; we never know what we're
meeting ‘round the bend."”

His eyes wolfed her and he seemed hard
put to it to control his empty arms.

She backed away a little, whispering

‘He won't never let me—go out riding;
he's guardian.”

"I:!veh,:tl to your fairy godmother's
magic wand to dissipate those objections,”
crowed Bill, and took toward

“Allie,” he began on a softer note, “Allie

“Bill," she interjected with scary quick-
ness, “1 got to get supper.” =

She flashed to the kitchen.

Events crowded Bill's existence next
week. Tuesday night he inw tho
store at Boulder Creek, “T" see
"Frisco buyer was mn]ung out,” he tlt.
Wassel was packing his S
shaved. When a man sl mmlmﬁ-
week night he's off to the city in the morning
or he's sitting on a coroner’s jury, was
Bill's observation. But he kept it fo him-

seli.

“See you Lumuncvw night, Olaf,” he said,
significantly of the bargain to band over
the car then, and swung out, ced can-
tiously around, then slipped to the shed that
served for gars age, glided in and opened the
valves of all four tires.

“That'll keep him busy, if mayhap T
don't hear the alarum go off in the moms
mg" he told himself. “It's a cinch he
won't try out that wriggly mountain. road
at mghLL\me with a {H: ain't familiae

with.”

But he did hear the alarum, and was up,
saddled and riding down to the store a8
dawn struck the mountain skyline.  Even
at that Wassel was carlier. The machine
stood before the store on four hand ti
with Wassel's grips on the rear seat
Wassel himself lﬁ:ut to flit. Bill's eyes
twinkled.

“Was you borrowirg my car for a trip to
city, Olai?  That's a right, ii only you'd
mentioned it beforehand.”

“Your car,” blustered Wassel. “Since
when? I got a perfectly good bill of sale
on that car.”

“So—"" in that soft, caressing tone that
conveyed gentle remonstrance,
lurking warning, invitation to sit down
to-hip and talk reasonably. “T've
my hundred dollars, "cording to
and I take back the car, or sick Olsen on to
you for security for those notes before you
lit out. Just tumble them grips
Wassel, and don't try to pull any
stuff."

Wassel grimaced, but saw that Bill had
the drop on him. They went into the house
and fixed up a bill of sale, which Bill stowed
in hiz vest pocket with Adoli’s bill of sale to
‘Wassel, then hitched the sorrel to the
cranked and drove off, the sorrel waltzing

B




A Ward of the State

“What's the Inynru.t, Bill—training the
mellm circus?"

“Nope. I'm bribing a girl to give me a
Jittle of her company off and on between the
Jure of city frivolities,” returned Bill, dig-
ging at the notorious fact that Goodyear
only held wife and job together by the bribe
of an eight cylinder that brought the city
writhin & few hours' run.

He addressed the pampered doll in the

car.

“Woald it be trespassing on your kind-
pess, Mis. Goodyear, to do a little buying
for me in the city "

“Delighted. What brand do you chew?”

Bill ignored the idlencss; he was too dead

earnest.,

“T'd like for you to get a nice warm fur
coat like re wearing, and a hat to go
along with it and something smart in the
way of petticoats.”

4 is she, Bill?”

feminine cry.
Goodyear echoed the question.
“Where d'ye find her, I!ﬂl?"
P
ey

was the instant

Fhat's neither here nor there.”
Well—what is she like?"" persisted Mrs.

2

'QM 1o crow one woman over another,"”
Bill answered, with simple sincerity.

Mrs. Goodyear laughed.

“But T must know what she is like.
You'll—she'll want a bit of color in the hat.
Is she dark or fair, tall or short, stout or
slender, eyes black, brown or blue?”

Bill drew a toothpick from his ear, started

10 put it between his teeth, remembered he

was talking to a lady, tossed it awayp
lmwnad and lined up all his gray matter on
the j

“Give me a line to go on in my

not quite your size
tty; her eyes are——"

Stars out of the sky,” bubbled Mrs.
Goodyear. “Her feet are posies; she has
the grace of o fawn and her smile

t on an azure lake. Oh, Bill,
yw'vn taken it bad. Come down Lo earth,
man, and give me facts. How much
4 —how far shall T go.”
“Go the limit,” he reared, but qualified it
down to twa to three hundred.
Mrs. Goodyear laughed a little enviously.

‘ery good. But T simy
whut shcn like—what wnh:.
“I ain't no hand descril
Bill confessed. But out of
inspiration. ““What's the matter with you
stopping at the road-house just over the
county-line and seeing her yourself. Peek
into the kitchen."
“Oh, Bill, you aren't I&kil‘g‘:ﬂ wife a girl

working at a road-house?”" she shrill ])‘N- -
tested.  “You could do ever so much be
than—" She pulled up on a

in his eyes. “All right. Shall it be C. 0. Di

5 I start a charge account?™

“Better open dn account. She'll be
wanting to send up once in a while Scf
something.

He wiped his brow over the ordeal as she
shot off. He met Goodyear's grin belliger-
ently, But the superintendent was out
to grease the matrimonial wheels,

“¥ou can have the bungalow next the
accountant’s, Bill," anxiously, “I'm trusting
to your good judgment to select a lady.
We're a small society here and ﬂl.b wrong
kind can make a heap of troul

“Dan’t warry, Jim. Lots of good Tock
lies in unlikely places.”

“You'd better spare a couple of men from
{’uu.r gang to fix the bungalow up a bit.

‘ou can draw on the storekeeper for neces-
saries—Bill. Don't bust us.”

Bill went off with a satisfaci feeling
that the worst part of the buaim:g getting
married was over.

He settled into the routine,
ticipating Friday, when Olmjumth
along to collect on the first note, He
expected Adolf to suffer a disappe
He expected him to hnng his
ment to the quarry,
be raging, and ctw:wed a peck of mothpnr.kn
in blissful satisfaction.

FRIDAY forencon passed without
@ excitement.  In the afternoon they

were blasting. Through a sus-
pended cloud of fine dust squat, swaﬂhy
Mexicans and Italians showed against th
cement rock like roaches on a kitchen mxll
humped on narrow ledges, shaking to the
tremendous vibrations of gattling: electric
drills that shrilled and screamed like a
battle. Then drills and feeding wires were
drawn away to safety. Power charges were
tamped home, whilst Bill ran
wires for the electric

.r
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Bill always saw to this work personally.
He took no chances on misfires and the risk
of men in instalments and de-

o mother back in sunny Italy of her

‘p-o. It was very particular work,
50 he was somewhat nettled that Adolf
should choose that moment to intrude two
hundred angd thirty pounds of velcanic rage
into the scenery. Yes, Adoli had mislaid
hiz heathenish grin down in an interview
with the new owner of the store below.

HThat i'tllnr \Irnaul has lit out!” he
shricked, wa per with a
-wvlhu' of two hundn:d mgﬁ;]“y dollars
but which wouldn't have lost him a cent
if he had put a match to it

Bill finished his work.

“Siand back everybody!” he roared,

Squat men-shapes dropped from the
diff's face and ran doubled with arms

heads and ear-drums to safety.
He ran to the controlling switch, blundering
Adolf and his bit of paper out of his path.

“Stand clear, you 1}:01 " he hissed, “or

you'll never wake up to know what hap-

pened to

A [\:vu. f gesticulating Italians tried to
con’ same warning.

SEht him with a rock!” yelled Bill, waiting
to throw the switch.

One of the fellows took the order literally.
Adolf ran,  Bill swung the tny switch. A
terrific cxplosion tore off the face of the cliff.
Before the echoes had died out of the rever-
‘berating mountains the luborers were swing-
ing picks to clear the runway for the dump
Cars.

Bill =l & tmlhpmk between his lips
and to Adolf.
“Did you wish to see me about some-
Adolf#"”

‘hat feller Wassel has lit out for the old
country,” sereamed the frantic Swede.
HSp—hut why the excitement? He don't
owe me anything."
“He's a crook! You knew he was a
crook!”
Well,” drawled Bill, “T can’t say I'm
. But you ain't so strong on
qudlmﬂ sentiments yourself. What's
your kick?"
“He's done me up! T'm stuck with five
hundred dollars on bad notes!”
*You don't say. I take it you took his
notes unsecured. That was mighty care-

less of Adell. You disappoint me
Mlmmgmyunmprmlm-

k-

the notion in !at::’}:.ehm NI‘M
a 5l

was right there with the goods. Too w"i‘
chirped Bill with not so much sympathy

tone as the words might imply.

He drew off and gave Adolfa pmfmmd
«quizz, a8 if there was something unfamiliar
about him.

“You seem changed, Adolf. I can't
quite—yes, 1 got it; w:ul’w.‘, lost your grin,
Too bad. \numtlﬂ“mkﬂmc&mﬂl
it as you are without it."

“You fixed this up with him!" bellowed
Olsen.  “You're both crooks!”

“So—easy, Adolf, ensy. Not so loud
around here. T'm ticklish about my repita-
tion.  If you took unsecured notes that was
plumb foolish, I'm real sorry T wasn't there
at the d]ckcr to teach )ol.\ the !lmil:'mﬂl-
ments o business.
stand. [ ot to co]!ctt a hundred commis-
sion, ain't 1t2"”

Adolf fell back on his mother tongue for
curses sufficiently explosive and de@ to
ventilate his rage.

“You don't get cent!  You've got my
car. I'llgo get e

“Well, you're steering your own ship, o
course, Hut den't bite off more'n kin
chew. Seems to me 1 got your bill-of-sale
to Olaf and one from him to me and that
notion of yours looks very ugly like grand
larceny.”

“T'li file an attachment on the carl Tl
attach your salaryl I'll have the law on
you, you crook!” yelled Adolf.

“So—" softly. “Don't get et up about
it. Tl drop over in my car tomorrow
night and see how you make out. Like to
look over the mill whilst you're here? IL‘I
interesting to see the mxl.hmrry P‘mﬂ
burn the rock and bag it Ve wt a
patent bagger that cost nn inventive
genius a whole lot of hard thinking. I
show you around. What—you gotta go?
5'long then.”

His eyes twinkled happily to see Adolf
stumble away in blind rage, his great feet
stubbing strewn boulders, like a great,
hulking Viking reeling from lost battle,
stopping every now and then to tum and
shake a huge fist and imprecate in his
mother tongue,

When whistle blew Bill dropped down
to the sherifl’s cottage.

“Howdy, Jim What's in it for you to
serve an attachment?”



“‘Unlm t.he case is hung up, when there's
4 new attachment on your salary each
month.”

Bill slapped his knee with joyous in-
spiration. He was on the monthly payroll,
with other department heads, notwithstand-
ing his weckly visits to Adolph, which he
financed in o frenzied way by advance

* drawings on his salary or borrowings—that
is, when the poker game hit him hard in
the first Saturday of the month. He told
the sheriff he would get the cashier at the
mills to shift him temporarily to the weekly

of the laborers, which would put

ﬂ to the necessity of making a fresh

t every week, to the financial

betterment of the sheriff. Then he went
o\lm“]’ud.ge Oppenheim’s,

"Oﬂ:y that feller has bitten, and bitten

“He's suing?”
“Betcher he's suing.”
“When do you want the case set?”
“Nohurry. We're pretty busy up at the
mills on a Government contract. Also

there’s a hlm?d inyolyed as ain't yet on to
her own mi v a couple o' months,"
1Tl see But he'll tie up your

-‘g.m he promised that. Suits me;
make me save up something to git spliced
on. By the way, you will counter-sue for a
hundred dollars commission, and whilst
you're on the job shoot !.Inmugh a damage
eltim for my pecuniary loss consequent on
him tying up my salary and injury to my
repitation. I understand loser pays at-
tomeys' fecs, witnesses, mileage and sundry
I i

E;t is customary, if the winner's case is
strong, and I'll wager the judge'll reach a
verdict favorable to vou on all counts
without leaving the bench.”

“*¥ou know the law of it, Oppy. Tune
her up.  Figure strong on the injury to my

tion and the nervous torture I'm

up & bill agin me.
- nervous I can't touch giant powder.
I’nkkr.lylolmmy:ob. T'm hit hard,

el e .

lnmy{mﬂm
Henalled.meu

°m.

out before the boys. Icwldlw.
my tracks fer shame, He's
to court.  I'm all broken up

“Get out of here, ToAring mmdn
lion,"” laughed Opp:nKu

Next moming Bill put an Italian to
polishing the car for the evening trip, ]mt
stacked up against a  disappointment.
Goodyear said he was called up to the city
office. Bil more than suspected that a
yearning for Mrs. Goodyear was behind
the call, for the lady had not yet returned.
Still he could not kick, particularly as he
had a hunch he might want the superin-
tendent to spell him for a couple of days in
the near future, if his intentions got by with

Alice.
@ served the attachments. Bill was
as gay over it as if he had receiveda

nt.
wifie drove in.  She brought o fur coat, &
hat-box and half a dozen petticonts, and a
charge slip that would have flattened out
any one but Bill or a millionaire with &
loveless home treating his stenog.  But he
thought of Saturday and grinned. Fate,
however, in the shape of Adolf’s attorney
moved the presentation two days nearer.

Thrifty Adolf had seen to the simple
business of filing the attachments without
incw attorney’s expenses, confident
lhal";:gwus mt‘l(‘i{' calling Bill's bluff. It
was not till he was served with summonses
on the counter-suits that he woke up to
where he stood and took a scary fii
San Mateo to consult an attorney, who took
something less than ten minutes to discover
that his client was in bad all 'round. .

“You took the notes in payment on the
car and gave bill of sale, The responsibility
was on you to see that the notes were se-
cured. You haven't a leg to stand on.
Watkins's commission stands good, and his
damage claim against you looks to diga
hole in your b.uﬁ account. Your gﬁ w‘:;
out of a bad mess is to lt.mesu‘hlsattw\-
ney and try for a compromise.”

“But they worked a crooked mmm
me,"” whined Adolf.

“That is presumptive, but hard to prove.
I wouldn't be too noisy about that, if 1
were

“Is that the law?” Adolf demanded -

MONDAY morning the sheriff

The same evening Goodyear and

into

¢
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denﬂn,

Adolf howled. He ripped America and

L urisprudence up and down like a

%ﬂﬂh until the attomney quietly
him

abuse the hospitality of the coun-

is giving you home and livelihood.

your case, 1 would jeopardize my
standing by taking it into court, which, by

the .wm:ldbemSantatmxmdlmmt
mind you that your pull stops at the
county-line. L'll try effect a compro-

mise in & friendly way, though it luoI\s 1o me
a8 if this Watkins had it in for you."”
*Why should he? 1 ain't never done him
dirt," declared Adolf with simple belief.
*Well, a man in his position would be on
the staff payroll at the mills, vet he's draw-
ly salary with the laborers, to put
to the expense of a weekly attachment,
deduce.”
*The IﬂlH‘an skunk!”
“Possibly. But calling names isn't help-
nq‘fw. Are you for a compromise?”’
ta be, ain't 1?" snapped Adolf,
You him over to the road-house and
el

”'52’

ittle licker to mellow the talk,"”

Amdm.q{ Bill was called from the
ursday noon to the phone.

Oppenheim was on the line. He had had 2
mhbnm the wires with Adolf's attorney,
who invited all parties to the road-house that
night for an amicable settlement.

“Well,"” said Bill, “T'd as lief take it to
mw}ythe&w:d:lms one draw on me
he ain't yet wise to. He might lug out his

ianship to a bit gLrl and spring a
raight-flush on me. 11 pick you up in
the car about 4 o'clock.”

He went to Goodyear.

“Jim, 1 got a little law business to see to
this evening, and mavbe after I'll want to
AlEupmmy for a few days.”

‘And you're not going lonesome. All
right, Bill; Saunders can fill your shoes,
though he'll sky-high our workmen's in-
surance jums.  Good luck

A little after four be swung out on the
tortuous mountain road, in a sixty-dollar
suit that had seen daylight but twice in a
,ﬂ’l Mwn, his chin as smooth as the
mill barber could make it, hair cut and laid
away on each side from a center line with
weighting bay rum, his face ferocious with

wmwmmmaum ild

but miner

"Galsm[unnythngs."hgmn}‘ndﬂiw

B]]l Id take it with real relief if y
could budge your mind off glrlslnd tltlll
that steermg-gear this Lrlp
torney as they swung ‘round a sharp hend
and hung a wheel a thrilling moment over a
sheer drop of a thousand feet.

“Keep your eye on those bundles on the
back seat. Better take the hat-box on your
knees,"” was all the satisfaction he got.

He shot 'round the road-house to the yard.
The San Mateo attorney’s rig was there.

“You go in, Oppy, and stall along for a
few moments,” said Bill, grabbing the
bundles and making stealthy steps to the
kitchen.

The ward of the State was up to her ears
in pots and pans, so busy she did not hear
the screen door at her back. Bill stood
rooted on the temptation of four inches of
pretty neck showing under & clasew
head and down to a gingham. Before he
had found his courage she had found him.

“Hullo, Alli 'hn:gnrmul. “Think I was
gone back on. you ‘cause T wasn't around
last Saturday?

“l dido’t think anything about it,"
she pouted, a little too readily to carcy
conviction, :

“Didn’t cry—not a teeny hit?" teased
Bill.

“Cry because there was one big mouth
less to peel “taters fort”

“\ul I ain't hl!rt lurmkeyw blush
" he b his
“Your fairy gndA

arm-load on o chair.
mother’s sent you some glad duds, and
there's a buzz wagon outside that'll put it
all over the coach-and-six stuff. You and
me are headed for one big streak of joy-
ride.”

“Speak for yourseli,” she flashed, holding
a sloppy dish- mg for seli-defense, so hungry
were his eyes, Then, Ln:lq'u.lckdmnatd
mood—"“He won't let me go.

“Leave me to take care of that end.
Here—"

He advanced and pried the dish-rag from
her fingers and drew her two arms out
straight and loaded on the bundles, I.nppnu v
them with the hat-hox.

"ch g0 \:E—:lalnmdyt into those

front seat in our car




A Ward of the State

‘magic wand.”
Bnt.slu

ﬁahhn&
*Our car. T haven't any strings on your
n:"‘..'Blll Watkins.”
‘Allie,” said Bill with cool insolence,
“'Ifmmnd there back-sassing and looking
mpmty I ]unt grab you to the car as you

in gingham."
ﬁa:yhl!d him a look, decided he was
eapl'bﬂcol' carrying out the threat and fled.

BILL walked 'round to the bar.

He found the two attorneys skir-

mishing the preliminaries and big
to look happy.

to see you, Bil” Adoli tooted

“You're a durned liar. You'd as lief see

Adplf had to swallow that.

“Have a smile.

*I'm here El.rlcl[v on business.”

¥ees" Adoli pushed lammu“g]}
his thick lips. ““‘[I’m are you going to do
about jt?"”

“Me? Tain't doing nothing. T'm laying
back on my winnings, which I figure around
second-hand car, a hundred
jon nml whal we agree on
nyinjumd T and

! Isl-

Iy as a ravenous coyote with a rabbit.”

_ Adolf muttered something about a square
deal, and put his foot right into it.

“You gave Miss Jones a square deal, ch—
you gorilla-faced piker? Have you broug
me over from the mountains to spill ‘I
talk? Wake up to the game you're sit
in on. The q!.il\cq are sr:! lhewl.nhle. e
car and my commission ain't in it at III.
I'm betting withdrawal of my suit for
damages to repitation and pecuniary loss
ag your legal consent to the marriage
of Miss Alice Jones."

Adalf howled, blustered, plead; threat=
encd all the inhumane authority of the hu-
mane and probation laws, bellowed, cursed.

Bill raised up on e toes and squinted
over the swinging doors to the bar, A
saucy toque with a lilae cluster first met his
gaze, then a pretty ear, the collar of a fur
coat and the barest tip of a pretty nose.

“Some rustler, eh?” he enthused.  “Real
quick-change artist you lose there, Adolfs
Ain't she the lady though.™

Adolfl renewed his howls and bellows and
hluster. |

“Well," said Bill, “if you're going to
take it like that there's’ nothing for me
Iml to steal thc jack-pot.””  He turned to

" Adolf tried to grin, but succeeded only in
manufacturing an expression about Lwlcc as

py, I'll leave you to get
sense into his fool head, and to get him to
drive you back to Boulder."

“Oh, he'll see daylight when he cools off,”

csad as a deserted seashore at
low tide with the sun sinking over the rim of
‘a sad world and & chilly breeze stealing in.
When he spoke his words seemed cloyed
with an acre of entangling kelp, notwith-
standing their effrontery.

#P'm willing to drop suit and to allow you
the hundred commission for the return of
my car.”

“Your car. “‘here d'ye get that stuff?
Wahe y Adolph.

tter's attorney got in hurriedly on
ﬁwsﬂft

My client,  Mr. Watkins, recognizes that

aw_rhssly and ill-advised.”

“Yep, Bill,” Adolf chirped in. “You 2ot
to allow you wasn't doing no friendly—"

“Friendlyl” blazed Bl Tt wab busic
ness, Ugh!” His hand sought his right
u.rkra tool.h'plclc then he remembered the

If the shoe was

“Friendly]
on the o&er foot you'd be about as friend-

the attor “Perhaps when
1 get him Lo see the unpleasant poeitinn of
his friend the probation officer, in
a girl to a road-house he'll see he hm‘t
much of a squeal.  Good luck, Bill"
“Attaboyt” ‘
Bill swung out, cranked, thought to him-
seli it wouldn't be long before he had an
electric starter, sprang to the wheel nnd
shot away in a swirl of dust,
“There ain't no ball nor glass slippers nor
handsome prince to this trip, Cind ** he
crooned softly to the litfle fur—cuddled,
silent figure by his side, “But I'll sh.owyw
a bigger chunk of the world than you yet
saw, and maybe we'll take in a show or two
and kind o general— Aw', Allie, girl, , sy
something. [ ain't rus‘tung you into this.
The reply came in a half-whisper but
spirited.
“You couldn't rush me into anything if T
wasn't willing, Bill.”
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(G —1 ‘THE bright lexicon of Tom
I} Fleming there was no such
| word as moderation. It simply

didn't exist.
‘Tom dwelt in a superlative world where
. every child with 2 stomach-ache was a
of amenic poisoning; every poor
who nicked himsell during the
massacre, an attempted Black Hand out-
rage. The beggar who panhandled him
on the street was a foreign spy; the ol’-clo’s
man who bought his worn-out suits was a
Russian duke in exile. In other words,
Tom was the horrible by-product of the
movies,

The red-letter day of Tom's life had been
the time he met Mullaney. Mullaney was
an honest - to - goodness detective—Tom
would have spelt that word in capital letters.
This occasion had come about when
Mullaney had dropped into the real-estate
office where Tom was employed as salesman.
Mullaney was on the trail of a gentleman
who had been overlavish with other

people’s signatures.
Alter the hus.u:ms in hand had been
the

1 of,
which had heen hovering on his tongue
for minutes.

“Have a drink?"

Mullaney would, it seemed, and over a
gin fizz was confided the young man’s secret
ambition,

Mullaney bore up under the news well
He was stoical—pessimistic even. Exam-
ining the three-star brand in his hand with
the squinted eye of a connoisseur he gave
vent to the opinion that sleuthing wasn't

vha cracked up to be. In fact he
of the profession, the very
name of which fired Tom's imagination to
the explosive point. But the young fiellowr
was not dashed. wis his chance and
he was going to grasp it.

“Honestly, I'd gpive most any
get in it,"” he said earnestly. "Say nny
time you have anything sort of extra—
where you can use another man—an out-

sider, ip me off, I'd be tickled

o r]ldlh to do anything., I—T'll stopat no

danger,” he added a little ashamed of the

dramatic phrasing even as it came out.

Mullaney said he'd remember it and
didn't Tom think that they served extra-
small glasses in that place?

The funny part of it i that he did
remember it. Tom’s mental horizon was
suddenly flooded with the purple and gold
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ou were on the level about
mtms to gust into the game as an extra
here's something, and remember, you ain't
offending me none if you tumn it down.
Read t this Gaddis-Neville wedding
that's coming off this evening up here at
the St. Stephen Hotel? Well, there's going
to be a bunch of people there and they
want some I!"nenret{o watch the weddin

presents. They left it to me to roun

them up and I thought of you. There's
fwebona in it for you if you want to take

Ii' hie wanted tol Tom's heart action
increased alarmingly. Five dollars would
only pay for his laundry, to be sure—but the

', the chance for adventure—to be a
real live detective for a night! The phleg-
matic Mr. Mullaney narrowly escaped being

“Got & dress-suit?” was the first fly in the
ointment.

Tom's face dropped a couple of feet.

*0Oh, gee, no—but say, I can hire onel”

“That'll do” agreed Mullaney =sadly.
“We're to mosey around in the crush and
sorfe keep an eve on things. There ain't
really much sense toit. Nothing'll happen;
nothing ever does. Nobody with brains
would lift the stuff they give at these
weddings, it's tinfoil mostly, but if they're
willing to pay, 1 ain't hired to teach ‘em.
You hire one of those ‘curse you' suits
and show up at the St. Stephen at 8:30.
‘There’s four of us—you'll find me in the
hall w'l::{eJ the wedding is going to be

off.”

Tom was walking on air when he and the
hired dress-suit reached the bay-windowed,
diny gray house out on O'Farrell Street

he called

dreas-eun went ﬂyms

“l’?g&."' he exclaimed and m about
add that classic advice al

§’

The girl had been flung back against Iﬁe'
ugly wooden banister of the hall
her hat knocked over her alralgh:. Title
nose and a long silky strand of hair jolted
loose from under its brim.

At any other time Tom would have
welcomed the episode. He had wanted—
unsuccessfully—to meet Helen Mercer ever
since he had seen her moving into the house
two weeks ago. Even now he forgot his
rble of the cool, keen-eyed sleuth, lon
enotgh to crush the rescued d
under his arm and say, with embarrassed
sincerity:

“Oh, T say,
sorTY. . 4
The girl tilted the
back from her nose and ca
with a little gasp. Even before she
Tom's eyes flooded with wonder. The
was not only startled, as would be natural
under the circumstances, she was fearful;
her gray eyes looking out from a face gone
white with fright.

Instinctively following her gaze, Tom
saw the reason. Her heavy gray overcoat
had been hastily pulled on and left un-
buttoned. Their late encounter had flung
it open to reveal a radiant vision of & golden
dress, its top flounce looped with row u
row of expensive pear]s It was an
dr and & dress iz with the
modest hat and the inexpensive gray coate

This much he saw and the

£y

hm San Francisco is full of such houses,
left standing since “before the fire”; all
of the vintage of the 'So's, all relics of
~down-aristocracy fallen upon evil

‘Tom occupied what he fippantly
red to as.“Cell Number One"; the one-
time front parlor and kitchenette tucked
into a former clothes-closet, and officially
known as the first suite of housekeeping

rooms.
He ran up the high wooden steps and

fically jerked the coat closed and cov
ercd the telltale golden mass, Her
was strained and the color still absent from
the smooth cheeks.

“No, ch, no; T'm not hurt a bit.  Tt—it
was stupid of me but I was in a hurry and
I didn’t look before 1 opened the door.”

She pave him a smile, still tremulous and
fled precipitously down the outer
leaving a very much ptn.urbud and

}aungman loakin;
T Tom &mammm

=
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he could not

his mind while he dressed.
answer anyway, he asked
he put on his collar before
the mirror. Why should the girl be so
~ startled because her coat had flown open.
he had seen her cvening dress.

which they decorated the front.

‘could afford a dress like that, why

i she have a hat and coat to match;
and—even more logical—why did she live
2t i in  this dingy

A glance at the alarm clock, balanced
. perilously on the edge of the bureau, post-

poned I.hi golution of this problem until a
" more convenient time. It was fiteen
minutes ater eight; Mullaney had said to
be there at 8:30.  Pretty Helen Mercer and
her golden dress were relegated
to the background of Tom's mind and
Detective Fleming fairly leaped into his
and ran the steps.

. o

il:go Tom was willing to
admit that the pessimistic Mullaney
t when he ventured the

“nothing'll happen.” Not-
the fact that ﬁeolmdienﬂy
the and kept a con-
on the tableful of wedding

 pre wil::his]\un d]w.tn;:‘lsdl:_]-
I gentry, who was not light-
“at_the same time, would attempt to get
~ away with the massive but comparatively
% ive silver which formed the bulk
* For the first couple of hours, the thought
of | there at all; at recognizing celeb-
 rities who had been mere newspaper names
to him heretofore; the kaleidoscopic color,
the tintinnabulating music, the heated,

Wuwm&emﬁn- itch. e

it began to cloy. His adventurous
spirits ﬂxﬁg«l in ion as
began to hurt. The rooms seemed stufly
the crowd and babble about him seemed

rposeless; he didn't blame Mullaney

for not being more enthusiastic about his
job if thiz was all that detecting amounted
to.  Gosh, if something would only happen,
if some one would only attempt to stageer
out under the cumbersome cut-glass punch-
bowl; if the orchestra leader would only
choke the host: Even the wedding left his
imagination cold.

The bride looked nervous and stringy,
Tom decided, with the sweeping hluntness
of youth that the groom was a ““big boob.™
He started to yawn as he walked for the
forty-eighth time about the rom, when
some instinct within him caused him to bite
the vawn in the middle and straighten u
much as a terrier pricks up his ears at l&
first whiff of trouble.

In the iun]:cr‘:orncr hy'dw orchestra,
an agitated little knot o
clustered and even through m
beat of the music a woman’s voice, hyster-
ically raised, caused the dancers in het
vicinity to tumn curious heads. Then he
saw her—an under-dressed stout woman,
magnificently upholstered in mauve,

Tom was starting over with all of an
Irishman’s delight in a coming row, when
he was checked by the sight of Mullaney
worming his way through the crowd toward

ullaney’s

him. There was concern on M
face for the first time in the memory of man,
He drew the young man aside behind a

group of potted palms which concealed the
entrince to a small marble antercom.

“Listen, Fleming," the detective’s voice
was low but ominously grim, “there’s a
grand little party on and it's up to us to
make good. Somebody’s got away with a
twenty-th 1-doll eral kel
This Chetwynd dame—-=""

Tom interrupted, his hazel eyes snapping
with excitement.

“The Chetwynd emeralds!"”

He was moking a desperate effort to
appear blasé and accustomed to this sort
of thing, hut in spite of himself & tremulous
delight sounded through his tone.

“Yep.” Mullaney swept on. “Seems
she had 'em up to & couple o' minutes ago;
she remembers feeling the clasp to make sure

his feet



one thing to do, Make e
account of themselves—

£ Sure they
_g;r_“righl to be here, then search ‘em.

crab their heads off too,” he inter-

F:(nd primly. “You watch this door—
t men w:uclung every other one, and
dﬂm we'll spring the surprise party on the
crowd, If any one tries to beat it out of
here, nah ‘em; they'll be the one who
did it.

He gave the young fellow a shove toward
the door of the little anteroom and hurried
bld: to the group across the room which

had already mv.-lll’ed to twice its original
size and was steadily drowning out the
orchesta.

All suzpicion of ennui was gone from
Tom's manner now. He was as alert as a

bloodhound on a criminal’s trail. Some-
thing had happened at last. He was 1o be
an actor in a real jewel robbery. What

unbelievably good luck!

‘A searching glance around the anteroom

proved it empty. The miniature forest of
palms concenled it from the view of the
main ballroom; it was a pretty little am-
bush, whose marble walls, draped in Chinese
blue velvet hangings had Histened to many
intimate conversations. A wicker settee,
carefully Limited to two, was the only
furniture. From this little retreat a side
entrance led to the rear hall of the hotel and
fixing this door with his eyes, Tom flung
himself on the settee to follow orders.
. The babble of the ballroom had grown
to a hubbub which suddenly gave way to
an ominous hush. Tom could hear the
host's voice explaining the loss of the
emeralds, interrupted hysterically by the
excited owner of the necklace.

A guest's voice, no doubt assisted by the
astute Mr. Mullaney rather pompously
proposed that every one be searched in
arder to put their minds at rest, and offered
himself as the first candidate.

Upon this the babble broke out anew
again. Tom, his ears strained to miss no
part of this drama into which he was so
suddenly thrust, was wishing that he had
been assigned a position more in the midst
of things. He was even growing a trifle
mleal.ful at h[ulhneﬁ::r putting him in this
neﬂemd station a stealthy footstep
outside on the marble floor caused him to

blue curtains hanging in the archway,
swayed apart ever so slightly mﬂ'.':? M
slid into the room. For a moment
listened in silence to the frightened breath-
ing of the intruder; then, before the curtain
had stopped its slight awnyllls he stepped
out to confront the fu

The surprise was ﬁ%‘ He found
himself staring blankly 'k into the terri-
fied gray eyes of Helen Mercer.

For a long moment the young man could
do no more than fix his gaze
on the slim golden form outlined against
the dull blue background of the curtain.
‘The girl's face was chalky, so white that the
gray eves seemed almost black in contrast
and the pupils spread nearly to the fim
of the iris. One hand was convulsively
pressed to her pounding heart crushing the-
pearls on the bodice regardlessly.

At the sight of the young man the
muscles in her throat twitched spasmod-
ically once, then she went so limp that he
was afraid she was going to faint.

“Miss Mercer! What are you doing
here?"

Tom tried to make his voice severe but
the sight of that drooping figure appealed
to him in spite of himself. st

Strangely enough, after the surprise
the recognition of the young man seemed
to brace the girl. A long, slow shudder
shook her from head to foot, then she sud-
denly galvanized into life. =

“Mr. Fleming! Oh, I'm so glad it's you.
You'll help me, won't you? I've got to
go—T've pot to. They—they're searching
them out there and they mustn’t find me,
You'll let me run, won't you, before they
find me here?  T'll explain to you tomormow
—hut I've got to go now.”

Even as she spoke she had run to the
deep-silled window and pulling |.hc velvet
hanging impatiently aside had
the familiar gray coat and lht b@&
rimmed hat Tom had seen her wear a few
hours ago in such d:ﬁcrml 5

“Wait a minute.”

Tom's voice checked the girl a8 she
frantu:a]]) plunged her arms in the sleeves,

“Miss Mercer, you mustn't do that,
Maybe vou don’t know what's the trouble,

but Mrs, Chetwynd's emerald necklace is

: =
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didn't take it! How could I—

even know what it looks like. T
Mrn Chetwynd until tonight.
. Fleming, please, T can explain it all
't time now and I'm afraid to

T'll meet you tomorrow, tonight—
limgy,m: say and tell you why hu: I've
to go now.’'

Be

She had flown to him and was tugging
arm,
I.h

E":

E§-§§
%’

her face vivid with excitement,
coming fearfully through parted
lips: In the soft radiance of the golden
dress, with her hair in silky confusion about
turned face she was as appealing as
“r o haz been caught in mischief
to be shielded. Tom's boyish
heart almost gmnnnd aloud.
- “Miss Mercer, can't you see what vou're
makhg me think if you carry on this way?
i you don't know anything about the neck-
why are you afraid of being searched?”
Tdon’t belong here—they don't
know me—I wasn't invited,” the girl was in
of impatience.
continued, his soul torn in doubt.
“I wondered about you tonight, why vou
had a dress like this and still lived in that
old house and how you were able to come
to a place like this—but aiter all, that's
own affair—but this: trying to run
my like this, can't you see I musin’t let
you du that, no matter how sorry I

Z

55

: "Oh, dear, T haven't time to stop to
now. Mr. Fleming you must know
that 1 didn’t take it. You know I wouldn't
steal y et alone a necklace they'd
be sure to fin T did.”
was in an agony of uncertainty, Tt
was hard to think consecutively with that
face raised to his; the eyes
& twin gray stars in their anxiety.
The. g:ﬂ!s voice sank to a little choked

ot knmr I'm telling the truth. Please

Il:l.wn before it’s too late; I can explain
% but—oh, please oy

froze in sudden terror at foot-

' on the marble floor and Tom

.l‘imu! himself fomd to make a decision.
‘The young man's forehead was creased

'%’; he burst foﬂ.'ll. ".'l'. hate to

A second mp unsed hlm to speak in a
rapid tone.

“Miss \f[em:r, did any one see you come
in here?”

“No, no, no."

New hope had come into the girl's
She shor\kmhcr head so pmiliw.‘ifr‘ Ula:’lﬁ
pale golden mass on the top was threatened
with duwﬂfall

“All right,"” Tom exploded. “Hurry up,
before any one sees you,

He saw the girl catch her breath in relief,
her cold little hand suddenly gripped his
and the next moment she hnd elipped out
the hall door.

Tom walked back to the settee fighti
an inward battle. Why did this has\lvl!m:g
happen? To catch the real thief; that
would have been a glorious adventure;
but to have to choose for no apparent reasan
between his word to Mullaney and the
chance of getting Helen Mercer in trouble—
it seemed so unnecessary.

Well, it wasn't such a dreadiul deed after
all, he told himself. The real thief would
be discovered and he would have saved the
girl from whatever indiscretion she was
afraid might be revealed.

IT WAS nearly an hour later when
Mullaney, looking a trifle worn and
worried, entered the antercom to
find a glum voung amateur detective await-
ing him. Tom looked up eagerly.
“Well, who did it?"
Mullaney's tone was morose. No less
marose were the faces of Pendleton Gaddis
and the owner of the necklace close behind

him,
“No luck,” snapped the detective.
got away somehow.

“Whoever did it
Darmed if T know how, either; every one's
accounted for and TI've had men

every entrance. Whoever stole that neck=
lnce is the slickest proposition T ever
heard of."

His words trickled like drops of cold
water on Tom's conscience. Then she
must have taken it; Helen Megcer with
those wide gray eyes of hers; lhal.a ]')GII:E
innocent face and those pl
hands. The little :al—the Ilu.le smllr-
to deliberately play on his feelings.
must have had it all the time she was
working him for an casy[ogandbebhd




ing at him. %: thought was almost un-
With one blow she had wounded the
man in his professional pride and
something dee; r—wmﬁ.hln.g tenderly
protective which had leaped to life for her
that moment she had stood looking up at
him o trustingly.

Mullaney's words broke in on the
seething indignation within him. The de-
tective's tone was weary. ‘Tom felt a loyal
pity for him; he knew what this would
miean to him in a professional sense.

“You didn't see any one, did you,
Fleming? No one tried to come through??

Even as the young man opened his lips
to reply he seemed to feel again that cold
little hand slip over his. The pleading
gray cyes floated between him and the
strained faces before him.

“You k.nw I wouldn't
thing—""

It was Helen's voice, clear as a crystal in
his brain.

His fingers knotted until the veins stood

out like whip cords on the backs of his
hands. But his voice was steady when it

steal any-

“No, Mr. Mall I ba
~ “No, Mr. Mullaney. ven't secen a
soul.”

it

THE rear hall of the 5t. Stephen
extended the entire width of the
building. Tt was seldom used, two
sets of elevators draining the influx of the
Jobby and the entrance of the ballroom
giving dircctly upon the main hall. There
was no one in sight when the slight gray
figure slipped from the door of the ante-
room into the red-carpeted, softly lighted

There was a side entrance leading off
the hall, ending in a revolving glass door
for the use of those conservative guests who
preferred its semi-seclusion to the great
marble lobby and its fleet of cushion-
Wrmers.

It mhaw‘:'d rl]us Hascdr;{dmalcd
nfllget!le rl now tu e,
wamed by that E‘unous sixth sense she

flung one furtive look over her shoulder.
A figure loomed in sight down the red
tall mnn, coming at more than
the usual walk. The girl was filled with
sudden panic and it was by an almost

effort that she forced herself

i
e
i
i1

urged

Once around the bend iu the wall,
ever, she broke into a run, her feet
to her excited mind to drag with the
lack of progress felt in some dreams.
man tummed the comer before she rudul
the revolving door; still coming
toward her.

Frantically the ﬂnng ‘her-
self against the door, terriﬁndﬁlm

The cool night air rushed on her hot face
gratefully and she fairly fell down the steps;
seeing, from the corner of her eye that black
figure still coming; perilously near by now.

The street extended on each side of the
hotel, brightly lighted for blocks, and filled
with but a slight scattering of [
would be easy to trace a fleeing figure there,
The stood for a moment in ngmlml

?

E‘

indecision—then she saw her way out. ~—

A long blue machine had pull
the curb; its engine beanng sull
the soli
Even as its startled driver looked up the
girl was fumbling with the catch on the
front door, her words tumbling inco
herently from her lips.

“Please help me—drive me away from
here—anywhere—only be quick!
stop to explain—he'll be here. For
Heaven's sake, hurry—pleasel™

The match flickered up toward the
young man’s fingers unnoticed while he
stared open-mouthed at this latest ap-
! Automatically he reached over
and opened the door, but it was not until
the girl flung herself in and huddled down
on the seat beside him that he electrified
into animation.

Cigaret and match were thrown over-
board, his eyes jerked to the road nhmd
the big car, slammed into 5e¢x,
its way across the rushing traffic of
Street and shot up one of the dark rtghz-
angled arteries which lead off to the south
section of the city.

Blocks of narrow dark houses and stores
whirled by them, intersected by dismal
vacant lots—for much of this part of San

g
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Francisco still speaks of the fire of twelve

years ago. A few lighted oases appeired—
cmp ronm:ngAhousﬁ of l]l-nqg:hz restay-
the t

ln!.enrals. Thedtypewlmehf quiet,
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blocks lay between
wi Market Street
con-

fident that they were not bmng lol!lom,d
As il sensing her relaxation, the driver
slacked the speed of the machine until he

could safely turn his head to look at her.
He was good to look at, this young man.
elegant socicty favorite stamped on
him from the immaculate dress tie, visible
nmdu' the loosened black silk mufiler, to
the expensive dancing pump whose polished
m was resting on the throttle. Straight
brows almost met over a keen, clever
nose, giving a Roman cast to his handsome
Enna. His black eyes were at once curious
and admiringly appraising as they rested

on the girl.

3 1 IN THE pale glare of a passing arc
i ) llghl she smiled wanly up at him,
el her lips tremulous with strain.
Then she drew a long breath.

“1 don't know how I'll ever thank you,”
she began simply. “I know you're won-
dering what in the world I've done.  You—

must have thought I was crazy when
mﬂw myzelf at you that way.

“Well, T gathered that you were—

tent.”
‘bgqysh?wp; his even white teeth for a

C At Lhe maillery in his tone the girl's eyes
dropped  confusedly, then looked almost
defiantly up to meet his gaze.

“Tt all looks rather silly, looking back on
it now=—but I was just desperate. I work
at Hoyt & Brainard’s; I'm a manikin—a
fashion model. 1 put on expensive dresses
50 that customers can see how they'll
md Oh, I know—" as her glance

his surprised look toward the
en flounces of the dress which showed
the front parting of her coat—
"re wondering how I came to be dressed
this and going to the St. Stephen

Hotel, when I'm only a fashion model.”

‘She tilted her chin up like one who
resalves to have it all over with,

“T had this dress on late this afternoon
when I was called to the telephone.  We're
not allowed to be called to the phone when
we're on the floor but I slipped into the

x dress and all. I didn't expect to
betllensolon,gbnt when I came out the

afraid they would ran.
fitting-room and tried to take it off, but it
hooks dmm the back and I couldn't

reach i

“All the girls had gone home,” she con-
tinued. “There wasn't a soul there but
the manager of our floor and he—he's an
old grouch.” She made a little face. ""He
was anpry because T was so late and I didn't
dare tell him I'd been phoning. 1 tried to
take the dress off until I grew nearly des-
perate.

“He scolded me through the door and
finally T was afraid to wait any longer. 1
grabbed up my long coat and flung it on—
it covered the dress all up and he never
knew I wasn't in my own clothes when T
ran by him. I thought I could go down
to work early tomorrow and change before
any one suspected the dress was gone.

“Then, when I came home, T got to think-
ing—I knew the Ga ille wedding
was to occur tonight and I was just dying
1o see it, I'd heard so much about it from
customers who came to the store and it
seemed like o Heaven-sent chance.”

She hesitated to look piradmg]y into the
eyes of the man watching her so inter-
estedly. The big machine was purring
along slowly lhrwgh the darkness, the
man had throttled it down to hear the
plaintive voice better, Now he smiled

1y and the girl i

“So I went. It was such fun; no one
suspected I didn't have a right there!*
Tom’s eyes rose accusingly in her conscience
at this, but she hurried on. “I mingled
with the crowd and a couple of men thought
they'd been introduced to me and
forgotten my name and they danced with
me—it was fine while it lasted, then—al
it seemed as if my heart stood still—I
a fat woman talking excitedly—I heard her
saying ‘I've been robbed—NMr. Gaddis, my
necklace is gone—my emerald necklace,’
and then every one got excited and T heard
a man say something about them searching
every one and making sure they had a right
to be there—oh, it was dreadful.”

The gray eyes flooded with fear at the
remembrance and in the gleam of the cowl-
light the pale gold tendrils of her hair
appeared to cling about her white face in
terror.

“And then what did you doz” the man
asked gently.
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“'Imlwly 1 know it made me look
guilty but don’t you see—1 didn't dare say
who T was—they’d dismiss me at the store
for daring to wear a dress out of there and
P'd never get another position in San
Francisco. [ was out of work once and
I was afraid—afraid—"

Her voice died to a whisper then she
| 1o give hersell a mental shake and
took & fresh start:

“T ran away before they could scarch me,"”

glossed over Tom’s breach of faith with

a grateful little reservation. “But as I

was going down the hall, I saw a man

Wﬂ% uickly toward me, I was afraid

I was followed and when 1 saw your car

T thought only of getting away.”

Impulsively she leaned closer to the man,

gaze enveloped her with a half-

amused tenderness.  Her eyes were almost

grateful as she looked up at him.

i’don 't know how to thank you—

it would have been so dreadful for me. 1
can't tell you how grateful I—"

She stopped, suddenly aware of some
subtle change in her companion. His face
:ﬁmmd to have slipped on a wooden mask,

black eyes narrowed, looking mttnll\r
a: the flounce of the troublesome golden

Inwnu.lw.-l) the girl's gaze followed his
and her lips parted in a gasp. Green and
wicked in the glare of the cowl-light; seem-
ing to coruscate with diabolical glee at each
slight wibmtion of the machine, swung
the two stolen emeralds. Only their odd
square setting and a tiny strand of the
wﬂ chain was visible, and that merely
use some impetuous movement on the
ﬁms part had disarranged the upper
nce of the gold gown. It was a careless
«chance which had shown them to the man—
when she was standing up the overlapping
flounce of the dress would conceal them.
‘The silence which followed seemed hea
the humming of the motor beat in the girl's
ears as & muffled roar. The man's words
mmd physical blows on her conscious-

“Ptet!yshl:k pret-ty slick.  You nearly
got away with it, sister, but not quite—
and that's where I come in. Don't make
mﬁmsuhe, ‘Blondie,’ this is a fifty-fifty

IT WAS a full minute before the
g:rlspolw in a queer, choked tone.

did that get

She reached over and raising the golden
flounce released the clasp of the necklace
from the mesh of pearls which interlaced it.

As the smooth, cool stones sk
through her fingers, a thousand
shades of green shot through the gems.

They seemed alternately to pale and ﬂ.uh
with color, like living things, now

with the clear, transparent green of sun-
light seen through sea-water; now richly
dark, almost black in their deep hearts.
Twin emeralds—no Uralian stones these,
nor yet the Brazilian emeralds, which are
mere green tourmaling but the perfect
Oriental emerald, sisters to those

gems mined long ago from the hot sands of
Jebel Zabara that they might glow mynllg
against Cleopatra's black hair,

For the first time the girl seemed to g
the enormity of the theft. She
fascinated eyes to the man beside her.

Al the sight of the jewels, a tense watch-
fulness had supplanted the boyish poise
of the driver. The handsome Black eyes
had narrowed, filled with an amusement
which appeared sinister to the girl's terrified

He showed his fine white teeth in a silent
laugh.

“The game's played out, Blondie, can't
you see it? You did some prell.y keen
work—why you almest had me fooled there
for a time, Lord, oh, Lord, won't M
and the boys nppm:mte this!™

He went off into a silent fit of laughter.

The girl had shrunk to the side of the
seat, the stones allowed to slide together
carelessly in her lap.

“What do you mean?” but she asked it
automatically, as one on whom a light i
breaking.

“Oh, Lord, oh, Lod!"

Her simple question seemed to uﬁoﬂl
even greater amusement to the man.
his manner sucddenly changed. H.ulmﬁz-
ened up severely.

“Look here, Blondie; don’t overact or
you'll begin to bore me.  You might as well
make up your mind to split three wag on
thiz job. Yourselfi—me and
Maybe you

b b Tt Al R b e R i o it T

could have gotten away with it
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but remember, you're spotted “easier out
.an. There aren't so many of us and if
we backbiting and double-crossing

.g'n, ﬁrms'hed with grim humor, “there’ll

"lut I don’t understand,” insisied the

. She had conquered her first terror
and her eves met the man's almost de-
itly. “I was telling vou the truth. I
‘dan't know how 1 got the necklace and
“what's more, I don't know how I'll give it
Back without them finding at the store that
I wore the dress—"
~ “Take off your hat,” the man suddenly
ordered.

There was an expression in his eyes which
prompted the girl to obey hastily.
~  With the broad-brimmed hat away, a
~ mas2 of golden bhair toppled on to her
1 - It was hair which would be
- noticeable anywhere, a crown for a princess.
~ Fine silky strands of a peculiar metallic
~luster, the hue of virgin gold; with an
odd hosty ht in the loose waves.
¢ The man took a strand in his hand,
--mﬂy upaware that the girl shrank
= tarily away; and examined it in-
l;:nﬁy ‘When he looked up agnin his eyes

mocking.
“(.\it the comedy, Blondie. You're cer-
{Ihl as slick as they sny are, but get
our head t the game's

: dm‘ll of combined fear and anger

s ﬁmk the girl but by a desperate effort
dqnm trolled her voice.

"l’w told you the truth, T don’t know

ou mean by ‘Cleste You don't

what you
gnk I deliberately took that necklace,

pourse not. I believe in fairfes—
ﬂny hmkl!d it into your skirt, that's all.
Now look hew, Blondie, it was told around
the club that you were coming from the
We're prep;!red to welcome you all
* dight, but you've gol to understand that
every game oul West here, Cleete
in n;t,m cyhat_k cach other up,
- Blondie, because we have to. It's safer.”

E’

E

mnwm_damadmhldsdouble
“You 3::. t.'lu mbmﬁm;
bigger you are.”

For a moment thebigmhnmmedalmg
silently, then the man spoke again.

“That was clever stufl you pulled in
Mobile; and the Mardi Gras bususm in
New Orleans—after seein
could do bigger work L%nn this lrm.{:t-
lifting,” witl a half-contemptuous glance
at the glowing green in the girl's lap, “but
having the system is only half the hattle
out here; you've got to have the club
hehind you and God help you if you double-
cross Cleete!”

As he finished speaking, the machine -
suddenly leaped into life and spurted down
the San Bruno Read, a lonely highway
following the shore-line of the back bay
winding past milroad yards, tanneries mri
dismal, straggling little farms worked by
Ttalians and Portuguese,

To the girl's frantic pleading the man
gave one curt reply.

“We're going to the club.”

At San Bruno, the blue car turned again
into the main highway purring down to
the conservative thirty miles an hour gait.
Other machines whizzed by them. More
than one indulgent smile was thrown their
way as cars caught up, jogged
for a briei moment then darted am-
good-looking young man in evening clothes
and a pretty girl—it was only too evident
they were taken for a couple of sweel
on a lark. Twice the girl narrowly sl
the scream for help which rose in her throat,
only to remember in time, the
evidence in her hand.

The cleck dial pomlﬂl to midnight; sull
the blue machine hummed along, never
sinking below the thirty-an-hour point,
never exceeding it. It was evident at
the astute young man at the wheel was
running no chance of being “pinched” with
its attendant embarrassing explanations.

Tree-shaded Burlingame rushed by, then
San Mateo; nearly dark at this hour. Tt
was only when the machine swerved from
the smooth asphalt of the highway and
turned west on a bumpy dirt road that the
girl became watchfully alert again.

An old picket fence, its whitewash flaked

off in great patches au(hii.nly 5p
the edge of the road. semﬂi:;lﬂ

they slowed before a s:m-clmﬂm ﬁ
surmounted by two old-fashioned iron
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; of workmanship, but
now corroded and unlit. Unseen mechan-
ism, worked by the wheels of the car passing
over an iron plate in the ground, swung
the great gates slowly inward and they

¢ up a long avenue of gloomy euca-

5
£

o leaning forward in the seat
hands tightly clenched, her eyes
. The place was evidently a fair-sized
rather shiftlessly worked farm. In the
mlit tches between the trees she could

regular hay piles, casting round-
Wp!ﬂ black shadows seemingly as solid as
themselves, Two straggling rows of vege-
tables, artichokes, apparently, kept pice
with the driveway.

i
£

!lvd{hlll her hand until settings cut
into the palm.

The two shallow steps which led to the
porch were ankle-deep with anM cuca-
lyptus leaves. Everything spoke of the
greatest desolation.

The man put his hand under the girl's
elbow courteously to help her to the porch—
his manner was irreproachable,
have been at the St. Stephen. Even in the
tension of the moment, the girl was cogniz-
ant of the startling picture they must make, |
‘The moon sifting through the trees cast
black shadows on the porch below. It
traced the young man's profile t the
dark background of the door g
like clearness, the black meeting arch of his.
eyehrows causmF him to appear more

@ AT THE end of the gravel drive, a

tch of eucalyptus, a

nsc loomed squarely in their way.

lml. h!gll house, built in the gloomy

of the y}s with tortuous scrollwork

ch high blank window and
w ining the :Iu:p narrow doorway.

A Spanish veranda ran the width of the

story, its ndu:ulnr railings em-

upper. st "J il pezpe!

that it took on the nppm{ana: of grinning.
“The gravel driveway led to the front
aups, broad and shallow, then swept semi-
larly around and disapg 1 in the
rear. The whole effect was deserted. One
‘the high windows which looked out each
of the door, was entirely boarded up,
!mm within; the glazs panes of the other
glistened I:lnnk]_\a in the moonlight.

‘At the sinister appearance of the house
the girl's face went white and she seized
the with a hali-formed idea of leaping
out and taking her chance in a foot-race

ween the trees. Before this plan could
hirden into resolution the blue car had
around to the rear of the place.
re the trees pressed so closely on the
‘building that their rustling branches seraped
the wooden veranda overhead which dupli-
cated the one in front.

The machine abruptly slowed, then

The driver killed the engine and
tumed to the tense girl beside him.

“All right, Blondie, now, if you'll be so
kind a8 to step out——""

He reached over and unfastened the
catch on the door, not appearing to notice
the girl's involuntary shrinking as his sleeve

her knees. Mutely she obeyed

?E
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Homan han ever.

The white front of his dreai-ehirt gleamed
heneath the loosened muffler and the un-
buttoned overcoat.
head bent slightly to one side as ¢
listening intently, the while his kni
beat n careless tattoo as one will do with
a mind hali-abstracted from the business
in hand. Under his breath, as though by
¢hance, he was whistling the ing b‘lﬁ

of “La Paloma,” slightly
plaintive minor notes,

The girl had shrunk against the rickety
balustrade of the porch, her fascinated
gaze fixed on the man’s profile. In the
white flood of moonlight her hair took an
a frosty light, almost unearthly so pale
gold did it become.  Her deep-set gray eyes:
became almost black in the . In
l.hr gap of her coat the telltale gleam

of the golden dress flashed out, the sewn
pearls gleaming opalescently as though
claiming kinship with the moonlight.

Twice the young man tapped in seeming
indifference, but the astute gaze of the
girl saw his head bend even closer and his
brows became one unbroken line in
tience. The house apparently a5
deserted as before. Then, although she
had heard no noise, the g|r| was aunﬂngiy
aware that other eyes were upon them.

Without changing her position in the
slightest she shifted her eyes from the man's
face to the left side of lhu door. ‘The door-
frame was a mass intricate carving.
Even as she looked IJW wind swayed a
branch of the Ialmns ull?alypl.w and
the moonlight ﬂ[m'd

He stood with his

i
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. Where it had
ci listened upon the whites
ﬁtwovyusiim v rding them. Black

z:, e two -buttons, stuck in
door-

The girl smothered the scream that rose
in her throat, but the palms of her hands
went cold and wet. T was something

dnister in that silent, unblinking scrutiny
that the girl, sick with terror, was reaching
the man’s arm when the cyns vanished
the missing portion of woodwork
IHM

gE

G

THE door swung slowly inward,
The room was velvet black, save
where the moon sought out chinks
the closed shutlcrs and pointed long
fingers _thro them to fall in
ters on the hare As the man and
stepped over the threshold a match
up, to show them a dark-faced man
touching it to the wick of a kerosene lamp.

He replaced the chimney on the lamp
and taking it in his hand turned toward
them, his g black shadow
ming up the wall behind him until it shot

-way across the shadowy ceiling.

In the smﬂ shrinking glance the girl
flung about the room she saw nothing more
than might have been expected from the
of the house. A stove, red with

rust, and under one rickety leg
with bﬂti&pzpcup;:ul one corner. A wood-
box, half-filled, grew on the eye out of the
From rude shely ¢, visible in the
mmmg dusk came the metallic gleam
and ‘Three old and scarred
bottemed chairs intruded themselves

in the flickering radius of the lamplight.

‘The tenant himsell bore out the general
Portuguese farmer from the

t evidence of his soiled checked shirt
and the mud-spattered trousers.

No words passed between the two men.
It was evident that this scene had become

lace as io be undeserving of
Portuguese held the lamp
oof and walked ahead of them

dually became visible
i!lh:lightmve(fz.mstheblnm
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The other man turned to his companion

“Straight ahexd, Blondie, if you please.”

For a brief moment the ;E'ﬂw ﬁwﬂm’
loathing to venture further in that
of mystery, then, realizing how little good
objection would do her, she nervously
moistened her dry lips and followed the
will-o'-the-wisp of light.

‘The Portuguese had started down a
hall as bleak and dark as the kitchen
heen, his heavy-soled boots making a
hideous clamor on the uncarpeted foor.

Midway up the hall he paused and
opening a door, stood aside to let them
enter.

The girl caught her breath audibly.
The sudden contrast was startling, OUHI
dramatic. It was a room
jured out of Monte Cristo’s palace
fitted up with the same kmgiymggnm:;‘.‘
The walls themselves were ebony—ebony
inlaid with the milky whiteness of mothers
of-pearl.  Even the floor was of the stme
dark wood, polished until it shone like the
back of a Maratta shield. And this black
splendor was merely the casket to make
more marvelous the jewels it held.

By contrast the rugs on the floor ap-
peared to glow; rugs, which even to a
novice proclaimed their priceless lineage.
No tawdry imitations these, anili
and acid-washed to deceive the i -
but silk rugs from Persia, made in the
golden age of rugs, their pile but
worn and their mellow colors still m
though five centuries had passed since slim
brown fingers had tied the Sehna knots.

In the amber light of the hanging lamps
above them [hm'fhbluc hearts seemed to
pulsate with the very intensity of color,
with the old lost Persian blue. The leafy
scrolls—for they were not of the pattem
of the Sunni, that austere Mohammedan
sect, but reflected instead the freer Shiah as
could be seen by the topaz cartouches ﬂﬁ
closing  Kufic - inscriptions—appesred to
sway as though stirred to life by a miracu-
lous wind.

Nor was this all; the eve wandered be-
yond the seven mica-shaded lamy swinging
from the shadowy ceiling; 51!';)“?@ by the
throne-like chairs of ebony, fascinating
by reason of the unrelieving black velvet
cushions which turned = them into sil-
houettes; and lingered enthralled upon the
vases which surrounded the room and



De might dream.
jasper over carved gold; ruby;
sapphire; transparent violet over white,
semé with golden stars; the glorious con-
trast of purple and cobalt over foil and the
deeper notes of ivory, black and orange—
the matchless enamel of priceless cloisonné.
Even before she noticed the occupants of
the room the girl drank the background
in; not even her fear sufficing to deaden
her amazement. Then she became aware
that two men had ceased their low-toned
conversation and, quiedrg hﬂﬂ‘f’ ::r': T—
her from the ths of the cush-
garding
Her companion nodded carclessly to one;
ted the other, wrapped in a dark green
silk lounging robe with a casual, “How are
ﬂl Clieve?” and, still steering the girl
him, advanced to meet a figure
which now appeared between two heavy
welvet curtains across the large room.
SA little surprise for you, Cleete,” he
spake lightly, but there was a certain defer-
ence in his manner which did not escape

the girl. “We bave in our m;d:ul Blcmdu:
ied by the Chetwyn
In spite of the perilous position in ulnch

ghe found hersell the girl's eyes widened
in surprise as they took in the small, almost
gﬁy figure, the pale-colored hair, and the
T i!nqunring blue eyes behind the thick
" glasses. That this was the cleverest “fence”
on the Pacific coast scemed ridiculous. He
muht haw: been a divinity student, in-
?! wandered” into an exclusive
tlemen’s club and a trifle incongruous
‘lﬂl his surroundings. His manner of
greeting the girl heightened this impression.
He turned again to the man,
“Didn't expect you tonight, Trevillion,
Cmi: was in about an hour ago, looking

leilhon laughed.
ST} expected to meet him but ran into
Blondie instead. The story’s too good to
"

bﬁ started to Iaugh again, then, in reply
1o Cleete’s mildly inquiring look he related
the circumstances of the meeting.
‘When he finished he looked again at the
pﬂ, narrow, amused eyes.
“Going to "fess up, Blond.m and admit

that you were trying to deccive the hand-
SOME. T

‘l‘ﬁ: itl’s face had gone deathly white,
a
forehead and beaded her upper lip, but her
amused laugh rang true,
“You've got me all right, but really,

you didn't think I was going to open my

heart to the first kind man who gave me
an auto ride, did you? I knew you

nized me as' Blondie—it was my hlm
the trick, wasn't it—but you see I wasn't
s0 sure of you. 1 thought you were playing
a lone hand and just blufing about” the
club and—and Cleete.”

She faltered a trifle over the name, l.h :

rushed on,

“I thought were working it to
the emersids fg?“ynnwﬁ and Igm ;ngli
to call your bluff.” You don'l lsuppou dllz
I pulled that Mobile business and
Boston game you mentioned by ﬂ;ﬁ
the stuff to the first person who me.
by my name!"

Trevillion was entranced.

“It was worth a million to watch you
work :t, Blondie,
guessing there at the first."”

He turned to his chief.

BUT the other man was not dis-
posed to follow his Jead. A sur-
prising change had come over him.

As Trevillion had related with gles the

ﬁurl s protestations of innocence,

ad transferred his gaze to her and she now
raised eyes to receive the full force of
his stare. His face wore an :xpmmnn ahe
had not deemed him capable of, the heavy
lids of his eyes were rolled” back and the

lenses of the glasses, belched forth a steady
blue flame. For the first time the gil
sensed the innate power of the man,

His voice, too, was as crisp as the snap-
ping of dried lw’igﬁ.

“None of that, Blondie. YW ve got to
fall in line on this coast. red you'd
try something like this; m id Riddle.
He said you'd try to play a lone hand when
he tipped me off that you were coming,™

The threat in his tone was only hali-
veiled. The girl's face went a shade whiter
and she interrupted hali-hysterically:

“But I dida't, I didn'tl T was o
come here to—to split on the

5‘

ittle dew bhad sprung out on Iur'.

Why r?lly, lhe lud me

but I wasn't sure ol Trevillion. How'aidi



into admitting who T was? course
hmﬂyhm?ltmlwulmitm
all t T wasn't going to admit any-
thing until T was dead ;
Trevillion's black eyes regarded her
‘good logic, Cleste. Tf Blondie

wlm’t clever enough to watch her step,

- she couldn’t puit the stuff she does.”

~ The blue flame had died from the chief's
WA?‘I he grunted noncommittally.

t, but in case Riddle didn't lw
ore you left the East, I wil

m club 1snt Immded for sheerly social

res “it's for

!

the girl could catch a glim; nll-&m_eh
room beyond, gray ;
ﬁlhehnrded-u window.
“ﬁentheﬂmmdtmﬂsldahld

flung loosely in the safe and the heavy door

to on them, Cleete turmed about.
The fire had faded from his heavy-lidded
eyes but a grim little line still ran about
his mouth.

“This is & three-way split. It may bea
month before I'll have a chance to get in
touch with Riddle on this thing. Of course
if you want any money advanced—"

“No!" the girl almost gasped it. “I—L
have encugh to get by on.

“The rhnei thrug.gt*d and became almost

and
ylﬂfm tjmmat, the club stands in on.
aren't the big cities here that there
back East and it's harder to dispose of
the stuff. If you're square with the club,
the club will stand behind you and—another
Hile' tip, Blondie—you'l nesd the club
before you get through, The East was
pretty hot for you and in the West
spot you sooner. Don't forget
ﬁde your bread is buttered on,
No one has ever double-crossed me—yet.”
‘The last words would have been reas-
suring, but something sinister lurked behind
the ominously quiet tone, Tt left the girl's
fascinated eyes on Cleete's face, her to
cleaving to the roof of her mouth. Nor
could she speak nor look away until he
chose to remove his gaze.
“Now then, the emeralds,” the man held
out his hand imperiously.
5till under lhu "{,E,‘,‘,"" blue stare, the
glﬂ ‘meekly pulled out of her pocket
and dropped them into his outstretched

“The man barely glanced at them. Their
glorious green splendor might have been
#0 mucll putty from the contemptuous
in which his fingers close
He led the way to the small room

But for Trevillion's courteous
clasp on her arm, the girl would have stood

EEE

small room was devoted almost
entirely to a Iarge round safe. Like the
other it was lit by the same mica-shaded
ere no windows in either

fwﬂlwusblhespeuufawvetcumin,

the inoffensive, pudzy AN
figure he had first apmmd But the
terror of that fierce revealment was still
upon the girl and her relief, as Cleete left
them and went out to the other room to
meet a newcomer, was apparent to the
amused Trevillion,

“Rather crim you, didn't
Blondie?” Dy M’

He steered her reluctant steps to the large
room again and indicated a chair.

For @ brief moment the girl hesitated,
casting a frightened look toward the door;
then, as if the strength had suddenly gone
out of them, her lenmcrnmrﬂed 'beneivth ‘her
and she sank into the chair,

Trevillion flung himself into the m
opposite where his evening clothes
merged into the background of LEGN:EVM
cushions, leaving him merely a white shirt
front and a detached face rather ‘horribly
swimming in a pool of blackness,

“That's the one thing that blights
Cleete’s young life,™ he explained l.ly
“Any one slipping anything over on
in answer to the girl's inquiring
“Cleete’s square; we know we can trust
him and he makes us play quite as fair,
He's right, too. It's only cooperation
that has enabled us to play our games as
long and as safely as we have."

He interrupted another nervous glance
the girl was stealing toward the door and
his veice grew a trifle sharp.

“Don’t lose your nerve, Blondie, mere
because of a little disciplining on Cleete’s
part. If this shakes vou I don't see how
you got awey with that Mobile stuff.™

His words acted as a tonic on the girl.
She suddenly jerked her eyes back to his
and forced a la



to him. T had no idea a person could

WHWchhwpamu

Trevillion nedded, as if she had scored.

“Il.‘a rather uncanny, Doctor Jekyll and
'.I(l effect—Clecte’s a strange man.

°t take & chance on double-crossing
lmn for the Kohinoor itself. I don't blame
you gh, for making the alh:mpl—-oh,
don't be afraid that I'm going to give you
away,” at the girl's involuntary start of
surprise. 1 knew you were Lrying to get
clean with the emeralds, but really it isn't
safe, Blondie. Cleete would have got you
in the end.

#Maybe Riddle didn't explain enough
about us. We're uniqu , there are
wp. of tourse, but we're more than a

We work the thing scientifically,

r yet, on business methods. B:g

smﬂ s all ye bother with, And we special-

ize too. I do society—the same as you.

Croix does the races, the stock game and

ing where good-fellowship comes into

play. That chap, Clieve, I spoke to as we

came in," he nodded toward the man in

the lounging-robe, “‘does the foreign

minister stuff; he’s a wonder at worming
himself into diplomatic circles,

#We've got 1t down fine and that's why
we're 50 There’s never anything crude
aulled; none of our finger-prints are hang-

around as art studies for zealous young
detectives to memorize. Cleete receives
the stuff and in due course we get the
mmﬂp' I don’t know how he gets rid
of it." He shrugged, a movement almost
invisible against the cushions, “I don't
e of us know. Its none of our
buginess when vou come down to it, =o long
as we get our share,”

;g:ﬁ this—" The girl broke in hoarsely.

effort she was making to hold up her
end of the conversation was evident, By
main will she kept her longing glance from
straying toward the door again,

SI—1 mnever thought—I never saw—
crooks—in a place like this.”

‘Treyillion laughed silently, his black
eyes narrowed to slits in his amusement
until his face was like a sharp white mask,

“Clecte’s idca—the club; and crooks—
really, Blondie, I wish you wouldn't offend
my sensibilities!  Gentlemen adventurers,
if you don't mind, Kles knew—‘We're
poor little lambs who have lost our way;

astray.’
reached this dizzy heisht
story route, we pride

esthetic, Nollnns less than lr.n
for a job—it really docsn't pay by ‘heﬁme 5

you split with Cleete.”

“What's Clecte in it for?"
ﬁrtd the question at him
izn't for the money only is it?  Look at the
way he handled the emeralds.”

TREVILLION gave her a com-
mendatory glance.
“You hit it, Blondie, Nnt Llp
money—that is, for the money's sake.
doesn’t give & hang about it; it's to snu'(y
his one passion.”

Trevillion was perfectly serious now;
it was evident that the pecnlrnr character
of Cleete had taken possession of his imag-
malwn strongly.

““All men have some main passion in life.
With some it's women—it's drink with
some, or making money, but Cleete doesn't
care for a red cent. It's cloisonné vases
with him. Heaven knows where he gets
them, but he spends thousands on a little
piece of enamel no bigger than fist.
Says it's the highest ﬁtﬁmm uyfufl‘t. 1

The

believe he'd commit murder for a bit of

ware he'd set his heart upon.”

The man’s matter-of-fact tone chilled the
girl; but her nervous tremor went un-
noticed by ‘Trevillion, who had turned to
hail the chief as he passed behind their
chairs.

“I'm telling Blondie about your vases,"
he explained as easily as if this was a casual
ballroom conversation.

Now the heavy lids were rolled back but
this time the eyes were wide with interest.
The fanatical gleam of the connoisseur
burned in Cleete’s gaze. His other
was instantly forgotten and he hnm
their chairs.

“Hundreds of them,” he waved his hand
toward the rich gleam of the vases visible
through the amber-shaded gloom, “and
every one o gem. Crisaille, basse-taille—
oh, a perfect example of that, the gold most
exquisitely carved—champlevé enamel too,
but mestly cloisonné, That is what T am
focusing on. 1 have them all,
examples of the rare tourquoise blue and
om' vase of vesica-shaped medallions which
als the pala d'oro of St. Marks.”
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safe, now reverently dlsp]ayt‘d the six-inch
\ma in his hand. the. high

est

P“' A ]cwdl Sec—the

PIHI, prlmary '-'Dlormg—-lt was not unul

centuries later that they discovered th

subtle shadings, you know.” He turned Lhe
barbaric little object tenderly in his hand
m'dighy the rich reds and blues. “Cloi-
s0n rest copper and see the velvet
&Eth

that black enamel.”
Pricel I'" he was whispering
to himself, his prominent blue eves held
y by the object in his hand.
most exquisite art—heauty passed
Iluw,gh thought and fixed in form!" He
Iy jerked his head up and the blank
itis eyes turned them quite mad.
colors only I lack—two colors—the
unknown lemon yellow in a vitrified state
opaque vermilion—they say there is
no ware of that—that it has never been
discovered, but I know better—there is.""
His face grew radiant

#0ne vase—peerless—I saw it once—
I held it in my hands.” His eyes seemed to

coruscate with their sudden lust for
“To think that [ held it in my
iceless, secret  vermilion;
lmgllt ljgll:{; in its depth like & pigeon-
blood cloisonné, but yellow—glorious as an
Autumn sunset. It had cost fortunes—
it had cost lives—it was the pinnacle of

Q’E
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Cleete's voice, "which had grown hys-
terically shrill, sank to a whisper on the last
words. The lids of his eyes drooped. It
$ a5 though a film was drawn between
mad blue fire and the spellbound

in the chairs. Abruptly he tumed
is heel and left them.

Trevillion’s debonair manner was
by Cleete’s tirade. The girl was
tﬁ::nun'l a long slow shudder of

8
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undoubtedly some day cause his death,”
he finished, in a calmly judicial tone.

Again the girl was shaken by a shudder
and the smile she forced on Trevillion was
a ghastly failure.

“Flease take me home—back to the city.
l—l“maiwa)sall in after a job like I pulled
tonight."

She led the way gamely to the door,
forcing herself 1o walk easily; no one mki
have g:lased that the rugs and walls and
gleaming vases were all swimming before
her in a mad blaze of color. Her hands
were clinched until the nails drove little
half-mocns into the palms; if Trevillion had
touched her she would have screamed hys-
terically. ‘The dark face of the P
coming suddenly out of the shadows tumed
her 'weak with ingh

Then the night air, gratefully clean and
cool fell like a benediction on her upturned
feverish face.

VI

AT HALF-PAST five, Mrs.

raised her drowsy head from the

pillow to listen to a stealthy noise
in the hall outside her deor. It was a
brushing, shuffling sound.

For. a moment the lady lay re-
sembling an “L" on ltﬁﬂk l.{myﬂt.h
sigh like Lhe intake of a vacuum-sweeper,
she dropped her head back to the horizontal
position and proceeded to make the most
of the half-hour nap left. It was only the
cat, most likely.

But Mrs. Sproule was doing the cat an
injustice. The cat was curled up behind
the coat scuttle. It was Tom Fleming,
tastefully armyed in overcoat and pajamas,
going down to the front porch to get the
moming paper.

Just what Tom expected to find in the
paper he had not dared to admit to himself.

- His sleep had been a tortuous s

of
emerald-studded dreams and the faint thud
which anndunced the advent of the
paper had sent him creeping
down the stairs after it.
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Chetwynd in a pose which showed off the
lost necklace and her double chin to

Tom curled his cold toes under him and
plunged in. At the end he was both
relieved and contemptuous, There was
no mention of the single unbidden guest
who hafl slipped through the door of the
ante-room nor of the faithless young man
who had let her Helen Mercer had
% safely away—thanks to his own gulli-

ity—so had the Chetwynd emeralds.,

By all the law of logic, Tom's mind
allould have been the opposite of somber,
He had taken part in a drama which should
have spread the purple and gold of romance
over his mental skies. To be sure there
was the chagrin of letting a twenty-thou-
sand-dollar necklace slip through his fingers,
50 to ; but it was not this which
caused Tom to fling his clothes at himself
=0 savagely, nor yet his broken word to
Mullaney.

Nor again, was it the fact that to Helen

ercer he must appear an easily impressed
jool. It was something deeper still; the
Tuirt realization that gray eves could look

_ into his so candidly and still lie; the mem-

of an appealing face framed in pale

;{i @ face childlike in its frightened inno-

cence, whose expression now he knew to be
consummate point of art.

~That thought was a wound which welled
the venom of distrust until Tom’s whole
world became tinged with the same horrid
hue. It was altogether unlikely that the

“would ever set foot in the O'Farrell

t house, or even that she had left any

clue by which he could trace her; but that
habit of thoroughness caused Tom to see
the thing through so far as lay within his

But it was with little hope and still less

that he introduced the subjeet as he
ﬁqxd at the landlady’s door on his

way out,
‘;l'lme'u a girl living here—or was,

rather—by the name of Helen Mercer,”
he began phlegmatically to the rather dis-
arranged ? ady who answered his knock.
“Do you know anything about her, Mrs.
Ty

The landlady’s eyes wandered sharply
over his gxuvu young face while her hand
strayed up and tucked in a kid curler which

“Nn more than that lm

K’I;Enuabwthen She seems to be an

est young woman an’ pays her rent in
advance.”

Her tone was acid and said that she saw
no reason to give information about one
lodger to another.

Tom continued, too dispirited to take
affense. -

“Do you know any of her friends, any
way, 50 I could follow her up, I mean?™

“Ii you wait till six this evening,
Fleming, she'll pm}mLﬂy tell you hﬂsd[."’

he landlady’s hands were placed 'hclhg‘
erently on her hips. It was only the abj
wretchedness on the young man's
which kept her from telling the fresh Mr,
Fleming what she thought of this uncalled-
for curiosity.

“She generally gets home about then."

Tom positively winced. He knew that
Helen Mercer would never get home at
six again. When he spoke again, it was
so carnestly that the sharp remark forming
on Mrs. Sproule’s lips died a-boming.

“I'm awfully anxious to find out about
Helen Mercer, Mrs. Sproule. If can
help me, T'll be more than grateful. T—I
can't tell you just what for—"" the
gray eyes of the night before seemed to
swim in the air before him a.nd in ap\ile af
himself he added—"it's no to her
diseredit, but I've simply got to her."

Something of his wretchedness must
have escaped in his tone for the
words were sharper than her tone when
replied:

“Well, I guess you'll have to wait till
tonight, no matter how important it is.
She's already gone to work this momi

Tom's spine straightened as if an electric
current had suddenly been turned into it.

“You—did you say she was h
this morning? She came home here Inst
night?”

The landlady’s lips pinched ;

“She certainly did. I make it my bllll»
ness 1o keep tab on my lodgers. Come in
late, she did; but when a girl's young and
pretty she'll be staying out late once in &
while and I ain't narrow-minded; Miss
Mercer is a lady—"

Tom interrupted  her. The change in
the young man wasalnmmg Mrs.Sw\'.llle
found herseli viewing him with decided

E




-hmmtmnm-wddmgm mmmmmﬂmm e .
m};ﬂ:ﬂy ble, tingled “Miss Mercer, T just to come down
5 very ;kpa. She had come and meet wyou, I didn't know whether
homel If she had taken the emeralds she  vou'd go home for dinner, you know, and
wouldn't have done that. Maybe she I couldn't wait another minute.” He had
hind been sincere in her agitation the night tucked his hand under her elbow to help

1]

Maybe Mullaney had overlooked
emeralds and they would yet be found
without implicating Helen Mercer. The
Bonest gray eyes hadn't lied—and she
~didn’t think he was a soft-hearted fool!
‘The purple and gold rolled across the
horizon again—once more the world was
lit by pale gold hair and the radiance of

eyes.
Sﬂ,gm was & little wild-looking. 'l‘lf;{e
‘impressionistic Mrs. Sproule took a back-
‘ward step. She had heard of & case once
where a young man just Tom's age had
gone suddenly mad and chased his aged fath-
er up into an apple tree with o bread-knife.
“Airs. Sproule—" odd how much music
could be infected into that name—“where
does Miss Mercer work?"”
air] it and Mrs, ule cased
still?n?tfwsr into the safsflm;mr.
“Hoyt & Brainard’s,” she snapped, and
the door was closed on the enemy,
That ﬁst, at eight minutes to six, the
crowds

a certain corner on

&

entrances, one main onc, leading upon
Grant Avenue; the other, smaller, letting
upon an running along one side. It
wis mlyawu;{n the ;ﬁ o'clock closing bell
and the main entrance had disgorged
its. customers, that the gentleman
with the versatile head was able to cease his
double-barrelled watch and concentrate
his vision on the small door which was
beginning to trickle saleswomen, cash girls,
re and department heads.
received several coldly questioning
looks when he started nervously after
m ladies—these were always
ﬁ wsyh:cb:l he always re-
cupera came back to root again on
the spot which was beginning to be his
under squatter’s rights,
And then, among the last, she came.

As-hmymﬁ' little figure in the familiar gray
coat, and white face went whiter than

ber off the curb quite as though it was not
the first time he had done it. “I've been
on pins and needles to see you—alfter last
night, you know. You promised to tell me
about it—I'm curious, although I always
knew you hadn't taken the necklace,”

And he had known! Of course he had!
Maybe he had pretended to himself that
he had doubted her but dewn in his heart
he had known all the time that she hadn't
taken it.  Why, you could bank time
on gray eyves that looked straight at you.
A girl like that couldn’t do anything crooked
if she were to tryl

Throughout the mad torrent of his speech
the girl had let her glance drop to the side-
walk. A little pucker of indecision ap-
peared between the slim golden brows.
Twice she had started to interrupt and had
checked herself, Now she regarded him
with a leng silent scrutiny from the corners
of the gray eves. When she did speak it
was slowly as though she was having a hard
time to find the words,

“Mr. Fleming, I'm going to tell you
something because I have no one else to
turn to. In a way I owe it to you—LIl
never be able to thank you for letting me
go last night.” She gasped a little at the
picture her fancy painted. It would have

n terrible for me, because—you see—
I did have the emeralds.”

‘Tom never knew that he stopped still.
His legs ceased their motion automatically;
his brain too stunned to send out even
reflex orders. To the growing horror and
disillusion on his face she continued:

“0Oh, please, wait a minute—I didn't
take them—not intentionally, that is. T
didn't know a thing about it until later,
T'll tell you everything, then I want vou
to tell me what to do.”

Tom automatically began to walk agai
and as she kept pace the girl

WHEN she finished, the
man's face was a study inmnm:
emotions, His wvoice was awe-
struck when he spoke.

“What a little brick you are, Miss Mercer,



?ﬂwhﬂdliheﬂnﬂ Why, I know
t doas well—and I wanted to be a
detective,” he finished a little self-con-

usl
ufal.ms!‘ ‘The girl almost winced from
Wm nnd the [mnt pink flowed into
pale ch

“Any one would have

done what I d]d. It was self-preservation,
Mr. Fleming. 1 had to—to play safe,” she
explained snmﬂy “It was not until I was

in the club, right before that terrible
that T realized it all. Before then
it was like some horrible practical jukc. but
that man's eyes—they changed so—" she
again—"T just grew sick all ttu)

thinkin,

works independent
order who are introduced only to show up
the hero's own superior me i the gint
The suggestion o girl
with mﬂxﬁ i s
“No—oh, nol" Her voice was sharp
protest. “Not the pulnoe—um Wl
would come out then.” In reply to Imdl:g
of involuntary surprise, her tone grew o
trifle calmer. “Don't vou see, if the store
discovered that I wore the dress
without permission I'd never be lbh to
g!:t another }.pml[m in this ci m

what might have I
they'd happened to find out Llla) 'd made
o mistake.

“I pretended to be this Blondie, of
course—I was afraid to ask any questions
for fear they would grow suspicious, but
I tried to remember all the man called
Trevillion had said about her and act up
toit. I don't see now how I ever did

‘The girl's hands were working nervously.
As an automobile slid up behind her with
a low warning growl she jumped and
shrank closer to Tom.

4Tt seemed an eternity until T dared to
get away from that horrible house."

“How did you get home?” Tom asked.

“Trevillion drove me back in the car,”
she answered without hesitation.  “T didn't
want him to know where I lived so I told
him the Kingsbury Hotel. It was very
late and dark when we got there, so T hid
in the entrance until he had driven away.
Then I ran home."

Tom was unable to hi

"You clever little thing

irl shook her head vigorously to hide
issment.

“Mr Fleming, what shall we do? That
necklace is around my conscience like a
millstone.  When the papers came out with
that long story about 1t this morning I
wanted to run away and hide, I felt so
guilty. I could hardly bear to meet

come to work—but I had to
retum that gold dress before they dis-
covered it was gone. Oh, why did I ever
do such a silly thing as to wear it? Now
I don't know what to do.”

"Gotlm tumn llu: evidence over to the
police, T su

‘Tom's wﬂ: was reluctant. He would
have preferred secing this thing through in

his admiration.

ing—can't you
any nlher way?"

It was too much in league with his own
secret ambitions. Tom capitulated with
shameful alacrity.

“Well, of course there must be & way
to get the emeralds back without r!lm
to the whole world about it.  Other fellows
have done things like that."

He scowled intently for a moment and
the only sound was the ring of their heels
on the pavement. They were
O'Farrell Street now, where the "ﬁkm!m"l'
houses lined the blocks like enormous
soap-boxes;  their lighted windows appear-
ing as holes revealing a center candle. The
fog was already topping the hill behind the
great red cathedral,  The girl buttoned the
collar of her cont closer about her neck, her
grave eyes fixed on the young man sllm.

“Say—I've got it—I - think,"
drawled at length, his ton) llm
over the words while his mind flash
over the plan which was solidifyi
brain, “It's kind of risky tho Rd
work if vou bad nerve enough to follow,
but—look here."

In his enthugizsm he tucked the
arm close within his own, his head t
close to her pale gold hair,

“We'll hire a machine—or maybe we
can borrow one—well, never mind that
anyway.' -

He took a fresh grip on the arm.

“Look here. We'll go down there ina

machine, you and I, tonight maybe. We'll
drive up to this p!nu:, taking care no one
sees me—can you drive a car? l"ilB.”ﬂ.hﬂ
nod.  “¥ou're supposed to be alone, see.
Well, you go in—we'll have to cook up some
excuse for you going there but that's a-mere
detail—and while this Portuguese fellow's




8t back. Then all we have
to do is make our get-away.”
waved his hand as if that was o mere

his disappointment the girl was not
in ecstasy at this attractive

"It sounds rather vague,”

:'-.ll. SF couree T haven't worked it all
ver if you want to chuck
xniebunnm. I guess Mrs. Chetwynd

“Ol\, m—m" The girl shook her head
- Fltil ly. “1 was for the
e out of the ballroom in the
m‘?ﬁg I‘mmfmng to see that they
and—I'm afraid to

td.l dn "' she added in a whisper.
Wi ]'.’lI tell you what—I'll take o
alone. I can find the place by
‘myself and T guess I'll get in somehow—"
‘Again the girl interrupted him. Her
eyesmmalmosl indignant when she looked

““As if T'd let you do all that dangerous
work alone,” she exclaimed in loyal scomn.
T guess it could be done, if I had the

!* she reflected shml
ﬁ it could,” Tum pointed out

Hﬁ‘ All the romance in the world was
14 to him now. “It's simple but
Mesmmul I'm sure we could
get away with i.”

“But the necklace is in the safe. Cleete
locked it up. How wm:k! you get at it?"

“0]!. gee, that’s right.”

was crestfallen. Again nothing

]Iwh the muffled silence of the fog but
their ‘own ringing footsteps. Then his
resourceful mind found the solution.

#1f we had a cracksman—a regular safe-

we could do it. You know—
gw Valentine siuff of sand-papering the
finger-tips and working the combination.
T've got a friend who can, maybe, get me
one for & night.” Tom spoke as if cracks-
men could be rented like taxies.

" 'l'hegklsulllookadd.ouhtiul but Tom's
29 was mrkmgon all six cylinders
~ now and was unstopable.

she said

"Say, 'l bet any amount that we can

call the trick. 1'll bet that Mrs.
has her little old emeralds back by the
after tomorrow and we pinch the wlwh—
and we arrest the lot. It'll be a big feather
in my cap and iUl pull Mullaney out of
the deuce of a hole—I ought to do this much
for Mullaney,” he said virtuously., “By
George, 1 will. Miss Mercer, you don't
have to worry a hit. You'd better stay
home in case there's any row and I'll get
the emer\[{ls back for you' all hunky-
dory.”

He turned his head to find Helen Mercer's
steady gaze upon him. There was an ex-
pression in those gray eyes which the young
fellow could not quite fathom. Her tone
betrayed amused toleration.

“Did you honestly think T'd stay at home
while you were running all that danger
to get the necklace back for me?"™

Her lips curled into a peculiar little smile
before she turned back to the fopgy street
again and her voice hardened with reso-
lution.

“I'm ready to start with you, Hau
Fleming, whenever you say.”

via

MR. WILLIAM HARTSHORN
a specialist and his specialty
as cracking safes.  Mr. Hartshorn

could crack the toughest safe that ever
contained a banknote, with the same neat-
ness and dispatch with which the average
citizen cracks an almond.

Time had been when no gentleman in the
rofession had worried the authorities more
v his tireless and efficacious methods, but

of late the wheels of progress had been
turning without carrying Mr. Hartshom
along with them.

Mr. Hartshom's—or, to give him his
commeon or garden name—"Honest Bill's"
main trouble was obviousness, This & an
age of camouflage when the successful
crook, to get by, must resemble the rest of
the respectable background. Honest Bill,
on the other hand, could only play the game
according to regulation rules, Just as the
old-time barnstormer must have his tin
armor, his paper snow-storm and his' East
Lynne music, so Honest Bill could
crack a safe to the t of
lanterns, of gum shoes and]ammieu.

And, as the beplumed Haomlefs and
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Emeralds and Blondie
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W the drawing-room hero of this,
thout shouting and dies without
5o did Honest Bill rave in his
the bitterest of professional
t those members of the new
10 conducted their business with
save their own nimble wits.
uld Honest Bill understand
as Cleete. This again was a
new complications the profession
on, But, though he was not
of the system, though he did not
ong and knew better than to force his
way into that exclusive club, he took the
nlmost care to give it no reason for offense.
The cloisonné vase collector and his asso-
ciates were feared among such as
Honest Bill as all of “Big Tim's" North
-men had never been.  And they
were hated with all the zest of the unsuc-
cessful for those who succeed.
All of which is merely prelude to the fact
I'hlt'lwhnn correctly approached in regard
¢ little matter of opening the safe
where the Chetwynd emeralds were serenely
twinkling to themselves, Honest Bill was
inclined to listen to reason.
Once only, had he hesitated, to look at
Tom out of little suspicious eyes,
“Say, there ain't no joker in this thing?
It ain't no frame-up?"'
“Mullaney sent me,” explained the
amateur detective, dismissing in
that simple plirase the two hours’ pleading,
worrying and eloquence which had heen
bmnghl to bear on the mystified Mullaney.
Tom's explanation to the detective had
been beautifully vagoe; he had a hunch
which he thought would result in the return
of the emeralds if it was properly followed
up; said hunch requiring for 4 suceessful
Iﬂmim'ﬂu;ngonly one cracksman who would

ESE8 SATTRIL
ﬁgggggggagi

E

It i anly fair to Mullaney to state that
under ordinary circumstances this modest
requisition would not have been supplied,
but Mullaney was in no position to with-
stand pressure. Emeralds loomed large
in his foreground; even hunches from
amateur detectives were not o be over-
Jooked—nor, on the other hand, to be too
greatly encouraged. Mullaney, were the
simple truth known, capitulated largely
to be rid of Tom's flow of c!nqumoecf i

at

“'sﬂlﬂghn—?aaﬂ mht,"lminllt
H o B0 Y94 $6.LEU0
excited un’ givin awuy no fl:u lnﬂ.nu
now, Mullaney’s a square guy for a dick
an’ Ul turn a hittle :Ieal to satisfy I|1m,“
added magnanimously.

There was a brief pause, during which-
still

Mr. Hartshorn's eyes seemed to grow
smaller and turn in until they finally
merged into one.

“Besides,” he continued bitterly, “it'll
be nuts to me to even up on them swell guns.
Between  them an' burglar alarms it's
gettin’ so. tlnere ain’t no profit in the game
no more.”

Why Tom didn’t lose his position in the
day which followed was one of these mys-
teries for which there & apparently no
carthly explanation. When he wasn't
thinking of the Chetwynd emeralds lyi
there ingthal iscﬂalcd:id yﬁ
whispering eucalyptus, he was fur-
ing a face surrounded by pale i
hair with a curious frosty light in the waves,
and the clearest and steadiest of gray eyes.
The real-estate husiness was simply no-
where.

One ticklish bit of huf.mm Tom accom-
plished that day, in a way which cansed
him to address an insultingly patroni
glance at the pictured anﬂlwn over
desk. He asked permission to take out
one of the firm's touring cars, volunteering
the elastic information that he wanted to
show some people the country.  The sales.

manager, but half-listening, had Vmuod a

reply to this little request—a noise which
the young man chose to interpret as affable
acquiescence.

THE night was just the sort he
would have ordered for the business
in hand—a night apparently just
come up from the pit; a 'hmps; fog ’r'n!]ing
in from the ocean, blotting out the stars,
its very density seeming to mufile the voice
and stop the ears with cotton.
like a curtain over the highway, penet

with o wet chill which caused Helen Mercer
unconsciously to draw closer to the resolute -

young man at the steering-wheel, while
Honest Bill in the tonneau slunk
in the collar of his overcoat and cursed Tom,
Mullaney, the “swell guns" and the Chet-
wynd emeralds with true democratic im-
parnahly

Little was said on the way down. A few
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short directions the girl gave when the roads
branched, removing one hand—she had
tucked them both into the ite coat
muff - fashion —to  designate the

Down the San Bruno Road, around the
mmng hills where the great invisible bay
below them, the machine hummed
its hmdbghls boring into the wall
orever rising twenty feet ahead.
clat:k on the cowlboard showed
en they reached the bumpy dirt

west from the highway, ~ Ever

left San Mateo behind the
becn at tension; now she was
bolt upright on the edge of the seat,

s staring fixedly into the fog ahead.

clung to her face in wet rings
‘om could see from the corners of his

heart suddenly throbbed with the
alive—what romance! Riding

a beautiful girl beside him; with an
in the rear seat and a loaded

in his pocket; on his way to pick the
safe of an exclusive crooks' club.  D’Arta-
grnan and Monte Crisio owed him nothing

%E

i H

292

i

‘gﬁ

gﬁ S

'5'%

at all!

The girl's hand slipped suddenly over
his on wheel. She leaned closer until
her breath was warm on his cheek.

“You'd better get out now and let me
drive the car in alone. The house is right

~ They had thoroughly agreed upon their
course of action before they started, but
“Tom now hesitated even while he slipigwd
m behind the wheel. The girl beside him
suddenly ceased to be a novel heroine
his mind; she was simply Helen Mercer
the young fellow found that the thought
of letting her venture alone into that nest
of d ‘men filled him with panic.
you think vou'd better?
't you think after all it’s wisest for you
o stay with the car and let Bill and me
our chances on getting in alone?™
Fw a long moment the girl in the driver's
seat looked down into his eyes through the
 dusk, the torture of uncertainty playing over
her face. Once she opened her lips with a
;li‘lﬂe:mpet\nomgmspasdlwgh to tell him
something; then she shut it resolutely and
ﬂie - eyes wa\reled and jerked away.
ou're ni good to run into this

L

i
and Tum found himself in the drl;ﬂ,‘lhg
shelter of a tree watching the disappearing
red tail-light.

“Say boss,” Honest Bill's voice sounded
in lh: ear Helen Mercer’s breath had
warmed and woke Tom with a start from
his rapturous reveric. “We'd better be
moseying. We want to get in while the
Partugee is takin' the lady in."

Tom morosely agreed.  All the romance
of the thing was gone now. He hated him-
seli for having countenanced this
scheme. He was afraid—horribly
for the girl. To thunder with the Chet-
wynd emeralds and to thunder with Hovt &
Brainard’s as welll If Helen Mercer was
harmed Tom knew that all the emeralds in
Jebel Sikait could never remove one atom
of seli-reproach from his heart. What a
fool he had been—what an infatuated ass!

He was still calling himself names when
they came in sight of the house. It loomed

gray ghost out of the fog; just as Helen
had o carefully described it before
came here. Not a splinter of light shone
from the shutters. One window, whose
shutter had long since joined the dear
departed, glistened blankly at them' in
hypocritical innocence.

It was hard to believe that all the De

incey dreams of splendor could be con-
cealed behind the weatherbeaten walls,
Hard to think that the cleverest crooks
on the Pacific coast were gathered
within, and that into their midst a calm-
browed, frightened-hearted girl was ven-
turing alone.

Tom nearly groaned aloud, then sud-
denly stiffened. It was too ]ale to change
matters now; the only thing which e
mained was to see it through as well as
might be. He left the path and shpper]
between the trees closely followed by the
cracksman.

Around to the back of the house they
felt their way; for they had decided to
enter by one of the upper windows. The
boarded-up window in the room adjoi
the safe was more direct, but m
Here the fog was so dense that

more risky.

they could just make out the hts
of the machine sto on the path before
them. Carefully they edged themselves
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softly humming the same
Wl Trevillion had whistled that

“Up .

Tom breathed it close to Henest Bill's
ear. The cracksman nodded with pitying
contempt. He had already sped the
mmmhmmkwilhhisnmﬁmmrlm
perched in the branches above like soine
outrageous bird before Tom had lakcn
more than two ﬂru,gﬁ]mg heaves uj
trunk. Not a smmd ad escaped L{J
to the young man's excited |m rmlmn
his own breathing sounded like the
whistling of the Overdand Mail. Below
the girl still hummed her plaintive little air,
ane. pressed tightly to her pounding

‘When he reached the branch where the
cracksman perched, Tom was aware that
the door below had opened and Helen
Mercer had disa, red. The rotting ver-
anda stretched before them, piled high
with many years’ accumulation of fallen
leaves, Tom was grateful for the drenching
iog which had made them sodden. On a

dl;]y night they would have rustled and

like so much tissuc-paper under

A M oi shuttered windows stared back
sullenly at them, mute testimony of the old
table days when each had sheltered

a guest and the house had been the center
of social life for the surrounding ranchos.
sery veranda slouched in a furtive way

like & spincless fellow who resents the
memories of more respectable times; but
however rotten the floor, the honest beams
held true, Beneath their cautious feet no
warmning creak complained of their weight.

HONEST BILL'S figure had a brief

moment before merged into the

dark background of the house and
even as Tom tiptoed up he had noiselessly
foreed the shutters on one window and was
busy with the old-fashioned lock on the
sash. Hartshomn's little eyes were almost
crossed in his acute enjoyment. To jimmy
the very stronghold of his high-class com-
petitors; to outwit them by the clumsy
methods they despised—it was his idea
of the most exquisite humor.

.
1

smoothly open and they ahpped
sill into the room

The two men melted away from
dangerous square of light and stood silen
for & moment, listening. Apparently
whole upper floor was unused; at
that part which faced the outside of
house. It was as Helen had guessed, only
the heart of the building was used in order
to keep up, to the passer-by, the camouflage
of its one isolated tenant.

They felt their way noiselessly around the
dark room to where instinct told them a
door should let on the upper hall.

g i
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room was semi-furnished in the style of

the '6o's, A walnut highboy, bare of any
trinkets caught Tom & nasty crack on the
knee and a dark mass in one comner, peril-
ously like an unusually tall man, sent his
hand jerking back to his hip-pocket until
his straining eyes told him that it was

a roll of carpet propped against the

Then came the soft scraping of o key
in a long-unturned lock and the young
fellow caught his breath nervously as he
stepped into the hall beside the cracksman,
The blood was tearing through his veins at
an alarming mte. He had the curious sense
of being a spectator instead of an actor in
this mad scheme he had staged, of watching
the body of Tom Fleming steal and swagger
his way through an impessible novel
instead of a situation of real life. He
wondered if Helen had this same oddly
detached fecling. The thought of her
steadied him and made him realize the
gravity of it all. For Helen's sake as well
as their own they must find the emeralds
and get away quickly.

“Hurry—hurry."”  He found himself
breathing it impatiently to the dark fGgtre
beside him.

Honest Bill nodded offendedly. What
did he mean—"“Hurry!” Did this guy
think he was stopping to drink a cup of tea?

‘The steep bare stairs quaked once as they
cautiously felt their way by the old-fash-
ioned banister and Tom's heart quaked in
sympathy, Followed o hair-whitening

period when both flattened themselves to
lhc wall and their hands crept to the com-
forting bulge of the automatics in their
pockets,

1
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rtuguese moving
A subdued sound of
came from one of the center rooms—
tly beyond those cracked and stained
ster walls was the Eastern luxury
described.

a start was made and they finally
; unmolested in the lower hall. The
woices were louder now. Once Tom was

of
His heart swelled with both
and fear, The little brick—she was

;b&-;gupwhu
lower

ﬁ,n

for & moment thuy hesitated—that

justice. The intense blue of the :
the rich bm—kgmmd of the rugs fairly

with the exquisite shade, yet so soff 50
deeply that ?hc cye was TLL nﬁtnd:iy it
drank it in appreciatively.

Above, in glorious contrast, glowed the
vases; the depthless carmine of the
pigeon-blood cloissonés, the strange rich
tones of the others with their contrasting
blacks and ivories and inimitable rare blues.

Merely to glimpse them was to under-
stand in some slight degree the strange man
whose passion they were. Crook he might
be—driven by the insatiable lust of posses-

mpamqthtm to the view of the Portuguese
s

%ree—the girl had said the
the front of the house led
to Ihe room containing the safe. Tom
ly tried the knob and it turned in his
The room was not éven locked.

_A sudden realization of the terrible power
Cleete must have over those clever crooks
to leave this valuable place unprotected,
smote Tom anew and caused him to break
out in & gentle but profuse perspiration.
He was dimly aware that Honest Bill had
drawn his gun and as he opened the door
an infinitesimal crack he followed suit,
al.most. prayeriully grateful for the com-

feel of the cold steel.
yed into their hands, this room

E':!.

‘was , its only light sifting in from the
DATow  opel between the velvet cur-
tains which clothed a second entrance.
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i m“hmhy Helen's recital, the
3 loveli of the room nearly
away the young fellow’s breath.
It served to fill the cracksman with fresh
resentment. This luxury was like flaunting
the obsoleteness of his own methods in
‘Houest Bill's face and in return he looked

i

like a lily in bloom™ was press-
Now the line in-

but artist he certainly was. Then
Tom's eyes fell on the group beyond and,
his fascinated admiration was wiped from
his mind.

HELEN MERCER was enthroned

in one of the ebony chairs whose

somber black velvet outlined her
dainty slimness with the clean-cut lines of
acameo, Her cheeks were high with enIur,
even the pale gold hair about her face
seemed vividly alive, her hands moved
animatedly as she illustrated her tale to
the little knot of men clustered about her.
It was evident to the watchful
behind the curtain that she was Lying
‘her part under a terrible tumnn

A tall young man in evening clothes
looked down, regarding her with such
obvious admiration in his narrowed black
eyes that Tom's fingers instinctively curled
into fists. At that moment he hated Tre-
villion more cordially than all the rest of
them put together,

The little ripple of the girl's con-
msaliulfna{nd caughtpl:v:n Cleete"ginmt.
Tom recognized him at once from Helen's
dcsmplmu He was slandmg sl.lghl.'l.y apart,

appearing more like a dlnmtv student than
ever, his mild blue eyes twinkling appre-
ciatively behind his thick glasses as lhl
girl reached the point in her story and the
little group of men broke into a soft roar.
Under cover of the next remark from
Trevillion, the girl shot a qmdr,
rmmrd the curtained doorway; a
, anguished attempt to pime the



Emeralds and Blondie

would have done it. His eyes werc
jerked to the cracksman motionless beside
the safe except for his long twisting fingers
which tumned the combination with in-
cessant patience, his ear flattened to the
lock to catch the faint click of the mechan-
ism as it fell in place.
A agony of helpless impatience
sdaod"g{ gutfg man at Lhc sight of that

nuthlg!whﬂe ﬂ:le precious oiniites went by
_girl played her dangerous game
lmuied in the room beyond. He plunged
his twitching hands deep in the pockets of
his coat, grateful when they found and
closed about the handle of the automatic,
‘Now once again the romance of the thing
had faded, leaving a terrible fear in its
stead. He realized only too clearly the
noose into which they had run their heads.
They were as much alone in this isolated
house as if they stood in the middle of the
Mohave desert and the young man did not
deceive himself as to their probable fate
if this mad attempt should be discovered.
He checked an imploring whisper to the
to work faster; for a wavering
moment he even contemplated flight with-
out the emeralds—anything to get the girl
away from this house of fear. Then he
and took himself severely in hand;
it would never do to have a fit of nerves
mwu Hz must play it as gamely as Helen

J\mm lurmd back to the vellow slit
h the curtains. The movement set them
ever so slightly and the single

shlrp the girl zent, under cover of a
mumi from the man called Clieve, showed
that the girl had interpreted it correctly.
Even at that distance Tom saw the color
seep slowly from her face, then as slowly
flood it again. He cast another glance
behind him at that shadowy figzure before
the safe. The cracksman had seemingly
not moved, his head was still flattened
against the door. the fmgerq sluw]; turn-

175

desire to shrick aloud for haste.
next moment his forehead went cold
and wet. Cleete had left the little group
and was walking stright across the room
toward him. For one terrible moment
the young man stood epelibound, unable to
speak or give wamning to the unconscious
cracksman behind him; hardly dar:;ghtg
believe that those enlarged blue eyes
the thick lenses had not glimpsed him
through the slit in the curtains. He was
aware that Helen Mercer's stricken face
had taken notice of Cleete’s departure and
his own anguished emotions seemed but &
continuation of her own.
It was not until Cleete was half-way
across the room that the spell was broken.
Tom took two steps back to the kneeling

“Quick—hide. Some one's comin

Even as he said it came a crash and a ery,
loud and clear, to carry its message to him.

“iOh, Mr, Cleete—your vase—I
|t, lhat spiendid new vase yuu were
ing me—"

']umn:.kedaucomidashtuﬂwsm
between the curtains. Helen's quick wit
bad saved them. A priceless cloisonné lay
on the polished floor at her feet, its enamel
chuppcﬂud loosened. ~ Cleete, everything
else wiped from his mind by this
of one of his precious vases t
back upon the little room and was fairdy
racing back to the ruin she had wrought.

“Fine—oh, fine!” some one inside of
Tom’s body seemed to be applauding the
girl’s act; some one who appreciated the
dramatic side of this breath-taking situation,

Then the cold-blooded critic was screamed
down by the rest of his mind. Tom found
himself ‘towering over the crouching figure
of the cracksman.

“Hurry—hurry—for God's sake—hurry,"
he was repeating it inanely, his finger-nails
biting into the palms for emphasis,

The noise without had increased beyond
its well-bred repression. Another volce—
that of the Portuguese—could be heard
raised apparently in protestation.

The cracksman suddenly straightened
with a little gasp of triumph; the safe
handle turned in his grip, the door swung
open. Into the dark interior a flashlight
Ble mcdiorahreathsspm, grrmlynnd

to leap

ing — tumin g
God—couldn't be hurry? Tom felt a

kedly the twin

at the intruders before 'l'omsfmgml closed
about them.

b
-



The fiash winked out, the men flung
Lhmulveshulbwl,theirhndslupﬁng

&
:

The curtains before the entrance were

swaying, the yellow slit of light had dis-
] Some one had slipped into the

VIII

oo,

FOR a brief moment both men
held their tense positions, revolvers
drawn and pointed in-the direction
of the frightened breathing. Then a whis-
per came across the room.
“Tom—are you there?”
*Helen!” Tom's voice was husky.
A v figure glided from its comer
anid ran lightly across the room to them.
*Quick—something's happened!  We've
Etlt:(f“l Antonio—the Portuguese—came
T'm afraid he's found me out. T
didn't ‘wait—I slipped in here—quick, out
window!™

As her words tumbled over each ather
panic she was steadily steering him
further end of the room where a
hanging pushed aside revealed a
5 unfumlshcd room as poverty-stricken

others which bordered the outside of

‘This was the room opening
s'hnIlow front veranda, the room
bmh_nwmdow pane. The girl was
with fright and excitement; the
t air striking chilly on her arms
left bare by the little satin evening
Wore.

“The window—quick, before they miss
me!"

‘The cracksman was already tugging at
the sash: hesitating to smash the glass and
the whole pack about their ears.
Above the rising excitement in_the other
mm & voice was raized shrilly in anger—

l's voice.

t the devil does this mean? Why
can't T come in?"" The voice grew louder,
evidently the owner had forced her way
inlo the room. “I tell this—this idiot—""
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and he says I'm already herel”

Buu Clnetc’s goft voice cut in—gentle
and chill

In:!plylhcswl'sangryvmnemse
louder,

“Who am I? T'm ‘Blondic’ Travers.
What's this trash aboul down

t me being

here the other night? I never was
before in my life; I've been two
trying to find this place fmm the infe
description Emeralds!
She laughed smnﬂul?x “Pat change I
at those emeralds! Oh, T was
right—TI lifted them, too,

“It was like takmg gumdrops
baby, but I couldnt get away
enough.  That fat woman discovered
were gone and before I could get
the beastly crush the entrances
puarded. They were starting to search
people, too, and, believe me, I wasn't
waiting for any aftermaths—I
them and beat it so they wouldn't be found
near me,

*“Oh, T had my credentials for being there,
Riddle saw to that—but the confounded
emeralds weren't found on the floor or any
place else. They were pone—melted—
vamoosed! It didn’t dawn on me until
tonight that they must have caught on
some one's clothes and then I
never mind how, you

world—that I—that is, Blondie came
down to this place with the Ctm.wyml

s been ng you.
wh,ere is this other g:rl who's been pre-
tending to be me?”

The rapid, high-pitched voice was inter-
rupted by a cmﬁz Tom, throwing caution
to the winds with that last remark had
snatched off his coat and wrapping it about
his arm, l;wcpl the sash clean ;n‘ glass,
even as the sound of running footsteps
sounded in the room beyond. Almost
before his arm was drawn back, Honest
Eill leaped through the empty frame with
the agility of a cat.  Tom lifted the gi
hali-dead with fright, after him, and
swung himseli over the sill on to the

veranda.

He groaned aloud when he remembered
that their machine was in the back, the
lights turned out and the engine probabl
cold by now; a groan wllichg;'h:nged m{
grunt of relief. An automobile stood before
the house, its headlights pointing back in
the direction of the road; a car,
excited driver had forgotten to turn the
engine off.

The door of the house burst bﬂﬁﬂ‘]
them, even as he flung himself the

wheel. A flash lit the black space and a
bullet whined close by his head. Shouting

?
g ig “si‘?g
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and slammed the machine into gear. She
started with a jerk and tore down the road,
the long rows of trees flying on each side

E’.
o

a maddening moment while
they were forced to slack speed to work
the mechanism of the gate, and in recog-
nition of their disadvantage came another
burst of flame and another bullet sang its
deathly song near them, Trevillion's aim
was getting too pgood. Regardless of
the rough, unkept condition of the road,
Tom reeled the speedometer up to ﬁ[Ly,
keeping himseli from being bounced from
the seat by a savage grip on the wheel.

He hear mlﬁnng for the whistling
of the wind as they cut through, but it was
just before they swung on to the smooth
asphalt highway that a scream came from

') cummg in our carl"
A third shot whizzed by.
Tht fellow shut his teeth hard
{;d the wheel around, turning a
wmu at thirty an hour, thanking his stars
for nonskid tires. The fog had dis-
now; the stars were glittering
ly overhead. Watching his chance,
whm be dared, the young man reached
down and switched ng the tail-light, but
the others had already sighted them and
bore down at terrific speed.
A few late machines were passed, some
t 4 marrow margin; one driver yelling
angrily and swinging his car sharply into
the dirt as they grazed his fender.

Evidently they were being taken for a joy
party with more of a capacity for liguor
than caution.

Helen was kneeling on the floor of the
tonneau, her eyes glued to the lights of
the onoorrung machine, while she yelled

rogress to Tom, having to put her
hee to his shoulder to make her voice
carcy over the rushing of the wind. The
other car, with Trevillion at the wheel
and Cleete and the man Clieve in the back
seat, bore down on them along the dark
highway like some fire-spouting monster.

At Sin Eruno, nnot_hrc‘: machine, bound
in the same direction, loomed before them
and Tom took a desperate chance. Reach-
ing over, without slacking speed, he
switched out his headlights, plunging the

thick blackness; then he

p
up the highway, but this hope was shat-
tered wh:ngflun the desolate wide =alt marsh
over which the road stretched, a;;mﬂm
shot was fired, this time striki the
The nn'lrknmnllms was
attempling to blow out their rear tires.
Tom groaned. He had taken the worst
possible course. At this time in the
morning the San Bruno Road was
tically deserted; only the sprawling little
town of South Cny—dark at this
breaking the dreary landscape of
marsh and barren hills. On the hlghway
the crooks would not have dared to fire
for fear of drawing undesired attention
upon themselves, On this lonely road, the
few people on the little dismal farms who
might hear the shots would not be inclined
to investipate.

A RAILROAD-CROSSING loomed

ahead, and even as they came upon

it the warning bell told of the train
further down the track, its beadlights
already splitting the darkness. A quick
hope rose in Tom's heart that the other
machine would be halted by that
string of ireight cars. He stepped
on the throttle and the car bounded over
the tracks, grazed by the descending gates.

A little cry was wrung from girl,
then came a groan from the
and the.other car suddenly a) in
the fierce headlight of the pufing en%
crashing through the gates as if they
been so much tissue paper, bits of hroken
glass and splinters of white wood dancing
in the dazzling light of the lamps.

Now Tom hit it up until the speedometer
reached the 6o mark. His arms ached
with keeping the machine to the center
of the road. His headlights were snaj
on—at that speed he needed every caul
The car rocked and swayed with the
in the asphalt; the wind, even with
protection of the wind-shield, filling their
nostrils and mouths as if with water,
making them fight for each breath.

Another shot glanced off the ground
behind them, then another. The car had
started the climb of the hills now, the road
lined on cne side by cliffs, toweringinto
barren peaks above; on the right aslope




could sée the pursuing car; catching
glimpses as it rounded the curves after
them—not more than this—a light was

ing  them, coming with a speed
which matched and surpassed either of the
‘machi

ines.

“Palice,” screamed Tom in explanation
and st on the throttle harder.

Around curves he was fairly safe, the
pursuers, uncomfortably close now, could
not take good aim; but a long level stretch
over the top of the grade appeared and in

~answer a rain of shot struck the ground
behind them. The gird's scream seemed
but an echo of the concussion of air and as
if in ounlmuauun came an explosion twice

"They’w got us!”
Tom felt a terrible t
and realized with a sudden stab of fear
that this time the marksman's aim was
true. One of their rear tires had blown
out. The car careened madly to the right
and the young man threw all his strength
to straightening the wheel. From right
to left and back she swung; their rear
wheels defining a perfect hali-arc. Then
realized with a sick horror that the front
wheels were
hang there for a terrible etemity, then
the car slowly toppled over and Tom's last
wnmu thought was a feeling of mild
that there was no echoing crash;
g but a swimming blackness and an

odd numbness in his arms—and oblivion.
Out of the blackness grew a star, an odd
green star which slowly turned golden and
whirled with frightful speed on one point.
A deep voice somewhere was mpcaunu.
“making it rich and like a lily in bloom,”
which was so obviously ridiculous when

ing on his arms

T

hanging over space—seemed

g

of them, all crowding and elbowing each
other for room in his bedroom ceiling.
Then he became slowly aware that he was
wretchedly cold; that what should have
been his bedwasodd.ly hard and stony

one was crying SuftlI;
name. He made an effort to lurch npnghl
dimly conscious of a stabbing pain in his
side; and found himseli looking unsteadily
into Helen Mercer's eves. The girl's hs
was tumbled over her shoulders in a
gold mass; her eyes shone with tears in the
starlight. Tom's eyes traveled
down her little satin evening dress, liter
u.LE{ torn to ribbons.
“You—you're hurt?’ He asked it
hoarsel

She shook her head.

“It was the top—the top saved us, we
turned over on our side but the top saved us
from turning turtle. Oh, Tom—mmnt
hurt—are you—are you—"

Her concern caused the young man to
put his unsteady arms about her and draw
her face feebly to his. It scemed the most
natural thing in the world to do, and quite
as simply the girl kissed him back.

It was & minute before he looked around.
They seemed to be in a ditch—the machine,
@ wreck in the starlight, sprawled bulkily
beside them. The other car had com-
pletely ppmmd

“Honest Billl" Tom exploded it.

Helen looked at him with fear
remorse in her eyes. It was the first ti
they had either one thought of the
man. He might be pinned under
dying at this very moment.

““Tom, 1 never thought to look. T
I fainted for & minute and when I came to,
1 was so worried about you. Oh, Tom—
you Jook—I don't dare.”

Bitterly reproachiul at his seliish over-
sight, Tom dragged himsell unsteadily to
his feet and stumbled over Lo hw
car, He might have saved hi the
trouble.

Honest Bill was gone.

12l
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S0 were the emeralds.
= 1 HEY! Al right down there?"
b.‘1 ‘he up-flare of a flashlight slanted
for a moment on the face of & motor-
cycle policeman rather ludicrously. poked
over the edge of the cliff, before it came 1o
focus on their upturned heads.
“All right for a funeral,” Tom croaked.
That stabbing pain in his side again,




Lo Hunung
grimfw over the

machine.
wrath increased, as his anxiety for
dded.

is no place, nor no time to start
lecl.llﬁng but by way of a tip, the speed-
dimit on this road is thirty an hour, not

e
girl burst out hysterically.
“But you don't understand—those others
were right behind us—""
bl ain't no excuse,”” The officer
said it more in weariness than in anger.
“Your joy-riding pals got away—I let 'em
£o to come back and look for you when I
g0 over the bank.”
away—they got away!” Tom tot-
Iued a couple of steps in dlsﬁppolﬂlef]
“Those crooks got away—"
wddm movement sent that shooting
through his side again and he caught
Enhmk.h with a stab. He saw Helen’s
anxious white iau: appear unaccountably
above his own aware that the
officer with wdden apprehension had leaped
to his assistance, Again the familiar lmlc
jgreen star began to burn in his brain.

y 8
A woice, very weak and very far away,
ot isputably his own, said it calmly

z‘nd?ﬁwhuald; Then the whole workd

went out in a Blinding flash of pain.

At balf-past nine the next morning,
Motorcycle Officer Bixbee walked into a
ward of the San Mateo County Hos |la]
with a curt but friendly ned to the
haired girl whose anxious eyes barely Iu{t
:}: %dmd figure of the young man on

In answer to Tom's mute question, the
wofficer shook his head disappointed.
“No use—I guess we 10=<l out.
so far as the go,”" he

Oh, not

A3 500n as the young lady here recovered
enough to tell Blake about it a bunch of us
went down there. 'We found the house just
as she said—Lord, some joint, wasn't it—
but they was all gone—even the Bohunk.
Left in quite some hurry from the looks
of things; rugs in a heap; safe door swing-
mg oE::n and the safe itself as clean as a

hist Not a scrap of paper leit to give:
a chw neither.  Found your car down there,
she’s some splashed with mud and thelunps
are battered up, but that was the only thing
they overlooked that wasn't nailed down."

For several minutes after the officer had

left, Tom lay with closed eyes, motionless
except for the rise and fall of the bed-
clothes over his chest.

‘The girl thought that he was and
tiptoed gently from the room. But Tom's
brain was doing doulble-quick time and his
mental vision was not exactly msa\uinﬁ
It had taken the form of a huge ledger, wil
these entries on the debit side:

Two Broken Riba,
A Borrowed Machine, slightly banged up,
Ome Suit of Clothes, simply nuwh:n.

And; vague, but grimly dominating the
future:

What were they going to sy at the office?

The total was staggering. ‘Tom
opened his eyes in v.-]!‘ defense and fixed
them unblinkingly on the white plaster
ceiling.

Then, out of his Pandora’s Box of
Troubles came this little ray of comfort.
The kinetoscopic events of the past few days
whirled colorfully through his brain. Once
mare his nerves thrilled to the L
they plunged from the fatal “club
to the terrible moments of the maddlﬂlll]l
the p li; once more he reached the

« “If, as you say, Honest Bill got
away with 'em we'll get 'em back by night.
The San Francisco police are already on
“his trail." There was contempt in the
policeman's tone. “But it's the others—
the club. Too bad you and the young lady
wasn't in shape to tell us about ‘em last
night; we could have pabbed the whole

acme of excitement as the machine hung
for that eternity over the edge of the bank.
The unquenchable spark of the bom
adventurer gleamed in the young fellow's
eyes and he bmlu: into a grin.
" he gloated within himself,
“that was one time in my life when 1 was
living in high gear!”




Camp-Fires ago Harrison R.
y of our writers' brigade, sent

A FEW

uubmismungnshe took ship for France.
Here is a word from him, now a sergeant in

Engineers, written from the
other side, with a couple of clauses clipped
out by the censor:

It’s been a long trail since last T had opportunity
you, o tmil fraught with excitement and

bizarre ut there's an exhilaration
fin it all, even the drudgﬂ_', that makes for enthu-
sasm and pgets done in super-American style,
JJHLESS one is among that chosen few who are
=id to “think internationally,” as it were, it is

3 _there in America, to realize the

eagine for general ace
this American qu.hmuuy I-omc,

They
lMﬂMnhﬂ&hﬂ‘hhrD[aun .
censor commands that its m. In ¢ %
wlnokmtonCunl»
Fire, Doubthess, th

as usual,
there in the Siates hul it's duh:uJL to believe it
from here. Ilm;hntAmmmmbemn feva

mHﬂa

“Taps is sounding, ‘50 T'll have to close this note.—
B.R.Bwnm

T ONE of our Camp-Fires Edgar
Young “started something” by asking
*What is the spirit of adventure, particu-
Jarly as considered biologically? Also, an-
other of our comrades, Earl J. Teets, said
he'd been knocking around a good deal but
had never met adventure and is there any
such animal? One of the replies—to both
inquirers—is given below, from Charles
Beadle, who, like Edgar Young, belongs to
our writers' brigade:
Granp Isie, La.
My pear Cawr-Fiex:—The question that E
Young scts is most interesting. [ should rather luke
wbuelabn&m it. Yet it is such o mighty big

mﬂd the sl.cﬁnh.lun of the gpml of
ad-mtum

hn may ISK' sﬂm.a of
bw {u: mmﬂf and hm:r? For does she
hunt with the same pack?

BIL()[.U(JL ALLY, I should say, that

nat the magazine, with due 'J iuu
tant as her (1 sy her advisedly,
entrancing to a male) two sisters fn the nduth ut
man. The oi definition is best served per-

purpose
haps, on the principle of a pounid of lmhmh.
by asimile. 1t s casy to imagine that some
T:TM of the crustacea family lhorﬁzhly

rals whatever they were, also mato wl
ever she was. Is it inconceivable that the sand
ctab owed its existence to that very of ad-
venture worrying innumerable ancestors into
out what was going on in that interesting land, the-
beach, and in another element, air?

“There's something lost behind the sand-dunest
Go and find itl"

k

Get me?
As for the second regurding intelloctual,

is not thia question snswered by

The Impulse which prompted him to

Hon Is the lady hersafl

sang the crustacean Ripling.

AS FOR Ead J. Tects I would say, in all. comrade-
ship, that T suspect that he has in

sort with U, 5. 5. Advenfure many a time and off,

but that he has misdabd his i book. Has he

never for example, felt o thrill mn&:h of

tle”—even at mancuvres? 11 so, let

that was a promise of the kisses to came.

a recipe let him take, when he be free, this

which, like the patent medicine “unsoliciped

‘mondals,” Im

p of the .mw' and with cyes
tzke a coin and toss as

o e
that One. Never mind how, but go. Hhedwml

find adventure, the Lord help bim, [ can poti—
Caanres Brapie. 2

HEN he wrote the sloryandﬁl.ew
letter in January, our commde, W.
Townend, was stationed at Qumn,
Ireland, @ lieutenant in the Royal Welsh
Fusiliers. In May, when I write this, he
may be one of those meeting the big Hun
offensive. In August, when you read this,
I hope that the German ol‘i"m
may be broken and that at 1easl e be-
ginning of their end may have dawned. It
may take years, but at least we can
that months or weeks will do it However
long it takes, I hope no soft, tem
peace will be made until the Hun's fangs
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. Good luck to him
'hlens him, and all the others who

good fight. Here iz his
word. abwt the story:

SrIKE IstaxD, Qusms'wru IRELAND,

vary 12, 1018,

The main facts are lmrmh:ly mlui—thnt is, the

, the mmg af the doorway, shell-shock
the trench rats. 1 can assure you [ Im:ed the

rats in France as mnm as I ever ga\f.‘d anything,

—W. Towsesp,

LL American citizens are drawn from
two sources—children and immigrants.
{w want clear water in a barrel there
isn't much use in trying anything else until
you've stopped or clarified any streams of
dirty water that may be fowing into the
barrel.  To put the matter baldly, both the
m that fill the barrel of American
are pretty muddy. There is no
sense in b ing the streams for being dirty.
It is our job to keep them clean,

Whit do we do to keep these two streams
clean, to ensure good American citizens in-
stead of bad? What have you ever done
toward it?

'I‘Hr. A League for Citizenshi

has been incorporated to afford the
means ot united effort toward this end, to
install the teaching of real citizenship inall
‘our schools and to limit immigration to
what we can really absorb and to what will
not merely pollute the water in our barrel.

HEREB o letter from Stephen Chalmers,
comrade of our writers' brigade. The
following I pumped out of him in the course
of a long conversation on immigration and
in general. He was a British
subject, & Scotchman. Even though he had
lived in this country quite a number of
years, he would not ask for American citi-
until he felt he had been here long
tﬂ be really assimilated, sufficiently
undesstanding of American ideals 1o be &
really worthy citizen of the country to which
he intended to transfer his alleg]a.m:e Do
you get the full force of it?
not accep! tize
he felt bcmworihy of it/ Our laws givi
cmmahip o many who are nof wortl
it, this takes the

.mmm some—make e would-be
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and the ideals into his own hands and makes
sure that in at least one case the United
Slmoiﬂ.meﬁcldounolgctldﬁmwh
is unwortly.

TEAT is very splendid. But doesn't it
make you, one of those who determine
our laws and policies, rather ashamed that
the vote of this clean American citizen, or
of a native-born American, is nullified by
the vote of some unwurﬂ:y immigrant who
should never have been given citizenship?
Say, for example, some German who has
gince been using his American citizenship as
ameans of hurting America and helping her
enemy, Germany, the perjury of his broken
cath of ::Llcgmnoe tous not even being pun-
iched, his American citizenship not even
taken from him.

Who determines whether such thi
shall be? The politicians? Nof You
T and the rest of the hundred million Ameri-
cans who hold the fundamental power al-
ways. The politicians can do anly what we
let them do. You can argue a tho
years but you can never shake that fact.
You can fail to use your share of the funda-
mental control, you can dodge your duty
and be a dead weight and ite, but
can never free yourself of the responisil t{l

If our immigration laws are faulty,
some of our immigrants pollute the water in
our barrel, yow are one of those who are to
blame.

TI{ERE are many remedies that might
be applied. Mr. Chalmers’ letter sets
forth one of them that merits your serious
consideration—if you are a real American,
a real believer in democracy, nota pulaw,
a shirker; or something worse.

Samanac Laxe, N. Y., March 1,
« You know my feeling in this matter,
j-:ct ‘to the walk- -up O{Jﬂ]\:mln citizens
papers without & deep realization of
doing, During the next five years
ment is not always mndudw Lo proper
when they get second papers they
under the influence oi thu environment
worse than no ctisens at all
T would like to see the law changed toat
years before amy concesion is granted,
on‘l; under the uu-n:lul. examination as to

the interval (to be mppl]&l by
trict poli hat
xicH mw-w y:tu plenss).
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wote of 1 bad citizen is destructive of the

citizen, and
thave his jprotected agninst

influenced vote of the iliterate —STErmEx

;

N CONNECTION with his story in
- this izsue Hugh Pendexter gives us a
little historical “dope”:
Norway, Mave,

T have taken 5t. Chair's {speiled Saincair in the
ald ballads) dd'ul and Wa‘)nc s victory over | usc
ar

this yarm. 'l'bc invitation to war was given by ru]
strings and red sticks, the later o\xmmon'ly
used by the Crecks and their cousins the
and radiating from them up the Mis-

dﬂg valley.
A-Hidatsa Indian, lving in Dakota in 1885, was
B0 itk Todiany to bs a m.gl:r.}l magician be-
clmnufhh trick of imn!ucmz red, ripe cherries from
This mouth ‘{‘ It is supposed be pre-
them in whisky, He was known ns “Cherry-

in-the-Mouth." As it's mever to my km-ﬂrdge
heem played up in fiction 1 have transposed the wrick
back 10 1791 lor a white man to play.

Little Tartle's speech, ' am the L-u! ete"isa
matter of history.

J HAVE shown that Bund was
ot narra In detail the fact.
and historical ﬁopeisl]-l(. Papakeecha, ol

E:E%

5.

without losing caste or inviting —

o n in ¢

e S
ut here's o case when uhmﬁ
admission, and with o reason o stand

-—Tumus Appisos,

1 don't believe you'll blame me for mak-
ing an exception of this case,
where the full strength of the cussing is so
strongly called for we umt keep up this

busine: person-
ally 1 have no brief for lJn Kaiser, unless it
is that mayhe he's insane or ﬂl!
ool of still worse men. 1 can, in his case, gd;
along with nothing more than dashes.
when it comes to Ludendorff, the Crown
Prince, Hindenburg and Tirpitz it strains
me a bit to be limited by dashes. Tf Mr.
Addison can fill 'em in for the Kaiser, why
shouldn't I be granted :xc«,—plm in lhm
nthcr cases? So there it {:c&
son's exception mustn’t cmimdnl'cd a
precedent or all the rest of us will be claim-
ing equal prmlt_}.v

F YOUR zine is l:\lz in
F pksscmm for present unse!
transportation conditions before hopping
on to us.  Because of war coud:um we're
starting the magazine out a week or ten days
earlier then formerly, but troops, ammunition
and supplies ng‘ht.{nli; take precedence over

NE of the few unwritten laws of our
Camp-Fire is that, when it comes to
printing, we devitalize cuss-words by using
dashes to indicate them, and the same rule
holds in our fiction stories. But perhaps
some of you nm.ia:d that in a recent serfal,
“For the Flag,” we let one cuss-word go as
itlay. The following letter to me from the
author expluins the mpurvn
n, VA,
T want (ﬁ;&. while T think ol |\.n¢ww'lnl favor

Slory.
«chapter 26 J‘hﬂy Smith, in speaking to

German minkster niser, ‘says: "rniuﬂ
wkhluun-nd.uhhbmod
Now Billy means Uis with ll bis hear whes

he
T —— with him;" he
‘means “To HELL wh.h“‘h: unlmnqamn
myld!mlil lrhnlmwinlnlllmnmhal
it echoes your personal sentiments. So I beg of
ey it oot 4 "°""m"?.'i§
to print, 10 the
of the men who

smys it He doesn't

¢ could quit at any time migazines and the gem:ral :culimahhip-
ping is in many ways.
N THE opposite page are some old

friends of ours. W. C. Tuttle, who

introduced us to fke, Magpie and the rest
of their bunch, used to be a
a Spokane daily. Last Christmas,
his kind offices, I received a snap-shot
Magpie et al by way of greeting.
with my thanks I ventured a xepm
Half-Mile Smith and Dirty-Shirt Towes
so conspicuously slighted me and later -
delighted to receive, via Mr. Tuttle's
a photo from Pnpnm:ks Jeading
tographer. It appears on page thy
bore on its back this legend:
DIRTY-SHIRT JONES (standing) and HALF-
MILE SMITH.

R R

a Hitle too

a%!azi

tive was
much but otherwise it Is good.

1 thought you might like to see just what

s_,,,ga
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Adventure

LLOWING our Camp-Fire custom,
Gladys E. Johnson, on the occasion of
her first story in our magazine, rises and in-
troduces herself to us, getting, I know, the
friendly welcome we always have for the
few women who gain membership in our
writers' brigade:
It's a Immhlap being a woman, That highly
remark u mllnd hm- being by my nosing
this little biogray |y o[ mlll(‘l among the Indian
fighters, the expl md the “knights of empire"
ly, whose l‘!n\'!u\gukumﬂkeuplhl:{ Amipe

'T‘Hllll. ING adventures have a way of side-
ugprng the fenmle of the species, 25 3 usual

t's most discouraging; all my life 1 have

ng to put mysdi in the way of thrillers
we them jump clear over my head or burst

oﬂlyt.o

into nothing at the most intense moment.  But in
spite of my efforts, the only thrilling adventure
which has happened to me in the last two years was
e, om its

tumning an sutomobibe, containing five

shile, while driving at forty-seven mi

Even here my dinbolical d luck stayed with me,

for, miraculous as it sounds, no one was even mussed

up. But at that, my passengers on that occasion

gumm\y agreed that it was adventure encugh
ther.

Since then, though most of my spasmedic vaca-
tions have been spent in the mounln{mmgm
lmp;edeuuw—vgul the mountaing of ﬁ
can be pretty wild—so far, cougars and

alies have been gentlemen cm‘mg'h o overlook me,

’ HAD the same good misfortune os & child
You'd think that a th]dbm! spent larpely in
logging-camps could boast some dramatic moments,

but all T brought away an unsnthﬁod
for excitement and o never-forgotten
beautiful, wild California backgrou

T have found the dw lhn., place of adventure
many tim ortly after it moved ont. Last Sum.
mer I tral by the aid of gasaline, th
State down into Mexico. a\l a bull-fight
country I almost caught up with it, huulwrl.'hnonn
dramatic moment, occasioned by the “toro’” pearly
booking a matadar, bull-fight simmered down
o a rather tame :ul r—and 1'm not bloodehimty
cither, as evidenced by my nearly torning the car

: b a ground squirrel on the
Jesert.

AV

Tﬂl",ﬂ[n waa only one time when 1 was Ji on
all cyh'uil.r: and having the thrills of my
s was three years ago when T way
n Francisco newspagper.
and too much scnse of the ridicu-
from “sob-sister” on the paper Lo
de trouble-bunter, The paper em-
ernl reform cam)
an ex of the raEmlumu:aldIu‘-nd
\I.unw,.mls in this city. As T was detec
h.\::i mﬁ? effort whobllaln s o‘l'hm"mﬂt
s, 1, for once, had my
espocdally when 1 was trailed and eventaally con-
fronted with my real identity in a clairy t's
affice. For a moment. T expectod to have to do the
movic stunt of ng the window out
on to an electric :.l;;n a story betuw for I was prett
unpopular in that office right then.  Afterward
laughed li: l;um:r:'lxv .:ul i the excitement of the
moment T thought with true stage newspay
al way, Il look fine ::Enlhn: ﬂ‘
thon hen once mote Fate backed dw-n and 1
was allowed to walk out of the door like any other

"THE newspaper work was the best ot of train-
ing for the fiction writing, wl

afterward took up. 1 haunted |he

and the wateriront and came in contact with some

carious and ratber gruesome characters.  Many an
for & story wns born while T listened to the

strange result. of tracing down a nnmuorywmtu

“feature” out of it or stumbled over some novel

haunting situation which had no niews

A year of reporting and I took the jump—left the

paper and launched in; and pow [

am putting my “heroes" through some of the strange

experiences 1 have beard, and introducing into my

stories some of the queer peaple I have met.

. ml.h |L~| Cl hln.uuh'n s qunr_r amd]d Creck
quarter, 2 wateriront, whose habliués are re-
cruited from the Seven Seas, its Barbay
its Keamey Street—the Rialto of the

| TErE,
Wil Irwin



Grapys E. Jomesos, %mdndﬁdm
: e propoms that some other buck make up her
ﬁlm, written ssm l.i;l‘i: a%mm Eake her as Bl aquam,
one of our comrades who is finding HAT the whites called buying s -w-'
army life good for more than preparation warmdnh g’ t
hrgghtmg:

Lawe 82, Sectiow E, Kerwy Fren, No. 1, Texas  yes. In others he left game at-
March 31, 1915, tecpee; if she took it in and cooked
Have been translerred {rom the Medical Depart-  In others be made o mde reed
ment to the Avintion Corpe. The rumor had it that  would tootle for his
the Detachment at the D?Atnl was to re- she woul
main until the end of the war, an [gﬂhuyn;‘hr_
wway, applied for o transicr and th h
recommendation from my colonel receiv
#ix days.

FIND — bhot and desolate In a way, but we
sure do not get o whole Jot of time to worry.
The that seems Lo warry the boys bere is that
can't get to France quick enough.  And I cheer-

i move to his teepes, wl

the motion.
1 like the life in the Army? You bet Ido. It with passive mm“un,mg
s,

las dome me n whole Jot of Inrtvill:nll(tyw
m&#gﬂ{.ﬂ:ﬁ e s nothiog ke THE nlwhu.m :
3§ ere s no
¥ ot nguulhglndhm

p early in the morning, feeling real
tis the I‘L‘ u.rkmu—h:gllnmf-udfﬁi
of ours, and with the material we have on
the training they get, to the
mlh[mtswhowﬂaKmﬂnmmm
this war,

1 am expecting o be sent across in a
&ae. 'l'mkuedlurllwﬂunwmm:
w test. L t t
“close view of the Huu—CuL Gm‘{lx:lﬁ'r‘: ok d

Wm Frank H. Huston talks about In-
dians he knows what he's talking
about. Here's a letter to us from him
“which “Uncle Frank" labels as follows: “On
‘Roping the Legs and Other Maunders.”

All squaws amongst the [Iuﬂw Iulﬁ:uls. wl» ean-
“abderod \dﬂua ns an essential jewed,
selves, The manner varied according to md.l\'ldlu
taste and the necessities of the moment. At times o
thong at ankles or knees allowing them to shuffle
and at others an elaborate armngement rrom
e v TI;L Binm :::m i ,tku:l:? £} i !
seen with the Oriental custom of s ts an -
“padiock with this diffcrence; the squaws roped for WM"WNM-‘\M.%
i the penalty for. viclation of a 5l habitat New York and ;
Toped ﬂunr';u death. No ‘woman old ot young "'ynﬁmw‘Imm t.um). carried
3 ve the t Fopil nY: g

E

: T SHOULD b nderstond that the tecpee snd




|

bones but shallow so that by
flesh could be tomn in a few

"JTHE wounds left horeible scars, as any old-timer
an Rain-in-the-Face Incurred  the

an
was nol a chief, bl‘a?hali the stand-
fnmous feat of endurance and

 fng of tne
Eﬂ&dﬂk{ gnﬂdTom Custer he would take

his (Custer's} heart out and et it, which he did

~ later, and young Sundinthlum, for ane, never

ut Rain, like Bull him-
ﬁ ‘had no use for amy white. Two wise, very wise,
far-seeing men.

g
¥
g
:
£
|
;
g
:

J
to ritual, and the squaws and dogs and picka-
following to skin and carve the meat. And the

alterward—bump, marrow, tongue, milk-
guts, suct and, as 4 boune boucke, na un
willed in o paunch with its contents. Everybody's
fce, hands, arms and front bloody and greasy, but
all happy. And later the squaws pounding the dried
_meat and soet to powder and stuffing it into skin
ek Brobdingnagian sausage; the
pemmican nny soldier's emergency ration

ived; and raw or cooled and bot,
peaple.

duty off the Atlantic coast, a man who was

among the salvagers after the Halifax dis-

aster:

e C.D. 13, care H. M. C. 5. —.

dri!ti%:mnd
ercs

tion as you can possibl
favorite magazine and fol
unfortunate cuss tofling through death and gore

‘Our boat is number thirteen and has thirteen of a
crew, and our little Hotchkis six-pounder Is number
thirteen!  So hooray for the —W. McKis-
e Harves,

AS TO the copy of our magazine that has
had more adventures than any other
copy. That's a hard matter on which to
get full data, but it is certainly interesting
to record the reports as they come in from
time to time:

The first Advendure 1 read 1 found in an old hut
not far from Mexico City, That was early in 1815,
Tabso found one that T had read in an old

firginia. O the inside I found these words

in West

risco, then bere” A rather long trip i
it's true~Rov J. WirLiaus.

WHAT about conditions in this country
after the war? There will be big
changes and there's already discussion
of various problems.  Good.  But why talk
about doing this and that if we're not fit
to do them? It is merely building on sand
to attempt betterments if we ourselves,
through whom they must be put into prac-
tise, are not sound and trustworthy.
No -ism or -ology or concrete improvement
ever suggested can withstand the dry-rot
of bad citizenship, of our bad citizenshi
Why not begin at the foundation?—ArTHUR
SvLeivant Horruan.




ADVENTURE'S FREE SERVICES AND ADDRESSES

These services of Adsemture are frec to amy ene. They involve much time, work and expense on o
jpart, but we offer them gladly and ask in retum only that you reod ond obserse fhe simple rules, thus &
ing needless delay and trouble for you and us, mﬂwcﬁﬁtnllhkw“kmd%
No formality between editors and readers, WWI::MWM“'NMMU&“NW{

Identification Cards
ust send us (1) your name and ad.
dwnywhwuﬁd LELEY
e Bt ettt TRk SO
besra in English,

tam;
Ench this inscription, each pristed
m o German, lmmw Dratch, Ttadisn,
. Chinese, Russian, aod Japaness:

lndad

In ous office, under each serial nusmber, will be cred.
e name of bearer asd of one Iriend, with anest ad.
dress of each.  No nams nwnmn

Back Issues of Adventure

Wi twenty-five centa AE- o copios ew—him
. ol ot il e
q"l..nuuam m‘:a' “'nh.‘-ra"(-ﬂl!nﬂl;vmlwrxn!
mecessary

Addross—]. % Dusiss, enre of Advesture.

4o look sy We bave o
al writets. A welcome for n--m.n_ n -
10 write arking fa rubmil your werk.

When wabuitting 3 mansceh .
w'rtna:“ﬂml!t:lﬂmﬂ.ﬂﬂ-ﬂ"ﬂ‘ “
Saer Srpdevte comer, Bocloee Barped and aalresset eo-

. i il oy w}l@d’m‘lﬂd
adiress Page. We ssrime o mamace]
o fhaatation sobkmtzed, bt e all dce chrs while
arw fn cur basds.  Payment o0 acceptance.
wast only clean sovies. Sex. morbid, * »

barred.
fact-articles.  Can not hm«wwuﬂ horwa-
amﬂmuy length; under joo0 welcomed.

Mall Address and Forwarding Service

Py b gl o o b

called for, provi ecessary posiage is supplied.
General Questions from Readers

sl dan 1o o frs service depastmest Ak Adven,

-‘rm‘:{mMm:ﬂw When It
Remember

m‘wﬁumﬁmm:mwnn«m
‘between sendlng and publicarion.

3‘
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Letter-Friends Back Home

ice Dy

ree Servi at for
Ty u:m Allded
Others in Camp,

ﬂllb‘ hltﬂ MM
] m i
Triendaipa

When ik year mifitar
* ot as poasible. i

Pror Marcorse Hy) L
Porce, 93 Ka-::ﬁ . .ﬂ b ’%m

o Camstax B, :m Ui By
i, care of Pratmastce, New

Expeditions and Employment

we abould liice to be of add In these
nmhnmum that it s not practicable. wm

ﬂwlldﬂw gﬁ
ng 2o canpect

nn w.m Mm
Bul’lll\(.w O.in w'lwm

wml#_ﬁnlg-é-’-dm

e ol ke “Stonding Informition” in “AN A8
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A Free Question and Answer Service Bureau of Infor-
mation on Outdoor Life and Activities Everywhere and
Upon the Various Commodities Required Therein. Con-
ducted for Adventure Magazine by our Staff of Experts.

ZF g

ONS should be sent, not to this office, but direct to the expert in charge of the department in
field it falls. S that service may bcaspmm}namubk be will answer you by mail direct.
also 10 us a copy of cach question and answer, md.imm mmnsh.llndxuhmﬁmnu
publish them each month in this department, us making i1 itsell an exceedingl
and |Mu source of practical information. Unbess mmmm requested, inquirer's name
e printed with question: street numbers not given.
uk for ‘mem] information on a given district or subject the expert will wvblhﬂy Eive you
inters and refer you to books or to local or special sources of informa
Mwmhﬁmammrmmmd\hnnhmlr rhnruwnducm un:ul!ll;unm
to their departments subject only to our general rules iul “Ask Adventure,” but neither they
magazine assumes any responsibility bewnd the moral one nl trying to do the best that s
d:g’“ have been chosen by us not oaly for their know! experience but for their integrd
ifity. ‘We have emphatically assured each Uf them that u advice or information is not to be
in any way by whether a given commodity is or is not advertised in this magazine.

ro
f%g;ﬁ

gE

1. Sarﬂm iree to anybody, provided stamped and addressed envelope is enclosed.
P each question direct to the expert in charge of the particular department whose
& ll-u covers it. Do NOT send questions fo this magazine.
3 No nﬂ, will be mlde 10 neqnuu for partners, for ilnlncill backing, or for chances
covers and worl
an{y if they are mmdo«r lctiviues. and only in the way of general data and advice. It
is in no sense an employment burcau.
4. Make your questions definite and specific. State exsctly your wants, qualifications
e and inteations. Explain your case sufficiently to guide the expert you question.

Send no question until you have read very carefully the exact ground covered by
the particular expert in whose department it seems to belong.
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Bnnnm navigated this sea or
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treasure from m*—m Mamoney, A.

., France.
Anrwer, Cwmn Dingle:—Your inquiry re-
the Sea has been refs o me,
mmmtbuaum:uﬂulnh{ mnan
Fterd mllm&lnlmtmmmhm

masts, and bits of wreckage; but the area is in no
place dense enough to |mpetl= mavigation, unless in
the case of o sailing ship becalmed, but a wind
1o w&ommh&xudmmw&ﬂz p.:‘.matm;mmmmi
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In fact, as for mvlull'mngmunh‘r- cat and herb-cating
Bess lines of ships pass through it every voyage; and (QJCuonzhnﬂﬂu
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—attendant with

away, There Is no
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n away with the idea that the
T'we lived there and the only thing
malaria and not much of that.
a general Alrican point of view it is

wooded. is com to ongn
there is alight and varishle.
are uplands with open rolling country and

Game (large) i fairly abundant but varies
3 suu‘mhau}wi ?m: st all and i
| extremely both sorts.

. cannot reckon on living off the coun-
o ﬂilm. uwwmeﬁmguefn:icmulnﬂk
3 at by trading—i the natives

10 be friendly and they ususlly are il you

~ know the way to go about it. Game 5 too ematic
‘rely upan,  Ome week you may have enough to
anvan to and the next not enough
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%aﬂduhrwd.\'ﬂm there are large
i Sometimes you can get swest
bat dmﬁo};d i[n my “hi ence.  And

supply or man, white men partic-
ularly, s conspicuous by lts absence in most of

Outdoor Work in Maine

wesfion:—"1 am a young man of scventeen years
e desirous of geiting work on a farm or in s
, anywhere where I can live and
T am six fect tall, weigh 163
nds and am very strong and healthy. 1§ you

el me to get work in your let-
grateful to you"—ALEXANDER

Dr. Hathome:—There is plenty of
an the farms in Maine at the it
season advances help will be very
indications. There k= o great de-
Aroostook County in the
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fie
=
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il
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effarts at the present to
and work on the farms.

ther parti
There are also many farmers in the vicinity of
Bm!.hllarcinnm;olmpetmthdp.

Authority on South Sea Islands

M B TOM L. MILLS writes: Ina third commun~

jcation | have received from Mr. A. E. B,
Buker, & most gratehul Ask Adventurer who is serve
ing on the China Naval Station, he says: i

“T bave just read a book, ‘In Strange South
Seas,’ by Miss Grimshaw. It is packed full of
description and information, bat how far reli-
able, of course, I am not competent to say; but
it sounds 1o me the right dope all right."

Terra Incog. 2 o
Lsland tions of twenty years mgo, Ralph
Stock and Beatrice Grimshaw as are good
authorties,
Emror's Nore:—"“Nobody’s Tsland," by Miss
syl L by 1017,

Dog Travel in Alaska

Question:—*Could you tell me the difference be-
tween Eskimo h’u?“&jalt. mmﬂ.mmq?

capabilities regarding 2 How are they
in; and at what age?  Would it be possible to secure
st and bave it shipped to me in Toronto?
What is 4 worth?

“Now | am desirous of taking a trip to Alasks and
T would be H you could what lines
of employment pen 10 me. 1 have lived

in a aty all my life. Driving horses is my occupa-
tion and 1 want to get some outdoor work in the
Yukon or Alaskan country. 1 am iwenty years
cld."—Jaues J. Dovie, Toronto, C

Anger, by Mr. Solomons:—
Interested in
cinating sabject.

It is really quite a fas-
The knns‘;dmhnol iy ‘:;ua'g‘u" ﬁ'm
mutes" are nterchangeal a many
e. The Eskimo dog is T iy dog of the

ic and Behring Sea coasts, and may be cither o

traction,
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hair on his toes and in all paris
ection in the ordinary dos of
es, The halr is downy or furry close
o the skin. He s a critter of considerable variety
of appeamnce in other respects than as to these
commen features.,

“Fhe busky, on the other hand,
paire it of the timber- wolf ard 4 good -
men of hide can not readily be distinguizhed irom
that of a He is larger than the osdinary
Indisn or Eskimo dog, in proportion as the lntter
iy, i s Hiack g i, Wt ot

Eray, st are more
lbunxnannd lorgrer om the ridge of the back, giving
him a much darker color when looked down upon
than in o side view, The belly is much lighter,
somelimes abmost white. i‘I;gia ‘mottled, or miher

, s & more or less

‘Thenatives use the “Siwash" L
band ‘round the neck, between the 'y
one band rising thence on side, across
mumny coming together at the saddle of the

whmthelwmmmm.mm.
fing with the back of the “The three bands
are brought b as stated, at the back and o

trace from the dog’s mate ot a distance of
{eet and the two, united in one, go back to
arrangement,

B
k

poor

white man’s dog harness consists of a collar
in much the same way os a %
Lraces are attached. At the sides
Teld with s broader

place by o
e and snapping under the belly. There is
i The two traces often are

hl
i

use a singletree at the back of
“This is united to the central draw-rope
pwo-and-a-half-foot line. Sometimes
of doubletree which croses the

it. In short we drive
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“The collars collars) of the dogs are attached
to the doubletree or lead rope a foot or so ahead by a
WMMMI:MIMMMWWNIIWW
from running 5 getting too far away
from the line., "?;:“‘?uwuh harness is not efbclent,
and sdded to the dumsy native sleds makes the

power of the T actual load
than with the white men's teams,

cer.
Tﬁm:ﬁl\uhﬁkﬂ m{:ﬂm
at first, an o
m,mwu ‘their mother or
in the Leam. pull from

pri

& natural pup-desire to
see what the next tum of the trail will intl

way of
hu%hfnr

ts, 03 & sailor would say, 1

£ 1 wanted a right angle tumn I
ted o clear
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MANUSCRIPTS UNCLAIMED

STLAR GAL BREATH, Ruth Gildillsn, Lee Hays;
H* Jack P. Robinson; Ray Ommer.
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West;
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THE WAYS DI" MOUNTAIN

PAY-DAY

THE CAVE

nettle mlr core,

THE TRAIL AHEAD

s R other irming stories, besides (b two mentioned sa pago2, will come 1o you lu the First

By
e LA TN o ety Wl Ao (e adiny
CALL OF THE JUNGLE
Stirring days ko the Philippines when American soldiers learned the jungle tru:h
PPER OF NOBODY'S COUNTRY Hapsburg Licke
‘About a little lad trappisg animals 1o the Tenaoace hilli—and the great tesol -rn 13 I =
A stery of the U, 5. Navr—and the most popalar day aboard shi,
W VALLEY
s buckster's lile ks u bit mere exciting than tbe sverage,
In Alrica yeu find it—twa white men o H. serrounded by bowling natives.
BLOOD MONEY 3
might take it.  But with these scas of the West i is different.

oN CE
.n}’r‘?ﬁ lziﬁn ely cabin (s barreo Alasks and why it was there,
BELLS OF

SAN JUAN. Part 11
oy San Juan wakes with pistols bunging end bulléts Eving when Gw-’mrr:%ﬁbd \fmu try to

.I\! American Immm—lld what bie found in the jungle.

FIRST OCTOBER ADVENTURE

Hugh Pendexter
Clyde B. Hovah

by Ray P. Churekill

By William H. Hamby
By Charles Baadia

By William Dudiey Peliey
By 5. B. M. Herst

iy Gorden MeCreagh




UT into the world gocs the Deide 1o est

a bome of herown. Thus begins her real business

in life—the mest important and vasiod business

in the workd, conducting a home and rearing children,

A fow years :mu the groom befi ¢ and started
10 leamn his busi He worl ard, he watched
these about hlm‘ e read the technical papers of his

trade and now he has been successiul enough to marry,

Wha is going to teach the wife ker complex business
of conducting - home?  Hitherto she has been o
for her. sure, hc

her bedrooan done in pink.
faces are multiple and new, and on ber success deperds

But the problems she now

the happiness of the home and the well-being of severa
lives. A& dosen times a day questions arise to which
her past experience gives to answer.

And 50 it is very natural and very necessary that
the new wife do s her mother did before her—lbean
heavily on the practical hausebold service offered her
in Tug DELINEATOR.

Here she

ds ccomomical pecipes for meals; attractive

ways to arrange the interior of ber home; designe
for clothes and instructions o make them; ml
later how 1o |.1'k\- .lnuf herseli Iu.[on. Ier baby arri;

and how 1o th h of the little lad whfa hf
comes.

s such service as this that has established Tix
Dkiesni b filty years in the most progressive
homes of the nation—Tue Druseator, aleays
practical, always up to date in its expert household
service.

Tt is thus that 85 per cent, of the mll'llun ]m.mr ATOR

sulscribers are married wamen who get its. pages
every month not only wholesonw mknamml_ bt
vitally needed bowschold advice

It is thus that the columns of Tue DELNEATOR
prove the ideal place for the ml\wlwmmls ol mmany-
r.«wm-a whe make antices used in can homes

WOmen warchasing agents'™ ud the Ameri-
«an home,

Que il percngiog igents't rely oo Tux
DELISEATOR Bm-.-lwrau.l e 15 advertising columns
as the guid their household buying.

The Delineator

The Mag\arme in a Million Homes



Are you contented to
make ends just meet? il

Or would you like $50 extra a month—or a per-
manent business paying $3,000 a year’ You can
have either!

UrE, Everveopy's

The increasing demand for Apvex
Macazine and The DeLixearor makes it necessary for us
to add to our staff of local representativ /e need more
men and women like Mr. White, Mr. son, Mrs.

ilkins and Mrs. McCall, to forward to us the new and
renewal subscriptions for these well-known publications.

This is Your Opportunity
to make the extra money you need

If you have nnl) ane hour a week or if you have ten hours a day, we

There's a place for these magazines in every home—this ye
every year.  The door 1o a permanent income s open to you.
perience is necessary, nor do vou have to invest a cent of money, We
P everribliie dod el pow o billd g a siscclil Bistics

JUST CLIP THIS COUPON AND MAIL IT TO-DAY

THE RIDGWAY COMPANY
186 Butterick Building
Mew York, N. Y.

Gentlemen:

Please tell me about your plan of
making extra money.

Nawe,

L R e S

Towow .. Srte
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