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Be a Certificated
‘““‘Electrical Expert”

“Electrical Experts” Earn $12 to $30 a Day

WHAT’S YOUR FUTURE

Trained '“El(-('l rical li.\'.peyts" are in great demand at the highest salaries, and the opportunities for advance-
ment and a big success in this line are the greatest ever known.
“Klectrical Experts’ earn $70 to $200 a week. Fit yourself for one of these big paying positions.

Be an “Electrical Expert”

. Today even the ordinary Electrician—the ‘‘screw driver” kind-—is mdkm" money-—big money But it's the
trained man —the man who knows the whys and wherefores of Electricity—the *“*Electrical Expert”—who is picked
out to “‘boss’ ordinary Electricians—to boss Big Jobs—the jobs that pay.

.
Age or Lack of Experlence No Draw-Back
You don't have to be a College Man: you don’t have to be a High School graduate. My Course in Electricity
is the most simpi¢, thorough, and successful in existence, and offers every man, regardless of age, education, or previous
experience the chance to become, in a very short time, an ‘“Electrical Expert,” able to make from $70 to
$200 a week.

I Give You a Real Training
As Chief Engineer of the Chicago Engineering Works I know exactly the kind of training a man needs to get
the best positions at the highest salaries. Hundreds of my students are now earning $3,500 to £10,000.  MNlany are now
successful ELECTRICAL CONTRACTORS

Your Success Guaranteed
So sure am I that you can learn Electricity—so sure am I that after studying with me, you. {00, can get into
the *“*biz money’ class in electrical work, that I will guarantee under bond to return every single pe nny
paid me in tuition if. when you have finished my course ycu are not satisfied it was the best investment

you ever made.
FREE -Electrical Working Outfit— FREE

I give each student a Splendid Outfit of Electrical Tools, Materials and Measuring Instruments

Ll absolutely FREE. I also subply them with Drawing Outfit, examination paper. and many other
COOKE, things that other schools don't furnish. You do PRACTICAL work—AT HOME. You start
Chief Eng. right in after the first few lessons to WORK AT YOUR PROFESSION in a practical way.

Chicago Engi-

neering Works,
Dept. 435,

1918 Sunnyside Ave.,
Chicago, Ill.

Get Started Now—Write Me

[ want to send vou my Electrical Book and Proof Lessons both FREE. These cost you
nothing and you ‘I enjoy them. Make the start today for a bright future in Electricity.

Send in coupon— NOW,
L. L. COOKE, Chief Engineer,

CHICAGO ENGINEERING WORKS,

Dept. 435 1918 Sunnyside Ave., CHICAGO, ILL.

YOU CAN DO IT

Dear Sir; Send at once
Sample Lessons, vour
Big Book, and full particu-
lars of your Free Outfit and
Home Study Course—all fully
prepaid, without obligation on
my part.
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Was $100¢

Before the War

A Finer
Typewriter
at a Fair
Price

only about 13 cents a day. That is

Save $36

A full saving to you of $36 on the famous
Oliver No. 9—our latest and newest
model. That is what our new selling plan
makes possible. During the war we learned
many lessons. We found that it was un-
necessary to have such a vast number of
traveling salesmen and so many expensive
branch houses. We were able to discon-
tinue many other superfluous sales meth-
ods. As a result, $64 now buys the identi-
cal Oliver formerly priced at $100.

Buy Direct F

A real free trial offer. You risk nothing.
Fill out and mail the coupon and get the
Oliver for free trial. If you shpuld wish
further information before requesting a free
trial, mark the coupon for free books men-
tioned therein. Clip and mail the coupon now.

Canadian Price, $82

" OLIVER

Toewriter ©Gmpany
735 Oliver Typewriter Bldg., Chicago, IIl.

And you have the use of the typewriter while you are paying for it.
may now deal direct with The Oliver Typewriter Company and get an Oliver,
the latest and finest product of our factories, at a saving of $36 and on pay-
ments so easy that you won’t miss the money.

a day buys this new Oliver

FREE TRIAL—Send No Money

Over a year to pay! Only $4 a month. Payments so small as to average

our easy payment plan on the Oliver.
You

Try Before Buying

Not a cent in advance. No deposit of
any kind. No obligation to buy. The cou-
pon is all you need send. The Oliver
comes to you at our risk for five days free
trial in your own home. Decide for your-
self whether you want to buy. If you don’t
want to keep the Oliver, simply send it
back at our expense. If youdo agree thatit
is the finest typewriter, regardless of price,
and want to keep it, take over a year to
pay at the easy rate of only $4 a month.
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Published twice a month by The Ridgway Company at Spring and Macdougal Sts., New York
Yearly subscription $4.00 in advance; single copy 25 cents,
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THE OLIVER TYPEWRITER COMPANY .
735 Oliver Typewriter Building, Chicago. il =
Ship me a new Olf Nine for five days free fnspection. If I keep it, I will
O e rete P ok maontn. “Fhe title to romain in you uatil fally paid for, @
|
My shippIng poInt 8. e e cereersiresenrannsss sassessaenssnsecassessasecacceees [
This does not place me under any obligation to buy. If 1 choose to return the M
Cliver, 1 will ship it back at your expense at the end of & days. [ ]
Do not send a machine until I order it. Mall me your book—*‘The High Cost 1
of Typewriters—The Reason and the Remedy,’’ your.de luxe catalog end
further information. ]
]
Name .......... |
]
Street Address -seeececercciiiiiiriiceccosttnennance R |
Cityeeceeecences -1
’ . 1
Occupation or Business....cecceeveiiieniiiicraicnnenncaans
N NN S SN AR SN S WSS SN NN SN S S BN G e S N SN AR SR .
v .
Entered as second-class olume 29
under the act of March 3, 1879. Number 4



ADVENTURE

Arthur T. White of Massachusetts

What Does Your
Spare Time Pay You?

It can be worth as much to you as White's is to him. If you
have a few hours a day, or an hour a week—time that is ordinarily
wasted——convert it into ready money. How much time have you?

We want more men in White's class—men with spare time to
look after subscriptions for Adventure, Everybody’s Magazine, The
Delineator and The Designer.

No matter what the size of your town, one hundred or one
thousand people, if you have a spare hour—we need you.

Hundreds of our representatives began work in their spare
time. Without previous experience and without cost to them, they

built up a profitable business paying them $100.00, $200.00, $500.00,
$5,000.00 a year, depending only upon the amount of time given.

You do not invest a cent. We furnish everything and tell
you how. Just drop us a line for full particulars —today.

STAFF AGENCIES DIVISION
684 Butterick Building New York, N. Y.

Kindly mention Adventure in writing to advertisers or visiting your dealer.
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| MERICAN TOBACCO ComPAN
MAKETH!S CONTRACT With You

; 'WALK INTo ANY STORE INTHE

UniTep States To-Day Anp
TrRY THE LORD SALISBURY
TurkisH CIGARETTE. SHOULD
It Not ApPeAL TOYOUR TASTE
The Cerk Wit Hano You Back
Your Money On Tve SPOT

It WiLL Pay You To TRY- BECAuse

I7Is Tue Ony Hich Graoe TurkisH CIGARETTE
INTie Worto Thar Sewts For So Littie Money.

it )"": ; a"‘ j &
- INCORPGRATED :

oo s, .= which meansthat if you don't like LORD SALISBURY
; Cigarettys.you can get your money back from the dealer. :

. IF!‘rSnouw Happen THATADeALER ReFusesTo

Carry Out Our OfreRr, SEND THE OPEN PACKAGE
WitH Tue REMAINING CIGARETTES To THE MAIN
OfrFice OF THE AMERICAN TOBACCO COMPANY, |
I Firru Ave.,New York City, With Your Name
AND Aooness PramnLy WRiTTEN AND WE WiLL
SenbYou Our Creck ForTie AMOUNT You SPENT.

Kindly mention Adventure in writing to advertisers or visiting your dealer, .
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50 Men Wanted

One of the foremost publishing houses in America offers
you a position that will pay—$0—$5—$0 a week,
depending only upon the amount of time you can give,

The work is profitable and interesting. Simply send us
new and renewal subscriptions for Adventure, Every-
body’s Magazine, The Delincator and The Designer,
which can casily be obtained in your vicinity. Thousands
of subscriptions are reaching us direct every day. You
can save subscribers time and inconvenience by taking
care of their orders and be building up for yourself a
permanent, well-paying business,

THREE YEARS No experience, no investment is necessary. We will
70 PAY tecach you how to start and cooperate with vou at all
times. The coupon below* will bring you promptly a

for this beautiful comph te representative outfit, all details and a booklet

‘Turning Spare Time Into Cash.” No obligation,
ANO
Mdgg!agldgwﬁogl!otoSI.so ——__"MAIL TO-DAY""‘——‘

Eight exquisite styles to choose from and the one MANAGER, STAFF AGENC

2S DIVISION,
you seleet will be sent to you on Box 682, Butterick Bldg., New York. SION,
30 DAYS FREE TRIAL—ALL FREIGHT PREPAID T T — il
If you like the piano we will sell it to you on small making proposition. P concerning your practical imoney-

monthly payments to suit your convenience as low as
$9 per month. No cash deposit asked. Nointereston
payments. No extras of any kind. Stool free with
piano. Write today for our catalog, fllustrated in the
natural colors of the wood. 1t’s free, If you are inter-
ested in player-pianos send for free catalog. We have

a fine selection. Rothschild & Co., Dept. 30, Chicago

AL 0 435508 4073 v 5005 5070 57000 5 08 500 001066788 Eiuio bi0 o0 0l b0

Deafness

Perfect hearing 'is now being restored
in every condition of deafness or defec-
tive hearing from causes such as Ca-
tarrhal Deafness, Relaxed or Sunken
Drums, Thickened Drums, Roaring and
Hissing Sounds, Perforated, Wholly or
Partially Destroyed Drums, Discharge
from Ears, etc.

Wilson Common-Sense Ear Drums
““Little Wireless Phones for the Ears’’ require no medicine
but effectively replace what is lacking or defective in the

natural ear_drums. They are simple devices, which the By composing the music FREE and

gv:arerfeasilg ﬁtsfmtoblthe ears where they are invisible. publishing same. Send poems to-day.
ft, safe and comfortable. E. G. LENOX CO.
Write today for our 168 page FREE book on DEAFNESS, 271 West 125th St.. New York

giving you full particulars and testimonials.
WILSON EAR DRUM CO., Incorporated
568 Inter-Southern Bldg. LOUISVILLE, KY.

ALL STANDARD MAKES

——
These tires are all standard makes, formerly guaranteed for 6,000 to
» many prsctlcnny new. Do not confuse these exceptional
igh g res with sewed or half soled tires. Thousands of users are N \
T —. gettmg 6 000 to 8,000 miles easy. Every tire we ship is backed by our §¢ : S —
o

satisfaction guarantee.
TIRES TUBES |SIZE TIRES TUBES| SiZE TIRES TUBES = :
$2.50 | 35x4% $13.90 .  ——
2.60 | 36x4% 14.50 A P
2.70 | 35x5
2.85 | 37xb
3.00 See 3
ln ndvane.. We ship on approval by Express. and inspect before
you pay. E discount if money 1{: full accompanies order. Just write, tell us
your size, also whethers S. or C.L. Send today. While these bargain pnces las:

KLASS-WORTH CO., 3033 "lChlEall Ave., Dept. 78-A, Chlean

Kindly mention Adventure in writing to advertisers or visiting your dealer.
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sign your name, clip out and mail.

Yet that simple act has started more than two million men

and women toward success.

In city, town and country all over the world men are liv-
ing contented lives in happy, prosperous homes—because

they clipped this coupon.

in every line of business and industry, in shops, stores, offices, fac-
tories, in mines and on railroads, men are holding important positions
and receiving splendid salaries—because they clipped this coupon.

Clerks have become sales, advertising and business managers, me-
chanics have become foremen, superintendents and engineers, carpenters

[
|

have become architects and contractors, men and
boys have risen from nothing at all to places of re-
sponsibility—because they clipped this coupon.

You have seen it in almost every magazine
you have looked at for years. And while you
have been passing it by more than ten thousand
men and women each month have been making
it the first stepping stone to real success in life.

Will yousstill turn away from opportunity? Can you
still go on, putting in your days at the same grind,
getting the same pay envelope with the same insuffi-
cient sum, trying to keep up the constant fight against
a soaring cost of living, when such a little thing can
be the means of changing your whole life?

You can have the position you want in the work
you like best, a salary that will give you and your
family the home the comforts, the little luxuries you
would like them to have. No matter what your age,
your occupation, your education, or your means—
you can do it!

All weask is the chance to prove it. That’sfair, isn’t
it? Then mark and mail this coupon. There’s no
obligation and not a penny of cost. It’s a little thing
that takes but a moment, but it’s the most important
thing you can do today. Do it now!

It takes but a moment—to mark the career of your choice,

— — r— t— s TEAR QUT HERL smmee sssses  sssssss e

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS

BOX 2050-B SCRANTON, PA.
Explain, without obligating me, how I can quallfy for the posi-
tion, or in the subject, before which I mark X

ELECTRICAL ENGINEER [m] SALESI\[ANSHIP
Electric Lighting and Railways § ] ADVERTISING
,‘i:.l’lc"ic ‘g'gi“'. O Window Trimmer
elegrap. ngineer .
Telephone Work d Show Card and Sign Ptg
‘ N Railroad Positions
MECHANICAL ENGINEER ILLUSTRATING
Mechanical Drlfllmlln O] Cartooning
e ohop Fractice BUSINESS MANAGEMENT
Gas Engine Operating Private Secretary
CIVIL ENGINEER Business Correspondent
Surveying and Mappin; BOOKKEEPER
MINE FOREMAN OR ENGINB!B (S_'itcer':.o%r‘&.l‘:f\‘n: T)"p;:l
STATIONARY ENGINEER ul ccounta
Marine Engineer TRAFFIC MANAGER
Ship Drﬂuman Railway Accountant
ARCHITECT Commercial Law
-Comractor and Builder GOOD ENGLISH
Architectural Draftsman Common School Subjects
Concrete Builder CIVIL SERVICE
Structural Engineer Railway Mail Clerk
PLUMBING AND HEATING AUTOMOBILES
Sheet Metal Worker Mathematics
Textile Overseer or Supt. Navigation Spanish
CHEMIST AGRICULTURE Teacher
Pharmacy Poultry Raising Banking
Name,
Present Business
o i Address.
Street
and No
City. State.

Canadians may send this coupon to the Interrational 1121
Corvespondence Schools Canadian, Ltd., Montreal, Canada

Kindly mention Adventure in writing to advertisers or visiting your dealer.
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~ Double Tread
Tires are noted for
their long wearing

qualities. All are stand-
ard makes reconstructed
in our own factory by
experts. 6,000 mile guar-

REE TUBE | antee. These wonderfully
d RELINER | [ong wearing tires must go at

SMASHED PRICES

,ﬁ” =

80x3 $ 6.90 34x4 $11.10
80x3% 7.98 34x4l2 12.25
82x3% 8.7 35x4%: 12.75
31x4 9.85 36x4}% 13.25
32x4 10.38 35x5 14.00
33x4 10.80 37x5 14.25

FreeTube & Reliner

State size wanted S. S. or Cl. Non-Skid or

plain tread. Send only $2.00 deposit,balance

C. O. D. subject to examination. Satisfac-

tion Guaranteed. Order To-day — Supply Limited.
% discount if cash is sent with order.

CLIFTON TIRE CO.
3536 Ogden Ave. Dept.42-ACHICAGO, ILL.

FLT:

Attractive positions open for men and boys. Salaries up to
$3,500 a year. Beginners paid $125 a month plus Room and
Board, which mecans more than $200 at the start. One of
our recent graduates is getting $6.000 a year. Opportunity
to travel or locate in land radio offices. We train you by
mail in a short time—--some have completed the course in 10
weeks. No previous experience necessary. First correspond-
ence radio school in America. Our new automatic WIRE-
LESS INSTRUMENT, ‘‘The Natrometer,”” FURNISHED
EVERY STUDENT.

Send for FREE BOOK, *‘ Wireless the Opportunity of Today.”

NATIONAL RADIO INSTITUTE, Dept. 550, Washington, D.C.

Learn to Play the Viézn

In Your OWN HOME

Qur method of teaching is so simple, plain and easy
that you begin on a piece with your first lesson, In half
an hour vou can play it. Complete course under
personal direction of Prof. A. Hinchcliffe, a musical di-
rector and violin teacher of prominence for the past
forty years., Low price includes Violin, Bow,Case,Chin
Rest, Rosin, Tuning Pipes for all strings, extra set of strings
and complete conservatory course of instruction. Special ar-
rangement for lessons if you have your own instrument. Sat-
isfaction guaranteed. Write to-day for full particulars—free!

First Hawaiian Conservatory of Music, Inc.
Dept. 220 233 Broadway, New York City

® BLANK CARTRIDGE
PISTOL eRéfaio Only

7 inches iony. real revolver style. For protection and
sport, every man, woman and boy should have one. Order

atonce. Get an American flag FREE. Monev refunded if desired.
M.F. LEWIS CO., 1402 BROADWAY, NEW YORK CITY.

VENTRILOQUISM

TAUGHT ALMOST ANYONE AT HOME. ¢ Y s
TODAY 2-CENT STAMP FOR PARTICULARS AND PROOF.
G. W. SMITH, ROOM R-803 125 NO. JEFF AVE., PEORIA, ILL.

Mail It

q To-day!

MANAGER, STAFF AGENCIES DIVISION

| 683 Butterick Bldg., New York I
I Please send me full particulars at once about this spiendid |
I opportunity to earn money. 1 have some spare tie to sell, ]
1 ]
i I
l P I I I I I I IR ) l
: S27€Clecooorecssssscssnsesnscesssecscsecrsosvsssssssesn l
'(’l’( ................. i
] t

It may be worth
$500.00 to you

Suppose you are offered a wonderful job, good
pav, a real future and pleasant, interesting work.

Supposethis job keeps you healthy and happy,
outdoors in the fresh air and sunlight.

Suppose you can carn all the money you want,
work as many hours a day as vou like, and take
off as many days as you please, with no one to
order you around.

Suppose you need no experience and no capi-
tal, and yet will be helped to build up for yourself
a business of your own, permanent and growing,
paying you a regular income.

Isn’t that the kind of a job you want?

Well, take your pencil, cross out every
“‘suppose”” in this ad. There is no supposition
about what remains. It is a fact.

I am actually offering you this job right now!

I can prove to you that on this very job, many
other men and women, situated just like yourself,
are earning $25.00—$50.00—%$100.00 a year in
spare time, and $2,000 to $4,000 for full time. I
can give you their names and addresses, and even
show vou their pictures. It is really true.

To get started, all they did was to sign a
coupon like the one above, and send it in to us
promptly. You do the same, and before the end
of another month, you will be looking back on
the day you]read this ad as one of the luckiest
days in your life, because very soon you will be
earning from $100.00 to $4,000.00 a year, accord-
ing to the time you can give to the work.

Sign the above coupon and mail it now.

< Instruction Book of Shorthand free on re-

\\ quest. Learn in your spare tinie at home

. this practical and sensible profession.

The Shorthand Seciety, Suite 302,41 Park Row, New York City

GET HIGH CASH PRICES

b?' mailing us diamonds, watches, new or broken jewelry, platinum,
old gold and silver, War Bonds, War Stamps, unused postage, etc.
Cash by return mail. Goods returned in 10 days if you're not satisfied.

OHIO SMELTING & REFINING CO., 252 Lennox Bldg., Cleveland, Obio

Kindly mention Adventure in writing to advertisers or vislting your dealer.
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STRONGFORT, The Perfect Man

HE foundation of your success and happiness in the home, society, business,
everywhere lies in a strong, healthy, vigorous body, filled to the brim with
vitality and robust health,

Weak, sickly, anemic misfits have no chance in the battle of life. They can never win because
they haven't the strength, pep and vigor to get started. Sympathy for weakness is polite contempt.
You don't count if you are not physically fit. The strong, healthy, vigorous man is the popular
man—the man whom everybody wants for a friend.  Success is the Gift of the Strong—physical
weaklings must take what is left over and fallgback with the defectives and tail-end failures.

MAKE YOURSELF PHYSICALLY FIT

Let me make a real man out of you—a super-specimen of physical and mental perfection—
let me show v nm\ vou can be true to the best that is within you and develop your powers to the
utmost. P ssing supreme health and strength, you will have the whole world within your
reach. You owe it to vour Maker, to vour parents, vour family— yoursclf—to make vour life
worth while. You were not placed on this earth without a purpose. It was not understood that
vou would lead an aimless. useless life and end up a mental and physical failure. You must
do your full duty to vour Creator and to Civilization. You can be the man you should be—the
man you have always wanted to be. Let me help you with

STRONGFORTISM

The Modern Science of Health Promotion
Strongfortism has lifted thousands of weak, ailing, impotent, discouraged men out of the bog
of hopelessness and despair. and placed themon
the Straight Road to Health, Happiness and

Prosperity. Strongfortism has aided Nature in FREE CONSULTATION COUPON

overcoming such ailments as Catarrh, Consti-
pation, Indigestion, Rupture. Nervousness, Bad

’ tal Depletion, Im y0- ¢ Mr. Lionel Strongfort, Dept. 296, Newark, N. J.
t}ésllri)co"i th)émlall\getr{:gr?’ellit} of :r?cglecm\g "}nd H Please send me your hook, * PR()M()TION AND CONSER-
baone G bady. St ngfortism has restored | VATION OF HEALTI, STRENGTH AND MENTAL
abusing the body. o QELS ¢ ENERGY," for postage of which I enclose a ten-cent piece {one

the Manhood they thmwht lo
them renewed confidence.
success and fitted them for the

everand@ave | qime). I have marked (X) before the subject in which I am
, ambition, ! jterested.

vS ofa heal lthy, ..Colds * ....Increased ....Vital Depletion

happy life. It can do the same for you, irre- § *° s I
spective of your age, occupation or surround- o C\::::‘l; . .l’l:;‘g;“ o .FTI‘I)i%‘;'E:ir
ings, /guaranteit. i ....HayFever....Blackheads ....Weak Eyes
i ....Obesity Insomnia .. ..Gastritis
SEND FQR, My FBEE BOOK { ....Headache . Short Wind . ...Heart Weakness
My free book, ““Promotion and Conser- : .. Thinness ....Flat Feet . Poor Circula-

vation of He.llth. Strength and Men- : . Rupture ....Stomach tion
tal Energy,’ will teach youhowtogetridof | ....Lumbago Disorders . .Skin Disorders
your nagging cr-mplamx:. It \\111pumt yourway ! ....Neuritis .Consti D d
toreal Health, Happiness and Success.” Asking | ....Neuralgia . Biliousness Round Shoulders

.Flat Chest . Torpid Liver .Lung Troubles

for it, does not obligate you in any way. Just

fill out the Free Consultation Coupon, mention- | . .l()slorﬂg{:y. I':delgestion wire -§;°°P ‘Sh°“lde“
ing the items on which you want special in- | L escribe) . i,:;:,?,,“'“e" St &0 ‘ll)s:\‘rle?;pment
formation and send to me with a ten-cent piece | *°°° Mania;;. .. Rheumatism_ ....Great Strength
(one dime) to help pay postage, etc. I'lldo the i
rest. SendformybOOkRIght \L"‘U é Name ssosossscecoscssses crr e e s e secssressense
LIONEL STRONGFORT Age ceveseas Occupation 6 R R ..
Physical and Health Specialist i Street ..... B e e
Newark, N. J. i city.....cooeveenvinnnnnnnnn. State.......

Dept. 296

Kindly mention Adventure in writing to advertisers or visiting your dealer.
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Boss Gloves are tough enough for the
most rugged work. Yet, they are so

THE BOSS MEEDY — best quality,
medium weight canton flannel.

THE BOSS HEVY—very best quality,
heavy weight canton flannel.

This Trade-mark identifies
‘ genuine Boss Work Gloves.
| Be sure it ison every pair you buy

" 3
Sy

Boss Work Gloves in gﬁrden

OU have all of the fun and none of

the blisters when you wear Boss
Work Gloves for gardening. They pro-
tect your hands from dust, dirt, and
minor injuries.

flexible that you can wear them to pull
the smallest weeds.

Around the auto, too, Boss Gloves are
useful in a dozen ways. They are made
of the finest quality white canton flannel.
In sizes for men and women, boys and
girls. Ribbed, band, and gauntlet wrists,
Your dealer sells them.

THE BOSS XTRA HEVY—finest grade

of extra heavy canton flannel.

THE BOSS WALLOPER—best quality,

heaviest weight canton flannel.

The Boss line includes highest quality leather-palm,
jersey, ticking, and canton flannel gloves and mittens.

THE BOSS MANUFACTURING COMPANY, Kewanee, Ill.

BoSs G

WORK

LOVES

Kindly mention Adventure in writing to advertisers or visiting your dealer.
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IN THE village of skulls the forces of Ca the King and
of Quakka the Witch-Doctor do battle to the death for
mastery of a South Sea tribe. And the struggle is indecisive till
the white man takes a hand. ‘“THE MOON MASTER,”’
by J. Allan Dunn, a novelette complete in the next issue.

DEEP in the Amazon jungle two Brazilian wanderers

meet the loathsome, mysterious servant of the tribal
House of Voices—a wonder-worker whose miracles astonish
the Indians, the visitors and finally himself. His nickname in
Portuguese is “THE BARRIGUDQ’’—which being inter-
preted means ‘‘Bag-Belly Monkey;’’ and it is this nickname

- which glves the title to Arthur O. Friel’s novelette, complete
in the next issue.

Other stories in the next issue are forecast
on the last page of this ome.
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longed to a man of forty. Slack-

jawed, small-mouthed, with
black hair matted over a low forehead and
eyes set close together, he looked just what
he was—a dangerous little pest with the
courage of 2 mouse, the craft of a weasel
and the malice of a tarantula.

He lay in the shade of a mesquite-bush
above a dirty little water-hole that shim-
mered in a bowl of yellow sand. Two heavy
pistols dangled from his hips. In his belt
were cartridges innumerable. He lay still,
as he had lain for two hours. He even for-
bore to smoke.

He had no particular plans in mind. He
never had. He had merely stumbled across
a camp at a water-hole.

Being involved in one of the country’s
usual feuds, he was waiting to see who
owned the camp.” The wrong party could
be out of luck. An innocent person might
live. The camp belongings were not worth
much anyhow.

The sound of approaching men came to
the young killer’s quick ears. Mesquite-
bushes on the other side of the spring parted.
He swung the muzzle of his six-shooter for-
ward stealthily, sighting through a clump
of underbrush.

The figures of two good-sized men in blue
overalls and sweaty checked shirts labored
into view and looked relieved at sight of
their little camp. The younger man was

‘ E WAS nineteen years old, but
' his worldly face might have be-
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supporting the older. The latter, a sandy-
bearded citizen of about forty-five whose
face was wrinkled from years of facing sun
and wind, favored his left foot while walk-
ing. His face registered dull pain.

“That’ll be about~the last time I'll ever
git hi-larious about anything,” he grunted
as he made for his blankets among the lit-
tered papers and tin cans near the water-
hole. ‘‘Here after fifteen years I've stum-
bled on the gosh-wallopin’est vein of gold-
bearin’ rock in all creatjiyn, and what hap-
pens? 1 bust my ankle!”

“It may not be that bad,” said the other.

But the older man shook a lugubrious
head.

“I shouldn have felt so good,” he in-
sisted as he slumped down and gingerly
took a top-boot from an enlarged foot.

“I might have known somethin’ would
happen. The minute I started dancin’
around like a durned undignified idjut
somethin’ warned me to go slow; but I
wouldn’t listen. T had to cavort around
and vell like a fool Injun till I slipped off’'n
that rock.” :

“Well, the mine was worth it,” declared
the other.

But the senior partner was determined
to atone for his optimism.

“We lost a durned good burro,” he re-
minded the other dolefully.

The other scooped a pan of water from
the spring.

“That’s all right. We named the claim

All rights reserved, 3
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for old Jessica, didn’t we? It isn’t every
burro that names a million-dollar mine.”

“We should have been more dignified,”
mumbled the older man.

The younger partner straightened and
looked backward over the sagebrush and
the white alkali plain in the distance. His
face saddened a little.

It was a thoughtful, whimsical, intelli-
gent face blessed with straightforward eyes,
a square jaw and a high forehead. Just now
it was frightfully streaked with grime
and the hair stood up in a cockatoo
effect.

“I guess we're justified,” he remarked.
“Look what we've gone through. Six
months of it, and nothing to show until
today.”

“Huh! Look at me,”
“Fifteen years of it.”

He looked it. In four words he had de-
scribed himself. Homeless, lonely, un-
kempt, indomitable, untamable, unkillable,
hoping always for the best and thoroughly
inured to the worst, he belonged to the
leather-faced, steel-bodied, iron-hearted
tribe which sallies forth with a canteen and
a plug of tobacco to conquer an El Dorado.
He was a typical desert prospector.

Over the scanty hair of his forehead hung
the wreck of a brown felt hat. His eye-
brows were hairy, his eyes were slitted from
facing the sun and his nose looked like a red
bulb. His mouth and chin were hidden by
a scraggly, sandy beard. Under the chin
was a tattered red bandanna which sagged
down over a frayed and sweaty shirt. His
blue overalls, with the color faded from age,
were so baggy that they descended inward
in a majestic Zouave sweep to the tops of
his battered tan boots, which in turn needed
repairs badly.

grunted the other.

ONE of the boots was off. The
’.‘J&‘ younger man cut away the sock,
B cxamined the-swollen ankle thor-
oughly, laved it with water and made a
rough bandage.

“There are no bones broken,” he de-
cided, “but you've probably wrenched
every ligament in that foot. You'll have to
go easy for some time.”

The senior partner lay back.

“Oh, well; serves me right.” He pro-
duced a reeking corncob and soon began
blowing clouds of smoke.

“The question is, what are we goin’ to

do? Can you work that claim alone till I
git well?”

“I can work all right if—"

“Yeh. If a lot of pesky road-agents and
gunmen leave us alone. Consarn it, why
did the Lord put that mine in amongst a
passel of cutthroats? The minute they hear
about it, then what?”

“I don’t know.”

Old Pete thumbed his pipe contempla-
tively.

“Seems like we've got to go keerful. If
we git caught workin’ that mine somethin’s
li’ble to happen to us.”

The younger man’s jaw squared.

“It’s our claim!”

“Sure. Only don’t git any fool notions
about your rights. If you can’t keep your
rights in this country by force, son, you
ain’t got any.”

The young man'’s steady blue eyes looked
at his partner.

“All right. T'll take the chance. It’s
worth it.”
“Um. Yes. Sure.”

The old prospector’s glance ranged over
his partner’s supple, broad-shouldered, lean-
hipped body.

“I ain’t sayin’ you ain’t got the sand, but
you can’t fight a whole county.”-

“There are some decent people here

“Sure. Only most of ’em’s moved away.
Jed Hill and his rapscallions has things their
own way. Don’t make no mistake about
that. Here in the civ'lized year of 1896
we’re in the middle of the finest collection
of or’nary rascals the——ever got together.
It looks as if they’re here to stay. You and
me has found a mighty good claim at the
wrong time.”

“Well, what of it?
keep legal possession.”

“Um. Yes. There’s been about two
dozen cases like that. Most of ’em died.
The rest went a-runnin’.”

The younger man seemed to study the
shadowed mountains to the westward.

“In other words,” he said slowly, “we
have a mine and yet we haven’t got it.
We’ve chased a rainbow and found a hor-
net’s nest where the pot of gold ought to
be.”

“That’s about the size of it.”

“What’s the remedy?”

“There ain’t none.” :

“And yet you danced like a two-year-old
when the mine was found.” g

Let’s file on it and
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“Yep.
thought.”

“Oh, it’s sober, all right. I knew there
were some pretty tough citizens here, but I
didn’t think they were after prospectors.”

“Theyain’t. Not till the prospector has
somethin’ worth takin’ away. Then it’s
different.”

The younger man knew he was receiving
Gospel truth. Though no tenderfoot, his
knowledge of local conditions was small
compared to his partner’s, who ad been in
the district for years and knew its person-
nel, politics, topography and water-holes
through long experience.

The budding communities of southern
California and western Arizona, finding too
many discordant elements in their midst,
had brandished shotguns and fence-rails
effectively, sending these undesirables on-
ward. It was one of those temporary waves
of civic irritation. Card-sharps, tin-horn
gamblers, gunmen, blackmailers and similar
gentry streamed forth in a general exodus.

These wayward citizens drifted together
in answer to some law of gravitation which
attracts similar species, and traveled across
hill and valley until they centered in this
new country of gaunt mountains and water-
less plains.
lent, loose and disorganized though they
were, they soon became the dominant part
of the population.

Leaders achieved followings. Birds of a
feather flocked together. Gangs thrived
and grew. Robberies and shootings were
all the rage. The law’s officials lost cour-
age or hope of coping with the situation.

The country drifted into lawlessness,
dragging reputable citizens into the mael-
strom. The average man was forced to
“stand in” with some gang for self-protec-
tion.

The result of the whole system was chaos.
The natural climax followed.

Pickings grew slimmer as the gangs en-
larged. Decent settlers moved onward.
Small stores quit at a loss, leaving only va-
cant shacks to tell of past greatness. Min-
ers ceased telling of their finds and were
hard to catch. Stages quit handling any-
thing of value.

The predatory gentry degenerated toward
a policy of dog-eat-dog and robbed one
another. Gang-feuds became the style.

It was not the place to discover a fine
new gold-ledge, and old Pete realized it to

Now I've got sober second

Bickering, badgering, turbu- -

the full. The younger man was more op-
timistic.

“We’ll make it somehow,” he declared.
“We'll have to!”

“Yes, but we've got to be durned keerful.
Every time you go to the claim keep a sharp
eye out. If any one follers you lead him all
over creation.”

“Do you expect trouble right away?”

“Yep. I do. We're liable to git it from
any direction. There’s a special war goin’
on around here. I learned about it yester-
day. Forgot to tell you because I didn’t
want you to git excited about nothin’; but
now we’ve got a mine on our hands.”

“All right. 'Give me the worst.”

“Jed Hill’s gang’s split. They had a big
row. Some of his crowd thought they
wasn’t gittin’ their share of the swag, so
they sent Johnny Finley to speak up.

“Jed kicked the or’nary little devil clean
through a window. The durned little rat-
faced skunk called his crowd together and
lit out to git Jed. They’re still after each
other.

“I dunno what’s goin’ to happen. That
Finley kid’s about the most treacherous,
good-for-nothin’ little murderer in the
county. If you run up against him, look
out. He ain’t got no more regard for hu-
man life than a rattlesnake.”

Up in the mesquite not fifteen yards
away Johnny Finley was hesitating whether
to pull trigger or wait for more information;
but his tricky little brain told him «to bide
his time. He bided for a long while; but
further information was not forthcoming,
so the little bandit slowly and patiently
wriggled out of the mesquite clump, made
a noiseless crawl into a gully behind it and
slipped over to a waiting horse half a mile
away. He vanished westward like a ghost
in the dusk.

Py AT DAWN next morning, while the

‘ /\ younger partner cooked the frying-

= pan breakfast over a fire of dry

brush, old Pete showed he had been study-
ing during the night.

“Tom,” he announced, “we’ve got to git
that gold and keep the claim. There’s only
one way. You go ahead and pick up what-
ever good rock you can. I'll take the burro
and go into town and git some liniment and
a lot of grub and a new burro. - We'll hava
to stock up if we stay here.”

“You’re not fit for a forty-mile trip.”
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“I'm not, hey? I can dangle one foot,
“can’t I? Besides, what good can I do
here?”

There was some logic in the plan and
Tom realized it. He feared that the injury
might be more dangerous than he thought.
A ride like this over sun-blistered moun-
tains and plains would kill an ordinary
citizen; but for a tough old desert prospec-
tor it was just another hardship.

Tom considered. -

“I wouldn’t want you to hove a touch of
fever on the way.”

Old Pete dived under his blankets and
produced a bottle. Upon its label stared
the wood-cut of a dignified bearded gentle-
man, and the wording proclaimed that this
was Jones’ Infallible Elixir of Life and
Health, the Greatest Discovery of the Age.

“I don’t fear no fever as long as old
Jonesy’s with me,” retorted Pete. “I’'ve
packed this here e-lixir ten years and I've
never had a sick day, come rain or shine.
Old Jonesy'll cure anything.”

He read from the label:

“Rheumatism, dyspepsia, diabetes, head-
aches, coughs, colds, chilblains, sciatica,
lumbago, fevers, boils, rashes, fainting-
spells, and all ailments of the throat, ton-
sils, lungs, kidney, liver, heart, back, and
intestines. See—it says fever, too.””

“It cures everything except bandits and
rattlesnakes,” agreed Tom, smiling.

He had heard the praises of Jones sung
before. * .

Pete snorted. Without reply to the scof-
fer he came to his feet stifly and started
filling canteens.
words. Tom took the hobbles off their one
remaining burro and made some kind of
seat out of its pack-saddle, helping his bulky
partner aboard. The burro, laden with
water, food and Pete, looked topheavy but
undismayed.

“Keep your eye out,” warned Pete, gath-
ering the halter-rope.. “If you see any one
keep out of his way.”

“I'll watch out.
heal that foot.”

“Yeh. T will.
Geraldine.”

And the senior partner started on his
forty-mile journey to the nearest settle-
ment.

Tom watched the grotesque figure drop
from sight behind a knoll. Then he buckled

,on a gun, picked up tools and some lunch,

Take your time and

So long. Hike along,

There were no further -
-"Dorado, the sixth gully to the northward.

svung a canteen over his shoulder and
struck out through the mesquite eastward
toward the mine.

Striding along in the cool of the morning
with the sun throwing long shadows from
every sagebush and tingeing the near-by
hills with copper and turquoise and gold
and purple, he began to whistle happily
while keeping a sharp eye for chance en-
counters. He felt like a knight who had
found the Holy Grail.

The long months of fruitless prospecting
were over. He had come upon something
tangible. He and his partner were lucky.
In a few months they had found what many
other prospectors had sought for years and
never found.

Even the heat of Summer was passing.
It was coming October. The air seemed to
have a cooler tang.

He crossed a dry plain and a drier lake
without sign of vegetation. He entered a
gully through a small range of cut-up hills.
He climbed the shoulder of a brown granite
mountain and descended upon a mesa
which he traveled for half a mile.

His eyes appraised the irregular land be-
low him where the cataclysms of all the
ages had rippled the earth with bald yellow

“hills and purple gulches that ran in every

direction toward a faraway range of bluish
mountains.

The country was cruel, repellent, inhos-
pitable; yet within this domain lay a thing
which would satisfy all the desires of a man.
It was as if a pearl lay in the throat of a
tarantula.

Tom’s eye picked the gateway to his El

He swung down from the mesa and plodded
into the cafion.

From above it looked simall. Once within
it, the sheer walls of a precipice arose on
either side as if an earthquake had once
cleft the hills and he were walking on the
shadowed bottom of the crevasse.

For half a mile he plodded along the
lonely, quiet cafion where his footfalls
echoed loudly. Far above flew a buzzard.
Otherwise the overpowering solitude of the
place was unbroken. It had been that way
for ages and eons. ,

He came to a turn where the cafion wi-
dened and a streak of sunlight tinged its
upper walls. He reached another turn
where the gorge became merely a small
gulch between rounded brown-yellow hills.
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At the foot of a central hill stood a monu-
ment of rocks carefully piled, and above
this poor tribute to the late Jessica was a
ledge that ran across the center of the hill
and partly into the next one.

The ledge did not look like much. Just
rock. But if a person examined a piece
closely he would notice the glint of tiny
yellowish particles. The claim was almost
unbelievably rich.

Tom examined a location-notice on Jes-
sica’s monument and then went over cer-
tain other boundary-marks, assuring him-
self that the claim was ready to file on at
any time. After that he busied himself col-
lecting rock most of the day.

He started for camp at mid-afternoon.
He traversed the quiet cafion and ascended
the mesa, then went up to the shoulder of
the mountain. A rattlesnake sang at him.
He avoided the coiled terror and watched it

writhe away.
ﬂ “BEEN workin’ your mine?’”’ came
[i3 1 a voice behind him.

A Tom whirled and looked into cold,
sneering’eyes set close together in a young
face prematurely old. In the youth’s slim
hand was a six-shooter with ther muzzle
pointed straight at Tom’s chest. Tom
slowly elevated his hands.

“I guess you may not file on that claim
after all,” came the young man’s high-
pitched voice. “Mebbe I need it more’n
you do.”

Tom was bewildered. He was off his
guard, and the young desperado’s knowl-
edge stumped him.

“How—why—what makes you think I've
got a claim?”’ he demanded.

The little rascal’s slack mouth curled in
a malicious smile.

“A birdie told me,” he replied. “Told me

a lot of things. Gimme that gun.”

He reached forward and jerked Tom’s
six-shooter out of its holster, throwing the
thing away. He had plenty of weapons.
. They stuck all over him.

Tom had regained some of his poise.
“What's this all about?”’ he demanded.
“All about? Huh! Quit joshin’.”

The little killer quoted Pete’s words sar-
* castically:

“If you see anybody follerin’ you walk
him all over creation. All but Johnny Fin-
ley. When Johnny’s with you, better ’tend
to business.”

Tom knew what he was dealing with.
This Finley youth was one of those half-
humans born without mental capacity to
realize a moral code. He was classed as a
dangerous bad-man. In reality he was a
defective with a receding jaw, and more of
a menace than the worst bully in the coun-
try. No one could figure what he would do
next.

Tom knew he had been overheard and
tracked. If overheard, it must have been
the night before, when Pete was talking
about the mine.

It must have been by accident. Neither
Tom nor Pete knew the man except by
hearsay, and he had no reason to cross their
trail except through coincidence. There-
fore he must have been loafing near the
water-hole when the conversation was held.

All these things flashed through Tom’s
mind in a second. He knew he was trapped,
but he didn’t know exactly the extent of the
trap. Hours had passed since the night
before. Finley perhaps had time to visit
friends of his ilk who prowled around the
country.

Had he told them of the mine or had he
kept it to himself? Had word of Tom’s big
find passed among cutthroats and scoun-,
drels already? 1If so, what chance had Tom
and Pete to win out?

To the former the chances looked slim
enough right now. The black muzzle of the
six-shooter, held by a vicious hand, brooked
no argument.

“Oh, I'll walk, all right!” grunted Tom.

The young criminal produced tobacco
and paper with a quick motion while still -
holding the gun and rolled a cigaret with
his unoccupied hand. His present temper
was cocky and self-satisfied.

“Sure you will,”” he agreed. ‘I guess me
and you understands each other. ' Now
start.”

Tom started, growling over his shoulder—

“I've heard of enterprise; but you take
the cake.”

“Meanin’ what?”

“The other hold-up men don’t rob a fel-
low till he has something to rob. You grab
him almost before he gets it.”

The young outlaw took it as a compli-
ment. .

“That’s me,” he agreed complacently.
“I’'m Johnny on the spot. Hafta be in this
country.”

“Yes; you’ve got a lot of competition.”
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“Not so much. Most of ’em’s too ten-
der-hearted. That’s where they lose out.
Now me, I ain’t bothered that way a-tall.”

Tom knew it was true. He also knew it
was a careless prophecy. If Tom led him
into the cafion and he saw that gold-ledge,
then what? Would he merely drive Tom
away from the place or would he eliminate
a rival claimant and save future trouble?
The answer was certain.

Tom saw what he was up against. Reali-
zation struck him like a sledge. Hot rebel-
lion surged over him. It was not so much
the mortal’s fear of dying. It was revul-
sion against dying now.

Young, strong, with everything to live for
and the gratification of all his desires within
reach, he stood aghast at this injustice.
He wanted to live. He had to live. There
was a girl—

He clenched helpless fists, then un-
clenched them. That was not the way.
Anger would arouse anger, and the other
man had every advantage, There must be
other ways.

Tom catalogued the little bandit’s very
apparent failings. He was vain, cold-
blooded and reeking with cupidity.

Tom decided to begin on the man’s van-
ity. He had no plan in mind. He only
wanted an opening for an even chance.
Any opening.

“How did you happen to be on top of the
moun% in?” he ‘queried over his shoulder.

“T jest thought I'd look around.”

“How did you know I'd come in this di-
rection?”

“Fresh tracks at your water-hole.
led straight to the hill.”

“I see. You're a good tracker.”

The words came reluctantly. Tom hated
to flatter a man he longed to smash, but he
had to. Had to! Holding down his feel-
ings, he laid it on thick.

“You’ve got enterprise, all right.© I sup-
pose you heard everything we said in camp
last night.”

“Every word.”

“How is it you didn’t stick us up then?”

“I wanted plenty of light and plenty of
time. I wanted to ketch one of you alone.
I ain’t no darned fool.”

“No. I guess you’re brainier than most
of ’em. The average man would have
horned #n right there.”

Tom stopped and twned, holding his
empty hands up.

They

“Say! Listen! You've got a little intel-
ligence. Why don’t you quit this gupman-
holdup business and make better profits
with less danger?”’

[YATA IT WAS a tense moment. The lit-
ZHR tle killer stood suspicious as a cat,
=== and his pistol-arm fairly twitched
with menace. But curiosity won. He
licked his lips.

“Wadda you mean?”

“Why, I mean this: If you take the claim
from me you can’t conceal it, can you?
Sooner or later you’ll have the whole gang
on your back. The minute you start show-
ing gold-dust it’s good-by. It’ll be just
fight, fight, fight till some one downs you.”

Tom stopped. The other came closer
and poked the muzzle of the pistol into his
stomach. The little killer’s eyes were glit-
tering with suspicion, greed and curiosity.

“Go on,” he snapped. ‘“Say it quick.
What’s your idea?”

Tom racked his brain and evolved some-
thing, speaking slowly.

“My idea is this: You’re in on the secret
of the claim. You’re the only one except
Pete and myself. You can’t do anything
alone, but we can do a whole lot because
nobody suspects us, so maybe we can figure
out something and—"

Tom’s right hand flashed downward. It
was his one desperate chance. He gam-
bled that the hand is quicker than the eye.
He gambled that the other had lost a little
alertness and that an arm stiffens into a
set position from holding a pistol.

He won—by a hair.

The pistol blasted the left side of his
shirt and stung his fingers. He yanked at
the thing desperately. He twisted the
muzzle upward and around.

The killer, quick as lightning, lashed his
left hand backward for another pistol. Tom
got around his right side and twisted"his
wrist upward. He got a finger inside the
trigger guard. The trigger was squeezed
in the mélée. The gun was discharged
again.

The little gunman’s tense body grew limp.
Strength left his hand. Tom pinioned his
arms till the weapons dropped to the
ground. Then the little bandit was allowed
to slump down. The whole front of his shirt
was red.

He sagged to a 51tt1ng position and glared
at Tom with basilisk eyes. It was an
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anti-climax. Though perhaps mortally hurt
he just sat thereandstared with a malevolent
glare that even pain could not efface.

Tom collected the weapons and unslung
his canteen. The virulent stare made him
irritable.

" “Let me-see that wound,” he snapped,
leaning forward and pulling the shirt apart.

“You—buncoed—me,” charged the little
gunman between gritted teeth.

“I had to.”

The other grunted sardonically and re-
laxed, allowing Tom to lave the powder-
burned wound in his chest. Though losing
strength rapidly, the little bandit kept a
baleful silence that was grimmer than
threats.

Tom understood. He had duped a pro-

fessional killer and shot him with his own.

gun. It was unforgivable. Tom saw the
ugly portent for the future, yet he bound
up the wound and gave the man every at-
tention in his power.

Half an hour later a big prospector was
toiling over the top of the mesa, holding a
small, limp figure in his arms. A vulture
wheeled far above in the blue, but soon lost
interest and went onward.

An hour later the same two human figures
came down the slope of a dun mountain
and were lost in the foothills, where dusk
enveloped them. Later the exhausted Tom
staggered into camp and tossed the burden
on his blankets.

Then began a long battle for a worthless
life. It lasted all night with the ravings of
fever turning the quiet camp into bedlam.

Dawn brought comparative quiet. Tom
gathered all the weapons and staggered,
blear-eved, to a sheltered bunch of mesquite
where he slept as if stunned.

Some time later mysterious footfalls
awakened him. He peered through the
brush to see a rough-looking man arrive
with two burros laden with camp equip-
ment and prospector’s implements.

-Later he awoke again. A similar outfit
passed, led by a hairy red-shirted man.

Tom sat up and rubbed his eyes. He
had never come across more than a few
prospectors in a month. Now he saw two
within an hour!

He looked westward across a low plain.
A man and a burro were drawing near.
Beyond them came another outfit and far
away he could see two more.

“It’s a rush,” he gasped. - “They’ve

heard about our strike. Finley has talked.”

If Finley talked, whom did he talk to?
His own gang! Instantly Tom appraised
these newcomers. They were not regular
prospectors. They were too tough-looking.

Tom was in a trap. He was half a mile
from his camp, but he could look down upon
it. The new arrivals reached the water-
hole and discovered Finley. Their voices
were highly excitable.

Their coming was prearranged. The lit-
tle killer had mobilized his clan and had
gone ahead of them.

But why was he willing to listen to Tom’s
proposition on the mountaintop before
Tom’ shot him? There was only one an-
swer. The little scoundrel was willing to
betray his followers if there was enough in
it for him.

Tom now fully realized what sort of men
he had to deal with. His present position
was untenable. They had the water-hole.

Gathering up his weapons, slipping
‘toward camp and sneaking out a half-filled
canteen that lay in the brush behind Finley,
he stole through the mesquite and started
under the noonday sun toward civilization.

As he hiked along his lonesome path, can-
teen over shoulder, gun at hip and hat-brim
pulled down against the rays of the sun, the
rhythmic clomping of his high-topped sur-
veyor’s boots seemed to beat time to cer-
tain grim words running through his mind
insistently. In reaching for his canteen in
the mesquite he had overheard the little
gunman screaming his half-delirious com-
mands—

“Git that feller if you take a year!”

Tom had ached to make prompt retort;
but there were six men at the camp. The
odds were too great.

He kept on going.

II

THE town of Escalante comprised six sa-
loons, two dance-halls, two stores, a
warehouse, a blacksmith-shop, a post-office,
seven residences, three wells, a tree, two
cows, thirty-five burros, seven respectable
citizens, a doctor, fourteen bartenders,
twenty-six professional gamblers and about
two hundred miners, stage-robbers, cattle-
men, drunkards, sheep-herders, gun-fight-
ers, ranchers and other itinerant citizens
who made the money for the gamblers,
bartenders and doctor to collect.
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Pete arrived in town at eleven o’clock
at night. His foot was swollen frightfully,
while the burro had wilted. He first per-
suaded some one to drag the tottering burro
to a corral and then sought a bed in a
“hotel” over a dance-hall, where even pain
failed to break his exhausted slumbers.

It never occurred to Pete to disturb the
doctor at that hour. That sort of thing
might be done by a tenderfoot; but Pete
knew that the doctor was available only in
case of mortal gunshot wounds. The doc-
tor had plenty of night practise at
that.

Next morning Pete presented himself be-
fore the bewhiskered medico. His™ foot
was bathed in smelly drugs and bandaged,
after which the doctor sold him a crutch,
gave him some terse directions and shooed
him into the world again.

Old Pete limped over to a wooden curb in
front of a dance-hall where he took a morose
swig of Jones’ Infallible Elixir. Later he
took another dose. After still another
jolt he hobbled into the dance-hall for some
of the real stuff.

Nothing is more disillusioning than a
dance-hall barroom at mid-morning. Gone
are music, dancers, horse-play and the sway-
ing of colorful humanity. The clean,
bright morning sunlight mocks bleared
faces, headaches, hangovers and the odor of
stale beer.

Old Pete hobbied to the bar and took a
generous portion of fighting spirit to cheer
his lonesome soul. Along the bar two tall,
square-faced, black-mustached bullies were
talking. Both had guns and prominent
cartridge-belts, both wore high-topped boots
with spurs, and both had broad-brimmed
hats.

The one -with his back to old Pete was by
far the more impressive as he wore silver
trimmings on his holsters and a fancy
brown-and-white cowhide vest that was
quite the niftiest thing in town.

Pete was soon all attention. The im-
posing person was Jed Hill, king-pin of all
the scoundrels. Pete did not know him
personally; but the leader turned and Pete
was forced into immediate acquaintance.

“Howdy. How’s things up in your
country?”’

“Oh, all right, T guess.”

“I hear you struck it rich.”

Pete was almost floored, but he did not
show it. His emotions were schooled in a
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land where a display of emotion was not
advisable. He kept a poker face.

“Sounds good. Where did you git all
that?”

“Oh, somebody blabbed. It’s all over
town.”

“Huh! It’s funny how people know
more about my business than I do myself.”

“Yeh. Ain’tit. Let’s see—you’ve been
working over in the Jaguar Range east of
here, haven’t you?”

“No. I been workin’ the country north-
east-by-south of here.”

“Oh, all right. Go to the —.”

The big gang-leader deliberately turned
his back. The old prospector’s red facc
purpled. He hobbled out, sat down, and
muttered toward the hitching-racks in
front of the porch.

“I hear you struck it rich,” came a voice
alongside him.

-Old Pete did not deign to look up.

“Go to the ——,” he snarled.

A FORM in tattered corduroys slid
to a sitting position beside him.

“i Pete turned and looked into the
wrinkled face of an old crony, a white-
headed, tobacco-stained senior desert-rat
who had crossed Pete’s trail often through
the years. :

“Oh,” said Pete, extending a hand.
‘““Lo, Mike. How’s things?”

“Oh, so-so. Just got into town yistiday.
They said you’d struck it rich.”

“That’s good news. Who told you?”

“I disremember. It's all over town.
How about it? Will it be time to celebrate
a bit?” ‘

Old Pete shook a doleful head.

“Ypu've got it all twisted.”

“Well.”

The newcomer lighted a pipe, taking his
time. :

“I thought mebbe you’d made a strikc.
Still, if you did make it I'd not blame yefcr
keepin’ your mouth shut.”

He looked about cautiously.

“It’s no time to be findin’ a good claim i1
this country. Still, if the divil was to give
me a little luck and send me a good claim,
I’d know what to do.”

Pete also filled his pipe slowly, betraying
no curiosity.

“What would you do?”

“T’d go down to San Francisco.” 1

“Yeh. .And git your claim jumped.”
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“No. It’d be me own secret. I'd keep
quiet till I got in front of a bunch of mil-
lionaires. Then I'd plump down me sam-
ples and, ‘Gintlemen,” I'd say, ‘here’s the
gold. T’ve got tons of it. Come down and
help me get it out. Then we’ll all be rich.” ”

“But millionaires is rich already.”

“Yeh, but was there ever one that didn’t
want more?”

“I dunno. Millionaires is out of my line.”

“Well, they do. Don’t you read the
papers? Between scandals and divorces
and races and-chorus-gels and what-not,
millionaires has to hustle for more millions
or else they go broke. Here. Take a look
at this.” ;

Mike reached back and produced a lurid
feature section of a pioneer ‘“‘yellow”” Sunday
newspaper, two weeks old but just arrived.
Mike’s pudgy finger pointed to a page
shrieking with headlines about a capitalist
who got his son out of jail. There were
pictures of father, son, two chorus-girls
shot by the- son, the jail where the son re-
sided, a diagram of his cell, his menu, a
group picture of the seventeen lawyers who
got him out presumably at a cost of a million
dollars, and a diagram showing how far a
million dollars would go if placed end to end.

“There,” remarked Mike. ‘“There’s a
sample. Now a millionaire like that’d be
needin’ money. It stands to reason.”

“I reckon he would.”

“All right then. If T had a bang-up
"mine I'd corral a bunch of millionaires.
I'd show ’em where they’d make money.”

“How would they go about it?”

Old Mike had studied high finance from
lurid newspaper accounts during his long,
Jlonely travels over hill and plain. He al-
ways took a stack of papers into the desert.
He knew all about finance.

“That’s easy. Form a corporation—a
big minin’-company.”

“Then what?” .

“Then go to work. These rapscallions
around here might grab a few ore-wagons,
but they couldn’t lift a whole corporation,
could they?”

“I dunno. They've lifted the whole
county. What’s a corporation compared
to that?”

“Yes; but a corporation ain’t so easy to
pull up. She’s spread out too much—San
Francisco, Sacramento, here and all over.
Them bandits can’t ketch hold of it. There
ain’t enough bandits.”
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Old Pete was interested. He had seen a
big mining-plant or two with their imposing
buildings, and he visualized a similar possi-
bility for his own claim. But he kept his
poker face.

“Mebbe you’re right,” he admitted.
“But where would you git the million
dollars?”

“From the millionaires.”

((\'eh'”

Old Pete arose
himself.

“Mebbe you've got a good idee; but for
folks like us it ain’t practical.”

(‘w‘hy?7’

“We don’t know no millionaires.”

To Mike it was a crusher. He had
worked out his dream-plan in case he ever
found a good mine, and now old Pete had
knocked it into a cocked hat with five
careless words. It made-Mike exasperated.

“Aw, shut up,” he snapped. ‘“Why, you
or’nary old blister, you ain’t the kind that
ever will. I wasn’t speakin’ of you. I was
jest figgerin’ in case a gen’leman found a

mine.”
ﬁ for a moment, then turned with dig-
nity and hobbled down the street.-
He refused to enter into controversy; but
he admired Mike’s general idea, so he lum-
bered around and picked up seven copies of
San Francisco newspapers which he took
to his room. With the aid of a blunt finger
he slowly spelled out whole columns of
telegraph news, sports, styles, scandals, edi-
torials and everything else while seeking
for light on the best methods of floating
mining-corporations.

Each headline gave him a new sensation.
Each picture furnished a jolt. In his
lonely life Pete had forgotten civilization
and now it was pulsing under his hands.

He read about a big coming prize-fight.
He noted the pictures of shapely choruses in
musical shows. He observed the advertise-
ments of good cafés and rare wines. He be-
gan to realize he had missed something in
the years that were passed.

“I've got to go to the city,” he decided.
“Mike was right. If I could only git in _
touch with a millionaire——"

His eye caught a boisterous advertise-
ment of a flagrant mining-“‘company.”
He read it from top to bottom, glowing at
every howling rhapsody.

slowly and dusted

PETE stared at him thoughtfully
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There! That was the way to float a
mine! Tell people about it! Sock it to
’em! Give ’em both barrels! If he could
start something like that, all would be well.

“Durn it, I'll start as soon as I can see
Tom!” he exclaimed. “That’s the ticket.
No use to stick in this slow town.”

A yell came from down-stairs. There
was a crash of glass, a thump and a shot.
Twenty voices shrieked.

Pete looked out of his paneless window.
He saw a slim person in shirt sleeyes hurtle
out of the dance-hall below. The man
leaped on a pinto pony, slashing it with a
quirt and crouching low over its neck while
it streaked up the street.

From the dance-hall rushed two profane
men with six-shooters in their hands.
They fired like mad and ran into the street.
The fleeing person turned a corner and
disappeared.

Pete went down-stairs two steps at a
time. In the barroom a crowd was gath-
ering around a limp form on the sawdust.
There was an awed quietness in their man-
ner. Folks were speaking in low tones.

“What’s the trouble?” Pete asked of a
cattleman.

“One of Johnny Finley’s gang slipped in
and killed Ed Wainwright. Right in
broad daylight! Right in Jed Hill’s favorite
saloon! Gosh!”

Old Pete clucked sympathetically.

“What’d he kill him for?”

“Jest devilment, I guess. He came in
here, right in the middle of four-five men.
He grabbed Wainwright’s gun-hand and
cussed him out. Wainwright threw a glass
with his free hand. Then the feller shot
him. Right in the middle of Jed Hill’s
crowd! Gosh, what nerve!”

“What did the crowd do? Nothin’?”

“Not a darned thing. Jest stood like
they was paralyzed. It happened before
they had time to wake up.”

“What’ll Jed Hill say?” ,

“I dunno. Here he comes now. Guess
T'll back out. I don’t want no dealin’s
with Jed Hill—not me!”

The masterful leader of the gangs strode
through the door. All eyes turned toward
him. Sensing something amiss, he went
forward alertly, halting at sight of the body
and stooping over it.

“Who did that?” he demanded.

A member of the retinue made low-voiced
explanations. Jed Hill’s cold eyes nar-

rowed: He nodded once or twice while he

looked around, seeking certain men. His
lips curled with scorn.

“What were you fellers doin’ meantime?”’
he demanded.

There was a jumble of words while four
men tried to speak at once; but Hill cut
them short.

His punishment was swift. He picked
one man for the example, and his subsequent
actions were not pleasant to witness. It
was deliberate ferocity, aimed to punish,
and to uphold the Hill prestige.

The victim was battere% with fist, boot
and gun-butt. The crowd was thoroughly
cowed. :

At length Hill calmed down. When
next he spoke he was comparatively mild.
He seemed to be addressing the still form
on the sawdust, but his voice reached to
every corner of the room.

“Johnny Finley and his gang’s got a little
too fresh. I've been wantin’ peace, but we
can’t have peace. All right. From now
on we’ll make war. Get Johnny Finley
and his crowd dead or alive.”

Jed Hill spoke truth when he said he
wanted peace. The fed‘lion does not want
to hunt. Hill did not want to fight. His
leadership was absolute and his income
assured from many sources.

Gambling-tables and liquor-stills paid
him percentages. Investments in preda-
tory enterprises often brought good profits.
So did dance-hall girls. And other enter-
prises. Hill did not want war, but he
could not overlook this recent affront.

“Who’s with me?” he roared. ‘“Put up
your right hands. I want to know.”

Hands shot into the air by the dozen. A
few on the fringes held aloof, including old
Pete, who got out. Certain quiet remarks
on the fringes showed Pete that the leader’s
arrogance was breeding future trouble, but
Pete had his own perplexities.

EVENING came. Night came.
Strolling about town after supper,
Pete snuffed a vague excitement in
the air as if folks were expecting something
unpleasant to happen. The old prospector’s
intangible sixth sense bade him keep out of
it so he slipped his ragged blankets out of

-the “hotel” and made himself a bed in the

corner of a moonlit corral on the outskirts
of town.
“I’ve gotta go to the city,” he yawned as -
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he curled up for the night.
town’s too durned excitable.”

Ten minutes later his loud snores were
desecrating the night. Two hours later
he awoke at the sound of distant popping
and raised his head over the corral-bars to
look into town, where the lights of the
buildings glared into the street. There was
trouble afoot; but it was none of Pete’s
business, so he went to sleep again.

Within twenty minutes he awoke. To
his ears came the crunching of many boots
approaching from the town. It was a mob
—a quiet mob that wasted few words.

They passed the last saloon and turned
toward the corral with the moonbeams
throwing strange lights and shadows on
their figures and armament.

Pete scrambled to his knees and watched
over the fence. The crowd turned toward a
cottonwood-tree a few hundred feet away.
When they came closer he began to dis-
tinguish figures. They seemed to be guard-
ing some one in the center of the mass.

Pete was about to witness a moonlight
hanging.

The old desert-rat was tough, but it
gave him the creeps. It was a business-
like affair. Too business-like for dramatics.
Necessary words were spoken in low tones.
Even the victim was silent and preoccupied.

“Glory!” snorted Pete. “It’s a passel of
rascals hangin’ some other rascall Happy
days!”

The crowd réached the town’s lone
cottonwood-tree, and its members could be
seen making certain quiet preparations.

“Swing him high,” came a hoarse voice.
“Put him where Finley can see him from
the mountains.”

Another voice was heard, more somber in
tone—

“Have you got anything to say?”

The victim’s snarling voice arose in a
volley of profanity and vituperation.

“Let ’er go!” commanded a voice.

Old Pete turned away, not caring to
watch it. He collected his blankets and
slipped around the corner of the corral,
starting for town again. His sleep was
broken. He was irritated, disgusted and
stricken with a sense of hopeless odds.

“They hang folks like they was the
governor of the State,”” he muttered.
“No more law and order’n a pack of wolves.
Me and Tom has a fine chance in this coun-
try, ain’t we?

“This heret

“Mike was right.
poration.”

Pete stumped up the street in search of
lodging, plodding past lively dance-halls
and saloons where jangling music thrummed
loudly. Pete made for the other end of
town. A broad-shouldered man stepped
off a board sidewalk and blocked his way.

“Tom!” exclaimed Pete. “What are you
doin’ here? What’s the matter?”

“Nothing’s the matter. Nothing except
that Finley and his crowd know all about
our claim. I shot Finley this morning.”

“Happy days!”

“Not by a long shot. Finley’s badly
hurt, but his whole crowd’s at the water-
hole. They’re spreading all over the coun-
try to look for the mine.”

Pete’s lips quivered, then stiffened.

“Come on. Let’s git away from people.
Tell me about it. I want to know.”

Tom led the way to a bare knoll just
behind the main street and recited his ad-
ventures, also learning of Pete’s general
doings. When it was over the old desert-
rat rose and straightened, with the moon-
light throwing his grotesque shadow along
the hill. - :

“We're licked,” he snarled. “Licked to
a frazzle. Shall we quit?”

“We're not dead, are we?”’

“I knew you’d say that. That’s what I
was waitin’ to hear. All right. What
shall we do?” 2

“We might join Hill’s gang and fight it
out with the Finleys.” :

“What—me a bandit? No,sir! I'dbea
—— of a bandit, wquldn’t I? Besides,
there ain’t nothin’ in it except gittin’ shot.
We can do that anyhow.”

“All right,” drowsed Tom.
What’s your idea?”

“We’ll incorporate.”

Tom, though exhausted and sleepy,
looked up sharply.

“What?”

Pete explained his session with Mike,
i_golilng into details. Tom studied thought-
ully.

“I hadn’t thought of that. It might
work if we can find the right people.
We’ll think it over. I'm tired. Let’s
find a place to sleep.”

They sought another frowzy ‘hotel.”
Next morning Tom considered while Pete
ambled about town. Tom felt that the
scheme was possible. He knew a man in

We gotta be a cor-

“I pass.
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San Francisco who promoted things and
perhaps——

TOM decided to try it. He pre-

ferred to go to the city because he

knew city ways and old Pete didn’t;
but Pete’s lame foot made him useless in the
desert and the rougher job was palpably up
to Tom. Besides, Pete wanted to go; and
there wasn’t money enough for two.

Pete knew he was going. His mind was
set. Asa preliminary he entered the town’s
largest store. He wanted to look like a
real city person. He knew that strangers
had trouble up there from bunco men at
times so he wanted to disguise himself as
a regular blasé city dude.

He bought a new pair of top boots, some
heavy woolen socks, a dicky shirt with cel-
luloid collars, a green striped necktie and a
wrinkled brown-black suit of clothes, se-
lected from underneath a pile of other
suitings. It reeked of newness and had
price-tags all over it.

Pete then purchased a new Stetson hat
and felt thoroughly equipped for city life.
He started out with the package under his
arm.

Tom came out of the post-office, stuffing
a letter into a pocket. His face looked
dazed. Pete halted and stared at him.

“Tom!” he roared. “What’s the mat-
ter?”

Tom jumped. He took Pete’s arm si-
lently and started down the street.

“What’s the matter?” insisted the old
prospector, when they were away from
other people.

“Something hit ‘me,” confessed Tom.
“T’'ll be all right in a minute. Forget it.”

“Well, I've got four hundred dollars
salted away. If that’ll do any good

“No. Thanks just the same. It isn’t
anything like that. It’s sort of a private
‘matter.”

“I'm your partner,
sistently.

“Yes, but— Well, I'll tell you for fear
you worry about it. It doesn’t affect the
mine. It’ssomethingelse. My girl’s going
to marry some other fellow.”

IIT

THE stage for the county seat rollicked
up to the hotel porch at mid-morning
and halted to take on passengers, including
Pete and Tom. Pete had many long miles

’”

replied Pete in-

to travel beyond the county seat before he
reached the railroad. Tom was merely
headed for the United States Land Office
to file on the claim.

They had decided to file.
was a secret no longer.

Tom'’s confession had jolted Pete, but the
old fellow understood Tom’s feelings. There
was once a blond waitress in a Boise City
hashery— But that was in the past.

“There must be some way to fix it up,”
suggested Pete a mile out of town, while the
stage was rocking over sand-covered plains.

“I’'m afraid it’s too late. It’s all settled
except the date of the wedding.”

“That’s worse’n I thought!”’ Pete lighted
his pipe and his face hardened. “Mebbe
sometimes a feller’s luckier than he knows.
When a gal goes back on a feller after his
back’s turned—”

‘“You're wrong.”

“You said she threw you down, didn’t

ou?”’

“No. She didn’t.”

“Then what in tarnation—
be the man——"’

“He’s a thorough gentleman even if he is
old enough to be her father. Decent fellow.
Richard K. Wentworth. Owns Hawaiian
plantations and things. Wealthy Belongs
to all the big clubs. Quite a man.’

“Well, I’'m durned! She dldn’t throw
you down, and yet she’s goin’ to marry
this other gent! What sort of a shindig
is this?”

Tom hated to talk. In his pocket was a
piteous, helpless letter whose renunciatory
words burned like fire. It was all the worse
because Tom could do nothing. But he
had to explain lest Pete get distorted ideas.

“We’ve known each other all our lives.
Schoolmates. We’ve been engaged secretly
more than a year. Her father was wealthy,
but lost all his money before he died. Her
mother had a hard time getting along.
She objected to me because I didn’t have
any money, so I hit for this country, hoping
to make a quick stake. I didn’t make it in
time.”

“Well, why don’t her mother leave things
alone?”

“A woman used to luxury can’t adapt
herself to poverty. That’s why many
mothers try to make what is called a ‘good
match’ for their daughters. In a way it’s
self-preservation. But I guess I've talked
about enough.”

Their secret

Oh! Meb-
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“Happy “days!” snorted Pete. ‘“Then
they sell galsiin society like they used to sell
niggers down in Tennessee.”

“Don’t say that. You don’t understand.
It’s the game.”

“And the gal stands for it?”

Tom was tired of it.

“I guess you've got me wrong, Pete.
Maybe my talk’s sounded too conceited.
Maybe I've led you to believe that I've only
got to whistle and the girl will come running.

“It isn’t like that at all. She’s engaged
to a man she likes smcerely The engage-
ment’s announced in public. That’s all
there is to it.”

Pete’s brows knit. If Pete had been the
victim Pete would have pulled San Fran-
cisco up by the roots. He couldn’t under-
stand Tom’s lack of rancor. Social usage
was a critter that had never strayed in
Pete’s pathway.

“Hadn’t you better-go to the city?”’ he
suggested.

“No. I’ve got to watch that mine. We
haven’t funds enough for both to go.
Besides, I don’t care to go and you do.”

“Why in tarnation don’t you take a
chance and tell the gal you’re rich anyhow?”’

“We may have a long battle for the mine.
Besides, she’s engaged.”

“Happy days!”

The stage rattled on for another mile,
throwing columns of dust rearward. Pete
was bewildered and befuddled. This fool
society business was outlandish, yet Tom
bowed his head in submission to the outrage.
To Pete a few sane, natural actions were
badly needed.

“Does this here gal live in a st} lish
house?” asked Pete guilelessly.

“Yes. A big English mansion with rose-
gardens all around it. It’s on Pacific
Avenue almost directly over the Golden
Gate. I don’t blame the mother for want-
ing to keep it.”

“Pacific’ From all I hear that’s the
toughest street in San Francisco.”

“You're thlnkmg of Pacific Street. This
is Pacific Avenue.”
Pete dropped the subject. He had

heard the name of the girl, and now he
practically knew the address.

Once or twice in the long journeys across
plain and mountain-range Tom had men-
tioned one Helen Masters guardedly during
moments of confidence inspired by moon-
light or camp-fire; but neither Tom nor

Pete was given to gushing about his
deeper feelings, and only Tom’s halting
inflection had betrayed his real thoughts
about her. Pete never forgot it.

And now he knew where she lived. All
was well.

At the county seat Tom gave his partner
a final injunction.

“Keep away from Pacific Street, Pete.
If you do go, bank most of your money be-
fore you start.

“I’ve given you letters of introduction to
Bill Elliott and a lot of other folks. Elliott
was a classmate of mine in college. If he
can’t help you one of the others will.

“When you deal with a promoter, look
out. If one of ’ent makes a business
proposition get into touch with me. We’re
willing to meet him half-way but we won’t
give him our hides by a long shot.”

Tom was not taking such long chances as
it might seem. He knew that Pete was
only one-half of the partnership, and his
actions were not binding unless Tom
concurred. Pete was just the scout.

THEY went to the Land Office and
registered their claim before a satiri-

: cal government employee, after
which there was a last handshake and the
stage down-country clattered around the
corner of the rickety county jail and Pete
disappeared.

Tom. returned next day to Escalante
That night there was jollification in the
principal dance-hall, caused by the news
that some son-of-a-gun had shot Johnny
Finley.

The news had come via one of the under-
ground sources with which the country
abounded. Rumor had it that Finley was
lying half-dead somewhere; but that only
speeded the celebration.

Tom watched it till two sots tried to
shoot each other, and then he went to bed.
He was lonely.

Next afternoon, planning a visit to his
mine, Tom happened to pass the dance-hall.
Seated on the creaky porch was Jed Hill
with his brown-white vest open for coolness.
Hill swung from the chair and carelessly
crossed Tom’s path.
© “Howdy,” said Hill.

“How,” nodded Tom.

“Are you the feller in cahoots with Pete
Dolliver?”

“He’s my partner, yes.”
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Hill fumbled thoughtfully with his black
mustache.

“Come inside. I want to talk with you.”
Tom was curious, so he went. Soon they
were seated at a table in a little side-room

off the dance-hall.

Hill ordered refreshments while Tom
studied his face. It was the first time Tom
had been close to a high-class blackleg, and
he found this specimen rather pleasing to
look at. -Except for repellent eyes the man
was almost handsome, and his manner was
quite ingratiating.

“I understand you’ve found a good
claim,” opened Hill.

“Who told you?”

“A fellow just in from the county seat.
He said you’d had ’er recorded.”

“That’s true. It’s funny, though, how
news travels.”

“Nothin’ funny about it. It’s business.
For instance, I knew about your claim
almost as soon as you found it.”

“HO“’?”

“Oh, one of Finley’s crowd told us.”

“I thought you were fighting Finley.”

“We are, but we’ve got friends among
’em. Maybe they’ve got friends in our
crowd. I'd like to catch any!”

Tom noted the system of spies and
counter-spies, but Hill’'s voice demanded
attention.

“What are you goin’ to do with your
claim?”

“Develop it.”

“You’ll need a little help, won’t you?”

“Not that I know of.”

“You don’t understand. You can’t work
this claim alone. What you need is help.”

“Not just now.”

“Yes youdo. You need help.”

Tom caught the hint.

“Oh! What might you suggest?”

“Well, I might find you a third partner.
Maybe somebody strong enough to hold
people off you.

“Ted Hill?”

“Not openly.”

“What sort of. partnership were you
thinking about?”

“Halves. You and Pete Dolliver’d be
one-half. I'd be the other.”

Tom almost admired the man’s nerve.
He was no cheap freebooter, that was cer-
tain! But Tom had to play a cautious
game. It. was getting more dangerous
every day.
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“T don’t know,” he considered. “It’s a
pretty stiff proposition.”

“It might be stiffer. You need help.
No two ways about it. You need help.”

Tom boldly led a trump card. He had
been on the defensive about enough.

“Yes, but maybe you need a little of my
help too.”

Tom was beginning to have an idea or
two. With luck he could take advantage of
this Hill-Finley feud.

“What do you mean?” demanded Hill.

“Do you know who shot Finley? Idid.”

“YOu?,)

Hill sat back and appraised Tom keenly.
The gambler knew men, and he gaged this
one as honest, earnest and fairly shrewd,
though certain little mannerisms betrayed
traces of the odious pink-tea caste in spite of
his square jaw and calloused hands.

“How’d you happen to shoot Finley?”
demanded Hill.

Tom told a frank story. The location
of his mine was now a public record anyhow,
so he gave all the details. When Tom
finished Jed Hill smiled sardonically.

“You buncoed him. He’ll mever forgive
you. You should have finished him.”

“I’'m leaving that to you. If you hadn’t
chased him into the brush he’d never have
come across me.”’

“T’ll chase him some more.”

“Well, you'd better have a good-sized
crowd with you. The Finley gang’s pretty
strong.” :

“I know they are. But where are they?
That’s the only thing I can’t find out.”

“Do you know where Travelers’ Well is,
out on the sand-flat near the Jaguar Hills?
The Finley crowd’s operating from the well.
They’re looking for my claim.”

Hill jumped as if struck. He snapped
his chair back.

“What? How many are there?”

“Oh, about a half-dozen. Why?”

Hill did not wait to answer. He turned,
ran outside, yelled toward some bar-
loungers and disappeared on the street.

Tom, wondering, went outside in the
wake of the hurryving men. He watched
Hill lead a crowd on the jump toward a
corral around on a side-street.

“Now, what’s this all about?” muttered
Tom.

More men trotted toward the corral, one
of them adjusting the sling of a Winchester.
Froni around the corner came the sound of
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many horses being roped and saddled.

Then came a clatter of pounding hoofs.
A dozen armed horsemen swirled into the
main street and thundered past. Belated
riders followed them. They turned into
the eastward trail, leaving a cloud of dust.

BEWILDERED, Tom sought in-
Pl formation from an old Mexican
man-about-town. The Mexican was
hard to start, but finally he talked.

“There may be funerals, no?”

“Whose funerals?”

“Only the saints can tell.”

“There’s not a saint in the whole crowd,
or anywhere near. Who's Jed Hill out
after?”

“His own men. Who else?”

“Why?”

“To rescue them.”

“Who from?”

“Did you not hear Jed Hill call? Shonny
Feenley has caught one-two-three Jed Hill
men. Atrap. Maybe kill them.”

“A trap? How did they get into that?”

“Yesterday, sefior, somebody filed a claim
for gold in the Jaguar Hills,no? The news
came to Jed Hill very quick like it always
does.

“Three men started from here to look at
the claim for Jed Hill. They did not know
Feenley men were there. They ride into
what-you-call ambush, no?”

Tom took a long breath.

“Well, of all the enterprise I ever saw this
country beats the deck. The minute a man
files on a claim these pirates send a delega-
tion to look it over.”

Tom consumed the rest of the day in
irritable reflections.

Next afternoon a very small portion of the
cavalcade returned, dusty and travel-worn.
One man wore a sling to hold his limp left
arm.

They all looked tired except Jed Hill,
who rode in the lead like Casar returning
from the wars. After dismounting, he
walked into the crowded dance-hall. Tom
followed. Hill happened to spy him.

“Much obliged,” bawled Hill, waving a
hand. “If it hadn’t been for you them
three friends of mine would have been dead.
We found ’em standin’ off a half a dozen on
a hill.”

“Where’s the rest of your crowd?”
questioned Tom.

“Them? Oh, one of ’em was shot up and
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- the rest went on into the Jaguar Hills.”

“What for?”
“They’re goin’ to take claims alongside
yours.”

v

’I‘O FIND a promoter at the right time is
a stately task. To interest a well-
financed promoter who will make a propo-
sition successful from the start is a mira-
cle. Old Pete did it; but his methods made
it a super-miracle.

When Pete landed at the foot of Market
Street, clad in his wrinkly store clothes,
creaky boots, green necktie and sun-blis-
tered complexion, every bunco man in the
district gave a glad cry and got busy; but
Pete fought them off. Alone and with no
one to guide him, he waded forth into the
pitfalls of a great city.

Banking the bulk of his money religiously,
Pete kept a hundred dollars to experiment
with the city’s pleasures. He was still ex-
perimenting at midnight. -

There were plenty of opportunities in
the old San Francisco. The gay, colorful,
tragic city was alive with them. The siren
voice, the crimsoned lip and the rattle of
chips were as frank as the booming of
breakers on faraway Seal Rock.

In the heart of the business section at
Fourth and Market, roulette'and faro held
forth in a royally named ‘“‘café” whose op-
erations were so open that the outside
citizenry could watch through plate-glass
windows.

Down the street, between other business
houses, ‘Little Egypt” and kindred souls
disported in a gaudy amusement place for
the inelegant.

Just north of the city’s main cable-slot
was the tenderloin with its beer-halls, tough
dives, theaters and world-famous  restau-
rants. South of the ‘“‘slot” were the homes
of lowly but bellicose citizens thoroughly
trained to the manly art and always willing
to prove it.

To the northward was the Barbary Coast,
where lights burned brilliantly amid dance-
halls, saloons, brothels and tawdry theaters
where throbbing music advertised brazen
shows. This district was one huge leaven of
drunken sailors, gang-fights, vendettas,
hold-ups, * graft, knockout-drops, shootings
and general confusion. A policeman’s ca-
reer in this district was generally short.

But that was only part of this wonderful
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dream-city, still tingling with memories
of Stevenson, Bret Harte, Mark Twain and
the argonauts. Artists, musicians, sculp-
tors and actors were starting world careers.
Builders and artizans were laying the foun-
dations for the great industrial world of the
future.

Down at the Portrero the world’s most
powerful battle-ship was starting for sea.
It was called the Oregon.

The venturesome Spreckels had com-
pleted the city’s only skyscraper. ‘‘Lucky”
Baldwin was in from Santa Monica to
build his luckless hotel, planned to rival
the Waldorf.  Financiers, railroad mag-
nates, merchant princes, globe-trotters,
booted miners and tobacco-chewing cattle-
men were meeting hourly at the old Palace
or dining in restaurants whose viands they
can stillremember with a strange wistfulness.

The city made Pete dizzy, and his foot
hurt. He continued to have trouble with
that foot for more than a month until it
healed, but he let it interfere with his ac-
tions as little as possible. ’

His first task was to seek Pacific Street
and turn himself loose. On the fourth day
he landed in jail. The fifth day he sobered
up. .
With his appropriation spent with proper
sinfulnéss the old iner mbrushed his ruffled
clothes and sallied forth from his temporary
abode in a cheap Mission Street lodging-
house to seek Bill Elliott. He found El-
liott’s office in a great business block filled
with brisk men.

Elliott was tall, slim, blond and natty.
When the red-faced old desert-rat with the
skewered eyes and ill-fitting store clothes
announced himself as Fom Hall’s partner,
Elliott’s aristocratic eyebrows raised, but he
opened Tom’s letter without comment.

“It seems to be a pretty rough country
down there,” he observed at the finish.
“I guess the life must have roughened Tom
quite a bit. Too bad! Tom used to be
quite a dandy. Well

“About this mine. It’s lucky you came
Otherwise you'd have missed

straight here.
me.” .

Pete’s face paled.

“I'm sailing for China this afternoon, so
T'll not be able to do much for you; but sup-
pose you let me see your samples.”’

Pete took off his coat and vest and lifted
up the tails of his shirt. Elliott looked
excited.

“Say—here—you needn’t go to all that
trouble!”

Pete groped under a red undershirt and
produced a heavily laden money-belt which
he threw with a thump upon a table.

“Look into that,” he challenged.

Elliott opened one of its pockets and
drew forth a handful of rock. His eyes
opened wide.

“Ye gods! Do—do you mean to tell me
you and Tom Hall discovered this?”

“Yep.”

“Is much of it like this?”’

“Them’s our best samples. Some of the
i'l?cll(‘ ain’t so good, but the average is pretty

g .7)

Elliott was palpably stricken with the
samples.

“I've got to go to China. It’s business.
But if your mine’s anything like this I want
to share in it. You and Tom are right.
Make it a corporation.”

He picked a hat off a rack.

“Get your clothes on quick. Come on.”

“Where to?”

“We’ll see Markum. He’s a big promo-
ter. Mines and things. I've done him g
favor or two. Hurry up!”
MARKUM’S office was a high-
tension establishment peopled by

* clerks, messengers and hawk-faced
gentlemen whose clothes needed brushing.
These latter congregated at a railing till
a stout and lavishly dressed personage
appeared from his inside office. Then their
voices arose in clamor. The stout man
laughed and winked at Elliott.

“What'll I do with these wolves?’ he
asked “I can’t kill ’em. They’re all
good stock salesmen.”

He turned to the crowd and spoke to
each one in a chaffing way that veiled cold
business.

“No, Charlie; what you need is black
coffee. All right, Joe; here’s your five
hundred. Get out of here, Ed, and don’t
come back till you’re sober. Here’s a
fifty, Steve. Enjoy yourself.

“No, boys. There’s nothing doing to-
day. Come around tomorrow.”

When the last predatory supplicant left,
the stout man turned to Elliott.

“That’s the trouble of bein’ a promoter.
If T can’t find work for those sharks I've
got to support ’em or else they quit me.
It just keeps me on the jump, findin’ work
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for ’em. When they do clean up they hit
for the races or play the high life. Broke
in a week.

“Right now the whole tribe’s on my
neck. We just floated a big company, and
I haven’t got anything for ’em to sell.”

“Maybe I can fix that,” said Elliott.

The stout man’s little eyes contracted.

“Oh. Come into my office.”

Pete followed Elliott into = luxurious
room planned to impress investors, whether
millionaires or pikers. Pete felt awed
amid such magnificence. In-the presence
of mahogany, costly carpets, priceless vases
and exquisite pictures the old desert-rat
was so stupefied that he handed over his
money-belt ahnost apologetically when
asked to produce it.

“You simply can’t let this proposition
pass without-looking into it,” urged Elliott.

The blue of Markum’s eyes glinted steely
at sight of the yellow-streaked samples. He
produced a cigar, soon clenched by a puffy
jaw, and drummed on the table or jiggled
in his swivel-chair. He was one of nature’s
rarities, a nervous fat man.

“Looks good,” he admitted gruffly.

“It is good,” Pete found courage to say.

The little promoter’s cold eyes seemed
to bore through him.

“Where’s your mine?”’

Pete described it.

“Got good title to it?”

Pete explained that. The promoter waved
aside his descriptions of gunmen and tough
citizens. Those were side issues.

“Nobody in it but you and your partner,
this fellow Hall?”

“No, sir.”

Markum turned to Elliott, whose social
position claimed his deference.

“I might look into it, Mr. Elliott. Of
course it’ll take some time—got to get
reports from experts—but if it’s anything
like the samples I might take a flyer if it’s
only to keep my salesmen busy.”

“I hope you can. Tom Hall was an old
friend of mine and I want to see him
succeed.”

Elliott arose.

“If you take it up notify my attorneys so
I can invest a little. I must be going.”

Elliott soondisappeared. Markum turned
his fujl attention on Pete and squeezed out
every ounce of information the miner pos-
sessed.

When this third degree was over the pro-

moter arose. The suavity he had bestowed
on Elliott was gone. His manner was gruff
and curt.

“I’ve promised I'd look into this, and I
will. I'm goin’ to send two minin’ engi-
neers down there to look it over. You tell
your partner to meet ’em. I’ll give you
five days. Be here Friday afternoon.”

Pete trod on air as he returned to the
gas-lighted room in his cheap lodging-house.
The terse, snappy, business-like air of the
promoter impressed him as much as the
promoter’s overpowering office. Pete felt
rich already.

! HIS next job was to find Pacific
{ Avenue. Casting out most of the
traces of Pacific Street, Pete started

next rnornmg on his self—appomted mission.

But when the funny little cable-car
bumped along a picturesque street and
brought him into an environment of palatial
homes and walled gardens he grew a little
nervous. What in thunder was he going to
say to the girl anyhow?

The conductor knew the house, and the
car brought Pete to his destination inexor-
ably. Dumped off in front of rose-gardens
and shrubbery that fronted a brown-and-
white English mansion with gabled roof and
latticed windows, Pete found his heart
fluttering strangely. It looked easy enough
inthedesert but here things seemed different.

“Well,” he finally decided, ‘“they can’t
do no worse'n kick me out. Here goes.”

He strode manfully to the doorway and
rang the bell. After a time the door was
opened and Pete found himself in the pres-
ence of a pretty, neatly dressed blond girl
with rather bold eyes.

Pete gulped. He stared and took off
his hat. He stood on one foot and then
the other. Perspiration began to roll
down his face.

The girl stared back. Apparently she
was waiting for him to speak. He drew a
breath and took the plunge.

“Tom’s rich,” he blurted.

The girl looked blank.

‘“Who is?”’

“Tom. Tom Hall.”

The girl stared some more.

“Well, what do I care?”

Pete stepped back. His jaw dropped
Then it clenched. His beard jutted out
belligerently and his eyes blazed with
wrathful contempt.
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“No, I reckon you don’t. I guess I've
got you sized up now. It’s about like I
thought. You ain’t good emough to care
for anybody or anything. If I'd 'a’ known
Tom Hall was wastin’ his time with any-
thing like you I'd ’a’ taken a punch at his
fool head if it cost me my life. You?
Oh, —!”

The crimson-faced girl made a quick
motion to slam the door just as Pete dis-
cerned a figure in white behind her.

“What is the matter?”’ came a quiet voice.

“This man’s crazy,” snapped the blonde.
“He came up here and started gabbin’
somethin’ about some Tom Hall. Then he
got insulting. The nerve of him!”

“Oh.” Quietly. “I’d better attend to
this, Mary. Go up-stairs.”

“Mary?” exclaimed Pete. “That aif’t
the name I'm after. Her name’s Helen.”

“T] am Helen. Won’t you come in?”

“Oh. Excuse me. Yes, ma’am.”

While Pete’'s hulking figure swung
through the door he revised his opinion of
Tom’s girl. It was not that she was slim,
graceful and owned a straight profile, nor
was it her smooth skin or intelligent brown
eyes. It was her expression that counted.
She was not so super-beautiful, but her
face had a wholesomeness that made up
for any defects.

Somehow Pete felt more at ease. He
accepted a chair in a great drawing-room
and quit fiddling with his broad-brimmed
hat, though the elegance of the house awed
him. The gilded mirrors, tasseled draper-
ies, plush chairs and marble mantel were in
those days the height of grandeur.

As he appraised the place the old desert-
rat doubted that these people were “broke.”
Expensive splendor was on every side. He
knew nothing of mortgages or a struggle to
keep it up. He saw only what he saw.

But the girl had seated herself. He
cleared his throat.

“I'm Pete Dolliver.
ner.”

The girl recovered quickly.

“Then I am very glad to meet you in-
deed. How is he?”

“He’s all right, ma’am. You might say
he’s considerable improved. Fact is, I reck-
on he’s rich.”

“Why—that’s wonderful! If ever a man
deserved it, Tom Hall does. If you only
knew how he has struggled since child-
hood— But how did it happen?”

Tom Hall’s pard-
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“It ain’t happened yet, ma’am, but it
looks as if it will. Me and Tom stumbled
on to the finest vein of gold-ore you ever
seen.”

“And you own it?”

“Yes, ma’am. Every inch of it.”

“Why, that’s splendid. I couldn’t be
more pleased if I had found it myself.
Did—did Tom send you here to tell me?”

“No, ma’am. He doesn’t know I came.
He doesn’t even know I know where you
live.”

“Oh!”

Helen’s eyes rounded as she gazed at
the awkward old fellow, and then she
looked at the tips of her ties.

“It’s very kind of you to tell me this,
Mr. Dolliver,” she remarked gently. “I
fully appreciate your courtesy.”

Pete’s skewered eyes caught the glint of a
handsome diamond ring on her left hand.
He decided to start something.

(@@} “YOU'RE goin’ to git married,
ain’t you?”

<% She flushed, but the wrinkle-faced
stranger did not mean to be offensive.

“Yes,” she admitted.

Her voice seemed to plead against
continuing the subject. Pete caught the
vague inflection and made amends.

“Tom savs he’s a pretty decent sort of a
feller.”

“Tom would say something like that.”’

“Yes, ma’am. He’s a game sport, but
that don’t git him anything.”

“Get him anything?”

She looked at Pete, puzzled.

“Mr. Dolliver, just what was your motive
in coming here today?”

“Me? Why, I thought mebbe I could
straighten things out.”

“Straighten what out?”

It was exceedingly awkward. Pete fer-
vently wished he were out of it—preferably
on some hot, blistery, ant-covered sand-
hill where he could feel more at home.
Hopelessly stumped, he finally obeyed a
natural instinct to smash his way out, let-
ting the wreckage fall where it might.

“Tom said you’d given him the go-by
so you could marry some other feller.”

The utter impertinence of this intimate
remark from a total stranger made Helen
catch her breath. The color left her face.
She could only stare.

Pete managed to get it after a while.
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Something inside his brain kept yelling,
“Fool!” till he wanted to kick himself.

“I'm old enough to be your daddy, miss,
and I'm Tom’s pardner,” he explained
lamely. “I thought mebbe I could help
Tom.”

She appraised the rough old desert-rat
with more sympathy, but she was still
shaken.

“How—what did Tom tell you?” she
asked, coloring.

“Nothin’ much, ma'am. He ain't the
sort to spill everything about his business.
He never said much till he got a letter at
Escalante. Then he went up in the air.”

Helen looked past the old miner absently.

“I jest wanted to help Tom,” he finished.

“I understand,” nodded Helen gently,
“and I thank you.”

She straightened and became more ani-
mated, switching the subject to the ad-
venture of Tom and Pete in the hills. She
never allowed the talk to become personal
again. .

Pete’s story sounded to her ears like an
epic. The narrator didn’t miss any chances
for artistic embellishments, either. She
listened until Pete talked himself out and
prepared to leave.

When Pete left he walked a block, still
tingling from her handshake and friendly
farewell. Then he stopped thoughtfully.

““She never said yes, no, or go to the——""
he discovered. “I didn’t git anywhere—
not a foot. She didn't bounce me out,
neither. Now I wonder what in tarnation
she’s thinkin’.”

Helen wondered the same thing for the
rest of the day.

Pete gave it up as a bad job.
*@d IN FIVE days he reappeared in
o\ Markum’s office to assist two
ba = & shrewd-looking mining engineers in
departing for the claim. Pete knew Tom
was watching the mails at Escglante, so he
did not worry about Tom’s delayed reply.
Escalante was far from the railroad.

In ten days the engineers returned.
Their report went straight to Markum’s
office behind closed doors.

“Holy smoke—it’s a bonanza!” ejacu-
lated one of them. ‘“I’ve seen some pretty
fair-looking prospects, but this one beats
‘em all.”’

“If you don’t grab it you’re crazy,”
exclaimed the other.

The fat little promoter rolled a luscious
cigar in his mouth and appraised his min-
ions coldly.

“Gimme a full report. Show me!”’

They showed him, filling his table with
rough sketches and diagrams. Markum
began to drum on the chair-arm and his
eyes developed a strange glitter.

“Then vou think it’s worth puttin’
money into?"’

“Yes,” urged one of them. ‘Grab on to
that old hayseed while he’s still got it. I
tell you, the claim’s dripping with color.”

Markum decided with a snap.

“All right. I’ll take your word for it.
Here! I want you fellers to draw up a
report. Make it hot! Make it sizzlel
Make it read like the United States mint!
Write it so every sucker in town’ll mob the
place for stock. Now get out of here and
get busy.”

When Pete was notified of Markum’s
decision his joy knew na bounds. But
Markum was strictly business. As he
looked over the old desert-rat’s ungainly
figure, clad in the wrinkled store clothes and
betraying dog-like gratitude in his skew-
ered eyes, Markum could scarce realize
that a boob like this could have anything
worth while. The promoter made the
conversation short.

“We're goin’ to form a million-dollar
corporation. Half promotion stock. I
take half of that for puttin’ the thing
through. I pay you and your partner the
other half for the mine. See? We’ll own
fifty-one per cent. of the stock between
us.”

“You—you mean we give you the mine
and only git a quarter of it back?”

“Naw. You sell the mine to the corpora-
tion for two hundred and fifty thousand
dollars’ worth of stock.”

That looked better.

“Well, I reckon that’ll be all right with
me. I dunno what Tom’ll say, though.”

“You’d better find out pretty quick. I
want his written authorization as well as
yours.”

Pete wrote to Tom immediately. A
reply came back in ten days:

If the offer & made in good faith I accept it.
Use this first page of my letter as authorization.

The second page, for Pete alone, ad-
monished him to hire an attorney to guard
his interests.
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Pete fairly flew to Markum’s office with
the authorization.

“I'd better git a lawyer, hadn’t I?”

“Go ahead. Get a regiment.”

“I dunno. I ain’t got much money.
Stayin’ in the city’s costin’ me a lot.”

He hesitated a moment.

“Do you know any good lawyer that don’t
charge too much?”

“Sure. Here’s a card. Gives his name
and address.”

In ten minutes Pete was back with a thin-
faced attorney. Markum looked surprized.

“You do business in a hurry. Well, all
right. Here!”

He jerked a thumb toward the lawver.

“Write out a bill of sale for a minin’
claim—this man’ll describe it. The claim
will be sold for consideration agreed upon
by both parties. See?”

A paper replete with legal verbiage and
land descriptions was soon completed and
signed.

“All right,” said the promoter. ‘““That’s
all. Dolliver, you come back a week from
today.” :

Pete scrawled a long report to Tom and
returned when the week was up. Markum
was brief.

“Bring up a chair. Sit down. Now.
We’re all ready to incorporate. Articles
will be filed today. Dummy directors.
One share each. My chief clerk’s secre-
tary and treasurer. You're president.” 4

Pete nearly fell over. A president!
President of a million-dollar corporation!

“Happy days!” he gasped. ‘“Holy

smoke! I wonder what Tom’ll say.”

“He’ll say nothing. He’s in it, isn’t
he?”

“Um. Yeh. I reckon it’ll be all right.
But— Gosh! I ain’t quite got my bear-
in’s yet! Jest—jest what am I supposed

to do when I’m a president?”’

“Sit still and don’t rock the boat.”

“Well—if that’s all you want, Mr. Mark-
um, I reckon I'll fill the bill.”

“All right.” The fat promoter turned
to a clerk.

“Tell Metz I want him.”
q A GANGLING man in chair-worn
¢, clothes approached with a green

eye-shade over his forehead.
“Mr. Dolliver—Mr. Metz,” introduced

Markum. “Metz is secretary and trea-

surer. Dolliver’s president. Metz, bring
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all the papers about the Escalante Bonanza
Minin’-Company here.”

“The which?”’ shouted Pete.

“You heard it! Jessica sounds foolish.
Jaguar’s too wild-catty. We're givin’ it a
real name.”

“Yousure are,”’ grunted Pete suspiciouslv.

“Oh, rats! We’re changin’ the name of
your Jessica claim. It’s the same mine
under a different title.”

He pushed a paper over with pudgy
hands.

“There’s a resolution by the board of
directors authorizin’ the new name. You're
president. Sign when you’re ready.”

Pete read it and finally obeyed.

“All right,” snapped Markum. “Now
we’re started. We’ll put this through
quick.”

He pondered for a moment. His clerks
were gone and he could talk privately.

“Do you need any money?”’

“N-no. I've got enough for a few
weeks.”

“I can advance you some if you want.
It always comes in handy. We’ll square
itlater.”

And Markum’s hand dived into a drawer
and produced a roll of bills, also some
gold.

“Um,” considered Pete thoughtfully.
“Well—if it don’t put you out——"

“It won't. Here. Better take four or
five hundred. Five hundred. All right.”

Pete took the cash and signed a receipt,
feeling much better. Standing hat in hand
at the doorway, he turned to the promoter
and made him look up from his work.

“Mr. Markum, I want to say you've
acted like a white man. I—I reckon I was
brought to the right place; and if this here
mine’s floated you’ve got a couple of friends
who’ll stand by you if—if you ever go broke
on some other proposition that ain’t so
good. Us fellers down in the desert ain’t
much on style, but we’ve got darned good
hearts.”

Pete felt a trifle melodramatic so he cov-
ered immediately.

“Shoot that stock out quick—we want
action.”

Old Pete was not without dignity as he
stood full-sized against the door as if
framed for a painting of some gnarled old
pioneer. But Markum wasn’t studying
pictures.

“All right,” he laughed. “I'm busy,
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get out of here.
tomorrow.”

Pete appeared at the appointed time for
minor business, but he wasn’t feeling very
spry. Worry and excitement had preyed
on him. During the glad reaction he had
gone to the Palace bar, where toasts to the
mine were copiously drunk with cattle-
kings and miners and ranchers. They
slapped him on the back and called him
“Mr. President.” It was very gratifying
indeed.

When Pete returned to his lodging-house
he found a letter from Tom. He had
walked through seven blocks of rain. He
took off his dripping coat, doffed his soggy
boots, looked into a cracked mirror to see
what was the matter with him, and sank
down on his bed to read the letter with
blurred eyes.

The missive was concise, giving a rough
outline of a struggle with the citizens of
the hills. Then it touched on the corpora-
tion.

Come back day after

Hurry things all you can (urged Tom) but don’t
let anything get away from you. I have an uneasy
feeling that things are working almost too smoothly
up there. I may be all wrong. Still, you had bet-
ter let your lawyer review everything you do.

Never forget to write every agreement with your
promoter in black and white, so there can be no
possible misupderstanding- Don’t get tripped up
on anything.

“Huh!” grunted Pete. ‘I don’t git the
idee. He wants us to hurry, and then he
says things are goin’ too smooth.”

Pete pondered dully. His dizzy brain
went over the events of the past few weeks,
but he couldn’t see a flaw.

closed his one window against the
slanting rain. The gaslight danced
on the flowered red-and-yellow wall-paper
and it soon made him bilious, so he went to
. bed. He placed his watch and a bottle on a
chair within reach. :

“Good old Jonesy,” he muttered.
“Jonesy’ll fix me up all right. Jest a few
swallers more and I'll be spry as a kitten—I
wonder what in tarnation’s the matter
with me?”

At four in the morning the slattern land-
lady explored to see who was burning so
much gas. The soughing of Pete’s labored
breath came over the transom. The land-
lady opened the door, gave one look and
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then flapped down-stairs to call a hospital.
In a short time an ambulance arrived.

A white-clad medico entered and gazed
at Pete with practised eye.

“Pneumonia,” he announced.

\Y

N

WHEN Tom found that Jed Hill’s
choice collection of rascals and cut-

throats were his intimate neighbors the

young mine-owner was curious to know

whether they would try to occupy his

property.

He borrowed a horse and prepared with
provisions and ‘arms to start into the desert,
planning to take an indirect route to the
mine by cutting across the hills. Just as he
was mounting, Jed Hill came into the dusty
corral.

“Goin’ to look at your claim?”’ asked Hill.

“I might,” grunted Tom, rueful at being
observed so quickly.

“Well, I haven’t anything much to do.
Mebbe I'll go with you. I’d like to look
atit.”

Tom sensed no direct danger from Hill
just yet. The man was under obligations to
him.

“Allright,” grunted Tom. ‘“Come along.”

As they rode on the sunlit trail, with here
and there a yucca-palm or sentinel cactus to
vary the monotonous sagebrush or alkali
or plain yellow sand-flats, Hill developed
talkativeness. His reminiscence embraced
Arizona, Mexico and practically the whole
West. Tom gathered that he had traveled
largely and sometimes very fast.

With his tongue loosened Hill also made
free comments on his followers. He was
not idealistic about them. :

“They’re wolves. Hungry wolves.”

“Still, they’re getting restless. Maybe
they think you’re using too high a hand,”
suggested Tom.

“Yeh? Well, T'll keep it that way.
There’s only two sets of people here—them
that I feed and them that starves. Savvy?

“Them that I feeds won’t fight me. Them
that starves ain’t strong enough.”

Tom saw what a piteous mess the country
had become. The talk of starvation was
literally true. All legitimate industry was
dead. The robbers had preyed on one an-
other till all were despoiled except the chief
robber, who kept a retinue so that the others
could not despoil him.
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“It’s a fine system,”
“How long will it last?”

“Till outsiders start comin’ in.”

Tom thought of his mining-company.

“Why?” he asked. ‘“Do you mean to
say you'll oppose new settlers or new

observed Tom.

capital?”
“Sure. Why not? I'm gettin’ along ail
right. Look at my point of view. Why

should I want conditions to change?”
“I see,” nodded Tom. “I understand
you perfectly.”

THE forty-mile journey ended be-

fore nightfall. They turned into

the cafion amid numerous signs of
human traffic. Horses champed bits or
munched hay from bags. Blankets ,2and
camp-litter lay scattered around.

There were men all over the place.
old solitude was broken.

On Tom’s hillock sat a red-shirted, red-
haired giant with hunched shoulders and a
rifle. He had taken full possession. Hill
rode up to him.

“This your claim?” demanded Hill.

The

“I dunno. Mebbe it is.”
“It ain’t. Get off.”
“But b2l

“Get off!”’

The giant started away sulkily. The on-
lookers guffawed.

“I knew it wouldn’t work,” chuckled a
lanky citizen, coming up with several others.
“We all got other claims—see them monu-
ments of ours?”

He waved his hand toward many piles of
boundaries and location-notices. .

“Red couldn’t jump this claim,” re-
marked Hill. “Didn’t he know she was
registered at the United States Land
Office?”

The other grinned.

“The owners left, didn’t they?”

“Yeh. But one of ’em’s back.” Hill
jerked a thumb at Tom.
The lanky citizen appraised Tom. “Oh,

all right,” he acquiesced carelessly.

The lanky man was casual and cheerful;
but Tom noted that when he looked at Hill
his eyes were not entirely filled with dog-like
devotion. The other men were about the
same. The leader’s manner explained it.
Power had gone to his head. He never let
them forget who was master.

Hill and Tom soon began to inspect the
knoll and its rocky ledge. Specimens of
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rock made the gambler’s eyes glitter. He
went over the ground almost inch by inch.
At length he stood at the base of the knoll.

“She’s sure a convenient mine,” he as-
serted. “Look. We don’t have to sink no
shaft. We’ll run a tunnel straight in from
here. If we pitch the tunnel down some
she’ll hit the vein about a hundred feet un-
der the summit. Yes, we'll start the tunnel
right here.”

Hill's easy assumption of ownership
opened Tom’s eyes.

“Aren’t you a little previous?” he chal-
lenged.

“As how?”

“You don’t seem to have any doubts
about sharing the mine.”

Hill replied slowly. His armed men were
all about.

“No. I ain’t got many doubts. That
thing will work itself out, all right.”

And Hill confidently resumed looking at
the claim. ,

Tom wondered why Hill didn’t try to
eliminate him entirely and “split” with the
gang; but the answer was apparent. Hill
preferred to divide with Tom and Pete.
They were only two. There was more in it
for Hill.

Tom had no further illusions about the
man. He was without honor, candor, gen-
erosity or mercy. Tom noted that the other
men looked on Hill the same way; but they
were frankly afraid of him, in spite of thelr
toughness.

They were tough all right, t.hough some
were milder than others, and perhaps went
into the bandit business because it meant a
living. Their claims were as picturesque as
the owners. Badly penciled signs announced
the titles, such as “Tennessee,” ‘Fat
Mary,” ‘“Mike Jones,” “Blond Susie,”
“Dirty Steve” or “Four Aces.”

One was even named for a national celeb-
rity. It was called the “Boy Orator.”

Next day Tom returned to Escalante and
killed time waiting for news from Pete. He
avoided Hill as much as possible.

Pete’s letter arrived; and when the two
sharp-faced mining engineers came Tom led
them to the mine. Hill was away. Hill’s
crowd was curious but not aggressive, and
Tom gave no explanations. While the ex-
perts were examining the rock he chatted
with the crowd.

“Why don’t you fellows file your claims
at the Land Office and make ’em regular?”
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he asked the lank, cheerful citizen known as
Tennessee.

The other laughed somewhat harshly.

“What’s the use?”

“This country may be civilized some day.
Then you’ll have legal possession. Things
can’t be like this forever, can they?”

“I dunno.
time.”

“Well, conditions have to change some
time, haven’t they?”

The other scratched his head.

“Mebbe there’s somethin’ in it. T dunno.
Tell the other fellers. Hey, Blll—]lm—
Hank—come here!”

Several well-armed ruffians in checked
shirts and overalls sauntered up, and Tom
repeated his talk. The men looked thought-
ful.

They were in a horrible plight. They
were fed, but that was all. 1Ill-clad, penni-
less, dispirited, with no joy in the past, no
outlook for the future and no funds to get
out of the country, they were likely to cling
to these claims desperately because the
claims were their only hope.

They listened to Tom because he sug-
gested a tighter hold on the properties.
Legal methods hadn’t been thought of.

“Think it over,” advised Tom. ‘“Form a
sort of a mine-owners’ association. Let
each man file on his claim while the others
protect it. Make it a community propo-
sition.”

The crowd blinked thoughtfully.

“But how about Red?”” asked Tennessee.
“He’s sore. He ain’t got no claim.”

“Well, make him secretary or some-
thing. Offer him a percentage of profits.
Why have him fight against you when he
can fight for you?”

“Red can’t write.”

“Oh, well, give him the job and let some-
body else do the work.”

Tom said it half-jokingly, but the crowd
seemed impressed.

® THE two mining experts from San
% Francisco were about through.
They were hired to make only a
cursory investigation anyhow. The men
speeded back to Escalante with Tom, rav-
ing about the mine.

This fast examination, even by experts,
proved that they were sent by a gambling
promoter whose methods were casual and
very speedy. But though Tom sensed this

It looks like they’ll last a long.
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he was in no position to look the gift horse
in the mouth. He wanted action.

The quickest action came from Jed Hill.

“What’s this I hear about a mine-own-
ers’ association?” asked Hill, stopping Tom
at the Escalante post-office.

“It’s true.”

“Well, T don’t like people monkeyin’
with my men. Two or three of those
darned fools have filed on their claims

already.”

“Well, what of it?”

“T’ll tell you what of it. Some fellers
have been gettin’ too independent lately.
I hear it from every side. Then you come
along and put new notions in their heads. I
can’t afford it, see? You keep hands off
or you and me’s goin’ to have trouble.”

And Hill turned on his heel and strode
away.

Tom started straight back to his claim.
He saw that his position was almost un-

“tenable, but he couldn’t let go. His job

was to hold the mine. If he could forestall
opposition from Hill’s gang up there he had
a fighting chance. He made his plans ac-
cordingly.

Some one fired at him from ambush dur-
ing his journey; but after an inconclu-
sive argument he arrived safely at the
mine.

“You'’re lucky,” remarked Tennessee.
“Finley’s whole gang’s out. All except
Finley. They’re tryin’ to block the roads.
Shot an Injun prospector yesterday.”

“What do they expect to gain by that?”

“Mebbe they figger we won’t get supplies
bimeby.”

“Well, we’ll let Finley go for a while.
I’ve something more important to say.”

Tom looked about the motley, half-
ragged crowd. “If some one came along
and offered you decent jobs what would .
you do?”

The lank Tennessee smiled whimsically.

“T used to believe in Santy Claus but not
very long. The chimleys was all too nar-
row. It couldn’t be done.”

“No? Well, suppose I represented a big
mining-corporation that was coming down
here to work this property. Then what?”

There was a long silence. The munching
of a horse could be heard insistently from a
near-by corral.

“Is that true?” challenged Tennessee at
length.

“No.

Not yet. They’re working on the
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matter now in San Francisco. Suppose it
happens. Then what?”

“Gosh!” exploded Tennessee.

“It’s up to you fellows,” asserted Tom.
“If I win out everybody wins. If this
claim is worked your claims become valu-
able. There'll be jobs open. Think it
over.”

They thought it over.

An enormous red-headed, red-shirted
. hulk pushed through-the others and leaned
. his unlovely face toward Tom’s. It was the
secretary of the association.

“Wadda you want us to do?”

“Nothing. Just keep the association
going and hold the claims.”

“All right. I’'m with ye. T’ell with Jed
Hill. The quicker we bust with him the
better.”

Tom hadn’t anticipated that. To havea
crowd of ruffians fall on his neck and call
him leader was beyond his wildest aspira-
tions.

“No,” he countermanded. ‘“That’s not
necessary. Just go about your business and
give me a chance to work this out.”

“You’d better work quick, then,” roared
Big Red. “Jed Hill’s got too or'nary. We
can’t stand him much longer.”

“I’'m working,” promised Tom.

Satisfied that the men would not oppose
him though somewhat dazed by their sud-
den stampede in his favor, he started for
town. Tennessee went with him for a short
distance.

“Make good,” pleaded the lanky sinner.
“T want a job.”

The spectacle of a professional hold-up
man so reduced that he longed for decent

work made Tom gulp.

‘g Mike, the prospector who had first
# suggested incorporating. Certain

stock in the big mine had been apportioned

to him from the shares of Tom and Pete.

The old fellow was electrified. He made

another strong ally.

Tom then went to the county seat.
wanted to meet the sheriff.

The young mine-owner had often won-
dered why this official was not more active.
When he spoke with the drawling, leather-
faced old pioneer he found out.

“I ain’t a regiment, and this yere county
can’t support one. She’s poor. There’s no
property except a few little ranches and

IN TOWN Tom came across

He
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some mines that ain’t workin’. Taxes is
hard to scrape up. I’ve got two deputies
and a lot of pris'ners. The pris’ners eat
hearty. If I git more deputies or more
pris’ners the county goes broke.”

“Don’t you get a posse together some-
times after a crime?”

“Not often. Costs too much to feed ’em.”

Tom began to understand much. He
learned that the sheriff was still working on
a crime six months old. The sheriff was
forty-five cases in arrears, with more coming
in daily. His job was hopeless.

The sheriff made an offer to Tom during
their talk.

“If you or any other feller wants to wear a
deputy’s star and won’t ask pay for it, it’s all
right with me. The more men I get the
quicker things’ll quiet down.”

That was what Tom was preparing for.
He made tentative arrangements for the
future in case he had to fight for his mine.
He wanted to be lawful rather than lawless.
He was looking ahead.

Tom returned to Escalante late in the
evening, while jangling music was pouring
from various dives. Tom gave attention to
his horse and ambled into the big dance-
hall.

Jed Hill was standing at the bar. He
spied Tom and beckoned him into the side-
room. Hill was wrathful.

“I hear you’ve been monkeyin’ with my
men again.”

“Yes? What have I done now?”

“I dunno what you’ve done.”

Tom smiled tiredly.

“Well, then why look for trouble?”

Hill’s eyes were steely.

“Yeh? Mebbe you think it’s a joke. It
ain’t. I thought mebbe you’d savvy things,
but it seems you can’t learn. All right.
Now I've got somethin’ to say to you.”

“All right. What isit?”
“You’ve got jest five days to leave town.”
V1

WS of the offer of Markum, the pro-
moter, came to Tom at the post-office
next day., Tom accepted quickly. He
would have jumped at any legitimate
proposition. His situation was becoming
precarious.
Hill’s ultimatum called for quick action.
Tom had defied him. It was now a show-
down.

4
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Tom saddled a horse and swung into the

*desert. He had refused to lead the mine-

owners’ association, but now he had to do it.
It was his one chance.

Arriving in camp, he waved Pete’s letter.

“Boys, it’s come. San Franciscqcapital
has taken hold of this mine.”

There was a loud yell, but Tom held up a
hand.

“It’s a case of fighting. Jed Hill has told
me to get out of the country. I'm not go-
ing. D’llstay hereand build it up. It may
be a fight to a finish. You'can get into it or
stay-neutral. Think it over.”

The crowd considered. Faced with
reality, they became cautious. Finally a
black-bearded ruffian spoke.

“What have you got to offer? Money?
Grub? Outfits? Hosses?”

“Nothing but a million-dollar corpo-
ration.”

“How soon can she come down here?”

“Idon’t know. Itmay beamonth, may
be a year.”

“That’s takin’ a large chance.”

“Itis. It’sa gamble.”

“And you’re aimin’ to tackle Jed Hill,
mebbe?”’

K‘I am.’)

Big Red horned in.

“Then I'm for it!”

“I’'m not so sure,” replied the bearded
man. “This feller’s right. It’sa gamble.”

“Then I'll gamble.”

Tennessee interrupted, addressing Tom.

“How about Johnny Finley’s gang block-
in’ the roads?”

“We'll see about that later.
a time.”

The men wrangled till dusk, but Red and
Tennessee finally swayed them. They be-
came practically unanimous. Hill’s rule
had been too heavy, and altogether too
selfish. They were ready for rebellion.

At dawn the men saddled horses. Mid-
afternoon found the dusty cavalcade riding
over a rise that looked down upon the little
town of Escalante, whose wooden buildings
seemed to stick out of the desert like tiny
boxes laid in parallel lines along the main
street. The riders went down-hill on a
winding road where their horses’ hoofs
threw up a mighty column of yellow-brown
dust. 5 ;

They arrived at the upper end of the
main street and turned into it. They
trooped up to the big dance-hall, whose

One war at
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porch was fairly well populated with after-
noon drinkers.

Jed Hill was among them, sitting on a
tilted chair, with his brown-and-white vest
unbuttoned. When he recognized Tom his
chair came forward with a bang.

It was a tense moment for Tom. ‘Ahead
of him was the most dangerous citizen in
the county, surrounded by his underlings.
Behind Tom were men who backed him on a
sporting chance. He did not know just
how far to rely on them. Hill might over-
awe them again.

Hill stood up truculently.

“What’s all this? Didn’t I tell you fel-
lers to stay up there?”

“You did,” responded Tom. “They’re
not going to stay.”

He dismounted. So did his crowd. Hill
awaited the next play. Tom strode past
the head of his horse and ascended the
porch. His crowd lined up.on the road
behind him. ;

“This is a showdown,” he announced.
“These men represent the Jaguar Cafion
Mine-Owners’* Association. We’ve come
to visit you officially. I've come to

visit you personally. Public welfare
demands that you get out of the
country.” :

The sheer audacity of it made the on-
lookers blink.

Hill looked stupefied with amazement.
But not for long. He smiled sardonically.
Somebody laughed. Another echoed the
laughter.

“That’s a right smart idea,” nodded Hill,
“Who's goin’ to do it?”

“Iam. You gave me five days to leave.
I’'m giving you five minutes.”

“What?”

“You heard it.”

They glared eye to eye—the manhandling
boss of a tough district and the young
Westerner from the colleges. Nobody
spoke or moved a muscle.

Gradually Hill’s brow wrinkled. He just
looked puzzled.

Tom spoke in a slow, monotonous voice
that did not change an inflectior:

“You have put this country into a hole.
You have milked the land dry. You are
preventing decent people from coming in.
You are standing in the way of every enter-
prise except gambling, booze and robbery.
As long as you stay there will never be any
improvement.
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“It is time you were going. You have
two minutes to start.”

A querulous voice arose from the side-
lines.

“Gosh—the young feller’s crazy!”

Tom did not move a muscle. He spoke

again to Hill in that low, murmuring voice
without changing a tone.
. “My partner’s friends in San Francisco
are backing us with a big mining-corpora-
tion. They are coming down here to help
set the country on its feet and they’ll bring
in new money and new men. You are
playing a losing game, and— Up!”

In Tom’s right hand was a six-shooter.

HILL was too late. The slow,
soothing voice had deadened his
) action. The younger man’s hand
had whipped downward like lightning.
Tom had beaten an expert at the draw.

Hill’s hands slowly elevated from his
hips. His face expressed plain amazement.
The unbelievable had happened. One of
his friends moved alongside him, but some-
body behind Tom brought down the barrel
of a rifle. Every one stood motionless.
The very air seemed electric.

“It’s a trick,” roared Hill.
me off my guard.”

“Thadto. I’'mnogunman.”

“No? Well, you’d better be.”

Tom stepped forward and stripped off
Hill’s cartridge-belt with its pendant six-
shooter. The big gambler’s eyes were pin-
points. Tom felt for more weapons and
found none. Then he stepped back.

He knew that twoscore calculating men
were watching him. He had won by a ruse,
but that proved nothing to this crowd.
They had to be shown.

Tom deliberately sheathed his gun, un-
slung his cartridge-belt and tossed the
whole business behind him.

The startled crowd murmured. Here
was something new.

“You caught

“Time’s up,” announced Tom. I told
you to get out of town. Now you’d better
start.”

h‘Hill turned.to a couple of men alongside
im.

““Get him,” he commanded.

Tennessee came up the porch with a
pistol in his hand.

“Fair play,” he bellowed.
keep off.”

On the road Big Red jerked the lever of

“You fellers

his Winchester. The metallic sound had a
quieting effect. Hill’s men stood unde--
cided. Hill sneered.

“You fellers are fine friends! I’'ve got
half 2 mind to go. Then what’ll happen to
you, hey? If I ain’t here to feed you, half
you — fools’ll starve to death.”

It was true enough to start a murmuring
in the crowd; but no one cared to begin a
battle. Tom reached out an arm and
clutched Hill’s shoulder.

“Take my advice. Start.”

Again Hill’s ferocious eyes showed a sur-
prized look. Then he leaped. He swunga
vicious fist in a wide arc. He lashed out
again. He meant to punish, smash, an-
nihilate.

Tom guarded and hit him straight be-
tween the eyes.

Amazement—sheer, blank amazement—
was on Hill’s stupefied face as he staggered
back against the doorway. His world was
reeling. He had held sway over rough
crowds of gamblers, robbers, cattle-rustlers
and all-round bad-men; and now a young
fellow from nowhere was calmly tipping
him over! It was unbelievable!

“Gimme a gun,” he gasped. “For —'s
sake, gimme a gun.”

“You'll get no gun.”

Hill’s face contorted diabolically.

“T’lL kill you!” he snarled with an epithet.

It was Tom’s turn for anger. He lashed
out with all his strength. His right fist
smashed into Hill’s face. The impact
knocked the big gambler into the doorway
again.

Then he recovered. Yelling like a wild-
cat he rushed at Tom, flailing arms savagely.

Tom sidestepped and struck again. He
was the master at clean fighting, but he for-
got something. The trained athlete ob-
serves the rules instinctively. There were
no rules here.

Cornered, stripped of weapons and power
in front of the men he had ruled, Hill was
dangerous as a tiger. He breathed like a
man drunk. Drunk with rage. He rushed
like a bull, hardly feeling the powerful blows
that flailed upon him. Tom avoided him.
He charged again savagely. .

The other men had left the porch, some
jumping.

Again Hill charged like a mad bull. Tom
avoided him and struck. Hill seemed to
fall on Tom’s shoulder. A hand like a
steel vise grasped Tom’s throat. He tried
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to back away but another hand reinforced
the first.

A queer sensation came over Tom. His
brain numbed. Then he clenched his
teeth. With a mighty heave of his arms
he tried to pull those clutching fingers
away. He couldn’t. :

His breath shortened. He felt his
strength leaving. And this man was trying
to throttle him! Longing to kill him!

Savagely, desperately, Tom swung a
hammering fist at Hill's bluish jaw. The
big gambler staggéred but hung on. Tom
smashed again. The fingers relaxed. Tom
gathered his last strength and swung a
paralyzing fist. It struck squarely.

The terrible fingers lost their grip. Hill’s
battered head drooped forward and his
knees doubled under him. He tumbled to
the ground and lay still.

Tom, gasping for air, swayed drunkenly
on the porch while the crowd seemed to re-
volve in bilious circles before his eyes. He
put hands to his throat. Deep indents were
still in the flesh and he rubbed them.

His mind began to clear.  He stumbled
over Hill and looked at him. The big
gambler was quivering back to con-
sciousness.

¢“Bring him some water,” choked Tom.

A% FOR the first time he noted that the

crowd had grown enormously, reach-
w&4% ing almost across the street. Tom
felt like an actor on the stage. Even the
bearded doctor was in the audience, and the
dance-hall girls.

Puzzled and speculative faces looked at
Tom from all sides. The episode had come
swiftly. The men wondered what it meant
for them. Their world had changed.

Tom resolved to give them no chance to
organize against him. He had dethroned a
leader and he must take the leader’s place,
otherwise there would be anarchy. That
minute he saw his future task. It was a
large contract.

Hill was recovering. Tom‘turned to him.

“Are you ready to start?’”

The big gambler looked over the crowd
somberly. No one had struck a blow for
him. If he were some roistering Robin
Hood or Dick Turpin things might have
been different, but with him everything had
been cold cash business.

“Yeh. I'm ready to go,” he growled at
length. “Then we’ll see what becomes of
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this bunch. Lemme inside. I want to git
my money.”

“Come ahead.”

Tom was suspicious. Hill accepted de-
feat too easily. But the big gambler made
no false move.

“You needn’t be skeered,” he grunted.
“You couldn’t hire me to stay here.. I've
seen enough of ’em. We’ll see how they get
along without me.”

Hill stuffed money into his pockets and
filled a satchel. Tom didn’t like the idea,
but he couldn’t rob Hill; so the big gam-
bler got away with it. He started down-
country, disappearing in a cloud of
dust.

The big gambler had hinted at the truth.
He’d let the district suffer for a while with-
out him! ' :

Tom had become responsible for the
future of the country. He began to see the
stately job he had taken. His crowd still
further impressed it upon him.

“Well, you did it, young feller,” said the
bearded citizen. ‘“Now the rest of it’s up to
you.”

Tom accepted the challenge. In two
days he organized the town’s better citizens,
In two weeks they held an election. A
town government came into being. Big
Red was made constable.

Tom had prestige, won by beating Hill.
It held down the opposition; but the rough-
er element formed the majority and began
to reassert itself. Fights started.

Newspapers from San Francisco saved
the situation.

Spread on their inside pages were flam-
boyant advertisements of the Escalante
Bonanza Mining-Company, with pictures
of money-bags all over the borders. The
advertisements were printed in the days
before California’s corporation laws were
well developed, and the sky was the limit.
Modesty and conservative statements were
rigidly suppressed. Adjectives were fairly
spattered over the page.

Never was there such a glittering gold-
mine as this. Never was such a chance
offered the public. Fabulous riches await-
ed the lucky investor. Didn’t the famed
Comstock give thousands to a man who put
in a few paltry hundreds? Aren’t there
millions of dollars taken from gold-mines
every year?

Invest now! A person has to grasp
opportunity by the forelock. Put your
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name and address on the dotted line. Send
for literature. Do it now!

Underneath this violent outburst was the
name of Peter J. Dolliver, President.-

The advertisement was a life-saver to
Tom. It stifled opposition and gave the
new public officials a chance to work.
Things quieted down. Tom was finally
able to start on a little expedition after
Finley. He got a deputy sheriff’s star and
pottered about the hills, finding nothing
except some cold trails. The Finley crowd
had vanished.

The next crisis came from the mine-own-
_ers’ association, which grew restless. Ten-
nessee put it bluntly:

“When’s that company comin’? Grub’s
scarce and we’re all broke.”

Tom went to the county seat, got credit
and established a small community store
at the mines. Everything was on eredit.
It meant still another gamble. Tom’s eyes
were getting haggard.

After a time he noted that no word had
come from Pete. He wrote again and
again. No reply came. Thoroughly
worried, he happened to pick up a news-
paper.

There was the usual shrieking advertise-
ment of the mine, giving notice that only a
few shares were now for sale. At the bot-
tom of the screed was a new name. Oliver
J. Metz, President.

Tom felt his spine tingle. He read it
again. The page seemed to blur. Where
was Pete? Why was his name missing?
Had he resigned? Was he kicked out?
What had happened?

The stage down-country was just turning
a corner on its way for the main road. Tom
jumped for it. Doubt, suspicion and
anxiety assailed him. Without a coat,
without baggage, without explanation to
any one, he leaped on the rear end of the
stage and swung up to a seat.

Fifty hours later he wasona train. Next

morning he was in the city.

V‘ TOM went straight to headquarters.

A ,‘ In a short time he stood before
Markum in the elegant office.

“I’m Tom Hall,”” he announced. “Pete
Dolliver’s partner. I just came up to see
what’s going on with our mine.”

Markum looked at him through heavy-
lidded eyes. He appeared to be racking his
brain. :
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“Dolliver. Dolliver. Oh, yes. That’s
the old fellow who sold us the Escalante
mine.”

“Sold you the mine?
ing about?”

“‘Sure he sold me the mine.”

“Outright?”

“Certainly.”

“You lie!”

“I do, hey?”

Markum ‘opened a drawer, wet his thumb
and flicked a packet of papers. He pulled
an oblong bit from the rest. :

“Read that,”” he demanded.

Tom read. The room seemed to whirl
around him. The writing was plain. ‘It
seemed tqleap like a snake from ambush—

Received Of Hiram K. Markum, Five Hundred
Dollars in full payment for the Jessica mine at Esca-
lante, also known as the Escalante Bonanza mine.

What are you talk-

It was signed by Peter J. Dolliver in his
crabbed handwriting.

Pinned to it was Tom'’s authorization,
allowing Pete to sign for him.

VII

HE hospital whither Pete was taken

was a horror. Cheap politics, ancient
equipment and public indifference evolved
an institutional nightmare. In the flimg,
hastily constructed buildings politicians,
cockroaches, sick, dying, bad food, evil
smells, foul language, poor ventilation,
scanty equipment, discouraged nurses and
hardened stewards combined to make a
hopeless total. This was the place where
fate had sent Pete.

Tom strode into the ramshackle old
hospital soon after leaving Markum. He
had learned Pete’s whereabouts from the
lodging-house landlady.

The old prospector was weak and wan.
His cot was in the middle of a row of human
derelicts. Over his prominent cheek-bones
the skin was tight-drawn, while lustrous,
deep-set eyes told of a battle with fever.
Tom was staggered by the change in his
partner. :

His own anguish gave way to pity. He
saw the glad look in the old desert-rat’s face
at sight of him and could not spoil it. He
tried to be cheerful. Soon he realized that
Pete should have been almost well by now;
but—this was the old hospital.

“I feel sorter blue,” admitted Pete.
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“I know why. You'll get out of here if it
takes my last cent.”

Tom grimly remembered that he had
only about a hundred dollars to his name.
But he would manage somehow. He had
to!

“By the way,” he asked casually, “did
Markum give you five hundred dollars for
something?”’

“Yes. I borried it.”

Pete pondered a moment.

“Mebbe I shouldn’t have'done it?”

“Oh, that was all right. Did you give
him anything in return?”

“Lemme see. I’m tired. Um. I signed
a receipt. Why?”

“Oh, nothing. We were just arguing
about who the receipt belonged-to.”

“Belongs to?”

Pete raised himself weakly on the pillow.

“Why, she belongs to Markum. He
wrote in his name. Then he handed me his
pen and I signed too. Why?”

“It didn’t say what the five hundred was
for?”

“Sure not. ’Twarn’t nobody’s business,
was it? Why—what’s the matter?”

“Oh, Markum gets his accounts mixed up.
It’s unbusiness-like. Makes a lot of trouble.
I've worried about that fool receipt for two
hours because I was wondering what the
five hundred was for. Markum couldn't
remember correctly. Now I'll straighten
things out.”

When Tom left his jaw set like a vise.
It was cold-blooded robbery, all the worse
because hard to prove. Markum had writ-
ten that stuff about the mine into the receipt
after Pete had signed an innocent paper.
It was bold, bald, shameless and fatal.

Tom reached Markum’s office, seeing red.
He hurtled past a clerk who would have
detained him. He tore open the door of the
private ofhce and bore down on Markum.
Then he halted.

Alongside the promoter was a tall
elderly man of erect bearing and perfect
afternoon raiment. His poise and his
handsome, serious face stamped him as a
thinker and a person of assured social
position. His brow was high, his intelligent
eyes well apart and his well-groomed hair
and mustache graying at the edges.

It was Richard Wentworth, Hélen’s
wealthy fiancé.

Tom hesitated; but his ire was too great
to stifle. Ignoring Wentworth, he stood
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over Markum like a tower of wrath. The
fat little promoter burrowed into his
swivel-chair.

“Markum, you lied to me,” thundered
Tom. “You lied—lied—lied! If you’ve
got anything to say, say it quick.”

“What—what’s the matter?”

“You know! You buncoed Pete Dolliver
out of his mine!”

The pudgy little promoter had been
through this sort of thing before, but he
never liked it. It was the one drawback
to an otherwise successful and profitable
business.

Sometimes women wept on the table and
made nasty scenes, but they were compara-
tively easy. Men generally wanted to
fight. The more powerful men sometimes
made serious trouble. Tom looked power-
ful. Markum acted accordingly.

‘“‘Here—let’s talk thisover. There’s some
mistake. Take a chair and cool down.
That’s it. Cool down.”

“There’s no mistake. You’re a plain
swindler.”

Markum took a chance. He noted
alarmed clerks running in through the door.

“Prove it.”
E His powerful arms reached forward
" and swung Markum out of his chair,

whirled him to an open window and hung
him out face-downward.

Markum looked five stories to the busy
pavement below—and into eternity.

Wentworth grabbed Tom’s arm des-
perately.

“Hall! Stop it! Stop it!

But Tom ignored him, roaring at the man
under his arms.
“Speak up—quick!

IT MADE Tom see red again.

Did you swindle

Dolliver? Say it!”

(KXYCS!‘)

“Did you doctor that receipt?”’

“Yes! For —'s sake lemme in!”

“Are you going to make amends?”

“Yes! Anything! Anything! Stop it—
stop it!”

People down below started to look up-
ward. Tom shook off the writhing figures
alongside him and swung the promoter
back into the room.

“Put it in writing!” roared Tom.
it!”

Markum staggered away from the win-
dow and got behind a table. Moisture

“Sign
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trickled down his face in a steady stream.

“Sign!”’ ordered Tom.

Markum straightened suddenly.

“I won’t! Leggo me! I promised under
duress. My life was threatened. Officers,
arrest that man.”

Coming through the doorway in the wake
of an excited .clerk who had summoned
them were two stalwart men in the blue
uniform of the San Francisco police.

Wentworth saved the situation.

“Wait a moment. There’s some mistake
here. You’ re excited, Markum.”

“But—

“Calm down. A business rmsunder—
standing doesn’t concern the police. You
and Hall were both excited. Let the
matter lie.”

Markum, still pop-eyed, looked rebellious.

“But _____”

“I know. Still, you’d better take my
advice.”

The owner of the low, cool, level voice
seemed to have Markum’s immense respect.
Markum bowed to money; and this man
had stacks of it, with all the influence and
power that money begets.

The stout little promoter hesitated. He
looked at Tom with venomous eyes. Then
he gulped and turned to the patrolmen.

“All right. It’sa mistake, boys. Nothin’
toit. Cigars? Better take a handful. All
right. Good-by!”

There was a strained silence. Tom felt
like an ass. His temper had run away
from him, and all to no purpose. Helen’s
fiancé had placed him under obligations.
His visit was a total loss.

Tom collected himself and turned to the
well-groomed aristocrat who had inter-

. vened.

“T owe you my thanks and my apologies,
Wentworth. I'll deal with this man some
other way. Good day.”

“Stop,” demanded Wentworth. “What’s
it all about?”

“It’s a protest. A protest against crooked
business methods. This man Markum
has’ swindled us out of our Escalante
mine.”

“Escalante? Why, what is this? I'm a
director in that company. I've put up
fifty thousand dollars.”

“Happy days!” mimicked Tom weakly.

“If you have any charges to make against
the Escalante mine, Hall, I'm here to
listen.”

7}
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“Nothing against the mine. The mine’s
good. It’s the promoter.”

Tom’s brow knit.

“Say, did you fall for the hog-wash in
those advertisements? How did you come
to be in it?”

“A mining englneer spoke of it,” said
Wentworth, “and then I believe one of
Markum’s salesmen came. But that’s out-
side the mark. You have made certain
charges against a corporation in which I am
interested. Substantiate them.”

Tom described the changing of the re-
ceipt. Markum was voluble in denials.
He told a frank story of buying the property
from an old miner for five hundred dollars.
Such things happened every day, and
Wentworth was naturally unable to judge.

“You’d better go to law,” he advised
Tom finally.

Tom went to an attorney he had known
for years. The attorney was sympathetic
but dubious.

“It’s one man’s word against another’s,”
he observed. ‘‘There’s not a witness except
Markum and Pete. I'll take the case if
you want me to, but I’'m not too sure about
winning. Where is the correspondence
between yourself and Pete?”

“In Escalante.”

“Get it.”

“T’ll start in a few days.
Pete is better.”

Tom then took Pete to a decent hospital
where he had a clean, quiet little room.
Nothing was said about the tragedy of the
mine. Pete was ill. He needed cheerful-
ness.

Tom needed cheering too; but his job was
to give, not receive. Had he overheard a
conversation between Markum and Went-
worth he might have felt better; but he
didn’t hear it.

Markum had explained his program:

“Bryan’s defeat smashes the free-silver
idea and gold’s the big idea from now on.
Our company’s stock is all sold and we’re
ready to start operations.”

Tom had been thinking of his hungry
crowd at Escalante, waiting patiently for
the mine to come.

As soon as

WHILE in town Tom had a social
duty that could not be avoided.
He made for the house on Pacific
Avenue; but he feared the ordeal.

It was not so bad as expected. Even
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Helen’s mother was quite urbane. She
was not too warm nor too cold, registering a
just appreciation of his feelings as well as a
subtle determination that those feelings be
suppressed. She chaperoned the session.

She could afford to be gracious.
won her battle. Arguing, pleading, per-
suading, finally commanding; wading
through a torrent of tears, she had won her
battle. It had saddened her; but from her
view-point the result was worth the grief.

Stout, exquisitely gowned, gray-haired,
keen-eyed, thin-lipped and with face a
little hardened with the predatory expres-
sion of the social grande dame, she found
herself making a re-appraisal of Tom and
was more than ever convinced that he
wouldn’t do. He looked so roughened!

Helen mentioned Pete’s visit and gave a
guarded version of it. Tom was flabber-
gasted. Helen further informed him that
her mother was a small stockholder in the
mine.

“We didn’t know it was yours, though.
We didn’t connect it. Mother read an
advertisement one day, and then she
bought.”

“Great Scott!”

“Well, it’s all right, isn’t it? Now that
we know you’re in it we feel even better.”

Tom let it go at that.

“It must be a wonderful country down in
the desert,” remarked Helen. ‘“Mr. Dol-
liver’s descriptions gave me a new idea
of it.”

Wondering just how much damage Pete
had done, Tom gave a sketchy outline of
the gaunt desert lands around Escalante.

The visit finally neared its end. The
mother stayed glued to her chair. It was
eminently right and proper, but Tom was
human enough to want her elsewhere.

It came by accident. Some delivery
person in the rear called for her; and the
maid was out. The mother excused herself,
first bestowing a sharp glance upon her
daughter.

There was a moment of silence. Helen
seemed to be contemplating a carved black
dragon crawling up a pedestal under a
massive vase. Tom watched the delicate
lights and shadows on her face.

But time was fleeting. He forced him-
self to ask a question he hated.

“When will the wedding be?”

“In June.”

3She hesitated.

She had -
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“Richard wanted it sooner, but mother
will not allow it. She wants me to enjoy all
the engagement privileges. It’s a con-
tinuous parade.”

“Don’t you like it?”’

“Ye-es. Any girl does.
things seem—seem stuffy.”

There was another silence.

“Sometimes I go on the long road down
the Peninsula, or on the mountaintop with
the twisted oak, or on the trail by the cliff
where the ocean rolls in—"

“I know. You should have been an ex-
plorer or something. Do you remember the
time you chased the rainbow’s end, cross-
country, till your horse almost gave out?”

“And we found a hornet’s nest where the
pot of gold ought to be?”’

Her eyes were moist as she smiled.

“And you jumped into the ocean? And
I dived after you? And you could swim
as well as I could?”.

But sometimes

“And we walked six miles in wet
clothing?”
“Enough!” pleaded Tom. “Let’s stop

it, Helen. I've been remembering things
too much myself.”

There was a long pause while she gazed
at the floor absently. Then she looked up.

“You seem worried. What'’s the trouble?
Is it the mine?”

“My share of it, yes. I found a hornet’s
nest where the pot of gold ought to be.”

“And is there no gold there?”

“Plenty. Stacks of it. I'm just trying
to figure some way to eliminate the
hornets.”

She appraised him frankly.

“I can see it's been a strain. It showson
your face, Tom. You look more dangerous
than you used to. Sterner.”

“Had to be.” _

“And Richard Wentworth is in your
company,” she said irrelevantly.

“Yes. It’s the one saving element to the

- whole business.”

He crossed the splendid rug between them
and stood over her.

“I like Wentworth,” he blurted.
glad it’s a man like that.”

“His first wife adored him.”

“Probably,” winced Tom.

He changed the subject. When Helen’s
mother returned he was almost relieved.
The tension was getting too great.

After he had left Helen was thoughtful.

“Tom’s worried. Hemust be in a terrible

‘lI’m
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struggle. His face is all lined. Oh,
I do hope he’ll win out.”

The mother’s lips tightened.

“Yes, he is a very nice young man.
Still, he’s getting more uncouth than he used
to be. He must be associating with some
very crude people.”

g way to see one of the crude people.

==® This particular barbarian was re-
covering his health amazingly.

“How do you feel?” was Tom’s first
question.

“First-rate, only weak. I reckon TI’ll
walk around the room a couple times and
call it a day.”

Tom gave Pete two more days of happi-
ness and rest. Then he let the blow fall.

Pete was strangely quiet. For two
minutes there was silence. When Pete
finally spoke his voice rumbled as from his
boots.

“T’ll blow the top of his head off. Gimme
my gun.”

“Not that. Think of some other way.”

Pete glared at his partner and snarled
from set teeth: :

“You stand out from under. I’ll handle
this.”

Tom had to head him off. The yéunger
man had learned his lesson.

“Look here. Suppose you shoot Mar-
kum. The work at the mine will stop before
it begins. Markum’s head of the com-
pany. Owns half the stock. If he’s out
of it the company has to reorganize. It
takes time. Cool down and think it over.”

“What?” roared Pete. “You’d let that
crook go free?”

“No. I won’t desert my crowd at Esca-
lante, either.”

“All right. What do you want to do?”

“Let him alone till the mine’s working.”

“Then what?”

“I don’t know.

“Lawsuit, i

“All right. Go ahead and shoot him.
Undo all my work at Escalante. Tie up
the company. Make my note for provis-
ions worthless. Let our friends starve.
Make ’em go back to the hold-up business.”

Pete sat on the bed. He clenched and
unclenched his gnarled old hands. He
looked helpless and hopeless and miserable.
The dream of his life had gone glimmering
and he blamed himself.

AT THAT moment Tom was on his
i

Lawsuit, maybe.”
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Realization smote him like a club. Tt
shattered his self-reliance. In an instant he
was just a tired, dejected old man.

“I reckon you're right, Tom,” he qua-
vered. “I give up.”

“Don’t do that,” advised Tom gently.
“We're not dead yet, are we?”

“Heh? Mebbe! not. Mebbe not. I
dunno. How much money you got?”

“Just a few dollars.”

“Same here. I'm wonderin’ how we're
goin’ to git along.”

“I'm wondering, too.
somehow. We have to.”

“You're goin’ back to Escalante in the
mornin’?”’

We'll ‘make it

“Yes. You follow along as soon as you
can.”

“Um. All right. T'll see you in the
mornin’.”

Tom caught the dismissal.

“What are you going to do?”

Pete arose violently.

“I’m a-goin’ to take a walk. ——it, I
want to walk, walk, walk. These here
walls stifle me. I want to git out. I want
to think. Let me alone. Lemme have it
out with myself.” =

“All right, Pete. You're not well enough;
but it’s better to get it out of vour system.
T’ll see you tomorrow. You'll promise to
let Markum alone?”

“I give you my word, Tom.”

When Tom left, old Pete donned hat and
coat, brushed past an interne who tried to
stop him, and strode out of the hospital.
He was boiling, seething, sizzling. Though
it was nearly ten.o'clock at night he
pounded along the pavement as if goaded by
many devils.

He lost track of time and distance. He
passed streets where cables rumbled dully in
their slots. He crossed a stately lamp-lit
avenue and stalked through dark streets.
He came to where the ominous surf of the
Golden Gate boomed beneath his feet, and
the faraway lights of the Marin shore
stared at him coldly.

He turned about and swung past rows
of poverty-stricken houses, thinking of his
own poverty. He strode through the
Barbary Coast, immune to its tawdry lures.

He swung up a dark street. Two black
forms approached, but he did not notice
them. He was befogged by his own dark
thoughts. He strode along till a curt
voice awakened him.
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“PUT yer hands up.”
{ He saw the dull glint of steel on a
-1 knife. He was jolted out of his
trance. He halted abruptly. Then he
acted.

Savage, desperate, wild with self-humilia-
tion, he didn’t care what happened. He
saw red. He reached back. In a flash
he swung out a heavy forty-five and leaped
forward to kill.

“Come on,” he pleaded. ‘“Come on!”

There was an eager whine to his voice.
Too eager. It meant powder-explosions
and quick eternity. It paralyzed the men.
They expected an easy haul and looked into
cold death.

One of them backed against a wall. The
other started to edge away.

“Halt!” yelled Pete. ‘“Hands up there!
Quick!”

There was no hesitation. Pete was too
anxious. The hands shot upward. Pete’s
free hand grabbed their weapons. A black-
jack and a shiny knife went into the gutter.

Pete cursed them viciously in a voice
charged with dynamite.

“You’d hold me up, would you? You'd
take the last dollar from a busted man,
would you? Heh! Tl see about that!
Turn around! Both of you! Lemme see
what you’ve got in return!”

He laid the muzzle of his heavy six-
shooter against a cringing head. He sought
the man’s-pockets with his free hand and
then he examined the other fellow. He
was amazed by what he found. They
were loaded with money. He had held up
successful hold-up men!

Pete was flabbergasted at his good for-
tune. The ethical side of it hardly struck
him at all. To him it was an offering by
Fate to compensate somewhat for what he
had suffered. Swindled and victimized,
angered and desperate, bankrupt and hope-
less, he had turned a corner and wrested a
prize from unworthy hands. To him it was
a life-saver.

Pete’s act was piratical. It was all
wrong, but for a man of his type and in his
condition it was perhaps natural. He was
not educated to the finer ethics.

The old sinner had been betrayed,
flouted and robbed. He felt a fierce joy in
coming back at somebody and thought
himself entitled to the profits. His un-
moral attitude was not what would be
followed by men of better breeding, but
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it was about what might have been expected
from an illiterate old desert-rat under such
circumstances.

Some vague inner sense, however, told
Pete that Tom would not accept the money
if he knew its source. He would even make
Pete give it up.

Pete decided that such a catastrophe
should never happen, no matter what sort of
yarn had to be told. Pete could face Tom
with anything but the real story, and
brazen it out. :

Next morning at the ferry Pete poured
eight hundred dollars into Tom’s amazed
hands. Tom’s eyes were blinking.

“What'’s this? For Heaven’s sake, where
did you get it?”

“Never mind. I got sixteen hundred
dollars. Half’s yours.”

Tom’s eyes narrowed suspiciously.

“Pete, we only had a few dollars last
night. Have you been gambling with them?”

Pete grasped eagerly at a chance to tell
a truth.

“Yeh,” he retorted.
everything—and I won.”

“I gambled for

VIII

N ESCALANTE matters had gone
badly. Tom’s sudden disappearance
disorganized his friends and heartened the
other element. The town government had
failed to work smoothly.

Tom took hold again. Though he did
nothing in particular his name and his pres-
ence stiffened the better element. People
will rally around a man they trust, and Tom
had won prestige by ousting Hill.

Some of Escalante’s tougher citizens
joined Finlev. Rumors of depredations by
the Finley crowd kept trickling into town.
Some one fired at Tom from ambush. It
awakened him to the encroaching danger
and he took action.

Tom first led a crowd of horsemen to the
sheriff's office at the county seat, ar.d that
delighted official deputized the whole crowd.

“Things can’t be any worse up there, and
they might be better,” he opined. “I’d go
myself, only I've got thirty-forty other
cases. Good luck.”

After the cavalcade left the county seat
Tennessee began to chyckle.

“What’s the matter?” demanded Tom.

“Oh, I was jest thinkin’. This here’s a
funny country. The sheriff’s tryin’ to find
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who done that hold-up at Cache Springs
six months ago; and now he’s made me a
deputy!”

The posse maneuvered around the coun-
try for several days, but the Finley crowd
was elusive. Finally Tom gave it up,
though he placed a permanent guard on the
road to the mines, being assisted by an ap-
propriation from the town government for
that purpose.

Wentworth and a party of engineers
came into the country within two weeks.
Tom assisted them to start to the mines.

“When you go up there,” he suggested to
Wentworth, “just figure whether a man
would - sell that place for five hundred
dollars.”

Wentworth nodded.

“By the way, your friend Markum wants
to come down here.”

“What?”

“Yes. He'd like to look at the property,
but he doesn’t dare. He’s afraid of you
and your partner. He thinks you're quite
violent.”

Tom gave a direct answer.

“Will it hasten the working of the mine if
Markum comes?”’

“I think it will. If he likes the property
he’ll probably want to work double shifts.
The man’s a glutton for money.”

“All right. - Tell him I’ll not bother him.”

“How about your partner?”

“He’s the same. Markum’s safe till the
mine is working.”

“Oh. Allright. Tl tell him.”

Tom made a few polite inquiries about
Helen, and then the financier started.
When he returned for the homeward trip he
was raving about the mine.

“Congratulations! It’s a wonder! My
friends, the mining-experts, say it looks like
one of the best properties in the State.”

“Worth five hundred dollars?”’

“Ah. Yes. You'reright. Quite right.”
Wentworth put a hand on Tom's shoulder.

“Hall, I feel that perhaps a wrong has
been done you. I am going to have a long
talk with Markum. Perhaps I may per-
suade him to make restitution.”

It made Tom feel better.

LD PETE sauntered into town a
week later with his once splendid
store clothes battered, torn and

covered with the dust of many miles. He
little resembled the debonair Pete who had
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sallied forth all dressed up to find a promo-
ter. He had found a promoter.

Tom learned that he had walked all the
way from San Francisco.

“Sure,” explained Pete. “The doctor at
the horspittle says I wasn’t very strong, so
I’d better lie down and rest some more at
forty dollars a week. I got me two bottles
of Jones’ Elixir and lit out. Me and Jonesy
done the rest.”

“Do you feel perfectly well now?”

“Fit as a fiddle.”

Pete told the truth. Though it nearly
killed him the long, grueling journey over
mountain, valley and plain had finally
toughened the old fellow’s body till he
resembled hickory. He flexed an arm
proudly.

“You’ll do,” admitted Tom. ‘“Now I've
got a job for you. How’d you like to be a
clerk?”

“A which?”

“A clerk. Stands behind a counter. Sells
crackers, sardines, overalls, lard, bacon,
kerosene and calico.”

“If it wasn’t January I'd say the heat had
gotten you. Better lemme give you a spun-
ful of Jones.”

“I'm not joking. We're storekeepers.
You remember I started a little outfit up at
the mine? The boys have been running it
haphazard, but as soon as the corporation
starts work up there we’ve got to putitona
business basis. The store is our one big
hope.”

“Me a counter-jumper? Gosh¥’ Then
Pete suddenly looked crafty. “Holy smoke!
The store’s right up against the mine, ain’t
it? Right next to where the tunnel’s got to
be! Goshalmighty! I’d never have thought
of it! We can watch everybody that comes
to the mine. I'm your counter-jumper.
Lemme at it. Gosh, Tom, you’re even
smarter’n I thought.”

Tom gasped. He had merely placed the
store-tent under the brow of his hill because
that position was most convenient. He
began to laugh.

“That’s accident.
going to fight the company.
to help it.”

“Yeh. Unless Markum shows up.”

“Remember your promise.”

“I’'m rememberin’. I'm to wait till the
mine starts operatin’. I’m rememberin’.
The quicker she starts the better I'll like it.”

“We’ll see. Now about the store. You

Besides we’re not
We'’re going
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run it and I'll stay in Escalante till things
cool down in the town.”

“All right. Bring on your groceries.
When do I start?”

“Tomorrow. Take a wagon. There’s no
road, but you'll get there.”

Pete followed directions, leaving with a
four-horse outfit that bumped over virgin
trails and labored through plains, sand-hills,
valleys and dry-washes. In two days it ar-
rived at the mines, triumphant over every-
thing from crevasses to rattlesnakes.

In Escalante things began to happen
quickly.

Two earnest-looking gentlemen in cordu-
roy suits and top boots arrived within a
week. They were the superintendent and
purchasing-agent of the Escalante Bo-
nanza Mining Company. They went up-
country.

In the next week wagons began to roll into
Escalante from the railroad, carrying mine-
timbers and various heavy supplies. Car-
penters drifted in. A clerk and a time-
keeper materialized. The wheels of com-
merce began to furrow roads and trails.

The blacksmith hired a man to help shoe
horses and mules. One of the town’s stores
enlarged, employing idle labor. So did the
Chinese restaurant. Soon a rival China-
man appeared and started business.

Quiet strangers, legitimate prospectors
and mining men, trickled in to look over the
new field. They seeped in so gradually
that the town had hardly noticed their
coming. Itawoke to find itself full of them.
Beds were at a premium.

A wave of optimism took place of Es-
calante’s old helplessness. Men showed it
in their demeanors.

Tom looked on the work and saw it was
good. He and Pete had worked to some
purpose. They had helped others, so their
labor was not in vain. As for the mine,
Tom’s lawyer friend had filed suit in San
Francisco.

And then Jed Hill returned.

HE CAME in costly black raiment,
@ carrying a splendid traveling-bag.
He looked like a city tourist.
Alighting from the stage, he noted the
town’s improvements and whistled.
Tom met him without enthusiasm.
“Hello. What brings you here?”
Hill drew a kid glove off his right hand
languidly. “Why, I've got to look after my

37

interests. I own the stage-line and a
couple of freight-teams, don’t I?”

“Yes. That’s right. I thought you
meant your political interests. They’re
dead.”

Hill lighted a big cigar with a gold band
around it. His next remark was a startling
peace offer.

“I'm agreeable.
trouble up here.
in the big mine.”

“You what?”

“Why, sure. She was too good to pass
up, so I went to San Francisco and bought
in. Al I could afford.”

Hill and Markum! What a combination!

Hill continued the conversation.

“I’'m figurin’ on bein’ a director. Markum
says he'll help elect me, 'so mebbe I’ll go on
the board. I figger it’s good business.”

Tom pictured the scrupulous Wentworth
on a board of directors with Hill. It didn’t
look right. The whole business was off
color. Tom went up to the mines to talk it
over with Pete. :

The old prospector, arrayed in red shirt
and torn ovcralls, was working with ham-
mer and saw upon the framework of a long,
narrow structure at the base of the hill, not
twenty yards from where the mine-tunnel
was to go. It was the new Hall & Dolliver
General Store.

The cafion was transformed. Where once
the sunlight gleamed for ages on the dry
grass of a lonely yellow hillside, lumber and
miscellaneous supplies were stacked in
mammoth piles. A donkey-engine loomed
blackly against a red granite ledge. _

Workmen bustled about, hauling timbers.
Down in the cafon their dingy white tents
stood in an uneven row. Under thelee bf a
hill north of the mine, pickets and ropes
bounded a great corral, with straw on the
ground and horses and mules munching
baled hay.

“She’s a new city,” announced Pete, wav-
ing a hammer toward points of interest.
“In about two days we’ll have this here
store up. Then we’ll be ready for business.
Board floor, board walls and tent top.
Bimeby we’ll paint a sign.”

“Any business yet?”’ :

“Tolerable fair.” I'm sellin’ off the wigon.
The tail-board’s the counter. Terbacker,
matches, chewin’-gum, dynamite, corn
beef, overalls, kerosene, fly-paper and
ca’tridges.”

I don’t want to see
T’ve got too much stock
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“Are the other boys in the association
working their claims?”

“Startin’ to.”

“Heard from the Finley crowd?”

“Nothin’ much. One or two strangers
have been snoopin’ around, but that’s about
au.ﬂ

“Did you know Jed Hill was back?”

‘lNO!”

Tom related the happenings of the past
few days. Pete’s skewered eyes looked pro-
foundly thoughtful. He sucked at his pipe
and spoke deliberately.

“If you stick white paint over a leopard
he’s still a leopard, ain’t he? Yeh. Well,
Jed Hill’s Jed Hill. Always will be. If
Hill’s in with Markum he’s figgerin’ some-

thin’. We'll be right in the middle of it.”
* “We usually are. I wonder what’s com-
ing next?”

The answer came sooner than expected.

Tom was riding with Tennessee toward
the county seat on a minor errand two days
later. They met the incoming stage, whose
approaching dust they had seen for miles
across the sage-covered land. When Tom
recognized the stage’s passengers his-jaw
dropped with consternation.

Markum and Wentworth, with suitcases
piled about them, occupied one of the seats;
and behind them was Helen with her
mother.

“Happy days!” exclaimed Tom.

His heart leaped at sight of Helen waving
to him; but the sheer idiocy of bringing her
to this land made him rage. He rode up
like a centaur and went close to the wheels.
His hat came off as he swung around.

“Helen! What brings you here?”

She was fresh as a daisy in spite of the
dust which grayed the bloom of her face.
Clad in a brownish tailored thing, she smiled
bewitchingly over her little surprize.

“Richard brought me here. I made
him.”

Tom saluted her observant mother and
nodded to Wentworth. Markum he ig-
Tored. The promoter chewed on a cigar
and looked straight ahead.

Helen's expression was questioning be-
hind the smile. :

“You don’t seem very glad to see me.”

“I’'m glad. I'm only wondering.”

“We just couldn’t hold her back,” ex-
plained the mother. “After Richard—
Mr. Wentworth—returned she was bound
to see the place. I'm a little interested in
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this mine, too, but I can not say there’s
much to see.”

“Richard told such interesting stories,”
interposed Helen. “I just had to come.”

Tom said nothing further. What was the
use of spoiling her pleasure? She was here
now. It couldn’t be helped, so he turned
back and rode alongside the stage.

HE CAUGHT Wentworth later on
‘the empty porch of the “best”
hotel and gave the financier a

lecture.
“You’ve been down here before. You
know what the country is. Why did you

allow it?”

“She insisted on coming. Besides, her
mother is financially interested, you know.”

“Couldn’t you stop her?”

Wentworth, clad in rough business clothes
—it was before the days of khaki—hesi-
tated and looked at the floor. He was
searching for words.

“Hall, I’ll be frank with you. Have you
ever cared for a woman? Enough to want
to give her everything she asked for? Have
you ever felt willing to make even the most
extreme concessions to bring her a little
closer?”

It was a confidence and a confession.
Coming from an austere financier like Went-
worth, it was remarkable; yet beneath all his
dignity he was very human. Pitifully hu-
man. And likable. Tom wanted no more
confidences. He turned away.

“Yes, I’ve cared for a woman,” he replied
gently. “Her name is Helen. I might as
well tell you.”

“Eh? What?” Wentworth stared.

“Oh, I see. I didn’t suspect it,” Went-
worth continued. “I see. Thought you
were just old friends. I didn’t know. Well,
Hall, it won’t make any difference or com-
plications 2

“It’s all right, Wentworth. T happen to
know that Helen thinks the world of you. I
just wanted you to understand my full con-
cern for her safety. We’d better make this
trip as quickly as possible.”

Markum and Jed Hill also held confer-
ence in the back room of a dance-hall; but
the text was somewhat different. Hill was
trying to turn a more or less honest penny.
He worked on Markum’s nerves and dangled
the country’s bad reputation before him.

“Listen. These friends of mine are pretty
reckless fellers, Markum. I ain’t sure
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they’ll keep quiet unless I give ’em some-

thin’.  Then there’s this feller Hall. You
may need protection.”
“I'm not worried about Hall. His word’s

good enough. But what are your frlends
liable to do?”’

“Well, suppose something happened to
this girl. Suppose you got implicated in
some way. Where would you get off?
Wentworth has some power in this State,
hasn’t he?”

“For Heaven’s sake, don’t let anything
happen to her.”

“That’s what I’m saying.”

Hill talked business. .

“How much?”’ Markum asked.

“Oh, about a thousand.”

“Say, take the girl.”

Hill observed he had overstepped the
mark. His argument was wholly fictitious
anyhow. It was based on a lot of Wild
West stuff aimed only to scare. Hill
hadn’t seen most of his men for weeks. He
finally accepted three hundred dollars.

The big gambler was most affable all the
way up to the mines. Never was a more
pleasant traveling-companion, so agreeable
to the men and so gallant to the women.

Helen’s mother, enthroned on a buck-
board driven by the awed Tennessee, frankly
looked on Hill as the one saving clement to a
boresome expedition. ~She voiced her opin-
ion during one of the frequent halts.

“He has a wonderful personality. So
vivid, If this country owned more men like
that it would be more interesting.”

Wentworth looked puzzled. Markum
looked weary. Tom looked alarmed.

The party traveled slowly and arrived at
the mines during thé afternoon of the sec-
ond day. After dinner, while the shadows
lengthened in the cafion and the sunlight
caept toward the tips of the hills, Went-
worth led Helen about the place while her
mother accepted the services of Jed Hill in
raising a fine new tent brought especially for
her use.

Old Pete watched the polite goings-on
from the doorway of his store. Finally he
exploded.

“What is this? One of them gol-darned
lawn-parties? Look at that red-and- Whlte
tent. Look at Jed Hill bowin’ and scrapin’.
Look at the new apron on the Chink cook.
Look at them yaps over on the claims, tryin’
to look pretty. This here camp’s gittin’
most too galumpshus.”

. shack.
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“Where’s Markum?”’ asked Tom.

Pete pointed up the slope, where the pro-
moter was talking with the superintendent.

“They’ve jest built a new shanty on top of
the hill for the super'ntendent. Two-room
Markum’s headquarters. I've been
watchin’ it.”

Pete ceased talking. Markum and the
superintendent were coming down toward
the store.

The fat little promoter came forward con-
fidently, trusting in Tom’s pledge. He ap-
proached to within easy speaking-distance
and looked at the store from its sloping tent
top to its rough board walls.

“Did you fellers survey this ground?” he
asked at length.

Tom replied. Pete wouldn’t.

“No. Why?”

“I was just wonderin’.”

“What about?”

Markum hesitated for a moment. He
produced a ‘black cigar and lxghted it
thoughtfully.

“I'm sorry, boys, but business is busmess.
This here store of yours is on company
property. I’m afraid you’ll have to move.”

IX

MARKUM escaped with his life; but
he got away because Pete reached for
a deadly weapon. Tom saw the glint of
steel and turned in a flash. He grabbed
Pete’s arm.

“Leggo me!” snarled Pete, ]erkmcr away-
savagely.

“Put up that gun.”

Pete in his anger tried to shove Tom
aside. They wrestled while Markum soared
up the hill, cursing his mistake. Pete
struck at Tom wildly, trving to knock him
away. Tom clinched. Pete loosed a blast
of profanity and the partners rolled to the
ground amid lurid blasphemy from Pete.

" Markum, very red-faced, sailed over the
top of the hill and went down into a cafion,
crouching behind a friendly rock and mop-
ping his forehead. Over near the store the
partners had it out.

“Leggo me!” howled Pete, trying to
kick Tom’s shins. ‘“Durn ve, git off!”

“Not till you drop that gun.”

“Are you goin’ to let that crook go
again?”’ :

“Can’t help it now. He’s gone.”

“Why in tarnation—-"



40

“Well, figure it out. We need him alive,
Wentworth’s trying to make him see the
light. The courts need his testimony in
the lawsuit. A live man can make resti-
tution. A dead one can’t. Think it over.”

Pete looked upward with saner eyes and -

untangled his boots from Tom’s toehold.
Pete nodded a puzzled head.

“Dog-gone it, I’ve seen cool hands, but
you've beat ’em alll Arguin’ to a man
sociable-like when he’s kickin’ you in the
shins!”’ -

“Well, somebody’s got to keep cool
around here. What did you draw the gun
for? Can’t you handle Markum without
ite”

-Pete arose wordlessly, tossed the pistol to
his partner, spat on his hands, and strode
up the hill. At the shanty the superin-
tendent argued in vain for ten minutes.
Pete wanted gore. He sought it till the
last vestige of sunlight had faded from the
skies.

By this time-Markum was nervously
seated in -a chatting group in camp-chairs
near the new tents, where the party was en-
joying the wonderful evening. Jed Hill
was in the middle of a splendid reminiscence
when the stalwart figure of old Pete loomed
beyond the tent-ropes. Markum registered
intense interest in the conversation.

Pete stood on one foot and then the other.
He couldn’t stroll over and knock Markum
cold in front of the gentlewomen; so he
waited like a silent, gloomy statue of wrath.

Markum fidgeted. Pete wanted action.
He had pondered long on a discreet but
blistering insult, and at last he found a
chance to hurl it.

“Did I ever tell you the story about two
fellers I used to know up in-the Red Hills?”

“No,” chorused the party politely.

“Heh! Well, this here yarn’s got a
moral to it. Mebbe some of you’ll catch
it. Here goes:

“A FELLER named Ike Lemmon
had a cat. Big lanky mean-lookin’
tomcat with yaller eyes and a temper
like a buzz-saw. Lemmon figgered the
cat could fight because he looked it. He
bragged about it.

“A feller named Henry something-or-
other’ took him up. Henry had a fox-
terrier. They bet five dollars and let ’em
go to it.

“After the terrier had chased the cat
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across three counties Tke was sore. - He
didn’t like to git beat by anybody any-
where, so he got a bull-pup and sent Henry
a challenge. Henry was fool enough to
take it up.

" “After they’d buried the terrier Henry
got real peevish. Henry was stubborn as
Ike. He looked around and got one of
them ugly fightin’ Airedales. The Aire-
dale chewed up the bull-pup in about five
seconds and Henry got the money.

“Ike went home and really begun to git
interested in the proposition. By now the
whole country was backin’ Ike and Henry—
those fellers in the¢ Red Hills are pretty
gamblesome—so Ike had to make good.

“Bimeby he sent Henry a challenge for
an animal fight without namin’ his critter.
Henry was game, so everybody bet a lot
of money.

“They put the Airedale in a sort of a
pit, and then Ike brought up a heavy
wooden box. Out popped the most or’nary-
lookin’ bobcat you ever saw—jest one
snarlin’ mess of teeth and claws and red-
brown fur.

“That Airedale lasted four seconds by
the watch. The bobcat bounced down on
his neck and that was all there was to it.

“But Henry jest wouldn’t be licked. He
went up to San Francisco and looked
through the kennels and finally he picked
out the most gosh-wallopin’ big Dane dog
in the city. Big as a calf. E-normous!

“Henry brought the Dane home quiet’
and asked for a return match with Ike,
sight unseen. Ike.showed up at the ring
expectin’ the bobcat to bring home -the
money.

“After the Dane had stepped on the
bobcat and rolled on him a couple times
Mr. Bobcat jumped out of the pit, clawed
some folks in the dollar reserved seats, and
lit out for Mexico or some place.

“That fight made Ike a different man.
He took it to hcart. He thought and
thought and thought, but he couldn’t find
any way to lick that Dane except with a
gun. :

“Tke got or’'nary and peevish and short-
tempered about it. Finally he lit out
cross-country, figgerin’ to move away.

“In about ten days he came back all
excited. Sent a challenge to Henry right"
away. Henry figgered his Dane was pretty
tolerable good so he backed him with all
the money he could borry or stcal.
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“Ladies and gents, I'll give my word
that when Iké’s critter got into the ring
that big Dane—the dog that licked a
fightin’ wildcat—jest: tucked his tail down
and shivered and whined to go home. That
big first-class dog had struck somethin’
that no sane critter ever wants to run up
against.”

Pete stopped, looking at Markum. Helen
voiced her curiosity.

“What sort of an animal was it?”

“A skunk.”

Pete felt that the pomt needed elabora-
ation.

“The less you go near a skunk the hap-
pier you'll feel. That sort of critter ain’t
respectable. If a skunk gits into your
house you’ve got to move out. If one of
’em gits into your mine you’ve got to git
out. You just can’t deal with ’em.”

arose.

“If you’ll pardon me, I think I'll retire,”
she said sweetly.

The party broke up.

Later Jed Hill strolled into the store,
where Pete and Tom were spreading blank-
ets behind the pine-board counter.

“That was some story you told,” ob-
served Hill. “Who was you aimin’ at?”

Pete looked dour.

“Got a bad conscignce? If the shoe fits,
wear it.”

“Yeh? Suppose it don’t fit?”

“Suit yourself.”

Hill looked from Pete to Tom and back

THERE was a long and thoughtful
silence. It grew intense, even
strained. Finally Helen’s mother

again while the lights and shadows from a -

small kerosene lamp played on his deep-
lined face and made it look diabolical.

“I’'m liable to suit myself. You two
fellers seem.to want to tangle with me. I
thought we could work together, but it
looks like we can’t. Mebbe pretty soon
we'll have a showdown.”

Tom broke in, speaking quietly.

“We had one. Must we have another?”

Wentworth ambled in during the sjlence.

“It’s a beautiful night,” he observed.

“Wonderful! I never knew a full moon
could be so bright. This desert air mag-
nifies things. It’s marvelous.”

Nobody spoke very quickly; but the
financier’s arrival took the electricity out of
the air and made the other three relax.
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There was desultory conversation, after
which Hill left, though not without an
ominous glance.

There was another long silence while the
aroma of Wentworth’s excellent cigar per-
colated through the little store-tent and
vied with the odors of coffee, cheese and new
overalls. The financier brushed the top of
a cracker-box and seated himself.
© “I had a long talk with Markum. He
refuses to budge an inch. He insists that
he .bought your mine for five hundred
dollars.”

“He’s a liar!” roared Pete.

“Perhaps; but that might be hard to
prove. At any rate I’'m convinced that
Markum’s rather an unreliable character.
That leaves me only two courses to choose
from. I must either force Markum out
of the company or get out myself.”

“Which will it be?”” asked Tom.

“I can’t tell yet. I think I’ll probably
get out.”

Tom felt like a general whose last ram-
parts are crumbling. The mine would
merely be the plaything of a crook.

“I’'m sorry about this thing,” continued
Wentworth, “but—-—"

A woman’s scream came from the tents
down the cafion. It was an ear-piercing
shriek that made the men’s hair tingle.

dTom, Pete and Wentworth leaped for
the door. Another scream came, louder
than the first. The moonlight disclosed
two dark prowlers dodging into the shadows
behind the foremost of the new guest-tents,
where excited cries pierced the air.

The three men scrambled out of the store
and rushed across the intervening space.
A fourth figure also darted toward the tent.
He tore down the hill. He arrived first
and bawled something intended to be
soothing.

The hvstencal voice of Helen’s mother
came from inside.

“Two men! They came in!
they? Who were they?”

Tom, Pete and Wentworth heard it as
they drew near. Tom took the lead.

“I feared something like this,” he mut-
tered.

The fourth man turned the corner of the
foremost tent and dodged into black ter-
ritory where the moonlight could not reach.

A line of flame burst from the shadows.
A vicious report roared. It echoed down
the cafon like thunder.

Where are
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Helen’s mother shrieked. Another sharp
report interrupted her. Then two figures
ri:nuﬁied out of the darkness and ran up-

Tom and Pete reached for weapons. They
tore around the corner of the tent. Tom
stumbled over something soft. He tripped
and fell. A fusillade from Pete’s weapon
blazed over his head. The two strangers,
Jeaping in zigzags, turned a rock-corner
and disappeared. :

Tom felt downward and touched the
body of a prone man.

“What’s this> Who is it?”

Pete went onward, yelling something.
The clatter of many running boots told of
men arriving hastily. Helen darted from
her tent, a flash of white, and rushed to
comfort her mother.

A teamster appeared, his’galluses flying
behind him. Tennessee came up with a
six-shooter and no shirt. OQthers were con-
verging from-all quarters.

“Strike a match,” ordered Tom.

A light flickered in the palm of a hand.
It disclosed the figure of a large man lying
face downward, with his knees bent and
an arm crossed under his body. His help-
less hands lay open. In one of them was
the butt of a pistol. Under his forehead
the ground was wet with a sinister stain.

S% “JED HILL!” exclaimed Tennessee.

() “Oh!” came the muffled cry of
Helen’s mother.

Wentworth took a hand.

“Lift him up. Get water, somebody.
Feel under his shirt. His heart may be
beating.”

Tom felt and shook his head. There was
nothing to be done.

Markum arrived and joined the group.
When the light of a second match flickered
on Jed Hill’s forehead the promoter shivered
and turned away, trembling.

The shooting puzzled Tom.

“What'’s it all about? Who were those
two men?”

“They didn’t belong in this camp,” as-
serted Tennessee. “Everybody’s accounted
for.”

“Then there’s only one answer. It's
Finley or his gang.”

Tom arose.

“Boys, watch those hills. Post guards.

Tennessee, look after the store till I get
back. They may try to raid the supplies.
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Jim, trail after Pete. He’s up the ridge.”

The men departed and soon the camp
began to collect itself. The outcry gradu-
ally lessened. Hill was taken te a tent and
the men not on guard went back to their
beds.

Tom and Wentworth sought admittance
to the tent of Helen’s mother and were
finally allowed inside. Under the min-

istrations of Helen her mother’s haughty

calm was reasserting itself. Lying on an
improvised bed, she fought for control of
her startled nerves while her thin lips
tightened in self-repression.

“And Mr. Hill was—was shot?”’ she
asked.

“Yes.”

, She hesitated and looked at the ridge-
pole.

“He died protecting women! There was
a real man!” .

It was too much for Tom. His nerves
were also on edge and he wanted to get
out. The mother had told the whole story
anyhow. Two prowlers had walked into
the wrong tent. That was all. They had
killed Jed Hill while making their escape.

Tom sped up the hill.

“And the villain died a hero’s death!”
he soliloquized. “Ye gods, what a country!”

The silent rocks with their dark shadows
left no trace of Pete, and Tom made way
cautiously. It was an eery place on top
of these hills, with rock-cairns scattered
hither and yon. -A black blob might be a
shadow ar a cavern, so the trailer soon gave
up the useless chase. He knew Pete was
safe enough. He'd probably gone home,
too.

Tom looked down upon the little colony
below, with the brilliant moonlight illumi-
nating tents, rocks, gullies and the yellow
salt-grass mound where the mine stood.
Suddenly his mind was stricken with the
helplessness of the camp. Higher hills sur-
rounded it completely. East, west, north
and south it was vulnerable to attack at any
time. A lone raider with a rifle could do
incalculable damage.

“Why didn’t I notice it before?” gasped
Tom. “Why didn’t Finley see it? Maybe
he has!”

Finley had to be dealt with. There was
no alternative. He must seek and sup-
press Finley if it took a month. The pres-
ence of Helen and her mother made him
almost sick with worry. They must not
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make the return trip til} all danger was
over.

Tom announced his program next morn-
ing, choosing three men to go with him.
Helen and her mother did not wish to leave
very soon anyway. Their experience had
left them shaken.

While Tom was catching his horse in the
corral Big Red came through the gray
cafion, storming in with a great clatter.

“Hey, Tom!” he bawled. ‘“The fellers
sent me to tell you. Finley’s up at Jansen’s
ranch. Got three-four fellers with him.”

“Sure of it?”’

“We seen him. Three of the boys is
watchin’ the place. I came for grub and
help.”

Here was Providence. It fitted with
Tom’s plans exactly. He fairly itched to
be in the saddle.

Jansen’s ranch, a lonely ’dobe house
abandoned years ago, was twelve miles
north. If Finley were there his desperados
had killed Jed Hill without a doubt. The
ranch was uncomfortably near the mine.
% He would concentrate his whole

crowd on the job. There must be
no escape by Finley.

“Get a fresh horse and come with me.
Call all the boys.
and those two teamsters stay here.
the rims of the hills day and night.”

Tom ran toward the company’s cook-
tent for a large order of provisions, espe-
cially hot food and bread, which he could
not supply from his own store. It was not
a time to stand on ceremony. The Chinese
cook was soon busy on large packages of
provender.

Helen came in, looking wan. As she
stood in a corner of the big tent her eyes
held a peculiar look which Tom could not
fathom; but she kept out of his way, merely
watching until his business was almost com-
pleted. Then she broke the silence. Her
voice was a little wist{ul.

“You're all business these days, Tom.
Is this the way you leave us?”

“I want to make time and come back
sooner.”

“We might leave before vou return.”

“Not till the way is clear.”

Her lips trembled slightly.

“And is the way clear for you? Are you
sure of your own safety? Oh, Tom, are

TOM made his decision instantly.

Pete, you and Tennessee
Watch
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there no officers to keep the peace in this
awful land?”

“Yes, but they’re far away. The dan-
ger’s immediate.”

“I’d hate to see you hurt.”

He gulped. Old impulses were stirring,
making him struggle to keep them under
control. He looked at the bent back of the
Chinaman pulling fresh-baked bread out of
a ground-oven. When he spoke his voice
was constrained.

“I like to hear you say that.
awfully. I appreciate it.”

His forced attempt at formality made the
ghost of a smile flicker on Helen’s face;
but it was gone in an instant, and she looked
worried. Tom swung a gunny-sack full of
provender to his back and started for the
entrance.

“I'll be back soon. Don’t worry about
me.”

‘(Tom!!)

He halted wonderingly.

“What’s the matter?”’

“Is—is that all you have to say?”

He stared into her eyes. Then he tried
to formulate some fitting reply with ex-
actly the right shade of meaning, but noth-
ing brilliant came to his mind.

“I—I’ve held aloof and kept my mouth
shut,” he blurted.

He realized that this sounded somewhat
too brusk, so he made amends, speaking
very gently.

“The days of the rainbow are far away.
Now I'm in a land without any. No
matter how I'm parched my job is to keep
silent, and so— Well, I’'m keeping silent.”

“But the memory of the rainbow never
fades.”

The bag of provisions thumped to the
ground. Tom felt his self-control sweep-
ing away. His voice seemed to crackle
with electric tension.

“Do you want me to remember them too
well? Shall I let go of myself? Shall I
defy breeding, appearances, the rights of '
an honest gentleman—everything—as I
want to do?”’

He tossed a chair aside and advanced
upon her.

“Say the word! I've held my peace!
T've kept away! Now say the word!”

He grabbed her arm, more savagely than
he knew.

“Shall T stop being a wooden man?
Shall I follow my own inclinations? Say

Thanks
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the word, Helen—I’m waiting! Speak!”

Startled, alarmed and thrilled, she did
not resist; but after a moment her lips
tightened and her flushed face pleaded for
his mercy.

“No!” she gasped.

Tom released the pressure of his hand
and took a step backward. It was auto-
matic. His face lost its flush though he
still trembled. Her plea had been honored
as she knew it would be. She knew her
man.

“I guess you're right,” he muttered.
“I'm only making a fool of myself. I
shouldn’t.”

The old smile broke over his face, and
he held out a hand.

“Good-by, little friend!”

She gave her hand and smiled also,
though her eyes were moist.

Tom turned and strode out of the tent
with the mashed provisions on his shoulder.
In a short time his cavalcade started. In
a minute more the riders turned out of
sight in a bend of the gray cafon, leaving
only a lazy cloud of dust to tell that they
had ever existed.

THE little camp became lonely.

Its members went about silently“or
talked in low tones, for tragedy had
thrown them together. Even Markum
went about as he pleased, unhampered by
the dour Pete. The presence of the still
body of Jed Hill, now lying under a tar-
paulin in the superintendent’s shanty,
dwarfed lesser matters and made them un-
important.

But old Pete was cogitating.

Crooning profane songs while pottering
about the store, Pete pondered over the

" recent past, especially Markum’s end of
it. The more he thought the angrier he
grew.

Once at his mother’s knee in the distant
days of his mountaineer childhood he had
heard the Biblical lesson about turning the
other cheek to his enemies; but it didn’t
stick. Now that Tom’s restraining in-
fluence was gone Pete’s unholy desires
gained headway. Toward sundown he
came to certain conclusions.

“Tom’s a leetle too durned legal. It’s
all right to dicker with a regular gent that
way, but when you’re dealin’ with a rattle-
snake hit it with a rock.”

By dusk Pete had evolved a complete
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program. He felt responsible for losing
the mine, and he ached to redeem himself.
By now the matter had simplified to two
equations: Pete and Markum. That made
1t easier. ¢

With his mind at rest Pete strode up
the hill toward the superintendent’s office,
where a light came through a crack in’the
open door. He edged into the doorway.
The superintendent was away.

Markum, ignoring the grim presence be-
hind the closed door of the other room,
was poring over some papers on an impro-
vised desk, with the light of a kerosene
lamp throwing his grotesque black shadow
along a rough board wall.

He had taken some of his San Francisco
memoranda with him to this place, losing
not a day’s time. Pete watched as paper
after paper was noted by the keen eye of a
thorough business man. Then Pete grunted.

Markum jumped like a cat.

He looked about and his mouth opened.
He clutched his papers convulsively. But
the quick pallor on his face receded. He
remembered his pledge of safety and spoke
in a voice intended to be brisk and business-
like.

“What do you want?”

Pete swung through the door, closing it
by a motion of his hip where the butt of a
wicked forty-five protruded. Markum’s
eyes wideyed, but Pete appeared quite
amiable.

“Mr. Markum, when might you say a
minin’-company is started workin’?”’

“Why? What do you mean? This mine?”’

“Any mine. When does it begin oper-
ations official? When lumber and supplies
arrive?”’ :

“Why—er—I don’t understand your
question. A company begins operations
when it has the money to go ahead.”

“And when she goes ahead you might
say she was on her way?”’
“You might say that.

Pete looked at the floor.

“I'm an old man, Mr. Markum. Sorter
old and tired. I ain’t so crazy to live as
I used to be. I'm ready to leave any old
time.

“Take hangin’, for instance. The aver-
age man'’s skeered of it, but me—if it was
worth my while I'd hang in a minute.”

Markum felt a somber terror crawling
over him, but he fought to control it.

“What’s this all about?”

Yes. Why?”
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The promoter tried to rise. Pete shoved
him back into the chair.

“Wait a minute. Listen to me.”

The old frontiersman fished into his
pocket and produced a cartridge with a
wicked gash cut deep into its lead bullet.
It was a hideous thing.

“That's the kind I use. When one of
them things hits a man he don’t come back.”

Markum clutched the.corners of the table.
Perspiration started from his forehead.

“Put it down. Put it away. You can’t

break your promise. Put it down.”

“Promise? What promise?”

“Why—why—  Wentworth told me.
Hall told me. They said you’d promised—
you gave your word——"

“Yeh. Did you hear the rest of it?”

“What rest?”

“You were safe—absolute—till the mine
started.”

Pete chuckled grimly.

“The mine was started when she was
financed and when the timbers came in.
You said so yourself.”

"Markum’s face became livid.

“It’s a trap! A trap!”

“Yeh. I was trapped in San Francisco
once. Now it’s your turn. Look here!”

Pete pulled out the heavy revolver at his
side and snapped the chambers out of aline-
ment for loading. He thrust the ferocious
cartridge into an empty breech and closed
the pistol. Then his thumb pulled on the
hammer.

The hammer sprang back with an omi-
nous click. To Markum it sounded like the
click of the Gates.

“Now!” said Pete.

He caught Markum by the ear and
jammed the black pistol-muzzle against
his nostrils. Pete’s voice was frigid and
very level.

“You're smart, Mr. Markum. You'’re
so smart that most of you’s goin’
through that wall to join Jed Hill.

“I ain't goin’ to swap words with you,
Mr. Markum. You're too smart for me.
Jest hold that table tight and sniff through
your nose.”’

It was pure ferocity.
surprizingly sudden.

Markum’s face turned purple-blue. The
sparse hair on his head crinkled with sheer
horror. He slumped to his knees from
weakness. Pete pulled at his ear savagely
but couldn’t straighten him.

Its results were
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“Let me go!” came the man’s hoarse
whisper. “Anything! Anything! Lemme
gO!”

He collapsed and placed imploring arms
around Pete’s dusty boots. It was the wreck
of a man, drooling to himself on the floor.

"He was scared into temporary paralysis.

A high-tension, high-pressure business
man of self-indulgent tendencies had-re-
ceived an ice-water shock. His nerve was
shattered. It was not dramatic. It was
pitiful, horrible, ludicrous. Pete tried to
kick him but couldn’t swing a foot
back.

“Git up,” roared Pete irritably.
your medicine.”

“No! No! No! No! No!” -

Pete reached down and pulled him up-
ward, tossing him on the desk like a barley-
sack. Reaching back, the old desert-rat
produced a bottle of Jones’ Infallible Elixir
of Life and Health and held it to Markum’s
gurgling lips.

To the stupefied Markum the bottle felt
like the pistol-muzzle. He screamed and
spluttered.

“Don’t! My ——, stopit! Stopit! Wugh!
You can have the mine—anything—lemme
gO!'Y

“Heh! You can’t fool with me. You
renigged on Tom Hall once. Remember?

‘eh? Well, you don’t renig on a forty-
five bullet.”

“Black and white!
white! Oh——"

“Yeh. Then you'll wiggle out of it.
Come! Quit talkin’. Put your head up.”

“I'll confess!” shriecked Markum. “——
man—it’s murder!”

“Take

T'll sign! Black and

PETE appraised him. The man
was on the verge of apoplexy. But
> would he make good his promises
if allowed to go? Pete thought so. No
human being would care for such an ordeal
again.

But Pete wanted to take no chances.
He had taken enough in the past.

“Will you tell Wentworth and them
others that you done us out of our mine?
Will you sign it in public? Will you stand
by it in San Francisco? Hey?”

Markum’s popping eyes showed a faint
gleam of calculation; but he noted the ex-
pression en Pete’s somber face and gave up.

“Yes! Anything!”

“Yeh. You will. But that ain’t all
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You're liable to renig on this thing mebbe.
You're liable to say vou was forced to sign.
Well, you won’t. ~ From now on you and
me is pardners and twin brothers.”

Markum managed to straighten a little.

“Wha—what?”

“You heard me.
go. TI'll carry this here six-shooter. The
first crooked move you make I'll blow your
head off. I don’t care if you’re in the mid-
dle of all the po-lice in San Francisco. I’ll
kill you first and then let ’em hang me.
Git that? Yeh.

“From now on it’s Markum and Dol-
liver till you make good. Plaster it on your
signs. Paint it on your door. Tell your
neighbors. . I’ll stick like a cockleburr.”

“That—that won’t be necessary.”

“No? T’ll be the jedge about that. New
you march down to them folks and say
your little piece right out in public. Move!
Pronto!”

The dinner-call had sounded long before.
The camp’s small population was finishing
the meal at a long table in the big eating-
tent. Helen and her mother occupied one
end with Wentworth.

Pete arrived with Markum. The old
desert-rat’s voice arose in clarion tones.

“Ladies and gents, Mr. Markum’s beer
rasslin’ with his soul. He’s got somethin’
to say in public.”

He turned to the promoter.

“Speak up.”

Wentworth turned curiously. The team-
sters at the long table craned their necks.
The Chinese cook loitered in the rear.
Markum stared at the ground like a cul-
prit. His task was hard, but Pete was
harder.

“I cheated Dolliver and Hall.”

“What?”’ exclaimed Wentworth.

“Go on,” snapped Pete.

“I cheated Dolliver and Hall out of their
mine. Dolliver brought me the proposi-
tion and I accepted it. I promised him
half the promotion stock or a quarter in-
terest in the mine.”

He looked at Pete for an instant, but
Pete’s expression made him hasten on.

“I got Dolliver to borrow five hundred
dollars from me. He signed a receipt. I
doctored it. I made it apply for the whole
mine. I—I guess that’s all.”

“All?” gasped Helen.

Wentworth looked from Markum to
Pete and back again.

Wherever you go rn
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“If this is true, why do you confess it
now?”’

The promoter jerked a finger toward
Pete. Wentworth looked at Pete.

“How?” he demanded sharply.

“Well, Mr. Wentworth, the wicked don’t
go to heaven, do they? Markum and me
have been talkin’ religion. He seen that
if he didn’t do the right thing he was liable
to go to hell.”

The corners of Wentworth’s mouth
twitched.

“Are you sure you have honored your
pledge concerning Markum’s safety?”

“Absolutely,” responded the virtuous
Pete. ‘“Every single last word of it.”

Ten minutes later Markum had signed
a document which confessed the theft of
the mine and guaranteed restitution. The
attitude of the others had changed toward
him.

“T guess that’s all,”” said Wentworth
quietly. “I’'m sorry, Markum.”

It meant an end to all relations between
Markum and the financier forever. The
promoter turned wearily and started up
the hill. He still owned some of the mine,
but not so much as he expected to.

Helen gasped at a new discovery. She
turned to Pete.

“Then yeu and Tom are wealthy mine-
owners.”’

Helen's mother started to subdue her
optimism, but Wentworth laughed.

“If Hall and Dolliver have struggled
along this far they can handle the rest of
it. I'm glad they’re winning out. Perhaps
I may be able to get Markum out of it
entirely.”

“Thanks,” said old Pete.

He ached to tell the good news to Tom
and relieve his mind of the awful burden
of worry. He resolved to start out next
day and tell Tom all about it.

But next morning an excited rider gal-
loped in on a sweaty horse, seeking water
for empty canteens. The members of the
colony gathered around him, shouting ques-
tions. He dismounted and answered as
fast as he could:

“Yeh. We've got Finley cornered.
Caught him and four fellers near the ranch.
Give up? Nary a one! Drove ’em mto the
ranch-house.

“Fight?  Sure. Yeh,
they’re still at it.”

“How’s Tom?”’ questioned Pete.

All last night.
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“Tom? Oh, that’s why I came for more
water. Tom’s shot.”

X

HE distant hoof-beats of a cavalcade
echoed dimly through the caifion and
came to the ears of anxious folk waiting near
the tents. It was late afternoon and the
sun threw long black shadows almost to the
tip of the yellow hill where the mine stood.
When the cavalcade approached and
came into view the colony ran to meet them
—all except Helen, who was attending her
mother. The riders returned like knights
from the fray—stern, dusty, grimy, solemn
and utterly business-like.

Old Pete came into view, a scarecrow on a
splendid roan horse. He had gone to the
sceife of action during the day. Behind
him rode two surly strangers bound for jail,
guarded by a trio of tattered citizens with
rifles at their hips.

To the rear of these towered Big Red with
a bandage over his face, and beside him a
. gentle horse carried Tom, who was sup-
ported from behind by another rider. Sev-
eral armed ruffians brought up the rear.

Tom's face was white. His head bobbed
with the motion of the horse. His eyes were
closed. His shirt was gone. About his
middle was a series of rough bandages made
from clothing, bound together in a patch-
work of blue, yellow, white and red.

Wentworth approached Pete anxiously.

“Is he badly hurt?”

“I’'m afeared so. He couldn’t have rid
much further.”

The riders proceeded to the big store and
shoved its counter aside. Tom’s blanket-
roll was quickly prepared. They dragged
him off his horse and tried to be gentle as
they hauled him inside.

Wentworth took a basin of water and
started tearing the bandages away. Burly
men clustered about him and vaguely tried
to help.

“Did Finley do this?” asked Wentworth
over his shoulder.

“T don’t think so,” answered Big Red.

“How did it happen?”

“Oh, Tom caught the gang near the house.
Asked 'em to come in and be good. Offered
’em peace. They laughed at him. Finley
cussed Tom through a window; then the
trouble began. We got behind rocks.

“Towards mornin’ three of the gang
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started to rush out of the place. When the
smoke lifted two men was standin’ with their
hands up and Tom and another feller was
down.”

“And Finley?”

“He’s finished. He was the first to go.”

“Good riddance!” snorted Pete.

‘The men gave attention to Tom again.
His wound was just under the left ribs.
Wentworth kept at his work with the basin.
Soon he looked up. ,A newcomer was in
the room. It was Helen.

Wide-eyed and white of face, she halted at
the door. Then she darted forward and
knelt beside the prone man while the others
made way. Her expression was dazed,
frightened and unbelieving when she saw
the wound. Her voice was vibrant.

“Tom! Oh, my heart!”

Her arm went under Tom’s head convul-
sively. The men looked at each other.
Wentworth stiffened. The lines of his fore-
head knitted as he glanced up sharply; but
soon he was sponging the wound as if noth-
ing had happened.

“Tom!” she pleaded. ‘“‘Speak to mel
Come back! Open your eyes! Oh, Tom
dear, why must you be the one to be hurt?”

In one vehement instant she had revealed
herself. But she said no more. She held
Tom’s head and patted his cheek, indifferent
to the crowd about her.

Old Pete glanced at the awkward men and
nodded toward the door, leading the way
himself. Only Wentworth remained, quietly
binding the wound with cotton and linen.

IN A few minutes Wentworth
ﬁ,‘ went outside. He strolled up to
BB Pete slowly and meditatively, as if
he had something on his mind; but he spoke
on a different subject entirely.

“You'd better go to San Francisco and
get a stock transfer. A mere confession
doesn’t restore anything. You must get
your property in your hand. Then there’s
no possible chance for a slip. Hire a good
lawyer till the transaction’s completed.”

“T'll have Markum with me, too.”

“All right.  Stick till you get your stock.
After that leave the man alone.”

Wentworth looked about the crowd and
then he turned and strolled to his tent.
Pete looked after him.

“He’s sorter absent-minded.”

“Yeh,” agreed Red. “This here country’s
full of surprizes, ain’t it?”’
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The physician, summoned by courier, ar-
rived next morning and went to work. The
crowd awaited his verdict.

“It’s the spleen,” he explained. “The
bullet went clear through.”

“Will he come out all right?”

“In about a month—barring accidents.”

Helen and Wentworth held a talk about
the same time. They met in the dining-tent.

“T think I understand,” he told Helen
gently. “I understand. And I would
not want to be in the way of your
happiness.”

“You would never make any woman un-
happy, Richard. It’s just a case of —”

“Of what?”

“Of which happiness.”

“TI know. And youth must be served.”

He gazed out of the tent toward the yel-
low hill, and his face looked somewhat old
and seamed and haggard though its fine fea-
tures were unchanged.

“Perhaps I dreamed foolish dreams but
they were good dreams, Helen; and perhaps
I’'m better for having had them.”

He looked at her and his expression was
very soft. Then he arose and patted her
shoulder.

“I didn’t know about Tom. If I had
known, then I couldn’t have had the dreams,
so it’s better after all.”

Her eyes were kind as she took his hand
and pressed it.

Later she was with Tom. He was con-
scious, and his gaze was clear as he looked at
her, though he could not, move lest pain
rack him again. :

She soothed him, stroking his forehead.

“Just take things easy, Tom. Lie still
and don’t worry. You’ve worried about
things too much.” :

The old whimsical smile flickered across
his face. His voice was a bit weak, but she
understood its message.

“Yes. I worried. About the mine. Al
the time. But about you—no. I knew
things would come out all right. I knew!”
u agleam with lights. Music surged

through its windows. A long can-
opy extended through the rose-gardens and
across the sidewalk to the curb. Down the
street for more than a block were parked
the carriages of San Francisco’s elect, with
uniformed footmen attending the well-
matched horses.

THE house on Pacific Avenue was

‘and the man that can’t.

Adventure

The inside of the house was brilliant with
flowers and evergreens. Under a stairway
just off the gorgeous drawing-room musi-
cians played joyous airs.

In the paneled dining-hall a long table was
piled with confections and the remains of a
wedding supper. In another room gleamed
many handsome objects with cards on them.

It was late. The bride and groom had
departed. The mother of the bride, splen-
didly gowned, rarely gracious, was enjoying
one of the great social events of her life.

Richard K. Wentworth, the best man,
was chatting with a group of other finan-
ciers, talking shop and immune to the hum
of conversation. If Wentworth had any
feelings at the wedding he did not display
them in the slightest degree.

In a remote corner just behind the mu-
sicians an elderly and highly uncomfortable
gentleman with skewered eyes was trying to
be polite to a party of young bloods of both
sexes. He had made one or two uncon-
scious social breaks already, and the young
bloods were hopefully angling for some more.

The gentleman was Peter J. Dolliver,
wealthy but eccentric mine-owner just up
from his desert home to attend the wedding.

He had spent the day with barber, mani-
cure and clothier. His hair and beard were
slicked and trimmed to the limit.

Around his wrinkled neck was a high col-
lar and a tie perfectly tied by a bridesmaid.
His stiff shirt-bosom was white as the
whitest. His dress suit was made by the
best tailor in San Francisco.

His other appointments were up to the
highest sartorial mark, including his glaring
white pallbearer’s gloves. Still he didn’t
feel quite at ease.

He had also acquired much champagne.

Questions and comments were surging
around him. Pete caught some and others
he didn’t. Finally he heard a young gentle-
man at his left finish a few remarks.

“Yes. Tom Hall’s certainly one of the
luckiest men in town.”

Pete snorted.

“You're a leetle off, friend. He ain’t so
dog-gone lucky as you think. There’s other
things besides luck.”

“Just what do you mean by that?”

“There’s jest two kinds of people in this
world, friend: The man who can be licked
Luck may help or
hinder, but the man that won’t be licked—
he’s the one that wins out.”



Sir Galahad

and the Badoer

@ BHIS really isn’t my story, though

I had something to do with it—

a good deal to do with it; but be-

cause it is largely another fellow’s

story I shall have to pretend at times to
have been eye-witness to things I heard
about, and now and then perhaps I shall
have to use a little of my imagination.
But I know all the circumstances and all of
the people too well to need to do much
guessing about even the things I did not see.

And I may as well begin with the fact
that around 2 A. M. on a drizzling Spring
morning a young man with a strange girl
at his side hurried out of the wet shadows
and approached the entrance of the Ric-
cardo Café.

The young man was into trouble and lots
of it. He was young, lacking expericnce
and without a very wise head on his shoul-
ders; also he was dazed by being a new-
comer in the biggest and most bafiling city
on earth—but more bewildered and dizzy
by the young woman, whom he did not
know, though the two of them had every
reason for believing that they would ride to
the morgue together.

He was not at all a timid young man, vet
the chill of fear had got inside of him.

In fact he was a courageous boy; cer-
tainly headstrong and headlong, rash,
passionate, chivalrous—one of those people
in whom the width of a razor’s edge divides
virtue from viciousness. He had flaming
energy and explosive impulses, and it was
largely luck as to whether he went good or
bad.

4
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On that dark, damp morning he was
decidedly in bad.

He felt that some time soon there was sure
to be a knife-gripping hand thrust out of
shadows at him, or a spurt of fire as a gun
roared from a doorway behind his back.
Gangsters would track him as a Hindu thug
dogs footsteps.

He had no way to turn toward protection.
He had no friends—excepting perhaps the
strange girl at his side, and she was a crook.
Hg was a total stranger to New York,
where he had landed the evening before to
look for trouble—and as surely as his name
was Jackson Richmond he had found it.

Yet I must say, for I scrutinized that face
closely, that there was no more evil in
his countenance than in a portrait of Sir
Galahad. He was a well-dressed youngster
with an alert, honest, boyish face; but he
had the firm-chiseled features of one who
can't be bluffed. In a marked degree he
had the look of his family. One who knew
the Richmonds would have known him in
any place for a Richmond.

They were a regular beehive of a family,
a numerous and wealthy clan—very clan-
nish too.  On the surface most of them were
a good deal like icicles.

They owned a good part of California
and always acted as if they were on parade.
Though they were stiff, conventional,
religious, they were utterly honorable—
arrogantly so. As a family they were
stubborn-as a lot of Dutchmen and pious as
deacons; the sort of people who gave backbone
to the nationand arguments for single-taxers.
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An occasional black sheep appeared in the
family fold; and to the perpetual and evi-
dent distress of the elders it was said, not
without a basis of fact, that one Richmond
in every generation was born to be hanged.

None of them had been hanged; but some
had been shot, which was almost as bad in
the eyes of the family fathers.

The pioneering Richmonds had not come
across the plains in 49. Notatall. Noth-
ing so plebeian as that. The .family came
in ’51, very comfortably, with all its house-
hold gods and goods in a clipper chartered
by Jackson McDonald Richmond.

This Richmond, though he increased the
family fortune immensely, had begn a most
disgraceful black sheep. He was gallant
and dangerous; a man who never broke his
word, a lover of fast"horses and women.
Big, handsome, imperious, he hated a
coward and a liar.

He lived to a good old age, then was
killed. Five masked assassins rode down
upon him as he was making the rounds of
his ranch. Only two rode off; and one of
these soon died from the wounds he carried
away with him. Z

A grandson, then scarcely in his teens, a
favorite of old McDonald Richmond’s,
searched out the unwounded assassin and
killed him—gun to gun—in a crowded
barroom. This grandson became the blagk
beast of the family, but without any of thé
redeeming features of the picturesque
grandfather; he simply became notorious as
a gambler and gunman—became in fact
myself, McDonald Richmond, alias Don
Everhard.

.22 1 WAS held up as a great example to
young Richmonds of the path they

should not follow, and was a cause of
anxiety and tribulation to the family
since, in spite of my quiet and retiring
disposition, I was often unlucky enough to
have the police inquiring for me. Though
it must be said to their credit that they
gave me very little real annoyance; but
newspapers often made much of nothing, as
they have a way of doing—whereupon an
apoplectic tremor would run through the
California Richmonds. >
A Richmond a professional gambler! It
was unbearable. A Richmond a denizen
of the underworld! For many years my
name was not spoken unless in whispers
among the elders.
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This censorial secrecy was designed to
protect baby Richmonds. Then one day it
happened at a family affair that old Senator
Richmond, ceremonious and pompous, but
so honest he bent backward, lined the chil-
dren before him. A swarming brood they
were too. He began to inquire, with all the
aplomb of a senatorial investigation, into
their ambitions and careers.

My nephew Jackson brought about the
sensation of an earthquake by calling out
shrilly before his turn that he was going to
be a gambler like Uncle Don. He scattered
playing-cards on the floor in an eager effort
to pull the pack from his pocket by way of
showing the start he had already made.

Severe, astonished silence followed.

It had not been supposed that the chil-
dren even knew of Don Everhard; or at
most that they knew he was a Richmond.

But a cousin of about Jackson’s age
shrilled: :

“Aw, you’d be scairt to shoot fellars
like he does.”

Thereupon a miniature daughter of the
House of Richmond piped up—

“Marie says he never shooted anybody he
oughtn’t to.”

Babble followed. All the children knew
about “Uncle Don,” and foolishly had pride
in him and his notoriety. It is children,
not gangsters and highwaymen, that have
canonized Rebin Hood. Jesse James is
more admired in the prep-school dormitories
than at Sing Sing. And the -children
thought I was the one important member of
their family.

When the senator had recovered his
powers of speech and gropingly restored the
beribboned tortoise-shell nose-glasses astride
his nose, a solemn counsel was held among
the elders. Like the lawmakers of all time
they were without humor.

Marie lost her job as governess. All the
servants of all the households were sternly
admonished never to mention that name.
The children were instructed to forget all
they had heard, and to learn that the fellow
known as Everhard was a disgraced and
shameful character. The unlucky accident
of birth had made him a Richmond, but in
no other way was he connected with the
family.

But from that day on, by the way he was
talked to, eyved and whispered about, Jack-
son was made to feel that he was a predes-
tined sheep of color. He was naturally
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more insubordinate than his little relatives.
Coming up from babyhood without a
father, idolatrously regarded by his mother,
eyed, advised, supervised by his uncles,
great-uncles, with an assortment of austere
aunts—all this, combined with the feeling of
predestined deviltry, put the boy in the
right way and mood to become a worthless
and dangerous fellow.

He was rebellious as Lucifer, so they put
him to work on the family ranch, where he
wasted his time exploding shells at tin cans
and prairie-dogs.

At the first crack of war in Europe he had
tried to get across, though he was only
sixteen. :

For that matter, families all over America
were kept busy snatching back their scurry-
ing offspring that tried to hurry away into
the war.

Later, when the United States did
belatedly awaken to the inevitable, Jackson
went as if shot from a springboard into the
Army. He said that he was twenty-one,
which was wrong of him, though nobody in
his family, not even his adoring mother,
denied it.

The irony of it was that Jackson’s outfit
was ordered to Honolulu—and kept there.
The young fire-eater was set down in a
lotus-grove. Guitars tinkled in the twi-
light. Ukeleles thummed and strummed
their monotonously wistful melodies while
fat brown ladies sighed forsthe soldier’s love
and dollars.

Jack Richmond did his best to raise the
devil. He used what money he could get
cabling to the senator. But his very first
message, though edited rigorously by the
cable company, painfully offended the
senator, who liked formality.

Jack appealed to others of his family.
But the Richmonds believed in advance-
ment by what they called “merit” and did
not approve of wire-pulling. Jack threat-
ened to desert, but the only chance to get
off the island undetected was to swim;
and the sharks would have acted decidedly
pro-German even if San Francisco had not
been a week away by steamer.

He tried to fool the doctors and pretended
to be sick, hoping for a transfer. He ate
soap and cultivated the appearance of
anemia. The medicine-men got on to him
and he was tried for malingering.

The colonel who sentenced him made some
scathing remarks about a soldier feigning
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illness in time of war; and Jack blew up.

He in turn made some remarks, and
neither rappings nor shouts for silence
closed his mouth before he had inquired
if the eolonel thought kissing nigger ladies
and fighting booze was war. He further
stated that he had not thought he was
hooking up with the Y. M. C. A. when he
joined the outfit he was in. He concluded
with a shout that he wanted to be a sol-
dier and not a —— policeman.

So Jack got an extra thirty days’ bread
and water, which he richly deserved for his
disrespect to the fat colonel. For malinger-
ing he got three months in the guard-
house.

He never got overseas.

When the war ended Jack came home
with no pride in himself. His war record
was bad, disgraccful. He had cousins and
uncles who had done all that he wanted to
do. Some had medals and many had
wounds. There was even a thin girlish
cousin of prim manners who had got into
the dispatches and had won from his fellow
soldiers the name of ‘“Reckless Richmond.”

Jack was in no mood to accept the pater-
nal meddling the family fathers began on
the youngsters. He quarreled with his
elders and became sullen. He outraged
the family by declaring that he was tired
of being a Richmond. His mother often
felt the same way, but she did not ac-
knowledge the feeling.

Jack felt cheated about the war, too.
He said that when he was in trouble and
had appealed to the whole tribe for help
not one among them had so much as wig-
gled a little finger to help him get to France.
His mother, of course, felt that this was due
to her earnest though silent prayers.

Jack’s money was tied up so he could
not touch anything excepting the interest
until he was twenty-five; but a few days
after he was twenty-one he plundered all
the interest money he could get hold of—
the elderly Richmonds were always re--
investing it for him—and bolted. He left
a vague but affectionate note for his
mother. She need not worry about him.
He could take care of himself. He would
get along. When he got settled he would
drop a line to let her know how he was
coming along.

He did not intimate whether he had gone
to China or the moon.

Such is the heartlessness of youth.
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His mother, a lovely woman, was sec-
retly so weary of the corset-like stiffness and
austere supervision of the Richmonds that
she would gladly have bolted with him.

@ SO IT was that Jack Richmond,

o | With something like two thousand
Aeis @ dollars currency in his pockets, a
small amount of baggage and two large
automatics tied to him, arrived in New York
on a drizzling evening and wondered what
to do with himself.

If a policeman had noticed his bulging
hips he would have been taken care of.

Nobody but officers.is allowed to carry
arms, or even own a revolver; which means
that lawbreakers go as heavily armed as
they ever did, and also have the additional
assurance that no lonely pedestrian is
likely to pull a gun just as the gaspipe is
about to fall on his head.

There is nothing that gives a crook more
cockiness than the knowledge that his
intended victim is unarmed. For all of its
laws, policemen, sentences of judges and
- howls of the public, crime was never so
general and audacious in New York as in
these days of legal severity. The Bowery
has been fumigated; saloons wiped out; all
the haunts and dens of vice opened to the
personal inspection of Citizen Reformers;
but the gangs are more numerous and not
less successful than ever, though they use
the same old tricks and stalls and grafts as
those practised in the underworld of
Babylon.

Like almost everybody else that arrived
in the city that Spring, Jack went to a hotel
and calmly asked for a room. By the time
he had gone to three hotels he began to
realize that the clerks had a right to be
impudent and superior. It wasn’t a matter
of putting vour name on a register and tip-
ping the boy for showing you up. It wasa
matter of prepaid reservations, if not leases.

He checked his baggage and started
scouting for a place to sleep. He wandered
far, up and down stairways even. It grew
late and his feet were weary.

He went into a telephone booth and lost
his temper. The clerical voices were coolly
disdainful of any wunneeded patronage.
He got so tired of the acquired English
accent and boredom of tone that he wanted
to shout, “Hurrah for Ireland!”

A strange city on a wet night is always a
dismal place; and there is about as little
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human warmth in New York for the
stranger as on the snow-fields of Iceland.
If a New Yorker is polite it is because he has
either a gold-brick or a gaspipe up his
sleeve; but it is the strange New Yorkeress
who is preeminently to be shunned. That
is, if one wishes to have any claim at all to
wisdom.

The best thing to do with a strange
woman—in any city—is to leave your ccat-
tails in her hand and flee. The more inno-
cent she seems, the louder you should yell
for a cop.

Jack Richmond had much to learn, parti-
cularly about women—either the strange or
domesticated variety. Also he was serenely
unaware of the fact that the newcomer to
New York wears for a time a sort of dis-
tinctive aura that is visible to the lynx-
eyed prowlers of the street. Not until he
has been knocked over by a taxi, gouged by
a waiter, bilked by a rental agent, short-
changed by a ticket-broker, or in numerous
ways been cheated, flimflammed, nicked,
picked and pecked, does he assume the
outward aspect of a Gothamite.

Jack came out of the telephone booth
perspiring and ready to kill a couple of
people. Any couple. He f{felt savage.
There must be some sort of conspiracy
among clerks that they were all agreed on
the lie of “full up.”

As he stood in the glow of the drug-store
window, collar up-turned and brow studi-
ously wrinkled under his back-tilted hat, the
woman saw him. Hers were keenly apprais-
ing eyes. Dark eyes, suggestive of moods
and temper. She watched him indecisively
for a time, hesitant because of his youth.
Fat middle-aged men usually carry the wads
worth going after; but pickings were slim.

It was getting along toward midnight,
and the dismal canons that New Yorkers
call streets were deserted except for scurry-
ing figures here and there, and autos that
seemed to be monstrous bugs with the
headlights wavering sensitively over the
wet street like luminous antenne.

The woman stepped out of the shadows,
appearing as if by magic up from the dark,
wet pavement that was like a black mirror.

Jack could not help but see her.

She was young, also pretty in the bizarre

ray of girls that make their living through
being noticed. That is, the effect was a
little stagy. But Jack was green and
impressionable.
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She knew the dark alleyways and turn-
ings of the city, its danger places, both those
gay and bleak; also she knew men—her
specialty was men. Almost any woman,
if her credit is good at the dressmaker's,
can pick up almost any man; but either out
of excess of caution or through vanity of her
art she set out to hook Jack without letting
him know that he was being caught.

And though she appeared almost magi-
cally before him she took no notice of him
at all.

He saw the puzzled, worried look on her
pretty face as she examined her bag,
pushed back her cloak and fumbled in her
pockets, looked here and there, even about
her feet. As he watched he saw that the
tears were almost ready to come. But
she had not glanced at him. She was un-
aware of his existence.

But of course it was plain what had hap—
pened. The poor girl had lost her purse.
Perhaps she didn’t have even carfare. A
girl, alone, in a big, dismal city, raining
midnight; the very pavement under her
daintily shod feet should have felt pangs of
sympathy. Jack did, anyway.

He had plenty of nerve but not much gall.
If he had held off a little longer she would
have spoken to him, but ke did not know
that. So he put his hat in his hand and
tried to look fatherly as he spoke to her.

She drew back, a little startled. It
looked very much as if she was going to
misunderstand his intentions.

He hastened to assure her that he hoped
she would pardon him, but she seemed dis-
tressed. Perhaps she had lost something?
Could he be of help?

She regarded him wide-eyed with slow,
doubtful appraisal, as if a little afraid;
which made him feel even more apologetic.
She was really verv pretty and quite
young. He did not notice that her face
was rather thin, nose small and narrow, and
that there were faint hardening lines about
her small rosebud mouth.

One look at her and any New York cop
would have had her number, though he per-
haps could not have told just what dis-
tinguishing marks gave him the hunch.
But Jack was about as far from having the
wisdom of a New York copper as he was
from having the age of Methusclah.

She seemed 2 little reassured, and said,
“T must have lost it,” then glanced around
as if there was a chance of picking up the lost

article. Her_voice was sweet with-a faint

“thrilling echo of baby-talk in it.

“You have lost something?”

He was all concern, and, putting his hat
on, came a -step nearer. Also he looked
about the pavement as if to find a lost
something, too.

“My purse—it isn’t here,” and she held
up a small velvet bag to show where the
purse should have been.

“I—aw—ah—"" he said.

“I can’t imagine how——"

SHE left the sentence suspended
and looked straight at him as if
hopeful that he could imagine and
\\ould tell her.

He could not help but see that she had
dark eyes, theugh from under her snug
little fur toque were dampened wisps of
vellow hair. Her eyes were wide and
staring. She looked almost like a lost
little child in a great big forest, which
made him feel very protective and
gallant.

“I would like—you know—like to help
you—anyway.”

She drew back a little—not much, but
just enough to give a suggestion of hesi-
tancy; and he hastened to assure her that
it would be all right. He didn’t mean a
thing.

He was nervous and excited, though he
came from a family whose men were almeost
notoriously cold-blooded and unexcitable.

“But I only want to get home. It is
most unusual for me to be down-town at
night, and— My purse— I don’t know
what I shall do if—"

She had a way of ending the sentences
vaguely, leaving them dangling in the air
and as she stood with lips parted slightly
and eyes very wide and trustful he could
not do a thing less than offer to take her
home. Which was precisely what she had
known all the time that he would do.

In his eagerness to do just that it did not
occur to him that he might have advanced
a small sum by way of good-samaritanism,
and that the present of taxi fare should
have been more acceptable to her than his
company. But perhaps if youth were
sensible and wise and suspicious and cau-
tious, then the pleasure of being young and
lusty would be lost. One might as well be
born middle-aged and dyspeptic. Some-
how youth seems to carry its own pardon
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along with it even as it goes blundering
into folly.

No doubt she was a little surprized that
in the taxi he continued to treat her re-
spectfully. She was not used to having
men sit so far away. Ordinarily only
chumps did that. Nobody can pick a man’s
pocket if he stays three feet away. And
perhaps she did not try to lead him on
then; or it may have been that he was blind
to her little hints.

He respected her. This attitude was
unique to her. It may be that she almost
liked him for it. s

He talked with a nervous, boyish effort
to be agreeable. She eyed him with a sort
of warm, soft smile, set mask-like, while her
thoughts were busy with other things.
Picking the pocket was not her regular
means of livelihood, largely because she
lacked the elusive deftness of a true gon-
moll. The circumstances had to be favor-
able, like those offered by a close embrace
and a jolty road.

When the taxi stopped before an expres-
sionless brick-faced apartment-house, she
asked softly with an alert little conspirator
air if he wouldn’t like to come up a minute
and have a drink.

“Drink” has become a magic word.

People who care nothing about booze now
perk up and smack their lips if offered a
hooker of tea-colored dynamite. Prohi-
bitionists go around sadly wondering what
is the matter with human nature.
- Jack cared about as much for whisky as
he did for turpentine flavored with cayenne;
but what he did care about was the invita-
tion, so he looked silly and eager.

He told the taxi to wait; but the taxi was
a cynic and wanted to know “What for?”
So Jack paid for an hour in advance, and
as the taxi could see he had not taken its
number it rolled off as soon as he was out of
sight.

Nobody but a very young idiot would ever
let himself be led around at midnight into
a strange apartment by a strange lady with-
out growing suspicious of her kindness; but
fools rush in where devils walk on tiptoes.
Jack was a little agitated by the adventure,
and rapidly growing more and more
affected by what beauty the girl had.

The apartment was warm and cozy, about
as big as a couple of bandboxes sewed to-
gether. The furniture was of the highly.
varnished kind, spindle-legged chairs with
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plush backs. A young countryman like
Jack would get the impression of wealth;
but six months of city life would have made
him think the apartment gaudily shabby.
Value is always a matter of perspective; a
starving man feasts on crusts, and Jack
felt that something exceptionally fortunate
in the way of romance had fallen to him.

She had him give up his damp top-coat
and hat. She was hospitable and cheerful.
She removed her cloak and hat, peered in a
mirror and impudently powdered her nose
before his face. He liked it.

Her hair was short, bobbed, blondined.
Her skirts were short, which gave her em-
phatically a school-girl appearance; and
there was no age in her face—at least none
apparent to his eyes. Her voice was
sweet, honeyed. It made him want to
squeeze her, but he didn’t. He was afraid
shegmight not like it, and he did not want
to offend her. '

She swept a collection of ornamental
knick-knacks from the table and brought
out a lunch cloth with a lot of yellow birds
on it. Then she brought cheese, salami,
rye bread, dill pickles and stuffed olives out
for a sandwich. He was eager and helpful.

She opened the doors of a little cabinet
and dragged forth John Barleycorn by the
neck and put him on a little tray with two
small glasses. She motioned toward the
cabinet, which was well stocked with
bottles.

“I got a friend on the prohib payroll.
Pinches booze. Confiscates it, you know,
Pours part of it in the gutter. Keeps the
rest. He’s a-good judge o’ whisky.”

Somehow Jack did not like the idea of
her having any other friends in the world
than himself. He rather resented that
vague prohibition official; but he couldn’t
speak of it just then.

He let her fill his glass because he wanted
to do the manly thing and take a full-sized
drink; and she knew exactly how he felt.
She was half-amused and really liked him.
He was so young and eager, also rather
handsome.

For herself she scarcely covered the bot-
tom of the glass. She was wise in the evil
of the world, and knew that whisky and
women do not mix well.

It pleased her to see how easily she could
make a fool of the boy. She said, “Excuse
me a min’te,”” and tripped out with a
mysterious air as if to bring a surprize.
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She brought the surprize with her all
right. It came in the form of a creamy
kimono stained with the falling petals of
intensely red roses; and she was inside of
it. She had slipped it on over her dress as
the other way would have taken too long.

Jack gasped. His admiration was trans-
parent. More than that, he exclaimed—

“Great , but you are pretty!”

“Am I?” she asked a little wistfully, as if
slightly saddened because she wasn’t sure
if he were sincere.

“You are. Wonderful! I think you are
beautiful. Honest. I can’t tell you how
beautiful I think you are.”

Her face was pensively downcast as she
remarked: 5

“What if my husband should come in an’
hear you say—"

-_ Y “HUSBAND!”

Jack felt as if a large, icy fist had
. been planted in his stomach. He
was really unnerved for a moment, as any
man might be upon finding himself in all in-
nocence turned into a sneak, a poacher, a vi-
olator of family ties. Out of the largeness
of his innocence he had thought it impossible
for a girl to run around the streets of New
York without keing appropriated by some
man with eyes as good as his own. She
had a husband.

Jack turned white and became quiet.

“What is the matter?” she cried, really
surprized.

He had been agitated and nervous before.
Now he was suddenly calm, nerveless,

“This husband. I didn’t think—” he
stammered.

“Are you afraid?”

There was a vague touch of contempt.

“Afraid?” he repeated. ‘“What of? No.
I am not afraid.”

He was looking hard at her.

“No. Not of him,” he added.

“Why—why, boy, wimat is the matter?”

“Matter?” he asked sardonically. “Mat-
ter? I'm afraid my wife may come and
catch me.”

She laughed and impulsively threw her
arms about him, but he pushed her aside
roughly.

“Get away. Keep off. This husband
fellow—why wasn’t he here to say, ‘How-de-
do’ when I came? I'd like to meet him.
You should—you should train him better.
Make him hospitable to your friends.”

SS

The woman suddenly realized that she
had got this boy all wrong. It was part of
the badger game to prepare the victim for
the coming of the husband and have him
already nervous, afraid.

But Jack did not fall true to type. She
would have to spin her tongue and go some
to throw a scare into him, for unless the
sucker is scared he may object to loosening
up on his roll.

Rapidly, in the breathless, confidential
way that a woman has when lying des-
perately, she began.

Her husband was a terrible fellow. He
had killed two men. He was jealous of her.
He beat her. :

“The lousy dog,” said young Jack
Richmond, straightening up and never for a
moment having a flicker of doubt at the
truth of her story.

“Some day he will kill me!” she cried.

She really got interested in her own
story, and spun a wild-eyed romance of
which she was the unlucky heroine. She
told of how she had ,been beaten up;
and in this she did not need much imagina-
tion. Nor did she fabricate greatly in
telling of the fear for her life. 2

But she played wildly on his sympathy"
with picturesque details of her abused days.
She had no friends. No one to love. No
one to trust.

She leaned forward affectionately, but
Jack did not notice. :

He was a hare-brained youngster with
no discretion, and did not realize that a
serpent’s fangs are more to be trusted than
a strange woman's tongue; but sheer innate
honesty protected him. If she were_pmr-
ried he had no right to offer hefa caress.
The pious bludgeonings and.e61d blood of the
Richmonds shewed up surprizingly at the
criticamoment.

As they sat there, Jack in breathless
silence, his every sense of justice aflame, and
the woman breathlessly imagining abuses of
her husband, there came a rough knocking
on the door and a blustering voice shouted:

“Here, open dis door! What’s goin’ on
in me own joint?”

“My husband!” the woman gasped, and
almost fell from her chair.

After a preliminary bluster and clatter
on the door to intimidate the victim and
prepare him for the collapse the man opened
it easily enough. Any sensible man inside
the room with the “wife” would have been
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frightened out of his wits; but Jack was
young enough to be crazy and of a tempera-
ment that was not disturbed by threats.

“Butch” Malloy lurched inside. His big
cap was twisted at an angle that almost
concealed one side of his face. The ear on
the other side was crumpled and disfigured.
His pugilistic arms were swung from his
body in the attitude of a rushing gorilla.
He looked tough, dangerous.

His fists were about the size of hams.
His jaw was thrust out like a bulldog’s.
The police knew him for a bad egg, a
gangster that would fight.

He started impetuously to say something
about croaking- somebody, but his words
were twisted, choked, shut off; and the
outraged attitude suddenly became one of
humble surrender. His hands went up and
his jaw dropped down. He was looking
into the mouth of an automatic that seemed
big enough to swallow him.

“I was wishing you would come,” said
Jack with precocious coolness as he drew
himself up to the righteous attitude of a
Righter of Wrongs. “I’ve been hearing
about you. Now be still and don’t try to
argue. I've got reenforcements right here
“handy.”

With that he pulled out the second auto-
matic and trained its cannon-like muzzle on
the astonished gangster.

The woman made a sobbing sound so
curiously like hysteric laughter that Jack
turned and glanced at her; but her face
was hid in her folded arms as she crouched
in a chair before the table covered with the
untouched delicatessen feast. In turning,
Jatk-had laid himself open to attack from
the gangster who was poised as if to rush;
but Butch hesitated half a second too long.

“Why don’t you try it>” Jack-asked with
icy contempt. “I’ll make you look like a
doughnut, you try anything on me. I'm
going to teach you how it feels to get
beat up.”

NS4 A GLEAM of hope appeared in
e et Butch’s eye. If the young fool
HEPES put down his guns to t1v fist-blows—
well, he had got the name of “Butcher” in
the squared ring, where in his younger days
he had stood a chance at the welterweight
title. But laziness and beer had tarnished
his fistic honors; yet he was confident
enough in his ferocious mug and threatening
fists to play the badger game without a gat.
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If a fellow had a gun on him the girl was
supposed to have removed it; but under
the strict antigun-packing law pick-ups were
seldom heeled. But, so to speak, Jack had
run in a marked deck on the badgers.

“Take off your coat,” said the boy.

Butch hesitated. :

With the cold arrogance of one of his own
great-uncles, Jack added—

“My man, move when I speak to you!”

Butch moved. Especially he moved his
lips, from which curses flowed like oil from
an overturned bottle—just oozed out
smoothly and effortlessly.

Again the queer hysteric laughter-like sob
came from the woman. Jack was too busy
to look at her. Butch had shed his coat.

She was Butch’s girl, all right; but there
were times when she hated him. Not when
he beat her, but when he mockingly told
her of the other woman who was also his
girl; and, according to Butch, much pret-
tier and a more successful rustler. It
might have been a consolation to know that
he told the other girl the same thing.

It had been at Butch’s insistence, em-
phasized by a series of pinches on the arms—
unless greatly provoked he did not bat her
in the eye since it impaired her working
ability for days to come—that she had gone
out on a rainy evening to grab off something.

She did not know anything about poetic
justice, but it pleased her sense of humor to
see Butch’s ham-like hands up in the air as
if he were getting ready to try to fly. She
knew that she must pay in the end, probably
with two black eyes; but it was worth it—
only she did not dare let him see her laugh.

And yet she wanted to laugh. She had
worked that young fool up until he was
going to punish Butch for beating her—and
Butch would beat her harder than-ever for
not having got those guns put aside. But
Tow could she suspect that such an innocent
would be packing a pair of rods—particu-
larly when he kept-her an_arm’s length
away? It was a good joke in spite of her
grievance.

Having caused the coat to be shed, Jack
ordered—

“Your shirt now—climb out of it.”

“W’at?” Butch cried, his brow furrowed
with honest puzzlement, his indignation
rising.

“Come, come,” said the young lunatic,
who was cool and nerveless as the proverbial
cucumber. “Take off that shirt.”
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The sentence came out crisply, like a drill-
sergeant talking to a club-footed recruit;
and the twin automatics settled down so
menacingly that Butch hurriedly began
scratching at his collar. It was a silk shirt
of wide blue and yellow stripes, and Butch
tore it; which made him swear, for it was a
new shirt. But he got it off, and stood
forth in heavy woolen underwear from the
waist up.

Jack spoke again.

“Get out of that underwear.”

“W’a-a-at!” came in long-drawn aston-
ishment from the outraged Butch. Butch
was a gang leader, a hard-boiled nut, full of
crimes and even a bit red of hand; he didn’t
know what morals were—but he was not

immodest. And the unreasoning demand
shocked him.
“T'll he foist!”

“As you say,” answered the cold and

heartless young idiot to as dangerous a
gangster as there was in the city; and he
lifted an automatic as if merely taking a
little care to put the bullet directly between
Butch’s eyes.

Butch changed his mind about his willing-
ness to he ; and as he clawed at the
buttons of his undershirt he looked in anger
and exasperation toward the woman in the
chair. But she was not watching. She
was careful to avoid Butch’s eyes.

For one thing she was afraid of the threat
that would be there.
willing to see Butch get his if he thought so
much of the other lizzie.

“Clear out of it,” said Jack.

Butch was glowering and uncertain. He
did not know what was coming, but enough
had already arrived to make him uneasy.
His fingers twitched with longing to get
hold of that fool’s slender neck. He tried to
beg off and explain, but the “shut up” was
emphatic. The mouths of the two mon-
strous automatics gaped at him steadily.

“Now,” said Jack with an air of finality,
“down on your belly—flat on the floor.”

Butch’s jaw dropped as if broken. He
stared dully. Insult was being added to
indecency.

“Do you want me to drop you?”’ the boy
threatened, ramming one of the guns
agamst the bare ribs of Butch.

uh!” the gangster whined, shnnk-
ing from the chill muzzle.

“On vour belly,” Jack commanded as
gutturally as he could.

For another she was.

57

“Say now, bo, looka here——"’

“Take a half-hitch on your tongue.”

“W’at’s that?”

“Shut up.”

“I'll croak youse f’r dis,” Butch muttered
sullenly, drawing his head down into his
shoulders like a snake that settles on itself to
strike.

“Come on, get down. Clear down.
That’s it. More yet. Flat. Flat, I tell
you. Put your hands out—out in front of
you. Clear out. If you make a move I'll
brain you.”

Butch Malloy, a dude of gangdom, hali-
undressed and wholly humiliated, lay prone
at the feet of his badger-game wife, while
the young idiot she had roped in bowed
politely to her.

Jack did not doubt her truthfulness, and
he had belief in rigorous justice. To- his
way of thinking the wife-beater was about
two feet lower than a cockroach.

The girl sat staring in real breathlessness
and part alarm. She was mystified as to
what was coming, and uneasy.

She was dumfounded when Jack said that
now she was to repay her brute of a hus-
band blow for blow and teach him the les-
son of how it felt to be struck.

“Take off his belt and light into him.
Make ’em warm, too.”

It was her turn to gasp an astonished—

“Wha-at?”

Butch let go of an enraged growl.

“Shut up,” said Jack, sighting along the
barrel at him. Adding:

“Take off his belt and start in.
him good.”

MAGGIE NEVIN, known as
“Butch’s Mag” to dlstmgulsh her

I from numerous other molls whose
mothers had also liked Margaret for a
monaker, felt herself in a pickle.

She did not at all understand why she
should he thought eager to wallop her man.
It was right and proper for a woman in the
heat of a quarrel to bounce something off
the head of her husband. That was part
of married life and relieved the monotony
that might otherwise have ended in
divorce.

She was terrified at the idea of striking
Butch. ~ Sooner or later he would kill her for
it, surely. At that moment she had no
great love for Butch. She was even willing
to stand by and see him get his, though she

Wallop
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knew that she was storing up blackened
eyes for herself.

Her eyes met Butch’s angry, warning
gaze. She had avoided him and his
efforts to signal her to bean that fellow.
The result was that he felt so completely
double-crossed that he had begun to
imagine the whole thing was a frame-up
on himself. :

It was beyond him, however, to imagine
that anybody could be such a chivalrous,
innocent fool as not to be agitated by the
appearance of an outraged husband, and it
looked suspiciously as if she had tipped this
fellow off to play a little joke on him. No
doubt she had wised the guy up that he,
Butch, wouldn’t be carrying a gun.

Butch shot some sentences at her that
showed how he felt and what he thought;
and he ended fiercely—

“Youse bot’ go to t’ morgue f’r dis!”

“Oh, yes. Yes. Certainly,” said Jack.
“We’ll go to the morgue and identify you—
if you don’t keep your mouth shut.”

The woman knew that Butch was in
deadly earnest. He might in time cool off
a little and listen to reason, but right then
and there if he got the chance he would kill
them both.

She said—

“He’ll croak me sure!”

Jack said:

“No, not if you buy a poodle for a watch-
dog. He’ll keep away and buy himself a
rag doll to beat up. Take his belt and give
him a hundred cuts. I'll count ’em.
What you waiting for?”

Oaths crackled from Butch. He writhed
on to his side, twisting about and snarling
threats.

“Shut up,” said Jack, again sighting
along the barrel of a gun; and there are few
things more intimidating than to have. a
cold eye looking at you along the sights.

“He'll croak me,” the girl whispered
pathetically. :

But Jack stooped over. He laid one of
the guns on the seat of a chair behind him,
and with the free hand pulled loose the belt
in Butch’s trousers.

As he did so the gangster motioned ex-
citedly, whispering: “Nail it! Nail it!”
meaning for her to pick up the gun on the
chair seat; and when she hesitated he was
half-crazed with anger. He reached out,
grasping her ankle and bruising it in a
fierce grip until she screamed.
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At that Jack brought the belt down
overhandedly and the buckle struck on
Butch’s face.

On the instant the gangster went mad.
He forgot all about guns and everything
else. He had the fury of a runty Samsen,
suddenly aware that Delilah was a double-
Crosser.

He slewed himself around at the blow,
and, reaching upward with unexpected
swiftness, snatched Jack’s wrist, partly
twisting the gun from his hand. Jack
came down on top of him.

For a few seconds they struggled brutally,
with Butch the stronger and fiercer, and
much the more expert at the hazardeus
game of rough-and-tumble. He was the
heavier too; and at last as he got a choking
grip on the boy’s neck he jested savagely,
bending the boy’s neck back almost to the
breaking-point while with a free hand he
easily tore the gun loose.

“To d’ morgue, huh? Yes, soitenly—dis
is where youse go—feet foist——"

Butch did not complete the sentence.
A noiseless explosion full of fire-flashes and
sparks seemed to go off inside of his head;
and he settled over on his side, mouth
agape and a trickle of blood seeping threugh
the cut on his scalp while his throttling held
about the boy’s neck relaxed.

SO IT came about that Jack and
Butch’s Mag fled through the driz-
zling night. Butch had been knocked
out, and when he came to he would rally his
gang and seek them far and wide. He
would croak them both, just as he had said.

Jack knew less about where to go than if
he had been blind-folded and turned loose in
a labyrinth. Mag had made it convinc-
ingly plain that he would be knifed or shot
by men he had never seen; and she had
wailed—

“I ought ’a’ bashed vour bean; then
Butch ’d ’a’ listened to me.”

But she might as well have spoken in
Greek for all the understanding he got out
of it.

He was dazed and left with a sense of
helplessness at being made to know that
there was no husband, that it was all a
crook game, that he had been picked for a
sucker and had messed up the show by
springing his hardware. It was all befud-
dling to Jack.

There is no way of telling why Maggie
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knocked Butch out at that crucial moment,
for she did not know herself. She called
herself a nut for having done it; but it was
probably because she knew Butch would
kill the boy. It may have been that she
either liked the boy too much to think
he ought to be croaked; or it may have been,
as she afterward insisted, that she did it to
save Butch from the chair—where he surely
would have gone if he had killed the boy.

Anyway, pulling Jack after her, she made
for Riccardo’s Café. Riccardo was a power
in the wunderworld. She knew him.
Maybe he-would help her out.

The modern underworld is not the sordid,
dirty, noisy, flagrant place of popular
imagination; and its citizens are not the
unshaven and slovenly dressed toughs of
Bowery traditions. Excepting among those
places kept largely for the slumming trade
there is nowadays very little to distinguish
the joint of the king-pin gangster from
that of an honest restaurateur who de-
pends solely on robbery by menu for a
livelihood.

In her flight Maggie made straight for
Riccardo’s, which was known to the police
as a kind of headquarters for people who
ought to have been mugged, even if they
weren’t. For instance, in some of the
private dining-rooms up-stairs there were
frequently large games of poker. In other
dining-rooms mobs laid the plans for jobs.
At other tables friends could meet socially.
Riccardo’s was quiet and popular.

The street in front of the café was empty
as that of a dead city. The rain sifted
down in a fine spray, scarcely more than a
mist, and even the street-lights seemed
dampened.

“Listen, kid,” she said, taking hold of his
arm at the entrance, “you and me ’s in
Dutch together, and if 1 don’t frame a spiel
that strikes Riccardo right—well, kid, you
an’ me ’ll be layin’ in the morgue this time
tomorrow waiting for the cor’ner to look us
over. I don’t know what's jinxed me. I
wouldn’t 'a’ hit Butch with that strap for a
thousand dollars, yet I brained him with a
gat-butt. My luck was sure born cross-eyed.

“And I'm telling you flat I ain’t got a
thing against vou, only—" and here her
voice rose in a petulant little wail—
“I wish to —— you'd died in your cradle.”

And it happened that this part of the
conversation was overheard by a tall,
rather slender man, dressed in black, who
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carried a slim, black, fragile walking-stick
and had a very slight limp.

He was just inside the entrance door.
He had seen them coming and had stepped
back that they might come in; but then
they paused and the girl spoke as quoted.
Her remarks were enough to interest
any one.

The man in black continued to wait, and
when the girl came in he gave her a quick
glance and knew her by her type. The
thing that had really impressed him was the
unusual generosity with which she had
claimed not to hold a grudge against the
fellow who had evidently brought down the
cross-eyed luck upon her. The girl, only
semi-civilized, was honest in her way.

The man took a look at the boy
stared in fact; and it was not his habit to
stare at strangers. He knew the boy and
his type better even than he knew the girl;
and the boy’s strained, set face was much
the more interesting. He followed them
back into the restaurant.

The head waiter approached, his glassy
eye fixed appraisingly on them. At their
request for a room he shook his head in
humble regret. There was no room un-
taken or at least not reserved. He knew
that Maggie was a patron of no importance,
and thought she had hooked a greenhorn
whose strained, bloodless face indicated
worry and did not denote a spending spirit.
Riccardo’s frowned upon street-girls who
dragged their pick-ups there. It was hard
enough to keep reformers from finding out
too much as it was.

But over their shoulders the head waiter
caught the eye of the man in black who
had followed them; and he suddenly re-
membered that there was one room, unoc-
cupied. It had slipped his mind. He led
the way.

The man in black with the slight limp
followed.

They went up the curtained stairway,
and the head waiter himself played usher;
for he had considerable respect for the thin,
slender, gray-eyed man in black that
followed. :

Maggie and the boy went into the room,
and the man followed them in without a
word and stood quietly looking at the boy.
At first the man was not noticed except as
one unconsciously notices a waiter standing
by to get the order.

“I gotta have a drink before I talk to
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Riccardo,” and with that Maggie raised her
eyes to the stranger she had mistaken for a
waiter.

She gave so surprized a gasp that it was
obvious she recognized the man; but a

slight gesture kept her silent.

%

7788 anything that happened. He looked

at the man abstractly and seemed
indifferent as to whether he was a waiter or
not.

The girl’s attitude was constrained. The
caste system is scarcely less defined in
gangland than in India; and this man she
knew by sight as one with a reputation for a
killer and an underworld Brahmin. His
voice was low, soft, but not very pleasant.

He was rather expert at bluffing, so he
opened the conversation easily by settling
himself at the table and asking—

. “What’s the row between you and

Butch?”

Naturally it seemed that Butch had re-
" covered, tetephoned to various places and
already spread the news. Maggie was
troubled. She began to tell the story; but
the stranger appeared to pay no attention,
and most of the time was watching Jack.
He even intérrupted to ask—

“You haven’t been in New York long?”

“About—let’s see—five or six hours.
What time is it?  Oh, I’ve been here about
eight hours.”

“And you are from——’

“California.”

“Your name happens to be——"

“Richmond. Jack Richmond.”

The stranger smiled slightly. He had
thin, cold lips; and other people than Jack
had thought him insultingly remote of
manner and aloof even while asking im-
pertinent questions. But as a matter of
fact Jack mistook him for Riccardo, of
whom Maggie had spoken so emphatically.

Maggie went on with her story, and grew
excited as she went. She told it all with
naive frankness, but swore up and down
that she had struck Butch to keep him
from the chair. He would have killed the
kid.

There was now nothing of the seductive
baby-talk in her voice. She was a daughter
of gangland, talking for her life, squaring
herself. She knew that the man to whom
she talked was close in with Riccardo, but
even a caste or two above him. What

JACK had quit being surprized at

’
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this man said to Riccardo would have
weight; what Riccardo said to Butch
would be law.

“. . . now if 'm a liar may the—
catch me ’fore I takes another breath.
I give it to this boy too strong about
Butch bein’ a walloper. He does slam me
around some, but who’s got a better right

’n him? Well, I don’t throw a scare into
this kid a-tall.
“Say—" and she turned half-wrathful

eyes on him— *‘he don’t scare worth a sour
bean. He puts Butch in the air with two
toy cannons that I never knowed he had;
an’ Butch thinks it's the double x I'm
handing him. So vou see where I stood
to get off, right from the time the ponies
got away. L

The man wrote a note, called a waiter
and sent it out.

“. . . Butch ’ll croak me sure. And I
wouldn’t give him the throw-down for a
millyor dollars. I wouldn’t. Honest. He
ought to know it, too. It ’d ’a’ been a jolt
o’ the juice in the chair f’r him if I hadn’t
beaned him. Don’t you see it would?
I'm telling vou straight.

“And honest, I didn’t want to see this
kid get hurted. He’s all right, only he
just didn’t understand about me an’
Butch.”

The humiliation of disillusionment bore
down heavily on the boy.

He sat dejected, ashamed, angry. From
the girl's lips he heard that she had trapped
him on the street-and carried him off, all
merely as an every-day incident in her way
of life. Just to trim him for his roll.

He felt as sickened as if awakening from a
pipe of ven-shee. There is nothing more
humbling than to know that one has been a
fool with the idea of being very gallant.

He refused to seem to be listening to what
was said, but sat with eyes averted.

%a% AN HOUR later there were certain
L) developments.

2 Riccardo had come in response to
the note. He eyed the boy with unusual
interest, twisted his little spiked mustache,
blinked his dark, gimlet eyes.

He scarcely noticed the girl. She was
only a cheap little crook, known to him by
sight; and Riccardo did not like to en-
courage the idea that women could come to
him when they quarreled with their sweet-
hearts. But the boy interested him greatly.
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"So he went out, and by sending messen-
gers and having others telephone he finally
got Butch’s ear on the wire; and Butch said
that if Riccardo felt that way about it of
course he was willing to call it quits; but
that it was going to be mighty hard to make
him glad to see Mag again if he couldn't
bash her in the nose.

But when Riccardo mentioned the name
of the slender man with the slight limp and
said that /e was interested in having Mag-
gie’s nose retain its classic shape and purity
of color Butch acknowledged that he had
lost all desire to punch it. Such is the
virtue of a reputation; the man with the
limp was known as a killer, with friends in
the high places.

Maggie took the news with a cry of joy,
and jumped up, eager to be gone that she
might the sooner be reconciled to her
Butcher. If he would only listen to reason
he would be grateful to her for that crack on
the head. It had saved him from the chair,
sure.

As she was going she caught a glance and
a gesture from the stranger. What he
signaled surprized her, and she hesitated;
but at his silent insistence she suddenly
flung herself in a good-by caress on to the
boy. It was a determined sort of caress,
as if she had expected resistance; besides,
her work as a pickpocket was a little coarse
at best.

But Jack took it sullenly. He only
half-heartedly pushed at her to make her
get away; so after squeezing his neck and
wishing him good luck, she darted through
the door with a padded wallet slipped into
her waist.

That would do something to make Butch
mighty glad to see her; but out of the wis-
dom of many past experiences she would
secretly divide the roll into two parts, one
of which would go into a hiding-place known
to herself and to no one else.

A ALONE in the private dining-room
|-‘ =] where nothing had been served,
5 Jack and the man in black sat silent
for a long time. Jack kept his eyes toward
the floor, and the man watched him.
“You're a long way from home, son,”
said the man.

No answer.

“Know anybody here?”

He shook his head, then added that he
had an uncle that sometimes came to New
York, but had never known his address.

“Maybe you’ve heard of him,” the boy
said with a stir of life. ‘“His name’s
Everhard. Don Everhard.”

And the man asked with cruel softness—

“Haven’t you had about enough to do
with crooks without looking up this uncle?”’

He dropped- his head. The glamour of -
crookdom and errantry had diminished.

“You have a little money, I suppose?”
* The boy wearily patted his pocket as a
man does in half-heartedly taking an un-
necessary precaution; then he sat up stifly
and with more interest began patting other
pockets and thrusting inquiring fingers into
them.

“I must have—it’s gone—lost it. I—it
must have fallen out of my pocket—I
thought I had it.”

He was talking slowly, without accent or
emphasis, like a man hypnotized.

“Your friend Maggie took it when she
kissed you good-by. You thought she
really liked you a bit, didn’t you? My son,
beware of women—particularly the woman
that likes you.

“Now listen. You are a long way from
home. You have no morey. You have
no friends. This uncle of yours—Ever-
hard—I know him slightly. I can say
that he has done me a favor a time or two.
Now supposing this morning that I see you
on the train with a ticket back to your old
home town—what d’ you say?”

Jack looked up, his eyes steady; and he
answered quietly, with finality:

“No. What I want is a breakfast and a
bed. Then I'll get a job some place—and
T'll earn my own fare back. I don't take
any money off crooks. Not meaning” to
offend anybody, you know. But I'm say-
ing just how I feel about it.”

So naturally as I sat there with him and
he did not know who I was, I was proud of
him; for earlier in the evening he had shown
himself to be a boy of spirit and honest
gallantry, and in the wee hungry hours of
morning he proved himself a fellow of
backbone and good judgment.

ol
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by Pronk Richordsie Pirée

" JJOONER or later they would
clash, these two arctic rovers,
M and when it did happen deep-

: water men and coastwise only
hoped they would be near enough to wit-

ness the fight. Perhaps it would be on the
beach at Nome after a season in the ice,
or maybe in some bay or open water of the
ice-dotted arctic.

There was Madison—a two-fisted man
and a square shooter, with just a touch of
sentiment in his make-up to add to his
fighting qualities. The Siberian as well
as the North American natives who came
down from the arctic regions to trade rare
furs and ivory knew Madison and liked
him. He spoke the different dialects and
contrary to many traders who prided them-
selves on their ability to handle the different
tribes in their own tongue, Madison did
not “talk like a woman,” as the men fre-
quently stated, when discussing the traders
in general. Among the different tribes
there are many words meaning the same,
but differing slightly in spelling and diction
—the men of the tribe using one form ex-
clusively and the women the other. To
“talk like a woman” is to lose caste.

Madison’s great chest and powerful arms,
too, also interested them. Once they had
seen him pick up an anchor and toss it
over the side. The strongest man in the
tribe had failed to lift it when he attempted
the feat several days later. Madison had
consoled him by actually giving him a
pound of tea and asking nothing in return.

*Copyright, 1921, by Frank Richardson

62

In contrast to Madison there was Black
Pete. Pecte believed in taking what he
wanted. He drove a sharp bargain and
his goods were never of the best. The am-
munition he traded did not always explode
and sometimes a native's life depended
upon the proper functioning of the car-
tridge. Other goods brought by this trader
did not measure up to what the natives
believed to be the standard. And for them
they had exchanged their good furs and
ivory. He was also inclined to jeer at their
traditions and beliefs. Madison respected
them, though he might indulge in a qulet
laugh in the privacy of his cabin.

While they might admire Madison's great
strength, they feared the same quality in
Pete. Where Pete had come from no one
knew. It was hinted that a series of deals
in the South Sea islands had made the lo-
cality unhealthy for him.

And as both men were in the same trade,
touching at the same villages, it was in-
evitable they should meet at times. Mad-
ison made little attempt to conceal his con-
tempt for the other’s mcthods and his
treatment of the natives.

“He'll put every white trader in bad if
he keeps it up,” Madison told them at
Nome, and his auditors agreed.

Besides this there was a personal ac-
count to settle.. In a race for a certain
village for a particularly rich catch of furs
Pete had played a rather underhanded
trick. It was in the davs before the revolu-
tion and Russian gunboats patrolled the
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Siberian coast-line. Pete had encountered
one of the craft and coming alongside in-
formed the commander that Madison, with
a schooner-load of whisky, was bound on
a trading-expedition. -

Because Madison had no wish to be
held up while his schooner was searched,
and for the excitement of the thing, he had
led the gunboat a merry chase amid the
ice-fields. In the mean time Pete had
made the most of his opportunity and
secured the furs. After that Pete, who had
seen Madison in Nome several times, was
careful to avoid him.

This year they had again met for the
first time. Pete smiled a bit nervously
and kept his hand in his coat pocket. Mad-
ison had nodded shortly and passed on.
Both schooners had put into Nome for
fuel, and from the activity aboard the
Cleo—Pete’s craft—Madison suspected they
intended sailing immediately. However
about ten o’clock that night, though the
midnight sun seemed trying to prove it
was still day, Pete’s mate put off in a dory
and some time later boarded the Mary
where he greeted Madison pleasantly.

“You haven’t got much use for Pete and
he knows it,” began the mate, “and he
sent me over to see if you wouldn’t let by-
gones be bygones and join forces for a big
clean-up. He knows of a tribe that’s pretty
well stocked up with furs and ivory. Last
year they wouldn’t listen to reason and no
trading was done. The chief is a wise old
bird and it seems he’s heard about the high
cost of living. We want more for our stuff,
and so he wants more for his to sort of even
things up.”

“True!” agreed Madison, “and why not?
You get more for furs and ivory at Seattle
than vou used to.”

“Yeah,” replied the mate, “but why let
these natives cut in on the moneye? It
don’t cost ’em any more to trap and hunt.”

“Yes, it does, if we charge ’em more for
our goods,” replied Madison; “but go on
with your proposition.” ;

“Pete’s got a big idea. Since the revolu-
tion in Russia the coast ain’t patrolled so
much. Two schooners, such as the Mary
and Cleo, with men who ain’t afraid of
trouble could make a raid an’ get several
years’ stock of furs and ivory for nothing.”

“Yes?” queried Madison. “And kill
the confidence the natives have in white
traders for years to come.”
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“Well,” replied the other uneasily, “we
won’t be here to worry about it.”

“You go back to Pete,” ordered Madison
in a dangerous tone, “and ask him why he
didn’t have courage enough to come aboard
himself with the proposition. And tell
him for me that he’s going to play a white
game in his dealings along the Siberian
coast or I'll see to it that he does.”

“Yes, sir,” replied the mate respectfully,
“but is that a suggestion or a threat?”

“That’s a threat!” retorted Madison.
“It’s the only sort of language he under-
stands. Now get out!”

The mate went over the side a bit hur-
riedly.

“Which means,” said Madison thought-
fully, “we’ll have trouble with that fellow
before the season’s over. He don’t know

how to deal fairly.”
ﬁ in mind when his mate had referred
to a store of furs and ivory. On the
bleak coast of Siberia at Whalen was a
prosperous tribe. Each year the walrus
came down and the mighty hunters of the
tribe fared forth and returned laden with
meat for food and hides for clothing which
the women skilfully made up. Thanks to
old Mashlugi, the medicine-man, evil
spirits and devils were under his control,
and rarely did sickness overtake a member
of the village. To him was rightfully ac-
corded full credit for prosperity, and his
power was as great as that of Emalcroit, the
chief. Together they worked in perfect
harmony.

Because she was the faster vessel, the
Mary dropped anchor off the village several
days before the Cleo could possibly arrive.
Madison was ashore a half-hour later, con-
siderably puzzled. Although there was
evidence of recent occupancy, not a human
being was in sight. A strange situation,
thought Madison, whose previous visits had
been attended with considerable excitement
and much activity on the part of the various
types of skin-boats.

It was but a few rods to the top of a low
hill, and as a faint trail led to the summit,
his curiosity prompted him to follow it.
A member of the crew, making his first
vovage ‘“into the ice’’ accompanied him.

In a small depression just over the hill
a strange sight greeted the pair. The en-
tire tribe was solemnly holding on to a

MADISON knew the place Pete had
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rope, which was supported near the other
end by a spar, set upright in the ground.
With his head through a noose, and pulled
clear of the ground, an unfortunate kicked
and squirmed about in the last agonies of
strangulation. He was blue in the face,
while his untied arms threshed wildly.

Almost at the same instant Mashlugi
caught sight of the pair. Without loosen-
ing his own hold, nor expressing surprize
at their unexpected appearance, he shouted
something in his native tongue. ;

“To —— with you!” replied Madison.

Again came an order from the native,
who had apparently understood Madison’s
retort to his first command, though it had
been spoken in English.

“All right, old sport, I won’t then. When
you get through hanging that guy, come
down to the schooner and we’ll talk bus-
iness.”

And without another word or glance
Madison turned on his heel and walked
over the hill. 'The seaman followed close-
ly.
y“What’d that old cuss say?” he queried.
“Told us to get hold of the rope with the
rest of them. I wasn’t going to help hang
the poor devil, so I told him to go to —.
He said we couldn’t look on, so I replied
we would go.”

“What’s the big idea, do you suppose?”

“Oh, these people kill off their aged and
infirm,” Madison explained, “and con-

sidering the hard life they lead and the.

fact that it’s impossible to carry them along
I suppose it is really a merciful thing to do,
even though we don’t do things that
way.

“They give them the choice of being _

hanged, stabbed or shot. All parties take
it as a matter of course. At East Cape once
a fellow came in and stated his mother was
prettv bad and he guessed they’d have to
kill her. The chief looked her over and
I’ll admit she was in a bad way. She
elected to be stabbed and they placed her
on a skin, stripped to the waist. Then a
man tore off a bit of his denim parka,
wrapped it about the blade, threw himself
down upon his face, muttered something,
then after a single thrust it was all over.”

“Hmmmm!” gasped the astonished sea-
man, and with that he cast a doubtful glance
at Madison, but decided from the grave
expression upon the captain’s face, he was
telling a matter of fact experience.
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boarded the schooner shortly there-

after. Ves, they had a goodly
supply of furs and some fine ivory. All of
which was stored near by. They hinted
at Russian sable, various kinds of fox-pelts
and the skins of other fur-bearing animals
of the Far North—all in prime condition.

In turn Madison mentioned the varied
articles of trade he had brought, not for-
getting to play up a ‘“knocked-down’” house
suitable for the residence of a chief. The
latter’s eyes glistened, and Madison was
hopeful until they discussed terms. The
chief was firm in his stand, even though
his prices were impossible.

Madison shook his head.

“No, chief,” he told him in the native
dialect. ‘“You want too much. I can't
do business. You know me from the bus-
iness we have done in the past. I have al-
ways been just.”

The chief acknowledged the justice of
previous transactions, but held out for his
price, and eventually stepped into his skin-
boat and was paddled ashore.

“Did you notice Mashlugi’s mucklucks?”
queried the mate.

“T did, now that you mention it,” re-
plied Madison, “and I meant to ask him
about them.”

The captain seemed to be considering
for a moment, then added:

“I wonder if he’d trade them. If I
could only find the reason for his peculiar
style, then get the mucklucks, they’d bring
a good price from a collecter of curios. I'm
going ashore,” he added with decision.

The mucklucks worn by Mashlugi were
similar in every respect to those worn by
the other members of his tribe save one.
They were made of skin and reached to the
knees, but on the outside of each had been
sewn a second muckluck. This part was
small, about four inches in length, and of
proportional width, but from toe to top
was an exact counterpart of those worn
by Mashlugi, even to thongs for lacing
them.

As they were sewed along the top, leav-
ing the bottoms to dangle, it was apparent
they were never fashioned for human foot.
In all his experience Madison had never
seen anything like it, and knowing a good
bit about the Siberian native and his super-
stitions, he was interested in an explana-
tion.

% EMALCROIT and old Mashlugi
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“What’re the little mucklucks for, Mash-
lugi?” inquired Madison in the dialect,
after the usual greetings had been ex-
changed.

Mashlugi appeared to consider the ques-
tion, then concluding that it was a proper
query, gravely explained in detail.

“A devil come a long time ago, and with
him come sickness. And fearing the devil,
the walrus no longer come down and there
was famine.” :

Then followed an account of the suffer-
ing and death that followed. Madison
gathered that there was a doubt about that
time of Mashlugi’s skill as a medicine-
man, and that he had been hard put to
retain his position. Eventually the sew-
ing of the smaller mucklucks on to his own
had solved his problem.

“And now,” he concluded, “the devil’s
feet are in the small mucklucks and where-
ever Mashlugi goes the devil also goes, and
thus it is Mashlugi always controls the
devil. Great prosperity is ours. Much
happiness. Many walrus and furs.”

“Quite an idea, Mashlugi, but what good
will all the furs do you, unless you trade
with me?”

Mashlugi intimated the fault lay with
Madison.

“How much you want for the muck-
lucks?”

Mashlugi shook his head, and stated in
firm tones they were not for sale.

“All right then,” pursued Madison.
“Get your wife to make me a pair.”

((NO!”

“Get some woman to make me a pair.”

“No!” replied Mashlugi with some little
heat. ‘“No woman, no man, anywhere
will make mucklucks like them.”

“Aw, go on with vou,” smiled Madison
cheerfully. “When I get back to Nome
T’ll get some of the natives there to make
me a pair.”

To his surprize Mashlugi became so
furious that he was moved to reply in
English. He whipped out a vicious-look-
ing knife which he pressed against Madi-
son’s stomach, and Madison, never one to
interrupt when a gentleman was express-
ing himself, made no move to defend him-
self nor draw the automatic at his side,
but waited for Mashlugi to speak.

“I go Nome!” he snarled, “find you with
mucklucks—T kill like this!”

5And he pressed the knife’s point a bit
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harder against Madison’s stomach, then
returned it to its sheath, then calmly watted
for Madison’s reply, which also came in
English.

“You try to kill me with knife—"" and the
automatic came into his hand— “and T’ll
kill you like this.”

And he thrust the pistol’s muzzle into
Mashlugi’s stomach, then returned it to
the holster, and Mashlugi, also being a
gentleman, made no move to interrupt.

Having arrived at a mutual understand-
ing, each waited for the other’s next move.
Mashlugi finally broke the silence and ex-
plained at length that he was inclined to
grant Madison permission to have a similar
pair of mucklucks made in Nome, providing
the latter would pay as a sort of royalty
one box of cartridges. While Madison had
no intention whatever of having a similar
pair made in Nome, the affajr had pro-
gressed to a point that an agreement was
necessary to retain Mashlugi’s confidence.

He admitted that because of Mashlugi’s
great discovery he was entitled to some
royalty, but not of the value of a box of
cartridges, and offered a pound of tea, which
was accepted.

“Black Pete will be along in a few days,
Mashlugi,” warned Madison as he took
his departure. ‘“You had better keep your
furs and ivory well hidden. T’ll be back in
a few weeks and if—" he said significantly
—“I've anything left maybe we can
trade.”

Mashlugi and the chief watched the Mary
as she disappeared northward and for the
first time they doubted their wisdom in
holding out for their price. Perhaps the
gossip the chief had heard at Nome about
the high prices furs were bringing in that
mysterious country spoken of as ‘the
States” was untrue. Nor did the news
that a second trader was on his way cheer
them up to any marked degree, for that
trader was Black Pete and they knew him
and his methods to their sorrow.

And so in a few days Black Pete came,
and he began his bargaining by offering
them whisky, but the wily Mashlugi was
not to be caught in any such trap and
throughout it all, though he glanced long-
ingly at the whisky, he refused to drink..

At first Black Pete pleaded when he heard
their price, then he swore and jeered and
finally his eyes fell on Mashlugi's muck-
lucks. Like Madison, he inquired the
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reason back of the unusual design. He was
reluctantly informed.

“A devil, eh? Huh! You fellows are
bigger fools than the South Sea
islanders.”

Having expressed his opinion, Black
Pete sailed northward, following along in
the Mary’s wake.

“If I was sure I could find their cache,”
he snarled to his mate, “I'd helped myself.
Imagine that old fool Mashlugi believing
he was packing the devil around with him
in them mucklucks. We ought to learn
’em a lesson on trading and would have but
for that Madison. Well, he didn’t
get the stuff either. Maybe he’ll be willing
to listen to reason next time we meet.”

the ice as he dared, then turned

back. Natives informed him that
his rival had decided to make a dash to a
remote village ‘many miles to the north-
westward. They expressed the opinion
that the schooner would probably be caught
in the ice and held for the Winter. Pete
knew Madison had nearly two years’ pro-
visions aboard for just such an emergency,
and within his evil brain was born an idea.

He abruptly headed southward and
forced his schooner at top speed until once
more he was anchored off Mashlugi’s vil-
lage. With the greatest display of friend-
liness he sent presents ashore to Mashlugi
and the chief. His own dory returned,
was hoisted aboard and Black Pete waited.
Sooner or later he knew a skin-boat would
put off from shore. If he was playing in
big luck, Mashlugi himself would be aboard.

Shortly thereafter a bidarka put out from
the village. Under the skilful manipula-
tion of its crew, the skin-craft was soon
alongside. Mashlugi  himself climbed
gravely aboard the schooner.

In his arms he bore a present, which
Pete accepted. No sooner had he turned
the gift over to a seaman than he leaped
upon the amazed native and threw him to
the deck. Pinioning his arms and shoulders
to the plank, he grinned cruelly at the
medicine-man while he shouted his orders
at the mate.

“Pull off the mucklucks and be quick!
Here yvou—" to a seaman—*“watch that
bidarka!”

With no little glee, the mate removed
‘Mashlugi’s mucklucks, despite the angry

@PETE trailed Madison as far into
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protests and violent struggles of the victim.

“Now ‘search him for a knife,” Black
Pete directed.

The search was productive of results and
both a knife and revolver of rather ancient
design were removed. Disarmed and in-
dignant beyond words, Mashlugi leaped to
his feet and glared. 'For a moment he
contemplated an attack regardless of the
other’s superior strength. Nothing would
have suited Black Pete better than to crash
his mighty fist into the angry face before
him

“Now listen to me, Mashlugi,”” he
snarled. “I don't want your —— muck-
lucks, but I do want them pelts and that
ivory you've got hidden away. We’ll pull
out from shore so some of your misguided
hunters don’t try to pick us off with rifles,
and there we'll lay to. When you deliver
your stuff, you'll get your mucklucks back
—not before. And if you don’t come
through, we’ll- pull out for Nome, and your
mucklucks go with us.”

Mashlugi did not understand quite all
that was being said, but he grasped Black
Pete’s ptoposition and with a mixture of
bewilderment and rage at the unexpected
turn his friendly call had taken, he stepped
into his bidarka and was paddled ashore.

A number of natives were on the beach
the instant the craft grounded and a few
seconds later the entire tribe surrounded
the medicine-man. A great uproar arose,
several young men springing to their skin-
boats, only to be restrained with difficulty
by the chief. Then the men apparently
went into council. The younger men were
keen for an attack upon the schooner, but
the wiser heads pointed out that the white
men were armed with guns and would
quickly sink the skin-boats long before
they could reach the schooner.

On the other hand it was self-evident that
without the mucklucks, Mashlugi could
no longer guarantee immunity from disease
and famine. Even now the devil was
doubtless free and gathering his forces for
an attack.

Apparently they must submit and de-
liver the fruits of many months’ hard labor,
trusting that the white men at Nome
would eventually give them justice, but
it hurt their pride to submit so tamely to
the outrage and so the debate continued.

In the mean time Black Pete had pro-
ceeded some two miles from the village and
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there he calmly waited, while he observed
proceedings ashore through binoculars. He
smiled a bit grimly at the eloquent gestures
of the hotheads and half-hoped they would
attack. Incidentally he was highly pleased
with himscli. It had been a brilliant idea,
quite worthy of some of his affairs in the
South Seas and it seemed good once more
to hold the whip-hand. Of course Madison
would hear of it, because as Pete told his
mate, “The fool will stop on the way back
in hopes the tribe will be ready to do bus-
iness—unless he gets caught in the ice.”
Pete had a fajr idea of the outburst that
would follow inasmuch as Madison was
strictly opposed to such tactics. Perhaps
they would meet some time. When that
happened Pete guessed he should be pre-
pared for ’most anything and so resolved.

WELL versed in ice-lore, Madison

soon realized that his chances of

reaching the village were as remote
as the locality itself. Below decks he had
stowed several bales of pelts and some ivory
that he had picked up at the different vil-
lages, but the schooner-load he had dreamed
of was far from a realitv. Old Mashlugi
had been his best bet when he had sailed
for the arctic, and the old fellow had failed
to respond.

“A half-loaf is better than no loaf,” he
grumbled as he picked up familiar land-
marks on the homeward-bound voyage.
“But just the same I'll drop in on the old
and see if he realizes yet that it is not
as easy to profiteer in the arctic as it is
in the States.” -

His stanch schooner had barely nosed
about the cape when he noted something
amiss. Lying some distance offshore was
the Cleo and a few minutes after the Mary
hove in sight, the Cleo began a hurried re-
treat. At the same time a bidarka put out
from the beach, and never in native races
had Madison seen such frantic paddling.
His glasses swept from the schooner to the
approaching skin-boat and then back to
the beach. Here was excitement of the
highest degree. -

“I think,” remarked Madison calmly,
“that something has happencd not strictly
in order. If such is the case, I think some-
thing more is going to happen. Just for
preparedness’ sake vou might break out
a few rifles and pistols. We may need ’em,
considering that friend Pete is a bit care-
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less with such things when he finds himself
in a box.”

The mate grinned and departed. It
looked to him very much as if the long
expected and discussed ‘‘meeting” between
Madison and Black Pete was about to take
place—attended possibly with fireworks.

Madison brought his schooner to a stand-
still and permitted the two natives to board.
Then hoisting their light craft to the deck,
he continued on at full speed. Old Mash-
lugi himself was chattering excitedly al-
most before he reached the deck and the
chatter continued, with many a fierce ges-
ture, until he reached Madison—then it
increased. Despite a rather broad knowl-
edge of the dialect, Madison found him-
self unable to catch the cause of the out-
burst. And then he knew. A glance at
Mashlugi’s feet and limbs, barren of muck-
lucks, was sufficient—even eloquent.

“Who took ’em?” he demanded. “Now
take it easy, Mashlugi, and it’ll all come
out right. I’ll get your mucklucks back
for you!”

Mashlugi nodded vigorously, indicatin
he expected Madison would do that very
thing. In fact he seemed to consider the
deed as good as done and calmed down
sufficiently to tell a fairly connected ac-
count of the outrage.

The chase that followed was long and
stern. Madison had more speed—that he
knew—but the Cleo had a good lead and had
increased it when Madison had slowed down
for the bidarka. Presently the Siberian
coast-line slipped down below the horizon
and the two schooners were alone with the
ice and the black waters of the arctic.

The AMary’s bow was nosing past the
Cleo’s stern too close for comifort when
Black Pete broke a silence, previously un-
broken save by the rush of water about the
vessels’ bows and the rumble of the motors
below decks.

“Keep off, I warn you, keep away!” he
shouted through his cupped hands.

“Hand over those mucklucks!” retorted
Madison.

A crafty expression flashed over Pete’s
face for an instant. They might settle the
affair with arms, with which both craft
were plentifully supplied, but there was foo
much chance of his receiving a punctured
skin in such an argument to suit Pete. It
was self-evident that Madison could not
board the Cleo in a small boat so long as she
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remained under way, and even if he could
the odds would be against him.

If he had nerve enough Madison might
even leap aboard the Cleo himself, but that
would require skilful maneuvering and a
desperate leap when the two vessels came
together. If he was foolhardy enough to
attempt such a feat, Pete and his crew would
make short work of the man.

All of these things Pete considered, then
with a shout of defiance he picked up the
mucklucks and held them aloft.

“Come and get ’em, Madison!” he cried
tauntingly.

Without replying, Madison turned to his
mate.

“Put her alongside and keep her there.
Watch his crew. No gun-play unless they
start it!” °

“Aye, aye, sir!”’ responded the mate and
he took the wheel himself.

Madison ran lightly to the fo’csle-head
of his schooner, then stood waiting. His
eyes never left the other craft for an ins
stant as the bow of his own crawled a foot
at a time from stern to main-mast, from
main-mast to foremast of the Cleo. If
Pete saw the anchor and its three-fathom
of chain at Madison’s feet, he did not
notice. All he saw was the man, and he
gazed like one fascinated at the unexpected
acceptance of his challenge.

Suddenly the bow of the schooner surged
toward the Cleo’s beam.

“Good ——, man!” Pete shouted hoarsely.
“You'll run us down!”

And he braced himself for the impending
crash. It came an instant later as a bow
constructed for ice-bucking hurled itself
against a hull of the same construction. To
his astonishment Pete saw Madison stoop
and lift the anchor from the deck—a mo-
ment’s pause and he brought it to his chest,
then his head, then with a final supreme
effort, while his face contorted from the
pain of his effort, he brought it to arms’
length above.

Both crews looked on with amazement
and in the strange silence, but one word
was spoken. It came from Mashlugi in
his native tongue and it seemed to grate,
despite the admiration in the tone. Half-
staggering, Madison pitched forward and
hurled the anchor aboard the Cleo—its
fluke grappling and holding the craft to-
gether.

And then the spell was broken— it came

when Madison leaped aboard, his great
chest rising and falling from the strain of
his exertions, his eves upon his enemy. A
sailor rushed him from behind. He shook
him off, turned to meet the man’s second
rush. His great arm, the muscles as taut’
as whipcords from the strain of his clenched
fist, shot upward, brushed through the
other’s guard and crashed flush on his jaw.
The man's head snapped backward as his
body was lifted clear of the deck. When he
fell, his shoulders struck first and he lay
motionless.

From the Mary came the sharp command
of the mate. He was gazing down the
sights of a rifle, the muzzle of which was
pointed at Black Pete. With a snarl of
rage Pete dropped the pistol and knife he
carried and with the fury of the trapped
animal leaped to the attack. Instinctively
the Cleo’s crew fell back. Perhaps it was
the row of hopeful faces lining the Mary’s
rail, ready to spring to the aid of their
skipper at the first sign of foul play, that
held them back—again, perhaps their
affection for Black Pete was none too deep.
dred ports were brought into play

by Pete in his desperation. He had
clinched with Madison, only to fight him-
self clear—heartily sick of the fierceness of
his opponent’s in-fighting. Blows that
would have felled an ox sent both men to
their knees only to rise again and continue
the fight. The minutes slipped by with
no hint of weakness on the part of either.

Again they clinched, and this time Pete
gasped out an exclamation of joy, as he
secured the hold he sought. Madison shot
over his back, crashing to the deck upon
his head and shoulders. A half-cheer went
up from the Cleo’s crew as Black Pete,
his swarthy face darker than ever from the
rage that gripped him, leaped forward to
finish Madison with his boot-hecels. Once,
twice the heels fell while Madison endured
the excruciating agony and fought for his
senses. He rolled over, his great arms
partly shielding his body, and again came
the heels. Madison stifled a groan and
gripped the other’s boots, bringing him
violently to the deck. And from the ensu-
ing rough and tumble each emerged nearly
stripped of clothing and red from the blood
of his own wounds and those of his oppo-
nent.

TP RS he had leatnediin a b
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It was a strong man’s fight with a
strong man’s climax. Beaten the length
and breadth of his own deck, Black Pete
backed against the cabin door, the fear of
impending defeat gleaming in his eves that
but a moment before were glaring in hate.
The bruised and fighting thing before him
was not a man, even though built like one.

He was super-human—a machine of bone
and muscle, without a brain, for a man has
a brain and knows when he is defeated. The
reeling mountain before him did not know
when he was whipped and so he continued.
No man before had ever felt the imprint of
Black Pete’s boots and then boasted of vic-
tory and now:

Black Pete had lived to see a man fight
off his death-dealing boot-heels and come
back for more, and now he was making his
last “stand agamst his own cabin door.
What would those in the South Seas say
when they heard?

And then it came—a fist that seemed to
have the driving force of a glacier back of
it, but the speed of a bullet. The flesh
across the knuckles split to the bone from
the impact. The back of Black Pete's head
splintered the cabin door as it snapped
backward from the blow. For an instant
his body seemed pinned to the door, then
the door burst open and Black Pete van-
ished within.

Half in fear, the Cleo’s crew fell back,
little realizing the man who reeled drunk-
enly about had gathered his last ounce of
strength to vanquish his foe. The weak-
est man among them could have taken
Madison’s measure at that moment, but
no hand was lifted; they only gazed in
speechless awe.

He wandered about the deck a moment,
his brain dead, his body alone carrving on,
then he seemed to rcalize he had won.
There was no trace of exultation upon his
face;rather, it was an expression of satisfac-
tion in a duty performed.

On the deck lay the mucklucks where Pete
carelessly tossed them after shaking them
defiantly at Madison. He picked them up,
regarded them a bit grimly, then tossed
them aboard his schooner where Mashlugi
‘with a cry of jov fairlv pounced upon his
strange footgear. Madison mounted the
Cleo’s rail, then leaping aboard his own
schooner, turned and faced the crew of the
other.

“Tell Pete,” he hegan, then paused, “tell
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him nothing! He should take a hint! Get
that anchor back aboard the Mary!”

They jumped to ‘obey as Madison van-
ished into the cabin of his schooner.

Outside the cabin door Mashlugi hovered.
His precious mucklucks once more adorned
his none too cleanly feet. His stolid face
fairly glowed from the depth of his grati-
tude and affection. He desperately wanted
to do something to show his appreciation.

When Madison again appeared, thg Mary
was just approaching the village, from
which skin-boats were already swarming.
So far as nature would permit, he had re-
moved the traces of battle, but in appear-
ance he was still far from the Madison of a
few hours before. Mashlugi rushed up, his
lips flowing with his words of gratitude.

“And for me you did all that—beat the
terrible Black Pete!” he exclaimed.

“No, Mashlugi, not for you, but for all
white traders who play square—a matter
of principle! You probably don’t know
what that is, except in your native way.”

But Mashlugi proved that he did know
on the following day, when several of the
largest skin-boats, capable of carrying sev-
eral tons of freight, began putting out from
the shore, laden with furs and ivory of a
quality well-calculated to cause a trader to
weep from pure joy.

Mashlugi explained that the entire lot was
a present from the tribe—a gift of appre-
ciation for the invaluable service rendered;
that when the Mary arrived they were on
the point of complyving with Black Pete’s
demand in order to save the precious muck-
lucks and the prosperity and happiness rep-
resented by them.

Madison listened, then shook his head.

“No, Mashlugi, I don’t do business that
way. I refuse to take advantage of your
gratitude, but renew my previous offer.”

Mashlugi replied at length, then turned
and barked an order at the waiting craft.
At the same moment Madison shouted an
order in English:

“Break out our stuff, boys, and help get it
over the side. Better get that knocked-
down house out first—the chief wants it.”

And with things progressing nicely, Mash-
lugi stepped into his bidarka and was pad-
dled ashore. There were certain things to
be done, such as going to the mat with the
devil, now that he had him where he wanted
him—with his feet secure in the precious
mucklucks.
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The first part of the story briefly retold in story form

'HE “Swamp-Fox,” General Marion, was bafiling
the British troops in South Carolina during the
doubtful days of the Revolution. I, James Lance,
was sent by my uncle David Macson to take money
to our kinsmen the Macsons of the backwoods.
Uncle David was a Tory and our kinsmen rebels. I
was neutral.

Uncle David got me a pass through the British
lines. In the British camp I came upon soldiers
preparing to whip a half-witted youth. The victim
was a native of the woods, and I thought of a plan to
use him on my mission to my kinsmen.

“Let me have the boy as a guide,” I demanded,
and after much wrangling the officer in command
permitted the boy to go with me.

The half-wit guided me to the cabin of Ellis Am-

CHAPTER 1V
SOME COUSINLY FAVORS
SIE MACSON would talk none

with me as we rode down the
creek. She had called me “Cou-

sin James" when we started, and

is promised much. Had big Simon been
my guide I should have been uneasy as to
my destination. I went with her gladly, be-
lieving no ill could happen to me. Several
times I endeavored to make her talk but,
always riding in the lead, she would give her
tacky the timber and gallop away as if wish-
ing to leave me behigg. It was not until we
had passed the ford with the flat stones and
were nearing the junction of the creek with
the Pedee that she addressed me.

“You won’t mind,” she said, allowing me

'® Copyright, 1921, by Hugh Pendexter.
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bros, an old Tory. There we met four of Ganner's
“Regulators,” a lawless mounted band hostile to
both rebels and loyalists. In a skirmish Ambros in
the cabin and I outside killed three and the other
galloped away. My half-wit guide disappeared
after the fight.

Ambros directed me to the cabin of Angus Mac-
son. There I met Big Simon, Angus’ boorish son,
and my pretty cousin, Elsie Macson. They all re-
garded me suspiciously and expressed their con-
tempt of Uncle David. They were disgusted at my
neutrality in the struggle between Whig and Tory.
Big Simon and I even had a fist-fight.

They accepted the money and put me up grudg-
ingly for the night. In the morning 1 rode away
with my pretty cousin Elsie as my guide.

to ride beside her. She was removing a ker-
chief from her hair. I did not understand
until she leaned toward me and deftly band-
aged my eves. My last glimpse was of her
sober face and the creek choked with river-
drift bevond.

“Then I am as dangerous as that!” I cried.

“It’s orders. TI'll gulde\ your horse.”

We advanced in silence which was only
broken by occasional stirrings in the woods
on our right. Sometimes she spoke in a low
voice as if addressing some one, and I as-
sumed we were passing videttes. We
splashed into the water and I felt it against
my boots; then we were on land again, pass-
ing through canebrake. After quitting the
cane, the way ascended sharply and had
many a turn and twist. At last I knew
men were about me for I heard the low mur-
mur of their voices. The girl directed—
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“You may dismount and uncover.”

I did so and found we were in a wide, deep
hollow which was fringed with huge pines
and cypress. Scattered among the trees,
but all at some distance from us, were small
groups of men. There were boys and there
were men with hair as white as Angus Mac-
son’s. Some were black men. Deeper
among the trees smoldering fires sent up
smokes which blended with the blue-black of
the pines.

Then I beheld General Marion. He had
escaped my notice at first as he was reclining
on the moss under a tree. He seemed much
thinner than when I saw him last at Dor-
chester, and his slight physique was the
more noticeable because of the brawny
build of his men. His eyes had changed
none, however, and they darted sharp
glances as the gir] motioned me to approach
him.

He wore a short jacket, which originally
had been red, but was now much begrimed
by hard usage. His leather cap was of the
Second Regiment and boasted a tarnished
silver crescent on which was engraved the
motto, “Liberty or Death.” At his side
was a small cut-and-thrust sword of the Sec-
ond Regiment, as he cared little for the
longer and more murderous blades com-

-monly used. As I walked toward him he
nimbly rose to his feet and while I was de-
ciding 'his expression was morose, his visage
became amiable and he greeted me:

“James Lance, fresh from Charleston,
distantly related to the Macsons of this
neighborhood, I believe. I knew your uncle
David Macson.”

“And I remember you, general. I've
seen you often in Charleston, also at Dor-
chester when you were commandant there.
Doubtless you know my Uncle David is
something of a Tory.”

“Every man according to his lights,” he
was agreeable enough to reply.

Then sitting, he motioned me to take the
same liberty for he never was a stickler for
military smartness in manners. I glanced
about for Elsie but she was gone.

“She’ll be ready when she is needed,” he
assured me. ‘Like uncle like nephew, I
take it.”

“You may hang me for a Tory, but I'm
neither that nor a Whig. I'm neutral,” I
said.

His thin lips curved whimsically as he
said:

“It isn’t worth the bother to hang a neu-
tral. And you may not believe it, but we
do not hang even Tories. If some of his
Majesty’s officers persist in their abuse of
our patriots we may string up some of
them, but not native Tories. We must live
with them for neighbors after this is over.”

I remained silent as there seemed to be
nothing for me to say, but I thought his
speech very moderate, remembering how his
nephew, Gabriel Marion, had been captured
and hanged. After a few moments he said:

“You bring me money?”’

I unfastened the belt and presented it, ex-
plaining:

“I brought it to Angus Macson.
sends it to you.”

“It's like him. He’s a sound aman,”
mused the general, opening the belt and
céunting the money. “Forty pounds.
Come! That's excellent. I've had to give
quite a lot of due-bills, and hard money
means much to us. Am I to understand
vou don’t-like the notion of this money com-
ing into my hands?”

“Not a bit!” I hastily declared. “I fancy
Uncle David knew where it would go to once
it was handed over to Angus Macson.”

“Not such a bad Tdéry,” he murmured.
“I have known him for some years. He re-
sponds to his surroundings. But how about
you being neither flesh, fowl, nor good fish?”’

He put it kindly, as if curious to under-
stand a phenomenon, and I found my con-
straint ebbing. In a blundering fashion I
tried to paint a picture of my life and hopes,
of the things which turned me first one way,
then t'other. He listened patiently; nay, I
believed I could read sympathy in his dark
face. When I finished he pointed to a boy
across the hollow and said:

“He's only fifteen but he's found himself,
You're eighteen and haven’t found yourself,
You will some time, I know. You'll eat
with me and then go.”

“Then this is all?
tained?”

*Why should vou be kept here?” he count-
ered with a ghost of a smile playing about
the firm mouth. “The money is very wel-
come, but vou're no good to me as a neutral.
I'm glad you’re not a Tory as I haven’t any
men to spare guarding prisoners.”

It was rather disagreeable, this being in-
formed I was too insignificant to be bothered
with. It was all very different from what I
had expected after my cold reception at the

He

I'm not to be de-
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Macson cabin. Big Simon even had digni-
fied me by dubbing me a spy. I felt im-
pelled to confess—

“I came through on a British pass.”

“It would be necessary,” he agreed. With
a flash of interest he asked: “‘Have you that
pass with you? No, no! I mustn’task that.
You’'ll need it to get back. Here comes Os-
car with our dinner.”

His negro cook placed between us a wide
strip of clean bark on which was heaped
some very lean beef, freshly killed, and some
sweet potatoes. We used our knives and
fingers. There was a mug for each, how-
ever, ouly the drink was a crock of water.
General Marion added a dash of vinegar to
his mug and offered me some, but I did not
relish it. After the first mouthful of beef I
gazed about and he read my wants and re-
gretted:

“I'm very sorry, but we have no salt.
It’s hard come by. When we capture a
supply we parcel it out among good Whig
families, a bushel to each cabin. You'll be
going back direct to Charleston or to Angus
Macson’s cabin?”’

“Direct- to Charleston—I don’t think I
would be welcome at Macson’s.”

“He’s a good pdtriot. His boys have
done good work, too. I'm expecting them
to join me soon. You'd best strike for
Georgetown. The British post there will
honor your pass. The Tories on the Pedee
and Lynch Creek might not be gentle with
you, especially if you told them you werea
neutral. If any of the irregular bodies of
men came up with you they’d murder you
for your coat, even though you were the
Prince of Wales.”

“I must go back as T came. I hid my pa-
pers under a tree some distance up the creek.”

He nodded and fell to brooding over some-
thing. Then he asked—

. “Why did your uncle send this money to
the Macsons?”

The question came like the stab of a
sword, searching out the only vital part of
the whole business.

Without any hesitation I answered:

“You whipped Gainey and Barfield.
TUncle David holds that his Majesty’s troops
must win during this—the worst year of the
var from your point of view—or lose the
fight.”

Marion’s face was transfigured and he
gently smote his hands together and softly
exclaimed:
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“Leave it to a merchant to read the truth
inatradeorina fight. I canalmost forgive
him for being a Tory for his belief. For
mark you, young man, neither king nor Tory
can whip us this year or next.”

He raised his fingers to his lipsand gave
the peculiar signal the half-wit had sounded
in alarming Ganner’s ‘“Regulators.”

A tall angular man came toward us, lead-
ing a horse. General Marion said to me:

“I regret you can't go to Georgetown.
This man will guide you.”

I had expected Elsie Macson and my dis-
appointment was keen.

“I must go the way I came. I have no
choice.” ;

“When we meet again I hope you will
have found yourself—on the right side.
Good-by.”

To my guide:

“You will keep with him so long as he
needs you. And no blindfolding.”

g AS I rode off behind my guide I

¥ | had an opportunity to observe
something of the island outside of
the camp in the hollow. The place was very
inaccessible. The higher portions were
heavily wooded while the lowlands were
smothered in river-swamp and canebrake.
Where there had been well-defined paths
the patriots’ axes had felled trees and made
them impassable. At dozens of points a
handful of riflemen could have stood off
half a regiment.

There were quite a few cattle grazing in
the openings and a greater number were
running half-wild in the more remote sec-
tions, my guide informed me. I also saw
several patches of maize being tended by
wounded men. My guide seemed a simple
soul and kept looking back at me and in-
dulged in much chuckling. This irritated
me until I learned it was meant for homage.

Among other things he said:

“Gineral will wallop ’em like a rattler
swallerin’ a catbird! Lordy, but ain’t we
gone cold an’ hungry! Gineral lost his
blanket when camp caught fire. Went
nearly a year without one. An’ hungry!
Many a time we had to wait till some one
could knoek over a squirrel or find a terra-
pin in the swamp. But that’s all ended now
the gentry has begun fetchin’ hard money
to him. We git muskets an’ bayonets from
the Britishers, even when they think they’ve
well scouted us an’ there ain’t a man-jack
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of us within miles of ’em. But real money
is scurce as mercy in ——. By jing, mister!
The sight of vour gay coat put more fightin’
heart into us boys then a bar’l of cartouche-
boxes would. Shows the gentry’s comin’ in!
Gentry’s comin’ in! Comin’ in!”

He made a chant of it, all the time fawn-
ing upon me with his backward glances.

“I've done no fighting,” I told him.

He grinned knowingly and held up his

long rifle at arm’s length and said:
_ “Of course not! Leave the fightin’ to us
“that’s lived rough an’ fared rougher! We'll
~do the fightin’. By Christmus; but we’re
‘nsed to tough knocks. All we ask of you
‘olks is to show your colors an’ fetch in the
hard money. We'll do the fightin’ an’ git
busted up. We ain’t got nary a doctor-
man to plug up holes neither. Seen one of
our men a year ago bleed to death from a
busted vein that a doctor-man could ’a’
ﬁxed in a jiffy. That’s a master fine coat
you’re wearin’.”

“And that’s a business-looking sword
you're wearing,” I replied.

He flourished it proudly, a long, murder-
ous-shaped blade, heavy almost as a sledge-
hammer, and he boasted:

“Made by a smith from a saw took out of
a sawmill. Gineral had us fetch in all the
saws we could git our paws on an’ had 'em
made into these fellers.”

When we passed the choked area of the
creek, where the girl had slipped the cover-
ing over my eyes, my guide was stil! reciting
the great benefits my visit to Marion would
work the patriot cause. I pitied him and
vet admired his enthusiasm. I wasashamed
that his praise should be so unworthily
bestowed, and I could appreciate how sweet
his words must sound to one who deserved
them. Finally I called a halt and told
him:

“I know where I am now. You needn’t
come any farther.”

He hesitated and grinned sheepishly and
insisted:

“If there's to be any whang-doodles I'm
mighty spry with sword or gun. All vou do
is to keep that coat furbished up bright an’
smart,an’ leave it to me to find the colors
of their guts.”

He was an amazing individual. He looked
on warfare as a most prosaic sort of task
and would approach it, seemingly, without
any emotion. It was a quality I must ever
envy, such a total disregard for physical
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danger. It was with difficulty that I got
rid of him, but at last he turned back and I
rode on and endeavored to decide my course
of action. The girl’s desertion of me was
an unmistakable hint that I was not want-
ed at her father’s cabin. While I could
not fight down my desire to see her again I
did vanquish the foolish impulse to revisit
old Angus and rum the risk of another fight
with his brute of a son. On reaching the
ford I dismounted and recovered my passes
from the #oot of the tree and crossed over to
the opposite bank:.

The creck was my Rublcon When I
turned my back to it I cast the Macsons
out of my life. My chances of seeing the
girl again were most remote, for I would
never, I vowed, visit the north side of the
creek again. One advantage of living in
South Carolina in 1780 was the variety of

~mental impulses one received. Impulse of

terror, of amazement, of joyous expecta-
tions. A man could not be committed in-
definitely to one trend of thought. Sorrow
did not have time to eat the heart out; great
joy was too fleeting to grow stale. And I
and my gloomy thoughts were not far ad-
vanced on the road to Ellis Ambros’ cabin
before my meditations took wings and I was
backing my horse into the bushes while I
investigated a pounding of hoofs close be-
hind me.

It was Elsie Macson’s horse but the rider,
to my astonishment, was the half-wit, Runty
He rode perched well forward on the horse’s
withers like the jockeyvs on the New Market
Course, and he was giving the poor brute
the timber at every stride. Plunging from
the bushes, I swung my mount across the
narrow road and compelled the young devil
to rein in.

He tried to get by me, but I had him by
the nape of the neck and the two horses
crowded together while I fiercely demanded
what he meant by stealing the animal.

“Fool! Let me go!” he cried in a shrill
voice, striving to strike the horse with a
switch. I yanked the switch from his hand,
and being in no mood for his nonsense I
shook him till he nearly fell from the saddle.
And as I yanked him back and forth his
ragged hat slipped over one ear and unsus-
pected quantities of hair came tumbling
down his neck and over my arms. The half-
wit look vanished from his face and in its
place was the face which reminded me of
my mother’s portrait.
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“Good ——! Elsie Macson!” I hoarsely
cried.

“You’ve killed me, for I'll kill myself be-
fore they shall catch me,” she panted.
“You’ve spoiled it for me. Spoiled my life!
I'd gladly give it for the States. You make
me throw it away.”

“Some one is after you?”’

She laughed hysterically and glanced
back toward the creek. Now I could hear
the commotion of horses coming at full
gallop. :

“They’re Tories, not Regulators,” she
muttered. “There’s more of them along
the creek than there is of Marion’s men;
only they’re stupid.”

I sent both horses forward at a gallop, my
mind still bewildered at the discovery that
my fair cousin and the half-witted Runty
~were one and the same. I stared incredu-
lously at her, marveling how such sweet fea-
tures could be masked by an expression of
stupidity. Accompanying this wonderment
was the realization that I had treated her
harshly. I found myself mumbling—

“I didn’t guess—when I shook you——"

“You shook me as the foolish boy,” she
broke in. “That doesn’t matter. But if
they catch me now——"

“Do they know you?” I cried.

“No. They’re fresh from North Carolina.
I was scouting them when they saw me and
gave chase. That’s why I left the island
and left some one else to guide you. One of
Marion’s men reported them—my horse is
about played out, poor beast!”

“You can have mine if it comes to a race,”
I encouraged. “But there’s another way.
It will work. Fix your hair. You're a
young man, but no simpleton. I’ll get you
clear.”

As T talked I fumbled inside my coat.

“Saving me twice is asking too much,” she
said, yet tucking her superfluous hair be-
neath her hat and rearranging her leather
coat until, with her homespun breeches, she
looked to be a prepossessing youth. It was
fascinating to behold the change in her mo-
bile face. I had seen it vacant and purpose-
less, that of the scatterbrain, and I had felt
irresistibly attracted by its sweetness as a
maid’s. Now the softness faded out and
lines of reckless daring were stamping it
with masculinity.

“Rub some dirt on your face,” I directed.
;Even when you scowl you make too sweet a

o},.’)
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The glance she flashed me was thoroughly
feminine, and with lithe ease she swung low
from the saddle and scooped up a handful
of dirt from the road and smeared some on
her cheeks and fair forehead. I prayed this
move would effectually disguise her, but my
eyes could see nothing but prettiness.

“Your plan?” she demanded with a back-
ward glance that assured her the enemy was
not yet in sight on the curving road.

I PULLED out my two passes and

gave her the one signed by Lord

=l Cornwallis. It read “‘to pass the
bearer.” 1 said:

“That should get you clear of them. Only
promise me you’ll destroy it when it’s served
your purpose.”

“T’ll destroy it, Cousin James,” she said.
“But leave me now, lad; they’ll be in sight
in another minute.”

“I shall be near at hand,” I told her.
“And remember to talk like a man.”

“Have no fear as to that part of it,” she
replied in a gruff, masculine voice.

Then I turned my horse into the woods
and made my way parallel to the road while
the girl pulled her horse down to an easier
gait. I could tell when the band burst int6
view by the outburst of exultant howling.
By the clatter of their horses’ hoofs I knew
their animals were much superior to the
poor nag ridden by the girl. Dismounting
and tying my horse to a tree, I stole forward
to witness the climax of the chase. Elsie
had reined in and was calmly awaiting her
pursuers. From my position in the bushes
I could see the band was led by a man as
huge in build as Big Simon and his coat and
trappings were gorgeous in the extreme.
With a rush and a roar they came up and
surrounded her.

As their clamor died down and before
their leader could address her she asked in a
voice much deepened in tone—

“Who commands here?”’

i ! 1 do!” bellowed the big man.
“And, ! You’ll dance on air for the
rig you’ve run us!”

“Not so fast, whoever vou are,” the girl
calmly replied. “If you are rebels I'll ap-
peal to General Marion, who is against
hangings, I'm told. If you're for the king I
have that with me which talks with au-
thority.”

13

all lousy rebels!” bawled the

leader. “Up north it would be worth a
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lout’s life to ask that of Captain Ben
Tickridge.”

“Down here this counts more than Cap-
tain Tickridge,” drawled Elsie, exhibiting
my pass.

Tickridge grabbed it and scowled heavily
as he spelled out Aide-de-camp Money’s
writing.

“And how do I know his lordship signed
this?” he asked.

“You don’t,” was the insolent reply.
“But a ride to the nearest British post will
satisfy you.”

Tickridge was disgruntled. The pass had
had a strong effect on him and I supposed
the battle was won when he returned the
paper and said, “It seems to be all right.”
My hopes were dampened when he added,
“We seem to be traveling the same direc-
tion. We'll ride together for a bit. Where
are you bound for?”

“Georgetown,” was the unhesitating re-
sponse. Unfortunate too, I believed, as
Georgetown was a scant forty miles away
and an advance of only a few miles in that
direction would be sure to bring them in
touch with some of the numerous bands sent
out to protect wagon-trains from capture.
Among these details would be officers who
would be less easily fooled than the North
Carolina partisan.

“That’s where we’re bound for.
ride together,” said Tickridge.

“Then you'll ride mighty slow as my nag
is blown. I used him up in trying to get
away from you. I took you for some of the
Snow Island rebels.”

“By the sword! I'd like to have a go at
them!” boasted Tickridge.

“As easy done as said!” eagerly cried
Elsie. “I'm on my way to report, after
well scouting them. I can lead you there
and we can take them by surprize.”’

Tickridge frowned and ran his eye over
his following. His men were gay in their
scarlet coats and dragoon hats. Their mus-
kets were new and fresh from some British
depot of arms.

“We'll report in Georgetown first,” he
told her. “I’ve heard it’s easier to get to
that ragmuffin’s camp than to leave it.”

“If we win we can take our time in get-
ting out. If we lose we’ll stay there till the
last trump,”’ rejoined the girl.

Tickridge bawled an order and his men
formed by twos, with the girl and the cap-
tain at the head of the line. How he could

We'll
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mistake her slim form for that of a man’s
puzzled me exceedingly until I recalled how
she had twice fooled me. Wisps of hair fell
across her mud-stained face and hid the
charming contour of her features. So long
as they kept in motion, minimizing conver-
sation, I believed her secret was safe; but
did she forget and speak in her natural
voice, or clear the stains from her face and
allow the dimple to be seen, or gaze through
her half-closed lids—as she had done at me
—then it would be for me to get her well
out of it, or else get us both decently killed
by bullets. She had not forgotten I might
be near by, for with a careless glance toward
my side of the road she said to Tickridge:

“Abead is the cabin of a notorious Whig.
I was to scout the place and see if he is at
home. With your men to back me the cabin
can be surrounded. If he’s there we’ll take
him to camp.”

Now there was but one habitation in
our vicinity, that of old Ellis Ambros, the
Tory. The girl risked everything on Tick-
ridge’s ignorance of the place and the man,
due to his recent arrival from the neighbor-
ing State. She was trying to tell me that
she must escape during the halt at the cabin,
and that if I were to aid her it must be then
and there. Tickridge gave the word to ad-
vance and at a trot the double line began to
move. I ran back to my horse and mount-
ed and pushed deeper into the woods. My
luck was with me for I struck a cow-path
that ran parallel to the road. As I followed
it I could catch the jangling of TFory ac-
coutrements, and 2t times, when the growth
thinned out, I was forced to quit the path or
wait until the tail of the procession got
ahead of me.

The path ended at a small clearing and I
was nonplused to observe the open space
between me and the cabin. On my left, a
quarter of a mile away, was Tickridge and
his men riding at a canter while several
horsemen *galloped ahead down the road,
and two struck in across the opening be-
tween me and the cabin. Although town-
bred, the whole performance—providing
any game was in the cabin—impressed me
as being useless.

The pounding of hoofs on the road would
have warned any occupant of the visitors’
coming, and the scouts so clumsily thrown
about the place would arrive entirely too
late to prevent flight. Of course I knew
there was no one at the cabin; but had the
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fate of the British Empire pivoted on cap-
turing one man there, the throne would have
taken a tumble. The maneuvers caused
hearty contempt for Tickridge and gave me
more confidence. As an advance across the
opening was out of the question I com-
menced a circling movement in the woods
which would bring me close to therear of
the cabin without leaving cover.

When I judged I was back of the cabin I
quit my horse and proceeded on foot, my
two pistols freshly primed, my pulse racing
madly under the stimulus of danger. - Two
of the scouts passed around the cabin with
much racket and hastened back to report to
Tickridge. He and his men were waiting
in the grove between the cabin and the
highway. The rear window of the cabin
and the open door were in line. I lost no
time in pressing my advantage and stole
forward and had an excellent view of Tick-
ridge and the girl and the bulk of the horse-
men,

“There’s no one here,”’” announced one of
the men who had forced his horse through
the growth back of the cabin.

“Say ‘Captain Tickridge’ when you speak
to me!” roared the officer.

“Yes, sir—Cap’n Tickridge, I mean. The
nest is empty.”

“Then we’ll move on,” growled Tickridge.

“But a moment, please, Captain Tick-
ridge,” cried the girl; and there was a femi-
nine quality in her voice that made my skin
prickle with fear. “I must search the place.
Therée may be papers—lists of names. I
must report in full.”

Tickridge swore violently and, vowed he
had no time for such nonsense. He must
make Georgetown at all speed. And that
some animal cunning still incited him to be
suspicious he added that the girl must go
with him.

Now she was superb as in a drawling, inso-
lent, and quite masculine voice she said:

“Must go with you? any blood!
but who are you? You say you’re for the
king. How do I know vou’re not a
Whig partisan up to some dirty trick?
Where are your papers? Show your com-
mission. A scarlet coat is easier to get than
a pass signed by Lord Cornwallis. By the
Lord Harry! Think I'm to be turned from
doing his lordship’s business by every roar-
ing fellow who wears a gay coat? We
don’t make war in that fashion in South
Carolina. And, forsooth!" I'm as keen to
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see you in Georgetown and well proven up
to your claims as you are to sec me there.”

The fellow was flabbergasted. He glared
in impotent rage and amazement at her bold
words. Some of his men were looking su-
pernaturally grave, as men look who are
struggling to suppress laughter. Some
sense of prudence, however, remained be-
neath his boiling anger. The bearer of his
lordship’s pass had the right of it. Choking
back a mouthful of oaths, he hoarsely com-
manded:

“Sergeant Newt, take four men and our
young friend and search thg cabin. Make
haste.”

¥ - \ THE sergeant and his squad dis-

* mounted and with Elsie leading the
way, made for the cabin. From
my position at the back window I watched
the five framed in the doorway, with Tick-
ridge’s red face in the middle distance. The
girl’s only chance, so far as I could see,
would be to duck t.hrough the window and
race with me into the woods and ride away
with me. The problem was to get this sug-
gestion to her without being detected by her
companions.

The five of them entered the cabin, and
while I dared not spy on them through the
window I could tell by the girl’s crisp orders
that they were making a thorough search.

“There ain’t nothin’ here,” the sergeant
testily insisted.

My heart was in my mouth and I cursed
my helplessness. She had made for the
cabin and by her woman’s cunning had
gained it, all in the hope I would be on hand
and resourceful enough to prevent her be-
ing carried off to Georgetown.

“Wait! There isa puncheon loose. Up
with it!” she ordered, her voice vibrating
with desperation.

£ ' You may be carryin’ the King of
England’s pass, but I don’t take no orders
’cept from Cap’n Tickridge,” the sergeant
insolently answered her.

“Afraid of laming your back,”
sneered. ““Then I'll do it alone.”

Holding my head just below the window
and with a pistol drawn I waited. There
were a few moments of absolute silence in
the cabin, then with crashing abruptness
the sergeant was yelling:

“Godirevmighty! A woman!”

There was an exultant shriek in his voice
as he screamed—

she
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“Cap’n! Cap’n! This feller’s a woman!”

Up went my head and a glance told me
how the girl had betrayed herself. She
had stooped to lift the puncheon and in
doing so had lost her hat, and for a second
time that day her marvelous hair had fallen
over her shoulders to proclaim her sex.
And the accident had brought a rush of
blood to her face that no man ever dis-
played, and which no amount of mud-stains
could conceal.

With this first weakness her whole de-
fense went down. Her eyes, heretofore
calm and indifferent, were now shrinking
because of horrible fears. The slim figure,
so sturdy and self-dependent, so deceiving
because of its daredevil swagger, was trem-
bling beneath the vulgar gaze of the five
men. Rare game, indeed, for Captain
Tickridge and his independent command!

Scarcely had the sergeant given the alarm
than he seized the girl; not to make sure
she should not escape, but because she was
a woman. Her hands flew to her belt, but
the sergeant hooted derisively and tore
them away and threw his arms about her
slim waist, while his comrades roared in
delight. The girl fought him like a wild-
cat, bringing more than one curse from be-
tween his bearded lips.

The two swung across the floor and close
to the window and the whole affair came to
a climax almost before the stupefied Tick-
ridge could dismount. The sergeant held
her back in his arms and in reprisal for the
furious scratches on his face had one hairy
paw under her chin and was forcing her head
back until it seemed her neck must snap;
and he was rejoicing:

“She belongs to me!
caught her

Then two things happened. Tickridge’s
astounded face appeared at the doorway
and my clubbed pistol made a dent in the
top of the sergeant’s head. Tickridge, on

" ‘witnessing the blow, bleated with fear and
leapped away from the door. Had the girl
been able to crawl through the window we
might have made it, for there were several
moments when the four men in the cabin
were too paralyzed to move, and outside a
general confusion rendered the horsemen
helpless. But she had been choked al-
most to the point of unconsciousness and
could only sag back against the log wall and
pump for breath.

Running around the cabin, I dashed into
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a group of men and flung them aside and
made for Tickridge, who stood hali-
crouched, his sword raised in a clumsy
fashion, his voice bawling out inarticulate
orders.

“What the —— does this racket mean,
sir> And who are you that comes raiding
through the province of his gracious Ma-
jesty?”’” I hotly demanded.

“We—we caught a woman!” he stam-
mered, so taken by surprize at my appear-
ance and beanng and fierce queries that
he forgot I was alofie and should have much
explaining to do.

“Inside there!” I yelled.
wench come out.”

Then to Tickridge, who was beginning to
collect his senses and was gazing furtively
at the corner of the cabin to locate my men:

“Who commissioned you to catch women
when there are —— Whigs to be extermi-
nated? ——'s hounds! Do you think his
Majesty plans to win this war with women-
chasers?”

Now came the inevitable query and I
had braced myself for it even before his
shifty eyes reflected his growing confidence,
and even before he found the words.

“Who are you to be giving orders here?”
he asked.

“Major Wemyss, sirrah!” I haughtily
replied; and the girl, now clinging to. the
door-frame, popped open her mouth and
stared at me in amazement, and—yes, it
was plain enough _to me and gave me a
nerve-tingling thrill—with admiration.

Captain Tickridge gave ground, his lips
opening and closing like a dying fish’s.
He managed to remark:

“In those clothes! No sword!
form! Never’d dreamed it!”

“There’s been too much dreaming here,”
I retorted. “As to my clothes, blast my
life! But how long since his Majesty’s
officers must consult raw provincials as to
what they will wear?”’

“‘God forbid I should question his gracious
Majesty’s officers,” protested Tickridge.

“To what command are you attached?”
I asked. “I remember no body of troops
with your facings.”

“From North Carolina. Independent
command until I can reach Georgetown and
be assigned.”

Then with a return of his rat-like cunning.

“Your troops are near, major? You'll
bivouac with us?”’

“Let that

No uni-
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They were dragging out the sergeant now
and I turned aside and glanced at his wound
to gain time. The girl was quite restored
and her soft_brown eyes were like liquid
fire and they never quit me as I gathered
myself for the impending struggle of wits.

“My men are encamped back in the
woods. We move to attack Mister Marion
and his ragtag bobtails. His Majesty’s of-
ficers do not accept invitations from infe-
riors to mess.”

Then less™haughtily, -and more in a con-
descending voice I added:

“But you may dine with me, if you de-
sire. Half a mile back in the woods. Only
you'll need bring some provender. We
have —— slim rations, but plenty of brandy.
Whether you dine with me or not you can
consider yourself attached to my com-
mand until we’ve had a smash at Marion.
Order your men to follow this road to
Lynch’s Creek, allowing no one to pass
them. My command follows a cow-path
to the creek. We will join forces there. I
have a slave to guide me and T’ll surprize
that Swamp-Fox or eat my commission.
Now T’ll interrogate this woman aside.”

Without waiting for Tickridge to reply
I stepped inside the cabin, leaving the door
open, and motioned Elsie to be seated on a
stool. Tickridge stood just outside the door,
conscious of his men watching him to ob-
serve how my high-handed proceedings
affected him. He- fidgeted nervously and
made several false moves to enter, but was
overcome by the provincial Tory’s respect
for the British officer. It was not until
alone with the girl that I dared to draw
a free breath.

Only the fact that Tickridge was fresh
from North Carolina had permitted my
counterfeited personality to pass muster.
That he was suspicious that something was
wrong was very obvious. My traveling-
clothes, with no military earmarks to dis-
tinguish me from a civilian, was unheard of.
But if he was suspicious, fear also was with
him, the fear of a superior officer. Per-
haps he was further restrained from giving
voice to his doubts because of his convic-
tion that he had me pocketed were I an
imposter.

For the moment I had overawed him by
my swagger, my thinly veiled contempt for
provincial Tories. But let me impersonate
Charleston officers as cleverly as I could,
I knew my minutes of grace to get clear of

the trap were very few. Already I kpew
some word was being passed through the
scattered groups. Then two men sepa-
rated and rode across the little clearing to-
ward the woods. They were being sent to
find the camp of Major Wemyss. At the
utmost I would only have until they could
penetrate the woods half a mile and re-
turn.

I harshly demanded of Elsie if she be a
woman. She sat with her back to the
door, safe from the espionage of Tickridge,
and the tantalizing dimple near the corner
of her mouth came and went as she meekly
replied in the affirmative. I commenced
a rigid cross-examination. She gave me a
name, fictitious, and a disjointed story
about searching for her mother’s cattle, and
of not daring to ride except in male garb.

Inwardly I commended her upon the ar-
tistry of her recital, nicely balanced on the
edge of tears, containing many pathetic
repetitions. Then Tickridge thrust his
shaggy head in the door and denounced her.
ﬁ carries a pass, signed by his lordship,
' Earl Cornwallis. She’s a—— spy!”

Both the girl and I were nonplused for a
few seconds. Both of us had clear for-
gotten the pass. Her explanation to me
was received by Tickridge as a complete
confession of her guilt. His beef-red face
reeked with triumph. My bearing, I hoped,
was interpreted as astonishment. But
the girl reacted splendidly. Rising and
speaking very calmly, she informed us:

“Major Wemyss, both vou and Captain
Tickridge have blundered on to something
that does not concern you, that you have
no business to know, that will advance
you none with his lordship now that you do
know it in part. I carry his lordship’s
pass. I am detected in the guise of a man.
Do you presume to inquire deeper into my
business? For if you do vou must ride with"
me to Charleston, and Captain Tickridge
must go with us. Once there, his lordship
can satisfy vour curiosity.”

Her inference was plain. We were to
know she was a secret agent for Lord
Cornwallis. I hastily declared:

“Blast my vitals, but I'll not steal any
crumbs from his lordship’s dish! Let this
Tickridge go with you to Charleston. I'll
have none of it. His lordship’s pass is more
than enough for me to know."”

“THAT’S all a parcel of lies. She
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“Let it be so!
Pickridge.

This left the next move up to me and for
my life T could not rally my benumbed
wits. If Tickridge would leave his post
by the door we two could slip through the
window and make a run for it. I was still
groping for some expedient when there came
a Heaven-sent diversion in the shape of a
scattering volley down the road, followed
by the rumbling of many horses in flight.
They were coming down upon us from the
creek.

Tickridge ran back to his men in the

T'll go with her!” cried

grove and began yelling orders. Elsie
whispered:
“Thank God! They’ll be M'Cottry's

Rifles, sent by Marion to sweep the country
of the vermin who would have whipped me!
Yes, ves. Thank God, indeed! Oh, can’t
you hear them yelling? They’re M’Cot-
try’s Rifles with never a doubt! They
flushed the game down by the creek!”

“Even so, but who are they chasing?” I
cried. “We have a scant minute! Through
the window with you! We’ll take to the
woods.” -

“T'll stay! They'll rescue me,” she cried.

But already the road was becoming filled
with galloping horsemen. Tickridge, with
a glimmer of sense, had thrown his men
across the way to check the rout.

“I am Captain Benjamin Tickridge, loval
to his Majestv, King George. Who are
you?” bawled Tickridge to‘an officer, who
was using the flat of his sword to halt his
men.

“Fall in! Fall in! We'll form behind
you, captain. I am Captain Harrison.
Major Wemyss, of the Sixty-third, is com-
ing close behind me. Ambushed by those
cussed backwoodsmen. There comes Ma-
jor Wemyss now. Fall in, you fools! Cap-
tain, send your men forward to clear the
bushes on each side of the road.”

Tickriige stood as if stunned. He be-
gan turning his héad toward the cabin as
his brain resumed functioning. I slammed
the door and picking up the girl, shot her
feet first through the window and leaped
after her, just as a loud howl of rage pro-
claimed that Tickridge was seeing through
the imposition practised upon him. Seiz-
ing the girl’s hand, I led her deeper into the
cover, while behind rose cheers and oaths
and hoarse commands, but not entirely
upon our account, for the wholesome pop-

. and veport on Tickridge’s force.
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ping of M’Cottry’s Rifles was sounding
nearer and evidencing that it was some-
thing more serious than an ambush.

I located my horse and urged her to take
him and ride for it. But she would not
listen, sayving:

“The horse I lost was a sorry brute. T'll
circle back to the rear of M’Cottry’s men
and soon find another. Many a horse is
running wild back there. Hark! The
firing is beyond the cabin! M’Cottry’s
men are driving them down the road.
There’ll be no danger in my making for
the creek— You've played the part of a
good Whig this day!”

“I saved a young woman from a disa-
greeable situation. I would have done the
same if I had carried the king’s commis-
sion.”

“You ride for Charleston?”

“Yes. Are you sure you will be all
right? If not, I will see you home.”

She smiled a bit sadly and said:

“I’m thinking our welcome to you wasn’t
overcordial. You have scant call ‘to uisit
us again. I go to see General Marion
I am
perfectly safe even now in taking to the
road.”

“Then it’s good-by,” I said, climbing
heavily into the saddle. “I must make
a wide detour to get beyond those fellows.”

“Wait. You're forgetting your pass,”
she said, pulling it from the bosom of her
leather coat and handing it to me.

I put it away and for a bit allowed my
gaze to rest on the dimple close to the corner
of her mouth. Then with a jerk I threw
up my head and said—

“Now it's good-by.”

“A moment!” She detained me in a voice
curiously low and soft.

And she stood at my stirrup, plaiting
the horse’s mane. :

“After all, it is custom even though we
be distant cousins,” I heard her murmur.

At first T did not understand what she
meant. Then her small face was tilted
up and the color was suffusing her cheeks,
and there was a hint of moisture in her
brown eyes. And, God forgive me, I was
so blind as not to note until I had completed
her embarrassment that she was standing
on tiptoe and waiting for a cousinly kiss,
such as she had denied to me at our first
meeting. I leaned low and placed my arm
about her shoulders to cradle her head, and
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my salute must have contained something
beyond the conventional, for I felt her
squirm in an attempt to escape

“Now it must be goodaby,”
heart most doleful.

She drew back a few paces, the color
still rioting through her cheeks till they
put the scarlet of his Ma]esty to shame.

“Yes, Cousin James, it’s high time to
say good-by,” she panted.

With that she leaped into the under-
growth and I had nothing to deter me from
starting for Charleston.

I said, my

CHAPTER V
CAPTAIN GANNER AT HOME

MAID’S kiss will stir the blood more

than all the ardent spirits in the world.
After she left me I must have been dazed,
otherwise I can not account for my wits
becoming muddled until I did not know
where T was. In a general way I knew I
must bear southeast, but I had little idea of
the length of time I had been riding through
the woods and clearings, over lonely roads
and by ruined cabins. Nor could I estimate
how fast I had traveled. It was asif I had
gone to sleep after she quit me and was just
awaking. The hiatus was considerable,
however, as the sun was very low. Of but
one thing was I positive; I was ravenously
hungry.

Fully aroused, I applied myself to locating
a road which would take me to the upper
waters of Black River near Kingstree.
Not too close to Kingstree, however, for I
must have time to compose my mind before
meeting any more of his Majesty’s officers.
I planned to cross the Santee at Muray’s
Ford, above Laneu’s, and strike almost due
south to Monk’s Corner, where I would take
the road to Strawberry.

My only danger-point would be George-
town on the east, from which Tickridge
might be riding. Once in my uncle’s home
back in Charleston, I did not believe I
would be embarrassed. I had come in con-
tact with Captain Tans and had aroused his
resentment but he was fresh from Savan-
nah and might not.enter the city for weeks.
Then there was always the chance he would
be killed. Even at the worst 1 feared him
little. I had appropriated his half-witted
prisoner to act as my guide.

Lieutenant Chats had a high opinion of
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my uncle’s influence at headquarters, and
felt friendly toward me. Old Ambros, my
next point of contact, could testify I had
done him a service in charging Ganner’s
men. There was no one, likely to visit the
city, who could know of my trip to Snow’s
Island and my interview with General
Marion.

Tickridge, however, was a real menace.
Could events hold him in Georgetown, or
should his thick head be bashed in, his
story of the passes and my impersonation of
Major Wemyss would never bob up to
bother me. One other peril, although I
deemed it slight, was the possibility of
meetidg officers who did not know me, and
who had received word from Wemyss to
pick up all strangers garbed as gentlemen.
Did this happen I would be in a sorry plight.
The nearer 1 drew to Charleston the less I
feared this last possible evil.

Committed to stealth until at least I
had passed Muray’s Ford, I studied the
lonely landscape carefully, but was cem-
pelled to admit the country was new to me.
The prospects of passing the night in the
open without blankets were not alluring as
the evening air was very crisp. To obtain
shelter [ began examining the scattered
houses along my way. These were almost
invariably in a ruined condition. Of seme
only the chimneys were standing. Others
had no roofs. And in some the oakum
stuffing between the logs was burned out
leaving the walls looking like the ribs of
skeletons. And I was hungry. My two
hundred pounds of beef were clamoring for
food. Altogether it was a most asinine
plight for one pretending to know something
of the country to fall into.

The countryside began to fade out, the
background of majestic pines becoming
opaque masses, while the nearer objects
grew vague and uncertain in outline. I had
stopped at half a dozen different habita-
tions, only to reject them all, when on my
right a light pierced the gathering darkness,
thrusting at me like a spear of flame by a
growth of black cypress,- then vanishing.
1 turned from the winding road and made
toward it, going largely by chance, as the
light had shown only for a moment. I
groped my way a few hundred feet before it
appeared again.

This time it endured for a count of five.
It was entirely too powerful for a candle.
Nor was it a camp-fire, for its illumination
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was shut off completely. Thus, elimination
told me it must be a roaring blaze in a fire-
place, and that the opening and closing of a
door had permitted the stabbing rays to
escape. That no windows glowed with
rosy light could be explained by heavy
curtains, the occupants wishing to escape
attention.

The country was wild and lonely and
there would be.but few travelers abroad,
and few of these bent on legitimate errands.
I could appreciate how women-folks, with
theiy men off to fight with Marion, would
feel unsafe and would guard against moles-
tation. I dismounted and proceeded care-
. fully and at last caught a faint murmur of
voices.

A few rods deeper into the cypress grove
and I was making out a substantial manor
house. The absence of outbuildings testi-
fied to the torch of the vandal. As I grew
more accustomed to the darkness I saw the
structure was imposing, running up two
full stories, with four huge pillars gracing the
entrance. Disliking to alarm women, if
they be there alone, yet trusting my being
alone would allay their fears, I threw the
reins over a stone hitching-post and
mounted to the deep veranda. The déor
was thick and the sound of voices told me
nothing. I lifted the knocker, and as it fell
with a dull, booming sound there was abso-
lute quiet within. My horse whinnied, and
I mechanically began swinging my head
about only to have the muzzle of a pistol
roughly clapped against my jaw and to stay
my investigation. A moment later the door
flew open and in the flood of light I beheld
three men, each aiming pistols. Back of
them were grouped fifteen or twenty
rough-looking fellows.

“Git in _there!” commanded the man
holding the pistol against my head. -

The trio on the threshold fell back and I
followed them inside. When the pistol was
removed from my head one of the three
stepped by me and closed the door and shot
the bolt.

“Welcome!” boomed an ironical voice..

I was standing in a spacious hall and
directly opposite the fireplace. Between
me and that was a long table covered with
jugs, bottles and decanters. Behind this
and on either side of the fireplace were the
men, grinning in ferocious merriment as my
questioning gaze wandered about. The one
assummg the duties of host was perched on

ing disordered by a stiff breeze.
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one end of the long table, seated with one
leg doubled back beneath him, the toe of the
other foot barely scraping the floor as he
swung it back and forth. He was a short,
squat-built fellow with curious corn-colored
hair that stood out in all directions as if be-
A broad
livid scar, like a red ribbon, extending from

“ the tip of his chin to the top of his right ear,

added to the eccentnClty of his appearance.

“T said ‘welcome.” Has our fine gentle-
man nothing to say?” he asked in a mocking
voice.

“Why, yes,” I replied, advancing to the
table. “I'll say I’'m most chilled by
the night air and will twig a tickler of
brandy with the company’s permission.
Only it’s gloomy business drinking alone.”

The man on the table clapped his hands
and guffawed mightily.

“—— your liver, but you talk like a
man!” he gied.

And he hopped to the floor and advanced
toward me with brisk steps.

“Drink by all means. Then tell us about
yourself and why we are thus honored by
your gracious presence.”

I poured out a neat dram and tossed it off,
and informed him—

“I travel on his Majesty’s business.”

“And travel alone?” he curiously asked,
his eyes of a light slate color, darting over
me and taking in every detail of my apparel,
and lingering on the several rings I wore, as
well as the gold chain across my waistcoat.

The truth was quite apparent to me now.
These were neither Whigs nor Tories.

“Not entirely alone,” I said, seating my-
self beside him on the table. “Captain
Harrison, detached by Major Wemyss,
comes close behind me.”

I could hear the men behind me stir un-
easily at this bit of information. My in-
terrogator straightened up and stared at me

steadily. His voice was almost gentle as he
said:
“I see. That is very interesting. Would

it be bold in me to ask the captain’s bust-
ness so far from the beateln road of the
rebels?”’

His speech did not belie what I had heard
of him. Born of good family, but thor-
oughly bad from his earliest years of inde-
pendence, ChaceGanner’s mocking ways of
speech ran neck and neck with his ferocious
brutality to the weak and defenseless. It
was an evil nest I had stumbled into, and my



82

wits worked feverishly in seeking a way out.
I must temporize. I returned his scrutiny
without flinching, and replied:

“I’'m here to tell you, Captain Ganner.
But these others

I indicated the somber groups on both
sides of the fireplace and fell to admiring
the lace on my cuffs while waiting for him
to take the hint and dismiss them.

. For nearly a minute he said nothing; then
laughingly replied:

“Rather cold to turn the brave fellows
out, don't you think? Besides, I have no
secrets from my boys.”

A murmur of approbation greeted this
speech.

“It’s all one to me,” I assured him, shift-
ing from the table to a chair that I might
have the roomful of them before me. “If
you can trust them, that’s enough. Captain
Harrison has heard much of you—"

“And has tried hard enough 4o get my
pelt,” said Ganner with a soft laugh.

“And has failed; and that's the reason he
seeks you now. It has been believed, untll
recently, that you have favored the rebels.”

“F've cut up several bands of redcoats,”
he boasted.

“If you hadn’t you wouldn’t be worth
bothering with now,” I returned.

Leaning forward and fixing my gaze on
his whimsical face and speaking in my most
impressive voice, I continued:

“The point is this. His Majesty holds
South Carolina in the thollow of his hand.
Law and order will be restored. It’s for
you to say how you will stand when the law
comes back to the land. The rebels have
long .memories and never have loved
you.”

T HE NODDED slowly and I could
> not decide whether the queer tilt of

2 his lips was his habitual expression,
or was making game of me.

“Go on,” he invited.

“To put it briefly, Captain Harrison
comes to offer you a captaincy in his
Majesty’s service, provided. of course, that
you devote all your energies to confounding
the rebels.”

“He told you to say that to me?>”

“No. I'm saying it to protect myself
until he can arrive and do-his business in
person. Not to mince words I should not
visit you unless my errand had a big chance
of appealing to you.”

Adventure

“But you're not in the service,” he mused,
his lids dropping.

“Not in uniform,” I smilingly corrected.
“It was I who brought his lordship’s offer
of a commission to you to Captain Harrison,
or whomever Major Wemyss detailed for
the business. I was to accompany the
military agent to you. I happened to
arrive ahead of him. Here are my cre-
dentials.”

And I handed over my Cornwallis pass.

Either my frank explanations or my pass
or both made a deep impression on thim.
He studied the paper thoughtfully, then
restored it to me and asked—

“How near is Captam Harrison?”

“T can’t say. I rode ahead whenihe
threw out scouts. In the darkness I wan-
dered farther ahead than I had planned.
He should be within a mile; very possibly
within half a mile. If you could send a
couple of men up the road to the north
they’ll fall in with his scouts or the main
body. The word is ‘Cornwallis.” ”’

“How many does he bring with kim?”

“Not more than fifty.’;

“I’d rather do business with Ma]or
Wemyss. He’s more after my own heart,”
he mused, slipping from the table and pacing
its length with his hands behind his back.

Returning to me, he suddenly clapped

_both hands on my shoulders and cried out:

“By the gods! You're a brave man!
Give me a few hundred such and I'd whip
both king’s troops and the rebels. Draw up
to the table and eat something. You must
be hungry. Where’s that —— black man?”’

A slave popped into the hall from a door
at the lower end, his face almost gray from
terror, his eyes fairly bulging from his head.
¢ “Food here, you black dog, and be
quick!” commanded Ganner.

Then sitting on the table beside me, he
admitted:

“I like your proposition. Of course a
captaincy isn’t anything to offer me. I'm
already ‘Captain’ Ganner. I have no one
to give me orders and I could just as well
call myself ‘General’ Ganner. If I accept
Harrison’s offer there must be some sub-
stantial bonus as an appreciation of my
services.” He paused to chuckle merrily.
“A bonus will take the place in part of my
pickings. I agree with you that the dance
is about over. But here is food.”

The negro placed a tray before me and I
carved me a piece of ham and a portion of
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roast fowl, smoking hot, and fell to. While
I ate the men watched me, but none spoke.
Their behavior spoke highly of Ganner’s
discipline. As for the captain, he main-
tained his position on the table, swinging his
heels and waiting for me to devour my ra-
tions. Had I been a stranger to his repu-
tation T would have said there was nothing
but good nature in his countenance, his
bristling hair giving him a whimsical,
surprized expression, which even the livid
scar could not affect.

When I had finished and the trembling
slave had removed the tray Ganner spoke in
a low voice to one of the men. The fellow
took up his musket and motioned to two
others, and the three slipped out into the
night. After the bolt had been shot behind
them Ganner informed me:

“They’ve gone to look for Captain
Harrison— You're not a native of this
part of the country?”

“I've always lived in Charleston. I
fancy it’s hard work to find any natives of
this region.”

He chuckled in appreciation of my humor
and pushed forward a handful of cigars and
held a candle for me to light by. Selecting
a weed himself, he remarked:

“This war has been a funny business.
Do yoi know that until old Gates was
whipped I really believed the rebels would
win out. I almost think my sympathies
were with them up till then. Of course I
never allow sentiment to interfere with
business; but I always was rather pleased
when I heard they had made a kill. Now
I know it can’t be done. Half-fed, half-
armed men can’t whip well-fed, well-
armed men. I know the Carolinas and
Georgia, at least, must remain Crown lands.

“Some compromise may be made in the
North. Perhaps the new republic will be
allowed to stand on conditions that the
Alleghanies and the southern boundary of
Virginia shall mark the western and south-
ern bounds of the republic. That would
leave England everything to the gulf, for
it’s only a matter of time hefore Spain loses
Florida. Then England would gain control
of the Mississippi, and within twenty-five
years would swallow the new republic
without feing a gun. Yes, I'm rather keen
to talk with%your captain. But as I think
it over there’ll be something bigger than a
captaincy and a bag of gold coming to me.
I’'m a man of parts; I look ahead. There
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should be a royal governorship for me in this
business: What’s your notion?”

The colossal egotism of the man stag-
gered me. At first I fancied he was making
game of me before putting me out of the
way. DBut as I studied his face and read
the avarice back of his perpetual smile I
knew he meant it. Ruffian and beast, he
was proposing himself as a royal governor.

“For the first few years a strong hand
will be needed here. That's a point in your .
favor,” I admitted.

He laughed aloud and stretched his open
hand close to my face and began closing it
slowly. 1 nodded in accquiescence to his
claim of having a “strong hand;” and to
make my words more plausible added:

“But royal favor has many claimants.
I don’t think you could expect more than
two yvears of office at the most.”

“Good!” he cried, beginning to walk back
and forth along the table. ‘‘Give me one
vear even, and I'll get my share and hold
the country safe for his gracious Majesty.
What do you say, boys, to one year of fat
pickings?”’

They endorsed his pretensions with a
mighty roar. It was the voice of the pack
when running game by sight rather-than by
scent. He threw up a hand and they in-
stantly became quiet. Stopping beside me,
he lifted himself on the table, first i
room for himself by pushing a decanter and
some glasses on to the floor. Pulling a
knife from his belt, he began stabbing and
hacking the table aimlessly, unconsciously
evidencing his supreme contempt for all
property rights. And as he gashed the
polished surface he quietly told me:

* “I believe what you’ve told me. There
wouldn’t be any sense in your coming here
unless you spoke true. It’'s odd that a
civilian should be picked for the job, but I
can understand how Cornwallis can use
men who are not in uniform. Of course
I’ve heard much of your ungle, old Macson.
In fact, I’ve often hankered to get at his
money-bags. I’ll even say that while you
were telling me who you are I had a notion
of holding you for ransom, for squeezing the
old man for something handsome. But
seeing that he is a warm Tory, it wouldn’t
work, if I would have the other prize. No,
it wouldn’t work if I line up with his
Majesty.”

It was said regretfully. I smoked on
placidly, wondering how I could get a few
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rods’ start with my horse. With a blow
that left the knife thrust deep in the board
ht brushed his hand> briskly and an-
nounced:

“I’ve thought it all out. I must make a
profit out of your visit here. T'll hold you,
as my guest, until I learn how the cat
jumps with Harrison. If he gives me a
guarantee of a captaincy during the re-
mainder of the war, plus a fat bonus, plus a
year as governor of this province, we'll
open the oldest jug in the cellar and drink
each other’s good health, and you'll ride
back with the captain. If he balks, then I
must make my gain out of your uncle.
He should pay verv liberally for your
release.

“This plan will make it necessary for me
to keep you under cover until I've learned
the most the captain has to offer. If he
shies at my terms I shall agree to everything
he says, part with him, and wish him
in ——2

“Rather a poor return for my efforts,”
I remarked.

“Highty-tighty, man! Love of me never
brought you here. 1It’sall a game and each
man for himself.”

“While my uncle would pay something
for my release it wouldn’t be any exorbitant
sum. He owns much property, but his
ready cash is greatly exaggerated.”

“I think I can fry out quite a decent
sum,” he assured me.

¢ ‘Fryiout: 2.1 repeated puzzled.

“Before the fireplace,” he explained,
smiling broadly. ‘“After you've sizzled
there a bit you'd write such a letter as to
touch the heart of the devil.”

“I now wish Captain Harrison had been
the one to find you first.”

“He would have been shot on sight and I
would never have known his Majesty’s
kind intentions toward me.”

His personal attention to me had held
my mind on the'gui vive to meet his queries
and parry suspicions. It was a great relief
to have him leave me. He went to a couch
at one side of the hall and bent over it
solicitously. For the first time I observed
a man to be on the couch, his head concealed
by a bandage. During my respite I fran-
txcally scoured my mind for some scheme of
getting on the other side of the big door.
Ganner would do exactly as he had threat-
ened. Usually the evil a man works is
exaggerated and he is blamed for much
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deviltry he never had the opportunity to
do. But as I sat there, the focal point of
many eyes, and smoked my cigar I was
ready to concede to Ganner every crime on
the calendar. His wickedness was con-
stitutional. He laved it because it was
devil’s work. Give him all the wealth of
the world on condition he live decently
and he would not be able to keep his
parole.

OW the figure on the couch was
rising to a sitting-posture, and Gan-
ner was mixing spiritswith water and

giving the unfortunate a drink. He put a
question in a low, soothing voice and
pointed to the table. The wounded man
shook his head. From the extent of his
bandages and their deep discoloration he
must have been shockingly wounded. Gan-
ner left him seated on the edge of the couch
and returned to me and-in a voice of deep
sympathy explained:

“One of my poor boys injured in a little
brush yesterday. Three of the others were
killed. May the devil bite me in two if I
don’t take rare payment for that job!”

My memory galloped. Three dead men.
There were three dead along the road in
front of old Ambros’ cottage. There was a
fourth, the one Elsie Macson had hit with a
rock. I wished the fellow would lie down
again. I pushed back my chair so as to
bring one of the outlaws between him and
me. He seemed content to remain on the
couch, his hands hanging listlessly between
his knees, his eyes staring at the floor.

Ganner interrupted my uneasy thoughts
by remarking—

“About time my scouts came back.”

“They should have found Captain Har-
rison by-this time,” I agreed. “But if they
come along with him they’d be slower than
if they came ahead.”

“I ordered one of them to come ahead.
Perhaps vou are tired and would like to lie
down?”

This because I had yawned—my first
move to get out of the hall.

“I am very tired. If I could retire and
rest until the captain comes #

“To be sure!” he heartily cried. As I
stood up he horrified me by directirig:

“Two of you boys help podr Binn to a
room. Our friend will rest a bit on the
couch.”

Two men steadied the wounded man and
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got him on his feet. Only his eyes showed
through the bandage. He started toward
the stairs, his gaze roving listlessly over the
company until it reached me. They dilated
and he refused to go farther. I knew it was
coming, and, yawning prodigiously, doubled
my arms béfore my chest like one fighting
against sleepiness and stepped behind my
chair. The men urged the wounded man to
move on but he remained rooted, his eyes
glaring at me.

In a hoarse voice he yclled:

“Curse me, cap’n, but that’s the chap
that done for Ricks! Dawgs done for
t’other two!”

As he spoke he swayed forward and
pointed a quivering finger at me.

My right arm straightened out before
me, the clenched fist catching the astounded
Ganner on the chin and sending him across
the table and to the floor along with a clutter
of jugs, decanters and glasses. I knew I
never could gain the door, push back the
bolt, and get outside and win clear of the
sentry. And raising the chair, I hurled it
at the two nearest men, sending them on
their backs, and sprang for the stairs just
as Ganner struggled to his feet, his face
dripping wine.

He gave voice to a how! that was the cry
of a wolf. It was caught up by the men till
the room rocked with the terrible threat.
Now the gang was in motion. Besides the
wine Ganner’s face dripped blood from a cut
across his forehead. He was in the lead as
I mounted the stairs.

I looked back and his slate-colored eyes
were fearful to behold. With an inarticu-
late scream he yanked at a pistol in his belt.
I pulled first and fired, and as I did so he
yanked a man in front of him. The fellow
went down with a squawk, like a hen under
the ax. The pack was now after me in a
compact body. Half-way up the stairs was
a landing. I reached this and seized a tall
clock and hurled it behind me.

As T turned to complete my ascent I
beheld a tangled mass of men where the
heavy clock had mowed them down. What
was more peculiar, I glimpsed the outside
door swing open six inches, with the firelight
playing on what might have been the face of
a ghost. The face was grayish-white and
there was a white nimbus about it. Then
the door closed softly. I had no time to
dwell upon this phenomenon as the gang
was on its feet again, and Captain Ganner
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was once more,in the lead, yelling to his
men to take me alive.

The hall ran the entire length, of the
second flcor, with rooms on either side.
Instinct told me it would lead to an impasse
unless I had time to reconnoiter. At the

‘head of the stairs stood a noble piece of

furniture, a massive writing-desk with tiers
of bookshelves above. In my desperation I
scemed possessed of double strength.  Just
before Ganner and his men gained the
landirg I whirled the desk about and sent it
plunging downward to block the stairway
for a few moments. Ganner leaped back-
ward and collided with his men, and down
they went like skittle-pins on an English
green. Now was my time to fly, only I did
not know where to turn.

Running down the hall, I came toa closed
door and was abreast of it when it opened
and the light feeding up from the lower hall
permitted me to recognize the terrified face
of the slave who had served me with food.
He tried to say something but could net
speak. His beckoning hand was eloquent,
however, and I darted into the room and
gently closed the door. His hand, grasping
mine to lead me through the darkness,
shook as if he had the ague. He hurried
me to what I supposed to be the door ef a
clothes-press. I held back, having no
desire to hide in a hole and be caught like
a rat. :

“Outdoors, massa,” he managed to tell
me. ThenT followed him willingly enough.

The pack was now pounding down the
hall. I heard Ganner yell—

“lnto every room!”

The slave closed the second door behind
us and we were in darkness except for a
vague blur on one side. My escort ran to
this and I at his heels found it was an open
window. Doubtless he had gained the
upper hall by climbing up to this windew.
I flung my leg over the sill, but before 1
could jump he caught my hand and guided
it to one side where it came in contact with
a water-pipe leading down from the gutter
above. The confusion in the hall was ter-
rific, but 1 recovered from my panic, and
remcmbered my manhood enough to draw
back into the room and force my new friend
to take the first chance at liberty. He
stood on no scruples, but swung out and
vanished in a moment.

Now some of the pack, including Ganner,
were in the adjoining room and in another
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jmoment would be upon me. I straddled
the window-sill but before I could grasp the
pipe the knocker on the front door boomed
tremendously, and a hoarse voice was
crying—

“Open in the king’s name!”

By some remarkable coincidence, appar-
ently, the story I had told to Ganner had
become a fact. His Majesty’s soldiers
evidently had arrived and they would
never arouse a household without first
throwing a cordon of troops about the place.
In proof of this came the negro’s yell from
beneath my window. The men in the next
room were pouring back into the hall and I
drew back from the window. Down the
stairs, pell mell, they streamed, Ganner
stilling their wild chorus and issuing curt
orders.

Leaving my retreat, I entered the adjoin-
ing room and ventured to the hall door.
There was no one at the head of the stairs,
nor could I hear any one at the farther end
of the hall. Convinced I had the second
floor to myself, I stole forward until I could
peer down upon the gang.

Ganner stood at one side, with two pistols
ready. His men were crouching behind the
long table and behind chairs. One of the
men gingerly approached the door and drew
the bolt and threw the door open, taking
care to stand behind it. For half a minute
the men gaped through the opening. The
man behind the door thrust out his head,
then left his retreat and advanced to the
threshold and nervously ducked his head
forward.

“No one here, cap’n,” he faltered, retreat-
ing from the darkness and crouching against
the wall.

“What ’s trick is this?”’ roared Gan-
ner, running to the door.

I was fair bewildered. T retreated to the
inner roomand received the fright of my
life when I bumped into a man. In a
second my hands were at his throat and he
was no slave, for his face was covered with
a beard.

“You fool!
gasped.

I released him and he staggered to the
window and pumped for breath for a few
moments. Then he was over the sill as
spry asa cat. Down-stairs the hubbub was
rising again. Men were mounting to the
upper floor. Men were rumming across the
veranda.

I'm Ambros! Let go!” he
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“We may be too late,” whispered old
Ambros from the heart of the darkness.

invir 1B SEIZED the pipe and swung out.
iﬁ It was substantially supported by
-metal contrivances, which stood out
from the face of the wall enough to afford
a fine hold for fingers and feet. It was like
descending a narrow ladder, and I had no
trouble in following it until my foot struck
something that yielded. A sibilant warning
told me I was stepping on my rescuer’s
head. For some reason he was clinging to
the pipe.

Two fellows with a pine-torch, racing
along the side of the building, explained the
situation. When almost beneath us they
halted and raised a loud outcry. We were
some ten or twelve feet above them and I
took it for granted they had discovered us.
But Ambros’ hand caught my foot and
signaled for silence. I craned my neck and
found myself staring into the open eyes of
a dead man. The bloody condition of his
throat told how he had been done to death.
Having sounded the alarm, the two outlaws
turned and raced for the front of the house.

Ambros dropped to the ground and I
plumped down beside him.

“T had to remove the sentinel before I
could sound the knocker,” he whispered.

Directly behind us was an open window.
I discovered it was open when the head and
shoulders of a man came across the sill. I
grappled with him, but the trembling voice
pleading, “Fo’ de Lord sake, massa!” told
me it was the slave. I drew him to the
ground and he scuttled off into the night
like a frightened rabbit.

“Come!” commanded old Ambros. “Your
horse is near here.”

But the open window and the dead man
fascinated me. Ganner's followers were ig-
norant men for the most part. I picked
up the sentinel and pushed him through the
window and then closed it.

“That’ll bedevil them!” chuckled Am-
bros. ‘I moved your horse out this side.
Here they come!”

We retreated as torches swept around the
corner.

“Under the second winder!” yelled a man.

Ganner snatched a torch and swung it
close to the ground.

“You fools,” he thundered, dashing the
blazing torch full into the face of the fellow
who had brought him on the useless errand.
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“There is no one here! Back inside!”

Off they went to rejoin those who were .

now searching the house for me. Ambros
tugged -at my arm to get me clear of the
dangerous premises. I was reluctant to
run away. Outside of the trap, with my
horse close gt hand, I feit no fear of the
enraged banditti. I moved slowly and
frequently paused and glanced back. I
was rewarded by seeing a light enter the
room occupied by the dead sentinel. The
light was a torch, and it was swung rapidly
to make it flame up. I could not hear the
cry of dismay and fear which must have
followed .the discovery of the dead man.

Lights were flashing through the top of
the house and voices were calling from the
roof. Lights shone in the cellar and there
was a general confusion, as when men let go
of themselves and shout frantically and
without reason. But the light in the dead
man's room told the story in pantomime.
It burst in ruddy flame and was slowly ad-
vanced here and there.

Then it came to a dramatic pause and
slowly inclined toward the floor. Motion-
less it remained for a count of three and was
then hurled into a corner. We hurried on
and when next I glanced back there was
still light in the dead man’s room, but not
that. of a torch. It was a rosy glow that
emanated from the floor and painted the
interior a ripe red. Flame-téngues licked
at the window.

“—— ye, come along,” growled old
Ambros. And I knew it was timely ad-
vice; for the mansion would soon be ablaze
and melfing away the darkness.

And yet the stirring events of the night
were not finished with, for as the glow of the
burning building made us hasten to find my
horse and be off ,there came the clatter of
many hoofs and men in scarlet coats were
galloping up to the burning building.
Leaping to the ground, they began firing
upon the Regulators, now being spewed
through doors and windows by the flames
and smoke. I could only think of devils
coming out of hell.

A clarion voice: soared above the din,
promising:

“A hundred pounds for Ganner’s head!
Look sharp, men.”

“That’s Captain Harrison,”
Ambros.
even with him for his men’s visit to my
place. Then I got word to Harrison.”

whispered

“I dogged Ganner here to git’
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What would have happened had Captain
Harrison arrived while I was in the hall with
Ganner? Certainly, never this narrative.

The “Regulators,” although taken by
surprize, reacted quickly once their leader’s
shrill whistle sounded. Theyv got together
on the side of the burning building opposite
our hiding-place, and made into the woods.
Once in cover, their muskets began to crack
and several of the British fell. Again
sounded Captain Harrison's trumpet voice;
and taking advantage of the bright light, his
men mounted and charged th@® woods.
From what I could see of the field, while
Ganner lost at least a dozen men the British
lost only three that I personally observed.

“What do you think of the British arms
now, young man?”’ mumbled old Ambros as
we stole away from the strife.

“I'm rather proud of them.” I readily
answered.

“They ain’t killed that snake. Only
scotched it,” he regretted.

“Maybe General Marion's men will get a
chance to finish the job,” I suggested.

“It's good work, let the —— himself do
it,” he grunted.

I fell to laughing softly as I visualized
Captain Ganner’s rage over the actual
coming of Captain Harrison and my picture
of the captain’s amiable errand. Surely it
would-never do for Esther Macson-Lance’s
son to fall into Ganner’s hands again.

CHAPTER VI
ONE TOO MANY COMES TO CHARLESTON

THAT night old Ambros and I sought
shelter in a rice-stack which miracu-
lously had escaped destruction. Some time
during the night he left me. I had not
attempted to thank him, but, although he
would have insisted he owed me the good
turn and had simply paid a debt, I felt I
owed him much. If I saved him from a
noose—and with his dogs at hand I do not
take credit for that much—he in turn had
saved me from broiling before the big fire-
place. The debt was entirely on my side,
and it gruelled me to awake in the morning
and to find the old fox had stolen away.

I saddled ‘and was on my homeward
journey before sunup, riding warily, for
there might be some of Ganner’s men or
Captain Harrison’s troopers in the neigh-
borhood and I did not care to be picked up
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by either. I skirted Kingstree without any
hindrance. The road to Murray’s Ferry

was soon covered, and once across the
Santee I felt safe from ‘“Regulaters” and
inquisitive Tories. On my left stretched
out the road to Georgetown, and in that
direction I kept a sharp lookout.

Once I passed Monk’s Corner and had
turned my horse toward Strawberry, I threw
aside all sense of care and took time to re-
view the happenings of the last few days.
Of all my pictures that of the girl on tiptoe
at my ;irrup stood out the clearest, al-
though for sheer dramatic values the recol-
lection of how the wounded man teetered
back and forth, just before his gaze found
and recognized me, stood out supreme.

Big Simon’s adoration of my coat was the
only comedy element in the experience, and
that, in a geasure, was pathetic. If not for
the war I probably would have grown old
and gray with never sight of my Lynch
Creek kinsmen; certainly too old for a maid
to stand at my stirrup.

It was while leaving Strawberry, after a
very pleasant mess with some British
officers, that I was surprized to behold Old
Tan, my uncle’s town butler. My first
thought was that he had run away. This
was an absurd idea as Old Tan considered
himself to rank my uncle in all affairs of the
Macson house, and nothing could oust him
from his comfortable despotism.

He saw me as soon as I sighted him, and
with a swing of his head that took in all his
surroundings he quickened his pace toward
me; only he did not scrape off his hat and
stand one side as he should have done. He
uncovered, of course, but kept moving as if
I were a stranger. I reined in to question
him; he bowed low and passed me a scrap of
paper and continued on up the road. -

Much surprized by the rascal’s behavior, I
was for riding after him and bringing him to

" book, but retained sense enough to open the
paper. It was only a scrawl, my uncle’s
awkward, angular fist beyond any doubt,
and at the first reading I could scarcely be-
lieve the evidence of my eyes. The message
read:

Sickly here. "Advise you to go to Savannah and"

wait for clearing weather.

It was neither addressed nor signed. The
handwriting told me it came from my uncle.
I conned it repeatedly, then tore it into
small particles and sifted them through my
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fingers. He had not dared to write to me
openly, even when sending it by the faithful
hand of Old Tan. *“Sickly” in Charleston?
There was no sickness there, The crisp,
cool nights were reducing the chances of
yellow fever even in the back districts.
And he advised me to avoid Charleston and
go direct to Savannah.

Obviously there was some danger in
Charleston which I was to avoid. I was
used to being guided often by my uncle’s
riper wisdom, and I was thinking to shift my
course at once and make for Georgia’s most
important center, when the thought came to
me that the danger, whatever it might be,
encompassed my uncle. He wished me re-
moved from the zone of trouble until some
disagreeable situation had been cleared up.
I could make nothing else of it, and I round-

ly condemned myself for not holding Old

Tan for further information. I wheeled
about and galloped back for half a mile,
hoping to overtake him, but he had disap-
peared. It was plain he had been waiting
at Strawberry on the chance of catching me
returning from Lynch Creek.

Instead of making for Savannah, I con-
tinued toward Charleston and so timed my
arrival as to pass through the city gate
under cover of evening. Of course I en-
countered the leering gaze of Levi Smith,
the gate-keeper, who halted me and held up
his lantern and grinned sardonically on
recognizing me. He rested a hand on my
horse’s neck and the spirited animal swerved
aside.

“He smells the dead hand, Levi,” I
chaffed, for I had little liking for the fellow.

“Aye? Perhaps he’ll smell the dead near-
er home pretty soon,” growled Smith.

My jest, theugh ill-advised and grisly,
was easily understood. Nor was it to
Smith’s discredit. In fact, he had often
boasted of the adventure. He was on the
point of being hanged by the patriots in re-
prisal for Gabriel Marion’s execution when
rescued by General Marion. He had been
ironed to another Tory and thrown into a
stout cabin. _

The two of them escaped, and as Smith’s
companion died in the woods the gate-
keeper was confronted with the grim neces-
sity of cutting off the dead man’s arm be-
fore he could release himself from the corpse
and make his way to Charleston. His re-
sponse to my jest was less obvious. There
was a threat in his words, and a threat in his
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sulky bearing, which, taken with my uncle’s
message, made me very uneasy. There
was no way for the Tories to learn the
nature of my errand; and yet something
was wrong with Uncle David.

However, I was in for it now and rode up
the broad streets ankle-deep in the sand and
dust and surrendered my horse to a black
boy and hastened into the house by the side

door.
B
S my uncle, taking both my hands
only to drop them and hastily ex-
tinguish a brace of candles. ‘“Come away
from the window. So Old Tan missed you!
The —— rascal fell asleep and let you get by
him. I'll sell him for a field-hand”

“I saw him. Only your writing was so
confusing I had to come and find out what'’s
gone wrong with you.”

“Wrong with me?” he gasped. “Why,
nothing’s wrong with me, lad!”

“What else was I to think?” I demanded,
feeling greatly relieved although none the
less puzzled. “You wrote it was ‘sickly’
here. Sickly for whom if not for you?”

“And you come back a-fearing something
was wrong with your old uncle,” he whis-
pered, his thin hands patting my shoulders.
“God bless us, lad! I'mas fit a Tory as ever
drew breath. But you? You've done
something foolish. If you were down in
Savannah, where I could say you were look-
ing after some. of my property, they might
leave you be till this blew over, or some tall
fighting made them forget it. But now
that you're herel ——’s pitch! Why did
you come?”’ ;

“But you? How did I know

“Oh, I know, I know!” he groaned.

“And more the plty' Fearing for your ol
uncle. It's you, lad; it’s you that must lay
low. You must get out of the city tonight;
and no pass will do this time. You must
win clear of Charleston and remain in
hiding—"”

“Uncle David, what the
mean?”’ I explodecd.

“Hush! Not so loud; the window is
open. A Captain Tans has filed mlornu -
tion against you; sent it in by messenger.

- I was restored to comm P lacencv

“Bah! Out of the mouth of his fellow
officers I can prove I did nothing to cause
you any alarm, or me any trouble.”
~ ““There’s more. One Tickridge, a North

“JIM! Jim! You here?” gasped

oes all this
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Carolinian, arrived last night and filed
certain writings. Can he prove anything
against you, lad?”

“That’s different,” I slowly admltted
“He can make it embarrassing. Not that
I did anything a man could help doing.”

“No time for explanations now. We
must work fast. Mayhap you were seefl on
entering the city?”

“By no one to recognize me I'm positive,
except Levi Smith——"

“Better by Cornwallis himself than by
Smith. He’s already at work. Your way
by the gate is blocked. I doubt if you
could even make the Battery, and if you did
I’d need time to get a boat in to take you
off. I'm afraid we must fight it out here; so
tell me what this Tickridge can say against
you. I must know to work against him. I
still have influence.”

“He can say—and I'll not contradict him
—that I rescued a young woman from his
men. She was wearing 4 man’s garb——"

“Imbecile! To mix up with what doesn’t
concern you!”

“She was Elsie Macson, my cousin,” I
informed him.

“Eh? The Macson brat! Well, well—
Needs must when the devil insists. I think
I can square that off the books. He’ll be a
newcomer, a provincial. I have powerful
friends who stand close to his lordship.”

“Wait! In rescuing her I represented
myself to be Major Wemyss

“We might as well cut our throats!” he
moaned.

“Listen to me. You're not mixed up in
this. You sent me out on business affairs.
What I did beyond your commissions can’t
be blamed against you. So you’re clear of
the mess. I’ll get out of the city tonight if
possible. If I'm taken it’ll mean a hearing
and perhaps a few days in the basement of
the Exchange. But nothing can harm
you."”

“Oh, my —! Stop it! Stop it! How
dare you talk as if I feared for my old hide?
Good ! T’'ve sweat blood because of
you, lad, and never on my own account.
Now you speak as you believed

His strong emotion affected me deeply;
for he was not given to demonstration.

“You miss the point entirely, Uncle
David,” I soothingly whispered. ‘“You
must stand clear so you can help me if T
need help. If we both go to gaol there’ll be .
uothing to stop us both from going on board
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a prison-ship. If you keep clear and useb

your influence they won’t be very harsh
with your nephew.”

This seemed to comfort him and the hand
on my shoulder ceased its trembling and
patted me more confidently.

“There’s sense in that,” he muttered.
“But the thought of you believing I was
thinking of myself! There; there! That's
done with. We must work. I’ll lose no
time in burying my hard money in the
¢tellar. Money can make many a fist open
into a soft hand. It all happened at the
wrong time. His lordship is in a furious
humor—all on account of Lieutenant
Drance.”

“Drance?” I repeated, the name being
new to me.

“They think the rebels have ‘caught him.
He was to bring dispatches from Ninety-
six— He reported there from Savannah.
His lordship sent for him to report here and
give a detailed account of how affairs are in
Savannah. His disappearance makes the
whole nest of them very peppery. I'll begin
hiding my money right away. Thank God
they can’t take my lands from me!”

“Not unless the king wins.”

“Besides David Macson only the Al-
mighty has any title to those lands,” he
muttered. “But how I talk! I'm a good
Tory. They won’t disturb vmy titles.
Still, I’ll hide my money.”

“We’re losing tco much time. Light
the candles and write a note to the major
of the town, informing him of my return,”
I said.

“My young nephew!
turn informer!”

“But they already know I'm here. They’ll
get me anyway. It'll put you in a good
light. It’ll leave you strong to help me.
Write the message to Major Fraser at once.”
. “I hate to do it, lad,” he groaned. ‘“It’s
like betraying you even if we both plan it
as a game.”

From up the street came a shuffling sound
like the sound of feet treading the thick
sand in unison.

“A light in your office at once!”
“They’re coming.”

“But you can take the side door—'

“Charleston is sealed. To try to escape
would be a confession of guilt. They can
do me no harm. The light and the note
to Major Fraser!”

I pushed him into the small room he used

Curse me if I

T urged.

2
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for transacting business affairs and lighted
a candle and rang for a boy.” Then thrust-
ing quill and paper before him, I dictated:

“To Major C. FRASER, major of the town.

“I desire to inform you that my nephew, James
Lance, about whom inquiries have been made re-
cently, has but just returned and is now at my
house, and that 22

@ A SU‘MMONS at the door and the
(&S

shuffling of men's feet under the
windows caused my uncle to drop
the quill. S

“Open in the king’s name'” called a voice;
and we knew the house was surrounded.
Pressing my uncle back in the chair, I ran
to the door and threw it open. Young
Captain Posby, adjutant of the town,
entered, followed by a file of soldiers. We
knew each other well and esteemed each
other highly, and I always had held him as
a man of the most fastidious honor.

4 raw business, Mr. Lance,” he be-
gan. ‘“But as town adjutant, —— take
the job that puts me in such a cursed posi-
tion— You men wait outside.”

The soldiers retired, and with a deep
groan Captain Posby said, “—— catch
me, Jim, but why did you have to make
a mess of it? And you were coming along
so well at billiards!”

“I’ve made no mess of it, captain. When
you know the truth you’ll find I've done
nothing that a man of honor could avoid
doing.” :

“Bleed me white! I don’t need to be
told that. But men of honor at times have
to do things that most horribly stir up his
lordship. He’s ferocious enough to eat
raw meat! The question will be—did you
do anything that’s amiss for a good Tory
to do?”

“That depends upon who’s the judge.
Captain Posby most certainly would ex-
onerate me.”

“—! He does that much already. Such
a pretty stroke in nursing the balls. Why,
man, if the war could only last another two
years it would be hard to find your equal
at billiards!” Another deep sigh and he
was forcing himself back into his official self
and stiffly saying: i

“It’s not for me to play at inquisitions.
David Macson, I make you my compli-
ments and most ably wish I didn’t
have to be here tonight.”

__The last as Uncle David came from his
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office, a sheet of paper in his hand. His
hand trembled and made the paper rattle
and only by clinching his teeth did he keep
his chin from wagging. The black boy had
stolen in and was crouching by the side
door, his big eyes pools of horror. To him
Uncle David said:

“I sha’n’t need you. Go.”

To Captain Posby he said:

“I give you good evening. You are al-
ways_welcome here. If duty sends you on
a disagreeable errand, why better you than
some one else. I was about to send this
line to Major Fraser, announcing my
nephew’s return and his eagerness to meet
his accusers. He came in ignorance of any
charges being filed against him. Your
coming saves the need of sending the note.”
* “Yet let me have it!” cried Posby, his
honest eyes shining. “Gad! But it shows
that the heart of this house beats true. I'll

~carry it along and Major Fraser can file
it with the other papers in the case. And,
David Macson, I must never forget my
duty as an officer. And strike me dead if
T’'ll forget my obligations as a gentleman.
The two sometimes seem to fight each
other. But it's not necessary to tell all
Charleston my friend Lance came back here
in ignorance of the charges filed against
him. If the world and his lordship believe
he came back here, fully aware black marks
were being chalked up against his good
name, it won’t do him a cursed bit of harm.
It might help his case.”

My uncle swallowed convulsively at
hearing my predicament dignified as a
“case.” Captain Posby, very red of face,
glanced toward the open window and softly
whispered:

“The only charges that count were filed
by a provincial who never smelled
gunpowder of an enemy’s gun in his life.
Jim will come off with colors flying, drums
beating and all that sort of thing.”

For the time this ended his relapse into
the familiar. Motioning for me to precede
him, he called on the guard to receive us
as we passed through the door, and we
passed from the house and up the street
to the Colonial Exchange, in the basement
of which I was to be detained. .

It was a queer homecoming. As yet I
could not believe I was in any danger.
Beyond the humiliation and discomforts of
a brief imprisonment I should suffer none,
I told myself. As to the ‘“discomforts” I

had been alone a scant thirty minutes when
my gaoler brought in a basket containing
food and a fair bottle of wine. The wine
was not up to my uncle’s vintage and I
correctly assumed it represented more
kindness from Captain Posby.

That night I slept quite soundly, and if
I dreamed of a maid it was in a mélange of
glimpses, first in decent homespun and next
as a gay gallant in breeches, with the whole
thing so topsy-turvy that only the aroma of
it abode with me when I answered the sun.

After I had breakfasted the gaoler rasped
his keys against the grating of my door
and then opened it. I had expected it to
be Posby, omsome of the other young officers
I bad played cards and billiards with; and
I started briskly to give greeting. It was
Tickridge, and my first look at his beef-and-
pudding face told me he had come to tri-
umph. He had been gay with odds and
ends of colors when we met at Ambros’
cabin; now he was resplendent in a more
consistent fashion.

“Mr. Tickridge, what do you want?”
I asked, seating myself on my couch.

“—— your impudence! Captain Ben-
jamin Tickridge,” he rattled back. “And
a captain duly commissioned by the right
honorable Charles, Earl Cornwallis.”

This, despite his rage at my lack of re-
spectful greeting, was rolled off with much
gusto. His head went back because of
pride until he seemed in danger of falling
over backward.

“Then what does Captain Tickridge wish
with me, seeing that I can not choose my
callers?”

“I want to learn the name of the wench
you stole from me. She is a spy, and bring
her to justice in Charleston I will.”

“Excellent! Anything else?”

“Of course to capture her I must know
where she is to be found,” he added.

“Naturally. I suggest you go to Snow’s
Island and ask General Marion. For if
she be a spy she works for him.”

“A rebel’s answer! I’ll face you with it
later.”

“When you do, please take time to ex-
plain why you held up this woman and sub-
jected her to abuse that his Majesty frowns
upon.”’

“That you can’t prove,” he jeered.
“Little courtesy is due a wench who puts
on breeches and rides alone.”

“Have done with your errand and take
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I angrily cried.
He smiled down on me viciously and

‘muttered:

i

“I swore I'd cut your comb, my young
cock, and I'm about to do it. Major
Wemyss, eh? Ho! Ho! You should have
seen the major’s face when I told him and
Captain Harrison of the scurvy, rebel trick
vou’d played! Major Wemyss swore he'd
take toll from that uncle of vours.”

“Even Major Wemyss can burn his
fingers,” I carelessly rejoined. ‘‘While for
you, don’t think for a minute any time will
e wasted in bolstering up araw provincial’
efforts to take his revenge.”

With that I gave him my bask and stared
through the narrow grated window. He
fumed and raved for a bit, but finding
neither dignity nor satisfaction in the scene,
he at last called the gaoler and departed.
g visitors until the shadows of late

M ;fternoon began darkening the base-
ment and the lantern was lighted and hung
at the entrance. When I heard steps com-
ing toward the room doing service as my
cell, I feared my uncle had thrown discretion
to the winds and was about to compromise
himself by visiting me. Then I classified
the gaoler’s heavy, spiritless tread. The
other set of feet was too light and nervous
ever to be my uncle’s. It was Posby, and
his fresh young face was filled with sym-
pathy. The gaoler hung the lantern up
outside my door and walked away.

“TI've only a minute,” jerkily informed
Posby, thrusting his hand through the
grating. “The town rings with your arrest.
Your uncle hasn’t been dragged into it yet.
His noteé to Major Fraser testifies to his
ignorance of your acts. But there are those
who are keenly set against yvou. Is there
anything I can do, consistent with my status
as an officer? I'd never make the offer
if I didn’t know you were far more deserv-
ing of decent treatment than all these
cursed pig-headed provincials who're flock-
ing in for commissions now they think the
war is won. Flocking in and getting ’em,
by gad! Ever since old Gates was whipped
every man-jack over here who owns a few
acres and a few slaves wants to wear the
uniform. Almost queer you never asked
for a commission.”

I laughed and the relaxation steadied my
nerves.

THE day passed without more
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“Of course that sounds verv off,” he
hastily apologized, his face flushing. “But
I never meant it that way. I meant with
so many blusterers asking commissions it
would have been fearfully proper for you
to reccive one.”

I was beginning to doubt my loyalty
to his Majesty. 'I had not advertised
broadcast my claims to neutrality. In
proclaiming it to myself, however, I re-
served the right to choose my allegiance.
And Posby was too good a fellow to be let
in for anything rough because of his liking
for me.

“There’s nothing vou can do, captain,”
« told him. “The charges against me would
be ridiculous if his lordship could under-
stand all that’s behind and around them.
I'm guilty of helping a woman escape from
a gang of brutes.”

“Of course! Of course!” he impatiently
cried. “I'd ’a’ done the same. And at
the least you can truthfully swear that, so
far as your knowledge goes, the woman
wasn’t up to any game to harm his Ma-
jesty’s cause.”

“I couldn’t vouch for her lovalty to his
Majesty that far,” I replied. “I only
know that under similar circumstan-
ces I would rescue her if I could,
even though I knew she was Marion’s
best spy.

“—— a fiddler! But that’s poor talk to
take before the commandant,” he ruefully
protested.

“Accept my thanks for the basket and go
before you’re tarred with the same stick,”
I urged.

He flushed angrily and growled—

“I'm Pot one to turn tail because there
is dangef.”

“Your cnemies can swear to that!” I
heartily declared. “I’ll gladly call on you
for help if there comes a time when you
can help me without forgetting your
uniform.”

“If a woman’s in a beastly mess the first
thing to do is to get her out of it,” he mut-
tered, as if arguing with himself. “Then
there’s time enough to consider her stand-
ing. Friend Jim, I'm going to see your |
uncle. He’s sent enough jugs round to
headquarters to have some influence left
with his lordship. This thing must be
quashed before it grows too big. No
chance, ¢h, to make it out a quarrel be-
tween you and that big lout of aNorth

122



The Torch-Bearers

Carolinian as to who should get the woman?”’

“No! no!” I cried, restraining myself
only by remembering his desire to serve
me and his entire ignorance of the woman
involved. “ ’Twas merely a question of
Tickridge not getting her.”

“Eh? Not getting her?
paunch, but that’s cursedly well put

He pondered for a moment and his face
grew more grave. Sighing dismally, he took
down the lantern preliminary to departing;
then paused to warn me:

“This Tickridge is very popular at head-
quarters. The failyre of the countryside
to rise and exterminate the Whigs is sore
disappointing to his lordship. He’d counted
on it heavy. The coming of Tickridge
makes headquarters believe the back-
district Tories are about to get into the
game, that much similar help is on the way.
He’s sort of a cursed symbol, you know.
The fool doesn’t understand that part of
it. Takes it all as a personal compliment,
and it’s quite turned his thick head. They
jammed a commission on him the minute
he arrived from Georgetown. He’s puffed
up like a toad full of flies.”

He left me and I was alone with my
second night of imprisonment. My op-
timism was much dashed. There was no
new reason for this except my isolation was
wearing on my nerves. With no one to
talk to, no open danger to face, my imagi-
nation suggested many traps and destroyed
my perspective. I could makg a good fight
against Tickridge on the ground the girl
was being abused, provided I denied any
knowledge of her antecedents.

Aside from my reluctance to deny knowl-
edge of the girl there was my impersonation
of the fiery Wemyss. A court of inquiry
would frown on that most severely. If I
had been actuated solely by a desire to
protect womanhood why had I not an-
nounced my name and station? Why
should I have assumed Tickridge would
have ignored my protests?

But using the major’s name! No, the
subterfuge was too gross to be overlooked.
For a trip planned merely to deliver forty
pounds of hard money to the Lynch Creek
Macsons my journey was netting me some
very disagreeable results. But there was
one star in the black heavens of my plight;
the girl’s kiss, delivered pn tiptoe at my
stirrup. Even his Majesty could not de-
prive me of that.

—— his fat
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=1 LATE that night I was aroused by
‘Ft' the rasp of the key against the grat-
"% ing and sat up on the couch to blink
at the gaoler’s lantern. A voice said:

“Call him to the door. I won’t go in.”

Without waiting to be summoned, I
crossed the room. The lantern shone in
my face and blinded me at first. Then I
recognized old Ambros. Behind him stood
Fraser, the town major, and he was staring
at me most truculently.

“Yes, I know him,” said Ambros. “He
saved me from four of Ganner’s Regulators
a few days ago. I evened it up by helping
him escape from the hands of Ganner him-
self when I led Captain Harrison to the
skunk’s hiding-place.”

“That’s sufficient,” snapped Fraser.
“You can tell the rest before the court.
This is merely a form to get our records
straight. There’s been some batl busjness
going on and whoever had a finger in it will
stretch a rope.”

“If he’s running with the rebels he must
be stamped out,” growled old Ambros as
he walked away with the major.

Bright and early next morning Captain
Posby was back at my door, his face very
grave. “Why do you come hete, my
friend, when it can only make trouble
for you?”” T reproached him.

“I’'m here in my official capacity,” was
the stiff reply. “From Major C. Fraser,
major of the town.”

I took the communication and read:

To MR. LANCE.

Sk. I am ordered by the commandant to ac-
quaint you that a court of inquiry will be assembled
tomorrow at ten o’clock, in the Province Hall, for
the purpose of determining under what point of view
you ought to be tonsidered. You will be allowed
immediately pen, ink and paper; and any person
that you choose to appoint will be permitted to
accompany you as your counsel, at the same hour
and place. I am, etc.

C. FrASER, Major of the town.

“Tomorrow!
I remarked.

“Today,” corrected Posby. “It’s dated
yesterday. It was given me not more than
ten minutes ago.”

“I knew it was coming, or something
like it; and I'm glad it’s your friendly hand
that delivered it,” I told him.

He stood very erect, and in a harsh voice
agked—

“You have a choice of counsel?”

I won’t have much time,”
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I shook my head. What was there for
a counsel to do? I knew what I should
say. No one could say it more intelligently
than I, for none knew the circumstances as
well. Besides, a court of inquiry could
only be a preliminary to a general council
of officers, or some such body, when the
full examination of the circumstances would
be made.

-This would be the mode of procedure, as
I understood it, excepting when the ac-
cused is charged with being a spy. No
such charges could be lodged against me.
The delivery of the official notice had’ dis-
tressed me. Now calmer thought brought
a return of my old optimism. I had been
scaring myself with bogies. There was an
excellent chance that the inquiry would end
the whole matter. I even fancied that my
uncle’s influence had been at work. This
prejminasy arraignment and general dis-
cussion would be followed by recommenda-
tions that the charges be dropped. Posby
broke in on my meditations by saying:

“I have a big favor to ask. I want you
to name me as your counsel.”

God bless the loyal soul! I could have
hugged him for his offer. I told him:

“Time enough for that if I’m held for a
general council. Even then, my dear friend,
I couldn’t drag you into it.”

“It would be my duty as a British officer.
I ask it,” he insisted. 5

The gaoler was out of hearing. On the
impulse—and never had I a truer one—I
confessed:

“The woman I rescued is my cousin.
She is very young. She is aiding the rebels
to the full of her ability. I had never seen
her till I made this trip. I believed she
was in danger of worse than death. There
was nothing I would not have done to save
her.”

“Your cousin,” he blankly murmured.
“Of course one has to help one’s cousin,
when the cousin is a young woman. Nay,
T’ll go further; if in that danger you had to
help her if she hadn’t been related. And
where is one to stop giving aid to the rebels?
Curse all puzzles! You, a loyalist, being
dragged into such a mess.”

“My views are being changed, I think,”
Iran on. “The change is helped along a
bit by my treatment of the last twenty-
four hours. T’ll even say I may find my-
self turned into a rebel if I get out of this.”

“Turn devil if you must!” he angrily ex-
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claimed. “The point is that now, this
morning, you are honorable. You are my
friend. I insist on acting as your adviser.”

“Then be it so,” I surrendered. ‘“And
if I die of the rope I'll say God bless at least
one of his Majesty’s officers.”

“Oh, nonsense,” he growled, backing
away and holding the lantern near the floor
that I might not see any emotion in his
face. “There’s lots of us fellows who are
quite decent; neither house-burners, nor
sheep-killers, nor women-stealers.” Which
was quite true.

His visit and kind offer heartened me
greatly. 1 ate my breakfast with much
gusto and was impatient for ten o’clock to
arrive. At last there was a welcome tramp-
ing of feet and Posby, as adjutant of the
town, came for me. As we walked through
the basement behind the guard he whis-
pered: 4

“The court should be in good humor.
A runner came in with word that Lieuten-
ant Drance, captured by the rebels near
Ninety-six, has escaped, saved his papers,
and is on his way here to present the Savan-
nah report to his lordship.”

FOUR staff-officers and five cap-
tains were awaiting my appearance
2328 in the town hall. Back of them were
seated Captain Tickridge, Sergeant Newt,
and half a dozen of Tickridge’s troopers.
Old Ellis Ambros was not present. Colonel
Jacks presided and the proceedings were
opened witl much informality. He asked
me if I had selected counsel, and on my
replying in the negative he did not urge the
necessity of my doing this.

This in itself satisfied me the-hearing was
something of a farce; something that must
be gone through with but which would
soon end in my release. Without placing
Tickridge under oath, the colonel called on
him to give his facts, which the captain did
with much spirit.

He exceeded the rights of a witness by
passionately setting forth his beliefs, un-
substantiated by evidence. I remonstrated
against this license, and insisted the witness
confine himself to what he had seen. An-
other of the staff-officers, a stranger to me,
suggested that I hold my peace and wait
until it came my turn to speak, when I
would have every chance to refute the wit-
ness.

Despite the gross violation of inquiry
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etiquette by Tickridge, his assaults on me
impressed me as being a happy augury.
I must be let go, but he was to have the
poor satisfaction of abusing me first. For
if the court were bent on my destruction, I
argued, their conduct would have been more
punctilious and their bearing stilted. In-
stead, the members lounged about in care-
less attitudes and talked among themselves
while Tickridge was ranting his loudest.

So I listened to Tickridge's charges philo-
sophically, quite sure no one else was giv-
ing him careful ear. When he described
how I had impersonated Major Wemyss
the buzz of whispered conversation died
down and the gentlemen stared at me
stolidly in condemnation of the sacrilege.
Tickridge was followed by Sergeant Newt,
who exaggerated my act of striking him
down into a felony. He entirely neglected
to mention his assault on the girl.

Other soldiers followed, none being under
oath—a small matter if they had been—
and when one proved to be unusually stupid
Tickridge bawled at him furiously, and with
leading questions put the desired answers
into his mouth. Even the members of the
court could not entirely smother their
smiles at the fellow’s prompting. Captain
Posby, who sat behind me, whispered in
my ear—

“That red-faced fool i is a better witness
for you than against you.”

Colone! Jacks announced that Captaln
Tans had failed to arrive to give his evidence
but that the substance of it had been sent in
in writing, and he proceeded to read it. I
could not see that it amounted to any-
thing, simply relating that on the strength
of my pass I had deprived him of the plea-
sure of whipping a half-wit who, he believed,
was one of Marion’s spies.

Captain Tans’ caste was that of the mem-
bers of the court, and they listened to his
charges with grave faces. When the colonel
had finished I rose and said that Marion
would never employ a scatterbrain as a
spy, having too high an opinion of his
Majesty’s officers for that. The colonel
smiled, but cautioned me about making
remarks until called upon.

-With the direct evidence out of the way,
one of the captains lazily asked me to ex-
plain why I had palmed myself off as Major
Wemyss. I said that the woman was in
terrible danger, that the sergeant had all
but throttled her, that to save her from a
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terrible fate, and realizing that Tickridge’s
forces were unattached, and in fact were
nothing better than independent troops
and ‘operating as their leader’s whims sug-
gested, I had used the first expedient that
came to my mind after disposing of the
sergeant.

I insisted that the impersonation of the
officer was most complimentary to Major
Wemyss, and showed that I believed that
even the North Carolinian had heard of
his fame and must respect his name. May
God forgive me! Even if my duplicity were
ill-advised I insisted there was nothing
criminal in it. That being a civilian and

“believing the exigency called for desperate

measures, I had.used the name and rescued
the woman. I did not divulge the things
I had confided to Captain Posby. When
I had finished Colonel Jacks asked if I had
any witnesses to corroborate my state-
ments.

“As it was not until this morning that I
received notice this court would sit at this
time I have had no opportunity to procure
witnesses,” I replied. ‘“Nor do I know as
I could produce any material witness even
if time were allowed me. Ellis Ambros, if
he were here, could testify to my activity
in ridding him of four of Ganner’s cut-
throats, and that I was aided by the half-
wit I had induced Captain Tans to hand
over as my guide.”

“Ellis Ambros has talked with members
of the court. We believe we possess all
that he could say in your favor or against
you,” informed Colonel Jacks.

As I had nothing more to offer in my
defense the inquiry was adjourned and Cap-
tain Posby started with me back to my
prison.

We were scarcely clear of the hall when
the captain softly cried—

“There’s a most proper looking fellow!”

I lifted my head and glanced up the
street and beheld a young man, mounted on
a spirited horse, coming toward us. In
truth, he was unusually comely to look
upon. There was dandyism in his
uniform and in the swagger with which he
maneuvered his horse, let alone the im-
maculate condition of his accouterments
and trappings. And, also, there was some-
thing which warned one not to presume on
this show of vanity and overstep the
niceties.

We were gazing approvingly at the gallant
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figure the newcomer cut and Captain
Posby was remarking that he was a stranger,
albeit a king's officer, when he pulled his
horse in to our side of the street and pyshed
back his wig a bit to wipe the perspiration
from his forehead with a bit of lace, and then
composed himself to wait till we had covered
the few rods and were abreast of him.
Saluting the captain, he said:

“I am Lieutenant Drance, just arrived
from Ninety-six. I am a stranger to the
city. Can you direct me to where I can
find his lordship?”

“Lieutenant Drance! We've heard of
you. Wc're glad to know you have ar-
rived. Turn to your left and you will be
on King Street. Follow it until you come
to the Brewton house. That’s his lord-
ship’s headquarters; and any one on King
Street can direct you to it. I am Captain
Posby, town-adjutant and shall look you
up later.”

- Lieutenant Drance thanked him, patéd
his wig and then rode off. Capta.m Posby
had need to speak to me twice before I
heard him. Even then my ears were hum-
ming so his words had little meaning. Some-
thing inside me was expanding until it
seemed that my heart must burst. In
God’s mercy why had she dared to thrust
her pretty head into this trap? Why did
she dare to assume again male attire and
ride into Cornwallis’ city? '

Forsooth, but she would find it vastly
different from masquerading along the
lonely banks of Lynch’s Creek! And above
all else how did she dare to impersonate
the bearer of dispatches, which would
require her facing his lordship and staff
and be subjected to innumerable questions
concerning Savannah and Ninety-six?

It impressed me as being suicide. But

Unlike Captain Posby,
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by Captain Posby was right in
admiring Lieutenant Drance. Never had
I gazed on a more eye-filling appearance.
however, I saw
what he could not suspect; the bony face
of death ever at her shoulder. And I saw
what 1 trembled with fear to think all
men must see; the elusive dimple near the

_corner of her mouth, just as it showed in

the Theus portrait of my little mother.

“Thank Heaven! Everything seems to
be turning out all right,” said the captain.

“Oh, T hope so! I pray so!” I sighed.

“Blood me! but you’re not gone off?”
he incredulqusly cried. “Why, you were
the coolest one at the court. What
megrims have seized upon you now?”

I came to my senses and smiled to show
my unconcern.

“T'll feel more at ease after we get into
the general council and some order and'
decency are observed in receiving the
evidence,” I explained.

“Bah! It'll never reach a general coun-
cil. That beast of a Tickridge showed his
spleen too plainly to take in his Majesty’s
officers— Gad! but that was a pretty turn
you gave the evidence when you said you
used Wemyss' name because of its influence!
T'll swear Colonel Tarleton will be jealous
when he hears it. Major Wemyss should
be here any time now. He’ll be in high
humor to find Lieutenant Drance has ar-
rived.”

“Wh},?
self to ask.

“It was he who sent in word Drance was
laid by the heels. While there’s some rank
between them, and some years, the two
families are very thick, and the major and
the lieutenant have camed on the friend-
ship.”

Why should he?” T forced my-

TO BE CONTINUED
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a person ain’t got but oue way night kicking about the dark days we’re

out and has to die to find that having in this Western country. He packed

exit, I’ve met a lot of fools. a .45 Colt and filled his belt with .45-70
Yea verily, they have come from the ends rifle cartridges.
of the earth to do injury to my nervous He was a peculiar-looking iombre. Eat-
system, but while I may never look the ing his own cooking had just about finished
same, I have managed to keep my carcass up what Nature was ashamed to do to him.
out of the loco-lodge in spite of their hav- Mostly always he’d have his pants on back-
ing done unto me things which I could never wards or his shoes on the wrong feet. One
have doné unto them. nice thing about him was the fact that he

Some of them have been of the common never repeated what was told to him—he
or hillside variety, which you may bust never remembercd it.
with a six-gun and not figure that you’ve Me and ‘“Magpie” Simpkins, my pard-
ruined any of God's beautiful works; while ner, are doing a little work on our alleged
others has been of educated stock, pe- gold-mine on Thunder Creek about five
culiar to look upon and listen to. But to miles from Piperock. We cut out a road
all ye fools, whether ye be shepherd or to our cabin and she’s some road, I'd tell
scientist, I say unto thee: there is a place a man. Beyvond our cabin is the Thunder
at my table—come and get it! But, aill ye Creek trail, which hugs the side of an awful
of absent mind—vamoose! steep mountain for several miles.

A fool is merely one who is destitute of Cur cabin was built on the only place
reason; but an absent-minded man is an- where we could find room to hook it on to
ointed of the devil, and his days are few the side of the hill, and we’ve got about
and far between if he gets in range of my fifteen feet of ground for a front yard, and
wickiup. Tell yuh why I'm against every- the rear of the cabin sets back into the
body who forgets to remember. hill.

“Tippecanoe” Seeley was one of the Beyond our front yard the landscape
reasons. When it came to forgetting he just falls for a mile. We’ve sure got a
was seven thousand degrees in the shade. restricted building-site, a wonderful view
He never thought of anything with more and nothing to see.

l IN THIS here vale of tears where ing it was breakfast, and then sit up all

than one syllable, and his back-trail was One morning I'm sitting in the cabin
littered with things he’d forgotten to cooking a pot of beans, when all to once
do. I hears a awful noise coming up the road.

Everything he done was with a reverse I pokes out my head and sees an automobile
English. If he wanted his dog to follow heaving and twisting towards the cabin.
him he’d throw rocks at it instead of whis- That road is barely out of the pack-trail
tling. He’d cook mush for his supper, think- age, which means she’s still within the
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Stone Age and noways appropriate for
horseless carriages. Anyway, they got to
the cabin and stopped.

The feller who is doing the driving is one
of them cadaverous-looking little persons,
long on glasses and short on chin. Some-
body has sold him a suit of clothes which
must ’a’ been ordered for a African explorer,
even to one of them front-and-back-porch
hats. The other person in the seat is
Tippecanoe Seeley.

“Howdy,” says I, and the feller nods.

“Is this ‘Hackamore’ Harper or Ike Har-
per?” asks Tip, peering at me.

I’ve knowed Tip for ten years; so I don’t
laugh.

“I'm Ike,” says I.

“By the whiskers on the waumpus, I
knowed I was right!” he squeaks. “I
knowed I'd get the right Harper. Can’t
fool old Tippecanoe—y’betcha.”

I congratulated Tip on his ability, which
was all right and proper, even if Hackamore
had been dead four years.

“Hackamore,” says Tip, “meet Profes-
sor—uh - :

“Doctor Aloysius Van Fleet,” says the
lion-hunter. ‘At your service.”

12 “I can’t use you,” says I. “I’m running
things alone now.”

“We comes out to see you about some-
thing,” says Tip, “didn’t we, reverend?”’

“Reverend,” snaps the other. “Ain’t I
told you plenty of times that I'm the pro-
fessor?”’

“I thought you said ‘Doctor’,” says I.

The little fellow lifts his hat and feels
of his bald head.

“Well, maybe I did. Sure I did.”

Then he turns to Tip. “You know as
well as I do that I'm not a doctor. I am
a— What were we talking about anyway?”

“My ” says I. “Two of a kind!
What did you want of me?”

Tip and Aloysius looks at each other for
a moment and then they look at me.

“What was it?’”’ asks Aloysius.
know, don’t you?”’

£ 1” grunts Tip. ‘I didn’t hire out
to keep track of your wants. I hired out

to—to— Whatin - did you hire me for
anyway?”’

Aloysius turns and stares Tip in the face.

“You mean to say you don’t know what
I hired you for?”

“Nope,” says Tip, puzzled-like.
you?}’ x

“You

“Do
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Aloysius puckers up his eyebrows and
seems to try to remember, but finally shakes
his head.

“My gosh, that’s some gun you got!”
says I. “What kind of a weapon do you
call it?”

“Oh that,” says Aloysius. “I forget,
but I know it’s a five-passenger. I must
have bent the steering-gear in the rocks.”

“Well,” says I, “you better get out and
rest your mind a while.”

They climbs out. Tip picks a rope and
walks around to the front of the machine
and then stops and rubs his nose.

“You don’t need to tie it, Tip,” says I,
and he nods.

“I forgot that I'd already took the team
to the stable.”

» THEY sets down on the steps of the
cabin and admires the view. Pretty
soon Tip sniffs and cranes his neck.

“Whatcha cooking in— That’s it! That’s
it, judge! We wanted to hire him to
cook!” :

“Ah,” grins Aloysius. “You surely can
remember things. I congratulate you on
a wonderful memory. Mister—er—what’s
the name?”

“Harper,” says 1.

“Ah, yes—Harper. We—er—wish to
hire you to act as our guide.”

“That’s it!” yelps Tip, slapping himself
on the knee. ‘“That’s it, professor. Iknew
I was hired for something, and that’s it.
P’'m to guide you.”

Aloysius stares at Tip for a moment and
then nods:

“I believe you are right. I wish I had
your ability to remember little details. Yes,
you’re the guide.”

“Guide and a cook, eh?” says I.
you going?”’

“Exactly,” agrees Aloysius, turning to
Tip. “Where are we going?”

“Did you speak of any certain place?”
asks Tip, foolish-like.

“Why certainly, I did,” says Aloysius,
peevish-like. “I certainly did.”

“Oh,” says Tip. “I see how it happened.
You was standing on my left when you said
it, and I can’t hear very well in my left ear.
Tell me again.” :

Aloysius considers it for a while and then
clears his throat.’

“Ahem-m-m-m! Seems to me that I
had some place in mind at the time, but I

“Where
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must have misplaced it. Now what places
have you around here?”

“You don’t happen o be hunting ele-
phants, do you?” I asks, examining that
double-barreled rifle, which had a bore like
a twelve-gage shotgun.

“Elephants?” asks Aloysius.
elephants?”

“There ain’t none,” says Tip, wise-like.
“There ain’t been none since the Custer
massacre.”’

“The last herd I knowed about was up
in the Flathecad country.”

“You mean buffalo, don’t you?”” I asks.

“Buffalo? Sure. What did you think I
meant?”’

“Aloysius,” says I, “you’ll do well.
You’ve got some guide.”

“Yes,” says he. “Iknow I have. Isaw
a man in town and I asked him where I
could find a guide, and he directed me to
Mister Seeley. He said that Mister Seeley
had forgotten more about the country than
most anybody knew about it.”

“He didn’t lie to you at that,” says I,
and it pleased old Tip a heap.

“By golly, I sure sabe the country all
right,” he squeaks. “There ain’t no place
I can’t go.”

“That’s right, Tip,” says I. “You don’t
need to worry about finding places, but
you sure can’t remember the way back.”

Sudden-like Aloysius hops up and stares
around.

“What’s eatin’ yuh?” asks Tip.

“You’re a fine guide!” whoops Aloysius.
“Goodness gracious, where are the rest
of us?”

“Rest of us?”’ asks Tip. “Oh, you mean
them folks what was with you?”

“My wife! Where is she? Where is the
rest of them?”

“I dunno,” grunts Tip. “There was
some folks got out of that blamed machine
when you stopped at my place. Was they
intending to stay with us?”

“I think so. In fact I'm almost certain
they intended coming with us. Why, we
must go right back there at once.”

. “Not me,” says Tip, shaking his head.

“Not in thatthing. Go ahead if you wants
to.”
“You refuse to go? Very well then, I'll
He hops into that machine, fusses with
it a moment, and she begins to heave and
grunt.

“Hunting
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“You can’t go out that way,” says I
“The road ends here.”

“Turn around, can’t I?”” he snaps.

I looks at the road and stumps and shakes
my head.

“1 can.’
my wife.”

“All right,” says I.
and your wife.”

I don’t know how he done it, but he did.
He went over rocks, stumps or anything
in front of him. Half the time he wasn’t
in the seat at all, ’cause that machine
pitched and bucked like a bronco, but he
pulled leather and stayed with her.

He made as complete a circle.as anybody
would want to see, and stopped right in
front of the cabin again—pointed the same
way he was before he circled.

“Didn’t I do it?” he crows. “Told you
I___." ;

Then he looks ahead and behind.

"He looks at Tip’s grinning face, and right
there Aloysius gets sore.

“I hired you to guide me!” he wails.
“The fellow in Silver Bend was right.”

“What did he say about Tip?” I asks.

“He told me to get a guide,” explains
Aloysius. “He told me I'd get completely
turned around in this country, and he’s
right— 1 did.”

“Do it again,” says Tip. ‘“By the whis-
kers on a waumpus, I ain’t never been
so amused before in my life. Do it again.
T’ll show you one stump you missed.”

I walks over and peers into the body of
that machine. There’s enough stuff in
there to start a trading-store with.

“What’s that rigging in there?” I asks,
and Aloysius seems to get over his peeve.

“That is my picture machine. Ain’t I
told you about that yet? Well, well!”

“He’s going to photygraft animiles,”
shrills Tip, grinning. “Goin’ to get them
on the move, too. Danged nigh impos-
sible, I reckon, but the blame fool thinks
he can. Says he's going to photygraft
grizzlies and mountain lions. Haw! Haw!
Haw! Interests of eddication. Be of benefit
to the people. Daw-gone! I reckon the
undertaker will get his, and that’s about
all.” .
“My dear sir,” says Aloysius, ‘“‘you seem
remarkably able to get facts twisted. I
hired you as a cook—not to prophesy.”

“You did like ! I’'m the guide.”

“Well, guide me then! I wantto go——"

)

says he. “I’'ll do anything for

“It’s your machine
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Aloysius wrinkles up his brow and scowls
at Tip.

“Where were we going?”

“I refuses to advance a prophecy,” says
Tip, expectorating at a lizard. “I'm your
guide and that’s all. You tell where you
want to go and Il take you there,

y’betcha.”

“I want you to take me to my family,”
says Aloysius, deliberate-like. - “If you are of
any value as a guide you can do that!”

“T ain’t—not thataway. I'm here to——"

“You said you could guide me, didn’t
you?”

“Yeah, I said that—shore; but I ain’t
no wife-restorer. Daw-gone it, why don’t

ou put hopples or a bell on her before you
i;ses her for keeps?”

“There’s Lord Washburn, too,” says
Aloysius, as the threads of memory begins
to tickle his brain, “and Bettina. Yes,
there’s three of us missing. What do you
suppose they think?” -

“Same kird of folks as you?” I asks.

“Same kind? Why, they’re my people.”

“Don’t worry then,” says I. “They
likely ain’t missed you yet.”

“But I absolutely need them,” says
he. “Lord Washburn is—"

“Here comes a wagon,” says Tip. ‘“May-
be somebody is bringing ’em up here.”
% our wagon. Magpie Simpkins is

perched up on the seat, herding our
two pinto broncs, and beside him sets a
female who only needs four more pounds
of lard and an ambition to get into a side-
show.

Setting on a pile of plunder in the back
is what I'd designate as Bettina and Lord
Washburn. Bettina might ’a’ been good-
looking—it’s all a matter of opinion, but
Lord Washburn—oh, man!

He’s got one of them walrus mustaches,
a one-eyed spectacle and knee panties.

AROUND a turn in the road comes

From his collar in the back to the crown’

of his head he is one succession of rolls,
the same of which makes a fellow wishful
to puncture one with a pin and let the air out.
Magpie skids them shy pintos up along-
side of that machine and slams on the brake.
He looks at me, winks one eye and sighs—
“Well, folks, here we are.”
“Haw!” says Lord Washburn. “Haw!
Joke. Heard it before. Where had we
ought to be?”

Adventure
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—— only knows,” says Magpie, sad-
like. ““Any old place except in the hills, I
reckon.”

“Aloysius Van Fleet,” says the old lady,
glaring at the lion-hunter, “what do you
mean by leaving us down there? If this
gentleman hadn’t come along—well, I shud-
der to think what might have happened.
Can’t you never remember anything?”

“Shucks,” says Tip. “You'd ’a’ been
all right.” :

*“Who asked your opinion?”’ asks the old
lady. “Who are you anyway?”’

“I'm the—the—what am I?”
at Aloysius, who shakes his head.

“Well,” says Washburn, “I'd say we
might as well dismount. After this I shall
keep my eye on the car. The roads in this
vicinity are beastly, don’t you know?”’

The lord and Bettina climbs down and
we all sets around. Magpie looks at me
and shakes his head.

“How’d you happen to come along?”
I asks Lord Washburn.

“Really.” He-screws his glass into his
eye and stares at me. “I have proffered
my services to Doctor Van Fleet as nimrod
extraordinary. We are here, as I under-
stand it, in the interest of natural history,
to photograph the wild beast in its own
environment, and I am acting as a sort of
body-guard to the doctor in case any of
the animals should—er—annoy him.”

“Ever done much shooting?”” asks Magpie.

“T’ve shot with kings.”

“What did the other fellow have?” asks
Tip. ‘“‘Aces?”

Then I hears Aloysius’ voice raised in a
high key:

“My dear, I was so interested in our new
guide that I never noticed you getting

Tip looks

out of the car. He's a jewel. Wonderful
memory.”
“Well,” says his wife, “I'm glad you had

sense enough to hire a good one. Bettina,
my love, are you standing the trip?”’

“I think so, mamma,” squeaks Bettina,
and then she says to Tip, “I beg your
pardon, but can you tell me how long we
will be here?”’ :

“Ma’am,” says Tip, “I am a guide, not
a prophet. I was hired to find animals,
not to make time-tables.”

“Oh,” says Bettina. “Why are we stop-
ping here?”

“Ask your pa,” advised Tip.
on the brakes.”

“He put
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“Papa, did you put on the brakes?”’ she
asks. »

Aloysius scratches his head and looks
around.

“I really can’t remember, my dear.
Where did we have them last?”’

“——s delight!” grunts Magpie. “Reckon

I’il unhitch that team so as to keep my
mind off  the painful things of life. Better
take them two boxes of dynamite and put
’em where that bunch can’t fall over ’em,
Ike.”

I unloads two fifty-pound boxes of powder
and the bunch of grub Magpie had been to
Piperock after, while Aloysius, Lord Wash-
burn and Tip seems to hold a conference.
Then they comes over to me.

“Can we. go any farther with the car?”
asks Aloysius.

“Well,” says I, “after seeing you hop
the rocks and stumps out there, I'd hate
to say.”

“Mister Seeley tells me that your two
spotted horses are suitable to carry lug-
gage,” says Washburn. ‘“We would like to
rent them, if we may—in the event that
we can go no farther with the car.”

“I’ve got four saddle-hosses at my ranch,”
says Tip. “Women can ride ’em.”

“Women can ride ’em, Tip?” I asks.

“Women can ride as well as men, can’t
they?”

. Just then Magpie comes back, and I puts
it up to him about the pintos.

“To pack?” says he. “Sure you can
have the horses. Won’t guarantee ’em
though.”

“Oh, that’s perfectly all right,” says
Aloysius. “I assure you we will take a
chance on them wearing out.”

Magpie looks at me and I look at Magpie,
but we don’t say a word. Neither of them
_broncs has ever had anything on their backs,
except a harness.

—=__1 WELL, that whole danged bunch
] sets right down and makes them-
- selves to home. Lord Washburn is

an English setter and the rest is blooded
stock in which the setter instinct pre-
dominates. Magpie goes over to Tip, and
says—

“Well, why don’t you pitch camp, Tip?”’

“I ain’t running the show. Ask the lord.
He, he, he! Sounds like-a prayer.”

“‘A prayer might be in order,”” nods Mag-
pie. ‘“After looking the bunch over, I

" of the kitchen.
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reckon we better ask for divine protection.”

Then cometh mamma. Mamma sizes
me up, like she was looking at a dogy, and
says:

-“Will you prepare a dinner menu so I
may consider it?””

“Will I prepare a dinner me and you?”
I asks. “That’s a of a way to use
United States language, ma’am. Why
don’t vou say, ‘Will you prepare a dinner
for me and you, so we may eat?’ Up here
we don't consider nothing but our stum-
micks, ma’am.”

Mamma rears up and almost falls over
backwards. She adjusts her glasses and
glares at me. -

“Of all things!” she snaps, which covers
everything a mule-skinner could say in five
minutes’ straight cussing.

“Such insolence!” Then she whirls and
yelps, “Aloysius!”

Aloysius’ backbone settles about seven
inches when he hears that yelp, but he
toddles over beside her. She grabs him by
the arm and points at me.

“You selected him,” she snaps. “Him!”

“Did I?” squeaks Aloysius. ‘‘All right,
dearie.”

“Now discharge him!” she whoops.

“But—but, my dear,” pleads Aloysius,
“I—I must have a guide.”

“Guide? Didn’t you hire him asa chef?”

“Chef? Perhaps I did, dearie.”

“I demand his discharge—at once!”

“Well,”> says Aloysius, sad-like, and
mamma shakes him, “well—get out—out
Now, my dear, I have dis-
charged him—who will get dinner?”

Mamma sets her jaw and looks all around.
Her eyes light on Magpie and she decides
quick.

“I employ that man in the late chef’s
place. Prepare a menu—at once!”

Magpie’s mouth forms a real smart reply,
beginning with profanity, but he manages
to choke it back. Then he stares at me
and then at her.

“Yes'm. I got all my education at night
the same of which spoils me for writing
in the day-time, but I'll orate a bill of fare.”

“Very well!” she snaps. ‘I am listening.”_

Magpie smooths his mustache and chants:

“Bean soup, hot enough to burn a burro’s belly,
Fried bronc’s ears and Gila-monster jelly.
Horse-hoof salad and some jerked rawhide,
Baked turkey buzzard with some loco fried,
Sidewinder gravy and a sunburned spud,
Saddle-blanket pie and a cup of mud.”
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“And,” says Magpie, looking up at the
awed face of mamma, “that isa —— of a
good feed for a he-man, if anybody should
ask yuh.”

Mamma swallers hard and flops her arms
like she was going to fly, but her voice
won’t seem to work. She sort of puffs up
full of words and all at once she explodes:

“Of all things!”

“Yes'm,” agrees Magpie.
are.”

Mamma takes two deep breaths and
walks away stiff-legged like a peeved bear.
Aloysius cocks one eye at mamma, and then
squints at Magpie. .

“Pup-paw,” says Bettina, “I'm ashamed
that you would let a man say such things
to mummaw.’

Aloysius looks at Magpie and then back
at Bettina.

“My dear, one must use diplomacy. I
find that cooks are very scarce, and—and
besides, your mother is too—er—cocky.
Isn’t that the right word to use, Lord Wash-
burn?”’

“I—er—” Lord Washburn screws the
one-eyed spectacle into his eye and squints
hard—“T would—er —rawther say —er —
speaking in the feminine gender regarding
fowl, I would say she was—er—a blt henny.
: Haw! Haw! Haw!”

" Bung! !

Anyway I think it “bunged.” I didn’t
hear it, ’cause I was the one it bunged
upon. I know I woke up and found them
all grouped around me, and old Tip
says—

“Aw, you-can’t kill him that easy, but
T’ll bet that pot-cover will never fit again.”

I got up and declared myself like this—

“I can lick the —— fool who hit me!”

“There he goes again, pup-paw,” wails
Bettina. ‘“He’s meaning mum-maw.’

“Is she the fool?” I asks.

“She is my wife,” says Aloysius.

“That’s a sensible answer,” says I. “Why
did she hit me?”

“Women,” says Tip, ‘never need no
reason. Them female contraptions is a
heap like -dynamite, because they bust
without provocation at times. I reckon
she was aiming to land a court-card and
drew a deuce. Lord What yuh—call m haw-
hawed at the wrong time.’

“Such as they

“Then Lord What-yuh-call’'m better lay -

“Iain’t
females banging

off on that haw-haw stuff,” says I.
going to have no
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me on the head just because some snake-
hunter of a lord opines to haw-haw at the
wrong time. What you haw-hawing about
anyway?”’

“Joke,” says he. “Good joke. Aloysius
says, ‘She’s getting too cocky, don’t you

know?’ and I replied, ‘I'd say she was—er—

rather henny.” Haw, Haw, Haw!”

It was five minutes before the lord woke
up. I whanged him on the head with a lid
off the Dutch oven, and he just sets right
down and stares into space.

“That was a dastardly deed,” says
Bettina, trying to take the lord’s head in
her lap; but he acts like one of them toy
things what you can’t make lay down.
Every time she tips him over he flops right
up again. -

“You plumb knocked his gyroscope out
of kilter,” says Magpie. ‘“Want me to set
on his neck ma’am?”’

The lord begins whistling through his
teeth and ptetty soon he gets red in the face
and looks around.

“What happened to me, I'd awsk?”
says he.

“You got in the road of that pot-cover,”
says Magpie.

“Pot-cover?” he asks. “I beg your
pardon.”
“You're welcome,”” says Magpie. “The

old lady hit Ike with it ’cause you haw-
hawed at. the wrong time, and then Ike
tried to hit the old lady ’cause you haw-
hawed at the wrong time again.”

“Did you try to hit mum-maw?” asks
Bettina. “Did you actually contemplate
that? Why?”

‘“You can draw your own conclusions,”
says I.

“She can’t draw anything,” declares
Aloysius. “She spent a year in Paris and
ten thousand dollars tryin’ to learn how to
draw, and—and——"

“Pup-paw, that is very unkind of you
to air our family aﬁ’alrs before strangers.”

“Don’t mind me,” squeaks Tip. “Fight
if yuh feel lik® it—I’m hard-boiled.”

“I’d venture to say that I am misunder-
stood,” states the lord, rubbing his head.
“What bad art to do with the present
situation, I'd awsk? There has been al-
together too much coarse badinage and ex-
changing of—er——"

“Pot-covers?’”’ asks Magpie.

“Exactly. I hope we will succeed in our
mission, but I am of the opinion it will
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require unprecedented good fortune to re-
pay us for the discomforts of the environ-
ment in which we are placed.”

“My gosh!” snorts Tip. “You don’t
need a guide—you need a e-metic. I wish
I had a almanac so I could see if he was
chidin’ us, or just runnin’ over with wis-
dom.”

SOME folks will naturally say that
== we’re all wrong in talking and acting
— like we’ve been doing. They’ll orate
that Western chivalry is extinct like the
dodo or Free Silver, but such is not a fact.
Western chivalry is all there like it is in
the East.

This bunch of misfits comes on a forlorn
mission. They picks us out to be servants
unto their wishes, whangs us with pot-
covers et cettery, and nobody, unless they’re
of the same kind, color, and complexion,
can expect us to kiss, humor, and coddle
said conglomeration of misguided hu-
manity.

Magpie is just through being sheriff of
Yaller Rock County, and I'm willing to
help Aloysius all I can, being as he’s a
cripple—mentally; but the rest of the
scientific herd——nothin’ doing in sympathy
or helpfulness. I’m plumb neutral and non-
committal.

The old lady gets to fussing around and
pretty soon she says:

“Aloysius, I really must have food. It
will soon be dinner-time and no preparations
are under way. Attend to this please.”

“Yes'm,” says Aloysius, foolish-like.
“Yes'm. Where do we dine?”

“Where?”” asks mum-maw, looking down
at poor little Aloysius. “Where?”

“Oh,” savs Aloysius, and then goes to
writing in his little book.

Mum-maw gets sore as a boil and sort

*of appeals to Lord Washburn. He shakes
his head and says:

“My dear Mrs. Van Fleet, I know noth-

ing whatever of the culinary art. I was
under the impression that Mr. Van Fleet
had engaged a chef.”
. “He did,” says Tip, “and the old lady
had him throwed out of the kitchen. Wo-
men raiseth with everything—seems to
me. I comes danged near getting married
oncet, I—"

“Forgot to go to the church,” says L

Tip nods and grins.

“Did I? Maybe I did—TI forget. Any-
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way, I ain’t got no wife, for which I raises
my voice in a prayer each day.”

“Your domestic difficulties have no bear-
ing on my dinner,” says mum-maw, mean-
like. “I want to eat!”

“Shucks, if that’s all you want, I can
cook,” says Tip. ‘“There’s two things I
sure can do, and one of them is cook.”

“What’s the other?”” asks Magpie.

Tip scratches his head and thinks hard.

“Danged if I know right now, Magpie,
but she’s a accomplishment, as I remem-
ber it.”

Let me pass over that meal. I tried it -
and found it guilty of everything. I ain’t
no hand to fuss over the way my stuff is
cooked; but I'll be danged if my stummick
can stand for parboiled tea and a mulligan
thickened with baking-powder.

I reckon everybody except Aloysius and
Tip felt the same about it. Aloysius puffed
up a little, but I can’t see much change in
Tip.

“Mighty” Jones rides in and looks over
the aggregation. He asks me and Magpie
about them, and we tells him all we know.

“Goin’ to photygraft animiles?”” he asks.
“On the run? Geemighty!”

“Oh, absolutely,” says Aloysius.
terests of science. I want pictures of wild
animals in their native haunts. Would it-
be possible for—er—us to get pictures of
panthers, grizzly bear and—er—wildcats—
uh—er—going about their daily—er—pas-
times, as it were?”

“As it were,” nods Mighty.
is.”

“It can be done,” says Tip. “There
ain’t nothin’ impossible, is there? Just
because a grizzly never did let anybody
photygraft it as it is 4

“Exactly,” says Aloysius. “I am glad
to find 2 man who does not insist on prec-
edent. We will secure the pictures we
desire without any effort, I assure you all.”

“Why does the grizzly object to being
photographed?” asks Bettina.

“Superstition,” says Magpie. “A grizzly
is superstitious about photography. They
figure that it’s unlucky to let a photographer
cross their trail.”’ .

“We will—er—commence on the—er—
inoffensive—er— What is it, Mr. Seeley?”
asks Aloysius.

“Inoffensive?” asks Tip.
talkin’ about, senator?”’

“The—er— Now, I adjure you, I am

(‘Iﬁ_

“Not as it

“What you
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not a senator. We spoke of some animal,

which we might try the machine on. Was
it the—er—tom-cat?”’
“Bob-cat,”, says Tip. “We’ll find one

. at once. We ought to have some dogs.”

“Domestic animals I do not wish for,”
states Aloysius.

“You don’t have to wish,” says Tip.
“Wishin’ never got nobody some dogs.”

“T’ll rent my pack,” offers Mighty.

* “There yuh are,” says Tip. ‘“Mighty’s
dogs will find animals if there is any.”

“I hired you as my guide,” reminds
Aloysius. “As long as I've got you I
have no use for a pack of dogs.”

“Ah-00-0-00-0-0!”” howls one of Mighty’s
dogs, and away went the whole pack down
the side of the mountain.

“What do yuh reckon they’re after?”
asks Mighty.

“After?” grins Magpie. “Oh, nothing.
They’re insulted, that’s all.”

One thing I can say for Mighty’s pack
of dogs, they’re numerous. I reckon that
he figured that the more the merrier, and
he- sure picked up everything of the dog
kind which had four legs, a tail, and a voice.
They starts going just like a whip. For
instance, the seven greyhounds leave first,
then four or five fox-hounds, then comes all
breeds and mixtures, the order of their going
depending a heap on their powers of smell.

The last to leave is old ‘“Whiskers,”
a cross between everything doggish from
a St. Bernard to a pink poodle. Whiskers
sniffles all the time and smeélls' nothing.

He’s the popper on the whip, that’s the

way they leaves. That conglomeration of
animiles is enough to put the fear of the
devil into anything wilder than a fool-hen.

We watches ’em go and then listens to
their voices fade out.

“In Europe,” says Lord Washburn,
screwing his one-eyed spectacle into his
eye, “I would say they were on a warm
scent. Perhaps it is a fox.”

“Fox
won’t even look at a fox.”

“Ah-00-0-0-0-0-0-0-0!”” comes the chorus,
and we listens freely.

“Ah-00-0-0-0-0-0-0!” she comes again,
and this time she’s a lot closer.

Me and Magpie looks at each other. It
appears to us that the chase is coming down
the trail, and knowing that trail like we
does, it’s almost a cinch that the procession
is due to come past the cabin.

!”” grunts Mighty. ‘““Them pups_

Adventure

The trail swings around the side of the
caiion, and the hill drops straight off for a
danged long ways, and the upper side is
almost unclimbable.

Lord Washburn walks past the auto-
mobile and appears to squint up the trail,
and Aloysius walks behind him. I steps
over beside the cabin and Magpie joins me.
Bettina and mum-maw joins the lord and
pup-paw.

All to once the dogs’ voices swells to a
joyful chorus as they make the curve above

the cabin.
g seen Lord Washburn seem to lift
right off the ground and come back-
wards towards us at an cnormous rate of
speed. Aloysius gets hit, and goes past
me and Magpie, spinning like a pin-whee].
Something hits me a side-swipe and I goes
down only To come up amid a whooping,
howling, snapping bunch of dogs which

THEN things begin to happen. I

'swamp me, and I goes down again.

When I awoke, I feels some one kissing
me, and I looks up into the face of Whiskers.
I shoves him away and sets up.

There is Magpie, with his back braced
against the cabin door, digging his heels
into the dirt to keep upright. Mum-maw
is sitting with her back against a wheel of
the automobile, while Bettina is sitting
straddle of the engine-end of the machine,
clapping her hands like she was encoring
that bunch of dogs, et cettery, to make
another appearance.

From the body of the machine appears
the head of Aloysius. He looks all around,
down at his better half and then at his
daughter.

“Stop applauding, Bettina!” he says,
hoarse-like, and she looks foolish-like at him.

Then he looks all around again.

“I ask every one to cease cheering.”

From on top of the cabin comes a voice,
and we looks up to see Tip, with one arm
hooked around the ridge-pole and both
feet up on top of the cabin. He’s hanging
on tight.

“Animiles!” he squeaks. “Said you’d see
’em, didn’t I? Didn’t T say you would?”’

Aloysius squints at Tip and nods.

“TI did—a flecting glimpse.”

“Well, dang it, I didn’t agree to stop
‘em, did I?”

‘“Heaven is my home!” gasps mum-maw.
“What happened?”
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“Nothing,” says Aloysius.
get excited about.”

“Wh-where is Lord Washburn?” gasps
Bettina, all out of breath.

“Ma’am,” says Magpie, “I ain’t making
no definite statements; but if he stuck on
that silver-tip’s back, and if the silver-tip
can’keep up his speed for-ten minutes longer,
Lord Washburn will be somewhere in
Canada.”

“Well,” says I, watching Magpie digging
his heels into the dirt, “that cabin won’t
fall down if you leave go of it, Magpie.”

“No, but the door will come open,
Tke.”

“Oh!” says I. “It likely will, but that
won’t hurt nothing.”

“Like — it won’t.”

“Meaning what?”’

: “B’oth of them danged cougars went in-
side.”

“Both —— cougars?”’ I gasps, and Mag-
pie nods.

“Uh-huh. I reckon them dogs got after
them two cougars, swung ’em on to the
trail where ithe silver-tip was pesticating
along, and the whole caboodle came to our
part_\'-”

“I—have—shot—with—kings,” states a
voice, and we turns to look at Lord Wash-
burn.

He’s a mess. I reckon that silver-tip
took him for a sightseeing trip through a
thorn thicket, and he sure got shucked.
He’s got a half a shirt left, and that ain’t
connected with his pants, said pants con-
sisting of a waistband and a lot of streamers.
His stockings are pulled down over his
shoes and drag out behind as he walks.

But he’s still hanging on to that one eye-
glass. He weaves there in the trail and
repeats his statement—

“I—have—shot—with—kings.”

‘““He, he, he, he!” squeaks Tip. * ’Pears
to me that the king used a cross between
a shotgun and a rake.”

“Where is the bear?” asks Aloysius.

Washburn screws his eyeglass tighter and
licks his lips. e

“Bear?’’ he asks, dignified-like. “Really—
er—I did not awsk it for an address.”

“They’re *hard to ride,” nods Tip.
“Danged hard.”

“It enhances the difficulty if one is
riding backwards,” agrees Lord Washburn.
“The—er—dogs—"’

“Say, where is Mighty Jones?” I asks.

“Nothing to
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Magpie jerks his thumb behind him at
the door.

“You don’t mean that he’s inside?” I
gasps.

“He went in,” says Magpie, foolish-like,
‘“and he ain’t never come out—yet.”

“Wait a moment,” says Tip. “Lemme
get this right. Two cougars went inside
and Mighty Jones went in after them?
Mighty’s brave.”

“No-0-0-0,”” drawls Magpie. “Mighty
went in first; the cougars are brave!”

“What might a cougar be?”’ asks mung
maw.

“A cougar?” parrots Tip. “A cougar
is—a—a—naturalized African lion.”

“In the cabin?” asks Aloysius. ‘“My
chance has come! I will picturize it. Lord
Washburn, we will start our first film. This
is a very good opportunity.”

“Told yuh I'd find animiles for yuh,”
grins Tip. “I sure can do guidin’, can’t I?”

“Yes, I find %you satisfactory,” grunts
Aloysius, wrestling with his photygraft
apparatus.

He gets it out of the machine and sets
it up. It’s a three-legged dingus, and on
top of it he fastens a box-like arrange-
ment with a crank on the side.

“Hey!” yells Mighty’s voice from the
inside. “Hey, out there!” :

“No hay,” yells Tip. ‘“Whatcha want?”

“Magpie!” yelps Mighty. ‘“You going
to let me out?”

“Unattended,” admits Magpie.

Just then a cougar cut loose a yowl you
could hear a mile. Aloysius stops fussing
with his camera.

“Got ’em both!” whoops Mighty. “Buck,
dang yuh, buck!”

“Both what?” squeaks Tip.

“Got ’em roped!” whoops Mighty, and
our ears gets assailed by a lot of cat-talk
which shows that them cats are sore.

“Where are you located, Mighty?” asks
Magpie.

“On the bal-co-nee!” whoops Mighty.

We’ve got a little loft arrangement built
at the rear of the cabin, where we keep our
extra supplies; but it sure wasn’t built
for no Romeo and Juliet balcony scene.

“Got ’em roped on the same rope, too,”
brags Mighty. ‘Come in and bave a look.”

Magpie opens the door slow-like and peers
inside. Then he turns to Aloysius.

“There’s your picture, mister.”

We all crowds into the doorway. Mighty
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is setting on the edge of the loft. He’s got
the rope snubbed to the cross-pole of the
loft, and on each end is a cougar, and if
anybody asks me, I’ll orate aloud that them
cats are peeved.

“How did you get up-there, Mighty?”
asks Magpie.

“Up here? Say, this amt high to go—
under them circumstances.’

“By Jove, that’s wonderful!” gasps Lord
Waghburn. ‘“Cawn’t we get them as they
are, professor? It will be instructive in a
Way, don’t you think?”

“Um-m-m-m,” says Aloysius, and then
he nods. “A still!” he exclaims. “Wait
until I set up the other camera.”

‘He comes back with a different outfit,
and sets it up inside the doorway. Them
two cats just set there and spit. After
Aloysius gets through looking through the
rigging, he gets awful excited.

“Wonderful opportunity,” he announces.
“I will make several exposures. I will have
Bettina, Lord Washburn, Mrs. Van Fleet,
the guide and the chef in the picture with
the lions. Immense!”

Then he turns to me and says—

“You will be my assistant.”

“Yeah?” says I. ‘“What do I do?”

He places Magpie and Lord Washburn
on one side and on the other he puts Bettina,
mum-maw and Tip.
two spitting cougars, and setting on the
edge of the loft is Tippecanoe Seeley.

Aloysius peeks at them through the
camera and then loads the thing. He
takes the dingus and pours it full of some
kind of powder and hands if to me.

‘“Hold that over your head,” says he.
“Put your finger into that ring and when I
requests it of you, pull down on it.’

I follers directions. Aloysius tells every-
body to stand perfectly still, and then
sayvs—

“Pllll!”

= I PULLED. Yeah, I pulled. Ike
8 Harper seems to have been created
to foller directions. Looking back
at it, I comes to the conclusion that if I'd
’a’ killed the professor when I first seen
him, this world would have been sweeter.

As I said before, I pulled. Comes a
blinding flash of light, the yowl of a scared
cougar, the splintering crash of overweighted
timbers, and, as “Hip-Shot” Squires used
to say, “—— took a recess.”

In the middle is them

Adventure

It appeared that one of them cougars
came unto my bosom, and I sure took it
in. I went high, wide and handsome, and
got clawed from heels to dandruff. Some-
thing got me by the feet and something got
me by the head, and they pulled opposite
directions. The feet end of me was pointed
towards the door, and whatever the potver
was on that end—it won.

I remembers skidding on the seat of my
pants off our door-step and down that
danged hill. I hooked my feet against a
rock, and then the power on my neck raises
me upright and yanks me upside down
again, and all this time I'm locked in deadly
combat with that danged cougar.

Suddenly we stops in a blaze of glory. I
dodges a flock of stars and tries to set up.
Then the cougar in which I have my teeth,
fingers and spurs seems to set a precedent
of natural history when it says in a faint
voice—

“Well, by ——, I hope we stay stopped'”’

I unhooks from said cougar and looks
into the peaceful face of Magple Simpkins.

“I thought vou was a cougar,” says L.

He looks at me painful-like and says—

“Since when did you start eating raw
cougars, Ike?”

I didn’t answer him because I didn’t care
to answer such fool questions. We both
got up and started back for the cabin. ,

There was a sight for sore eyes. Them
two cougars busted loose when the balcony
went down, and thev must ’a’ swept the
cabin clean with that rope.

Mum-maw has got the rope around her

body, and is half under the machine. Lord
Washbuyrn has got both feet twisted in the
rope and is standing on the back of his
neck with his feet cinched up to the seat
where one of the cougars is reared back,
trving to get loose.
- The other cougar is still fastened to the
other end of the rope and is about six feet
away from the machine, all twisted up in
that camera. Every time the cougar
moves the camera moves, and then the
cat wallops it with both paws while it
searches the depths of its soul to try and
find cat-talk enough to descnbe its opinion
of photography.

Setting on the door-step is Tip with his
hands on his knees and a beautiful expres-
sion on his homely face. He is looking at
the scene before him; but he don’t see it,
’cause his thoughts are of spiritual, not
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material things. Suddenly his expression
changes, and he grunts soft-like—

“Still —1”

Aloysius has got an egg-sized bump over
his right eye, and one of them cougars has
opened his clothes all the way down his
back; but Aloysius don’t mind. He’s try-
ing to set that moving-picture camera and
all the while he’s singing, soft and low:

“Daha-a-a-a-ling, I am gro-0-0-o-wing 0-0-0-0-old,

Swezt Alice with ha-air so0-0-0-0 brown,

Through the sycamo-o0-0-o-res the candle-lights are
' gleaming,

The ;tlloss-c,?vered bu-u-u-u-u-cket that hung in the
well—

“My ——!” grunts Magpie. ‘“He’s even
absent-minded in his songs.”

“He, he, he, he!” squeaks Tip, hammering
his hands on his knees. “Can’t that fellow
jist make a banjo talk? Whoo-e-e-e-e-e!”

“Cawn’t some one do something?”’ com-
plains Lord Washburn. “This is insuffer-
able.”

I see mum-maw twitch her feet, and then
she lets out a screech that skinned the yowl
of a cougar four ways from the jack.

“All ready! Camera!” snaps Aloysius,
and he starts grinding on that machine.

Then out of the door comes Bettina.
She’s got her hat down over her eyes, but
that don’t matter, ’cause she wouldn’t
have seen Tip anyway. She just walked
right over him and lit sitting down in front
of the cougar, and right behind her comes
Mighty Jones.

He’s got a section of that balcony around
his neck and Lord Washburn’s two-barreled
rifle in his hands. Before we can stop him
he raises the gun and pulls both triggers.
I jumped in to stop him, but all too late.
I reckon that both of them big bullets hit
the rope within a foot of Lord Washburn’s
legs and cut it plumb in two.

The cat on the ground went right between
my legs, and that camera stand caught me
in the shins and I turned upside down. I
seen mum-maw roll loose and turn over on
her stummick. I hears Aloysius saying,
“Just a moment, Lord Washburn,” and I
glances up there. Lord Washburn is try-
ing to throw himself backwards, and the
cat is objecting at the top of its voice.

“Hold it!” pleads Aloysius, grinding as
fast as he can. ““Orrr-r-r-r-r-ooooooooww-
www!”’

It was too much for the cat. I seen it go
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in the air, straight for the doorway, while
Lord Washburn turned over, kicking his
feet loose from the rope.

The cat hit Tip dead center, knocked
him half-way into the cabin door, and the
cat almost popped its own tail off going
inside.

“My ——!” gasps Magpie.
see such —”

“Hold it!” gasps Aloysius. “Easy now.”

He picks up that heavy camera and trots
to the doorway where he peers inside.

Yeo-0-0-0-0-oww! Crash!

You can’t fool a cougar more than once,
and that one recognized that interior. It
came right out again. I reckon it meant
to jump plumb over everything in sight,
but it was fuddled a little and hit the camera
dead center, and cat, camera and Aloysius
all went down together.

The cat hopped right off the ground, and
went between Tip’s legs; but Tip was falling
at the time, falling away from the crash,
and him and the cat went to the dirt to-
gether.

Comes a whirl of a man, cat, and dust,
and here is the cat under the machine with
its tail under one of the tires and Tip hang-
ing on with his feet braced to the wheel.
The cat is throwing dust like a fanning-
mill, trying to get loose.

“Huh- hurry up!” squeaks Tip, spitting
dust. ‘“You wanted animiles, dang yuh—
here they are!”

“Hold it!” pleads Aloysius, and here he
is with what is left of his machine, trying
to get it to grinding again.

“Didja ever

“Hold it, I demand of you!”
“Well, I—I—I'm huh-holding, ain’t I?”
squeaks Tip.

“I can’t see it,”
peering into dust.

“Go around the other side!” grunts Tip.
“Aintcha got no sense?”

Aloysius staggers around to the other
side, and in a few moments he says:

“Absolutely wonderful! I see him now.”

“Good!” squeaks Tip, and lets loose of
the tail.

Yeow-w-w-w-w-w-w!

Me and Magpie steps around on the
other side, and there sits Aloysius, holding
to one ear, and about ten feet away is his
camera.

“Is the cougar gone?”” T asks. Aloysius,
looks up at me, wide-eyed, and says—

“Well—I—have—hopes.”

complains Aloysius,
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“Dang yuh,” squeaks Tip. “You wanted
movin’ pitchers, and I reckon that’n moved
fast enough for the most fastidious, eh?
By the grab! I’m some guide, ain’t I? Con-
tracted to show you animiles, and I reckon

you seen ’em, didn’t yuh?”’

% up!” There is mum-maw with her
arm around Bettina, glaring down

at poor Aloysius.

“Ye-yes?” says Aloysius.

“Crank up the machine!”

“The animals are all gone,” says he, sad-
like.

“I was speaking of the automobile!”
snaps mum-maw. ‘“We’re going home.
We have had all of this that we can stand.
Bettina is a nervous wreck and I am no
better. Right now we go home.”

“Yes, my dear. I am willing. It is no
place for the gentle sex, I have found that
out.”

“Pup-paw,” says Bettina weakly, ‘“‘please
face the audience as much as possible.
You are—uh—open in the rear.”

“Really,” says Lord Washburn, “it was
trying, I assure you. I shall welcome my
bawth. Did we—er—get some films, pro-
fessor?” _

“We did,” smiles Aloysius. “I got at
least five hundred feet. Perhaps it is not
exactly what I wished for; but it was well
worth taking.”

Aloysius winds the danged automobile up,

“ALOYSIUS VAN FLEET, get

Adventure

they all gets aboard, and he makes that
turn once more and stops at the door again;
but this time he’s pointed the right way.
Tip is standing there scratching his head
like he was trying to remember some-
thing.

“Say, judge,” says he, “you told me to
remember something that I was to be sure
and not let you forget, and I can’t seem
to think what it was?”

“Iam not a judge,” says Aloysius, severe-
like. “I am—a—a—a—huh——"

“Drive on, Aloysius Van Fleet, before
somebody thinks of something more,” says
mum-maw, and Aloysius obeyed.

We watched them make the turn in the
road and then sets down on the porch.

Tip is still thinking hard. Mighty rubs
a skinned place on his face and says—

“Funny how they just turn a crank
and——"

“That’s it!”” whoops Tip.

He jumps up and starts to run down the
road, but stops.

Then he comes back.

“Gol dang it, I plumb forgot it!” he wails,
waving his arms. ““‘Ain’t that the darndest
thing to forget? Shucks!”

“What did you forget to tell him?” asks
Magpie.

“He told me to be sure and not forget
to tell him to do it!” wails Tip.

“What?” snaps Magpie.

“To load his danged movin’-pitcher
machine,” says Tip.

3

WIGWAMS
by H. P.

HE conical-shaped dwellings of the-Algonquian
tribes extending from Canada to the Carolinas
were called wigwams. According to Wood in
“New England’s Prospect” the word was borrowed
from the Abnaki by the first colonists in Massa-
chusetts. Wickiup, according to the B. A. E., is of
doubtful origin, but probably comes from the Kicka-
poo. It is the name for the brush lean-tos and mat-
covered dwellings of the Nevada and Arizona tribes.
Hogan, according to the same authority, is from the
Navaho, although to the uninitiated it savors of the
Celtic. It is the earth house of the Navaho.

Tipi, popularly spelled tepee, teppe, etc., is from
the Siouan root, %, “to dwell,” and pi, ‘“‘used for,”
says James Mooney, of the Bureau of American
Ethnology. It refers to the skin tents of the plains
tribes. This style of shelter was used by the Sioux,
Arapaho, Kiowa, Comanche, etc., and is the model
of the Sibly army tent.

Larth and grass lodges were used by the Omaha
and Osage. Sedentary tribes, such as the Mandans
and Minnitarees, built circular huts, often ninety
feet in diameter.

The Wichita grass hut, circular and dome-
shaped, was from forty to fifty feet in diameter
(Cyrus Thomas).

Mooney says that owing to a scarcity of ponies to
drag the tipi poles the shelters of northern tribes
were ‘“‘fewer in number and larger in size than
among the southern tribes.” Grinnell speaks of a
triple tipi with three fireplaces used by the Black-
feet in ancient times.

“The house architecture of the northern tribes
is of little importance, in itself considered; but as an
outcome of their social condition and for compari-
son with that of the southern village Indians, is
highly important.”—Morgan, quoted by Mooney
in his article on “Habitations.”
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Auther of “Prester John,” eic.
The Thirteenth Tale in the Series, “The Path of a King.” Each Story Entirely Complete in Itaels
The Story behind the Stories

SO THAT the general idea of this series of stories may be more visible in each issue,

two of them each time appear together. For in the stories themselves there is practi-
cally nothing concrete to indicate any connection between one of them and any of the
others. Each story stands entirely on its own fect, complete in itself and differing from
all the others in place and time and plot. Yet through them all runs a Path—a Path of
a thousand years—“The Path of a King.”

As expressed in the author’s foreword to the series, it is not for nothing that a great
man leaves posterity. The spark once transmitted may smolder for generations under
ashes, but at the appointed time it will flare up to warm the world. God never allows
waste. Yet we fools rub our eyes and wonder when we see genius come out of the gutter.
We none of us know our ancestors beyond a little way. We all of us may have king’s
blood in our veins. The dago who blacked your boots may be descended by curious
byways from Julius Casar.

“I saw the younger sons carry the royal blood far down among the people, down even
into the kennels of the outcast. Generations follow, but there is that in the stock which
is fated to endure. The sons and daughters blunder and sin and perish, but the race goes
on, for there is a fierce stuff of life in it. Some rags of greatness always cling to it, and
somehow the blood drawn from kings it never knew will be royal again. After long years,
unheralded and unlooked for, there comes the day of the Appointed Time.”

You will note that practically the only surface suggestion of any kind of connection
between one story and any of the others is that the king’s ring of the old Norse viking,
introduced in the first story, is more or less casually mentioned in fcllowing stories and
of course is always in possession of some one descended from that king, though the king
himself has-long since faded from human memory.

SMALL boy crept into the dark-

A ened hut. The unglazed win-

; dows were roughly ' curtained
£ 4

. with skins, but there was suffi-
cient light from the open doorway to show

The woman on the bed stirred uneasily
and suddenly bcame fully awake, after the
way of those who are fluttering very near
death. She was still young, and the little
face among the coarse homespun blankets

him what he-wanted. He tiptoed to a cor-
ner where an old traveling-trunk lay under a
pile of dirty clothes. He opened it very
carefully, and after a little searching found
the thing he sought. Then he gently closed
it, and, with a look toward the bed in the
other corner, he slipped out again into the
warm October afternoon.

looked almost childish. Heavy masses of
black hair lay on the pillow, and the depth
of its darkness increased the pallor of her

_brow. But the cheeks were flushed and the

deep hazel eyes were burning with a slow
fire. For a week the milk-sick fever had
raged furiously, and in the few hours free
from delirium she had been racked with
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omnipresent pain and deadly sickness.

Now those had gone, and she was drifting
out to sea on a tide of utter weakness. Her
husband, Tom Linkhorn, thought she was
mending, and was even now whistling—the
first time for weeks—by the woodpile.

But the woman knew that she was close
to the great change, and so deep was her
weariness that the knowledge remained an
instinct rather thara thought. She was as
passive as a dying animal.

The cabin was built of logs, mortised into
each other—triangular in shape, with a fire-
place in one corner. Beside the fire stood

a table made of a hewn log, on which lay -

some pewter dishes containing the remains
of the last family meal. One or two three-
legged stools made up the rest of the furni-
ture, except for the trunk in the corner and
the bed.

This bed was Tom Linkhorn’s pride,
which he used to boast about to his friends,
for he was a tolerable carpenter. It was
made of planks stuck between the logs of
the wall and supported at the other end by
crotched sticks. By way of a curtain top a
hickory post had been sunk in the floor and
bent over the bed, the end being fixed in the
log wall.

Tom meant to have a fine skin curtain
fastened to it when Winter came. The floor
was of beaten earth, but there was a rough
ceiling of smaller logs, with a trap in it
which could be reached by pegs stuck in the
center post. In that garret the children
slept. Tom’s building-zeal had come to an
end with the bed. Some day he meant to
fit in a door and windows, but these lux-
uries could wait till he got his clearing in
better order.

On a stool by the bed stood a wooden
bowl containing gruel. The woman had
not eaten for days, and the stuff had a thick
scum on it. The place was very stuffy, for
it was a hot and sickly Autumn day and the
skins which darkend the window holes kept
out the little freshness that was in the air.
Beside the gruel was a tin pannikin of cold
water which the boy Abe fetched every hour
from the spring. She saw the water but
was too weak to reach it.

The shining doorway was blocked by a
man’s entrance. Tom Linkhorn was a
little over middle-height, with long muscu-
lar arms and the corded neck-sinews which
tell of great strength. He had a shock of
coarse black hair, gray eyes and a tired sal-
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low face, as of one habitually overworked
and underfed. His jaw was heavy but
loosely put together, so that he presented
an air of weakness and irresolution. His
lips were thick and pursed in a kind of weary
good humor.

B HE WORE an old skin shirt and
n a pair of tow-linen pants, which
flapped about his bare brown
ankles. A fine sawdust coated his hair and
shoulders, for he had been working in the
shed, where he eked out his farming by
making spinning-wheels for his neighbors.

He came softly to the bedside and looked
down at his wife. His face was gentle and
puzzled.

“Reckon you’re better, dearie,” he said
in a curious harsh, toneless voice.

The sick woman moved her head feebly
in the direction of the stool, and he lifted
the pannikin of water to her lips.

“Cold enough?” he asked, and his wife
nodded. ‘“Abe fetches it as reg’lar as a
clock.” :

““Where’s Abe?”’ she asked, and her voice
for all its feebleness had a youthful music
in it.

“I heard him sayin’ he was goin’+down
to the crick to cotch a fish. He reckoned
youw'd fancy a fish when you could eat a
piece. He’s a mighty thoughtful boy, our
Abe. Then he was comin’ to read to you.
You’d like that, dearie?”

The sick woman made no sign. Her eyes
were vacantly regarding the doorway.

“I’ve got to leave you now. I reckonI'll
borrow the Dawneys’ sorrel horse and ride
into Gentryville. I've got the young hogs
to sell, and I'll fetch back the corn-meal
from Hicksons. Sally Hickson was just like
you last Fall, and I want to find out from
Jim how she got her strength up.”

He put a hand on her brow and felt it
cool.

“Glory! You’re mendin’ fast, Nancy
gel. You’ll be well in time to put up the ber-
ries that the children’s picked.”

He fished from below the bed a pair of
skin brogues and slipped them on his feet.

“T’ll be back before night.”

“I want Abe,” she moaned.

“T’ll send him to you,” he said as he went
out.

Left alone, the woman lay still for a little
in a stupor of weariness. Waves of that ter-
rible lassitude, which is a positive anguish
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and not a mere absence of strength, flowed
over her. The square of the doorway,
which was directly before her eyes, began to
take strang= forms. It was filled with yel-
low sunlight, and a red glow bevond told
of the sugar-maples at the edge of the
clearing.

Now it seemed to her unquiet sight to be a
furnace. Outside the world was burning;
she could feel the heat of it in the close
cabin. For a second acute fear startled her
weakness. It passed, her eyes cleared and
she saw the homely doorway as it was and
heard the gobble of a turkey in the
forest.

The fright had awakened her mind and
senses. For the first time she fully realized
her condition. Life no longer moved stead-
ily in her body; it flickered and wavered and
would soon gutter out.

Her eyes marked every detail of the
squalor around her—the tinwashed dishes,

the foul earthen floor, the rotting applepile,

the heap of rags which had been her only
clothes.

She was leaving the world, and this was all
she had won from it. Sheer misery forced a
sigh which seemed to rend her frail body,
and her eyes filled with tears. She had been
a dreamer, an adept at make-believe, but the
poor coverings she had wrought for a dingy
reality were now too threadbare to hide

it.

" And once she had been so rich in hope.
She would make her husband a great man
and—when that was manifestly impossible
without a rebirth of Tom Linkhorn—she
would have a son who would wear a black
coat like Lawyer Macneil and Colonel
Hardin way back in Kentucky and make
fine speeches, beginning, ‘“Fellow country-
men and gentlemen of this famous State.”

SHE had a passion for words, and
sonorous phrases haunted her mem-
3 ory. She herself would have a silk
gown and a bonnet with roses in it. Once
long ago she had been to Elizabethtown and
seen just such a gown and bonnet. Or Tom
would be successful in this wild Indiana
country and be like Daniel Boone the father
of a new State’and have places and towns
called for him—a Nancyville, perhaps, or a
Linkhorn County. .
She knew_ about Daniel Boone, for her
grandfather Hanks had been with him.
And there had been other dreams, older
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dreams, dating far back to the days
when she was a little girl with eves like a
brown owl.  Some one had told her fairy-
tales about princesses and knights, strange
beings which she never quite understood but
of which she made marvelous pictures in her
head.

She had learned to read in order 1o follow
up the doings of those queer bright folk, but
she had never tracked them down again.
But one book she had got called the “Pil-
grim’s Progress,” printed in a far-away city
called Philadelphia by missionaries, which
told of things as marvelous and had pictures,
too—one especially of a young man covered
with tin, which she supposed was what they
called armor. . And there was another called
the “Arabian Nights,” a close-printed thing
difficult to read by the Winter fire, full of
wilder doings than any she could imagine for
herself, but beautiful, too, and delicious to
muse over, though Tom, when she read a
chapter to him, had condemned it as a pack
of lies. :

Clearly there was a world somewhere,
perhaps outside America altogether, far
more wonderful than even the magnificence
of Colonel Hardin. Once she had hoped to
find it herself; then that her children should
find it. And the end was this shack in the
wilderness, a few acres of rotting crops, bit-
ter starving Winters, Summers of fever, the
depths of poverty, a penniless, futureless
family, and for herself a coffin of green lum-
ber and a yard or two of stony soil.

She saw everything now with the clear
unrelenting eyes of childhood. The films
she had woven for self-protection were
blown aside. She was dying—she had often
wondered how she should feel when dy-
ing—humble and trustful, she had hoped,
for she was religious after a fashion and had
dreamed herself into an affection for a kind,
fatherly God.

But now all that had gone. She was bijt-
ter, like one defrauded. She had been
promised something, and had struggled on
in the assurance.of it. And the result was
nothing—nothing. Tragic tears filled her
eyes. She had been so hungry, and there
was to be no satisfying that hunger this side
the grave or beyond it. She was going the
same way as Betsy Sparrow, a death like a
cow’s, with nothing to show for life, nothing
to leave. Betsy had been a poor crushed
creature and had looked for no more. But
she was different. She had been promised
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something, something fine—she couldn’t
remember what or who had promised it, but
it had never been out of her mind.

There was the ring, too. No woman in
Indiana had the like of that. An ugly thing,
but very ancient and of pure gold. Once
Tom had wanted to sell it when he was hard-
pressed back at Nolin Creek, but she had
- fought for it like a tigress and scared the life
out of Tonf.

Her grandfather had left it to her because
she was his favorite and it had been her
grandmother’s and long ago had come from
Europe. It was lucky and could cure rheu-
matism, if worn next the heart in a skin bag.
All her thoughts were suddenly set on the
ring, her one poor shred of fortune, she
wanted to feel it on her finger and press its
cool gold with the queer markings on her
eyelids.

But Tom had gone away and she couldn’t
reach the trunk in the corner. Tears trickled
down her cheeks, and through the mist of
them she saw that the boy Abe stood at the
foot of the bed.

“Feelin’ comfortabler?”” he asked.

He had a harsh untunable voice, his fa-
ther’s, but harsher, and he spoke the drawl-
ing dialect of the backwoods.

His figure stood in the light, so that the
dying mother saw only its outline. He was
a boy about nine years old, but growing too
fast, so that he had lost the grace of child-
hood and was already lanky and ungainly.
As he turned his face crosswise to the light,
he revealed a curiously rugged profile—a big
nose springing sharply from the brow, a
thick underhung lower lip and the beginning
of a promising Adam’s apple.

His stiff black hair fell round his great
ears, which stood out like the handles of a
pitcher. He was barefoot and wore a pair
of leather breeches and a ragged homespun
shirt. Beyond doubt he was ugly.

He moved round to the right side of the
bed where he was wholly in shadow.

“My lines is settin’ nicelv,”” he said. “I’ll
have a fish for your supper. And then I'm
goin’ to take dad’s gun and fetch you a
turkey. You could eat a slice of a fat
turkey, I reckon.”

The woman did not answer, for she was
thinking. This uncouth boy was the son
she had put her faith in. She loved him
best of all things on earth, but for the mo-
ment she saw him in the hard light of dis-
illusionment.

A loutish backwoods child,
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like Dennis Hanks or Tom Sparrow or any-
body else.

He had been a comfort to her, for he
had been quick to learn and had a strange
womanish tenderness in his ways. But she
was leaving him, and he would grow up
like his father before him to a life of cease-
less toil with no daylight or honor in it.
She almost hated the sight of him, for he
was the memorial of her failure..

The boy did not guess these thoughts.
He pulled up a stool and sat very close to
the bed, holding his mother’s frail wrist in
a sunburned hand so big that it might
have been that of a lad halfway through
his teens. He had learned in the woods to
be neat and precise in his ways, and his
movements, for all his gawky look, were as
soft as a panther’s.

“Like me to tell you a story?” he asked.
“What about Uncle Mord’s tale of Dan’l
Boone at the Blue Licks battle?”

There was no response, so he tried again.

“Or read a piece? It was the Bible last
time, but the words is mighty difficult.
Besides vou don’t need it that much now.
You’re gettin’ better. Let’s hear about the
ol’ Pilgrim.”

He found a squat duodecimo in the trunk
and shifted the skin curtain from one of the
window-holes to get light to read by. His
mother lay very still with her eyes shut, but
he knew by her breathing that she was not
asleep. He ranged through the book, stop-
ping to study the crude pictures, and then
started laboriously to read the adventures
of Christian and Hopeful after leaving
Vanity Fair—the mine of Demas, the plain
called Ease, .Castle Doubting and the De-
lectable Mountains. He boggled over some
words, but on the whole he read well, and
his harsh voice dropped into a pleasant
sing-song.

By and by he noticed that his mother
was asleep. He took the tin pannikin and
filled it with fresh water from the spring.
Then he kissed the hand which lay on the
blanket, looked about guiltily to see if any
one had seen him, for kisses were rare in
that household, and tiptoed out again.

The woman slept, but not wholly. The
doorway, which was now filled with the
deep gold of the western sun, was still in
her vision. It had grown to a great square
of light, and instead of being blocked in the
foreground by the forest, it seemed to give
on an infinite distance. She had a sense
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not of looking out of a hut but of looking
from without ¢nto a great chamber. Peace
descended on her which she had never
known before in her feverish dreams, peace
and a happy expectation.

She had not listened to Abe’s reading.
but some words of it had caught her ear.
The phrase ‘Delectable Mountains” for
one. She did not know what ‘“delectable”
meant, but it sounded good; and moun-
tains, though she had never seen more of
them than a far blue line, had always
pleased her fancy. Now she seemed to be
looking at them through that magical door-
way.

THE country was not like anything
x| she remembered in the Kentucky blue-
'grass, still less like the shaggy woods
oi Indiana.

The turf was short and very green, and the
hills fell into gracious folds that promised
homesteads in every nook of them. It was

a ‘“‘delectable” country—ves, that was the
mummg of the word that had puzzled
her.

She nad seen the picture before in her
- head. She remembered one hot Sunday
afternoon when she was a child hearing a
Baptist preacher discoursing on a Psalm,
something about the “little hills rejoicing.”
She had liked the words and made a pic-
ture in her mind. These were the little
hills and they were joyful.

There was a white road running straight
through them till it disappeared over a crest.
That was right, of course. The road which
the Pilgrims traveled. And there, too, was
a Pilgrim.

He was a long way off, but she could see
him quite clearly. He was a boy, older
than Abe, but about the same size—a
somewhat forlorn figure, who seemed as if
he had a great way to go and was oppressed
by the knowledge of it. He had funny
things on his legs and feet, which were not
proper moccasins.

Once he looked back, and she had a
glimpse of fair hair. He could not be any
of the Hanks or Linkhorn kin, for they were
all dark. But he had something on his left
arm which she recogmzed—a tlﬁxck ring of
gold. It was her own ring, the ring she
kept in the trunk, and she smiled com-
fortably. She had wanted it a little while
ago, and now there it was before her eyes.
She had no anxiety about its safety, for
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somehow it belonged to that little boy as
well as to her.

His figure moved fast and soon was out
of sight round a turn of the hill. And with
that the landscape framed in the doorway
began to waver and dislimn. The road was
still there, white and purposeful, but the
environs were changing. She was puzzled,
but with a pleasant confusion. Her mind
was not on the landscape, but on the peo-
ple, for she was assured that others would
soon appear on the enchanted stage.

Again it was a boy. He ran across the
road, shouting with joy, a dog at his heels
and a bow in his hand. Before he disap-
peared, she marked the ring, this time on
his finger. He had scarcely gone ere an-
other appeared on the road, a slim, pale
child, dressed in some stuff that gleamed
like satin and mounted on a pony. The
spectacle delighted her, for it brought her,
in mind of the princes she had been told-of
in the fairy-tales. And there was the ring
worn over a saffron riding-glove.

A sudden weakness made her swoon, and
out of it she woke to a consciousness of the
hut where she lay. She had thought she
was dead and in heaven among fair chil-
dren, and the waking made her long for her
own child. Surely that was Abe in the
doorway. No, it was a taller and older lad
oddly dressed, but he had a look of Abe—
something in the eyes. He was on the
road, too, and marching purposefully—and
he had the ring. Even in her mortal
frailty she had a quickening of the heart.
These strange people had something to do
with her, something to tell her, and that
something was about her son.

There was a new boy in the picture. A
dejected child who rubbed the ring on his .
small breeches and played with it, looking
up now and then with a frightened start.
The woman’s heart ached for him, for she
knew her own life-long malady. He was
hungry for something which he had small
hope of finding.

And then a wind seemed to blow out of
doors and the world darkened down to
evening. But her eyes pierced the gloam-
ing easily, and she saw very plain the figure
of a man.

He was sitting hunched up with his face
in his hands, gazing into vacancy. With-
out surprize she recognized something in
his face that was her own. He wore the
kind of hunter’s clothes that old folk had
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worn in her childhood, and a long gun lay
across his knees. His air was somber
wistful and yet with a kind of noble con-
tent in it. He had Abe’s puckered-up lips
and Abe’s steady sad eyes.

Into her memory came a verse of the
Scriptures. which had always fascinated her.

“These all died in faith, not having received the
promises, but having seen them afar off, and were
persuaded of them, and embraced them, and con-
fessed that they were strangers and pilgrims upon
the carth.”

She saw it all in a flash of enlightenment.
These seekers throughout the ages had been
looking for something and had not found it.
But Abe, her son, was to find it. That was
why she had been sent those dreams.

Once again she looked through the door
into bright sunshine. It was a place that
she knew beside the Ohio—she remembered
the tall poplar-clump. She did not see the
Jacksons’ farm which stood south of the
trees, but there was the Indian graveyard,
which as a little girl she had been afraid to

Now it seemed to be fresh-made, for
painted vermilion wands stood about the
mounds. On one of them a gold trinket,
tied by a loop of hide, rattled in the wind.
It was her ring. The seeker lay buried
there with the talisman above him.

SHE was awake now, oblivious of the

,) swift sinking of her vital energy.

She must have the ring, for it was the
pledge of a great glory. A breathless little
girl flung herself into the cabin. It was
Sophy Hanks, one of the many nieces who
squattered like ducks about the settlement.

“Mammy!” she cried shrilly. “Mammy
Linkhorn!”

She stammered with the excitement of
the bearer of ill news.

“Abe’s lost your ring in the crick. He
took it for a sinker to his lines, for Indian
Jake telled him a piece of gold would cotch
the grit fish. And a grit fish has cotched
it. Abe’s bin divin’ and divin' and can’t
find it nohow. He reckons it’s plumb lost.
Ain’t he a bad ’un, Mammy Linkhorn?”

It was some time before the dying
woman understood. Then she began feebly
to cry. For the moment her ring loomed
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large in her eyes: it was the earnest of the
promise and without it the promise might
fail. She had not strength to speak or
even to sob, and the tears trickled over her
cheeks in dumb impotent misery.

She was roused by the culprit Abe. He
stood beside her with his wet hair streaked
into a fringe along his brow. The skin of
his neck glistened wet in the opening of his
shirt. His cheeks too glistened, but not
with the water of the creek. He was crying
bitterly.

He had no words of explanation or de-
fense. His thick underlip stuck out and
gave him the appeal of a penitent dog; the
tears had furrowed paler channels down
grimy cheeks; he was the very incarnation
of uncouth misery.

But his mother saw none of these things.
On the instant he seemed to her transfig-
ured. Something she saw in him of all the

- generations of pleading boys that had just

passed before her, something of the stern
confidence of the man over whose grave the
ring had fluttered.

But more—far more. She was assured
that the day of the Seeker had passed and
that the Finder had come. The young
features were transformed into the lines of
a man’s strength. The eyes dreamed but
also commanded, the loose mouth had the
gold of wisdom and the steel of resolution,
The promise had not failed her.

She had won everything from life, for she
had given the world a master. Words
seemed to speak themselves in her ear:

Bethink you of the blessedness. Every wife is
like the Mother of God and has the hope of bear-
ing a savior of mankind.

She lay very still in her great joy. The
boy in a fright sprang to her side, knocking
over the stool with the pannikin of water.
He knelt on the floor and hid his face in the
bedclothes. Her hand found his shaggy
head.

Her voice was very faint now but he
heard it.

“Don’t cry, little Abe,” she said. “Don’t
you worry about the ring, dearie. It ain’t
needed no more.”

Half an hour later, when the cabin door
was dim with twilight, the hand which the
boy held grew cold.



The End ofthe Road”

The Last Tale in the Series, “The Path of a King.” Each Story Entirely Complete in Itself

'HF N Edwin M. Stanton was asso-

ciated at Cincinnati in 1857 with

A Abraham Lincoln in the great

McCormick Reaper patent suit

it was commonly assumed that this was

the first time the two men had met. Such

was Lincoln’s view, for his memory was
likely to have blind patches in it.

But in fact there had been a meeting
fifteen years before, the recollection of
which in Stanton’s mind had been so over-
laid by the accumulations of a busy life
that it did not awake till after the Presi-
dent’s death.

In the early fall of 1842 Stanton had oc-
casion to Visit Illinois. He was then twenty-
five years of age and had already attained
the position of leading lawyer in "his native
town of Steubenville in Ohio and acted as
reporter of the Supreme Court of the State.
He was a solemn, reserved young man,
with a square, fleshy face and a strong, ill-
tempered jaw. His tight lips curved down-
ward at the corners and, combined with his
bold eyes, gave him an air of peculiar
shrewdness and purpose.

He did not forget that he came of good
professional stock—New England on one
side and Virginia on the other—and that
he was college-bred, unlike the common
backwoods attorney. Also he was resolved
on a great career, with the White House at
the end of it, and was ready to compel all
whom he met to admit the justice of his
ambition. The consciousness of uncom-
mon talent and a shining future gave him a
self-possession rare in a young man and a
complacence not unlike arrogance. His
dress suited his pretensions—the soft, rich
broadcloth which tailors called doeskin, and
linen of a fineness rare outside the Eastern
cities. He was not popular in Ohio, but
he was respected for his sharp tongue,
subtle brain and intractable honesty.

His business finished, he had the task of
filling up the evening, for he could not
leave for home till the morrow. His host,
Mr. George Curtin, was a little shy of his
guest and longed profoundly to see the last
of him. It was obvious that this alert law-
* Sce nole to preceding story.

yer regarded the Springfield folk as moss-
backs—which might be well enough for St.
Louis and Chicago but was scarc d} hecom-
ing in a man from Steubenville. ~Another
kind of visitor he might have taken to a
chicken-fight, but one glance at Stanton
precluded that solution. So he compro-
mised on Speed’s store.

“There*are one or two prominent citizens
gathered there most nights,” he explained.
“Like as not we'll find Mr. Lincoln. I
reckon you've heard of Abe Lincoln?”

Mr. Stanton had not.
putation as if he were annoyed.

“Well, we think a mighty lot of him
round here. He’s Judge Logan’s law-part-

ner and considered one of the brightest in
Illinois. He’s been returncd to the State
Legislature two or three times, and he’s a
dandy on the stump. A hot Whig and
none the worse for that, though I reckon
them’s not your politics.

“We'’re kind of proud of him in Sanga-
mon County. No, not a native. Rode into
this town one day five years since from New
Salem with all his belongings in a saddle-
bag and started business next morning in
Joe Speed’s back room.

“He’s good company, Abe, for you never
heard a better man to tell a story. You’d
die of laughing. Though I did hear he was
a sad man just now along of being crossed
in love, so I can’t promise you he’ll be up
to his usual, if he’s at Speed’s tonight.”

“I suppose the requirements for a West-
ern lawyer,” said Mr. Stanton acidly, ‘“are
a gift of buffoonery and a reputation for
gallantry.”

BZ@ HE WAS intensely bored and had

i ;é small desire to make the acquain-
2. tance of provincial celebrities.

Mr. Curtin was offended but could think
of no suitable retort, and as they were close
on Speed’s store, he swallowed his wrath
and led the way through alleys of piled mer-
chandise to the big room where the stove
was lighted.

It was a chilly Fall night and the fire
was welcome. Half a dozen men sat smok-
ing round it, with rummers of reeking toddy
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He denied the im-
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at their elbows. They were ordinary
citizens of the place, and they talked of the
last horse-races. As the newcomers en-
tered they were appealing to a figure
perched on a high barrel to decide some
point in dispute.

This figure climbed down from its" perch
as they entered with a sort of awkward
courtesy. It was a very tall man, thin al-
most to emaciation, with long arms and
big hands and feet. He had a lean, power-
ful-looking head, marred by ugly project-
ing ears and made shapeless by a mass of
untidy black hair.

The brow was broad and fine, and the
dark eyes set deep under it; the nose, too,
was good, but the chin and mouth were too
small for the proportions of the face. The
mouth, indeed, was so curiously puckered
and the lower lip so thick and prominent
as to give something of a comic effect. The
skin was yellow, but stretched so firm and
hard on the cheekbones that the sallow-
ness did not look unhealthy. The man
wore an old suit of blue jeans, and his pan-
taloons did not meet his coarse unblacked
shoes by six inches. His scraggy throat
was adorned with a black neckerchief like
a boot-lace.

“Abe,” said Mr. Curtin, “I would like
. to make you known to my friend Mr. Stan-
ton of Ohio.”

The queer face broke into a pleasant
smile, and the long man held out his hand.

“Glad to know you, Mr. Stanton,” he
said, and then seemed to be stncken with
shyness

His wandering eye caught sight of a new
patent churn which had just been added
to Mr. Speed’s stock. He took two steps
to it and was presently deep in its mechan-
ism. He turned it all ways, knelt beside
it on the floor, took off the handle and
examined it, while the rest of the company
pressed Mr. Stanton to a seat by the fire.

“T heard Abe was out at Rochester help-
ing entertain Ex-President Van Buren,”
said Mr. Curtin to the storekeeper.

“I reckon he was,” said Speed. “He
kept them roaring till morning. Judge
Peck told me he allowed Mr. Van Buren
would be stiff for a month with laughing
at Abe’s tales. It’s curious that a man who
don’t use tobacco or whisky should be such
mighty good company.”

“I wish Abe’d keep it up,” said another.
“Most of the time now he goes about like
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a sick dog. What’s come to him, Joe?”
Mr. Speed hushed his voice. _
“He’s got his own troubles. He’s a

deep-feeling man and can’t forget easily

like you and me. But things is better with
him, and I kind of hope to see him wed by

Thanksglvmg Day.

“Look at him with that churn He’s that
inquisitive he can’t keep his hands off no
new thing.”

But the long man had finished his in-
quiry and rejoined the group by the
stove.

“I thought you were a lawyer, Mr. Lin-
coln,” said Stanton, “but you seem to have
the tastes of a mechanic.”

The other grinned.

“I’ve a fancy for any kind of instrument,
for I was a surveyor in this county before
I took to the law.” -

“George Washington also was a sur-
veyor.’

“Also, but not likewise. 1 dont con-
sider I was much of a hand with the com-
pass and chains.”

“It is the fashion in Illinois, I gather,
for the law to be the last in a series of many
pursuits—the pool where the driftwood
from many streams comes to rest.”

F MR. STANTON spoke with the
7% N superior air of one who took his pro-

M fession seriously and had been

trained for it in the orthodox fashion.

“It was so in my case. I've kept a post-
office and I've had a store and I've had a
tavern and I kept them so darned bad
that I'm still paying off the debts I made
in them.”

The long man made the confession with
a comic simplicity-.

“There’s a deal to be said for the habit,”
said Speed. ‘‘Having followed other trades
teaches a lawyer something about human
nature. I reckon Abe wouldn’t be the man
he is if he had studied his books all his
days.”

“There is another side to that,” said
Mr. Stanton, and his precise accents and
well-modulated voice seemed foreign in that
homely place.

“You are also a politician, Mr. Lincoln?”

The other nodded.

“Of a kind. I'm a Henry Clay man.”

“Well, there I oppose you. I'm no Whig
or lover of Whigs. But I'm a lover of the
Constitution and the law of the country;
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and that Constitution and that country are
approaching’ perilous times. There’s ex-
plosive stuff about which is going to en-
danger the stability of the noble heritage
we have received f}r’o

that heritage is to be saved it can only be
by those who hold fast to its eternal prin-
ciples.

*“This land can only be saved by its law-
vers, sir. But they must be lawvers pro-
foundly read in the history and philosophy
of their profession and no catchpenny ad-
vocates with a glib tongue and an elastic
conscience. The true lawyer must approach
his task with reverence and high prepara-
tion, for as his calling is the noblest of
" human activities, so it is the most
exacting.”

The point-device young man .spoke with
a touch of the schoolmaster, but his audi-
ence, who had an inborn passion for fine
words, were impressed. .Lincoln sat
squatted on his heels on a bit of sack-
. ing, staring into the open door of the
stove. :

“There’s truth in that,” he said slowly.

His voice had not the mellow tones of
the other’s, being inclined to shrillness, but
it gave the impression of great power wait-
ing in release somewhere in his massive
chest.

“But I reckon ’tis only half the truth,
for truth’s like a dollar-piece—it’s got two
sides, and both are wanted to make it good
currency. The law and the Constitution
are like a child’s pants—they’ve got to be
imade wider and longer.as the child grows
so as to fit him. If they’re kept too tight
he'll burst them, and if you're in a hurry
and make them too big all at once they’ll
trip him up.”

“Agreed,” said Stanton, “but the fashion
and the fabric should be kept of the same
good American pattern.”

" The long man ran a hand through his
tlatch of hair.

“There’s only one fashion in pants—to
make them comforfable. And some day
that boyv is going to grow so big you won’t
be able to make the old ones do and he'll
have to get a new pair. If he's living on a
farm he’ll want the same kind of good
working-pants, but for all that they’ll have
to be new-made.”

Mr. Stanton laughed with some irritation.

“T hate grguing in parables, for in the
nature of things they can’t be exact.

m our fathers, and if .
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That’s a mistake you Westernexs make.
The law must change in detail with chang-
ing conditions, but its principles can not
alter, and the respect for these principles
i our only safeguard against a relapse into
savagery. :

“Take slavery. There are fools in the
East who would abolish it by act of Con-
gress. For myself I do not love the system,
but I'love anarchy and injustice less, and
if you abolish slavery you abolish also
every right of legal property, and that
means chaos and barbarism. A free people
such as ours can not thus put the knife to
their throat. If we were the serfs of a
monarchy, accustomed to bow before the
bidding of a king, it might be different, but
a republic can not do injustice to one sec-
tion of its citizens without destroying
itself.”

Lincoln had not taken his eyes from the
stove. He seemed to be seeing things in
the fire, for he smiled to himself.

“Well,” he drawled, “I reckon that some
day we may have to find some sort of a
king. The new pants have got to be made.”’

Mr. Stanton shrugged his shoulders, and
the other, quick to detect annoyance,
scrambled to his feet and stood looking
down from his great height at his dapper
antagonist. A kindly, quizzical smile light-
ed his homely face. :

“We'll quit arguing, Mr. Stanton, for I
admit I'm afraid of you. You’re some
vears younger than I, but I expect you
would have me convinced on your side if
we went on. And maybe I'd convince you
too, and then we’d be like old Jim Fletcher
at New Salem.

“You'll have heard about Jim. He had
a mighty quarrel with his neighbor about
a hog, Jim alleging it_ was one of his lot
and the neighbor claiming it for his. Well,
they argued and argued, and the upshot
was that Jim convinced the neighbor that
the hog was Jim’s and the neighbor con-
vinced Jim that the hog was the ncigh-
bor’s, and neither of them would touch
that hog, and they were worse friends than
ENEL.

Mr. Curtin rose and apologized to his
companion. He had to see a man about a
buggy, and must leave Mr. Stanton to find
his way back alone.

“Don’t worry, George,” said the long
man. “I'm going round your way, and I’ll

‘see your friend home.”
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AS MR. STANTON professed him-

self ready for bed, the little party by

the stove broke up. Lincoln fetched
from a corner a dilapidated carpet-bag full
of papers, and an old green umbrella, handle-
less, tied with string about the middle, and
having his name sewn inside in straggling
letters cut out of white muslin. He and
Stanton went out of doors into the raw
Autumn night. :

The town lay very quiet in a thin fog
made luminous by a full moon. The long
man walked with his feet turned a little in-
ward, accommodating his gait to the shorter
- stride of his companion. MTr. Stanton, hav-
ing recovered from his momentary annoy-
ance, was curious about this odd member
of his own profession. Was it possible
that in the whirligig of things a future
could lie before one so uncouth and rusti-
cal?> A democracy was an unaccountable
thing, and these rude Westerners might
have to be reckoned with.

“You are ambitious of a political career,
Mr. Lincoln?”’ he asked.

The other looked down with his shy,
crooked smile, and the Ohio lawyer sud-
denly realized that the man had his own
attractiveness. ;

“Why, no, sir. I shouldn’t fike to say I
was ambitious. I’ve no call to be, for the
Almighty hasn’t blessed me with any spe-
cial gifts. You're different. It would be a
shame to you if you didn’t look high, for
you’re a young man with all the world be-
fore you. I'm getting middle-aged, and I
haven’t done anything to be proud of yet,
and I reckon I won’t get the chance, and if
I did I couldn’t take advantage of it.
I'm pretty fond of the old country, and if
she wants me, why, she’s only got to say
so and T’ll do what she tells me. But I
don’t see any clear road I want to
trave 2

He broke off suddenly, and Stanton,
looking up at him, saw that his face had
changed utterly. The patient, humorous
look had gone, and it was like a tragic mask,
drawn and strained with suffering. They
were passing by the little town cemetery
and, as if by some instinct, had halted.

The place looked strange and pitiful in
the hazy moonlight. It was badly tended,
and most of the headstones were only of
painted wood, warped and buckled by the
weather. But in the dimness the rows of
crosses and slabs seemed to extend into the
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far distance, and the moon gave them a
cold, eery whiteness, as if they lay in the
light of another world.

A great sigh came from Lincoln, and
Stanton thought that he had never seen on
mortal countenance such infinite sadness.

“Ambition!” he said. ‘“How dare we
talk of ambition, when this is the end of it?
All these people—decent people, kind peo-
ple, once full of joy and purpose, and now
all forgotten! It is not the buried bodies I
mind. It is the buried hearts. I wonder if
it means peace——"

He stood there with head bowed, and he
seemed to be speaking to himself. Stanton
caught a phrase or two and found it was
verse—banal verses, which his fly-paper
memory had once culled from a weekly
journal.

Tell me, my secret soul (it ran)
Oh, tell me, Hope and Faith,
Is there no resting-place

From sorrow, sin and death?
Is there no happy spot

Where mortals may be blessed,
Where gricf may find a balm
And weariness a rest?

The figure, murmuring these lines, seemed
to be oblivious of his companion. He stood
gazing under the moon, like a gaunt statue
of Melancholy. Stanton spoke to him
but got no answer, and presently took his
own road home.

He had no taste for histrionic scenes.
And as he went his way he meditated.
Mad, beyond doubt. Not without power
in him, but unbalanced, hysterical, alter-
nating between buffoonery and these school-
girl emotions. He reflected that if the
American nation contained much stuff of
this kind it might prove a difficult team to
drive. He was thankful that he was going
home next day to his orderly life.

II

3,7 EIGHTEEN years have gone, and

&l the lanky figuré of Speed’s store is
revealed in new surroundings. Ina
big, square room two men sat beside a table
littered with the débris of pens, foolscap and
torn fragments of paper which marked the
end of a council.

It was an evening at the beginning of
April, and a fire burned in the big grate.
One of the two sat at the table with his
elbows on the mahogany and his head
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supported by ahand. He wasa man well on
in middle life with a fine, clean-cut face and
the shapely, mobile lips of the publicist and
orator. It was the face of one habituated
to platforms and assemblies, full of a cer-
tain self-conscious authority.

But tonight its possessor seemed ill at
ease. His cheeks were flushed and his eye
distracted.

The other had drawn his chair to the fire,
so that one side of him was lighted by the
late Spring sun and one by the glow from
the hearth. That figure we first saw in the
Springfield store had altered little in the
eighteen years. There was no gray in the
coarse black hair, but the lines in the sallow
face were deeper, and there were dark
rings under the hollow eyes. The old suit
of blue jeans had gone, and he wore now a
frock coat obviously new, which was a
little too full for his gaunt frame. His tie
as of old was like a boot-lace. A new silk
hat with the nap badly rufiled stood near
on the top of a cabinet.

He smiled rather wearily.

“‘We’re pretty near through the appoint-
ments now, Mr. Secretary. It’s 4 mean
business, but I'm a minority President and
I’'ve got to move in zigzags so long as I
don’t get off the pike. I reckon that honest
statesmanship is just the employment of
individual meanness for the public good.
Mr. Sumner wouldn’t agree. He calls him-
self the slave of principles and says he owns
no other master. Mr. Sumner’s my notion
of a bishop.”

The other did not seem to be listening.

“Are you still set on reenforcing Fort
Sumter?” he asked, his bent brows making
a straight line above his eyes.

Lincoln nodded. He was searching in
the inside pocket of his frock coat, from
which he extracted a bundle of papers.
Seward saw what he was after, and his
self-consciousness increased.

“You have read my letter?” he asked.

“T have,” said Lincoln, fixing a pair of
cheap spectacles on his nose.

He had paid thirty-seven cents for them
in Bloomington five years before.

“A mighty fine letter. Full of Berse sense.”

“You agree with it?” asked the other
eagerly. :

“Why, no. I den’t agree with it; but I
admire it a lot, and 1 admire its writer.”

“Mr. President,” said Seward solemnly,
“on one point I am adamant. We can not
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suffer the dispute to be about slavery. If
we fight on that issue we shall have the
Border States against us.” ;

" “I'm thinking all the time about the
Border States. We've got to keep them.
If there's going to be trouble I'd like to
have the Almighty on my side, but I must
have Kentucky.”

“And yet vou will go forward about
Sumter, which is regarded by every one as
a slavery issue.” :

“The issue & as God has made it. You
can’t go past the Qed-rock facts. 1 am the
trustee for the whole property of the nation,
of which Sumter is a piece, and if I give
up one stick or stone to a rebellious demand
I am an unfaithful steward. Surely. Mr.
Secretary, if you want to make the issue
union or disunion yvou can’t give up Sumter
without fatally prejudicing your case.”

“Tt means war.”

Lincoln looked again at the document in
his hand.

“It appears that you are thinking of war
in any event. You want to pick a quarrel
with France over Mexico and with Spain
over St. Domingo and unite the nation in
a war against foreigners. I tell you hon-
estly I don’t like the proposal. It seems
to me downright wicked. If the Lord sends
me war we have got to face it like men,
but God forbid we should manufacture
war and use it as an escape from our do-
mestic difficulties. You can’t expect a
blessing on that.”

The Secretary of State flushed.

“Have you considered the alternative,
Mr. President?”” he cried. “It is civil war,
war between brothers in blood. So soon
as the South fires a shot against Sumter
the sword is unsheathed. You can not go
back then.”

“I am fully aware of it. I haven’t been
sleeping much lately, and I've been casting
up my accounts. It's a pretty weak bal-
ance-sheet. I would like to tell you the
main items, Mr. Secretary, so that you
may see that I'm not walking this road
blindfold.”

THE other had pushed back his

chair from the table with a gesture

of despair. But he listened. Lin-
coln had risen and stood in front of the fire,
his shoulders leaning on the mantelpiece
and his head against the lower part of the
picture of George Washington.
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“First,” he said, “I’'m a minority Presi-
dent, elected by a minority vote of the
‘people of the United States. I wouldn’t
have got in if the Democrats hadn’t been
split. I haven’t a majority in the Senate.
Yet I've got to decide for the nation and
make the nation follow me. Have I the
people’s confidence? I reckon I haven’t—

yet. I haven’t even got the confidence of
the Republican party.”

Seward made no answer. He clearly as-
sented.

“Next, I haven’t got much in the way of
talents. I reckon Jeff Davis a far abler
man than I. My friends tell me I haven’t
the presence and dignity for a President.
My shaving-glass tells me I'm a common-
looking fellow.”

He stopped and smiled.

“But perhaps the Lord prefers common-
looking people, and that’s why he made so
many of them.

“Next,” he went on, “I've a heap of crit-
ics and a lot of enemies. Some good men
say I've no experience in government, and
that’s about true. Up in New England the
papers are asking who is this political huck-
ster, this county court advocate? Mr.
Stanton says I'm an imbecile, and when he’s
cross calls me the original gorilla, and
wonders why fools wander about in Africa
when they could find the beast they’re look-
ing for in Washington. The pious every-
where don't like me, because I don’t hold
that national policy can be run on the
lines of a church meeting. And the radi-
cals are looking for me with a gun, because
I'm not prepared right here and now to
abolish slavery. One of them calls me
‘the slave-hound of Illinois.” I'd like to meet
that man, for I guess he must be a humorist.”

Mr. Seward leaned forward and spoke
earnestly.

“Mr. President, no man values your

great qualities more than I do or repro-
bates more heartily such vulgar libels. But
it is true that you lack executive experi-
ence. I have been the governor of the big-
gest State in the Union and possess some
krowledge of the task. It is all at your
service. Will you not allow me to ease your
burden?”’

Lincoln smiled down kindly upon the other.

“I thank you with all my heart. You
have touched on that matter in your letter.
But, Mr. Secretary, in the inscrutable
providence of God it is I who have been
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made President. I can not shirk the duty.
I look to my Cabinet, and notably to you,
for advice and loyal assistance, and I am
confident that I shall get it. But in the
end I and I only must decide.”

Seward looked up at the grave face and
said nothing. Lincoln went on:

“I have to make a decision which may
bring war—civil war. I don’t know any-
thing about war, though I served a month
or two in the Black Hawk campaign, and
yet if war comes I am the Commander-
in-Chief of the Union. Who among us
knows anything of the business? General
Scott is an old man, and he doesn’t just see
eye to eye with me; for I'm told he talks
about ‘letting the wayward sisters go in
peace.’

“Our Army and Navy’s nothing much to
boast of, and the South is far better pre-
pared. You can't tell how our people will
take war, for they’re all pulling different
ways just now. Blair says the whole North
will spring to arms, but I guess they’ve
first got to find the arms to spring to.

“I was reviewing some militia the other
day, and they looked a deal more likea Fourth
of July procession than a battle-field. Yes,
Mr. Secretary, if we have to fight, we've
first got to make an army.”

‘“Remember, too, that it will be civil war—
kin against kin, brother against brother.”

“I remember. All war is devilish, but
ours will be the most devilish that the
world has ever known. It isn’t only the
feeding of fresh young boys to rebel bat-
teries that grieves me, though God knows
that’s not a thing that bears thinking
about. It’s the bitterness and hate within
the people. Will it ever die down, Mr.
Secretary?”’

W LINCOLN was very grave, and his
LAt (@ face was set like a man in anguish.

Seward, deeply moved, rose and
stood beside him, laying a hand on his
shoulder.

“And for what, Mr. President?” he cried.
“That is the question I ask myself. We
are faced by such a problem as no man
ever beforefhad to meet. If five and a half
million white men deeply in earnest are
resolved to secede, is there any power on
earth that can prevent them? You may
beat them in battle, but can you ever force
them again inside the confines of the na-
tion? Remember Chatham’s saying:
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‘Conquer a free population of three million
souls—the thing is impossible.” They
stand on the rights of democracy, the right
of self-government, the right to decide their
own future.”

Lincoln passed a hand over his brow.
His face had suddenly become very worn
and weary.

“I’ve been pondering a deal over the posi-
tion of the South,” he said. “I reckon I
see their point of view, and I'll not deny
there’s sense in it. There’s truth in their
doctrine of State-rights, but they’ve got it
out of focus. If I had been raised in South
Carolina, loving the slave-system because
I had grown up with it and thinking more
of my State than of the American nation,
~ maybe I'd have followed Jeff Davis. I'm
not saying there’s no honesty in the South;
I'm not saying there’s not truth on their
side; but I do say that ours is the bigger
truth and the better truth. I hold that a
nation is too sacred a thing to monkey with
—even for good reasons. Why, man, if
you once grant the right of a minority to
secede, you make popular government fool-
ish. T’'ll be willing to fight to prevent de-
mocracy becoming a laughing-stock.”

“It’s a fine point to make war about,”
said the other.

“Most true points are fine pomts There
never was a dispute between mortals where
both sides hadn’t a bit of right. I admit
that the margin is narrow, but if it’s made
of good rock, it’s sufficient’ to give us a
foothold. We've got to settle once for all
the question whether in a free government
the minority have a right to break up the
government whenever they choose. If we
fail, then we must conclude that we've been
all wrong irom the start and that the peo-
ple need a tyrant, being incapable of gov-
erning themselves.”

Seward wrung his hands.

“If you put it that way I can not confute
you. But, oh, Mr. President, is there not
some means of building a bridge? I can
not think that honest Southemers would
force war on such a narrow issue.’

‘“They wouldn’t but.for this slavery. It
is that accursed system that obscures their
reason. If they fight, the best of them will
fight out of a mistaken loyalty to their
State, but most will fight for the right to
keep their slaves. If you are to have
bridges, you must have solid ground at
both ends.
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“I've heard a tale of some church-mem-
bers that wanted to build a bridge over a
dangerous river. Brother Jones suggested
one Myers, and Myers answered that, if
necessary, he could build one to ——. This
alarmed the church-members and Jones, to
quiet them, said he believed his friend
Myers was so good an architect that he
could do it if he said he could, though he
felt bound himself to express some doubt
about the abutment on the infernal side.”

A queer quizzical smile had relieved the
gravity of the President’s face. But
Seward was in no mood for tales.

“Is there no other way?”’ he moaned,
and his suave voice sounded cracked and
harsh.

“There is no other way but to go for-
ward. I’ve never been a man for cutting
across lots when I could go round by the
road, but if the roads are all shut, we must
take to open country. For it is altogether
necessary to go forward.”

Seward seemed to pull himself together.
He took a turn down the room:and then
faced Lincoln.

“Mr. President,” he said “you do not
know whether you have a majority behind
you even in the North. You have no ex-
perience of government and none of war.
The ablest men in your party are luke-
warm or hostile toward you. You have no
army and navy‘to speak of, and will have
to make everything from the beginning.
You feel as I do about the horror of war,
and above all the horrors of civil war.
You do not know whether the people will
support you.

“You grant that there is some justice in
the contention of the South, and you claim
for your own case only a balance of truth.
You admit that to coerce the millions of the
South back into the Union is a kind of task
which has never been performed in the
world before and one which the wise of all
ages have pronounced impossible.

“And yet for the sake of a narrow point
you are ready, if the need arises, to em-
bark on a war which must be bloody and
long, which must stir the deeps of bitter-
ness, and which in all likelihood will achieve
nothing. Are you entirely resolved?”

Lincoln’s sad eyes rested on the other.

“I am entirely resolved. I have been
set here to decide for the people according
to the best of my talents, and the Almighty
has shown me no other road.”
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Seward held out his hand.

“Then, by , you must be rig}lt. You
are the bravest man in this land, sir, and I
will follow you to the other side of perdi-

tion.”

0% warm evening in early Mayv. There
had been no rain for a week in Wash-

ington, and the President, who had ridden

in from his Summer quarters in the Soldiers’

Home, had his trousers gray with dust from

the knees down.

He had come round to the War Depart-
ment, from which in these days he was
never long absent, and found the Secretary
of War busy as usual at his high desk.
There had been the shortest of greetings,
and while Lincoln turned over the last tele-
grams, Stanton wrote steadily.

Stanton had changed much since the
night in the Springfield store. A square
beard streaked with gray covered his chin,
and his face had grown heavier. There
were big pouches below the short-sighted
eyes and deep lines on each side of his short,
shaven upper lip. His skin had an un-
healthy pallor, like that of one who works
late and has little fresh ait. The mouth,
always obstinate, was now molded into a
settled grimness. The plows of war had
made deep furrows on his soul.

Lincoln, too, had altered. He had got a
stoop.in his shoulders, as if his back car-
ried a heavy burden. A beard had been
suffered to grow in a ragged fringe about
his jaw and cheeks, and there were silver
threads in it. His whole face seemed to
have been pinched and hammered together,
so that it looked like a mask of pale bronze
—a death-mask, for it was hard to believe
that blood ran below that dry tegument.

But the chief change was in his eyes.
They had lost the alertness they once pos-
sessed and had become pits of brooding
shade, infinitely kind, infinitely patient, in-
finitely melancholy.

Yet there was a kind of weary peace in
the face, and there was still humor in the
puckered mouth and even in the sad eves.
He looked less harassed than the Secretary
of War. He drew a small book from his
pocket, at which the other glanced malevo-
lently.

“I give vou fair warning, Mr. President,”
said Stanton, “if you've come here to read
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THE time is two years later—a
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me the work of one of your tom-fool funny
men, I'll fling it out of the window.”

“This work is the Bible,” said Lincoln
with the artlessness of a mischievous child.
“I looked in to ask how the draft was pro-
gressing.”

“It starts in Rhode Island on July 7th,
and till it starts I can say nothing. We've

“had warning that there will be fierce opposi-
tion in New York. It may mean that we
have a sccond civil war on our hands. And
of one thing I ‘am certain—it will cost you
your reelection.”

The President did not seem perturbed.

“In this war we’ve got to take one step at
a time,” he said. “‘Our first duty is to save
the country, and .to do that we’ve got to
win battles. But you can’t win battles
without armies, and if men won’t enlist of
their own will, they've got to be compelled.
What use is a second term to me if I have
no-country? You're not weakening on the
policy of the draft, Mr. Stanton?”

The Secretary of War shrugged his shoul-
ders.

“No. In March it seemed inevitable. I
still think it is essential, but I am forced
to admit the possibility that it may be a
sad failure. It is the boldest step you have
taken, Mr. President. Have you ever re-
gretted it?”

Lincoln shook his head.

“It don’t do to start regretting. This
war is managed by the Almighty, and if it’s
His purpose that we should win, he will
show us how. I regard our fallible reason-
ing and desperate conclusions as part of
His way of achieving His purpose,

“But about that draft. I’ll answer you in
the words of a young Quaker woman who
against the rules had married a military
man. The elders asked .her if she was
sorry, and she replied that she couldn’t
ruly say that she was sorry, but that she
could say she wouldn’t do it again. I was
for the draft and I was for the war, to
prevent democracy making itself foolish.”

“You’ll never succeed in that,” said
Stanton gravely. “If Congress is democ-
racy, there can’t be a more foolish gather-
ing outside a monkey-house.”

THE President grinned broadly.

P He was humming the air of a nigger-

£ song, “The Blue-Tailed Fly,” which
Sam Lamon had taught him. =

“That reminds me of Artemus Ward.
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He obseryes that at the last election he
voted for Henry Clay. ‘It’s true,” he says,
‘that Henry was dead, but since all the
politicians that he knew were fifteenth-rate,
he preferred to vote for a first class corpse.””’

Stanton moved impatiently. He hated
the President’s pocket humorists and had
small patience with his tales.

“Was ever a great war fought,” he cried,
“with such a camp-following as our Con-
gressmen?”’

Lincoln looked comically surprized.

“You’re too harsh, Mr. Stanton. I ad-
mit there are one or two crooks who could
take shelter behind a corkscrew. But the
trouble is that most of them are too high-
principled. They are that set on liberty
that they won’t take the trouble to safe-
guard it. They would rather lose the war
than give up their little notions. I've a
great regard for principles, but I have no
use for them when they get so high that
they become foolishness.”

“Every idle pedant thinks he knows bet-
ter how to fight a war than the men who
are laboring sixteen hours a day at it,”
said Stanton bitterly.

“They want to hurry things quicker than
the Almighty means them to go. 1I don’t
altogether blame them either, for I'm mor-
tally impatient myself. But it’s no good
thinking that saying a thing should be so
will make it so.

“We’re not the Creator of this universe.
You've got to judge results according to
your instruments. Horace Greeley is al-
ways telling me what I should do, but Hor-
ace omits to explain -how I am to find the
means. You can’t properly manure a fifty-
acre patch with only a bad smell.”

Lincoln ran his fingers over the leaves of
the small Bible he had taken from his
pocket. : .

“Seems to me Moses had the same diffi-
culties to contend with. Read the sixteenth
chapter of the Book of Numbers at your
leisure, Mr. Secretary. It’s mighty perti-
nent to our situation. The people have
been a deal kinder to me than I deserve
and I’'ve got more cause for thankfulness
than complaint.

“But sometimes I get just a little out of
patience with our critics. I want- to say
to them as Moses said to Korah, Dathan
and Abiram—

“ “Ye take too much upon you, ye sons of
uvi!, ”
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Lincoln’s speech had broadened into
something like the dialect of his boyhood.
Stanton finished the paper on which he had
been engaged and stepped aside from his
desk. His face was heavily preoccupied,
and he kept an eye always on the door lead-
ing to his private secretary’s room.

‘At this moment,” Stanton said, “Hooker
is engaged with Lee.” ;

He put a finger on a map which was
stretched on a.frame behind him.

“There! On the Rappahannock, where
it is joined by the Rapidan. Near the ham-
let of Chancellorsville. Battle was joined
two days ago, and so far it has been inde-
cisive. Tonight we should know the result.
That was the news you came here tonight
about, Mr. President.”

Lincoln nodded.

“I am desperately anxious. I needn’t
conceal that from you, Mr. Stanton.”

“So am I. I wish to God I had more
confidence in General Hooker. I never
liked that appointment, Mr. President. I
should have preferred Meade or Reynolds.
Hooker is a blustering, thick-headed fellow,
good enough maybe for a division or even
a corps, but not for an army.”

“I visited him three weeks back,” said
Lincoln, “and I'm bound to say he has
marvelously pulled round the Army of the
Potomac. There’s a new spirit in their,
ranks. You're unjust to Joe Hooker, Mr.
Stanton. He’s a fine organizer, and he’ll
fight—he’s eager to fight, which McClellan
and Burnside never were.”

“But what on earth is the good of being
willing to fight if you’re going to lose? He
hasn’t the brains to command. And he’s
opposed by Lee and Jackson. Do you
realize the surpassing ability of those two
men? We have no generals fit to hold a
candle to them.”

“We’ve a bigger and a better army.
PI’'m not going to be depressed, Mr. Stanton.
Joe has two men to every one of Lee’s; he’s
safe over the Rappahannock, and I reckon
he will make a road to Richmond. I've
seen his troops, and they are fairly burst-
ing to get at the enemy. I insist on being
hopeful. What's the last news from the
Mississippi?”’

“Nothing new. Grant has got to Port
Gibson and has his base at Grand Gulf.
He now proposes to cut loose and make for
Vicksburg, So far he has done well, but
the risk is terrific. Still, I am inclined to
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think you were right about that man. He
has capacity.”
“Grant stops still and saws wood,” said

Lincoln. “He don’t talk a great deal, but
he fights. I can’t help feeling hopeful to-
night, for it seems to me we have the

enemy in a fix. You've heard me talk of
the shrinking quadrilateral, which is the
rebel States, as I see the proposition.”

“Often,” said the other dryly.

“I never could get McClellan rightly to
understand it. I look on the Confederacy
as a quadrilateral of which at present we
hold two sides—the east and the south—the
salt-water sides. The north side is Vir-
ginia, the west side the line of the Mis-
sissippi. If Grant and Farragut between
them can \un the control of the Father of
Waters, we'Ve got the west side. Then it’s
the business of the Armies-on the Missis-
sippi to press east and the Army of the
Potomac to press south.

“It may take time, but if we keep a
stiff upper lip we’re bound to have the
rebels whipped. I reckon they’re whipped
already in spite of Lee. I've heard of a
turtle that an old nigger man decapitated.
Next day he was amusing thself poking
sticks at it and the turtle was Snapping
back. His master comes along and says
to him, ‘Why, Pomp, I thought that turtle
was dead.” ‘Well, he am dead, massa,’
savs Pompey, ‘but the critter don’t know
enough ter be sensible ob it.’” I reckon
the, Confederacy’s dead, but Jeff Javis
don’t know enough to be sensible of it.”

= A YOUNG man in uniform came

s | hurriedly through the private sec-

retary’s door and handed the Sec-

retary of War a telegram. He stood at

attention, and the President observed that

his face was pale. Stanton read the mes-

sage, but gave no sign of its contents. He

turned to the map behind him and traced
a line on it with his forefinger.

“Any more news?” he asked the mes-
senger.

“Nothing official, sir,” was the answer.
“But there is a report 'that General Jack-
son has been killed in the moment of vic-
tory.”

The officer withdrew and Stanton turned
to the President. Lincoln'’s face was ter-
rible in its strain, for the words “in the
moment of victory’” had rung the knell of
his hopes.

”»

Adventure

When Stanton spoke his voice was con-
trolled and level.

“Unlike vour turtle,” he said, “the Con-
federacy is suddenly and terribly alive.
Lee has whipped Hooker to blazes. We
have lost more than fifteen thousand men.
Today we arc back on the north side of the
Rappahannock.”

Lincoln was on his feet, and for a mo-
ment the bronze mask of his face was dis-
torted by suffering.

“My God!” he cried. “What will the
country sav? What will the country say?”’

“It matters little what the country says.
The point is, what will the country suffer?
In a fortnight Lee will be in Maryland and
Pennsyvlvania. Your quadrilaterial will not
shrink—it will extend. In a month we
shall be fighting to hold Washington and
Baltimore—aye, and Philadelphia. That is
the doing of the general of “your choice,
Mr. President.”

The bitterness of the words seemed to
calm Lincoln. He was walking up and
down the floor with his hands clasped be-
hind his back, and his expression was once
again one of patient humility.

“I take all the blame,” he said. “You
have d(f% nobly, Mr. Stanton, and all the
mistakes are mine. I reckon I am about
the poorest effigy of a war Presxdent that
ever cursed an unbappy country.”

The other did not reply. He was an
honest man who did not deal in smooth
phrases.

“T’d resign tomorrow,” Lincoln went on.
“No rail-splitter ever laid down his ax at
the end of a hard day so gladly as I would
lay down my high office. But I've got to
be sure first that- my successor will keep
faith with this nation. I’ve got to find a
man who will keep the right course.”

“Which is?”’ Stanton asked.

“To fight it out to the very end. To the
last drop of blood and the last cent. There
can be no going back. If T surrendered my
post to any successor, though he were an
archangel from heaven, who would weaken
on that great purpose, I should deserve to
be execrated as the betrayer of my country.”

Into Stanton’s sour face there came a
sudden gleam which made it almost beau-
tiful.

“Mr. President,” he said, “TI have often
differed from you. I have used great free-
dom in criticism of your acts, and I take
leave to think that I have been generally
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in the right. You know that I am no flat-
terer. But I tell you, sir, from my inmost
heart that you are the only man to lead the
people, because you are the only man whose
courage never fails. God knows how you
manage it. I am of the bull-dog type and
hold on because I do not know how to let
go. Most of my work I do in utter hope-
lessness.

“But you, sir, you never come within a
mile of despair. The blacker the clouds
get, the more confident you are that there
is sunlight behind them. I carp and cavil
at you, but I also take off my hat *to you,
for you are by far the greatest of us.”

Lincoln’s face broke into a slow smile,
vlirll(:'ich made the eyes seem curiously child-

e.

“I thank you, my old friend,” he said.
“I don’t admit I have your courage, for
I haven’t half of it, But if a man feels
that he’s only a pipe for Omnipotence to
sound through, he is not so apt to worry.
Besides, these last weeks God has been
very good to me and I've been given a kind
of assurance.

“I know the country will grumble a bit
about my ways of doing things but will fol-
low me in the end. I know that we shall
win a clean victory. Jordan has been a
hard road to travel, but I feel that in spite
of all our frailties we’ll be dumped on the
right side of that stream. After that—"

‘“After that,” said Stanton with some-
thing like enthusiasm in his voice, “you’ll
be the first President of a truly united
America, with a power and prestige the
greatest since Washington.”

Lincoln’s gaze had left the other’s face
and was fixed on the blue dusk now gath-
ering in the window.

“I don't know about that,” he said.
“When the war’s over I think I'll g9
home.”

v

it was Spring in Washington—
about hali-past ten of the evening
of the fourteenth of April—Good Friday—
the first Easter-tide of peace. The streets
had been illuminated for victory, and the
gas jets were still blazing, while a young
moon climbing the sky was dimming their
murky yellow with its cold, pure light.
Tenth Street was packed from end to end by
a silent mob. As a sponge cleans a slate so

TWO years passed, and once again
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exhilaration had been wiped off their souls.

On the porch of Ford’s Theater some
gaudy posters advertised Tom Taylor’s
comedy “Our American Cousin,” and the
steps were littered with paper and orange-
peel and torn fragments of women'’s clothes,
for the exit of the audience had been hasty.
Lights still blazed in the building, for there
was nobody to put them out. In front on
the sidewalk was a cordon of soldiers.

. Stanton elbowed his way through the
throngs to the little house, Mr. Peterson’s,
across the street. The messenger from the
War Department had poured wild news into
his ear—wholesale murder—everybody—the
President—Seward—Grant.  Incredulous,
he had hurried forth, and the sight of that
huge, still crowd woke fear in him. The
guards at Mr. Peterson’s door had recog-
nized him, and he was admitted. . As he
crossed the threshold he saw ominous, dark
stains.

A kitchen candle burned below the hat-
rack in the narrow hall, and showed further
stains on the oilcloth. From a room on the
left hand came the sound of women weeping.

The door of the room at the end of the
passage was ajar. It was a bare little place,
once perhaps the surgery of some doctor of
small practise, but now a bedroom. A door
gave at the farther side on a small veranda,
and this and the one window were wide
open. An oil lamp stood on a table by the
bed and revealed a crowd of people. A man
lay on the camp-bed, lying aslant, for he was
too long for it. A sheet covered his lower
limbs, but his breast and shoulders had been
bared. The head was nearest to the en-
trance, propped on an outjutting bolster.

A man was leaving whom Stanton recog-
nized as Doctor Stone, the Lincoln family
physician. The doctor answered his un-
spoken question. :

“Dying,” he said. “Through the brain.
The bullet is now below the left eye. He
may live for a few hours—scarcely the
night.”

Stanton moved to the foot of the bed like
one in a dream. He saw that Barnes, the
surgeon-general, sat on a deal chair on the
left side holding the dying man’s hand.
Doctor Gurley, the minster, sat beside the
bed. He noted Sumner and Welles and
General Halleck and Governor Dennison,
and back in the gloom the young Robert
Lincoln. But he observed them only as he
would have observed figures in a picture.
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They were but shadows; the living man was
he who was struggling on the bed with Death.

‘*g | were naked, and Stanton, who had

~ thought of him as meagre and
Shrunken, was amazed at their sinewy
Strength. ~ He remembered that he had once
heard of him as a village Hercules. The
President was unconscious, but some tor-
tured nerve made him moan like an animal
in pain.

It was a strange sound to hear from one
who had been wont to suffer with tight lips.
To Stanton it heightened the spectral un-
reality of the scene. He seemed to be look-
ing at a death in a stage tragedy.

The trivial voice of Welles broke the si-
lence. He had to give voice to the emotion
which choked him.

LINCOLN’S great arms and chest

“His dream has come true,” he said.
)

“The dream he told us about at the Cab-
inet this morning. His ship is nearing the
dark shore. He thought it signified good
news from Sherman.”

Stanton did not reply. To save his life
he sould not have uttered a word.

Then Gurley, the minister, spoke very
gently, for he was a simple man sorely
moved. :

“He has looked so tired for so long. He
will have rest now, the deep rest of the peo-
ple of God. He has died for usall. Today
nineteen hundred years ago the Son of Man
gave his life for the world. The President
has followed in his Master’s steps.”

Sumner was repeating softly to himself,
like a litany, that sentence from the Second
Inaugural Address, “With malice toward
none, with charity for all.”

But Stanton was in no mood for words.
He was looking at the figure on the bed, the
great chest heaving with the labored but
regular breath, and living again the years of
colleagueship and conflict. He had been
loyal to him. Yes, thank God, he had been
loyal! He had quarreled, thwarted, criti-
cized, but he had never failed him in a
crisis. He had held-up his hands as Aaron
and Hur held up the hands of Moses.

The Secretary of War was not in the habit
of underrating his own talents and achieve-
ments. But in that moment they seemed
Iess than nothing:- Humility shook him like
a passion. Till his dying day his one boast
must be that he had served that figure on the
camp-bed.

Adventure

It had been his high fortune to have his
lot cast in the vicinity of supreme genius.

- With awe he realized that he was looking

upon the passing of the very great. There
had never been such a man. There could
never be such an one again. So patient and
enduring, so wise in all great matters, so

‘potent to inspire a multitude, so secure in his

own soul.

Fools would chatter about his being a son
of the people and his career a triumph of
the average man. Average! Great God,
he was a ruler of princes, a master, a com-
peller ¢f men. He could imagine what
noble nonsense Sumner would talk. He
looked with disfavor at the classic face of the
Bostonian.

But Sumner for once seemd to share his
feclings. He, too, was looking with rever-
ent eyes toward the bed, and as he caught
Stanton’s gaze, he whispered words which
the Secretary of War did not condemn—

“The beauty of Israel is slain upon thy
high places.”

The night hours crawled on with an in-
tolerable slowness. Some of the watchers
sat, but Stanton remained rigid at the
bed-foot. He had not been well of late and
had been ordered a long rest by his doctor,
but he was not conscious of fatigue.

He would not have left his post for a
king’s ransom, for he felt himself commun-
ing with the dying, sharing the last-stage
in his journey as he had shared all the
rough marches. His proud spirit found a
certain solace in the abasement of its
humbleness.

A little before six the morning light be-

gan to pale the lamps. The window showed
a square of gray, cloudy sky, and outside
on the porch there was a drip of rain. The
faces revealed by the cold dawn were as
haggard and yellow as that of the dying
man. Wafts of the outer air began to
freshen the stuffiness of the little roon:.
_ The city was waking up. There came
the sound of far-away carts and horses,
and a bov in the lane behind the house be-
gan to whistle and then to sing. “When
I Was Young,” he sang—

“When I was young, 1 used to wait
At Mazza's table, 'n’ hand de plate,
An’ pass de botile when he was dry,
An’ brush away de blue-tailed fly.”

“Tt is his song,” Stanton said to himself,
and with the air camc a rush of strange
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feelings. He remembered a . thousand
things, which before had been only a back-
ground of which he had been scarcely
conscious. The constant kindliness, the
gentle, healing sympathy, the homely hu-
mor which he once thought had irritated
but which he now knew had soothed him.

This man had been twined round the
roots of every heart. All night he had been
in an ecstasy of admiration, but now that
was forgotten in a yearning love. The
President had been part of his being, closer
to him than wife or child.

“But I can’t forget,”

the boy sang,

‘“until T die
Ole Massa an’ de blue-tailed fly.”

Stanton’s eyes filled with hot tears. He
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had not wept since his daughter died.

The breathing from the bed was growing
faint. Suddenly thé surgeon-general held
up his hand. He felt the heart and shook
his head. .

“Fetch your mother,” he said to Robert
Lincoln.

The minister had dropped on his kness
by the bedside and was praying.

“The President is dead,” said the sur-
geon-general, and at the words it seemed
that every head in the room was bowed on
the breast.

Stanton took a step forward with a
strange, appealing motion of the arms. It
was noted by more than one that his pale
face was transfigured.

“Yesterday he was America’s,”” he cried.
“Qur very own. Now he is all the world’s.
Now he belengs to the ages.”

EPILOGUE

R. FRANCIS HAMILTON, an hon-
orary attaché of the British Em-
bassy, stood on the steps of the Capitol
watching the procession which bore the
President’s body from the White House to
lie in state in the great rotunda. He was
a young man of some thirty Summers, who
after a distinguished Oxford career was
preparing himself with a certain solemnity
for the House of Commons.

He sought to be an authority on foreign
affairs, and with this aim was making a
tour among the legations. Two years be-
for he had come to Washington, intending
to remain for six months, and somewhat
to his own surprize had stayed on, declin-
ing to follow his kinsman Lord Lyons to
Constantinople. Himself a stanch fol-
lower of Mr. Disraeli and an abhorrer of
Whiggery in all its forms, he yet found in
America’s struggle that which appealed
both to his brain and his heart.

He was a believer, he told himself, in
the Great State, and an opponent of paro-
chialism, so, unlike most of his friends at
home, his sympathies were engaged for the
Union. Moreover he seemed to detect in
the protagonists a Roman simplicity pleas-
ing to a good class.

Mr. Hamilton was somberly but fashion-
ably dressed and wore a gold eyeglass on a
black ribbon, because he fancied that a
monocle adroitly used was a formidable

weapon in debate. He had neat smali
side-whiskers and a pleasant observant eye.

With him was young Major Endicott
from Boston and the eminent Mr. James
Russell Lowell who, as Longfellow’s suc-
cessor in the Smith Professorship and one
of the editors of the North American Re-
view, was a great figure in cultivated circles.
Both were acquaintances made by Mr.
Hamilton on a recent visit to Harvard. He
found it agreeable to have a few friends
with whom he could have scholarly talk.

The three watched the procession wind-
ing through the mourning streets. Every
house was draped in funeral black; the
bell tolled from every church and the min-
ute-guns hoomed at the City Hall and on
Capitol Hill.

Mr. Hamilton watched the cortege at
first with a critical eye. The events of the
past week had wrought in him a great ex-
pectation, which he feared would be dis-
appointed. It needed a long tradition to
do fitting honor to the man who had gone.
Had America such a tradition, he asked
himself?

The colored troops marching at the head
of the line pleased him. That was a happy
thought. He liked, too, the business-like
cavalry and infantry and the battered field-
pieces. He saw his chief among the for-
eign ministers, bearing a face of portentous
solemnity. But he liked best the Illinois



128

and Kentucky delegates; he thought the
dead President would have liked them too.

Major Endicott wa$ pointing out the
chief figures. .

“There’s Grant—and Stanton, ‘looking
more cantankerous than ever. They say
he’s broken-hearted.”

.But Mr. Hamilton had no eye for celeb-
rities. He was thinking rather of th