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‘It was O. Henry who started
me on my campaign for the
office girls.””  —Theodore Roosevelt.

S The girl got $6 a week and was lonely. “Piggy”—

- .y ' vy B - M & - i w i -
T ey i erren gy | you can imagine his kind—was waiting downstairs.
;" He knew where champagne and music could be had.
e Mears - [/ But that night she didn’t go. That was Lord Kitchener's
\—ww;_; domg. But another night?> O. Henry tells about it in
——J a story. Read it.
All over the world, from the great cities to the remotest corners, his name is known. His
stories are on the stage, in the movies, in newspapers, books and magazines. Colle
Presidents acclaim his genius—the man on the street loves him for his humanness. -
has become almost as universally known as the Bible, as oft quoted as Shakespeare—in
short, his stories are now an indispensable part of the library of every well read man.
LU IT I UINY Zend rations a man 1= born in whom He is the great h‘”l"f {}f tales, .'tlitl.lht‘: power ‘I"Ilhl.ﬂ
Daver the fire of heaven—the world calls such a2 man him has given itself to the world in profusion and
R He flames into the world like a meteor. vaniety. He has given us more different kinds of
Phe heaven-given fire is his and urges him on. Of  wonderful stories than anyone who ever lived—there
wis (). Henry.  He has the vision of the seer.  isn't a single page that is not a living. breathing
Fle se i.-.lr-- the hearts of men as though they were flame. I hc-r-::u._i-: much variety in /"-—"'-‘:T,
ca=ed in glass them as in tendifferent authors. » REVIEW OF
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] e Jrom the most critical group in America
R pc’op/e 1‘/16 touﬂtiy over

$1.00 a pourd for
wance Sturcrions. last, is your (rpp:\rtun'n)‘ to make a gift that
(;;ﬁf;f:ﬂ:ﬂw’l; has_become the choice' of the most critical
roo and el and BFOUP in America
sou a box, postpaigd 70 a new candy was puton the
market. A few boxes were sold. - Then
began to come in.  They came in incr
numbers. People were telling_their ‘friends,
were giving the new candy as gifts.
oday Romance Chocolates can be-offered
to a wider public. Your confectioner or your
draggist has them. New flavors from exclu~
sive recipes! Creamy chocolate coatings over
meaty 13ts and luscious fruit and cream
centers!% 8oc to $1.50 a pound. Cox Confec-
tionery Company, East Boston, Mass.
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DEAD rrom e NECK DOWN

“He thought he was alive
because he worked with his
brain—but his body was fit
for the undertaker.”

you imagine such a fellow call-
ing himself a man? And still there
are thousands like him — narrow-
chested, round-shouldered, weak-
kneed specimens of lumm.w Ty

rather take a box of pills than
@b five minutes’

What Kind of a Man
re You?
r you? Do
full of pep
he day's tasks
you just drag
n a lazy, in-

cise.

&ifferent way?

There Is Hope—

I inch on \uu‘ arms in the frst
30 days. And from thea on, just
watch 'em grow. I build out
your chest, broaden your shoulders
and pu lredJ pep in e
bone. You will have the flash to
yOu¥ €& anil the spAng 1o, your step
CRReil flctey. Voustile hody
(inside and out) will [uw,\u)l\ as it
should, sending ing blood to
your brain md every part of your
System. I don’t just promise these
tings. Iguarantie them, Come on
now and make me prove it. That's
what I like.

Send for My New 64-page Book

Earle E. Liederman as he is to-day

“MUSCULAR DEVELOPMENT”

It contains forty-three full-page photographs of myself and
some of the many prize-winning pupils I have trained. Some
of these came to me as pitiful weaklings, imploring me to
help them. Look them over now and you will marvel at their
present physiques.  This book will prove an impetus and a
real inspiration to you. It will thrill you from cover to cover.
AUTask is 10 cents o cover the cost of wrapping and mail
ing and it is your s will not obligate you at all
bk for the sake.of ‘your fututa health ‘and happiness. do ot
put it ofi. Send to-day—rizht now, before you fur this page.

EARLE E. LIEDERMAN

305 Broadway Dept. 5003 New York City

[ e
I
I
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|
I
I
|
|
|

EARLE E. LIEDERMAN

send m

art whateve

ar Development. -

Name.

Street ...

City.

Dept. 5003, 305 Broadway, N. Y. City

Dear Sir:—I enclose herewith 10 cent;
you are to

which
e, without any obization on

3 of your latest book. *Muse
P Blease write or print platniy.

Kindly mention Adventure in writing to advertisers or visiting your dealer
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Box 942, Butterick Bldg., New York, N.Y.
B G

my part, full particulats concerning your practical
spare-time money-making plan.

Manager,
Staff Agencies D

on,

Please send me, without any obligation on

Let Us Pay Your Expenses

HIS year you can have all

the extra money you need—

$5.00, $10.00, $50.00, $100.00 —
simply by giving your spare time,
hours you might otherwise waste, to
our practical money- making plan.
With this same plan, hundreds of
other wise men and women in every
community are not only earning
all their expenses, but, better still,
building up permanent annual
incomes!

Use the Coupon Above!

LIP it out now and mail today.

It will bring you, without any
obligation whatever, complete
details concerning our practical plan.
Don'’t let the fear of inexperience keep
you from cashing in on this money-
making opportunity. We train you from
thebeginning, give you the benefitof our
most successful representatives’ experi-
ence, furnish all supplies free of charge
and gladly cooperate with you atall times.

HAT these successes are doing
you can do too. How? By
becoming a special representa-

tive of Adventure and our other three
magazines, The Delineator, The Designer
and Everybody’s. Right in your own
locality — right now — hundreds of
orders are continually pouring in direct
from the subscribers. Let us show you
how you can get these orders easily—
and earn not only big commissions,
but a regular monthly salary.

THE biggest subscription season
of the year is already in full swing.
Whether you live in the country,
small town, or big city, you have the
same big opportunity to earn big money.
If you act at once and become our sub-
scription representative, you can secure
the great bulk of renewals, new subscrip-
tions and gift subscriptions in your local-
ity. Simply reach for your pen now, fill
in the coupon above and mail it—today!

Kindly mention Adventure in writing to advertisers or visiting your dealer.
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“A dollar a minute”

“That’s what I figure my spare-
time study with the L. C. S. was
worth to me. It was the best invest-
ment I ever made. I'm now making
$160 a week—or almost twice as
much in a single hour as I used to
make in a whole day!”

Bvery mail brings letters from some of
the two million students of the Inter-
national Correspondence Schools telling
of promotions and increases in salary as
the rewards of spare-time study.

What are you doing With the hours
after supper? Can you afford to let them
slip by unimproved when you can easily
make them mean so much? One hour a
day spent with the 1. C. S. will prepare
you for the position the

11! it
up to m to Brove \t. Matk and mail this
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Auto Touring

Maps 10c Each

To Adventure Readers

For alimited time we are able to make
to our readers the remarkable offer of
official Rand McNally Auto Trails
maps for 10 cents each. These maps
are exactly the same as those included
in the Rand McNally 35 cent auto-
mobile guides. You save 25 cents.

Once used, these maps are a necessity.

You can’t go wrong when you have
them. They tell the meaning of the
painted poles that are sentinels over
your route. They show hotels, garages,
service stations—everything the mo-
torist wants to know. We are offering
these maps at cost, purely as a service
to our readers.

Any or All of These Maps for 10c apiece

Grrns, :
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, / bA *(6)
ke e
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T s
jodike =
G R 4
odentlucl Y
Brgwds | spkmnos ’E
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drioCeean
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And Save 25 Cents

The maps correspond to the districts
numbered here. They are large (264 x
34 inches) beautifully printed in red
and blue on high grade, smooth-finish
paper. Enclosed in heavy tinted folders
that slip easily into the pocket. Put down
the numbers of the maps you want.

Districts 13 and 17 are published in one
folder. Also districts 15 and 16.

Use This Coupon => Muencsic e, Adveniue

Butterick Building, New York, N. Y.
Please send me Rand McNally Auto Trails maps, sections.

number— by mail prepaid.

Tenclose §$——_in stamps or coins.

My carisa oy Tuse e —Tires

My

Nam

Add

Kindly mention Adventure in writing to advertisers or visiting your dealer.
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“Home, Sweet Home’

The world’s most famous song was written by John Howard Payne

in a burst of homesickness

N a dreamy old Long Island
town—
stands a quaint cottage that has weath-
ered the storms of nearly three cen-
turies—the boyhood home of John
Howard Payne.

Above the worn millstone step, the
shining knocker on the door tells the
story of the old house. On it are
engraved the immortal words: “Home,
Sweet Home.”

No word except “Mother” grips the
heart as does the word “Home”, and
the stranger in a strange land finds no
real happiness until he makes that
land his home—until he is a citizen
of the country in which he lives.

There are 24,000,000 homes
in America—
With the exception of the compara-

for this—his boyhood home.

tively few belonging to the native
Indian, every American home is the
home of foreign born or the descend-
ants of the foreign born.

There are 14,000,000

Foreign Born

now living in the United States, half
of whom have not made this country
Home. And by every boat, this
number is being added to.

Canada’s great chain of
United Provinces—

has received, in the past twenty years,
more than three million immigrants.
‘With her wonderful resources, Canada
is attracting yearly a greater and greater
number of immigrants.

To help her new comers acquire the
standards and the ideals of her noble
national ancestry, the hope of the

Kindly mention Adventure in writing to advertisers or visiting your dealer.
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Dominion like that of the United
States, is to make her residents,
citizens—to make them at Home.

A Clarion Call to Action!
Here’s the red-blooded, stirring story
of how one Pennsylvania town in one
week by the white magic of friendship
enriched the community a thousand-
fold by making its aliens citizens.

Every Resident a Citizen—
was the battle cry, and every man and
woman went in heart and soul to
make everybody a Homebody.

The town had a population of 32,000.
One third was foreign born or born
of foreign parentage. 2,500 were
aliens. A week was set aside in which
to invite this alien 2,500 into partner-
ship, without thought of partisanship.
Enthusiasm took the town by storm.
“What are you doing to help your
neighbor become a citizen?” was the
question asked from poster, pamphlet
and newspaper.

Never was there Such a
Getting Together—

except during the Great War. The
mayor, county commissioner, post-

master, judges, newspaper publishers
knew no party save the alien parties
they wanted to help. The Y. M.C. A,
Knights of Columbus, Salvation Army,
and the pastors of thirty-one churches
worked with one faith. The Rotary
Club, Manufacturers’ Association, and
Real Estate Board were joined by the
officers of fourteen Italian and Polish
Societies in the One-for-all-and-All-
for-One big purpose.

Not only were the advantages of citizenship
explained and the advantages of helping to
make a richer, better town, but every one
desiring to become a citizen had a neighbor
to go with him to court—to a court that
knew no hour of adjournment, so long as
an applicant for citizenship was to be heard.
As a result of the week’s campaign about
1,000 of the 2,500 took the initial step
towards full citizenship.

What this town did, every city and town
can do.

What about your town?
What is it doing to make
every resident a citizen—a bet-
ter neighbor and a happier and
more prosperous one? What is
it doing to help the foreign
born to make the Land an

town of his adoption “Home,
Sweet Home?”

aa“

Sy
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The Metropolitan Life Insurance Company
has 20 million policy holders in the United

States and Canada—on: S bs Thieivee have Bocn oot poiatal gty
populatios millions speak  and needless expen:

55 ifferent x..m.m;—‘ho..m.d of them

do not speal of them In the

Many grateful letters are received from re-
united fami s of cases the

are foreign born and not as yet citizens.
Thousands whose families are still in Europe

real homes on this side of the
water.

In geder to help its immigrant policy holders
isens, and to wdvh
: relatives in "Burope
Y- here, the Metropolitan
Sasintains & Durcau called the Tmumigrant
Seevice and Citisenship Bureau.

to make every Resident a Citiz

jras organized and led by the Meeropolitan

Immigrant Service as
‘ropolitan offers the services of this

Bureau to any town desiring to conduct a

citizenship campaign.

The Company gives at all times definite
information a8 to citizenship. Its booklets
palcws0ibeconas Cilsriass ‘wricten in
ple English.  They may also
B Tekan, Bolish; Yiddish, Tangacian
and Bohemian.

The full story of the Every Resident a
Citizen campaign is in pamphlet form and
will b mailed free on request.

HALEY FISKE, President

Published by

METROPOLITAN LIFE INSURANCE COMPANY—NEW YORK

Kindly mention Adventure in writing to advertisers or visiting your dealer.
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A Complete Sovelette

Author of “The Island,”

S THE smart maid looked at him
doubtfully and said that she
would see whether her mistress
was at home, Forster won-

dered whether he was making a fool of
himself.

He had acted entirely upon impulse and
with a purpose that had seemed eminently
plain and proper when he left the ship.
He wanted to see what kind of woman it
was who had so effectually broken up the

_ friendship between John Martin and him-
self and who was permitting and abetting
Martin to take a trip upon which he would
be gambling against Death with cogged
dice in the skeleton hand of his grisly
opponent.

Now, the friendship between men is
deeper founded than that between women.
1t is lacking in the eccentric sex jealousies

“Yellow Head,"

copyright, 1923, by J. Allan Dunn.

Copyright, 1923, by The Ridgway Company. in the United States and Great Britain.
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“Wild J
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and the selfishness of the bond between a
woman and a man. Male friends will share
and sacrifice. A woman wishes to possess
her man utterly and control his every mood
and action. And, under the control of sex
which, to man, is a mingling of physical
attraction, pride, paternalism and protec-
tiveness, he, for the time at least, utterly
S mbs.

That John Martin was head over heels in
love with Katherine Meade was as certain
as the fact that his infatuation had estranged
the affection ting between the two men
for fifteen years. As schoolfellows first,
born in the same New England village, later
as shipmates, though Gideon Forster was
first officer and Martin first assistant engi-
neer. They had contrived to secure berths
in the same Line and, later, in the same
ship, serving together for six consecutive
years aboard the Marasion, plying the

All rights reserved. 3




4 Adventure

Pacific Coast trade as far north as Van-
couver, as far south as Valparaiso.

Now they had quarreled. Forster had
thrown up his job. Martin had always
feared the possibility of Forster marrying,
but he had hoped that such a marriage
might be compatible with arlextension of
their friendship, soured as Forster declared
Martin to be on the subject of women.

Martin’s hair was still yellow and unruly
at thirty. Martin was six feet to Forster’s
three inches short of the fathom. Forster
was swart and clip-bearded, strong as an
ox, almost mishapen with muscle, heavy of
bone and steel of sinew.” Martin was strong
also but with the lithe strength of a natural
athlete, wide of shoulder and narrow of hip,
with the face of a Greek god. Women were
always falling in love with Martin and it
was only his voyaging and the check of
Forster that had kept him from definite
prolonged entanglements.

Doubtless Katherine Meade was in love
with him. Doubtless Martin, in his desire
to win the woman, had belittled the dangers
of the quest which was to give him the
means of worthily providing for her.
Forster was giving her the benefit of the
doubt. Martin had hinted something of
this to his chum in his rhapsodies. And
Forster, playing David to Martin’s Jona-
than, had fancied that he saw elements of

nhappmess in the projected union and,
most foolishly, had so suggested. Hence
the quarrel.

Forster, anxious to be able to make
amends, but with his doubts still assailing
him, had taken his last two possible hours
ashore before the Marajion almost ready
for sea, demanded all his time. Martin
was still making the ship his headquarters
until his scant and none-too-well-received
notice of quittance had expired.

“She’ll not wed a sailorman, Gid,”
Martin had said. “She wants a man to be
always a lover, to share all life with her,
not the beggarly quota one has between
trips. And she could never live on my
pay. Gad, it would hardly pay her rent!
She is a queen, Gid, and worthy to be
treated as one. So I am going to make a
queen of her.”

“The Patate?”

“Of course. Half of it’s yours, Gid,
naturally. If you won’t go wnh me Tll
bring back your share with me.”

“We agreed long ago, John, that the risk

was too big for the returns. Tt is almost
certain death to go up among the Jivaros
wnhou; a big expedition. You and I are
in direct line for promotlon The Patate
gold is a will-o™the-wisp.”

“Then T’ll go alone. You don’t suppose
a girl like her—"" he took the framed photo-
graph of the woman he loved and exhibited
it to Forster—*“is going to wait until I get
a chief’s pay and then be satisfied with it?
She doesn’t want to share me with a.steamer
berth, and I don’t want to share her with
anything less than my whole life.”

“So you're risking it. Is she going to
wait until you come back?”

“‘She’s going to wait for six months. She’s
given me an option on her, the most beauti-
ful girl in the world, for six months. If
I don’t come back then I shall never come
back. Isha’n’t want to. Ishall have failed
to make good. You’re a cautious old raven,
Gid! You don’t know what love is.”

Forster’s brown face darkened.

“Perhaps I don’t, John. But what I
always imagined was the real article in-
cluded giving for taking, a fifty-fifty propo-
sition where happiness was the main object.
It seems to me that, if a woman really loved
a man, she would be content to share what
he had for the sake of having him, rather
than let him go out to find a fortune with
a nine-to-one chance against finding it and
a ninety-to-one against his ever getting
back alive. But I suppose that article does
not exist.”

“You talk like a sour old maid. You
don’t supposg I have been stuffing her with
tales of cannibals and head-hunters, do you,
to make myself out a hero? Any more than
T’'m going to ask her to live on my pay and
give up all her luxuries.”

“What is she living on now, John?”

‘‘She has some income. Not a great deal.
But she lives simply enough. She had more
and lost it in oil speculations.”

Martin’s voice was becoming acrimonious.
Themaking of a triangle distorts the parallel
in which two lines may havelain; it provides
an apexand a thrusting angle. The slightest
suggestion of disparagement roused Martin
to a heat of which he was secretly sur-
prized, though he let it rise.

“You’re not going then?”” he demanded.

“No, John.”

““You needn’t be afraid of my hogging it.”

“I never dreamed of such a thing. Iam
trying to persuade you, as a friend, not to
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goalone. We have talked this over before.”

Martin dismissed this with a petulant
wave of his hand.

‘Oh, before—"

“But, if you do not come back after six
months—I shall go in after you. I sha'n’t
wait that long. After three months.”

““To be sure of your share?”

There was no avoiding the row that fol-
lowed. Martin was bent upon it. Forster
was a trifle piqued and carried things
farther than his own best judgment. - The
woman had come between.

FORSTER looked about the room.

If the woman lived simply, he de-

cided, the word bore her own inter-
pretation. The flat was in an expensive
part of the town; the maid might not be
a superfluity, but he had caught momen-
tary sight of a white-suited Japanese dis-
appearing at the end of the entrance hallway
to the suite. The furnishings were dis-
tinctly luxurious, and there were many
objects that, to his eyes, spoke of a habit of
free ;pendmg He felt ill at ease, vaguely
troubled for his friend.

She took his breath away as she entered.
The framed photograph had shown beauty
of feature but had not suggested the radi-
ance of the woman herself. Her gown was
simple but, even to Forster’s untutored
eves, it spelled exclusiveness and expense.
She was a tall and slim brunette with skin
like a gardenia, smooth and white and
velvety. There was the merest flush of
color on her cheeks, though her lips were the
color of a geranium petal—a trifle full and
a trifle selfish. Her dark eyes lustrous and
larger than the ordinary beneath brows
that were delicately penciled. The gar-
denia suggestion was heightened by a wave
of perfume.

Forster was not without his experiences
of women, nor his judgments. He strove
to repress the one that came to him, that
this woman was vain, selfish, luxury seeking.
Not a mate for a sailor. A woman hard
to be contented with the adulation of any
one man beyond the indulgence of her mo-
mentary passion. Passion beyond doubt
she had, but it was primarily exercised, he
told himself, before he checked his ap-
praisal, for her own pleasure.

She advanced with outstretched hand, a
little doubtfully, bendling her full gaze upon
him. He felt its magnetic fascination as he

watched the graceful movement of her
superb figure. Such a woman might well be
allured by Martin’s magnificent manhood,
but she would demand that he woo her with
adequate gifts. Words and devotion were
idle tribute to such a woman. Innocence
she might held, in a measure. In experience
she was not lacking. There was no doubt
that she adequately rated her charms.

“Forster?” she said, her accent question-
ing as she surveyed his shore serge, his sea-
man’s hands, his tanned skin.

“John’s friend.”

“Oh. You must pardon me, I had got
that name as Foster. It was stupid of me.
John has spoken so much of you. He thinks
such a lot of you. Won’t you sit down?
You have called to congratulate me?
It was good of you. You are sailing
soon?”

“Tomorrow. I want to congratulate
both of you.”

She looked doubtful at his measured tone
and slightly pouted.

“John told me this morning that you are
not going with him into £cuador,” she said.
“He was quite disappointed.”

“T am not going. I have been trying to
persuade him not to go. I hope to get you
to help me persuade him.”

He was watching her narrowly, and he
saw the flash that came into her eyes. Sus-
picion of him, anger at him.

“Why not? Do you not think me worth
the adventure?” she asked with an effect
of lightness.

“I think him worth more than the almost
certain probability of death.”
> “Do  you mind exp!almng just what you
mean.”

“That is what I came for. I have very
little time. I can do it best by telling you
alittle story.”

She settled her skirts impatiently, tapped
a silver bell. The maid appeared.

“Bring cigars and cigarets, Celeste.- May
1 offer you something to drink, Mr. Foster?
I have some Scotch.”

He was sure that the “Foster” was inten-
tional, sure that there was enmity between
them, that he had lacked tact and blun-
dered. Sure now that he had come upon a
fool’s errand. This woman had intended
in any case to break up the friendship be-
tween-the two chums. Forster was not her
sort—a plain, blunt sailorman.

He refused to smoke or drink—with an
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apology. She lit a cigaret from a match
held by her maid.
“I trust you do not disapprove,” she

asked.

Forster shook his head gravely.

“It is a short yarn enough=-pardon me
if T repeat what you have aliehdy heard—
or I can make it so. John and I befriended
a man at Guayaquil. He was being baited
in a café. He was an old man and unable
to protect himself and he had been badly
handled while trying to peddle a tray of
native cakes. He was what they call a
mestizo-montaiia, a mixed blood of a woman
of the Mazenes, a mountain tribe, and a
Spanish father. There was a smart row—
we had to clean out the place pretty thor-
oughly after we took his part—and the poor
—— was grateful. We got him into a hos-
pital, but an old hernia had been broken
and he lacked stamina to pull through.
Got pneumonia in the end and died sud-
denly. I’ve an idea he was glad to go.

“He had been captured by the Jivaros,
an unconquered tribe who live in the valley
of the Patate River. They had allowed him
to live because they believed him inhabited
by a spirit. It seems a falling tree had once
injured his head, too much sun had brought
on a spell of craziness during which he
wandered too far from the beaten trails and,
after the Jivaros found him, when he got
better, he had cleverness enough to ape
insanity until he got a chance to run away.
He got to the railroad at Ampato after a
trip that would have killed a white man.

““His wife had gone off with another man,
and he beat his way back to Guayaquil, to
his relations, who kicked him out. Every-
body kicked him.* He was almost jellied
from kicks in the café when John and I
happened in.

“He told us of gold on the Patate River.
There are rumors and some proofs of gold
on a number of the northern tributaries
of the Marafion, flowing down from the
Ecuador Cordillera.

“The Patate, which is called by its com-
mon name, the Pastaza, below Agoyon
Falls down to the Marafion, starts in the
shadow of Cotopaxi. It is a wild stream,
partly navigable, shallow toward the Ma-
rafion, but fed by snow streams and often a
roaring flood. Particularly when the Tore
cuts loose like a bull. A hard country to
travel, aside from the Jivaros in the Valley
and the savage Zaparos who live in the deep
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forests between the Pastaza and the Napo.

“But Lopuc told us of one of these tribu-
taries where there were traces of ancient
mining and the remains of an old bridge
and a stone causeway with sun carvings in
the cliffs. Built perhaps by the Incas or by
the Quitus. There are lots of their remains
scattered about.”

Katherine Meade delicately but pointedly
checked a yawn.

“T suppose John has told you of this,”
went on Forster. “Anyway, old Lopuc told
us a straight enough yarn, aside from his
swearing to it on the crucifix. He had seen
the spot with his own eyes and mined some
nuggets which the Jivaros took away from
him. Even the Incas could not conquer
them, they say. We made a map, which
was hardly needed, for the directions are
simple enough.

“But the way lies through an almost
impenetrable jungle. The heat, the fevers
and the insects are hard obstacles, and there
are fierce pumas and jaguars who are house-
kittens compared to the Jivaros and wan-
dering Zaparos. The last are Digger In-
dians, filthy and sullen. The Jivaros occa-
sionally make villages and hoe plantations,
but they are murderous and reputed can-
nibals. One thing is certain, that every
interloper’s head is to be regarded as a
trophy, to be boned and smoked down to
the size of a baseball. A white man’s head
is at a premium. One of their poisoned
arrows is a mercy compared to being cap-
tured alive—their preference—and a pre-
liminary to torture. Without doubt there
is gold on the Patate or its tributaries.
When the Jivaros condescend to look for it
they trade it for rifles and ammunition.
Little of it has ever come. out and every
ounce of it has cost the mutilation, the
savage end of a man.

“The prospect of a fortune usually mini-
mizes its dangers. But John and I agreed
long ago that to go after this gold was a
game not worth a tallow candle.”

“You would be afraid to go alone?”

“Yes. ‘Or together.”

She crushed out the end of her cigaret
and regarded him curiously.

“And you want me to advise John not

“That was my idea in coming to see
you.”

He saw the utter futility of it in her face
and rose as she got up.
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“You would not go if T asked you to.
1If you were John Martin?”

Beyond a doubt she was exerting her
entire powers of fascination upon him, bent
upon swaying him, her eyes soft, promising,
alluring. ~ Forster felt the effect of her

ersonality as he might have the inhalation
gf a gas. 'His head swam slightly. For a
moment he saw in her only a woman
supremely beautiful, offering the suggestion
of unutterable Lhmgs His own eyes
hardened as he shook off the spell.

“If a woman wanted me to go there as

” the price for marrying her, I could not

believe she loved me.”

Her voluptuousness vamshed7 the languor
died in her eyes, changing to feline cruelty.
Color blazed out on her cheeks, eclipsing
the artfully applied rouge, and Forster
knew certainly that he had more " than
failed.

“John would,” she said witheringly.
“That is one of the differences between you.
He would rather chance his life to make a
fortune, as many men have, than ask me
to live on the pay of a ship’s engineer and
drag out a cheap existence in port between
the voyages, He thinks the gain worth the
risk. He looks beyond the gold. He is not
the first man to brave death for the sake of
providing a woman with comfort and lifting
himself out of a life of small pay and scant
leisure.

“I have not the shghtest intention -of
marrying clther a podr man or a coward,
Mr. Forster.”

The words stung, as lhey were intended
to. The useless interview was at an end.
Forster bitterly perceived that he had only
aggravated matters and, not only failed to
doz anything to wirt his friend from a desper-
ate and dangerous enterprise, but increased
the breach between them. It was plain
that the woman intended to report the con-
versation to Martin, colored to suit her
own ends. Her eyes flashed and her fine
nostrils quivered with a rage and scorn that
was evidently not assumed. Without
doubt, from her own standpoint, she re-
garded Forster merely as a man who would
block her way to wealth and, as she esteemed
it, hap[)ll]ts>

"On his part, while masking his choler,
Forster set her down as an adventuress,
an exploiter of men. If the handsome John
Martin returned bringing a fortune, she
might marry him. If he failed she would

use her charms upon others, seeking only
the sheer gratification of the flesh, the long-
ing for servile admiration, the flash of jewels,
the delights of fine clothes and sybaritic
surroundings to enhance her beauty and
contribute to her own indulgence. = A sorry
partner for John Martin’s simple manliness
and belief in the inherent goodness of
‘women.

Something of this showed in Forster’s
manner and in his glance as he bowed and
secured his hat, She did not return his
salutation, send for the maid nor do any-
thing but ignore him as he left.

BURNING with his own impotence,
Forster still planned desperately
how to achieve one last and success-
ful effort to preserve his friend from the
trip and, if possible, from the lure of this
woman, even if he had to forfeit friendship.
That she would drop Martin as she would
a match burning her daintily cared for
finger if he proved unsuccessful, was certain.
Martin might come out, forced to retreat
by the jungle and its wild beasts of men and
animals, might return broken in health and
spirit. What there was left to crush would
be annihilated by Katherine Meade.

Forster cudgeled his brains how to spare
his friend such contingencies. But the
fates were against him. Ashe walked down
hill from the flat toward the‘cable-car that
would transfer him to Market Street, and
so to the waterfront, he was astounded and
chagrined to see Martin approaching at a
brisk walk. He had heard Martin say
earlier in the day that he expected to visit
friends in Oakland that afternoon to bid
them good-by. He had been undecided
whether to purchase equipment in San
Francisco or Guayaquil. If the latter he
would take trip on the Marafion as pas-
senger and farewells were in order.

There was no avoiding the meeting.
Martin came on rapidly, scowling at sight
of Forster, blocking the latter’s path de-
liberately, though Forster made no attempt
to pass.

“P’ll trouble you, Forster, to avoid inter-
fering in my affairs.  Unless you choose to
deny that you have just left Katherine
Meade.”

Forster stood with troubled face. Mar-
tin’s fists were clenched. He was pos-
sessed by a passion for the woman that,
like some subtle chemical, had changed the
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clear fluid of his friendship toward Forster
to a bitter, explosive acid.
The block where they stood was deserted.
Forster nodded.
“I'm sorry,” he began.
“Sorry!” Martin’s face was convulsed.
e
He launched a blow at his friend, straight
for the jaw. Forster flung up his arm and
Martin’s fist grazed his cheek, hard enough
to bring a crimson flush that slowly turned
to a bruise. Forster made no direct at-
tempt to return the attack.

Involuntarily his muscles swelled and
hardened and his body tensed for fight but,
with a powerful effort of will, he restrained

“his rage. The struggle for composure
showed on his face and the quick fury in his
eyes changed to an infinite sorrow before
which Martin blanched, muttering some-
thing as Forster stood aside and Martin
passed on, striding with head high toward
the flat while Forster, with his chin on his
breast, went down the hill.

It was all over, the close intimacies of
fifteen years, the sharing of ambitions, the
discussion of plans, of their work, the
laughter and the frank pleasure of each
other’s company. Broken like a piece of
pottery never to be replaced entire, save
that Forster was to put together some of
the broken shards and use them for a
measure in which to store the love that had
been slowly distilled and could not perish.
Later, he hoped, Martin himself would do
the same, and the mended vessel might yet
hold the wine of amity. This thing that
had happened to his friend was an enchant-
ment, Vivien spell. There would come a
change—he prayed it would not be when
all was too late.

Sometime between night and morning—
knowing well Forster’s hours of duty and
avoiding them—Martin came aboard and
removed his belongings. He had refused
to sail on the same steamer. With the chief
engineer he left an envelop containing the
original map and a short notation on its

ack.

“I shall not forget that half of the gold
belongs to you.” >

Forster forgot the slight, glad that Martin
had not returned certain gifts that he had
made him. Now Martin could not sail for
seventeen days, until the next steamer.
That would see his trip starting, providing
he had secured, equipment and what

mestyos and cholos he needed for carriers,
guides and machete-man—at about the end
of July, well into the verano or Summer
season which would last until December,
broken only by the inviernillo, or little
Winter, occurring after the September
equinox, the best time for travel, the best
chances for a comparatively uninterrupted
climate, though he would haye to pass
through several changes with the altitudes;
and storms in the Cordilleras were inter-
mittent throughout the year.

Doubtless Martin planned to return
about Christmas with his gold for a holiday
gift, to claim his bride. The thought of the
woman marrying him sickened Forster. He
believed her to be purely a fortune-hunter,
a twentieth century siren, as soulless as
Kipling’s vampire.

He could not now be certain of the route
Martin would select. They had often dis-
cussed the two possibilities, even after they
had concluded that the trip was not feasible.
One might take the railroad from Guayaquil
to Ampato, not far from the source of the
Patate—or Pastaza—and thence fight their
way by native trade-trails or through the
sheer jungle, crossing torrents by the bridges
of agave fiber, either carried across in a
basket, taravita fashion, or precariously at-
tempting the chumba-chacas, perilous sus-
pension bridges formed of two fiber ropes
slatted with a few slats of rattan, calling
for simian agility and gymnastics. So they
might reach the Patate and expect the deser-
tion of their bearers, who would never brave
the invasion of the Jivaro settlements for
any consideration.

Little or nothing was known of the actual
country they must traverse, though they
had read and inquired®diligently enough,
fascinated by the adventure they had agreed
toabandon. Scientists confirmed the legend
of ancient causeways stretching through the
wilds, built of great stones, with bridges
buttressed, at least, by stone cemented with
bitumen.

Gonzalo Pizarro and Orellana had tra-
versed the general region when they first
reached the Amazon, but it was ferra in-
cognita a hundred yards from any traveled
track. Somewhere in its fastnesses the Ca-
ranquis had in vain resisted the victorius
Huayna Capac in the Incan invasion, cen-
turies ago. Now wild hordes roamed jit,
cruel and treacherous toward each other,
gleefully murderous to every stranger.
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Little dried heads, with the brains
spooned out, the bones broken and with-
drawn, eyelids and lips sewn together,
shrunken to orange-size by repeated drying
processes, sometimes drifted out to Guaya-
quil or Quito and were acquired by scientists
or tourists. It was a land of horror, of
mystery and death.

They had fancied it possible—supposing
they secured their gold and escaped the
Jivaros—to make their way down the Pate-
Pastaza past Bafios to San Ysidro on the
-Maraiion, thence to Paita port on the coast
of Peru. It was possible that Martin might
go in by the latter route. The Pastaza was
said to be navigable for boats of four feet—
flat-bottomed steamers—as high as the
mouth of the Huasaga, about a hundred and
twenty-five miles, and, for canoes, another
two hundred.

But this information was doubtful, the
figures optimistic. The river was subject
at all times to terrific floods from the swift
rising of the upper mountains torrents.
Canoes meant money, and Martin had none
too much, as Forester knew, not as much
as he could get together, and that was insui-
ficient for an extensive expedition.

One white man, hardly daring to sleep
as the canoes adventured closer to hostile
country, striving - to - control mutinous
cowardly natives, and half-breeds. - It was
impossible. ~ Yet Martin would .probably
elect to make the trip alone. And Forster
would follow him.

Pizarro, corsleted and mounted, an object
of superstition, banded by armed followers,
had done it, wracked by fevers, half-starved.
But a lone white man, unaccustomed to
jungle travel, beset on every hand with
wild men and beasts, struggling through the
wild tangle, lured on by gold and the hope
of a woman, knowing little of even costal
dialects. It wasa desperate hazard. Whites
had adventured up other rivers, seeking
rubber and ivory nuts, cinchona, vanilla
and dyewoods, but they traveled in force
and went warily beyond established borders
at a high toll of death.

Yet Martin was going, and Forster had
sworn to follow.

He was bound to finish the present
voyage. Martin’s dereliction had been un-
favorably received. Forster had passed his
word that he would stay with the ship. He
could not follow Martin too closely under
the circumstances, even.if he was not bound

in honor to hold his post. The forfeiture
of seniority, the black eye that his deser-
tion—for so it would be counted, would
bring, he reckoned as small things besides
his duty. He could not hold Martin and
he could not accompany him. Even if he
broke his pledge and offered to—had eaten
his own words.

Martin might.grudgingly have accepted.
It was hardly probable after Katherine
Meade told him her version of the interview.
In any event it was too late. But Forster
would not wait for the six months. He
could resign or obtain a vacation at the end
of the trip and Martin, with weeks of lonely
trail behind him, might be trusting, praying
that he would keep his word and follow.
He might never find him. He might go in
by one route while Martin fought his way
out by another.

Martin had given himself six months.
Evidently he.intended to work the old
placer to the utmost and allowing himself
about a month to go down river, raft his
treasure through, with many a weary
portage past falls and rapids before the
invierno—the rainy season—commenced.

And Martin was a man. Strong and
brave and keen enough. He might achieve
his ambition. He had high hopes to buoy
him, however insecurely they might be
anchored. He adventured for love and pas-
sion. Forster would follow for friendship.

He decided that it was certain that he
would find Martin—if he survived—still at
the mining-ground—and he resolved to go in
by what he esteemed the fastest route. Over
the Guayaquil-Quito railway to Ambato.

Every spare moment of the trip he de-
voted to the problem before him. Since
he could not command an armed force,
weapons were useless. The Jivaros would
attack from the bush, with poisoned darts
and’spears, never in front. Whenever pos-
sible he would stay out on the water—
unless—

LITTLE by little, as the Maraiion
voyaged down the coast, lying off
& red-tiled sleepy towns to discharge
or take a cargo, to land a passenger here
and there, Forster evolved a scheme that
he fancied the only possible one. As it
grew more feasible to him he wished that
he could communicate it to Martin, now
following him. He wrote it out and left it
finally in charge of a friend at Guayaquil
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who invariably entertained both of them
when in port.  Martin would call there, he
hoped. But, as it turned out, he did not
and probably would have scorned the
suggestions.

Since it was certain that the Jivaros
would sooner or later be apprised of his
travel, Forster conceived the plan of fore-
stalling their information, of assisting it.
It should be known that a stranger was com-
ing though their territory, not ingratiating-
ly, not timidly, but boldly, arrogantly, as
one who expected to be feared, not to pass
covertly and fearfully.

Not necessarily a white man, but a man
of no country, a being of terror and mystery,
a herald of death!

Superstition had ever been the great
factor with savage tribes. What rude gods
the Jivaros and Zaparos catered to were
not worshiped but feared. The Indians
had prostrated themselves before the
strange beasts that the Spaniards rode and
the necessarily supernatural power of those
bestriding them, more than they had
dreaded even the arquebuses, the lances, the
swords and the protective armor. Even the
haughty Huallappa, head of Incan civiliza-
tion had been unable to restrain the terror
of his chieftains.

There was his opportunity. If it held a
measure of madness it was in a degree a
sublime insanity of the type that won
through its sheer intrepidity. Forster de-
voted himself to details sure that he could
obtain what he wanted at San Francisco.
There were medicine-men among the Jivaros
who controlled the chiefs—when wizard
and chief were not one—by their crude
tricks. He resolved so to outdo them in
their own mysteries as to enable him to pass
through the land avoided like a scourge,
save when he took means to control a
trembling audience. >

The trip was an obsession with him. His
first success might mean the safety of his
friend. Waking or sleeping, he planned and
dreamed, perfecting his scheme, gaining
little fresh bits of information about the
interior of Ecuador from one or two pas-
sengers without disclosing his intimate
interest.

He would be a ghostman, stalking through
the land like a forerunner of pestilence. By
the time they reached San José he was
working out a campaign of publicity. The
physical hardships of the trip, the fight
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against the jungle and the brutes that were
without reason, whose primitive souls were
missing, he must conquer for himself by
force and caution. But the wild untamed
Jivaros and the Zaparos he believed he
couldhandle.

To his shipmates, he was a changed man,
silent, almost morose, growing lean, speak-
ing little. They guessed partly at the
cause and respected his reserve.  Back in
San Francisco he secured his needs from the
often revised list he had made, leaving such
local preparations as were necessary for
Guayaquil. His vacation was granted, his
seniority retained.

Through a newspaper friend he gleaned
news of Katherine Meade. Her personality
was not unknown to the lighter columns of
the news. It was rumored that she was
about to be engaged to a civil engineer
whose work lay in a big reclamation project
in which he was financially interested. That
she did not lack for entertainment while her
fiancé was struggling through the wilds was
certain.

Forster did not see her. She was still
living at the same address, he learned. His
face grew a trifle grimmer at confirmation
of his news, and he hastened his departure
not waiting for the next trip of the Marasion
but using his professional influence to secure
a flying passage to Panama on a Govern-
ment vessel, catching a tramp thence that
made one call at Buena Ventura, then rolled
him down to Guayaquil. There for a week
he talked with certain friends and acquain-
tances and finally bought his ticket to
Ambato.

IN THE early light of the morning,
changing gradually from a light
opalescence to crystal clearness, a
condor, refreshed after heavy sleep, swung
in wide circles about and above the crest of
Chimborazo. The great bird must have
been twenty-two thousand feet above sea-
level but neither rarity nor pressure of at-
mosphere affected its perfect flight. Be-
tween tips his wings measured over eleven
feet and the black-and-white pinions showed
no vertical movement. Occasionally they
tilted, like slatted blinds; the rudder of his
tail shifted as he changed level or altered
course.  _
The condor’s head, naked save for the
comb that proclaimed his sex, was stretched
out at full length @f the white-ruffed neck.
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His eyes, as he turned his head from side to
side, glowed like the jewels known as cats-
eye. They appeared crystalline and con-
stituted a pair of most magnificent lenses.

‘The bird had attained its supreme height
for the day and prepared to descend slowly
in a long spiral toward the earth. Its
private haunts lay between the levels of
ten to sixteen thousand feet. Meantime,
his telescopic sight slowly adjusted focus
as it traveled over the magnificent Jandscape
that lay beneath him.

Chimborazo’s magnificent mass, timbered
thickly to the snow-line, its summit shroud-
ed by constant mists. The triple crests and
jagged rim of Carahuairazo or Chimborazo-
embra (The wife of Chimborazo). Quir-
otoa’s lake-filled dome to the north. Ilini-
za’s two pyramidal peaks. Pacific Chama-
lari_and Atacatzo. Pichincha, the vicious
Cotopaxi’s wunrivaled cone, the highest
active volcano in the world, with its cease-
less smoke-plume merged in fog. A hun-
dred unnamed lofty peaks and the lesser
summits_of the Cordilleras, deep gorges,
foaming torrents, watérfalls and gleaming
lakes, forests stretching like green seas
between. Barren plateaux and fertile, cul-
tivated valleys.

All this the condor saw, swinging lower

and lower, wa g for , ready

seekers, with their little patches of tillage,
their log houses and fighting towers.

These human beings, credited with souls,
were still asleep though the wild life of forest
and plain were wide awake, intent upon
feeding.

An eagle soared out upon a lower plane.
Hawks and falcons hovered lower yet.
Vultures and turkey buzzards were abroad.
A flight of cranes winged toward a lake
where herons were already at their break-
fast. Flocks of macaws, parrots and tro-
gons wheeled screaming over the treetops.
Pheasants and partridges were busy in the
thickets. The tuneful madrigal of the in-
significant appearing flautero sounded.

Amid the primeval forest in the Valley of

.the Patate no shafts of sunshine could

pierce the dense thatch of foliage. The
light was dim and green as if water rather
than air submerged it all. There were
gradations of tone in variety of foliage, deep
caves ‘of<density, but no distinct, sharp
shadows. Enormous trees, pillared and
buttressed, gave the similitude of hidden
temples. Knotted lianas tied together tree
and shrub. The erormous leaves of vines
and bushes pended motionless.

A herd of peccaries filed through the
undergrowth, trotting fast, with grunts

to swoop down on calf or sheep or dog, on
a fawn or the young of guanaco, alpaca or
vicuna.

Far below, tied to the earth, lacking the
great bird’s speed and power to cover
space, there roamed the puma and the
jaguar, the ocelot, the bear, the fox, the
weasel and the otter, all abroad to prey upon
the weak. There too were wild tribes of
men, low in the scale of humanity, treacher-
ous, vindictive, murderous, ugly creatures
with flat savage features, sullen and ‘in-
clined to silence in their limited speech,
insect-ridden, dirty, sensual and indolent;
the lice-eating, earth swallowing, cannibal
Zaparos, roaming the thick forests that lay
between the east bank of the Patate Cafion
and that of the Napo, with the gorges of the
Auishiri, the Cononaco, the Caracay, Tigré,
Morona, Santiago and their tributaries all
forging their way through the tropic wilder-
ness, chilled with melting snows and laden
with silt to empty in the Marafion.

On either bank of the Patate-Pastaza, but
especially to the east, lay the villages of the
Jivaros, fierce, proud, unconquered head-

to their tusky, fierce-eyed leader
as he sought succulent lubers Raiders of
the Jivaro plantations these, robbers of the
plantains, corn and beans. A tapir, their
distant relative, went plowing down to the
water.

Gorgeous butterflies, their brilliant scal-
ing fiery even in the subdued light, turned
and twisted in erratic flight, mocking the
flowering vines.- Lizards darted. Dragon-
flies criscrossed. A vast army of spiders
marched everywhere, silver-frosted agile
creatures with some among them which
leaped every few steps. Metallic beetles.
Crickets innumerable. Legions of smaller,
insects. The tree-horse, crawling about
like an animated twig, the “devils” with
their dreaded stingers, hairy black flies the
montucas capable of inflicting genuine
wounds, sand-flies, the minute pium, mos-
quitoes and sancudas.

The place seethed with life. On the
ground, on the tree ferns, the plumy grasses,
the silky mosses of the trees, the bark.
Silent though the place seemed, the listen-
ing ear gradually caught up sound that
differentiated itself. The subdued roar of
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12 Adventure

the river, the hum and buzz of insects, the
swift rustle of parted growth, the sharp
click of bamboos, the chatter of parrots and,
over all, the s}mll sweet song of the hidden
flautero.

A’man came running along a hardly dis-
cernible foottrail. His skin was light as
that of a mulatto, and he was naked, save
for a fragment of cloth about his loins. His
face was twisted with the effort of hard-tried
lungs and heart and with a terror that was
manifest in his protruding eyes. Every
few feet he turned his head over one shoul-
der and extended his stride for a few feet.
Now and then he stumbled from exhaustion,
but fright spurred him on.

He carried a bow far taller than himself,
clinging to the weapon though the quiver,
that bumped on his muscular back was
arrowless and the bow had to be guided
carefully through the maze. It caughtina
tangle of thorny stuff and he pitched
forward at the drawback, lying flat and
breathless with limbs jerking spasmodically,
his ribs spreading as he strove to refill his
‘ungs and get strength enough to regam his
cet.

At length he got on all-fours, crouched
and started off again as if released from a
spring, forgetting his bow after one agonized
glance back through the scant openings in
the forest screen, as if he expected some
horror to come swooping out of it and blast
him. He ran more steadily now, his body
bent and his knees still weak, but he knew
his goal was close and he sensed that if the
Thing had meant to overtake him it could
have done so long before.

Suddenly he burst out on a clearing where
maize waved tall and green, with rows of
yucca and beans surrounding three com-
munity houses of logs, standing in line and
in close contact. A formidable-looking log
tower was in one angle of the space. Smoke
curled lazily from the roofs.

Yawning women were hoeing in the rows,
some dark of skin but most of them hued
like the runner. Their hair hung straight
and long, and they wore scant skirts of pat-
terned cloth, naked above their waists.
The majority of the workers were older
women with shrunken, sagging breasts, and
without ornaments. They chattered gossip
as they worked, bent like baboons with toil
and child-bearing.

Younger women, some with babies as-
tride their hips, stood about in groups,

languidly preparing the morning meal for
their masters, who still sought their ease in
the buildings, awaiting breakfast. Only
in the open top of the tower, built for watch
and defense, two men lolled, both armed
with rifles, watching the women, occasion-
ally exchanging sallies with the most at-
tractive of the younger ones, whose favor-
itism showed in their strings of beads about
their necks and flat bracelets of silver and
plaited grass.

Theentranceof the runner brought instant
activity. One of the savages in the tower
aimed his rifle then lowered it, recognizing
an ally. An old woman uttered a high-
pitched cry, and some fifty Jivaros came
swiftly out of the buildings carrying bows,
spears, axes and a few guns.

The younger women huddled - with
Some snatched up naked, pot-
bellied brats and ran into one of the houses.
The hags stood their ground, shrilly ques-
tioning the runner, who stood with bowed
legs wide apart, striving for speech, until the
men thrust them rudely aside and one of
them, taller and more aggressive than the
rest, bearing a rifle at port, his red loin-
cloth belted with a girdle of braided hair in
swastika pattern, addressed the newcomer
authoritatively.

“Water!” gasped the runner.

A girl brought a gourd, and he rinsed his
mouth out with part of the contents. The
fear left his face somewhat and gave place
to an air of importance.

“He comes,” he said. “The Terror, who
is without flesh yet lives! He-who-has-the-
face-of-a-skull, whose glance is fire and
whose breath is pestilence. He-who-com-
munes-with-the-dead and travels with skele-
tons. He-who-can-kill-without-a-sound,
whose height is twice that of a man. T left
our village bleeding from the eyes at sight
of him. Manac is dead. Manac and Hi-

arul””
The chief clutched the bringer of fell

_news by the arm, checking his speech, with

an angry look at the terrified women and
his followers who gazed at each other in a
kind of numb fright, as those who had
heard confirmation of a hideous tale.

“Silence, you chattering fool!” he or-
dered. “This is talk for men. Come into
the club house.”

He dragged the runner with him toward
the central house that had a thatched ver-
anda about it, five logs high above the

»
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ground. With a gesture the chief sent back
to the tower the two who had left it. They
went unwillingly, looking toward the forest.
‘The hags, crestfallen, trooped away. Food
was forgotten.

As the chief and the messenger, with the
men close about them, neared the club
house, a figure leaning on a stick came out
on the wide porch. The body was thin
to emaciation but upright with the assist-
ance of the staff of guiacum wood, deeply
carved to represent a snake. The black
hair was shot with streaks of gray, the
flesh a light bronze color. Two flashing
eyes, the nose of a hawk, a grim, cruel
mouth. * He was kilted to the knees and
boasted a necklace of human knuckle-bones,
bracelets of tiger claws and a wide girdle of
hair about his shrunken middle.

“What is this gabble?” he cried in a high
but powerful voice.

The men shrank back, the chief showed
instant deference before his sorcerer—the
power behind his own—and the runner
prostrated himself.

With a sweep of his free arm the wizard
ordered the crowd in before him and
followed.

There was a floor of hewn logs with a fire
burning in the center on a flat stone, the
smoke escaping through the roof. About
the sides were low stalls, the cubicles of
the club members. Mats, weapons, some
pieces of pottery were in each of these. At
the- far end was a higher partition above
which a dried crocodile was suspended, its
ivory tusks- gleaming.

It was the sanctuary of the wizard—not
to be entered upon pain of lingering death.
The chief lived in a walled-off half of the
next house, with his wives.

The men assembled in a semicircle,
squatting on their “haunches, their eyes
fixed on the wizard, who had easily taken
supreme authority. Even the chief hun-
kered at one end of the line. The runner
crouched in the bow of the living arc, while
the sorcerer took seat on a carven drum,
standing in front of his Black Art shrine.

“Speak,” he cried. “Before I wither
your tongue.”

He had sensed danger to his supremacy
in the confusion and, though he gave no
hint, his sharp ears had caught most of the
message.

The runner trembled. He believed: the
power of the sorcerer absolute, yet he still

dreaded more the Terror that was behind
him and hesitated to brook the wizard’s
wrat.h by suggesting the existence of a great-

being.

“I have come far and fast,” he stuttered.
“I have outrun Death.”

“You have come to meet it unless you
loosen your speech, craven,” said Yupan,
chief of the Jivaro witch-doctors “Speak
and Lwill protect you. Iknow your errand.
I have talked with the spirits of this dead-
one-who-lives. And I tell you there is no
fear of him.

““As for Hiparu, I ha\e long said he was
an impostor and a fool.”

His eyes glowed at the news of his rival’s
death. There was a bamboo flute thrust
beneath his girdle. He placed it to his lips
and played a weird minor strain, strangely
alluring, repeated again and again while his
audience sat in hypnosis.

The ‘wizard’s sanctuary was screened in
front with reed curtains, fine and close,
interwoven with foquilla fiber. They lung
motionless as the savages watched them.

THE tune continued. The cur-

+tains began to wave gently. Thena

snout appeared about three feet
from the floor and a vicious head peered
out. The snout was covered with shields
instead of scales, a pink, forked tongue
played in and out of the open jaws, mincing-
ly. Two eyes shone like emeralds as the
head advanced, seeming to float on the
undulating neck.

Coil by coil the serpent cast off inside the
recess as it visibly lengthened in sight of the
breathless observers. It was a beautiful,
sinuous, graceful thing with its body ground
the color of ripe olives with large oval spots
of glossy black arranged in two alternating
rows along the back, smaller white-centered
spots along the sides and black spots on its
whitish-gray belly.

It was the fetish, the familiar of Yupan.
An anaconda, the fury of all the boas.
Amiable enough, it appeared, sidling its
head toward the wizard, listening to the
enchantment of the pipe. No one thought
of the music in connection with its taming.
None else but Yupan dared try the experi-
ment handed down to him through ancient
lore. Search back your old religions, and
your new, and you find the serpent deified
in all of them. To the Jivaros it was the
symbol of a horrible death, and that Yupan
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should make it obedient gave him eminent
control over them.

The tune changed before the great snake
—it was over twenty feet in length—had
completely uncoiled. Some twelve feet of
it lay outside the curtains, the head adoring-
ly raised toward Yupan, slowly waving from
side to side.

It did not like the shift of time and tune.
Its eyes grew orange, then red, and it
emitted a long hiss of displeasure. But the
insistent notes held it in thrall or the rep-
tile’s organic memory told it that rewards
followed obedience. ~Great muscles swelled
in retrograde action beneath the scales, and
slowly it retreated.. The shielded head
shoved between the reedy folds then sank
and disappeared.

Yupan followed his snake and came out
again immediately. In both hands he bore
a bowl of polished rosewood filled with what
looked like some strange fruit. This he set
down in front of him and held up one of the
objects.

“This,” he chanted, “was the head of
Liku, chief of the Zaparos. Lo, I have tak-
en the bones of Liku’s skull and made of
them a powder which I mixed with my
drink so that the cunning of Liku entered~
into me! I took his eyes and sealed the
lids. T took his tongue and fastened the
lips. All the poor wisdom of Liku, who
thought himself so strong, is added to my
wisdom, and I make a mock of him. So!”

He tossed the smoked head into the air
and caughtit like a ball, letting it hang by
its coarse hair, a miniature mummy of
Liku’s countenance.

“This,” chanted Yupan,” was the head
of a white man who came seeking wild
rubber. His hair is in my girdle. His
wisdom is my wisdom, and I make sport of
him.”

He threw up the gruesome thing and the
light shone on a stubble of reddish hair
which had been cropped short to make
woof for Yupan’s beit.

So he juggled the heads and chanted
their histories while the eyes of all the
Jivarus followed the dried relics as they rose
to the rafters and fell back into the cupped
hands of the master mummy-maker.

When the last was replaced in the polished
calabash Yupan covered it with a cloth and
set it aside. He had made the opening
speech to the jury; he had reestablished his
mastery before the runner began his tale.

Adventure

Yet all the time Yupan’s ears had strained
for shot or call from the tower. For he
had heard things of the Stranger that filled
him with misgivings, summoned all his
wiles to meet and defeat him.

‘The one great dread of the Jivaros lies in
the fear of disease and of death. Death to
Yupan meant more than to the rest. To
live meant the exercise of power, the toll of
reverence, the pick of all he wanted. To
die—meant utter darkness. He had no
faith of future life save that his spirit might
enter the form of a jaguar—if it was strong
enough and was accorded the proper
burial rites—or to some lesser animal that
would be hunted instead of preying on the
weak.

The tale had come whispering through
the woods mysteriously, among the women
first—who were Yupan’s greatest coad-
jutors, if unconscious ones—of this awful
Being advancing through the forests of the
Patate, halting to hold communion with
the dead, boldly exhibiting himself by night
and day until the villagers hid at his ap-
proach.

Yupan knew—none better—how exagger-
ations grow. He discounted the tale, but
still he began to acknowledge nerves. Be-
fore the tribesmen he put on a bold front.
His tribe was the fiercest and the bravest of
all the Jivaro settlements and he knew how
to play upon their emotions as he lulled the
evil temper of the anaconda with his bam-
boo pipe.

“Are we children?” he asked, “that we
should be frightened by an old woman’s
story? Are we mnot the unconquered Ji-
varo? Did we not drive back the Feather
people (the Incas) and those that came be-
fore and after them. When the men on
horses and wearing coats of steel came, did
we flee before them? * No, we made their
women our women and their blood is in our
veins and shows in our skins that are not
black like those of the louse-eaters, the
devourers of human flesh, the Zaparos.
Look!” S

He took his choicest possession from a
basket beside him and placed it on his head.
It was a Spanish morion, a visorless helmet -
with a combed crest, ‘damaskeened with
silver, kept bright by frequent polishing.
Yupan had fastened to it a plume of blue
and yellow macaw feathers and under this
relic of the time when the Jivaros had
driven out the Spanish invaders his



Yellow

face was that of a crafty, all-conquering
deyil.

He gave a whistle between his teeth and,
with a yelp, a blazing-plumaged toucan
flew up and out of the shrine and perched
clumsily on his shoulder, its great horny
beak caressing the wizard’s cheek.

“Now tell your story,” he said to the
runner.

Yupan knew many tricks, the use of
phosphorus, of the symbols of death, of
sleep potions and fatal drugs. He was a
good prestidigitator, apt at palming. He
had seen some white men’s marvels and
heard of others. Many he considered only
as superior tricks, and he had an idea that
the Stranger might be a white-man-wizard.
And, if this Thing was human, Yupan

_ might fear, but he did not despair. He was

far from being a coward, and he had never
yet known his brains to fail him. The
dried head with the rufous stubble was one
proof of that.

“We had heard of this Stranger,” said the
runner. “It was said that he came out of
the sea, to the west. That he could walk at
will with his head above the tops of trees.
That his glance was death to those who
opposed him. Yet, because these tales
came from the Piojes and from cowardly
aucas we thought them largely lies. And,
when one came with news of his close ap-
proach we, because we were Jivaros, and
also because the crops were nearly ripe, took
counsel.

“Manac advised that we should advance
against him and take him by surprize, send-
ing poisoned darts upon him from the trees.
But Hiparu spoke for cunning means.
First, he said, he would weave a spell against.
the Stranger.”

Yupan sniffed contemptuously.

“The spells of Hiparu!” he jeered. “The
prattle of a child who thinks he knows how
to talk!”

“The counsel of Hiparu prevailed, and he
himself said he would go out at night to
spy upon the Stranger and, when his spirit
was weakest, just before dawn, Hiparu
would send his snake into the camp of
this Man-with-the-face-of-a-skull. In the
morning he would be dead, and we would
take all that he had.”

“It was a good plan for Hiparu,” said
Yupan. “But_his snake! His red and
black worm! My snake would not know
that he had swallowed it.”
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The runner sent a look at the wizard that
was half-malicious, half-propitiatory.

“The snake of Hiparu has bitten many
men, and they have died at the bidding of
Hiparu,” he said.

“And now Hiparu is dead. And his
worm, what happened to the worm, O
friend of Hiparu?” g

“That I will tell, for I was not so much
the friend of Hiparu as his pupil. Therefore
1 went with him—though I was not eager to
do so—and I saw all that happened until
the death of Manac and the blinding of the
people.”

The man spoke quietly now and with such
conviction that even Yupan shifted un-
casily, turning the movement off by setting
down the yelping toucan that, offended,
fluttered back over the curtains.

“THEY told us that the Stranger
was in camp near the river above the
White Falls, and they pointed out
the place to us though they would not go
near him. So we waited until the middle
of the night, and Hiparu and I made magic,
without which doubtless I should be dead.”

“And Hiparu?” mocked Yupan.

“Hiparu went too close to Death,” said
the dead wizard’s assistant gravely. “He
felt his breath. After we had made ourselves
strong we set out through the forest by the
river-trail and came out upon the flat that
is at the top of the falls.

“Tt was very dark, but we could see a glow

against the trees and we went slowly
toward it. It was a small house, O Yupan,
such as the white men sometimes use, made
of white cloth. It was square-sided and
as high as the curtains of your secret
place.
“The light within was blue, and we could
see strange shapes inside as we watched at a
little distance. Then we crept closer,
slowly, for the wind was back of us, and we
were afraid the Stranger might smell us out.
But he did not, and we became less afraid
of his magic, so that we went farther.

“Now we could see these shapes were
those of skeletons and, as we looked, they
moved and bowed together, talking.

“The blood in us turned to water and
became cold. I would have fled, but the
strength had gone out of my legs. Some-
thing barked, like a dog, though we saw
nothing. -The light changed inside. The
spirits that had been within the bones of the
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dead ascended through the roof of the cloth
house in burst of flame, red and blue.

“Then the Stranger appeared. At first
he seemed but little higher than you, O
Yupan, and he was without shape. A
fiery shroud covered his bones. It glowed
up and down as he raised an arm and, lo,
4 ray of blinding light came toward us.
But not before we had seen his face. It
was a skull, the face of Death! His eyes
were like balls of green flame.

“The beam of light vanished and he
was gone. The next moment he appeared
again, grown twice, thrice as tall, stalking
toward us, with the ray seeking us out.

“Hiparu loosed his snake and whispered
to it, but his voice was feeble and the snake
did not like the light. It slipped away in
the darkness. Hiparu told me to loose an
arrow that we had dipped in the rotten
liver of the Gaiyu. I feared greatly, for the
Stranger was almost upon us, and my
hands trembled, yet I set the arrow and I
loosed the string.

“Yupan, the shaft went true. It struck
the face of the Stranger. I swear it entered
between his teeth and hung there before it
dropped. Still he came on, and Hiparu
lifted his gun. He had but two cartridges,
and he preferred to use his snake, but the
snake was gone and we had made magic
over the cartridges, as with my arrows.

“The light was upon Hiparu for I had
moved aside for my aim. There came a
flash from the Stranger’s hand, but there
was no noise. It was not a gun. Hiparu
fell over against me, and the back of his
head was against my arm. It was all torn
away and bloody.

“I crouched, expecting death. It did
not come and, when I raised my head, the
house was gone. The Stranger had van-
ished. Doubtless he spared me to spread
the tale. There was only the noise of the,
waters in my ears.

“Strength came back to me, and I fled
to the village. In the morning Manac
sent certain men for the body of Hiparu
and they went trembling but saw nothing
but the little the peccaries had left of
Hiparu. Yupan, there was no bullet in his
head. It had been rent asunder.”

A long sigh swept through the little
assembly as the speaker ceased.

Yupan said nothing, thinking hard and
unpleasantly. Then the runner took up
his tale again.

“The Stranger travels south, and the
only trail leads by our village. Therefore
we again went into council.. We were loath
to leave the crops, and Manac had made a
brew of wild honey and the juice of the
cactus which was passed around so that,
when he talked to us, we became grave and
determined to oppose the Stranger, since
we were Jivaros and many.

“Therefore we put the women in the
tower with the children, and we loaded all
our guns, and we made pitfalls in the trail.
All were armed, and Manac planned that we
should let him come into the clearing and,
hiding in the maize, rush out upon him.
Some were to fling bird nets, the rest to
loose their arrows and hurl their spears
while others fired their guns. It seemed.a
good plan, and we were all heady with the
brew.”

“It was a good plan, in its way,” assented
Yupan slowly. “Especially the nets.”

He nodded deeper approval, cogitating
while he listened.

“He did not come until the afternoon.”
Doubtless he had cast a spell upon the
liquor for we were dizzy and unsteady on
our legs. Manac was very drunk. When
the cry came from the tower we were finish-
ing the brew, and we went into the maize
and saw through its far edges the Stranger
approaching. There was an animal with
him like a dog, yet like none I have ever
seen. A shaggy beast, as big as an ocelot
and feathered like a bird. No doubt it can
fly. It coughed at the smell or sight-of us,
and the Stranger paused. His cloak did
not shine in the daytime nor did his eyes
shine, but he gazed in our direction through
hollow sockets in the great skull.

“Yupan, I tell you it was Death himself!
So thought we all, save Manac, who knew
not his own mind, being drunk, and val-
iantly rushed out calling on us to follow.
We are Jivaros and we obeyed our chief.
But we were afraid, for the Stranger was
without fear, and ouf arms were heavy and
our movements slow. We came out of the
maize in a mob. Only I tripped and fell.”

“Ha! Tripped!” said the wizard.

“I had faced the Stranger and fired at
him before Yupan. It saved my eyes, if not
my life. For the Stranger raised his arm
and, this time, there came, not a flash, but
something that whirled and glittered before
it fell among us. Instantly all our courage
fled, and Qur warriors were blinded. Tears
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gushed from their eyes, and they burned as
with fire and salty blood, becoming women.

“Only Manac, unseeing, staggered toward
the Stranger. This I saw from the maize.
Again the Stranger raised his arm, and there
came the faint flash of fire but no sound, and
Manac fell, as Hiparu had fallen.

“The women were shrieking in the tower,
the men crawling blinded through the
maize. Xinu, my own brother, called on
me by name as he crept toward me like a
snake with a broken back. I pulled him
flat lest the Stranger might strike again. I
heard the feathered beast roaring and the
great voice of the Stranger, hollow and deep,
calling to him. I did not know how I
escaped being made blind, and I covered
my eyes against the danger. The women
sdid that the Stranger passed on through
the path between the maize and the field
of agaves and vanished in the forest in a
flash of white flame.

“Then we tended the sick and brought
in the body of Manac with his head torn all
apart at the back. And in the night sight
came slowly back to them. For this I had
made magic.

“But I am not sure,” he added simply,
“that my magic was strong, for I am not a
master-wizard and I do not yet know all the
spells. But the people thought that my
magic had restored their sight and, because
Hiparu and Manac were dead and I had
escaped they declared that I was mightier
than they and should be their wizard and
their chief.

“Now it is a dangerous thing to be a
awvizard if your magic is not strong,” the
runner added naively. “For, if you fail,
the people will turn against you. While I
slept my fetish spoke to my spirit in a
dream and it seemed a wise thing for me to
come to you, Yupan, to warn and tell you
of these things and to ask you to take me as
your disciple.

“So T came away before it was light, and
1 passed through the forest with'great fear,
though I thought the Stranger was ahead of
me. But I heard his dog-bird cough
among the trees, from above, where he must
be roosting, so that the sweat broke out on
me, and I ran at full speed until I came into
your village. I have spoken.”

There was silence in the club-house. The
silence of terror that gripped all of them and
made them sit with their eyes looking ahead
<f them, but seeing nothing, while their
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diaphragms rose and fell in nervous spasms
and their bellies felt as if they were filled
with great stones. Only Yupan brooded
darkly under his helmet.

“It is well,” he said at last.
pupil. What is<your name?”

“Quaiyi is the name by which the tribe
call me. Do you want me to tell the name
my fetish gave me, aloud, O Yupan?”

“You shafl tell me that within. Come.
My snake will not harm you. We will
make strong magic,” he said to the chief.
“Let the club house be cleared.  Set senti-
nels along the trail. Presently we will
make known the plan. Go!”

The Jivaros filed out blinking into the
sunlight. They were in no mood for food.
They had too much mentally to digest.
The tale of Guaiyi had been well spoken.
They centered their hopes on Yupan. Lots
were drawn, and six reluctant warriors took
tree stations along the trail to watch for the
coming of the Stranger. If they disobeyed,
Yupan would surely bewitch them. They
were between the devil®nd death.

“I have no

FORSTER, high up a great tree,
ensconced in a wide crotch. with
his Airedale, which had scratched
a way, helped by collar and leash, up the
rough barked slanting buttresses of the
forest giant, to a place beside him.

He was alternately burning and shivering
with fever. The bites of the mosquitoes,
or the daggerlike thrusts of the hairy
mantucas, had infected him. He had swal-
lowed thirty grains of quinin, and his head,
which seemed twice its usual size, throbbed
and ached until he was dizzy. For three
or four hours he would be almost as help-
less as an infant. Then the fit would pass.
He was strong still, set with his purpose,
lean to the last ounce of superfluous flesh,
and his lined face was almost as grim as
the skull mask that he had ensconced above
him with the pannier jacket in which he
carried his supplies.

He was traveling light:  Subsisting on
what the way provided. With a perfect
assimilation and digestion, Forster had
always eaten less than the average man,
and now that habit served him in good
stead. Every pound reduced from his bur-
den counted, for speed meant everything.

He had gone into the Patate Valley by
mule-trails and fords, across shaky fiber
bridges, his unwilling guides and bearers

\



18

finally left behind at the ridge to the east
of the river gorge. There, in the forest,
he had unpacked his goods, eaten his last
real meal and disposed of his equipment
about him.

There was his tent, of lightest cotton.
This he set up and painted upon its inner
walls with black the silhouettes of skeletons.
He sewed lines here and there to the cloth
so that, by slight twitchings, he could set
the gnsly shapes in apparent motion when
the tent was illuminated.

The question of light was a hard one.
Much oil he could not carry, and he had
contrived a lantern with for
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coiled leash and collar of the dog, his canteen
and the cooking tools. He was a bulky
object when all was stowed, but his cloak
covered all.

This cloak he had found less of a nuisance
than he supposed. It could be caught up
close about him and, like the burnous of
the Arabs, it was a comfortable enough
garment for the tropics when one got used
toit. Discomfort, where it did not incapac-
itate him, Forster ignored.

It was made of light linen, waterproofed -
with salt and oil and treated in serpentine
pauem with phosphorescent paint.

1dmg his pack, was

bullseye lenses set in the sides. A good
burner with a small wick burning a slight
quantity of peanut oil each night provided
sufficient illumination. The lenses were
provided with caps of green and red glass.
These he had thought out beforehand and
had made in San Francisco.

A skeleton jacket of drill with many
pockets, with straps for the shoulders,
buckling about his%vaist above his gun belt,
carried without great inconvenience, save
for the heat, his various pieces of impedi-
menta.

His armament consisted of a Luger pistol
equipped with a muffler, cartridge clips, a
dozen tear bombs secured through his
newspaper friend from the police depart-
ment under promise of a story when Forster
returned, and some sticks of dynamite
which he carried gingerly and handled with
great care so that the nitro-glycerine might
not sweat out dangerously in the heat.
These were capped and short-fused ready
for action. A dozen times he was on the
point of abandoning them, but he stubbornly
reserved them for a time of stress.

He had a powerful electric torch and ex-
tra batteries. A small bottle of bi-sulfide.
A conjuring trick or two he had bought at
the last moment, passing a store that dis-
played them in its window. Magnesium
ribbon and some Roman candles.

Besides these, powdered coffee, meat
and vegetable concentrates, a few drugs for
personal use, a folding cup, frying-pan and
small pot of aluminum, matches and, for
emergencies, flint and steel. He forswore
tobacco and took along no-liquor.

Much of all this was stowed in his capa-
cious pannier coat. It looked something
like a life-jacket when he wore it. Belt
snaps toted the tear bombs, his knife, the

one of its great conveniences. By day it
suggested a shroud in combination with
his skull mask. By night, with the lumi-
nous streaks writhing at every movement,
it gave him a truly startling and awe-in-
spiring appearance.

His mask was at once his great inspira-
tion and his main nuisance. He had got
it from a costumer and had shellacked its
papier mdché for greater wear and tear. It
was already provided with eyelamps that
could be lit from a switch and battery
carried in a pocket of his jacket. He
obtained extra lamps and batteries.

There were times when it was almost
insufferable to wear, stifling him though he
had perforated it for air. The sweat
poured down his face at first, but he became
more accustomed to it later, as the excess
perspiration was slowly sapped out of him.
After all, it was a light affair compared
with the he]mets of the conguistadores, and
it protected him from insects.

The Airedale had been offered to him by
a friend whom he had simply told that he
was taking a solitary journey in Ecuador.
It was a faithful beast and, clipped, did not
suffer greatly from the heat. Forster had
thought both of its companionship and its
use as a watchdog and defender, and it
had proved his trust. Several times its
deep, gruff growl had warned him of the
approach of natives, and he had grown to
rely upon it. It was the dog who had
smelled out the man-scent about the pit-
falls and caused Forster to investigate.

The feather coat was a late inspiration.
At Ambato he had seen strips of light
canvas upon which the mestizos fastened
feathers for hatbands to sell to the tourists.
Some were complete breasts for the making
of women’s turbans. Forster purchased
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the gaudiest and tailored a coat for Rough.
It was not heavy, and-the dog actually
seemed to take pride in wearing it.

It gave him an appearance at once gro-
tesque and bizarre, made him a fit com-
panion for the strange, weird figure of
Death that stalked the trails.

From the first his daring plan had worked
wonderfully. In many ways it proved the
only possible solution of his problem.

He had learned a good deal about the
babits of the Jivaros at Ambato from an
entomologist who had headquarters there.
The tribe was scattered in independent
villages, each under the charge of an hered-
itary or elected chief and, usually, a wizard.
They were comparative nomads, moving
their villages at will but sure to remain irf
one spot duridg the growing and harvesting
season of their crops.

The closer these settlements approached
the towns of the mestizos and the borders

Traveling as he did, he not only trusted
to win through by direct attack upon their
superstitions, backed by his gun and dyna-
mite, if necessary.

It had never occurred to him that it

might be paradoxical to believe that Martin-

should fail while he passed safely through
thc hostile country. First of all he believed
in his plan of creating a bugaboo for the
Jivaros, and every day was proving his
idea, childish though it might seem in detail.
Yet the Jivaros themselves were only
children mentally—more mischievous than
most, but, from Yupan down, of light brain
caliber.

D’Albertis traversed New Guinea, amid
cannibals and head-hunters who knew little
in his time of the white man, safeguarded
})y a few tricks of “burning water” and the
ike.

HE HAD found his letter to Martin
he was

of civilization, the more ively
i . Their savagery
progressed with the depth of the jungle.
‘Yupan he heard of as chief of all the wizards
and a dangerous enemy. Him he proposed
to make afi ally, willing or unwilling, or to
kill.

His nature was warped with the obsession
of his mind. He did not wish deliberately
to destroy but to shed terror, to send it
ahead of him. Unless he found that Martin
had been maltreated. Then his ways
would be ruthless.

He learned that the existence of the old
gold workings was known. by hearsay,
but that the locality was inhabited by a
band of fierce Jivaros who were practically
To them were accredited the
deaths of all adventurers who had gone
into the jungle seeking wild rubber, hard-
woods, drugs or, rarely, the gold.

Some gold filtered through the Jivaros to
the outer world, traded for guns and cart-
ridges. The law was against the custom,
and the townsfolk upheld the law for their
own protection, so that the Jivaros were
short on ammunition, though their native
weapons, including the great bows, were
dangerous aside from their habit of poison-
ing all points used in war.

At the start he found little opposition,
passing through the Jivaros as if he were the
plague. He heard drums booming out mes-
sages and knew that his advent was being
foretold, to suit his purpose.

fearful for him. He had gleaned so
far no news of him. He was handicapped
from lack of knowledge of the Jivaro dia-
lect, but the naturalist at Ambato, to whom
he had confided some part of his mission,
had not only approved his chances of getting
by in his masquerade but had supplied him
with three hundred words in Jivaro, which
list Forster memorized as he journeyed,
studying ten words at a time and, so set
was his will to the one object, rapidly filing
them away as he practised sentences almost
perpetually, trying them on Rough, for the
sake of speaking aloud.

So far he had not used them. He trusted
somehow to gaining audience with Yupan
and impressing him sufficiently to get on
the track of Martin. Even if Martin had
come up-stream instead of down, Yupan
would have been likely to hear of the ad-
vent of a white man. Through the mysteri-
ous jungle wireless there was little that went
on that was not known to the master
wizard. Only the circumstance of blind-
ness had prevented him knowing all about
the disaster to Hiparu and Manac ahead
of the runner.

Yupan, it was said, was the only man
who might go safely among the outlaw
horde near the gold mine. Yupan he must
contrive to use.

He had brought with him the news-
clippings hinting at Katherine Meade’s
dalliance with another man. He did not
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consider them of much immediate use even
if he overhauled Martin. ‘An infatuated
man would resent such things as libelous
to the woman he loved and, to exhibit them,
might widen the breach between the two
men.

But he trusted that the presence of the
hostile tribe might prevent Martin from a
quick cleanup. Or he might contrive ill-
ness, even an accident to himself. Martin,
he felt sure, would not desert him under
such circumstances. If he could keep
Martin from getting back within the time
set, or from cabling to San Francisco,
Forster was convinced that the woman
would have used the other string to her bow
and married the civil engineer rather than
wait for the maritime one who was risking
his life for her fortune. -

He felt sure that his talk with her would
have impressed her of the perils of the
journey for her lover, even if she ignored
them to suit her own purposes. Martin
was to her but a pawn in her own game, to
be sacrificed without pity if it did not win
through to the royal square.

Then he could show Martin the clippings
and help to salve the wound by the display
of how the woman had been perfidious even
while he was enduring hardship and danger
for her sake. So the old friendship might
come back again.

Not until it had been severed did Forster
realize his full loss. The steady flow of
friendship had provided such a smooth
and pleasant current that he had not ap-
preciated their happy voyaging together
until it was abruptly ended. In his loneli-
ness he grew bitterly vindictive against the
woman.

He fought constantly against the idea
that Martin had perished. "If he had—he
would wreak such a vengeance as would be
thé talk of the Jivaro as long as the tribe
existed. And then he would return to the
woman.

That he would make other friends,
that time would soften the blow that he
dreaded, despite his steady rejection of
fear for his friend, Forster, in his dogged-
ness, never considered. He was a man
of one purpose, to regain or cruelly avenge
his friend, the man who had been his alter
g0, his twin.

His program of action had been simple.
Starting in the early mornings, he traversed
the dim trails or followed his crude map by
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compass, keeping close enough to the river
to hear occasionally its voice telling him he
was on the right track.

There was not much danger of his meeting
the Jivaros on the trail at these hours.
The crops were being harvested, for one
thing, and Rough was an excellent detector.
The dog had an instinctive dislike of the
smell of the native, and Forster was at
some pains to check him from a fit of
prolonged barking, rather than a warning
growl.

Afternoons he tree-roosted with Rough
and tried for sleep. At night he set up his
tent with the lanterns and the skeletons
on the cloth, fastening the twitch lines to
his wrists. At the alarm of Rough he
awoke instantly and made his appearance.
The discovery of the pitfalls in his path by
the Airedale was his first warning that the
fierce Jivaros were, while apprized of his
coming, not yet scared sufficiently to op-
pose him.

In a way he regretted the disastrous
effects of the encounter with Hiparu and
Manac though they could not be avoided
and would have their result. He would
have preferred to stalk through the land
as a terror to be avoided. The killings
might affect his gaining an interview with
Yupan. On the other hand, they might
provide him with a clear route to the gold
diggings, now only some forty or fifty miles
distant.

He had used his electric ray and the bat-
teried eyes in his sku]l and hoped with his
ghastly app n the ph
shroud, to send his mxdmght visitors scur-
rying away in terror.

His increasing height he obtained by
resort to an accomplishment of his boyhood,
walking on stilts strapped to his legs, leaving
his hands free. He had not seen the snake
but the arrow—that he guessed poisoned—
striking his mask, followed by the glint of
Hiparu’s rifle-barrel, made him bring the
Luger into play.

The mask had saved him. His loose
cloak and pannier jacket might have done
the same thing, but a prick of that deadly
poison in arm or leg and there would have
been an end of him. A lesson had to be
taught and that sharply.

When Hiparu fell and while the other
man lay prostrate Forster extinguished his
lamplight and, through an opening in the
tent top, sent up the balls from a Roman
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candle. His belongings were always laid
handily for quick moves and, with Rough,
he had disappeared into the trees, setting
off a little magnesium ribbon to blind his
exit and give color to the idea of supernatu-
ral vanishment.

Even in the dayume the ribbon gave a
strong flare in the shady forest, and he used
it again after he had passed through the
village after flinging the tearbomb and
shooting the too aggressive Manac.

Now he was warned that the Jivaros
were insufficiently terrified, unless his dead-
ly demonstration had properly reduced
them. In the intervals between his ague

ts he planned his approach to Yupan’s
village. He could call to them now in their
own language. He might get palaver with
the wizard. If they let him pass through
he determined to do so, looking out for
traps.

To avoid the foot-beaten paths meant
hacking through the jungle with his ax,
incredible and unsatisfactory toil.

He knew nothing of the runner, though
Rough had sounded warning once. He
determined to set up his tent that night and
get what rest he could, going on at the first
hint of dawn.

The stirless heat burned through him as
if he had been in a furnace, or immured
above a steam plant. It was moist, and he
was as soaked with heat as if he had been
in a Turkish bath. His skin was patched
with rash that burned like scald; insects
pestered him continually though he wore
a hat made from a plaited ring that fitted
his skull, attached to another of bamboo
that kept the veiling spread. But the
winged brutes got under the veil and at-
tacked every inch of him that was vulner-

able. Rough was smeared with dope
that gave him little relief from his
torturers.

There was no air and little light under the
woven canopy of leaf and vine. His flesh
was flaccid; his very bones seemed to have
become mere gristle and ached like rheu-
matism. His brain seemed stuffed with
lead that shifted heavily.

All about rose the columns of trees from
slender palm shafts to great buttressed pil-
lars. * Brazilwood, palo-de-cruz, rosewood,
walnut and cedar. Glossy-leaved . rubber-
uces, holy wood, cinchona.  The tagua-
ivory nut palm, here and there a bread-
fruit, struggling gamely with its hand-

shaped leaves. Or a palta with its luscious
alligator pears.

Ground shrubs with leaves as big as a
sunshade, ferns and ferntrees. ~ Choking
lianas everywhere. Twining like snakes.
Snakes themselves if he could have dis-
tinguished them. Garlands and hanging
gardens of more delicate creepers. Bright
berries in the undergrowth. Sweet-scented
growths that made the air harder to breathe,
blossoms and butterflies and the busy hum
of beetles and smaller insect pests. Ants
everywhere in long streams or caravans,
going about their business.

‘Overhead, hopping, gliding, flying, such
a host of brilliant plumaged, strange-
shaped creatures that at times Forster
would think he was in a nightmare or
a delirium.  Parrot, toucan and macaw,
curassows, guans or penelope or birds and
horned screamers. The toucans glancing
at him down their enormous bills of horn
seemed goblin-like, the paradise-tailed, tur-
baned trogons floating from roost to roost
seemed more the phantasmagoria of some
futurist designer of wallpaper than real
birds.

High up, their cries, seldom better than a
crawk, came softly down while now and
then the pure fluting of the flautero sounded
like the call of a woodsprite. Occasionally
he heard the grunt of peccaries, the soft
crash of parting brush. The whirring of
innumerable, unseen bats. About all the
perpetual green twilight of the forest so
that he seemed submerged in a sea, perched
on limb of marine growth while the fanta-
sies of a fever-ridden brain prevailed. Ripe
rubber seed pods exploded like gunshots.
Ripe fruit fell with soft crash and thud.

Toward nightfall he shot a partridge
that Rough discovered and held rigid, the
dog trembling with eagerness until Forster
managed to pick it out from the foliage
and despatch it.

This, with soup and coffee, made his meal,
after \vhlch he set up his tent, this L\me
among the root boughs of an enormous fig,
banianlike. He surveyed it from outside
before he turned in. The nights were com-
paratively cool, and, aside from the enor-
mous moths that tried vainly to get in
through his laced flap to the lamp, the lull
of insects made them hours of restoration.
The breeze riffled the light stuff and caused
the silhouetted skeletons to nod and bow
in realistic horror. Forster smiled grimly
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at his handiwork while Rough sniffed for
enemies and found none.

He entered the tent and lay down on a
bed of tree moss, stretching his limbs
luxuriously after their cramping in the un-

yielding tree.

@ club-house to themselves, the door
closed. The place smelled of a

strange blend of burned gums, of scorched

flesh and hair from the spells and sacrifices

they had made to their fetish.

The big snake had been coaxed out with
the bamboo pipe and fed two capibaras and
a spotted paca. The three big rodents
were sufficient to pacify the serpent and
render him sluggish so that he could be
handled, but not enough to make him sleep.
He lay with his head resting on the top
coil, the emerald eyes unwinkingly regarding
the glowing heart of the fire.

Before the snake, Yupan squatted in a
species of trance. Such a necessity of the
wizard’s trade had not yet been reached
by the pupil, who regarded Yupan with awe
and envy. His own part in the sorcery
had been relegated to the handing of in-
gredients, the blowing of the fire, the sprin-

- kling of powders, but he was impressed and
terribly in fear of the great snake.

In it, he believed fully, there dwelled a
spirit of evil, controlled by Yupan. But
he was still more impressed by the stranger.
Yupan might make a draw of it in a mani-
festation of power, but he doubted whether
he would win as he hunkered, looking tim-
idly at the shadowy corners, the faintly
gleaming teeth of the suspended crocodile
and, especially, the row of dried heads that
had been set out on a carved bench.

The head with the reddish fuzz gave him
the most comfort, for surely this had been
a white man, and some white men were
great wizards. Perhaps there were some
who were great fools. Ziku—that was the
pupil’s name-of-dread—did not know, but
he could think a little and speculate,
which had raised him to an aspirant for
wizardry.

There was another white man some-
where in the country of the Jivaros, Yupan
told him. He had come up the river and
had been seen near where the Jivaros got
the gold they traded for rifles. A big man
with yellow hair. Yupan greatly covet-
ed his head. He called the man Yellow.

YUPAN and his disciple had the

Head. The head would be the pride of his
collection.

The dried heads were the gods of the
Jivaros. Yupan said—and Ziku believed
him—that, having tasted of the eyes and
lips of the original possessors, he could at
will send back into them all the knowledge
and cunning that they possessed and use
it for his own ends. Even now he was
communing with them, perhaps with the
spirit of the man whose red hair was in the
girdle of Yupan with the hair of many of
the rest. Some of the heads were very
old. Oh, there was no doubt of Yupan’s
wisdom and perhaps it was true that their
spells had stopped the dread Stranger or
sent him another way.

Ziku devoutly hoped so. Also he wished
that Yupan would come back to normal.
There were too many whisperings in the
place, too many eyes. He did not know
yet that Yupan had bits of rotten wood and
luminous fungus disposed here and there
in the roof and rafters, he only knew that
the place was full of spirits who might not
understand that he was a pupil of Yupan,
their conjurer, might not even respect him
as such, since he was only a tyro. A great
many spirits, Manac had taught him, did
not like being summoned.

But Yupan stirred at last, wearily, with
a great sigh. Ziku, watching his face by
the light of the fire, saw that he was in a bad
humor and kept a discreet silence.

Yupan gazed moodily at the snake.
Then he began to speak.

“I see things through a fog, like the mist
upon Cotopaxi,” he complained. “Yellow
Head I have seen and then the mist closed
in about him. But I thought I saw moving
figures with weapons in the mist. It may
be that the outlaws have got him. You
and I must go and see, Ziku, for it is in my
mind that this Yellow Head has to do with
the Death-Who-Lives.”

Ziku shivered.  The prospect of a trip
to the outlaw tribe did not please him at all,
even under the wing of Yupan.

“Of me they are afraid,” said Yupan.
“Once they mocked me, and I sent them a
great sickness, so that now they make me
presents of what the white man calls ore
(gold). If they have Yellow Head, if they
have made of him an imbrizu (literally
Guest-for-always) we must make a deal with
them. We shall see.”

“What of the Stranger, O Yupan?”
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“You chatter like a Marafion monkey.
Ask no questions, and people will think
you wise even if your head is empty. The
Stranger will come, and we shall see if he is
flesh and blood.”

“There is no flesh on his skull,” said
Ziku timidly.

Yupan made no immediate reply.

“He can not be hurt by weapons. He has
no flesh. One can not kill bones. He did
not fall into the pits.”

“Yet we may trap him. I have talked
with the ghost of the whitt man whose
head is there and I have heard a plan.
Ziku, go and wake the women and bid them
make lights in their house.”

“It is forbidden for a man to enter the
women’s house after nightfall.”

“Fool!” barked Yupan so sharply that
the snake raised its head slightly and hissed.
“I, Yupan, send you. I make the laws.
Put on this.”

He handed Ziku the morion and tucked
in a fringe of fiber through which Ziku
could see but not be seen. He gave him his
caravan staff, and Ziku went importantly
to do as he was bid.

The women wakened sleepily, the hags
in protest until one stirred the fire and saw
the helmeted intruder more plainly.

“Awake,” said Ziku. “Yupan comes.
There is work for you tonight. Make
plenty of lights. And quickly.”

He left as they bustled about, some
quieting the whimpering children, and re-
ported to Yupan. The wizard took back the
morion for his own use and went out. Soon
the women were working feverishly at the

~ task he had given them, seated in rings

plying busy fingers. Yupan went on to
the half-house of the chief. There he
knocked. He respected authority even
when lesser to his own. The chief was his
own creature and must be upheld.

Lastly the men were roused and given
their orders. Then Ziku was sent to a stall
in the club-house to sleep, after they had
taken the sluggish serpent back behind the
curtains, hauling on it like a fire-hose with
Ziku quaking but gathering courage.

Yupan sat in front of his row of heads,
brooding, a little doubtful but firm in self-
belief. ~The first test would come tomorrow.
If the Stranger passed it it might be well to
make terms with him.

As for Yellow Head, Yupan had made
up his mind to possess his head. The wily

wizard, being the only man able to treat
with the outlaws, thereby controlled the
supply of gold for the outer villages. With
the gold the cartridges and the rifles. Old
he was, and beginning to be stiff. Some-
times he forgot things, and his sight, like
his teeth, was not all his younger days had
provided; but his ambition and his autoc-
racy grew with his years. While he lived,
Yupan would be supreme.

If he made an ally of this Stranger he
might be able to compass the downfall of
the Outlaws. That would be a rare stroke.
He hung to the belief that the Stranger
was human. Yupan was very sure that he
had heard spirits and talked with them,
but he had never seen them. They were
invisible beings. Materialization was not
in his ritual. Surely the Stranger was pow-
erful. He might have to be propitiated.
But Yupan was very, very wise.

He sat unmoving until the toucan sleepily
croaked at the approach of dawn. Then
Yupan got up and issued his orders. Before
the sun had touched the tops of the tallest
timber, while the vast shadow of Coto-
paxi still lay unshortened, a group of men
started for the forest, and Yupan watched
them go with eager cunning in his red-
rimmed eyes.

trail with infinite caution. ~ What

he lacked in actual experience he
supplemented by things he had heard and
read. He had always, with Martin, been
an eager reader of certain magazines whose
editors catered to people who wanted their
adventures truthfully colored and were
keen to detect error in description.

He looked out for innocent-appearing
lianas twined across the path and ap-
proached every curve with especial care
lest he might jog a trigger. Or fallinto a
staked pit.

Rough went ahead, slowly. The dog did
not like these proscribed limits of the trail
where he could not range. Eyes, ears and
nose were alert for signs of enmity. He
appeared to know perfectly that they were
in 2 hostile country. Every few paces he
would look around at his master with in-
telligent eyes that seemed to say, “All
right so far, come along.”

The skull-mask enclosed Forster’s head
like a helmet, the gathered collar of his coat
fitted closely about a cape of black cloth

g FORSTER proceeded along the
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that hid the ending of the mask at the neck.
His stilts he discarded. They had been
effective, but they were a nuisance and,
having advertised his capacity for change
of height, Forster figured he could now dis-
pense with i

His brain was clear. The fever had left
him. He felt strong and confident. He
had prepared three of the conjuring tricks
he had bought, ready for a demonstration
before Yupan.

Rough, clad in his feather blanket,
slowed down from a trot to a walk, sniffing
uneasily. Ahead the trail curved. As
they rounded the bend a small spotted deer
came out of the jungle, stood at gaze,
wheeled and bounded ahead of them, seek-
ing a place of reentry to cover, panic-
stricken at sight and smell of man and dog.

‘Thirty yards down the trail a liana had
swung across two young tendrils that had
bridged the narrow gap. They were frail
looking things, seemingly easily brushed
away. One was knee high, the other about
five feet from the ground. Between and
below them the web of a saltigrade
spider gleamed frostily, closely woven. The
strands, as Forster knew, were tough and
slightly gummy with considerable tensile
strength. The natives sometimes wound
them about loops for nets or stretched them
in coverts when they drove partridges and
guans.

The presence of the web seemed a safe-
guard. It could hardly have been woven
a lesser time than overnight. The main
strands were attached by cables to either
side of the trail. 1In the web a few insects
struggled feebly. Innocent enough to all
appearance, the thing was an effective
barricade that would have to be removed
or smear the traveler with viscous threads.
But the frightened deer leaped between the
two liana stems.

It had barely touched the web when,
with a light rustle and a shower of light
bamboo canes that had been used for its
nice suspension and balance, a filmy net
descended like an open parachute upon the
deer, enmeshing its feet, tripping it and
sending it thrashing to the ground in fold
upon fold of fine meshes.

This time Forster’s good luck had saved
him. He had no doubt that the jungle
swarmed with Jivaros, waiting to see the
success of their trap, eager to bound out
from cover, to drop down from the boughs

Adventure

and roll him and, perhaps, his dog, into a
helpless bundle to be borne off in triumph,
if they did not spear him.

None made an appearance. Save for the
lessening struggles of the deer, the jungle
was silent. But Rough growled deep and
long, and what showed of his clipped mane
above the feathers rose in a bristling ruff.

Forster was not far from the bend. He
stepped (back and hastily took one of his
sticks of dynamite, carried with infinite
care but ready for action. He lit the short
fuse and, stepping up to the curve, sent it
hurtling through the air in a high parabola.

It crashed sputtering through the vines
and fell within the bush, exploding with a
vicious roar that was muluphed a hundred
times. Great boughs snapped and leaves
and twigs came pattering down like a Sum-
mer shower. Startled yells supplemented
the screeching of birds. There were frantic,
plunging, headlong rushes through the thick
growth. The air was heavy with nitrous
fumes.

Slowly the forest settled down again
after the uproar to comparative silence
and, after a little, Forster and the dog
proceeded. The deer was dead as he
stooped to examine curiously the fathom
upon fathom of fine netting that had been
so cunningly prepared. He left the carcass
to the ants.

‘There might be a dead or injured Jivaro
or so in the bush, or carried off by his fleeing
comrades. Forster, with set jaw, devoutly
hoped so. He figured Yupan for this
device. With each trap passed his own
prestige must grow. The village would be
warned of his wrath, perhaps too effectively
and he would have to forego his interview
with the wizard.

Inside of half an hour he came to the
clearing. There was no one at work in
the plantation. Over the tall maize he
could see the thatched roofs of the log
houses and the fighting watch-tower.
Rough gave no sign, and he went on boldly
to the trodden ground where the meals
were prepared and the villagers loafed or
danced on occasion in the shade of great
fig trees. The place seemed deserted,
though he reckoned that at least a hundred
pairs of eyes were watching him through
chink and crevice.

He stood in the middle of the empty
plaza, Rough beside him, his feather coat
gleaming in the sunshine that struck the
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‘clearing. He called aloud in a deep bass

made more profound by the mask.

“Yupan! Yupan! Come without fear,
O Yupan!”

He could almost sense the suspended
breathing, the knocking hearts of the hidden
tribesfolk, watching with awe this thunder-
flinging Horror that stood like a specter
in the sun-flecked place, summoning their
wizard.

Yupan appeared in the entrance to the
club-house. He was nervous over the fail-
ure of his net and this last display of power.
One man had been brought in stunned from
a flying bough, another had been pinned to
the ground and others flung prostrate by
the concussion. Two were bleeding from
flesh wounds. The only comfort he held
was_that they had not all been utterly
annihilated. Either the power of the
Stranger had its limits or he stayed his
hand because he wanted to talk with
Yupan.

The eyes of the tribe were on him, his
prestige was at stake. He was not a cow-
ard, so he slowly issued forth, leaning a lit-
tle more heavily than usual on his staff,
his hands clammy with sweat. The motion-
less figure seemed so bold, composed and
confident, fraught with da.ngercus intention
and capabx].\t

It had spoken in his own tongue. Yupan
knew a little bastard Spanish, and he had
trusted to discovering from the speech of
the Stranger—whom he had hoped to see
brought in netted like a wild-fowl—whether
he was a Spaniard or one of the more ad-
venturous Americanos. The owner of the
head with the red hair had been one of these,
or an Inglese. A spirit could talk in his
own tongue. .Few white men knew any-
thing of it—cared to use it.

" Forster stood still with Rough at heel.
Slowly " Yupan advanced to within ten
paces, then squatted down. He had felt his
dignity oozing out of him, and he was glad
to assume the pose.

“What do you want, O Man-with-the-
head-of-a-skull?” he asked.

“To talk with you, Yupan. Maybe to
ask a question.”

Forster spoke slowly, forming his sentence
carefully.  His speech, booming hollow,
was all the more effective. But he caught
a glint in Yupan’s eyes that puzzled him
for a minute.

If the Stranger wanted to ask questions

he was not omnipotent. Yupan's nerve
began to come back.

“Can I give news to Death, who knows
all?” he asked.

“I would see if you speak with a true
tongue,” answered Forster sternly. “If
this is so I will reward you. If not, I will
destroy your village in a moment, and you
shall all know Death in his own place.
For I am here and there and everywhere
and my eyes are the lightning.”

It was tall talk, and he watched its effect
narrowly, supplemennng it.

“T will put out their eyes. I will turn
them cold, cold as the snows on Cotopaxi.
Do you think T can do these things, O
Yupan?”

“I am a wizard, and I have seen many
wonders,” muttered Yupan. “Also I can
do wonders myself. It may be that you
can do these things.”

“Some of them I have done already,
Yupan. But not to those who do not
stop my trail. It is not so easy to stop
my trail, Yupan. Your young men do not
make webs as well as the spiders can. Let
me see your wonders, Yupan. Let us see
who is the greater wizard.”

He spoke banteringly, loudly enough for
all the listeners to hear, knowing the wizard
could not forego the cha!lenge

“You will come into the club house?”
asked Yupan.

“Not so.- Any one can fool children
in the dark, Yupan. Great magic is made
in the open.”

Yupan glowered. The Stranger had
command of the situation.

“So be it,” he said, and took out his
bamboo pipe.

Forster guessed what might be coming’
and spoke to Rough, who looked up in-
quiringly and then obediently lay down
back of his master.

THE audience was none the less
~}impressive for being unseen as the
5 high notes of the pipe sounded in the
stillness of the sunny enclosure. Yupan
played on in minor key, a plaintive but
compelling air. Ziku, in the shadow of
the doorway to the club house, shrank back
as the anaconda came slowly from behind
the curtains, gliding on in rippling, mottled
splendor with sharp, shielded snout pointed
toward the music that lured it out into the
glare.
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It hesitated at the veranda, but the tune
shrilled more imperatively and either
the music, strangely affecting its sluggish
nerves with pleasant vibrations—or the
prospect of cavies and capybaras—beckoned
it on, a glorious, evil thing, capable of
crushing to a jelly anything it encountered.
Its two primitive legs, spurlike hooks, make
faint dints in the packed dirt over which its
moving body left no trail.

Forster spoke a warning to Rough, gazing
himself, fascinated, as the music changed
and the huge reptile coiled. Then he
laughed. =

“I could fill this place with snakes,
Yupan,” he said. “Or I could shrivel up
your snake. Do you want me to kill your
snake, O Yupan?”

The wizard looked at him evilly.

“Where is your pipe?” he asked. Yupan
had blufied himself.

“Pipe? I can bring them from the
ground. I can breed them. Behold!”

His cloak was a perfect cover for his
hands, and he knew just where to find what
he wanted in his jacket. He produced a
small box holding white pellets which he
placed on the ground.

“‘How many snakes do you want Yupan?”

His manner was easy. Irresistibly he
thought of Moses and Pharoah’s wise men.
He touched a match to the chemical balls
and immediately they projected into brown
wormy, snakelike forms, writhing with
apparent life while Yupan’s eyes widened
and his jaw became slack. Forster laughed
again and stepped on the powdery things,
crushing them into the soil.

“Try again, Yupan,” he said.

A faint rustle had come from the house.
‘The shifting of uneasy bodies.

Yupan took a grain of corn from his
girdle, with a square of cloth. ‘He forced
the seed into the ground and covered it
with the square. Then he began to pipe
and the snake, that had coiled sleepily in
the sun, unobservant of Rough, lifted its
head and swayed it from side to side. Fors-
ter did not take his eyes off the cloth.
Presently it began to move and raise.

Yupan whipped off the cloth and dis-
played two green blades of corn.

“It is enough,” said Forster scornfully.
“It would be better if you could do it with-
out covering, Yupan. It is my turn.
Fetch me some water.”

Yupan sulkily snatched up his cloth.

His best bit of legerdemain had failed.
Now he would watch the Stranger. He
called to Ziku who came out fearfully and
set down a calabash of water.

“Is it pure water?”

Yupan drank some for answer. Forster
took out his drinking-cup and poured it
half full. He too sipped it and handed
it to Yupan. As the wizard doubtfully
reached for it Forster let fall into the water
a morsel of sodium wrapped in blotting
paper. It blazed up and the wizard
dropped the cup, stifling a yell.

“A wizard should not fear fire,” said
Forster. “I could have burned you to
ashes, Yupan, had I chosen. Death burns
with fever, but his last touch is cold. Give
me the rest of the water.”

He brought out a small flask, apparently
of dark glass, removed the stopper and
turned it upside down. Then he filled it
with water and poured some of it out upon
the ground, some into his own palm.

“Put out your hand, Yupan.”

Yupan obeyed. He thought he knew this
trick. To pour liquid into the palmand
pretend to see things there. It was im-
pressive_to the credulous, but unless he,
Yupan, saw these things with his own eyes,
he was not going to give it much credit.

Forster pressed the catch that closed the
main outlet of the trick bottle and opened
a compartment that held the bi-sulphide.
Slowly he held up the flask and breathed
upon it. F

“The breath of Death is like the wind
that blows from Cotopaxi,” he said. “It
stops the blood and the heart. None
may escape it.”

He let a drop of the bi-sulphide fall on
Yupan’s open palm. For a second the
wizard gazed at it. His hands were not
horny; they were creased with age and soft.
The chemical evaporated immediately, and
Yupan felt as if an icicle had stabbed him
through the hand. To his excited imagina-
tion the intense cold ran up his arm,
clutched at his heart. In stark terror he
lost his balance and toppled backward
with a howl.

It was the involuntary cry that defeated
him more than the trick that those within
the houses could not see, though they
had heard. They believed Yupan dead.
Ziku, who had retreated, stood as if turned
tostone. Following the cry Forster swiftly
ignited a strip of magnesium ribbon and the
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white glare brought out a startled cry from

the onlookers. He had tossed the mag-
nesium towards the snake and, with a hiss,
the anaconda struck at air, uncoiled and,
dazzled, glided straight for the maize, dis-
appearing among the emerald shafts.

“Rise, Yupan,” shouted Forster. “Death
does not always kill.”

The sweat was pouring down his face
inside the mask. The heat in the clearing
was suffocating. But he had won. Yupan
got trembling to his feet, no wizard but a
frightened old man, holding one hand with
the other, his face working. He looked like
a chastised baboon who has played with
fi

re.

“What would you with Yupan?” he
asked.

“Come to me at nightfall. The way will
be made clear. Come, or I shall send my
full breath out upon you.”

Forster pointed to the forest whence he
had*emerged. He wanted further to im-
press Yupan, fancying that his defeat
would leave him finally vindictive. He had
no mind to enter the houses nor to speak
further in public. The ordeal of standing
in the sun cased in the mask was bringing on
a touch of fever.

“I will come,” said Yupan.
we will make a feast.”

“I do not eat. I do not drink,” lied
Forster with a parched tongue.

His pulse was beginning to race, his head
to throb. Presently a chill would shake
him from head to foot, undo his work. He"
fought it off.

“T will tell your snake to come back to
vou, Yupan,” he said. “If your magic
is still strong it will come when you
pipe for it. Tonight, as soon as it is
dark.”

He called to Rough and stalked away
down the path between the corn. A rust-
ling disclosed where the anaconda lurked.
Forster staggered, almost before he was
out of sight. As he reached the dim forest
trail the chill was on him, and he leaned
against a tree, helpless, while Rough whined
in sympathy. Gulping down quinin he
made his way to the place where he intended
to camp, clambering weakly up a tree to the
crotch where he had left his tent and some
of his outfit hidden. His last act was to
aid the dog to a place beside him before he
collapsed, racked with the fever brought
on before its time.

“But first

and able to eat. He did not set

up his tent. Yupan could not ‘be
coaxed inside. But he daubed the mask
with liquid phosphorus, set up two Roman
candles in convenient places and suspended
a strip or so of magnesium ribbon from
handy boughs. Before it was dark he took
the Airedale down the trail toward the vil-
lage and ordered him to watch. . Then he
returned to the spot he had selected and
seated” himself between and under the
branches of the giant fig, a ghastly, ghoulish
figure in shimmering shroud, topped by the

@ AT SUNSET he was himself again

»skull on which played the semblance of

decay.

Rough barked, and he whistled. The
dog came to him, panting.

A dim shadow on the trail announced
Yupan. Forster touched off magnesium
with a glowing punk, and the flare revealed
the old wizard, panoplied in his morion,
his claw and knuckle necklaces, painted
with black and yellow in grotesque stripes,
his eyes starting from their sockets at the
dazzling flash. As his sight returned he
saw the ghostly figure alight with lJambent
flame and heard its mocking laugh.

“I told you the way would be plain,
Yupan. Did your snake return?”

Vs

“Sit'down. Yupan, there is a white man
in this valley. A man who is tall and

strong and who seeks the gold that is the.

color of his hair. I seek him. He is mine.
If any have hurt him it would be best for
you to make them your enemies and your-
self my ally, Yupan. Much best. For I
shall destroy them. What do you know
of this?”

Yupan cogitated. His doubt of the
Stranger’s omnipotence returned. He had
noticed his hands. They were very human
hands. The Stranger was a man with blood
that might be spilled and flesh that might be
torn, for all the glowing skull. But he was
without doubt a wizard—a great wizard.
It was necessary to be wary. Even if the
Stranger was a spirit, if he, Yupan, did his
bidding, he might be rewarded and the
Outlaws might be destroyed. While the
Jivaros invariably united when they were
threatened as a community, their tribal
wars were many. The annihilation of the
Outlaws would leave the gold open to Yupan
and do away with powerful and hated
rivals who might at any time take it into

;
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their heads to wipe out the village and
Yupan with it, for all his cunning.

Also he might yet outwit the Stranger
who had humiliated him. His head would
not be much good—if that was his head,
for Yupan knew the use of masks in sorcery.

Torster foresaw his weakness in asking
questions, but the point could not be evaded.

“I wish to know if you speak truthfully,”
he said. “For I may have to use you as a
messenger. The people are afraid_of me.
And I will pay you well.”

“What will you pay?”

“I will give you some of my power, Yu-
pan. I will make you able to do what I
have done this day?”

“All of it?”

“For a certain time and within limits.
Now speak.”

“I have heard of this Yellow Head. And
I think my people that live near the oro
have made him imbrizu.”

Forster did not understand the word but
made no sign. He had made up his mind
how to act whether' Martin was alive or
dead.

“When did he come?”

“Some seven suns ago. But, if he is dead,
you must know, for he would be with you
in your country.”

“The dead are more than the legves of
this forest, Yupan. Yet Ishall know. For
I shall send a messenger. Watch, Yupan,
for the colors will tell if you have spoken
truly.”

He touched off a Roman candle. It
hissed and sent a blue ball spouting up
through the boughs. Another and then a
crimson one, a burst of steel filings igniting
in starry radiance.

“One lie you have told, Yupan,” Forster
said sternly.

It was a good bet.

“Nay, save that I am not sure if he is
imbrizu. But I know that he came seeking
gold seven suns back, as I have told you.”

Yupan was uneasy. He did not like the
dark in unfamiliar places. 5

“How long will it take you to travel to
this place, Yupan?”

“Three days.”

“Then go and make certain. T will meet
you on the trail. If this white man is safe
I will make you the mightiest of all wiz-
ards.”

“I will start at dawn.”

“Good. Now go.”

The magnesium flared out, and Forster
slipped behind the main trunk. The wiz-
ard rubbed his eyes and slowly departed.
Forster gave him twenty minutes to get
back to the village before he set off his
second Roman candle as a final incentive.

Yupan curled up in front of his fire. He
had a problem to consider. He was greedy
of all he could get and afraid of the Stranger.
I Yellow-Head was imbrizu he would be
made a great wizard. In any case the
Stranger had promised him enough for that.
And, if Yellow Head was made an “ever-
lasting guest” doubtless the Stranger would
kill the Outlaws and raze the village. He
would win ‘most that way and then, after
he had got his reward, he would test the
Stranger’s immortality. Not by his own
hand. Ziku would be the operative.

He kicked the slumbering disciple awake
and left him sleepless for the rest of the night
with the news that he was to accompany
him to the village of the Outlaws. When
they started, before ‘the village knew it
was day, Ziku carried Yupan’s rifle with a
dozen precious cartridges.

The morion was placed at the entrante
to the club house as a taboo. None might
enter when it barred the way. Also it hid
the fact of Yupan’s presence or absence.
It was no trick at all to handle his own
villagers.

FORSTER stood with Yupan where

the trail pitched down the side of a

steep cliff that walled the gorge of
the gold-bearing tributary. They were in
the covert of the dense jungle, looking
down on the remains of bridge buttresses
of stone and pitch. The trail itself, for the
last ten miles, had run over immense stone
blocks. The river surged through banks
of red gravel that showed ancient washings
by ‘some hydraulic process. There were
stone troughs with stone riffles to catch
the gold, broken, most of them. There
were patches of cultivated land higher up-
stream with the thatched dwellings showing
plainly.

Behind his skull Forster’s face was set in
hard lines, his eyes like steel. Unless
Yupan lied Martin was imbrizu. What
that term meant Forster could not, with his
primary knowledge of Jivaro, determine.”
He had fenced about for an explanation,
and the best he could get from Yupan was
that it meant a guest, or perhaps a prisoner,
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wn.h whom the Outlaws would not willingly

He fancied, as he stood scowling toward
a rock carving of the sun and some five
and six-rayed stars, that Yupan wore a
jeering look. He had come to a showdown
and he hung in doubt a little how to proceed.

Yupan was not entirely happy. Though
he was a wizard, he was human, and he had
drunken a little too much and boasted a
little too much overnight. He was not even
certain of the fate of Yellow Head. He had
not been profusely welcomed, to begin with,
and he had been denied, with Ziku, the en-
tire liberty of the club-house. They had
kept him, with a show of politeness that was
firm in its limits, on the veranda.

He had found the Outlaws highly wrought
up over the trespassing of Yellow Head,
aggravated by the advent of the Stranger.
‘They were as excited as a swarm of bees
that has been interfered with. And, when
Yuban boasted of his influence with the

_ Stranger, describing him vaguely as a great
sorcerer who had met his match in Yupan,
it had been more than suggested that he
bring the wonderworker into the village and
let the Outlaws see how greatly he was to
be feared. Only upon that promise had he
actually been allowed to leave without
restraint. Ziku they had actually held as
a sort of hostage. It had all been very
unsatisfactory, and Yupan was glad to have
got away with a whole skin.

Now he proposed to pit the Stranger
against the tribe and stand by to see the
devil take the hindmost. That the Stranger
would do damage before he went under he
was assured. Then he would reap what he
could. - Ziku did not count.

He spoke vaguely of Yellow Head as being
in the club-house.

“Do not destroy that,” he pleaded. “Or
you will see nothing of Yellow Head. It is
the imbrizu place. They would not let me
enter. Can you not blast them or turn
their blood to ice, as you did mine?”

Forster did not answer. He mistrusted
Yupan, yet he believed that Martin was
held by the tribe. Yupan had given cer-
tain unmistakable details that identified
him. Delay might be dangerous. He had
suffered symptoms of an approaching fever
fit. Slowly he made up his mind to descend
and at least parley with the tribe. He
ordered the wizard to follow him, but
when they reached the plantations Yupan

29
dropped out of sight in the maize. Rough
was barking. =

Out of the rows of beans, man high,
sprang the horde of Outlaws, intent upon
surrounding the Stranger. His appearance
daunted them somewhat, but they were the
fiercest of all the Jivaros, and they had
spent the night working themselves up to
brave deeds.

Arrows and spears came flying, a few
shots were fired as Forster made for the
plaza, firing his Luger, Rough beside him.
He saw men go down. Arrows hit his mask
and stuck there. Others tangled in his
long robe.

He gained the clear place and saw a
scurry of women racing for the bush, car-
rying their children. The Jivaros stayed
in the cover of their crops, firing at him.
Some aimed and discharged rifles from the
tower.

Forster dodged behind a tree and lit a
stick of the dynamite he had carried so
carefully, packed each in sawdust in a
cylinder. One he flung into the beans
where it exploded and sent warriors pell
mell, some crawling, one minus an arm,
terrified. One he hurled beneath the base
of the tower, and the structure toppled
sidewise and fell at the detonation.

A band of savages came on in a body and
the third stick fell fairly among them before
they scattered to surround him. The
survivors fled with yells, but a spear had
hit Forster in the shoulder grinding on the
bone and he leaned against the tree faint
and dizzy, the red blood streaming down
his cloak.

The Jivaros were diving for the forest,
convinced that the end of the world had
come, but Yupan, from the borders of the
maize, shouted for Ziku. His pupil had
been made a hostage. He had not been
bound. 1If he had the courage, if they had
not taken away his rifle—

“Ziku! See the blood. He is a man.
Kill! Killt”

But Ziku did not come. He had been in
the men’s sleeping-quarters, and he had no
rifle. He saw the Stranger wounded, knew
that he was human, but he would as soon
have attacked a wounded puma.

Yupan plucked up courage as he saw
Forster reeling. He came out of the maize
and snatched an ax from the hand of a
dead tribesman, rushing in to finish Forster,
who had dropped his Luger and was groping
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forit. He would get the head beneath that
kull-mask. He would hawe that of Yellow
Head. He would loot the village.

As he raised his arm for the stroke
there ‘was a flash of metallic plumage, a
body launched from the ground as if shot
from a catapult, sounding a fierce snarl.

The Airedale leaped true, sending the
wizard to the ground, his teeth in the
corded throat, worrying, snarling as he
tasted blood. For a few moments Yupan
writhed and thrashed with arms and legs,
seeking the dog’s neck with feeble hands.
Then he lay still, with Rough standing
over him, defiant of interference, his whisk-
ers dripping red, his teeth showing.

Ziku slunk out of the back of his house
as Forster recovered his pistol with his left
hand. To the last of Ziku’s days he was
convinced that the dog-bird spread wings
and literally flew at Yupan.

Forster called to Rough, but the dog
would not leave his kill. Flames had
sprung up from the tower and caught the
next house. Like a drunken man Forster
made his way to the club house and
staggered up the steps, calling Martin’s
name.

& THE fog was thick when Forster,
leaving the steamer, boarded a
Market Street car to transfer to

Powell. He had wealth enough in the

purser’s care to have bought a hundred

cabs, but there were none in sight, and the
car was waiting near the Ferry. Rough
he had left temporarily with the steward.

His leanness had given place to emacia-
tion. The conductor and the few pas-
sengers stared at the man whose clothes
hung on him like towels on a rack, whose
face was so set with hard purpose, with
cheek-bones and jaw-bones showing through
the leathery skin, with eyes that were like
balls of heated steel. He carried a small
basket of strange weaving which he guarded
on his lap.

He was clean shaven, but his hair was long
and they looked at each other and at him
as if he had been an escaped lunatic. The
intensity of his gaze as he regarded them—
though without real interest—was almost
the glare of madness.

He had gone through enough to send him
insane, but he was far from mad. More
like a man who has burned up his ‘energies
on a long, long trail but sees the end of it

at last and rallies the last of his reserves
to accomplish a fixed purpose.

The maid was not the same who had
opened the door of Katherine Meade’s flat
to him five months before, but she gave a
gasp at his face and strove to close him out.

Forster, without much notice, brushed
her aside and strode in. It was seven in
the evening. There was no one in the
reception room where he had once talked
with Martin’s fiancée but voices and laugh-
ter, the laughter of a man and woman,
came from the adjoining room.

The maid caught at his arm.

“What do you want? I’ll send for—"

Forster turned on her with such a baleful
look that she sank, hysterical, into a chair
while Forster stalked into the inner room
with his basket.

A table was set for two with rose-shaded
electric lamps, with flowers, with all the
crystal, silver and porcelain of a dainty
dinner téte-a-téte. Katherine Meade lifted a
glass across the table to a man in dinner
clothes who had risen from his chair with a
toast. She was laughing up at him, Wooing
him with her eyes, enticingly beautiful in
her low gown, when she caught sight of
Forster.

Her gardenia skin' turned chalky, the
color in her cheeks appeared the paint it
was while her eyes grew big with fright.
One hand she set to her bosom, struggling
for breath.

The man tumed A big chap, sunburned
and' vigorous, handsome and attractive
enough. At another time Forster might
have been sorry for him. There was no
pity now in his heart.

“Who the — are you?”

“Ask her,” answered Forster as he set
down his basket. “Ask her. I am Mar-
tin’s friend. John Martin. Perhaps you
have never heard of him.”

‘The man looked at the woman, irresolute.

_Katherine Meade was shaking from head

to foot. The wine was spilled across the
cloth. She made an effort to recover
herself, her features twisted as if with a
stroke, marred in an agonised attempt at
control.

““John Martin,” she said, “was some one
I knew—quite well. T must have told you
about him, Marshall. He once rather lost
his head over me. He— This man—"

Forster’s harsh laugh broke in as he tore
off the lid of the basket and set something
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on the table amid the flowers of the center-
piece.

A strong odor of spices and camphor,
of something vaguely suggestive of im-
perfectly cured meat, filled the room. The
man shrank back, Lhe woman covered her
face with her hands but peered through
them at the dried and shriveled head of
Martin, taken by Forster from the Jivaro
club house and preserved as best he
knew.

‘The bones had been removed, the eyelids
and lips were stitched. The head had
shrunken to a wrinkled, horrid thing, the

hue of putty, the size of a grapefruit.
Only the golden hair preserved some degree
of luster, shining brassily in lank strands
under the lamps.

“He lost his head,” said Forster grat-
ingly, “because he thought you had a heart.
I told you I would go after him and I have
brought back for you all that is left of him—
for a wedding present.”

He heard the man exclaim, “My God!”
as he left the room. At the door he turned
for a moment to see the woman swooning
to the floor, dragging with her the cloth,
the flowers, the head of John Martin.

JUDGE CREANER’S NOSE

by John L.

N ODD character of the old

California days was Charles

M. Creaner, judge for several

years of the Fifth judicial dis-
trict, which embraced a number of mining
counties. He did not know much about
law, but he had a good store of what is
known as “horse sense,” and, what was
more, he was a fighting Judge—one whom
no lawyer cared to trifle with.

Lawyers in his court learned to study
his characteristics, and when the point
of his nose began to wrinkle like that of a
hare in the act of smelling they knew that
trouble was brewing.

One of those lawyers was Benjamin F.
Moore. His knowledge of law was limited
and so was his vocabulary. He had com-
mitted to memory extracts from speeches
by Clay, Calhoun and Randolph, and, by
twisting these to suit the occasion, man-
aged on all occasions to make a talk that
sounded well to the ears of the groundlings.
He had a good knowledge of human nature,
however, and as he was dealing with jurors
more ignorant even than himself he man-
aged to win many a case against lawyers of
greater knowledge than himself.

Once a fellow lawyer rebuked him for
the ridiculous quality of an address he
had made to a jury.

“You talk as though I was talking to
twelve judges,” retorted Moore, “when I
know I was talking to twelve —— fools.
1 went in for winning my case, and I'm
going to do it.”

Considine

‘Which he did.

In a case in which Moore appeared before
Judge Creaner the jurist made a ruling to
which Moore took exception in strong
terms, saying it seemed to him that any
old cow would know better. Creaner’s
nose began to wrinkle.

“Mr. Moore!” he*exclaimed.

But Moore, scenting trouble, pretended
not to hear, and tried to divert the current
of the judge’s thoughts by proceeding
with his argument.

“Mr. Moore!” exclaimed the judge quite
loudly.

Still Moore affected not to hear.

“Mr. Moore!” shouted Creaner, banging
the desk with his fist.

Moore paused and gazed inquiringly at
the court. :

“Did T understand you to say that an
old cow had more sense than this court?”
asked Creaner.

Moore paused a moment.

“No, sir,” he said, “I did not say
it.”

“Ah! Then I was mistaken. Proceed,
Mr. Moore.”

After court had adjourned a fellow lawyer
intimated a belief that Moore had trifled
with the truth in making the answer he

“Oh, lied, you mean?” inquired Moore.
“Of course, I lied. I had to lie or kill old
Creaner, and I'd lie a thousand times
before I'd do that. You'd play —— making
apologies to that old nose!”
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IN THIS short story, complete in itself, taken from the series which the author has been
TR

pleased to call “The Historical Nights’ Entertainment,” an at

tempt has been made to

draw a group of more or less famous events using the fiction form, but without amplifying

it by imagination.

Each incident here pictured is an actual historic happening; the dialog is such as
f i the

was chronicled at the time, added to by the
settings are authentic.

o

A hard task, this, the author has set himself, but his labor was lightened by being able
to choose the most vivid and bizarre “nights” in all countries and all periods of history.
How greatly he has succeeded is for the reader to judge.—EDITOR'S NOTE.

ATRICIAN influence from with-

. out had procured his removal

in August of that year, 1756,

from the loathsome cell he had

occupied for thirteen months in the Piombi

—so-called from the leaded roof immediate-

ly .above those prisons which are simply
the garrets of the Doge’s palace.

That cell had been no better than a ken-
nel seldom reached by the light of day, and
so shallow that it was impossible for a man
of his fine height to stand up in it. But
his present prison was comparatively spa-
cious and it was airy and well-lighted by a
barred window, whence he could see the
Lido.

Yet he was desperately chagrined at the
change, for he had almost completed his
arrangements to break out of his former
cell. The only ray of hope in his present
despair came from the fact that the imple-
ment to which he trusted was still in his
possession, safely concealéd in the uphol-

stery of the arm-chair that had been re-
moved with him into his present quarters.
That implement he had fashioned for him-
self with infinite pains out of a door-bolt
some twenty inches long, which he had
found discarded in a rubbish heap in a
corner of the attjc where he had been al-
lowed to take his brief daily exercise.
Using as a whetstone a small slab of black
marble, similarly acquired, he had shaped
the bolt into a sharp octagonal-pointed
chisel or spontoon.

It remained in his possession, but he saw
no chance of using it now, for the suspicions
of Lorenzo, the jailer, were aroused, and
daily a couple of archers came to sound the
floors and walls. True they did not sound
the ceiling, which was low and within
reach. But it was obviously impossible
to cut through the ceiling in such a manner
as to leave the progress of the work unseen.

Hence his despair of breaking out of a
prison where he had spent over a year

i,
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without trial or prospect of a trial, and
where he seemed likely to spend the re-
mainder of his days. He did not even know
precisely why he had been arrested. All
that Giacomo Casanova knew was that he
was accounted a disturber of the public
peace. He was notoriously a libertine, a
gamester, and heavily in debt; also—and
this was more serious—he was accused of
practising magic, as indeed he had done,
as a means of exploiting to his own profit
the credulity of simpletons of all degrees.

He would have explained to the Inquisi-
tors of State of the Most Serene Republic
that\ the books of magic found by: their
apparitors in his possession—“The Clavi-
cula of Solomon,” the “Zecor-ben,” and
other kindred works—had been collected
by him as curious instances of human aber-
ration. But the Inquisitors of State would
not have believed him, for the Inquisitors
were among those who took magic seriously.
And, anyhow, they had never asked him
to explain, but had left him as if forgotten
in that abominable verminous cell under
the leads, until his patrician friend had
obtained him the mercy of his transfer to
better quarters. :

This Casanova was a man of iron nerve
and won constitution. Tall and well
made, he was boldly handsome, with fine
dark eyes and dark-brown hair. In age
he was barely one-and-twenty; but he
looked older, as well he might, for in his
adventurer’s way he had already gathered
more experience of life than most men gain
in half a century.

The same influence that had obtained
him his change of cell had also gained him
latterly the privilege—and he esteemed it
beyond all else—of procuring himself books.
Desiring the works of Maffai, he bade his
jailer purchase them out of the allowance
made him by the Inquisitors in accordance
with the Venetian custom. The allowance
was graduated to the social status of each
prisoner. But the books being costly and
any monthly surplus from his monthly
expenditure being usually the jailer’s per-
quisite, Lorenzo was reluctant to indulge
him. He mentioned that there was a pris-
oner above who was well-equipped with
books, and who, no doubt, would be glad
to lend in exchange.

Yielding to the suggestion, Casanova
handed Lorenzo a copy of Peteaw’s “Ration-
arium;” and received next morning, in

3

of Escape 33
exchange, the first volume of Wolff. Within
he found a sheet bearing six verses, a para-
phrase of Seneca’s epigram Calamilosus
est animus futuri anvius. Immediately he
perceived he had stumbled upon a means
of corresponding with one who might be
disposed to assist him to break prison.

In reply, being a scholarly rascal—he had
been educated for the priesthood—he wrote
six verses himself. Having no pen, he cut
the long nail of his little finger to a point,
and, splitting it, supplied the want. For
ink he used the juice of mulberries. In
addition to the verses, he wrote a list of the
books in his possession, which he placed at
the disposal of his fellow captive. He con- «
cealed the written sheet in the spine of
that vellum-bound volume; and on the title
page, in warning of this, he wrote the single
Latin word, Lafet. Next morning he handed
the book to Lorenzo, telling him that he
had read it, and requesting the second
volume.

That second volume came on the next
day, and in the spine of it a long letter,
some sheets of paper, pens, and a pencil.
The writer announced himself as one Mar-
ino Balbi, a patrician and a monk, who
had been four years in prison, where he had
since been given a companion in misfortune,
Count Andrea Asquino.

Thus began a regular and full corres-
pondence between the prisoners, and soon
Casanova—who had not lived on his wits
for nothing—was able to form a shrewd
estimate of Balbi’s character. The monk’s
letters revealed it as compounded of
sensuality, stupidity, ingratitude, and in-
discretion.

“In the world,” says Casanova, “I
should have had no commerce with a fellow
of his nature. But in the Piombi I was
obliged to make capital out of everything
that came under my hands.”

The capital he desired to make in this
instance was to ascertain whether Balbi
would be disposed to do for him what he
could not do for himseli. He wrote in-
quiring, and proposing flight.

Balbi replied that he and his companion
would do anything possible to m2k eir:
escape from that abominable prison, but
his lack of resource madc him add that he
was convinced that nothing was possible.

“All you have to do,” wrote Casanova
in answer , “is to break through the ceiling
of my cell and get me out of this, then
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trust me to get you out of Piombi. If you
are disposed to make the attempt, T will
supply you with the means, and show you
the way.”

It was a characteristically bold reply,
revealing to us the utter gamester he was
in all thing

He knew that Balbi’s cell was situated
immediately under the leads, and he hoped
that once in it he should be able readily to
find a way through the roof. The cell of
Balbi’s communicated with a narrow cor-
ridor, no more than a shaft for light and air,
which was immediately above Casanova’s

rison. And no sooner had Balbi written
consenting, than Casanova explained what
he was to do. Balbi must break through
the wall of his cell into the little corridor,
and there cut a round hole in the floor—
precisely as Casanova had done in his for-
mer cell—until nothing but a shell of ceiling
remained—a shell that could be broken
down by half a dozen blows when the
moment to escape should have arrived.

To begin with, he ordered Balbi to pur-
chase himself two or three dozen pictures
of saints, with which to paper his wall,
using as many as might be necessary for a
screen to hide the hole he would be cutting.

When Balbi wrote that his walls were
hung with pictures of saints, it became a
question of conveying the spontoon to him.
This was difficult, and the monk’s fatuous
suggestions merely served further to re-
veal his stupidity. Finally Casanova’s
wits found the way. He bade Lorenzo
buy him an in-folio of the Bible which had
just been published, and it was into the
spine of this enormous tome that he packed
the precious spontoon, and thus conveyed
to Balbi, who immediately got to work.

fwx] THIS was at the commencement
of October. On the eighth of the
month Balbi wrote to Casanova
that a whole night devoted to labor had
resulted merely in the displacing of a single
brick, which so discouraged the faint-
hearted monk that he was for'abandoning
an attempt whose only ‘result'must be to
increase in the future the rigor of their
confinement.

Without hesitation, Casanova replied
that he was assured of success—although
he was far from having any ground for any
such assurance. He enjoined the monk
to believe him, and to persevere, confident

Adventure

as he advanced he would find progress
easier. This proved, indeed, to be the case,
for soon Balbi found the brickwork yielding
so rapidly to his efforts that one morning,
a week later, Casanova heard three light
taps above his head—the preconcerted
signal by which they were to assure them-
selves that their notions of the topography
of the prison were correct. All that day
he heard Balbi at work immediately above
him, and again on the morrow, when Balbi
wrote-that as the floor was of the thickness
of only two boards, he counted upon com-
pleting the job on the next day, without
piercing the ceiling.

But it would seem as if fortune were in-
tent upon making a mock of Casanova,
luring him to heights of hope, merely to
cast him down again into the depths of
despair. Just as upon the eve of breaking
out of his former cell mischance had
thwarted him, so now, when again he
deemed himself upon the very threshold
of liberty, came mischance again to thwart
hi

m.

Early in the afternoon the sound of bolts
being drawn aside froze his very blood
and checked his breathing. Yet he had
the presence of mind to give the double
knock that was the agreed alarm signal,
whereupon Balbi instantly desisted from
his labors overhead.

Came Lorenzo with two archers, leading
an ugly, lean little man of between forty
and fifty years of age, shabbily dressed
and wearing a round black wig, who the
tribunal had ordered should share Cesa-
nova’s prison for the present. With apolo-
gies for leaving such a scoundrel in Casa-
nova’s company, Lorenzo departed, and
the newcomer went down upon his knees,
drew forth a chaplet, and began to tell his
beads.

Casanova surveyed this intruder at
once with disgust and despair. Presently
his disgust was increased when the fellow,
whose name was Soradici, frankly avowed
himself a spy in the service of the Council
of Ten, a calling which he warmly defended
from the contempt universally, but unjustly,
according to himself, meted out to it. He
had been imprisonéd for having failed in
his duty on one occasion through succumb-
ing to a bribe. Conceive Casanova’s frame
of mind—his uncertainty as to how long
this mohster, as he called him, might be
left in his company, his curbed impatience
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to regain his liberty, and his consciousness
of the horrible risk of discovery which de-
lay entailed. He wrote t6 Balbi that night,
while the spy slept, and for the present
their operations were suspended. But not
for very long. Soon Casanova’s wits re-
solved how to turn to account the weakness
which he discovered in Soradici.

The spy was devout to the point of
bigoted, credulous superstition. He spent
long hours in prayer, and he talked freely
of his special devotion to the Blessed Virgin,
and his ardent faith in miracles.

Casanova—the arch-humbug who had
worked magic to delude the credulous—
determined there and then to work a mir-
acle for Soradici. Assuming an inspired
air, he solemnly informed the spy one

~ morning that it had been revealed to him

in a dream that Soradici’s devotion to the
rosary was about to be rewarded; that an
angel was to be sent from Heaven to de-
liver him from prison, and that Casanova
himself would accompany him in his flight.

If Soradici doubted, conviction was soon
to follow. For Casanova foretold the very
hour at which the angel would come to
break into the prison, and at that hour
precnsely—Cdsanom having warned Balbi
—the noise made by the angel overhead
flung Soradici into an ecstasy of terror.

But when, at the end of four hours, the
angel desisted from his labors, Soradici was
beset by doubts. Casanova explained to
him that since angels invariably put on the
garb of human flesh when descending upon
earth, they labor under human difficulties.
He added the prophecy that the angel would
return on the last day of the month, the eve
of All Saints—two days later—and that he
would then conduct them_out of captivity.

By this means Casanova ensured that
no betrayal should be feared from the
thoroughly duped Soradici, who now spent
the time in praying, weeping, and talking
of his sins and of the inexhaustibility of
Divine Grace. To make doubly sure,
Casanova added the most terrible oath that
if, by word to the jailer, Soradici should
presume to frustrate the divine intentions,
he would immediately strangle him with
his own hands.

On October thirty-first Lorenzo paid his
usual daily visit early in the morning.
After his departure they waited some hours,
Soradici in expectant terror, Casanova in

. sheer impatience to be at work. Promptly
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at noon fell heavy blows overhead, and
then, in a cloud of plaster and broken laths
the hea.venly messenger descended clumsily,
into Casanova’s arms.

Soradici found this tall, gaunt, bearded
figure, clad in a dirty shirt and a pair of
leather breeches, of a singular unangelic
appearance; mdeed he looked far more like
the devil.

‘When he produced a pair of scissors, so
that the spy might cut Casanova’s beard,
which, like the angel’s had grown in cap-
tivity, Soradici ceased to have any illu-
sion on the score of Balbi’s celestial nature.
Although still intrigued—since he could not,
guess the secret correspondence that had
passed between Casanova and Balbi—he
perceived quite clearly that he had been
fooled.

Leaving Soradici in the monk’s care,
Casanova hoisted himself through the
broken ceiling and gained Balbi’s cell, where
the sight of Count Asquino dismayed him.
He found a middle-aged man of corpulence
which must render it impossible for him to
face the athletic difficulties that lay before
them; of this the count himself seemed
already persuaded.

“If you think,” was his greeting, as he
shook Casanova’s hand, “to break through
the roof and find a way down from the
leads, I don’t see how you are to succeed
without wings. I have not the courage to
accompany you,” he added. “I shall re-
main and pray for you.”

Attempting no persuasion where it must
have been idle, Casanova passed out to the
cell again, and approaching as nearly as
possible to the edge of the attic, he sat down
where he could touch the roof as it sloped
immediately above his head. With his
spontoon he tested the timbers, and found

* them so decayed that they almost crumbled

at the touch. Assured thereby that the
cutting of a hole would be an easy matter,
he at once returned to his cell, and there
he spent the ensuing hours in preparing
ropes. He cut up sheets, blankets, cover-
lets, and the very cover of his mattress,
knotting the strips together with the utmost
care. In the end he found himself equipped
with some two hundred yards of rope, which
should be ample for any purpose.

Having made a bundle of the fine taffeta
suit in which he had been arrested, his gay
cloak of floss silk, some stockings, shirts,
and handkerchiefs, he and Balbi passed up

i
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to the other cell, compelling Soradici to go
with them. Leaving the monk to make a
parcel of his belongings, Casanova went
to tackle the roof. By dusk he had made a
hole twice as large as was necessary, and
had laid bare the lead sheeting with which
the roof was covered. Unable, single-hand-
ed, to raise one of the sheets, he called
Balbi to his aid, and between them, assisted
by the spontoon, which Casanova inserted
between the edge of the sheet and the gutter,
they at last succeeded in tearing away the
rivets. Then by putting their shoulders
to the lead they bent it upward until
there was room to emerge, and a view of
the sky flooded by the vivid light of the
crescent moon.

Not daring in that light to venture upon
the roof, where they would be seen, they
must wait with what patience they could
until midnight, when the moon would have
set. So they returned to the cell where
they had left Soradici with Count Asquino.

From Count Balbi, Casanova had learned
that Asquino, though well-supplied with
money, was of an avaricious nature. Never-
theless, since money would be necessary,
Casanova asked the count for the loan of
thirty gold sequins. Asquino answered
him gently that, in the first place, they
would not need money to escape; that, in
the second, he had a numerous iamll),
that, in the third, if Casanova perished the
money would be lost; and that, in the fourth,
he had no.money.

“My reply,” writes Casanova, “lasted
half an hour.”

“Let me remind you,” he said, in con-
cluding his exhortation, “of your promise
to pray for us, and let me ask you what
sense there can be in praying for the success
of an enterprise to which you refuse to con-
tribute the most necessary means.”

The old man was so far conquered by
Casanova’s eloquence that he offered him
two sequins, which Casanova accepted,
since he was not in the case to refuse any-
thing.

Thereafter, as they sat waiting for the
moon to set, Casanova found his earlier
estimate of the monk’s character confirmed.
Balbi now broke into abusive reproaches.
He found that Casanova had acted in bad
faith by assuring him that he had found
a complete plan of escape. Had he sus-
pected that this was a mere gambler’s
throw on Casanova’s part, he would never

have labored to get him out of his cell. The
count added his advice that they should
abandon an attempt foredoomed to failure,
and, being concerned for the two sequins
with which he had so reluctantly parted,
he argued the case at great length. Stifling
his disgust, Casanova assured him that,
although it was impossible for him to afford
them details of how he intended to proceed,
he was perfectly confident of success.

“So long as the mist isn’t made of oil,”
I am content,” said Casanova. “Come,
make a bundle of your cloak. It is time we
were moving.”

But at this Soradici fell on his knees in
the dark, seized Casanova’s hands, and
begged to be left behind to pray for their
safety, since he would be sure to meet his
death if he attempted to go with them.
Casanova assented readily, delighted to be
rid of the fellow. Then in the dark he
wrote as best he could a quite characteristic
letter to the Inquisitors of State, in which
he took his leave of them, telling them that
since he had been fetched into the prison
without his wishes being consulted, they
could not complain that he should depart
without consulting theirs.

The bundle, containing Balbi’s clothes,
and another made up of half the rope, he
slung from the monk’s neck, thereafter
doing the same in his own case. Then,
in their shirt-sleeves, their hats on their
heads, the pair of them started on their
perilous journey, leaving Count Asquino
and Soradici to pray for them.

Casanova went first, on all fours, and
thrusting the point of his spontoon between
the joints of the lead-sheeting so as to ob-
tain a hold, he crawled slowly upward.
To follow, Balbi took a grip of Casanova’s
belt with his right hand, so that, in addition
to making his own way, Casanova was
compelled to drag the weight of his com-
panion after him, and this up to the sharp
gradient of a roof rendered slippery by the
mist.

Midway in that laborious ascent, the
monk called to him to stop. He had
dropped the bundle containing the clothes,
and he hoped that it had not rolled beyond
the gutter, though he did not mention which
of them should retrieve it. After the un-
reasonableness already endured from this
man, Casanova’s exasperation was such in
that moment that, he confessed he was
tempted to kick him after his bundle.
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Controlling himself, however, he answered
patiently that the matter could not now be
helped, and kept steadily on.

At last the apex of the roof was reached,
and they got astride of it to breathe and to
take a survey of their surroundings. They
faced the several cupolas of the Church
of St. Mark, which is connected with the
ducal palace, being, in fact, no more than
the private chapel of the Doge.

They set their bundles down, and, of
course, in the act of doing so the. wretched
Balbi must lose his hat, and send it rolling
down the roof aiter the bundle he had al-
ready lost. He cried out that it was an

him patiently, “it is a sign of divine pro-
tection; for if your bundle or your hat had
happened to roll to the left instead of the
right it would have fallen into the courtyard,
where it would be seen by the guards, who
must conclude that some one is moving
and so no doubt, would have discovered
us. As it is, your hat has followed your
bundle into the canal, where it can do no

arm.

Thereupon, bidding the monk to await
his return, Casanova set off alone on a
voyage of discovery, keeping for the present

, astride of the roof in his progress. He

spent a full hali-hour wandering along the
vast roofing, going to right and to left in
his quest, but failing completely to make
any helpful discovery, or to find anything
to which he could attach a rope. In the
end it began to look as if, after all, he must
choose between returning to prison or
{linging himself from the roof into'the canal.
He was almost in despair, when in his wan-
derings his attention was caught by a dor-
mer window on the canal side, about two-
thirds of the way down the slope of the
roof. With infinite precaution he lowered
himself down the steep, slippery incline
until he was astride of the little dormer
roof. Leaning well forward, he discovered
that a slender grating barred the leaded
panes of the window itself, and for a moment
this grating gave him pause.

MIDNIGHT boomed just then from

the Church of St. Mark, like a

reminder that but seven hours

remained in which to conquer this and other

difficulties that might confront him, and in

which to win clear of that place, or else
’

submit to a resumption of his imprisonment
under conditions, no doubt, an hundredfold
more rigorous.

Lying flat on his stomach, and hanging
far over, so as to see what he was doing,
he worked one point of his spontoon into
the sash of the grating, and, levering out-
ward, he strained until at last it came away
completely in his hands. After that it was
an easy matter to shatter the little latticed
window.

Having accomplished so much, he turned,
and, using his spontoon as before, he
crawled back to the summit of the roof,
and made his way rapidly-along this to the
spot where he had left Balbi. The monk,
reduced by now to a state of blending
despair, terror and rage, greeted Casanova
in terms of the grossest abuse for having
left him there so long.

“I was waiting only for daylight,” he
concluded, “to return to prison.”

“What did you think had become of me?”
asked Casanova.

“T jmagined that you had tumbled off
the roof.”

“And is this abuse the expression of your

‘ joy at finding yourself mistaken?”

“Where have you been all this time?”
the monk counter-questioned sullenly.

“Come with me and you shall see.”

And taking up his bundle again, Casanova
led his companion forward until they were
in line with the dormer. There Casanova
showed him that he had done, and con-
sulted him as to the means to be adopted
to enter the attic. It would be too risky
for them to allow themselves to drop from
the sill, since the height of the window from
the floor was unknown to them, and might
.be considerable. It would be easy for one
'of them to lower the other by means of the
rope. But it was not apparent, how, here-
after, the other was to follow. Thus
reasoned Casanova:

“You had better lower me, anyhow,”
said ‘Balbi, without hesitation; for no
doubt he was very tired of that slippery
roof, on which a single false step might have
sent him to his account. “Once I am inside
you can consider ways of following me.”

That cold-blooded expression of the fel-
low’s egoism put Casanova in a rage for
the second time since they had left their
prison. But, as before, he conquered it,
and without uttering a word he proceeded
to unfasten the coil of rope. Making one
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end of it secure under Balbi’s arms, he bade
the monk lie prone upon the roof, his feet
pointing downward, and then, paying out
rope, he lowered him to the dormer. He
then bade him get through the window as
far as the level of his waist, and wait thus,
hanging over and supporting himself upon
the sill. When he had obeyed, Casanova
followed, sliding carefully down to the roof
of the dormer. Planting himself firmly,
and taking the rope once more, he bade
Balbi let himself go without fear, and so
lowered him to the floor—a height from
the window, as it proved, of some fifty
feet. This extinguished all Casanova’s
hopes of being able to follow by allowing
himself to drop from the sill. He was dis-
mayed. But the monk, happy to find him-
self at last off that accursed roof, and out
of all danger of breaking his neck, called
foolishly to Casanova to throw him the
rope so that he might take care of it.

“As may be imagined,” says Casanova,
“I was careful not to take this idiotic
advice.

Not knowing now what was to become of
him unless he could discover some other
means than those at his command, he
climbed back again to the summit of the
roof, and started off d ly upon an-
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it impossible to do so beyond the fifth rung,
for at this point the end of the ladder came
in contact with the roof inside, and could
be pushed no farther until it was inclined
downward. Now, the only possible way
to accomplish this was by raising the other
end.

It occurred to him that he might, by so
attaching the rope as to bring the ladder
across the window-frame, lower himself
hand over hand to the floor of the attic.
But in so-doing he must have left the ladder
there to show their pursuers in the morning,
not merely the way they had gone, but for
all he knew at this stage, the place where
they might then be still in hiding. Having
come so far, at so much risk and labor, he
was determined to leave nothing to chance.
To accomplish his object then, he made his
way down to the very edge of the roof,
sliding carefully on his stomach until his
feet found support against the marble
gutter, the ladder meanwhile remaining
hooked by one of its rungs to the sill of the
dormer.

In that perilous position he lifted his
end of the ladder a few inches, and so
contrived to thrust it another foot or so
through the window, whereby its weight was

i diminished. If he could but

other voyage of discovery. This time he
succeeded better than before. He found
about a cupola a terrace which he had not
earlier noticed, and upon this terrace a
hod of plaster, a trowel, and a ladder some
seventy feet long. He saw his difficulties
solved. He passed an end of rope about one
of the rungs, laid the ladder flat along the
slope of the roof, and then, still astride of
the apex, he worked his way back, dragging
the ladder with him, until he was once more
on a level with the dormer.

But now the difficulty was how to get
the ladder through the window, and he had
cause to repent having so hastily deprived
himself of his companion’s assistance. He
had got the ladder into position, and low-
ered it until one of its ends rested upon the
dormer, whilst the other projected some
twenty feet beyond the edge of the roof.
He slid down to the dormer, and placing
the ladder beside him, drew it up so that
he could reach the eighth rung. To this
rung he made fast his rope, then lowered
the ladder again until the upper end of it
was in line with the window through which
he sought to introduce it. But he found

get it another couple of feet farther in he
was sure that by returning to the dormer he
would have been able to complete the job.

-In his anxiety to do this and to obtain the

necessary elevation, he raised himself upon
his knees.

But in the very act of making the thrust
he slipped and, clutching wildly as he went,
he shot “over the edge of the roof. He
found himself hanging there, suspended
above that terrific abyss by his hands and
his elbows, which had convulsively hooked
themselves on to the edge of the gutter,
so that he had it on a level with his breast.

It was a moment of dread the like of
which he was never likely to endure again
in a life that was to know many perils and
many hairbreadth escapes. He could not
write of it nearly a half-century later with-
out shuddering and growing sick with
horror.

A moment he hung there, gasping, then
almost mechanically, guided by the sheer
instinct of self-preservation, he not merely
attempted, but actually succeeded in rais-
ing himself so as to bring his side against
the gutter. Then continuing gradually
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to raise himself until his waist was on the
level with the edge, he threw the weight
of his trunk forward upon the roof, and slow-
ly brought his right leg up until he had ob-
tained with his knee a further grip of the
gutter. The rest was easy, and you may
conceive him as he lay there on the roof’s
edge, panting and shuddering for a moment
to regain his breath and nerve. S

Meanwhile, the ladder, driven forward
by the thrust that had so nearly cost him
his life, had penetrated another three-feet

rough the window, and hung there im-
movable. Recovered, he took up his spon-
toon, which he had placed in the gutter,
and, assisted by it, he climbed back to the
dormer. Almost without further difficulty,
he succeeded now in introducing the ladder
until, of its own weight, it swung down into
position.

A moment later he had joined Balbi in
the attic, and together they groped about
it in the dark, until finding presently a
door, they passed into another chamber,
where they discovered furniture by hurtling
against it.

Guided by a faint glimmer of light,
Casanova made his way to one of the win-
dows and-opened it. He looked out upon
a black abyss, and having no knowledge of
the locality, and no inclination to adven-
ture himself into unknown regions, he im-
mediately abandoned all idea of attempt-
ing to climb down. He closed the windows
again, and going back to the other room,
he lay down on the floor, with a bundle of
ropes for a pillow, to wait for dawn.

And so exhausted was he, not only by
the efforts of the past hours, and the terrible

_ experience in which they had culminated,

but also because in the last two days he
had scarcely eaten or slept, that straight-
way, and greatly to Balbi’s indignation and
disgust, he fell into a profound sleep.

He was aroused three and a half hours
later by the clamors and shakings of the
exasperated monk. Protesting that such
a sleep at such a time was a thing incon-
ceivable, Balbi informed him that it had
just struck five.

ER IT WAS still dark, but already
N there was a dim gray glimmer of
dawn by which objects could be
faintly discerned.  Searching, Casanova
found another door opposite that -of the
chamber which they had entered earlier.
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It was locked, but the lock was a poor one
that yielded to half a dozen blows of the
spontoon, and they passed into a little
room beyond which by an open door they
came info a long gallery lined with pigeon-
holes stuffed with parchments, which they
conceived to be the archives. At the end
of this gallery they found a short flight of
stairs, and below that yet another, which
brought them to a glass door. Opening
this, they entered a room which Casanova
immediately identified as the ducal chancel-
lery.  Descent from one of its windows
would have been easy, but they would have
found themselves in the labyrinth of courts
and alleys behind St. Mark’s, which would
not have suited them at all. :

On a table Casanova found a stout bod-
kin with a long wooden handle, the imple-
ment used by the secretaries for piercing
parchments which were to be joined by a
cord bearing the leaden seals of the Repub-
lic. He opened a desk, and rummaging in
sed to the Pro-
veditor of Corfu, advising a remittance of
three thousand sequins, which he would
have appropriated without the least scruple.
Unfortunately they were not there.

Quitting the desk, he crossed to the door,
not merely to find it locked, but to discover
that it was not the kind of lock that would
yield to blows. There was no way out but
by battering one of the panels, and to this
he addressed himself without hesitation, as-
sisted by Balbi, who had armed himself
with the bodkin, but who trembled fear-
fully at the noise of Casanova’s blows.
There was danger in this, but the danger
must be braved, for time was slipping away.
In half an hour they had broken down all
the panel it was possible to remove without
the help of a saw. The opening they had
made was a height of five feet from the
ground, and the splintered woodwork
armed it with a fearful array of jagged
teeth.

They dragged a couple of stools to the
door, and getting on to these, Casanova
bade Balbi to go first. The long, lean monk
folded his arms, and thrust head and
shoulders through the hole; then Casanova
lifted him through into the room beyond.
Casanova threw their bundles after him,
and then placing a third stool on top of
the other two, climbed on to it, and being
almost on a level with the opening, was
able to get through as far as his waist,




TR

40 Adventure

when Balbi took him in his arms and pro-
ceeded to drag him out. But it was done
at the cost of torn breeches and lacerated
legs, and when he stood up in the room
beyond he was bleeding freely from the
wounds which the jagged edges of the wood
had dealt him.

After that they went down two stair-
cases, and came out at last into the gallery
leading to the great doors at the head of
that magnificent flight of steps known as
the Giant’s Staircase. But these doors—
the main entrance of the palace—were
locked, and, at a glance, Casanova saw that
nothing short of a hatchet would serve to
open them. There was no more to be done.

With a resignation that seemed to Balbi
entirely cynical, Casanova sat down on the
floor.

“My task is ended,” he announced.
“It is now for Heaven or chance to do the
rest. I don’t know whether the palace
cleaners will come here today as it is All
Saints, or tomorrow, which will be All
Souls. Should any one come I shall run
for it the moment the door is opened, and
you had best follow me. If no one comes,
1 shall not move from here, and if I die of
hunger, so much the worse.”

It was a speech that flung the monk into
a passion. In burning terms he reviled
Casanova, calling him a madman, a seducer,
a deceiver, a liar. Casanova let him rave.
It was just striking six. Precisely an hour
had elapsed since they had left the attic.

Balbi, in his red flannel waistcoat, and
his puce-colored leather breeches, might
have passed for a peasant; but Casanova,
in torn garments that were soaked in blood,
presented an appearance that was terrifying
and suspicious. This he proceeded to repair.
Tearing a handkerchief he made shift to
bandage his wounds, and then from his
bundle he took his fine taffeta Summer suit,
which on a Winter’s day must render him
ridiculous.

He dressed his thick, dark brown hair
as best he could, drew on a pair of white
stockings, and donned three lace shirts one
over another. His fine cloak of floss silk
he gave to Balbi, who looked for all the
world as if he had stolen it.

‘Thus dressed, his fine hat placed with the
point of Spain on his head, Casanova opened
a window and looked out. At once he was
seen by some idlers in the courtyard, who,
amazed at his appearance there, and con-

ceiving that he must have been locked in
by mistake on the previous day, went off
at once to advise the porter. Meanwhile,
Casanova, vexed at having shown himself
where he had not expected any one, and lit-
tle guessing how excellently this was to
serve his ends, left the window and went
to sit beside the angry friar who greeted
him with fresh revilings.

A sound of steps and a rattle of keys
stemmed Balbi’s reproaches in full flow.
The lock groaned.

“Not a word,” said Casanova to the
monk, “but follow me.”

Holding his spontoon ready, but con-
cealed under his coat, he stepped to the
side of the door. It opened and the por-
ter, who had come alone and bareheaded,
stared in stupefaction at the strange ap-
parition of Casanova.

Casanova took advantage of the paralyz-
ing amazement. Without uttering a word,
he stepped quickly across the threshold,
and with Balbi close upon his heels, he
went down the Giant’s Staircase in a flash,
crossed the little square, reached the canal,
bundled Balbi into the first gondola he
found there, and jumped in after him.

“I want to go to Fusine, and quickly,”
he announced. “Call another oarsman.”

All was ready, and in a moment the gon-
dola was skimming the canal. Dressed in
an ble suit, and a ied
by the still more ridiculous figure of Balbi
in his gaudy cloak and without a hat, he
imagined he would be taken for a charlatan
or an astrologer.

The gondola slipped past the customs
house, and took the canal of the Giudecca.
Half-way down this, Casanova put his head
out of the little cabin to address the gondo-
lier in the poop—

“Do you think we shall reach Mestre in
an hour?”

“Mestre?” quoth the gondolier. “But
you said Fusine.”

“No, no, I said Mestre—at least, I in-
tended Mestre.”

And so the gondola was headed for
Mestre by a gondolier who professed him-
self ready to convey his excellency to En-
gland if he desired it.

The sun was rising, and the water as-
sumed an opalescent hue. It was a deli-
cious morning, Casanova tells us, and
I suspect that never had any morning
seemed to that audacious, amiable rascal as
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delicious as this upon which he regained his impatient to transfer his body thither, as

liberty, which no man ever valued more he shortly did, through vicissitudes that are
ighly. a narrative in themselves, and no part of
In spirit he was already safely over the this story of his escape from the Piombi

frontiers of the Most Serene Republic, and the Venetian Inquisitors of State.

STOWAWAY
by Bill Adams

I CROSSED the gangway in the Winter’s raining,
Late in the night when it was dreary dark;

The only sounds the rain’s hiss, and complaining

Of chafing hawsers, holding that lean bark.

She sailed before the dawn. The evening found me
A seasick nipper, hidden in spare sails.

I feared they’d drag me out and maybe drownd me—
The bark was trembling, dipping both her rails.

Soon I crept out. Her long lee rail was sweeping.
A homing ship drove by with hurrying feet,
~A school of porpoises all round her leaping,

While stars dipped low, her dizzied spars to greet.

“Three cheers!”” they cried, and I could hear their voices,
And the sharp beating of her clanged iron bells;

Her musics faded, merged in the sea’s noises,

And she was gone, loud cheering down the swells.

And in me then a something seemed to waken,
And I was mazed. It was as though the sea,
Or her big topsails, by the night’s wind shaken,
Had cast a sort of magic over me.

‘The mast-heads reeled. In the bright north the Dipper
Hung dazzling diamonds round the sails, ghost-white.
The seas were dim, and the deep-breathing clipper
Quivered her feet, and shook with sheer delight.

Tt’s long ago, my first night on the sea,

And I’m grown old, and sailing days are sped.
And I am waiting, waiting patiently,

Till other topsails gleam above my head.

There’ll be a wharf, T know, where I am going;
There’ll be a gangway for the likes o’ me;
There’ll be some lofty packet seaward blowing—
They'li be fine skips on that elernal scal

T Stowaway.” copsright, 1923, by B. M. Adams.
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T HIS man, Henry Plummer, came
placer camp of
Bannack 'ate in the Fall of 1862.
A nest of lofty peaks in what is

now the south-western corner of Montana
enclosed the spot. The wind was moaning
in the passes; the drifts were growing deeper
on the granite crests, creeping nearer.to
the dark green every day. Take
a good look at hi he appears before this
grim backdrop to the rushing sound of the
ing storms—the most consum-
in all the melodramas of the

He comes with cat-like tread; still in his
twentizs, slender, taller than the average;
well dressed after the negligently pictur-
23que fashion of the placer-camp gambler.
His feet and hands are small, and there is
that in his bearing which proclaims that
here walks the gentleman. His lean face
shows the mark of high intelligence. There
never was a mouth more firmly held. His
voice is always even, passionless. He
owns that intangible asset which, for want
of a better word, we call an air—the com-
pelling presence of one born to leadership.
But when you look into his eyes you feel
a chill mounting your spine.

The eyes of common villains often betray
their depravity.  Plummer’s betrayed
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nothing and because of that were the more
terrible. Their color was the dull gray of
old ice, and like the ice of late Winter-time
they were opaque. No light came from
them, and they reflected none. They were
like the eyes of one without a soul.

Although he had not passed his! twenty=
seventh year, his trail for a full decade was
marked by blood. Son of a good New
England family, reared in decency, he came
to California in 1852 to attain almost at
once a certain prominence. He had bright
prospects of going to the Legislature when
he turned his back on decency to seek the
companionship of the viler elements in the
placer camps.

In that first year he murdered a man.
A brief prison term, a pardon gained on
the plea of mor ickness, a second mur-
der; and then he fled to Washoe, Nevada,
where he joined a band of road-agen
When Idaho's gold discoveries were drawing
adventurers from all parts of the West
he came northward, masquerading as a
gambler but secretly acting as the chief of
a band of professional thugs who littered
the roads about Florence and Oro Fino
with the bodies of their victims until new
strikes over on the Salmon River depopu-
Jated the camps.

The band broke up.

Plummer went to
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the Sun River country on the upper Mis-
souri not far from where Great Falls now
stands, and with him went Jack Cleveland,
a loud-tongued, black-bearded desperado
who knew his history back to the Cali-
fornia days. It was their intention to take
a boat for the States in the Spring; but a
girl made them change their plans. Plum-
mer wooed her as he had never wooed wo-
man before—in the sincerity of decent love;
and they became betrothed.

With the betrothal there rose a quarrel
between the partners. Jack Cleveland
from this time on was Plummer’s mortal
enemy. There was thenceforth a bond of
mutual distrust, to hold these two together
more tightly than ever mutual interest had
done before. The determination that his
past must remain buried forbade the one to
let the other out of his sight.

So when the news of rich placer beds on
Grasshopper Creek lured Cleveland south-
ward to Bannack, Plummer followed. Of
course, the identity of neither man was
known. There is no doubt as to Plummer’s
intentions; there is no doubt that Cleveland
knew that he was marked for death. From
the day of their arrival Bannack was treated
to a curious spectacle—a black-bearded ruf-
fian, on fire with whisky, boasting that he
would kill his enemy on sight but all the time
sweating with fear; and the enemy, silent,
watchful as a waiting cat. Bannack saw it
and did not understand. There were some
things which Bannack did not yet realize.

The camp was in its infancy. Only a
few weeks before, a party of Colorado
prospectors had discovered the riches of
Grasshopper Creek. Every one was ex-
tremely busy at his own affairs. The nar-
row street which followed the windings of
the original pack-trail was crowded with
sleighs and mules and men on foot. New
parties of adventurers were arriving daily—
old-time miners, gold-seekers who had never
twirled a pan, merchants with stocks of
clothing, tools and foodstuffs; professional
gamblers, women of ill repute and roughs.

The thoroughfare was lined on either side
by log cabins and tents. Here fiddles
squeaked the long nights through; horns
blared; bad whisky went across the bars;
and chips were forever clicking on the
gambling tables.

The same conditions existed as in every
American placer camp before or since.
The reputable element was entirely en-
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grossed in making money; the disreputable
crowd was just as busy doing the same thing
and the so called gambling fraternity, which
included the owners of the saloons and
dance halls, formed a sort of connecting
link between these two extremes. For,
while it was accounted no disgrace to deal
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faro or to sell liquor, and while these people
held as high prestige as any of the popula-
tion, they owned at the same time the al-
legiance of the ruffians who had flocked in
to steal and murder. So they possessed
domination.

From the beginning Henry Plummer was
identified with them. He became a leading
citizen. Men sought his advice on public
questions and learned to respect it for its
soundness. Nor was this respect abated by
the fact that the most notorious rascals in
the diggings were often seen in his company.

Meantime Jack Cleveland swaggered up
and down Bannack’s winding street, telling
all who cared to listen how he was going
to kill his former partner. No one con-
cerned himself over the cause of the feud.
No one worried over the outcome. Such
things were common in the old placer
camps, and there was not a man in Bannack
who so much as suspected the thoughts
and memories that lurked behind Plummer’s
impassive face.

AT LAST on a December morning
the affair came to an end. Bad
whisky had made Cleveland bolder
than usual that day. He eritered a saloon
where Plummer was sitting with a number
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of others and, with his hand upon his pistol-
butt, he flung out a veiled allusion to his
former partner’s past.

At the time the bystanders did not under-
stand the import of his words, and with
uncanny coolness Plummer waited until
the speaker had shifted his abuse to another
in the room. Then, while Cleveland was
waving his derringer, he whipped forth his
own pistol and shot him down.

The man needed killing. According to
the code of the Old West, one who has
threatened another’s life draws his pistol
in that other’s presence at his own risk.
Plummer had played his hand so well that
the case would have come to nothing—had
it not been for two entirely unsuspected
developments which did a great deal to
change the history of law and order in
Montana.

One of these was Cleveland’s tenacity to
life. He lingered fon nearly a day; and
Hank Crawford, the sherifi of Bannack,
took him to his cabin. A dying man is
apt to talk. So Plummer’s fears were
roused anew, and Crawford became the ob-
ject of his hate. How much did the sheriff
know? He strove to find out, and—be-

- cause Crawford knew nothing—he got no

answer for his pains. This in turn made
him the more suspicious; he determined that
Crawford must die.

At this juncture the other development
came. A few days after Cleveland’s death
two ruffians, Bill Moore and Charley
Reeves, ran amuck in a village of Indians
on the camp’s outskirts and began firing
indiscriminately into the teepees.

Among their dead was a white trapper.
Straightway the cry for vengeance rose.
The murderers fled, and Plummer fled with
them, for the first loose talk of lynching
had included his name; and when the people
of a mining community begin to look for
rope they are very likely to make a general
cleanup without much regard to right or
wrong.

A pursuing posse overtook the three
fugitives in the mountains not many miles
away; but the latter had the advantage of
shelter and so, in spite of their inferiority
in numbers, they were able to secure a
parley. They sufrendered on condition
that they be given jury trials. |

There were no courts in Montana at"that
time. Men administered justice in open
gatherings which were free to every one.

Adventure

Two methods were employed to determine
guilt or innocence—a jury of twelve or
a miners’ meeting. In the latter case the
proceedings were informal and the will of
the majority decided all questions. The old-
fashioned legal paraphernalia encumbered
the jury trial, for which reason it was never
high in favor save with those accused.

That night Plummer’s case was heard by
a jury; and, as was to have been expected,
he gained his acquittal on the plea of self-
defense. No one was dissatisfied over the
verdict, and all of Bannack proceeded to
forget the matter for the time. What every
one wanted to know was whether Charley
Reeves and Bill Moore were going to escape
their just deserts.

That was the question. As to their guilt
there was no doubt in any mind. But
when it came to punishment, there was no
certainty. For the riffraff of the old Over-
land Trail and the offscourings of Colorado’s
mining camps had already begun to drift
into this corner of Montana; former stage-
robbers, horse-thieves, short-card swindlers,
bravos and common thugs. No man knew
his neighbor; and the decent element, with
their lack of coordination, feared the power
of these others whom they called “the
Roughs.”

So on the outcome of this case hung the.
issue of whether decency or, lawlessness
should rule.

‘The next morning the whole male popula-
tion gathered in a half-finished log building
on the main street. There were no doors
nor windows; hoar-frost silvered the walls;
the steam of many breaths rose to the
ceiling, where it congealed in long white
filaments. The crowd packed the long,
bare room—a booted throng; most of them
bearded, roughly dressed—blue shirts and
red; here and there a particolored mackinaw;
and occasionally the sober raiment of a
gambler. Some wore pistols openly; the
belts of others displayed long bowie-knives;
and there was hardly one who did not carry
a weapon somewhere on his person.

In the room’s rear a narrow space was
railed off by bare poles. Within this,
seated on upturned boxes, were sheriff
Hank Crawford, the two prisoners and the
presiding officer, whose name has not come
cdown. He had his hands full from the
moment he rapped for order.

At once some one made the motion that
the case be tried by miners’ meeting. A
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howl went up. The Roughs raised their
voices for the first time in Bannack’s his-
tory, and their yell of protest was appalling
in its volume. But the members of the
law-abiding faction had expected opposi-
tion, and they met it with a roar which
shook the roof. Then a burly fellow who
stood near to the rail whipped out a der-
ringer and leveled it at the chairman.

“Put that motion,” he shouted, “and
you're a dead man.”

A neighbor struck the weapon down.
A shot was fired near the door. In an in-
stant the place was bristling with pistols
and bowie-knives. A dozen fights were
going. The noise of upraised voices was
punctuated by revolver reports, and the air
was thick with powder-smoke. Only the
determination of a few cool men who risked
their lives in deflecting the aim of their
wilder companions prevented fatalities.

While the confusion was at its height,
with yells of “Jury! Jury!” and “Meeting!
Meeting!” mingling with cries for order,
Nathan P. Langford pushed his way
through the milling crowd to the space
within the railing. ~ There he turned and
faced them, raising his hand.  For some
moments he stood thus; and the shouting
began to die away. The fighters were
parted; order was restored.

Langford had been summoned from his
sawmill in the mountains to act as a jury-
man. Those who were on the side of the
law gave him heed because they knew his
sympathies were with them; but as he went
on the Roughs began to pay stricter atten-
tion, for he was advocating a jury trial.
His argument was simple enough; the posse
had pledged their word, and right was right.

A vote was taken, and the miners’ meet-
ing won out by more than two to one.
Still Langford insisted while some who had
been his closest friends shook their fists in
his face, and in the end he gained his point.
The gathering chose J. F. Hoyt as judge;
they named counsel for both sides and
picked twelve men to pass on the question
of guilt or innocence. Langford was one.
‘The Roughs rejoiced at his selection, for
they thought he was one of them.

The trial took all day, and as the hours
went by the lawless element gathered before
the railing with drawn revolvers. When
Judge Hoyt was called upon to make a
ruling they leveled their weapons at him
and yelled threats of death. Time after
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time he looked into the muzzles as if they
were not there and decided against the
prisoners.

But the Roughs centered the most of
their attention on the jury. They leaned
across the barrier which enclosed the twelve
men, brandishing bowie-knives and pistols.

“We’ll kill the man that votes guilty,”
one told his neighbor, and, “If you hang
Moore and Reeves yow'll not live till sun-
down,” another growled, while those around
yelled their assent.

Sometimes they varied the monotony
by baiting the witnesses or assuring Sheriff
Hank Crawford that they intended to mur-
der him. Always some of them were
hanging over the rail, thrusting their faces
close to the jurymen, daring them to find
a verdict against the prisoners on pain of
death.

In the early evening the last argument
was finished. ~ It was nearly midnight when
the twelve arrived at an agreement. With
the exception of Nathan P. Langford,
every one of them cast his ballot for acquit-
tal from the start; but Langford held out
for a death penalty until at last they reached
a compromise and sentenced the prisoners
to banishment.

THE reading of that verdict was
succeeded by a whoop of joy.
Most of the men who had stood for
decency remained silent during the uproar.
They saw some who had formerly been
loudest on their side throwing their hats in
the air and shaking hands with the prison-
ers, and they realized that the Roughs were
to rule Bannack from that day forth.

Within twenty-four hours the thieves
and thugs were tightly organized, and it
was resolved that all identified with the pros-
ecution of Reeves and Moore must die.
Now Plummer saw his opportunity to bury
the secret of his past; and when the leader-
ship of the Roughs was offered him he
accepted it. He placed Hank Crawford’s
name at the head of the list of proscribed
men, and he undertook the task of killing
him.

During the next three months Bannack
was in the grip of a great silent fear. The
honest men in the camp found themselves
a futile majority whose members dared not
so much as whisper their suspicions to one
another. The sole idea among most of
them was to make a stake and leave the
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country for their homes as soon as possible.
So they stood by and did not so much as
lift a voice, much less a hand, against what
‘was going on.

Of the witnesses against Moore and
Reeves there were a goodly number. The
bodies of several of them were found along
the trails that Winter.

One, who was set upon while he was on his
way to work his mining claim, managed
to escape his assailants alive and left for
Fort Benton late in February. Three
murderers followed a day behind, but he
eluded them by leaving the wagon road and
striking off into the untracked wilderness.
He reached the Missouri by this cross-
country route and lay encamped on its
bank until the breaking of the ice, when he
hailed a Mackinaw boat and got away to
the States.

Judge Hoyt and Langford, the stubborn
juryman, remained in Bannack; but when
cither of them went out a companion was
usually with him, and they walked liter-
ally with their hands upon their pistol-
butts.

Meantime Plummer followed up his
project of slaying Sheriff Hank Crawford.
Although the whole neighborhood was now
under their domination, the Roughs did not
yet dare to do cold-blooded riurder in the
open. This thing had to be accomplished
under some guise of fairness. So the cold-
eyed leader set to work to pick a fight.

However, it takes two men to make a
quarrel, and Crawford had heard enough
in the trial to make him wary. He never
left his cabin save in company of his partner,
Harry Phleger. When one of them was
taking a drink the other would stand before
the bar facing the crowd in the room.
Did a member of the Roughs start a dis-
pute with either, he found, before he had an
excuse to draw his weapon, that he was
facing both. A dozen times at least Plum-
mer had Crawford cornered with no chance
for backing out, but on every occasion, just
as he was bringing matters to an issue,
Phleger would loom up in the background
with his pistol in his hand.

he game went on. At last as Spring
was drawing near things came to a pass
where all the camp realized that it was one
or the other, Plummer or Crawford, and
many were betting who would die. No one,
however, knew the real cause of the feud.

One morning the word went round that
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Plummer was gunning for the sheriff.
Crawford was in the cabin of a neighbor
when he got the tidings. He borrowed a
rifle and stepped to the door just in time
to see his enemy taking his stand behind a
wagon a little way down the street with
a shotgun in his hand.

The time for observing the amenities of
fair play had gone by. Crawford brought
the rifle to his shoulder and took a snap
shot. The bullet shattered Plummer’s
right arm.

That night Crawford made up his mind
that Bannack was no place for him and
fled for the Missouri. He had a good
horse, and he pressed the animal to its ut-
most; so he managed to outdistance four
of Plummer’s men who followed him more
than half-way to Fort Benton, where he
took the first steamer down the river in the
Spring.

With his departure the camp was without
a sheriff. An election was called. The
Roughs set up Henry Plummer as their
candidate and won hands down.

He took the office and gave it out that he
intended to do his duty. The statement
was generally believed. One reason for
this credulity was his marriage; a good
woman was a rarity in the placer diggings
and Plummer’s bride was as good as he was
bad. Her decency cast its reflection on
him and men said, as men have said so many
times before and since, that here was a
wild fellow who had settled down.

There were a few who cherished suspi-
cions, but as yet these had no evidence to
make them certain. And there were some
who knew the truth—for the riffraff from
Idaho’s exhausted mines had begun to drift
across the mountains, and in the van were
several who had been members of the old
outlaw band.

Perhaps the arrival of these former com-
panions had more to do than his own in-
nate evil with influencing Plummer in his
next step. For it is certain that if he had
tried to live respectably some one of them
would have let fall the truth concerning him.

At any rate he took that step and or-
ganized such a campaign of robbery and
murder as the world has seldom seen. He
became the chief of a band which numbered
some thirty-odd in all. Every member had
his own separate duties, and the work of
killing victims for their gold was done with
genuine efficiency. Within a year more




The Most Consummate Villain

than one hundred and fifty bodies were
found, and no one knows how many more
remained undiscovered.

This secret society of thugs had its coun-
cil room in Bannack. The password was
“Innocent.”  The badge was a sailor’s
knot for necktie. ~Members were pledged
to follow any of their number who should
betray even the least of their secrets, and to
kill him on sight. The outsider who gained
any knowledge of what was going on was
marked for death.

Plummer was chief. Bill Bunton, who
had been one of the most notorious desper-
adoes in the Idaho days, was next in rank.
George Ives, a well-educated young black-
leg from a wealthy Wisconsin family, was
usually in charge of the road-agents who
did the actual robbing. Boone Helm, a
burly, loud-spoken ruffian whose long list
of murders was varied by two cases of
cannibalism; Dutch John, a gigantic high-
wayman, and Clubfoot George, who was
famous among his fellows as a spy, were
among the more prominent members.

Several road-houses were established
along the stage routes and used as ren-
dezvous. These were in charge of thugs
whose business was to pass along such news
as they could get concerning travelers.
Clubfoot George was placed in Bannack,
where he posed as a hard-working cobbler
with his bench in Dance & Stewart’s store,
and kept track of gold shipments. When a
rich Wells-Fargo box was due to leave he
would get the word to Plummer or, if this
was impossible, would mark the stage with
a symbol to betray the secret to members of
the band along the road.

As Sheriff, Plummer was naturally in the
best position of all to know what was going
on. He took part in many of the larger
robberies. When it was necessary for him
to ride away from Bannack on such a mis-
sion, he -gave it out that he was going on
official business.

Occasionally he varied this ruse by
another. He had the reputation of being
an expert on ores. Men representing
themselves as prospectors would ride into
camp and ask him to inspect their claims.
Whenever he went, either as sheriff or assay-
er, he invariably started in one direction
to some rendezvous where a fast horse was
awaiting him, took the fresh mount and
doubled across-country to the scene of the
prospective crime.
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SPRING came. In Alder Gulch,

some sixty miles from Bannack,

prospectors discovered the richest
bit of placer ground since the days of forty-
nine. Before the end of May ten thousand
men had flocked to the new diggings; the
creek was lined with sluices for more than
ten miles; Virginia City and Nevada sprang
into being within two miles of each other,
the liveliest—and perhaps the wickedest—
camps in all the West. As sheriff, Henry
Plummer held dominion over the new ter-
ritory; and his band immediately enlarged
its scope of operations to include it.

Plummer had an honest deputy by the
name of Dillingham. How he had come to
get the office is not known; but he was
holding it in good faith, without suspicion
of his chief’s secret activities, until one day
when Buck Stinson, Hayes Lyons and
Charley Forbes came to him with a proposi-
tion to join them in a robbery.

Then Dillingham’s eyes were opened,
for these three were close friends of the
sheriff. He realized the danger he incurred
when he refused their offer, but on top of
that he dared to warn one of their pros-
pective victims. The man had a loose
tongue. He told the secret which Dilling-
ham had confided to him; and the news
came back to Plummer.

That night, by order of their chief, the
three conspirators set forth to kill the
deputy, who had gone to Alder Gulch in
search of some stolen horses. They found
him the next morning in the midst of a
crowd which had gathered in the willows by
the creek-bank to witness a civil trial by
miners’ meeting. They walked up to him
while the case was in full swing and drew
their pistols.

“Don’t shoot!” Forbes cried.

It may have been a signal, or he may have
been trying to save himself from appear-
ance of guilt. In either case the shot was
fired. Dillingham fell dead. The three
murderers sauntered away.

Dr. Steele, president of the Gulch, who
was prcsndmg at the miners’ meeting,
headed a posse and overtook them within
a half-mile. They surrendered without
resistance. The civil case was adjourned,
and the trio were placed on trial.

Steele took the chair; counsel were
named, and Forbes managed to secure a
separate hearing on the plea that he had
tried to prevent the shooting. The case
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of his two companions consumed all of
that afterroon and most of the day follow-
ing. At last the question was put to vote
and the crowd sentenced the pair to hanging.
A man was sent to build a gallows; two or
three others were set to work at digging
graves.

Then Charley Forbes-was placed on trial.
He was a handsome young fellow, and he
owned the gift of eloquence; one of those
smooth-tongued blackguards from good
people who were to be found in every
placer rush. He chose to be his own lawyer,
and he faced the crowd alone.

To make a long story short, he talked so
well that the gathering gave him the
benefit of the doubt and acquitted him.
This done, they drifted away to watch the
execution of his two companions.

By the time they reached the spot the
Roughs were getting to work. Lyons and
Stinson were standing on the wagon which
was to be used as'a drop, begging for mercy.
Half a dozen women, who had been re-
cruited for the purpose, pushed their way
through the throng and climbed upon the
vehicle. They threw themselves upon the
prisoners and pleaded with the crowd to
spare them. While they were in the midst
of these theatricals a man leaped up beside
them waving a sheet of paper.

“Listen,” he shouted, “while I read this
letter which Lyons just wrote his mother.”
+ A babel of voices arose. Some cried to
hang the pair and have it over.

“Give them a show,” others yelled.
“We let Forbes go. Let them go, too.”

A hundred ruffians bellowed demands for
the reading of the letter. At last when
some measure of order was restored the
man with the paper got his chance. It was
exactly the sort of an epistle which one
might expect when one takes into consider-
ation the fact that Hayes Lyons had no
mother living.

“Aw, give him a horse and let him ride
to his mother,” some cynic cried when the
reader had*finished.

That brought a laugh. The Roughs
seized their opportunity; and while the
mob was still guffawing, a leather-lunged
follower of Plummer called for a reconsider-
ation of the vote.

No one knew exactly what did happen
then. The question was put, but in the
pandemonium that followed there was no
telling where the majority stood.

Nor was there any clear account as to
who announced the results. The honest
people were all at sea; the thugs were
working in unison; and when some one
shouted that those in favor of acquittal
were in the majority there was no concerted
opposition to his word.

Dr. Steele had gone down to his cabin
at the close of the original meeting. He
was startled by rapid hoofbeats soon after

his arrival and looked up to see the pair .

whom he thought safely hanged, riding past
him at full speed. Hayes Lyons waved
a mocking hand at him.

So the Roughs came to power in Alder
Gulch, and Henry Plummer sat in Bannack
planning a campaign of robbery and murder
throughout all the placer camps of south-
western Montana.

They say that he was a good husband and
that he loved his wife. His home was quiet;
he owned the respect of many neighbors.
One can imagine his strange thoughts as he
led this double life, the constant watchful-
ness, the occasional wild rides across-
country to the lonely places where black
deeds were done; the returns to his cabin—
and those opaque eyes always hiding what
was in his mind.

A few men were beginning to realize the
part that he was playing. N. P. Langford
and his partner, Judge Walter B. Dance,
repelled his attempts toward friendship.

One evening a miner passing Langford’s
cabin saw the sheriff of Bannack crouching
beside a window with a pistol in his hand.
Hearing the step. behind him, Plummer
rose.

“T was just going to play a joke on Lang-
ford,” he said coolly; and the miner thought
so little of the incident that he said
nothing about it until long after the final
exposure came.

Samuel T. Hauser was in business in
Virginia City at the time. He too had
some inkling of what was going on. One
day when he was going to take the stage
for Bannack with $14,000 in gold dust, he
got warning that the road-agents knew of
his treasure.

His suspicions grew sharper when he
climbed into the coach and found that
Henry Plummer was to be his fellow pas-
senger. So before the vehicle pulled out, he
took the buckskin sack of nuggets from its
hiding-place and turned it over to the bandit
leader in the presence of several witnesses.

¥
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“Here,” saidhe. “You’resheriff. Iwant
you to keep this safe for me.”

And the gold went through in Plummer’s
custody.

Colonel Wilbur F. Sanders was one of the
first reputable citizens of Bannack to get
direct evidence concerning the sheriff’s
secret activities. In those days silver was
as potent a word as gold, and when a num-
ber of business men came to him with word
that Henry Plummer was heading a stam-
pede to stake rich claims, he consented to
represent these men and secure properties
for them. He went to Plummer, who tried
to get rid of him, first on one excuse then on
another. At last, seeing that Sanders
would not be put off:

“My friends and I,” the sheriff said,
“are going over toward Rattlesnake Creek,
and we’ll pass the night at Bunton’s road-
house. You are welcome to join us there
if you can catch up with us.”

Even then he maintained that his busi-
ness was official and that his petitioner
would be disappointed.

Sanders had to make the best of this
arrangement, for he had no mount as yet.
Some time later he secured an animal, and
started on the trail of Plummer’s company.
Snow had fallen. The tracks showed plain-
ly for several miles; but on the summit
of the range near Rattlesnake they vanished.

A storm came up. Sanders had a hard
time reaching Bunton’s.. But Plummer
was not there. A stage-robber by the
name of “Red” Yeager was in charge of the
place." He had not seen anything of the
stampeders.

Sanders put up for the night. ~ Some
time near morning Jack Gallagher, who,
like Yeager, was afterward identified as
one of the band, came to the cabin and got
shelter. He had been looking for a horse in
Bannack when Sanders left, and the latter
very naturally asked him whether he had
learned anything of Plummer’s -where-
abouts.

The two were standing before the road-
house bar at the time, and before the ques-
tion was fairly out Gallagher had his pistol
in his hand. But Sanders had seen the
movement in time to seize a double-barreled
shotgun. Yeager, who was serving drinks,
hurried to make peace between them, and
it is possible that the incident might have
been forgotten if ‘it had not been for the
ariiva] of more visitors just before daylight.
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These newcomers were Sanders’ friends.
They bade him leave with them, and when
they were on the road home they told him
why they had come after him. A young
fellow by the name of Henry Tilden had
been held up twenty miles south of Ban-
nack by a half-dozen men, one of whom
he had recognized as Plummer, and had
brought the news to Mrs. Sanders.

Now Bunton’s cabin lay west of the town.
The situation was plain enough. Plum-
mer and his crowd had started out in that
direction and had doubled back across-
country to carry out this robbery. Jack
Gallagher, who was to have joined them,
had been forced by the storm to take shelter
in the road-house. Sanders bade his friends
keep their knowledge to themselves and
warned the victim of the robbery to say
nothing.

These men—Sanders, Hauser, Langford
and Judge Dance—began to compare
notes. Neil Howie, J. X. Beidler, John
Fetherstun and a few others joined their
quiet conferences.

The nucleus of this coterie originated in
the Bannack lodge of Masons. It was
the first secret order in the country and
none of Plummer’s men were members.

As they discussed the state of affairs the
little handful of citizens began to plan to-
ward putting an end to it. The idea was
simple—gather more men like themselves;
keep their number free from any doubtful
persons; and when the opportunity came,
stand together to force a fair trial.

That nucleus was formed in the Summer.
Autumn came, and by October there were
more than one hundred men scattered
through Bannack, Virginia City and Ne-
vada who were ready to assemble when
their leaders said the word, willing to risk
their lives in carrying out orders.

The number was purposely kept small.
No man knew his neighbor overwell. It
was becoming more evident dﬁl]y that the
robbers had their spies at work in all sorts
of places. And the Vigilantes—for so they
called themselves—believed that once they
got the upper hand a good three-quarters of
the population would flock to their support.

ONE day in November Nicholas
r’ Tiebalt sold a span of mules to a
Z103 firm of merchants in the town of
Nevada. Because he was a popular young
fellow with a good reputation for honesty,
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the buyers advanced him the price, and he
went out to round up the animals on
Stinking Water Creek. He rode a black
mare mule.

Time passed. Tiebalt did not come back.
The Nevada merchants began to believe
that he had embezzled the money and left
the country with the team.

Then William Palmer went grouse-
hunting in the hills. Afternoon was getting
on toward evening—he had got a pretty
good bag—when a bird rose several rods
ahead of him and flew off at a sharp angle.
It was a long shot and difficult, and when
he brought the gun to his shoulder he had
half a mind not to risk it. But he took
the chance—and perhaps there is something
in the idea of a Fate which steps in to shape
men’s ends. 3

For the long shot scored a hit. And the
wounded bird veered sharply fromits course.
And when Palmer found it, it was lying on
Tiebalt’s dead body.

The corpse was hidden in a clump of
brush. The rigid fingers were clutching
tufts of sage. There was a dark mark
round the throat—the imprint of a hair
rope. A bullet-hole marred the forehead.

Any one could read that story—the
rider in this lonely place; the murderer in
ambush; the casting of the noose; then the
slayer mounting his own horse to drag the
victim away from the trail and shoot him

ead.

“Long John”” Wagner and George Hilder-
man were living in a cabin a mile or so away.
Palmer had no idea that the pair were
members of the outlaw band; but when he
rode down to the place and asked their help
in bringing the body back to Nevada,
they laughed at him.

“They’re killing men every day in Alder
Gulch,” they said. “Why should - we
bother our heads about a corpse?”

They would have been wiser had they

. showed less_callousness, for Palmer got a
wagon elsewhere, and when he told his
story in Nevada he did not forget to men-
tion them.

A miner identified the body.

“Nick Tiebalt,” he said.

It was late in the evening. The wagon
was standing in Nevada’s narrow street.
A flaring torch cast wavering light upon the
corpse and the man who was bending over
it. He swore and pointed to the rope-
mark on the throat. And the tightly
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packed faces all about grew ugly; a murmur

Several men silently left the crowd. No
one noticed them as they went down the
street. No one saw them separate and
hurry off in various directions. And so
there were no outsiders to spy on them, and
the others whom they had summoned,
when they gathered in the back room of
a store—twenty-five of the best men in
Nevada.

They sent for Palmer. He came and re-
peated the tale of that chance shot.

“It was,” said he, and his voice was
heavy with solemnity, “as if Providence
had done it. I had to run as fast as I
could to find the bird, for it was dusk.
And there it lay—right on the dead man’s
chest.”

Now one went forth to get horses, and
before midnight the twenty-five were in the
saddle. Palmer rode with them. They
left the town by different routes and met
beyond its limits. They struck off into the
hills. The weather had turned bitter cold.

‘The wind rose as they traveled, and when
they reached Wisconsin Creek they found it
frozen over. Their horses broke through
the ice, and before they had gone another
mile every rider’s clothing was frozen stiff.
Some time near dawn they surrounded the
cabin of Long John and Hilderman. Sev-
eral men were sleeping inside.

“Don’t one of you move, or we’ll kill
him.”

The sleepers awakened at those words
to look into the muzzles of a-dozen leveled
shotguns.

“Where’s Long John?” one of the Vigi-
lantes demanded.

He rose from his blankets and came out
to them, and they took him away beyond
earshot of the others, to the summit of a
ridge. =
“I never saw the man before,” he told
them stolidly and stuck to the story until
the sun was coloring the eastern sky.

The growing light was revealing every
object on the sage-brush hills. One of
Long John’s questioners looked about and
drew in his breath sharply.

“Where did that come from?” he asked
and pointed.

The prisoner’s eye followed his gesture;
and when he saw Tiebalt’s black mule
grazing on the slope less than a hundred
yards away, Long John broke down.
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“George Tvaes is the man that did it,”
he said, and went on to tell how t_he

They were back in fifteen minutes with a
recommendation that the meeting find

chief of the d ts had
Tiebalt for his money and boasted of
the deed.

George Tves was among the group down
in the cabin, under guard. The twenty-
five took him and Hilderman and Long
John back to Nevada. -It was afternoon
when they arrived:

Now horsemen raced to Bannack, carry-
ing word to Henry Plummer; and the
Roughs began to gather for the trial. Some
have maintained that the sheriff was among
the number, but if he was he did not show
himself.

On the morning of November 1gth the
proceedings began. Colonel Wilbur F. San-
ders afid Charles Bagg were prosecuting
attorneys. Alexander Davis and Charles
Thurmond represented the prisoner. Ives
was tried alone; Long John and George Hil-
derman were witnesses against him.

Nevada’s main street was packed with
men from building wall to building wall—
men of all kinds, miners, merchants, gam-
blers, thugs. Who held the majority was
more than any one could say. But from
the beginning things moved more swiftly
than in any case before, and there was a
precision in the movement which made
the doubtful pluck up hope. Perhaps
this trial was going to come to something
after all.

There was a jury. Its functions were
purely advisory. The majority rule was
to decide all questions. A full half-day
was taken up in preliminaries, and then the
witnesses began to tell their stories. The
spirits of honest men rose higher at this
juncture, for the Vigilantes had been work-
ing hard, and there were half a dozen men
to testify that the defendant had com-
mitted other felonies. Long John and
Hilderman gave damning evidence.

In the beginning the Roughs crowded
around the jury-box. But when they
neared the railing which enclosed the
twelve they saw themselves facing a line of
silent men with pistols in their hands.
‘That ended their demonstration. On the
morning of the second day, when lawyers’
quibblings were promising to drag on inter-
minably, the majority of a sudden found its
voice, to pass a resolution that the case
must end before evening.

The jury retired late in the afternoon.

the defend guilty and sentence them to
death. A moment of stillness followed.
Then one in the crowd’s rear shouted:

““The strangling murderers! They’ll never
dare to hang him.”

A roar of approval followed. Pandemoni-
um broke out. It died as suddenly as it
had come. There was something in the
sight of that line of men before the jury
box - which encouraged silence. Colonel
Sanders sprang to his feet.

“I move,” he said quietly, “that George
Ives be forthwith hanged by the neck until
he is dead.”

The chairman put the question, and men
who had *not dared to whisper a protest
against the state of affairs a week before,
raised their voices to shout, “Aye!”

Two men were sent to build a gallows in
an uncompleted cabin down the street.
They placed the butt of a young pine
trunk under the bottom log of one roofless
wall and left the upper end projecting into
the street over the summit of the opposite
wall—exactly like an old-fashioned well-
sweep. A noose was made fast to this,
and a dry-goods box placed beneath it for
a drop. They took George Ives to the
place under a heavy guard.

He climbed to- the box. The street was
packed. It was bright moonlight, so bright
that every face in the crowd was visible.
Men had climbed to the tops of neighboring
buildings. And now when the solitary
figure staod there with his head beside the
dangling noose, the Roughs made their
last attempt.

A roar of execration rose. ~ Weapons
flashed in the.moonlight. And then the
tumylt died away all at once into a thick
silence. Twenty-five men, moving as one,
stepped out before the dry-goods box in a
straight line. There came into-the stillness
a metallic sound—the clicking of rifle
hammers brought to the cock.

The crowd stood motionless and watched
the hanging of George Ives.

They gave Long John his freedom for his
evidence. George Hilderman got off with
banishment because he was an old man
and half-witted. While these things were
being done, word came that Lloyd Magru-
der, a well-known Idaho merchant who had
left Nevada for his home some days be-
fore, had been murdered and robbed along
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with four companions in the Bitter Root
Mountains.

If there had been any dispostion toward
delay this news did away with it. The
twenty-five who had accomplished the ar-
rest of Ives saddled up that night and rode
forth after Stinson and Lyons, the mur-
derers of Deputy Sheriff Dillingham. The
idea was to start a clean-up of the placer
camps.

Red Yeager, whose identity as a member
of Plummer’s band was as yet unsuspected
by most people, met them in the hills and
managed to misdirect them. They finally
reached the camp of the murderers to find
that they had fled. On their way back
toward. Bannack they got an inkling of
the part that Yeager had played and cap-
tured him along with John Brown, another
member of the band.

Before daylight they had managed to
play one prisoner against the other until
they got confessions from both.

Yeager gave a complete list of the band’s
members and of their methods.

“I never killed a man,” said he, “but I've
robbed many. I tell you, you men are
doing a good thing”

It was still dark. They took the pair to
a grove of cottonwoods beside the creek.
Brown begged for meicy. *

“If you'd thought of “this three years
ago,” Yeager told him coolly, “you wouldn’t
be here now, giving the boys this trouble.”

Just before they pulled him up he bade
his executioners good-by.

“Promise me to follow the rest of this
infernal gang and punish them,” he begged.

“Red,” one who was standing beside him
answered, “we’ll do it if there’s any such
thing in the book.”

So the twenty-five left the two bodies
dangling from the cottonwood limb and
hurried back to Nevada with the news.

“Dutch John,” who ranked next’ to Ives
among the road-agents, was captured in
the hills by Neil Howie, who brought him
back the next day to Bannack. Plummer
met the captor and tried to take possession
of the prisoner, but when this was refused
he did not dare to make a demonstration.
He was beginning to realize that he was
-walking on thin ice. A committee of Vigi-
lantes took charge of the road-agent, and
after some hours of examination he made

1 i borating every-

a cor!
thing which Yeager had said.
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MEANTIME the Vigilantes had
openly organized in Virginia City,

Nevada and Bannack. Men from
all over the diggings were seeking admission.
The power of the Roughs had vanished.
And Henry Plummer read the writing on the
wall. His wife was in the East; he prepared
to flee from the camp. v

But he had no idea that his name had
been connected with thes robberies as yet.
He went about his preparations slowly. And
of the men who passed him on the street
few owned any knowledge of what was
going on. So he scanned their faces and
saw nothing to disturb him; and he main-
tained his usual quiet exterior, greeting ac-
quaintances and friends and enemies with
cold, impassive calm.

It was Saturday night when Neil Howie
brought Dutch John, to Bannack. Then
Plummer began to see the need of haste.
No telling what this man might disclose;
and even if he kept still, there was the
danger of some other being captured. Buck
Stinson and Ned Ray were also in town.
He warned them to make ready and sent
out to the nearest rendezvous for three fast
horses.

That same night while the local com-
mitteemen were examining Dutch John,
four Vigilantes came over from Virginia
City with news that their companions were
preparing for a roundup of thugs on Alder
Gulch, near by. This news encouraged
the Vigilantes- of Bannack to such an
extent that before daylight a secret meet-
ing was convened. Henry Plummer, Buck
Stinson and Ned Ray were condemned
to die.

Sunday afternoon a rider brought the
three horses into Bannack for Plummer and
his companions. A Vigilante saw him and
recognized the animals. He hurried to
gather his fellows. There was no time now
for a meeting. When a half-dozen men had
got together they set out to search the camp.
They arrested Stinson and Ray without any
trouble.

Plummer was in his cabin washing his
face when they arrived.

“Be with you in a moment,” he ‘said
when they flung open the door and told him
he was wanted.

He went to a towel, wiped his features
slowly, rolled down his shirt sleeves and
started toward a chair where his coat was
lying. e
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“PIl hand that'to you,” one of the party
said and picked up the garment.

He withdrew a pistol from its pocket;
and those who were there said afterward
that for once Henry Plummer changed color.

They took him, to a little clump of pines
near the outskirts of Bannack. There he
himself_as sheriff had built a gallows and
hanged a murderer the Summer before.
Three nooses dangled from the rude frame-
work; his two companions were standing
under them. Armed men surrounded
them. He saw these things and fell upon
his knees, begging for his life.

Stinson and Ray were cursing their exe-
cutioners. They were coarse-grained thugs;
they died in character, with vile words on
their lips.

When it came his turn Plummer pulled
himself together. Now that he had tried
everything that he could do, he shrugged
his shoulders and resumed his old impas-
sive role.
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“We’ve done enough to send us to hell
twice oveny” he said quietly before they drew
him up.

Within a few days after his passing the
men of Virginia City had hanged six more
of the band. For weeks afterward the
Vigilantes continued pursuing the robbers
who were fleeing across the mountains.
They captured them in twos and threes
and singly, and’ left' their bodies swinging
from the limbs of trees.

In all some thirty-odd went to their
deaths. And when the work was done
the Vigilantes disbanded. There were some
brief interludes of lawlessness during the
decade that followed; and there were other
vigilance committees. '

But these were minor affairs. The end
of the era of evil really came when those
men in Bannack placed the noose around
the neck of Henry Plummer, the most
consummate villain in all the melodramas
of the Old West.

SWASHBUCKLERS

by Eugene Cunningham

ERE is a term that probably
came into being in London in
the 16th century. In that
period it was used synony-

Defense.” Last, after trial “well and
sufficientlie performed before manie hun-
dreds of people, they do proceed to be
Maisters of Fence.”

mously with “ruffian” or 2! s
Judging from the contemporary weriters,
in that day “sword-men” were a_serious
nuisance to quiet folk, as they had been for
long. An_extract from the records of the
city of London states—

On the 13th day of March, 1311, before Sir
Richard de Befham, Mayor, among other delin-
quents: Master Rober le Skirmisour, attached for
that he was indicted for keeping a fencing school
and enticing respectable persons to waste property
in bad practises . . -

For a long time even the teaching of
hi hibited.  Then

was p

Henry VIII, who loved military sports,
incorporated the most celebrated masters
of fence into. a company. He forbade any
but members to teach the art and pre-
scribed rigid rules for the company. Novices
were termed “Scholars,” and, having pro-
gressed satisfactorily, became “Provosts of

pany bers usually practised be-
fore spectators in theaters or halls. Ely
Place, in Holborn, and the Belle Sauvage,
on Ludgate Hill, were favorite resorts.
But despite restrictions much bold swag-
gering was done by gentry of the sword.
The term “swashbuckler” ‘was coined,
referring to their habit of “swashing”
(moving noisily) the bucklers (small shields
or “targates”) that inevitably accompanied
the " broadsword. This was before the
day of the rapier, or the use of point instead
of edge.

Fuller in “Worthies of London” remarks
that the swashbucklers were also called
“ruffian, which is the same as a swaggerer,
because they tried to make the side swag,
or incline, on which they were engaged,”
and that West Smithfield, the only place
where their brawling was tolerated, be-
came known as “Ruffian Hill.”
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A Complete Novelette
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Author of “The Education of Snapper MacNeill,” “Corrigan,” etc.

WAS one of the invariable cus-
toms of the McMullen flight of
the Air Service border patrol
that the first step toward pre-

paring for dinner after the day’s work should
consist of foregathering on the veranda of
the recreation building. Somehow or other
every available member of the flight could
always be found, in the late afternoon, in
his favorite attitude of rest and relaxation,
sprawled somewhere around the steps. It
was a time for casual conversation, in-
variable badinage, and sometimes serious
discussion.

On this afternoon it was particularly hot,
and the young men charged with the duty
of peering down from the air on some two
hundred miles of the Mexican border had
had an unusually trying day. The flat,
sandy field lay baking between the rows of
hangars to east and west, and the flyers
stewed in their own perspiration on the
porch.

The discussion had included a short dis-
sertation on women by the youngest mem-
ber of the flight, twenty-four year-old
Carson; surmises about the reasons which
might have been responsible for a De
Haviland of the Marfa flight having smashed
into the ground after a thousand-foot dive
straight downward the day before, killing
Bob Forsythe and his observer, “Carry-on”

Cady; some kidding of little Pete Miller
and his projected venture into matrimony
with the charming niece of the Honorable

-Sam Edwards, Mayor of McMullen, and
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had finally turned to insects and reptiles
for no good reason except that a lizard had
hove into sight and streaked along the
ground in front of “Pop” Cravath, the
adjutant.

Pop was an indefatigable seeker after
information, and had’ collected a wide as-
sortment of diversified facts about many
subjects, so now he waxed oratorical upon
the ability of the chameleon to change its
color in harmony with its environment. His
dissertation embraced the characterestics of
the reptile, the reasons for its changing
color, some theories as to how the miracle
was worked, and other matters. The other
khaki-clad young men, principally through
lack of inclination to talk, listened som-
nolently.

Finally, tall, wide-shouldered Tex Mac-
Dowell put in his oar. He was draped
along a step, knees in the air.

“Chameleons are right game little chaps,
t00,” he drawled. “A year or two ago when
I was up home at the ranch Freddy Folsom
and I were playing checkers on the veranda
one afternoon and one of these lizards ran
across the porch. I caught him and put
him up on the checkerboard for no good
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reason. The little fellow was lying a.long
the black and red squares, and — if he
didn’t blow up and bust trying to lurn
himself red and black at once! 1 felt right
sorry for him.”

Thus was the natural history disposed of.

“About time this new man Atkins was
showing up, isn’t it?” inquired Jimmy
Jennings.

Captain Kennard, C. O. of the flight,
nodded.

“He was ordered from Sill over a week
ago,” he said. “May be in this afternoon,
but if he doesn’t let me know when he gets
in he can’t kick if we don’t meet him at the
train.”

The roar of a plane came to their ears.

“Sleepy Spears getting in,” remarked
Cravath. “Gentlemen, hush! I have heard
language, and am an expert in the parts
of speech, but Binder showed me some new
wrinkles over the phone when he told me
about making a forced landing on account
of a burned-out generator. He said that
any man who was —— fool enough to spend
his life flying a double blankety blank triple
dashed and asterisked air-plane over such
a mesquite-ridden, fly-bitten, sand-strewn,
forsaken pimple on the face of the earth as
the Mexican border ought to be sent to an
asylum. He talked for five minutes and
when he got through the telephons was
nothing but a mass of molten metal. He
said he’d have to spend the night in a
deserted shack where tarantulas as big as
toads played leap-frog twenty-four hours

day.”

“Pll bet the boy was sore. Got down all
right, didn’t he?” asked Hickman.

“Yes, but he says he doesn’t know how
he’s going to get out.”

“Did Sleepy drop him a new generator?”
inquired Tex.

“Yes, if he wasn’t flying in his sleep,”
returned Cravath.

Tex, whose wooden couch commanded a
view of the air-drome gate, tilted his Stet-
son over his eyes to shield them from the
sun and then announced:

“A Ford is entering the precincts. Looks
like Sheriff Trowbridge driving—it must be,
because there’s nobody else in the world as
big as he is. His companion is wearing a
uniform.”

“Probably Atkins,” grunted Kennard.

The flyers straightened against the wall
or arose on their elbows to inspect the clat-

in

tering vehicle which was approaching down
the line of barracks and frame buildings
along the southern boundary of the field,
fronting the road. The landing De Havi-
land’s motor was quiet as it skimmed the
fence at the northern end of the airdrome.

It was Sheriff Trowbridge at the wheel,
tried and true friend of the air-men and
partner of theirs in many an exciting event.
A chorus of greetings were flung at him as
the car drew up in front of the steps.

“I'm deliverin’ Lieutenant Atkins,”
boomed the huge old-timer, grinning be-
neath his mustache. ‘“Shake hands with
Captain Kennard.”

The short bow-legged C. O. got to his feet
and shook hands. His scarred face was
marked by no less than twenty air-plane
wrecks and surmounted by a spike-like
pompadour. He grinned widely as a pair
of keen eyes appraised Atkins.

“Why didn’t you let us know you were
coming today?” he asked.

Atkins, a stocky, rather pasty-faced man,
who looked older than bald Pop Cravath,
saluted and shook hands. His grasp was
cold and limp.

“Meet the gang,” Kennard went on.
‘Jennings, MacDowell, Hickman, Carson,
Ransom, Miller. And here come Sleepy
Spears and Dyckman. This is Atkins,
fellows.”

Atkins shook hands all around, but said
nothing. Tex noticed that he seemed ner-
vous, and his eyes did not meet the level
regard of the bronzed Texan for more
than a split second before wavering away.
He was not very prepossessing in his ap-
pearance—his uniform did not fit any too
well, and his full face was white and flabby
compared to the tanned countenances of
his future comrades. His eyes darted from
face to face, as though seeking some haven
where they might rest for a moment.

“Give Hickman there your baggage
checks, and he’ll see that your trunk gets
up. I think youwll like it here, Atkins.
Tomorrow morning we’ll decide what to
do with you. Orderly!”

The captain’s stentorian roar caused a
uniformed youth to burst out of head-
quarters as if shot from a gun.

“‘Show Lieutenant Atkins to tent three!”
ordered Kennard. ‘“‘Come around again
after you get cleaned up, Atkins. Youll
find the bath-house at the end of the board-
walk, south of the tents.”
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“If you need a bath-robe, Sleepy’s tent
is mext to yours. Just grab anything you
want,” offered handsome, curly-haired Jen-
nings generously.

“I like to treat a guest with courtesy,”
responded the lazy-eyed, tousled flyer
whose chunky body lay flat on the floor, a
study in complete relaxation. “But to me
a bath-robe is as sacred as a toothbrush.
Now—"

“When did you start using a toothbrush?”
demanded the lounging MacDowell.

Atkins laughed mechanically, and handed
his trunk-check to Hickman, who was an
observer, and nearly as big as Sheriff Trow-
bridge. As Atkins started down the walk
in the wake of the soldier who was carrying
his suitcase the captain asked:

“How did you happen to run into Atkins,
Sheriff?”’

The sheriff’s booming bass replied:

“I 'was up sayin’ howdy tuh Baldy Eckert,
and thought I’d catch the train and have
alook fur this here Worthey that’s supposed
to’ve shot young Blade. He’s makin’ fur
the border out o’ San Antone—""

“I thought they’d have him by this
time,” remarked MacDowell.

“Nope. Seems to be a right elusive
hombre,” returned the Sheriff.

They were referring to Worthey, sus-
pected of the murder of young Blade, son
of one of the richest men in Texas. The
boy had been found murdered in a rooming
house in Dallas. The room had been rented
by a stranger named Worthey, and evi-
dently he and young Blade had been play-
ing cards, for a littered deck had been found
on the table, along with a whisky bottle. It
was thought that Worthey was making for
the border, and all Texas was joining in the
search for the suspected murderer.

“Well, what d’yuh think o’ what I
brought yuh?” inquired Trowbridge.

“You never can tell about these fellows
that transfer into the Air Service. They
have to change their ideas around so much
they sometimes aren’t able to fit in,” re-
turned Kennard with a grin. “We’ll soon
see, though.”

“I’d never pick him for no flyer,” re-
marked Trowbridge. “He lookskindo’old to
me—more like a bank cashier or somethin’.””

“I believe he’s nearly half as old as Pop
Cravath,” yawned Sleepy Spears.

The bald observer, who was well over
thirty, grinned without rancor.

Adventure

“When you kids get dry behind the ears
you’ll have sense enough to be properly
respectful in the presence of your superiors
in age and experience. I would mention
intellect, except that you would not know
what I was referring—""

“How did you like George Washington?
Was he a pretty good commanding officer,
Pop?” inquired Tex.

“Ho! ho! ho!” laughed Trowbridge, who
enjoyed renewing his own youth with the
flyers, in'many ways so reminiscent of the
range-riders of his youth.

“Atkins sure acts like a rookie,” observed
Kennard. “He didn’t seem to know just
what to do with himself.”

“To be perfectly frank, I don’t think I'd
burst into any eulogies about him,” said
Jennings. “He don’t look you in the eye
enough. However—"

“Did you all notice his hair?” drawled
Tex. “Looked like a toupee to me. He
had a sort of pasty-looking face, too.” How-
ever, I've known good scouts that couldn’t
look you in the eye, and pimply-faced rat-
eyed fellows that would go to——and back
for you. By the same token, there are liars
and thieves that—"

“Show all the earmarks o’ bein’ real
hombres,” Trowbridge concluded for him.
“When I spoke to Atkins on the train
he was lookin’ out the window, absent-
like, and jumped a foot. Nervous kind o’
specimen.”

“So you didn’t run across young Blade’s
murderer, eh?” asked MacDowell. “I knew
Blade a little—he was a good egg. T’ll bet
his dad is loaded for bear. If he ever got
hold of the murderer the noose would look
like a rest-cure. He and dad were pretty
good friends one time.”

“There wasn’t nobody on the train but
three drummers that’s been makin’ Mc-
Mullen for a year, and other folks I know—
every one of ’em, except Atkins. This bird
Worthey has sure pulled a neat getaway,
ain’t he? There ain’t been such a sys-
tematic search for a man in Texas fur years.
I know he ain’t passed through McMullen.
He may be hittin’ for E1 Paso. My guess
is he’s crossed ’em either by holin’ in right
in Dallas, or goin’ north.”

“It’s always been my opinion that a real
smart man—a man whose brain worked
straight, like an honest man’s—would have
a good chance to live as free as air the
rest of his days, no matter how thorough
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the search,” opined MacDowell, settling his
more than six feet of bone and sinew more
comfortably against the wall. “Look what
a dumb-bell this Worthey was, if he killed
Blade. Why, if he’d fixed it so that the
blood wouldn’t ooze under the door he’d
have had at least twelve hours more of
time for his getaway. Not to mention all
the other details. It was sure the work of
an amateur.”

“Just a drunken row,” agreed Kennard.

“The funny part of it is, that prob’ly the
circumstances is such that a lot o’ men that
never had a real blood-thirsty thought in
their lives might o’ done it,” mused Trow-
bridge, tilting his sombrero farther down
over his eyes. “I’ve knowed-many a man
in my days as a ranger and sheriff that
committed murder in the wink of an eye
without havin’ any more idea they was goin’
to do it, or capable of it, than you an’ I.
With them kind, if they stay free, there’s
one 0’ two things always happen, if they’re
to blame: they’re either good men and Old
Man Conscience gets ’em sooner or later
an’ they give themselves away, or else they
become criminals by design.  Most of ’em
go down, and they’re dangerous to corner.
Well, what say to some trap-shootin’?”

“Where are the old reliables?” queried
Beaman.

“Here’s one of ’em.”

Trowbridge had no idea of making a
quick draw—in fact, thought he had moved
slowly, but nevertheless the big, pearl-
handled six shooter was«in his hand as
if by magic. It was one of a pair of
twins that were famous throughout the
border country.

“Carried it in a shoulder holster t'day,”
stated Trowbridge, handling the gun
lovingly.

A majority of the airmen got to their
feet lazily, and Jennings, who handled the
armament section of the flight, sent an
orderly after thesergeant. They made their
way past the tents to the trap-range. In
a few moments the sergeant appeared, ac-
companied by another soldier carrying shot-
guns. With the private out in the pit and
the sergeant handling the pull-lever the
flyers, lined up by the ammunition boxes,
shot in turn as the clay pigeons sailed
through the air at various angles.

Sheriff Trowbridge, his stalwart form a
picturesque incarnation of the old West,
used nothing but his six-shooter. Time

after time he threw down on a clay disc
and shattered it cleanly—rarely did he miss
chipping it at least. Few of the flyers had
better scores with shotguns than the old
man had with his revolver.

“Well, it’s close to chow-time,” an-
nounced Kennard. “Better stay, sheriff!”

“Can’t do it. I'd better mosey around
to the office and find out whether any o’
the boys have got anything on this Blade
case. Principally through old man Blade
all us border men are gettin’ prodded good
and plenty. They shore don’t want this
Worthey to slip through ’em. See you-all
later.” The dilapidated Ford chugged
back to town, and the flyers scattered to
their tents.

I

AN HOUR later they had all
gathered in the recreation room, a
few feet from the mess-hall, and
were engaged in the blithesome pastime of
shaping up fequila cocktails before dinner.
Atkins was the only absentee, except the
luckless Binder. There were heaps of
magazines on the long table, which was
surrounded by easy chairs, and two card-
tables. A big fireplace occupied one end
of the room, and was a popular gathering
place when one of those chill northers
caught Texas in its chill grip. A phono-
graph, a piano, and a wide assortment of
pictures completed the furnishings.

The fat and taciturn Chink who was
charged with the welfare of the flyer’s
appetites rang the bell vigorously, and they
adjourned to the mess-hall. They were
attacking the soup in force when Captain
Kennard remarked—

“‘Somebody’d better go and get Atkins.”

Pop Cravath, always willing to oblige,
slipped out. Within two minutes he re-
turned and announced:

“He was sleeping like the dead. I yelled
at him,without any answer whatever. When
T shook him he jumped clean across the tent.
Were I not a man of prodigious courage and
stupendous daring, the expression on his
face for a moment would have scared me.”

Half-facetious as Cravath’s words were,
there was nevertheless an undercurrent of
seriousness.

“The sheriff said he seemed sort of
nervous,” drawled Tex.

“TI told him where the liquor was and told
him to get himself an appetizer if he wanted

(A SA
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it,” Cravath went on, easing his chubby
body into a chair.

Atkins entered in a short time, and took
the seat Kennard indicated. His face was
slightly flushed, and his light eyes were
brighter than normal.

MacDowell, a close observer by instinct
and training, watched the new man with
the beginnings of a mocking smile twisting
the corners of his mouth.

“He took more than one drink,” he
thought.

Which was the truth. Atkins had gulped
two big ones greedily—he needed them if
ever a man did. The consequence was that
he was temporarily more companionable
than he would have otherwise been, and his
tongue was loosened. He injected himself
into the lazy repartee which was tossed back
and forth across the table, and in general
comported himself with more of an air of
ease than had been the case that afternoon.

“You got your training at Fort Sill, didn’t
you?” asked Hickman during the meal.

Atkins nodded.

“That’s where I got mine,” > nodded Hick-

man. “That’s a—

“‘Old Chief’ is a great egg, isn’t he?”
interrupted Beaman, another observer who
had received his training at Sill.

“Er—who?” stammered Atkins.

“Old Chief—the perennial sergeant.”

“I don’t believe I knew him, although T
might have,” said Atkins.

The silence of absolute surprize settled
over the table. Tex MacDowell, acting
on that uncanny instinct which seems to be
the inevitable attribute of men of the open,
glanced around the table in quick warning.

‘T sure never get tired of watching Sheriff
Trowbridge fire that 1800 model cannon of
his,” he said smoothly.

Captain Kennard, grasping what he
thought was the idea in MacDowell’s mind,
helped along the change in subject. The
C. O. thought that Tex was trying to save
Atkins from embarrassment. The captain
had wever been at Fort Sill. The men who
had been there quickly regained their equi-
librium, and all of them successfully masked
the astonishment which Atkins’ answer had
generated within them. However, they did
not yield to the temptation to question him
further.

For Old Chief of Fort Sill was a character
famous throughout the Army, and it was
almost a certainty that no officer, soldier
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or civilian could spend a week at Fort Sill
without hearmg about him, and very prob-
ably seeing him. He was an aged, seamed
and wrinkled old Indian. Back in the days
of the Indian war he had guided a dis-
tinguished American general—still living—
on his trip through the Indian country as
ambassador of peace.

Old Chief had been loyal time after time
when life itself was at stake, and by risking
his own safety many times he had saved to
the country a man who later became one
of its most distinguished leaders. For
months he had guarded and advised his
charge, and he was mainly responsible for
the success of the general’s mission—and
the effects of that mission are not easy to
realize or appreciate until one knows what
might have happened. Congress passed a
law whereby the old Indian held the rank
of sergeant for the rest of his days, drawing
full pay and allowances of his grade, and
which provided that he should do no duty
whatever, but be a free agent entitled to live
wherever he wished, and draw his pay from
the nearest Army post.

He lived on the ground his ancestors had
trod, a few miles outside the reservation
of Fort Sill, and every week or so wended
his way to the post to purchase supplies
at the commissary. His weekly pilgrimage
was an event, and the commanding officer
usually found an opportunity to pay the
old Indian his respects by having the band
play for him, which pleased the old man
tremendously. Every necessity of life he
got from the commissary—clothing, food,
household’ articles, blankets and other sup-
plies. And every month he drew his pay.

Hickman’s description of him, “the peren-
nial sergeant,” had been purely facetious,
of course. The name had been mentioned
twice, and it was almost impossible that
Atkins could have misunderstood. And it
was totally impossible that a man could
have spent three months at Sill without
knowing all about Old Chief.

MacDowell smelt an unmistakable rat,
and yet he could not put his finger on any
explanation. It might be that the new man
had only been at Sill a few days, or that by
some miracle he had never heard of the old
Indian. But just for his own satisfaction,
he was going to try out the new man a bit
more. Apparently the rest of the flight had
comprehended his intention well, for they
made no other references to Atkins’ break.
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Tt was after dessert had been served, and
the time had come for setting fire to numer-
ous cheroots that Tex, his remarkably large
gray eyes dancing with a brand of devilment
which was very familiar to his intimates,
asked Atkins:

“What’s Wild Bill Selkirk been up to
lately around Sill? Pulled off any more
stunts like jumping twenty-four thousand
feet in a parachute or anything like that?”

Atkins, his eyes darting away from Mac-
Dowell’s and then back again, shook his
head.

“Everything’s been pretty quiet,” he said.

Every man in the flight knew that Wild
Bill Selkirk had been killed in Florida several
months before.

“Well, if yowll pardon me I'll turn in
again,” said the new man after the meal
was over. “I’'m so sleepy I'm about dead,
and tired with.it. Good night.”

The reaction of days when he had been
tensed to the breaking point had set in.
He had got by, he mused as he stumbled
toward his tent, on that Fort Sill stuff, but
he’d have to be very careful. For the mo-
ment though, nothing seemed to matter
much except that he was utterly spent.

His fatigue was the natural result of the
past few hours, for many and diversified
things had happened to him.

I o

i} AT THREE o’clock in the after-
noon of the day before the arrival
of McMullen’s brand-new observer
a man sat motionless in his chair in the
lobby of the St. Anthony Hotel, San
Antonio. The newspaper on his lap slid
to the floor with a soft swish. His eyes,
staring steadily across the shadowed lobby,
did not shift from their absent survey of a
whirring electric fan. A few people.moved
negligently in the oppressive heat which
intruded itself even into the huge, fan-cooled
hotel promenade.

His restless mind, casting eagerly for
some possible method whereby he might
escape the pursuers who were closing in on
him, could find none. Finally his eyes tore
themselves from the gleaming metal of the
fan, and with quick, lightning-like looks
around the lobby seemed to be seeking a
loophole even there. Feverishly bright and
unceasingly active, they were, contrasting
with the solid immobility of his body.

The minions of the law were watching
every train leaving town. Even the roads
were picketed, and automobiles being
stopped for explanations as to their desti-
nation and the identity of their passengers.

-San Antonio, for him, was hemmed in by

a wall of enemies. Perhaps that wall could
be pierced, but what good would it do, he
asked himself hopelessly. All of Texas was
on the look-out for him—and he did not
possess twenty dollars, despite the pros-
perity of his outward appearance.

He did not look like a criminal as he sat
there, dry lips closed around an unlighted
cigar. He was almost totally bald, and this,
added to the effect of nose-glasses, made
him seem like a solid, middle-aged business
man. His eyes were light gray, almost
white, with a curious opaque quality about
them. His sharp, prominent nose jutted
over a thin mouth, below which his clean-
shaven chin receded slightly. He was
dressed quietly in gray—gray that seemed
to harmonize with the fringe of hair, the
eyes, even the smooth, full face.

How long he had sat there he did not
know. He had thought and planned so
long and so continuously that it seemed to
him as though his brain was doomed ever to
grind on and on, creating queer, blurred
fantasies.

He stooped mechanically and picked up
the paper. It was a copy of the San An-
tonio Express. Despite the fact that he
knew every line of the article below the
four-column head, he read it over. He
dreaded the headlines:

CROWELL BLADE, JR., MURDERED
IN DALLAS ROOMING HOUSE;
MURDERER BELIEVED TO
BE IN SAN ANTONIO!

The article itself was a reasonably accur-
ate statement of the facts. Crowell Blade,
son of one of Texas’ richest and most dis-
tinguished men, had been found in a room,
his head crushed. A heavy chair, smeared
with blood, had been the weapon. An
empty bottle, and another one partly con-
sumed, two decks of cards, and nearly three
thousand dollars in cash had been found on
the table. The body had been discovered
at about three o’clock in the morning, by a
lodger who, returning at that hour, had
noticed blood oozing under the door, which
was locked. P
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The Dallas correspondent of the Express
had constructed the inevitable theory—a
drunken row over the card game, with mur-
der as its climax. That so much money had
been found was explained by the theory
that the murderer, appalled at his crime,
had rushed out with no thought of any-
thing but escape. ' /

There had been little time for investiga-
tion before press-time, but included in the
story was the evidence of the landlady and
other lodgers that the room had been hired
that day by a heavy-set well-dressed man
with gray eyes and brown hair, rather full
fage, and appearing to be about thirty-four
or five years of age. He had given the name
of George C. Worthey.

After rereading that accurate story of
his crime, Worthey remained immersed in
torturing reverie for several moments. His
mind traveled back over the trails he had
followed of late, and the gruesome end to
which they had led him.

It had been the Army which had started
him—the Army, and Charley Carter. Car-
ter had been quartermaster sergeant, like
himself, and his mind, trained to crooked-
ness for years, had sought out and found
dozens of opportunities for graft. With
‘Worthey as accomplice, the two of them had
feathered their nests successfully for more
than a year. There were limitless opportu-
nities for rake-offs in the tremendous
amount of buying which the Quartermaster
department handled, and Worthey, under
the tutelage of Carter, had improved them
with increasing skill and finesse.

It had been Carter, too, with his tales of
casy money, who had otherwise undermined
the very slight moral fibre which Worthey
possessed. He had learned the tricks of the
professional gambler, and after a short time
the percentage of his company’s payroll
which he held on the first of the month was
very gratifying. No more work as manager
of the public market back in Missouri for
him, he had decided; the big cities, and the
flesh-pots therein, were awaiting him.

For over a year he had achieved his de-
sires to a moderate degree. He had traveled
around the country, and managed to live
well, on the whole. A few days before there
had come his big opportunity for a clean-up,
presented in the person of young Blade.
For three days he had played with the wild
youngster as a cat with a mouse. Last
night had been the climax.

Adventure

He had succeeded in getting Blade
drunk—so drunk that he had deemed it
safe to try methods as coarse as switching
decks, something that he almost never
¢hanced. He had not been satisfied with
slowly winningBlade’s money, he told himself
with vicious self-contempt. In an effort to
get it all at once he had given himself away.

He had not intended to kill him, of course.
When the reckless young Texan had pushed
his chair back and made a leap for him the
instantaneous plan which flashed through
his brain was to knock him unconscious
and escape with the money.

He, too, had been drinking, and the heavy
chair had crashed down on Blade’s skull
with a sickening thud. One look was
enough—that gruesome sight on the floor
scarcely needed the evidence of a stilled
heart.  Blade was dead.

In the rush of realization he had been
insane, momentarily. There could be no
doubt of that. He could not remember
closing and locking the door at all. His
hat had been on his head, or he might have
left without that. To take the money had
never recurred his mind—he did not even
know it was there.

In a daze he had gone to the depot and
hought a ticket for San Antonio, an over-
night trip. Not until he paid for it did he
realize that he had ninetéen dollars remain-
ing in his pocket, and that his half-formed
plan of reaching the Mexican border was
impossible of realization unless he obtained
more money.

On the train, through the sleepless night,
his thoughts kept pace with the drumming
click of the wheels over the rails. In his
ecstasy of horror and fear he could not
think connectedly or logically—over and
over again he lived the murder, and time
after time his thoughts, despite the inhibi-
tion he laid upon them, stole ahead to
prison, and expiation for his crime.

There had been but one ray of hope to
offset the trembling fear with which he had
alighted from the train next morning. He
was convinced that no one in Dallas had
known that he wore a toupee. He had
taken that off, and put on his reading
glasses. With his hat off, those two things
aged him at least ten years. He had taken
care to be fanning himself with his hat as he
walked out of the train-shed and through
the gate. He had almost sobbed aloud
with relief when he was safely ensconced in
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a taxi on his way to St. Anthony Hotel.

Now, however, his small success seemed
negligible. He did not dare attempt any of
his usual methods of procuring money—
according to the evening papers San
Antonio was being combed with a fine-
tooth comb, and strangers had to give an
account of themselves. .

Worthey shook himself, and got to his
feet. Suddenly it Seemed to him that he
must have some physical outlet for the
chaos within. He strode over to the news-
stand and bought the last edition.

SUSPECT IN BLADE MURDER
PROVES ALIBI

was the headline running it’s black length
all the way across the page.

Aside from that, there was little new in
the day’s developments The authorities
were certain, according to the paper, that
the murderer was Worthey, and that he had
undoubtedly left for San Antonio on the
ten o’clock train. Medical testimony was
to the effect that young Blade had been
dead over four hours when he had been
found, and the train for San Antonio was
the only one for three hours which an escap-
ing murderer would be likely to take. In
addition, it would carry him toward the
border—that magic line which all the major
criminals of the southland seek to cross.

There were additional details as to the
thoroughness with which the city was being
combed. Worthey could not repress a
shudder as he thought that that man at the
desk might be a detective, planning to
interview the guests of the hotel and make
them identify themselves. Any of the
men around the lobby—that thin, be-
spectacled man in a derby hat who had been
watching him the last few minutes—might
have him under surveillance.

Undoubtedly, with the aid of his really
effective natural disguise, he might escape
from the net being drawn around him, but
how could he without money? Once again
his mind took up the weary search, only to
end up against a blank wall. There
seemed no hope.

v

HE WAS totally unconscious of the
approach of a man until he heard
some one sit down in the chair next

him. A sickening wave of fear which left
him weak—and then he forced himself to
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look around. His glance took in an Army
officer, who was in the act of abstracting
a cigaret from a leather case.

The Army man, a stocky, pleasant-faced
fellow, looked up and met Worthey’s gaze.
“Cigaret?” he asked, offering his case.

“No, thanks,” Worthey responded in a
deliberately throaty voice.

He indicated the cigar in his hand. It
was half-chewed up now.

“I see you don’t believe in smoking
much,” laughed the officer.

“ As he lit his cigaret Worthey’s eyes
traveled from head to foot of the man next
him. He noticed particularly the half-
wing of an observer in the Air Service.
The man seemed close to thirty, although
he was only a first lieutenant.  He had a
square, rugged face, deeply bronzed by
exposure to the weather, and a pair of frank,
gray eyes. Worthey speculated fervishly
on the possibility of victimizing him some-
how—he would give a finger for a hundred
ollars.

The officer’s eyes traveled to the headline
of the paper.

“That was a horrible affair, wasn’t it?”
he asked, indicating the paper with a wave
of his cigaret. “Old man Blade is one of
the most prominent men in the South.
Sure is creating a sensation down around
here! I understand they believe the mur-
derer is right here in San Antonio. I should
think he’d have gotten out of here for the
border, though, by this time.”

“They’ve watched every out-bound train,
and even automobile, ever since early
this morning, according to the paper,”
responded Worthey. “Every living soul
has got to give an account of himself, T
guess. I'm a stranger here myself, and
I'm expecting a policeman to walk up any
minute and ask me who I am and where
I'm from.”

It was a strained attempt to be natural
and jocular, but the officer did not seem to
notice anything unusual.

“I'm glad I've got my papers with me,
then,” he said with a grin. “I’m leaving
lomght for McMullen, down on the border,
T've just been ordered down there from
Fort Sill, Oklahoma. Stopped off a few
days at Donovan Field—four miles out of
town—on the chance there might be a ship
flying to McMullen. It’s one of the sta-
tions on the border patrol.”

Worthey suddenly tensed. He turned
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his face away quickly, as though afraid the
flyer might read his thoughts. Into- his
fear-crazed brain there had flashed a wild
possibility.

“What do you mean by the border pa-
trol?” he asked slowly. His eyes followed
with apparent interest the gradually grow-
ing number of people in the lobby. Well-
gowned women, a.sprinkling of uniforms
from the numerous Army posts, and a con-
siderable number of younger people bound
for thé dansant were commencing to make
the lobby a colorful and animated scene, far™
different from the quiet of mid-afternoon.

“The Air Service runs an aerial patrol
all along the Mexican border,” explained the
air-man. “They have small landing fields
at McMullen, Laredo, Marfa, Sanderson,
El Paso, Douglas, Nogales and on out .to
San Diego, California. They cover the
whole Mexican border twice a day from
Gulf to Gulf. They've got the best bunch
of flyers in the world down there, T guess.
I’m only a rookie observer—transferred
into the Air Service from the Artillery and
just finished my course at Fort Sill—but T
feel like some punkins being assigned to the
border patrol!”

“Very interesting,” stated Worthey.
“Know anybody down in McMullen—
isn’t that where you said you were going?”

“Nobody personally,” was the reply.
“I guess nearly everybody in the Army
knows of ’em by reputation, though. The
C. 0., Captain Kennard, got a couple of
German planes to his credit in the war, and
another one, Jennings, is a well-known ace.
And then there’s Tex MacDowell, the guy
that was responsible for breaking old Fitz-
patrick, that used to be king of the border—
smuggled fire-arms over to Mexicans and
drugs and hooch back over here. He wasa
power, all right, but MacDowell tied into
him in a variety of ways, and Fitzpatrick
ended up in jail, in spite of all his influence.”

“What’s the patrol for?”

“Keep an eye on smuggling, and the bor-
der in general. From what I can under-
stand, the border, underneath the surface, is
pretty near as it always has been. There’s
a lot of excitement down in that country,
Ill tell you. I’'m delighted at the chance
to get down among ’em, believe me!”

“You're not a flyer, eh? That is, you
don’t fly the plane yourself?”

Worthey was as motionless as ever, but
it was the quiet of a cat poised for a spring.
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The rather fleshy hand was clenched tightly
around the newspaper, the other slowly
crushing his cigar.

“No indeed. I'm an observer—ride in
the back seat and keep an eye on everything
below. In artillery spotting and all that
sort of work the observer conducts the
shoot, by wireless—spots the shots and
radios down how far each shot is off.
Down on the border,” though, our main
duties as I understand them are to keep a
constant watch’ on patrol, make out a
complete report, and wireless back anything
that looks strange.”

A flush showed dimly on Worthey’s
smooth, full cheeks, and his light eyes were
glittering with a light that was almost that
of madness. The twenty-hour strain he
had been under, plus his slowly increasing
desperation, was making of him something
as dangerous as a cornered rat. And he
saw a chance of escape, new, It was a
slight one, and yet——

“Might as well be hung for a sheep as a
lamb,” he told himself with leaping pulses.

He fumbled for a match with shaking
hands.

“I’d enjoy talking with you very much,
Lieutenant—er——""

“Atkins,” smiled the flyer. 2

“My name is White—Gerald White.
Glad to know you. When did you say
you were leaving?”

“Ten fifteen, tonight.”

“I'd be glad if you'd have dinner with
me tonight, lieutenant, and tell me some
more about the Air Service. There’s a
company being formed in my city—Min-
neapolis—to carry passengers and freight
between Minneapolis and Chicago, Omaha,
Louisville, Detroit and other cities. I've
been urged to invest in it, and I'd be glad
to have some information from you about
possibilities, and so forth. What say?”

“Delighted, I'm sure.”

Atkins, being new to the Air Service, was
an enthusiast on the subject, and more than
glad to hear himself talk about it. Worthey,
so nervous that it was torture to sit and
listen, nevertheless bent every effort toward
drawing’ the flyer out. Little by little he
switched the trend of conversation toward
Army flying, particularly on the border, and
to the details of Air Service organization
and custom. While his companion was
talking of commercial aviation, or along
some other line which was not immediately
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important to Worthey, the murderer was
busy perfecting his plans.

At six o’clock he suggested dinner, and
they went into the dining-room. As the
meal was drawing to a close Worthey asked:

“Is your baggage at the depot?”

“Yes, indeed.”

“Well, if you have your ticket and checks
and have nothing particular to do, how
would you like to motor around the city a
bit? Personally, I'd like to look it over.”

“Suits me fine, as long as I make m;
train®’ s

“Let’s go, then.”

Worthey signed the dinner check, tipped
the waiter, and then led the way out of the
dining-room. He could hear other diners
discussing the murder, expressing various
theories about it. In his abnormal state,
he felt what amounted to a thrill of pride at
his notoriety. Now that hope was dawn-
ing, the horror of his crime was temporarily
in the background. His overstimulated
nervous system had brought him almost to
the verge of hysteria. He became suddenly
talkative, feverishly gay, as they left the
hotel.

They walked the half-block to Houston
Street, and he turned southward along the
busy main thoroughfare, toward a garage
he had noticed on his way to the hotel that
morning.

“I enjoy driving, and don’t have a chance
once a year—traveling all the time,” he said
to Atkins. “I hope it won’t be beneath
your dignity to ride with me if I get one of
those ‘Drive-it-Yourself’ Fords and chauf-
feur you around myself.”

“Not a bit,” laughed Atkins. “This is
my first trip to San Antone, too, and I'd
enjoy looking it over from a lumber wagon.”

They turned into a garage which flaunted
2 big sign stating that Fords could be hired
for fifteen cents a mile, with a ten dollar
deposit required.

Worthey had no trouble negotiating for
a sedan—his appearance was that of a
substantial middle-aged business man. His
hat was almost constantly in his hand,.the
better to call attention to his bald head.

“How about tools?”” he enquired of the
mechanic who indicated the car they were
to use. “The lieutenant here has got to
make a train, and we don’t want to get
stuck.”

“Right here, sir.”

There was a heavy tool-kit in a side-
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pocket. Worthey opened it, inspected it
briefly, and nodded.

“All O. ‘We'll be back in a couple of
hours, probably.”

It was nearly eight o’clock, and as
Worthey tooled the Ford up Houston
Street, through the thickening traffic the
sidewalks ~ presented a colorful sight.
Women in the lightest and gayest of Sum-
mer clothes, Army men, mostly in white
uniforms, a sprinkling of Mexicans in pic-
turesque sombreros, curio shops ablaze
with light. Alamo Plaza was an animated
square, holding a packed crowd listening to
a band concert. High in a cloudless sky
the moon rode in white splendor, adding the
last touch of romance to the night.

v

il WORTHEY was now living in a
dream which resembled that of a
drug addict. There was an unreal-
ness about his surroundings—he felt as
if all about him might be swept away in a
moment, and that the hours he was living
through must turn out to be the crea-
tion of his disordered fancy. It was unbe-
lievable that these thousands of people *
should go on about their business calmly,
while he fought for his life.

He drove around the Plaza, and then back
toward the St. Anthony. He parked the
car a short distance from the hotel.

“I won’t be a moment—something I
forgot,” he told Atkins.

He entered the hotel and went up to his
room.  From the hiding-place he had cut in
the mattress he drew forth his toupee, and
put it in his pocket. He had not yet de-
cided whether to use it or not, but the
chances were he would. This accomplished,
he checked out at: the desk. After paying
his bill, he had less than two dollars left.

“Well, we’re all ready to go, I guess,” he
said as he reentered the sedan. “Any par-
ticular place you can think of that you'd
like to look over?”

“Not a one. It’s a treat to drive any-
where tonight.”

Worthey, calling to mind the slight
familiarity which he had with San Antonio
as a result of several flying visits, started
out Main Avenue. Within three or. four
miles that route would bring them past the
outskirts of town, and it would be easy to
find a sheltered, quiet side-road.
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They rode silently, Atkins enjoying the

rush of warm, scented air. Worthey, the
creature of a brain that was a mass of cha-
otic, unreal fantasies, had he had time for
introspection, would not have recognized
the man within as himself at all. He had
gone far in twenty-four hours.

A quarter of an hour, and Rouses became
more widely spaced. A few moments more,
and they were traversing a quiet thorough-
fare, with only occasional passing cars
to break the monotony of quiet woodland.

Worthey, trembling with excitement,
kept watch for a suitable side-road.

“‘Here’s a good place to turn around,” he
said thickly, guiding the car into a lane
which seemed made for his purpose.

A big pair of headlights rounded the curve
which had been ahead of them, and as the
car passed drunken voices could be heard,
singing a ribald ditty.

“They’re having a large evening,”
laughed Atkins as Worthey brought the
car to a stop, well up the road.

“Before I back out I want to look at
that left front wheel, It steers as though it
was loose,” said Worthey, licking dry lips.

He climbed out, bent as though in inspec-
tion, and then straightened.

“‘Hub needs tightening,” he said briefly.

He took out the tool-kit and drew forth a
heavy wrench. He handed the electric
flashlight to Atkins.

“Would you mind getting out and hold-
ing it?” he asked.

“Sure thing!”

Atkins got out, and bent over, his hand
reaching out to test the wheel. As he did
so Atkins snapped off the headlights. The
wrench smashed down on the bent head of
the flyer.

What followed was the work of a fear-
crazed man. Astride the unconscious body,
Worthey tightened his fingers around
Atkins’ throat with maniacal strength.
When he loosed his hold there was no life
in the body below him. The flashlight was
out, and the road was so shadowed by
thickly overhanging branches that the
darkness was a perfect shield.

Worthey rapidly stripped the dead body
of his victim. Leaving the clothing in the
car, he picked up the body and carried it
through the thick undergrowth. It was
dark as pitch in the woods, but ahead there
was a small clearing. In the pale moonlight
he could see a depression in the ground—

* blouse, cap and puttees.
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evidently a pit where campers had built a
fire,

He laid the nude body in it, and made his
way back to the car. Once again he took
the wrench. With this crude tool he
worked like a beaver, until finally the body
was covered. He did not stop to add any
artistic touches to the small heap which hid
Atkin’s body, save for throwing a few sticks
of wood and some dried branches over it.

He was perspiring profusely when he had
finished, and his eyes were those of a wild
man. He made his way back to the car,
and within the shelter of the sedan took off
his own outer clothing. He dreyg on the
breeches of the dead officer, and his .own
socks and shoes, which were brown. In
another moment he was fully arrayed in
They fitted fairly
well—he had made a careful comparison of
his figure with Atkins’ back there in the
lobby.

Occasional cars had rushed by on the
‘main road, forty yards out, but apparently
no one had noticed the sedan, which was
well screened in the thick darkness. He
made a bundle of his own clothing and the
underwear and shoes of the dead man. He
adjusted his toupee on his head—it might
be needed back at the garage, in the event
that the same man who had rented him the
car was there. In the Army uniform, with-
out his glasses, and with the aid of the toupee
his change in appearance was complete.

He backed out of the lane, first listening
for any approaching cars, and started back
for the city. The most immediate problem
was the disposal of the clothing.

Sinking it in the water seemed the best
method of getting rid of it. He was not
familiar enough with San Antonio, however,
to know where this could be done. He
glanced at the dead man’s wrist watch,
which he now wore on his own arm. Nine
fifteen. He had an hour before train-time.
He must work fast.

His problem was solved for him. On
one side of the road wasa deep excavation,
surmounted by the charred remains of a
building. It had evidently been a._fair-
sized bungalow. It was surrounded by
trees, and perhaps two hundred feet from
the main road.

He stopped the motor, and listened again
for any approaching cars. He could hear
no sound. It was the work of a few mo-
ments only to climb down into what had
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beea the cellr of the house, and saely be there—that bis fst e, prbaps
bide the clothing in the débris. If t was met in
found, he refected, the clue would be &
deceitful one, for a possible vitim of foul
play would be traced a 3 civilian.
He had been lucky. So far s he knew,
he had been absolutely unoberved, He
drove back to the city at high speed, and
P it Before

i
¢
5
£
H

Tock'a Took ot the number of the ca, drow
the card from e nd came out o collct

out:
“The.

the street, 4nd. exanmined the ticket i on the dusty, rmshackle oaly.

Atkin's pocket-book (o find out which Pulluan on (he trin. Worthey wasted

depot his train was schedled tostart from.  no time. curtains a2 une

T don, b b 1, e he driver e The i s pulin ot bl

sigh of rele

i quick i

vesied 3 ticket 1o McMullen and one for

o lower. i

oxders

eport

"
i

BEEEFESE £ 15
i



stared into the gloom of his berth a3

if

e BT S ey
e 3 o
e D - "
LS s ammnt o, ki 5 s ok b s v
e e ) e s R T
o e e R iy i

i, T e, P Dot i L
BTt TR e i
; et Sl el e ey S i et
ey o, Tl S e T
i S LT S
T s i i b e e B b e e
iy B DR
B S T e Gt Bk SR o8
e e e e o C iy b o
AR T T G
ol e S A e s T
e o b i PL I e A e S
i SR S T TR
T ]
e T
gl 5
‘experience as an Air rinning specter of the He had
R S g it o AT e T
P e A K
. poe ol i g o T
bl i R
—_ peboy
3

Py

|
i
il

very audacity of his scheme. Nota o'cock that ateraooa. It clatiered



Flight

rattled its crawling way like a huge snake
winding along through the forest. It was
not the Texas of Dallas and San Antonio
now; the Texas of modern hotels and up-to-
date stores and automobiles and well-
gowned women. Instead, desolate wilder-
ness hemmed in the train—cactus, mesquite,
sand, and broiling sun pouring a golden
stream over all

It was utterly in keeping with the picture
to find one or two sombreroed, armed riders
in boots and chaps sitting their horses be-
side a shack which represented a station
founded for the benefit of ranchers.
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noticed. One of them, a huge, sombreroed
old man with a ﬂowmg gray mustache,
dressed in flannel shirt, vest, and trousers
tucked into embossed boots, came into the
Pullman. He greeted a majority of the car’s
occupants by name, and passed ponderous
persiflage ina loud voice with the conductor.

Worthey, after a short apparaisal, turned
his eyes again to the deadly panorama un-
folding without. His mind took up its
accustomed round. He had got to the
point where the slightest incident of the day
before—a look, a whlspered word, a hundred
other thmga—had become evxdence that he

And then with the of a
magician producing an egg from a hat,
there would come an end to the seemingly
endless desert, and open fields, then houses,
and finally paved streets would greet the
traveler as the train pulled into one of the
few towns along the route. Then another
plunge into country which was now as it
had been in the days of the Alamo.

It was an ordeal for Worthey, and his
face was drawn with the strain of it. His
fellow' travelers were few, and he took no
notice of them. There were three or four
men who had all the ear-marks of traveling
salesmen, one very good-looking girl and
three middle-aged women, two of them
fashionably dressed. The other men, all
of them deeply bronzed as to face and
hands, ranged from the conventionally
dressed type to typical out-of-door men in
flannel shirts and boots. Worthey fidgeted
in his seat, chewed up innumerable cigars
and smoked the package of cigarets which
he found in Atkins’ clothing. Several of
the men spoke to him in a friendly way,
but his curt answers kept them at bay.

His mind traveled over and over the same
trail, until he felt as if he would like to
leap off the train and rush wildly through
the mesquite to give physical expression to
the nervousness which racked him as his
thoughts went from past to future, and the
traps which would be laid for him on every
side. The trip seemed endless, the progress
of the train as slow as the passing of the
time.

A stop for lunch, and then a weary hour
and a half of constant stops. More often
than not, the station itself and perhaps one
more building were the only habitations
within sight. Two o’clock came, and an-
other stop at a fair-sized town.

‘Two passengers got on the train, Worthey

He thought of a thousand
and one things he should have done to make
his position safer. There might be blood
on the fender—on the wrench he had used—
the men at the depot had seemed sus-
picious—

“Hello, son!” boomed a hearty voice, and
Worthey, with a perceptible start, looked
up into the puckered, twinkling eyes of the
old man who had just boarded the train at
the last station.

“Didn’t aim tuh scare yuh none,” he went
on with a rumbling laugh. “Yo’re the new
man comin’ tuh McMullen, I reckon.”

For a moment Worthey was absolutely
incapable of speech. The old man, in the
act of sitting down in the seat opposite
Worthey, had flipped his vest back and a
huge star was momentarily visible.

“Y—yes, sir,” stammered the pseudo-
flyer at length.

His forehead was beading with perspira-
tion that was not the result of the heat, and
his eyes did not rest on the Texan’s for more
than a split second.

“Glad tuh meet up with yuh. I’m from
McMullen, myself. My name’s Trow-
bridge—T"m Sheriff o’ Hidalgo County and
I know all the boys out tuh the field right
well. My headquarters is McMullen,.and
once ’r twice they’ve helped me out run-
nin’ down some hombre by airplane. What
did yuh say yore name was?”

“Atkins, sir. I—I'm very glad to meet
you, I'm sure.”

His hand was enveloped in the huge paw
of the Sheriff, who thereupon settled down
in his seat with an air of permanence.

“Yes, sir, it’s shorely a great gang o’ men,
yo’re comin’ tuh join up with,” he opined.
“And likewise, a good town.  Ever since
the border patrol got started McMullen’s
took to the idea—they’re proud o’ the
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flight and they like every man in it. It’s
been right lively fur the boys ever since they
been there. And there ain’t no doubt
they’re one o’ the best gangs o’ young
hellions I ever see. Know any of ’em?”

‘Worthey shook his head.

“Yuh got somethin’ ahead o’ yuh, then.
I go out tuh the field right often fur some
poker or trap-shootin’ or such as that.
Sneak a ride whenever I can. T’ll tell yuh
it’s an eye-opener fur us old fogies that
knowed the border back in the nineties and
before to think o’ havin’ that whole schem-
in’, Spig-ridden, mesquite-covered, rattler-
infested stretch o’ country patrolled by
youngsters a mile or so in the air. You
fellers are sort o’ air-rangers—twentieth
century riders. I’m old enough to know
better, but I’ll be doggoned if it ain’t kind o’
ramantic tuh me every time I see one o’
them roarin’jDe Havilands disappearin’ out
over the mesquite along the Rio Grande.”

Worthey negotiated a respectable smile,
as though deprecating the compliments of
the old Texan.

“Which most of ’em ain’t to be fooled
with, likewise,” resumed Trowbridge,
settling his bulk more comfortably in the
seat and removing his tremendous som-
brero. ““Take this here Dave Fitzpatrick,
now. He was the worst influence on the
border. Ran everything for his own
crooked ends, and had an organization
workin’ for him that included everybody
from the heathen Chinee up through spigs,
outlaws and government men. Fact! He
tied in tuh young Tex MacDowell, and
when the dust cleaned away Dave was in
the pen and his gang broke. Ever hear
about that?”

“Something, but no details,”
Worthey cautiously.

Trowbridge proceeded to tell the story,
which had become a classic of the border
patrol, and then under the spur of
Worthey’s questioning went on to talk of
other achievements of the McMullen flight.
Twice the sheriff had made trips by air-
plane after fleeing criminals—once in com-
pany with Tex MacDowell, and the other
time with “Sleepy” qpcars, the newest
addition to the flight. Worthey was prop-
erly humble regarding himself, and acted
somewhat diffident, as indeed he really was,
at the prospect of becoming a comrade of
those young veterans.

"The last two hours of the trip passed more
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rapidly than previous ones by reason of
Trowbridge’s conversation, and Worthey
succeeded in getting some information
which might be valuable to him later.
There was one thing which he learned which
caused him a measure of satisfaction, and
that was that the McMullen poker games
were neither small nor infrequent. Like-
wise, according to the sheriff, some of the
players, Spears and MacDowell especially,
were a long way from being amateur.

Trowbridge told with great gusto the
tale of that famous game at the Del Norte
in El Paso when MacDowell had taken the
first trick from Dave Fitzpatrick—or rather
Fitzpatrick’s men. Worthey listened with
real admiration as the grizzled sheriff told
how MacDowell had been invited into a
game by a man he had met casually, and
how, suspecting that there might be crooked
work afoot, had played and watched until
he caught a switch in the decks. He had
four aces pat, and figured that a pat
straight flush, the only hand which could
beat him, would be too much of a giveaway.

So he had played his four aces strongly
before the draw, believing that there was
a four-card, open-end straight flush against
him which would be filled in the draw.
When the draw came, the flyer drew two
cards instead of one, or none, and thus got
the two cards on top which would have
filled his opponent’s straight flush. He
had given away four aces for three, but it
had resulted in his having only a valueless
hand to beat instead of a nearly unbeat-
able one.

“That’s what I call a poker player,”
nodded Worthey at the conclusion of the
sheriff’s tale. “Ienjoy the game myself.”

“Well, yuh’ll get all yuh want of it out
there. Me an’ Sam Edwards—he’s Mayor
o’ McMullen now—go out right often and
play some.”

Smiling fields were rolling past the win-
dows now, and small houses dotted the
level, sunlit landscape. The mesquite had
been left behind, and it was a pleasant
country which rolled away to the horizon.

“We’re pullin’ in, son.  Expect yo’re not
sorry, either. Do they know yo’re comin’
on this train?”

“Not—er—definitely, I don’t believe.
That is, I left it to a soldier to send a wire
for me and I don’t know whether he did or
not,” stammered Worthey.

“Well, if there ain’t a car tuh meet yuh
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T'll crank up my Ford, which I use when the
hoss ain’t feelin’ good, and we’ll gallop out
there.”

Thus it had happened that he arrived at’

the aerodrome with Sheriff Trowbridge.
Then had come the long strain of meeting
the flyers and passing their inspection. It
was no wonder that as he went to bed that
night in his tent even the ever present
thought of the hangman’s noose seemed to
have no power to affect him. He was too
tired to be afraid of anything,-and from the
moment his head touched the pillow he
slept the sleep of utter exhaustion.

VII

=2 BACK in the recreation room Cap-
QJ;;A tain Kennard was sorting his bridge
&’ hand.

“He may be one of these recluses,” he
opined. “Might’ve been unpopular up at
Sill, and never got around much. He
looked sort of drunk to me tonight, too.
Maybe he didn’t know what we were talk-
ing about. As for that Selkirk question—
he might not have known whether there
was a fellow named Selkirk on the post or
not. Atkins has only been in the Air Ser-
vice' a short while, and probably never
heard of Selkirk. It is rather peculiar he
shouldn’t know about Old Chief, though,
unless he was drunk. When his pilot book
comes in we can,_ tell more about how long
he was there, if it will ease your mind, Tex.
Well, Pll bid a no trump.”

The captain’s words seemed reasonable,
under the circumstances. It did not occur
to any of them, except Tex MacDowell,
that the man might be an imposter. Tex
himself did not really believe so, at that time.
He was simply interested. The rest of the
fiyers dismissed the matter from their minds
and scattered into card games or to town.

MacDowell was the only one who de-
voted any further attention to the new man,
and as he played poker with Hickman,
Beaman, Cravath and Jennings his mind,
at intervals, returned to Atkins, and he de-
cided that on the morrow he would conduct
a few scientific tests. Had any one told
him he was a cynic, he would have laughed.
And yet, having run away from home in his
early youth and spent a year on the out-
skirts of the underworld, and having been
pitted against a large variety of unscru-
pulous criminals during his struggle with

Dave Fitzpatrick on the border, the stal-
wart young flyer had more or less uncon-
sciously reached the point where he did not
take a man’s trustworthiness for granted,
no matter how well-founded his confidence
might have seemed. Men had to prove
themselves to him, now. Time after time,
in the struggle with Fitzpatrick, men/ who
had seemed frank and above-board had
proved to be crooks of one kind or another.
And undoubtedly the restless urge within
him contributed considerably to his atti-
tude of constant watchfulness.

For Tex loved excitement—he was never
happier than when thrown into the midst
of some affair which meant action. Cap-
tain Kennard, his rancher father, Sheriff
Trowbridge and others who should have
known, always maintained ~that almost
every ‘one of the succession of events which
had marked MacDowell’s career along the
border was the result of the young Texan’s
joy in walking into traps for the pleasure
of getting out of them again.

And so just the tiny chance that in the
person of Atkins there might be the genesis
of some out-of-the-ordinary experience was
sufficient to add a bit of pepper to life.
Things might be more interesting than
usual, trying to figure out the new observer.

Breakfast was at seven the next morning,
and immediately thereafter Tex and Hick-
man sent their big DeHaviland booming
westward on the morning patrol to Laredo.
Pete Miller and Beaman went edstward
to the Gulf. The armament section trun-
dled ship after ship to the machine-gun
butts to make sure the guns mounted on
the cowling of each bomber were properly
synchronized and would shoot through the
whirring propeller. Pop Cravath, adju-
tant, went through a succession of papers
with Captain Kennard. The business of
the field proceeded with quiet expedition.

Worthey, unpacking Atkins’ trunk in his
tent, was breathing more freely than he had
since he had first gazed with horror-stricken
eyes on the sprawled form of Crowell Blade.
His heart still accelerdted until it was
almost physically painful whenever he
thought of his position, but the more he
thought the more certain he became that
escape was a certainty. And it was not
the murders themselves that made him
afraid—it was the thought of punishment
therefor. And so his belief in his ultimate
escape made of him a different man.
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At nine-thirty an orderly summoned him
to Captain Kennard’s office. The short
homely little flyer, who in pre-war days had
roved over two continents as an engineer,
leaned back in his chair, lit a cigaret, and
then motioned Worthey to a seat.

“I don’t know just what to do with you,
Atkins,” he said. “Anything you’re speci-
ally good at?”

“Most of my experience has been as a
supply officer,” Worthey said respectfully.

It had come like an inspiration to him.
His previous experience as a Quartermaster
sergeant had made him familiar with the
complicated paper work, and in addition,
the supply end of the Army always has and
always will hold possibilities of graft for an

unscrupulous office;
The scarred face of the C.O. wrinkled
into a grin.

“Boy, you can sure have it. Carson’ll
be so Lickled to get rid of it he won’t know
what to do. He’s radio officer, too, which
is enough for any man. All right—T’ll get
out an order making you aero supply offi-
cer and regular supply, besides.”

Another inspiration struck Worthey.

“Before the war 1 was manager of a big
public market,” he said. “Maybe I could
run the squadron mess—I wouldn’t mind
it, and most fellows hate the ]Ob and don’t
know anything about buying.”

“Seven saints and forty sinners! We
have a paragon among us! Atkins, I'm
glad you’re here. Did I say I didn’t know
what to do with you? Consider yourself
mess officer starting tomorrow. Cravath’ll
turn things over to you. If you can run
it as it ought to be run, you'll be the most
valuable man in the flight, not excepting
myself.”

In the rush of exultation which filled him
as things came his way inspiration number
three came to Worthey.

“I realize I'm only a rookie in the Air
Service, sir, and I'm perfectly satisfied to
take the little end of the horn for a while. I
can start on those unpleasant jobs that I
can do, but I'll be disappointed if I don’t
soon work into a regular Air Service job.”

“Good,” said the Captain heartily. “Of
course, after a few practise patrols, yow'll
take your turn as observer, in addition to
your ground duties. The time has passed
when all a flyer ha.s to do is fly, or an ob-
server to observe.”

“Yes, sir.”

Worthey, eyes on the floor, was con-
gratulating himself with pride and satis-
faction. He had landed two jobs which
would mean money that week perhaps, and
in addition, his humble attitude had got
him in right with Captain Kennard. He
realized the importance of avoiding un-
popularity or dislike, and was prepared to
exert every effort in his power to be one of
the gang until the blow-off came.

Kennard blew a couple of smoke-rings
ceilingward,“and then, having reached a
decision, announced it without delay.

“I like your attitude, Atkins. To show
you my appreciation, I'll start you right
away on flying training. As you undoubt-
edly know, the chief is smiling on the idea
of all observers being capable of flying a
ship—not experts, but able to land and take
off and handle it in the air. We’ve got a
Jenny down here to train in. I suppose, like
all observers, you'd give your left ear to be
able to fly. Ever had the stick?”

“N—no, sir,” stammered Worthey.

For an instant an excuse to get out of
flying training was on the tip of his tongue,
but then a thought came to him which
dammed the fear-stimulated words he would
have uttered. In case of an emergency,
why not an escape by air across the border?
For a moment he wavered, dreading the
thought of the air. Then:

“Thank you, sir. The quxcker I start the
better I'll be satlsﬁed ”’ he replie

“No time like the presem."’ stated the
forceful Captain. “Orderly!

The young soldier entered and saluted.

“Go tell Sergeant Cary to have the Jenny
brought out on the line and warmed up.
Then find Lleutenant Jennings and have
him report to me.”

Just as the noise of a motor came to their
ears Jennings came in.

“Jimmy, Atkins here is anxious to start
flying training. Take him up this morn-
ing, will you, and let him have the stick.
Jennings,” he went on, turning to Atkins,
%5 an old instructor and a man with five
boches, so what he tells you will be straight.”

The slim young flyer grinned.

“I haven’t destroyed half as many Huns
as T have American ships,” he remarked.
“Got a helmet and goggles?"

“N—no I haven’t.

“Draw ’em from the supply!’

Jennings led him to the supply office,
where he signed for the equipment, and then
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sent him over to the ship while he went
after his own stuff.; The lath-like master
sergeant in charge of the line was in the
cockpit, and the motor was gradually in-
creasing its roar as the throttle came slowly
open on the warm-up. Clouds of dust
swirled up behind the ship as the propeller
entirely disappeared from sight, save for'a
circle of light that marked the tip. En-
Jisted men leaned against the wings to keep
the ship from leaping the blocks. Although
the motor was less than half the horse-
power of the Liberty, and the ship itself, an
ordinary training plane, much smaller than
the De Havilands on either side of it, was
nevertheless a fearful and wonderful thing
to Worthey.
VIII

IT WAS probably the nerviest thing
he had ever done—climbing silen
and white-faced into the rear cock-
pit. It took him a moment to figure out
how to adjust the belt, and he did not dare
to ask for_assistance. Had he been able to
talk loud enough to make himself heard,
and could have thought of an excuse, he
would have renegged as Jennings, owl-like
in his helmet and goggles, turned to him
from the front cockpit.

““All right?” he shouted.

Worthey, perforce, nodded.

“—— if he don’t look scared!” Jennings
thought curiously. He scrutinized his
prospective pupil for a moment, and then,
with a slight shrug, turned and nodded to
the waiting mechanics.

They crawled beneath the wing and
pulled the wheelblocks, and then, gather-
ing in front of the left wing, held it while
Jennings shoved on the throttle and gave
the ship left rudder and right aileron. They
turned almost in their tracks, and went
bumping over the field for the takeoff.

Worthey’s thoughts were turning long-
ingly to l&exico, and he was cursing
himself for not getting across the border
without delay. He was utterly afraid, now.
Fhe heat of the motor came back to him
in a blast—the whole machine frightened
him. His imagination leaped forward a
few moments to the time when things on
the ground would be pigmy-like, and there
would be only this frail contraption be-
tween him and a terrible death. For
Worthey, like a great majority of criminals,
was yellow to the core.

They turned again, and then the roar of
the motor seemed to fill the universe.
Worthey, holding to the cowling with hands
that gripped until it hurt, felt the tail of the
ship rise as the ground sped by. With the
fascination of fear he watched the ever
moving stick in the-back seat, daring once
in a while to look out.

Suddenly the ground dropped away, and
momentarily the riding was smooth. Then,
with no warning, there came a sickish feel-
ing'in the pit of his stomach as the ship shot
upward in a zoom. Jennings leveled off,
and banked. Worthey clutched the upper
side as the earth suddenly appeared to one
side of him. It was a great relief when the
ship righted, but it was nearly a minute
before he looked down. And that moment
marked the exact time when he started los-
ing his dread of the air.

The Jenny, although the altimeter read
less than five hundred feet, did not seem to
be moving very swiftly over the flat brown
earth below. His ears had accustomed
themselves to the roar of the motor, and
above all, he did not feel any sensation of
great height, nor the nausea which nine
hundred and ninety-nine people out of a
thousand experience when looking down
from a high dwelling. For the fact that the
ship was moving made the earth seem like a
painted canvas.

It was difficult to realize that he was ac-
tually in the air, and that the small build-
ings ‘and tiny fields below represented the
ground. The sensation which all people
dread moré than any other when thinking
of flying is no sensation at all.

In fact, within two minutes Worthey,
ignorant as he was about all things pertain-
ing to flying was probably less afraid right
then than was Jennings, with his knowl-
edge of the thousand-and-one things that
might go wrong. Jennings knew that they
had had their lives in their hands when they
took off, with no choice, had the motor cut,
other than to smash straight into the build-
ings ahead. And he knew that it was very
possible that Worthey, when he took the
stick, might “freeze” the controls, through
nervousness. To Worthey . everything
seemed suddenly safe. He did not realize
the thousands of complexities in the roar-
ing motor, nor the real dangers-of the
air.

Flying always has been, and' for consid-
erable time will be, a profession of thrills

1
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and danger. But the idea that nobody ex-
cept a man that combines a college educa-
tion with the ability to hear a pin drop a
mile away, spot a fly at a thousand yards
and combine in general the attributes of a
demi-god can fly, is wrong. Any normal
man with fair eyes and ears, a good sense
of balance and the common or garden vari-
ety of nerves can be taught to fly. It may
be that his first forced landing will mean a
wreck and that his first wreck will ruin his
nerve, and the chances are a hundred to
one against his ever becoming a good flyer.
Good flyers, to a considerable extent, are
born and not manufactured. But there are
few men walking up and down the world,
excluding the blind, the deaf and the aged,
who could not be taught within ten hours
to take off, fly around the field, and land.

Worthey was as nervous as a witch when
Jennings motioned to him to take the stick.
He did not know that Jennings own skillful
hand was on the stick in the front seat, help-
ing him. Immediately the ship started tilt-
ing as a bump hit the left wing. In semi-
panic Worthey. threw the stick over—so
far that the ship would have completely lost
equilibrium the other way had Jenning’s
hand not steadied it.

Like all beginners, Worthey overcon-
trolled. He would become passable on
straight flying in a few hours—not for hun-
dreds of hours would he have the delicate
sense of balance and the light and sure
touch whereby a fraction of an inch of move-
ment would give to rudder or elevators or
ailerons the precise amount of change neces-
sary to keep the ship flying absolutely level.

He felt like a man walking a tight-rope—
there was never ceasing movement of the
controls to keep level. All the time it was
necessary to keep compensating for bumps
that alternately threw the nose up or down,
or one wing high in the air and the other
pointing at the ground. The slightest move-
ment of the stick seemed to throw the plane
way off balance.

His lesson lasted an hour. The Jenny
droned round and round the air-drome,
about fifteen hundred feet high, never out
of gliding distance of it. Toward the end
there were brief intervals when Jennings
removed his hand from the stick, and by
constant signaling to his student succeeded
in making Worthey keep it right side up by
himself. He was strained and white there
in the back seat, but the knowledge of the

stake for which he might be playing—life
itself—kept him grimly at his task. The
greater fear swallowed the lesser.

He sank back in the cockpit with a sigh
of relief when Jennings took the stick, and
cut the throttle. With fascinated eyes he
sighted down a wing to the ground as Jen-
nings banked steeply, nosed down at the
same time. With the lower wing-tip appar-
ently remaining pointed at one spot on the
ground, the ship cork-screwed down in a
tight spiral. There was not the sign of a slip
or skid, but Worthey did not know that. e
did dimly realize that in the graceful evo-
lution of the craft there was a sense of the
pilot’s absolute mastery of it. And the con-
trols did not seem to move at all. It was
flying art.

Worthey was dizzy and sick when they
got to three hundred feet, and sped north-
ward. Now that they were so low, the sen-
sation of speed was increasing. His ears
seemed stopped up, and there was a roar-
ing in them as well as an uncomfortable
stuffed sensation. - Suddenly, when the ship
was pointed at the field, there came again
that sudden sensation in the pit of his
stomach. Jennings had nosed over sud-
denly, and with idling motor was coming
in. They landed smoothly and bumped
slowly over the level ground.

As they walked toward headquarters
Jennings explained about overcontrol, and
mentioned some of Worthey’s more glar-
ing errors.

“Keep you head working, don’t get
scared, and force yourself not to overcon-
trol. It’s kind of a panic, when a man jams
the stick all over the cockpit for. a little
bump. You’ll get to the point where a
bump can tip the ship and you’ll never
move—know that she’ll right herself. And
don’t hold the stick tight. Just a light
touch with your fingers.” And so on, except
that Worthey was spared the usual caustic
nature ‘of a flying instructor’s remarks.
Particularly when the student comes to
landing the instructor has one of the prize
jobs of the world. When every mistake
may mean crack-up, it is perhaps natural
to become semewhat peeved and waspish
over each one. Particularly when the same
man has probably made the same mistake
at least a dozen times before, and other
students have done that thing a thousand
times before.

“Thanks very much, Jennings, and next
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time I’ll try to do better. Would it be too
much to ask for another lesson this after-
noon? Now that I've got the chance, I'm
afraid it’s going to slip me,” he said as they
came to headquarters. Another trip that

" day did not hold a single, solitary charm for
him, but he was in no position to pass up
any bets.

“Good Lord, what an air-hog!” laughed
Jennings. “We’ll see. If I don’t feel like
it or something else should come up, may-
be one of the other boys'll take you. I
wanted to test out my machine guns in the
air this afternoon.”

Worthey, having nothing in particular to
do, walked into the recreation room, mus-
ing on the fact that no matter what hap-
pened now, he was sure of escape over the
border. In a few hours he would be able to
fly well enough for a straight flight the few
miles to Mexico—he could get away if the
police were entering the gate!

On the magazine table lay the morning
paper. He wondered whether the Blade
case was still prominent in it—and still more
important, whether the body of Atkins had
been found.

Slowly he unfolded it to the front page.
His pasty gray face got whiter as he read
the headline.

NEW CLUE IN BLADE MURDER.
POLICE GET INFORMATION THAT
WORTHEY WORE A TOUPEE.
BELIEF IS THAT HE REMOVED IT
AFTER MURDER FOR PURPOSES
OF DISGUISE.

They had traced his record back to his
Army career, and had a complete and
accurate description of him. Due to the
inconspicuous nature of his calling since the
war, they had little knowledge of that, and
he was not listed as a professional gambler.
“His activities shrouded in mystery,” was
the way the paper put it.

He sat down heavily. Would they be
able to trace him now! It seemed likely.
Hotel clerks had undoubtedly scrutinized
every guest that day, and the St. Anthony
clerk might remember him. But he had
boarded the train in a toupee, and in uni-
form. Worthey had disappeared into Ger-
ald White, and White into Atkins. If by
any chance the new angle to the inquiry had
resulted in the man White, one-day guest at
the St. Anthony, being traced, it would

once again run up against a blank wall. He
had disappeared when that Ford sedan had
driven away from the garage.

If by any chance the presence of an offi-
cer with him should become known—and
that was generously granting that the hotel
clerk or garage owner should connect a bald
customer with the case—it would be almost
impossible, he believed, to trace down the
name of the officer. For Atkins was merely
a visitor at Donovan Field, and had spoken
to no one while with him, Worthey. All in
all, it would take Coincidence’s longest arm,
and Lady Luck’s most wicked wiles to trace
him, for some time anyhow.

X

BY THE time lunch came around
he was able to sit and listen to
casual mention of the latest develop-
ments in the Blade case without undue em-
barrassment. He had spent a great deal of
money on that toupee, for he was a vain
man, and it had seldom been detected.
And as always, the audacity of his imper-
sonation was his greatest comfort. The
last man suspected is the one who sits at
your right hand.

“I’ll bet they gave you the once-over
when you were leaving San Antone,” re-
marked MacDowell when the subject came
up. “Texas hasn’t been so excited since I
can remember over one man getting killed.”

“They did,” returned Worthey easily. “I
had to show my papers and almost the laun-
dry marks on my clothes to get by the gate.”

“Just stopped off ‘at Donovan on your
way down from Sill, eh?”

4Uh-huh.”

For a moment there was silence. Tex
stole a long look at Worthey’s head as he
bent over his pie. Brown hair, shading off
into a plentiful sprinkling of gray.

“TI hate to ask a man point blank whether
he wears a toupee or not. In present cir-
cumstances, that would amount to a con-
siderable insult. It sure would be funny if
that head o’ hair of his didn’t grow there,”
he thought.

It was mostly that never ceasing urge of
his after the unusual and interesting which
led him to go over to the operations office
after lunch. Whereas the rest of the flight
bothered their heads not at all over the
peculiar ignorance of the new man regard-
ing his last post, Tex scented something
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that might possibly be worth investigating.
So he procured the pilot book of Lieutenant
Atkins—the record of a man’s Army flying
which is kept up to date always and is sent
from post to post with him.

He looked over the entries carefully.

“Now wouldn’t that cause you a slight
flicker of thought,” he mused. “This bird
sure was at Sill for four months.”

He lounged over into the recreation room
and sat down, a magazine lying unread in
his lap.

“There is something almighty mysteri-
ous about our friend Atkins,” he finally
decided.

And those remarkable gray eyes of his
glowed with pleasure.

Late that evening he found Worthey in
his tent.

“Atkins, I just got a letter from Frank
Gallard up at Sill. He’s passing through
here in a few days. You know him, of
course. He asked to be remembered to you,
and said that maybe we could have one of
the old-time parties the night he was here.”

He leaned carelessly against the table,
his eyes hidden by drooping lids, and his
softly slurred speech coming calmly. Be-
neath the laziness of his attitude there was
the tenseness of a gambler making a throw
for a big stake.

“Oh, yes indeed. Ei—when is he com-
ing, did you say? Nice fellow!”

“Not for a week or so. Well, see you at
supper.”

And he walked out. Had Worthey been
a mind-reader, he would have followed Tex
out of the tent, and never again would that
temporary abiding-place have known him.
For Tex was saying to himself, with surging
interest not unmixed with pure delight:

“That man is not Atkins! And there-
fore, who is he?”

There was no such man as Frank Gallard.

JIMMY JENNINGS, arrayed in
@5 bathrobe and slippers, was confing -

down the boardwalk which split the
two rows of tents.

“Why the heavy thought, young man,
and above all, why that look in your eye
which seemeth to shout ‘the world is my
oyster?” ”” he queried.

“I don’t care for oysters. I’ve just been
conversing with Atkins to pass the time

»”

“Sort of a queer egg,” said Jimmy care-

lessly. “Sure a nut on flying. I had him
up about an hour this morning, and Sleepy
Spears just told me that Atkins begged so
hard that Sleepy took him up an hour and
a half this afternoon. He suré yearns to
fly.”

“Uh-huh. Any good?”

“About average. They all can do more
stunts trying to fly straight than I could on
purpose, when they first start. Sleepy said
he was going pretty good this afternoon.
Well, let me proceed to the rinsing station.”

Tex did not confide in Jimmy. He found
Captain Kennard reading the paper.

“My dime-thriller mind is getting away
with ‘me,” he told himself mockingly.
“Before I say a word I’d better be —— cer-
tain, or somebody will be justified in plug-
ging me.’ Well, what’s the lastest, cap’n?
Have they caught the murderer yet?”

“Nope. He’s long gone by now, I guess.
They’ve got this guy Worthey pretty well
traced down, though. He was a profes-
sional gambler, in a small way, according to
some men that knew him a little. They’re
getting dope on him from various parts of
the county. He evidently didn’t plan any-
thing like what came off, for he wasn’t
using an assumed name. Must be a pretty
clever cuss to get away as clean as he has.”

“Uh-huh.”

Tex relapsed into silent thought, and did
not emerge from his musing after the gang
had started to gather. For if the supposed
Atkins was not Atkins, where was the bona-

Jide officer? And who was the imposter?

The answer to that last question was
obvious, and yet almost unthinkable. Mac-
Dowell believed that if Atkins was not
Atkins, he was Worthey. If so, though, by
what conceivable combination of circum-
stances had he come into possession of
Atkins’ effects, and come to impersonate
him? And after all, there might be some
explanation so obvious as to be overlooked
regarding his ignorance of Fort Sill

Tex was silent and distraught at dinner
that evening, although Captain Kennard
noticed, and wondered at the glow in the
Texan’s eyes. From long experience, he
knew that that look meant something. So
he was not completely astounded when
Tex invited him for a short trip into town.

He was completely at a loss, however,
when Tex confided his suspicions.

“Well, what do you think?” concluded
Tex. “Bawlme out if you want to—T just

g
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can’t help letting the thing work on my
mind.”

“By —, you may be right,” granted
Captain Kennard. “But listen, Tex, we
can’t simply walk up to this bird and ac-
cuse him of being a murderer—probably
a double murderer. The chances are all
against it—where did Atkins go and how
did an imposter get his stuff? If we were
wrong, which we undoubtedly are, we’d be
in wrong for life. Atkins would hate me,
with reason, and it would be impossible for
him to stay here. The thing would un-
doubtedly leak out and follow him all
around. The publicity and all that stuff
would be a horrible thing for him. What
we can do is wire Fort Sill tonight for a full
and complete description of this Atkins, in-
cluding a photograph if possible.

“That’s what I thought,” nodded Tex
as they turned into McMullen’s wide, well-
paved main street. “And I thought it
would be a good thing to tell Trowbridge.
He'll keep his mouth shut, and he’ll be the
one to make the arrest. I believe that if
this fellow is Worthey he'll stay to draw a
paycheck—and say, he might cash bad
checks, too! According to the papers he
left all the money. He'd be broke and
would take this chance of getting some
dough before beating it into Mexico.”

“T’ll arrange that he stays on the post,
and assign old Sergeant Cary to watch him
all the time so he can’t get away,” said
Kennard. “That’ll be easy enough.”

They drew up before the jail, and found
the sheriff sitting in the office, conferring
with some cronies on unofficial matters. He
greeted them heartily, and came outside
with them. When Tex laid the story in
front of him the old man suddenly stiff-
ened. He drew a long breath as Tex ceased
speaking.

“Now wouldn’t that there be a scheme?”
he asked oratorically.

He paced up and down the walk for a
minute, responding to cordial greetings
with absent-minded gestures.

“I can see yore view-point, cap’n,” he
said at last. “It’d be a —— of a note if
you was wrong. Tell you what I'll do. T'll
have a man loafin’ outside the gate all the
time, and you have this kombre watched
inside till we hear from Sill. He can’t git
away, and if there’s nothin’ to it he won’t
never know. I'll bring Sam Clark out this
evenin’ some time, and he can meet this

Atkins or Worthey or whoever he is, and
from that time on we’ll have ’im covered.
How long’ll it take to hear, d’yuh think?”

“T’Il send a night letter right now,” said
the Captain. “We ought to get a reply by
day after tomorrow. It'll be by letter, of
course. It would be hard for them to send
full enough details by wire, and we want a
picture and all sorts of dope besides to
make sure.”

“Shore,” nodded the sheriff. ‘“Tex, you
limb o’ Satan, how’s it come you're always
stickin’ that nose o’ yores into events an’
happenings?”

Tex grinned.

““The gods are good,” he drawled. “Well,
see you and Clark later, eh?”

And thus it came to pass that arrange-
ments were made so that between Sergeant
Cary, on the post, and Deputy Sheriff Sam
Clark, off the post, Worthey never would
be out of sight except when ensconced in his
tent. Every officer was let in on the secret,
to make the unobstrusive espionage more
complete, and to prevent any false conver-
sational moves which might expose the sus-
pect’s ignorance to such an extent that he
would realize he had given himself away and
take flight.

X

WORTHEY was successful in per-
suading both Jennings and Pete
2 Miller to give him a total of three
and a half hours instruction the next day,
and at the end of that time he had suc-
ceeded in making several passable landings
and take-offs. He did not know that the
hand of his instructor was always lightly
on the stick, and that a slight pressure on
the controls at the psychological moment
made all‘the difference in some of his land-
ings. Nevertheless, he had reached the
point where he could fly the ship straight
and level, and even made shallow banks
without slipping and skidding too much.
He was congratulating himself on the
success of his scheme on the morning of the
second day, and making plans to cash a big
check in town on a San Antonio bank.
This, added to a month’s pay-check, would
give him several hundred dollars. Then it
would be a simple matter to go into town
some evening, hire a car, and get to the
border.
Sleepy Spears was to be his instructor
that morning, and the Jenny, along with
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two DeHavilands, was on the line, already

warmed up. Worthey decided to get his

mail, first, and hand it over to the sergeant
before going up. The mail-box of a mess
officer is always well-loaded.

It was the morning on which that fateful
letter was expected to arrive from Fort Sill.
Sheriff Trowbridge was on his way to the
air-drome, and Tex and Captain Kennard
were in the C.0.’s office, waiting for the
sheriff’s arrival. The mail orderly was due
any time.

Worthey walked into the front office,
where there was a row of mail-boxes along
the wall, just as the orderly’s motorcycle
drew up in front of hea(‘quartcrs The
slim, young private came in with the bag,
opened it, and started sorting the mail.
Worthey was looking over his shoulder, and
the orderly handed him the communica-
tions addressed to the mess officer as he
came to them.

Captain Kennard’s clerk had not yet
left his desk when Worthey’s eye fell on a
letter addressed to the Commanding Offi-
cer, McMullen, Texas, and on which the
return address was Fort Sill. A quick thrill
of apprehension went through the quiet

, Worthey. What in the world could that be,
he wondered with a sinking heart. It might
be nothing, and then again it might be some-
thing that would give him away. He gave
no sign, but watched the orderly put the
long, thick official envelop in the command-
ing officer’s box.

The sorting finished, the orderly turned
away. Like a flash Worthey abstracted the
letter and added it to his own stack of mail.
At almost the same moment the captain’s
clerk came up to take the mail in to the
office.

“Got one of my letters in the wrong box,”
Worthey explained thickly, and the unsus-
picious “clerk said, “Yes, slr,” and took the
rest of the mail into the office.

The sound of an automobile motor
reached him from outside, and then the
sheriff’s booming voice. For no particular
reason the mere thought of the sheriff
brought Worthey’s heart into his throat.
He walked out, greeted Trowbridge briefly
and started for the mess-hall, tearing the
letter open as he walked. If it was nothing
which could harm him he would take it in
to the captain and explain that he had
opened it by mistake.

What he saw caused him to stop in his
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tracks, and his pasty face went white as
chalk. It was a small snapshot of Atkins.
Then, with spots dancing before his eyes
so that he could hardly read, he took in the
first sentence of the communication.

n reply to your telegram requesting picture and
- description of Lieutenant Atkins, recent
ordered to your station ——

He stopped to read no more. So they
had been suspicious of him, and sent to
Tort Sill for a complete description! That
was the cause of the sheriff’s presence that
morning—he was cornered!

Instantly his one desperate chance came
to him. It was better than to be caught
like a rat in a trap, and swing for his crim
Once again the greater fear stimulated him
to desperate courage.

Taking care to keep out of sight of any
of the officers in headquarters or the recrea-
tion room, he walked rapidly along the rear
of the line of buildings, then swung widely
and went down behind the hangars. Cary,
lounging near the hangars, watched him.
Worthey could see two mechanics working
on a DeHaviland, and another standing
near the Jenny.

Back in the C.O.’s office disappointment
reigned. They would have to wait for the
afternoon mail.

“Sure this was-all, are you Blair?” asked
the Captain.

“Yes, sir. There was one more letter in
your box, but Lieutenant Atkins took that
d said it was in there by mistake.”

Tex and the sheriff leaped to their feet
like one man.

“He might have seen a Fort Sill return
card on it, and just grabbed it!” said Tex
tersely, his eyes glowing warmly. “Let’s
find him!”

“Who's getting in that Jenny?” asked
the Captain as they came out the door of
headquarters.

He shaded his eyes against the glaring
sun in an effort to see.

“Ain’t it Atkins?” queried the sheriff,
whose puckered eyes were accustomed to
the sun.

“It is, by all that’s holy! He——"

“Got that letter; and is goin’ to try to
make it into Mexico!” roared Trowbridge.
“Come on, Tex! We can get——"

His words were drowned in the sudden
roar of the motor. Worthey, emerging
from behind a hangar, ordered a mechanic
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to spin the propeller, which, of course, was
done without question. The fear-crazed
murderer knew nothing of the ship except
the location of switch and throttle, but the
hot motor started on the first spin.

“Pull the blocks!” he yelled, aware of a
stream of running figures from the recre-
ation room.

It was nothing but blind luck which was
with him as he jammed on the throttle and
turned the ship around. He did not think,
nor care, about the landing ahead—nor of
the risk he was taking in trusting himself
alone in. the air. He taxied up the field for
the take-off, not daring to try it except
with the maximum of space. Let them try
to stop him now!

Once again he succeeded in turning his
ship and started the take-off. He got the
stick too far forward, and the nose dipped
until Tex, working like mad in the cockpit
of a DeHaviland;.saw it out of the corner
of his eye and waited a moment for what
seemed like a crack-up. - The propeller did
not hit, however, and in a slightly weaving
course the Jenny sped across the ground.
Worthey, without helmet or goggles, was
hunched behind the windshield.

Sheriff Trowbridge was in the rear cock-
pit of the DeHaviland, and the great Lib-
erty burst into life just as the Jenny stag-
gered off the ground. It barely cleared the
tops of the headquarters and recreation
buildings. It righted and went out of sight
on a beeline for the Rio Grande, seven miles
away.

With two excited mechanics on one wing
Tex turned the DeHaviland and took off
from where he was. It was a desperate
chance he was taking, for the buildings
were close ahead. He was off the ground
thirty yards from them, and pulled up in a
tremendous zoom. They barely cleared the
buildings, and only his wonderful feel of
the ship saved them. Had he not nosed
down at precisely the right second the
great bomber would have mushed down on
top of the buildings, due to lack of speed.

As it was, he held it for a moment, until
that danger was passed. Then the ship
dropped almost to the ground, but it did
not hit. With stick and rudder Tex kept
it up, using the last atom of speed. In five
seconds it had picked up speed again, and
took chase after the wobbling Jenny, winging
for Mexico barely three hundred feet high.

Both Tex and the sheriff were wearing
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goggles only—eager hands had thrust even
those on them. MacDowell, his mouth
curved in a grim smile and his gray eyes
blazing with a sort of fierce joy behind his
goggles, took a rapid survey of his instru-
ments. There had been no warming of the
. motor, and the thermometer was only sixty.
The oil was not warmed yet, either, and
the pressure gage was wobbling queerly.
The Liberty was turning up seventeen hun-
dred revolutions a minute, however, and
little by little they gained.

The four-hundred-horsepower Liberty
was over twice as powerful as the Jenny
motor, and there was forty miles an hour
difference in the speed of the ships. If the
laboring Liberty did not fail, they could
overhaul the ship ahead. Tex was wonder-
ing what he would do after he did over-
haul Worthey. Could it be possible that
the man had ever known anything about
flying? No, Jennings’ testimony and that
breath-taking take-off -had proven con-
clusively that he knew nothing except what
four or five hours had taught him. He
had never made an unassisted landing in
his life—could know nothing of the traps
and pitfalls waiting for him at every turn
in the air.

It would be a terrible risk to try and
bring him down by diving at him and trying
to turn him from his goal by getting in
front of him and coming so close that
through fear of a collision he would be com-
pelled to turn. With his more powerful ship
he could do it, but with a novice like Worthey
at the stick a collision would be certain.

Tex was only a hundred yards back of
the other ship now, and slightly. below it.
Ahead the Rio Grande, a twisting silver
ribbon, was plainly in view, even at their
low altitude. The thermometer was at
ninety-five now—the motor was boiling. He
opened the motor shutters and throttled a
bit. As he did so he felt an iron grip on his
shoulders.

The sheriff had one of his guns in his
’hand, and pointed with a grim smile to the
ship ahead. Tex nodded his understanding.

-Trowbridge’s mouth was close to the
flyer’s ear.

“He knows I'm sheriff, by —, an’ if
he don’t stop—"

He straightened up. The free-swinging
observer’s belt, designed to give every free-
dom of action to the back-seat man, al-
lowed him to stand upright. He leaned
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against the terrific air-blast, and both re-
volvers were in his hand. In his flannel
shirt, wide, embossed belt and swinging
holsters, holding his two old-fashioned six-
shooters, the grizzled old-timer was in
ludicrous contrast to the modernity of his
equippage and methods. He might have
been a sheriff ‘along the Pecos in the nine-
ties—his method of overhauling his man
was strictly of the twentieth century.

Tex buckled to his work. The Rio
Grande was only a mile ahead. There was
only one way whereby even such a shot as
the sheriff could hope to succeed—that was
for him to gage, at least momentarily, the
speed of his DeHaviland so that it would
be exactly that of the Jenny—and to have
the ships close together.

He was directly even with the other plane
now, and fifty feet below. He lifted his
ship in a gradual zoom. The Jenny seemed
to drop toward them. They still had speed
enough left to pass the other ship, aftl
Worthy’s white face was momentarily in
sight. “Out of the tail of his eye he could see
the sheriff motioning back. But the Jenny,
naturally, drove steadily southward.

He throttled to a thousand revolutions.
Slowly the Jenny banked, to get away from
them. With a sudden roar the Liberty
went on, and Tex himself banked steeply,
straightening when he was parallel to his
prey.

He was a trifle behind it now. Weary
hours of formation flying stood him in good
stead—twenty yards back, and the same
distance to one side, he throttled again.
Smoothly the DeHaviland slid forward,
largely through its accumulated momen-
tum. A trifle ahead of the other ship it was
going at practically the same speed. Tex,
handling the De Haviland instinctively,
looked around. The sheriff’s two guns were
smoking, and as Tex turned they spoke
again. Trowbridge, looking like a vener-
able Mephistopheles, leaned over the side
and watched the result of his gunplay.

‘The Jenny wavered, and the nose came
down. It tilted on a wing as the nose
dipped still farther earthward.

Tex banked to watch—it was nerve-
wracking, even under those circumstances.
In a tailspin so shallow that it was almost
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a spiral the smaller plane whirled down-
ward. It hit on one wing and the nose, only
a hundred yards from the river,

A half-mile away men were already run-
ning toward the scene. Tex nosed down
and banked into a shallow spiral, the motor
half-on. He was watching that heap of
linen and wood and metal. Slowly, as
though with infinite difficulty, a figure
emerged from that splintered heap, and
seemed to be crawling toward the river.

The ship had fallen in a fairly good-sized
stubble field. The pilot shoved the motor
full on and dove recklessly for the ground.
He was not over fifty feet high as he turned,
cut the motor, and glided for the field.
They landed smoothly, although they nearly
nosed up in the soft earth. Their victim
had dragged himself nearly half the dis-
tance to the river.

Leaving the motor idling, they leaped
out and ran back toward him. He had ap-
parently given up the attempt, and was
lying quietly, face down.

MacDowell reached him several yards
ahead of the sheriff. As he turned the prone
figure over, two wide-open eyes met his
gaze, and there was just a ghost of a smile.
Somehow the eyes were strangely peaceful.
It was as if the man did not care.

“You're Worthey,” stated Tex as the
puffing sheriff arrived. The young Texan
waited in strained tenseness for the reply.

Worthey did not answer. Trowbridge
said—

“It was a toupee!”

Sure enough, although the wig was still
on Worthey’s head, it had slipped partly.
off. There was a bad-looking bullet hole in
his back, ju>t below the shoulders. The
sheriff’s aim had been true. Worthey
opened his eycs already glazing.

—— near made it—but—but—I'm
not sHHorr)‘ I didn’t—"

“Did you kill Atkins?”” demanded Trow-
bridge.

“Yes. Out on the Main Avenue road.
It was the only—the only—up a little side
road I hid his body in a camping hole—I
didn’t know any other way—they——

And so, within hearing of the murmur-

“ing waters of the Rio Grande, within a few

yards of Mexico and safety, he died.




Author of “Shanghai Fried Chicken.”

[} ' HAT’S that? You got a dog
that’s almost human? Say boy!

A You don’t deserve to have a
dog. You want a talkin’ doll.

Why the whole point to a dog is that he
ain’thuman. Gimme a dog that knows he’s
a dog and is proud of it—like Terry
there. Look ’im over, kid. He’s an Irish
terrier, an’ a full-blooded one too. Lord
knows where he come from. All I know is
he hooked on to me one Winter night here
in Noo York up around Pier 45 an’ we ain’t
never been separated since. I guess we won’t
be neither till one of us kicks the can—not
after what we been through. Hey Terry?

Why last March we was stuck on the
beach at Gaspey up in Quebec, an’ wishin’
to —— we was back here in Noo York, when
T manage to strike the skipper of a Lakes
boat for a job. She was the Saginaw
bound for Brooklyn with lumber. By some
wonderful luck her bosun had fell sick, so T
pulled his job. The old man was a down-
easter, a little short guy like me. He didn’t
waste no words on anything.

“Nug,” he says, “we cast off tomorrow
night. T want you aboard before eight bells
tomorrow morning.”

“Cap’n,” I asks him, “T’ve got a terrier.
It’ll be all right if T brmg him along, won’t
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“Why not?” says the old man.

chief engineer keeps a cat. Sure—if he’s
yours—bring him aboard.”

Next morning Terry an’ me come hoofin’
it down the dock with me sea-bag. All they
had from the dock to the ship was a narrow
plank, so we had to come aboard single
file, me leadin’, Terry a coupla steps behind.
Leanm over the midships rail watchin’ us
was a ganglin’, dough-faced gink with a long
hook nose an’ a chief-engineer’s cap shoved
back on his dome. Just as I.set me foot on
the desk I hear a pssssss, an’ up from
beside the engineer gets one of the biggest
long-haired, gray cats I ever see—near
three-quarters as big as Terry himself. He
humps his back in the middle an’ plants
himself on the end of the gangplank leakin’
steam for all he can go. Terry stopped in
the middle of the plank to look him over.
Then, “Vip!” says Terry.

“Pssssss!” goes the cat, an’ he flattens
out. Terry stood there half-way across not
knowin’ just what to make of it, while the
cat begins to creep up on him draggin’ his
hairy belly along the plank. I dropped me
sea-bag on the hatch; an’ I looks at the
engineer.

“Are you the chief?” I says.

“Hi am,” he says. “Who are you?”

“Is that your cat?” I says to him.

“Hit +is,” he says; an’ then—“Ts that
mutt yours?”
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“That terrier,” I says, “is mine. 'I’m the
100 bosun and I'm bringin’ him aboard.”

“That’s hinterestin’,” says the chief,
spittin’ over the rail; “’e don’t seem to want
to come, do ’e?”

Terry crouched down as that sissin’ cat
kept creepin’ toward him. “Chief,” says I,
“that ain’t a bad cat of yourn, but if you
don’t get him off that there plank in a
coupla seconds, he’ll be food for the Gaspey
fishes.”

“%e will not!” snaps back the limejuicer,
“an’ if ’e hever sinks ’is claws into that
hanimal of yours ’e won’t even leave no
fish food.”

That got my goat.

“Take him off that plank,” T says, “be-
fore T kick him off.”

I took a step toward the cat. At that the
limey straightened up quick from the rail
and straddled the gangplank to hold me

ack.

“You'll keep your rotten ’ands off,” he
hollers in me face.

“So,” I says, “an’ you're gonna make me,
I suppose.”

“You're — well right,” he says.

1 out with me right and give him a shove
in the kisser that laid him up against the rail.

“Keep out!” I says in me nastiest when he
starts to come at me again.

I took one step out on the plank and
reached down for the cat; but the gray son-
of-a-gun heard me comin’ and give a spring
at Terry, clawsspread out all set to maut
him. Terry had his eye on him though and
jumped back; then, just as that cat came
down on the plank, Terry rushed him.
The cat wasn’t steady yet. His hind legs
slipped off the plank, an’ there he hung by
his front paws, spittin’ and screechin’ and
clawin’ at the air with his hind feet, while
Terry lets out one good yip and comes
tearin’ across to me.

“Good work, Terry old boy,” says I
pattin’ his yellow head. The chief-en-
gineer went right off his nut. Out on the
plank he dashes yellin’:

°0ld on, Percy,”—a fittin’ name for that
cat, I thought—*"old on! your hide,
you an’ your blarsted hanimal. Ow!” °

One of Percy’s front paws was slippin’.
Down on his belly on the plank drops the
limey, and the bump: bounces off Percy’s

- other paw. He give a mighty screech.
The chief makes a wild grab under the plank
for his cat, just managin’ to catch one front

’leg in both hands.
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Then he loses his own
balance, so drops his darlin’ again to catch
hold of the plank, misses it, and over he
goes down into the scummy water between
the ship an’ the dock.

Terry an’ me hung over the rail to see
them. ~There was the chief-engineer swear-
in’, and splutterin’, and splashin’, swim-
min’ around with one hand and with the
other holdin’ dear Percy’s head above
water; the cat all the time yowlin’ to

beat ——.

With all the racket; out on the bridge
comes the skipper, his face lathered over
for a shave.

“What’s the trouble down there, bosun,”
he asks me, not too happy at bein’
disturbed.

“It’s the chief-engineer, sir” I says.
“He’s takin’ his pet cat for a mornin’ dip in
the ocean.”

By that time the skipper was lookin’ over
the side where the noise come from.

“Hey below there!” he shouts. The
limey shut up on the spot, but Percy kept
up a cheerful howlin’. “What are you doin’
down there, chief,” calls the skipper, and I
could see by the unsympathetic sound of his
voice that they wasn’t too good friends.
“How d’you come to fall overboard?”

“Hi was tryin’ to save me Persian cat
from drownding. The noo bosun’s lousy
hanimal knocked ’im into the water.”

I never had to listen to such injured
innocence.

“Cap’n,” I says, “I seen the chief drop
that cat into the water; an’ with me own
eyes I seen him dive after it—a rotten dive,
cap’n.”

“Throw 'im a line,” says the skipper and
goes in to finish shavin’.

The men were comin’ out from mess.
“They all stood round to watch and to help
haul up Percy on the end of a heavin’ line,
still yowlin’, though not so hearty, and
lookin’ skinnier and uglier than youw’ld
think possible with his fur plastered along-
side of him. We held him until the chief
climbed over the side on a rope’s end we’d
let down to him. An’ he looked like his
cat, only worse. The wind and the cold
water was makin’ him shake, but his teeth
weren’t chatterin’ together too hard for
him to swear.

& you, I'll fix you,” he says.
an’ your hanimal!”

Then, when he sees everbody grinnin’, he

“You
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snatches up his cat and goes aft to dry out
his clothes, and his cat too, on the engine-
room gratin’.

WE LET go the dock a little after
eight bells that afternoon. Came
two bells, knock off, an’ we was
rippin’ right along outa Gaspey Bay toward
the Madelin Islands. I was livin’ in the
fo’csle; when I went down to wash up I had
to go in me room for the hunk of soap I had
hid behind the locker. I heard a sighin’,
whinin’ noise come from under me bunk, an’
1 gets down on me hands an’ knees to-find
out what it is. Way underneath, lyin’
against the bulkhead, T see Terry pantin’
slow, an’ not noticin’ me at all.

“Terry!” I says. “What’s the matter
with you?”

1 reached in and dragged him out. At the
first look I see he was sufferin’ somethin’
fierce. 1 T thought, “somethin’s fell
on him; maybe a hatch-cover or a beam.”
I felt him careful all over, but I couldn’t
find no bones broke. There he lay not
knowin’ me, his eyes droopin’, breathin’
slower an’ slower. Then it come over me
that maybe he’d ate somethin’ bad that
poisoned him. T couldn’t figure what in
blazes to do. Then I picked him up in me
arms, hefty as he is, and lugged him up the
fo'csle ladder. Quick as I laid him on the
deck T shoves back his head. His jaw
dropped open, an’ T stuck me hand way
down his throat. He give an’ awful gasp
an’ a groan, but it fetched him. Poor
Terry, he was terrible seasick for more’n a
minute; but whatever was inside killin’ him
he got rid of it.

Two or three seamen was standin’ there
watchin’ the proceedin’s.

“Get some water!” I says.

Me voice must have sounded like I meant
it for the whole bunch tumbled down the
fo'csle scuttle like the deck was red hot
under their shoes. In a second back comes
one with a pail of fresh water; an’ I held
Perry so he could stick his tongue into it.
He couldn’t really drink. There was no
tellin’ whether he was goin’ to live or die he
was so weak. I took him down to me
bunk. There, after I wrapped him in me
Dblankets, I sat down to watch him. Every
time he drew in his breath it sounded like
a kid worn out cryin’.

Sittin’ by him a while me mind began to
work again.

6
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“What’s Terry been eatin’?” T says to
meself. “Where could he have got it—
around the galley maybe. Somebody
might have been feedin’ him; an’ maybe
they knew what they was feedin’ him.
We'll see,” says I. Terry bein’ more
peaceful I left him an’ went aft to the galley
to have a few words with the big Alabama
nigger we was shippin’ as chief cook. I
found him sittin’ in the galley in his shirt
bossin’ the other two nigger cooks around.

“Say cook,” I says to him, “have you by
any chance got a little poison?”

“Fo’ do Lawd sake, bos’,” he says, “yo’
de secon’ main dis aftanoon what come axin’
me fo’ poison. Ah got only rat poison, an
Ah needs dat maself in de sto’room.”

“Why, cook,” says I very pleasant, “who
else wanted it?”

“Da, chief engineer,” he says.

Then' he half-closes his eyes an’ stares at
me suspicious.

“Wha’ fo’ y’all want dis yere poison fo’,
huh?”

in didn’t you ask the chief
that?” I busts out. “The dirty limey
poisoned me terrier with it.” .

“Is ’e daid?” the cook asks. The big
_white eyes come poppin’ out of his black

mug.

“No, not yet,” I says. “But if he does
die; —— help that lousy, stinkin’, yellow,
low-down ——

Somethin’ in them round eyes made me
stop an’ look around. In the galley door
stood the limey, his blue cap on the back of
his bean, his pie face one big grin. Tlost me
head. There’ld have been one chief engineer
Jess if I could have got me hands on him in
that moment. The darkey saw it; he
grabbed me arms. The limey saw it too,
the yellow ——, an’ the grin went off his
face, an’ his face went out that galley door
the second I looked at him. I fought the
cook pretty bad, but he had a grip on both
me arms. Bein’ near as big again as me,
he just dropped me on the galley deck
and held me there till I calmed down.” Then
he talked to me.

“Bos’,” he says, sittin’ on me, “yo’ don’
wanta kill dat pie-face,” he says, “not heah
on bo'd dis boat. Dey’ld git yo’ sho’.
Wha he’s a officer; he’s got a raat to sheot
yo’ on de spot if y'all tries any monkey-
business wid him.”

“Get off me chest, will you,” I'says. He
was right. T knew it.
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Off he gets an’ says to me:

“Git him on sho’, bos’. Git him on sho’.
Dere yo’ got some chaince.”

“If Terry checks out, T says, “Ill hand
that limey a one-way ticket to—— the same
day. If they get me I'll. die happy in a
good deed. If Terry don’t die; I'll wait till
we hit port to wallop the guts out of him.
But,” says I, “I'm tellin’ you this, cook, if
I ever lay hands on that yowlin’, lousy, gray
milk-lapper of his I'll give him one good
swing by his tail, an’ over the side he goes.”

T went an’ had me supper an’ took a little
down to Terry, not sayin’ anythin’ to no-
body about his bein’ poisoned. He'd got
‘himself together enough to know who I was,
He wiggled his nose at me, but he couldn’t
eat much yet. I was settin’ beside him on
the bunk feedin’ him when the watch hollers
down the scuttle that the first mate wants
to see me. TIsays, “So long,” to Terry, an’

* went aft to the bridge.

That mate was a good fellow.

“Bos’,” he says to me, “I hate to turn
any one to at this time of night, but I
take my orders from the old man.”

“What’s up?” I asks.

“Well,” he says, “the skipper was just
lookin over all that load of lumber on deck,
an’ he says we got to have a lot of extra
lashin’s on it. He says we’ll run square
into @ nor’easter tonight as soon as we get
out of the strait here that’s goin’ to be a
hummer. Look at the sky over there, bos’;
I guess he knows what he’s talkin’ about all
right. If that lumber there ain’t lashed
tighter we're liable to lose the whole lot of it
overboard before mornin’.”

We spent the better half of that night
reevin’ more lashin’s around that deck
cargo, stumblin’, trippin’, an’ swearin’
around the loaded deck in the dark. We
had to use a lot of old wire falls an’ worn-out
cables bristlin’ with little busted wires that
caught in your hands an’ ripped the skin.
Midnight we knocked off sore an’ bloody,
an’ not so —— happy at the idea of a storm
—especially them swabs from the Lakes.

A WELL, we got it. An’ you won’t
catch this baby cryin’ if he never
sees another storm like that. It
wasn’t till we got through the strait an’ out
of the lee of Noofunlan’ that the nor’easter
hit us—but when she did! The propeller
staid out of water so long every time we
rode up on top of one of them waves if felt
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like she’ld spin off sure. When we went up
the racin’ engines tried to shake the tub to
pieces; an’ when we came down—say! It
was like droppin’ five miles on to cement
pavement. One-half the water in the
Atlantic would come down slam on the fore-
peak an’ go tearin’ aft to meet the other
half. Cold, wet, wind an’ fog; just the
weather for a picnic! Even with all that T
wouldn’ have minded so much if the Sag-
inaw ’d been an ordinary boat—but she
wasn’t. She’d been cut in half to get her
out through the Welland Canal and then
stuck together again in a of a hurry
from the looks. She was comin’ down here
to go into dry-dock at the Erie Basin and be
converted from a Lake boat into a regular
sea-goin’ ship. Down in the fire-room I'd
had a good look at the big temporary wood-
en bulkhead they’d put in to seal up the
after part of the boat, an’ it wasn’t calked
none too tight. Between that bulkhead an’
the forrad one was water that come in all
the time through the rivet holes where they
hadn’t bothered to put in any rivets. She
wasn’t just the sort of wagon I'd have
picked to be out in that storm with.

By morning the deck load started to go.
‘That deck was the nearest thing to —— I
ever hope to see. With every wave that
come over a new bunch of beams an’ planks
went shootin’ aft. Where they’d all washed
out the lashin’ cables was tangled over the
deck to grab you by the legs just when you
was tryin’ to beat a comber from the fo’csle
to the bridge. The wind was chasin’ us
south like a dog after a rat, an’ the sea got
to runnin’ higher an’ higher till we had to
turn around an’ buck it or swamp. After
one wallopin’ wave come over that stove in
half the windows in the wheel-house the
skipper decides it was now or never. He
put her hard over an” we turned. Even at
that a wave caught us broadside while we
was turnin’ an’ rolls us over on our beam
ends till T thought sure the tub would go
bottom up an’ us drown under her.

“If we ever do come out of this, bos’,” the
mate says to me, “we’ll have to make some
port before Noo York to get more fresh
water for them boilers. If you should ask
me,” he says, “we’re usin’ it up —— fast
buckin’ this here sea. I know for a fac’
there ain’t a drop left in that big tank
under the fire-room. Look out!” he yells.

We both grabs hold of a stanchion under
the bridge while a big wave comes shootin’
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down the deck that picks our feet right out
from under us. When it was past I dodged
ait. - As 1 go, I see the limey engineer fight-
in’ his way forrad on the other side of the
deck, lookin’ white like his last day was
comin’ just behind him. 1 watched a
second an’ see him stumble up the ladder
to the bridge.

It wasn’t three minutes before the little
Yankee skipper, an’ the mate an’ the limey
all come aft. The old man had on an awful
scowl.

“Bosun,” he says, “come below!”

It’s no holy pipe climbin’ down them
steep engine-room ladders with a ship stand*
in’ one minute on her ear an’ the next on
her tail; but we gets down there an’
scrambles in between the boilers to ‘the
“fire-room.

“——1” says the skipper, an’ he was the
least swearin’ man I ever shipped with.

No wonder the dirty limey was white.
The black-gang had the boilers open shovels-
in’ on coal, an’ in the red light from the fires
1 see the deck of the fire-roori covered with
water. Allgver that big temporary wooden
bulkhead little red streams was spurtin’
out; I swear, for a second it looked like
Dblood. Then the stokers slammed the
doors shut again.

“Bosun,” says the old man, an’ his voice
meant move, “get some men down here
to recalk that bulkhead as best you can.
There’s oakum for’ad. This storm’ll let up
by tonight, an’ we can’t let the water get to
these fires.  All right!” he says.

1 went up an’ out of that engine-room a
sight faster than I come down.

The store-room was in the fo’csle,so on me
way down I stopped for a quarter of a sec-
ond to speak to Terry. Poor feller, ever
since he'd ate the lousy limey’s poison he’d
been so weak he just wanted to lie still—
until that noon; then he decides he’ll get up,
so to speak. I was scared if he come up on
deck he'd get washed over the side, so I had
him tied to a stanchion in the fo’csle peak
with enough rope-yarn to let him move
round. It was the best plan for him, but he
didn’t like it for a lead nickle. As soon as
he see me legs on the fo’csle ladder he begins
to coax an’ beg me to let him loose.

“Now Terry,” I says, “we’re in a bad
way, but you stick right here till I come for

Gup

With two sacks of oakum on me back T
tore up to the deck again. I sent the deck
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force after calkin’ irons, hammers, stages
an’ stage ropes, an’ was half-way down to
the engine-room when I heard a yip an’ a
scramblin’ behind me. There come Terry
with a chewed-off hunk of rope-yarn hang-
in’ to his collar, slippin’ from one step to the
next, tumblin’ an’ bumpin’ down the ladder.
1 thought maybe he might lose his footin’
entirely an’ fall the whole way if I hollered
so I let him come. At the bottom of the
ladder he slid into me.

“Terry,” I says, “you’re a little son-of-
gun. Don’t you follow me no further now
or you will get hurt for fair.”

His stump of a tail stopped waggin’. As
T waded down into the fire-room he stood
watchin’ me, his head way low.

= IN THE fire-room we hung stages
against the bulkhead, one above the

Q other, an’ the whole day force turned

day
to an’ calked. ~But Three-quarters
of them guys never had a calkin’ iron in
their hands before. They made a mess, a
holy mess, of calkin’. It was bad enough
for a man that knew how; besides tryin’ to
ram in the oakum against a steady stream of _
water, the ship was pitchin’ so it was all a
man could do to stick on his stage at all.

The water kept on risin’ in the fire-room.
Tt almost covered the coal where it come
down from the bunkers, so that every time
the black-gang opened the furnaces an’
set to stokin’, the place filled with steam
from the soakin’ coal. We worked like
nailers, but the water never stopped leakin’
in. It got so that when the stokers tried to
chuck on coal they got half a dozen lumps in
a shovel full of water. It went on gettin’
deeper, finally when the ship pitched the
water began to run in through the furnace
doors. When they see that, the whole
black-gang took their shovels an’ got out.
Tt was the secon’-engineer’s watch, an’ he’d
had a hard enough time to hold them in
there before. They were scared to death of
bein’ caught down below there when the ship
sank, an’ all bein’ drowned. Up on deck
was where they was bound. Some of them
was half-way up the ladder when they met
the skipper comin’ down.

“Where do you think yow're goin’?” he
roars at them. “Huh?”?

“We go on da deck,” the first guy tells
him. An’ they all holler, “Yes a yes, up on
da deck!”

“Get below—go on—get!”
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The skipper was a small man, like me, but
it only made him seem all the fiercer. That
bunch of Greeks an’ greaseballs stopped.
All of them turned around an’ crawled down
the ladder again. There they stood jab-
berin’ away while the old man came on
down.

The first thing he says after he looks in
the fire-room is, “Where’s the chief?”
Well, he was gone; nobody knew where.
The old man was mad; you could see his
lips get tight.

“Bosun,” he says, “send a man up after
the chief engineer. I want him here—in a
Jurry?”  Say, if I could have said, “In a
Juurry!”, like that skipper Ild have been
runnin’ a boat of me own long ago.

“Go on calkin’, bosun,” he calls out.
“If we can keep goin’ till we get in the lee

of “Neofunland we may come through.
The winds ’** he says, “but if we stop
out here we won’t everi get.a chance to sink

decently. We'll go broadside an’-roll ovér
in a minute.” Cheerful prospect!

‘The Dutchman that I sent after the engi-
neer came down again pantin’ for breath.
“Where’s the chief?”” says the old man.

“In his room—I hear him,” says the
Dutchman. “T hear him—he von’t answer
ven I call him. Dee door is lock—ya!”

“Bosun!” snaps out the skipper, “you
have a key to open that room? All right!
Come up on deck with me. Second,” he
says to the second-engineer, “keep this gang
below here till I get back. ~All right!”

On the way up to the deck I heard him
mutterin’ to himself. When we got there
he says:

“Get the chief engineer, bosun. I'm
goin’ for'ad; Tl be right back,” an’ he
went.

I banged on the chief’s door, then I took
me key an’ opened it. Everything was
heaved all over the room—books, papers,
shoes, clothes; but the limey wasn’t there.
“Hang that fool Dutchman!” I says to me-
self. T went out the for’ad end of the alley-
way to see if the chief was anywhere round
the deck. Not a sign. I see the skipper
makin’ aft; then somethin’ movin’ up on the
boat-deck caught me eye. Somebody was
foolin’ with the cover of the for’ad star-
board lifeboat.

“What’s goin’ on up there?”” I yells, an’
the feller looks up. It was the chief him-
self. “Hey chief!” I shouts at the top of
me lungs.
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Instead of comin” for'ad to see what I
wanted, he went aft like-the bulls was after
him.

The skipper heard me hollerin’.

“What’s the matter now?” he says.

“The chief’s comin’ down the after part
of the boat-deck, sir,” I says.

Say, you wouldn’t have thought that with
them short legs the old man could go so
fast. He was through the alleyway an’ out
the other end before the limey had his
hands off the ladder.

“What are you doin’ on the boat-deck
when you're supposed to be down below?”
‘bellows the old man.

“Nothin’,” says the limey; but he looked
as white as a clean shirt.

The old man slaps his hand to his hip
pocket. ™

“Get back up that ladder,” he says,
“we’ll see what ‘nothin’’ is.”

“Sol” thought I to meself.
the old man went for’ad.”

‘The lim}ely knew tgo what was in that hip’

ket. Hé -turned around pronto an
E;:;rmed up to the boat-deck again with me
an’ the skipper close behind him.

“Where was he?” the skipper asks me. .

“For’ad boat on the starboard side, sir,”
says I.

The boat-cover was part untied so that
the wind was whippin’ it back an’ forth.
The skipper looks into the lifeboat. Then
he sticks in his arm and begins to rummage
round. In a minute he hauls out a black
Suit-case.

“That’s your, ain’t it?” barks the old
man.

‘The limey’s face went whiter, but he says
never a word.

“You yellow-bellied, lime-juicin’ cow-
ard!” the old man thunders out.

Without even openin’ the suit-case he
slings it over the side. The chief give a
gasp an’ stood there tremblin’, clenchin’ up
his fists. >

The skipper turns on him again.

“Now—get below! You're no good,
but get down in the engine-room where you
belong.  Quick!”

If ever I see mutiny an’ murder in a man’s
face it was on that limey’s. His lower
teeth stuck out over his upper lip, an’ all
the cords in his skinny neck was standin’
out. I only wished the old man hadn’t
had his gun so the limey would have started
somethin’! Oh, I was dyin’ to sink me

“That’s why
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hooks in that guy. T wanted to spoil his
face, an’ stave in his ribs, an’ heave him
over the side after his suit-case; an’ he knew

it. .

Well, we went down to the engine-room.
Thear Terry barkin’ as loud as he could bark,
an’ T smelt trouble. There, three-quarters
of the way down the ladder stood the second
engineer, a two-foot pipe wrench in his
hands, cursin’ like the himself, an’
yellin’ he’d beat the brains out of the first
lousy stoker that tried to pass him. Just
as we come down they rushed him, holdin’
buckets an’ shovels over their heads. A big
black Greek was in the lead. Down comes
the pipe-wrench with a terrible swing an’
the Greek goes spinnin’ back into the gang
behind him. Then they see us. The skipper
pushes by the second with his gun in his
hand. He didn’t raise his voice.

“Get down there—an’ stay. down!” he
says. Say, they couldn’t get down fast
enough.

| 5 1 KEPT an eye on the chief,an’told
Terry to do the same, to see that he
didn’t bolt for the deck as soon as

the old man turned his back, for he was
scared blue—as bad as any of them Greeks
—when he see the water up to the fires, an’
the fire-room so full of steam I had to call
me men out. P

The skipper tried to talk with him ‘to
figger out some way of gettin’ rid of enough
water so we could keep the engines goin’,
but the shakin’ limey couldn’t talk sense.
He wanted to go up on deck to talk. His
eye lit on the pressure gage an’ the thing had

i ized. Dumb an’ white he stood
the hand. drop. Every
minute the engines was turnin’ over slower.
It began to look like maybe the lifeboats
was our best bet after all.

Of a sudden an idea struck me. I shook
the chief’s arm.’

“Isn’t there a big fresh-watex tank under
the fire-room that’s empty?” I says.

He nods.

“Is there any way to open it up?” I says.

“No,” he mumbles.

“Can’t you smash a hole in the top of it?”

He shakes his head,

“Why not?” I says givin’ his arm a yank.

“You cawn’t brike through them plites,”
he says lookin’ down at the deck.

“What’s all this, bosun?” the old man
asks.

“There’s a big tank empty under the fire-
room there, sir,” I says. An’ before the old
man could ask any more I calls the Dutch-
man. “Get me the heavy sledge-hammer,”
1 says to him, “the one with the pointed end
—in a hurryl”

I hadn’t such a clear idea of what I was
goin’ to do meself, but I tried to explain to
the skipper while the chief engineer stood
there waggin’ his fool head; an’ Terry
keepin’ a sharp eye on him.

The Dutchman fell half-way down the
ladder, luggin’ the sledge-hammer. I
grabbed it out of his hands.  Feéelin’ me way
in between the boilers I'splashed down into
the fire-room. On account of the steam I
couldn’t hardly see, but I felt the water a
little above me knees. The bunch followed
me as far as the alley. I kpew they was
standin’ there hopin’ to Heaven I could do
somethin’—most - of .them didn’t know
what.

They wasn’t hopin’ any harder than I was
when T lifted that sledge above me head.
Waitin’ then till a roll of the ship carried
most of the water to the other end of the fire-
room I brought it down on the iron deck
with all me might. Sting! I thought Ihad
tough hands, but that stung right in to the
bones. Before the ship rolled back again I
got in another good crack, an’ that time I
felt the floor plate split. It wasn’t the reg-
ular deck, only the thin plate covered with
little knobs to keep you from slippin’ Jaid on
top, but it was somethin’.

The steam in there made it hard to
breathe. I had to rest for a coupla seconds
while the water came swirlin’ up around me
waist. All T was prayin’ now was that the
deck-plates was what made the top of the
tank, an’ that there was only a single layer
of them. Iknew I never could get through
two. I may be a short man,but I got a
thefty swing with a sledge. There I stayed,
gaspin’ for me breath—slammin’ the deck
when the water was down, restin’ when it
was up, an’ slow but surely puttin’ a dent in
the top of that tank.

I just struck through with the point of me
sledge when I hear Terry start barkin’.
There come a shout from the alley, but T
couldn’t see nothin’ for the steam. Then
come two shots from out the engine-room.
1 didn’t even stop to wonder what was goin’
on. I give another slam at the hole an’ it
got bigger. Then I give two more thefty
ones. The water began to suck down into
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the tank. I give one more swing. Me
sledge went through the hole an’ spilled me
flat on me mug; an’ before I could get on me
feet the water came rollin’ back an’ banged
me up against the end of the fire-room head
fist. I didn’t see no stars. I felt numb
all over, an’ sleepy. It was like a dream;
somehow I didn’t mind what was happenin’
at all. Then somethin’ had me by the
shirt, tuggin’ at me there in the water. I
put out me hand.

“Terry!” I says; but he didn’t dare open
his mouth to answer.

With me tryin’ to stagger along an’ him
leadin’ we got out on to the alley between
the boilers. Nobody was there. Then
Terry let go of me an’ barked. 1In from the
engine-room runs the skipper with some of

the men. When he sees me lyin’ there he
got right down beside me. The first thing
he says is—

“Bosun, are you hurt”’

T shook me Head.

“Bosun,” he says, “could you do it?”

I nodded at him. “

They picked me up an’ carried me into
the engine-room an’ laid me on the deck.
After the skipper give me a drink I felt some
better. I told him what I’d done, an’ said
for him to send some guys in there with
crowbars to pry the hole bigger so the
water’d go down quicker.

Me wits was comin’ back. T raised up on
me arm, an’ there, lyin’ on the deck beside
me, I see another gink. An’ strike me if it
wasn’t the limey! “What’s the matter with
him, cap’n?” I says.

“Dead,” says the old man.

Before T even thought T ripped out with
an, “Aw —

The sklpper looks at me like he thought
I was still coocoo from the bump on me
bean.
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“It’s all right, sir,” T says, “only I wanted
to do it meself. How did he get it?”

“I had to shoot him,” says the skipper
like he was speakin’ of a worn-out horse.
“Your dog caught him tryin’ to sneak up on
deck, an’ the black-gang after him, when I
was in the alley there listenin’-for you.
We'd have had a mutiny sure. He’s a good
one, that dog, ain’t he?”

u said a mouthful, cap’n,” I says.
“Perryl”

I looked around, but he wasn’t in sight
nowhere.

“Where do you supposc the scamp is
now?” says I. “Terry!

Up from a corner of the engine-room
comes Terry. An’ in his mouth he was
draggin’ that cat, Percy, like he was a
mother cat with an overgrown kitten.
Percy was half drownded an’ near scared to
death—so scared he couldn’t even yowl.
Terry drops him alongside of me, an’ stands
there with his head an’ tail up lettin’ out a
yip proud as the King of England. Well
if that Percy cat didn’t crawl on to me to be
warmed an’ patted may I be cursed with a
large family.

It was none of my doin’—it was all
Terry’s fault—but that cat stuck round us
till we had to take him into the gang.
Terry treated him like a gentleman; an’
what could I do? .An’ you know, he really
weren’t 50 bad once he’d got away from the
inflooence of that limey.

We managed to get into the lee of Noo—
funland an’ then put back to Gaspey to
calk her up right. When the Saginaw did
get here to Noo York an’ I paid off, there
was three of us went over the gangplank:
Terry first—Percy last—an’ me in the

middle, not for the honor of the place, but
just to see that they didn’t revive no old
fightin’

memories.
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The first part of the story br?'aﬂy retold in story form

FHE Rev. Father Cyprian aims at Hindu oc-
cultism.  He regards it as the machinery of
n, to be destroyed accordingly. 1t was for that
cason that he gave King, Grim, Ramsden and the
others, access to books that no human eye should
have seen.

‘There are other books which contain all the
wisdom and secrets of the Nine Unknown, a mysteri-
sorder of India, and Father Cyprian wanted those
manuscripts.

The Portuguese, da Gama, after the “whisky
torture” and the threats of Ali ben Ali—he “cuts
h an outward thrust’—agreed to give up cer-
tain books he had.

But, doubting the Portuguese’s
seven sons of Al were appointe

The others went to the Star of India, a Totel
kept by Diomed B search of da Gama's
room revealed the d been recently
Ta

good faith, the

Going up on the roof they were joined by Ali
and

Ramsden innocently insuited the Afgha the

two came to blows. The fight ended with their
swearing eternal friendship.
ogether thou and [ will beard the Nine Un-

known,” Ali boasted. “We

CHAPTER V

“The Nine's spies are everywherc.”
OR those who sacrifice them-
selves upon the altar of her
needs—whether supposititious
needs or otherwise—India holds
recompense, as such quarters for instance
as Father Cyprian’s, wedged between two

he Nine Unknown," copsright, 1023, by Talbot Mundy.

&

But he was interrupted.
Ali’s seven sons afrived and confessed that they
had failed to keep in touch with da Gama. Six of
them blamed the seventh for their failure.

“Beat Ium, ? said Ali.

And they d

But the noise and disturbance of the beating
aroused lh f all the mof top dwellers and
shouts of / are spies! They are Government
nts! l{zzmlc Materam” were answered by the
shouts of Ali and his brood.

‘Then, when the fighting was at its fiercest came
another o=

“Fire!”

smoke billowed upward and screams arose
from the, pwpu jammed in the stair-he
E = this death-trap, they went to the
house [G.\\m. a woman who was known to be in
mnndrncg of da Gama. She 1greed to lead Lhem
10 a place where he mi
And in an old deserted leplc umlemezzh a pllc
e .

gardens in a sleepy street, with the chimney
of a long-disused pottery kiln casting a
shadow like that of a temple-dome on the

sidewalk in the afternoon. From India’s
view-point Cyprian was all the more en-
titled to consideration in that he had never
openly conducted any siege against her ser-
ried gods. He had saved the face of many a

pretending pagan, holding in the privacy of
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his own conscience that the damned were
more in need of comfort than an extra curse.
So pagan gratitude had comforted his old
bones, unpretending pagans not objecting.

He was housed ascetically; but there is a
deal more repose and contentment to be
had in quiet cloisters than in the palaces of
viceroys, pnnces, bishops. Tongue in
cheek, he had pretended to the arch-pre-
tenders that he thought their magic for-
mulas bewildering, doing it-repeatedly for
fifty years until it was second nature, and
men, whose minds were rummage shops of
all the second-hand old-wives’ tales, not
only used their influence to repay flattery
but labored, too, to unearth facts for him
beyond their understanding. India, sur-
viving Anglo-Saxon worship of the playing
fields and all unnecessary sweat, takes her
amusement mentally. It was ‘“‘entertain-
ment exquisite” to bring to Father Cyprian,
the alien albeit courteous priest, new facts
and revel in his intellectual amazement.
(For in fifty years a man learns how to
play parts, and, as Jeremy had noticed,
Cyprian was “all things” to a host of
various men.

He could discuss the metaphysical, re-
mote, aloof though omnipresent All of Para-
brahman just as easily as listen to the gal-
loping confession ‘of a Goanese in haste to
unburden conscience and, as it were, dump
burdens at the padre’s feet. Shapely, dig-
nified old feet, well cased in patent-leather
slippers, resting on a folded Afghan chudder
to keep them off the tiled floor.

Fernandez de Mendoza de Sousa Diomed
Braganza watched them, as he knelt and
searched the very lees of his imagination.
He was very proud indeed to confess to
Father Cyprian, a rare enough privilege,
that of itself, if boasted of sufficiently, would
raise him twenty notches in the estimation
of the envious world he knew. All he could
see below the screen was those old aristo-
cratic-looking slippered feet, but they were
reassuring, and he longed to touch them.

“And so, father, that Arab, -speaking
English veree excelentlee, so that in fact
I was awfulee taken by astonishment
and made suspeecious—yes indeed—recom-
mended me to come to you for confession!”
“Why did you obey an Arab?” wondered

rian.

“Oh, I think he was the devil! How else
should he speak English and laugh so light-
heartedly? T saw his head against the

night“sky and I think he had horns—oh
yes, certainlee!”

Cyprian cautioned him.

“If he was not thee devil, that one, then
the other was—the great brute dressed as
a Jat who seized me as if I were trash to be
thrown away and hurled me against my cus-
tomers! Father, I assure you I was like a
cannon-balll He hurled me and I upset
many men—oh yes, decidedlee! And
though the whole hotel was subsequently
burned, and from below I saw those veree
selfsame individuals burning in the flames,
1 have seen them since! If they are not the
devil, they are salamanders 2%

“If is not for you to say who the devil
is,” warned Cyprian, aware of how the
Goanese mind leaps from one conclusion to
another. “How is it you escaped?”

“Oh, veree simple. I have been most
faithful in the matter of the candles for the
altar of Our Lady of Goa, so when that—I
am sure he was thee devill—hurled me into
the ranks of my customers I was assured
in my conscience that that is enough, and T
fled first, before there was a stampede, which
I foresaw infalliblee. So when the stam-
pede began I was on the stairs, and there T
smelt the smoke and went to see as Moses
went to see thee burning bush, and seeing
flame T ran to thee street and was saved.
But my whole hotel and my fortune are up
in flame—oh pity me!”

So Father Cyprian pitied him with due
restraint, and dismissed him after a price-
less homily in which he pointed out how
profitably Diomed might have given all
that property to the Church, instead of
keeping it for the devil to make a bonfire of.
‘Whereafter he told his servant to open the
slats of the jalousies and admit sufficient
of the morning sun to make the place look
cheerful.

And a plain, cool, white, stone room
with an ancient tiled floor and vaulted ceil-
ing is a great deal easier to make cheerful
than any sumptuously furnished boudoir
in the world. The delights of mild ascetic-
ism are immensely keener than the pleasures
of the epicure. The sun came in, obedient,
and the light and shadow alternated in long
triangles on floor and wall, leaving the rear
of the room in shadowed mystery.

There was no sign of the library—merely
a breviary, and one or two books liberally
marked with penciled slips on a table against
the wall. In addition to the chair that




.The Nine

Cyprian used therp were six others, equally
simple and equally almost impossibly per-
fect in design and workmanship—each
chair as old as the Taj Mahal and ne two
chairs alike, yet all one unity because of ex-
cellence.

A man may be ascetic without craving
ugliness—an anchorite, in moderation, with-
out shutting out his friends. A bronze bell
from a vanished Buddhist temple an-
nounced visitors.

The servant—Manoel—another Goanese
—soft-footed as a cat and armed with pots
of fuchsias came in to announce what he
regarded as too many visitors at that hour
of the morning.

“They are not elegant. Not in the least—
oh, no.”

““Their names?” asked Cyprian.

Manoel mispronounced them, was re-
proved, set the pots down, and departed to
admit the visitors, changing his mood like a
chameleon, only much more swiftly and with
rather less success. For instance, it did not
convince Chullunder Ghose, who entered
first, as impresario.

“Hitherto not having poisoned padre
sahib, said sacred person being vigilant, you
therefore impel malevolent influence of evil
eye on these unholy sakibs who are honoring
this babu with employment? Stand back,
son of miscegenation! Cease from smiling!”

Who would smile if addressed in those
terms by an arrogantly fat babu? Not a
bishop’s butler. Still less Manoel. He
scowled and—so tradition says—a man must
smile before he can blast with that dreadful
bane called Evil Eye in which the whole of
the Orient and most of the newer world be-
lieves implicitly. Under the protecting
scowl Chullunder Ghose, with his back to
Manoel for extra safety’s sake, marshaled
the party in—Grim, Jeremy, King, Rams-
den, Ali of Sikunderam, Narayan Singh,
and one of Ali’s sons who was beckoned in
by Chullunder Ghose for ‘“keyhole prophy-
laxis,” as the babu explained in an aside.
The other sons remained squatting in the
dust in the patterned shadow of a great tree
opposite. Falstaff never had a raggeder,
less royal following as far as mere appear-
ance went—inside or outside the priest’s
house. They all looked like men who trod
the long leagues rather than the pavement.

For though in the new, raw world, where
twenty centuries have not sufficed to give
the sons of men a true sense of proportion,
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he who would be listened to must mas-
querade and mountebank in new clothes of
the newest cut, India knows better—looks
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deeper—and is more wise. So in vain that
net is laid in sight of her. Vicerdys, kings
and all their pomp are side-shows, and the
noise they make is a nuisance to be toler-
ated only for the sake of more or less peace.
They are heard in the land and not listened
to—seen, and appraised like shadows on the
sands of time. The men who go in rags out-
influence them all.

Manoel the Goanese, for instance, with
all European error multiplied within him
by miscegenation, scorned that ragged
bodyguard beneath the tree for servants of
men of no intellect or influence; and even
0, a passing constable, with native vision
warped by too much European drill, but
with all his other faculties and fondnesses
alert, paused over the way to meditate how
innocence might be made to pay tribute to
worldly wisdom—paused, scratching his chin
with the butt of a turned wooden truncheon
and both eyes roving for a safe accomplice.

“That constabeel is a Hindu pig with
hair on his_liver, who designs an inconve-
nience to us—by Allah!” said one Hill
brother to the next.

And all six nodded, in a circle, resembling
bears because of sheepskin coats hung
loosely on their shoulders.

SO WITHIN; the padre’s servant

Manoel approached the seventh,

who stood guard by the door of
Cyprian’s sitting room, offering cakes to
Cerberus.

.
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“Taste it,” he suggested. “Veree excel-
lent—from oversea—the land of my ances-
tors—it came in a great flagon. Onlee veree
distinguished people have been given any.”

A hand like a plucked bear’s paw closed
tight ‘on the long glass, and with both eyes
on the Goanese the Hillman poured a pint
of sweet, strong liquid down his throat, not
pausing, not even coughing. The glass was
back in the hand of the Goanese before the
other had finished his gasp of astonishment.

“Tee-hee! You like it, eA? Come, then,
into the -pantry, where is plentee more.
You shall have your fill

“No, for I don’t drink wine,” said Rah-
man, wiping his lips on a sleeve. “Such
dogs as thou know nothing of the Koran,
but to drink wine is forbidden.”

In vain the Goanese brought more, in a
glass jug, tempting scent and vision. Rah-
man stood with his back to the keyhole,
just sufficiently inflamed by one pint of
Oporto to have split the Goanese’s stomach
open at the first excuse, and not quite sure
that he hadn’t already excuse enough for it.
So Manoel kept his distance, and the con-
ference within proceeded safely.

Cyprian began it, naturally, beaming on
them with his loose, old lips and eyes that
never betrayed secrets.

“So you failed? I see you failed,” he said,
glancing from face to face. “He gave you
the slip, that Portuguese?”

“They killed him,” Grim

d sim-
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pledge for? Cyprian took it, turning it over
and over in a hand as soft and smoothly
wrinkled as a royal grandmother’s.

“Coins gone? Hat gone? Eh?” said
Cyprian. “That hat—he kept his mem-
oranda on a strip of parchment inside the
sweat-band. If we had the hat—well—if
we had the hat, I might have fitted his key
into my lock, as it were. Well—so we are
worse off than before!”

“Much worse!” remarked Chullunder
Ghose. “Flesh creeping, holy one! This
babu, consumed by elementary anxiety,
calls attention to arresting key of situation,
which is: Enemy lurking in ambush, is now
aware of opponents’ identity. Opponents
being us! ~Alarming—very! Unseen, and
selecting opportunity with exquisite pre-
cision, will sneak forth and smite us
shrewdly, wasting no time! Verb. sap!
Your obedient servant, sakibs!”

“He knows,” said Cyprian nodding.
“He knows.”

Ramsden half-unconsciously clenched
two enormous fists, and, Cyprian laughed.

“Tf we could deal with them in that way,
their secret would have been the world’s,
five thousand years ago—wouldn’t it?”” he
said whimsically. “No, my friends. They
may do violence to us; we must admit that
possibility. But it behooves us to use other
means. We are lost if we try violence—
babes in the wood, eh? No wit safer then
than herib’s Assyrians. We might

ply.

“Ah! A longer spoon than ever! Too
bad! But his hat—you found his hat of
course?”

“No. Missing!” answered Jeremy. “He
had a five-pun’ note inside the band, with
my signature.”

Cyprian’s lips moved, but he said noth-
ing audible.

“Worse than that!” King added. “In
his pocket should have been a paper on
which he had jotted down terms he was
prepared to make with us. We wouldn’t
sign it, but the terms were down and an
enemy would draw conclusions.”

“Gone too?” asked Cyprian.

“Yes. Taken,” King answered. “Pocket
was inside-out.”

“Worse yet!” put in Ramsden. “All
those ancient coins have disappeared.
Here’s the bag—empty!”

“All except this one!”

Jeremy held up the one he had given

as well walk barefoot into a cavern full of
snakes! But the Lord slew the Assyrians.
The Lord, too, fought against Sisera. Wis-
dom! We must be wise! You understand
me?”

He was trying to be all things at the same
time to seven men of differing creeds, not
one of which was his, and he was much too
wise to venture on the freehold of religion,
although that, and no other motive, was
the impulse that had kept him laboring for
fifty yeats. He knew that Jeremy, for one,
would openly rebel at the first suggestion of
creed or dogma, to say nothing of Narayan
Singh and Ali of Sikunderam, who perhaps
were not so important, although quite as
unwilling to be compromised.

“Nobody understands a —— thing!”
answered Jeremy. “I know what we saw—
a dead Don minus hat, and his pockets in-
side-out. We all know what the woman
said. D’ve heard you. It all amounts to
nothing, plus one gold coin—"
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“Perhaps I’d better hear about the wo-
man,” Cyprian suggested.

Jeremy told him, reproducing the whole
scene and Gauri’s conversation, down to
the last remark of Gauri when she saw da
Gama lying dead.

“‘See? See? They fooled him, and the
fool tricked me! I am a greater fool! I
tell you, none but a fakir has the better of a
Jakirl Men say of me, and such as me, that
I learn secrets. Phagh! Go and be fakirs,
all of you!” That’s what Gauri thought of
it,” said Jeremy. 3

““And she was right. She was right,” said
Cyprian.

Whereat Jeremy whistled. He smelt ad-
venture coming down wind—unexpected—
just the way he likes it best. Chullunder
Ghose, who loves to feel his own flesh creep,
made a noise like a stifled squeal and shiv-
ered.

“Padre sahib, be advised by me!” he in-
terrupted. “Being far from affluent babu

S Aord 1

am nevertheless like package of Autolichus
containing products of experience! That
Mister Ross can be a fakir, yes. He is so
clever, he can even imitate himself, same
being most difficult of all cynicisms. But he
is Australian. His deity is Ntk power of
Irreverence, same if brought in contact
with high-church parties lacking sense of
humor, being much more dangerous than
dynamite with fuse and caps! I speak with
feeling! Mister Ross will make conjuring
tricks with seven-knotted bamboo rod of
holiest makatma, and we are all dead men—
families at mercy of the rising generation—
oh my aunt!”

Jeremy smiled, pleased; he likes applause.
Head suddenly on one side like a terrier’s
who hears the word cat, he watched Cy-
prian’s face, alert.

“There is truth in what Chullunder Ghose
says—truth, and exaggeration,” Cyprian
announced. “There is always danger in
attacking deviltry. But exaggeration in
such cases is—” he was going to say a sin,
but checked himselfi—“a serious mistake
because it terrifies.”

Every man in the room except Chullun-
der Ghose smiled broadly at that. Cyprian
smiled too, and none of them, except per-
haps the babu realized that he had chosen
that means of eliminating any shade of ter-
ror from the argument.

“You!” he said suddenly, pointing a fin-
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ger at Jeremy, “You! Are you able to
govern yourself? Can you understand that
if you play this part, one laugh at the wrong
minute may mean death?”

“I hope T’ll die laughing—in my boots,”
said Jeremy.

“Your death—and others!”

“Whose, for instance?’ Jeremy came
back at him. “I’ve seen men in India I'd
kil for sixpence each!”

“These—your friends,” said Cyprian.

“That’s different. All right. I don’t
laugh. I make up as the lousiest-looking
holy man you ever saw. What after that?”
demanded Jeremy.

Cyprian looked hard at him. In one soft
palm lay the gold coin, and he tapped it
with a forefinger.

“This is our only point of contact,” he
began. “You must take it and do tricks.
You must challenge the Nine in public!
It is dangerous, and others must go with
you to prevent abduction. Are you will-
ing?

“Bet your life!” said Jeremy. “Who

es?” >

com

“Oh my remarked Chullunder
Ghose, aware of the wheels of Destiny.

“My young friend Jeremy, do you com-
mand sufficient self-control to let yourself
be disciplined by our babu?” asked Cy-:
prian. .
The padre’s lips moved pursily, as if he
were masticating something, and his face
was toward Jeremy, who grinned, but his
mind was already far away considering
something else. Grim noticed it and grew
aware that Cyprian had made his mind up
without waiting for the answer. Quick
work! But Grim is constitutionally cau-
tious.

“How about the babu?”’ he objected.
“Can Chullunder Ghose——"

Cyprian banished the objection with a
gesture.

“You must be dumb, friend Jeremy—
dumb!” he went on, forcing deep thought
to the surface through a sieve that strained

1

out all unnecessary words—particularly all
“Chullunder Ghose

must talk.”
“My —! You see me shudder?” ex-

claimed the babu, not exaggerating.

His fat shoulders heaved as if an earth-
quake underlay them, and a kind of gray-
ness settled on his face, Nevertheless, none
doubted his intention. A century or two
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ago he would have braved the Holy Inquisi-
tion out of curiosity.

Adventure

abduction! There will be a million men and
women in Benares—more!  You—dis-

“Whatever is said, Chullunder Ghose
must say,” repeated Cyprian.

“Hear me say it now, then! Caesar,
moriturus te Salutol Speech, committing
me, silence absolves actual offender! My
belly shakes, yetsfamily must eat. Sakibs,
increase my microscopical emolument!”

NEVER was a man more serious.

Chullunder Ghose, all clammy with

anxiety, rolled his handkerchief into
a ball and caught it with his naked toes re-
peatedly; but King moved over, and sat on
a cushion on the floor beside him.

“You and I have tackled worse than this
together,” he said.

“Ah! Yes. You and 1! But this Aus-
tralian! He would tie a knot in the tail of
Hanuman * himself, and. trust to ifrever-
ence to get him out of it! He will cry, Coo-
eel—and pretend to a Brahman that such
is colloquial lingua franca of the gods!”

“It is!” laughed Jeremy. “Australia’s
God’s country. If I can’t talk the dialect,
who can?”

“Peace, peace!” said Cyprian, smiling.
“Let us joke afterwards. Colonel King,

gui y could vanish as
easily as seven pebbles from the beach! So
you must all go, each to watch the others.
Be two parties. Jeremy, Chullunder Ghose,
Ramsden—one. The other, all the rest of
you, pretending to be strangers to the first.
But all Hindus, mind—able to claim ac-
quaintance if you must.”

“We shall be in next world very pres-
ently!” remarked Chullunder Ghose.
“What is object of this impropriety?”

Cyprian made a noise with his tongue.
He did not like the word impropriety. He
answered looking anywhere but at the babu.

“The Nine Unknown must keep them-
selves constantly informed. In order to
know they must observe. To observe they
must go, or send their representatives. To
be in touch with the mind of the mass—
which their purpose must be certainly—
they will take care to attend the festivals,
in person or by proxy. If one of their num-
ber should go to Benares—as is possible—
extra precautions will be taken of course to
preserve incognito.  But in any case there
will be at least one of their principal lieu-
tenants there to bring dependable reports.

may I trust you to instruct friend J Y
drill him, that is> We can not afford mis-
takes.” .
King nodded. In all India there was none
else who had traveled, as King had done,
from end to end of India in different dis-
guises, penetrating the reputedly impene-
trable. If King had but possessed a tithe of
Jeremy’s gift of doing marvels with his
hands, he would have been the man to send.
But you don’t discover jealousy in men of
King’s attainments. A trace of that would
have made them fail a hundred times. Both
he and Grim were safer men than Jeremy,
and knew it; but they were also much less
brilliant, and knew that too. As far as
courage went there was nothing to choose,
although they would all have picked on
Ramsden if asked who was least amenable
to fear; and Ramsden, knowing too well
what it cost him to control those thews of
his, would have picked Narayan Singh.
“You know there is a Hindu festival at
Benares very soon?” said Cyprian. “I am
old, or T would go with you. I know those
ceremonies. I could guard against mis-
takes. Now, understand: the danger is
*The monkey-god.

You und d that? N 2

The old man was warming up. He moved
in his chair restlessly and kept wiping his
lips on a lawn handkerchief. His gestures,
losing the indeterminate, painstakingly
tactful quality, were becoming imperative.

“In cryptographic books in my posses-
sion it is laid down as inviolable rule that
one of the Nine always visits Benares at this
season of the year. They receive money—
gold and silver—that accumulation never
ceases. And the East changes slowly; with-
out a doubt a great deal of the money even
in these days of banks goes to Benares,
Hardwar, Prayag and such places by porter
at the times of pilgrimage. Some one is
there to receive it. You understand?”’

Ramsden opened his mouth at last.
Economy—constructive, pioneer economy
avas his long suit.

“Tt would take a freight-train to haul the
money. The amount that disappears in
one year—"

“Could be carried among a million pil-
grims without attracting notice,” Cyprian
retorted. “Do you realize your opportu-
nity? Contact is our problem! If, by
challenging attention, you can once make
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contact with the Nine Unknown, you may
leave the rest to me! We will presently find
the books! Then you may have the money
—any one may have it! The books—those
nine books—they are the true goal.”

“If the cash really goes to Benares, it
would take a train to haul it out!” Rams-
den insisted. “In that case we need only
watch the railway—"

“Who said the money is hauled out
again?” Cyprian retorted testily. ‘“For
all you know there is a hole under a temple
in Benares—”

He checked himself, aware that for the
first time he had awakened incredulity.
Even Chullunder Ghose allowed an expres-
sion of mockery to light his face up sud-
denly. Ali of Sikunderam exploded:

“Allah! If the Hindus had that much
money in a hole beneath a temple, the Hills
would have smelt it years ago! Moreover
would the English not have learned of it?
They smell gold as a thirsty horse smells
water in the plains. And if the English
were afraid to take it on a pretext, would
the Hills refrain? Would that bait not
have brought the lashkars* yelling down
the Khyber? And would guns have held
them back in smell of all that loot? Allah!

- Show me but one sack of gold, and I will
show you how hillmen plunder—I and my
sons!”

But Ali of Sikunderam was wax in Cy-
prian’s hands. Swift, subtle flattery turned
his indignation into boasting, out of which
net there was no retreat.

“You and your sons—invaluable! Splen-
did! You should have a part, but oh, the
pity of it! You are Moslems.”

“Aye! The pity of it!” answered Ali.
“When the sirkar needed men to go to
Lhassa, who should not upset the heathen
bellies of Thibetians with a true religion,
was I chosen with three sons to make that
journey because we could not act Hindu?
Doubtless! Bring me a thousand Hindus,
and if one of them can pick me out of a
crowd as not being a Hindu of the Chat-
trya caste, I will go back to my Hills and
hold my peace!”

“But not in Benares. You would not
dare in Benares,” suggested Cyprian.

“By Allah, in Benares they shall think me
a double-holy Brahman born in paradise!
I will have the sadkus kissing feet within
the hour!”

*Hillman armies.
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“So. Excellent!” said Cyprian. “That
is, if you dare.”

“I would like to see the thing I dare not
do—TI and my sons!” answered Ali.

“You speak of them as yowrs. I would
rather hear them pledge themselves,” said
Cyprian.
“By Allah, they will swear to what I bid
them swear to!” answered Ali. “If I say a
hill is flat, they prove it! If I say a Hindu
wears his belly inside out, they demon-
strate that, too, on the nearest unbeliever!
If I bid them be Hindus, they will even
shave themselves and look that part. Wait
and see! I will bring them in.”

He strode to the door to tell Rahman,
who was standing guard, to go and summon
them. Rahman went off to obey and the
door was closed again, but opened a minute
later by Chullunder Ghose, who leaned his
whole weight on the knob and used it sud-
denly. Manoel, the butler, entered on his
knees and fell face-downward, saying noth-
ing, amid silence.

“Eavesdropping?” exclaimed Cyprian at
last.

The Goanese did not answer—t6o afraid,
or too wise. He lay with his face between his
hands in an attitude of abject supplication.

“Put him outside for the present,” or-
dered Cyprian; and Ramsden took Manoel
by the waistband, tossing him into the
pantry as you throw a stick into the fire.

“I tell you,” said Cyprian, “we war with
powers! The Nine’s spies are everywhere.
More than once I have suspected Manoel,

)

‘The door burst open again. It was like a
thunderclap in that quiet sanctuary. Rah-
man stood with a hand laid flat on either
door-post, leaning in, his eyes screwed up
and glinting like the heart of flint.

“They are gone!” he said, -

“Allah! My sons gone?”

Ali leaped up and drew his knife, though
none, not even he, knew why.

“All gone!” answered Rahman. “There
was no fight, for there is no blood. T think
they went of their own will.”

“By Allah, then they saw the prospect
of a fight!” swore Ali.

He stood on feudal right that instant—
claimed Ramsden’s help, they two having
plighted troth over a restored knife, and
there is no pledge more inviolable.

“Brother, I need thy strength,” he said
with dignity.
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And Ramsden did not hesitate. Beliey-
ing that his wits are slow and that strength
is all he has, he volunteers for all the odds
and ends and heavy work, the others con-
ceding the point to avoid discussion, but
setting far too high a value on him to risk
him unnecessarily. (You may discuss a
man’s thews to his face, but not his spirit.)

So they trooped out behind Jeff, Jeremy
leading, leaving only “Grim alone in the
room with Cyprian.

It had occurred to Grim, as intuitions do
come to a thoughtful man in a flash some-
times, that if the guard left in-the street
had gone so suddenly there was a chance
that some one hoped to gain advantage by
their absence.

If so, then Cyprian was the obvious ob-
jective. If not, even so it would not harm
for one of the party to stay and protect the
old man.

He offered no excuse, no explanation;
simply stayed.

CHAPTER VI
“They fled before mel”

HAVING eased his mind concerning the
requirementsof another world, Fernan-
dez de Mendoza de Sousa Diomed Braganza
began to speculate on the improbabilities of
this one—improbability of credit in the
first place. None had been so foolish as to
underwrite the fire risk on his hotel. It
was a dead loss. It was equally improbable
that any of his erstwhile guests would pay
their bills, since the books were burned;
they would blame him for the loss of their
effects, and probably bring suit against him.
He knew equally well that the police
would be in search of him that minute to
arrest him on a charge of criminal responsi-
bility. He knew his wisest course would
be to go to the police and surrender himself
because Father Cyprian, the next-door-to-
infallible, had said so, and, deciding to do
that, he hurriedly reviewed another long list
of improbabilities—acquaintances, who had
been friends before the fire, who might be
asked, but probably would not consent to
furnish bail.

So he turned to the left when the padre’s
front door shut behind himt, minded to call
on one acquaintance on his way to the
police. That circumstance prevented him
from seeing the arrival of Grim, Ramsden,
Jeremy, King and all the others, who ap-
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proached Cyprian’s from the opposite direc-
tion. They were within before Diomed
turned and retraced his steps. So all he
saw was Ali’s sons in the dust under the
shade tree—them and the constable oppo-
site, who was rubbing at his jaw-bone with
the end of a yellow truncheon to assist the
processes of thought.

What brought him back was nothing
more concrete than one of those changes of
mind, like the action of a ship in irons in a
light wind; in India they call them dis-
embodied spirits that govern men in their
extremity. He had vacillated—thought of
another acquaintance, who might be less
difficult to pin to than the first. Noticing
the constable he chose the other side-walk,
naturally. And with both eyes on the law’s
hired man from under the sheltering brim
of his soft felt hat he just as naturally
stepped by accident on the skirts of the
sheepskin coat of one of Ali’s sons.

The men of Sikunderam don’t fancy being
stepped on. It is even likely they would
choose a Goanese last if obliged to name the
individual to be permitted some such liberty.
Nevertheless, the act was obviously un-
intentional and nothing more than a mild
curse would have followed if Diomed had
not, tripping and trying to recover, kicked
the hilt of a yard-long northern knife. And
that is sacrilege. A Hillman would not
kick his own knife.

So the curse that leaped from the lips
of one of Ali’s sons was like the hissing and
explosion when you plunge a hot iron into
oil. Diomed sprang back as if a snake had
bitten him, and. even the constable across
street awoke out of speculative meditation,
for it looked as if the gods had come to life ,
to solve his problem for him. It is good to
be alert and on hand when the gods arrange
the play.

And as he sprang back Diomed knew the
face of his antagonist for oné that had cursed
him previously—on the roof before the
fight and the fire began. He recognized him
as a man who had been held back by the
others lest he use steel prematurely. And
thought in the mind of a Goanese confronted
by predicament is as swift and spiteful as
an asp’s. It recoils automatically on the
person who aroused it.

Now he could surrender to advantage!
Now he need not go empty-handed to the
mills of the police that grind so small, and
so impartially, so be that they get their
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grist! This came of confessing his sins to
Father Cyprian! Now bail was unim-
portant. There were dozens who would
hurry to his aid if it were known he had
scapegoats, locked up in the next cell, ready
to be sacrificed.

All of that passed through his mind with
the speed of starlight, in between the open-
ing and closing of the Hillman’s angry teeth.
He beckoned the constable, who came,
standing warily a good yard from the side-
walk, not enamored of the chances yet, for
they were six to one and the gods not
finished shuffling. It is the privilege of the
gods to make things easy for a man.

“Arrest all these!” commanded Diomed,
in English for the sake of extra emphasis.
“They are the villains who set fire to my
hotel! I warn you they are dangerous!
Arrest them instantlee!”

The constable could recognize the danger
without help. He was perfectly aware of
six long knives—not yet free of their scab-
bards, but poised between earth and air
like Mohammed’s coffin. Moreover, the
fire was news to him. 5

“Brothers, I said that constabeel designed
an inconvenience to us! Stand back-to-

I

The “brothers” stood so, around the tree-
trunk, inoffensive as a third rail.

“In case you reefuse to arrest them I will
reeport you! This is a highlee important
case—veree!” said Diomed, pulling out a
pencil to write down the constable’s number.
“I saw these men set fire to my hotel!” he
added.

But the constable, preferring life to an
eulogium in the Gazette, demurred.

“Where are your witnesses?”
countered, grinning.

Diomed flew into a rage immediately.
He knew the law, or said he did, and
threatened to invoke the whole of it, in-
cluding dark and lawless inflience, on the
constable’s unrighteous head. He naméd
names. He cited instances. He mentioned
the policeman’s ancestry. Raising his voice
indignantly he summoned all the neighbor-
hood to witness cowardice—corruption—a
policeman in receipt of bribes refusing to
arrest six murderers!

The neighborhood had no will to associate
itself with outside scandal, having plenty
of its own, and the few who had been in the
street departed—all but one. A man in an
orange-yellow smock, with a big, red caste-

he

Unknown 95
mark in the middle of his forehead, a twisted
orange-yellow turban, and no other visible
garment, property or distinction, stood
where another great tree marked a narrow
cross-street and beckoned, holding his fore-
finger close up to his eye as if in some way
that lent long range to the invitation.

And the constable by now was more en-
raged than Diomed, with this addition, that
his rage was based on absolute injustice;
for the things that Diomed had said of his
female relatives were not to be borne by a
man of spirit‘and some authority. They
had reached the stage of snapping fingers,
and Diomed’s two arms were waving like
semaphores as he leaned forward, showing
simian teeth, to spit denunciation in the
constable’s indignant face.

“One beckons,” said a voice beside the
tree.

“And you are corrupt—corrupt—every-
bodee knows it—son of an evil mother—you
accept bribes from all and sundree an 2

“He wears a yellow garment, brothers,
such as the sadhus* wear, but yellower. He
is only one. We could beat him if he lied to
us. He beckons, and he signals silence——""

“All together—run, then!”

They were gone like leopards flushed from
cover, down street, each with a hand on the
hilt-of a Khyber knife, as good to stand
in way of as the torrents of Sikunderam in
spate. They swooped on the man in yellow
as if he were foe, not friend, meaning to
seize him and whirl him along between
them; but he knew the nature of the squall
he had evoked, and he stepped down the
side-street; he had vanished when they
reached the corner, and they wasted half
a minute casting this and that way like a
pack of hounds before one of them saw him
beckoning again, and the six went full-pelt
at a right-angle to their first course, hardly
thinking now, but all of one mind and three
purposes: to outrun the constable, to over-
take the man in yellow, and to keep
together.

“There!” exclaimed Diomed, pausing in
a torrent of abuse. “Now all thee world
can see how you let criminals escape!”
@ There is poison in the stuff, that

breeds miscalculation. It is like a
smoke-screen thrown off by a human skunk
to mortify whoever has weak sensibilities.

*Hindu holy-man.

AND the abuse had got its work in.




96 =

The constable was angry and aware of duty
to be done—some one to be arrested. Six
criminals, accused of arson, had escaped
under cover of the seventh’s volleys of
abuse, and so the seventh must be guiltier
than all! He raised his truncheon—actually
to hammer out a signal on the side-walk—
but, in Diomed’s excited imagination, to
attack. And Diomed struck him—twice,
in the face, with the flat of his hand,
hysterically—struck an officer of the law in
execution of his duty!

So the truncheon went to work in earnest,
and poor Diomed was beaten over collar-
bone and forearm until he wouldn’t have
dared move them for the agony. Then he
was handcuffed ignominiously, swearing,
beseeching, praying, and marched away,
followed by mcvna\)le small boys as, free
from the vials of compassion as the monkeys
are that some say are their ancestors. They
said things that excited Diomed to wilder
imprecations yet. \

And among the boys there was a dwarf—
a man in orange-yellow, taller by half a
head than the tallest youngster, and as
stocky as two of them, but gifted with the
same free movement, so that he passed in
the crowd unnoticed. He edged his way
closer and closer to the constable, who
glanced about. him nervously, aware that
in these “higher education days” the riots
and the rescuing are done by school boys
while their elders do the propaganding in the
rear. He hurried, driving his prisoner
in front of him \nth thumps from the
truncheon on the backbone just above the
trousers-band. It was several minutes be-
fore the dwarf could edge close enough to
speak low and yet be heard.

“You are fortunate!” he said at last.
“Surely you have promotion in your grasp!
You have taken the infamous Braganza,
who is charged with burning his hotel and
murdering a hundred guests!”

“I knew it! Come and give your evi-
dence!” the constable retorted, for the East
lies glibly or not at all. He tried to seize
the dwarf as a material witness, but missed
him in the crowd, and had to hurry on for
fear of losing Diomed, whom he charged
presently with arson and with employing
six Afridis to preserve him from arrest.

“I fought them all, and they fled before
me,” he asserted.

Meanwhile, there was a strange assort-
ment of individuals in more or less pursuit
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of Ali’s sons, with Ali in the lead, of course’
since the “sons” were his valuable property,
and with Chullunder Ghose as naturally
in the rear, as utterly indifferent to the sons’
fate as the moon is to the netting of fish
at ebb tide, but on the job and anxious
notwithstanding.

“For if an earthquake had emptied
Bedlam, releasing affinities of swine of
Gadarenes, and if government officials plus
editors of daily press were in charge of
whole proceedings, that would be diamond-
edged sanity compared to this! ‘This is
worse than acting on advice of experts!
This is—oh my aunt!”

He was not far wide of the mark; for as
he waddled, wiping sweat from his fat face,
he could see the whole long-drawn line ex-
tending down-street, each in his own way
calling curious attention. Jeremy, for in-
stance, reveling in being taken for an Arab,
looking ready to go mad and do a whirling
dervish dance at the first excuse, with the
long, loose sleeves of his black coat spread
like wings, in full flight after Ali.

Then Ramsden angrily, annoyed with
Jeremy for making such a public exhibition
of himself yet unable to overtake him and
remonstrate, striding along like Samson who
slew the Philistines.

King next, side by side with Narayan
Singh, neither of them even fractionally off-
key, and therefore about as noticeable as two
true notes in a flat and sharp piano scale.

“Man that is born of a woman is like
ginger-pop!” remarked Chullunder Ghose,
pausing to consider. “Cut string—cork
flies—and he spills himself! Step one on the
path of wisdom is to be wise—ergo—by the
waters of this Babylon I sit me down and
weep—thus—tree, T greet you, weeping
sweat, not tears! Great tree, what a world
of men and women you have mocked!
Mock me awhile, your shade is comforting
and your sh®fts of wit pass overhead! Now
let us see—King sahib is remarkable for
sanity. Ergo, he will notice me in rear.
Observing emulation of Fabius Cunctator
by this babu, King sahib will suppress in-
born proclivities of Anglo-saxon and pat-
tern his thought accordingly.

“He will follow down that street to next
corner, where he will park himself broodily,
sending Narayan Singh forward to repeat
process. Thus, whenever I proceed as far
as corner and become conspicuous, King
sahib will observe me and will signal to
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Narayan Singh. We shall thus be in touch.
And the others will behave as the sparks
that fly upward, which can’t be helped.
That is my guess. Being heir of all the ages,
I shall sit in shade and see the world go by.
Suspicious? Very!”

Chullunder Ghose was right. King did
turn the corner in pursuit, and at the next
one did sit down on the veranda of a board-
ing-house for Sikhs, where Narayan Singh,
who kept up the pursuit along another
street, could find him and whence he him-
self might see Chullunder Ghose if the babu
should see fit to come to the corner and sig-
nal. The others, following Ali Sikinderam,
who shouted inquiries a hundred yards
ahead of him, stuck to the pursuit like
people in a motion picture comed;

“Item one, a fool is very fool said
Chullunder Ghose to himself, !emmg his
fat back against the tree and ﬂappmg flies
with an enormous handkerchief. “There-
fore congenital deficiencies of Ali’s sons
comply with formula. . sap. If they
had been attacked said idiots would lmvc
stood at bay by door of padre’s house, in
accordance with law that nature abhors a
vacuum—doubtless. Empty heads apply
at spigot of authority to be filled with in-
structions. They would have focussed at-
tention on padre’s house inevitably. Quod
erat—nicht wahr?  Ergo, they were not
attacked.

“What then? A woman? Much too
early in the morning. And again—no
fight! If six such idiots pursued a woman,
or women, through the streets of Delhi,
there would be bad blood spilt as certainly
as there are speeches when a politician
pursues office. Therefore not a woman.
This time not the sex that bringeth forth
in sorrow and regretteth same.

“Then a man! The unproductive sex!
At least as sorrowful but less opaque! Mo-
tives more easily discernible. The six trans-
lucent jewels of Sikunderam have been de-
coyed—and by a man, or men—therefore
for profit! Whose? Why? 1 lift a stone.
Why do 1 lift a stone? Because I need the
space it sits on—or I wish to throw it—or—
if he—they—needed the space on which the
sons of Ali sat—or the street in which they
sat—1 see—I get you—*Steve, I get youl’
as Jimgrim says—behold, I see through
mystery! Let us hope actions are not so
loud as words. Thou tree—thou solid,
dumb, obtruding tree, farewell!”

‘There came a tikka-gharri* drawn by one
horse on the way home from assisting at the
Rishis** only knew what all-night revelry.
Chullunder Ghosé signaled the driver, who
declined a fare sleepily, without success.
The babu waddled to mid-street and had
climbed in before the protesting jehu could
whallop his nag to a trot.

“Give ber gas!” said Chullunder Ghose,
translating slang learned from Grim into
opprobrious vernacular.

So the weary cabman whacked the wearier
horse and, better to call attention to him-
self, the babu stood up screaming that he
}\ad a gall-stone and would die unless in
hospital within the minute. He was seen,
heard, contemplated.

But he only drove two blocks, around a
corner, and then paid the astonished cab-
man the exact fare. If he had overpaid him
he would only have multiplied suspicion.
Then he walked back three blocks, parallel
to the street in which was Cyprian’s house,
and turning the corner suddenly was just
in time to see three men in orange-yellow
smocks approach Cyprian’s door and ring
the bell. He stood there long enough to
watch them enter and see the door shut
again behind them.

“Kali!” he exclaimed then. “Let us hope
Jimgrim is appreciative! Dogs of the Wife
of Siva the Destroyer! Oh my aunt!”

HE RAN like an articulated jelly-

fish until he reached a corner whence

he could see King perched on the
boarding-house veranda. There, ignoring
all discretion, he pulled his rose-pink turban
off and threw the thirty yards of silk in air,
whirling it until King raised a hand in
answer.

Promptly King leaned out over the
veranda-rail at the corner of two streets and
made a gesture that Narayan Singh saw
from a quarter of a mile away. And the
Sikh, not optimistic, having seen too much,
but understanding that the gang was
wanted back at Cyprian’s, went at the
double to retrieve as many of the gang as
possible from a building in front of which
two square lamps advertised—POLICE.

He had been in time to see Ali of
Sikunderam charge up the steps and plunge
into the building—for the men he hurled
his questions at had misdirected Ali and he
had covered an unnecessary mile before

*Hired cab.

**Spirits.
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learning that his precious sons were foul
of the law.

Narayan Singh had seen Rahman follow
Ali, and then Jeremy, then Ramsden. None
had come back down the steps, so he was in
no doubt what to do, although he did not
know yet how absurdly simple the strategy
of the man in orange-yellow had been, nor
how simpler and more finished would be
that of Jeremy.

Like will-o’-the wisp in orange livery he
had simply led those six North-country
swashbucklers a dance along street after
street—up the stairs of the police station—
and there had accused the lot of them of
theft! There was nothing whatever for
the police to do but hold them.

When Ali got there pandemonium was
loose, for the six sons’ weapons had been
taken and they were resisting further search
as desperately as hell’s imps would object
to baptism—teeth—talons—imprecation—
horizontal mostly, with a couple of police-
men laboring at each limb and each lot
expanding and contracting suddenly in
spasms. One policeman—he who had re-
cently arrested Diomed the Goanese—went
from lot to lot using a truncheon un-
applauded, aiming at the heads of Afghans
but oftener hitting his friends. He said
nothing about recognizing them, having
already claimed to have defeated them in
mortal combat. The obvious solution was
to stun them lest they recognize himself,
but it was extremely difficult to hit their
heads.

And into that confusion Ali leaped like a
firecracker, knife and all, to be brought to
a stand by the officer’s revolver. The
officer was in his place, in charge, behind
the desk. There might have been murder
done, for Ali was in no mood for compliance,
with his darlings being whacked and twisted
under his eyes. The fact that the police
were bleeding, and his sons not more than
warming up for a morning’s work, added to
his zeal, and instinct warned him that the
man in yellow was the “father” of the
rumpus. Therefore, Ali was for springing
at the man in yellow’s throat when Jeremy
strode in smiling like an illustration from
the Book of Ruth, with Rahman yelping
like a wolf a step behind him.

“Salaam aleikoum! Peace! Let there be
peace!” boomed Jeremy in a voice with a
ventriloquial note that fills a room. He
sounded, as he looked, like a man from the

Old Testament. Ali detected magic in the
wind and yelled a word that his sons obeyed
on the instant. Even so, the police were
human and eager for revenge, but Ramsden
walked in.

Baring his forearms, he offered to kill with
his hands the first three constables who
struck a prisoner. So there was peace as
Jeremy requested, and the man in yellow
took advantage of it, going close to two of
Ali’s sons, who were held fast, with a police-
man on each wrist. He said he wanted
to identify them. Jeremy observed, and
Ramsden observed Jeremy. The officer
observed all three, but Jeremy’s hand is
swifted than any eye.

“They are the men who stole from me!”
said the man in yellow. “I had a gold coin
similiar to this one in each hand. Rushing
at me, they seized my wrists and took the
money, which you will find on their persons.
Search them!”

He drew from a pocket in his smock and
displayed one ancient coin that Jeremy and
Ramsden instantly identified as having be-
longed to the Portuguese da Gama.

“Search them!” ordered the officer, tap-
ping his revolver on the desk.

“Wait! First let me also identify!” said
Jeremy; and he, too, went close to the
same two of Ali’s sons.

Not satisfied with that, he walked up to
the police officer and whispered to him.
Then, from him, to the man in orange-yellow
who was beginning to look less pleased—
a mite impatient.

“Have I ever seen you anywhere?”” asked
Jeremy. “Were you ever in Jerusalem?
Jaffa? Alexandria?”

“Nol”

“He lies!” said Jeremy. “I know him
welll This was a trick by the Hindu to
steal a gold watch from your honor,” he
went on, smiling at the officer as if butter
hardly ever melted in his mouth. “How-
ever, as the Prophet saith, on whom be
peace, ‘Let not words and emptiness of
speech suffice!’ Search all three men!”

Now Ali’s sons stood still, submitting,
for they had felt what Jeremy’s nimble
fingers did. And Jeremy, with his back to
Ramsden, passed to him two gold coins for
safety’s sake, stepping forward again in-
stantly. The jaw of the man in orange-
yellow dropped.

‘“‘He—that Arab—"" he began.

But the searchers had stripped Ali’s sons
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in vain, and it was his turn. The first hand
thrust into his pocket drew out the officer’s
gold watch and chain.

“Magic!” exclaimed the officer.
never once came near me!”

“Lock him up then! Such as he are
da.ngcmus'” said Jeremy not turning a hair,
the officer accepted the advice, in-
sisting, too, however, on holding three of
Ali’s sons as witnesses.

It was then, as the door of one cell
slammed on all four and a fifth already in
there, that Narayan Singh strode in, ap-
praised the situation, and strode out again,
leaving as many to follow him as could or
would.

“He

CHAPTER VIL
““Shakespearian homeopathic remedy.”

GRIM and Cyprian sat face to face in

silence with a shaft of sunlight stream-

ing through the space between them. In-

finitely tiny specks of dust—for Cyprian

was a martinet and Manoel used cloth and
§:

to understand effect. No use repudiating
it. Our moderns fail exactly as Julius
Caesar would have done. And the Nine
Unknown laugh. Devils!

“Nothing suits them better than to have
the scientists, the newspapers, the govern-
ments, the secret service, the police, all vow
that no such knowledge as theirs exists—no
such organization. Above all they chuckle
because the church denies them. Mis-
sionaries are their best friends. To declare
they are non-existent without proving it
leaves the rascals free to do as they please,
without lessening. the superstition of the
crowd. You understand me?”

Grim did not. He has the pragmatist-
adventurer’s view of life, dissatisfied with
all veils hung between himself and
noumenon, and studying each phenomenon
from the angle of “what’s the use of it?”

“Why deny what you can’t prove? Why
not discover their science and employ it
properly?”

Cyprian interrupted him with a frown
and a flash of temper that betrayed volcanic

Eorad

broom incessantly—danced
ion, more or less as gnats do, in the go\den
fairway.

“You observe them?” said Cyprian pres-
ently. “Each one of those moving specks
is itself made of billions of infinitely tiny
specks all in motion. That is the way the
universe is made. All atoms—all in mo-
tion—in an all-pervading essence known as
ether you know that? It is in the books—
the oldest of all books as well as the newest.
The ancients knew about it seven thousand
years ago, if we accept their heretical
chronology. I have their books to prove
it. These Nine Unknown are the inheritors
of scientific secrets that used to form the
basis of the Ancient Mysteries. Yes, that’s
so. That’s so. There isn’t any doubt of it.

by his age and only
curbcd by discipline.

“Tchut! Wiser minds than yours decided
about that long ago. Beware of the sin of
presumption! These people have been
branded as magicians—tricksters! Their
pretensions, magic—tricks! Humbugs!—
evil-workers!—liars!—cheats! They have
imposed on superstition. Take the conse-
quences. Banned by the Church. Out-
lawed. Burn their books! Who shall say
then that they have, or ever had, a scrap
of scientific knowledge? That is my task—
fifty—two-and-fifty years of effort. Burn
the books! The nine books! Burn them!
They have defied the Church—sed
prevalabit!”

“I don’t get you,” answered Grim.
e

Not religious secrets, und d me—no,
no, they are enemies of all religion! They
use scientific truths to stir superstition by
pretending their phenomena are miracles!
Devils’ work! They know—the rascals!
‘They have knowledge! Compared to them
our modern scientists are gust as Julius

ledge ought to be known. Those
book
“Are mine! To do as I see fit!
you not agree?” demanded Cyprian.
Grim had agreed, but that did not admit
the whole contention. Grim, because he
keeps an open mmd has been accused by

Did

Caesar would have been if con-

fronted him with Paine’s fireworks or an
cighteen-inch gun or the radio. Clever
fellow, Caesar. Bright as a button. He
would have tried to explain it away; tried—
but there would be the phenomena—effect—
result of cause; you have to know the cause

ie: ing to nearly every

heathen cult in turn, but his name stands

written on no muster-roll. He is under no
vows of obedience. He countered:

“King and I have talked this over—lots.

King has been on the trail of it for twenty

years you know. Are you sure the Nine
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aren’t honorable men, who know more than
is.safe to teach the public?”

Cyprian smiled at that like a martyr
prepared to die for his convictions.

“Only, some one killed the Portuguese,”
Grim went on. “Why? If they know so
much, why kill a drunken crook you can
afford to pity?”

“I have told you.
answered Cyprian.

“And while the hotel burned there was
a voice urging the crowd to attack us.”
Grim continued. “The same voice shouted,
‘Fire!'—deliberately creating panic. Some
one had searched the Don’s room—carried
his books away. Same man—same men
more likely—returned to burn their tracks.
That hardly seems like men who, as you
put it, have inherited the knowledge of the
Ancient Mysteries.”

‘The expression of Cyprian’s face changed.
He drew on his mask of patience that at
eighty a man has learned to use consum-
mately or not at all. It was quite clear that
if he gave discussion rein these colts of
other creeds would gallop away with him,
Grim particularly. Discipline was out of
the question. Whip he had none. Argu-
ment was useless. It would do no good to
tell a man like Grim to let speculation alone.

“Would you go and find my servant
Manoel?” he asked; for helpl is like

They are devils,”
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a rascal as he has been!—no, by no means
always honest—but a servant—he has been
a comfort. Will you talk to him?”

That was tantamount to carte blanche.
Grim, incapable of nosing into the domestic
secrets of his host, could, would and did
crowd every limit to the edge when given
leave. He squatted down, cross-legged too,
in front of Manoel and waited until the
shifty brown eyes had to come to a rest at
last and meet his gray ones. (The passport
says they are gray, which es it legal,
but no two agree as to their real color. Pos-
sibly they change, although his zeal is fixed.)

“You're in luck. You’ve one chance!”
Grim said speaking in Punjabi.

Manoel did not answer; but the word luck
probed the very heart of inborn passion.

“Da Gama and Braganza had no luck at
all,” said Grim, and Manoel lowered his
eyes, not straight downward but along the
arc of an ellipse because of certain racial
peculiarities.

“Da Gama died. Braganza’s house was
bu.med Do you feel brave?” Grim asked

Manoel looked up—suddenly.

“Who are you?” he asked.

His lips parted loosely. The corners of
his mouth dropped, and he shifted his eyes
to left and nght showing more than was

of the bloodshot whites. Dread,

a weapon, in a wise man’s hand.

Grim left the room.

Manoel sat cross-legged on a blanket in
the corner of the pantry, hardly having
moved from the spot where Ramsden
dumped him down. The sin of specula-
tion—if it is a sin—could not be laid to
him, for he was dumb—determined—obsti-
nate—like a dog that has hidden to escape
a thrashing and will neither run away nor
come to heel. He did not even shake his
head when Grim ordered him into the
padre’s presence; so Grim went back and
reported the state of affairs having more
than one purpose in mind.

And it seemed good to Cyprian just then
to supply Grim with the wherewithal to
take his mind off the subject they had been
discussing. Helplessness was put to work

again.

“I am old. It tires ‘me to undertake
these—do you think Mr. Ramsden fright-
ened him too much—I wonder—would you
mind, eh? - See what you can do with him—
persuade him to come in here—yes? Such

unexpected and acute, was unmistakable;
it acted like a solvent on the sullenness of
fear. Grim saw his chance—almost too
long to be called chance; he had nothing to
go on but conjecture.

“Who do you think I am?” he retorted.
“Look into my eyes! Who am 1?”

Manoel hesitated, with the expression of
self-conscious  innocence facing a firing
squad. Having double-crossed friend and
enemy alike there was nothing to fall back
on but his conscience, obviously. Grim
bored in, only wishing he knew something
definite to base assault on.

“Didn’t you expect me?”” he demanded.

“Ves, but:

The million-to-one shot landed! Grim’s
face hardly changed expression, but his eyes
had laughter in them that the Goanese was
far too scared to recognize.

“—but I didn’t look for a Punjabi. He
who told me wore a yellow smock—a sadhu.
T have not had time.”

“Time!” Grim retorted, forcing the note
of indignation.
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“T have not had time, and I have not
been paid,” said Manoel, shifting his eyes
again, and then himself, so that Grim, who
was all alert suspicion jumped to a con-
clusion.

“Do you know they killed da Gama?”
he asked, setting his face like brass, and
Manoel shuddered. “Do you mean to tell
me you have not been paid?” he went on,
fixing his eyes on the Goanese and speaking
slowly.

And whether or not Manoel had pocketed
his price, imagination warned him he was
helpless, at the mercy of some one who
would harvest whether he had sown or not.
Admission that he had been-paid was no
proof of it at all, he being what he was.

“But now he knows I was at the keyhole.
He will dismiss me. And first he will investi-
gate. So he will find out, and I do not dare!
I will give the money back!”

That, too, was no proof that he had been
paid. But.it was proof that he had taken
more than one step on the path of treason.
Grim turned and swiped at a fly. Again
the unhappy Manoel shifted—not so much
his eyes this time as his whole person,

- although his eyes did move. It was because
his eyes moved that he did not see Grim
looking in the little kitchen mirror.

“Give it here!” said Grim.

“The money? I—I—

“No. Give it here—or-

“Let me go then! I must run! I do not
dare stay and face his anger!”

But Grim knew now, and he is one of
those who use knowledge, patiently or
promptly as the case may be. He leaned
forward. Manoel screamed, as a chicken
does when a housewife has her by the legs.
Grim seized him by the collar-band, and all
ten chocolate fingers closed on the iron wrist.
Grim jerked him forward, threw him on his
face and sat on him, pmceedmg then to
raise the blanket.

“Thought so! Yow! You little scorpion!”
HE SEIZED his victim’s wrist and
twisted it until a knife dropped—

[ﬁ kicked the knife across the floor—
glanced at the back of his thigh to observe
that it was hardly bleeding—laid the folded
blanket on the Goanese’s head and sat on
that—then lifted what had been beneath
the blanket, carefully.

It needed care. It was an old book bound
in vellum, cracked with age. Within, in
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sepia, beautifully written in the Maharatta
tongue, with diagrams, on paper yellowed
with age and thumbing, was what purported
to be a literal translation of a very ancient

roll.

The first page, on which the translator’s
name had very likely been, was missing.
On the second was a pentagram within the
dodeahedron—the geometrical figure on
which alchemists assert the universe was
built. Beneath that was a diagram of the
Hindu cosmogony side by side with the
Chaldaean. On the third page, in Maharathi
at the top, as if continuing a paragraph
from page one, was the following:

Whereafter, being certain that the roll would not
be missed until (here a name was_illegible) should
come again, in the cave with the
made pr 7 Tesds, and by the. Hoheof
e roesnrniciintle Tamp 1 lboiel S e ket
struing, with haste, that the whole might be accom-
plished, yet with dlhgencc lest errors enter in.

This finished volume witnesseth.

‘Which being done, this shall be hidden in a place
knownfonly to the hag. Whereafter, T will endeavor
to return the roll lest (the undecipherable name
again) should fall under suspicion and suffer for
infidelity. That risk is great, for it is hard to come

at the place where the rolls are kept.

But death is no more than the gates of life.

The hag has her instructions. So this fruit of
my long husbandry shall fall into the right hands.
He who guided hitherto being All-wise to accom-
plishment.

Then here begins:

On the next page, at the top, in bold
Maharathi characters, was the first law of
the Cabalists, and of all alchemists and true
magicians since the world began:

AS ABOVE, SO BELOW.

Grim read no further, for the stuff ab-
sorbed him to the point where near-uncon-
sciousness of every other circumstance pre-
vailed. His whole being yearned to the lure
of that musty volume and its secrets. He
craved it as some unfortunates crave opium,
The merely physical appeal of drugs, pro-
digious though it is, monopolizes no more
than the intellectual attraction of the un-
known does a man of Grim’s temperament.
If he had read another page he would have
read a dozen, and a dozen would have only
whetted appetite. He closed the book with
a slap that brought the pungent dust out,
and removed himself from Manoel’s head.

“You insect! If you had the original of
this I"d trade you my right hand for it!”

“Let me go!” sputtered Manoel. “Oh,
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sir; T am afraid to face him! Take the book
and let us both go!”

But Grim took book and Manoel, each
by the back, and shoved the Goanese along
in front of him into the padre’s presence.

“He seems to have been keeping this for
you,” he said and laid the volume on
Cyprian’s knees.

““Had he read it?”” demanded Cyprian.

“Oh, no! Oh, no, sir! Oh, father, oh,
no, no! It is black magic and forbidden.
I would nerer read it!”

“What odds? He wouldn’t understand
a word,” said Grim, and Cyprian nodded.

“Let him go,” said Cyprian. “Drive him
from the house!”

But Grim had spoken English, and the
fear that gnawed Manoel’s bowels multi-
plied. It dawned on him that he had been
tricked. Grim, then, was Father Cyprian’s
friend, and not—

“No, no, no!” he shouted. “No! You
must be merciful! This is my sanctuaree!
I may not be driven forth! I tell you I did
it to save you from murder because you are
old! You are ungrateful! You commit a
great sin if you drive me forth!”

He wanted to throw himself down in the
attitude of supplication, but Grim had him
by the neck.

“He expected somebody,” said Grim.
““Shall we see this through now?”’

“Face the adversary!” Cyprian answered.

But age gave way to youth. He waited
for Grim to make the next decision. And
Grim held his arm out, helping—almost
lifting the old man from his chair.

“You'd better be seen at the door,” he
said. “We'll let them see Manoel go empty-
handed.”

He turned on the Goanese and shook him.

“Listen, asp! Get your belongings. Oh!
Only a blanket, eh? Preparations all
made—everything out of the house but
that?”

He followed him to the pantry, watched
him through the door, and seized him by
the neck again as he emerged.

“Now, you've another chance. Don’t
speak in the street! Show you haven’t got
the book—look scared—walk! You under-
stand me? If you disobey I'll—"

“Oh, oh' Onlee let me not go! I

wille—

Grim smod back. It was Cyprian, trem-
bling with age rather than emotion, who
stood in the doorway and sped the errant

Adventure

Goanese with his left hand raised palm-
outward and a look of pursed-up horror.

“I tell you, father, I did it to preevent
murder!” sobbed Manoel with great tears
running down into his whiskers. “Give me
benediction then, I—"

Cyprian did not deny him that. It pos-
sibly accomplished more than Grim’s threat.
Manoel departed down-street with his head
hung, and the blanket draped over one arm,
avoiding all encounters; and a man in
orange-yellow by the greu tree opposite—
where Ali’s sons had sat—drew such deduc-
tions as he saw fit. Grim standing in shadow
within saw the man make a signal.

“Good!” hegaid. “Shut the door now,”
and Cyprian obeyed as if learning lessons.
It was hard, maybe, at eighty to learn to
dispense with even a dishonest servant.

They returned to the sitting-room, whence
the cloistered peace had gone, although the
sunlight still streamed through the spaced
jalousies.

“Pity the first page is missing,” said Grim
by way of making conversation.

“It isn’t!” snapped Cyprian, and looked
to see.

Confronted by the fact, his last strength
seemed to vanish and he sat down, knocking
the book to the floor. Grim rescued it.

“On. the first page, at the top, was
the finest cosmogony ever drafted,” said
Cyprian, “and underneath it an explanation
of the terms used.”

He spoke as if hope were dead forever.
Grim changed the subject, or tried to—

“Let’s hope our crowd don’t return too
soon!”

“I should have searched that blanket,”
Cyprian grumbled. “He had the first page
wrapped init. Iknow he had!”

Grim tried again.

“Tell me what the ‘unextinguishable
lamp’ means on page two,” he demanded.

“Mind your own business!” Cyprian
snapped back, struggling to be calm. “If
I will burn books, shall you rifle their secrets
first? Phoenix from the ashes, eh? No, no!
Hear no evil—see no evil—know no evil—
that is my advice to you, my son! What I
burn need not trouble you!”

“Are your books in this house?” Grim
asked, suddenly alarmed at a random notion.

But Cyprian chose to be amused at that,
shaking his head sidewise with the palsied
humor of old-age.

“Do you think I am in my dotage?””
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Grim had no time to reply. There came

a long peal on the bronze bell, that clanged

on its coiled spring as if the temples of all

Thibet were in alarm. Grim went to the

{)ront door, opened suddenly, and stood
ack.

‘Three men entered, all in yellow smocks.
They came in swiftly, almost on the run—
stopped suddenly—and hesitated. They
were surprized to see Grim.

“I am the padre sahib’s new servant,”
he said in the dialect, smiling.

Then he turned the key and threw it out
through the little round peep-hole that
exists somewhere or other in most Indian
front-doors.

“Father Cyprian is in there,” he said,
with a jerk of his head in the direction of the
sitting-room.

They eyed Grim curiously, saying noth-
ing. Bigger, stronger than Grim as far as
appearance went, they wore the impudent
expression of men who have been taught
from infancy that they are better than the
crowd, of other clay—bold, yet with a sort
of sly air underlying impudence, and an
abominably well-fed look, although they
wore the simple smock of the ascetic. Final-
ly they all three smiled at Grim, and one of
them motioned him to lead the way into
the sitting-room. The man next to him who
motioned had a long silk handkerchief in one
hand, and on his forehead the crimson signet
of the goddess Kali. Grim stepped back
instead of forward—ducked—stepped back
again—and stood in the pantry entrance
with his blood chilled and the gooseflesh
rising.

“My hour is not yet!” he assured them.

Except for Grim’s activity there had
hardly been a motion visible, and yet—the
handkerchief was in the other hand. The
executioner had missed. And if there had

een a score of witnesses they would likely
all have sworn there had been no attempt
made, for the pride of the Thug* is in his
swiftness. None sees the strangling when
it happens, it is so quick.

All three men smiled with the coppery,
cast expression of determination that can
bide its time. Grim motioned them again
toward the sitting-room, and they went
in one by one, the man with the handker-
chief first, and the last man turning on the
threshold to assure himself that Grim was

e, as far as its practise by wandering bands is

concerned, was stamped out by the Government long ago;
but its méthods, and the skill of its practitioners, survive,

not bent on reprisal. But no effort was
made to exclude him. The door was left
open until he walked in after them and
closed it—having his own reasons.

Cyprian was very near collapse. The
apparition of the three in orange-yellow
came like an almost mechanical dénoue-
ment, to which Manoel’s misconduct had
been overture—warning perhaps. His old
hands clutched and clutched again the
carved ends of the chair-arms. But he said
nothing. He was fighting for self-mastery.
His lips were moving, probably in prayer;
and repeatedly his eyes sought Grim’s,
although Grim refused him any answering
signal. Grim knew he held the winning
hand, and he who knows that is a foo! if
he fails to play it carefully.

His cue was to make believe he had no
weapon—to postpone violence—to unmask
purposes—to ascertain facts—before admit-
ting the possession of a forty-five. Even
when the orange-yellow exquisite tried thug-
gery he had not as much as made a gesture
to reach his weapon, and the three: were
fairly satisfied that he was unarmed. They
sat down in a row on the long strip of yak-
hair rug that covered half the floor, facing
the shuttered window, at an angle of forty-
five to Cyprian.

Grim went and sat in the corner facing
Cyprian, whence he could watch them at
an angle athwart the flowing lines of light.
‘They were nearer to the door than he was,
but had no forty-fives, which made a dif-
ference. They produced what they did
have—two old-fashioned muzzle-loading
pistols between three of them—cocked, and
fitted with percussion caps. Grim looked
afraid, and Cyprian was afraid.

“You want what?” Cyprian demanded,
speaking English for no other reason than
that those words trembled out first.

“Books!” replied the middle of the three
men, using the same language with a readi-
ness and absence of foreign accent, that
astonished because of his bronziness and
the orange-yellow smock. There was no
reason why he should not know English,
except that he looked like one of those who
pride themselves on their refusal to learn
it at any price.

“What books?”” asked Cyprian feebly.

But only his voice failed. There was no
suggestion in his eye that he dreamed of
yielding. Rather, he was recovering self-
command as the effect of shock receded.
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“All the books you have, including that
one,” the same man answered, pointing at
the volume Grim had saved from Manoel’s
clutches.

Cyprian took his own time about an-
swering that, moving his lips and jaws as
if first he had to masticate the words and
glancing down at Grim repeatedly to see
whether Grim had any signals for him.

But Grim sat still, the way a chela sits
by the feet of his guru, unpresuming, waiting
for the wisdom to come dropping word by
word from the privileged lips of age. When
the time should come for Grim to give a
signal he was minded to make it abrupt
and unmistakable.

“Who are you men?”’ demanded Cyprian
at last; and the three in yellow looked
amused. Either they disbelieved that he
did not know, or they thought it amusing
he should dare to ask; it was not clear which.

“We are they who demand the books,”
answered he with the handkerchief, and his
companions nodded.

“And if the books are not here?” Cyprian
asked.

“We will take that one, and you with it!
Later you will show us where the others
are,’ the man in the middle answered
darkly.

Grim heard the noise he was waiting for,
but did not move, for the sound was vague
as if, on the sidewalk, thought was pro-
ducing words, not action yet. Heshoped
the bell would not ring—hoped the key
dropped through the hole would be inter-
preted—hoped Cyprian would not have
apoplexy at his next remark. For it was
time and he was ready.

“Holy one,” he said in the dialect, playing
the part of the chela still, “would it not be
wiser if I tell them where a few books are?”

He allowed his eyes to wander furtively
in the direction of the far wall, where the
room was in shadow.

“And I win!” he exclaimed in English
suddenly.

THEY had turned their heads to
follow the direction of his glance.
‘They looked back along the barrel
of a forty-five. And of all things in the
world that are difficult, the hardest is to
tell which of three of you sitting side-by-
side will be first in the path of a bullet.
“They are hollow-nosed bullets,” Grim
assured them. “Put your hands up, please!”
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They held their hands up, palms to the
front, suggesting Siva’s image.

“We are not afraid,” said the man in the
middle. “We are watched for. Others
come.”

“Yes, others come,” said Grim, aware of
noises penetrating through the thick door
and thicker walls.

“Bet you they’re in here! What’ll you
bet?” demanded Jeremy’s voice as the door
flew open and the whole crowd poured in,
Jeremy leading—all the crowd, that is, who
had been in the room before, and two beside.

Ali of Sikunderam came last, volcanically
angry, muttering Islamic blasphemy into
his ruffled beard that either he had tugged
at or some other man had pulled.

Narayan Singh went straight for the two
pistols and kicked them away from their
owners. One went off. A lead ball as large
as a pigeon’s egg was flattened on the stone
wall close to Cyprian and the smell of cheap
black powder filled the room. Using that
as an excuse the three in orange-yellow put
the ends of their turbans across their mouths
and nostrils, moistening them thoroughly
with spittle.

“Being very holy men no doubt, oh yes!”
remarked Chullunder Ghose, picking up
both pistols as his own perquisite. “‘Spirits
of the cess-pool! Who invoked them? That
is the worst-smelling powder! Are infernal
regions advertised by Christian missionary
actual? My aunt! Shall I open window,
holy one?”

But Cyprian was losing consciousness.
King went at a bound for the door and was
in time to stop the three strange visitors
with three blows. (India, who knew almost
all human knowledge long before the West
was born, has yet to learn to use her fists.)
He bade Ali and his sons hold them, and
returned to discover what the source of the
reeking smoke was. He suspected a grenade
with some new sort of fuse. But there was
only the assassin’s long silk handkerchief,
dropped on the carpet as if by accident.
He kicked it and nothing happened, though
the smoke did not cease.

Meanwhile, Grim was holding Cyprian’s
head while Ramsden lifted him and Jeremy
forced a window. Between them they got
the old man’s head into the fresh air. He
showed signs of recovery. But the three
coughed so violently that they could hardly
hold him up, and the open window seemed
to make no difference inside the room; there
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was no telling where the smoke came from.

Nor was it actually smoke; rather a thin
mist, with a hint of pearliness and green
init. There was a faint suggestion of sweet-
ness and a little ether. It was a compound
undoubtedly, and there was lots of it, but
neither King nor yet Chullunder Ghose ex-
ploring on hands and knees could find its
source nor any container that might have
held it.

Outside the room, where the gas or what-
ever it was spread swiftly but not so densely
into the hall, Ali and his sons were taking
law into their own hands. There was a
cellar door—a trap with big strap-hinges—
and the weight of the door, with rust and
friction added, was as much as two men
striving mightily could move. That ap-
pealed, and the sons of Ali raised it. Down
below was a stone-walled cellar twelve by
twelve or so, empty of everything except
some builders’ trash.

Ali with his drawn knife drove the pris-
oners one at a time until they jumped down
in there.

“If they break their legs, may Allah
mortify the stumps!” he requested piously.

Meanwhile, tearing about the room, up-
setting things and vowing there were devils
loose, Narayan Singh lost equilibrium, fell
over Chullunder Ghose, and collapsed with
his head near the silken handkerchief. King
seized him to drag him from the room, and
noticed a burn where his face had touched
the silk. Chullunder Ghose picked up the
handkerchief and dropped it with a yell.

Ramsden, Jeremy and Grim picked
Cyprian up between them and ran for the
door with him, meaning to make for the
street. They met King dragging the Sikh,
and for a second there was a tight jam, into
which Chullunder Ghose came headlong.

“Oh go! All go! Only go!” he shouted.
“Now I know it! Manicheean magic!*
Itis death! It is unquenchable!”

Cyprian heard him.

“Poison—irom the ancient books!” he
gasped. “Come away!”

They had reeled through the door in front
of the babu’s impact.

“Where are those prisoners?” King
shouted.

Ali and his sons began to labor at the
trap-door, but it had jammed in place and
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Ghose, purple with effort and choking, sized
the situation up and charged back into the
sitting-room.

He came back like a “soccer” forward,
shouting and kicking the handkerchief along
in front of him.

“Qut of my way! Out of house! Quick!”

They fled before him—all but Ali and his
sons. The men of Sikunderam considered
dignity and flight before a babu, at his
order, incompatible. They went on working
at the trap, and raised it about six inches.

“So! Good! Now down again!”

The babu kicked the handkerchief
through the opening and, as Sikunderam
showed no symptoms of obedience, jumped
on the trap, forcing it out of their fingers
and down into its bed with a report like an
explosion. There he squatted, looking like
a big bronze temple image.

“Now is good!” he said. ‘“Keep open
house until gas shall evanesce! Practitioners
of Manicheean deviltry will now be hoist
like engineers with own petard! Shake-
spearian homeopathic remedy! Verb very
sap! Oh yes! Tell sahibs, no more danger
now!”

And saying that, Chullunder Ghose him-
self keeled over.

CHAPTER VIII
“He is very dead!”

N ONE hot brick cell, closed by an iron
door with a peep-hole in it, there were
three of the sons of Sikunderam, one Hindu
in orange-yellow with a crimson caste-
mark on his forehead, who had refused his
name, and Fernandez de Mendoza de
Sousa Diomed Braganza, whose name and
occupation were as well known as his temper
was notorious and his predicament acute.

None of the others seemed to worry
much. The “sons” were aware that father
Ali and his patrons knew their where-
abouts, and it is Law in the North,
whence they came, that the feudal claims
are first. There would either be a rescue,
or a use of influence, or possibly raw bribery
this side of midnight. They were sure of
that, whether rightly or wrongly.

And he in orange-yellow, having had the
trick turned back on him by Jeremy, was
none the less apparently at ease. He wore

ike-to-be-d

was _difficult to start again.

*The Manichees were Persians, whose teaching was a
form of dualism. _But they also celebrated mysteries and
were said to practise magic and theurgy.

the smile of
the hanger-on of priests, not subtle, rather
threatening—the smile of a man who holds

g
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himself superior to others as rule number one
of policy. There is nothing in the world
more sure than that the priests and politi-
cians always abandon their clients when
convenient; nor anything more fixed than

e as of the due-to-be-abandoned
until the miserable fact confronts them.

Diomed, on the other hand, was neither
full of faith nor hope; and he never did pin
much to charity. Having counted on for-
giveness of his sins, he found that there
was fortune still to reckon with; and he did
not believe that fortune ever favored Goa-
nese much. He supposed he must sin some
more.

“We are five in one predicament.
we compare notes?” he suggested.

Being first man in that cell he felt almost
in loco parentis, a guise that any innkeeper
assumes without much difficulty. That
son of Ali whom he had recognized in the
street was not one of those detained, so he
was unaware of facing men whose enmity
he had already, and could not lose without
suitable compensation, of which they, and
they only, would be judges.

The sons of Ali held their peace. Their
knives had been taken-from them. Talk
is no equivalent for steel. Lacking the one,
in the North’s opinion, it is unheroic and
incontinent to substitute the other.

“Wait!” says Sikunderam. “The hour of
God’s appointing cometh! Wait, saying
nothing!”

But the man in orange-yellow, regarding
Allah as a myth, served an even more
destroying goddess, whose devotees are en-
couraged to seek opportunity, not wait.
He spoke, and his voice was strangely
reminiscent, so that Diomed stared open-
mouthed at him.

“Some set fire to a hotel in the night,”
he said.

“Mine! My hotel!” said Diomed.

“So there are three,” said he in orange-
yellow: “he who knows the secret, they who
wish the secret kept, and he or they who
wish to know who did it.”

“Do you know who did it?”” demanded
Diomed, thrusting his little black-bearded
face forward so as to read the other’s ex-
pression better.

But there was no expression, except that
cast-copper smile betokening superiority.
He in yellow was returning the compliment
by watching Diomed, so neither of them
saw the rapt attention displayed on the

Shall
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faces of Ali’s sons. But the men of the
North, who are fools, as all India knows,
were born with their ears to the whimpering
wind. They are easy to deceive, but as to
voices and the memory of voices never.
Six eyes from Sikunderam, more used to
lean, long distances, met in the cell gloom
and three heads nodded-almost impercep-
tibly.

“They who wish the secret not known
may bid first,” said the orange-yellow man.
“Nothing for nothing and from_ nothing.
The key that opens is the key that fits.
My needs are a lock that holds me. Has
any one the key?”

He stared into the eyes of Sikunderam,
impudently, challenging. In the dark of
the cell they looked like three young
startled animals.

“Whoever would take on himself the
theft of that policeman’s watch would have
my friendship,” said he in orange-yellow.

“You know!” exclaimed Diomed. “You
know who burned my hotel!”

“I know!” he confessed, with another of
his bronze smiles, glancing surreptitiously
at Ali’s sons.

His need was to make #hem tnderstand
him. Diomed might shout to heaven that
he had stolen the watch, and the world
would only vote him mad; but if one of
those Hillmen should confess, and the
other two should confirm it, what court
could help believe?

“I will say who set fire to the hotel,
unless——

“It was they! It was they! They did
it!” Diomed interrupted. “Now I know
them! They are the devils who fought on
the roof! They are the sons of evil mothers
who——*

He was silenced by a slap across the
mouth, back-handed, that made his lips
bleed and cut the knuckles of the smiter.
But not one word was said to him. Nor
did he who had struck the blow speak at all,
for economy is the essence of good team-
work.

It was the second of three self-styled
brothers who pointed a lean fore-finger;
and the third who gave tongue to what all
three had in mind.

“Aye! Thou knowest! And we know!
We know the voice of him who cried
‘Bande Materam!’ That same voice—thy
voice—cried ‘Fire!’ before the fire was
set!”
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“Ye ‘were there then?” the Hindu an-
swered mockingly; and Diomed, with a half-
breed’s instinct for coming violence, drew
his knees up to his chin on the bench.
He screwed himself into the corner to be
able to jump either way.

“Aye, we were there, seven of us and the
father of the seven, a Sikh too, and a Jat
and some sakibs, who will swear to that voice
of thine, thou raven croaking in a cave!
We are not men who can be imposed on!

ey .

The man in orange-yellow interrupted.
Like all who pride themselves on their in-
telligence he underrated that of his would-
be victims. He threatened them. Whereas,
two things are sure: if you threaten the men
of Sikunderam you must be able to make
good, and prove it; and if you plead to them,
you must prove you are empty-handed—a
true supplicant for charity. Between those
two poles all earth lies belly-upward to be
bargained over. They are poles like light-
houses that no man possessed of open eyes
could miss. But pride is like box-blinkers.

“You Moslems don’t like to be hanged.
I can call witnesses. Better make terms
with me!”

The Indian courts of justice war with a
system of perjury that is older and more
popular than law. The consequent pre-
cautions and delays, and the system, that
if ten men swear to a thing and twenty
swear against it, the twenty win, may lend
itself to obvious abuses that, according to
Sikunderam, are avoided easiest with cold
steel.

The sons of Ali had no steel. Tradition
would have counseled patience and dissim-
ulation. But-the heat in the cell was
growing insufferable for men born where
the clean air whistles off everlasting snow-
peaks, and stuffiness—being kin to strangu-
lation—breeds hysteria, which in turn
brings all innate proclivities to the surface
and upsets any calculation based on intel-
lect. He in orange-yellow was an intel-
lectual. He knew the rules. The sons of
Ali were no psychologists.

“Let him die before he does us injury!

Be quick, my brothers!”

ﬁ understood and never argued over.
He in orange-yellow gave a shout

blended of agony and unbelief as fingers

like hairy spider-legs closed on his throat.

THAT was a call for action,
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Other parts of his anatomy grew palsied
with pain, in a grip that he had no more
chance of breaking than a sheep has of
breaking the butcher’s hold. Noise ceased.

It was at that stage of proceedings that
the cell-guard, whose ear had been to the
peep-hole, hurried to summon his officer.
He ached with ill-will, because his sinews
had been twisted when the sons of Ali
objected to arrest. He wanted to see them
dragged out one by one and beaten. But
exactly at the same moment there entered
from the street three men in orange-yellow,
with the caste-mark of Kali on their fore-
heads, who approached the desk and made
signs to the bewildered officer. The be-
wilderment was all too obvious.

He was as displeased as a magistrate
might be to whom an arrested violator
of the law made masonic signals; neverthe-
less, not merely so certain what to do, since
there was no appeal in this case to his
honor and the dictates of conscience set
true and square. He was bluffed before
they said a word to him.

“This is a day of reckoning,” announced
the leader of the three. “One of ours is
in your keeping. He is part of the price.
We demand him.”

The Moslem officer hardly hesitated.
Saying nothing, but livid under the impress
of that fatalistic fear which is the only
force blackmail has, he started toward the
cells and disappeared through a door into
the corridor, followed by the cell-guard.
The door slammed, but opened again a
minute later. The officer stood there
beckoning. The three followed him in,
and the door slammed shut a second time.

“Look!”

The officer flung the cell-door open and
the cell-guard brought his carbine to the
charge, showing his teeth for extra argu-
ment. The three in yellow, self-controlled,
peered in like visitors being shown the
sights, their bronze faces showing no more
emotion than the image on copper coins;
but the police-officer was trembling with
anxiety.

“I ask you to believe—" he stammered
in Punjabi.

One of the three interrupted him, touch-
ing his sleeve, not wasting any words.

The three were interested—neither more
nor less. There was possibly as much
trace of amusement on their lips as you may
see on the granite monument of one of the
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of the iron rule of destiny, observed without
surprize. The officer tried speech again.

“Beware, most honorables! They are
dangerous!”

The same quiet hand on his sleeve re-
quested silence. The three had seen all
there was to see, but continued looking;
for the processes of thought are said to be

“ accomplished best with all eyes on the
object and no interrupting voice.

In front of the door, as if laid there for
inspection, was the body of the individual
in orange-yellow who had threatened the
sons of Sikunderam. Most of his throat
had been torn out by human fingers, and
the back of his head lay flat against the
shoulder-blades in proof of a broken neck.
Both arms were twisted so that the hands
were around again to where they should be,
backs to the floor. The feet were toe to
toe, after describing three quarters of an
outward circle, and a leg was obviously
broken.

“He is very dead!” remarked the one
voice of Sikunderam, speaking for three
minds.

The sons of Ali sat back on the bench,
backs to the wall, in an attitude that gave
them leverage in case one indivisible im-
pulse should decide them to attack. They
could launch themselves from the wall
like tigers out of ambush. One hint of
reprisals-and no cell-door on earth would be
able to slam quick enough to keep them in.

But unaccountably there grew an at-
mosphere of calm, as if Allah, Lord of Kis-
met, had imposed an armistice. ~ The elec-
tric tension eased, as it were, and muscles
with it. Some one in yellow smiled, and
Sikunderam answered in kind through a

-gap in a black beard. All three men in
yellow strode into the cell, stepping over
their coreligionist, and one oi them turned
to beckon in the officer, who, at their sug-
gestion, sent the cell- guard to the office out
of sight and hearing.

“Is it lawful to imprison these five, of
three languages, three races, three religions,
in one cell?” was the first question. There
was only one answer possible:

“No,

The same qu\et finger on the same
sleeve banished the explanation. Without
a word said it was made clear that the legal,
or rather the illegal fact was all-sufficient.

“Most honorables,- that is how your

in yellow met his death!”
plped Diomed, emerging out of a catalepsy.
“Most worthy followers of Kali, these three
savages attacked him without excuse and
butchered him brutally. I offer to give
evidence!”

Miscegenated intuition—perverted, that
is—told Diomed that his chance lay in
taking sides against the man in uniform.
The three he addressed were obviously
visitors, not prisoners, and the officer’s
fear of them was obvious.

“This policeman threw us into one cell
in the face of protests. He is responsible.”

He pointed at the officer, who scowled,
but the three ignored both of them. In-
stead, the one who acted spokesman
launched a question that was half-proposal,
half-riddle, and breath-taking regarded
either way.

“You understand, that if you escape
from this cell illegally, you are guilty of
that in addition to the charge of murdering
this man?”

“And other charges—other charges, sef-
ores! They burned my hotel! Arson!
That is what the judges call it—an indict-
able offense!”

One of the sons of Ali smote Diomed
over the mouth again, and nobody objected.
There was a little something after all in his
thought that fortune hardly favors Goanese.
The sons of Ali fell back on the code of Sik-
underam, which calls for incredulity at all
times, but particularly when a Hindu makes
a proposition. They looked what they
were exactly—men from out of town. The
smiter rubbed his knuckles.

“Ye speak riddles,” said the spokesman.

“You understand, that they who might
set you at liberty, ignoring authority, would
have the power to overtake and kill?”
asked the man in yellow.

It began to dawn on Sikunderam that
these were overtures for a bargain. All
three faces closed down in accordance with
the code, that decrees a bargain shall be
interminable and he who can endure the
longest shall have the best of it. But the
men in yellow were in haste. One of them
drew a long silk handkerchief from hand
to hand with a peculiar, suggestive flick.

“You understand that for all advantages
there is a price? Go free!”

“But— but—" said the officer.

The finger on his sleeve commanded si-
lence. He obeyed.
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“Go free, in the fear of Kali, Wife of
Siva, the Destroyer! Go free, until a day
of reckoning! When Kali asks the price—
observe!”

As if one thought functioned in the minds
of all three, one of the men in yellow stepped
toward the Goanese and taking him by the
shoulders jerked him to his feet. The
Goanese was too astonished to defend
himself.

“Have I not offered—"" he began; but the
second of the three in yellow pushed him
sidewise, so that he reeled backward on his
heels toward the third.

There was a motion of the handker-
chief, as quick as lightning but less visible,
and Diomed fell unpicturesquely—dead—
a heap of something in a soiled check shirt
and crumpled collar—so dead that not a
muscle twitched or sigh escaped him.

“For a death there must be a death,”
said one of the men in yellow.

The teeth of Sikunderam flashed white
in a grin of pleased bewilderment.

“Hee-hee! He didn’t slay your yellow
man. We did it!” chuckled the spokesman.

The Thug was at no pains to explain his
beastly creed. It was better to leave the
three less cultivated savages to speculate
on what the sacrifice had meant. His
point was won. He had impressed them.
They had seen the swiftness of the silken
death. Undoubtedly they would soon
begin to ponder on the fact that Diomed
was slain in the presence of an officer of
police, and to couple that with another
mystery.

“Gol Let them go!” ordered one of the
three, and the officer began to fumble with
the lock.

He flung the door open with an air of
petulant impotence, and it struck the cell-
guard, who had crept back to listen. The
door hit his heel as he ran and one of the
three in orange-yellow stepped out into the
corridor without the least suggestion of
surprize. He beckoned him. Not a word
was said. The second—not he with the
handkerchief—held out a hand to warn the
sons of Ali that freedom was postponed.
The first man continued beckoning, and the
cell-guard kept on coming, carbine at the
charge, as if he intended violence. But
he stepped into the cell with his eyes fixed
in a stony stare, as if he had been hypno-
tized. It was the second man’s turn to
beckon; and as the “wretched, rash, in-
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truding fool” obeyed the unspoken call of
nemesis, the third man used the handker-
chief. -The cell-guard fell in a heap on
Diomed. The officer picked up the car-
bine mechanically and laid it on the bench.

“Now go!” said the spokesman, motion-
ing the Hillmen out with a gesture worthy of
the angel of creation bidding the aeons
begin. “Kali is all-seeing. ~ Ye can not
hide. Kali is all-hearing. Ye may not tell.
Kali is unforgetful. Therefore, when a
price is set pay swiftly—even as ye saw this
man pay!” He laid a finger on the officer’s
sleeve, who trembled violently. “For if
not, ye will pay as these did!” He signi-
fied the corpses with a gesture. “Go!”

So the three went, wondering, not
troubled as to what the official explanation
would be, of three murders in a cell and
three lost prisoners. The newspapers next
day might call that mystery. To them
another mystery was paramount, and all-
absorbing: :

Who were the men who had released
them? Where had they learned that skill
with a handkerchief? Why had they slain
Diomed? And why had they three been
released? Moreover, what would the price
be that was mentioned, and would they—
three Moslems—be justified in paying it,
suppose they could, to the priests, of a
Hindu goddess? How much would they
dare tell to Ali, their ferocious sire, con-
sidering the silence that was laid on them?
And if they should tell Ali, and he should
tell Jimgrim, for instance, and Jimgrim
should consult the others, would the priests
of Kali visit vengeance on themselves as the
fountainheads of disobedience?

There was more to it besides:

If Kali was all-seeing, as the Three had
warned them, did that simply mean that
they were being followed?

He in the middle faced about suddenly
and walked backwards with his arms in his
brothers’; but he could see no Hindus
in pursuit. They tried a score of tricks
that Hillmen use when the stones are lifted
in the valleys and the “shooting-one-an-
other-season” has begun—tricks that the
hunted leopard tries, to assure himself
that he has left the hunter guessing wild,
But though they hid, and strode forth sud-
denly from doorways, so that passers-by
jumped like shying horses in fear of high-
way robbery, they detected no pursuit.

“The man in yellow lied to us,” said one
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of them at last.
is all about it.”
“But why?”
“They were afraid.”
“But of what? They could have killed
us easily.”

“They let us go, and that

“Nay! None slays me with a hand-
kerchief! By the Bones of Allah’s
Prophet- ?

“They could have slain the cell-guard
in the passage, and could then have shot
us with his carbine through the hole in the
iron door. They were not afraid of us!”

“Nevertheless, we three are afraid of
them!” announced the brother who had
spoken first. The other two did not dis-
pute the fact. “I say—if we are wise—
we_will—hold | our peacefa lltﬂe whlle*
and d. if
perhaps—ﬂ'nere should seem to be a need—
and an advantage—then later we might

tell. What say you?”
“Allah! Who put wisdom into thy
mouth?”

“It is wisdom! Let us consider it!”

They agreed to use their own term, to
leave the proposition “belly-upward” for a
while.

CHAPTER IX
“Silence is silent.”

'YPRIAN was not in quandary. He
would have known what to do, but his
eighty-year-old lungs were too full of a
sickly-tasting gas for him to function physi-
cally. That which is born of the spirit is
spirit, but the brain must wait on material
processes. He was just then in Jeremy’s
keeping—held in the Australian’s arms—
being thought for by Jeremy.
nd the stars in their courses once
warred against Sisera, circumstances and
his reputation combined to trick Cyprian.
Never would it have entered Jeremy’s head
that dignity, discipline, responsibility to
some one higher up were necessary ingredi-
ents of Cyprian’s code. Having saved the
padre’s life the only other Lhmg that Jeremy
considered was “the game.

Then there were the neighbors. Right
and left were locked godowns stored with
merchandise. Opposite, behind shade trees
and a wall were Goanese, who would not
have thought it moral, expedient, polite or
safe to interfere in the padre’s doings unin-
vited, even supposing they had seen what
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was going on. And the heat prevented their
seeing anything, for May was merging into
June and none who could afford to stay in-
doors dreamed of venturing forth.

The remainder of the street’s inhabitants
were Moslems with a sprinkling of Hindus
at the lower end; and every one of those
knew Cyprian by reputation as a student,
and perhaps a practitioner of black magic—
a man to be feared, if not respected; more-
over, a man with influence. Nine out of
any ten of them would have looked the
other way if Cyprian’s house were burning
down. The tenth in nearly every instance
would have run as far away as legs or a
bicycle could take him.

The constable, whose duty it was to
patrol that street, having quitted himself
well with one arrest that morning, retired
to a basement cellar to brag of his doings
and gamble on fighting quails.

On top of all that there undoubtedly had
been some deliberate clearing of the street
by influences never named but referred to,
when spoken of at all, as “they.” The
street was as peculiarly empty as it some-
times is when a royal personage is due for
assassination.

The obvious course for a man in Cy-
prian’s position, with three would-be as-
sassins in his cellar and his whole house full
of anaesthetic, was to report at once to the
authorities, leaving subsequent develop-
ments to take their course. But Cyprian
was in no condition to give orders; and none
of the others, King included, cared to in-
voke official skepticism. No man, who con-
fesses to himself that he is searching for a
heap of gald as heavy as the Pyramid, and
for the books that explain how the heap was
accumulated, is exactly unselfconscious
when official investigation looms among the
possibilities.

There was furthermore Narayan Singh,
unconscious—in itself an almost incredible
circumstance; for that doughty Sikh is a
drinker of notorious attainment -and less
likely than any of them to succumb to
fumes. He had keeled over like a gassed
canary. King and Grim were giving him
first aid, considering his recovery of vastly
more importance than any debatable obh-
gation to call in the police. They knew the
police for mere bunglers at best and sheer
obstructionists as far as true inquiry was
concerned. They knelt on the sidewalk one
each side of the Sikh, who breathed like a
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cow with its throat cut; and Jeremy, hold-
ing Cyprian like a baby in his arms, came
and watched.

“If you can make him vomit, he’s yours!”
he advised. “Get something functioning—
no matter what. One natural process en-
courages the next. Knead him in the solar
plexus.”

King and Grim, having tried all other
methods, experimented with Jeremy’s.

“——it! ,There’s an antidote if only we
could lay our hands on it,” said King.
“T’ve heard about this stuff—saw its effects
before. It's a capsule as big as a rupee.
They puncture it under a handkerchief.
The minute the air gets to it the contents
turn to gas. Beastly stuff burns the skin as
it emerges, but changes again as it spreads
and becomes anesthetic. The thieves who
use the stuff carry the antidote with them.
It’s all in one of Cyprian’s books.”

“If pop 'ud wake,” suggested Jeremy.
But Cyprian only sighed.

“Where are the three Hindus?”
demanded.

“In the cellar. Ali pitched ’em in there—
first-class job. Chullunder Ghose is sitting
on the hatch to keep ’em out of further mis-
chief,” Jeremy announced.

“Ramsden—where’s Rammy?” Grim de-
manded.

“Here.”

Jeff, with a cloth about his face well
drenched in water, had been exploring the
floor of the sitting-room on hands and knees
for evidence that would explain the enemy’s
method. He emerged through the front
door, panting.

“Gas is disappearing,” he gasped.

“Rammy! Narayan Singh is going West!
Get a move on! Get those three Hindus.
Make ’em produce their antidote! Stop at
nothing!” That was Grim with the mask
off —dealer in fundamentals.

So the purple patch that was the shadow
of Jeff Ramsden ceased from existence on
the white wall—simply ceased. He can be
swift when occasion calls for it. Within,
where more or less silence had been, was a
great noise, as Jeff’s weight landed on the
trap and that of Chullunder Ghose, cap-
sized, complaining.

““Off the trap! Lively!”

Ali of Sikunderam and his sons had been
lying belly-downward listening in vain for
noises from below. Imagination yearned
for cries of pain and half-invented them.

Grim
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But the door was too thick, and sat too
tightly in its bed for even their fond wish
to get itself believed.

“By Allah I swear I broke the legs of all
three!” boasted Ali, face to the wood.

BUT he said no more, for Ramsden

seized him by arm and leg and threw

him clear, the sons scampering
away on hands and knees before the like
indignity could happen to themselves.
Then Ramsden got his fingers into the only
crevice, strained, grunted, strove and gave
it up. The door and frame were jammed
hermetically.

“Crowbar!”

All Sikunderam—to employ their esti-
mate—scattered in search of cold iron,
while Jeff continued torturing his fingers
vainly. One of the sons came in from the
street on a run with loot from a Moslem
godown. Blood on his forearm told the
story—view of a crowbar through a win-
dow—action—acquisition.

“Good!” said Ramsden, and the wood-
work began splintering forthwith—old teak,
as dry and hard as temple timber, ripping
apart with a cry as if it lived, and desired
to live.

“Get a rope—or a ladder!”
grunted.

Out on the sidewalk, under Jeremy’s run-
ning fire of comment and advice, Narayan
Singh had vomited and was showing other
signs of resuming the burden of life, as
Jeremy had prophesied. Cyprian, on the
contrary, had fallen into the easy sleep
that overtakes old folk and infants, so that
Jeremy, sniffing to make sure the gas was
all gone, carried him inside presently and
up the narrow stone stairs to the first-floor
bedroom—clean, simple, severe as a monas-
tery, yet comfortable, since only the need-
less things were missing.

The head of the bed was backed against
an iron door that was papered over, white
like the rest of the walls, with an overlap-
ping fringe to hide the tell-tale crack.

The legs of the bed were set tight against
wooden blocks screwed down to the floor,
with the obvious purpose of reenforcing the
lock that was low enough down on the door
to be hidden by the bed-frame. Jeremy
noticed how tightly the casters were jammed
against the blocks, as if they had been sub-
jected to tremendous pressure, and it was
that, as he laid Cyprian down, that caused

Ramsden
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him to scrutinize the door more curiously.

He is sure of his senses, having trained
them. Too used to deceiving others’ eyes
he disciplines his-own. He could have
sworn that the door moved—inward—by a
fraction of an inch; that is to say toward
the wall and away from the head of the bed.
He tested it, after making sure again that
Cyprian was sleeping, and discovered he
could get the fingers of one hand in between
the bed-post and the door. And there was
along mark on the white paper covering the
iron door, in proof that it had recently
pressed outward against the bed.

So either the lock was unlocked, or it did
not function, or else it had been locked
again since he entered the room.

Curiosity eats Jeremy like acid. He
must know or be miserable. Mystery
merely whets appetite. ~With another
glance to make sure Cyprian was sleeping,
he cautiously pulled the bed clear of the
wooden blocks and rolled it a yard along the
floor. Then he stooped to examine the key-
hole. There was no key in it, and there had
not been, for it was still stuffed with soap,
and a piece of white paper rubbed on to the
soap was in place—Cyprian’s modest effort
at constructive camouflage. On the floor
lay an irregularly oblong sliver of white
stone—two inches by an inch. The door
had been forced from the inside, recently.

Jeremy tore back the paper from door
and wall in two considerable strips. The
tongue of the old-fashioned lock projected
not more than an inch into unprotected
stonework and was merely resting now in a
neat groove that the fallen sliver fitted.
Nothing—on Jeremy’s side, that is—pre-
vented the door from ‘swinging open. He
tested it with his fingers. It refused to
yield.

And he could swear he had seen it move
when he first Jaid Cyprian on the bed.

He glanced at Cyprian, half-inclined to
wake him—glanced at the iron door again
and speculated.

“Probably the old boy keeps his books
in there. Shock might kill, if he wakes and
learns thieves are in the coop. Sleep on,
Melchizedek!”

Knowing the danger to himself of using
firearms, in a country in more or less peren-
nial rebellion, where the carrying of modern
weapons is forbidden except for sport,
Jeremy looked about him for an implement
less compromising to himself. In a corner,
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behind a cretonne curtain under which the
padre’s garments hung, he found an Irish
blackthorn walking stick—a souvenir of
Ballyshannon days, where Cyprian once did
temporary duty. The stick was as strong
as a professional shillalah with twice the
length—a deadlier weapon than gun or
sword in given circumstances.

Down-stairs Ramsden broke up the trap-
door section by section—layer by layer.
It was so thick and so well carpentered that
nothing less than absolute destruction laid
the hinges bare. By the time it was possible
to reach the bolt, that swung in place across
the whole width of the trap and bit into
twelve-inch beams, there was no more
sense in fooling with it, for the door was to-
tally destroyed. Jeff used the bolt for a
purchase for his rope, the sons of Ali hav-
ing failed to find a ladder, and went down
hand over hand into the dark.

Not even the eyes of Sikunderam could
see more than an unexpected red light, and
trash heaped in a mess below; but there
seemed to be less of the trash than when Ali
had flung the three into the pit. Where a
pile of boxes had been, that should have les~
sened Jeff’s descent, there was nothing to
meet his exploring feet and he had to drop
the last yard, for the rope was short.

The next they all knew was a roar like a
bull’s as Jeff joined battle with an unseen
foe; and that was followed by an increase
of the crimson glow and the indrawn roar
of a furnace. It was like a glimpse into the
bowels of a great ship, or into Tophet.

“Come on! Help, you fellows!” was
all the explanation Jeff had time for—
English at that—a sure enough sign he was
excited.

King left Narayan Singh in Grim’s hands
—came on the run—and swung down the
rope like a sailor. And Chullunder Ghose
was next, “so curious” as he explained it
afterwards, resembling a seaman less than
any other being in the world, first jammed
in the broken trap like a cork in the neck
of a bottle—breaking the hold of the wood-
work by sheer weight and strength—then
suddenly descending with the rope like red-
hot wire between his hands, to fall the last
vard and be met—as it seemed to him—by
an ascending floor constructed of upturned
splinters.

And down on Chullunder Ghose in that
unfortunate predicament there dropped
Sikunderam in swift succession, sire and
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sons, grateful for the cushion—but to Al-
lah, not the babu—and stepping off with-
out pausing to pass compliments.

AT THE cellar’s farther end there
was a door down, and the whole of
Cyprian’s arrangements' for the
eventual holocaust of black books were
plain to see in the light of a galloping fire.
‘The holocaust was prematurely born. The
three had set the match that was to have
been Cyprian’s torch on his last pilgrimage.
The books, stacked hundreds in a pile inside
an ancient pottery kiln, were all alight and
the glue in the backs of some of the more
modern ones was priming for the rest.

Cyprian had stacked ample fuel under
them in readiness, but to that the three had
added trash. There was no fire-door to be
shut to exclude a draft; the furnace-jaws
gaped wide. The chimney at the junc-
tion of Cyprian’s house and the godown
was serving its ancient purpose, and the
trap-door that Ramsden broke was letting
enough draft to feed the ravening fires
of Eblis, the avenging apostate. Out on
the sidewalk Grim saw the shadow of sulfur-
and-black smoke belching from the sum-
mit of the old quiescent kiln; Narayan
Singh was left to do his own recovering, and
Grim, guided by instinct, took the stairs
four at a stride instead of plunging like an
ifrit into Ramsden’s broken hole.

He was just in time to see Jeremy swing
the blackthorn down two-handed on the
back of a head that emerged for recon-
noitering purposes through the cautiously
opened iron door. The blow would have
cut the head clean off if the weapon had
only been an axe. A man in yellow fell

Unknown

113

With their feet they shoved the victim
of Jeremy’s weapon back whence he
had come and stepped through over him,
closing the iron door at their backs. Then
Jeremy struck a match—in time—exactly
in the middle of the nick of shaven time.
The blackthorn came in use again—crack
on a wrist that thrust upward with another
such knife as the first man had tried to sting
with. The blow broke the wrist. Some
one smothered an exclamation.

“—— these matches!” said Jeremy, and
struck another one.

On the floor of a closet about ten by ten
lay two of the Three. The man whom
Jeremy had first struck was dead undoubt-
edly. The other’s leg was broken—Ali's
work—and now the wrist was added to his
inconveniences. He was writhing in pain,
though making no noise, and all mixed up
with the dead man. Evidently two of them
had been carrying the fellow with the broken
leg, and the third had run back through &
door that faced the iron one—a rat in a
stopped run, panicking this and that way.

Jeremy struck another match and Grim
tried the inside door. As he laid his hand
on it the fugitive, finding retreat cut off
below, came charging back and Grim
recoiled against the wall, guarding with the
blackthorn like a singlestick. The man in
yellow lunged at him with a knife such as
the other two had used, but as he lurched
forward with his weight behind the thrust
the point of another knife knocked his
upper front-teeth out and cut through his
upper lip, emerging an inch or two, then
turning crimson in the flow of blood.
Through the opened inner door came red
light glowing and diminishing—glowing and

ilhouetting Ali of Sikun-

face-forward and his should

the door from shutting, although some one
tried to pull him back in by the feet. Simul-
taneously Grim and Jeremy seized the iron
door and wrenched it wide open, and a stab
like a fork of lightning missed Grim by the
thickness of a moonbeam—not quick
enough though—Jeremy brought the black-
thorn down on a long knife with a serpent
handle, disarming a yellow, invisible some
one, who dropped whatever else he held and
retreated into deeper gloom.

Cyprian slept on, moving his lips and old
fingers as if dreammg Jeremy, all-trust-
ing to his own luck, signaled, passed the
blackthorn into Grim’s hand and reached
for matches. * Grim agreed with him.

8

deram.

“It is all in the trick of the thrust, sa-
hibs, announced Ali, stooping over the vic-
tim to withdraw his beloved weapon. “See
—the neck is broken—thus—the point of
the knife goes in between two vertebre, and
Allah does the rest!”

“What’s that fire below there?” Grim
demanded.

“The old kiln. Rammy sahib—"

“What’s burning?”

“All the priest’s books, praise Allah!”

Grim’s face looked ghastly in the wan-
ing red light. In that moment he saw all
his hopes go up in smoke and flame.

“There’ll be a blaze through the top of
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the chimney by now that’ll bring the whole
fire brigade!” he announced with resigna-

tion.

“Not a bit.
other voice.

Athelstan King came up like a stoker
irom a ship’s inferno, more than a little
singed and sucking burned finger-ends.

“Ramsden found an old sheet of corru-
gated iron underneath the litter and bent
it to fit the fire-door. The draft’s in con-
trol. It was hot work.”

“And the books?” Grim asked him.

“Napoo! No more books! Where’s the
padre?”

“Fast asleep.”

“When he learns this it’ll kill him,” said
King with conviction, unconscxously con-
firming Jeremy’s first guess.
den came up the narrow stairway
and demanded light. The glow behind him
was so low that his bulk in the door ob-
scured it altogether. Grim cautioned him
and opened the door into Cyprian’s room.
The light fell on Ramsden’s singed beard
and his clothes all charred in patches.

“All red ash now,” he whispered. “No
more smoke.”

Jeremy tiptoed into the bedroom and
stood looking down at Cyprian. Presently
he felt his pulse.

“h.ver"' he whispered.
scious.”

Ramsden gathered up the man with the
broken wrist and leg and laid him on the
floor in Cyprian’s room. They all trooped
in, followed by Ali and his sons, Chullunder
Ghose last. The babu was the only one
who showed any symptoms of contentment,
although he, too, was singed, and burned
about the hands.

“Expensive consideration for man with
family on microscopic stipend!” he re-
marked, removing a burned silk turban and
replacing it. “What shall do next?”

None answered. None knew exactly
what to do. One of Ali’s sons—the young-
est—succumbed to the weak man’s im-
pulse to invoke the Blessing of the Plati-
tudes.

“Silence is golden,”
tentiously.

“O excellent advice! O god out of a
Greecian box! O oracle!” Chullunder
Ghose exclaimed. “All the wisdom of all
those wicked books is incarnated into this
fool! Silence is not only golden, it is silent!

Trust Ramsden,” said an-

“He’s uncon-

he announced sen-.

Silence is as silence does! Verb very sap!
O sahibs, let us muzzle all these men! Shut
up this shop until darkness intervenes, then
beat it in jargon of Jimgrim sahib—same
expressive—very! Beat all concerned, this
prisoner included unless he gives us every
information, plus!”

“Plus what?” asked Ramsden.

“Plus obedience—not like these sons of
Himalayan mothers, whose only virtue is
that they economize by sleeping mostly in
the jaill”

Ali was over by the window, looking out
into the street.

“My sons are here,” he announced
grandiloquently, trying to hide a grin.

“Where? Outside? Call them inl”
King snapped at him. “We don’t want
more publicity.”

Ali threw the window open and beckoned.
The sons came lumbering up-stairs like half-
trained animals.

“Tell the sahibs: how did you leave the
jail?” demanded Ali. Maybe intuition
warned him that they had a splendid lie all
cooked and ready to serve.

“We fought our way out! See—we left
our knives in the guts of the police! Each
of us slew three men!”

“Allah! My boys!
claimed Ali.

The others all looked down at Cyprian,
Jeremy took a towel and put water on the
old man’s parched lips. None—not even
Ali—as much as half-believed the story of
the fight with the police, but all knew it
was based on lawlessness of some sort that
would not add to Cyprian’s peace of mind
when he should recover consciousness.

“If he pulls through this, the worry and
disappointment will kill him anyhow,” said
Ramsden, rather ignoring the circumstance
that for upward of eighty years Cyprian
had been training himself to withstand the
slings of fortune.

“We might give the old boy a chance,”
suggested Jeremy. And in his eye there
gleamed antipodean mischief.

Ali was still at the window.

“Lo, a constabeel!” he announced. “He
observes smoke issuing from the chimney
without a tikut.* Lo, he speaks with Nara-
yan Singh, who lies to him. A child can tell
you when a Sikh lies. Lo, he writes a ree-
port in his parketbuk.** There will be a

My sons!” ex-

ket. The English word is used to mean any kind
Dttt permit, **Pocket-book,
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summons before municipal magistrates. T
know the custom.”
Narayan Singh, a little weak yet as to
equilibrium, came up-stairs and thrust his
““head cautiously through the bedroom door-

way.

“There will be a summons for smoke-
nuisance against a Hindu, name of Mur-
gamdass,” he announced with a grin.

Grim caught all eyes, glancing from face
to face, as a captain measures up his team
in an emergency.

“Did the policeman appear suspicious?’”
he asked quietly.

“Very!” Narayan Singh answered. “He
suspected a Hindu of seeking to avoid pay-
ment of fee for necessary permit to use fur-
nace within municipality. I confirmed his
plausible suspicion, hoping——"

“Anything else?” Grim asked him.

“No, sahib. Nothing else.

“You fellows game?”

Grim caught all eyes again. If they were
not game, none are. There were all the
brands and all the elements of that geist
that is all-conquering because it simply
cannot understand defeat.

“Two courses,” Grim announced. “We
can call in the police, and quit.”

Chullunder Ghose sighed like a grampus
coming up for air.

“Or we can carry on and face the
consequences. Vote please. Those in

avor—"

Chullunder Ghose raised both hands; all
the others one.

“Ayes have it. Very well. Then after
dark we’ll take these two dead yellow-boys
and plant them where their friends put da
Gama. Meanwhile, take Cyprian some-
where and get a good doctor for him. Don’t
say who he is. Ali, you and your sons guard
the prisoner while we find a good place to
hide him in.”

TO BE CONTINUED

ON TICKLING A SNAKE

by Eugene Cunningham

OU were camping in desert-
country and at nightfall, after
the meal and tobacco smoke
that followed, you spread your

blankets with an end over your saddle.
Then the Old-Timer motioned toward your
hair lariat.

“Loop her around the blankets,” he

commanded. “This-here’s a snake coun-
try, an’ unless you got a hair rope around
your bed you’re mighty apt to wake huggin’
diamond-back.”
o you ringed yourself around with the
lariat, patting it down so that it touched
ground everywhere. Then you exposed
your ignorance by a naive question—

“How does that stop a ratttler?”

“Why, snakes’ll never crawl over a hair
rope, nor even a manila if it’s fuzzy. The
strands tickle their bellies.”

So you nodded gratefully and fell asleep”

in comfort. For surely the Old-Timer
knew. Next morning you waked snake-
less, and confidence in the Old-Timer
increased—especially when you encountered
rattlers within a hundred yards of camp.
The traditions of the West had been veri-

fied for you. But now comes a gentleman
with seemingly incontrovertible proof that
during all these years desert travelers have
slept in false security.

Briefly, this man set out to test the
“tickling” properties of hair ropes. When-
ever he found a rattler he spread a hair
rope before it, being careful not to disturb
the snake, so that its condition would be
as nearly normal as possible. He laid the
rope where the snake could either cross
it or go around the ends; dropped large
and small loops about the snake; and when
the reptile was moving away without
attempt being made to direct its course
the rope was thrown in front of it again
and again. Did the rope—an exceedingly
rough and scratchy one, built to “tickle”
if any rope could—halt his Snakeship?

It did not! In every case the snake
serenely and unhesitatingly crawled over.
And this experimenter made photographs
to prove his statements. So, another
Western tradition has soured on us. When
next we spread our blankets in snake-
country, prayer—it seems—will be our
only protection.

ke el Sl L
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EAH, it’s a bargain. Tl give
Mr. Owens twenty dollars for it,
an’ then I'll paint that there rig,
hitch the best DZX hoss to it,
an’ proceed to corral all the dates with the
best-! looLin gals round Lebanon. I'll make
Lhe rest o’ yuh pore punchers look like a row
o’ picked crows. Ill—

“Ain’t yuh coverin’ a little too much
territory, mister?” asked Bill Montague,
pausing with his fork in mid-air.

“Nope,” denied Frank Henson com-
posedly. “I'am sure the hot stuff, an’ I'm
a peach specialist.”

“Nonk! ‘Nonk! Nonk! Huh-uh, cow-
boy. Yuh sure ain’t. In the first place,
me an’ Mr. Blaine are the only peach
specialists they is. Second, yuh ain’t no
Greek god, an’ yuh wouldn’t be at home
behind a hoss. Yuh'd keep thinkin’ he'd
throwed yuh. Third, when yuh can buy a
bargain from Mr. Owens of L. ehanon that'll
be the beginnin’ of the millennium.”

Frank half-rose and leaned over the long
supper-table of the DZX chuck-house, He
glared indignantly at his challenger.

“Do I understand yuh to be insinuatin’
that I can’t drive a hoss? Furthermore,
how does yuh know this ain’t a good buggy?
Yuh ain’t never seen it.”

“He meant yuh wouldn’t know what to
do with yore feet without no stirrups,

hor of “Gamblers’ Prerogative.”

prob’bly,” suggested ““Curly’”” \IaLthcws
from the lower end of the table. ’ course
he didn’t mean yuh couldn’t steer yore
outfit. Any cowboy can steer.”

Frank ignored the shouts of laughter
that arose at this sally. He shifted his
gaze to the wit and eyed him steadily.

“Some o’ them can bull too,” he remarked

acidly. “Not gettin’ too personal, but I
couldst name two bright punchers that all
y uh boys can find without specs.
“An’ T wouldn’t talk about nobody’s
clumsy feet if I was a certain curly-headed
blond. T noticed that his hands an’ feet
got in his way somethin’ awful when Henry
Blaine’s daughter got off the train at
Lebanon last Fall. As for our contradic-
tin’ hero here who can ordinarily converse
on any subject from botany to—to bad
whisky, an’ with the ease an’ grace of a
five-foot shelf o’ dime novels, when that
peach stepped off the coach an’ Blaine in-
troduced her, he was as dumb as a deaf
mute.~ Ain’t T right, Mr. Montague?”

The owner of the DZX ranch, sitting at
the head of the table, was forced to smile at
this appeal.

“I believe you have them there, Frank,’
he conceded.

“Now, dad!” protested Bill.

“An’ furthermore,” continued Frank,
pleased at his verbal barrage and driving

»
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Peaches

home his argument, “Jim’s gonna close the
deal for me today. I betcha he drives my
rig home tonight.”

At mention of the foreman’s name the
rancher glanced at his watch.

“Jim should have been in before now,” he
remarked. “I wonder if he stopped by
Blaine’s for supper.”

“If he did, mebbe he’ll bring home a
load o’ peaches in Frank’s buggy,” sug-
gested Curly hopefully. “Not the kind o’
peaches Frank an’ Bill was arguin’ about
neither,” he added hastily.

“Peaches are about ripe,” agreed the
elder Montague. “Son, what does Blaine
expect to do with them? Will he make it
all right?”

“There were fifty acres of peach-trees on
the place when he bought it from Somerby
last Fall. The trees are in their fourth
year now,” replied Bill. “He told me the
other day that they were running good—
about two hundred bushels to the acre.
Ten thousand bushels at one-fifty per
bush. make fifteen thousand dollars.”

“That ought to place him in easy cir-
cumstances for next year,” nodded Monta-
gue. “When Jim comes

He paused and listened. An instant
hush fell over the more or less noisy cow-
punchers. The faint but distinct clatter of
flying hoofs came to their ears, sounding
in the stillness like the eery galloping of a
fairy horse upon a tiny drum. Louder
thundered the pounding hoofs as the rider
drew nearer.

“From town-—or Blaine’s,” said Curly.
“Must be Jim.”
“That’s a strange horse,” vetoed Mon-

tague.
“An’ Jim don’t never ride thataway,”
added Frank.

“Whoever it is he’s in a sure-enough
hwrry. Let’s go out to meet him at the
corral,” suggested Bill.

They trooped down to the fenced en-
closure just as the rider galloped up and
flung himself from his sweating and heaving
mount.

“Where’s Montague?” he demanded.

“Here,” said the rancher quietly. “What’s
wrong, Winters?”

“Jim got in a fracas with Jackson, the
gambler. They’re bringin’ him home in a
wagon. I rode ahead so’s to tell yuh to
fix up for him.”

“Do you mean—?” began Montague.
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“No, huh-uh,” said Winters qulckly
“Thcy]es hadalllshootm scrape, an’ Jim
was plugged in the right shoulder. Doc
Sawyer fixed him up. He’ll hafta lay round
for a day or two.”

“How did it happen?” the punchers
demanded.

“Waal, considerin’ as how I didn’t see it,
I dunno. T heard it said that Jim didn’t
have his gun with him. Yuh better wait
an’ let Harrison tell yuh.”

“Boys, do you hear?” said Bill in a pecu-
liar voice, all levity and slurring speech
gone. “You know who Jackson is—the
Chicago gambler who tried to trim dad and
Blaine last year. He hates us like poison.
He never did return to Chicago. I guess
he never will now. Any of you want to go
to town with me?”

“Wait a minute, son,” said the even voice
of Montague. “If this is really the first
act of a planned revenge, you'd be inviting
death to ride blundering into town after
Jackson tonight. All of the crooked ele-
ment will be with him solid. Otherwise he
would never have started this. Maybe
it was just a little trouble. Suppose we
wait and hear Jim’s story before we do
anything? One of you boys go tell Sing Li
to prepare a bed

The preceding Fall Henry Blaine had
come to Lebanon during the Fall rodeo,
from the red hills of northern Mississippi.
He had met Montague and Harrison in a
poker game at the biggest hotel and gam-
bling-joint of the prosperous cow-town and
had been saved a fleecing by the two men at
the hands of three gamblers, one of them
Jackson.

At Montague’s suggestion he had bought
the section of land lying just south of Leb-
anon, upon which the former owner had
been having indifferent success with fruit-
farming. Seeing the possibilities of the
place, and being an agriculturist, Blaine
had mortgaged it heavily, let the rest of the
land lie idle, while he irrigated and sought
to realize the first year upon his peach
acreage.

Although Jackson, the chagrined gam-
bler, remained in Lebanon, nothing further
had been heard of him. For at the close of
the nineteenth century Lebanon was slowly
but surely feeling the effects of stable
government and decent civilization. Law
and order were fairly well established, and
all crocked work was obliged to assume
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the smirking cloak of alibis, hypocrisy and
deceit.

The DZX ranch was the largest holding
south of Lebanon and north of Texas.
Montague was rated as a power in the
Southwest cattle lands. Had the Blaine
farm been farther out on the ranges there is
no doubt that he would have been unwel-
come among the cattlemen. But as he
was a steady and close-mouthed citizen, as
his place lay close to Lebanon, and as Patty
Blaine, his daughter, was a pretty and
charming girl where pretty and charming
girls were rare, he was very welcome. His
place had many visitors, and Bill was
pushed to hold first place in the regard of
the capable young woman who kept house

for her father.
! man arrived shortly, and the fore-

man of the DZX ranch was tenderly
carried into the house and placed in bed.
The deft handsof Sing Li, Chinese cook and
dexterous housekeeper for the Montague
ménage, smoothed the pillows and held
a tiny glass of whisky to his lips.

Propped up carefully, Jim surveyed the
silent and tense group of punchers who
crowded into the room to hear his story.
He pursed his lips and studied them a
moment.

“Now, boys, don’t get ugly,” he finally
stated. “Don’t yuh fret none or get impa-
tient. They ain’t no feud, they ain’t no
cattle war, they ain’t no trouble. They’s
jes’ one crazy gambler gone loco.

“I went to town this mornin’ an’ pro-
ceeded to ’tend to the ranch business—the
fencin’-wire an’ stuff is out in that wagon,
by the way. Then I takes the afternoon
to run round on the foolish errands o’ yuh
cowpunchers what was too lazy to do em
yoreself the last time yuh was in—among
which T looked at that ol’ rig for yuh,
Frank, an’ I'll tell a man it’s rotten. That’s
how Owens accumulated all o’ his wealth—
skinnin’ cowpunchers.

“Well, some time before I was ready to
start back I steps in the Texas Hotel to
look round and take on a extra drink. I
wasn’t lookin’ for no trouble, an’ I'd left
my gun at Wilkerson’s repair shop to be
adjusted an’ tightened.

“This here Jackson was at the bar with
that other snake Carter. They moves
kinda close when I orders my throat gargle,

THE wagon bearing the wounded
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but natchurly T didn’t pay ’em no mind.
I starts to drink an’ Jackson jostles me.
I looks at him, an’ it appears to me he’s al-
ready carryin’ more’n his share so I passed
it up.

“But he ain’t content with that. He
looks me right in the eye an’ makes a nasty
crack ’bout Bill Montague. That riles me
and I flings my glass an’ all in his face.
He cussed and spluttered, an’ then we both
reaches for our guns. Mine ain’t there.
That’s all they is to it,” Harrison finished
laconically.

“Do you mean that Jackson actually
shot an unarmed man?” demanded Bill
incredulously, ominously.

“Now, Bill, now Bill,” soothed the fore-
man. “Don’t yuh go flyin’ off thataway.
Everybody seen me reach jes’ like he did.
He didn’t know I’d left my gun any-
wheres.”

“So much for that,” said Bill with a thin
little knife-edged smile. “I guess we’d bet-
ter be moseyin’ along toward town, boys.”

He turned to go, the cowpunchers all
turning to follow him in a solid body. The
rancher and the foreman exchanged glances.

“Remember, boys,” said Montague
slowly. “These are not the wild days of
the *ffties. You will be liable to arrest for
murder.”

“Murder! After that kind of a raw
deal?” Bill asked tersely.

“Wait!” commanded Harrison weakly.
“Go, if yuh insist on goin’, Bill, but promise
me one thing.”

“What?”

“Clean up the whole dang town if yuh
want to, but leave Jackson alone. D’yuh
hear me? Leave Jackson plumb alone.
He’s mine. Tl settle with Mr. Jackson
when I get limbered up again.”

Bill protested vehemently, but the fore-
man remained firm in his demand. Young
Montague turned to his father for support.
The elder man’s eyes were hard and cold
as he considered his foreman’s story, but
he slowly shook his head.

“Jim is right, son. It’s his privilege to
settle with Jackson as he wishes.”

“Promise me, Bill,” insisted the man on
the bed, well knowing the impulsiveness of
the young man. “Promise me yuh won’t
mix with Jackson no time on no account.”

Bill frowned.

“There’s no use going to town at all if T
make such a promise,” he remarked.
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“Don’t go then. That goes for all yuh
ungainly cowpunchers, d’yuh hear? Yuh
wouldn’t cheat a pore ol’ man like me outa
a little fun, ’specially seein’ I’ve already
paid the admission price, would yuh?”

“Or man, ” snorted Curly dis-
gustedly. “Yuh don’t seem to mind cheatin’
us pore li’l boys outa some justifiable
excitement.”

“I docks yore wages one dollar for dis-
respect,” Harrison grinned weakly. “Are
yuh promisin’, Bill?”

“All right,” growled Bill reluctantly.

“I promise, and I bet I'll be sorry I did.”

“All you cow nursemaids go on to bed
now,” commanded Montague. “That in-
cludes you, Bill. You’ve got to ride fence
tomorrow, and Jim needs rest.”

After the room had emptied of the rest-
less, disappointed and dissatisfied men,
Montague drew his chair close to the bed.
Sing Li folded his arms and took his posi-
tion calmly in the doorway.

“Well?” said the cattleman.

“It was a frame-up, Bill,” whispered the
wounded man. “Yuh know who hangs out
at the Texas Hotel as a rule. Jackson has
got in solid with that bunch. They’s goin’
to be trouble.

“But the most surprizin’ thing was that
Jackson an’ Carter wasn’t by their selves at
the bar; but I thought I’d wait an’ tell yuh
alone. Owens was with ’em. Think o’
that! Ain’t things brewin’ up in a sweet
19l mess? A, Bill, they’d of got me too—
all of ’em—if my gun hadn’t been missin’.
That was the luckiest miss I ever had.
T'd have been a reglar sieve, an’ yuh
wouldn’t of knowed who was—innocent.”

“Owens?”

The rancher was distinctly startled.

“Yep. Owens. Bill, they're out for us,
an’ when we go to town we better go in a
bunch an’ ride herd on 'em.”

“I guess the Texas Hotel will have to go,”
said Montague regretfully. “If that law-
less element gets a fresh start they’ll set us
back fifty years. All of the desperadoes of
Texas and the Territory will flock to Leb-
anon. But what mixed Owens up in this
business? That gets me. This will put
him in bad.”

“I dunno. He ain’t the most religious
man I ever seen. That was pretty raw,
but I kinda guess he figured he was big
enough to get away with it.

“I never was so close to the happy
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huntin’-grounds in all my life, Bill. At
Jackson’s first shot I fell, an’ everybody T
could see all over the lobby had a gun an’
was pointin’ it at me. I think they was
takin’ my heavenly toga outa the mothballs
when somebody yelled—I believe it was
that gambler Tilby:

““ ‘Stop, yuh fools! This is murder. Can’t
yuh see he ain’t got no gun?’ ”

‘The rancher nodded thoughtfully.

“I guess I'll ride in to see Judge Ryan
shortly. ~ We’ll have to break up this
pleasant little syndicate before it grows
too big and unruly to handle. You forget
it and try to get some sleep, Jim. Is there
anything you want?”

“You slippum ’long, Missee Montaglue.
See lilly cowboys shotum claps in flont
loom. Sing Li allee samee watchee 'long-
side Missee Jlim,” announced the blandly
smiling Oriental at the door.

g self detailed to carry on the work of
#PN Jim until the incapaciated foreman
could again assume charge. He found it
next to impossible to get out from under
the watchful eye of his father. He worked
patiently all day, but the following morning
he determinedly saddled his horse and
leaped into the saddle.

“Where to, son?”

He wheeled his mount to find his father
coming down toward the corral, an indul-
gent but questioning smile on his face.

“Over to Blaine’s, dad,” admitted the
young man, flushing a trifle.  “The boys
have their work all laid out and can do
nicely until I come back. I’ll return before

} THE next morning Bill found him-

“All right,” smiled Montague. “Give
Patty my regards too—if you think of it.”

Bill grinned and shook his fist in mock
anger as he galloped away.

“T’ll bring Jim a few peaches if Blaine
hasn’t stripped his trees,” he shouted back.

He found Patty Blaine making ready to
ride into Lebanon for a number of house-
hold supplies. ~ With an exultant whoop,
he swung off of his horse and joyfully en-
circled her slender young form with his
arms as she was calmly and efficiently
tightening the cinch of her saddle. Quick
as a bird, she stooped and darted under her
horse’s belly leaving his arms empty, his
hands clutching the saddle girth, whlle the
saddle pony looked around curiously.
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“Finish tightening it, smarty,” she said
coolly.  “Then get two pair of saddle-bags
from the barn. Do you want to ride to
town with me?”’

“Does a lost calf bawl?” responded the
unabashed although discomforted Bill.“Got
any peaches left? I mean fruit peaches.”

She favored him with a slight grimace.

“A few. All of the market stock is gone.
Dad sent the last load to town a week ago.”

“Where’s he going to ship them? To
Memphis by steamboat?”

“I don’t know, although I believe he said
something about a better price if shipped
north by rail. Mr. Owens is attending to
that for him.”

They rode into the main street of Leb-
anon at Dallas Corner, laughing and chat-
ting happily like two children—like well-
behaved children, that is. Cantering half-
way down the street which ended at the
wharfs on the Arkansas River, they laughed
at the big sign staked in a now dried-up
mud-hole near the sidewalk.

DON'T FISH HERE.

“That seems awfully odd,” remarked
Patty as they dismounted and entered
Owens’ General Store.

“Wait until we get the Fall rains,”
rejoined Bi

A tall individual of fastidious and some-
what fantastic dress—slightly unconven-
tional dress even in a free-and-easy cow-
town, dress such as many gamblers of the
old days affected—appraised them from the
corner of his eye as they entered the build-
ing. He tossed away his cigaret and
sauntered carelessly across the street toward
the Texas Hotel.

Entering the lobby, he strode briskly up
to the gambling-rooms on the second floor.
Singling out two men who sat talking to-
gether, he approached them. Without
preamble he addressed himself to the
smaller man of the two.

“Young Montague just came to town
with the Blaine girl,” he announced briefly.
“They’re over in Owens’ store.”

The seated men looked around quickly.
An ugly expression crossed the handsome
face of Jackson, the man addressed. The
other, a lanky person who showed unmis-
takable signs of former breeding, lowered
his tilted chair and leaned across the
table.
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“Go easy, Jackson.
the girl present.”

A sneering expression came over Jack-
son’s face.

“When it comes to petty scruples and
cautiousness, Tilby, you win the Scotch-
Jew’s birthright. We haven’t heard a peep
out of the DZX outfit since I sent Harrison
home on a shutter.”

“That is just what worries me. That
was a pretty rank cut. You knew Harri-
son’s holster was empty.”

“Yes, and I meant to kill him with one
shot too. How did I know that he didn’t
have another gun on him? You saw him
reach, didn’t you?”

Tilby shrugged. He was forced to nod.
Jackson swung to the newcomer.

“What would you have done, Carter?”
he asked.

“You were doing it,” smiled the gambler
thinly. “I didn’t butt in. Only I believe
I’d have shot truer.”

“Rot!” said Jackson contemptuously.
“He made such a queer little jump when he
discovered that his gun was missing that L
couldn’t help it. Any one else would have
missed.”

“All right,” agreed Carter. “What about
this Montague yearling?”

“We’ll get him. Maybe that'll bring
\1omague in where we are prepared to
receive him.”

“You can’t go too strong, remember
that,” protested Tilby. “This country is
getting civilized a lot faster than you think.
You do_anything around the girl and
Blaine will complain. Carruthers will have
to start something.”

“Blaine!” sneered Jackson. ‘“Blaine!
Don’t lose any sleep over Blaine. I've
already tagged him, and his name is plain
mud. The sheriff won’t start anything
either. He belongs to Owens. He won’t
make a peep. Come on.”

“What are you going to do?”

“I’'m collecting twenty thousand dollars’
worth of personal satisfaction for us, and
I started in the day before yesterday. No
man can pull a stunt on me like Montague
pulled last Fall and expect me to forget it.”

“You are going to ruin all of our other
plans,” objected Tilby. “I know how you
feel, but why can’t you leave Montague
alone until—intil some time in the future?”

“You fool!”” snarled Jackson savagely, his
lips curling back from his even white teeth.

No rough stuff with
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“Can’t you see far enough ahead to realize
that we've got to ‘get’ Montague before
we can go ahead safely? He’s the biggest
power around Lebanon.

“And let me tell you something further.
If you are too white-livered to sit in on this
game with that smart rancher, keep out.
And keep your mouth out. Just because
you haven’t guts enough to even that score
with Montague, don’t back-pedal on me.
Do you savvy?”

Tilby paled a trifle at the insult. His
hands trembled as he eyed the other
steadily.

“You forget,” he said hoarsely, “that it
was I who flirted with death last Fall when
I accused Bill Montague of being a card
cheat. Kindly remember what happened
to that perfect scheme of yours. Now just
because I don’t choose to be a fool, because
T caution you against muddling all our plans
by your personal hatred, you insult me.”

Jackson studied him for an instant. He
knew himself to be the better man with a
gun, but he read Tilby’s fanatical intention
of sacrificing himself if necessary upon the
altar of what little manhood remained
within him—the altar of courage. It didn’t
pay to kill a man like that. Besides, were
he to miss—

He shrugged and smiled.

“I beg your pardon, Tilby. I spoke too
hastily. But what I said was true about
Montague. Think it over. Will you go
over to Owens’ with us?”

“Oh, T'll go, all right,” agreed Tilby
non-committally.

They found the young couple busily
filling their saddle-bags with various small
parcels. There were two or three loungers
in the store who looked suddenly apprehen-
sive at the entrance of the three gamblers.
Carter halted near the door and eyed the
uncomfortable ones coldly while he kept
a sharp lookout on the street. Tilby
leaned carelessly on a counter and faced the
rear of the store, while Jackson moved
softly over until his shadow fell across the
counter before the busy DZX heir.

There being plenty of counter space for
the new customer to be waited on by the
clerk, Bill did not move. He felt the
sudden quiet and feeling of st ; but
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Jackson waited for an instant. Then he
apparently observed the girl for the first
time. He bowed and smiled. With a
sweep of his hand he knocked several of the
packages to the floor.

“Trying to take up all of the counter?”” he
asked uglily. “Get out of the way and let
the lady be waited on.”

Montague looked up in surprize. As he
recognized the gambler a quick flame leaped
into his eyes. He took in the loosely hang-
ing right hand with its slightly curved
fingers even as Patty drew back in fright-
ened astonishment. His gaze quickly took
in the situation, the positions of Carter
and Tilby. He was cornered. He realized
this, and the knowledge but further angered

im.

“Well?” rasped Jackson, almost trem-
bling in his eagerness, his fingers all but
clasping the handle of his gun. “Why
don’t you move? You waiting for the lady
to pick up your bundles?”

“Why don’t you draw that pistol and
hold it in your hand?” suggested Bill softly.
“That would be a safer way to insult a
man.”

“That’s right, Jackson,” drawled Tilby.
“You don’t want to be pulled before Judge
Ryan for murder. Give him a fair break.”

Jackson laughed sneeringly and by an
effort folded his arms.

“What’s the matter, boy? Afraid of
getting the same thing Harrison got?”

Bill, who had been tensing his muscles
for quick action and having glanced behind
him to see that Patty was safely out of the
way, relaxed. He suddenly recalled his
ironclad promise to Jim. For a long mo-
ment he stared into the hard eyes of the
gambler, who, fearless man though he was,
must have felt the longing he saw in the
younger man’s gaze. Then without a word
Bill stooped and picked up the fallen
packages.

White to the lips, he stuffed them into
the saddle-bags and flung the leather sacks
over his shoulders. Avoiding the eyes of
every one, he walked out and hung the bags
on the saddles, followed by the thoroughly
surprized and infuriated Patty.

Sull sxlent fighting against his anger at
his h he offered to assist the girl

he did not take it to himself, and therefore
he did not look around. The less a by-
stander moves and sees sometimes, the
better.

on to her horse. With a glance of burning
scorn she drew back and swung herself un-
aided into the saddle. Before the amazed
Bill could mount, she had touched her horse



and was galloping down the street toward
home. Bill spurred quickly after her, but
neither of them missed the surprized but
mocking laughter of Jackson.

Bill overtook her shortly after turning out
on Dallas Road.

“Say!” he burst out.
matter with you?”

“What'’s the matter with you, you—you
coward?” she almost sobbed.

“Oh!” exclaimed he, understanding being
granted him. “Didn’t you know that Jim
came to town day before yesterday and was
unarmed when he met Jackson? Jackson
insulted dad and Jim resented it, forgetting
he had no gun. The gambler shot him
through the shoulder.”

“Yes. Well?”

“Well, Jim will be coming back in town
in a few days,” stated Bill, eyeing her in
surprize.

“T notice that you are not unarmed,” she
rejoined pointedly. “Oh, leave me alone.
Don’t ride with me. Don’t ever speak to
me again,” she sobbed and touched her
horse with a spur.

Bill’s hand shot out and caught the bits of
her horse. Calmly he loGsened the saddle-
bag from the cantle of his saddle and swung
it before the girl.

“The rest of your packages, mademoi-
selle, ” he said, frigidly polite.

Raising his hat with an exaggerated
courtesy, he wheeled his horse and galloped
back toward Dallas Corner, leaving a highly
amazed and very indignant young woman
completely in possession of the solitude she
had demanded.

“What’s the

NEVERTHELESS it wasn’t a

pleasant thought that anybody con-

sidered him a coward. His conduct
had looked funny. He gritted his teeth
as the echo of Jackson’s laugh rang in his
ears. He proceeded mentally to draw and
quarter the unpleasant gambler. Surely
there was some way he could be revenged
upon the man without breaking his promise
to the foreman. Ah! There was. He'd
call on—

His horse turned, stopped and lowered his
head at the hitch-rail before the Mexican
Dollar saloon. His good humor was
restored. He laughed.

“I guess that is as good a suggestion as
any, pinto,” he said, patting the animal’s
neck. “I’ll run in and take alittle shot first.”’
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As he started to swing off, three men
stepped out through the swinging doors of
the saloon. They eyed him in stunned
surprize for a split second. Then with a
startled oath one man made a swift grab at
his holster. Instantly the two others caught
his arms and hurried him back into the
saloon.

“On second thought,” amended Bill to
his patiently waiting horse, “I guess that’s
as near a shot as I want. We’ll mosey on
down the boulevard. Now what the mis-
chief is Owens doing teaming up with
Jackson and Carter?”

A hundred yards farther on he slacked
his reins and leaped down before a weather-
beaten, one-storied, little frame building,
above the door of which a tin sign swingi
on a short iron arm proclaimed that this
was the sheriff’s office.

The door was open, and Sheriff Carruth-
ers was present and alone.

Bill entered. He found the sheriff seated
before his desk, fingers spread and pressed
tip against tip. The troubled expression
sitting upon his brow indicated that he was
pursuing a very elusive thought. The
striking feature about him was his very
prolific beard, one of the most famous in
the entire southwest. He was of that old
school of pilose fossils whose like are rapidly
disappearing today.

In conversing with one, the sheriff had a
nervous or at least an irritating habit of
fingering his lengthy appendage, twisting
it into peculiar knots and geometric
symbols. He varied the monotony of this
when he endorsed an agreeable statement.
In this case, he made one complete stroke of
his beard horizontally, ironing out the little
tangles he might have made, preparing for
another intricate design and sanctioning a
remark at one and the same time.

“Sheriff Carruthers, I believe,” stated
Bill.

The representative of the law main-
tained his intense legal pose. He compro-
mised this cold and distant attitude by
cocking a fishy blue eye at his visitor.
Then he squinted thoughtfully at the ceiling
as if weighing the remark thoroughly before
committing himself to any statement.
Finally he brought his hard eyes back to the
slim and straight form before him.

“Kee-rect,” he announced, jerking a
salute with his beard.

“Ah, now we are getting on,” murmured
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Bill, his face reddening a trifle at the man’s
intentionally indolent attitude. “‘Kinda
hard to git used to the new alias, huh?” he
suggested politely.

“Huh?” snorted Carruthers, jerking erect.
“What’s that?””

“Nothin’. Nothin’,” waved Bill easily.
“Keep yore shirt on. I was jes’ a-thinkin’
yuh wasn’t so very glad to see me. I
didn’t see yuh jump up an’ give me the glad
hand an’ say:

“‘Glad yuh dropped in, Mister Monta-~
gue. Ts they anything I can do for yuh?’ ”

“Oh! Yore name Montague? 1 was
deep in the study of a political problem.
What is on yore mind?”

“You!” snapped the young rancher sud-
denly, crisply. “Why haven’t you put
the attempted murderer of Jim Harrison
behind the bars? He’s still at liberty.”

‘“Murderer! Them’s heavy words, young
feller,” rumbled the startled sheriff.

“P've the foolish idea that I'm heavy
enough to back ’em up.”

“Foolish? Foolish? Kee-rect,” chuck-
led Carruthers, stroking his whiskers with a
smeoth motion that bespoke many hours of
practise.

“Just because you swallowed a horse,
don’t get funny.”

“Swallowed a hoss?”

The sheriff floundered heavily far behind
Bill’s wit.

“T don’t:

“I see you currying its tail there.”

Carruthers scowled blackly. He eyed
Montague uglily.

“Jackson, the gambler, shot Jim Harrison
the day before yesterday in wanton cold-
bloodedness. Why haven’t you locked him
up?” demanded Bill.

“Did yuh see the shootin’, young feller?”
queried Carruthers.

“No. But plenty of others did.”

“Kee-rect,” endorsed the sheriff, running
the scale on his whisker trombone. “I've
inquired all round, an’ I found it was jes’
a simple shootin’ scrape. They both went
fer their guns.”

“And Harrison didn’t have his gun with
him,” concluded Bill warmly.

Casruthers shrugged as he twisted his
beard into a triangular braid.

“That wasn’t my fault, I don’t reckon.
Yuh ain’t holdin’ me responsible fer
that?”

Bill ignored the sarcasm. He pointed one
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finger accusingly at the bulky man behind
the desk.

“Jackson knew that Harrison was un-
armed,” he grated.

“Huh? s that possible?”

Carruthers was the personification of
pained surprize. Bill snorted in impatient
disgust.

“Proveit,” said the sheriff. “Proveit,an’
yuh won’t even have to swear out a warrant.”

He turned back to his desk and dexterous-
ly thrust a black stogie through the pilose
monstrosity upon his face, unerringly find-
ing his mouth. Bill stared in wonder, even
as he stiffened at the cold dismissal.

He turned abruptly and started out. The
sheriff grinned behind his whiskers—a grin
that changed into an idiotic expression as
the young ranchman whirled about and
flung one parting retort before springing
upon his horse.

“Don’t light that stogie unless those Rus-
sian pets are ashestos. Kee-rect?”

IN A DISGRUNTLED mood Bill

rode back to the ranch. He found

his father talking with the foreman,
who was sitting up in bed. Entering the
room, he sat down so disgustedly that the
cattleman eyed him keenly.

“Spill it, son. Patty out riding with
Curly or somebody?”

“Naw. DTve run a blazer on all this
gang,” responded Bill moodily.

“What’s ailin’ yuh, Bill?” asked Harrison,
studying the young fellow’s angry face.

Jim Harrison had helped to rear young
Bill. Together with Montague he had
taught him to ride, to shoot, to fight, to
punch cattle. The two men were more
fond of Bill than they dared let him know.
Bill wouldn’t have stood for any petting.

“I went to town with Patty this morn-
ing,” stated Bill.

Montague and Harrison

lances.

“Well?” prompted the father.

“Jackson and two of his henchmen came
into Owens’ place and tried to start a ruckus.
I kept my promise.”

“An’ came home alive,” added Harrison.

“I’d rather have died, > declared Bill, his
eyes ﬁ.xs}ung “T had to slink out like a
mangy cur.”

The foreman’s eyes shone suspiciously.

“It takes a braver man to do that, son,”
he said softly.

exchanged
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“That wasn’t the worst,” added Bill
bitterly.

“What did she say, Bill?”? asked his father
gently.

‘The young man snapped erect and glared
at his father.

“How did you know?” he demanded.

The rancher only smiled slightly.

“She got so mad she almost scorched,”
admitted Bill ruefully. “She ran away from
me, so I turned round and went on back to
town. Jackson, Owens and Carter were
coming out of the Mexican Dollar. Jackson
nearly fainted at my reappearance, and
then he’d have shot me if the other two
hadn’t grabbed him.

“T decided to call on the sheriff and get
even with Jackson another way. I found
out that imitation Santa Claus had made
no attempt to arrest Jackson. What do
you think of that?”

“We feared as much, Bill,” admitted his
father slowly. “I guess this about settles
it. For some obscure reason Owens, one of
the richest men of Lebanon, has thrown
in with the gamblers. Carruthers belongs
to Owens. Doubtless he has been given his
instructions, and I figure we will have to
keep an eye on the sheriff as well as on the
gamblers. T’ll ride in to see the judge
tonight—after dark.”

“I’ll be ready,” said Bill.

“—to stay with Jim and keep an eye on
the punchers,” finished the elder man.

“Aw, dad! That isn’t fair. Sing Li is
here to nurse Jim. Are you trying to hide
something from me?”

“Not now. Your place is here, particu-
larly should anything unforeseen occur. Jim
will discuss the entire matter with you.”

“All right, all right. I'm the goat,”
agreed Bill resignedly. “Jim, yuh want me
to roll yuh a cigaret? All right. Now don’t
overlook any points in our comin’ discus-
sion tonight, an’ I'll roll yuh two or three
more.”

P8 IT WAS a clear night, and the sky
§Ma was of that bluegray color which
lingers after dusk in early Summer
before the stars wink into being. An early
moon, delicately veiled in a fleecy lacework
of clouds, was sailing calmly in the east,
slowly climbing her invisible ladder toward
the zenith.
Montague rode silently along the clearly
defined road, swaying slightly to the motion
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of his horse, enjoying the creak of saddle
leather, his mount’s “horsey” odor, the
strong and comfortable gait. It took the
wide, open reaches of the range, along with
other things, to bring him solace for the
gentle wife who had tarried with him but
so short a while.

As he skirted Blaine’s fence-lined prop-
erty, he glanced sympathetically toward
the neat, white farmhouse which was set in
a bit from the main road. With all of his
sorrow, he sensed that Blaine had faced a
more stony life amid the bleak hills of Mis-
sissippi as a widower with a lone girl child.

A figure on horseback rode out from the
shadow of a great oak-tree at the fruit-
grower’s gate and stopped. The rancher
spoke to his horse, which immediately
slowed to a walk. He quietly slipped his
holster to the front. For his observant eye
had noted that the rider before him wore
two cartridge belts with holsters crisscrossed
about his hips and carried a sawed-off
shotgun.

“That you, Montague?” called the sta-
tionary horseman.

“‘Hello, Blaine,” responded the cattleman
calmly. “Riding somewhere tonight?”

“Yep,” replied the fruit-grower shortly.

“Riding toward town myself. Going
that way?”

Blaine nodded and swung his horse
around to pair the rancher’s mount. They
rode in silence for a few yards, Montague
glancing keenly under the brim of the
other’s hat into Blaine’s tense face At
length, violating the tacit silence of the
‘Westerner, he said quietly—

“Anything T can do, Blaine?”

“T knew you were going to ask that. T
guess not. Business deal. Got to inter-
view a man.”

“Not meaning to be too personal, Blaine,
but it looks like you are prepared for a
pretty stormy interview. Don’t forget—
your daughter.”

“Thanks. You're neighborly, Mantague,
and you’ve been kind to me. I don’t see
how you can help, and I don’t want you
just butting in, but T’ll tell you. It’s
Owens. I turned the entire peach crop over
to him—sent in the last of them last week.
He was to sell them and attend to prompt
shipping, storing them in his warehouse
until he could get enough cars to ship ’em
north. I was to pay him twenty-five cents
per bushel for storage and brokerage.”
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Montague checked an exclamation.
Things were becoming clearer. Instead of
speaking, as they were passing Blaine’s
orchard, he looked across the fruit-grower’s
shoulder at the massed rows and rows of

-trees.

“This afternoon I heard from Owens,”
continued Blaine in a weary voice. “He
said that half of my peaches rotted before
he could ship them. The balance had to
be sold for culls at a dollar a bushel. He
attached a bill of lading showing that he
had shipped only four cars of peaches. He
deducted storage and commission on the
entire ten thousand bushels and sent me his
check for twenty-five hundred dollars. If
=

He ceased and drew rein. Montague did
likewise, and they listened intently to a
slight commotion over in the orchard.

“Who's there?” called Blaine.

There was no answer.

“T’ll stir you up a bit, whoever you are,
grunted the fruit-grower, and he raised his
shotgun to his shoulder.

As the bellowing noise died away there
was the rapid rustling of leaves from the
orchard.
“Hey!” shouted an irate voice. “Itain’t
fair to hunt birds with buckshot. Yuh
mlghty near shot the britches offa me an’
Frank.’

“You birds come here,” laughed Mon-
tague. “How many of you are there, Curly?”

“Jes’ us two,” replied the peach fancier.

“You had just received a check from
Owens,” prompted the rancher. “Go on.”

“If T accept it I am ruined,” resumed
Blaine dispassionately. “Will hardly pay
pickers and other expenses. Can’t pay
mortgage, can’t renew it, can’t even live
the rest of the year. I think I can make
Owens change his mind.”

“I don’t think you can,” disagreed the
rancher quietly. “In any event, remember
that you can arrange the matter of a loan
with me, if it comes to that.”

“Thank you, Montague. I know you
meanit. But that would be just that much
more money to pay back. I want my own
money. Not used to being held up without
a gun. Don’t like it.”

“I fear you will never get to Owens alive.
If you did, to shoot him won’t relieve
maiters—it’ll just complicate them. He
had you all sewed up, beiore he made this
move, I will swear it.”

»
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“What do you want me to do? Take it
lying down?”

“No! There’s more to it than just
stealing your peaches and shooting Jim.
Listen to me a moment.”

Rapidly the cattleman outlined his sus-
picions regarding the pact between Owens
and Carruthers with the gamblers. That
it was a frame-up to even the old score on
Blaine and the entire DZX outfit was
obvious. That some quick steps and a
legal consultation were essential, Blaine
saw.

“Now you come on with me to see Judge
Ryan,” concluded the rancher. “We want
to know just where we stand before we make
a move.”

“Me an’ Curly was after some peaches
because Jim an’ Bill didn’t bring none,”
Frank began explaining as the two peach
poachers came up to the mounted men.
“Yuh see: 2

“Where are your horses?” interrupted
Montague crisply.

“’Cross the road in that clump o’ laurels,”
stated Curly quickly at the steely timbre
in the rancher’s voice.

“Why all the ornaments,
Frank asked Blaine curiously.
Christmas.”

“Never mind that now,” snapped Mon-
tague. “Listen to me, you two peach-
rustlers. That shooting of Jim was merely
the starting-point of a big revenge scheme.
1 can tell yougmo more right now, but do you
two boys want to help and not hinder our

brother?”
“It ain’t

plam?”

£¥o's re sure whistlin’,” said Frank
promp

“All righL Get_your horses and ride

straight to town. Go in quietly and make
no fuss. And don’t stop at any of the forty-
three saloons. You probably wouldn’t come
back—ever.

“Go straight to the depot and rout out
old man Myers. Find out from him how
many cars of peaches Owens shipped last
week. Tell him I want to know. Waste no
time, and be sure to see Myers. Don’t let
him show you any bills of lading. Pin him
down to a straight answer. Ask about their
condition too. Meet us at Judge Ryan’s
home in two hours.”

The two punchers started joyously for
thelr horses.

“Don’t mix with any one,” cautioned
Montague again. “Sidestep everybodv.”
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‘The pair departed in a swirl of dust.

“Now what d’yuh know ’bout that,
Curly?” said Frank. “But they ain’t no

* fun goin’ to town like this.”

“It looks like they’s gonna be a lot o’
fun later on,” rejoined Curly grimly. “Git
goin’, cowboy.”

The two DZX men rode into Lebanon
like gray fantoms in the moonlight. Regret-
fully they passed up the luring lights and
boisterous uproar of the street of many
saloons. The sheriff’s office was closed and
dark.

Down at the station they pounded on the
door of the station and freight agent’s little
room until the old man got grumblingly out
of bed and came to investigate the dis-
turbance.

“They ain’t no train out tonight if yo’re
passengers,” he stated in a singsong growl.
“They ain’t no money in the express box
if yo're holdup men, an’ this ain’t no
roomin’-house fer maudlin cowpunchers if
yo're drunk. If yuh wants more informa-
tion they’s forty-three saloons planted ’long
the whole street. Yuh can’t miss ’em.
Good night.”

And he proceeded to shut the half-opened

oor.

“Wait, Myers. Leave the door open a
minute. Yuh won’t catch cold,” com-
manded Curly. “Bill Montague sent us.”

“Huh?”

“Can’t we palaver inside?” suggested
Frank. “It’d look more hospita’le, for one
thing.”

For answer the now wide-awake agent
stood aside and beckoned them in. Care-
fully closing the door behind them, he faced
the two punchers expectantly, his pointed
nightcap lending him an elfin appearance as
he stood there holding his lantern.

“How many cars o’ peaches did Owens
ship last week?” demanded Curly abruptly.

Myers eyed his questioner mildly.

“If T don’t fergit, the bill o’ ladin’ an’
my shippin’ record says four cars,” he
retorted.

“Nev’ mind th’ william o’ ladin’.
‘many cars was sure ‘nough shipped?”

“T'm not at liberty to tell yub boys rail-
road business,” stated Mr. Myers calmly.
“Besides, I ain’t workin’ tonight.”

“Now don’t freeze up none. Yuh had
a good start,” put in Frank. “Bill Mon-
tague wants to know. Yuh can bet he’s

got a good reason for askin’.”

How
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“Ts it fer Bill hisself?”” queried the troub-
led old man.

“Yuh know us boys, Myers. It’s for his
very self.”

Myers looked cautiously around. Im-
mediately, for the adventurous-minded cow-
punchers, the plot thickened and took on a
somber tone.

“Five cars o' general merchandise was
shipped at th’ same time,” admitted Myers.

“Aw, shucks,” grunted Frank, his rising
hopes for mystery dashed cruelly to the
ground.

“An’ what did them cars o’ merchandise
consist of?” prompted Curly.

“Half-ripe peaches,” whispered the old
station agent dramatically, playing up to
Curly’s and his own lead. “An’ I ain’t seen
as purty a lot in some distance.”

“Ah!”" breathed the two punchers
together. .

“Owens oughta join Jesse James,” com-
mented Frank. “I begin to get the general
idea o’ Blaine’s harness.”

“Can yuh swear to that statement?” de-
manded Curly; and Myers, after some
further persuasion, agreed to do so.

This was in the days before the advent
of cold-storage houses and refrigerator-cars,
that splendid system to preserve and ship
foodstuffs inexpensively. Thus, all perish-
able green stuffs had to be shipped in an
unripe condition and shipped immediately.
Hence, Owens’ claim for spoilage was not
quite so fantastic and palpable a lie as it
would now seem.

“BOYS an’ girls, they is two reasons
for rejoicin’, an’ they is two for
sorrow,” declaimed a DZX orator
to the circle of unshaven masculine faces
which surrounded the dinner-table.

“Hail to Mark Antony!”

“Speech! Speech! (They’ll be more food
for us.)”

“Spill yore troubles, cowboy.”

“First,” stated the impassioned orator,
hastily gulping a perfect hunk of meat,
“tomorrow is pay day. Second, it will be
Saturday; an’ Lebanon is th! original
Saturday-night town. Three cheers for th’
dance-hall!””

He paused for the forthcoming applause.
He got it and bowed modestly.

“So much for th’ rejoicin’,” he continued.
“As for sorrow, it bein’ Saturday, all yuh
ungainly Dizzy X punchers'll hafta perform
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yore weekly—an’ weakly—ab-o-lu-tions.
Second, this chuck shore is rotten today.”

““I don’t know about all th’ celebratin’,”
shouted Bill above the rising laughter as he
waved down a veritable flood of Chinese
protest and vituperation. “Frank an’ Curly
had to get lucky las’ night, an’ they was
sent to town by dad. So all yuh Apollo-
Bell-the-steers trail up to th’ big house with
me after supper tonight. Don’t develop no
previous engagements, none o’ yuh. They’s
gonna be some big-medicine.”

Bill refused to say more, and what little
Frank and Curly could add served but to
whet the curiosity. Needless to say, night
found every puncher of the DZX outfit
crowded in the big room where the foreman
lay.

“Boys ” said Montague after they had
become somewhat settled, and studying the
mass of eager faces, “Social politics have
steamed up a bit in Lebanon. There has
been some effective wire-pulling, the result
being that Blaine is practically ruined and
the DZX ranch the butt of a vindictive
attack. I want you fire-eating young fools
to realize the deadly sériousness. of the
trouble. Briefly it is this.”

He outlined matters quickly.

“Now, we've got to work fast, and we
may need more than arnica when we get
through,” he concluded. “Are you still
clamoring for action?” ~

“When do we start?” shouted a chorus
of sturdy voices.

The cattleman laughed and turned to his
foreman.

“Tomorrow night,” answered Harrison
for him. ‘‘Sing Li will have to bandage my
right arm tightly so’s I can ride. Shut up,
Bill. O’ courselgotoo. Now goaheadan’
explain yore idee.”

IN THE nineties, especially along
the frontiers of comfortable and
Juxurious civilization, gambling and
dancing constituted the main diversions of
the Westerner. In Lebanon there was a
regular Saturday-night dance for the recrea-
tion of the better citizens and their families,
perhaps a poor substitute to offer pleasure-
seekers of today with an acquired taste for
picture and  vaudeville theaters, bridge
clubs, petting parties, magazines and motor
cars. But to the si.mple—hearted generation
of that day with their more or less colorless

existence, a dance was an oasis in the desert. -

The saloons were running full force, vivid
splotches of light at frequent intervals along
the otherwise darkened street. A veritable
blaze of light from the windows of the second
floor of Owens’ General Store beckoned to
the restless and light-footed cowpunchers.
Boisterously happy men weaved their way
from saloon to saloon and from saloon to
dance-hall like streams of busy ants.

The Mexican Dollar saloon boasted of
being the first real wet spot just off of Dallas
Corner as one turned toward the river. The
corner site itself was occupied by a con-
glomeration of one-story shanties and stock
corrals that ran several hundred yards out
along Dallas Road.

‘There were many one-story brick build-
ings besides the four larger structures.
However, sandwiched in between these
more solid buildings were little weather-
boarded shacks, survivors of a roaring past,
which did not quite fill the frontage allotted
to them and therefore seemed to shrink
and withdraw from their more pretentious
neighbors.

Such a structure was the little office of
the sheriff, pending the completion of the
municipal building under process of con-
struction. The office was roughly one square
down from the Mexican Dollar and on the
south side of the street. The windows were
covered, the door was closed. Had it not
been for the tiny ray of light filtering
through the keyhole the place would have
been thought deserted.

Seated about the ill-papered room with
its inevitable spittoons and “court-house
smell” was a select group worthy of note.

‘The eminent sheriff himself sat behind his
desk, caressing his facial outrage fondly, and
listened attentively to the conversation of
one Mr. Jackson of nimble-fingered accom-
plishments.

Carter, the gentleman of immaculate if
somewhat outré dress, leaned back in a chair
tilted against the wall, his spotless, cream-
colored Stetson slanted over his thin fore-
head, almost paralleling the line of the chair.

Owens, a long-faced individual who an-
swered to the fitting sobriquet of “Horse-
Head,” sardonic and close-mouthed, sat
squarely facing the speaking man. He had
so formed the sociable habit of communing
with his own thoughts that speech to him
was an effort. However, in all fairness it
must be admitted that the activity of his
mind was unimpair
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Tilby had folded his lanky form miracu-
lously in a straight-backed chair, his knees
drawn up to his chin.

“Now you hold tight, Horse-Head,” Jack-
son was saying. “Just because nothing has
happened “shouldn’t alarm you. We've
covered every loop-hole, and he can’t prove
anything. Blaine is through.”

“My God!” said Tilby, unfolding him-
self. “You're a fiend, Jackson. So this is
how you tagged Blaine! It’s a hundred
times worse than fleecing him at poker.
Here he works hard for six months, and then
you leave him in debt! You've utterly
ruined him. It és a wonder he hasn’t shown
up with a shotgun looking for Owens.”

“Kee-rect,” ejaculated Carruthers, mak-
ing a beautiful run on his beloved appen-
dage.

He may have thought the conversation
was getting away from him, or he may have
spoken from force of habit.

“Well?” gritted Jackson. “What do you
care? Have you forgotten that twenty
thousand dollars?  They broke us. This
is only half of it back.”

There was the sound of running feet—
fear-hastened feet—and the sudden, hurried
knocking upon the door. Four figures that
had crouched with ears pressed against the
side walls of the shack, quickly edged toward
the front. The figure at the door called
guardedly in an indistinguishable voice:

“Carruthers! Quick! The Montague
gang has ridden to town in a bunch like
yuh figured. Opm up. We got to get the
gang. They——'

There was a quick scraping of chairs
from within and several muffled exclama-
tions. The door was unbolted and—Frank
Henson stepped calmly in, poking a .45
into the astounded Mr. Carruthers’ ribs as
he waved the mate to the gun at the sur-
prized men beyond.

“In fact, they have already arrived,” he
concluded coolly, as the skulking figures
brought up his rear with a rush.

“Good work, Frank,” approved one of
the four, and Jackson looked up into the
cold blue eyes of Montague.

“Owens!” hissed the second man.
“Owens, what are you going to do about
this twenty-five-hundred-dollar check?”

“Wait, please,” said Montague, restrain-
ing the ominous fruit-grower and addressing
Jackson’s group.

“It is useless to make an outcry. . The

DZX boys have got us all neatly corraled.
None of your henchmen can get to you.”

Oddly enough, it was Owens who broke
the silence.

“This is an outrage,” he managed to clip
out. “You are liable to arrest and fine for
pulling weapons on the sheriff. Say some-
thing, Carruthers.”

“Kee-rect!” thundered the sheriff, pulling
his whiskers out at a belllgerent angle.
“Young feller, gimme that gun.”

“Which one?” asked Frank innocently.

“Jim,” cried the younger Montague to
the fourth man, whose right arm was tightly
bound across his chest, “you heard Jack-
son’s talk. That sneaking —— is behind
the whole thing. He shot you, he tried to
frame me the same way, and he has at-
tempted to ruin Blaine. Jim, you’re not
able yet, and now is the accepted time.
Release me from my promise. Will you,

im?”

He was as eager as a young dog after
rabbits. The eyes of the foreman twinkled,
but his face grew stern as he looked at the
silent gambler.

““Son,” he said, “I’ll turn yuh loose on one
condition. Go as far as yuh like, but don’t
put no permanent kink in him. Mess him
up all yuh want to, but don’t injure him
none. He’s my own Ii’l pet, an’ when it
comes time for him to go to bed—T’ll tuck
him in an’ blow out his light.”

“Now, Jackson, you sneaking card-shark,”
smiled Bill happily, “come out into the
street. I'm going to make you show your
own yellow.”

“Hold on,” said the cattleman. ‘“You
and Jim act like children. First we'll settle
our little business. Owens, we heard the
entire conversation between you. It is
needless to elucidate further. Only don’t
ever let me catch you in any kind of a
shady deal like this again or—Lebanon will
be too small by far for you. Now count
out twelve thousand, five hundred dollars in
cash—I know you carry it—and do it quick.
Mr. Blaine will return your check and that
allows your more than just commission.
Get busy.”

Owens did not move. He merely stared
at the rancher.

“This is blackmail—robbery,” he finally
clipped out.

“Never mind that.”

Montague’s voice had taken on a knife-
like edge.
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“P’ll risk that before Judge Ryan,” he
went on.” “No insults from you. Count.”

Owens slowly reached for his wallet and
counted out the correct amount. Blaine
tossed down the check the general merchant
had sent him and recounted the greenbacks.

“This is a hold-up,” forced ©Owens. “If
you keep this money T'll have a warrant
out for you in an hour. T’ll make it the most
expensive robbery you ever perpetrated.
Il not forget this.”

“You'd better not,” replied Montague
grimly. “Now then, son, I kinda guess
we’ll all go out into the street. Frank,
remove their guns. Carruthers, you'll go
with us to prove to any curious law-abiding
citizens that everything is on the level.”

“The dignity of the law!” spluttered Car-
ruthers, the words seemingly entangled in
his beard. “Don’t ye dare take my gun.
I refuse to go. - The dignity—

=~ e -—,” said Frank. “Oh, Curly!
Come in an’ help me carry out a young
gun-factory.”

Out in the street the joyous DZX
punchers formed a circle about the princi-
pals. A crowd of ruffians began to gather,
along with curious onlookers.

Bill handed his gun to his father and
stepped out to meet the gambler, who had
spoken no word from the moment Frank
had entered the sheriff’s office.

“I can’t kill you, you snake,” said Bill
scornfully, “but I’m going to lick you with
my bare hands—unless you run.”

Jackson’s heart seethed with hate. In
his confidence in himself and his outposts
he had once more let the Montagues slip
something over on him. The realization was
worse than the cutting lash of a slave-driver.
He was utterly helpless and he knew it.

He so trembled with impotent rage that
he had lost his usual cold consideration of
consequences. When Bill decided to fight
him, in that moment he resolved to kill
the young man. With Carter, Tilby, Owens
and Carruthers looking on and sharing his
ignominy, to his unbalanced perspective it
was a necessity.

Withdrawing his hands from his pocLels,
the gambler waited confidently for the
young ranchman’s first move. The idea
of an ignorant cowboy matching his fists
against an athlete and boxer from Chicago
almost made him laugh hysterically.

For Jackson had always seen fit to keep
ingtminingA It made him calmer and surer
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in his profession at the card-table, not to
mention the fact that at times it virtually
amounted to life insurance. He didn’t
know that Bill had been East to school.

With the first exchange of blows Jackson
knew that he was facing a skilled boxer; and
the knowledge, instead of making him cauti-
ous, made him frenzied. When Bill began
slipping blow after blow past his guard to
the mark, he forgot that the Marquis of
Queensbury ever lived. His breath began
to come hard, and he fouled his antagonist.

By biting his lip Bill repressed a groan,
but the blow halted him for a moment.
Immediately Jackson feinted with his right
hand and swung a vicious cut to the center
of Bill’s face with his left. The high boots
of the ranchman also prevented perfect
foot-work, and the blow, while not landing
squarely, grazed his cheek.

With an additional thrill of anger Bill
felt the touch of metal. The skin along his
cheek parted like paper, and the blood
started. In the semi-darkness no one could
detect a glint from the polished metal. Had
the blow landed, it would have marred his
features for life. Jackson was wearing a
pair of knuckles.

“You P’ he gritted between his
teeth, and he began delxberately to mark
the gamb]er s features.

It took time to batter the gambler, as
Bill had to keep clear of foul blows and those
flailing fists which carried destruction.
Jackson fought silently, taking his punish-
ment without a whimper, but Bill could feel
him flinch with the pain as his face began
to lose all human semblance.

At last young Montague began to feel
the strain upon his muscles and his lungs.
Jackson was groggy on his feet, but indomi-
table hatred gleamed in his rapxdly closing
eyes. Tiring of the orgy of “blood and
iron”” and having vented his anger upon that
pitiful, tottering figure, Bill gave the suf-
fering gambler the coup de grice by a quick
left to the stomach and, as Jackson’s guard
dropped instinctively, a smashing right to
the point of the jaw delivered with all of
his young strength.

Without a sound the gambler collapsed.
Later, Curly and Frank swore that his head
hit the ground first. Bill swayed slightly
on his feet and drew a tremulous, sobbing
breath.

1” shouted Blaine, who was curiously
exammmg the unconscious man. “Thi
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rat’s got a pair of knucks on his hands'”
There was a roar from the DZX p

make one lcgal move now and you will be
through. of your shipping

and they surged forwar
“Nev’ mind, boys,” called Bn].l “I knew
it the second time he hit me.”

“Is everybody satisfied?” asked Mon-
tague of the prisoners within the ring of
cowpunchers.

Jackson being unable to answer, Car-
ruthers being engaged in making some new
hirsute design and no one else volunteering,
Owens grunted.

“I 11 have a posse after you before morn-
ing,” he stated.

“You will not,” replied Montague. “You

record, thf and he shoved his .45 mean-
ingly into Owens’ midrifi— “is a. good point
to remember. I have a sworn statement
that you shipped nine cars of first-class
peaches, not to mention those you sold in
Lebanon. Tilby! It’s about time you
climbed down off the fence. All right, boys.
Let’s ride.”

“Party’s settled peaceably,” shouted
Harrison aloud. “All yuh tinhorn gamblers
an’ hot-check artists get on back to yore
knittin’. He ain’t dead, is he, Blaine?
That was a peach of a swing.”

“BLACK BART-POET-ROBBER

by Eugene Cunningham

N AUGUST 12, 1877, the Fort
Ross-Russian River stage met
a stocky individual masked by
a flour-sack, carrying a shot-
gun. At his polite request the driver tossed
down the Wells-Fargo box. The robber
emptied it of $325 and disappeared with-
out leaving a clue.

July 28, 1878, the Quincy-Oroville stage
was similarly Stopped. This time the
mails were robbed. From a waybill
on a tree Sheriffi Tom Cunningham
of San Joaquin County got this rimed
warning: \

Here T lay me down to sleep,
‘o wait the coming ‘morrow.
Perhaps success, perhaps defeat
And everlasting sorrow.
Yet come what will—I’ll try it on;
My condition can’t be worse,
And if there’s money m that box,
T is money in my purs
Brack B\kr~~l’ 0.8.

Twenty-six times afterward stages were
robbed. Rewards for “Black Bart” to-
taled $18,000. After each robbery Sheriff
Cunningham reached the scene imme-
diately.

Then the Sonora-Milton stage was held
up—November 3, 1883—and Bart dropped
a handkerchief. Cunningham found it
and noted a laundry mark. Through
Harry Morse, of the Morse Detectwc
Agency in San Francisco, “FXo7” was

traced to “Charles E. Bolton,” “mining
man” living at the Webb House, and Bart
was soon captured.

Bart, whose real name was Charles E.
Boles, confessed twenty-eight robberies,
boasting that he had never carried a loaded
gun nor harmed any one. He is described
as five feet eight inches tall, fashionably
dressed, about forty years old. He wore a
gray mustache and imperial, had deep-
sunk, piercing blue eyes, was well educated,

chaste of speech, and passed readily for a
gentleman.
< His methods were simple: When short
of cash he took a night boat to Stockton,
landed and walked thirty or forty miles
into the mountains. Next day he held up a
stage, regained the boat, returned to San
Francisco and lived quietly until his funds
were gone.. He had a member of
Company B, 116th Illinois Infantry, in
the Civil War.

He entered San Quentin Prison on No-
vember 11, 1883, to serve seven years.
On January 22, 1889, he was released. He
visited the officers responsible for his cap-
ture and announced himself as done with
crime. Some one asked if he would ever
write verse again.

“Gentlemen,” ls.ughed Bart, “T said I'd
commit 70 more crimes!”

Bart walked out of the, office and—
vanished. The “Poet-Robber” was but
another of California’s colorful memories.

Al




i
|

&>

Author of “Gold of the Yellow Gods.”

Ng#fIE smoke-grimed section of
London back of Southampton
Row Charles Livingston Bar-
croft, American, established him-
self immediately after the armistice.

While the fighting lasted Barcroft had
done what he could to help beat the Kaiser.
Man of peace though he was he had scen
the light in the early days of the conflict,
and had joined up with the French Foreign
Legion. From the first Marne to the time
Uncle Sam jumped in to settle the affair
he had gone with the remnants of his corps.
Then a German machine-gunner sprayed
what was left of his company, and, inci-
dentally, put a bullet through the Ameri-
can’s ankle.

By the time he was out of the hospital
the Yankees had come. Barcroft immedi-
ately applied for and obtained a transfer.

His stiff ankle kept him out of the trenches
and he was put into the Intelligence Depart-
ment where he did° work of such a high
grade that he established a tremendous
reputation for himself among the insiders
and those in a pgsition to help him in the
work he had selected—the balking of
political crimes.

He could not have chosen a better time
or a better place in which to launch his new
venture. London swarmed with refugees
from all over the world, men and women

from every corner of the earth, running
about like wasps whose nests have just been
dislodged, and all burning with agdor for
some cause at odds with the established
order of things.

Into this maelstrom Barcroft, a worshiper
of the God-of-Things-as-They-Are, thrust
his pointed brown beard and bristling mus-
tache, his brown eyes glowing and his rather
diminutive form quivering with excitement
at the prospect of a chase.

But when the chase was assured the glow
in the brown eyes gave place to a look of
vacuity, the quiver of excitement to the
calm of a settled purpose.

Nor had the chase proved long in the
starting. Before the paint on the little sign
he’d hung inside the glass door of his office
had more than time to dry, Inspector
Galvin, in charge of the department of
Scotland” Yard intrusted with the task of
watching foreign plotters, red and white,
sent for Barcroft.

Galvin was not one of those who could be
deceived by the stooping shoulders and
vacant stare with which Barcroft tricked
the less astute. As soon as the little Amer-
ican entered his dingy room the inspector
began talking.

And the result of that conversation seri-
ously affected the fortunes of two former
‘Yankee Division men, stranded in London.
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HARRY, whose last name was Fisk,

was sitting in the cheerless reading-

room of his lodging-house, nursing
the stiff knee that had followed an infection
from a scratch made by a barbed-wire
tangle in No Man’s Land, and watching the
pefsistent drizzle that seeped down over
Whitechapel, when Avery Carr entered the
room and limped grouchily across to fling
himself into a near-by chair.

Harry did not need to be told that Carr’s
search for a job of some kind had fizzled out.
London had few jobs to offer to anybody
in those days, and fewer still for Americans.

“Not a —— thing in sight,” said Harry.
Then he checked himself. “That’s not
exact, either. Jimmy has a wild-eyed
scheme he’s been talking about. I don’t
know what it is though.”

Jimmy Cochrane, Irish fighting-man, was
one of the hard-bitten lot that gathered of
evenings in the dun colored reading-room of
the lodging-house and paid his nightly tan-
ner for a bed. He was a down-and-outer.
So were they all—droppings and left-overs
from most of the British colonies and En-
glish-speaking countries of the world.

Avery Carr snorted derision at the men-
tion of the Irishman’s name.

“Jimmy Cochrane,” he said, “is as full of
wild-eyed schemes as Evans over there is
full of booze.”

He pointed-with his square chin in the
direction of a drooping figure slouched down
on one of the long yellow benches ranged
against the wall. It was the figure of a
man in the garb of a Church of England
clergyman, shabby and out-at-elbows, but

Adventure

of the gang in the place. He was no worse,
and perhaps no better, than any of the
others that milled round and round in the
eating-room, where the big open fires were,
and the reading-room of the drab house.
‘They were all queer, as men will be who are
without occupation for hand or brain.

And the two Americans, Fisk and Carr,
were not materially different from any of
the others.

Carr reached into his pocket and pulled
out three tanners, a packet of fags, some
loose coppers and the stub of a lead pencil.

“My pile,” he said, mournfully.

Harry Fisk duplicated his friend’s action,
but not the coin. Fisk was rich. He had
two half-crowns, three silver shillings, some
tanners and coppers, but no lead pencil.

“I've got enough,” he announced, “to
see us through the week.”

‘The clerical Evans, aroused by the clink
of the coin, arose and lurched over to the
two Americans.

“Lend me a tanner, old chap, won’t you?”
he asked, his cultured accent blurred and
slurring with the drink, his bedraggled
beard, trembling with drunken eagerness.

Harry selected a six-penny piece and
handed it over.

“Return ’t Tuesday,” mumbled Evans
as he lurched uncertainly back to-his bench.

“You darned idiot,” growled Carr.
“That’s the last you'll ever see of that.”

“Maybe,” agreed the other. “But you
never can tell. Besides, I'm sorry for that
chap. Think what it must mean to a clergy-
‘man to be cadging tanners in an East End

ot b

still unmistakably clerical.

Evans had been only two weeks in the
lodging-house, but he looked as if he had
never been anywhere else. He had what
seemed to be a sort of fixed programme.
On Tuesday he received a remittance. With
it he went straight to a little pawnshop in
Whitechapel High Street near Petticoat
Lane where he redeemed an old ring which
he brought back to the lodging-house and
turned over to the clerk. Then he went out
and got drunk. Not beastly oiled, but just
mellow. In that state he would stay until
his money ran out on Friday, when he would
get the ring, take it back to the pawnshop
and get enough to keep him mellow until
his remittance came again.

But it was only because of his clesicals
that Evans stood out at all from the rest

ging 3

“He’s brought it all on himself, the
drunken bum,” said the unsympathetic
Carr. “What business has a preacher got
hitting the booze? He didn’t have his legs
knocked from under him by the armistice
like the rest of us did. He spends every
cent he gets on booze. I'd see him parch
before I’d give him a penny.”

Harry made no reply to this, and the two
sat in glum silence waiting for the time to
come to get some supper and to pay for
their beds.

And while they waited Jimmy Cochrane
appeared in the doorway, his freckled face
and blue eyes gleaming with suppressed
excitement.

“What’s the matter with you?” demanded
Carr. “You look as if you’d robbed a bank.
Are the cops after you?”
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“They may be at that,” said Jimmy, who
had been making a precarious living in ways
he managed so craftily that the police,
though keeping an eye on him, had been
unable to interfere.

He pulled up a chair and sat down in
front of Harry.

“You’re a machine-gun man, aren’t you?”
he asked.

Harry nodded.

“And Carr?”

“We were in the same company,” Harry
replied.

“Would you be game for another bit of a
scrap? Ain’t fed up on fighting, are you?”

“Not me—if I can get paid for it,” an-
swered the American.

. “You will be paid. How about Carr?”

He asked this question as if the man
about whom he spoke had not been sitting
there, not two feet from him. Harry
answered in like manner.

“Oh, you can count on Carr, too. He’s
a ——, though, when he gets his back up.”

“Oh, I don’t mind his moods. Have a
few myself. Carr’s game all right.”

“What’s all this talk about anyway?”
asked Carr, coming into the conversation
himself.

“Can’t tell you yet. It’s something I've
been chasing for three or four weeks. Don’t
know a lot about it myself yet, but found
out this afternoon that things are about
ready to pop. Think I can get you two
chaps in on it all right.”
= P2 gmwled Carr.
your crazy schemes.”

“Growl all you like,” said Jimmy Coch-
rane cheerfully. “All I'm asking you is to
keep a stiff upper lip and don’t go and leave
town before tomorrow night. You'll prom-
ise me that much, won’t you? And meet
me here about this time, both of you?”

“We’ll be here,” Harry promised, and
Carr nodded a surly agreement.

““Another of

They were there in the same chairs

side the same window, outside of
which fell the same dull drizzle the
next afternoon at the same time when Jim-
my joined them.

The Irishman’s face and manner had
changed. He looked grave, and his sharp
blue eyes took in the whole room in detail
as he entered. Except for a tall Australian
known as Reynolds and the drink-sodden
Evans, snoring gently on his bench, he saw

no one in the room but the two Americans.

Reynolds looked up, nodded pleasantly
to Jimmy, then got up and went to the other
end of the room where he seated himself
before the reading-table and took up a
magazine. Jimmy looked relieved.

“I'm leary o that cove,” he explained,
in a low tone.” “He looks like a detective.”

“Why don’t you stop your nefarious
practises, whatever they are?” asked Carr
disagreeably. “I would if I thought all the
dicks and ﬂ) cops in the world were at my
heels.”

“Hush!” expostulated Jimmy. “It’s this
other thing—the thing I was talkin’ to you
about last night. We can’t be too careful.
T've worked it for you and Harry if you
want to go.”

“Go?” said Carr, with real interest. “If
it means getting anywhere out of this
hole, I'm for it. If you’re not fooling us
again,” he added, crustily, “you can count
on us for anthmg decent that has money
in it.”

“Even another war?”

Jimmy’s voice sank almost to his boot
tops and he gave a furtive look around him.
Harry did not like either the voice or the
manner. He hated men who talked out of
the corners of their mouths.

“Come clean, Jimmy,” he said sharply.
“T take it you’re not plotting blackmail ar

murder. Stop dodging, and come clean.”
“I've got to be careful,” said Jimmy,
offended. “We don’t know who’s listening.

Barcroft has agents everywhere, they say.”

“Who in the is Barcroft?” growled
Carr.

“You ought to know,” snapped back
Jimmy. “He’s one of your own country-
men. He saved his hide in France by
workin’ behind the lines, or anyway, out
of the danger zones, as a spy. Now he’s
stickin’ his nose into things over here. This
work I have in hand is the very sort o’
thing he’s lookin’ for. He’d queer our game
in a minute if he could—and Harry here
wants me to blurt our plans out all over the
shop.”

“Go on with what you’ve got to tell us,”
said Harry. “What is it?”

The Irishman thrust his hand into his
pocket and drew out four golden sovereigns.

“Maybe these will talk loud enough for
you,” he said, giving two sovereigns to
Harry and two to Carr. “That’s a retainer,
and, if accepted, holds you both.”
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“But what the—?" began Carr.

“Weckly expense money to pay you both
for keeping your mouth shut—especially
Harry—until you're called upon for some
real work.”

“And then what?”
“An TIrish revolution?”

“No!” protested Jimmy, in a vehenfent
whisper. “Ireland’s nothing at all to do
with this.. It’s the Balkans. You’ll have
a chance for some real fighting, T think.”

“But what are we to do now to earn our
pay?” asked Carr, dropping }us voice to a
half-whisper.

“Keep in your usual cheerfu\ spirits,”
said Jimmy, sarcastically, and added, in a
tense whisper. “You're to obey orders—
and the first is, to keep quiet. You'll get
your detailed instructions later, perhaps
tonight.”

‘The two Yankees gazed into each other’s
eyes, questioningly.

Slowly Fisk nodded.

“T’'m on,” he said.

Carr pocketed his sovereigns.

Jimmy positively chortled with delight.
Clearly he had not been sure of his men up
to this time. Their acceptance of the sover-
eigns teld him they were with him.

“Then it’s settled,” he said, leaning to-
ward them and talking low and rapidly.
“You pass your word to me and through me
to my friend that his friends are yours and
that you are ready to sail from these ’ere
chalk cliffs of Old England when so in-
structed, and to manhandle a machine-gun
and whalever else is requisite in whatsoever
part of the world your valuable services may
be needed. You agree?”

“We do,” said the Americans, speaking
together.

“Good. From now on you two sit steady
in the boat, keep your jaws from jigglin’ and
be ready to move when you get the sign.”

He half-turned in his chair as he finished
speaking, got up, walked to the reading-
table and sat down opposite the Australian,
who smiled at him absently, and went on
with his reading.

Carr’s eyes followed the Irishman, and
came back once more to Harry. His face,
which had lighted at sight of the coins and
prospect of action, fell into mournful lines

ain.

“Reckon there’s anything in it, or is it
just another of Jimmy’s false alarms?” he
asked.

demanded Harry.
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“Rather expensive for a false alarm,”
said Harry. “Unless the coins are phony.”

“Let’s go see,” suggested Carr, and they
went to the desk where the night-clerk at
the lodging-house was just going on duty.

“Are these all right?” demanded Carr,
putting his two sovereigns on the marble
top of the counter.

The clerk rang them, bit them, examined
them narrowly, and passed them back.
“Seem all right to me,” he said.

change them into silver if you like.”

“No, thanks,” said Carr, and then to
Harry, as they walked away from the desk:
“Somebody’s backing Jimmy, all right. He
never had that much money of his own.
But we'll probably land in the hoosegow
along with a batch of anarchists or Bolshe-
vists or something.”

“You should worry,” said the more
cheerful Fisk. “It’ll be a change from this
place anyhow.”

Jimmy was waiting for them when they
returned to the reading-room. There was
an injured expression on his freckled face.

“Well?” he asked. “They were all right,
weren’t they?”

“Yep,” said Carr, “but we’ve got to meet
this friend of yours personally and size him
up for ourselves. T don’t go into things
blindfold any more.”

Jimmy looked doubtful.

“He’s lying doggo—quiet, you know, not
seeing many people, but I'll try to fix it,”
he said. “See you after supper if I can
arrange matters.”

“Supper,” suggested Fisk, always ready
to eat, “and no Yarmouth bloater tonight.”

They had just finished when Jimmy re-
turned, accompanied by a long, cadaverous
individual, scrupulously dressed, who looked
about the place with disdain on his
aristocratic features.

Jimmy beckoned them into the reading-
room.

“He’s not taking any chances, I see,”
Carr muttered to Harry, as they made their
way through the crowded eating-room to
follow Jimmy. “Thinks it’s safer to see us
here than have us come to his quarters.”

“Looks so, agrced Harry. “He’s a slick
one, I guess.”

But the first impression the head of the
conspiracy —if he was the head—had made
upon the Americans was dissipated when
the cadaverous one began to talk. They
liked the way he did business.

Shl
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“See here, you fellows,” he said, in clear-
cut English that had almost an American
tang, “this is a matter in which you’ll have
to trust me even more than I shall have
to trust you. I'm paying you two quid a
week to stand by. When we get started
it will be more, although as yet I can’t say
just how much. It’s money out of pocket
now.if you fail me. On the other hand, you
will have to take my word for a lot of
things. For instance, my name, which to
you will be Taylor.”

His wide, humorous mouth expanded into
a smile as he spoke. Harry liked the smile.
It was frank and friendly.

“All right, Mr. Taylor,” he said. “I'm
willing, and T think Carr is, too. But can’t
you give us an inkling of the game?”

“Just a hint, perhaps,” agreed the man
who called himself Taylor. “You know
what the Peace Conference tried to do with
some of the Balkan States? 1In brief, they’re
chipping hunks off some and adding them
to others. This shifts the map in a way that
rouses intense enthusiasm from some and
equally intense opposition from others.
We arc among ‘the others’ Ts that
clear?”

“Yeh! Clear as mud,” growled Carr.

“It will have to do,” said Taylor, with his
engaging smile. “Your job will be to com-
mand a pany each of hine-g s
recruited here in London from soldiers ou
of a job. Mr. Cochrane tells me you both
held commissions in the American forces
in France.”

The Americans said nothing to this. Fisk
had been a second lieutenant during the
war, and Carr a top sergeant. It was near
enough.

Taylor rose.

“Cochrane will be paymaster,” he added.
“Your instructions for the present will all
come through him. He says I can rely
upon you to obey orders and to keep quiet.
T don’t think Barcroft’s spotted any of us
yet, but we can’t be too careful. The best
way to do is to keep right on doing what-
ever you've been doing?”

“What does this Barcroft look like?”
asked Harry.

“Oh, he’s a little fellow, extremely active.
Runs about like a scared cockroach. Tdon’t
think much of him, myself. Still, since
we’re not being any too good, we have to
be very careful.”

He smiled once more his engaging smile,

and that was the last they saw of him for
a week.

peared in the evening, while the
monotony of waiting grew heavier and
heavier for the two Yankees. Then one
evening, when the everlasting drizzle had
changed to a down-right rain that spattered
and splashed against the window panes,
adding its bit to the grim dreariness of the
reading-room, Jimmy came in just before
supper, and strolled over to the two
Americans.

“I say, Fisk,” he said in the whisper
Harry detested, “can you take a note over
to the Borough for me tonight?”

“I'll say I can. Anything for action.
Where do I go in the'Borough?”

“To_a little Serbian restaurant that used
to be known as the White Swan,” Jimmy
murmured.

The three of them turned toward the
eating-room where the patrons of the place
were lining up before the counters over
which the house attendants were serving
tea and buns.

The Irishman and the two Americans
carried their plates and cups to one of the
bare, clean-scrubbed board-tables and sat
down. Jimmy, after one of his furtive
glances to make sure there was no one else
who might be listening near them, went on.

“You'll find the White Swan, or what-
ever they call the place now, just off the
Borough Road. The man you want to see
should be waiting in the private bar back
of the restaurant. If he’s not there, wait
for him.”

“How’m I going to know him?” Harry
asked.

“He’s tall, taller than you are, I should
say. His hair is black, streaked with gray,
his eyes are dark and deep set, and there’s
a triangular scar that starts at the tip
of his pointed chin and runs upward to the
corner of his mouth, giving his lip a distorted
twist to the left.”

“Why, that’s Kar—"

The Irishman’s freckled hand went up in
sharp warning.

“No names here,” he said, quickly. “His
lordship’s architects put no ear-muffs on
the walls of these rooms. You’ll know your
man when you see him. You pass through
the restaurant into a rear hall, and down
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the hall a few steps to a door on the right.
That’s your door. Walk in and deliver the
note. If any one tries to stop you, just
mention Taylor’s name. Do you under-
stand?”

It was still raining when Fisk left the
lodging-house, walked down Fieldgate Street
and turned into Whitechapel High Street.
The street vendors were still busy, their
carts illumined by tin-can flares that
fluttered and guttered in the gusts of wind
that came sweeping up from the river.

At Gardner’s Corner the American turned
toward the Minories in the direction of
London Bridge. Soon he had left White-
chapel behind him, crossed the black river,
with the streaks of red and yellow lights
dancing and flickering about on its surface,
and entered the Borough. Here the maze
of streets fairly reeked with noisy, smelly
humanity. The gutters were mere soggy
kennels in which scrawny children played
and screeched, in spite of the rain and the
lateness of the hour. =

Soon the character of the crowds changed.
The smells were different—not better nor
worse—just different. The scraps of con-
versation and the cries of the crowd through
which he passed reached his ears in an un-
familiar tongue.

Presently he came to the side street he
was looking for and turned down until his
further way was blocked by the railing that
ran around a tiny park, one of the lungs
of London’s slums where, if you listen
quietly, you can hear the city’s panting
breath. Across the low shrubs in the square
Harry could see the blurred lights of the
restaurant he was seeking, gleaming through
the mist. As he swung around the park and
came nearer he could even make out the
swinging signboard that once had proudly
borne the sign of the White Swan.

But the board carried some sort of foreign
lettering now, and there was an alien air
about it. Harry stopped and looked
through the steam obscured windows into
the dimly lighted room. Then he pushed
open the door and entered.

Instead of the usual barmaid an ancient
crone, yellow and wrinkled, faced him across
the counter at the end of the room. He
nodded to her, mentioned the name
“Taylor,” and passed, without pausing
through the rear door and into the hallway.

A jumble of outlandish noises—they
seemed outlandish to him, in his strained
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state of mind—came to him from the rooms
above. Several persons seemed to be talking
at once, moving about, changing furniture.
None of the noise was loud. Indeed, Harry
felt that some sort of effort was being made
to keep it hushed.

The door on the right yielded to his
thrust and he walked into a room that had
formerly been the private bar of the old
White Swan. .

A sea-coal fire burned in the grate, and
before it stood two or three chairs. More
chairs were arranged about a square table
in the center of the room, directly beneath
the uncertain light of a gas jet. For the
rest, the room was empty. Evidently, he
would have to wait for his man.

A bell cord of the old-fashioned kind gave
him an idea. He pulled the cord, but in-
stead of the pretty barmaid he had hoped
to summon, a boy with evil eyes and coarse
black hair entered.

To him Harry gave an order for a hot
Scotch. The boy nodded surly under-
standing and departed, to return with the
drink which he placed on the table at
Harry’s elbow.

When the boy had gone Harry stretched
his tired legs toward the fire, sipped at his
drink and listened to the indistinct noises
overhead. The hot drink, the warmth of
the fire and his long walk made him feel
sleepy. He was nodding when the voice of
a woman in the hallway aroused him.

It was an attractive voice, low, with a
strange sort of vibrating timbre in it that
carried far, and set his nerves a-tingle. He
turned in his chair and fixed his eyes on the
door, but it remained closed.

‘The voice ceased, and swift, light, stac~
cato steps on the bare boards told him that
the speaker had gone up-stairs.

He resumed his contemplation of the fire,
and waited. A few moments later the door
on the side of the room opposite the hall-
way opened, and a man entered from the
outside.

The tall form of the newcomer was en-
veloped in a dripping rain-cape, and his
hat glistened with rain-drops under the gas-
light. As he removed the hat Harry saw
that a triangular scar, beginning at the
point of the chin and ending at the corner
of the mouth, drew the lower part of the
man’s face into a distorted pucker.

Harry rose from his chair. The man
lifted his hand in a quick command for
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silence, and began to divest himself of his
rain-coat, which he laid on the table.

Harry had known him at once. It was
the man whose name Jimmy Cochrane had
forbidden him to mention in the lodging-
house, a man whose face and name had been
once almost as familiar to devotees of illus-
trated weeklies and news sheets as the faces
of Charlie Chaplin and Mary Pickford, and
the name of Lloyd George or Woodrow
Wilson.

Suddenly, mysteriously, both name and
face had ceased to take up any space in
news-sheet or periodical.

Johann Karolov, he was. You will re-
member that he flared into prominence as
the prime minister of a little independent
state which was afterward chucked by the
Peace Conference into that hodge-podge of
nations which was christened Jugoslavia.
You may not have forgotten how he
vanished as suddenly as he appeared,
snuffed out like a candle when he came,
single-handed, to fight the great powers
gathered about the council board at
Versailles.

He had made a splendid fight for the
retention of the independence of his coun-
try, and the continued exercise of its prero-
gatives of royalty by the grand duke of
the tiny principality. But he had lost.

Those familiar with Balkan affairs in-
sisted that he had been undermined more
by the opposition at home than by any
ability of the representatives of the great
powers with whom he battled. Surely he
had opposition in his own land, and that
opposition worked hand in hand with the
powers that were so desperately anxious
to have the Treaty of Versailles go through
unchecked and unamended.

And now this man, once the hero of the
down-trodden races of Europe, stood face
to face with a former Yankee lieutenant in
a fifth-rate little restaurant in the squalid
slums of London.

“You wanted me?” he asked, his somber
eyes on Harry’s face.

His English was clear, precise, clean-cut,
but with a slightly foreign accent.

“I have a letter,” Fisk began. “I was
instructed to give it to a man with a tri-
angular scar on his chin. It is sealed and
bears no address, but I was to meet the
man hcre Tam sent by—"

He paused.

“You are sent by Taylor,” said the man

with the scar, finishing the sentence as Fisk
had intended him to do. “Give me the
letter, please.”

Fisk drew the envelop from an inner
pocket of his coat and was about to hand
it over when the door to the hallway opened
and a woman entered. She was small,
almost tiny, but she dominated the room,
literally filled it with her presence.

“Give me the letter,” she said, in the low
voice Fisk had heard in the hall.

‘The man’s hand, extended for the letter,
dropped. Mystified, Fisk held on to the
missive. His instructions had said nothing
about giving it to a woman.

She came nearer to him, her little hands
outstretched, bracelets tinkling on the slim
wrist. Harry noticed the ﬁngers, slender,
pink-tipped, weighted with rings. But the
pink tips were not pointed, and the thumb
showed mastery. He felt that it was a
hand that, for all its tininess, somehow
managed to get what it wanted.

“Give me the letter,” the woman reiter-
ated, in her low, compelling tones.

Fisk looked at the man.

“Give her the letter.” Karolov’s voice
was expressionless, without inflection.

Harry handed over the envelop to the
woman.

She ripped it open, glanced at its con-
tents, which appeared to be brief, smiled
in a way that softened her cold gray eyes
to a warm hazel, and held out the sheet of
paper to Karolov.

He also smiled as he read, and the tri-
angular scar twisted and puckered his lip.
When he had finished he said something in
a tongue strange to Harry, and the woman
turned abruptly, and started toward the
door.

“You will wait, please,” she said over her
shoulder to Harry. “There may be an
answer!”

Harry bowed. He was far past speech.

THE dull, ugly room seemed curi-
ously empty after the woman had
gone. The two men stood in silence,
listening to the staccato tapping of her h\gh—
heeled shoes on the bare boards of the stairs,
and then turned to the fire.
‘“‘Be seated, please,” said the Royalist.
From his pocket he drew out a hand-
somely embossed leather cigaret-case which
he offered Harry, who helped himself to one
of those thin Turkish cigarets one buys in

%
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the bazaars of the Balkans. Karolov
lighted his at the open fire, and leaned back
in his chair.

“So you and your companion have de-
cided to join our little band?” he said.

“Yes,” said Harry.

“Without question or reservation, with-
out thinking of the cost—without, I take
it, even considering the objective,” said the
man. “You soldiers are a wonder to me.”

“That’s war,” said Harry, a bit sententi-
ously.

“I: s life, too, in a way,” commented
Karolov. “We march to unknown objec-
tives for unknown purposes at the command
of unseen leaders.”

His somber eyes lighted up until they
glowed with a strange, fanatic fire.

“That is why,” he went on, with hardly

a pause. “I am a monarchist in these days
of republicanism run rampant. I am called
reactionary, perhaps justly so. But to me

republicanism leads eventually to the break-
down of discipline—military, national, civil,
individual. That means chaos. Repub-
licanism exalts and inflates the ego.”

He stopped and smiled, a slow, friendly
smile.

“That’s my hobby,” he explained, stoop-
ing and punching the fire until it roared
up the chimney.

Harry was trying to form some sort of
reply that would not be in contradiction
to his own convictions and still would not
dampen the Royalist’s ardor when the door
opened and her Imperial Majesty, or who-
ever she was, reentered the room.

“The letter you brought,” she began,
addressing Harry and ignoring Karolov,
“contained very good news. All is ready.
It also brought a warning. This Scotland
Yard of London has placed a special agent
to watch us. - He is very, very clever. He
is Barcroft. You have heard of him?”

Harry bowed assent.

“He is so very clever, is Barcroft, but he
is not so clever as he thinks himself. He
is not so clever as we are. We shall be
ahead of him this time, but we must act
swiftly. You will tell Captain Cochrane
that every one must be aboard the ship at
sunrise.”

“That means all possible haste,” spoke
Karolov. “It is now past ten. You and
your companions will have to work hard all
night I am afraid. You have one machine-
gun company, you know. Captain Carr
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has another and Captain Cochrane a third.
Captain Cochrane has the necessary list
of names. He will know what to do when
you tell him we are to sail in the morning.
Is that all understood?”

“Periectly Fisk assured him.
are the men

“Captain Cochrane will tell you.”

The woman, who had been impatiently
tapping the floor with the tip of her little
slipper, now broke in, her voice angry:

“These details! They should havebeenat-
tended to before. We waste precious time.”

“Pardon, Madame la Comtesse,” said
Karolov. “There has been no opportunity.
Tonight for the first time I have met
Captain Fisk.”

“Diable/” The ejaculation came in sharp,
impetuous French. “We trust untried men?
With Scotland Yard watching us, with that
most hateful Barcroft spying and watching,
we take strangers into our confidence in this
fashion? We put ourselves, our duke and
our land into the hands of blundering
British pigs!”

She fairly spat out the last words. What
a vixen she was. Fisk, who had been ready
to yield completely to her physical charm,
now felt a wave of dislike and revulsion
sweep over him.

Seeing, perhaps, something of the effect
of her words and manner, she swung sud-
denly to the other extreme.

“Forgive,” she pleaded in English that
halted. “I spoke out of a full heart. I
think only of his Grace and the wrongs they
have done him. His young nephew who
sits now up-stairs—you see, monsieur, how
we trust you—unless we act quickly, and
oh, very surely, he too, will be defrauded
of his rights. My beloved country will be
turned over to the rabble. Your Lloyd
George, how he has tricked us. The
French—I hate them all, but more than
the French I hate the unspeakable Ameri-
cans, with their pratings about democracy
and the rights of small nations, and their
hypocrisies. And above all I hate this
Barcroft, this sly maneuverer, with his pry-
ing ways. But this time we shall trick
Barcroft.”

She stopped, a tear dropped from her
long, curved lashes. Once more Fisk felt the
almost irresistible physical charm of the
woman.

“This time,” said the Karolov, “we shall
succeed.”

“Where
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His long, sensitive hand went out toward
the little woman he had called countess and
a yearning ook came into his eyes.

“Perhaps, mon cher,’ she said, with a
queer, aloof smile, her eyes once more hard,
cold, a sparkhng gray.

The man’s hand dropped, leaden, to his
side.

“And now,” said the woman, turning
again to Fisk, and speaking in a breathless
whisper, “you must hurry to Captain
Cochrane. There is much to be done before
morning, and the Zirgana sails at sunrise.”

She waved a peremptory hand, glittering
with jewels under the yellow gaslight.

With his hand on the knob of the door
through which Karolov had entered, Fisk
paused at a word from the Royalist.

“Money! You must get a taxi—several
taxis before this night’s work is done. Here.”

He dropped several sovereigns into Fisk’s
palm, and again Harry turned to the door.

“You perfectly understand, captain?”
the little countess called after him. “The
Zirgana at the Victoria Docks before
sunrise?”

CLOSING
F upon that strange pair, Fisk found
himself lashed with the spray of fall-
ing rain dashed by a high wind against the
sides of the dark alley through which he
would have to pass to get to the street.
Hali-way to the street, where a faint light
gleamed through the mist, he bumped into
a man who was lurching drunkenly in the
poor shelter of the wall. The reek of
whisky as Fisk passed wakened vague
memories, but he did not stop to think
what those memories were. He was in a
hurry.

He was soaked before he reached the
Borough Road once more and found a taxi-
cab that carried him over the Tower Bridge
and to Fieldgate Street without loss of time.

It was past eleven o’clock, and the whole
district seemed deserted and shrouded in
gloom when the cab drew up before the door
of the lodging-house, and, leaving the driver
instructions to wait, he hastened indoors.

Carr was sitting on a bench before the
night-desk, near an open-fire. Harry hur-
ried up to him, shedding water like a duck.

“Where’s Jimmy?” he asked.

“Oh, he’s stickin’ around somewhere,”
growled Avery, who had a pronounced
peeve. “Posted me here to watch for you—

the door behind him
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and a — of a watch it’s been. Why didn’t
you stay all night?”’

Just then Jimmy cam

“Get busy, quick,” e.axd Fisk. “The
Zirgana, Victoria Docks, in the morning at
sunrise.”

“I suspected as much this afternoon,”
said Jimmy.

“Why the — didn’t you tell us then?”
snorted Harry.

“Oh, T didn’t want you two going off like
a bundle of fireworks. Besides, I was not
sure myself. Don’t think they’d have acted
so quickly if they hadn’t heard Barcroft
was on their trail. For my part, I think
that was a false alarm, and so does Taylor,
in a way. Taylor doesn’t believe Barcroft
has even an idea of the personnel of this
crowd, everything’s been kept so perfectly

uiet.”

“Well, we’ll have to hurry now,” snapped
Fisk.

Jimmy got busy at once. In five minutes
he had ordered two more taxis, and had
given Carr and Fisk their instructions, and
provided them with separate lists of names
which he had torn from a notebook carried
in his pocket.

These pages bore, in Jimmy’s fine script,
the names and addresses of men listed in
the machine-gun companies. Those on the
slips Fisk had were for the most part in
Limehouse, Stepney, Poplar and Eastham,
places where former service men and others
who were jobless and reckless might be
expected to live.

“Zero hour, five forty-five,” Jimmy told
them. “Objective, S. S. Zirgana, Victoria
Docks. T'll be there to receive your men as
they come. You'll find the men waiting the
word. Warn them all to take nothing but
their clothes-kit, and to keep their
mouths shut—particularly the last. Under-
stand?”

Carr disdained reply to this whispered
tirade. Fisk grinned, thinking how well
the Irishman must be enjoying himself with
his new authority, his very evident love of
conspiracy, and the immediate prospect of
a fight.

Fisk’s first stop was at a sailors’ lodging-
house, where he had no trouble in getting
the man he was after.

“Ts ut a foight, sorr?” asked this man,
who had followed Harry back to his taxi,
and was leaning confidentially through the
door to whisper his question.
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“Looks. that way—a good one,” Fisk as-
sured him, and drove off leaving the big
Irishman grinning and saying over and over
with enormous satisfaction—

“Now, phwat d’ye think o’ that?”

All the other men Harry called upon
that rainy night had much the same sort of
reception for his news.

By three o’clock the rain had ceased. A
little later a few straggling stars began to
peer through the ragged curtain of clouds
over the Big Smoke. As dawn grayed
faintly overhead, he called upon his last
man, arousing him by pounding loudly on
the door of a tiny house in Poplar down
by the docks.

Then he gave the word to the sleepy
driver of the taxi and they dashed back to
the lodging-house where he found Carr, his
own and Fisk’s kits packed and ready,
waiting.

Carr had dismissed his own taxi, and piled
into Harry’s taxi with him.

“Don’t think we’ll make it in time,” he
growled. “If we do, something else will
turn up—you’ll see. It’s all too good.
——, though, I can’t get out of this hole
quick enough. It’s a cesspool.”

Fisk felt pretty much the same way.
London was choking him. He wanted to be
out in the open once more, with the sea
wind or the winds from the mountains blow-
ing upon him. He hated crowded places.

The gatekeeper at Victoria Docks came
to the sound of their grinding brakes.

“Another for the Zirganal” he called,
wearily, but louder than Harry thought
there was any reason for.

Behind a heap of jute bales Harry made
out the face of Jimmy Cochrane, flanked by
Taylor and the big, burly Irishman from

“the sailors’ lodging-house. About them
were a number of other men, four of whom
now detached themselves and walked to-
ward the taxi.

TFisk fancied that Jimmy or Taylor was
sending the men with further instructions
for him or Carr, and wondered, vaguely,
why Jimmy did not come himself. It would
have given him such a good opportunity to
show his authority.

‘The chauffeur threw in the clutch and the
car started ahead. Then Harry saw that
one of the men coming toward them was
the booze-fighting ex-clergyman. His bat-
tered old hat was pulled down as usual to
hide his bleary old eyes, and his semi-
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clerical clothes looked as if he had slept in
them for a month. Had Jimmy recom-
mended him, Harry wondered, and, even
so, why had Taylor, who seemed to know
men, taken such an old soak as Evans into
the gang.

Evans took a rapid step and stopped
directly in the path of the auto.

“Get out of the way, you drunken idiot!”
yelled Carr, as the front wheels grazed the
shabby; clerical coat.

“Get out of the car, Sergeant Carr,”
Evans replied, calmly. “You, too, Mr.
Fisk.”

And now Harry saw the man’s eyes, not
bleary, but clear, brown sparks under his
heavy brows.

“Who are you?”” gasped the two Ameri-
cans in unison.

“Barcroft,”
briefly.

Dumfounded, the two Yankees sat mo-
tionless in the taxi.

“Out with you,” said Barcroft, and, dis-
gusted with their own stupidity, they
crawled out of the machine.

Two of the three men with Barcroft
escorted them, unceremoniously, to a stand
with Jimmy and the others back of the jute
bales.

“Anolher good job shot to —,” growled

r. ‘“—— everything an inch high, but
ﬁrst of all, — Evans.”

“What asses we were not to spot him
there in the lodging-house,” mourned Harry.

“Another for the Zirgana!” came the
gatekeeper’s cockney drawl.

Evans—he still looked like Evans to Fisk
and Carr from the back—cut briskly into
the growing morning light, his three as-
sistants bringing up the rear.

A taxicab rolled slowly to a halt not a
dozen feet from where stood the little group
of baffled filibusters. Through its window
the scarred face of Fisk’s Royalist friend
of the night before looked out. On the rear
seat were the countess and a foreign-looking
man, with pointed mustaches, a long nose
and prominent cheek-bones.

Fisk guessed at once that here was the
nephew of the grand duke they had hoped
to fight for—at a price.

Barcroft—he was all Barcroft now, in
spite of his ridiculous garb—stepped to the
side of the car, removed his disreputable
old hat, baring his shock of brown hair,
and bowed like a diplomat. Then he

said the pseudo clergyman,
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straightened up, and said very quietly—

“The Zirgana does not sail today,Madame
la Comtesse.”

The quick, angry flush that had spread
over the lovely face of the countess when
her taxi was halted, faded, leaving her
chalky white.

“Monsieur Barcroft!” came chokmgly
from her tightly drawn lips.

“The same,” said the owner of the name
pleasantly. “We meet in strange places,
is it not so, Madame la Comiesse?”’

Harry could almost feel the blaze of hot
fury in the little woman’s eyes as she turned
her face away.

“Is the British Government behind you
in this?” demanded the man with ‘the
pomted mustaches.

“It is, Your Grace,” was the reply.
indicating one of the men with
him, “is Inspector Galvin of Scotland Yard.
These other gentlemen are from the Foreign
Office. One of them will accompany you
back to your lodgmgs m the Borough, and
will convey to you—" pausing for a mo-
ment to let the significance of his words sink
in— “the information he has for your future
guidance and safety.”

He replaced his rusty old hat. At a wave
of his hand the taxicab driver backed,
turned and stopped. One of the Foreign
Office attachés stepped into the car and
took his seat beside the tall, weary-looking
Royalist. There was a slurring of wheels
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in the mud and they were gone.

Inspector Galvin walked over to the men
back of the jute bales.

“If you men keep your mouths shut about
“you will

this affair,” said the Inspector,
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hear nothing further from us. If there is
any talking we’ll know where it comes from
and take the necessary steps. That’s all.”

He strode away, and the little disconsolate
crowd moved off, Fisk and Carr bringing
up the rear. As they neared the gate the
two Americans heard their names called.
They stopped and turned to face Barcroft.

“Sorry to have queered your little game,”
said the detective when the others had gone
on, “but some one had to put muzzles on
you war dogs.. You won’t lose anything
though, and if you had got away from
London—well you’d never have seen land
again for the French Government has
issued orders to sink the Zirgana without
trace.”

He paused to grin in friendly fashion
at them.

“Thanks,” said Fisk,
didn’t get away then.”

“So am I,” nodded the detective. I
want to use you fellows later. Mind calling
to see me at my office—say tomorrow?”

He handed Fisk a card and was walking
briskly away through the morning mist
when Carr broke in.

“What are they going to do with that
Karolov?” he asked.

“Nothing,” said Barcroft. “He’s straight,
but the rest of that gang are so crooked
they can’t lie straight in bed. They’ll trick
Karolov first chance they get.”

“Not the countess,” exclaimed Fisk, on
whom the little woman’s eyes had made a
deep impression.

Yes, the countess,” said Barcroft. “She’s
the worst of the lot. She’s not working
for anybody except the countess.”

“we are glad she




IN HIS quick, jerky way, Scth

Orville did several things. « He

removed the hali-burned black

cigar from his mouth, dropped

into a chair with an astonished expression
on his wizened face, opened his lips as if
about to speak, and glared. He abruptly
lifted the glass by his elbow, where a soft-

footed Samoan servant had just placed it,
drained it and set it down with a bang. He
swore with feeling even as he glared.

“Well, I'll be * he said.

The other white man laughed easily, hid-

ing his nervousness. He was a very strange
young man, strange, that is, to be acting
in the nonchalant way he was in the presence
of Seth Orville, who was reputed to possess
more property, more islands and plantations
and ships than any other man in all the
Pacific. He was a power in the south, and
as such was usually treated with some awe
and a great deal of respect.

It was on the cool, broad veranda of
Orville’s Apia house, overlooking the tran-
quil harbor and the blue of the sea beyond.
Orville sat bolt upright in his chair, an
unusual position for him, while on the-table
l:dme which he sat the strange young man
b 1 precariously on one corner, his
whnc~cm ered seaman’s cap on his crossed
knees, and his hands clasped behind his
head. His mouth was widened in a half-
grin and his light-blue eyes twinkled with
good humor.
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“My name’s Jack Peterson,” he had
stated calmly.

It had been literally like bearding the
lion in his den for the young man to see
Orville. As a matter of fact, he had been
g to see the little millionaire for several

ays, but up to this moment he had never
succeeded. Orville was a busy man and
had little time to give interviews to total
strangers, many of whom came from miles
away to put some proposition to him or to
seek employment in his service. Tired of
attempting to get an interview, the young
man at the last had made his way to
Orville’s house veranda, despite the urgent
protests of the Samoan servants, and sat
himself to wait on the master’s return. The
servants had tried to evict the intruder.
They tried only once. He was there when

me.

Orville’s ﬁrst impulse, on finding the
tor waiting for him, was to have him
thrown out of the house and grounds. But
from his servants he learned that it would

be necessary to call reenforcements to ac-
complish the feat, and something besides
restrained him. He sat like one fasc nated

while the intruder stated himself forcibly
and neatly, describing why it was he wished
to see the millionaire. Tt was not the cheer-
ful, ready grin that restrained Orville from
action, not the plausible arguments, nor
yet the mellowness of the deep voice. It
was the magnificence of the body.
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Orville’s hobby was men. He had in his
employ the finest schooner-captains in all
the Pacific, the best planters and traders
in all the Islands, and it was his boast that
he picked by hand every man and modeled
him himself. And Jack Peterson, who so
impudently confronted the millionaire on
his own veranda, and so confidently poured
forth his story, was of a physique rarely
seen, and sufficient to attract at once the
attention of the little sun-dried, yellow-
skinned Seth Orville, who was, as usual,
slightly drunk.

Peterson was at least six feet three inches
in height, and his shoulders were so broad
that at a distance he looked considerably
shorter than he really was. It was not until
one got close to him that his real height
became apparent. Orville admired the
shoulders even as he grunted and snorted
and glared his indignation. He couldn’t
help it. Men were his hobby, much in same
way as other men make a hobby of horses
or dogs, and whenever he saw a particularly
good specimen he had to stop and admire.

Peterson’s eyes were rather wide apart,
his chin was firm and smooth-shaven, his
lips large and well-shaped and inclined to
curve with laughter very readily. Fair
golden hair, with a hint of a curl, crowned
the rather broad head, and caught and held
vagrant flashes of the sunlight that trickled
through the green rattan curtains shielding
the veranda from the road.

Orville sat silent, except for occasional
snorts and grunts, while the other spun a
wild-sounding yarn about a reputed pearl-
bed in the northwest, unexploited and
known to only two men—the speaker and
his partner. Orville was wanted to finance
an expedition to the island where the bed
was located, to develop it. Peterson was
enthusiastic and supremely confident, but
hardly a word of what he was saying did the
millionaire catch. He was busily engaged
staring at the magnificent shoulders con-
fronting him, outlined against the sun-shot
rattan curtains. Then, suddenly, with four
words, the millionaire shocked his visitor
to astonished silence.

“What do you weigh?”

The other stopped short in his flow, gaped,
forgot to grin, and then shut his mouth
with a snap. He frowned, thinking the
millionaire was making fun of him. It
seemed such an irrelevant question to ask in
the middle of a business discussion.

“Well!” snarled Orville.

Peterson caught his seaman’s cap off his
knee as he slid off the table and straightened
to his full height.

“If you intend to be insulling, sir,” he
said gloomily, “I’ll get out.”

“Bosh! Sit down! You were just begin-
ning to get interesting.”

Orville thumped on the table.

“How much do you weigh?”

The puzzled young man dropped heavily
on to the table corner again and stared.

“Two hundred and fifty,” he said
defiantly.

“Huh! Chest?”

“Forty-eight.”

“M’m, not bad.”

Orville’s own chest went below the
thirties, but he spoke as if it was not far
short of the other’s measurement.

“Experience and age?”

“But, sir, what about the pearls—-""

“Pearls don’t interest me so much as

you do.”

“Well ofall=—"

“Age! Age and experiencel —— the
earls!”

“Twenty-nine.”

Peterson’s voice was irritable now. He
had been warned that Orville was eccentric
when he had stated his intention of going to
him for financial backing. He realized that
his advisers had indeed spoken the truth.
He answered further questions sullenly but
satisfactorily. He had been born in Tromso,
Norway, and had moved to Amerita with
his family when very young. He could not
even speak Norwegian. His father had been
captain of one of the old New Bedford
whalers; his brother even now was captain
of a big Shipping Board vessel. He himself
had started going to sea when he was eleven.
For six years he had sailed before the mast.
He had worked ashore for a year in South
Africa, had wandered over Australia,
Canada and the States, worked at nearly
everything possible to mention, drifted back
to the sea and ships again and had recently
come adventuring to the Islands. He had
heard of the pearl-bed and the little known
island from a dying Kanaka he had be-
friended in Ponape. He owned no ship, but
held a master’s unlimited ticket, and several
coastwise tickets, America, Australia and
England. He had sailed everything from
full-riggers to Clyde tugboats and was game
to sail anything new that was invented.
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The story seemed to please Orville, who
forgot to call for any more drinks, but just
sat and rubbed his hands as if washing them,
and chuckled all the time.

He had found a man such as he loved
to find, a man after his own heart. A
veritable giant with the intelligence of a
fine seaman, the experience of an old adven-
turer. There were many ways in which
Orville could use such a man.

Impatiently the other brought the con-
versation back to pearls. He was thinking
of his partner waiting for him back in the
saloon, and wondering whether the out-
come of the interview with the millionaire
would result in enough money being raised
to buy at the least a good square meal and
a room for a night or two.

“Now about my proposition, sir—"

Orville snorted, ceased to chuckle,
pounded on the table and called for his
man-servant to produce more liquor. He
glared at the other.

“—— you, sir. You jam yourself into
my house, beat up my servants, force your-
self on my presence, and then expect me
to stake you to some wild harum-scarum
venture. Who the — are you, anyway?
How do I know you’re not lying?”

“That’s enough,” Peterson’s voice was
quiet and low. “I’ve stood about all I can
from you. I was wrong to come here at all,
perhaps, but it’s the only way to get the
ear of some of you big Island bugs. If
you were a huskier man I'd lick the stuffing
out of you for half what you’ve said to me,
you—you little shrimp!” =

“What! Insulted in my own house, on
my own veranda! Watch out, my man,
or— No, come back, you young fool. I
want to talk business with you.”

‘The other paused in his angry strides to-
ward the veranda steps and looked back, his
cap on the side of his head and his youthful
face pink with anger and indignation.
Orville chuckled at the storm he had
aroused, and noted with a pleased thrill the
great mu<cles swelling and rippling beneath
the soiled coat- sleeves of his discovery.

“Listen to me.”

Orville waved toward a chair drawn up
to the table.

“Sit down and make yourself comfortable.
Another glass, here, Hilo,” the latter to a
servant who noiselessly appeared with a
tray of koa-wood in his brown hands.

Peterson hesitated, looked irresolutely
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out on the sun-baked road, thought of his
partner waiting for him back in the saloon,
and then relented. He came slowly back
to the table, sullenly holding Orville’s eyes,
and removed his white-covered cap. He
sat down, and pulling half of a cigaret from
his pocket, lighted it and puffed at it
angrily.

“Just confine yourself to business,” he
said grimly.

Orville positively laughed, the first good
laugh he had had in years. It was so seldom
the situation was taken so completely out
of his hands, by a man too, he could plainly

who was in desperate circumstances,
probably hungry and sxck of searching for
capital to back his enterprise.

“Oh, I'Il talk business,” the millionaire
grunted finally.

He jammed his sun-hélmet lower over his
eyes, not having troubled to remove it,
and chewed rapidly on his cigar, his thin,
nervous fingers twisting his sandy wisp of
a mustache.

“Pearls are not interesting me at present,”
he began, and Peterson’s heart sank. “I
may look into your proposition later. But
I think I can use you now to do a little
business for me. The pay is good; you
know my men are the best paid in the
south. The work is —— easy when it is
easy, and —— hard when it 7s hard.”

Peterson’s voice was desperate. He flung
aside the mask of independence he had been
bravely wearing and which the shrewd eyes
of the millionaire had pierced. His face
went almost haggard. Pride and reserve
went to the winds.

“T suppose I'll have to give up the idea of
developing the pearl-bed,” he said at last.
“I might tell you what perhaps you’ve
already guessed. If my partner and I don’t
get to work soon it’s the beach or a job
before the mast for us.”

“Just so,” commented Orville dryly.
“But to get along. T have a man in charge
of a big plantation of mine near Hixon Bay.
He’s got two helpers, whites, and about one
hundred and fifty native laborers. I have
it on very good authority that one-third of
my copra is never loaded on to my schooners.
It'is certain that this planter and his helpers
have, to cut a long story short, been
systematically robbing me for some years.

Peterson grunted.

“Fire ’em!” he said.

“Just so, just so. Fire ’em!” Orville
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snorted and his voice rose with wrath.
“—— it, I've fired them every six months
for the last two years. I've sent relief
planters with helpers, and they’ve come
back to me in bandages. That —— man
just won’t be fired! Can’t say I blame him.
If he gets out of my employ no one else
here will give him a job. He’s a big man,
all of three hundred pounds, handy with his
fists, and shoots pretty straight. What’s
worse, he’s the best planter for handling
labor I ever had in those parts. I made a
mistake in employing him. We all make
mistakes sometimes. Bad habit though—
M’m. shame—TF've been going to
make a trip and fire him myself, but various
things have stopped me. I’d like to see
him send me home in bandages!”

Orville paused for a while and consumed
a drink with relish. He chuckled as he ran
his eyes again over the interested Peterson’s
mighty shoulders.

“Well, what’s this to do with me,” sug-
gested the object of his scrutiny.

Orville chuckled again as if he was in
touch with some huge joke.

“You're to relieve Hammond,” he said.

“«Uhp? -

“Hammond’s my planter’s name. Three
hundred pounds and handy" with his fists.
You go two-fifty. I'd give ten years of my
life to see the fight.”

Peterson rose deliberately from the table
and put on his cap. He stuck his thumbs
in his belt and glanced down at the little
millionaire.

“I’'m not out committing suicide,” he
stated calmly. “Good-by.”

He turned to go.

Orville grinned gleefully and shot out a
bony forefinger at the broad back.

“You’re broke, you’re hungry, and there’s
no work going on for seamen just now. My
offer means grub and decent clothes. If you
succeed in relieving Hammond I'll back you
for your pearl proposition. And if he sends
you home in bandages you’ll have had a few
weeks’ free board and lodging anyway.”

Peterson paused and frowned. What
Orville said was right. And there was just
the right hint of a challenge in the testy
voice. The young man swung round.

“And my partner?” he said.

Orville grunted and scratched his chin.

“Oh, I'll fix him up with a job of some
sort. What sort of a chap is he?”

‘“Nearly as tall as Tam. Thin as a lathe.
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Englishman. He comes of a good family
and his uncle’s got a title. I met him in
Vancouver when he was broke. I believe
he’s a remittance-man, but a good sort just
the same. No experience of the sea, but
would make a good boss of laborers, for he
once held a commission—army. Came with
me for a lark. That’s what he does every-
thing for—a lark. Queer idea some fellows
have.”

“H’'m. Tl have to see him. Send him
up here when you get down town. Better
still, the pair of you had better come up for
tiffin.  Quite informal. T’ll fix you both up
then. I think I'll give your partner a job
as trader in the Carolines. I need a man
there.”

Peterson’s spirits visibly rose. The fate
of his partner had worried him.

“Aye, aye, sir,” he said cheerfully, rising
and replacing his cap.

He touched the peak in a sort of half-
salute. Orville grinned happily and groped
in his pocket for a match to light his cigar.
Peterson handed him one to save him
trouble.

“Thanks.” The little millionaire looked
up. “By the way, you’d better start train-
ing. Three hundred pounds and handy
with his fists!”

“The bigger they are the harder Lh?r
fall,” commented Peterson darkly. “I uséd
to box myself once.”

He turned and walked away and the last
Orville saw of him was his broad shoulders
as he went round a turn in the road.

“Poor Hammond,” said the little million-
aire and chuckled to himself.

AMUSED and tolerant, Jack Peter-
son stood in the saloon beneath the
poop-deck of the schooner, Sea Bird,
while Orville fussed about him, feeling his
biceps, running thin nervous fingers over
his deep chest and narrow stomach, and
glancing lovingly from the great corded,
bronzed neck to the muscular thighs that
bulged  the spotless white duck pants
encasing them.

“Fine, fine,” muttered the little million-
aire ecstatically.

He stepped back after a while and tugged
at his wisp of mustache. Peterson laughed
and replaced his white jacket, straightening
the collar and smoothing down the sleeves.

“Finished?” he asked pleasantly.

Orville nodded and grunted.
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“You'll do. I imagine Hammond won’t
send you home.”

It was in the mid-afternoon, two hours
before the Sea Bird was due to sail for the
Bismarck Archipelago to call upon the
traders and planters in that savage group
who watched over the interests of Seth
Orville. In the saloon were five men, Orville
himself, John Davies, captain of the Sea Bird,
Bud Woods, his mate, Rodney Hyde, the
supercargo, and lastly, towering above and
dominating them, Peterson, who was to
relieve the unrelievable Hammond at Hixon
Bay, New Britain.
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Orville had insisted on the laughing
Scandinavian stripping to the waist that
he might admire his wonderful torso, poking
and prodding it as a child might a new toy.
The inspection over, Orville grew gruff
and testy again and gave his final in-
structions.

“Here are two letters, Peterson.”

He handed two addressed envelopes to the
giant confronting him.

“One of them is for Hammond giving
you authority to relieve him. The other is
for yourself, only to be opened in the event
of your deciding to remain at Hixon Bay.
Don’t open it otherwise. If you start to
come home in bandages you can pitch the
letter overboard. It contains your instruc-
tions. You won’t need them if Hammond
declines to be fired. Savvy? You, Captain
Davies, will call into my plantation at
Hixon Bay and there drop Mr. Peterson and
two other men who will be aboard later.
You will not wait for any cargo but will
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make your other calls first. Then you will
return to Hixon Bay for copra and bring
home with you either Hammond or this
man. The two of them will doubtless
arrange between themselves.”

The captain grinned behind his hand
here. He had taken out other relief men,
almost as husky as Peterson, and he knew
what had happened. But he said nothing.

“TI think that’s all for you.”

Peterson nodded and stepped back a pace
or two giving the floor to Hyde and Captain
Davies. Orville gave them a string of in-
structions for the forthcoming voyage and
then, after a drink with all present, he
turned to go up the companion to the poop-
deck and so to the quay.

“Well, good luck, boys,” he called as he
disappeared.

Then he was gone, and they could hear
him jog-trotting across the poop. Peterson
grunted.

“Queer bird,” he said. Captain Davies
laughed as he flung himself into a chair and
crossed his legs. He was a burly man of
medium height with a short black beard;
very much tanned and wrinkled about the
face and hands! “Queer’s right. But he’s
the best man to work for in the Pacific, and
he is a famous judge of men. He’ll either
break or make you.”

Peterson grunted again.

“Seems he’s intent on this Hammond
fellow breaking me,” he grumbled moodily.

Hyde and the mate laughed together.
They knew something that Peterson did not
know. He was a stranger to the Islands
and to Orville. Both Hyde and the mate
had been tested by the little millionaire
before they had been accepted as trusted
employees. Their own ordeal over they
took an interest in the ordeal others had to
face, unknowing they were facing it. The
two assistants for Peterson came aboard
about half an hour later, and the Sea Bird
sailed with the high tide and slack water.

THE trading-stationand plantation
store-sheds of Orville & Company

| were situated about half a mile up
the tortuous winding Langalanga which
empties into Hixon Bay, on a peninsula
of land formed by the river making a broad
hairpin bend. On the end of the peninsula
stood a considerable village of fairly peace-
able natives, the houses and store-sheds of
the three white planters standing some
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hundred yards or so'in the palms and taro
patches from the last native house.

The Sea Bird groped her way into the
river-mouth and anchored finally off the
pile-built wharf on the tip of the peninsula
from which the copra was loaded by means
of flat, square rafts towed out by a small
launch to the schooner.

Peterson and his two assistants were put
ashore early one morning and, not even
waiting to see the planters who hurried
down to the wharf to greet him, Captain
Davies immediately took his ship out to sea
again and went to make his other calls
along the coast and the neighboring
islands.

The first man Peterson saw on straight-
ening up from brushing some dirt off his
knees, for he had been forced to scramble
from the Sea Bird’s boat on to the wharf,
was Hammond. He knew the man even
before he introduced himself. He could be
none other than the “three-hundred-pounds-
and-handy-with-his-fists” of Orville, and
Peterson’s heart sank rapidly.

He was at least three inches shorter than
Hammond and the other looked con-
siderably more powerful. He was of a dif-
ferent type from what Peterson had ex-
pected. After hearing Orville’s ghastly tales
of Hammond’s brutality and fistic prowess,
he had expected to see a beetle-browed,
monstrously burly man with cauliflower
cars and a protuding jaw. But Hammond’s
proportions were wonderfully symmetrical
and his face was broad and good-humored.
He was dressed in whites of a good quality
drill and was bare-headed, exposing a thick
crop of curly brown hair. His eyes were
grayish in color, his lips thick but not
negroid-like, his teeth white and even, and
dimples cut the smooth cheeks on each side
of the firm mouth. He was a shock to
Peterson and for a moment the smaller man
could not speak.

Hammond grinned, a cheerful grin, that
totally gave the lie to Orville’s fantastic
tales, and held out his hand.

“My name’s Hammond,” he said. “May
T ask what the three of you gentlemen are
doing here?”

Peterson gulped and limply shook hands.
He felt suddenly very uncomfortable and
was conscious that he was perspiring freely.

“My name’s Peterson,” he stammered.

“These two are my assistants.”

He waved to the two men standing to-
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gether behind him and for some reason
grinning to themselves.

“Oh, yes,” Hammond nodded under-
,tandmgly and then introduced his own
two assistants who had come up in the
mean time. They too were grinning, and
they hailed the men with Peterson like old
acquaintances.

“I suppose you’ve come to relieve me?”
asked Hammond pleasantly.

Peterson nodded and rubbed his hands
together with some nervousness. Ham-
mond laughed and looked at him with pity.

“Poor little boy,” he bantered. “What
made Orvxlle send you to the chopping-
block?’

‘The other stiffened and felt suddenly very
cool and confident. He looked up at
Hammond.

“I can take care of myself,” he said
grimly.

“Mavbe” laughed the other, and then
turning abruptl) he led away from the
wharf toward the trading-houses and sheds,
waving aside the curious questioning natives
who were flocking around.

Peterson flung back his shoulders and
walked stiffly. A suspicion was growing in
his mind. He looked back and noticed
that the two men he had brought with him
were talking and laughing easily with Ham-
mond’s men. They had evidently met be-
fore. There was something very peculiar
2bout the whole thing, and it was certain
that Orville had not spoken the truth about
his difficulty in firing Hammond.

On the verandi of the long, low gal-
vanized-iron house wherein the three
planters lived, under the cooling shade of
some high, feathery-topped palms, the six
men had breakfast. Hammond sat smiling
at one end of a rough wooden table and
performed the honors, while Peterson sat
frowning at the other end getting angrier
and angrier at his failure to understand what
it was that was puzzling him. Had he
met with open hostility and a two-fisted
man-killer attacking him, he would have
known what to do. But he was being
treated as a joke.

When the breakfast things had been
cleared away and the six men sat in long
cane chairs and smoked cheroots, Peterson
determined to have the thing over with.
He reached into his inside pocket, and pull-
ing out the letter intended for Hammond
he jerked it into the planter’s lap.
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“Orville sent this,” he said curtly. “It’s
my authority to relieve you here.”

Hammond laughed and, picking up the
letter, he slit open the envelope. He looked
at the little slip it contained and then
laughed again.

“Of course you know I refuse to be
relieved?” he said pleasantly, looking up.

DPeterson nodded.

“T was told to expect as much—I might
tell you I've got no ambition to become a
planter, but Orville’s promised to back me
on a certain venture as soon as I see you
safely on your way back to Samoa.”

The four other men started to laugh at
this, and Peterson jumped from his chair.
A wave of anger swept him and he swore!
“What’s the game?” he demanded. “Any-
thing funny? If any of you are looking for
trouble you don’t have to look far.”

Hammond, still laughing, rose from his
chair and put Orville’s letter in his pocket.
He crossed the veranda with easy strides
until he stood and towered above Peterson,
completely dwarfing even that young giant.

“I think you’ll have all your time oc-
cupied in finding trouble for me, sonny.
Care to start now?”

The infuriated and goaded Peterson’s an-
swer was a blow flush on the other’s mouth.
It was not a heavy blow, but enough to hurt.
Hammond staggered slightly, wiped a cut
lip, and swore.

“Come off the veranda,” he said.

Peterson leaped the low rail and landed
lightly on the pounded earth before the
house. He stripped off his coat and rolled
up his shirt-sleeves. Hammond came down
by way of the steps and merely buttoned
his coat across his chest. The other four
men yelped with eagerness and crowded
to the rail to watch.

Hammond advanced with quick lithe
steps, his curly hair lifting and stirring in
the light wind, his hands by his side. Peter-
son waited for him, pale but determined,
his hands across his chest, elbows covering
his stomach, his fists clenched. He was
deadly cool now the moment had come,
and he was confident, knowing his own
strength and prowess, that he could defeat
the other. But it would be a hard battle,
he was sure of that. As it turned out there
was no battle at all. When about six feet
from Peterson, Hammond suddenly stopped.
His smile vanished, and his gray eyes
brightened. Peterson never knew how it
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happened, but he suddenly found himself
stretched on the ground, one man holding
up his head, and another holding a cup of
water to his lips.

“Here, drink this,” he heard a voice say.
His jaw was numb.

Hammond had sprung, so quickly that
Peterson was caught unawares. One blow,
with the terrific force of three hundred
pounds behind it, had sufficed. The Nor-
wegian had been knocked twenty feet be-
fore he hit the ground, unconscious even as
he fell.

He was some few minutes gathering his
wits. Then he flushed crimson, struggled
to his feet, and looked around for Hammond.
The planter was smoking a cheroot on the
veranda steps and smilingly watching his
foe. Peterson staggered up to him and faced
him, swaying slightly.

“Give me a week to get into training after
being cooped up on that boat, and T'll
wipe you off the map,” he gritted savagely.

Hammond laughed.

“You have till the Sea Bird returns to
accomplish the feat, sonny,” he said.

With an oath Peterson stumbled away,
his head ringing. He could hear the four
planter’s assistants laughing behind him
He swore again, bitterly. It was the first
time in his life he had been knocked out,
and the knowledge galled him. One
thing he grudgingly admitted, Hammond
was a gentleman. He had not kicked a
prostrate man. It was the custom when

rough men fought to kick the beaten one’s
features to pulp. But Hammond fought
clean.

@d EXACTLY a week later,in the cool
ey, of the morning, the two men faced

“" each other again. Peterson had
lived hardily during the time, taking long
runs along the beaches, hunting through
the groves, sparring in his room in the house.
He had lost his malice toward Hammond
and had learned to laugh with him. He had
come to like the man even. There was
nothing vicious or arrogant about him. His
victory did not change his attitude toward
Peterson. He seemed to take it for granted
that there would be another fight at the
appointed time. He had realized that to
Peterson defeat meant the abandonment
of his hopes for Orville’s financial support.
He would remind the Norwegian that he,
Hammond, had never been relieved yet,
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though many men had tried, and laughingly
suggest that perhaps he, Peterson, would
be the lucky man; and Peterson would
laugh in return and wonder secretly what
game Orville was up to.

So it was that there was no anger in the
second fight. Both men took it in a busi-
ness spirit, as a matter of business. One to
Lkeep a job, the other to gain one and more.
Peterson was grinning as good-humoredly
as the planter, who had done his foe the
honor to strip to the waist this time. One
of the assistants kept rounds.

On the look-out for Hammond’s lightning
spring, Peterson this time evaded it, and
side-stepping hit the planter in the left ribs
with a blow that could be plainly heard.
It shook Hammond more than he cared to
admit. Tt almost winded him. He realized
that his man was not so easy as the others
had been, as he had seemed at first. Like
Orville, Hammond took note now of the
mighty shoulders and muscled torso and
he began to wonder. There had been
strength behind that blow in the ribs, such
strength as is seldom met with. The planter
sparred cautiously as he got back his breath.
He tried no more lightning springs. They
left his guard open too wide.

In the second round the two came to-
gether in a general give-and-take. It was
like a scene, perhaps, from the old viking
days, to view such men striving for mastery,
the curly head of the one giant bobbing
about and above the blond head of the
other. Hammond’s weight aided him great-
ly. Every blow he got home sent the other
staggering. But it was plain, soon after the
round began, that Peterson was immensely
the stronger man.

He lifted the planter off his feet once with
a terrific uppercut, and sent him crashing
against the trunk of a palm, to come back
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ceived. Science was thrown to the winds.
It was a slogging match. Knuckles were
split and skinned, bruised. Breathing grew
to be a torture and was audible for several
vards. The natives came running from the
village as the word crept around that the
white men were fighting. A wide awe-
stricken circle quickly formed.

Peterson felt his knees quivering under
him. He knew he had almost shot his bolt.
He hit and swung now automatically.
Never before had he fought such an oppo-
nent. There was probably not another like
him in all the Pacific. And the same distress
and realizations were Hammond’s, though
the heavier man was in an even worse con-
dition and he was beginning to worry. The
end came with dramatic suddenness. Ham-
mond overreached himself in a wild hook to
Peterson’s jaw. The Norwegian swayed
back a little, set his teeth and cleared the
mists of weakness from his eyes, and struck
with his full mighty strength, the whole
weight of his body behind the blow.

Strictly speaking it was not a knockout
blow at all. But really any blow is a knock-
out if it produces the results desired. The
Norwegian’s clenched fist took Hammond
just below the heart, and the crack of
splintering ribs was plainly heard above the
hard breathing. The giant planter flew
back as if shot from a catapult, his mouth
gaping for air, his eyes upturned in their
sockets, his fists thrashing space. He
tripped over a fallen log and twisted side-
wise as he fell, grounding at last with a jar
that shook the very earth. He twitched
a while and then lay still.

No one moved for a long time. Every
eye was on Hammond. Then Peterson
sighed vastly and lowered his shaking arms.
He dropped his head and slowly sagged at
the knees. Very quietly he collapsed and

with a fierce rebound and just miss 3

in the Norwegian’s nose with a mighty
swing. It was truly a battle of giants. By
the end of the round both were bleeding
and breathing hard, and the stripped, fair-
skinned torsos were red and crimson with
blows. The four watchers were gripped
with awe, for they knew that they could
fight nothing like this.

The third round, after a minute rest, a
minute which both fighters sorely needed,
was terrific. The thud of blows was sicken-
ingly monotonous, and both men were fail-
ing under the fearful pounding each re-

faded to

The four planter’s assistants rushed for-
ward and picked the two men up, their eyes
shining and their faces flushed. Many a
time in after years they licked their lips
when they thought of that morning on the
banks of the Langalanga River. They had
seen such a fight as they would never see
again. It was a thing to be remembered
and talked about, a thing to be recalled
with awe.

And the fame of it would go over the
Pacific and beyond. Wherever men talked
copra and pearls and cannibals and ships,
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they would also talk of the meeting of the
giants, and of the relieving of Hammond by
Peterson, the greenhorn and the stranger.

For twenty-four hours the planter lay
unconscious. Three of his ribs were broken,
and something fearful had happened to his
throat. He seemed unable to swallow, and
blood trickled almost continually from be-
tween his lips. Peterson came to after an
hour or so and with the help of two of the
planter’s assistants bathed in the sea, after
which he felt a little better, though still
unable to stand alone. He lay down and
slept painfully and recovered some of the
strength he felt had been drawn from him.
He almost wept when he learned how Ham-
mond was. He had come to like the planter
so. But it had been one man or the other,
and the best man had won. And he knew
that Hammond himself would be the first
to grin and hold out his hand. It was a
pleasure to fight such a man, but not a
pleasure to cripple him. And so Peterson
grieved and cursed Seth Orville who had
sent him to Hixon Bay and cursed the pearl-
bed that had sent him to Orville. Then he
slept again and forgot for a while, and the
four other white men walked about with
shining eyes still and spoke in excited
whispers.  No work was done on the planta-
tions that day.

THREE weeks later the Sea Bird
crept up thelL 1 and dropped
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tain, who laughed in his beard and rubbea
the tears from his eyes as he listened.

“I’ll have a bone to pick with Orville,”
groaned Hammond as he ran a swollen
hand over a bruised and swollen jaw. “He
certainly sent me a Tatar this time.”

“I think I'll have something to say to
him myself,” grumbled Peterson, moving
painfully over a bit in his chair. The action
made him gasp a little

“Well, who won?” demanded the laughing
captain hnally

Hammond grimaced and jerked a thumb
at his fellow sufferer.

“Clean knockout in the third round.”

“Aw, I passed out about thirty seconds
afterwards,” Peterson protested vehemently.

The big planter retorted with a grunt—

“Aye, but you never had three broken
ribs and a paralyzed head.”

“H’m, then I suppose yowll be coming
back with me, Hammond?” said the cap-
tain, winking for all the world to see.

The planter shook his head while Peterson
fished a crumpled letter from his pocket and
passed it over to the grinning captain with-
out a word. It was the letter he had been
told to open only in the event of his beating
Hammond.

The captain fished the folded paper out
and spread it on his knees.

If you follow my instructions perfectly you will
be reading this as chief planter for my Hizon Bay

her anchor off the pile-built wharf.
Captain Davies, searching the shore with
his glasses, looked in vain for Hammond
and the Norwegian. He saw the four
planter’s assistants standing together chat-
tering and waving on the wharf, but of the
two giants there was no sign at all. Sup-
pressing his curiosity as best he could, Cap-
tain Davies went ashore and exchanged
greetings with the four assistants. They
bubbled over as they clustered round him.
They were still full of the fight. It was a
relief to be able to dilate on it to some com-
plete outsider. They all tried to tell of it
at once, until the captain laughingly waved
them aside and set up toward the house
to see for himself what had happened.

Two grinning, stiff and bruised giants
rose from long cane chairs on the veranda
to greet him. They had barely shaken
hands before they apologized and sank back
again with a groan. Then they explained
together and separately to the curious cap-

T am presuming then you have re-
Beved Hammond. - Congratulations, Vour instruc-
tions are to leave Hammond in charge and return
to Apia on the Sea Bird. He will give you a note
for me. Take care of it. It contains your future.—
ORvILLE.

The captain grinned and handed the
letter back.

“I could have told you almost word for
word what was in it,” he said. “You are
the first man, though, to ever be able to
conscxentlously open Orville’s envelop and
read what he said.”

Peterson grunted as he replaced the letter
in his pocket.

“Seems I’ve been the sucker all along,”
he said moodily.

Hammond laughed and held out the letter
Orville had sent him. He had not shown it
to Peterson before. The Norwegian opened
it curiously.

Dear Hammond, want your opinion of the
bearer. Am sending two assistants to relieve your
two men and Boyd will come on the next boat to
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relieve you for your two months’ vacation. Luck.—
ORVILLE.

“It’s an old game of Orville’s to put men
-through what he calls a ‘third degree’ to
test them out,” explained Hammond cheer-
fully. “He sometimes sends them to sea
with a hard-case skipper, sometimes to an
out-of-the-way plantation to run it by them-
selves, sometimes to me to weigh them up.
All he wants to know is how his man reacts
under adverse conditions. Four men have
been sent here before you. They were all
clean-cut, game fellows. They came, be-
lieving I was a blackguard, to relieve me.
They all failed, but I reported favorably
to Orville about them and they are holding
down responsible positions now. The worst
and best of a man comes out in a hard fight,
especially in a losing fight. One man who
came here was a lean, husky fellow who put
up a good scrap before I finished him. I
found out afterward he was fighting with
only one lung and a dilated heart. The boss
didn’t know it though or he wouldn’t have
sent him. He made an awful fuss of him
when he did hear.”

Peterson grunted his opinion of Orville’s
methods and then chuckled. Captain
Davies slapped his knees with the palms
of his hands, rose to his feet and laughed.

“Well,” he said, “if you’ll see about get-
ting your copra aboard I'd like to sail
tomorrow morning.”

IN THE Islands the unexpected
and the unforeseen is always hap-
pening. That is why those who live
longest in the south are those who can face
the everyday with ready wits and quick
decisions. The others die young. The un-
expected and the unforeseen occurred that
night on the copra plantations of Seth
Orville at Hixon Bay, New Britain, in the
Bismarck Archipelago.

The whole thing really started some
months before, when a wandering devil-
devil doctor from somewhere in the hinter-
land, drifted toward the coast, muttering
of g*cat things the spirits had told him, of
mlghtv days of feasting and war that were
coming, of women-stealing and the hunting
of hcads. Hammond, finding the straying
doctor living among his laborers, and being
magnificently careless and proud of his own
power and strength, had ordered him off and
finally kicked him off the place and bade
him return to his own people.
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Now no self-respecting devil-devil doctor
could do anything else after that but take
some sort of revenge. And this particular
ugly-visaged savage’s revenge took the form
of preaching sedition amongst the coast
savages. It needed little to stir the cannibal
natives. For long years they had looked
with covetous eyes on the riches in the store-
houses of Orville, and the present generation
had forgotten their fathers’ tales of the
days when the little fair-haired man, Orville
himself in his youth, had landed on the then
unexplored coast and founded a trading-
station, incidentally licking the coast tribes
in a pitched battle on the beach with the
aid of his white mate, four Samoan seamen
and a couple of cases of dynamite.

The lesson had served to keep the peace
for years. It had never been forgotten by
the older people, and they had found that
their treatment from the white men was
very fair.

But the younger and hotter-headed peo-
ple had no such memories. They were ripe
for war and heads, burning to equal the
deeds of their head-hunling fathers.

So it was that, as a culmination of the
devil-devil doctor’s labors, the night Ham-
mond sat painfully on the pile-built wharf
and directed the loading of sacked copra
by the light of several hurricane-lamps in
the breathless dark, a shrill cry came out
of the groves toward the base of the penin-
sula and a dull throbbing of drums came
from the village immediately behind the
wharf. At the same time, with a few gut-
tural cries, the native laborers working on
the copra dropped their loads and vanished
into the darkness, leaving the six white men
on the wharf to gape at one another with
startled surprize.

‘Hammond had never, during all his years
as Orville’s planter at Hixon Bay, had any
serious trouble with the natives, and for a
moment he was puzzled. But he had long
lived in the Islands. Peterson, who sat on
a sack of copra by him, was equally puzzled,
for he was a green hand, but all four of the
assistants had worked through the Bis-
marcks before. They faced the wall of night
beyond the dim lantern glow and paled
under their tan.

“My God!” Hammond cried. “That’s
the war drums!”

There came a mutter of agreement from
the assistants. Then Hammond came to
life. He forgot his healing ribs and his
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battered body. He sprang to his feet and
started toward the trading-house and the
store-sheds. Peterson was at his heels.
The assistants, carrying the hurricane-
lamps, followed. From the Sea Bird,
anchored in the stream, Captain Davies
hailed in a loud voice.

“What’s wrong, ashore?”

Hammond looked back over his shoulder.

“Trouble,” he yelled, and then he was
gone, running through the outskirts of the
village.

The place swarmed with natives. No
women were visible—a bad sign. Drums
throbbed from every hut door it seemed.
Torches flamed and flared blood-red. Little
fires started near the broad, flat cooking-
stones.

One of the assistants toppled forward
suddenly with a scream, the lamp he carried
dashing to the ground and going out amid
a splintering of glass. Hammond stopped,
bumped into Peterson and peered back. A
stone whizzed by his head and a dull mur-
mur of voices came from the shadows. The
white men seemed surrounded.

“He’s dead!” yelled one assistant, bending
over the fallen man. “Spear between the
shoulder blades.”

With an oath Hammond spun around
and continued toward the house.

Because there never had been any serious
trouble in the past, Hammond had been
lulled into believing that there never would
be any trouble, and for some years now he
had not carried revolvers except when he
went hunting. The other white men were
unarmed too, and the weapons they needed
were in the racks in the big room in the front
of the trading-house.

Without doubt they were surrounded. A
native stepped in front of Hammond with
a yell. The big planter stopped and let
drive with his fist. He flattened the native’s
face and the man dropped with a sob. Ham-
mond stumbled and fell over the body, pain
racking his chest and tearing at his throat.
He had forgotten his injuries. The other
men crowded round. A flung club knocked
out one lamp from the hands of an assistant.
A stone shattered another. Spears flew
thick. There was no light under the palms
but the stars and the distant flicker of the
torches and fires. The shrill voice of the
devil-devil doctor could be heard above the
clamor.

‘They were on the outskirts of the village
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yet and it was very apparent they could
never reach the house and arm. For a
moment there was some indecision. An-
other assistant went down, heavy with
spears. The man had started off again
toward the house and had met the full force
of a dozen casts. Nearly all the other white
men were wounded. Peterson raised his
voice.

“Get back to the ship,” he bellowed.
“All right, I'll bring Hammond.”

The remaining two men pelted back,
brushing through natives, swinging hastily
snatched up clubs. The darkness aided as
well as hindered. The savage blood-yelps
echoed without end. The cooking-fires
Drightened, and a dull glow came from the
direction of the house where the store-
sheds were being looted by the light of the
burning wooden veranda outside the
galvanized-iron walls.

Tt took Peterson all his strength to lift
the unconscious Hammond and fling the
planter’s vast bulk over his own shoulder.
Desperation lent him additional strength.
He staggered at last toward the wharf,
practically unmolested. The natives were
eddying about the two assistants who knew
now that they could not reach their objec-
tive, and were fighting grimly and in silence.
They went down at last in the gloom, and
the white shimmer of their torn ducks was
lost to view under the cloud of brown bodies
that closed over them.

A native leaped on Peterson’s back and
lifted a knife. The Norwegian staggered
under the impact and then kicked back
viciously. The native dropped off with a
yell that attracted others of his compatriots.
Peterson won to the place where the as-
sistants had died and the natives flocked
round him eagerly, while others carried the
two white-and-red clothed bodies to the
cooking-fires.

Peterson swore fitfully and suddenly let
Hammond slide from his shoulder to the
ground. A native rushed in swinging a war-
club, the whites of his eyes glistening in a-
vagrant shaft of starlight. Peterson caught
the descending wrist and the snap of the
breaking bones sounded above the noise
of the inclosing circle. The man screamed,
but before the scream died he was swinging
round himself, a club in the hands of the
giant white man.

Peterson grinned savagely in the murk.
He no longer felt stiff and battered and sore.
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He almost laughed. There would be no
more of Seth Orville for him, nor would he
ever see his pearl-bed developed. And Ham-
mond—Hammond was at his feet uncon-
scious, perhaps dead. The finest man he had
ever known, not excepting his own partner,
unable to fight for his life. The circle closed.
Peterson could feel the muscles of his legs
beginning to ache with continued effort.
His arms ached too. He gritted his teeth
and laughed exultantly. He would show
that he could die. The human club he
swung was long since silent. A circle of
stunned and shattered men lay on the
ground. But there were plenty to take
their places.

There was a sudden fusilade of shots. A
few shouts. Then a deep voice bellowed

“Hammond!” -

More shots followed. For a moment the
circle of natives opened to allow the ir-
resistible passage of some white- clothed
forms.

“Here!” screamed the exhausted Peterson.
Captain Davies reached his side in a few
seconds, firing wildly into the murk with
an automatic. The supercargo, Hyde, and
the mate followed.

. Peterson dropped his limp club and wiped
the sweat from his forehead. The circle of
natives ebbed back snarling and took refuge
in the trees. Spears began to snicker
through the night again. Stones whizzed
by. For the first time the Norwegian got
angry.

“You scum!” he bellowed, shaking his

fist at no one in particular. He snorted as

a stone thudded into his ribs. With a heave
he had Hammond on his shoulder again and
started for the wharf.

It was a wild ten minutes that followed.
It was mostly a succession of stumbles and
oaths for the angry Norwegian. For the
others it was a succession of thrusting fresh
clips into hot automatics. And Hyde, the
young supercargo, was the only one to
reach the wharf behind Peterson and his
burden. The other had been lost under the
spears and in the starlight. There had been
no time to see.

Peterson dropped into the rocking launch
without removing Hammond from his shoul-
der, and Hyde leaped swiftly after him into
the nearly swamped craft. The engine was
still running as Captain Davies had left it
on his sudden landing, and with one mighty
push against the weed-grown piles Peterson

sent the launch shooting into the muddy
river.

He threw in the gear and made for the
ship, outlined against the night sky and
with a hurricane-lamp burning in her fore
rigging. He remembered with a feeling of
thankfulness that the eight men of the
Kanaka crew were from Samoa, and there-
fore as much interested in keeping out of
the maw of the New Britainers as were the
white men themselves. From the wharf
came an angry yelling.

Tiny, the huge Samoan carpenter of the
Sea Bird, a cool-headed old warrior, to be
depended on in an emergency, leaned from
the tafirail midships and grabbed the limp
Hammond with one huge hand by the slack
of his pants. Peterson heaved up mightily
and the giant planter was aboard. Swiftly
then the Norwegian himself followed, turn-
ing to lend a hand to young Hyde. The
launch engine purred on alongside, and Tiny
questioned Hyde whether he should cut the
painter and let the craft go.

“No, Tiny. You jump in and run her
for'ard. We’ll get the ship out of this. Get
the anchor up and pass a line down to the
Jaunch.”

“——1” Peterson straightened up wrath-
fully from the main hatch where he had
been bending over Hammond and chafing
his wrists. “What’s the matter with you,

de?”

“What do you mean?” retorted the super-
cargo, nettled at the other’s tone. “‘Captain
Davies is dead, so is the mate, and that
leaves me in charge of the Sea-Bird. 1
propose to get out of this. There’ll be a
canoe attack at dawn, if not before.”

Peterson snorted.

“Do you think I'm letting a gang of half-
baked blacks drive me away from any place
1 want to go?  There’s Hammond here, too.
D’you think he’d give it up so easy? I'm
staying until I see him running his planta-
tions again.”

“It’s all right to talk,” returned Hyde,
irritated. “I’'m as game as the next man,
but I've got to think of the ship.”

“Hubh, got a girl waiting in Apia?”

& you, Peterson, do you think I'm
afraid?”

“Not afraid. Just alitte nervous, eh?”

“Tiny!” The supercargo’s voice was
tense with passion. “Leave the launch for
aminute. Get on deck the guns in the arm-
racks below. Arm all hands. Send two
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men down the forepeak for a couple of cases
of dynamite. Jump now!”

Peterson laughed grimly.

“Good man. We’ll wait till dawn our-
selves. T'd like to save the others from
getting eaten, but I guess it’s too late, and
anyway we’re at a disadvantage in the

ark.”

Wrathfully Hyde turned away to make
preparations, while the Norwegian lifted
the reviving Hammond and carried him to
the captain’s room below the poop-deck,
where he made him comfortable and
bandaged his hurts, and left a seaman to
watch him.

Ashore the drums throbbed monotonously
and with increasing ardor, while the singing
and shouting swelled and died and swelled
again. The cooking fires were roaring
furnaces that paled the light of the rising
moon. A breeze sprang up after a while
and brought the full force of the clamor,
and a horribly suggestive smell, down to
the rigid, silent group, two white men and
seven brown, waiting on the poop of the
Sea Bird with the now silent launch rocking
on the water below them.

With the waning of the moon into the
sea, and the first silver of the new dawn, the
expected canoe attack arrived. The savages
had not forgotten the white men who had
escaped them, and the devil-devil doctor
had reminded them that all the wealth of
the store-sheds which they had sacked that
night came originally from out of the bellies
of ships. Therefore in the Sea Bird there
must be much more such wealth. The devil-
devil doctor did not think to remind the
warriors of the dynamite of the young
Orville who had defeated their fathers in
the distant past.

Scouts had lurked along the banks to see
if the schooner put to sea as it was expected
she would, and when no move was made it
was concluded that either the white men
were too much hurt to give orders, or else
they intended waiting till the morrow to see
what could be done. Preparations went for-
ward immediately for the attack—those told
off for the duty abstaining rigidly from the
feasting and the deep drinking.

Peterson, his pockets stuffed with dyna-
mite sticks, short-fused for quick firing,
two revolvers strapped about his waist, saw
the first canoe slide from a muddy creek as
he peered shoreward from the mizzen
shrouds. Next minute the mist-wreathed

river was alive with canoes, darting and
curving, their paddles churning up the
water, the dawn made hideous with the yells
of their occupants.

The Samoan seamen, fair shots all, com-
menced to fire at once. A few paddlers col-
lapsed. One man rose to his feet, stiffened,
and then went overboard, upsetting his
canoe. The water was dotted with bobbing
heads. But it was Peterson who did the
most damage.

He was smoking a huge, fat cigar, and he
kept the end in a live glow. The touch of a
fuse to the cigar and the spluttering trail of
sparks would tell the fuse had caught. After
flinging the third stick, the Norwegian was
able to time his explosions better. The
hoarse, splitting boom as the sticks exploded
among the canoes shook the morning air.
The drums in the village died away, the
yelling died away. The feasters flocked to
the water’s edge to see the white men wiped
from the face of the waters.

But the white men were not being wiped.
They were wiping. In ten minutes half of
the canoes were sinking, and the rest were
headed back for the shore. Nor was that
all. Behind them raged the fire-boat, the
swift little launch with seven brown devils
and two white devils in it, one white devil
still flinging the burning slender sticks that,
did such fearful execution.

Every moment the sky grew lighter and
the white men were better able to see.
When the launch rasped alongside the wharf
it had left in such haste the night before,
there was not a native to be seen, except
for the countless number swimming in the
river. Every man had disappeared, run-
ning back to the village where the devil-
devil doctor cursed them and endeavored to
stiffen their quaking backs.

Like ‘a fiend the raging Norwegian
stormed through the groves, and like a
cyclone he struck the village. The natives
were gathered in a drunken mouthing mob
about the devil-devil doctor and chanting
themselves into a frenzy. The cooking-
fires were dim and almost out. Clean
picked bones told of the feast that was
past.

Peterson’s first stick blew the devil-devil
doctor and some four of his converts into
the heaven he had always talked about, and
the mob, ceasing to chant, affrightedly broke
and fled. Things that seemed right and
proper in the night were terrifying and
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fearful in the cold light of the dawn. The
natives remembered the giant cruiser of the
white men that appeared occasionally to see
that all was peaceful, the cruiser that had
blown villages and whole forests to pieces
only a short distance up the coast in the
not-so-very-long-ago. They remembered
the law, that to kill a white man was death.
Not at once perhaps, not for years perhaps,
but death in the long, long run.

And coupled with the fears that rose as
the drink died within savage brains, this
walking inferno of explosions and sudden
death, this blond-haired, bloody, gritting-
teethed giant who roared and bellowed and
laughed and sang and swore, came with
many others and dealt death mercilessly
and without end.

Panic-stricken the natives fled in all
directions. There was now no devil-devil
doctor to urge them on. No man wished to
be called leader now. The village was fired
and went up in flames. The groves were
dotted with dead men and the morning was
terrible with screams. For years afterward,
when the memories of that night were for-
gotten, men spoke of that morning in
fearful whispers.

The sun was well up when Peterson
stopped in his tracks and leaning against
a palm-trunk wiped his streaming brow with
a trembling hand. His pockets were empty
of dynamite, his revolvers and belts empty
of shells. He felt weak and sick and was
glad that the fight was over.

The three Samoan seaman with him
dropped on to the coarse grass and breathed
heavily and laid aside their rifles to cool.
All four men boasted scratches and super-
ficial wounds gained from fear-flung spears
or stones. But all four were still capable
of fighting a bit more.

From the trees on the right, behind the
galvanised-iron house of the planters, now
fire-blacked and gutted, Hyde appeared
leading his four exhausted men. He came
to where Peterson leaned, and squatted
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the supercargo, his usual good nature
returning.

“About the end’s right,” he said. “Poor
Hammond'll have a job to get things into
shape again. Well, Hyde, we’ve seen quite
a bit of life since the old Sea Bird left pia.”

“We have that,” the supercargo agreed
with a reflective grin.

He twisted round so that he could let his
gaze rest on the ruined store-sheds and the
gutted iron house. He grimaced.

“This will cost Orville something.”

“It’s cost him good white men,” grunted
the other. Then after. a while. “Say,
think I’ll stay here with Hammond and
straighten things out. Do you think you
can run the Sea Bird home with about four
hands, and report to Orville?”

Hyde grinned and an old memory came
back to him.

“I think I can. I ran a big schooner
single-handed once from Ysabel to Samoa.”

“Good man. Well, you can explain te
Orville what happened and make a report
to the authorities. Tell him to send some
assistants for Hammond. T’ll just stay till
they come, and tell Orville also, by the way,
that both Hammond and myself have a
bone to pick with him.”

“Wouldn’t it be best to take Hammond
to Apia?”

“Don’t think so. He’s nét badly hurt—
be on his feet, I should judge, before to-
night. And anyway I don’t thins 2 schooner
at sea is any place for a sick man.”

“As you choose,” Hyde shrugged.

He scrambled to his feet and hitched up
his belt, looking arrogantly round. There
was not a live native in sight.

“Well, lets get back to the ship and get
the rest of lhat copra aboard. T’ll sail as
soon as T can.”

I HIS quick, jerky way, Seth
Orville did several things. He re-
moved the half-burned black cigar
from his mouth dropped into a chair with
on his wizened

down with a sigh, while the four
made themselves comfortable on the sand
beside the other three.

“Guess that about sees the end,” com-
mented Hyde, gently massaging a huge
bruise on his wrist.

Peterson grunted, stared away through
the trees at the carrion birds gathering in
the sky, and then laughed. He relaxed
completely and dropped to the sand beside

face opened his lips as though about to
speak and glared. He abruptly lifted the
glass by his elbow, where a soft-footed
Samoan servant had just placed it, drained
it, and set it down with a bang. He swore
with feeling, even as he g].ared

“Well, I'll be —!” he sai

Podney Hyde chuckled, pu]led the crease
of his white duck pants straighter at the
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knees, and crossed his legs more com-
fortably.

“And then this yellow-haired chick of
yours gets mad and lands with all hands
and cleans out the peninsula. Dynamite
and bullets. Smartest thing and  biggest
chance I ever saw,” he concluded.

Orville tugged at his wisp of mustache
and snorted.

“He did, did he? Like his cheek to
take the command out of your hands! Dis-
graceful— Give these wharf bums an inch
and they take a mile— H’m—well, well.
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And so poor Hammond got the beating of
his life? Too bad, too bad—
staying there till things are straight and
Hammond’s on his feet, eh? Good man—
You'll sail in the morning, Hyde, with a new
skipper and mate. Take two assistants with
you, and Boyd’ll go along to relieve Ham-
mond. He deserves a rest. Bring that
——squarehead back with you. I want to
use him elsewhere. Well, Ill be —. I
knew something was going to happen just
as soon as I set eyes on that pair of shoul-
ders. Hilo! The glasses are empty!”

BIG NUGGETS AND SOME OF THEIR FINDERS

by John L.

HE largest gold nugget ever
found came from Chili, weighed
more than four hundred pounds,
troy, and was worth nearly one

hundred thousand dollars. The second
largest, ‘weighing two hundred and twenty-
four pounds, was mined in Ballarat, Aus-
tralia, in 1859. The third largest was
picked up at Carson Hill, Calaveras County,
California, in 1854. It was a lump about
fifteen inches long, six wide, and four
thick, weighed one hundred and ninety-
five pounds, troy, and brought more than
forty-three thousand dollars.

French Ravine, Sierra County, California,
was a perfect nest of big nuggets. A five-
thousand-dollar one was found there in
1850, an eight-thousand-dollar one in 1851,
and a ten-thousand-dollar one in 1855—
thus proving that in mining lightning
sometimes does strike more than once in
the same place.

On a number of occasions nuggets were
found in California by men who were not
looking for them. A man sitting on a
boulder at Pilot Hill, E1 Dorado County,
was idly chipping it with a small hammer,~
when his eye caught the glint of gold. That
boulder yielded eight thousand dollars.

A Sonora man, taking an early stroll
one Sunday morning in 1851, accidentally
stubbed his toe with great violence against
a large stone. In his wrath and pain, he
was apostrophizing the stone in language
not at all appropriate to the Sabbath
when he noticed on the spot bruised by the
impact of his boot the familiar and ever
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welcome gleam of yellow. His flow of
profanity came to an abrupt stop. He
picked up the stone and carried it home
affectionately in his arms. It brought him
several thousand dollars.

Another Sonora man, driving a mule-
cart along the principal street of the town
one morning after a rain storm, had the
good fortune to observe a golden streak
left by the passage of the wheel through
the mud. Stooping, he found a solid gold
nugget weighing about thirty-five pounds.
Thousands had passed over the same spot,
but the luck was with him.

The first nugget found by Marshall, the
discoverer of gold in California, was worth
but fifty cents, and the second brought five
dollars. The first big nugget was found
shortly afterward by a soldier of Steven-
son’s regiment in a little stream, as he was
leaning over to take a drink. It weighed
between twenty and twenty-five pounds.
A nugget of about the same size was found
by a Frenchman near Columbia, who
became insane as a result of the excitement
into which he was thrown by his seeming
good fortune.

much more valuable nugget was
found by four miners, who were so wary
that in bringing it to San Francisco, where
it was placed on exhibition, one of them
was always on guard, night and day. It
was such a magnificent specimen that it
was taken to the Eastern States for exhi-
bition. There the owners quarreled, be-
came involved in litigation with one another
and lawyers got the entire proceeds.

And he’s .
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“SLIVERS”  CASSIDY
stepped out of the Bonanza, a
combination saloon and gamb-
ling-house.  There was blithe-
ness in his manner and a perfectly good
Colt .45 in his hand. Into the turbid depths
of a watering-trough he dropped the revol-
ver, then continued on his cheerful way,
heedless of the scene he had left behind in
the Bonanza, where several citizens of the
town of Pinnacle were endeavoring to pre-
vent Mr. “Ace” Brownell from commiting
suicide by following Mr. Cassidy. Mr.
Brownell was the proprietor of the Bonanza;
he was likewise the owner of the weapon
just disposed of.

At the present moment he was also the
Ppossessor of a rapidly swelling pair of lips,
two loose teeth and a bad opinion of him-
self, all of which had been bestowed upon
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—up to the time that evening when he
rashly had made a broad statement reflect-
ing upon the mental and other qualities of
Ethel ‘Danvers. That was certainly poor
politics and may have been due to poor
liquor.

The Danvers ranch was two miles distant,
between the town and Cassidy’s home-
stead. Ethel Danvers was more than “the
rose of the rancho;” she was easily the belle
of the county, but of this she was modestly
unaware. She worked six days a week amid
the clatter of a Pinnacle restaurant, to help
support her widowed invalid mother; while
Ben Danvers, the young son of the family,
struggled single-handed to make the ranch
pay. Itdid not.

Mr. Cassidy by inclination had been a
nomad, but was now holding down a home-
stead on a mesa three miles out of town.

him ly by the Mr.
Cassidy. Lastly it must be mentioned that
Mr. Brownell was the sheriff of Pinnacle
County. He had been elected, as Cassidy
expressed it, “through carelessness.”

And the inhabitants of the county in all
likelihood would be careless again, for Mr.
Brownell’s reelection seemed an assured
fact. No candidate as yet had appeared
against him, and the county elections were
but three days off.

As a sheriff he had been a good politician

He p 1 the respect of the better ele-
ment of the county, a weird sense of
humor, a positive genius for getting
into trouble and out of it again, and a
forcible way of expressing himself when
displeased.

On general principles his opinions always
differed from _those held forth by Mr.
Brownell, and their misunderstanding that
evening had been equally swift in begin-
ning and conclusion. For some unknown
reason Ace Brownell had made the remark

I57
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about the girl, and this had more than suf-
ficed to bring him face to face with Cas-
sidy, who had been within hearing.

“Ace!” Cassidy had barked abruptly.
“Did you say that about the girl because
she slapped your face yesterday in the
restaurant? You know you’re a dirty liar
—and a lot of other things!”

The last few words are not those of Cas-
sidy. His exact ones were stingingly pro-
fane and highly insulting.

Brownell’s reply had been to make a
drunken reach for his Colt—a foolish move,
for within a fraction of a second a heavy
fist had knocked him back against the bar.
Cassidy had then plucked the gun from
Brownell’s momentarily nerveless fingers
and taken an abrupt departure.

He did not know whether his striking the
sheriff would be taken as a personal injury
or as an affront to the majesty of the law.
He did not care. But he wanted to get
away before Brownell’s two hard-boiled
deputies put in an appearance. And he
wanted to get rid of Brownell’s gun.

This hasty departure was not motivated
by cowardice; it was through a desire to
avoid the necessity of killing off the two
deputies if they started anything. Cassidy
wanted to let Brownell sober up and make
the next move.

Times had changed in Pinnacle County.
Two decades had passed since the last public
fracas, when two Tival attorneys had shot
it out on the court-house steps. Long since
had most of the inhabitants ceased to re-
gard a conspicuously worn Colt as a part of
correct attire.

Cassidy never went armed in town. But
now he was filled with a strange exhilara-
tion. The impact of his knuckles on
Brownell’s mouth had been a sweet sensa-
tion.

On the morrow, when Brownell had sob-
ered up, it was Cassidy’s intention to wipe
the grease from his old Colt, buckle on his
old gun-belt and ride openly into town.
For Cassidy felt a yearning to return to
traditional ways. The prospect of seeing
Ace Brownell through powder-smoke rather
intrigued him. But Brownell would have
to start it.

Cassidy grinned in the darkness as he
walked down the street to where he had tied
bis horse. His words to Brownell had all
been fighting ones.

His horse was at the rail in front of
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Dougherty’s general store. The latter had
been closed for an hour. Up-stairs was a
lodge hall, used regularly by the Odd Fel-
lows and the Eagles.

“Hey, Slivers!” came a cautious hail from
the darkness, and Cassidy recognized Dick
Dougherty’s voice.

“Hi, Dick! How’s the boy?” he replied.

“Not so loud!” was the warning. “Come
with me. I’ve been looking for you. I got
to the Bonanza just as you cut loose ahd
busted Ace in the snoot. It was a peach of
a wallop.”

Dick led the way up-stairs to the lodge
room, where behind lowered curtains were
assembled perhaps forty men. Cassidy
recognized most of them; they represented
the conservative element of the county and
the town.

“Here he is, gents,” said Dougherty. “If
you thought you wanted him before, you’ll
Fnow you want him now.”

And Dougherty proceeded to relate the
recent scene in the Bonanza.

“What’s the grand scheme, and where
do I fit in?”” asked Cassidy.

“Why, we want you for sheriff,” Dough-
erty informed him. “You’re one of us.
you get the office we know you'll really
represent law and order. With Ace as
sheriff there’s been little law and less
order.

“We want a sheriff who will enforce the
law against gambling! Bet you ten to one,
and put up the cash right now, that you’ll
be elected. It’s ablack eye to the county to
have a sheriff like Ace—a crooked politi-
cian who runs a saloon and gambling-house
—and a reputedly crooked gambling-house
at that. You're the man we want!”

“It’s kind of sudden,” drawled Cassidy.
“But that’s the way I like things. T’ll take
the job. In the first place, it’ll be a joy to
buck Ace in the election, and in the second
I need the hundred-a-month pay. It’ll be
a life-saver to me. My homestead up to
this time is like all homesteads—everything
going out and nothing coming in. T’ll be
glad to do your sheriffing if you're agreed
that you want me.”

The vote was unanimously in favor of
Cassidy as the candidate of the conservative
element, an eleventh-hour candidate. The
secret meeting was adjourned; the ‘men
went their various ways. The ‘“grape-
vine” would spread the word; Cassidy’s
election was almost a certainty.
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‘T WAS noon the followmg day when
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There were hundreds of the little pests on
e h d; the; ruined

Cassidy, a pair of b o his
eyes, sat in the scant shade of his
corral fence and examined some miles of
heat-eddying desert country which lay be-

neath his gaze. It was his favorite pastime.

It cost nothing; and cheapness, to a home-
steader, is alone sufficient recommendation
for any diversion. But there had been a
reason for Cassidy’s initial payment of real
money for the binoculars.

The reason was Ethel Danvers, and the
high-powered glasses enabled him 'to wor-
ship from afar; they brought the Danvers
ranch-house thhm easy ‘“hailing” distance
from Cassidy’s eyes. From his perch several
hundred feet above and about a mile distant
in an air line he was enabled to watch many
details of life in the Danvers household.

Sunday afternoon was his favorite. He
would spend it in watching Ethel’s tender-
ness to her invalid mother, as invariably
she would wheel her out to the porch. Six
days a week unfailingly he watched her
start early in the morning on her walk to
Pinnacle and her job. Each Summer eve-
ning he watched her return, almost hoping
at times as he day-dreamed that some dire
thing would happen from which he might
rescue her and thus become a hero in her
eyes.

Agam Cassidy focused the glasses in the
direction of Pinnacle. But still there was
no sign of a rider, or riders, coming out of
the town. Evidently Brownell had done
the sensible thing by taking the affair of
the night before as a personal affair.

Slivers grinned and flexed the knuckles
of his right hand. He had been expecting
to see Brownell ride forth with the two old-
time gunmen who were under salary as
deputies.

It would have been like Brownell to ob-
tain a warrant and serve it at the point of
a gun, ready to shoot at the slightest ex-
cuse. More than once had he gone forth in
his official capacity when seeking personal
vengeance. Cassidy suspected that the
district attorney was subservient to Brown-
ell, for the latter’s methods invariably had
been high-handed.

A ground-squirrel scampered across the
corral. Unfortunately for the little animal,
Cassidy turned at that moment. Out came
his Colt. A snap shot, and the squirrel went
spinning end over end, most of its flesh
knocked out of its skin by the heavy slug.

Cassidy’s attempted gram crop that year.
But it was not for this that Cassidy had
just completely ruined one of them. He
has merely been demonstrating to his own
satisfaction what he would like to do to
Brownell.

Cassidy placed the binoculars on top of a
corral post, took a seat on the top-rail and
turned his back on Pinnacle. Absently he
rolled and lighted a cigaret as his absent
gaze focused on exactly nothing to the east-
ward. Again he was day-dreaming.

In front of him, five miles distant, arose
the serrated crags and ridges of the San
Madera Mountains. Tier upon tier they
flung their irregular crests aloft—jagged
blue and purple crests which forty miles or
so away melted into the skyline in a cloud
of smoky haze.

Cassidy reached for the binoculars. Sev-
eral times in the past he had watched a band
of horsemen come down from the reaches
of the San Maderas. Speculatively he had
watched them climb single file to the top
of a certain ridge and then disappear into
the depths of a cafion. Fully an hour
would elapse each time before again they
would creep into the vision of the binocu-
lars. It was of them that he had been
thinking; for after each time he had seen
them, as if by coincidence a stage or a train
had been held up and looted within the
county.

Slivers had told Brownell of this mys-
terious band and had been laughed at for
his pains. But now? Now that he him-
self had a chance to become the sheriff of
Pinnacle County, Cassidy took renewed in-
terest in focusing the binoculars to sweep
the distant ridge-tops. Again he marked the
caiion from the mouth of which he had seen
the riders issue forth on to the flat desert.

Again he thought of Brownell, and de-
termined to ride into Pinnacle early the
coming evening. His intention would be
peaceable—but not too much so. He would
enter town purely in a spirit of scientific
investigation, to discover if possible just
what Brownell intended to do in the way of
restoring his damaged prestige. If Brownell
chose to forget it, very well. If he wanted
trouble, Cassidy was overwilling to oblige.

For some time past, Cassidy had been
filled with a great unrest; homesteading
was too tame. A little trouble for a change
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might prove to be an exhilarating tonic.
The fact that the trouble was with a sheriff
bothered Cassidy not at all. He rather
liked the idea; it gave a different savor to
the game.

He glanced over his shoulder, then sud-
denly squared around. Half-way between
the Danvers ranch and the foot of the mesa
trail a horseman rode ahead of a dust-cloud.
The horse was obviously a heavy-footed ani-
mal. The binoculars revealed the rider as
young Ben Danvers, astride the single
plowhorse which remained on the ranch.

A little later, Cassidy greeted the young-
ster. Ben was a wholesome-faced cub, per-
haps seventeen or eighteen. In his frank
blue eyes at times flickered a shrewd light,
engendered by the superficial wisdom of
ways that are dark that he had picked up
by spending his evenings in gambling-
houses and other places in town.

One of Ben’s conceits was that as a poker-
player he was a fish-hook fingered gorilla.
He had learned more than the fundamen-
tals of the game from his father. For a
year prior to his demise the one delight of
the crippled, slowly dying elder Danvers
was to play poker with his son. Ben knew
a lot undoubtedly, but was far from being
a champmn player of five-card insomnia.

“Hello, son"’ was Cassldy 's cheery greet-
ing. “What's eatin’ on your gizzards to-
day?”

“Aw, ——, Slivers!” was the answer.
“Everythmg s wrong!”

Dejection in large bunches obviously sat
heavily on the lad.

“Forget it, son.
self—lots of times.
shines again.”

“Maybe. But you ain’t been up against
what I'm bumpin’. Slivers, here’s my
hand—face up. My mother’s gonna die,
if:

T’ve been that way my-
But the sun always

“There’s just one chance, from what Doc
Connolly told Sis and me. If mother can
go East and get an operation done by one
of these here specialists she’ll get well and
be able to get around as good as any of us.
If she can’t go East she won’t live more’n
two or three months. That’s what’s eatin’
on me.”

“Sho, son, that’s too bad—"

“And there ain’t a chance to send her
east,” bitterly continued the boy. “I got
about forty dollars saved up. Sis has about

Adventure

that much, too. That’s all we can raise, for
the ranch is already mortgaged.”

“Well,” offered Slivers, “I got a little
over sixty dollars. I can raise about a hun-
dred more by selling my cayuse and a few
things. If this will help, count me the same
as one of the family.”

“It won’t help much,” was the disconso-
late answer. “It’s —— decent of you,
Slivers; but gosh! It’ll take eight or nine
hundred dollars altogether. Doc Connolly
figured it up. Either Sis or me’ll have to
go along with her.”

Ben sighed heavily, hopelessly.

“Seems like there ain’t that much money
in the world. If Brownell would buy the
ranch— But he won’t pay enough. He
offered Sis three hundred dollars more than
the mortgage he holds. The mortgage is
six hundred—you know we had to put that
on when dad was sick for so long. Then
he died.”

Ben choked up.

“—— Brownell anyhow!” he blurted out

at last. “Seems like he’s the only man in
town who’s got money. Three hundred
dollars! Nine hundred altogether. Dad

said the ranch was worth six or seven thou-
sand. Brownell is a skinflint, a robber!

“Sis went to him again. He told her
that the ranch was as good as his already,
and why should he put up more money?
He said he’d foreclose when the mortgage
was due. Then he said something else to
Sis, and she slapped his face. She won’t
tell me what he said. Mayhe it’s just as
well, for I'd probably want to blow the top
of his head off.”

“Take it easy, son,” advised Cassidy.
“Don’t mix with Ace on any gunplay.
You’ve got responsibilities. With me it’s
different. An unattached old buzzard like
me can afford to get-careless with Ace.
And we’ll get the money—some way or
other.

“Just trot along back to your mother,
and quit worrying! Let me do the worry-
ing for you; I'm older and can stand it
better.”

AS BEN rode down the steep mesa
trail he was appreciably lifted in
spirits. Cassidy had succeeded in
cheering him up; to the younger man there
still appeared to be little hope, but some-
how he could not do otherwise than feel
confident that the homesteader would be
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able to raise the money. He had faith in
Cassidy’s magical powers, for he did not see
how Cassidy would be able to do anything
without being a magician.

Cassidy was not so confident. But he
had made a promise—a rash one, to be sure
—and would take a royal try at making
good. From one of the deep pockets of his
blue dungarees he drew some currency and
counted it—sixty-eight dollars in all. An-
other pocket revealed some silver coins—
one dollar and sixty cents.

The end of a thinking act found him with
an additional motive in visiting Pinnacle
during the night to come—he would attempt
to win several hundred dollars from the
cold-blooded professional gamblers who
were paid salaries by Brownell.

Cassidy was one of the few who were
aware that the Bonanza games were so
crooked as to be almost “raw,” but he felt
that in some way he would be able to cap-
italize this same crookedness to his own ad-
vantage. He knew the chance to be a des-
perate one, but he was desperate. And the
Bonanza was the only place in town where
the tables held enough money to be of use
to him. Besides, they played with hard
cash. Silver dollars and half-dollars were
the mediums of anteing. Golden fives,
tens and twenties did the speaking instead
of mere chips representing these values.

Twilight was deepening when Cassidy
rode down from the mesa. Taking a cir-
cuitous route, he approached the town from
the far side and finally tied his horse in the
darkness back of Dick Dougherty’s store.
Watchful and tense inwardly, but out-
wardly careless, he strolled down the street
to the Bonanza.

Outside he hesitated momentarily, then
suddenly pushed open the swinging doors
and stepped into the room. There followed
a sudden ominous lull; even the clink of
coins on the gambling-tables ceased. There
were perhaps five full seconds of silence,
with every eye turned toward him; then the
play was resumed; the two bartenders again
started serving the customers lined up be-
fore the bar.

Cassidy’s right thumb was hooked care-
lessly inside the front waistband of his over-
alls, caressing the hammer of the Colt con-
cealed between belt and shirt. Quickly he
surveyed the interior of the large and fairly
well-lighted place.

?rownel] was not in sight.

1
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In the rear of the room three poker games
were going on, with every chair filled. He
caught sight of Ben Danvers in one of them.
The table was close to the rear wall, and
Ben sat facing it.

Cassidy strode toward this table. In his
heart he called the boy a fool for risking his
pitiful forty dollars in a game where he
would be a rank sucker.

There were six players in the game. One
was Henry Stevens, owner of the Pinwheel
ranch. Another was Lemuel Bender, Stev-
ens’ foreman. Ben Danvers made the
third of the outside talent. Sandwiched
between them were three out-and-out gam-
blers; “boosters” for the house were they,
paid a daily wage by Brownell for using their
trickery to trim outsiders.

“Hello, Slivers!” was the greeting from
‘Stevens.

“Hello, Steve, old socks!” was the re-

sponse.

They shook hands. Cassidy nodded to
Bender and young Danvers, then carried a
chair from a vacant table.

Heedless of the black looks from the pro-
fessionals, he seated himself with his back
to the wall, directly behind a gambler
known as Dungan. He assumed his favorite
pose, his chair tilted against the wall, his
hat pulled low over his eyes. To all ap-
pearances he might be asleep, but from be-
neath the wide brim of the Stetson his eyes
ceaselessly and sharply watched both the
game and front door.

To his surprize he noted that Ben Dan-
vers had quite a few gold coins stacked up
before him. Something like two hundred
dollars, was Cassidy’s estimate. The boy’s
luck must have been good. Lem Bender,
too, evidently had made a clean-up.

Stevens commented that he was slightly
behind. But then he could afford to lose.
The three boosters cursed the luck that
had been running against them. Cassidy
smiled cynically. The three had nothing to
lose either way. But they had to earn their
salaries by winning—and the goddess of
chance had nothing to do with their meth-
ods of play. A shearing was due, and Cas-
sidy waited.

The first instalment of the shearing came
soon. Dungan was the game-keeper, the
man who from each large pot drew out the
“rake-off” for the house.

The game was table stakes. Both Ben-
der and Stevens, each with several hundred
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dollars before him, held large hands in one
pot and began boosting each other. Dun-
gan stayed to see each raise; finally he in
turn began raising.

And no wonder! Cassidy, directly be-
hind him and a little to his left, was the only
man who saw the cards slipped dexterously
from Dungan’s left coat sleeve into his hand.
And even Cassidy did not so much see them
as suspect. He had caught only the mo-
mentary flash of the corner of a card where
a card had no logical reason to be. That
was enough; he knew that Dungan had a
“hold-out” apparatus up his left sleeve, a
mechanism worked by pressure of his elbow
on the table to cause a clip to slide up and
down his forearm. In the clip cards could
be inserted or withdrawn as desired.

Bender finally threw away his cards.
Stevens paid one hundred and fifty dollars
more to see the gambler’s hand. Dungan
showed down four tens.

“That’s good!” acknowledged Stevens,
tossing his hand into the discards.

Cassidy said nothing, but was overlook-
ing nothing. A little later, by the same
cheating device, Ben Danvers was caught
and robbed of every cent. And still Cas-
sidy said rothing. Ben arose.

“That finishes me,” he remarked with a
brave attempt at casualness.

“Drop in again,” invited Dungan.

Cassidy tilted his chair forward; his feet
thumped to the floor.

It looks like a nice soft game,” he con-
sented.

“Sit in, s
open.”

“Not the right seat,” was the objection.
“I want yours. It seems to be lucky, and
I don’t feel like snttmgftomght—cxcept
with my back to the wall.”

Dungan gave vent to a short, semi-sneer-
ing laugh.

“Guess I'll have to humor you. Have my
seat.”

He arose and took the chair lately va-
cated by Ben Danvers.

“Oh, Ben!” was Cassidy’s sm:].mg invi-
tation. “Stick around a while.”

From his thin roll Cassidy took fifty dol-
lars and exchanged the currency for gold
and silver. He called for a new deck
to be brought into play, and the game
went on.

He won the first three pots. The first on
two small pairs, the second on a bluff and

said Dungan. “There’s a seat
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the third on three kings. The winnings in
all were barely one hundred dollars.

“Bad luck, that,” said Dungan as Cas-
sidy raked in the third pot. “Luck to start
with means a poor finish.”

“Not for me,” laughed Cassidy. “I don’t
play ’em that way.”

He looked up and suddenly stiffened.

Ace Brownell had just entered through
the front door. He sauntered up to the bar;
a bartender leaned forward, spoke a whis-
pered word and glanced to the rear of the
room. Brownell nodded, downed a glass of
whisky and strolled back to the table at
which Cassidy was seated. In his manner
was an assumed nonchalance, in his eyes a
gleam of hatred. Both lips were swollen,
puffed to almost twice their normal size.

Silently he motioned for one of the boost-
ers to get out of the game. He took the

_seat himself, the second chair to Cassidy’s

left. His baleful glare was met with a quiz-
zical grin. Cassidy was a good actor. Good-
will-to-man shone from his eyes, but in his
mind he was wondermg—

“What—the——?"

He smiled quietly as it occurred to him
that Brownell intended to seek satisfac-
tion by making the game a duel, to gain re-
venge by winning every cent of Cassidy’s
money. Unobtrusively beneath the edge of
the table Cassidy brought his Colt within
easier reach. Ben Danvers was the only
one who noticed this movement. The lad
sidled up and placed his lips to Cassidy’s

ear.

“I'm with you, Slivers,”
“I got dad’s .38 with me.”

“Keep Slivers smiled whimsically.
“Pick out a soft seat and keep that, too.
Tl go home with you—later on.”

There had heen one significant inter-
change of glances between Brownell and
Dungan. As if in response to a signal Dun-
gan arose and left the table for a few min-
utes. Cassidy slouched deep in his chair, his
hat-brim low over his eyes. His brain was
busy trying to guess what was in the wind,
and forming plans to take care of any con-
tingency which might arose.

Brownell created a slight diversion by get-
ting up and changing to the seat vacated
by Dungan. When the latter returned he
dropped into the other chair.

Brownell was now seated directly oppo-
site Cassidy, who raised his hat-brim and
smiled maliciously as he raked in a pot

he whispered.
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‘containing over onehundred dollars. Laugh-
ing, he tossed his worthless hand face up
on the table. He had stood pat and bluffed
Brownell to a finish. The color heightehed
in Brownell’s face; the glare in his eyes
deepened in malevolence.

“Play cards!” he snapped. “That’s the
way children play!”

“Maybe,” smiled Cassidy; “but I just
wanted to make sure that youwll know you
ain’t playing with a child.”

This served to deepen the intangible
tension overhanging the game. The two
cattlemen sensed something ominous be-
hind the exchange of words. Ben Danvers
pulled a chair about ten feet to one side of
Brownell. Ben’s hand remained in a coat
pocket; his tense gaze alternated between
Cassidy and Brownell.

Cassidy watched everything at once.
Each shuffle, each cut of the cards, was
under his scrutiny. The dealing did not
require such close watching; he depended
more on his ears to detect anything wrong,
for cards dealt from the bottom or middle
of a deck came away with an unmistakably
different “snap” or “slither” from those
dealt honestly from the top. The quick-
ness of the hand can deceive the eye, but
not the ear. \

And Cassidy was wary in regard to Dun-
gan’s left sleeve. Whenever he was' in
doubt, and Dungan—who by now had sat
in to the game again—was in the pot, he
dropped out. Then he would find oppor-
tunity to watch Brownell, to study him.
Cassidy’s luck held good, but he played cau-
tiously. An hour later saw more than four
hundred dollars stacked in front of him.

Then happened the thing for which Cas-
sidy had been waiting ever since he had sat
in to the game. It was Dungan’s deal.
The cards were dexterously shuffled. They
were cut by Stevens. At that moment a
bartender came up with a tray of drinks.
He shoved the tray, just above the level of
the table, directly in front of Dungan.

Cassidy did not actually see the exchange
of cards between the bartender’s hand be-
neath the tray and Dungan’s left hand.
But he suspected it, which was enough. His
five cards would tell the story—or part of it.

They did. Cassidy found himself hold-
ing four queens, which made it almost a
certainty that the bartender had slipped a
cold deck to Dungan just as the latter was
ready to start dealing.
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When the feverish betting was over, all
of Cassidy’s money was in the pot. Some-
thing over twelve hundred dollars was
heaped in the center of the table to be gath-
ered in by the man holding the highest
hand. By the veiled gleam in Brownell’s
eyes, Cassidy suspected to whom the win-
ning hand had been dealt. g

“Just a minute,” he drawled softly, plac-
ing his hand face down before him.

With the words, as if to lend weight and
emphasis to them, his Colt popped into

view.

“Brownell,” he continued, “this game is
crooked, as crooked as —! And you
know it!”

Out of his chair, revolver in hand, popped
young Danvers.

“I’'m backin’ yuh, Slivers!” he yelped.

“Keep out, Ben!” ordered Cassidy.
““This is my game!”

“What do you mean?” blustered Brown-
ell. “Crooked is a dangerous word! -You
can’t prove it!”

« 2

Cassidy’s voice was still an easy drawl,
but his eyes were like flint.

“I certainly can prove it,” he went on.
“Tll leave it to Stevens and Bender if T
don’t prove it. Your boosters have been
holding out cards. I saw them do it a
while ago when the kid, here, went broke!”

He indicated Ben Danvers.

“Rats!” sneered Brownell.

In his voice was an unmistakable note of
relief, of triumph.

“Go ahead and count the deck,” he in-
vited. “Let our two hands remain face
down while you count the other cards.
Then, —— you, you'll eat your words!”

Brownell was more than confident. The
smile, even on his battered lips, was super-
cilious. The gleam had deepened in his
eyes; he was about to show up Cassidy as a
false alarm. The poor fol! He thought
he had been short-carded, held out on, when
in reality he had been beautifully cold-
decked. ~ And cold-decking could not be
proven by counting the cards. In fact, it
could not be proven at all!

“Somebody’ll do some eating,” admitted
Cassidy. “It'll be dirt—and I’'m not a bit
hungry. Count the cards, Steve. Let
these two hands alone. There ought to be
forty-two cards in the rest of the deck.”

Stevens gathered up the discards and the
remainder of the deck. Slowly he counted
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them, and then in amazement slowly lookud
around the table at each man in turn.
Again carefully he counted. The cards
numbered only forty.

Brownell turned pale.

“I—I don’t understand that!” he gasped.

“No, I reckon yuh don’t!” Stevens
grunted heavily. “Maybe you understand
this?

He stuck his huge fist forward, and
Brownell cringed away from it.

Dungan and the other booster sat as if
petrified, partly through the menace of
Cassidy’s gun and partly in sheer surprize.
Perhaps each suspected the other.

“Slivers,” continued Stevens, “it sure
looks like you've got the goods on them.
But T want to get to the bottom of things.
Got any real foundation for your accusa-
tion? Show me one bit of evidence. You
won’t have to show me the two cards.
They could have been gotten rid of by
now.”

“Look up Dungan’s left sleeve,”
gested Cassidy.

The burly cattleman reached over with
one enormous hand which clamped like a
steel trap on Dungan’s left wrist. Dungan
struggled, but was like a child in the
other’s grasp.

A few seconds sufficed to expose the
sleeve “hold-out” apparatus. Dungan was
dragged to his feet, forced to remove his
coat and unstrap the mechanism from his
arm.

‘The short space of time had been filled
with pregnant silence. Finally Brownell
snarled and started to reach for his gun.
His hand stopped, frozen in a mid-air posi-
tion, for the muzzle of Ben Danvers’ revol<
ver had been thrust none too gently against
his neck. Stevens uttered a short, sardonic
laugh as he tossed the cheating-mechanism
on to the table.

“Well, Lem,"ﬁe put forth, “I reckon we
learned some\hmg “What'll we do about
i

sug-

“I ain’t good at riddles,” Lem returned,
reaching over to turn up Cassidy’s hand.

“Four queens!” exclaimed Stevens, som
thing akin to incredulity in his voice.
“Cassldy, when you were afraid they
wouldn’t—""

“Not afraid!” interrupted Cassidy. “I
know they won’t! T've always thought it
funny that 5o many big hands get topped
in this game.”
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“Four queens!” echoed Brownell, pre-
tending surprize. “Why, they’re good!
Tve only got a full house.”

Hastily and in feigned disgust he tore his
cards into shreds and threw the fragments
beneath the table. In apparent irritation
he picked up the rest of the deck and sent
the cards flying around the room.

“What’s all this about?” he inquired
testily. ““Cassidy held the best hand.”

“I’s about two cards shy,” retorted
Stevens grimly. “And the ‘hold-out’ worn
by your pet house-man.”

“How about it, Lem?” he asked.

“Let’s git our cash back. - This game is
crooked all right, and I'm holding out for
my money. 1f we don’t git it we’ll take it!”

“Sure we will,” affirmed Stevens. “But
not out of the pot. That’s Cassidy’s.
Better rake it in, Slivers; then fan out of
here with it. Me and Lem’ll stay till
Ace makes a sort of adjustment.”

“Give your gun to Steve, Ben,” suggested
Cassidy.  “And then take the money—in
your hat.”

Young Danvers hastened to comply.
No miser ever loved money more than Ben
loved this heap of shining, clinking metal;
to the lad it represented the saving of his
mother’s life.

He and Cassidy made their way to the
street; behind them Stevens still held the
gun on the gamblers.

“Gosh, Slivers!” was Ben’s awed com-
ment. “How’d you know the deck was
short? Suppose it hadn’t been! You took
an awful chance.”

“No chance at all,” laughed Cassidy.
“Ace was holding four kings against me—
and I had to throw dust in his eyes to start
a sort of back-fire. You see, his conscience
was not clean. Mine was. That made the
odds in my favor when I showed that the
game was crooked.”

“Oh, is that what’s worryin> you?”
laughed Cassidy.

From a pocket he drew forth two cards.

“Here’s the answer—the jack and ten
of diamonds,” he went on. “It sure was a
crooked game—and I proved it!”

Ben staggered in the throes of some emo-
tion as the significance of the two cards
and Cassidy’s strategy came to him.

“Crooked!” he choked. “Oh, Lord!
Wow! You sure proved it.”

“I modestly admit that I did.”
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Cassidy’s voice was grave, but several
chuckles were beneath the surface.

“Now, son, the main thing is'to get your
mother aboard a train. There’s no time
to lose—if I know Ace Brownell. Will he
let me get away with this money? Not
while he’s conscious! So you take my
horse and hit the wind to the ranch. Make
Ethel and your mother get ready in a

huiry.

“I’ll be there in an hour with a buckboard.
T'll borrow one. Then I'll drive the ladies
down to the water-tank, where the Limited
always stops. By daylight Ethel, your
mother and the money will be clear out of
the State.”

“But gosh, Slivers!
come through till after midnight.
the hurry?”

“Nothing, except that Ace is still the
sherifi—and a few other things. He'll
try to start something, for the district
attorney is just a piece of property to him.
T’ll bet he’s with him now, or on the way.
He’s liable to get out a writ of replevin, or
something like that, to recover the money.
Oh, he can get away with murder—because
he does it legally. So it’s best to short-
circuit him.”

“But tonight sure cooked Brownell’s
goose,” propounded Ben. “Stevens has a
Tot of friends. They’ll spread the word.
And there’s Lem Bender.  The facts of
Browning’s running a crooked game will
get around. He won’t have a chance of
being reelected.”

“That’s just what I’ve been thmkmg,”
admitted Cassidy. “And it doesn t hurt
my tender feelings one bit.”

‘At that moment they reached Cassidy’s
horse. Ben had transferred the money
to various pockets. He pulled his hat on
to his head and swung into the saddle.

“Now hustle out to the ranch,” ordered
Cassidy. “Get the women ready to take the
train. The future sheriff of Pinnacle
County—meanin’ me—will be there in
about an hour. So long!”

“So long, Slivers!”

Then a laugh.

“Golly"’ he added.

The Limited doesn’t
What’s

“You sure proved

“Just a minute, Ben.  If Ethel asks
where you got the money tell her that you
wonr it playing poker.”

“Just as you say,” answered Ben.

With that he disappeared in the darkness.

itl
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THREE hours later found Cassidy
and Ben Danvers gazing at the
rapidly disappearing tail-lights of
the east-bound Limited, upon which they
had placed the two women.

“That’s what I'd call a good night’s
work,” asserted Cassidy. ““And now let’s
go. You take the buckboard back to
Johnny Harper’s barn. Me, I'm goin’
home and hit the hay. I need sleep.”

At nine o’clock the next morning Cassidy
received three unexpected visitors when
Dick Dougherty and two other prominent
citizens of Pinnacle rode up to the home-
stead shack. They looked worried.

“Say Slivers,” queried Dougherty, “what
happened last night in the Bonanza? Ace
Brownell is making talk that you held up
and robbed his place.”

“T almost wish I had—while I was about
it,” sighed Cassidy.

He grinned at the thought of how he had
put one over on the crooked gamesters.

“No, never—no robbery at all,” he said.
“I got Steve Stevens, young Danvers and
Lem Bender as witnesses.”

“Like —— you have!” contradicted the
other. “Ace is naming them as assistants
in the robbery. He’s pulling a smooth
yarn; so —— smooth, with election day to-
morrow, that it will crimp your chances
of grabbing a majority of votes in town.”

“What of that?”’ put in one of the citizens.
“Slivers will grab the outside county vote
almost solid. Say, Cassidy, why don’t
you sign a statement of what really hap-
pened last night? We'll get it printed in
the Press. You'd better make it speedy
though, for it goes to press this afternoon.”

“Good idea,” conceded Dougherty. “We
oughta thought of that before.

“Aw, writin’s too slow,” objected Cassidy.
“Le’s ride pronto into town and see Star-
board.”

The latter was the editor and owner of
the Pinnacle Weekly Press.

Cassidy threw a saddle on his horse.
The quartet in haste rode to the newspaper
office, in front of which, to their wonder,
was gathered a large crowd. The objects
of interest obviously were two copies of
the sheet tacked to the wall on both sides
of the door.

“Shucks! She’s gone to press!”

Dougherty’s tone was filled with grief.

“Starboard must have started getting
out the paper at daylight,” he added.
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Cassidy leaped from his horse and strode -
through the crowd. In screaming head-
lines—something unusual for the Press—
this announcement glared at him:

CANDIDATE FOR SHERIFF SHOWS
HIS REAL COLORS

NOTORIOUS “‘SLIVE!

CASSIDY ROBS BONANZA

PRIVATE GRUDGE SUSPECTED AS MOTIVE; AUTHORITIES
70 TAKE ACTION

The smaller print was searing invective
flaying Cassidy and strongly hinting that
if the truth were known there were several
warrants out for him in other parts. With
more than a vengeance Brownell had made
political capital from the incidents of the
night before.

Dougherty stood at Cassidy’s elbow.
He spoke:

“Brownell has a mortgage on the plant.
That may explain a lot of things.”

“How about it, Slivers?” called out one
of the crowd.

Pale with anger, eyes blazing, Cassidy
turned.

“It’s a —— lie!”” he blurted out vehem-
ently. “All lies! Dick, you stay here.
Let me handle this alone!”

He pushed open the office door and
stepped within.

Behind his desk ‘““Sassafras” Starboard,
the editor, sat facing the door. He re-
garded Cassidy with a cold-eyed stare.

“Well?”

His tone was cold, discouraging; his
poise such that momentarily it disconcerted
his visitor.

““Oh, nothing-

Cassidy’s mildness of tone was ironic.

“I just dropped in to ask about your
health,” he added.

“Fa\r thank you! Fair.”

“That’s fine,” purred Cassidy. “But
you’re due for a swift relapse if you wrote
the lies you printed.”

“No?”” smoothly, almost with amusement.
“I was informed on excellent authority—
on excellent authority, I repeat, my good
sir—that the story as written for me is
true in every particular.  Mr. Brownell
has half a dozen witnesses to vouch for its
truth. He says he can get more, if neces-
sary.”

“Not witnesses!” blazed Cassidy, his
calmness slipping fast. “He means half
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a dozen liars! Sure he can get more. T
know him. But thing has gone far
enough. You change that story or you’ll
think a thousand steers have stampeded
through your shop.”

g2

Starboard’s tone was polite, in his eyes
the hint of amusement had deepened.

Warned by some vague instinct, Cassidy
suddenly turned—to stare into the twin
barrels of a ten gage shotgun in the hands of
“Shotgun” Peters, one of Brownell’s depu-
ties. Peters was a hard-eyed, tight-lipped
killer.

“Better git!” warned Peters.

His voice was sad, as it was reputed to
be always sad when he was ready to pull
a trigger at the slightest suspicious move of
the man confronting him.

“I s’pose I oughta by all rights hold yuh,”
added Peters. “I hear there’ll be a warrant
out for yuh this afternoon, but I ain’t got
orders now to do more than guard this
office. Git!”

Cassidy got, but was called back into the
doorway by the editor.

“If it’ll make things clearer to you, Mr.
Cassidy, I'll inform you that the usual six
hundred copies, and two hundred extra ones,
were dumped into the post-office half an
hour ago.”

“How’d it happen you got them out so
early today?” snapped Cassidy.

“Oh, maybe I wanted to go fishing this
aflemoon,” grinned Starboard.

“Fishing! Fishing!” snorted Slivers.
“Goahead! Ihope you fall in and drown—
twice.”

He slammed the door.
UPON occasion Dick Dougherty
possessed a silver tongue and great
powers of persuasion. This time it

took all of Dick’s powers, combined with

seven drinks at three-minute intervals,
to persuade Cassidy that it would be neither
ethical nor legal to go out and win the elec-
tion by filling Ace Brownell full of lead.

The seven drinks had the effect of oiling

Dick’s tongue to greater efforts and of re-

laxing Cassidy to a point where he would

listen.

Both of them realized that Cassidy’s
chances of being elected sheriff had gone
glimmering, with eight hundred copies
of the scurrilous story spread throughout
the county. In this rather primitive region
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the voters were wont to accept anything
appearing in cold type as Gospel truth.
And Cassidy had taken to his heart the idea
of becoming sheriff. The position appealed
to him in more ways than one.

“Aw, shut up, Dick,” spluttered Cassidy
at last. “You talk so fast you won’t even
let me think. I’ll take your word for it.
But how about the warrant Brownell is
getting out for me? It’s a rank frame-up.
He’s carrying things too far. T won’t
stand for it! Brownell may be mad clear
through at what I put over on him, but he
isn’t one-two with me when it comes to
being mad.”

“but that’s just a political trick. You've
got to expect those things when you mix
with politics. It’s just framed up to dis-
credit you before election day. He'll win
on it, too—worse luck. But he won’t
try to serve a warrant.”

“Won’t he? Huh! I know better.
There’s a lot of personal stuff back of it.
T’'ve let you blarney me into promising to
be peaceful—but if he has the hard-baked
crust to try to serve a warrant—""

Cassidy’s smile of anticipation was grim.

“Don’t resist, whatever you do, Slivers.
Remember that if Brownell has a warrant
with him he represents the law. He'll
be the law!”

“Yeh! I know. All Ill do will be to
put a couple of nifty punctures in the law.
That’s all.”

“That’s too much,” was chk 's impatient
retort. ““The law is the law.”

“Yeh!” contemptuously. ““And politics
are another thing. Right seems to be
wrong. I genera]ly think I am right and
wind up by getting in wrong. That’s me—
every tlme The law treats me like a
stepson. T’d just as soon bump off Ace
for the good of the county and take a chance
with the law then. T’ll get out of it in some
way. They say the angels watch over
fools and cripples. I'm no cripple, but T
sure qualify in the other class.”

“Don’t do it, Slivers. I’ve seen gunmen
in the old days. They came and went—
out with their boots on. You’ve seen the
same. Stay peaceable Brownell will hang
himself—in time.”

“T’ll lend him my rope to do it with,”
was Cassidy’s generous offer.
you, anyway!” he burst out.
you've taken advantage of two of my weak-
nesses; my liking for you and your knowl-

edge that exactly seven drinks makes me
love the world—almost even Brownell.
As an apostle of peace you're a bald-
headed wonder—but how about that
warrant?”

“Hang it, Slivers, you’re too persistent.”

“Uh-huh! I'm simply hopeful that he’ll
try to serve it.”

“Slivers, be serious. Do you like me?”

“I like any man that I’ll take seven drinks
with. Eight will mean that I more than
like him.”

“Have another?”

“Sure!”

But service was slow. Despite their
repeated slaps on the bar with open palms
they failed to get the attention of the
bartender, that worthy being extremely
busy setting out refreshments for a group
of thirsty and dusty “cow-wrastlers” who
had just entered.

Cassidy grew impatient. With one arm
around Dougherty’s shoulders he began a
serenade, in which he was joined by his
friend:

“Oh, give us a drink, bartender, bartender,
For we love you, as you kno;

And surely you will oblige us, ohige us
With another drop or so.

“What'll it be, gents? What'll it be?”
inquired the bartender, rushing up and
running a cloth over the bar. -

“Yes,” admitted Cassidy vaguely.

Again he raised his voice in song, beating
time with one hand—

“And when we are drunk, just put us in our bunk—""

Dick interrupted him.

“Drink this, and come along with me.

A minute later, with a firm grasp on Cas-
sidy’s arm, he led him down the street to
the store and into the private office. He
pulled out two chairs.

“Now, Slivers, you ﬂrc cater, you've got
todoa blg favor for me.”

“Sure. T’ll go look him up and shoot
him on sight. T’ll give him the first shot—
just to make it even.”

“You're all wrong. I'm in a of a
hole about my ranch over in Cazadero
County. I can’t get a first-class foreman—
one I can trust to run the whole shebang.
But you’re him now. You’ve put in six
months on your homestead. The next six
months as foreman will give you a stake to
develop your homestead. T'll pay you

»
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sheriff’s wages—one hundred a month.
But there’s a string to the offer.”

“Dick,” mournfully, “I didn’t thm.k that
of you. You re s-strhingin’ me

“It’s only this, Slivers. You've got to
start right away; in half an hour.”

Cassidy straightened up with a jerk.

“Want me to run out, huh!”

“Run out nothing! This is a big favor 'm
asking of you. I know you want to shoot
Brownell. T’'m in favor of it myself when it
comes right down to that. But now I
want you to help me out, savvy? That’s
all.

" “And remember that Brownell will keep.
Wait six months and you can gun him up
just as much—if you still feel that way
about it. Maybe you can do a better job
of it then. You can practise up your trig-
ger finger. A better job, savvy!”

Cassidy shut one eye as with drunken
gravity he considered the proposition. The
idea of doing a better job later rather ap-
pealed to him.

“L shee. Bizzsh-ness before pleasure.
Pershonal favor to you can’t refuzshe.”

Dick smiled to himself. Cassidy was get-
ting more and more amenable as the liquor
took effect; as a rule he never drank at all.
Dick wrote a letter, then went out to get
Cassidy’s horse. As he passed the saloon,
from within, strong in lung power but weak
in harmony, came a drunken chorus—

“ ’\r;d wkhm we are drunk, just put us in our

Dick smiled again.

“Well, liquor did two of us some good
anyway,” he cogitated. “It got me a good
foreman and kept Slivers out of trouble.”

@ THUS it happened that Slivers Cas-
-

sidy, himself making others suffer

strongly from the delusion that he
was Caruso, rode forth on the road to Caza-
dero County. He was a little over two
hours ahead of Ace Brownell and his gun-
men. Backed by a warrant, they were out
to collect Cassidy’s scalp; but when they
failed to find him at his homestead there
was no attempt at pursuit. They did not
know which road he had taken.

Cassidy bore a letter to the bank of
Cazadero County, introducing him as
“George Buckman” and authorizing him
to sign checks and handle all ranch affairs
as he saw fit. Dick Dougherty congratu-
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lated himself at having placed his ranch in
competent hands.

When Cassidy began to sober up he did
not know whether to congratulate himself
or not. He wondered whether his other
friends would think he had taken a “run-
out powder.” Also whether he had been
weak enough to sell his “face” for one hun-
dred dollars a month.

Five weeks later he was sure that he had.
On a Wednesday, when in the county seat,
he chanced across a late copy of the Pinna’
cle Press, which contained a news item stat-
ing that the Judicial District Judge would
arrive in Pinnacle the following Friday to
hold court. It also mentioned that among
the prisoners being held for trial were
Lemuel Bender, Henry Stevens and Ben
Danvers, accused of having assisted in rob-
bing the Bonanza. They had been held
without bail.

Cassidy seethed with cold rage.

“Without bail!” he repeated. “Brownell
is the lowest skunk in the world. First he
cheats them, and then arrests them for get-
ting their money back. Then he holds
them without bail, because the district at-
torney eats out of his hand, and no judge
there at all. It’s just that low-down get-
even spirit of Brownell’s. Has to even up
because he gnt showed up. I'm gonna do a
little evenin’ up myself. He ain’t got a
monopoly on that game.”

Pinnacle was nearly eighty miles distant
across-country; but “Cassidy, after swap-
ping horses twice, arrived there the follow-
ing evening. He left his horse in his favor-
ite dark spot in the rear of Dougherty’s
store, then stole down the alley toward the
Bonanza. In his mind was no plan at all
beyond a fixed determination to get his three
friends out of jail. Vaguely glso in the back
of his brain was a desire to show Brownell
up or make him suffer—a desire born of
Cassidy’s weird, grim humor and his sense
of justice.

It was not through fear of Brownell that
he kept to the dark places; it was through
fear of meeting Dick Dougherty. Dick was
too blamed conservative, and would try to
argue. And Cassidy did not want argu-
ment; he wanted action.

Presently he became aware that ahead of
him some one was sneaking along with equal
caution, or with attempted caution, for the
other had neglected to remove his spurs, and
the occasional clank and tinkle of the latter




Stepsons of Law 169

were what gave him away. Cassidy’s spurs
were on the horn of his saddle. He stole
after the man through the darkness, and
was surprized to discover him heading di-
rectly for the side of the Bonanza, where
there was no door.

He was even more surprized when the
stranger climbed in through an open win-
dow. His curiosity fully aroused, Slivers
sneaked to the rear of the building, then
edged along the wall until he was crouched
below the window ledge.

As the window opening was dark, Cas-
sidy*surmised that within must be Brown-
ell’s room, a combination of bed-chamber
and private office. There came a momen-
tary flash of light as a door was opened and
closed. Then a husky whisper—

“Hello, Ace!”

“You're late,” came the reply from
Brownell. “I’ve been waiting for an hour.”

Beyond that Cassidy could hear nothing,
for the two men spoke in guarded tones.
He was patient, however, until finally came
the rasp of a chair being pushed back.
Brownell spoke a last word:

“I’ll sure be out of town at nine o’clock.
Do it then.”

Cassidy barely had time to crawl out of
sight among the foundations of the build-
ing before the stranger sat on the window
ledge, swung his feet out and dropped to the
ground. He clanked off down the alley and
left Cassidy in the throes of a thinking act.

“Nine o’clock,” pondered Cassidy. “Do
it at nine!”

“Huh! And Brownell will be out of town
then. Huh! Maybe he means tomorrow
morning. And tomorrow’s Friday. Some-
thing fishy—somewhere. Maybe I'll do a
little fishing myself. Golly! That’s a good
idea!”

So Cassidy went fishing, with himself as
bait. Dropping into another saloon, he
publicly announced that he would be at his
homestead the following morning. He
knew this information would reach Brown-
ell’s ears. Satisfied, he headed for his home-
stead to await developments.

They came. At eight-thirty the next
morning he spotted the sheriff riding toward
the mesa. And he was not alone; he was
accompanied by Shotgun Peters and Ike
Meehan, his two salaried deputies.

Cassidy chuckled to himself. He had
been right in his guess that Brownell would
not come alone.

Fifteen minutes later the posse, after
leaving their horses part way down the
trail, popped suddenly into view above the
mesa skyline and cautiously approached
the homestead shack.

“I tell yuh it’s no use,” argued Peters.
“He ain’t fool enough to be here.”

“Freeze!” came a sudden command from
behind.

“Stick 'em high!”

Cassidy, lying among some rocks and
effectively screened by a growth of mes-
quite, had the officers just where he wanted
them.

Brownell’s carbine dropped into the dust.
Up went his hands. Peters whirled about
with his shotgun, but even as he turned
Cassidy deliberately splintering the stock
of the weapon with a heavy .45-go bullet.
Meehan had been almost as quick to com-
ply as Brownell. Blood dripped from
Peters’ fingers as he slowly raised his hands.

“Now, Ace, yank out your Colt and drop
it!” ordered Cassidy. “The same for you,
Peters. Fine! Just keep facing the other
way with your hands up and you’ll live
longer. It’s your turn, Meehan. That’s
right. Now hike, all three of you, for the
dry well to the left!”

Leaving the rifle behind and with Colt
in hand, Cassidy issued forth from his am-
buscade. Keeping a watchful eye on his
captives, he stooped to pick up one of the
discarded revolvers.

“Halt!” he yelled, and walked up to the
well, a Colt in each hand. “Now, Ace, sge
that rope tied to the windlass? Slide down it.”

“Don’t do it!” interjected Peters.

“Just for that, you go down first!” ordered
Cassidy.

“I won’t, and what are yuh going to do
about it?” snarled Peters as Cassidy walked
up to him. “I know well yuh won’t
shoot me—when I ain’t got a gun.”

“You merely think that T won’t shoot,”
purdred C’assid):. “Try one queer move and

out.”

Peters profanely refused the offer by tell-
ing Cassidy where to go.

“Down the rope then!” was the order.

“Like I will, and what are yuh
gonna do about it?”

“This,” drawled Cassidy, and with the
word he swung the barrel of one Colt
viciously down on to Mr. Peters’ hat.

Mr. Peters’ head was inside the hat; and
he slumped, unconscious, to the ground.
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“Your turn, Ace. Want a dose of it?”

Mr. Brownell gave profane and emphatic
assurance to the contrary.

“Then pull up the rope.”

‘The sheriff hastened to comply, and in
the mean time Cassidy stooped over Peters
to unpin his star from his vest and remove
a pair of handcuffs from one pocket.

“The same for you, Ace—Meehan. Take
off your gun-belts, your star and drop any
handcuffs you’re packing.”

‘The rope was tied beneath Peters’ arms,
and he was finally lowered into the dry well
by the two other offices

“You'll pay for (hls,” spluttered Brown-
el

“Shut up!” finished Cassidy. “Now
slide down the rope before I change my
mind and do something worse.”

Ace slid.

Meehan took things easier. He grinned
and inquired—

“What’s the idea of takin’ the stars and
cuffs?”

“Secret,” was the brief reply. “You
slide too.”

Cassidy was at peace with the world as
he leisurely rolled a cigaret and then strolled
over to peer down at his prisoners twenty-
five feet below. At his order the rope was
released from Peters. Then he pulled it up.

For a moment before he pocketed them,
he examined the three silver stars. He
grinned as his bizarre imagination and sense
of humor began working overtime. The
situation thus far delighted him, and he
worried not at all over the morrow; that
would take care of itself.

He was ready to start for Pinnacle, but
delayed long enough to hoist a-bucket of
water from another well and lower it down
to his three captives. For this he got no
thanks; but he had expected none.

r— IN A COTTONWOOD thicket on

8- the outskirts of the town he had
LEEELtied the horses belonging to the posse.
He had led the animals in from the mesa
trail, With a devilish grin and an air of
nonchalance he rode down a side street to
the jail.

The nonchalance was not assumed; it was
natural with Cassidy. And the grin was
caused by the plan he had formulated,
which was nothing less than to pull off a jail
delivery. Together with Stevens, Bender
and Danvers he would then take charge of

the Press, lock the doors and force Sassa-
fras Starboard to put out a special edition,
in which to the world would be given their
side of what had happened prior to the so-
called “robbery” of the Bonanza.

Cassidy quietly dismounted in front of
the jail and walked into the outer office.
“Sleepy” Johnson, the jailer, was justifying
his nickname, snoring loudly in a chair
tilted back against the wall.

Cassidy’s first act was stealthily to un-
pin the deputy’s star from the front of his
shirt. He dropped it into his pocket with
the three other emblems of authotity.
Then he awoke Johnson by tickling his
nose with the muzzle of a Colt.

As the jailer awoke to the realization
that Cassidy was holding him up, they were
both momentarily distracted by a fusillade
of pistol shots coming up the street from
the vicinity of the Cattlemen’s and Ranch-
ers’ Bank. Mingled with them after the
first outburst could be recognized the
sharper, more spiteful cracks of rifle fire.
It was evident that some one else was also
seeking action—and getting it. But Cas-
sidy had no thought of investigating. He
had business of his own to carry on.

Not much more than two minutes later
saw Cassidy and three ex-prisoners leaving
the jail. Behind them they had left the
ottraged Mr. Johnson locked in a cell—
free to continue his broken slumber. The
three had helped themselves to Winches-
ters and plenty of cartridges.

In escaping from jail they had certainly
placed themselves outside the pale of what-
ever law ruled in the county; but none
cared. Being outlawed was better than
being confined—unjustly confined—in a
cell. And Cassidy’s grin, working over-
time, somehow served. to remove any
thought regarding the seriousness of what
they were doing. It was good to be free!
And they intended to stay that way.

With an impish grin Cassidy brought out
the four stars.

“Pin ’em _on, boys,” he ordered. “We
might as well do this right!”

“Sure; but what do we do?” queried
Stevens.

“First thing is to stick up Starboard and
make him get out a special edition. Make
him tell the whole truth and a little more.
We'll try out the power of the press to
square ourselves. You and Lem can lock
yourselves in the offices to keep Starboard
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and his printer workmg Ben and me’ll
scout around a bit.”

“Suffering sunfish! That’s a whang-up
lulu of an idea!” swore Stevens.

Admiration grew as the possibilities of
the scheme dawned on him.

“I’ve always wa.nted Lo wme a few

adde(l “Nows my chance
’em all in a bunch.”

Pause. Then with concern—

“Where’s Ace and his depities?”

“Oh, they got themselves in a hole,”
laughed Cassidy. “They’re at the bottom
of the dry well on the mesa, and they’ll stay
put txll I get good and ready to haul ’em

We'll pnnt

“Haw haw-haw!”  cackled  Bender.
“That’s the best I've heard yet. But,
shucks, it sounds too good to be true.”

Bender glanced down at the star he had
pinned to his vest and started to shine it
up with his shirt sleeve.

“Let’s go,” said Cassidy. “We'll cut
down through the alley. There’s no use in
advemsmg this thing till we get the paper

L\round the corner of the building on the
dead run came Dick Dougherty.

“Where’s the sherifi?” he puffed, trying
to regain his breath.

Then he recognized the quartet. Min-
gled emotions registered on his face as he
tried to readjust his ideas to the extent of
connecting the ostentatiously displayed offi-
cer’s stars with the wearers.

“I’ll bite,” he confessed, grinning uncer-
tainly. “Slivers, you’re at the bottom of
this, that’s a cinch/ But what’s the game?”

“Buuon button—!” grinned Cassidy.
“Only it’s sheriff’s stars this time. It’s a
new game. I invented it. Want to get
in on it? Say—” struck by a sudden
Lhoughtﬁ“what was all the celebratin’?
I heard about four dollars and six-bits
worth of shells go off.”

“The bank was robbed,” explained
Dougherty. “Seeing you /hombres here
made me forget even that for a moment.
Six men walked in and stuck up the bank
just after it opened. They cleaned it out
of cash. Then they emptied their guns to
scare folks off the streets before the bunch
of them breezed out of town. They had
left their horses«in the alley behind the
bank. Where’s Ace?”

“Which road did they take out of town?”
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A gleam had leaped into Cassxdy s eyes.
“South! But where’s—

“Never mind—now. Dick, you rustle
up a citizen’s posse and trail the gang. Ace
is out of this, savvy?”

He motioned to the three.

“You boys follow me,” he ordered. “Got
horses wamng, over in the cottonwoods.
Come on!

Lassxdy swung into the saddle.

For a moment Dick stood watching them.
Then he scratched his head. Finally he
turned and shouted down the street to sev-
eral men hastening toward the jail.

Dick was more than puzzled; he was ab-
solutely flabbergasted. But not for a mo-
ment did he doubt Cassidy. In haste he
began issuing orders that would assemble a
dozen armed men.

On his part, as he rode, Cassidy’s mind
was a seething jumble.

“Nine o’clock! T’ll be out of town! Six
riders!”

The six horsemen he had several times
watched coming out of the San Maderas!
Brownell’s curious indifference!

“Nine o’clock! T’ll be out of town!”

And gradually out of this mental whirl-
pool came a straight line of thought—and
strong suspicion.

Suspicion swiftly turned into conviction:
Ace Brownell' had been standing in with
the bandit gang—at least to the extent of a
passive policy and, no doubt, a percentage
of the loot.

“Hurry, boys!” yelped Cassidy.

Swift mounting followed their reaching
the cottonwoods. Cassidy rode eastward,
toward the mesa.

“But they went south,” shouted Stevens
in expostualtion as he caught up. “Ain’t
we goin’ after them?”

“Sure,” laughed Slivers. “What we
wearin’ these stars for? The gang went
south to get around the mesa. We’re goin’
over the mesa and beat them to the moun-
tains.”

“You're plumb crazy!” Stevens cheer-
fully assured him. “You know danged well
we can’t go over the mesa. All the east side
is straight up-and-down cliff.”

“Not since two months ago,” explained
Cassidy. “Big landslide sliced her clear off.
It ain’t no boulevard—it’s sure steep in
some places—but with a little luck we can
get the horses down. It'll cut off twelve
miles, and we’ve gotta try it.”
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Stevens dropped back. A little later,
however, he again spurred up alongside.

“Where’d you get these broncs and car-
tridge belts and Colts?” he inquired.

they go with the stars we're

wearin’.

Momenlarily Stevens choked with emo-
tion of some sort.

“Sufferin’ sunfish! Slivers, have you
stopped to figger up how many compound
crimps you've put in the law today?”

“They’re not more than ten,” grinned
Cassidy. “Le’s see. Resisting anest rob-
bery, h tealing, a Class-A j 7T

impersonating an officer, poisoning a well
and a few more little things that I can’t
think of offhand.”
“Poisonin’ a well—?"
“Sure! Didn’t I put Ace Brownell down
at the bollom of one? It’s a dry well,

but

“Help!” yelled Stevens. “Enough, suffi-
cient, plenty! Slivers, I love you like a
brother. T'll stick with you till one of us
dies or gets married or somethin’. But
sticking with you breeds seven kinds of
trouble, with complication. How in blazes
will we ever square oursely I'm a man
of property, of responsibility. I haven’t
any right to mix up with your escapades.
But I get a lot out of them.”

“Yeh! Five weeks in jail,” dryly.

. “It was worth it,” maintained the other.
“Ben Danvers told me how you put it over
on Brownell in the poker game.”

“T’ll put it over on him again. Tll put
it over pretty and plenty this time. Don’t
worry! We’ll come out covered with roses
and geraniums—and they won’t be on our
graves either. T've got two aces in the hole
right now. One of them is Brownell; the
other is the Governor of this State. My
word will go a long way with him.”

“Ace in the hole! Down in the well!
Haw-haw!” chuckled Stevens. “Be care-
ful, Slivers; my heart ain’t too strong.”

By this time they had reached the narrow
mesa trail. Stevens dropped back. At the
top Cassidy set a fast pace, and there was
no more conversation until the quartet had
pulled up their mounts at the edge of the
landslide.

Five hundred feet below lay the boulder-
strewn bed of a dry “wash.” The latter
was perhaps a quarter of a mile in width.
Periodically each year, cloudburst waters
came tumbling down from the mountains,
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to surge down the wash and gradually un-
dermine the eastern side of the mesa.

A gigantic slide had been the final result;
perhaps five acres on the edge of this part
of the mesa had dropped away, spilling out
nearly half-way across the wash. The re-
sulting slope had a surface of soft earth
mixed with rock and gravel, and at the top
the grade was easily more than fifty de-
grees. Towards the bottom, however, the
incline was less abrupt.

“It’s sure a long roll to the bottom,”
commented Ben Danvers.

“Scared?” asked Cassidy.

“Not if you go first,” said Ben.

“Let her roll!”

Cassidy forced his horse over the brink.

The animal’s hoofs sank deep into the
soft earth. It slid for perhaps twenty feet,
then fell heavily.

It happened in a flash, but Cassidy was
equally swift in disengaging his feet from
the stirrups and leaping clear. Digging in
his heels, he slid down the slope in a flurry
of loose earth and stones behind the horse.
Then his mount finally caught a footing
and scrambled up, to stand snorting ang
trembling while Cassidy quickly examined
it. There was no sign of injury on the ani-
mal, and Cassidy swung into the saddle,
looked up the slope and shouted for the
others to follow.

Without further mishap he reached the
bottom. The others had more luck in that
all of them were enabled to stick to their
saddles all the way down.

Across the wash they rode, climbed the
farther bank and struck off over a stretch
of almost flat desert. The latter was broken
up only by scattered rocks, thickets of sage
and mesquite, patches of cacti. Here and
there a joshua-tree or yucca in full flower
reared up to break the flat monotony.
Ahead to the eastward towered the purple
San Maderas, the foot-hills appearing to be
less than two miles away. In reality they
were almost five.

Cassidy had laid his landmarks well.
Unhesitatingly he led the way toward a
certain cafion—the cafion from which sev-
eral times in the past he had watched the
mysterious riders come forth. He was
playing a hunch, and was playing it strong.

It was slow traveling and a “zigzag trail
as Cassidy picked the best going. Three-
quarters of an hour later they arrived at
the mouth of an arroyo leading into the
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foot-hills. On its rocky floor were discern-
ible no traces of hoofprints. Cassidy pushed
his hat back from his forehead and rum-
pled his hair.

“Anybody got a pair of dice?” he finally
inquired irrelevantly. “I’d like to ‘pee-
wee’ with one of them to see which cafion

we pick. I had this one spotted—but you
can take your choice. They all look
alike.”

Meanwhile his searching gaze had roved
around until it Jocated evidence that horse-
men had at times entered this particular
arroyo. Satisfied, he gave instructions for
the horses to be hidden, then picked four
spots in which the men were to lie in am-
bush. It was a made-to-order place for a
trap, and they settled down for the bandits
to ride into it—if they came at all.

THEY came at last, six riders spur-

ring along the edge of the foot-hills

in a sea of heat-waves which created
the illusion that the horses were traveling
sixty feet above the earth and kicking dust-
clouds out of thin air. From the time they
first appeared in sight less than ten minutes
passed before they turned into the arroyo—
and into the trap.

Cassidy arose from behind a rock, ready
to shoot from the hip.

“Raise your hands"’ he shouted, and the
command obtained quick results.

Five of the bandits half-way complied
immediately. Five hands came up—smok-
ing; and Cassidy was the target. But he
was a poor target; he had figured on swift
resistance and had beaten the game by
dropping back out of sight. Shots fired
from the back of a moving horse are not
likely to be accurate, but Cassidy was tak-
ing no unnecessary chances. He had placed
his three men where they would do the most
good.

Ben Danvers, entrenched directly across
the arroyo, cut loose immediately. In his
overanxiety to make good he missed com-
pletely, but his bullet solidly creased the
forehead of a horse just beyond the man at
whom he had taken aim. The horse went
down like a pole-axed steer and pinned its
rider beneath by one leg.

Cassidy shoved his rifle over the top of a
rock. His head came into sight just in time
to have a bullet send his hat spinning. And
about a second later the sender of. this bul-
let went out of the fight with a smashed

shoulder. Cassidy’s aim had been good.
He had shot to cripple, not to kill.

This was too much for the remaining four
bandits. In frantic haste they wheeled
their horses and sought to escape back
down the caiion.

But Stevens and Bender were hidden on
opposite sides about one hundred yards
down the ravine. They were there to cut
off any attempt at escape. Their fire killed
the two leading horses and wounded the
rider of a third. The bandits were through.
‘Those who were able, raised their hands in
token of surrender.

In the mean time, Ben Danvers had fired
one more shot, and missed again in his ex-
citement or in an attack of “buck fever.”
Then he had heeded Cassidy’s shouted order
to stop shooting. Cassidy himself had fired
only once.

Half an hour later a sort of caravan
started back along the edge of the foot-hills.
Ben Danvers rode in the lead. Behind him,
the reins tied to his saddle, came a horse
carrying two handcuffed bandits. Then
came a horse with a bleeding forehead; it
had only been stunned by Ben’s wild bullet.
On its saddle rode a wounded bandit.

Lem Bender rode beside him to render
what assistance he could. Stevens per-
formed a like service for the wounded man
next in line. Behind them came another
bandit-laden horse carrying double.

Cassidy fetched up as rear guard of the
slow parade. Across his saddle lay a sack
stuffed with currency and gold. - Ben Dan-
vers carried one a little lighter in similar
contents.

Finally one of the bandits, evidently the
leader of the gang, looked back over his
shoulder and hailed Cassidy, who urged his
horse forward.

“D’yuh mind tellin’ me somethin’> I'm
danged curious,” said the prisoner.

“You oughta be,” grinned Cassidy.
“What’s on your downcast mind?”

“How’d you hombres happen to be layin’
for us in that particular canon?”

“It’s this way,” was Cassidy’s cryptic

reply. “The ways of sheriffs, some more
than others, resembleth the festive cork-
screw. Chew on that a while.”

The other’s face darkened perceptibly as
he scowled.

“D’yuh mean——""

“Maybe I do. Did it ever strike you fel-
lows that after every time you stuck up a

i
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train or something you became worth quite
a little more delivered on the hoof to the
nghL parties? Think it over.”

im! If Ace thinks he can collect
on us and get away clean he’s got another
think comin’. We’ve paid him nine thou-
sand in the last year. He thinks I can’t
prove it, and maybe I can’t. But he’ll have
a hard time explaining how he got the dia-
monds he has locked in his safe. He made
me give them to him after me and the boys
stuck up the Limited last March. The dirty
double-crosser! So he’s turned us up and
thinks he can get away with it.”

Pause.

“Say, who are you hombres? Speclal offi-
cers?

4 “Conect,” agreed Cassidy. “Very spe-
cial

“Where SPACED: ———= - his hide, I'd like to
get at him—just once.”

“Oh, Ace\ain’t mixing much with affairs
right now. At least he wasn’t when I saw
him last. And I think he’s still doing the
same thing. He’s resigned—but he doesn’t
know it yet.”

“He’ll know somethin’ when I've talked
to him.”

“Fair enough,” said Cassidy.
talk for the judge.
for you.”

Slivers dropped to the rear, and into
deep cogitation.

Three miles farther on they passed
through a maze of rocks a sort of miniature
bad-lands, and met up with a posse of ten
citizens headed by  Dick Dougherty. The
posse had lost the bandit’s trail. Cassidy
enjoyed a laugh at their expense, then
turned the prisoners over to Dougherty and
rode alone into town. He wanted to reach
Pinnacle an hour or two before the prison-
ers arrived.

In town, his first act was to send a tele-
gram to the Governor of the State. His
next was to hold a long confab with the
district judge. And the third was acci-
dentally to meet Ethel Danvers and her
mother as the two women came up from
the depot. They had just arrived from the
East. Mrs. Danvers was able to walk. The
operation had been a complete success.

He talked with the women until the
cavalcade arrived. Ben finally took them
off his hands and hired a livery-stable rig
to drive them home. Cassidy meanwhile
had hastened to the court-house, where

“Save the
I’ll put in a good word
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Judge Frisbie was speeding things up. The
prisoners willingly gave information im-
plicating Ace Brownell.

Thenarrived a telegram from the governor.

1 still don’t know what the game is but will take
your word for it, Brownell is removed, and you
are_hereby appointed sheriff of Pinnacle County
until further notice. Papers go into the
immediately.

Cassidy grinned and handed over the
message for Stevens’ perusal.

“Come on, Steve. Get Lem first, and
then we’ll make the district attorney
squirm.”

The official squirmed considerably, but
was forced to issue warrants for Brownell
and the two deputies.

“I don’t know about the deputies,” ac-
knowledged Slivers. “But I'm arresting
them on general principles. I’'ve been tak-
ing so dog-goned many liberties with the
law that now I'm sticking right to it by
getting these warrants. It'll make my
average better. Come on, Steve, and watch
me spring a warrant on Ace. This is gonna
be good!”

It was good. Slightly more than an hour
later saw the erstwhile sheriff locked in the
very cell where Stevens had spent five
weeks. Cassidy put the keys in his pockets
as he left the building.

“Where now?” inquired Stevens.

“To finish what we started this morning,”
grinned Cassidy. “We’ll go over and throw
the fear of the devil into Sassafras Star-
board. We'll make him get out that special
edition. You can write the whole paper if
you still feel that way.”

“Not till after I eat,” protested Stevens,
“And T dunno’s T feel so danged enthusias-
tic now—the slick way things have worked
out. This morning it would have been a
joy to get-a lot of things off my chest and
into pnnt right now it just looks like a lot
of work.”

Then arrived Ben Danvers with a note.

DEAr Mr. Cass

Ben has told me. the truth about the money which
saved mother. I must see you again and thank
you. But it puts us in a terrible predicament; I
do mot sce how we can ever repay. Won't you
please come back with Ben and have supper with us?

Sincerely,
ETHEL DANVERS.

Cassidy’s face was wreathed in a forbid-
ding scowl as he finished reading. He
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shoved the bit of paper into a pocket,
then reached out and grabbed Ben by the
air.

“You brainless, fool kid!” he burst out.
“I was giving you credit for having at least
half an ounce of brains—and danged if T
haven’t been overestimating. I've been
flattering you right along—with that half-
ounce idea. You've spilled the beans, and
you've got your sister worrying herself sick
about how she’ll pay me back—when I
didn’t want to be paid back.

“You fan yourself right back home pronto
and tell her to quit worrying, because you've
got fifteen hundred dollars coming. Fif-
teen hundred in nice hard cash.”

“I’ll go back and tell her that you're the
biggest liar in the world,” was Ben’s an-
swer. “Fifteen hundred! Slivers, you've
been taking a dream pill—or somethm’ 5

“Ben, T'll be forced to kill you yet.
You've really got fifteen hundred coming,”
set forth Cassidy. “The six bad hombres
we gathered in today are worth a thousand
dollars apiece. That’s six thousand to be
split among the four of us.”

““Oh, my gosh!”

Ben threw his hat on to the roof of a
stable, did a few dance steps and threat-
ened to kiss Cassidy. Outside of this
demonstration he failed to register joy at
all.

“But you’ve got to come out to supper.
Sis gave me a list of things I have to buy.”

“Uh-uh! Not me! You've spoiled every-

dnng by telling. I'm plain scared to see

“Fat lot of good it will do you,” sniffed
Ben. “Iknow Sis. She wants you to come
to supper, and you'd better come or you’ll
be havmg some real trouble on your hands.”

“Ican’t. Now you scoot right back home
and tell Ethel about the fifteen hundred.
Hit the breeze!”

Ben scooted.

“I guess I'm holdin’ a public reception,”
grinned Cassidy as Dick Dougherty and
several others stopped to talk and congratu-
late him.

“Golly, Slivers, I'm sure glad that you
got_on the right side of the law—" began
Dick.

“Law!” interjected Cassidy. “Law——"

“Sure,” continued Dick. “That was a
high-powered stunt you pulled in getting
yourself appointed by the governor. - You
wanted to be sheriff, and now you are the
sheriffi—till the next election anyway; and
it’s a certainty you’ll be elected again.”

“But, dog-gone it! Dick, I don’t want
to be sheriff. I've found out a lot about
the job and I want to resign—now!”

“What’s the idea? What’s wrong with
the job?”

“The job’s all right, but there’s too
danged much law connected with it. Law!
T'm fed up on it.”

He grinned and added—

“And as sheriff think of the fun I'd be
missing!”
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Our Camp-Fire came into being May 5, 1912, with our June issue, and since then
its fire has never died down. Many have gathered about it and,they are of all classes
and degrees, high and low, rich and poor, adventurers and stay-at-homes, and from all
parts of the earth. Some whose voices we used to know have taken the Long Trail
and are heard no more, but they are still memories among us, and new voices are
heard, and welcomed.

‘We are drawn together by a common liking for the strong, clean things of out-of-
doors, for word from the earth’s far places, for man in action instead of caged by cir-

The spirit of lives in all men; the rest is chance.

But something besides a common interest holds us together. Somehow a real com-
radeship has grown up among us. Men can not thus meet and talk together without
growing into friendlier relations; many a time does one of us come to the rest for facts
and guidance; many a close personal friendship has our Camp-Fire built up between
two men who had never met; often has it proved an open sesame between strangers
in a far land.

Perhaps our Camp-Fire is even a little more. Perhaps it is a bit of leaven working
gently among those of different station toward the fuller and more human understand-
ing and sympathy that will some day bring to man the real democracy and brotherhood
he seeks. Few indeed are the agencies that bring together on a friendly footing so many
and such great extremes as here. And we are numbered by the hundred thousand now.

If you are come to our Camp-Fire for the first time and find you like the things we
like, join us and find yourself very welcome. There is no obligation except ordinary
manliness, no forms or ceremonies, no dues, no officers, no anything except men and

women gathered for interest and friendliness. Your desire to join makes you a member.

S TO diamonds in North America. Camp-Fire. Not at all. _Camp-Fire is
Haven’t had time to ask Tiffany’s or for free discussion all around. Anybody
Mr. Rayburn about it. Man, have a can offer his opinion so far as our limited
heart! We poor editors have enough chores space permits. All T do is pass these
on our hands without running around opinions on to you. Then every fellow,
interviewing authorities on diamonds. including me, can form his own opinions.
Strictly between you and me, diamonds I try always to give you letters expressi
play & blamed small part in the lives of opinions on both or all sides of a qu
editors. And we didn’t start this discussion, but I can’t be systemat
or claim, just because we haven’t any, that Cox keeps indexes and cross-indexes of
there aren’t any diamonds anywhere in ~ Camp-Fire material. Even as it is, the
North America. You comrades who started rest of us have to get help to use these
this, it’s up to you to come forward. And indexes. If it were made any more com-
any of you who are interested can write to  plicated, even Cox would go crazy.
Tiffany’s and the other fellow. None of which means that I'm not glad
Sometimes we in the office tear our hair Mr. Purcue gave us this counter opinion
because some readers persist in the idea on diamonds. Of course I've heard about
that we vouch for every opinion offered at the diamonds of Arkansas but I don’t know
176
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their quality, quantity or value. And
didn’t I read in the papers the other day of
a field recently discovered in Dutch Guiana?
Yes, I know Dutch Guiana isn’t in North
America.
Arizona.

I would like to bring up the sub ;eu t of “Diamonds

in North America.’

N THE November 30th issue I note what Mr.

Ernest K. Irving has to say on the matter and
it seems my duty as a former resident of Arkansas
th Eall R SRR o o the ceaders tha diamaonds
which compare with the South African gems have
been found in Pike County, Arkansas. In fact
they were discovered some fifteen years ago, and
sul:ce then a great number have been taken from
d

Moo oo Tiave b o1 i B2 jewelry
stores of Little Rock, this to my personal knowledge,
and T understand by Tiffany and Company in New
\'ork whoit is reputed are pm owners of the mine.

, President of Associated Dry

G500 I Nee orE. 1 S1abetd %o o o big stock-
holder and one of the original owners of the mine.

I am not trying to bring up any argument but
only wish to state facts and to verify my various
statements would like for you to have a_repre-
sentative call on both Mr. Rayburn and Tifiany
and Company—would be pleased to know what
they say on the matter.—J. M. PURCUE.

A LETTER from an old-timer differing
from F. R. Bechdolt as to certain
details in the latter’s account of Billy the
Kid. The thing to bear in mind is that,
as is testified by the many of you who have
already given us many and more or less
conflicting accounts of various episodes in
the life of the Kid, there were countless
versions being passed around at the time
of these happenings and that, during the
passing, the reports underwent numerous
changes.

Being well aware of this, Mr. Bechdolt
has made it a point to collect all the data
possible, to compare all the conflicting
accounts, giving preference generally to
those of eye-witnesses or participants, and,
in the light of the evidence as a whole, to
choose in each instance the version most
strongly supported.

As in the following leLLer, it is usually
not a question of veracity in those bringing
forward the various versions of incidents
in any of the Western material from which

. Bechdolt’s series of articles is built.
e nst the usual fact that any event is changed
and changed again in the telling, even when
those who do the telling are entirely honest.
It is the historian’s job to weigh the evi-
dcx;ce from all points of view and by all

v
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tests possible, then to map out the course
indicated by the sum of that evidence.
That is what Mr. Bechdolt is doing and
the many letters received from old-timers
indicate that he is doing it with great
care and extremely good judgment.

We read and enjoy his articles as stories,
but their final value is as historical docu-
ments.

St. Louis, Mo.

In your issue of Aug. 30th an article by F. R.
Bechdolt called the “Law-Bringers” is inaccurate
in 50 many particulars that I fellincined to correct
some of them, w that I am familiar with
the subject il give s short histhry GEyeelas

I ARRIVED in Las Vegas M. N, in the Fall of
1879, worked at my trade of pnnle( and pros-
Dected, ol o Veans whtils i Wiite Dok
strike was made. As soon as I could get an outfit
together started for White Oaks with two partners,
“Big Fort” Johnson and “Vegas Jack” Mercer. We
arrived in W. O. about May 1, 1880. Finding
everything staked in_the nelghborhood of W. 0.,
a party of seven decided to try a range of moun-
tains 15 to 20 miles west of W. O., which is now
called El Capitan. We located in what was known
as the Nogal Cafion and, finding some fair lookmg
prospects there, there soon was a camp of seve
hundred men there. The Spring of 1881 opened
and quite a delegation decided to go to Lincoln—
iles—to see Billy the Kid hanged in May.

The news of the Kid’s escape in the latter part
of April was brought to the camp by a couple of
our prospectors who were in Lincoln that day
buying rations from the soldiers’ commissary.
story they told was that one morning one of the
deputies through some carelessness allowed the
id to come up behind him in such a yay that the
Kid struck the deputy with his han oc]
the deputy down, and, securing the dcputy s gun,
shot him. The other deputy, hearing the racket,
rushed up the stairs, only to be killed by the Kid,
who secured the keys of his irons from the body of
one of the deputies, freed himself and, securing
arms, came down to the street, mounted a horse

and rode to the mountains without pursuit.

DURI\G the Summer of ’81 T saw the
our cafion on two occasions, as he visited

a Charley Conwell, whose cabin was just be_low
ours. About August we, having finished all our
assessment work and running rather short on
money, decided to return to Vegas and work up
another grub- shkc That Fall—I think it was in
ecember—] Stewart, heading a small com-

e Gl Foee, rode Wi L
had as prisoners Billy the Kid, Dave Rutabaugh,
Jim Grathouse (whose ot o e Tl
Mountains, a posse composed of most of the men
of White Oaks had burned) and two or three other
minor desperadoes, all of whom had rewards offered
for them. The prisoners were put in Las Vegas
jail, and after considerable trouble with the Mexi-
can sheriff (but that is another story) got them on
the train and delivered them to the penitentiary
at Santa Fé and collected the rewards offered by
the governor, Within two or three months the
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hole gang made their escape from the penitentiary
and it was in the Spring of 82 when the Kid was
lnlled by Sheriff Garrett.
Mr. B. had secured a version of the fight in

Lhe snow at the Stone house when the ranger
captured the Kid and his gang, also of the trouble
at Las Vegas with the Mexican sheriff, I think he
could have written a longer and more readable
history.—L. B. SHULTZ.

The accouan published at the time of the killing
of Billy the Kid by Sheriff Garrett also differ ma-
terially from Mr. B.’s account.

Mr. Bechdolt’s reply:
Carmel, California.
In re the enclosure. It is interesting. But so
are a dozen other accounts of the capture and death
of Billy the Kid which went round New Mexico
at that time. Unfortunately '.hosc stories were not
true, however.

AS TO my data. It came for the most part from
three men: James East, John W. Poe and
Charles Siringo. East was in the posse which
tured the Kid. Siringo was one of those who got
the evidence concerning the stolen cattle, and also
he was wagon-boss of the outfit which the Pan—
handle cowmen sent out to capture the Kid.
was with Garret when the latter klllu\ the Kld
All three of these men are well known in their
communities and stand high. Poe is president of
a bank in Roswell, New Mexico, and verified nearly
everything in my stories. In addition to these
three, Frank Coe, who was with the Kid during
the Lincoln County war and an actor of prominence
in that affair, went over all the incidents of the
Kid’s life with me. I am writing at this length
so that this may stand as an answer to any others
who have an idea that my articles on the Kid
may not be as accurate as the tales which they
have heard.—F. R. BECHDOLT.

AT ‘THIS writing, late in December, the
Lausanne conference seems to have
reached the ultimatum stage. The Euro-
pean powers, Turkey, Russia, and our own
country as an ‘“‘observer” are having a
tense argument as to who gets the Mosul
oil fields and other pickings, with the usual
camouflage about right, justice, honor, etc.
Unfortunately, other considerations than
oil insist on intruding. To Turkey and
Russia oil is probably only a first step
toward far bigger and very definite am-
bitions.

There is at least the possibility—to me
it seems a probability—that we are defi-
nitely on our way to another world-war, a
war that would make the old one a minor
matter. Look to Russia. Man-power in
lavish abundance; more to gain from war
than from peace. Turkey is her pawn, and
Turkey is the best tool for uniting most of
the whole Mohammedan world as Russian
allies. Germany is neither dead nor seri-
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ously crippled for war; she still hates her
enemies; she is emmenﬂy trained for war
and for the organization of the vast re-
sources in men and material that Asia
can provide. The Balkan and other border
states would be surrounded by enemies and
probably quietly crushed or taken over.

Western Europe is still exhausted from
the recent struggle.

Greed and ambition are busy and, even
if they claim to be working for com-
munism, democracy, religion, monarchy,
etc., greed and ambition, given rein, end
in war. Because of these things the world,
through all her history, has been plunged
again and again into the business of destroy-
ing human beings by the thousand and
the million. War is folly. It is cold-
blooded, wholesale murder. The thug who
kills you for your money is only an atom of
wickedness compared to those who set
millions to murdering one another for
money. And war is generally for money.
Or power. War is an abomination. But
we have wars.

However ‘awful and however silly they
are, we have them. Always have had.
Some day the world will advance beyond
them, but any one who says that we have
a.\readyl advanced beyond them is a dodder-
ing fool

And any nation that fails to take mea-
sures for its own protection against the
greed and ambition of other nations is
likely to pay for that oversight in blood
and tears, in poverty and suffering, .in
shame and miser

In comparison “with other nations the
United States is almost as unprepared as
it was in 1914 or 1917. Thanks to govern-
ment solely by political parties. As the
following letter says, if Congress and the
Administration were as much interested in
the country’s welfare as they are in pork,
pull and party, they would not have allowed
our national defense to dwindle to utter
inadequacy.

An almost equal evil and danger is
America’s swelled head. We've always
thought we could “lick” anybody. Maybe
we can, if given an even break. But we
most certainly can’t if both our hands are
tied. They’re tied now.

We vastly overestimate our performance
in the world war. We forget that friends
did the fighting for us for one whole year
after we declared war because we were so
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unprepared that we couldn’t even begin to
Jight until we'd had a whole year of desperate,
hurried work to get ready in.

And when we did at last get to the front
our boys were slaughtered no more by the
enemy than they were by the inefficiency
of our too hurried preparation and by our
lack of real experience.

By the time the war was over we were
getting into pretty good shape to carry
on a war.

We got by, yes. Because our men were
excellent fighting material? They were,
but that alone wouldn’t have seen us
through. We got by for just one reason—
some one else did our fighting for us for
one whole year. Otherwise we couldw't
have done any fighting.  Unless you call it
fighting to send to slaughter millions of
untrained, unarmed and unequipped Amer-
icans.

Suppose the enemy, instead of being
busy fighting three thousand miles away,
had been free to attack us direct and at
once?

‘We couldn’t have put up as good a fight
as Belgium put up.

Can’t end war if we don’t lead the way
in disarming?. Well, we can’t end war by
committing suicide either. Lead the way
by all means, but be sure the others are
following.

As a matter of fact, we’re doing neither
one thing nor the other. We’re not trying
our utmost to bring the world to peace and
we’re not taking the ordinary precaution
of keeping ourselves sufficiently armed and
ready to protect ourselves against warring
egemles Ours is the course of the complete
idiot.

I’'m mofe than glad to print the following
letter:

ver, New Jersey.

Our Old American Legion = organized because
at that time our Government had nothing in the
way of a reserve. Such a reserve now exists in the
form of the Org: serves (Officers’ Reserve
Corps and Enlisted Reserve Corps). This, as was
our old legion, is composed of trained men and
could be mobilized on short notice in event of war
or a great national emergency requiring troops in
excess of our regular y and National Guard.

The personal of the O. R consists of e
trained men who have served in our
Corpe 0 & ol Giian "5 & o g iy o
who obtained military mmmg ata n\llllxr) acad-
emy, college, R. 0. T. 1. mp or
elsewhere and also ccnam quahﬁed ci llans who
are specialists at some vocation (cook, baker,
chauffeur, packer, telegraph or wireless operator,

X- \rmy
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engincer, etc). In short, men who would have
been cligible for membership in the old American

Legion ae cligible for membership for the Organized

ety
The Camp-Fire should be full of just the type
required.
st that you glve the Officers” Reserve Corps
and Enlisted Reserve Corps some publicity at the
Camp-Fire. I can’t think of a more effective method
of mchmg the right kind of men.
suggest that you press-agent the C. M. T.
C.abit. Ispent a month at one and they’re great
dope. A great vacation, albeit strenuous, and our
uncle foots the bills. These camps are almighty
democratic in that they indiscriminately mingle
soldiers and civilians, blue blood and otherwise,
DY evdiorking it Arisrlcat and i I

born.

The one kind rybs elbows with the six or eight
other varieties and the result is broadening and
beneficial generally. ¥ Congress were as generous
with appropriations for military purposes as they
are for “river and harbors improvement” the War
Department could work wonders in the way
making good healthy patriotic American citizens
as well as giving those same citizens the military
training so necessary for our common defense.

Suggest, too, that you announce at “the fire”
that the War Department is now conducting a
correspondence course in military science for the
benefit of National Guardsmen, reservists
qualifiedcivilians. Jquschou\m »

HOOTING oneself on the draw. More
about an irritating sort of accident
discussed in a recent issue.

Greenwood, Mississippi.

Hello the Camp-Fire! Say, now about a fellow
shooting himself pulling a gun from a shoulder
scabbard. I don’t know about that, but know a
man that did shoot himself practising the draw
from a scabbard hung on a belt. He did not have
it tied down nor did he have notches filed off
hammer. It made a flesh-wound below the knee.
How the —— he did it, I don’t know. Everybody
joked him so much about it that it wasn’t safe to
i e g happened not
thirty miles from where D. Wiggins was born.—
C. F. McCarry.

THE following is a letter in praise of our
magazine and I make no apology for
printing it. We seldom pass on to Camp-
Fire any of the many kind words you
readers send us, but the “A. A.” editors
and writers mentioned have earned the
following endorsement of an old-timer of
the West, of Alaska, and of the Canal
Zone in 1860, and it is only fair that once
in a while there should be open acknowl-
edgement of the careful, sincere work they
have been doing for the entertainment and
information of all of us.
‘There are, also, other things in the letter.
As to our Camp-Fire expedition, matters




are now at a stand-still but by no means a
permanent one. It’s slow work, if the
job is to be done right, and we want to do
it right or not at all. Be sure Ill report
to you as soon as things take definite shape.

Seattle, Washington.

When a man who drove a 4-horse team across
the plains in ’63; collected insects in the untamed
forests of the Isthmus of Panama in 1860; who put
the Imperial Valley of California_on the map in
1869, and the southern desert of Nevada in 1866;
who has spent cight years railroad building in
Alaska, who lived in Virginia_City, Nevada, in
Leadville and Tombstone in_their hectic infancy
and has worked in a hundred mining camps from
Mexico to the Arctic Circle on the Yukon—and
has passed the 85-mile post on the toboggan slide,
the arrival of Adventure gomes mone too fre-
quently. Since the microbe of wanderlust ran in
the blood of his ancestors, there is no known
remedy for the virus which makes him a world-
wide wanderer.

] WANT totake off my hat to your writers’ brigade.
When T am reading Friel I am back in the
gloomy forests of the me:c; with thur my<tenous
life; I am riding the “Spine of the Monster” with
Solomons; T am back on the “Geiger grade” and
Lake Tahoe with Mundy; in the Magnolia Saloon
in Virginia City and at Dayton and Ragtown with
Pendexter, and with Bed'ldoll. at Tombstone and
elsewhere in Earp-Clanton fusillade
lasted not more than five minutes and sounded
fike a lot of big firecrackers. By the way, the horse
stolen from and returned to the Contention Mine
belonged to my partner, 1. E. James, but fwo were
stolen, and when returned a matter of $200 which
had been left in the manger was missing in the
morning!
en, and others, know what they are
writing about, and the fact that it is 5o, is worth
telling. It is one of the compensations of life to be
able to appreciate the pageant as told by them
when the body can no longer take part in it.

SHOULD the exploration scheme take dehmlc
shape I want to contribute my “bit” and
apropos of this scheme, it may be well to call
attention to the custom of the charcoal burners
of the Panama Railroad in 1860 of never drinking
the swamp water (they often had no other) until
they had stirred into it a liberal dose of wild honey
which is found in the forests in unlimited quantity.
I followed suit, and though in the swamps daily
for two months, bitten by hornets, mosquitoes and
garra-patar, never had a trace of fever. Ammonia
is a good external application for all insect bites and
stings; for spiders it should be also used internally.
Speaking of beer reminds me that the big blue
wasp with red wings, known as the “Tarantula
Hawk” from its habit of using these spiders to
provision its young, was a pest in the early days
of the San Joaquin Valley. I have often picked
them off ovér-ripe peaches too drunk to fly!
Finally, one word of praise for the patience and
courtesy of the men who answer questions. In
ree years I answered $ to 10,000 questions about
Alaska, and know what the service means—R. H.
STRETCH.
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THE followmg is out of a personal letter
to me from a man of our writers’
brigade in times past. We had got out of
touch—he adventuring and I sitting here
—and there had been years between a
letter just preceding the quoted one and
the last letter before that. Naturally I
do not give his name, since'he was talking
only as one man to another, but I can not
resist passing on to you his philosophy of
life. It is, I think, the philosophy of many
adventurers of the best type, though all
may not frame it in the same words. In
any case it’s a man’s philosophy, worth
hearing and worth thinking about.

Yes, we are getting old—in the body. But I
am_younger of soul I believe, than ever. I have
had every good and evil that Life can give, T think.
T have fought wars—explored—sailed far seas—
and in fact known this earth of ours as few men.
Like some of you, I might have had a good wife

and a quiet chimney-corner, and staid respecta-
bility—but my blood craved the high places and
the wilds; the onset and the cheering. And we all
pay, Arthur—pay for what we don’t get; nnd are
prone to underestimate what we have. y, L
o wtaf bl s b il o
served—to have done evil and to have fought it
manfully, and won. And Life has given me such
beautiful friends; and I have had so much love and
proved loyalty—that I go, thanking God.

HAT has this comrade found? Wrote
him for further details but got no

reply.
ix, Arizona.

1 got some information to write you concerning
some Indians that are supj to be extinct. As
far as these habitations are mncemed they are
extinct. In the United States there are signs of
their habitations in New Mexico and Arizona, but
there is no one alive that ever saw them. I ran
into one of their habitations in old Mexico where
several hundred exist at present. I saw only one
camp, but there are several other camps I wasn't
are located in places many miles back
(mm c , in mountainous districts that
have not been explored. They are living in
cliffs and are known as the Cliff Dwellers. ~RO0Ex
DoHERTY.

THIS is a comrade’s recipe for good
citizenship. If we all followed it,
many of the present evils would vanish

New York City.
THE GOOD CITIZEN SHOULD

—Discuss men and policies during the off season
when partisanship is quiescent.

—Write to his district i
on pending measures in a sane and temperate
manner.

—Vote at all primaries and elections, but never a
straight ticket.




The Camp-Fire

—During pre-clection times talk against any mar
that is personally unfit, or too profuse in his
promises.

—When voting, vote agamst any man he thinks
unclean, dishonest or tricky, no matter what he
stands for or professes.

‘Always keepsin mind that the other fellow may be

right

—Never swayed by oral statement until the it
pression is confirmed by careful second though

—Draw his own conclusions from facts stated.

WE WILL always have reformers of various
kinds, always have men who think the party
system essential to our salvation, always have
fanatics trying to make the world over in a day
and so we will always have plenty of new ideas to
think about.
| As to the practical effect of such a course as T
propose we have just had a good example. Murphy
nominated Smith to please the good citizen, not
mseli. Now while I preferred Miller, I am not at
all unhappy, because I believe that Smith will
make a governor.

With the voters divided 30°/o Republicans, 30°/o
Democrats, 307/ Good Citizens, 10°/o Fanatics,
the algebraic sum of the political equation in broad
terms is a positive quantity that means progress
upwa

Every Christian should know the history of the
world’s greatest reformer and take to heart its
lGessons, not the least of them being patience—

0.

‘ N 7HEN we published “The Sea Hawk,”
by Rafael Sabatini we did it as a test
case, zskmg our readers wheLher or not they

story that had been pubhshed in book
form in America some years before, but
in a very small edition. It happened that
before the story reached you in our pages
Rafael Sabatini had scored a big hit with
his “Scaramouche” and people began going
to the libraries to find other books he had
written, among them, of course, “The
Sea Hawk.” Yet in spite of this unforeseen
turn of affairs letters poured in from you
and probably go% of them endorsed both
the particular case and the general idea.
T’ll make a more detailed report later, but
the endorsement was so unusually strong
that it would seem warrant for our using
out-of-print books by the.dozen.

‘Wholesale use of them, however, was not
contemplated and would seem dangerous
ground. All we in the office wanted was
your O. K. to our keeping an eye out for
any unusually good story that had not been
printed in an American magazine but had
appeared in the United States as a book of
small circulation or a book now out of
print. T’ll be surprized if more than one
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or two a year at most will be found to fill
the bill.

But here’s something along the same
general lines. Since “Scaramouche” Mr.
Sabatini’s fame has taken a second bound
through the book publication of his “Cap-
tain Blood,” which appeared in our pages
before book publication. Two “best sellers”
have brought interest in his work to a high
pitch and the book publishers have done
very much the same thing Adventure did
in the case of “The Sea Hawk”—they’ve
gone back to his earlier books and are
bringing them out again to meet the big
demand for Mr. Sabatini’s work, among
others “The Sea Hawk” and “Historical
Nights’ Entertainment,” the latter having
had English but not American book
publication or American magazine pub-
licatior

Inc)dentally this would seem to stamp
an extra O. K. on your O. K. of our sizing

up “The Sea Hawk” as deserving scnal
publication following book appearance.
‘They’re adding a second book publication
on top of both!

Well, by special arrangement our mag-
azine had a chance at serial publica~
tion of ‘“Historical Nights’ Entertain-
ment” before it comes out in form
in this country and found two of the
stories not only good but very much in our
field. Personally I think most of you would
have liked nearly all the stories, but that
would have delayed the book seriously and
many of them were out of our usual field.
The first of the two we took appears in
this issue—“The Night of Escape.” The
second will be in the next issue. Ours is
their first publication, either magazine or
book, in this country and I mention them
in connection with “The Sea Hawk” case
only because a few copies of the English
book edition have probably found their
way into American libraries and been read
by a few of you here and there, espeoally
in view of the present strong interest in all
that Mr. Sabatini ever wrote.

In other words, I'm explammg, not
apologizing. As in “The Sea Hawk” case,
the exception among you who may have
read these stories is not likely to object
to the rest of you getting them in our
pages.

By the way, the old-timers among you will
remember that years ago Rafael Sabatini
was appearing in our magazine.—A. S. H.




VARIOUS

PRACTICAL SERVICES

TO ANY READER

The
one. They involve my
turn o you read
delay
No formali

and willing to try.

se services of Adventure, mostly free, are open to any

ch time, work and expense on our part, but we ask in re-
and observe the simple rules, thus saving needless

S D ror o THewhslosicit of e kagsie Kb Wi,
ty between editors and r

mem| gazi
Allow for two or three months between sending and publication.

ers. Whenever we can help we're ready
: Magazines are made up ahead of time.

Identification Cards

S sand o5 (o) yous aace gad st

Free to say reader.
tified, (3) a

dress, (2) name and address of part:
Ahmyed and self-addressed return u\valop:

Each card bears this inscription, each prmted in English,
French, Spanish, German, Portuguese, Dutch, Italian,
Arabic, Chinese, Russian Japanese:

“In case of duth or serious emergen y to bearer, address
cnd. care of nture, New York,
(nends wlll be n |ﬁed

the name «
anent ad No name appears on the card.
Eetters will be forwarded to friend, unopened by us. Names
and addresses treated as confidential. _We assume o other
obligations. Cards not for business identification. Cards
fumnished free gromided sigmped and addressel ewwlope ac.
ies application. We reserve the right to use our

Svvn discrotion in al matters pertaining to theso cards.

send v

rated gt cach end, Tncigse o selfaddrossed return
lope, b posiage. Tweaty-five cents covers every-
th¥ng.  Give same data as for pastcbonrd cardy. | Hola

s can under both paste-
o if desired, but old numbers can ot
Ro longer wish your

r0id con-

under that

A thought will show the value of this system
of card. mnuﬁmmn for any one, whether in civilzation or
out o furnish stamp

e i niyl e Jemes ond oddresses of self

nd friend or i e

If_check or money order is et viaddi-cials 18 GeP
the Ridgway Company, nof to any individual

Manuscripts
d o look at any manuscript. . We have no -regular
e o " weloome for niew writers. Tt 3
ecessary lo wriie ashing 1o Swomil ouP work,

cerning it, i
under separate cover. Enclose stamped and addressed
envelope for return. All manuscripts should
e
address on ume o risk for manu-

We
Seripts or Mustrations submitted, but use all due care while
they are in our

We want oaly clean stories,  Sex. morbid, “problem,”
‘psychological and supernatural stories barred. Use almost
B fact-articies,  Cah ot furnish or suggest collaborators:
Use fiction of almost any length; under

Payment ce.

Camp-Fire Stations

Our Camp-Fire is extending its Stations all
over the world, Any one belongs who wishes
to. 0

and geceive such hospitality
offer. The only requirements as
ztxt‘yn duphy the rogular sign,

e register book and
maintain his Station in fte. Otherwise Keepers
Tun their Stations to suit themselves and are not responsibie

this magazi entative of it. List of Stations
and further details are published in the Camp.Fire in the

first issue of each month. Address letters regarding stations
0 J. Cox.

Camp-Fire Buttons

o be worn on lapel of coat by members of Camp-Fire—
any one bel ho wishes to. Enameled in dark colors
e oa pektaky: s Dies {bacisat 110

and

While we should like to be of aid in these matters, expe-
rience has shown that it is not practicable.

Back Issues of Ad’vevn‘ure

The Boston Mogasine Exchange, 24 T Wharf,

Boston, Mass, con supply Adventire e through

1918, and occisional copies before that.

‘WILL SELL: 1st ]u.\y, wzn to Dec., 30th 1022. Price, one
i

dollar per volumi complete set of 75 ssuee for
FRANCIS

; Feb.. 1015; Apl.,
St sailol b Lecert

R VO (e Mid-Apl., and
1t Nov. One hundred and thirty:ve copies i all
Good_c cept_three e

Brigs twelve aoum for lot, plus postage.—— Address
TN 128 SE Phifadeiphia, Pa.

E. GAMBLE, J ..
yo SELTL A s e ipeta,
oth and 2oth, 1021. One hundred as
Alsotwenty-mine _copies of 1023
n. | Best offer,—Address R. H. Hrirex,
wukensbum

UY: Feb. Oct. 1914; Feb, Mar.,
Ao, Muy, _y-mc. Ty A\lx P Ock. To%; Fob,
. Sept., Nov, 1016; all ssues of 1917, Toxb, rox
T s T Lo Al et o o o8 o
Address PRINCE PEARCE, Hugo, Okla.

the sum of the letters of the word Camp.Fire vahied accord-
ing

spicuous.
is the only requisite for membership in
enable members to recognize each other when they meet in
far places or at home. Twenty-five cents, post-paid, any-

When sendini ¢ the butten eicloss & sirong, ssil
addressed, unstamped et

Tf_check or money order T please make it out to
the Ridgway Company, nof o any individual.

Missing Friends or Relatives
(See Lost Trals in Next Issue)

Mail Address and Forwardlng Service
office, assuming 1o respons ssibility, will be glad to act
arding address tm ns g or to hold mail till
rovided v postage is supplied. Un-
Claimed mal which we have held for & Jong p:rmd is listed.
on the last page of the last issue of each m

Addresses

Camp-Fire—Any one belongs who wishes t

Rifle Clubs—Address Nat. Rifle Ass'n of e e
‘Woodward Bldg., Washington, D.
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M&) A Free Question and Answer Service Bureau of Infor-

mation on Outdoor Life and Activities Everywhere and
M Upon the Various Commodities Required Therein. Con-
ducted for Adventure Magazine by Our Staff of Experts.

UESTIONS should be sent, not to this office, but direct to the
O expert in charge of the section in whose field it falls. So
& that service may b be as prompt as possible, he will answer you
by mail direct. But he will also send to us a copy of each question and
answer, and from Tisore shall select those of most general interest
and publish them each issue in this department, thus making it itsclf
an_exceedingly valuable standing source of practical information.
Unless otherwise requested mqu\re! 's name and town are printed with
question; street numbers not gives

hen you ask for general S bsnin s given district or subject
the expert may give you some valuable general pointers and refer you
to books or to local or special sources of information.
Our experts will in all cases answer to the best of their ability, using
ir own discretion in all matters pertaining to their sections,

subfect only to our general ruls for “Ask Adventure,” but neither they nor the magazine assumes any

responsibilit
chosen by us not only for their knowledge and experience but with an eye to their integrity and relial

beyond the moral one of trying to do the best that is possible. These experts have

We have emphatically assured each of them that his advice or information is not to be affected in tny
way by whether a given commodity is or is not advertised in this magazine.

1. Service free to anybody, provided self-addressed envelop and full postage, not at-
Pached, are enclosed. Gortespondents writing to or ! ﬁ-om loreizn counn—lu will please
enclose International Reply Coupons,
able for stamps of any country in the lmernztionll Poﬂal Union.
2. Send each question direct to the expert in charge of the particular department whose
field covers it. He will reply by mail. Do NOT send questions to this £
3. No reply will be made to requests for partners, for financial backing, or for chances to
join expeditions. ‘‘Ask Adventure” covers business and work opportunities, but only
if they are outdoor acn\nneo, md only in the way of general data and advice. It is in
no sense an employment
4. Make your questions definite and specific. State exactly your wants, qualifications
and intentions. Explain your case sufficiently to guide the expert you question.
5. Send no question until you have read very carefully the exact ground covered by
the particular expert in whose section it seems to belong.
Pl N B Ao and Gresnind

ease Note: r0id 80 much needed . Baffinland and Greenlan
space each issue Tor ewnding xfxme; -‘pl.: o gain g Mxﬁﬁ'ﬁ"'Wmem e
entarerthe fall satement of i yarious sec. | 452 Eastern U.S.  In Four Parts

of S
tions and of “Lost Trails” will be given only in Radio
issues only the bare Mining and Prospecting

In

n ui pons, Past and Present. In Three Parts
eme. ol the sections will be given, inquirers to I o S o

from foil statement in alternate issues. Standing Information

write to the magazine, but to the editors ol e Lost Trails

sections at their home addresses. Bidsof Sonth Arierice

THE guacharo, by the way, is also known

s S D] ghwo Part as the great nightjar. And as a matter
slands and C. T Rt 2 = +

6. New Zealand e e Soweh 5o lelands. In of incidental knowledge it may be interesting

7 to hear that it yields “an oil used by the

g natives as buttes

Question:—“T would like all the general informa-
tion you can give-me about the birds of Colombia,
Chile, Peru and Ecuador.

nclosed you will find o self-addressed envelop
with postage.”—RussELL EpLus, Muskegon, Mich.

Scandinavia

2. Germany, Grecho-Sloyakia, Austris, Poland
26,27. South America. In Two Answer, by Mr. Young:—The bird life of th fo\u
Rl ARecles ., countries you mention ranges from the tiniest of
N exica T ans humming ‘birds to immense condors, largest ni
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ged creatures, and )xburu storks that are as tall
as elghl feet. Many of the various birds have not
been classified, due to the fact that much of the
territory I cover is unexplored. However, 1 shall
be able to give you a list of the best known 'of those
that occur on both sides of the Andes down through
my countries.
hey are as follows: Condor, coroquenque vul-
ture, parrots of many kmds, parrakeets, macaws,
partridge, ibis, gulls, flamingo, duck, water hens,
eagle, osprey, kites, hawk, toucan (or big bill), large
and small white crane, blue heron, egret, spoonbill,
giant stork (jaburu or bata) bittern, crested curas-
sow, pheasant, guacharo, owls, crow, flute bird,
petrel, pufinis cincros, pufinurii berardis (resembling
the awk), gecse, swans, cormorants, curlews, snipe,
plover, moorhens, American ostrich or rhea, and
‘many varieties of humming-birds.

‘Among the most notable, for some cause or other,
is the flute bird, which makes a sound very similar
to a flute and is a little bird which soon dies in
captivity; the pito, a brown creeper, which flutters
about the rocks; the ynchahualpa, which sounds a
monotonous note each hour of the night; the toucan,
ih b e e colfedilRbou o ety
banana; racehorse duck; and the bell bird, which
sounds a clear note in the forest which is very
nearly like that of a bell.

Tn the Encyclopedia Britannica_you will find the
picture of most of the birds mentioned under their
respective names, and you will also find mention
made of them under thé name of cach republic and
sub-head fauna. The Bronx Park Zoological Garden
here in New York has many of these birds in its
bird house and also publishes postcards with illus-
trations of some of the most notable on them; also
several of the best known South American :meals
such as the tapir, puma and jaguar.

T forgot to say that immense flocks of sea fowls
are to found all along the coast and are the source
of the guano exported from Peru and Chile in large
quantities.

Names and addresses of department
editors and the exact field covered by
each section are given in alternate
issues of the magazine. Do not write
to the magazine itself.

More about “Short Stirrups vs. Long”"
H ERE area couple of letters arising out
of Brother Whiteaker’s reply to an
inquiry that was published in the Oct. 20,
1922, issue of “Ask Adventure:”

Omaha, Nebraska.
Heretofore I have gallantly resisted the impulse
to break into the very alluring field for discussion
that you open to your readers in Adventure; but
now I am writing because the subject is one that T
(cul L]m I know something about. I mean the
” reply to the gentleman from Pmsburgh
LA questions about riding. The reply
was not altogether as clear as it might be, and for
that reason I am writing you. Taking his qucsl.lons

seriatim:
“How does a Westerner ride a trotting horse?”

Adventure

The answer is—I mean the answer should be—
that as a rule a Westerner does not ride a trotting
horse if he can avoid it. When he does ride a
trotting horse he is a sight for the gods because he
rides with a long stirrup, and, being thrown out of
balance, hangs on to the saddle-horn, (T am sup-
posing that your questioner means by “a W