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THE THEFT OF A GOD.

BY UPTON B. SINCLAIR, JR.

No. 1.

The thrilling experiences of two Englishmen in India, consequent on the freak of one of them,

who conceives the idea of carrying off a native deity. A night of horror in the temple of

Lashmi Gar.

CHAPTER I.

(Complete in This Issue.)

A HEEDLESS VENTURE.

"WELL, you may try it if you want

to, but you won't find it half

as much fun as you think."

Morfit Mullen lay flat upon the

ground on his back, his feet braced

against the trunk of a spreading acacia ;

he tapped the tree with his heel for a

moment or two, and then went on :

"You fellows get out here into India

with only one notion in your stupid

heads, and that is to kill a tiger; you

dream of India as fairly alive with them,

and of the people who live here as doing

nothing but hunting them. And you've

an idea it's lots of sport."
""

"You needn't preach," laughed his

companion. " You tried it."

"Yes, I know I did. And that's why

I don't want you to. I see so many of

these desperate English sportsmen ; after

they all get as scared as I did, they don't

talk so big. However, old man, a

chump's a chump, and no use talking

to him; so you go ahead and try your

luck at it."

Morfit Mullen and Howard Bland, the

two speakers, were cousins. The for-

mer was an agent for a trading company

in Calcutta, on the outskirts of which

town they were sitting at the time.

•FFFFF

Howard Bland was the son of an Eng-

lish baronet, who was traveling with

him.

was the
Lying at anchor in the m

trim yacht Baltimore, upon the deck of

which, as Howard mused during the lull

of the conversation, there were two peo-

ple, both very dear to him. One was his

father, and the other a young lady. In

fact, this particular voyage was the wed-

ding trip of the Blands. The Baltimore

was to sail that day for Sumatra.

Morfit Mullen lighted a cigar. Then

he braced his heels against the tree

again and went on with his sermon, be-

tween puffs.

"Yes, you had to go tiger hunting

here ; and you didn't get any, of course,

for the simple reason that you couldn't

stay away from your wife long enough

to go anywhere; what business have peo-

ple got having wives, anyhow, if they

must go after tigers besides ? Why

don't they do as I do, and— ”

"This sermon's on tigers, not wives,"

interrupted Bland with a yawn and a

laugh.

" It's all the same. As I said, you

didn't get any. And then, of course,

just as soon as you heard that I'd seen

one of the beasts in Sumatra, you want

to chase there ; as if Sumatra were ten

miles away! "

U
N
I
V
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" Distance doesn't make any differ-

I want a tiger ! 'ence.

66
' Well, sir, I saw one there, and I

don't want to see another. I told you

about it ; I went into all that jungle and

brush and thicket, hoping every minute

I'd see one. And, by jiminy, every-

thing was so wild and lonely, and the

crocodiles were so hungry, and the

snakes so big, I began to think maybe

I wasn't so anxious to see one as I

thought I was. Then one came, and I

fired an unloaded gun at him and ran

home.me. Every tiger I've seen since has

been stuffed

" Every one Isee'sgoing to be stuffed,

too," laughed Bland; then glancing

down the hill, he added, " Here they

come after me now?"

<<
Ahoy, up there! " came a voice from

the foot of the hill. "The tide'll go

out in half an hour, you people ! "

"Well, I can't stop it ! " shouted Bland

66
lazily. I'm only a man. Come up

here and rest a while; it's too plagued

hot to move yet?"

Hot! ' echoed Mullen sarcastically.

"Youfellows ought to live here a month.

or two later, when real summer—' In-

dian summer '-comes? "

" I should die then," muttered the

other with a gasp.

66

' Yet you're willing enough to chase

off and leave your old cousin here,"

grumbled Morfit good naturedly.

"Well, you don't have to stay; I asked

you to come."

"I've got my business to attend to,

and besides, I think the tigers will make

it hotter for you than Calcutta even.

Here's your old boatswain, as red as

three lobsters."

The sailor, with his two companions,

had by this time reached the summit of

the hill and the shade of the tree. The

three men were clad in white duck suits

with blue braid and trimmings.

"How deliciously cool you look,

boatswain ! " laughed Mullen.
"You

seem as fresh as a spring bride ; as one

bride in particular," he added, with a

glance at his cousin .

" Well, I don't feel it, sir," panted the

other. " But it's really time we were

starting."

" Yes, I know—but look what's com-

ing ! " exclaimed Bland, pointing down

the hill. " To-day is a native holiday,

I think."

The others followed the direction of

his hand ; there was a party of native

Hindoos passing between the hill and

the shore. They were dressed in fantas-

tic costumes, and were beating musical

instruments and dancing as they went.

"What's it all about, any way?" in-

quired Bland, wonderingly.

66
" It's 'Hopsum Jupsum' day," volun-

teered the boatswain, or some such

outlandish name, and these Indian

chaps are celebrating."

" Celebrating a holiday! " laughed

Bland, " it's the same custom we have-

going off on a racket. But tell me, Mr.

Boatswain, what are they going to do?"

"I don't know exactly, but they've

got their family god with them—that

wooden image in the middle-and

they'll feast all night to him."

"Come on," said Bland, rising, " let's

go down and take in the sight."

At the foot of the hill the five halted

to let the strange procession pass. The

god was a straight, erect gentleman,

about three feet in height, and hand-

somely colored. He had four humble

servants to bear him, and a guard of

honor besides.

He stood erect, with the aid of a few

props, upon a litter, and stared about

him with a stolid, wooden expression-

in fact, a look of bored indifference.

Howard Bland's face was working

strangely as this part of the procession

passed, and there was a glitter of excite-

ment in his eyes.

" Shall I do it ? Shall I do it? " he

muttered. " It would be immense!

Yes, by ginger, I will ! Ye gods ! "

He brought his hand down upon his

knee with a slap that startled the god

bearers so that their charge nearly tum-

-bled to the ground ; as it was, he lurched

and tottered dangerously.

66
What on earth's the matter ? "

queried Mullen. " It's too hot to get

excited at high noon."

"We'll take it easy, then," answered

Bland, calming down. "Gentlemen,

form a V,' and get ready."

"Ready for what?"

66

Ready to charge."

" Charge what?"

"That crowd ! "
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" That crowd ! " echoed his four com-

panions; " what on earth " (the boat-

swain mentioned elsewhere) " do you

mean to do that for? '

" I want that god," declared Howard,

"and I'm going to get him, even if it

means fight."

" You're crazy, man ! " cried his

cousin . "What do you want with it ? "

" Same reason that I want the tiger-

for fun and for show. Are you ready? "

"You don't really mean, you chump,

that you're going to try to steal that

god!

99

" Surely! "

" The whole crowd will fight to the

death. And we haven't a weapon ! "
.

" I have two," laughed the other, now

thoroughly alive to the fun of the idea.

" I've two fists, a lot of football train-

ing, and some sand; you have all but

the last. Boatswain, sailors, are you

afraid of that crowd? "

"No, sir-not exactly, but "

"Then, you're willing to fight them ?

Come on!

With which parting bit of logic Bland

rubbed his hands together and charged

like a battering ram upon the unsus-

pecting procession.

" He's crazy," said the boatswain

gruffly, " but we'll stick to him all the

same.

And so saying, he followed suit.

" We'll make a thundering row! "

grumbled Mullen, " but I suppose it's

fun. Anyhow, Howard's a chump, so

here goes."

They did not make a "V " formation,

but a long line, which was, however,

equally effective. The amazement of

the Hindoos can scarcely be imagined.

If the god himself had developed rush

line tendencies, there could not have

been more dumb surprise.

Religious liberty is granted the na-

tives of India, and they are never dis-

turbed by Englishmen ; so when the

charge began the procession was mysti-

fied as well as frightened.

Bland, who came first, bowled over

several stragglers as a preliminary, and

then struck the very center of the

crowd. One of the bearers of the litter

received the young man's shoulders in

the pit of the stomach, and he collapsed

considerably, the result being that How-

ard and the god took a complicated tum-

ble.

The boatswain charged in promis

cuously, the two brawny sailors at his

heels, with Mullen bringing up a rather

uncertain rear.

The Hindoos recoiled from the first

shock with cries of alarm ; but no sooner

did they perceive the object of the at-

tack than their fright became changed

to the fury of fanatics. A dozen swords

flashed in an instant, and the mob

surged in upon the five with cries of、

rage.

It was a critical moment, and only

quick action saved them. Howard

leaped to his feet and tucked the god un-

der his arm ; the others reached his side

at that moment, and one desperate

plung swept them through the crowd

and out into the open.

There was a race then; the Hindoos

were lightly clad and swift, but the

Englishmen had a moment's start,

which brought them to the boat. How-

ard flung the god into the bottom and

sprang in; the rest followed hastily, the

panting boatswain halting just long

enough to tumble one heathen."
66

A few strokes of the oars put them

out of danger—and the god was stolen !

CHAPTER II.

THE FIRST SIGN OF PERIL.

THE infuriated Hindoos stood on the

shore shaking their fists and hurling im-

precations and more dangerous missiles

at the boat, or else flung themselves

frantically into the sea in a vain attempt

to continue the pursuit.

The party on the water became quite

merry, when once they knew they were

safe. The sailors had enjoyed the brush,

and young Bland was delighted with his

curious trophy, and with the tale he

would have to tell at home. But Mullen

was worried, and grew more so every

minute.

""
" It's all very well for you people,"

he growled.he growled. " You are going away in a

few moments, and will never come back.

But it's a nice muddle you've got me

into. You've no idea what crazy fanat-

ics those people are. By George, they'll

never forget that ! And I've got to go
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back to Calcutta in a short while. Sup-

pose they know me, or suppose I should

meet them again !
""

"That's so," said Bland, looking sol-

emn. "That's so ! Why didn't you

think of that beforehand?"

66 Think ofit! Howthe dickens could

anybody think of anything with you

breaking out like a wild man?

" I always was too hasty," muttered

the other. " I'm sorry now that I did it

-thoughit was a lot of fun. What are

you going to do about it ? '
""

"Do about it? I don't know what

I'm going to do about it; I'm stuck ! "

" Can't you throw up your place and

come tiger hunting with me?"

""

" No, sir, I can't. I wouldn't trust

myself within a thousand miles of a tiger

with a hot headed mán like you. Be-

sides, you talk as if a situation were a

rubber ball. I'm not a baronet's son,

with a private yacht and a wife."
66

66
Well, can yougo back to Calcutta?

""

I don't know whether I can or not,

but I've got to. And if I get killed

or worse, I'll have you to thank for it

and that accursed wooden stick."

66

66

It'll be a still more suggestive

trophy then," added Bland, laughing in

spite of himself.
But, honestly, I'm

as sorry as I can be. I wish I could set

it straight."

"Well, you can't," said the other.

" So that ends it. We're there now."

The yacht was in plain sight, a short

distance down the bay; the clank of her

anchor chain was audible as the sailors

drew it in; and Mullen in the stern could

see two figures watching them. One

was dressed in a black yachting suit, and

the other in a soft white dress.

The former was the baronet, and it

was evident as the boat drew near that

he was impatient and annoyed. He was

a little man with a sharp, black mus-

tache and eye glasses, and an irascible

look and manner.

""
"Whyon earth don't you people come

on? " he cried ; " the tide's half out!

"We stopped to get this," responded

his son, standing the god up in the stern.

In response to the baronet's and his

wife's eager questions, the story was all

told by the time the boat was made fast.

And then the party ascended to the

deck, Mullen to say good by.

.

Helen Bland's sweet face paled some-

what at the story of her husband's rash-

ness, and still more sowhen the unpleas-

ant plight of his cousin was made known.

But Mullen made light of the affair,

shook hands all round, and a few mo-

ments later was being rowed back to the

shore. He was careful, however, to

land at the other end of the town.

He stood by the quay to watch the

boat return to the yacht, and to watch

the yacht herself swing round with the

tide. Gradually gaining headway, she

disappeared behind a projection of the

land; then Mullen turned about, and

with an impatient ejaculation about

heat and hot places, made his way to his

office in the city.

He knew that when he reached the

English portion of the town he would

be comparatively safe, for there the

Hindoos would not be apt to see him,

and he thought that they would not dare

attack him if they did.

But to reach the European quarter, it

was necessary for him to pass through a

part occupied by the crowded native

houses. He halted on the outskirts and

gazed down the narrow streets, which

were almost deserted in the midday

heat; he did not relish the prospect a

bit.

And as he stood there another

thought flashed over him-one which

was still more alarming.
“
By George ! " he cried, " I wish I

were on the Baltimore! "

Nothing was more probable, he rea-

soned, than that the Hindoos had stood

on the bank to watch the boat carry off

their precious idol to the yacht ; if they

had they must almost certainly have

seen the boat put off again and land

some one on the other side of the town ;

and if they had seen that, it was certain

that they were hurrying his way even

now. And they might put in an ap-

pearance at any moment!

Morfit Mullen felt like kicking him-

self for not having stopped the stupid

adventure, which he now felt was al-

most sure to cause him trouble. But he

reasoned that there was nothing to be

gained by standing there, and that the

best thing he could do was to go home

and make himself as inconspicuous as

possible.
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Accordingly, he started up the street,

keeping a wary lookout ahead, however,

and prepared to run at the slightest

warning. But he did not get very far

into the town, and it was fortunate that

he did not, for he might never have got

out again.

He had scarcely passed a dozen houses

before a running figure ahead attracted

his attention, and made his heart begin

to thump; the figure was that of a na-

tive, dressed in a gaily colored holiday

costume, his long robe floating out be-

hind him as he ran. Two other figures

swept around the corner after him, and

suddenly, as Mullen watched them anx-

iously, the leader caught sight of him,

and turned with a cry of fury, his eyes

glistening.

As he did so his sword flashed in the

sunlight ; he was one of those the sailors

had attacked !

Mullen wheeled in sudden alarm, and

dashed down the street, the three be-

hind him howling with all the power

of their lungs.

Whatever their cry was, it proved

marvelously effective ; the street fairly

swarmed with natives in an instant; they

sprang out of doorways and from the

corners of the buildings-they seemed

to leap up from the ground.

And every one of them was shouting

furiously, and dashing towards the

startled foreigner in the middle of the

street !

It was a moment long to be remem-

bered; Mullen saw figures ahead of him,

figures on every side of him, and even at

the windows, all seizing the first weapon

they could lay their hands on and mak-

ing straight for him.

A huge pot hurled by a yelling fanatic

above his head crashed to the road just

behind his fleeing figure. He dodged

two of the natives as he ran, and then

dashed full tilt into another-an enor-

mous man, with a heavy billet of wood

in his hand.

The fellow raised it, but before he

could strike, Mullen caught him blow

on the chest, and the Hindoo tumbled

backwards. Then swerving again sud-

denly, he dodged the last one, and, to his

great relief, saw that the street was clear

ahead of him.

He did not look behind, however,

where half a hundred furious natives

were hotly pursuing, some ofthem with-

in a few yards, and gaining.

Mullen feared that out in the open

country he would quickly be overtaken

by the lightly running men; so when

he came to the end of the street he

swung around the corner and turned up

the next street into the town again,

where he could have at least a chance of

hiding.

It was a desperate race for a few mo-

ments ; the European was through the

narrower part before the cries of his as-

sailants could bring out any one to in-

tercept him, and then he turned again

into another street, and another, dodg-

ing and twisting, hoping every moment

to discover some place where he could

hide ; for he felt that his breath was

going fast.

He did not know this part of the town

very well; if it had been more familiar

he would never have taken the course

he did. As he turned up another street,

to his horror and dismay he saw before

him a high brick wall, dividing the Eu-

ropean quarter from the rest of the

town.

It was too late to turn back; he had

run half way into the cul de sac without

looking, and already he saw the leader

of the pursuing fanatics turning the

corner. He was in a trap !

The Hindoos uttered a shout of tri-

umph as they recognized the fact that

the violator of their religion was in their

hands at last.

They dashed forward still faster, each

striving to be the first to strike him;

like a tornado they bore down upon him,

and Mullen hesitated for a moment, ut-

terly bewildered.

No expedient suggested itself, and

consequently he made no move, but as

the crowd drew near he turned instinc-

tively to run towards the wall-to get as

far away as he could-to put off his fate

until the last second.

The action cleared his mind again.

He saw that the houses nearest to the

wall overtopped it, and that suggested

a way of escape.

Quick as the thought he turned, and

bursting open the door of one house,

dashed into the dark hallway and sprang

swiftly up the stairs. A moment later
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the howling mob was at the door, and

a dozen of the more active of the pur-

suers ascending eagerly at the victim's

heels, uttering shouts to arouse the na-

tive inhabitants of the rickety build-

ing.

It was dark as pitch inside, but Mul-

len lost not a moment; he flung himself

against a door in front and dashed wild-

ly into the room. There was a native

woman inside, engaged in washing a

little baby.

Her scream of terror aroused a man

who lay asleep in a corner; he seized a

chair and sprang towards the intruder,

but the latter had dashed past them

both and to the window sill. At the

same time a fierce cry swelled up from

the crowd, and several of the Hindoos

rushed into the room.

Mullen lost not an instant. He

stepped out on the ledge, where the sight

of him set the crowd half wild with fury

and eagerness. They leaped up and

down, yelling, reaching after him, fling-

ing missiles; from the windows one of

the pursuers aimed a vicious thrust at

him with his sword.

But just as he did so, Mullen leaped,

with one wild, reckless spring, across the

eight foot space to the high wall.

To fall on this side meant to land on

a dozen swords ; to fall on the other was

twenty feet to the hard pavement; but

to hesitate was no better, and the young

man did not flinch. He landed lightly,

checking himself just in time to keep

him from going over. Then he turnedThen he turned

and ran quickly along the top, while

the crowd shook their weapons at him

frantically, and filled the air with their

cries.

Up the building on the other side a

waterspout ran ; the fugitive, with one

parting glance at the sea of heads be-

low, sprang for that, and as he succeeded

in catching it with both hands, slid

down. Just as he did so, one of the

Hindoos took the leap, and darted across

in pursuit.

But the chase was not to last much

longer; at the head of the street stood

a horse and carriage, and Morfit leaped.

in.

"Drive! drive! " he shouted to the

man on the box. " Anywhere! "

A moment later the carriage rattled

away down the street, and the cries of

the mob faded in the distance.

CHAPTER III.

A NIGHT ATTACK.

MULLEN sank back in the seat of the

carriage, exhausted and panting, yet

thankful, as he realized that for the mo-

ment at least he was safe.

" That was the dickens of a mess ! "

he muttered to himself. " And the

worst of it is, it isn't over yet ! "

"Where do you want to go ?" queried

the driver, turning around.

Mullen mentioned the name of the

street in which he lived, and then as the

carriage turned towards it, he lay back

and fell to musing over his unpleasant

position .

" I don't see how I can stay in Cal-

cutta," he told himself. " I'd be afraid

to show myself on the street. It's a

fine state of affairs; and all on account

of that hot headed cousin of mine ! "

Arrived at his place, he paid the

driver, and alighting hastily, ran into

the house, afraid that every native he

saw onthe street would recognize him.

Once inside he bolted the door, and

went up to his room, breathing freely

for the first time since he left the ship.

" And now what am I to do ?" he

muttered angrily, flinging himself into

a chair ; " what am I to do? "

There was nobody to suggest any-

thing to him, and he could think of

nothing himself. The case grew more

unpleasant as he thought it over.

Why, I'm not safe even here," he

exclaimed, suddenly springing up in

alarm as he began to realize the fact.

" Some of those fellows may have known

me-everybody knows where the agent

of the Burmah Company lives ! And

myown servants may betray me!"

He went to the window anxiously, and

openingthe shutters a little, peered out.

There was no danger just then, at any

rate ; the street was kept clear and silent

by the burning tropical heat.

" But they may come along at any

moment!" he thought. " At any rate

they shan't find me quite as helpless as

I was before."

He went to the bureau, and opening
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the drawer, took out two revolvers and

a box of cartridges.

66 They were bought for tigers," he

mused “ but I don't know of any

fiercer ones than those heathen ! "

He cleaned the weapons carefully,

loaded them, and thrust them into the

side pockets of his coat. Then feeling

somewhat more at his ease, he set to

work on some letters he had to answer,

striving to forget his disagreeable plight.

The remainder of the day passed with-

out further incident. The Hindoos, if

they knew where he was, at least did

not put in an appearance, and their in-

tended victim began to think that pos-

sibly he might not be molested after all.

The evening is apt to be the busy part

of the day in southern India, for the

temperature is a little lower then; the

European portion of the town, at any

rate, is wide awake, and usually on the

street at night.

Morfit Mullen, however, did not go

out, for obvious reasons ; instead, he wan-

dered restlessly about the house, feeling

like an imprisoned animal, and con-

sidering seriously various styles of

impracticable disguises.

" I might apply to the English gov-

ernor for protection," he thought, "but

all he could do would be to lock me up

in jail to keep the Hindoos from me;

and he might do that any way, for dis-

turbing the peace. I guess I'll stay at

home."

About midnight he had half made up

his mind to go out at any cost for a

breath of fresh air, and he stood at the

window, gazing down into the moon-

lit street and considering the chances.

But something happened just then

which caused him to decide quite sud-

denly that he would not go down.

The first thing which attracted his at-

tention was a group of half a dozen

natives, hurrying down the street and

pointing excitedly up at the house.

Mullen jerked in his head rather sud-

denly, but not before the men had

caught sight of his face. That view

acted as a spark to gunpowder, and the

loud and excited talk of the party

changed to a series of yells, which were

answered almost immediately, seeming-

ly from every quarter.

Morfit knew that he had been seen,

and he had no reason for hiding further,

so he thrust out his head again and

glanced up the street. It was fairly

swarming with hurrying, shouting fig-

ures, their strangely colored robes look-

ing weird in the moonlight.

Mullen's heart began to thump; he

turned his head quickly and gazed down

the street in the opposite direction . It

was just as thickly crowded, and from

both ways the crowd was hurrying

towards one common center, filling the

still, midnight air with a hoarse roar of

shouts and cries.

Mullen sprang back into the room,

trembling with alarm ; he knew that it

would be the work of but a moment for

the infuriated creatures to break down

the door, and he realized, too, that long

before the English military could be

summoned-in fact, almost before the

alarm could be given the room would

be filled with a hundred of the murder-

ous fanatics, all thirsting for his blood.

One hope was left him ; he dashed

swiftly across the room and to the rear

of the building.

But he had no need to glance out, for

the furious shouts told him in a moment

that there was a crowd of his foes here,

too. He staggered back, dizzy with

despair ; he was surrounded !

The helpless prisoner stood in the

center of the room, like an animal at

bay; he knew not which way to turn ;

he could think of nothing to do. The

cries swelled louder in the street below,

and above it all rose a series of loud

crashes that echoed through the hall-

way,

The Hindoos were at the door.

A man can do a desperate lot of think-

ing in a few moments if he has to ; and

if ever a man had to do this, it was

Morfit Mullen. All sorts of wild proj-

ects and hopes and ideas passed across

his mind.

He thought of the two doors, but the

cries of the mob told him clearly that

there was no chance of safety there ; he

thought of the roof, but there was no

other roof near, and so his agility could

not save him this time.

He thought of hiding, but that, too,

was a hopeless chance ; they had seen

him in the house, and would search him

out like bloodhounds.
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And if they did not find him, smoke

would. Nothing was easier than to fire

the place, and it would be in ruins be-

fore rescuers could drive off that crowd.

What then? One thing ; he gripped

the two revolvers in his pocket and

waited.

He had been half wandering, half

staggering about the room, dazed with

the thought of his helplessness, and of

his horrible fate. But as he realized

that he must die, and as he had resolved

to die bravely, the cold touch of the

weapons in his pockets seemed to calm

him in mind and body.

He placed himself opposite the door,

leaning against a table, waiting. He

was cool and steady now, reconciled to

his fate, but resolved to make some fuss

about it.

" I have twelve shots," he muttered

grimly; "they ought to lay out twelve

Indians."

The roar of the crowd had not ceased

for an instant meanwhile, and the crash-

ing at the door grew louder. The air

seemed fairly to shake with the sound.

And then suddenly the door gave way,

and the hammering gave place to a

tramping of feet, the noise outside rising

to a perfect howl of fury.

" They are in," mused Mullen calmly,

tapping his foot on the floor impatient-

ly as he stood waiting. " I wonder how

long it'll take 'em to climb the stairs.

Ah- -so soon ? "

This last remark was made as the

door of the room was flung open, and the

figure of a native burst into the room,

a figure with streaming hair and gar-

ments, and a wild, excited look.

Mullen whipped the two revolvers

from his pockets and raised them; but

the next moment, as he saw the man's

face, he lowered them again.
It was

one of his own servants. He came rush-

ing forward, half blinded by fear.

The man stopped short and stood

trembling as he caught sight of his mas-

ter's figure leaning calmly against the

table, the two glistening weapons in his

hands, and an expression of fierce de-

termination upon his face.

"Sahib! "he cried. " Help me ! What

shall I do ?
""

" Go and hide," said Mullen coolly,

"and afterwards you can mix with the

crowd and help sack the house. They

are after me."

The man rushed out of the room by

a door in the rear, and down the back

stairs ; and just as his figure disappeared

from view, a sound of hurrying feet told

the prisoner that the moment was com-

ing. He only gripped his weapons the

tighter, and waited for the first assail-

ant to appear.

It seemed an age to him; it was just

as long as it took the frenzied men to

leap up the stairway, to dash through

the hall, and into the room where their

hated victim had been seen. There was

not one, but a dozen of them in a surg-

ing crowd, for every man wanted to be

first and strike the blow.

And consequently, when Mullen

raised his two weapons, he had a cool

aim to take into a mass of rushing, wild

eyed men. He fired, one dropped like

a log; he fired again, this time with both

revolvers, and two more of the mob

fell ; but he might as well have fired into

the wall for all the effect it had on the

rest.

Those in front could not have stopped

if they wanted to, for the stairs and hall

were jammed with a struggling mass.

The man next in front, a tall, bearded

fellow, with fierce black eyes and a head

wrapped in a bloody bandage, made a

savage rush at the white man ; Mullen

shot him through the arm, and then as

the next one came on, he backed slowly

across the room to the other stairway.

A sudden idea had occurred to him,

and when he reached the door he

slammed it to, turned the key, and

sprang down the dark stairs to the

rear door, at which the crowd was still

thumping in rage.

The desperate prisoner had thought

of this door and the crowd ; the idea had

flashed across him that with his two re-

volvers he might make a sudden rush

and cut a gap through his surprised as-

sailants.

At least they could do no more than

kill him, and Mullen thought it as well

to die at one door as another. He meant

to try it.

He paused for a moment to listen to

the crashes and shouts outside, and to

the noise above as the mob battered in

the door he had just locked . Then he
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stepped to the door in front of him, and

turned the key, springing back again as

the barrier swung in before the surging

mass.

He had made up his mind to just one

thing and acted on the plan. The in-

stant he caught sight of the crowd he

opened fire straight into it, sending bul-

let after bullet as fast as his fingers

could move, and at the same time giv-

ing vent to a yell which fairly drowned

the shouts of the whole party.

It was a desperate attempt, but it

seemed for a moment about to succeed.

The Hindoos had expected to meet their

own party when the door was unlocked,

and the fierce and sudden attack discon-

certed them.

Those in the rear, seeing nothing, but

hearing the rattle of shot, thought that

a party were attacking them, and so

turned to run ; those in front either re-

coiled or else dropped, and thus the

space about the door widened rapidly.

Mullen's heart bounded with newly

awakened hope. With all the despera-

tion and fury he could muster, he leaped

into the crowd, losing not an instant of

his precious advantage.

He had only eight shots when he start-

ed; he used six to drive back the mob,

and with two more he hoped to cleave a

path. He fired both straight ahead,

and as the line parted he leaped furious-

ly into the gap.

Two of the confused men he brought

low with the weapons as clubs ; by the

sheer impulse of his dash he tumbled

another over, and then he had a clear

space ahead.

With a bound he was off down the

street, running as he never had run be-

fore, the nearest of his amazed pursuers

not a yard behind him, and after them

shot a train of hundreds, all in full hue

and cry. But to Mullen, in the wild

sense of freedom, of hope that came, it

seemed as if he were a dozen miles

ahead.

Residents of that fashionable street

saw a rather unusual sight as, alarmed

by the sounds of the battle, they glanced

out of the windows of their houses.

A single figure, clad in white, and

running with a swiftness that made his

path seem a streak of light ; and behind

him a howling mob of fanatics flung

out into a long line of color that seemed

weird and ghastly in the moonlight.

It took but a moment for the hurry-

ing throng to pass, and then the noise

faded in the distance and the street

settled down to quiet again. And the

residents shut down their windows and

wondered what on earth it was all about.

The trouble bid fair to be over for

Mullen in just about as short a time.

The nearest of his pursuers was a huge,

long limbed fellow, with the stride of

a Colossus, and a great shining sword

in his hand, with which every once in a

while he aimed a vicious swing at the

Englishman's back. And the English-

man heard it whistle behind his ear, and

fell to wondering how many more inches

the man would have to gain before he

would feel it instead.

It was a desperate race-no stops for

turning or twisting this time, but

straight ahead, with no one to interfere,

and life and death at stake. The two

contestants, and the hundreds a few

yards behind them, were putting every

effort to it ; Mullen was running as he

had never run before, not even a few

hours ago with the same crowd behind

him, for the crowd had never been so

near or so furious as now.

Flesh and blood can stand very little

of such exertion ; a man has to train

quite a while to stand a hundred yards

of it, and Mullen had never trained . His

throat began to choke, and his head be-

gan to ring on every stride ; and then

would come that humming sound be-

hind him again, and once more he would

nerve himself for another heart break-

ing sprint, while the crowd sped on,

seemingly untiringly, new ones falling

in to take the places of the stragglers.

Such a race could not last very long,

and no one realized it more keenly than

Mullen.

It is trite to say that every moment

seemed an age ; but those who have ever

run a race in dead earnest for just a few

seconds know what the feeling is. Every

movement is the effort of a lifetime, and

the legs grow weaker, and the body

heavier, and the chest hotter at every

stride.

Mullen began to lag, and he knew it ;

he heard the whiz of the sword again

through all the ringing in his ears, and
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yet he could not go faster. He dared

not look behind him either; he could

only struggle on and wait for the blow.

The street seemed to grow dimmer

before him; the roaring in his own head

seemed to shut out all sensation ; he stag-

gered-and then, from in front came a

flash of light. It was a shot from a re-

volver, and Mullen heard a shout:

"Run! Run for your life! " At the

same time, to his utter consternation , he

saw a group of white figures running

towards him, and recognized them as

the sailors of the Baltimore.

Howthe men had come to be in that

street at this time of night Morfit Mul-

len had no idea, but he staggered

towards them with a cry of welcome.

It proved to be somewhat premature,

however, for at the very same moment

a door in a house just beside him was

suddenly flung open, and as Mullen

turned he saw a group of natives rush-

ing out, evidently attracted by the

shouts of those behind.

The men seemed to take in the situa-

tion in an instant, for they rushed upon

the fugitive with a yell ; the latter

swerved, and the English sailors sprint-

ed forward at the top of their speed.

But before Mullen had gone many

steps he realized that the rescue party,

close as they were, might be too late.

Several natives had got across to block

his way, and Mullen saw their swords

gleam ; he himself was without a weapon,

and so he again swerved to one side to

avoid them, but in doing so he found

himself confronted by another crowd.

What happened after that, in the

darkness and confusion, he could not

tell ; there was a clash of weapons and

a fierce struggle in front, and then the

howling mass at his rear bore down upon

the fugitive.

As he turned, a glancing blow upon

the head made him stagger backward,

and he fell unconscious in the midst of

the tumult.

CHAPTER IV.

A TERRIBLE EXPERIENCE.

WHEN Morfit Mullen opened his eyes

again, his head was ringing, and he was

still half dazed, and so weak that he

could scarcely raise himself. He gazed

around him enough to see that he was in

absolute darkness, and then lying mo-

tionless he tried to realize where he was,

and what had happened to him.

Slowly and laboriously he managed to

bring back to mind the events which had

occurred up to the moment of his un-

consciousness ; he had been then, as he

knew, in the midst of the struggling

combatants, and he had no means of

telling into whose hands he had fallen ,

Naturally, therefore, as soon as this

state of affairs was made plain, he began

groping around him, in an effort to solve

the mystery.

The first thing he discovered, as his

mind gradually cleared, was that the

wound upon his head had apparently

been carefully dressed ; at any rate, it

was bandaged, and no blood was flowing

from it.

That certainly seemed to be a favora-

ble sign, for his enemies would not have

been apt to take suci. pains as that.
66

They would probably have killed me

the first thing, if they had got hold of

me," he thought. So I must have

been rescued by the sailors after all.”

66

The memory of the fearful race which

he had run was still vivid in his mind,

and the young man shuddered as he

thought of it.
66
It was a close call," he muttered.

" I thought it was all up with me."

A little examination disclosed to him

the fact that he was lying upon a stone

floor, though the darkness still resisted

any effort on his part to see the place.

" I can't imagine where it can be," he

thought. " Certainly nowhere on the

Baltimore."

It occurred to him that perhaps the

English authorities had landed him in

prison, meaning to punish him for his

wild escapade ; this solution of the dif

ficulty seemed a satisfactory one, and

Mullen sank down again on the hard

floor with a groan.

But after he had lain there a short

while longer, feeling himself somewhat

stronger, he raised himself to a sitting

posture.
66
"They have left me unbound," he

muttered. " I can explore the place

any way."

He began groping about him with his
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hands, and crawling slowly forward ; he

had gone but a few feet, however, before

he brought up against a stone wall . He

turned, and feeling along the side of it

made his way gradually about the place.

To his astonishment, he found that he

was in a tiny cell, not over ten feet

square.

And he found also upon further in-

vestigation that there was apparently no

entrance or door to the place ; nor was

there any kind of an object to be dis-

covered in it, though he crawled all

about on the floor.

Before he had reflected upon this very

long, a horrible possibility flashed over

him ; he sat up with a start, and reached

out with his hand for the roof of the

tiny cell . He found that the ceiling

of the place was so low that his head

touched it as he rose to his feet.

He staggered back against the wall

with a cry of horror.
(6

They must have thought I was

dead ! " he gasped. " They've buried me

alive ! "

More alarmed than ever, he began

crawling this way and that about the

little cell , examining it with trembling

anxiety ; but his second examination re-

vealed exactly the same state of affairs

as the first. He could find no door, and

he was convinced that his horrible sup-

position was true.

"Good heavens, I'll be suffocated in

here in a few hours ! " he thought.

Yet the more he considered it, the

more impossible did it seem ; surely his

own friends could not have been guilty

of such a mistake as that, and the na-

tives would not have been apt to take

any such course.

Mullen racked his brains trying to

think how long it had been since his

night adventure, but he had no means of

answering this question.

" It may have been a couple of days

ago," he thought. " I may have been

unconscious for so long that they gave

m . up."

He began beating anxiously upon the

walls of his prison, both in the hope of

possibly attracting some one's attention,

and of discovering if any of them seemed

hollow; but all rang dead, like solid

stone, and the exhausted man at last

sank down on the floor in utter despair.

"" ""
' Why did I ever come to? he

groaned. " I wish they had killed me

outright ! '

""

But before very many minutes he

again sat up with a start ; his sudden ac-

tion was caused by the fact that lying

with his ear to the ground he had no-.

ticed a distinct shaking of the stones,

as if some one were walking near.

He groped about him wildly, but he

found the cell deserted ; again, however,

as he listened with bated breath, he

heard the same sound.

With an excited cry he leaped to his

feet, and began once more kicking wild-

ly against the wall.

His heart gave a bound of joy as he

heard another sound, perhaps half a

minute later, leading him to suppose

that his efforts had met with success.

There was an audible knock upon the

wall at one side, and then a grating

noise.

Mullen crouched, waiting anxiously,

and it seemed to him at last as if one of

the heavy stones was being removed.

This continued for a short time longer,

Mullen waiting in the most intense ex-

citement to find out what would occur.

He had no doubt that his signals had

been heard, and that some one was com-

ing to rescue him, but the question was

whether they would prove to be enemies

or friends.

When finally this question was an-

swered, it was done very suddenly, and

in a most unexpected and startling way.

It seemed to Mullen as if the whole

wall in front of him all at once moved

outward, as though the heavy masonry

were but a door turned by machinery.

Through the crack which was thus

disclosed a light gleamed in. For a mo-

ment the prisoner was so blinded by it

that he could see absolutely nothing,

but then gradually, as things grew more

distinct, and as the barrier was moved

yet further away, a startling scene was

presented to his gaze.

Standing outside in front of the tiny

cell was a group of at least half a dozen

natives, one or two of them carrying

flaming torches in their hands, and the

foremost of them a gleaming simitar.

The prisoner staggered backward as

the vision met his gaze ; then followed

a dead silence for fully half a minute,
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during which none of the parties con-

cerned made a move.

To Mullen what he had seen had been

sufficient to deprive him of every hope ;

it told him that he was in the hands of

his ruthless enemies, and that no mercy

was to be thought of.

He supposed that they had come to

kill him now, but in that supposition he

found himself mistaken. For none of

the men made a move to enter the cell ;

and, in fact, the barrier was not opened

wide enough to admit of their entrance.

The space sufficed for their purpose,

however, and one of them stooped down

and shoved a plate and a pitcher into

the tomblike apartment; then he

stepped back, and as Mullen gazed out

the heavy door again slowly came to..

It was soon closed all the way, shut-

ting out the last particle of light.

Then the footsteps died away, and all

was deathlike silence, as before.

Morfit Mullen lay where he was, mo-

tionless, turning the matter over in his

mind and doing his utmost to think of a

possible explanation .

66
" That is evidently food and water,"

he decided, so they mean to let me

live ; but what in the world for I can't

make out."

He finally came to the conclusion that

his prison was situated among the secret

crypts of one of the Hindoo temples.

66 And the natives evidently carried

me off in the confusion," he thought ; " I

only hope they didn't get any of the

other men."

Mullen had lived in India for so long,

and was so familiar with the language

and customs of the Hindoos, that it was

necessary for him to speculate upon the

rest of the problem but a very short time

in order to reach a solution.

The shedding of blood is so strictly

prohibited by the native religion that it

was at once apparent why his wound

had been bandaged carefully ; and like-

wise that must be the reason why he

had not been killed.

"" One would think that they meant

to smother me in here," he thought,

"but then why in the world have they

brought me that food ? "

This part of the problem was too

much for him; he found, however, that

either from loss of blood or from the

length of time he had been unconscious,

he was exceedingly weak and hungry.

" I might as well take advantage of

their generosity," he thought, as he

crept towards the place where the plate

and pitcher were lying.

The plate he found contained a famil-

iar native dish of prepared rice, and the

pitcher was apparently filled with

water. Mullen was feverish and thirsty,

and so he raised the pitcher to his lips

and swallowed a mouthful of the water.

As he did so he leaped back with a

horrified gasp, dropping the pitcher,

which was shattered upon the stones.

Like a flash of lightning the whole mat-

ter had been made plain to him in one

instant.

The natives could not shed his blood,

but they had another and a surer way

of getting rid of him. Poison !

At the horrible thought the man's

blood turned chill, and he shuddered

all over. What had made it plain to

him was the taste of the liquid he had

drunk, for it was strange and bitter.

And scarcely had it passed his throat

before he experienced a sharp burning

sensation which caused him to cry out in

horror.

He knew that he had made his discov-

ery too late ; the trick of the Hindoos

had succeeded.

CHAPTER V.

THE TEMPLE OF THE STOLEN GOD.

MULLEN staggered back against the

wall of his dungeon, panting for breath

and clenching his hands convulsively.

Great beads of perspiration stood out

upon his forehead, and he shuddered all

over with dread.

He had swallowed only a very little

of the poison, but he had no doubt that

it was enough to do the deadly work ;

the sharp, gnawing pain grew worse and

worse, until at last, as it became almost

unbearable, the man sank down on the

floor, writhing in torture.

The symptoms gradually spread all

over his body. He was seized with ter-

rible convulsions ; it seemed as if his

brain were on fire, or as though a hot

band of iron had been placed about his

head.
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After that he remembered what had

occurred only as one might a horrible

nightmare. He must have screamed

out in his sufferings, for scarcely a min-

ute or two more had passed before the

door of the cell was opened in the same

way as before, and a bright light shone

into the place.

As previously, a group of natives were

outside, and they surveyed the scene

with the utmost delight, their black

eyes sparkling as they watched the swift

progress of the poison.

The agonized screams of their unfor-

tunate victim only caused them to grin

triumphantly ; and then gradually as the

man's struggles ceased they opened the

barrier yet wider and stepped into the

cell.

One of them stooped down to examine

the pitcher ; it was broken, and its con-

tents had been gradually absorbed by

the stone floor.

"He has drunk about half of it," one

of them remarked, " so he will soon be

quiet."

As he spoke he pushed the English-

man's body gruffly aside with his foot.

It would not be possible to describe

Mullen's sufferings at that moment; but

convulsed with pain as he was he did not

lose consciousness entirely ; he saw the

light, and in a dim sort of way he heard

the voices.

As the first fierce convulsions passed,

a sort of numbness crept over his frame.

He stared wildly about the place and saw

his enemies gazing at him, realizing dim-

ly that perhaps after all he had not

drunk enough of the poison to kill him,

and that they would have to take some

other means of disposing of him.

This thought grewmore and more dis-

tinct as he found that after several min-

utes more had passed the pain was grad-

ually passing away.

He lay utterly exhausted and motion-

less, and then at last he felt himself

picked up and carried out of the cell .

The heavy barrier was once more closed

behind him, and then he was uncere-

moniously tumbled into a corner by the

natives, who stood gazing at him, as

much pleased as ever.

The shock of the fall served to arouse

Mullen from his stupor. Though he

did not know it, this was the critical

moment of his fate, and the fact that he

was in possession of his faculties proved

of more consequence to him than he had

any idea of.

For as he lay there the thought oc-

curred to him vaguely that there was

no reason why he might not pretend to

be dead and deceive his enemies.

He closed his eyes and waited lan-

guidly for what would happen next. In

a minute or two came the first sign

of the success of his plan.

"It is all up with him," laughed one

of the natives. "Gungha Lin said it

would not take but about two minutes."

Then again fell silence, during which

Mullen remained with eyes closed, and

without moving a muscle ; finally he

heard the men move forward, and felt

himself lifted by the collar of his coat

and dragged roughly across the floor.

He was dropped again, apparently up-

on some sort of a litter, which was taken

up by the natives and carried away.

Where he was going Mullen of course

had no idea, for he dared not open his

eyes ; he could tell through the closed

lids, however, that one of the torches was

flaring close beside him.

A minute or two later, he made out

from the slant of the litter that he was

being carried up a flight of steps.

He heard a door opened at the top,

and then the men went on with him; a

breath of cooler air blew in Mullen's

face, serving to revive him still more.

His heart again beat with excitement as

he thought of the possibility that he

was being carried out into the open air

to be buried somewhere.

" I will give those fellows a fight for

it yet," he thought. " I am sure the

poison has done its worst by this time."

The bier was set down presently, and

then came another silence. Soon, how-

ever, Mullen heard footsteps near by,

and then a gruff voice speaking the na-

tive tongue ; he was perfectly familiar

with it, and understood every word that

was said.

"So you settled him, did you?"the

newcomer observed. " Did he drink it

all?"

"About half of it," responded one of

the men, addressing the other by the

name which Mullen had heard before-

Gungha Lin.
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" That will be enough," the latter re-

sponded with a laugh. "He will be

all ready to welcome Lashmi Gar."

As Mullen caught the last name, it

was all he could do to keep from giving

a start, for it was one he had often

heard ; it was that of perhaps the most

famous of the native deities, which, as

the Englishman knew, was supposed to

dwell in one of the handsomest temples

in Calcutta.

The god was famous among the Euro-

peans from the fact that its worshipers

were firmly persuaded that it was en-

dowed with the gift of speech, marvel-

ous stories having been circulated

throughout all India of the wondrous

oracles delivered by it.

" Can it be possible that I am in the

temple of Lashmi Gar ? " thought Mul-

len.

It certainly seemed so, from the re-

mark which the priest had just dropped ;

Mullen had often seen the temple, but

as Europeans were never allowed within

it, he knew nothing at all about its in-

terior.

A few minutes later came the crucial

test of Mullen's ruse, for Gungha Lin

stepped forward and raised the cloth

which had been flung over the supposed

corpse; the young man fairly held his

breath with anxiety. He lay motion-

less, with his eyes closed.

A moment later he found to his de-

light that the ordeal was past ; the cloth

was once more dropped.

"He has insulted the gods for the

last time," the man muttered. " Take

him in."

Once more the litter was raised and

carried rapidly forward ; Mullen man-

aged to make out through the cloth that

the torch no longer accompanied them,

and that they were in darkness.

Before they had gone very far, how-

ever, a fainter and more subdued light

was to be seen, and at the same time

came a whispering, shuffling sound,

which appeared to be echoed about in a

large space.

" Perhaps they are taking me into the

temple," he thought. " But they would

hardly dare do that," was his next

idea, " for surely the news of my fate

would become known, and no doubt by

this time the English authorities are

making a pretty thorough attempt to

find out what has become of me."

Mullen had thought over that prob-

lem , and had come to the conclusion

that he had very little , to hope for in

the way of rescue from that source ; for

if, as he expected, he had been dragged

off by the mob in the course of the fight,

the authorities would have no means of

finding out where he had been taken ,

and naturally no native could be found

who would reveal the whereabouts of a

desecrator of his religion .

The priests who had got hold of him

would no doubt take pains to make sure

that everything was kept secret.

The strange sounds still continued,

and they were accompanied also by an

odor of burning incense, which speedily

convinced the Englishman that he was

indeed within the temple. What served

to assure him still further in the matter

was a series of low, chanting cries, which

swelled louder and louder as his body

was borne forward.

He made out the words which were be-

ing sung, and found them a song of tri-

umph to Lashmi Gar, over the fate of

his enemies. When finally the litter was

set down and he was left unmolested, the

sounds of the shuffling feet and voices

reached him from every side, broken

occasionally by the ringing of a gong.

But nothing else occurred, and the

hours dragged slowly by.

Mullen now felt a faint drowsiness

steal over him, and as he believed it to

be one of the effects of the poison, he

struggled against it with all the power

of his will. He knew that it was nec-

essary for him to keep his wits about

him, in order to be ready at any time

to check the next move of his enemies.

"They may attempt to bury me

alive," he thought, " and I must escape

somehow before that."

But situated as he was, without the

power of moving a muscle, the task

of keeping himself awake proved to be

too much for him, and as time sped on

the drowsiness gradually overmastered

him.

The voices and sounds in the temple

became only a dull murmur in his ears,

like the distant hum of bees, and at last

he sank off to sleep.

How long he remained unconscious,



THE THEFT OF A GOD. 15

he could no more tell than in the pre-

vious instance, but he awoke with a

start, opened his eyes and gazed about

him; he found, however, that he was still

covered with the cloth, and could see

nothing.

His slumber had been a sort of half

stupor, and so his mind was confused,

and his brain ringing ; but gradually he

managed to bring back to his memory

all that had occurred, and his heart

thumped with excitement as he thought

of his situation.

"Good heavens ! Theymay have bur-

ied me, and I not know anything about

it in the mean time ! "

But on the other hand, the possibility

that he might still be in the temple,

in the midst of the priests, was one to

give him pause. He lay for several min-

utes thinking over the situation and try-

ing to make up his mind what to do.

It was a terrible risk for him to make

a move, but he thought that he could

not stand the suspense much longer. He

strained his ears for the faintest sound,

but in vain, for by this time the activ-

ities of the temple had entirely ceased,

and everything was as silent as if the

Englishman had really been buried

alive.

Then, too, it seemed to him that he

was in darkness , though of this he could

not be absolutely sure on account of the

cloth ; he was determined to settle the

matter, however, and he began moving

up his hands gradually, for the purpose

of taking the cloth from his face.

Great beads of perspiration stood out

on his forehead as he did this, for he

realized the fearful risk he was taking.

If one of the natives was on guard over

the supposed corpse, Mullen's action

would mean certain ruin to his hopes.

On the other hand, however, if he

were alone it was his chance, and he

could not afford to lose it.

Gradually, and almost imperceptibly,

he managed to work the cover down

from over his eyes ; then he darted a

stealthy glance around him.

One thing was apparent to him at the

first look-he was indeed in the tem-

ple ; for a high, vaulted roof was above

him.

And the glance was enough to apprise

Mullen of another fact that it was

2 A

night ; for the moonbeams were stream-

ing in through the windows at one side.

That was all he could see without

turning his head, and before he dare do

that he lay, waiting breathlessly, and lis-

tening. Still he heard no sounds, and

at last he grew bolder.

" It is not likely that any one is in

the temple at this time of night," he de-

cided.

Finally he gathered sufficient assur-

ance from the continued silence to turn

his head so that he could get a better

view of the place in which he was lying.

Several dim lamps were burning on dif-

ferent sides, and gradually, after some

study, he succeeded in making out his

general situation.

He was lying in a dimly lighted al-

cove of the broad hall ; in front of him

he could see the tall figure of a man

standing, casting a long shadow in the

moonlight. At first Mullen thought it

was a real human being, but as his eyes

grew more accustomed to the place, he

found that it was the image of a god,

with several lamps burning around it.

It was set before a sort of shrine, upon

which incense was burning. Behind

this and stretching above it was a con-

cave sort of shelter, studded with pre-

cious stones which gleamed in the moon-

light.

These objects were the first which.

caught Mullen's attention, for they lay.

immediately within his range of vision;

then growing more encouraged as he

found no trace of his enemies, he raised

his head.

He was then able to take in a view

of the entire temple, which was silent

and deserted, the pillars casting broad

black shadows across the moonlit floor.

Mullen found that fortunately he

himself was in a dark alcove, where,

even if there had been any one in sight,

his movements could not have been ob-

served, and so at last he ventured to sit

up, his heart thumping excitedly.

He was awed by the silence and mys-

tery of the place, but his own perils

were so great that he had very little time

to think of this.

" I would never get another such

chance as this," he thought, as he be-

gan noiselessly to raise himself from the

litter.

"
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He was still somewhat dazed and

weak, but he was coming more and

more into the possession of his faculties

every moment. When at last he was on

his feet, he spread the cloth over the

bier as before, and shoved the litter

still farther back into the alcove . Then

he himself crept into the shadow of the

darkness, and waited for a few moments

anxiously.

There were many alcoves and passages

to the temple into which Mullen was

not able to see, so he had no means of be-

ing certain that some of the priests were

not near.

"But if there are any around, they are

probably all asleep," he thought, " and

I don't mean to waken them if I can

help it."

His first thought was to stoop down

and remove his shoes ; he was then able

to move about without the slightest

noise, and he started forward, pausing

at every step to listen. But he crept

down in the shadow of the wall, and

reached the nearest of the dark alcoves

without hearing anything to alarm him.

In the mean time it had become ap-

parent to him that he was not in the

main temple, for he knew the building

from the outside, and was sure it was

much larger than this place, which

seemed to him to be a kind of smaller

room, off at one side.

66

""
This is probably the secret shrine

of the idol, where he does his talking,'

thought Mullen, " and I have no doubt

but that I am the first European that

has ever been in here."

He could not help gazing curiously at

the wooden figure in its solitary gran-

deur, as he realized that the latter was

doubtless the famous Lashmi Gar.

Mullen was now fairly in front of it,

and had a better view; only a glance or

two was necessary before another start-

ling thought made its way into his

mind. He was struck by certain pecu-

liarities of the figure, both of form and

color, and the startling conviction grad-

ually took possession of him that the

god was the very one which the party

from the Baltimore had carried off!

Once sure of it, Mullen was obliged

to lean back against the wall and steady

himself while he thought of all which

that implied.

"In the first place, we must have

stolen Lashmi Gar! Great Cæsar! No

wonder those natives were up in arms! "

Mullen was fairly breathless as that

fact was made plain to him, knowing

as he did the enormous importance

which the Hindoos of Calcutta placed

upon their wonderful talking image.

The fierceness of the riot of which he

had been the victim was now easily ex-

plainable.

"But can that be the real image, or

only a duplicate that the priests have

made? was the Englishman's next

thought.

""

He would, of course, have instantly

adopted the latter hypothesis had he

not seen the sailors of the Baltimore in

Calcutta ; this made it at least possible

that it might be the same god.

There were two ways in which its

presence could be accounted for ; either

the sailors had been overpowered and

had it taken away from them, or the au-

thorities had compelled the baronet to

surrender it.

Mullen was convinced that the latter

hypothesis was correct, and that Lashmi

Gar had been borne in triumph back to

his temple.

" And that is why they killed me in

front of his altar," Mullen decided .

" Well, I shan't try to steal him again ! "

He turned and once more began

creeping along the wall ; he had now, of

course, but one object in view, which was

to find a door to the place, and make

his escape as best he could. He had no

means of knowing how long the present

silence and solitude of the temple would

continue.

He made his way about half way

around the room before at last he suc-

ceeded in discovering a door. There

were several alcoves, containing little

shrines and smaller images, but no

means of exit.

As Mullen knelt down in front of the

door and listened, he knew that he was

about to take a desperate risk, for noth-

ing was more likely than that it might

lead him into the very midst of a swarm

of his enemies, who would almost cer-

tainly be awakened.

It was several minutes before he at

last made up his mind to take the risk.

He softly turned the knob, holding
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his breath with anxiety meantime; he

moved the door but a crack, and then

again stood listening, straining all his

senses. But all was dark and silent

within, and at last he opened the door

wide enough to see that before him was

a dark passageway.

He had no way of telling where it

might lead ; there was only one means of

finding out, and he began creeping

swiftly forward.

"I will either meet some priest or

an exit," he thought, " and in either

case it will end matters."

He had not taken a dozen steps down

the passage, however, before he sudden-

ly stopped short and put his hand to

his ear to listen ; a minute or two passed

while he stood there, trembling with

anxiety, then he turned and darted

swiftly back toward the temple once

more.

He had distinctly heard the tread of

footsteps in the passage, and as he once

more slipped noiselessly around behind

the door he shot a swift glance through

the crack and saw that he had not been

an instant too soon. A light was visible

down the narrow hall, and a shuffling

of feet was now plainly audible.

Mullen had time for only one glance

about the temple to where some cur-

tains against the wall offered him a place

of concealment ; behind these he

crouched, waiting with indescribable

anxiety.

Nearer and nearer came the sounds,

and it was evident beyond a doubt that

some of the priests were coming, for a

low chant could be heard accompanying

the steps.

" Perhaps it is morning," thought

Mullen, " and I am too late! "

He had no kind of a weapon about

him, and so knew that he would be help-

less in case it came to a fight, so he was

trembling all over as he crouched in his

place of concealment, waiting for what

would occur.

Certainly he could hardly hope that

the priests would fail to discover the

fact that there was no longer a corpse

lying upon the bier ; the suspense was

almost unbearable, as he was compelled

to wait fully two or three minutes before

any one finally put in an appearance.

Through the open doorway the light

kept getting constantly brighter and

brighter, and the sounds more and more

distinct, and at last a figure was seen

standing in the portal, where it paused

for a while, bowing and mumbling in-

coherently.

As it moved forward again, Mullen,

peering out from his hiding place, saw

that it was one of the Hindoos-a priest,

richly clad in a variegated robe-and

with another priest on each side of him,

carrying a torch.

The man in the center bore in his

hands a tray, on which were some cups

and plates ; and as the three came still

nearer Mullen could see that they were

followed by a whole train of priests.

These spread themselves out in a sort

of semicircle about the shrine, while the

three in front went forward.

The ceremony which followed took

considerable time, and involved every

conceivable variety of bowing and pros-

tration and muttering of prayers. It

was at last evident, however, to the anx-

ious watcher that the priests were bring-

ing a meal, probably intended for Lash-

mi Gar.

The utensils were set out upon the

shrine, and then the priest, bowing so

low that he seemed almost to crawl, be-

gan receding from the image.

Mullen, in the mean time, was staring

in breathless expectation, wondering

whether the ceremony was over and

he was to escape without discovery.

It seemed to be so, for gradually the

train withdrew, still chanting and mum-

bling their prayers and steadily ap-

proaching the door.

Finally, in just the same way that

they had entered, the party made their

way out; the high priest and his two

torch bearers stopped just long enough

for a glance about the sanctuary.

It was all that Mullen could do to

restrain a gasp of relief as at last he

heard the heavy doo: close behind them.

He stood where he was, waiting until the

last sound of the footsteps had died

away.

He realized then that he had one more

chance to make his escape ; and being

now more firmly convinced that he was

alone in the shrine, he set more boldly

to work at his explorations.

"That door appears not to lead out-
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side," he muttered ; " I will see if I can

find another."

He set out and made his way

completely around the broad apartment,

examining every foot of the wall and all

the passages and alcoves ; he found them

all deserted, and he also found, in the

course of his explorations, three other

doors.

To his dismay, however, he discov-

ered that they were all tightly fastened ;

he dared not attempt to force any one

of them, and so at last he found him-

self back at his starting point.

" This is evidently the only way to

get out of this temple," he muttered.

By way of making sure, he even

turned his eyes upward, in the hope that

some of the windows might offer him

what he wanted ; but they were all so

high above the floor that there was no

possible chance of his reaching them.

"This one door is all," was his final

decision, as he knelt before it to listen.

As before, he heard nothing, and final-

ly he rose to his feet and turned the

knob; then slowly he pressed his weight

against it. As he did so a rush of de-

spair came over him. This door also

was fastened !

CHAPTER VI.

A SECRET OF THE TEMPLE.

MULLEN was rendered so desperate by

his discovery that he even ventured to

fling himself against the barrier. It re-

sisted all his efforts, however, and as he

realized that he would only succeed in

bringing some of the priests to the spot,

he desisted and turned away.

"I am done for now," he groaned ; " I

must remain a prisoner here until those

devils choose to come and take me."

Rack his brains as he would, he could

think of no other expedient.

"I will get some kind of weapon," he

muttered grimly, " and they will have

to fight to take me."

Nevertheless, it was hard for Mullen

to make up his mind that there was no

further chance of his escaping, and he

paced up and down like a lion at bay.

First he would try the doors again, and

then gaze up helplessly at the windows.

"If I only had something I could

climb on," he thought, " I might get out

on the roof, and then I fancy I could

let some one know before those fiends

could get me."

But there were no means of carrying

this desperate plan into effect, and at

last Mullen was compelled to reconcile

himself to his fate. Exhausted by his

efforts, he sank down once more in the

corner, and lay impatiently waiting for

the next move of his enemies.

It came much sooner than he expect-

ed; he had fancied that the ceremony

of leaving the repast must have occurred

early in the evening, and he did not

expect the priests until morning.

As it turned out, however, not half

an hour had passed before a most unex-

pected event took place.

Mullen's attention was first attracted

by a slight sound which caused him to

raise himself on his elbows and gaze

about him eagerly. Then realizing that

he could be seen where he was, he rolled

swiftly back into the shadow of the wall,

where he lay waiting, in a position to

see plainly a most extraordinary event.

Directly in front of him, it seemed as

if, at its own accord, the wall ofthe tem-

ple, or a small part of it, were moving;

with a slight creaking sound it pushed

itself further and further outward, and

Mullen finally saw that it was a secret

door, somewhat resembling that which

had shut him in his first prison.

This was flung back, and then, to his

consternation, Mullen perceived that

through the narrow passage thus dis-

closed a body was slowly creeping. The

face was plainly visible, revealing the

fact that it was one of the priests, and

the instant the figure had emerged

and stood fully revealed in the moon-

light, Mullen saw furthermore that it

was none other than the high priest

who had entered but a short while be-

fore, bearing the food for the idol.

"What in the world can he have

come for?" thought the Englishman.

"I hope it has nothing to do with me! "

His question was soon answered, for

once upon his feet the priest glided

swiftly forward, and went straight to

the shrine. This time Mullen was sur-

prised to notice the difference in his

bearing, for he stopped for no bowing

or other ceremony.
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With the utmost coolness he stopped

at the table at the base of the statue,

and taking up the pitcher containing

drink, he calmly put it to his lips and

proceeded to empty it, afterwards de-

vouring the food with a zest which be-

tokened a good appetite.

Mullen's wits had by this time become

clear, and he had no difficulty in recog-

nizing the meaning of the action.
66

The old schemer ! " he thought. " So

this is the way he fools them !

""

Mullen, of course, knew that the

"talking god" was necessarily some kind

of a fake carried on by the priests ; he

had no doubt that an " eating god " was

an equally possible phenomenon, and he

saw here the explanation of how it was

done.

When the last morsel of food had been

consumed, the Hindoo rose quietly from

his seat and started across the floor once

more.

He was soon in front of the entrance

to the secret passage. Here he crouched

and began crawling in, and in a minute

or two more he had disappeared from

sight. Mullen saw a hand reach out

and close the door ; then once again all

was silent in the temple.

But interested as Mullen was in dis-

covering the method by which the

crafty priest effected that deception, he

soon realized that the incident had a

far more important significance for him;'

with a start of delight he recognized the

fact that here was another possible way

of exit.

Where it might lead him, he had no

idea, but he could hardly get into a

worse situation than he was in at pres-

ent.

66
"It is death in any case," he thought,

so I will try it."

He could control his impatience for

only about fifteen minutes, then he rose

and glided across the floor ; and soon he,

too, was in front ofthe secret portal, try-

ing to open it. At first it resisted his

efforts, and it was necessary for him to

take one of the plates from the altar of

Lashmi Gar ; slipping the sharp edge of

this between the stones, he was able to

pry the door open, and to his delight

found that it was swinging back.

His heart was fairly in his throat, for

he knew not what might be disclosed to

him. He bent down and gazed in, but

saw that all was dark.

" There is nothing for me to do but

go on and risk it," he decided ; so he re-

placed the plate and then crept in.

The passage broadened, leaving him

room enough to turn and close the door,

and then, in absolute darkness as he

was, he began creeping stealthily for-

ward.

He advanced on hands and knees, feel-

ing his way foot by foot, and prepared

for anything.

For all he knew, he might stumble

upon the priest himself, and in that

case, Mullen determined that there

would be a battle, in which he himself

would have the advantage from knowing

who was his antagonist.

But though he was ready for some

such danger, it did not show itself ; he

crept on, yard after yard, without meet-

ing with any one or hearing a sound.

The passage continued barely broad

enough to allow him to pass through

it, and then at last, as he felt in front of

him, he found that he had gone to its

end.

What seemed to be another wall con-

fronted him, barring further progress ;

it was evident, however, that the priest

had gone somewhere, and Mullen had

made sure that he had passed no exit on

his way.

Accordingly, it was certain that the

wall in front of him was likewise but a

sham door leading him into some other

room . If he had had cause for caution

before, he was doubly in need of it now,

for nothing was more likely than this

second passage conducted him into the

room of the high priest himself.

Mullen paused to listen as before, but

again he discovered that he had no alter-

native but to trust fortune and open it.

Gripping his hands and shutting his

teeth together grimly, he began slowly

pushing upon the barrier in front of

him, and gradually he found that it was

giving way.

It had moved only an inch or two be-

fore he let in a faint stream of light,

and he knew that now he was face to

face with the crisis of his life. Noth-

ing was to be gained by delay, how-

ever, and he pushed on, but very gently.

He meant to open the door only on
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a small crack, but unfortunately this

appeared not to be possible. The bar-

rier was so constructed that once free

from the wall it swung wide, and Mul-

len found the whole situation disclosed

to his view in one instant.

And a startling situation it was, too ;

the high priest was before his very eyes !

The passage had opened into the

man's sleeping apartments; in fact, di-

rectly in front of his couch, upon which

he was lying.

Mullen stared at it, almost paralyzed

with consternation ; it was fully half a

minute before he discovered at last that

he had not been seen by his enemy. For

the latter was already sound asleep, with

no thought of the strange peril which

was so near him.

The apartment was a broad and hand-

somely furnished one, filled with rich

tapestry and costly furniture ; a night

lamp was burning directly by the priest's

bedside, and shining upon his upturned

face.

It was a hideous face, dark and sinis-

ter ; but the eyes were closed, and as

he realized this fact, trembling all over

with anxiety, Morfit Mullen stretched

out his arm and slowly drew back the

door.

It creaked somewhat, but the form of

the priest never moved, and at last Mul-

len succeeded in drawing the door back

so that only a crack was left..

Then the imperiled man lay still and

silently thought over his situation, try-

ing to determine what it was best for

him to do.
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I certainly could never get out into

that room without being discovered," he

thought; " I have got to take my chance

between trying to hide here all day, or

leaping out and making an attack upon

that Hindoo."

And Mullen very speedily made up his

mind that of those two alternatives, only

one was possible; there was not the

slightest possibility of his escape re-

maining undiscovered in the morning.

The first thought of the high priest

would be to search that passage.

" If I'm to get out at all, I must do

it now," he told himself, clenching his

fists, and then he very speedily deter-

mined upon his plan of action.

He was not accustomed to waste time

in debating any such questions as this ;

the only thing for him to do was to

make one spring and try conclusions in

a wrestling match with the priest. To

get him by the throat and prevent his

giving the alarm was Morfit Mullen's

only chance of safety.

And actually the man had gathered

his muscles for a spring, and was about

to fling the door wide open and rush

upon his unsuspecting enemy, when he

was suddenly checked by hearing a

sound.

It was a footstep in the room, or near

it, and a moment later came a knock.

It was fortunate that Mullen had the

secret door closed, for he made out

from the sound that at the same instant

the high priest had sat up in bed.

There was a moment's silence, and

then his gruff voice called, and the door

was opened ; and Mullen knewfrom the

sounds that a man was stepping swiftly

in.
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Oh, it's you, Ablah," said the high

priest ; " come in ! "

The man who entered addressed the

other by the name which was familiar

to Mullen, Gungha Lin. Of the conversa-

tion which followed he was able to un-

derstand almost every word, and it was

all of great interest to him.

The newcomer seated himself in a

chair by the bedside.

"Well, what's the news?" inquired

Gungha Lin anxiously.
66

Oh, things have quieted down now,"

was the reply. " Since Lashmi Gar was

returned, the riots have stopped."

"But what about the Englishmen? "

inquired Gungha Lin, " what are they

doing ?"

"They are making a big fuss, of

course, but it isn't doing them much

good. It seems that one of the men

who stole the god was the son of an

English nobleman, and the governor is

making a fearful row."

Gungha Lin laughed.

"Let him make it," he said. " It

will do him no good. He has no idea

where the prisoners are? "

"None in the world," replied Ablah.

"I heard that everywhere I went about

the streets ; but they are hunting, and

I hear they are thinking of searching

the temples."
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Gungha Lin uttered an oath of rage ;

but it was followed by another jeering

laugh.
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They may search," he said ; " I will

have arranged things all right before

that."

" Yes, I thought you would," the

other replied . "The Englishmen

haven't the slightest clue to guide them,

for it all happened in the night, and in

the crowd no one saw just what oc-

curred."

"Yes, that was my cue," laughed

Gungha Lin. " I was able to make the

governor believe I didn't know myself."

"You didn't tell me what you said to

the governor," continued the other.

"You saw him yesterday?"
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Oh, yes," was the reply; " I saw

him, and he talked all kinds of nonsense

about making trouble if any harm came

to the prisoners ; but I swore that I had

no means offinding out where they were,

and that I was making every effort to

learn . Ha, ha! And I think he be-

lieved me in the end."

The high priest was evidently so much

pleased with his own success that it was

a long time before he could overcome his

merriment enough to go on with his nar-

rative.

" But the crowning stroke was about

the god," he continued. " How nicely I

managed it about returning it ! I made

the governor believe that the natives

would certainly kill the prisoners if the

god were kept back. He wanted to try to

hold him as a hostage, but I fooled

him all right !

""

Lashmi Gar knows how to take care

of his own interests," responded the

other, " doesn't he? "

"Yes," laughed Gungha Lin. "About

as well as he knows how to talk and

eat!
ود

The two continued to make merry

over the situation. From the conversa-

tion which followed, Mullen made out

that the second man, Ablah, was neph-

ew of the high priest, and was also one

of the priests of the temple. It was

made plain to him that the two were

the conspirators who were working the

various deceptions upon the rest of the

priests, who believed in all sincerity that

the antics of their god were genuine.

Mullen next had the pleasure of hear-

ing his own death described to the new-

comer; Gungha Lin told howhe had left

the body in front of the idol, and nar-

rated how the latter had thanked the

awe inspired priests for their devoted

services.

"What are you going to do with

him when you get through with him? "

asked Ablah suddenly.

Gungha Lin laughed softly, and

winked at his nephew.

" I will put him in the same place

I put that fellow Harrison," he said.

And as Mullen heard these words he

gave a gasp of horror, almost forget-

ting his necessity for remaining hidden.

" Yes," the high priest continued,

"and the authorities will hunt for him

probably quite as long as they did for

Harrison, and they will have no more

success in finding him."

It is necessary to explain the effect

which these words had upon the Eng-

lishman. Apparently, Ablah knew all

the circumstances ; and it would have

been strange indeed if he did not, for the

mysterious disappearance of the man

whom Gungha Lin named had caused

the wildest excitement in Calcutta about

five years before.

He was a prominent citizen, and a

partner in one of the largest banks ; one

morning he was missing and the safe

of the bank was found open. A large

sum of money had been taken, and be-

sides this, what was worth ten times as

much-a casket of jewels which had

been deposited there by a wealthy mer-

chant, who had purchased them from

various native princes in the interior.

In spite of all the investigations by

the authorities, absolutely no trace of

Harrison had been found, and the opin-

ion of the city was divided as to whether

he had been murdered or had made off

in disguise with the treasure ; and now

Morfit Mullen suddenly found himself

in possession of the real facts of that

long hidden mystery.

" So that was what became of Harri-

son ! " he gasped. " Oh, if I ever get

out of here, that scoundrel Gungha Lin

will pay for his crime."

Meantime the two priests were con-

tinuing their conversation .

"6 You have often told me that story,"

laughed Ablah. " It was cleverly done
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indeed, but you didn't tell me where you

put him."

"He is down below," replied the high

priest, with a knowing laugh. " Two

flights down-do you recollect ? "
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Oh, yes," said Ablah, with a chuckle.

"And that will be a first rate place for

this Englishman.'

ود

" I often think of that night," Gun-

gha Lin continued, in reminiscent mood.

"It was, indeed, a splendid stroke, as

you say. When those people hired that

bank building they knew it had origi-

nally been Lashmi Gar's temple, but

they probably never suspected anything

about secret passages. I thought I was

baffled at first when I got in there, be-

cause I did not know how to open the

safe ; but then one night we captured

Harrison, and it was all right."

"Did he hold out very long?" in-

quired Ablah.

I never saw a man with more endur-

ance," was the reply. "We tortured

him nearly all night, and in every con-

ceivable way, before we got him to tell

us how to open the safe; but at last he

gave in and I got the jewels. He was

so near dead then that it didn't take

me very long to kill him; and when I had

him buried down there, the Englishmen

might have hunted a lifetime without

knowing it."

As Mullen listened to the foregoing,

his blood fairly boiled within him. The

details were meager, but he was able to

imagine the whole story of the fiendish

crime, and he was, if possible, still more

anxious to get out of his predicament

in order to bring vengeance upon the

head of the scoundrel.

But he had no further opportunity to

meditate over the matter then, for it

was soon driven out of his mind by

something he learned as Gungha Lin

and Ablah continued their talk.

Several expressions which the men

had already used had puzzled him some-

what, but his unfamiliarity with the

language left him not quite sure.

Presently, however, Gungha Lin had

described in detail how he (Mullen) had

been poisoned. Ablah rose up and began

strolling up and down the room.

"Well," he remarked with a yawn,

પ so much for one of them; and now

what is to be done with the other? "

""

"Exactly the same," replied Gungha

Lin, with a laugh. "I will let you have

the pleasure of doing it if you like."

"By all means, was his compan-

ion's prompt response. " Where is he?"

" I have got him shut up down the

hall here," the high priest answered.

He was not so badly wounded as the

first, so you may have more trouble with

him."
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" I am not afraid of him," was the re-

ply. Just you let me have some of that

poison, and I'll soon fix him; and I'll

make all the surer of it because he's the

nobleman's son."

CHAPTER VII.

IN FEARFUL PERIL.

MORFIT MULLEN had listened to the

words which closed the preceding chap-

ter, almost dazed with consternation,

and at first scarcely able to realize their

full import. Without thinking what he

did, he leaned forward, and gradually

opened the door until now the two men

were plainly in view through the crack.

The high priest was once more re-

clining on the couch, with the other

man sitting beside him.

Now Gungha Lin rose slowly and

stepped over to a cabinet at the other

end of the room; this he opened with a

key which hung from his girdle, and

Mullen saw him take out a tin box.

"You get the food," he said, sudden-

ly turning towards the other ; " I will

soon have this fixed."

Ablah rose, and as he disappeared

from sight, Mullen heard him close the

door ; in the mean time, however, the

high priest was in full view, and the

Englishman saw him carefully measur-

ing out the powder which he was taking

from the box.

As he realized the villain's purpose, it

was all Mullen could do to restrain the

impulse to leap out and stop the pro-

ceeding then and there.
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"Howard captured! " he gasped.

And while he was trying to rescue

me. I had no idea of such a possibility."

It was a desperate situation, and Mul-

len knew that if he was to do anything

it would be necessary for him to act

at once. What to do was the problem.
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To attack the priest would be simple

madness, for he had no weapon, and a

single cry from the man would surely

bring a horde of his followers to the

spot; moreover, Mullen did not know the

exact whereabouts of the other pris-

oner.

It seemed a fact that it was not even

possible for him to get out of his pres-

ent hiding place ; he was taking a fear-

ful risk as it was, for if the priest's eye

had chanced to light upon the open door,

he would certainly have seen the face

peering in at him.

However, the suspense lasted but a

very little while ; again a step was heard,

and the door was flung open. The high

priest looked up from his task of meas-

uring the powder and nodded.

"So you have it? " he said. " Bring

it here."

The two men laughed and joked,

Gungha Lin in the mean time mixing

the powder in the contents of the pitcher

and in the plate of rice.

" There it is," he said. "It will fix

him up as quickly as it did the other.

Come back and let me know when you

get it done."

" I will," laughed Ablah ; and taking

the pitcher and plate in his hands, he

turned to leave the room.

Then Mullen knew that the crisis had

arrived ; if he once let the man get out

of sound, he would have absolutely no

way of finding him in the darkness of

the winding corridors, and while he

was spending the precious time search-

ing, the fearful work would be done.

" I might as well get into a fight first

as last," he decided, and having made

up his mind on the point, he was not the

man to waste any further time in hesi-

tation.

He opened the door still wider and

gazed out.

Gungha Lin, after his nephew's de-

parture, had turned once more toward

the cabinet to replace the powder. Now,

if ever, was Mullen's chance.

He heard Ablah close the door, and

then as quietly as possible he opened the

one to his hiding place and began creep-

ing silently out, with the intention of

following him. Never in his life had

he had more cause for carefulness, for he

knew that the faintest sound-even the

scraping of his clothing-might be suf-

ficient to make his deadly enemy aware

of his presence.

His heart was beating so loudly with

excitement that he felt it must betray

him; but though he thought of all this,

he did not once waver. He clenched his

hands resolutely, keeping his eyes fixed

on the figure across the little room.

He was determined that if the man

made a move to turn he would leap out

and brain him with the first object upon

which he could lay his hands. Further

and further he crept, inch by inch, and

still Gungha Lin was busy at the cab-

inet.

Fortunately the exit through which

Ablah had disappeared was not far

away, and Mullen succeeded in reaching

it without making a sound. He had

had presence of mind enough to close

the secret door behind him, and as he

crept, step by step, across the floor,

he had kept his head turned and his eyes

fixed upon the figure of the high priest.

Having reached the door, Mullen

opened it softly and in a moment more

he had glided outside and was hid in

the darkness of the hall. And then

without wasting even a moment in

thinking of his triumphant escape, he

darted swiftly forward.

He was tormented by one thought-

the possibility that even the few sec-

onds which his exit had taken might

have been enough for Ablah to get

out of sight, and he found as it was

that he had not an instant to spare.

Far down the passageway he caught the

gleam of a moving light ; at the very

instant it met his eye it seemed to van-

ish from sight, and at the same time the

sound of a closing door reached the

Englishman's ear.

A dozen steps brought Mullen to the

spot; running his hand along the wall

he touched a knob.

He opened the door boldly, and found.

himself gazing down a long flight of

stone steps.

The lamp was just turning the corner,

and as it disappeared once more, Mul-

len again followed stealthily, closing the

door behind him.

As he reached the foot of the stair-

way he saw another long corridor, and

this time he was sufficiently near to
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have a perfectly plain view of the Hin-

doo whom he was following. It was

Ablah for a fact, carrying the two plates

in his hands and with the lamp swing-

ing from his arm.

The passage, walled on each side by

solid masonry, turned this way and that,

so that Mullen soon lost his bearings en-

tirely; he had but one object in mind,

however that of keeping the priest in

sight-and in this he did not fail.

He was, as will be remembered, in his

stocking feet, and so was able to move

quite as silently as his enemy. The lat-

ter continued on for some distance fur-

ther, and then suddenly stopped and

turned into a dark alcove on the right.

Mullen was about to follow, but he

saw that the light had stopped moving,

and he had no doubt but Ablah had

Ireached his destination .

"And it is probably one of those

secret cells, like mine," thought the

Englishman.

During the pursuit the latter had

been making up his mind as to his

course of action, and had decided sim-

ply to wait until the heavy door was

opened, and then give some warning to

the prisoner. After that it would be a

battle to the death with the priest, all

Mullen's energies being concentrated

upon the task of keeping his adversary

from making an outcry.

He had heard the plate and pitcher

as they were set down, and waited for a

sign to indicate that the door had been

opened.

" It would never do to tackle him be-

fore," he thought, " for the door may

have some secret spring."

In the mean time an absolute silence

prevailed in the dark and damp corri-

dor; it was a gloomy and uncanny place,

and one calculated to suggest ghostly

thoughts.

Not very many seconds had passed be-

fore Mullen was seized with a strange

feeling of restlessness, and as it crept

over him he felt as if he would not be

able to remain in this state of sus-

pense any longer. He was straining his

ears, waiting more and more impatiently

for the sound of the opening door.

But it did not come, and he found

himself speculating as to what that

priest could be doing all this while.

"Why should he delay?"he thought.

" It is very strange! "

He bent forward still more anxiously,

and tried to peer around the corner.

Still there came no move. Then all at

once Mullen's ear was smitten by a

sound which caused his whole body to

thrill as with an electric shock.

Some one had set down the plate or

pitcher upon the earthen floor ! Sud-

denly a dreadful possibility flashed over

the Englishman, causing his very hair

to rise on end. He leaped forward at

a bound, and a single glance was enough

to show him that the fearful possibility

was a reality.

The door, instead of being like that

of his own cell, had simply an iron grat-

ing ; and the Hindoo had shoved the ves-

sels through it !

The instant he made the discovery,

Mullen cried out in an agonized voice :

"Don't touch that food ; it is poi-

soned ! "

CHAPTER VIII.

TOO LATE !

THE effect of that cry of warning was

instantaneous. Mullen heard a gasp of

horror from the inside of the cell, and

at the same instant he saw Ablah whirl

about.

The priest was just in time to rise to

his feet as the Englishman reached the

spot and flung himself upon him with

the fierceness of a tiger. A second more

and the two were locked in deadly com-

bat.

Mullen gripped both his hands like

a vise about the Hindoo's neck, driving

the fellow's head back against the bars,

and digging his thumbs into the flesh

until the man's eyes seemed fairly to

start from their sockets and he turned

black in the face.

But the priest still preserved his pres-

ence of mind ; like a flash his hand dart-

ed to his side and underneath his robe.

When it shot out again Mullen saw a

knife gleaming in the light of the lan-

tern .

The man lifted the weapon on high,

and aimed a savage blow; but with one

hand still gripping the other's throat,

Mullen made a grasp for the upraised
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wrist with the other. There was a

struggle for a minute, in which the Hin-

doo succeeded in dealing a glancing blow

which tore his enemy's shoulder.

Then he succeeded in getting his hand

free again and for one second of horror

Mullen believed that his end was at

hand; for he saw the knife again up-

raised above him.

But as it turned out, the stroke was

not destined to be dealt, for at that very

instant another factor appeared in the

battle, which changed the entire aspect

of the affair.

A white hand shot out through the

iron grating and seized the upraised arm

in the very nick of time ; and then it was

all up with the baffled priest. The arm

was drawn back with irresistible power,

through the iron bars, and Mullen heard

a sharp crack which went to show that

the work had been well done, and that

Ablah would do no more fighting with

that arm.

The knife dropped to the floor and

instantly Mullen renewed his grip upon

the throat of the Hindoo ; and it was but

a few seconds more before danger from

that quarter was over.

The man gave one or two convulsive

gasps and then he ceased struggling and

Mullen felt his muscles relax. As he

loosened his grip the body dropped in

a heap to the floor ; and Mullen stag-

gered back, almost overpowered with

the feeling of relief at the end of the

fearful strain.

But this was only for an instant. With

redoubled anxiety he leaped again to his

feet and sprang toward the bars of the

cell. In the struggle the lamp had been

knocked over and extinguished, and so

he could not see the person who had so

promptly helped him."

" Is that you, Howard ?" he gasped.

" Is that you, Morfit ?

swer.

came the an-

It was indeed his cousin !

For a moment the two men gripped

each other's hands in a fervor of delight

at the strange meeting ; but then again

a feeling of horror rushed over Mullen

as he thought of the poisoned food.

" Tell me, old man," he cried, “ you

did not touch that stuff they sent you,

did you ? "

And then from the inside of the cell

came a groan which caused the other to

stagger back against the wall, pale and

trembling with horror.

"No, no ! " he half screamed, " it

can't be possible ! It can't be ! "

" But it is! " gasped the other. " Why

did you not tell me before? "

"I would have, if I had had any

idea," panted Mullen ; " what did you

take ?

" I drank some of the water ! " was

the reply.

"How much? ""

" Only about a mouthful ; I noticed

its taste, and I spat out the rest ! "

The thought that all the terrible risks

had been incurred for nothing almost

unmanned Mullen. His cousin's words

sounded like a death knell in his ears.

" It is awful, awful," he groaned.

He heard a crashing noise, as his cous-

in kicked the pitcher across the cell ;

then Mullen again sprang forward and

clutched his hand through the bars.

"We can't be sure, old man,'" he

cried. " Perhaps it was not enough to

kill you; if it was the same poison they

gave me it will not, for I drank about

the same quantity."

A sudden thought accurred to Mul-

len, and he seized the iron bars in front

of him and shook them savagely.

" If I could manage to get you out of

here," he said, " it would be something."

But the door remained immovable.

In the hope of finding a key Mullen

bent down over the unconscious priest

lying on the floor beside him ; but on

making a search he found nothing.

"Gungha Lin must have the key," he

thought. " I am but little better off

than I was before."

In a few words he narrated to his

cousin the fearful suffering through

which he had himself passed, and the

other shuddered with horror.

" I never once thought of its being

poisoned," he groaned. " I am afraid

it's all up with me ! "

The two men stood for a few moments

in silence, almost overwhelmed at the

situation; the most dreadful phase of

the matter was that they were unable

to tell whether or not the liquid had

contained the same kind of poison which

had been given to Mullen.

The latter felt Bland's hand tremble,

and he himself was almost overcome.
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"Tell me," at last he managed to ask,

how did you come to get into this

place at all?"
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" Oh, it's a long story," was the other's

response; we had a terrible row in the

street, and with several of the men I

succeeded in fighting my way almost to

your side; but we were completely sur-

rounded by those heathen devils. I lost

sight ofyou, and then while I was strug-

gling to get to you, one of them knocked

me on the head, and that was the end of

it. I was lying here when I came to."

"It was just the same with me," said

Mullen, " and I awoke to the same fate."

"Ihave been hoping that there would

be an attempt to rescue us," the other

rejoined, " but I suppose that will have

to be given up."

" There is hope yet," said Mullen as

bravely as he could. " I will stay by

you tothe end."

Then there was silence for several

minutes, Mullen scarcely daring to ask

the question which rose to his lips ; at

last, however, he heard a groan of agony

from Bland, which told him that the

poison was at last doing its fearful work.

While the unfortunate man still re-

mained in his right mind, Mullen told

him of the ruse which he himself had

worked, and warned him that whatever

happened he must lie still and make the

same attempt.

The scene which followed would hard-

ly bear description ; suffice it to say that

it was not very many minutes longer be-

fore Howard Bland was in the throes of

the most horrible convulsions, resem-

bling those which had seized Morfit Mul-

len. The latter did not once relax his

hold upon his cousin's hand, although

he himself outside was almost ready to

faint with horror.

Horrible though the fit was, he dread-

ed its passing, fearing that at last he

might make the awful discovery that the

poison had been stronger, or that his

cousin's constitution had not stood the

strain so well.

The matter finally ended, however,

somewhat differently from what Mullen

had expected ; before the effects of the

drug had spent themselves he was start-

led by suddenly hearing above all his

cousin's groans of agony a footstep in

the passage near him.

In alarm he turned to listen, and a

moment later he heard a voice ; it was a

familiar voice, which he recognized in-

stantly, calling, " Ablah, Ablah !

""

It was Gungha Lin coming to join his

nephew!

"What have you put out the light

for?" the voice called . "Where are

you?"

CHAPTER IX.

IN THE CHAMBER OF GUNGHA LIN.

MULLEN was almost dazed by the un-

expected development; it was a fearful

call upon his faculties, for he found him-

self with only a few seconds in which to

think out a plan of action which would

determine the fate of himself and his

cousin .

There were two things which he might

do ; lying on the ground beside the body

of the unconscious Hindoo was the

knife he had brought. Mullen might

wait and with this despatch his enemy

with a single blow when he reached the

door.

But there was one very great objec-

tion to this plan ; it was quite possible

that Gungha Lin might not have the

key to the cell , and in that case Mullen

would be unable to help his cousin. He

had no thought of saving his own life

upon any other terms, and consequently

he at once made up his mind to try the

other plan.

There was not a second to be lost, and

tearing his hand loose from Howard's

convulsive grip , he stopped, and hastily

clutching the knife, he put it in his belt.

Then he swung the lantern over his

arm, and lifting the body of the priest

up in his arms, made his way swiftly but

silently down the corridor.

In a few seconds he found another

turn, into which he disappeared, and

there he stood, waiting breathlessly,

while behind him he heard the high

priest stumbling along and cursing vol-

ubly. He was still shouting for his

nephew, and was becoming enraged at

not receiving any reply.

In perhaps half a minute more, how-

ever, he made the discovery that Ablah

was not there ; for Morfit heard him

shaking the door of the cell.
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"Where can he have gone ? " he mut-

tered in a deep, grumbling tone. " I

told him to come back and tell me if he

succeeded."

However, there could be no doubt in

Gungha Lin's mind of the last men-

tioned fact, for the prisoner was rolling

about on the floor inside, groaning and

crying out in agony. Mullen heard the

priest chuckle to himself as he stood out-

side listening.

" He took the bait as easily as the

other one," he laughed. " One might

have expected them to have more sense."

In the mean time Morfit Mullen was

crouching in the alcove over the inert

body of Gungha Lin's nephew; he was

straining his ears and listening in

breathless anxiety, having but the one

thought-would Gungha Lin open that

door?

If he did so, the Englishman made up

his mind that at the very same instant

he would leap out from his hiding place

and plunge the knife into the high

priest's body; and that opportunity he

would have welcomed with the wildest

joy.

Unfortunately, however, it was not

granted him, for Gungha Lin remained

for only half a minute longer, meantime

shaking the bars of the cell, and this

Mullen took to signify that he had left

the key behind him.

At last he turned, and with a mut-

tered imprecation on his nephew, made

his way down the corridor once more.

Mullen heard his steps receding in the

distance, and at last, far off, he heard a

door close, which led him to believe that

his enemy had returned to his room.

Then Mullen himself crept out, and

trembling with anxiety, made his way

back to the cell. Inside he still heard

occasional low groans, and he reached

through and again clutched his cousin

by the hand.

""
" Howard!" he cried. 66 Howard !

There came a muttered answer which

caused him to give an exclamation of de-

light; but he still kept hold of his cous-

in's hand, and for the next fifteen min-

utes the men remained thus in the

silence of the dark crypt. Occasionally

Mullen would whisper an anxious in-

quiry, which always brought some kind

of a reply from the suffering man in

the cell, and at last Morfit made up his

mind that the fearful danger was over,

and that the poison had done its worst .

" And now the question is to get him

out of here," he told himself.

He had no doubt but that if Howard

remained quiet, as he himself had done,

Gungha Lin would serve him in about

the same way, but the opportunities to

escape which would be gained thus did

not seem very promising to Mullen. For

all he could tell, his own ruse might have

already been discovered, and in that case

the high priest would not be apt to allow

the same trick to be worked twice.

" And it would never do for me to

go back and take my place on that bier,"

he thought, " for in all probability they

would bury both bodies some time in

the course of the day, and we would

have very little chance of escape sur-

rounded by those priests."

Accordingly Mullen made up his mind.

that the best chance which was offered

to them lay in his securing the key and

removing his cousin at once.

After considerable thought he came

to the conclusion that he would risk

everything upon this plan, for wild and

impossible as it seemed, it offered the

two their only hope.

He hastily explained to his cousin

what he intended to do, and the latter

signified, by a pressure of his hand,

that he comprehended ; then Mullen

turned and immediately started down

the corridor once more.

Another plan had occurred to him,

and he proceeded to exchange clothing

with Ablah ; the priest's robe was long,

and had a cape which Mullen found it

possible to fling over his head in such

a way as to conceal almost all of his

face.

Beside that, he had another very dis-

tinct advantage in the fact that he now-

had the knife, and he hoped to make

some resistance in the event of his being

discovered.

" In case it comes to the worst," he

reflected, " we might succeed in keeping

the priests at bay and holding out until

the promised search of the temple is

made."

Mullen was soon stealing down the

corridor ; it took considerable hunting

before he found the stairway, but at last
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he succeeded in this, and as there was no

one in sight he crept swiftly up and

opened the door of the cell above.

It was dark there, as before, and so

Mullen crept on without fear of dis-

covery.

He heard no one, and all about the

temple was as silent as the grave ; it was

only when he came within sight of

Gungha Lin's room that he found a light

or sign of life. The door of this place

was half open.

Mullen's first impulse was to turn in

that direction, for he judged with good

reason that the only key of Howard's

cell would probably be in the possession

of the high priest.

There was a curtain hanging imme-

diately behind the door, and under cover

of this Mullen slipped himself in and

peered through the crack. As he did

so he found himself almost face to face

with his enemy, who was sitting upon

the couch near the door, his head in his

hands.

The man seemed to be in deep

thought, and Mullen wondered if he were

thinking up some plan to make away

with the victims of his vengeance ; he

watched him for only a few seconds,

however, before he was the witness of

anotherinteresting scene.

The Englishman was suddenly star-

tled to hear the sounds of footsteps down

the hall ; he started back behind the

curtain, and at the same time he saw

Gungha Lin raise his head and gaze

around him. He rose to his feet and

wrapped his rich robe about his body.

Lying upon the table near by was a

highly embroidered cap, which he

placed upon his head ; then he folded.

his arms and waited ; meantime the

sounds in the hall came nearer.

Mullen did not dare to look, but he

made out from the shuffling of the feet

that a number of men were approaching;

they finally halted before the door, at

which they knocked.

The priest called to them to enter,

and then the procession moved inside,

and as Mullen peered out around the

curtain he saw the last of them disap-

pear, and then being alone once more,

he ventured to gaze through the crack.

There were six of the priests, all

richly arrayed in splendid garments ;

they had halted directly in front of

Gungha Lin, and as one man they bent

down before him, mumbling some sort

of a salutation. As the high priest sig-

naled them to rise, one by one they

came forward, each bearing something

in his hand.

Gungha Lin held a tray, which Mul-

len recognized instantly as the same

one which had been set down in front

of Lashmi Gar a few hours before, con-

taining the vessels of food and drink

which Gungha Lin himself had made

away with.

The crafty priest gazed at the tray,

which was of gold.

" Lashmi Gar made quite a good

meal," he said, and the other priests

bowed and mumbled as they stepped

back. Mullen could not refrain from

smiling as he witnessed the end of that

trick.

" I suppose he fools them that way

every night," he thought, " and I have

no doubt the talking is worked by some

equally simple device."

In turn each one of the other men

advanced, extending some object to

Gungha Lin. Morfit recognized several

of them as caskets which he had seen

lying in front of the litter. They were

all of precious metals, set with jewels,

and covered with the most elaborate

and costly v.orkmanship.

There was one rather unpleasant

thought which came to him as he looked

on at this ceremony, which was that it

must be nearly morning, and conse-

quently the time for the discovery of his

escape was near at hand. He was quite

sure, however, that it had not already

been made, or the demeanor of the

priests would have been quite different.

After delivering their precious chests

the six priests proceeded to make their

way out of the room, which they did

by backing out of the door, bowing

Once
humbly and fearfully as before.

outside, however, they turned and hur-

ried rapidly away.

Then Mullen again ventured a glance

through the crack to watch Gungha Lin.

The high priest was still standing

where the men had left him, his head

bowed in thought. Then he suddenly

looked up and after glancing about him.

he made his way over to the couch, upon
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which he flung himself with his face.

to the wall. There was only a dim night

lamp left burning in the chamber, which

was now wrapped in silence.

Now was Mullen's opportunity, and

he very speedily made up his mind what

to do.

" If that priest hasn't got the key,"

he thought, " it must at any rate be in

the room ; and I am going to set to

work to find it."

The plan he formulated was simplicity

itself. He decided to creep in, shut the

door and begin his search with the knife

in one hand. If Gungha Lin remained

sleeping, very well ; if he turned over,

one stroke would be all that was neces-

sary.
66

And I must have that key before I

leave this room ! " muttered Mullen,

with which resolution he glided out

from behind the curtain and passed into

the apartment.

He closed the door silently behind

him, and stood with his eyes fixed upon

the sleeping form in front of him.

Though Gungha Lin's face was turned

away, his heavy breathing told Mullen

unmistakably that he was asleep.

Without hesitation the Englishman

stole across the room, and set to work

carrying his plan into effect. He found

all the caskets unlocked, and as he

opened them one after another it was all

he could do to keep back an exclamation

as he saw that several were filled with

bars of precious metal, which gleamed

in the dim light of the chamber.

One of them disclosed to the gaze of

the searcher a pile of gleaming diamonds

and precious stones of every conceivable

size and variety ; in all his life Mullen

had never seen such jewels, and as he

gazed at them the thought flashed over

him that here perhaps was another mode

of rescuing his cousin.

If he could capture the enormous

treasure and hide it, it might be the

means of ransoming his cousin from

the priests. " I've no doubt anyhow

that they're Harrison's," he told him-

self, " so I ought to take them."

In half a minute more he had trans-

ferred the gems to the pockets of his

own clothing, which he had retained

under the robe of Ablah.

to him the fact that they did not con-

tain the one object which was more

precious to him than all the jewels ; he

had to hunt further yet for the key, and

so closing the chests he turned away,

devoting his attention to the cabinet

from which he had seen the priest take

the poison.

This proved to be a complicated affair,

having a number of drawers and com-

partments ; Mullen went through each

one of them with the utmost care, in

the mean time watching Gungha Lin

closely, and ready to leap upon him at

the first move.

But the man evidently had a good

conscience for all his misdeeds, and he

slept on undisturbed.

Mullen prosecuted his search for fully

half an hour more, but unfortunately

without any result ; he ransacked every

place in the room which seemed to him

at all likely to yield the desired key, but

not a sign of it could he see anywhere.

At last he realized that there was

nothing further he could do unless he

decided to make the attempt to search

Gungha Lin himself.
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But Mullen was not prepared to try

anything as desperate as that quite yet.

It will be safer to wait until the

priests take him out," he thought. " We

may be able to make our escape then."

During his search another thought

had occurred to his ready brain, one

which, when he found he was not likely

to get the key, he determined to attempt

to carry out.

He found that his supposition as to

its being morning was not correct, for

there was still no sign of any further

activity about the temple.

66
"I have yet time to try it," Mullen

decided. If I can succeed in keeping

those priests from discovering my ab-

sence there will be an excellent chance

of helping Howard to escape.'

""

His plan was a very bold one, and yet

quite simple.quite simple. It was to take the body

of Gungha Lin's nephew and carry it

to the temple before the statue of

Lashmi Gar ; covered as it would be with

a thick cloth, there would be no chance

of the change being discovered for some

time.

In the mean while there were many

Further search of the caskets revealed things to hope for.
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Mullen quickly realized that, next to

getting the key, this was the best thing

he could do, so he turned and crept

toward the door again. He reached it

without having made a sound to awaken

the high priest, and in a few seconds.

more he was again out in the dark pas-

sageway.

By this time he had got the plan of

the temple pretty well in his mind, and

he had no difficulty in finding the door

which he wanted ; he crept down the

stairs as before, and was soon in front

of the cell where his cousin was confined .

The latter made no sound until he

recognized Morfit's voice, and then the

latter learned to his joy that Howard,

though scarcely strong enough to move,

was out of danger from the poison.

Morfit then narrated in a few words

what he had done and what he intended

to do.

"If I don't succeed in getting back

here," he said, " you must lie still, and

do nothing until you hear from me."

Very little further time was spent in

consultation ; Mullen picked up the body

of the priest and glided down the cor-

ridor once more, and up the steps ; in a

short while he was once more before

Gungha Lin's door, where he found

everything still silent.

There were two ways in which Mullen

might reach the shrine of Lashmi Gar,

one being to drag the body through the

secret tunnel ; this, however, he did not

believe to be possible. The other was

to take it down the hall by which the

priest had come.

This Mullen fancied would be feasi-

ble, for he was of the opinion that the

only reason why Gungha Lin had kept

all the doors to the shrine locked was

to make the rest believe that the god

himself had eaten the food.

Upon making his way to the door he

found that such was the case ; the heavy

barrier which had kept him prisoner

on the other side for so long was now

wide open, and as Mullen glanced in he

saw that the shrine was apparently si-

lent and deserted as before, the moon-

beams shining brightly in through the

windows.

And this time the Englishman lost no

time in hesitation ; he crept close to the

wall of the apartment, and soon reached

the alcove where the bier was lying, still

scarcely to be seen in the darkness. It

was undisturbed, and he stretched the

body upon it. Carefully he covered it

with the cloth, then turned and crept

out of the place.

CHAPTER X.

OUT OF THE TEMPLE AND IN AGAIN.

MULLEN now rested all his hopes

upon the chance of his being able to

help his cousin to hide after he was car-

ried out of his cell by the priests ; then,

either by concealment or by force, they

would have to keep themselves alive un-

til the rescue which they expected from

the authorities was effected .

But Mullen's heart sank as he realized

what a very uncertain hope that last

one was ; knowing as he did the number

of native temples in Calcutta, he recog-

nized the fact that the task of his friends

would be almost impossible.

True, they might suspect the temple

of Lashmi Gar the first place of all ; but,

on the other hand, as Mullen had

learned, Gungha Lin had persuaded the

authorities and the governor upon his

word that the prisoners were not there,

and that he knew nothing about them.

Moreover, Morfit reasoned that after

all the excitement which had been

caused by the theft of the god, his tem-

ple would be the very last one the Eng-

lish would attempt to invade.

"It may be possible for me to find

some way of getting out," he told him-

self finally, " and then Howard and I, if

we do get loose, will know where to

turn.'

ود

He ran less risk than previously in his

explorations of the place, for he was

clad in the costume of Ablah, and even

if he were seen he might not awaken any

suspicions.

Exerting his memory, he tried to re-

call the plan of the great temple of

Lashmi Gar as he had seen it from the

outside ; he was convinced that the

shrine in which the god stood was en-

tirely separate from the main body of

the edifice.

" I think it is under the main build-

ing that all those passages are where

Howard and I were hidden," he mut-
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to

-1

tered. " At any rate, what I want to

do is to find some window which I can

reach."

He crept silently past Gungha Lin's

door again. On either side of him down

the corridor there were a number of

doors, but Mullen hesitated for some

time before he ventured to open any

of them, as for all he knew he might

stumble on the sleeping apartments of

some of the priests.

" But if I should do that," he thought

finally, " I could answer them in their

own tongue, and go out of sight again

before they found out that anything

was wrong.

""

With this expedient to fall back upon,

he determined to explore some of the

He stooped down before one of

the doors and listened for a minute or

two.

rooms.

Then as he heard nothing, he rose

and silently turned the knob. The door

at first resisted all his efforts, and he

came to the conclusion that it must be

locked. But suddenly, as he pressed a

little harder, it gave way and flew open

before him.

Alarmed at the noise, Mullen stood

trembling with apprehension, but he

heard no sound, and at last he plucked

up courage to steal through the portal

and glance about the room .

There was no light inside, and he

could not quite make out the nature of

the place, but as he listened again he

heard no sounds of breathing, and

therefore concluded that it was deserted .

What was of much more importance was

that directly opposite the doorway was

an open window.

When Mullen caught sight of that he

closed the door softly and darted across

the room. A single glance out he gave

and could scarcely restrain a cry of de-

light.

At last he had succeeded in arriving

within sight of liberty!

He was at one of the side windows of

the group of buildings about the great

temple, and below him he could see a

wall which separated the structure from

the dwellings of the town.

He was quite a distance from the

ground, but he would have little diffi-

culty in reaching it, for there was an-

other roof starting directly from the
t

window where he was standing. Run-

ning along this he saw was a gutter

which he knew would be strong enough

to support him, and a short distance

farther on was a rain spout which was

just within reach of the wall.

And now Mullen uttered a groan of .

despair.

" Oh, if I only had that key ! If How-

ard were only with me! "

He stood there for an instant gazing

out at the stars, which he had never ex-

pected to see again.

" There is hope yet," he muttered.

But he shuddered as he glanced back

into the dark room and thought of the

horrible fate which was still impending

over his cousin.

Mullen determined that he would

make no attempt to escape himself un-

til Howard was also free ; but as he

turned and gazed out of the window

again another thought flashed through

his brain, and he gave a start of excite-

ment.

He did not wish to escape alone, but

would it not be the very best thing

he could do to take advantage of his op-

portunity to get out and warn his friends

ofthe state of affairs ?

" If the baronet only knew where his

son was, he'd have the governor immedi-

ately send all the troops in Calcutta to

the rescue."

From the window he could see that

there was still no sign of dawn, and he

believed that he had plenty of time to

carry out his scheme.

" I will let them know where we are,"

he muttered grimly, " and then come

straight back to this place and stay here

until Howard is rescued, or die with him

if he is killed ! "

And while the words were still on his

lips he began silently creeping over the

window sill.

In a few moments more he was on the

roof and making his way cautiously

along. He glanced down over the edge

of the wall and at the buildings beyond,

but he saw no one to interfere with

him ; he reached the rain spout in safety,

and found it a large one, admirably

suited to his purpose.

He had only a few feet to slide be-

fore reaching the wall, and then he care-

fully crawled over upon it. He lay here

3 A
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for a moment to gather his breath and away from the temple, until at last he

gaze about him.

The robe which he wore was consider-

ably in his way, but he felt that it was

safer to keep it on; he knew nothing

about the condition of the streets of

Calcutta at that time and thought pos-

sibly that the natives might still be up

in arms.

Presently he continued his journey,

crawling forward along the wall, past

the temple and in the direction which

he knew would carry him to the street,

crouching low and keeping a careful

watch.

It was fortunate that he had been so

cautious, for when he came within sight

of the street a startling condition of af-

fairs was revealed to him. He knew

well the importance which was set upon

the mysteries of the " talking god " by

the Hindoos of the city, and he had seen

the riots caused by its theft, but he was

not in the least prepared for what he

now discovered .

A single glance showed him that the

street was simply swarming with na-

tives-in fact, it was packed so densely

that it was almost impossible to move

about in it; and from the lights which

gleamed in the native houses near by

Mullen made out that many of the mob

had weapons in their hands.

The sight rendered him almost

breathless.

"Great Scott! " he gasped, "whowho

would have thought of such a state of

things as this? "

He comprehended in an instant the

difficulty which the English soldiers

would have in forcing their way through

to the temple in that crowd ; he also

realized the unpleasant fate which

would have been in store for him even

if he had succeeded in getting out by

one of the doors of the temple.

Then he turned and crawled back

along the wall, in the hope of being

able to make his escape in the opposite

direction. Here he met with more suc-

cess, for this part of the wall faced

upon the yards of several houses, and

these he found to his relief to be free

from the crowd.

Somewhat emboldened by this dis-

covery, he rose to his feet and advanced

silently, getting further and further

found that the wall came to an end

in front of a narrow alley.

This likewise was deserted, and with-

out hesitation Mullen dropped into it

and darted swiftly down it, taking a di-

rection which carried him as far as pos-

sible from the temple. When he

reached the point where the alley opened

into the street, he carefully covered his

face with the hood of the gown.

He found, however, that this thor-

oughfare was comparatively deserted ,

thoughthere were many more people

upon it than would ordinarily have been

the case.
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Evidently the whole city is awake,"

thought Mullen ; but he never halted for

an instant on that account.

He now knew exactly where he was,

and once upon the street he broke into a

run. After he had started, the thought

of his cousin's terrible situation urged

him faster and faster, and he was soon

dashing along at the very top of his

speed.

He had no doubt that the Baltimore

was lying at one of the wharves of the

town, and as these were much nearer

than the government buildings, Mullen

determined to seek aid from the yacht.

When he reached his destination he

found to his extreme delight that his

supposition had been correct, or par-

tially so, for the yacht was lying out in

the bay, only a hundred yards away

from the shore.

"Perhaps they didn't dare to land for

fear of the natives," he reflected.

However, he rushed out on the near-

est pier and gazed at the vessel, which

was clearly outlined in the moonlight.

He could see several men pacing up

and down the deck. Also he noted a

number of natives lurking about on

the shore, and he wrapped the robe more

closely about him.

Still, he did not hesitate, but raised his

voice in a loud hail ; it was answered al-

most immediately in a voice which Mul-

len recognized as being that of the old

boatswain who had been one of those

who had carried off Lashmi Gar.

He called out to know who was there,

and it was only necessary for Mullen to

pronounce his name in order to cause

the wildest excitement upon the vessel .
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He saw the men running this way

and that, and almost before he realized

it a boat had put off with four sailors

in it, and was dashing toward the quay.

Mullen gazed apprehensively at the

natives, who by this time were staring

at him; if they had had any idea who

he was, doubtless he would not have

been alive when the party reached the

wharf, but they had no way of recog-

nizing him, and the boat was soon

rounded up alongside, the first person

to leap out being the boatswain.

"Where's Mr. Bland? " he gasped,

breathless with anxiety.

Mullen did not answer until he had

leaped into the boat and was on his

way to the vessel again, for he did not

mean to be overheard.

When they were fairly off he narrated

to the excited sailors what had befallen

himself and his cousin, and inquired as

to the whereabouts of the baronet. He

was told that he was or shore, with most

of the men.

" The governor has called out the

troops, and they have been hunting

everywhere for you, sir," the boatswain

added.

"Well, he must be told of the true

situation, and that without delay," Mul-

len declared.

The matter was soon arranged ; Mul-

len himself had of course determined to

return to the temple, and would have

sent one of the sailors to notify the bar-

onet at once if he had not known that

his conspicuous uniform would speed-

ily make him the victim of the in-

furiated natives.

But in reply to his suggestion one of

the men hastily donned civilian's cloth-

ing, and then Mullen carefully instruct-

ed him in the message which he had to

deliver.

It was simply that the temple of

Lashmi Gar must be invaded by the Eng-

lish troops immediately, and at any cost,

otherwise Howard Bland would almost

certainly perish.

When the boat again set out for the

shore, Robinson, the boatswain, de-

clared his desire to return to the temple

and share the risks with the two men;

and after a moment's consideration of

the plan Mullen consented.

I will take a couple of revolvers,"

he added, " and a pocketful of cartridges,

and you must do the same."

The three men were soon upon the

pier, whence they made their way hur-

riedly up the street. After assuring

themselves that they were not being fol-

lowed by any of the natives, they sep-

arated, the sailor setting out to deliver

the all important message, while Mullen

and Robinson hastened off toward the

temple.

Mullen had the two revolvers, one in

each hand, in the pockets of the priest's

rcbe, and he therefore felt more at ease

than he had at any time during his peril-

ous adventures ; certainly he was now

able to face his enemies on something

like equal terms.

"In fact, if we can only get down

there in the vault of that place," he told

his companion, " I would be perfectly

willing to risk an attempt at holding out

until the baronet rescues us."

Before starting he had taken the pre-

caution to see that Robinson was dressed

in less conspicuous clothing than the

white suit he had worn.

"Perhaps the natives are angry

enough to bother you any way," he said,

" and so we may have some trouble in

reaching the temple. But my disguise

may save us from any serious difficulty."

Several times Mullen caught sight of

groups of natives passing down the

street, but he kept close in the shadows

of the buildings, and they passed on

without exciting any suspicions.

As they drew near the temple Mullen

heard the same murmur from the dense

crowd in front of it.
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They are probably gathered there

to resist any attempt to enter the place,"

said Robinson . " All the Hindoos in

the city must be up in arms, and I

shouldn't wonder if there would be a

regular battle when the troops try to

get past them."

"They will do it all the same," was

Mullen's reply,Mullen's reply, " or else I don't know

the baronet !
""

They approached the temple from be-

hind at the same spot where the Eng-

lishman had left it, and fortunately

found all as silent as before. It was not

so easy for them to climb the wall as

it had been for Mullen to drop down,

but by mounting on the boatswain's
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shoulders he succeeded in reaching it,

and then, after some efforts, managed to

haul the seaman up.

Then the two turned and crept swiftly

along. It was a perilous moment for

them, as they were in plain sight of

any one who chanced to be either in the

street or at any of the windows of the

temple. The moon had now moved

across the sky and was shining full upon

the wall ; but no one saw the venture-

some pair, or at any rate, no outcry was

raised.

Half a minute later Mullen was being

rapidly assisted up the rain spout by his

companion. When he reached the roof

it took the other but a short while to

join him, for a lifetime on shipboard

had made him an expert climber.

The window was still open, and they

reached it without any difficulty, Mullen

pausing only long enough to dart an

anxious glance about inside. He found

that it was apparently as deserted as

when he left it, and then with a quick

spring he swung himself up and climbed

in.

The sailor followed a moment later,

and the two hurried into the shadow of

the wall at one side. They drew their

revolvers and waited, listening anx-

iously. Still they heard nothing, and

at last Mullen started forward and

glided out into the hall.

We are in the temple once more,"

he whispered, "and now comes the tus-

sle! "

CHAPTER XI.

A MOMENT OF PERIL.

FORTUNATELY, the corridors in the

temple were still dark, and apparently

deserted ; moreover, Mullen was embold-

ened by his success in passing as a na-

tive, to say nothing of the fact that he

was now armed and prepared to face any

danger that might arise.

He was so familiar with the place by

this time that he had but little difficulty

in finding the right passageway. But

before he had gone very far along it, he

suddenly caught sight of a light, faintly

streaming through an open doorway,

and heard footsteps which led him to

suppose there were people in the room.

It was necessary for him to pass the

spot in order to reach his cousin's cell;

on his own account he had no fears, but

the boatswain's disguise was by no

means adequate.

Mullen's eye was caught by some

heavy portières hanging along the wall,

and on raising them he discovered a

small alcove. Hastily grasping the

sailor by the arm, he pushed him behind

the curtain.

"You hide here," he whispered, un-

der his breath, " and don't move on any

account. I will be back in a few min-

utes."

With that Mullen turned and made

his way as quickly as possible down the

hall. As he glided past the open door-

way he completely concealed his face

in the robe, and so he had no means of

telling whether any one saw him or not ;

but he sped on, and in a few seconds

more saw in front of him the door which

led down the steps to the vaults below.

He flung it open and slipped inside ;

here he found all dark, so he ventured

to remove the robe from his face in or-

der to take a glance down the hallway.

He saw no one, and concluded that

his passing had not been observed, so he

closed the door and ran swiftly down the

stairs. The location of his cousin's hid-

ing place was graven in his mind by this

time, and he had no doubt that he would

be able to find it.

As he realized that at last he was near

the all important moment Morfit Mul-

len was half beside himself with excite-

ment and anxiety.

If Howard were still alive Morfit be-

lieved that they had nothing more to

fear, for even though they were inside

the temple, the three men would be able

to defend themselves until the arrival

of the English rescuers.

Knowing the influence of the baronet

and his intense anxiety for his son's

safety, Mullen was perfectly certain that

the expected help would arrive in a very

short time.

He noticed several turns which he rec-

ognized as having passed before, and

which told him how near he was to the

door of the cell. At last he had reached

the spot, running at the top of his

speed, and breathless with excitement.

He felt his hand touch the iron bars,
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and then he ventured a whisper, thrust-

ing his hand inside and groping about

him meantime.

"Howard, Howard ! " he called. Then

for an instant he stood still, all his facul-

ties in suspense.

There was no reply. And as Mullen

stood rooted to the spot a sense of hor-

ror stole over him which deepened every

instant. He raised his voice louder yet.

"Howard, Howard ! " he called, but

still there came no response.

Wild with apprehension, he raised his

voice to a perfect scream, and he hurled

himself against the bars of the cell. The

next moment he almost fell forward

upon his face. The door was open, and

gave way before him.

He hastily explored the narrow in-

closure ; he could touch the walls on

every side, and he stooped down, grop-

ing about on the floor. Then, com-

pletely overcome by his fearful discov-

ery, he sank down.

He was alone ! The cell was empty !

Fully half a minute must have passed

before Mullen was able to master him-

self once more.

The situation was a very simple one

when finally the man's mind became

clear enough to grasp it.

Either his cousin had escaped or he

had been carried off by the priests.

The former supposition, however, was

impossible, as Mullen very quickly real-

ized .

" He might have got out, but he cer-

tainly would have stayed to let me

know," he gasped.

Once more he rushed outside and hur-

ried down the passage, groping around

on the way down, and whispering his

cousin's name; but all was quiet and

silent.

"They have taken him away," he de-

cided, and whether they have found

out that he is alive or not, I have no

means of knowing."

But the thought served to brace Mul-

len's faculties once more, and gripping

his revolvers under his disguise, he

whirled about and started to race down.

the corridor.

"They have him in their power yet,"

he told himself, " and at this very sec-

ond they maybe killing him! Heavens,

howmuch time I have wasted! "

So wild with anxiety was he by that

time that he sped at the top of his speed

down the black passages, and several

times rushed wildly against the corners

of the walls ; but he scarcely felt the

shock, and never once stopped until he

had reached the foot of the stairs.

Up these he bounded, two at a time,

and flung open the door. It was then

that he realized the difficulty of the task

before him-that of finding his cousin

in the labyrinths of the temple.

There was one supposition which

seemed to him more plausible than the

rest-that the priests might have served

Howard Bland in precisely the same way

they had served him.

The very first place for me to go

to is the shrine of that god ! " he mut-

tered, and he set out boldly down the

passageway.

Before him he saw the open doorway,

but this time, if possible, he hesitated

even less than before ; as it turned out,

however, he was not destined to meet

with as much success.

He was in the very act of stealing by,

his face veiled again, when through the

tiny opening he had left, he saw a figure

step out into the passageway. It was

one ofthe priests, and as he caught sight

of the other he started back.

Mullen had his hand on the trigger of

a revolver, and he was ready to fire the

next instant ; but fortunately he did not,

for the priest uttered one word which

caused the Englishman a pleasant shock

of surprise.

"Ablah!" the man cried.

The Englishman stood still for a sec-

ond, his heart thumping with excite-

ment ; he saw several other priests rush-

ing to the doorway, all staring at him

eagerly. Evidently the absence of

Gungha Lin's nephew had been noticed,

and in the semi darkness they had no

means of recognizing the deception.

"Where in the world have you

been ? " one of them cried, springing

forward.

Mullen dodged the hand which the

man stretched out to him and set out

once more down the passage. It was al-

most absolutely black with the priests

by this time, and they ran out to sur-

round him, as if surprised by his strange

action.
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One of them who was nearest whis-

pered in his ear words which gave him

important information .

Gungha Lin has been looking for

you, looking for you everywhere ! He

has those two prisoners, and he says they

are to be sunk in the well down in the

cellar ; he wants you to attend to it."

At least, his cousin was still alive.

In the excitement of the moment one

wild plan flashed over Mullen, and he de-

termined to cast prudence to the winds

and venture it.

Lowering his voice into a deep, grum-

bling whisper, he demanded, "Where

are the bodies? "

The reply came instantly.
"( ""
In the shrine of Lashmi Gar!

And then, his pulses throbbing with

exultation , Mullen hurried on down

the hallway, pushing his way through

the crowd of priests who had surrounded

him.

He could scarcely believe his good for-

tune at the discovery which he had

made, but as it turned out he was not

destined to get out of the adventure

quite so easily.

The incident just described had hap-

pened in a few seconds, before Mullen

came opposite the open doorway. At

this instant he was hurrying past it, and

the light of a lamp shone in his path.

He felt that this was the crisis of his

fate, and he held his breath with anx-

iety. The issue was the worst that could

possibly have been imagined.

Something about his costume at

tracted the suspicion of the priests. In

all probability the drawing up of the

robe about his head had left the lower

part of his trousers visible ; at any rate

he suddenly heard a cry behind him, an

exclamation of astonishment from the

crowd.

He was about to start forward at a

run, when he suddenly felt his robe

jerked violently backward !

At the same moment several pairs of

hands seized him from behind, and there

was a yell: " An Englishman ! "

•
Then like a flash Mullen whirled

about, and his two revolvers gleamed in

the light ; abandoning all attempt at

disguise, he leveled them at the astound-

ed crowd of priests.

It would not be possible to describe

the effect of this move upon the latter,

who seemed scarcely able to keep their

feet from astonishment.

They gazed at the man with open

mouths ; and as for Mullen the despera-

tion which he felt must have been writ-

ten upon his features.

He realized now that he was at the

end of his rope, and that everything de-

pended upon his boldness and prompt-

ness ; he had no care for his own life

unless he were able to reach his cousin's

side. When he spoke his deep, fierce

tones struck terror to the hearts of his

cowardly antagonists.

Several of them had snatched knives

from their girdles, but apparently no

one in the crowd had a revolver.

" The first one of you who moves

dies ! " Mullen exclaimed, and as the

men saw that he meant it the words had

the desired effect.

For fully a quarter of a minute the

entire crowd remained standing where

they were, in absolute silence, the priests

apparently trying to grasp the state of

affairs in its fullness, and Mullen en-

deavoring to form his plan .

His first impulse was to turn and

make a dash down the corridor to the

shrine of the god ; once there he would

shout to his cousin, and the two could

retreat down one of the hallways, and

fight to the last gasp.

But a better plan occurred to him a

few seconds later, and he advanced

slowly upon the trembling natives ; the

foremost of them-the man who had

jerked the robe from Mullen's shoulders

-was so overcome with terror that he

was scarcely able to keep his balance.

Mullen thrust the muzzle of one of

his revolvers directly in the man's face.

" Get back into that room," he mut-

tered hoarsely. " If any one of you

makes a sound I will shoot him on the

spot ! "

And as the men obeyed the command

Mullen saw that he was going to succeed

in his bold move. The priests were

only too glad to get away from the men-

acing weapon, and like a flock of sheep

they gathered in the doorway and

crowded back.

It was only a few seconds more before

they were all in the room. And then

Mullen, casting one quick glance at the
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door before him, saw that there were a

lock and key to it. And after coolly sur-

veying his crowd of prisoners and mak-

ing sure that none of them had any in-

tentions of resistance, he thrust one of

his revolvers into his belt, and with his

free hand put the key on the other side

of the door.

" You remain in this room," he said .

sternly, " and remember, if I hear a cry

or a sound, I shall come back here and

not a man of you will get out alive.”

And then as he saw that his words

were understood, he backed slowly out

of the doorway, and a moment later

turned the key.

CHAPTER XII.

THE MYSTERIOUS TUNNEL.

MULLEN was exultant over his tri-

umph. He turned and rushed down

the hallway to apprize the boatswain.

66

Come out, Robinson," he whispered ;

"quick! "

But there was another unpleasant

shock in store for Mullen, on the same

order as the previous one.

There was no answer, and as he

reached inside and groped about he

found that the place was deserted . Rob-

inson had disappeared.

" Can they have captured him? "

Mullen asked himself in alarm.

He knew that Robinson was armed,

and that he was not the man to give

up without a struggle.

" He must have gone of his own ac-

cord," Mullen decided .

Wherever he was, Mullen was only a

second in concluding that there was no

necessity of searching for him, for Rob-

inson was able to take care of himself.

The thing to do was to find Howard

Bland ; and knowing where he was, Mul-

len believed that it would not take him

very long to do this.

·

He started on once more, arranging

the cape about his head as he did so.

Only a short distance in front of him

was the door which led into the familiar

apartments of Gungha Lin ; to his right

was the passageway which led into the

shrine towards which he was bound.

As Morfit stopped there to listen for a

moment he made an unpleasant discov-

ery. Down the passageway he saw a light

shining and heard voices ; they were

familar voices by this time, which he

recognized as those of the chanting

priests.

" Good heavens ! it's some more of

those infernal fanatics," he thought.

What am I to do? "
66

He saw the curtain behind which he

had concealed himself before, but he

hated to adopt that plan ; for all he

knew, he might already be too late, and

accordingly every second was precious.

" It may be that they are carrying

off the bodies at this very moment," he

thought.

The possibility rendered Mullen as

desperate and savage as a tiger ; as the

lights and the shuffling feet came nearer

he suddenly concluded to adopt a des-

perate measure.

He started forward towards the door

of Gungha Lin's room.

" If I only can get into that secret

passage," he thought, " all will be well ."

Fortunately the door was open on a

crack, and Mullen could see inside. He

glanced in, and to his delight noted that

the room was empty, or at any rate as

much of it as he could see. He conclud-

ed to take the risk, and gripping his

revolvers glided inside.

" If Gungha Lin is here," was his

thought, "I will shoot him, and then

get into that secret tunnel ; nobody can

find me until I come out where Howard

is, and then I don't care who sees me."

But he found that the room was de-

serted, so that desperate measure was

not necessary. He ran straight to the

secret door, and flinging it open,

crouched down and slipped inside.

He was just in time to close it once

more behind him as the sound of the

chanting swelled loud enough to tell him

that the priests were opposite the door

of the room. Mullen's one thought was

to get Howard into this passage, and he

wormed his way along with desperate

swiftness.

It could not have been more than a

minute before his head suddenly struck

against something in front, and reach-

ing forward, he found that he had come

to the door.

At last the shrine of Lashmi Gar was

before him. Here Mullen hesitated
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for a second or two to gather his breath,

and to decide definitely upon a plan of

action.

He believed that the act of opening

that door would precipitate him in one

instant into the midst of a scene of the

wildest excitement ; for he knew that

the tunnel opened directly into the wall

of the shrine, without curtain or any

sort of concealment.

In all probability his head would be

seen the instant it appeared, and then he

would have nothing to do but to draw

his weapons and hold his enemies at bay.

But Mullen had been working and

fighting long for this very opportunity,

and now that it had come, he was not

the man to hesitate. All he stopped for

was to think over the lay of the land out-

side, and to determine the best place

to which he and his cousin could re-

treat to make their fight. Then, grip-

ping his weapons tightly and gathering

his faculties, he pressed slowly against

the door.

For a moment it resisted his efforts,

and Mullen believed it must be locked ;

but at one side he discovered a catch,

which was the cause of the trouble, and

pulling it down, he again pressed out-

ward.

He gritted his teeth together grimly

as he felt it giving way.

It had opened but the slightest crack

before faint sounds were borne to his

ear; he stopped to listen for a second.
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They are carrying on the same kind

of ceremony as before," he thought,

" but I'll pretty soon put a stop to that

chanting."

Then again he slowly pressed the door

farther and farther outward, and in a

few seconds he had a view of the rear

portion of the temple.

There was nobody in sight, however,

though the noises grew louder and Mul-

len was confident that his enemies were

in the place. As the barrier swung open

he was expecting at any instant to hear

some one give the alarm, and was de-

termined that when that happened he

would make his leap.

Still, he pressed on and on, until the

heavy stone door was opened fully a

foot and he could see half the shrine ;

still , however, he caught sight of none

of the priests, for the image was up at

the other end of the temple, which Mul-

len could not see until he had got out

from behind the door.

Suddenly, wearying of the suspense,

and determined to end it all at once, he

gave the door one push harder than be-

fore, so that it swung back almost to the

wall ; and then the whole situation was

plainly disclosed to his view.

He gave one glance, and it was all he

could do to master a wild yell of triumph

which rose to his lips as he discovered

the fact that lying directly in front of

the image of Lashmi Gar were two lit-

ters, each with a covered body upon it.

"I am in time ! " he gasped. "We

are saved!"
""

The situation in the temple in a few

words was this : The idol was standing

on the platform as before, with the jewel

caskets lying in front of it-the same

which Mullen had seen and rifled in the

priest's room ; the two litters were sur-

rounded by a group of perhaps a dozen

priests, who were moving up and down

in some sort of a mystic dance, and mut-

tering a kind of prayer.

Mullen caught some of the words, and

he made out the fact that they were im-

ploring the god to speak and announce

his wishes.

"Perhaps it is to tell what is to be

done with the prisoners," was his

thought.

In the mean time he was engaged in

creeping stealthily out of the open door-

way, for to his delight he had seen that

the priests' backs were all turned towards

him, and that there was no one else in

the shrine. There seemed to be a chance

of his being able to reach a place of con-

cealment without being observed.
66

66

And every second is so much

gained," he thought. Our rescuers

are probably on their way now."

But Mullen had no time to lose in get-

ting out of sight, for close beside him

was the open doorway leading from the

room of Gungha Lin ; it was there that

he had heard the priests, and now again

he heard their footsteps, and voices talk-

ing.

For all he knew, some one might come

into sight there at any instant, and so

it took him but a short while to glide

out of the passage.

To close the door swiftly was the work
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of only a second more, and then he stole

rapidly along ; he expected every instant

that some of the priests would hear him

and turn, but they were apparently too

busily engaged in their prayers.

Their cries were now rising in volume

and intensity, and it seemed as if the

moment when Lashmi Gar would do his

talking must be near at hand.

Mullen had gone only about twenty

or thirty feet before he came to one of

the dark alcoves which he had noticed,

and finding it deserted he slipped inside

unseen. Then, almost overcome after

the intense excitement under which he

had labored, he leaned back against the

wall and gasped for breath.

At no time in the course of his adven-

tures had Mullen felt quite so secure as

now, for he was in possession of his

weapons, and he knew that his cousin

was safe.

Still, however, the situation was one

of desperate peril, as he realized when

he thought of the priests he had locked

up in the room, and of Robinson, who

must be roaming somewhere about the

temple.
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The fight can't be put off very

long," he thought.

The two bodies still lay motionless,

and the priests still kept up their cries.

These had now mounted to a perfect

roar of frenzied exclamations ; the men

were imploring the god to speak, and as

Mullen listened he managed to make out

more and more of the words. He found

that his first supposition was quite cor-

rect.

Lashmi Gar was being implored to

announce his wish as to what was to be

done with the bodies of the two men who

had insulted him.

"I suppose they want to get them

hidden where there will be no possibility

of the authorities finding them, how-

ever much they search," thought Mul-

len.

He did not watch the proceedings

much longer, for he found another thing

to attend to, his thoughts being still

concentrated upon the battle which he

knew to be impending.

we

"I want to discover some place where

can best defend ourselves," he

thought, " for no doubt these priests

will get firearms themselves very soon."

Mullen glanced around him in the

place where he was hidden ; it was a

dark, narrow hallway, seeming to run

back a considerable distance. There was

no light, however, and Mullen could not

tell what it was like.

He ventured to make his way back a

short distance in order to explore.

He groped his way along the wall, and

found that the passage grew narrower,

running back for fully twenty yards.

Then suddenly he came to the end of

it, which he discovered to be a flight

of steps.

Above was a narrow trap door, and a

faint light came down ; seeing this, Mul-

len determined to prosecute his search

still further.

" For, if that's a room up there," he

thought, " and if this is the only en-

trance, we are safe, as sure as I am alive ;

they could never capture us there."

And instantly he began creeping up.

Step by step he ascended, until his

head was almost on a level with the trap

door. It was rather a risky business--

that of peering out into the room-and

Mullen hesitated.

But it was only for a moment, for he

had no time to lose. Already he began

to be haunted by the thought that the

priests might be carrying out the body

of his cousin.

Accordingly he climbed up one step

more, and glanced about him; and as he

did so he gave a start of delight.

Just as he had hoped, he found he

was in a narrow room, not much larger

than the cell in which he had been con-

fined .

" This is the place for us ! " he

thought.

He noticed, however, another thing

which caused him to climb still higher,

another opening to the room.
It was

in the wall, and Mullen found that the

light which illuminated the place was

streaming in there.

"Where in the world can it come

from? " he wondered.

He was still more puzzled when he

came to glance in ; the tunnel ran slant-

ingly, and seemed to lead directly into

the temple ; in fact, straight towards the

idol's resting place!

"Good heavens ! " thought Mullen .

" The place seems to be full of secret
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tunnels! What in the world can this

one mean? "

His astonishment was still greater

when he came to glance down the pas-

sage. It led directly to the shrine of

Lashmi Gar ; as if through a huge

telescope, Mullen saw the idol and the

priests standing in front of it, directly

in full view.

Mullen stood there for a moment or

two pondering, racking his brains in

vain for an explanation of the matter.

The sounds of the priests' voices came

to him in a confused murmur, but it was

only a short while later that another

sound reached his hears, which promptly

put an end to his speculations, and

caused him to retreat towards the ladder

once more.

One of the priests had suddenly

turned and raised his arms excitedly.

Gungha Lin ! " he cried ; and his

voice was echoed by a general cry of wel-
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come.

As Mullen heard this and realized that

the high priest must have entered the

temple, he turned and darted towards

the stairway once more.

" If that fellow's there, it's likely

things will begin to happen ! " thought

the Englishman, " so I must get back."

As Mullen sprang across the room he

noticed one other circumstance which

sank in his mind, though in the present

excitement he had no time to think of

it ; it was that there was one point

at which, when he passed it, the sounds

of the cries of the priests swelled out

loud and clear, in a peculiar way ; but

Mullen was so bent on getting down that

ladder and in sight of the scene of action

once more that he had no thought left

for that.

He climbed rapidly down and glided

forward to the light at the entrance of

the little passage, and as he glanced out

once more he was just in time to see the

high priest, decked in his very finest

robes of state, glittering with jewels

from head to foot, and with a towering

crown upon his head, advancing in sol-

emn state up the center of the room.

The priests had relapsed into silence,

and crowded off to one side. Followed

by a train of at least twenty or thirty of

hisattendants the man advanced towards

the throne of the god and the litters

where his two victims were still

stretched out.

Mullen watched the scene, his heart

throbbing with excitement ; not a word

was spoken until Gungha Lin halted in

front of the last named objects, and un-

til the priests of his train had gathered

about him on either side.

Then he raised his hands with an im-

perious gesture, at which the men sank

upon their knees ; Gungha Lin himself

bowed down several times before the

shrine, and then in a deep and impress-

ive tone he spoke :

" Has Lashmi Gar yet announced his

will ? "

There was a moment or two of silence,

as if none of the men dared reply; the

high priest signaled one of them by a

glance, and the man responded :

" For over an hour we have implored

him," he said. " No answer has come

yet."

" Ye have no faith ! " said Gungha

Lin rebukingly. " That is why he does

not speak! "

There was a murmur of protest among

the priests, and then after a minute or

two more of silence, Gungha Lin again

raised his hands with an imperious ges-

ture.
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Once more I shall try you," he said.

Pray him for the honor of his name ;

pray him believingly, and he will answer.

I will await the issue."

And then slowly and majestically the

man turned and walked across the room.

The priests waited until he was out of

the circle, and then they once more

closed about the litter of the god and

began their wild cries.

It was only a few seconds more before

these had risen to a perfect babel of

frenzied implorings ; the men flung

themselves upon the ground in every

conceivable gesture, clutching at the

feet of the image, and shrieking to him

to honor their prayers.

Under ordinary circumstances, Mul-

len would have been interested in this

strange exhibition of fanatic_supersti-

tion ; but as it was, he scarcely saw or

heard anything of it.

All his thoughts were taken up with

another fact which had been made evi-

dent to him at the same moment. He

gave a start of consternation as he real-
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ized it, and then, half involuntarily,

began shrinking back into the black

passage, step by step, crouching and

moving with the stealth of a cat.

The fact which had so alarmed him

was simply this-Gungha Lin was com-

ing straight towards the passage where

he was hiding.

CHAPTER XIII.

AT THE ELEVENTH HOUR.

THE high priest continued his majes-

tic advance across the room, every step

he took being duplicated by one on the

part of the Englishman, who at last had

shrunk back to the very end of the

chamber.
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"What in the world can he be coming

here for ? " Mullen asked himself. It

was just my luck to pick out this partic-

ular spot !

""

However, it seemed likely that the

fellow had no other purpose in coming

here but to await at the entrance the re-

sult of the priests' entreaties.

Mullen buoyed himself up with this

thought, and tried to think that he was

in no danger of discovery, but when the

high priest had reached the portal, he

did not stop his advance.

On the contrary, he behaved in a most

unexpected and startling manner. Gath-

ering up his robes, he advanced down

the hallway almost at a run, evidently

without any further thought of his im-

perial dignity.

Mullen had barely presence of mind

and time enough to crouch down in a

corner before the man was upon him.

The Englishman had his revolvers

gripped tight, and was ready to pull the

triggers at the first sign that he had

been discovered.

There was an instant or two of sus-

pense, during which the issue hung in

the balance, but the crisis passed. Gun-

gha Lin was so absorbed in his own

thoughts that though his foot brushed

the edge of Mullen's body, he never no-

ticed it.

A second or two later he reached the

foot of the ladder, and then Mullen

knewfrom the sounds that he was climb-

ing up; and a second or two later he

disappeared from view. The next

instant Mullen heard him softly lower

the trap door, shutting out all light and

sound.

Mullen abandoned the attempt to

fathom the mystery, and concentrated

his attention once more on the litters

before the god.

The prayers of the priests had now

about reached their climax, for after

the fashion of devotees of the native re-

ligion, they had worked themselves into

a fierce ecstasy of excitement.

They were dancing about the shrine,

or groveling on the floor, shrieking and

screaming, and lacerating their bare

arms until the blood flowed. The scene

was an indescribably weird and uncanny

one, taking place as it did in the dimly

lighted chamber, and under circum-

stances of so much anxiety for the

onlooker.

He waited in crouching attitude for

perhaps three or four seconds more, and

then, all of a sudden, the end sought

was gained. And as Mullen witnessed

the apparent phenomenon, with the sud-

denness of a thunderbolt the whole

truth flashed over him.

One of the priests, who was nearest

the image, had faced about, lifting his

hands, his face a picture of insane de-

light.
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Hark, hark ! " he shrieked, his voice

pealing above the wild uproar. " Listen,

he is speaking!

""

Every man in that wild mass instan-

taneously became motionless as a

statue.

The silence.lasted for several seconds

more, during which the faces of the

priests were transfixed with frenzied

eagerness and expectation ; then sudden-

ly the deathlike silence was broken by

a voice, deep and solemn, which echoed

through the place, and reached even

Mullen's ears.

"Your prayers are answered, my

children," said the voice. " I will speak

will.'
my

وو

The scene was such an impressive one

that even Mullen had been awed for an

instant.

As for the priests, the effect upon

them was indescribable ; they seemed to

be stricken in every limb with terror,

and to a man sank down upon the

ground, hiding their faces.
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Again came a long and solemn silence,

but at last once more the voice was

heard. The sound came unmistakably

directly from the figure of Lashmi Gar.

And standing, as the latter did, far from

any place where the speaker could have

been concealed, it was no wonder that

every one believed in the miracle.

"My children," said the voice, " you

have served me faithfully, and you shall

not fail of your reward ; the villains who

offered me insult have fallen before your

vengeance, and I have rejoiced at the

sight of their corpses."

Again came a silence, followed by a

low murmur from the prostrate men ;

then the voice went on.
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"It is time that they were taken

away," it said, " for already their friends

are searching. Let them be carried to

the lowest vaults of the temple, where

there is a secret well, known only to

Gungha Lin ; let stones be tied about

their bodies, and when they are sunk

there they will never rise to tell the tale.

Upon the man who shall betray their

whereabouts shall fall my wrath in

countless horrors."

A shudder was heard from the terri-

fied figures upon the temple floor ; none

of them dared to raise his head, but each

stretched out his hands imploringly for

mercy. There was a second or two more

of silence, and then for the last time the

voice muttered, " I have spoken."

After that, though the god did not

again make a move, fully half a minute

elapsed without one of the priests ven-

turing to rise ; it seemed almost as if the

men had been struck dead with terror .

When finally an interruption came it

was from an entirely different source .

Mullen, who had naturally been

watching the scene with the most in-

tense interest, heard a door open, and

glancing out, saw a man rush in from

the hallway through which Gungha Lin

and his procession had entered .

He seemed to be breathless and excit-

ed, but he paused for a moment when

he saw the state of affairs.

But it appeared that even that was

not enough to stop him. He rushed for-

ward, and his excited cry rang through

the temple:

66

Where is Gungha Lin ? Quick!

Where is Gungha Lin ? "

Several of the priests raised their

heads and gazed at him in mingled wrath

and astonishment ; as for Mullen, he

crouched back in the shadow, gripping

his revolvers tight.

66

" Either Robinson has been seen," he

muttered grimly, or else those men are

out of the room ; in either case it is a

fight."

It was several seconds before the man

could get any kind of a reply to his ques-

tions from the horrified priests, but as

he continued his excited cries as to

Gungha Lin's whereabouts, one of the

men nodded in the direction of the al-

cove.

The Englishman shrank back just as

the newcomer darted toward the spot ;

at the same time the trap door above was

opened once more, and as the faint light

shone down again, Mullen made out the

figure of the high priest in his jeweled

robes in the act of descending.

He seemed to have heard the cries, for

he came with great swiftness ; as it was,

however, he was barely in time to reach

the foot of the ladder before the excited

messenger had reached his side.

66
" Gungha Lin," the man gasped,

quick ! "

"Whatis the matter ? " cried the high

priest.

" The Englishmen," the man panted,

"the Englishmen !
66
What about them? " cried the other.

"Quick! "

The man was so excited and out of

breath that he could only stammer and

gasp at first, and Mullen, in his excite-

ment, was leaning forward reckless of

the consequences; but neither of the

two men had any eyes for him.

After several eager and even fierce

demands, the high priest at last man-

aged to learn the facts ; Mullen , of

course, also heard them, and he found

to his wild delight that neither of his

previous suppositions was the correct

one.

66

66

They are coming," the man panted,

whole crowds of them-the soldiers ! "

What do you"Where? mean?

roared Gungha Lin.

""

" Outside-hundreds of them !-the

English troops-and the governor and

the sailors-

"What do they want? " shrieked the
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high priest, now almost beside himself

with wrath.

" They are looking for the prisoners

-they are coming inside !

""

"Impossible! " gasped Gungha Lin.

" Are not the crowd-
""

" They are all there," was the man's

reply, " according to your orders ; they

have surrounded the temple, and there

will surely be a fight, for the English

are determined to force their way in."

Mullen's state of mind, when he heard

this announcement, may be imagined ;

he knew that a bloody battle was about

to take place.

But this, waged without the temple,

could do his cousin no good.

" It is I only that can save him," Mul-

len told himself.

Already Gungha Lin, with a fierce cry

of rage, had leaped forward.

"Let them come! " he shrieked, as he

bounded across the floor of the temple;

" Lashmi Gar has given his commands,

and they shall be obeyed!"

The high priest, his face the picture

of blazing wrath, was standing directly

in front of the image of the god, raising

his hands in a wild gesture of triumph.

" They will come ! " he shrieked ;

they will force their way in here ; but

before they do that the prisoners will be

out of sight forever! "

"C

Then he whirled about on his follow-

ers, who had crowded about him, echo-

ing his wishes with triumphant cheers.

"Away with them! he yelled.

"Away with them ! "

At the same instant Morfit Mullen

made his move; he bounded forward at

the very top of his speed, but the direc-

tion which he took was not the one

which might have been expected-he

had turned and was rushing up into the

narrow passage.

Three steps sufficed to bring him to

the foot of the ladder, and half a dozen

more to the top of it ; in another second

he was inside and had let the trap door

fall behind him.

Reaching forward, he gave one glance

down the long tunnel into the temple ;

he saw the priests thronging about the

idol, in the very act of lifting the litters

upon which the corpses lay, while stand-

ing on the steps of the throne was

Gungha Lin, yelling to them to be quick.

•

As his eye took the situation in, Mul-

len sprang back to the spot he had no-

ticed before in the very center of the

tiny apartment.

As he did so, the cries from below

swelled to a perfect roar ; Mullen faced

about, his back towards the idol and his

voice directed to the opposite side of

the room, which was a smooth and con-

cave surface. Then, in a deep but loud

and penetrating voice, he shouted in the

native dialect, "Stop! "

CHAPTER XIV.

AT THE GOD'S COMMAND.

An instant later Mullen realized, with

a throb of delight, that his plan had suc-

ceeded ; the fierce roar from below,

which had been almost deafening,

ceased, and an absolute silence prevailed.

And then, without risking his success

by a single second of delay, Mullen con-

tinued in the same tone as before :

" Let no man move from the spot

where he is standing! Set down the

bodies of the two Englishmen ! Listen

to my words! "

Again Mullen paused for breath, and

to collect his thoughts ; the absolute

silence still continued ; by bending for-

ward he saw that he could get a glimpse

down the narrow tunnel.

The priests were gazing at the image,

trembling in every limb ; most promi-

nent of all was the high priest, who had

staggered back as if struck by a bolt of

lightning, his face the picture of amaze-

ment and terror.

Mullen did not believe that he could

keep up the deception very long, so he

lost no time ; his voice deepened as he

proceeded :

" Lashmi Gar has had enough of

trembling by the priests of his own tem-

ple, of being deceived and dishonored

by them! The time has come to speak!

Let every man listen to my words, and

disobey them at the peril of his life ! Let

no one stir from this room until I have

finished !

" There is a traitor in this temple ! A

traitor who has defied and insulted me

beyond belief ! The man is the one who

now stands at my feet, confident in his

own powers! It is Gungha Lin ! "
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As Mullen again paused he could hear

a hoarse murmur of consternation and

terror from the crowd below. He dart-

ed forward and glanced down into the

temple.

He was just in time to see a move

which he had expected on the part of the

high priest. The man had recovered

from his fright ; it had at last become

clear to him that this was a stroke of

his enemies.

He suddenly sprang across the room

in the direction of the passage leading

to Mullen's vantage point.

22 66

Like a flash the Englishman leaped

back to the " whispering gallery " and

raised his voice for another warning.

" Halt! he cried. Who dares to

disobey my orders? Stop him! The

traitor ! Kill him as he runs ! Is there

no man dare to strike for Lashmi Gar

in his own temple? "

At this instant an unexpected sound

reached his ears ; above all the confusion,

hoarse cries, and shuffling footsteps had

come a yell, " Halt ! "

It was in good old familar English,

and Mullen recognized the tone with a

thrill of delight ; it was that of Boat-

swain Robinson, and he did not need to

see the scene of which that sound was an

outcome.

He pictured the sturdy old sailor, his

revolver in his hand, leveled at the head

of Gungha Lin; but unexpected as this

development was, it was not too much.

for Mullen's wit.

" Ha!" he cried, his voice shrinking

back to the former deep and solemn

tone. " Is it true that in Lashmi Gar's

temple no one dares obey his command

but a foreigner ? Has it indeed_come

that I must call in strangers to do my

will ? There is no one among my serv-

ants who wishes to secure my favor!
""

Mullen paused again for a moment,

and stole forward to take another glance

at the scene below. Gungha Lin and the

boatswain were not visible.

In front of the image stood fully half

a dozen of the priests gazing at it with

faces blazing with wrath; they were

clutching their knives or swords with

determination, and Mullen realized with

a sense of triumph that he had no longer

anything to fear from Gungha Lin.

" I have conquered at last," he gasped,

and again he darted back in front of the

concave wall .

"It is well," he said ; " I see that you

still mean to serve me. I will show you

to what depths of villainy this Gungha

Lin has sunk. Last night he came into

this temple by a secret passage which he

alone knows, but which I will show you,

and while he thought he was alone he

robbed one of the caskets in front of my

throne of its most precious jewels.'

ود

A subdued murmur of horror broke

out among the priests.

" Let some one step forward and open

the caskets," Mullen continued, " and

see if Lashmi Gar speaks truly."

Sev-

Mullen ceased and crept forward to

watch the scene which followed.

eral of the priests leaped up at the same

instant, eager to obey the commands of

the dreaded deity. They flung open the

chests, and instantly one of them start-

ed back with a yell of rage. He held up

one of the caskets in front of his

astounded comrades, to show them that

it was indeed empty.

Mullen darted back once more, and

the cries of rage which reached him

were wild and furious.
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" But that is not all," he cried , rais-

ing his voice. Worse than this has he

done; one of my faithful followers-

Ablah-was watching him ; and in order

that he might not tell of the crime,

Gungha Lin prepared poison for him to

drink. Let some one lift the covers

from the two bodies ! "

Mullen could not observe the result,

for the two litters had been carried be-

yond his view ; but he remained where

he was, and a second later the shrieks of

horror which reached him were enough

to tell him of what had happened.

He waited only a few seconds, how-

ever, for he wished to make sure that by

no chance might Gungha Lin remain to

disclose the trick by which the god did

his speaking.

Accordingly, his next command sealed

the fate of the villainous priest .

" Let some one who honors Lashmi

Gar, and will obey his orders, step for-

ward! "

There was a shout from below, and

Mullen, looking down, saw that the idol

was surrounded by a great crowd of the

natives.
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"Let six of you take him below," he

said in a stern, solemn voice ; " the fate

which I mean to visit upon him is that

which he intended for the strangers.

Let a stone be tied about his body, and

let him be sunk in the well ; if he re-

sists, let him die on the spot, and my

favor will rest upon the man who strikes

him down. Let no one listen to a word

he utters under penalty of my fiercest

wrath ; I have spoken ! '

""

A perfect yell of rage and vengeance

followed this announcement, and as

Mullen listened he heard a few seconds

later the shrieks of the high priest him-

self. But they ceased in a very few sec-

onds, and the Englishman knew that the

man had been dragged away to his fate.

" He is a murderer, and deserves all he

gets," was Mullen's thought.

Now there was one other thing he had

to do, and again he raised his voice.
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Listen, my children," he said in a

quieter tone; "the Englishmen who

stole me from the hands of Gungha Lin

were really my friends, whom I ordered

to take me out of the villain's clutches.

They have labored hard in my cause, and

they must be shown my highest favor.

All night, as you know, one of them has

lain before my shrine in the sleep of

death; I now restore him once more to

life, as the greatest proof of my won-

drous power. Raise up the body of the

Englishman ! "

Mullen could not see what went on,

but after a second or two of silence there

came a shout of delight from the crowd

below, which told him as plainly as any-

thing could have done that his cousin

had opened his eyes.

Now, Mullen knew that Howard did

not understand a word of the language,

and so he ventured in a side speech to

relieve his anxiety; he felt assured that

none of the natives would understand

him, and that his speaking English

would only be considered another sign

of the god's wonderful power.

Robinson," he said in a somewhat

lower tone, "just explain things to him;

this is Mullen, and we are all right ! "

Then, without waiting to learn the

effect of his venture, he again continued

his solemn address to the natives ; for the

last and most important thing of all was

yet to be done.

a
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There is yet one more of the Eng-

lishmen concealed in the temple," he

said ; " him I will miraculously produce.

They must be led out with all honor, as

friends of mine, and above all things

else the bloodshed which is just now im-

pending outside the temple must be

avoided; this is the most important of

the commands I lay upon you as your

duty. My words must be explained to

my followers outside ; the Englishmen

must be allowed to rejoin their friends,

and all must part in peace. Whoever

shall dare to offer harm to one of the

Englishmen shall be visited with all my

wrath; I have spoken ! "

Then, pausing only long enough to

listen to the murmur of assent which

came from the crowd, and to take one

glance at the priests who had again pros-

trated themselves at the feet of the idol,.

Mullen concluded that his duties had

been performed.

"I will now step down and out," he

said to himself. "I don't see how any-

thing can trouble us now."

He raised the trap door, slipped

through, and in an instant, throwing

aside Ablah's robe, he rushed out into

the temple.

He came into view just at the moment

when the terrified and astonished priests

were once more venturing to raise them-

selves from their attitudes of prostration

before the image of Lashmi Gar.

One of them caught sight of him, and

with a cry rose to his feet; the rest, hear-

ing his shout, joined in, and in a few

seconds more Mullen was surrounded by

the throng of fanatic priests.

As he expected, the men could not

succeed in showing him honor enough,

fairly crouching down before him and

imploring his pardon for their treat-

ment of him ; but Mullen waved them

impatiently aside, and stepped forward

to another group, which interested him

more.

In the center of the room lay the two

litters, one with the form of Ablah, still

insensible, upon it. On the other sat

Howard Bland, with Boatswain Robin-

son, his revolvers still in his hand, stand-

ing by his side. The two were staring in

utter consternation at the apparition

which had so suddenly appeared.

Mullen bounded to them and seized
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them by the hands ; the delight of the

three men it would not be possible to

describe.

""
" In heaven's name, old man," gasped

Howard, " what does this mean?

"Hush! Not a word," was the reply,

" until we get out of here."

Then he turned and faced the priests ;

by this time the men had gathered about

them in a semicircle, still continuing

their groveling salutations.

Mullen did not speak a word, for fear

that his voice might be recognized by

the natives ; but he rose to his feet, and

taking his two friends by the arms set

out boldly towards the door.

Instantly, as his purpose was made

plain, several of the priests rushed be-

fore them and humbly begged to be al-

lowed to show the way; by this time the

news of Lashmi Gar's astounding an-

nouncement had evidently been spread

all over the temple, for in the corridor

Mullen found a perfect mob, probably

including some of the men he had locked

up.

They all made way respectfully before

them, and the three marched on in what

was speedily formed into a procession of

triumph; several more turns were made

through the winding passageway, and

then a wide door was suddenly flung

open, and the three Englishmen found

themselves standing in front of the

main temple of Lashmi Gar.

The tremendous building was fairly

packed with a mob of the wild eyed na-

tives, and for a moment Mullen hesita-

ted, uncertain as to what might happen

to them there ; but he saw that several

of the priests had mounted the altar,

and had evidently told the astounded.

multitude of what had taken place in-

side.

The instant the three put in an ap-

pearance a perfect thunder of shouts

burst from the throats of the crowd ;

they waved their hands and danced

about in the wildest exultation . As

Mullen and his two companions drew

nearer, they were seized and lifted upon

the shoulders of the mob, and borne in

a surging mass towards the door at the

other side of the building, which Mul-

len had no doubt led to the street.

The crush at this point was frightful,

for all the mob seemed striving to get

near the three men, even to touch the

edge of their clothing ; at last, however,

on the top of the surging mob they were

borne outside, and there another throng

greeted them.

The scene confronting them was a

weird and impressive one. The street

was fairly jammed with a howling mass

of natives, extending for perhaps fifty

yards in either direction. From the

vantage point of the high steps, Mullen

sawwhat interested him still more-

other small army of men, in the familiar

uniform of the English garrison .

-an-

In their very forefront were about a

score of white costumes, which Mullen

had no doubt belonged to the men from

the Baltimore.

It was some time, however, before he

could get near them, for it was necessary

for the two to remain in sight of the

shouting natives for some time before,

finally, the latte: set out to carry them

through the crowd in the direction of

the troops.

The three were laughing merrily to

themselves as they fancied what must be

the consternation of their friends at this

state of affairs ; however, some explana-

tion had been given them in time, and

the expected battle was avoided.

The troops were resting upon their

arms, watching the scene, when finally

upon the shoulders of their new friends

the three " heroes were delivered into

the hands of their friends.

""

" In the name of St. George," the bar-

onet gasped, when at last the three man-

aged to get rid of the natives, " what

does this all mean?"

And Howard Bland and the boatswain

were equally eager in their inquiries ;

but Mullen ventured not a word of reply

until he was safely away from the crowd.
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" Let's get back to the yacht as quick-

ly as we can," he said. Nobody knows

when the trick may be discovered ."

And not until the entire party was

safely on board the Baltimore did Mul-

len at last consent to tell the story of

his desperate adventures. The chief

interest of the narrative naturally cen-

tered in his story of how the talking of

Lashmi Gar was managed.

" I have often heard of whispering

galleries," Mullen explained, "but I

never saw one that worked as perfectly
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as this ; of course, it was made especially

for the purpose.
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The principle is a very simple one,"

said the baronet. " I knew it must be

either that or else ventriloquism by

which the priests managed their trick.

As you say,there is a concave surface be-

hind the idol and another one into which

you talk; the two are so arranged that

they serve as focuses for the sound

waves, and any one who stands within

the focus can hear the slightest whisper.

It is all a matter of mathematics. It can

be done with absolute accuracy, you

know."

"I am surprised that any of those na-

tives were clever enough to manage it,"

said Howard.

Mullen having told his story, and also

that of Harrison, was naturally anxious

to ask some questions of the rest.
""
How did you come to leave your hid-

ing place, boatswain ? " he inquired.

"Were you discovered ? "

"No," the man answered, " but I saw

them carrying Mr. IIoward's body out;

they had had him in one of the rooms,

and as I knew that was what you were

searching for, I thought I had better

follow."

"And where did you stay?" Mullen

wanted to know.

" I hid just behind the door in the

hallway. When I heard that god begin

to talk, I knew it was some trick ; and

then the second time I recognized your

voice. You talk that native dialect with

a fearful accent, though I supposed the

priests were too frightened to notice it.

When I saw that fellow Gungha Lin

start for the passageway, I knew just

what it meant, and so I stopped him."

" It is precious lucky you had that

much presence of mind," said Mullen.

" It was just in the nick of time, for I

was afraid I was going to fail .”

"Fancy what my feelings must have

been," laughed Howard, " when I heard

that god begin to talk ; my hair fairly

rose on end, though I understood not a

word of what he said. I hadn't the

slightest idea what all the rest of the

noise was about."

"Well, it's all over now," laughed

Mullen. " It was a fearful adventure, and

I don't think I would go through it

again for all the jewels of Lashmi Gar's

temple."

66
"It was all my fault," added Howard

Bland. ' By great Scott ! I've paid

pretty dearly for my fun. I'll never for-

get my experiences in that cell as long

as I live, and it's the last time I shall

ever think it sport to steal a god."

THE END.

TO A GULL .

SOUL of bereaved one, troubled and tossed,

Searching the sea for the one that was lost ;

Skimming the air or riding the wave,

Seeking forever that precious one's grave ;

Bird of the sea, is it true, is it true,

That the soul of some mourning one lives within you ?

Whom art thou seeking, some brother or son

Who sank to his rest ere his voyage was done ?

Or was it a husband, or lover so brave,

Who found an unmarked and untended grave ?

Bird of the sea, is it true, is it true,

That the sea holds the one who is dearest to you ?

Bird of the sea, when the dismal winds wail,

And the breast of the ocean is swept by the gale,

When the demons of storm in their fierce anger rave,

And you sink 'neath their wrath to a watery grave,

Bird of the sea, is it true, is it true,

That the loved and the lost you find waiting for you?

Arthur J. Burdick.

4A



AT SHARP BEHEST.

BY SEWARD W. HOPKINS.

A story of the Mohawk Valley, in which an extraordinary ceremony is enacted. This leads to

a train of circumstances precipitating exciting times in the lives of those most intimately

concerned.

CHAPTER I.

IS IT THE SHADOW OF TRAGEDY ?

IT

T was early in my career for me to feel

the weariness of exhaustion. I was
I was

scarcely twenty five, and had practised

my profession, that of medicine and

surgery, for less than three years.

I was robust, full of nervous energy

and love for the work I had chosen as

my life vocation .

But it happened that in the spring

three wealthy families had given me

charge of some very difficult cases in

which the lives of well loved members

of their families depended upon some

rather bold experiments, constant atten-

tion, and nerve wracking study. Two of

these patients, one an elderly man and

the other a young lady, had been given

up by their regular physicians.

Like all young physicians, I had felt

a sense of pride that these difficult cures

had been confided to me, and went at

them with all the vigor and hope of

youth. I bore upon my shoulders a sense

of responsibility that older practitioners

learn to set aside. My very youth, and

the determination to succeed, made me

desperate and bold.

I tried the experiments the older

heads had advised against. I spent sleep-

less nights with pencil and paper pro-

ducing formula after formula. I spent

hours in my laboratory testing rare com-

binations of drugs, some almost un-

known and some not yet acknowledged

in the field of medicine by the conserva-

tives of my school.

The result of all this, after weeks of

the most unremitting toil, was success.

My patients got well, and I fell ill. My

own attendant, Dr. Thornton, the kind

old physician of my family, imperatively

forbade all work.

" There's no use, Stagg," he said, as

he felt my pulse, looked at my tongue,

and shook his gray head sorrowfully.

"You've done well for others, but

you've nearly killed yourself. Neither

your physical being nor your mental

powers will stand this strain. You've

got to give up for a few months and go

away to rest.'

"Can't I rest here, doctor ? " I asked,

" here" being the city of New York,

" then I can keep an eye on-

The old physician snorted.

""

" Rest here! Yes, you can rest in

Woodlawn Cemetery if you want to. I

was silly enough to argue from the point

of view that you had more or less desire

to live."

" Live! Of course, I want to live,"

He waved his hand as if that settled

the matter conclusively without further

argument.

"Then," he continued, " If you want

to live, there is just one way to do it.

You must obey orders."

I was lying on the sofa in my library.

I closed my eyes and reflected .

It was a bitter thing to think of, giv-

ing up just when I had begun to hear

my name spoken with respect, just as I

was learning to know the sweet fame

born of success, but what good would all

the success, fame, or anything else do

me, if I broke down permanently?

The relaxation from practice did not

present any financial difficulties, for I

had inherited a small fortune, was alone

in the world, and could easily afford to

take a rest.

"
"What do you want me to do ? I

asked. "Go off on a hunting trip ?

Start for Europe? "

Neither! came the answer rather

explosively. " I want you to rest. I

know you and your hunting trips,
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tramping miles a day after a poor inno-

cent deer, or climbing mountains in

pursuit of a miserable, worthless bear.

And I knowyour European trips, shoot-

ing from London to Paris, then on to the

Mediterranean, to Rome, and-bosh !

Is that resting? "

" I've known you to prescribe both,"

I said weakly.

"True. You have known me to pre-

scribe arsenic. Shall I therefore dose

you with some, and kill you? Come,

Stagg! don't be a fool. I am going to

give you the pleasantest prescription I

ever gave anybody.'

""

"Go ahead," I said with a smile.

"Something odd, yet something that

brings to my mind sweet visions of bu-

colic pleasures. There is an invigorating

tonic in the very air I breathe as I think

of it. You have some cousins in Utica,

have you not?

66 Yes."

29

"Well fixed, keep horses and all

that? "

" Yes."

"Fine country round there for riding :

no excitement, yet not a trackless wil-

derness. Fine valley, the Mohawk. Best

farms, best milk, good people. Do you

begin to see? "

" I've seen."

"Then I peremptorily order you to

pack up, go to your cousin's, buy or beg

a horse, and spend your time riding or

driving around the country."

" But wouldn't Westchester County

do? The roads are good, the "

" That's just it. The roads are too

good. Too many people use them.

You'll go up to Westchester County, get

into golf, and all that tommyrot, and it

won't do you a bit of good. Oneida

County is a healthful place, abounds in

small towns of picturesque nature, good

scenery, and is just the place for you . I

am not sending you among strangers, be-

cause I don't want you to go among

strangers. I don't want you to go to a

hotel. You are living in one now, and it

has just about finished you. Now, am I

to talk all night, or are you willing to

go?"

"I'll go.
""

The old doctor chatted a while, left

a prescription which I put up myself and

never took, and then departed.

Now, to tell the truth, there was

a good deal of sense in the old man's

orders. James Stagg, my cousin, lived

in good style in Utica, and I had visited

that quiet city two or three times, leav-

ing always with something of regret. I

loved the blue hills that hemmed in the

town in the basin, for so it looks, as if

completely surrounded by the tree clad

heights of Deerfield, Oriskany, and the

Sanquoit range on the south .

It did not take long to make arrange-

ments. I wrote James, telling him the

circumstances under which I found my-

self placed, and asked if I would be an

unwelcome guest for a few weeks. I re-

ceived this answer :

MY DEAR ARNOLD :

Your letter could not have come at a less fortu-

nate time as regards making you comfortable, nor

a more fortunate one for your purpose of taking a

rest. If there is, on the face of the earth, a house

where you can find solitude, it is mine at this writ-

ing. Emma and the children left me last week for

a visit to her father and mother on the farm near

Chautauqua Lake. I am so infernally busy that I

don't seem to have time to eat or sleep. There are

four servants in the house getting fat and lazy

with nothing to do. There are five horses in the

stable eating their heads off. So, if you can stand

the bachelor end of it, and you ought to be able to

enjoy a Stagg party, come along and welcome.

I shall enter into no agreement to entertain you.

I am too busy. The house is yours, and all that

therein is. Come any time. Your affectionate

cousin, JAMES STAGG.

This was just what I wanted, though

perhaps not quite what the doctor had

in mind.

I went.

My cousin James was a lawyer. His

father had been one before him. He

was therefore born to the profession,

and I am constrained by truth to say

that he adorned it. For two years he

had been the district attorney of Oneida

County.

I found my cousin's house on Genesee

Street with shades down, a somber look

of vacancy over everything. But in re-

ply to my ring a servant came to the

door and admitted me.

James was then in a small town some

distance away, on an important case, it

being a peculiar fad of his, in criminal

prosecutions, to look up evidence him-

self.

I made myself at home. The first day

I did nothing but loll around the well

filled library, and smoke his excellent
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cigars. The next day I wandered to the

stables and looked at a couple of new

horses.

One of these was a fine bay, purchased,

not because James wanted it, but be-

cause a friend had been pushed for

money and wished to sell the animal to

some one who would be sure to give it

agood home.

As its great limpid eyes looked at me

from its box stall I experienced a sort of

thrill. There was my medicine.

That afternoon I took a short canter

down along the Mohawk towards Frank-

fort. It was a cool day, the air was full

of ozone, and I felt that I was already on

the road to perfect health.

This became my daily practice.

James came home when I had been

there three days. We sat up late that

evening, smoking and chatting. He in-

quired into my case. He nodded wisely

when I told him what my physician had

said.

"The old gentleman knew a thing or

two, Arnold," he remarked. " He knew

you wanted rest for a tired brain and

gentle exercise for a neglected body.

The bay horse is just the creature for

you. He is powerful enough to carry

you anywhere. He is gentle. You can

stroll with the bridle on your arm in

shady lanes, and he will follow. You

can let him graze, and lie on your back

and read your favorite authors.

"Go in and win. Forget everything

but the object of the moment-rest. I

may appear at times somewhat inhospi-

table, but I assure you I want you to

make this place your home as long as you

wish. At any rate, you cannot leave be-

fore Em comes back, and that will not

be much before September, when school

opens."

I thanked James, of course, and felt

contented.

Each day, if my cousin was at home,

we chatted a bit at breakfast, and then

he would hustle off to work, while I

would pick out a book from the library,

have the bay saddled, and ride away.

James was a marvel to me. He was

made of iron, seemingly. He never felt

weary. It seemed to me a long time

since I had been free from a tired feel-

ing.

I went over all the well known roads.

.

I clattered into and out of quaint vil

lages. I poked my way through pleasant

groves and shady valleys. I rode along

the beds of shallow streams. I climbed

hills with the ever faithful bay at my

heels.

For two weeks I led an idle, ideal

existence, and grew stronger.

Then I began to explore. I found

raw, uncut roads leading through sparse-

ly settled regions. I roamed past farms

that seemed cut off from all association

with modern progress and throbbing

railroads.

As I grew stronger I grew lazy. With

strength, there came no fierce desire to

return to work. I wanted to spend all

my days in those rural scenes with the

honest bay.

One morning rain seemed threatening.

It was a close, hot day, and the murki-

ness of the atmosphere took the vigor

out of me.

I did not go for my usual ride. By

nine o'clock it was raining like the del-

uge, the air was split by blinding flashes

of lightning, and volleys of thunder

rolled around overhead with a tremen-

dous acoustic effect.

By noon the clouds had passed away,

the sun was shining grandly, a cool

breeze made the day enjoyable, and the

water that had fallen in the morning had

been eagerly drunk up by the parched

earth.

I could not resist the temptation to

ride. I had the bay saddled, got into my

riding boots and jacket, and off I went.

The bay was in great form and spirits.

We dashed away up Genesee Street, and

out, out into the fair country beyond.

Somewhere between Utica and Clin-

ton I came across a dimly visible track

cutting off through some woods. It was

evidently a road that had become over-

run with grass and weeds after discon-

tinuance. From the general appearance

I judged that once it had been quite a

thoroughfare.

A farmer passed me on the way to the

city with some truck.

6
"My friend," I said, hailing him,

can you tell me where this road

leads?

""

"That road don't lead nowhere," he

replied promptly. " That is, it don't

now. Long time ago that road went to
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Pawmuc Mill . But they ain't no mill

now, so they ain't no road."

66
Is Pawmuc a town ? " I asked.

""Twas a hamlet. "Tain't nothin' but

a ruin now. They's a church, I believe,

whar old Parson Lee preaches to them

as comes . You know the Lees? "

66

I know scarcely any one. I am visit-

ing my cousin in Utica, James Stagg."

The bucolic gentleman opened his

eyes wide. Then he laughed.
66

I reckon he c'ud tell ye somethin'

about the Lees. Ask him about Bob

Forrest. Well, good day, mister."

He jogged along, and I sat in the sad-

dle moment looking at the grass cov-

ered road.

The words of the farmer had brought

to my mind an imaginary picture. Like

those explorers who go thousands of

miles from home to poke and dig . in

ruins at Aztec refuse heaps, I was going

to explore a ruin in the heart of Oneida

County, one of the most populous coun-

ties of New York State.

With a laugh on my lips, I turned the

bay's head into the woods and started on

my quest .

That which was not a road, having

once been a road, was easy of travel to

the sure footed bay. We soon reached a

stretch of pure country from which

nothing of civilization could be seen.

No hint of a town. No sound of the

iron horse. Woods stretched away on

either side. The music of the birds

thrilled me with delight. Even the bay

entered into the spirit of the adventure

and neighed with pleasure.

Thus we went for miles, through an

ever varying beauty of natural scenery.

The road wound upward around a hill ,

and I could see in the far distance, the

ribbonlike Mohawk winding its tortuous

way towards the Hudson.

The straighter Erie Canal appeared

picturesque at that distance, and I

caught nothing of its odors. It looked.

peaceful, as it glistened in the sunlight.

It did not seem like the disturbing ele-

ment it was the bone at which a horde

of hungry politicians were always pick-

ing.

I descended again, and found myself

in a valley. In former days a stream of

some size had gone singing and bub-

bling over the flat slate bottom . But

now a thin, sparkling rivulet was all ,

and this was lost about half the time in

some subterranean course it had stolen

for itself under the shade.

At last an exclamation broke from me.

I had found the ruin.

There, on the bank of the diminutive

stream, were the remains of what had

once been a prosperous mill. Not far

away there were some houses in which

the operatives had dwelt.

One or two, evidently more imposing

in other days than their fellows, had

no doubt been the homes of owner, su-

perintendent, or manager.

This was the shade of Pawmuc Mills.

The tragedy of the play came to me as I

looked at the dwindled stream.

The loss of the water power had com-

pelled the removal of the work to a

more favored location. Steam power

was impracticable in this out of the way

place, where coal would have to be cart-

ed from a distance.

I dismounted and roamed about

among the tumbling ruins. For an hour

I speculated on the problem of what had

been the result to the various elements

that went to make up the working force.

Of course, I knew I could find out all

I wanted to know simply by asking

James. But I loved to ponder over these

things, these simple little tragedies of

our quiet country.

What had caused the drying up of the

stream ? Why had the site for a mill

been chosen with so little regard for fu-

ture possibilities ?

Wearying at last of these questions,

and finding that it was growing late, I

mounted the bay again and started off

to return by another path I saw running

in another direction from the old mill.

I had scarcely done more than climb

out of the valley when the spire of a

little white church came into view.

66

"Ha! The Lees ! " I said to myself,

or to the bay. We have chanced upon

the church where Parson Lee holds

forth. Evidently there is a romance or

tragedy touching the Lees. I wonder if

the gravestones will give me any clue."

I dismounted at the churchyard gate,

now sadly in decay, and allowed the bay

to wander by himself and pick up sweet

morsels by the roadside.

The church was not locked , nor was
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there any evidence that it was used by

many. Yet there were fresh wagon

tracks to the shed in the rear, showing

that Parson Lee still had a congregation,

however small .

I wandered first to the little grave-

yard, and began to read the inscriptions.

From where I stood I could see the chim-

neys of one or two houses, seemingly

large and prosperous.

I wondered at this, and resolved to ask

James who lived in that almost unknown

region.

66

I did not see the name of Lee on any

board or stone. I started, however,

when on the costliest, and apparently the

newest monument, I read the name

Mary, beloved wife of Robert Forrest."

" Forrest ! " I mused. "The farmer

said something about Bob Forrest as be-

ing connected with the Lees. Was a

Lee the murderer of Mary, beloved wife

of Robert Forrest ? Was she a Lee and

did Robert kill her? What is the trag-

edy that lies hidden under this cold, un-

speaking marble? "

Of course, murder was the first thing

that came into my mind, because James

was district attorney. Then I laughed

at the idea of a murder in that peaceful,

beautiful spot.

It was growing dusk, but I was in no

hurry. I knew it would be a moonlight

night, and one of my greatest delights

was to canter along on the bay under the

rays of the summer moon.

I looked to see where the bay was, and

found him contentedly grazing near the

fence, and went inside the church.

Two rows of wooden benches, hard

and uncomfortable, formed the auditori-

Two oil lamps hung in brackets at

the rear, and two more were placed near

the little pulpit.

um.

At one side, in front, was a small or-

gan. I wondered what rustic beauty

played sweet harmony on that .

I opened it and soon found that sweet

harmony was a thing impossible for a

rustic beauty or any other kind to ex-

tract from it. I shut the thing with a

bang, and stood idly looking around.

I was suddenly conscious of a noise.

The sound of footsteps came clearly to

my ears. It was evident that a man had

sprung up out of the earth. How else

could one appear so suddenly?

The man was then on the little porch.

He was coming in. He passed a window.

I could just see in the increasing dusk

that he was heavily bearded, and wore

rough clothing. Yet he did not seem

like a farmer.

At one side there was a window open.

Some strange thought flashed into my

mind. A feeling that here, in that quiet

church, I was to be treated to some

whisperings of the tragedy I had im-

agined.

I leaped through the window, making

no noise, and landed on the soft green-

sward outside.

CHAPTER II.

AN ASTOUNDING PROPOSITION.

No sooner had I effected my retreat

than I regretted it. Had I done right,

I asked myself, to go out in that fashion

and leave the holy edifice at the mercy

of a tramp.

Who was the man, that he had busi-

ness there at that hour ? Well, what

business had I there?

The bay was still munching away near

the fence. I was about to go towards

him, when I heard, inside the church,

the man's voice.

" Beatrice! " he was calling, " Bea-.

trice, my darling ! "

Ah, instead of a tragedy, a romance !

Some rustic lover come to keep a tryst

with his rural sweetheart.

I walked towards the front of the

church. As I came out beyond the

corner, I heard the patter of a small

horse's hoofs. A moment later I saw a

little steed dash up to the old gate, and

a woman dismount.

It was by this time too dark for me

to tell how old she was, or whether she

was plain or handsome. I saw, however,

that she wore a neat fitting riding habit,

and that she was closely veiled.

A sting of something like suspicion

pricked me. The man was rough look-

ing, the woman evidently well bred.

What could they have in common?

Yet, again, what business was this of

mine ? If they were lovers, it surely was

not my province to halt her and ask why

she preferred such an uncouth creature

to one of her own standing.
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Perhaps, I thought, she is a New York

girl, or one from some large city, having

a flirtation with an impressionable coun-

tryman. If so, let him thresh his own

oats. It was not my duty to look out for

him .

The woman entered the church, and I

drew back so that she could not see me.

I wondered that neither of them seemed

at all alarmed at sight of the bay, which

certainly argued the presence of a

stranger in or near the church.

Suddenly I heard loud sobbing. Sure-

ly this was not the orthodox flirtation of

a city girl.
66
My darling ! Oh, my darling ! " I

heard theman say, and his voice vibrated

with some overwhelming emotion .

66 "

The woman sobbed, the man caressed .

No name was uttered by either, yet my

mind reverted unaccountably to the

headstone on the monument reading,

Mary, beloved wife of Robert Forrest."

Where were the Lees in this affair, any

way? And why was I so interested ?

Was there a magic influence in that quiet

valley that controlled my footsteps, my

thoughts, my emotions ?

Heavens ! The thunder of horses'

hoofs beat strong on the grassy road. In

the gloom I saw three riders coming

full tilt from the direction of one of the

large houses I had noticed.

I could hear loud and angry voices.

"An elopement spoiled," I said to my-

self. "But it's too bad if the man is

thrashed ."

For a moment I stood irresolute.

Then, in the distance, I saw and heard

another coming like the wind to over-

take the first three.

66
It's four to one," I muttered. " I'll

just give them a little warning."

I stepped noislessly inside the church.

Enough light still came in through the

windows for me to see clearly.

The man stood near the pulpit, the

girl in a half faint in his arms. She was

sobbing convulsively and he was raining

kisses on her lips. I saw that her veil

was slightly raised.

Her arms
were thrown clingingly

around his neck. He supported her in

his two strong ones.

I coughed.

With an exclamation of alarm, he al-

most hurled her from him, and made as

if to leap from the window. Then he

turned and flashed a pistol at my head.

" You'll never, never take me," he said

quietly.

"I don't want to take you, fool ! " I

answered." " I just came to say that

four men are riding like the devil this

way and-
""

" Go! go! For God's sake go at

once ! " cried the girl.

The man, with a swift look towards

the door, bent to the upturned lips of his

companion.
66

' My darling ! My darling ! Sweet

guardian of my life ! " he murmured.

"The window ! " I said hurriedly.

" They are coming in the gate."

Like an athlete he sprang through the

open window and disappeared .

The girl swayed as if she were about

to sink to the floor. I stepped to her to

protect her from injury, for I feared she

would fall against the hard seats.

She put out her hands gropingly as if

to beg for mercy, or to send me away,

I did not know which.

There was a shout in the doorway,

and the girl screamed .

" Ha! Caught just in time, young

woman ! " came a voice, almost unintelli-

gible, so enraged was the speaker.

The men who had entered seemed to

me to be two elderly ones and a younger.

The fourth had not yet arrived.

The young man and one of the older

ones sprang for me, and before I could

suspect that I was the object of attack,

they had grasped me in an iron grip.

"Now give it to him ! " shouted the

younger. "Now give him the lash,

uncle ! "

There was a whistling sound, and a

heavy whip descended on my shoulders.

"Unhand me! What do you mean?"

I managed to gasp.

" Ha! I'll show you what I mean !"

cried the third man, the one who had

wielded the whip. " I'll show you what

it is to elope with a Lee ! Hang you, you

cur! Hang you ! Hang you!

""

At every curse of the enraged man the

whip curled around me. I struggled

with all the strength I possessed, but the

stings of the whip and the iron grip of

the two men made a combination that

was too much for me.

"You will rue this ! " I cried panting-
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ly. "You will rue this, you bullies !

I am not the man you want ! "

"Ha ! Give it to him again, uncle ! "

cried the younger man, administering a

kick on his own account. "How do you

like your wedding journey, friend ? "

" I'll make it your funeral journey ! "

I gasped, wrenching my right hand free.

I caught him fair under the jaw and

knocked him up against the pulpit. That

wooden structure never heard the fer-

vent utterances that came from him that

minute. He cursed and raved and

picked himself up and came for me.

Both the older men were on top of

me, and I was swaying with them like

Atlas with the world on his back.

During the fight the hysterical

screams of the girl mingled with the

curses of the men.

<<

Now we've got him ! " yelled the

young man with an oath, as I fell to the

floor. " Kill the wretch! Kill him, do

you hear, uncle? "

" No! No! For the sake of Heaven

listen ! I don't know that man ! " cried

the girl, flinging herself on the man who

seemed to be the leader of the party, and

whom the younger called uncle.

" You don't know him ! " growled the

man. "Well, so much the worse. It's

bad enough to run off with a man you do

know. Crazy fool ! "

" Let me up! I am not the man you

want! " I said, thoroughly maddened

now. " I'll have you all locked up for

this outrage if I don't get a chance to

kill you first ! "

66

"Hear him! Kill us! Well!

Enough of this nonsense! Stand

him up. Let's have a look at the scoun-

drel."

I was jerked to my feet.

The face that came close to mine was

swollen and purple with awful rage.

The eyes gleamed like those of a wild

beast.

66

" So, you are Tom Firfin, eh? Well,

I don't like the looks of you much."

I am not Tom Firfin, you old ass ! "

I yelled. " I am Arnold Stagg, cousin of

James Stagg, of Utica."

A wild outburst of savage mirth came

from the three.

" Ho! Even so, were it true it would

be well. But you lie. I've seen your

letters, sir. I've seen the whole shameful

plot in black and white. You love my

niece, eh ? Beatrice, do you love this

man? "
66

No, uncle," sobbed the girl. “ I

never saw him before."

The man she called uncle was seized

with a perfect paroxysm of rage at this.

He left me, and grasping the girl's arm,

shook her as a terrier would a rat.

" Don't lie to me, hussy ! " he roared.

" Don't think you can wool my eyes all

the time. I know! I know, do you hear?

You have been meeting this man for sev-

eral nights. You have received letters

from him asking you to elope with him.

He is not man enough to come right out

and say to me he wants you for a wife.

Why? Because, hang him, he may have

a dozen wives somewhere else. I know

the world a little, miss. I have lived a

few years. I'll soon fix this fellow.

Stagg, the public prosecutor, eh? Well,

he'll be glad to know who claimed re-

lationship. Come along home, now! "

"No!" came a sharp reply like the

report of a pistol. " I have no home ! "

The girl stood like a queen of tragedy.

How I wished it had been lighter so that

I could see her face ! Her voice sounded

young.

" I have no home," she went on.

" You are a cruel and merciless tyrant.

I am surrounded by spies and traitors.

And what have I done? What have I

done? "

The ring of truth was in her voice,

and yet I had seen her close in the em-

brace of the man whose well merited

thrashing I was taking.

Before the scene could go further, the

fourth individual came limping in. Even

in the gloom I saw that he wore a semi

clerical garb. This, without doubt, was

Parson Lee.

" Have you caught them, John? My

horse stumbled back here and threw me.

"Twas enough to make a saint swear, I

vow. Well, so they are not far away on

their honeymoon, eh? "

The parson, though he had been

thrown from his horse, was the calmest

of the four. In fact, he was the only

calm person in the church.

" Just hold him, John, while I get a

light," he went on, limping round to the

pulpit. Too dark to see anything

now."

66



AT SHARP BEHEST. 55

"Let me go, you madmen! " I shout-

ed, struggling again.

" Don't let him go, John," said Par-

son Lee. Strike him if he makes much

fuss."

I made a good deal of " fuss " and was

hit accordingly.
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" I tell you," I roared, as mad as the

Lees, " I'll make you all suffer for this ! "

Slow, now, Firfin, slow," said the

parson. Having lighted the pulpit

lamps, he descended and peered into my

face.

" I didn't expect to see such a good

looking man, John,” he said. " Some-

how, I got the idea that Firfin had a

beard."

The girl was clasping and unclasping

her hands in a very agony of despair.

As the light shone on my face she

gave me a quick look.
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Oh, sir," she cried, holding her

hands out imploringly, "I pray you, in

the name of God, do not betray me ! I

am not what these men would have you

believe. I have not met a lover in this

place. But do not

""

"Enough of that," said the parson

coolly. " You were always good at acting,

Beatrice. But you sometimes get your

lines mixed. Now, for instance, you just

asked this man not to betray you. If

you have done nothing wrong, what is

there to betray? Answer me that."

"I have done nothing wrong! " re-

plied the girl sullenly.

" Curses upon curses ! " now put in

the old fellow who had first arrived, and

who was called John by the parson .

" Have I not the proof with me ? Listen

to this, William, and see if there is no

wrong."

He took some letters from his pocket,

and the girl made a convulsive move-

ment as though she would snatch them

from his hand. He hurled her away.

" Listen, William. This is a nice,

loverlike letter for an innocent girl to

receive: My dear Beatrice : I missed

you this afternoon in the village. Do

you not go every day now to teach your

scholars ? I suppose some of them have

turned against you, but I will never do

so. I have loved you every day since I

first saw your pretty face.' This," said

John, " is signed T. Firfin."

began the girl.
"I never-

ود

" Hold your tongue ! " roared John.

"You never got it, I suppose. You are

not the Beatrice meant. You never go

to Saugucket to teach music ! Oh, no !

You-you-you are a liar ! Now, Will-

iam, listen to this."

John read another short note like the

first. This mentioned a Norah, who was

to receive it and transmit it to the hands

of Beatrice.

" So ! The negress is in the plot ! It

is strange she is not on hand to accom-

pany them," remarked the parson.

"I suppose she remains behind to steal

the silver and then join them," sneered

the young man, whom I now hated with

a most cordial hatred.
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But this tops all," said John. " Lis-

ten to this, and then say what should be

done to these two fools : My darling !

Meet me at the old church tomorrow

evening at dusk. By morning we can

be far away from here, and begin a new

life with our love to make it holy. Be

cautious, for one false move will bring

those hounds on our trail. Dress as if

you were going for a ride. It will not

cause comment at your absence. My

darling ! Never again will cruel hands

separate us.' This," said John, " is not

signed. But it speaks for itself, does it

not? "

" Let me see it," said the parson.

He took the letter. The girl stood

shivering with some new emotion-ter-

ror, I thought—and her eyes, flaming

with her distress of mind, rested on the

parson's face.

The letter spoke for itself so far as I

was concerned. I had no doubt it was

written by the man whom I had seen in

the church. He had called her " My

darling ! My darling ! " in the fervid

style of the letter.

Yet, knowing these things, why could

I not condemn the girl standing there in

her guilt, instead of keeping my mouth

dumb as I was doing after her frantic

appeal?

"Evidently," said the parson calmly,

"the fellow has feared detection, and has

disguised his hand. Yet it is from the

same man undoubtedly."

A slight heaving of the bosom seemed

to indicate to me that for some reason

the girl felt distinctly relieved.

We all stood there, in the fitful glare
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of the pulpit lamps, a most amazing

group: The girl like a doe driven

to bay, yet appealing for help rather

than taking it upon herself to make a

defense ; the irate John choking and

gasping with his overwhelming rage,

which got hotter as the scene became

prolonged ; the younger man with

sneering face in which, as he looked at

the girl, there was something like a bru-

tal triumph ; the parson, cool, steady,

but vindictive and resourceful .

The other man seemed more like a

hired hand, and had nothing to say. He

gave great assistance, though, with his

immense strength, in holding me.

The parson looked coolly at the cower-

ing girl, and then at me. He seemed,

on noting my defiant attitude, to come

out of his shell somewhat and show his

fighting qualities.

"You see, John," he said slowly, " the

thing has gone very far, very far indeed.

These clandestine meetings in the vil-

lage ; these letters carried to and fro

by the negress ; this well planned meet-

ing at the church, and the proposed

elopement-it will all cause a great deal

of unpleasant talk, John. Our house

has been mixed up with enough scandal

because of these irrational Forrests.

The smirch of this affair will cling, no

matter what we do. If we take Beatrice

home and let this fellow go, what will

be the result? She will be ostracized by

everybody. She will not-_____""

"You forget, father," said the young

man in alarm. " I love Beatrice, and

will-
""

" James! "

The parson straightened himself up.

His rigid face showed no other emotion

than pride and an iron determination to

uphold it.

66 James!

ton ? "

Would you marry a wan-

"Oh, no, uncle !" cried the girl,

wringing her hands. " Not that ! "
66

That, and nothing else," said the

parson coldly. " Rather than have my

son sully his fair name by linking it with

yours I would put him in his grave."

James hung his head. He didn't seem

to me to be much of a man, and yet some-

how the parson had the evidence all his

way.

I pitied the girl from the bottom of

my heart. She was so young that I felt

she was more sinned against than sin-

ning.

"So I think, John," continued the

parson, " things being as they are, that

the best thing we can do is to marry this

wanton and her chosen lover and let

them go."

John, Beatrice, and myself stared like

three stupid owls at the parson. His

plan was so completely a surprise to me

that for the instant I could not speak.

And to the girl, who had seen me that

day for the first time, the parson's speech

was a horrible threat.

But I think it was John who showed

the most amazement.

66
M-m-marry them! " he stammered.

"Certainly," replied the parson cool-

ly. " They were about to elope without

that ceremony to sanction their rela-

tions. The man is a rascal, I know. But

the girl is equally wicked, or she would

not be here now. How will you arrange

if you take her back ? The thing will

simply be repeated at some future time."

" But-but I thought we could lock

Firfin up," said John.

The

" On what charge ? He has not eloped.

Had he abducted the girl, we might have

done that. But in the eyes of our ridicu-

lously inadequate laws he is innocent of

wrong doing because we have stopped

him. But the smirch remains.

scandal will be no less. The busy tongues

from Clinton to Utica will not say that

we arrived in time to prevent this meet-

ing. They will garble the thing and add

nastiness to it, till there is no telling

where it will end. Now, if they are mar-

ried, all that can be said is that they are

married. It was her choice, let her have

it."

"Oh, no !" cried the girl, stung now

into some knowledge of the hideous

thing they were planning. " This man.

is innocent. Find the other and I will

marry him."

A sardonic laugh came from the par-

son.

"C <<

""

John," he asked, was this man

with her when you came in?

"Yes," said John.

around her."

66

He had his arms

Then that settles it. Young man,

are you prepared to marry this girl

whose life and future you have ruined? "
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"No!" I shouted, again struggling

ineffectually. " I have not ruined her

life. You fools ! Let me go ! "

"Beatrice, are you prepared to marry

this man you have chosen?

""

"Oh, oh ! " sobbed the girl, falling

on her knees. " Listen to reason ! That

is not the man I came here to meet.

That I met him was not his fault nor

mine. I swear it, I swear it."

John seemed to waver, but the parson

was firm .

"Who was the man you came to

meet-Firfin?" asked John.

" No, no ! " answered the girl ener-

getically.

Who"Ah! Then, there is another.

was the man you came to meet? "

The parson stepped forward to catch

her answer better. She lifted her veil

and gave me one long, beseeching look

a look I shall never forget.

Her eyes went wildly from one to the

other. She seemed lost. Her former

reply had evidently slipped out before

she thought.

"Who was the man? " demanded the

parson sternly.

" I-I-don't know his name ! ". said

the girl, and she fell in a moaning, shud-

dering heap on the floor.

"Damme! But this is getting more

interesting every minute," said John.

66 They have fixed these lies between

them," said the parson. " My plan was

best, as you now see. Stand them to-

gether at the altar. I will make them

man and wife."

"You will not ! " I said hotly, but,

withmyarms pinioned in the iron hands

of two tormentors, I was looking down

the barrel of a revolver held in the hands

of John.

CHAPTER III.

THE MYSTERY DEEPENS.

A GUST of wind came in through the

open window and made the light from

the pulpit lamps dance on the ugly faces

around me.

My brain was in such a whirl that

clear thought was impossible. Yet I

realized the enormity of the error these

maddened men were committing.

Their course, from their own point of

view, was perhaps permissible. But to

make it the thing they thought it was,

it was necessary to have the girl's lover

in my place.

The girl herself was in a half fainting

condition, terror and shame, I thought,

depriving her almost of consciousness.

But the determined men knew no

halting. They had fixed upon their pur-

pose, and would adhere to it. The

purplish rage of John warned me that

the finger that rested on the trigger of

the revolver would certainly pull if I did

not obey.

It flashed over me that the best thing

I could do for the girl and myself was to

submit. A marriage of that kind, com-

pelled to be gone through at the point of

a pistol, was as good as no marriage at

all in the eyes of the law. I knew that it

could be annulled without difficulty.

Yet it galled me to stand there, the

helpless victim of the rage and mistake

of these men.
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Stand her by his side," said the par-

son coldly.

" Hold him! " added John, lowering

his pistol and stepping up to the girl.

"No, no! For God's sake, listen ! "

she cried, leaping from her crouching

position on the floor and standing erect

before her tormentors.

She threw aside her veil, and I saw

with some surprise that she was very

young and very beautiful. There was

none of the flirt in her face. It was now

stained with tears and distorted with

anguish, but even in that uncertain

light I knew that she was not the way-

ward creature they had made her out to

be.

(6

"Come! " said John roughly, taking

her by the arm. We will soon be rid

of you !"

Oh, I'll go ! " she sobbed violently.

" I'll go ! I won't come back to annoy

you! But not this ! Don't drag an in-

nocent man into the trouble."

A harsh laugh came from John, and

the parson's thin white lips were drawn

more tightly together.

"An innocent man would not be in

this church with his arms around you,"

he said coldly. " Come ! We are doing

that which is best for your own good.

You have been meeting this man clan-

destinely. You were about to run off



58 THE ARGOSY.

with him. Well, you have chosen and

you shall have your choice. But when

you leave here you will leave as a wife.

Come!"

The girl's frame shook with the vio-

lence of her sobbing. She was clearly

almost beside herself.

Her lithe body swayed to and fro as

she looked helplessly upon her accusers.

When her eyes met mine a great,

heartbroken cry went up and she stag-

gered to the pulpit and leaned against it.

Oh, why did you come ? Why did

you come? she gasped.

66

66

""

""M! Why did he? " echoed the par-

"Join hands."son.

66

ود

No, oh no ! " cried the girl, wringing

hers in agony. "Oh, uncles, you are doing

wrong. You are committing a crime !

" In the sight of God we are doing

well," said the parson solemnly.

" Beatrice," I put in, not knowing

what other name to call her, "be calm.

These men, if they are your uncles, are

no doubt doing what they consider best.

They are now inflamed with passion be-

cause you have perhaps deceived them a

little. That I am not the man in the

case does not seem to make any differ-

ence to them. They are mad. But with

revolvers at our heads we must submit.

I am an honorable man. I shall not seek

to annoy you or take advantage of this

gross and ridiculous error. This mar-

riage can easily be set aside and at once.

You shall go free. No harm will come of

it. We must let these madmen have

their way."

"Now we are listening
to good

sense,"" said the parson grimly. "It

really matters
not whether

you set the

marriage
aside or not. The thing is,

that she must be your wife before she

leaves this place in your company
.

When we have accomplished
that we

shall have done our duty. After that

the funeral is your own."

I bowed ironically.

""

" I'll make it some other fellow's fune-

ral before I get through with it," I said.

The man called John grunted im-

patiently.

" Are we to stand here all night as a

wedding party ? " he asked savagely.

" Have it over with and let the girl go."
""

" Join hands ! " said the parson again.

" By the way, father," put in the

younger man addressed as James, " is it

not necessary to have a marriage certifi-

cate ?
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"Not especially," replied the cool par-

son. Men and women are married by

the law, not by a piece of paper. How-

ever, if these two desire a certificate, I

shall be happy to give them one if they

will call at my house and ask for it."

66
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There will be no urgent demand for

it so far as we two are concerned," I said.

Now that you have cooled down some-

what, let me tell you again that you are

making a mistake. I did not come here

to meet your niece. I have never seen

the poor girl before. I do not, however,

find any reason to wonder at her choice

in leaving such a gang of crazy relatives.

I am not the man she chose. Now, ifyou

will let this matter rest till tomorrow I

will prove-

66 ""

""

Yes! snorted John. " You will

prove your ability in running away. No,

sir. We've got you now. We know the

relations that have existed between you

and this shameless creature. Now, Will-

iam, proceed."

1

" Place her hand in his," said the par-

son.

John took the palsied hand of the

trembling girl and laid it in mine. It

felt cold and the tremor of it sent a thrill

of pity to my heart.

The girl was undergoing the most

frightful torture. She was not only be-

ing covered with shame, but she was

being married to a man she had never

seen before, while her true lover was no

doubt skulking somewhere in the vicini-

ty wondering what was going on in the

dimly lighted church.

I strove to comfort her.

"Be calm," I whispered. " The mar-

riage will not hold. You shall be free

tomorrow."

" Do you, Thomas Firfin, take this

woman to be your wedded wife ? " began

the parson.

"

" Look here, you addle headed ass !

I roared, " if I am to be married, I don't

want to borrow any name. My name is

Arnold Stagg. If I am married under

that name, I can easily set this girl free.

But I don't want to get mixed up with

any other man's identity. My name is

Arnold Stagg. Stagg !Arnold Stagg . Stagg ! Do you hear?"

" I suppose Firfin was an assumed
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""
name. Well, Arnold Stagg, do you take

this woman to be your wedded wife ?

"Atthe pistol's point, under protest,"

I said.

"Do you promise to cherish and pro-

tect and-

" I promise nothing. Omit forms.

Get your work done and end the girl's

agony."

"Do you, Beatrice Forrest, take this

man to be-
وو

"No, oh, no! For Heaven's sake

stop ! "
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I pronounce you man and wife.

And whom God hath joined together let

no man put asunder. Let us pray."

Well, a prayer from a Christian heart

is one of the noblest uses of language.

But it struck me as a frightful sacrilege

when that man, after committing a co-

lossal blunder, bowed his head and lifted

up his voice to the Most High.

And it was no contrite prayer. Every

sentence exhibited the most vindictive

anger against the poor girl and myself.

She, now weakened and unresisting,

leaned towards me sobbing as if her

heart would break. John never took his

eyes off me, and his gleaming revolver

was ever ready.

"Amen," said the parson, and sighed,

as if a great weight had been lifted from

his shoulders.

" That's all, I guess," remarked John.

"No, there is one other thing," said

the parson.

He took some blank sheets of paper

from a book he had in his pocket.

"James," he said, " I believe you have

a fountain pen. Allow me to use it a

moment."

James relaxed his hold on me. My

first impulse was to strike him, but I re-

flected that all the harm these men could

do had been done. Any further act of

violence on my part might, in the future,

make matters worse for the girl.

I held my peace, wondering what the

parson was going to do next.

He sat down at the little organ and

wrote on the paper.

"Come here and sign this," he said to

me. Without hesitation I stepped up to

him and read what he had written.

" This is to certify," the paper said,

" that I, Arnold Stagg, have this day,

June 4th, 1898, taken unto myself as

my beloved wife, Beatrice Forrest, of

Pawmuc, Oneida County, State of New

York. I promise to love and cherish

her. I promise that so far as my ability

may allow I will support and care for

her. I sign in presence of witnesses, who

are also witnesses of my marriage to the

above Beatrice Forrest."

It was a unique document. Yet I al-

most admired the wisdom of the parson.

The paper, of course, was for them to

keep. It would serve in the future as

proof that Beatrice had left home as the

wife of the man in whose company she

went.

" Suppose I refuse to sign that

thing?" I asked .

The chill muzzle of John's revolver

came against my forehead.

" I don't think you will refuse," said

the parson mildly.

Coldly conscious that I was beaten at

every point, and wondering how this

document would affect the annulment

of the absurd marriage, I stooped and

signed my name.

"Now, John," said the parson, and

John signed as a witness.

"Now, James," and the name of

James went down.
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Now, Fitzgerald," and the hired

man signed.

Then the parson affixed his signature

with a little writing, which I did not

see, but which, undoubtedly, was as the

officiating clergyman.

"Now, my dear child," he said, taking

the cold, passive hand of the girl in his,

"you have sinned, but God is merciful.

We have seemed harsh, but we have

saved you from worse than you know.

To you our action should not seem se-

vere, for ifyou love this man well enough

to run away from a good home to ac-

company him, you should feel gratified

to think that now you are bound to him

by the legal bond. I hope that no suf-

fering will come to you. You have

chosen, and must have your way. God

bless you.bless you. Come, John; come, James ;

come, Fitzgerald."

John stalked out without a word to

Beatrice, who was now sinking down

helplessly at the foot of the altar. I

stepped forward and supported her.

James came up and looked sheepishly

into the white, miserable face.
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" Good by, Bee," he said.

" Get your unmanly carcass out of

here, or, by God, I'll kill you ! " I said.

He looked at me in surprise.

" She is my cousin," he said.

" She is my wife ! "

He started. John turned quickly.

The vehemence of my assumption of

authority seemed to surprise them. The

parson nodded.

" That's right," he said. "Come,

James. Leave man and wife alone."

They stalked forth from the church.

At the door John turned and threw some

letters inside .

"You might as well have these," he

said. " They belong to you."

I was alone with my wife. I did not,

of course, consider the girl in that sight.

The legal tie had been formed under

duress, and it would require little effort

to annul it. I did not doubt even that

the parson, if called upon, would testify

to the circumstances.

But just then all my thoughts were

centered on the condition of the poor

girl who had been through the torture

with me.

IShe had fainted quite dead away.

laid her tenderly down on the pulpit car-

pet and chafed her hands.

I had been in the habit, since I had

begun the practice of riding for health ,

of carrying with me a small flask of

cognac. At first this had been necessary.

At times a weakness would come over

me, and a pull at the flask would revive

my wasted strength. But of late I had.

not used it, though I still continued to

have the bottle with me.

I now took the flask from my pocket

and poured a drop or two down the girl's

throat. There was no water handy,

though I supposed there was a well in

the yard.

The cognac sufficed. The girl opened

her eyes. She looked up and around,

stared vacantly at me, then shuddered

convulsively, and shut them again.

I knelt at her side, looking into the

pure, white face. I had wiped away the

tears. The girl could not, I thought, be

more than seventeen or eighteen, so

young that an oily tongue might easily

win her regard.

I began to feel something of dislike

for the bearded man who had taken this

underhand way of carrying off his bride.

Surely there must be something crooked

about him.

I had never seen a sweeter face than

that of Beatrice. It was a pure oval,

with a most delicate coloring, now, of

course, whitened by misery. Her eye-

lashes were long, her hair a rich brown.

I began to envy the man she loved.

Her return to complete consciousness

was somewhat sudden. She looked up,

gasped, and then sat upright. Her wide

open eyes roamed around the church.

" Are they gone?" she whispered.

"6

Yes," I answered. " Your uncles,

having done what they mistakenly be-

lieved to be their duty, have left us."

At that the girl rested her lovely

head against the altar and burst into a

most violent weeping.
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Oh, sir ! " she moaned, " what must

you think of me ? "

"Well," I said, scarcely knowing yet

what I did think, " I am sure you are-

are-well, you are a pretty girl at any

rate, and I don't blame a man for falling

in love with you."

Instead of replying to my compliment

with coquetry, she wept still faster.

" Of course," I went on, " I appreciate

your position . Loving one man,you have

been married against your will to an-

other. But rest easy on that score.

have a cousin in Utica who is a great

lawyer. He will soon straighten this

thing out and set you free. Perhaps you

have heard of James Stagg."

She leaped to her feet. Her eyes

flashed. Her whole being seemed to rise

in stature physically and morally.

" I hate him! I hate him! " she cried.

" Had it not been for James Stagg this

would never have happened."

Surprise held me spellbound for a

moment. I could not imagine for the

life of me what poor James, deep in his

law cases, loving his wife and family,

having no time for flirtation, nor desire

for it, could have to do with the absurd

error that had been committed in the

little Pawmuc church.

" I do not understand," I said with

some constraint. " If James has-

66
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Oh, no! I did not mean it! He is a

good man ! Oh, please do not tell him

anything to make him angry ! " she cried

imploringly.
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My amazement grew. I stood looking

at her in surprise, when I heard a slight

rustling in the open window. I looked

up. The bearded man was looking in at

us with hungry eyes.

" You are rather late," I said with

some asperity. " If you had acted like

a man you would have had your bride

now instead of me."

He gazed with almost imbecile curi-

osity from Beatrice to myself.

The girl sprang to the window.

"Go, go! " she cried. " This man is

a cousin to James Stagg!

""

With a muttered curse he disap-

peared.

I sat weakly down on the pulpit step.

Perspiration came out on my forehead

in great beads. I wiped my brow and

looked at my wife. She was trembling,

watching the window and watching me.

"Now, look here," I said, " evidently

you fear me. Why, I know not. I do

not ask. Never have I heard of such an

occurrence as that in which we have

been actors tonight. For the present

moment, until I can get the law to re-

move your shackles, you are my wife.

Therefore, let us talk plainly.

You do not want to be my wife, and

you need not be There is a way to end

it, but it must be by process of law. I

must set forth before the court just how

we were held at the point of a pistol and

compelled to go through the marriage

ceremony. It will then be annulled ;

you will be free. But, since I have seen

how young you are, and how attractive,

I feel some of the responsibility of your

uncles. You are very young to run away

with a man. Of course, all girls who run

away with men are young. But I do

not seek to stand in the way of your

happiness. You are old enough to know

your own mind. But, to ease my own

conscience, let me ask you, do you

know this Thomas Firfin well ? "

No,"" she sobbed.

<c But you

"No."

love him? "

"But you came here to meet a man

and go away with him," I continued,

with some severity. " Do you love the

man I sawyou with when I came in here

tonight?"

"Yes, oh, yes!

"Do you know him well ? "

·

"Yes! Oh, my God, yes! "

"Well enough to throw aside all ties

of hope and friendship and brave the

world with him? ”

" Yes, oh, yes."
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Well," I said, half musingly, " then

I have no more to say. Go, and may God

in His mercy keep you from harm. To-

morrow I shall take steps to have our

ridiculous marriage annulled. Watch

the Utica papers. I will publish the fact.

You need not come after any release un-

less you wish. Ifyou do want something

to show that you are free, address me at

the residence of James Stagg on Genesee

Street.

"I will not keep you any longer. Your

lover is waiting. As a last request, will

you not accept my protection till this

thing is settled, and be married in Utica,

before you go away? "

In reply the girl sobbed and shook

hysterically. " No!" I made out an

answer.

"Well, then, shake hands ; good by.We

have had an exciting time. I am sorry

for you."

She put her trembling hand in mine.

She did not ask me to hasten the act that

would set her free. She seemed only

overcome by a strong desire to join the

man outside.

" Here," I said, as I reached the door.

"These are your letters."

I picked up the letters her uncle had

thrown down and gave them to her.

Feverishly she looked at them in the

lamplight. She threw all but one away.

That one she tucked in the bosom of her

riding habit.

" Good by," I said again.

"Good-by," came the sobbing an-

swer.

I stepped out into the cool June night.

I felt loaded down with responsibility, I

knew not why. Surely the love affairs

of two strangers did not matter to me.

Even though one was now my wife, she

would not be by tomorrow.

It was, as I had predicted, a moonlight

night. I saw, some distance down the

road, the patient bay still nibbling at the

clover that grewalong the roadside. Not

from him was the girl's little horse.

66
"They have left your horse," I called

back to her. Wait a minute and I'll

get it."
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I walked down the road to the bay and

caught him easily. The little horse was

shy of me, but I managed to catch the

bridle. I mounted the bay and led the

other animal back to the church.

It was empty. My wife was gone

with her lover. All that remained to

serve as a reminder of the exciting scenes

I had gone through with her were two

dim lamps on the pulpit and some let-

ters on the floor. Moved by curiosity, I

picked these up.

They were all in one hand, and signed

Tom Firfin. She had taken the one

making the appointment for the elope-

ment.

Musing upon these strange things, and

wondering how the romance would end,

I turned the deserted pony loose, and

rode homeward, the bay impatient for

his supper and bed, and I impatient for

a talk with James.

The questions that were uppermost in

my mind were : To whom had I been

married, and what had James Stagg to

do with her elopement?

CHAPTER IV.

A NARRATIVE OF UNPLEASANT CHARAC-

TER.

It was almost midnight when the bay

turned his impatient nose in at the gate

of my cousin's yard. No sooner had his

well known step sounded on the gravel

of the drive than the library window was

thrown open.

" Oh, Arnold, is that you ? " came the

voice of James. "You seem to have

been making a night of it."

"A night of it ! I should say I had,"

I replied as I dismounted and turned the

bay over to the sleepy groom.

I went at once into the brilliantly

lighted library.

66 I

" I was quite alarmed," said James,

from his chair by the center table.

sat up, not knowing what else to-great

Heavens, man! What's the matter?

You are as white as a ghost ! Here, let

me give you a glass of sherry."

The good fellow hurried to a little

cabinet, took therefrom a decanter and

two glasses. He filled both and handed

one to me.

"Drink that," he said, " and then for

goodness' sake tell me what has hap-

pened."

I drained the glass, set it down, and

laughed.

"Howdo you know anything has hap-

pened ?" I asked.

" How do I know? You come gallop-

ing in here at this hour of the night,

with the foam on the bay shining in the

moonlight, and your own face as pale as

chalk. How do I know? Why, it is

written on your cheeks, in your eyes, in

your trembling hand. Gad! Thornton

ought to see you now.'

""

" I don't agree with you," I said, try-

ing to appear at ease. " I wouldn't like

Thornton to see me now. But you are

right ; something has happened. Some-

thing very queer. But before I tell you

what, just relieve my anxious curiosity.

Who are the Lees? "

"Eh? What Lees? Plenty of Lees

in Utica."

"I am not concerned with the Lees of

Utica. I mean the Lees out near the old

Pawmuc Mills."

James stared at me with his eyes and

mouth open, denoting the greatest as-

tonishment.

"The Lees of Pawmuc Mills ! What,

under heaven, have you to do with the

Lees of Pawmuc Mills ? "
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Oh, well," I said, with a ridiculous

effort to appear at ease, “ I have just

been married to Beatrice Forrest, their

niece."

James sprang to his feet as though an

electric shock had sent him upward.

"What! Married to-my God ! You

are mad!"

" I'm not so mad as I was. I've been

mad as the devil, I assure you. But what

I say is true. For a short time, at least,

Beatrice Forrest is my wife."

James sat down again and stretched

himself as if he were trying to waken

from a bad dream.

" But-but-I did not know you had

ever heard of Beatrice Forrest ! "

" I never heard of her until about

thirty minutes or less before we were

married ."

James passed his hand over his brow

helplessly.

" What is this you are telling me?

You are not really married to Bob For-

rest's daughter ? "
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" I don't pretend to know anything

about Bob Forrest. I am married to

Beatrice, the niece of Parson Lee."

For a whole minute he stared at me.

" My God! " I heard him breathe.

" Do you know-did you know what you

were doing? '

" Perfectly. I was trying to prevent

a bullet going through my head."

He leaped to his feet and began pac-

ing up and down the room, evidently

violently agitated .

"You seem to know them," I said.

" She that is-she spoke of you."

A laugh which seemed at that min-

ute almost sardonic-came from the lips

of James.

66
Spoke of me, eh ! Cursed me, I sup-

pose! "
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Not exactly. But I am not getting

any information. Just calm yourself,

and remember that I am in a peculiar

position. I have a wife and I am asking

you who she is."

At that James sat down and laughed.

A perfect storm of violent mirth came

from him. It shocked and surprised me ;

for, as a rule, my cousin was one of the

most self contained of men.

"You-you-a New Yorker-come

up here for absolute rest-oh, it is too

much. But now look here. Before I

tell you a thing, you give me your yarn.

I don't believe it yet. I cannot believe

you have been so mad as to marry the

daughter of a convicted murderer."

"A what?" I roared, now in my.

turn springing to my feet.

"A convicted murderer. Bob For-

rest is serving a life sentence in Auburn

prison for the murder of Jake Brand, of

Saugucket."

I sank quivering into my chair. Some

feeling of horror swept over me, but

with it there came a whisper of caution.

Caution of what? I could not tell.

The girl had chosen her own lover. All

that remained for me to do was to set her

free and let her alone.

My cousin's hand trembled more than

mine as he poured out two more glasses

of sherry.

" Drink this and tell me," he said.

"Drink! One of us will surely collapse.

Now go ahead. Tell me what devilish

scrape you are in."

I drained the glass, pulled my shat-

tered nerves together, and plunged into

the tale.

I began at the beginning, which I

fancied must be at the point where I had

met the farmer and received his slight

information about the old grass covered

road that formerly led to Pawmuc Mills.

I left out nothing. I told of my strange

fancies concerning a tragedy. I told of

going into the churchyard and studying

the headstones. I told of finding the

name of " Mary, beloved wife of Robert

Forrest." I told of the appearance of

the bearded man, then of the veiled lady.

I told of my sensation of pity, which

prompted me to rush in and warn the

two lovers when I saw the four horse-

men coming towards the church. I told

of the awful rage of the uncles when

they found me supporting the half faint-

ing girl. I told of the ludicrous mistake

they made of insisting that I was

Thomas Firfin.

I made it clear that the girl had with-

out doubt come there intending to elope

with the man. I remembered every

word in the letters, and repeated them.

James sat like one in a trance, with his

eyes growing wilder as I advanced. He

sat with a rigidity that was painful. His

steady, unwavering gaze disconcerted

me.

I went on to tell how the parson pro-

posed to send them away man and wife,

but, unfortunately, got the wrong man.

My efforts to escape, the manner in

which they received the information

that I was James Stagg's cousin, the

whole miserable picture, was presented

to James just as it was impressed so

vividly on my own mind.

I told how I had asked her if she loved

the man with whom she was going to

elope, and how I went back with her

horse only to find her gone.

When I had finished, James did not

move. He sat like one entranced. I

grew impatient.

" Well," I said testily, " I have told

you the yarn. Now satisfy my curiosity

and tell me how to get out of the scrape.

Of course, the marriage can be an-

nulled."

"Yes," answered James, struggling

up through a weight of some emotion

unknown to me. "Yes, the marriage

can easily be annulled."

5 A
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"Then, that is taking the worst of it

off. Nowgo ahead and tell me who this

erring young woman is. In short, make .

me acquainted with my wife."

James shuddered. He reached again

for the sherry, and once more braced his

The clock struck the half hour.

It was growing late, but neither of us

thought of that.

nerves.

་

"My dear cousin," he began, calming

himself, and now speaking in his usual

well modulated voice, " I have been

grossly neglectful of you. I should have

paid more attention to the demands of

hospitality. I feel that I am, in some de-

gree, responsible for this horrible thing

that has come upon you."

66

Oh, relieve your mind," I said some-

what shortly. "I am, as a rule, perfectly

able to take care of myself. Had you

trotted around with me twenty hours

out of the twenty four, I don't see that it

would alter things. I might have hap-

pened to be right there just the same.

It might even have happened to you.

And think how much better it is as it is.

I am not married. You, with a wife and

family-why-even at the point of a

pistol it would be unpleasant."
66

وو

Yes, rather," assented my cousin.

"But don't interrupt. Let me recall

this whole story, and I will acquaint you

with the history of the-the-your

wife."

A case of cigars lay on the table and I

took one. I settled myself in an easy

chair, for I knew I was going to hear

something interesting.

" Go ahead," I told him.

" I never knew very much about the

Lees," said James, " except that they

were well to do country people. I

learned when the trial took place that

John Lee had once been the proprietor

of Pawmuc Mills. It was merely a small

mill, but any mill around here is called

mills. It was a sort of knitting factory,

I believe, and gave employment to about

two hundred hands. The mill and the

houses that sheltered those employees

who did not live on farms or in near by

villages were all there was to the village

of Pawmuc.

66 John Lee lived in a fine house-in

fact, he lives there yet-on a place called

Shadelands. His brother, William Lee,

is a clergyman. John Lee built the little

white church, and there his brother

William, who had really retired from

active work some time before, preached

every Sunday to the employees. Paw-

muc Mills received its power from the

little stream of which you saw the re-

mains. When that stream dried up, Lee

spoke of removing his works to a more

favored locality.
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One day the mill burned down. Lee

was rich, and was getting on in years,

and modern methods had left him a little

behind the procession. So he never re-

opened anywhere. That ended the vil-

lage of Pawmuc. There was nothing to

keep any one there. But William con-

tinued, and still continues, to preach in

the little white church to such of the

farmers round who wish to go to hear

him.
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William Lee is not rich. He lives

in a small cottage on a piece of ground

John gave him. He has a son, James,

rather a shiftless individual, I judge.

But now we get on a little further.

The Lees had a sister, Mary, younger

than themselves. Mary Lee lived with

John, and was, so far as I can learn, a

handsome woman of considerable talent

and education. She married a man

named Robert Forrest, who was foreman

in Jake Brand's woolen mill at Sauguc-

ket, in the Sauquoit Valley.

"This Brand was a shrewd, hard head-

ed man, capable in business, and close as

a miser. He never employed a cashier,

but handled all his money himself, pay-

ing off the hands, and all that.
66
About five years ago, as you can see

by that stone in the churchyard, Mary

Forrest died . Your suspicion of a

tragedy there was all wrong. She died

of natural causes, attended, so I under-

stand, by her brothers and her husband,

who had always been a loving and kind

family man. Mary left a daughter

twelve years of age, a bright, pretty

child-now, I believe, according to your

story, your wife.

Forrest, so the tale runs, grew mel-

ancholy after his wife's death. He did

not marry again. His little girl, Bea-

trice, was living with her uncle, John-

Lee, at Shadelands. Forrest grew more

and more restless, until at last, about

four years ago, one year after his wife's

death, he bade his little girl and his
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brothers in law good by, packed his grip,

and went off to seek his fortune..

" Things went along all right, and the

little girl was educated by her uncle, and

grew into a very lovely young lady. A

very young lady, because she cannot be

more than seventeen now. Then, sud-

denly, Robert Forrest came back.

"He was overjoyed to see his little

Beatrice again. He went right to Lee's

house, and from his general talk it was

gathered that while he had had some

success, he had not returned with any

great fortune.

"Now we come to the tragedy. For-

rest had been home only two days when

he went to see his old employer, Jake

Brand. But I am getting on too fast. I

don't want to tell this part as a story,

and then go over it again as testimony.

I'll jump here, if you please.

"On the fifteenth of September of

last year, Jake Brand left Saugucket, as

was his custom twice each month, to

drive to the First National Bank of

Utica to draw the money to pay his

hands. Two weeks' pay for two hundred

people, besides such money as Brand

would probably need to make payments

in business, for private use, and all that,

would foot up into a tidy sum.

"His horse trotted into his yard at

Saugucket at four o'clock that after-

noon, with Brand crouched down in the

wagon, dead.
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The satchel in which he usually car-

ried the money was in the wagon, but

open and rifled.

" Of course, I was at once notified, and

spurred myself and the detective force

to find the murderer and robber. This

was not at all difficult. It was Robert

Forrest."

I was growing uneasy. The story

James was telling me was absorbingly

interesting. It was altogether too much

So.

" You jump to his guilt at once," I

said. " What was the evidence ?"

James smiled.
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I forgot that he was now your-no,

no! Pardon me. I will give you both

sides of the argument. Forrest was ar-

rested, and protested that he was inno-

cent. The case for the people, as I

presented it, consisted of these salient

points :

" Forrest had signified his intention

of making a visit to Brand, speaking as

if they had been friends, whereas the

truth was that Brand had simply been

Forrest's employer. He had gone there.

He arrived just as Brand was getting

ready to drive to the bank at Utica. He

either invited himself, or accepted

Brand's invitation, to drive with him.

" Brand did go to the bank, where he

drew seven thousand five hundred dol-

lars. Forrest drew from his private ac-

count twelve hundred. They started

back to Saugucket. Brand alone reached

there, and he was dead and the seven

thousand five hundred dollars were

gone.

"Now here you must remember the

thread, for when I tell you the people's

case I will give you the defense.

" Forrest was arrested on the testi-

mony of his nephew, James Lee, and an-

other young man, Ellis Enland, who had

been out shooting that afternoon. They

swore on the stand that they saw Brand

and Forrest drive past the road that led

to Lee's place called Shadelands, where

Forrest was stopping. They happened

to be on a knoll, from which they had a

view of a long stretch of road.
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The two continued along at an easy

pace until they had reached a bit of the

road sheltered from view by trees, yet

perfectly open to the vision of the young

men on the hill. Here the wagon

stopped, and the two men were acting as

if engaged in an altercation .
66

Forrest was seen to put out his hand

as if touching Brand's shoulder. Brand

raised his hands as if to ward off a blow.

Then the two were so close together that

the eye witnesses could not tell just what

was taking place. Then Forrest stepped

from the wagon, spent a few minutes

fumbling with something in it, and

then struck off towards Shadelands-

Lee's place-through a coppice of oak

that fringed the farm of a hay farmer

near Lee's. The horse jogged on and

eventually reached Brand's home in

Saugucket, where the man was discov-

ered to be dead in the wagon.

" As soon as I learned these things

from Lee and Enland I at once arrest-

ed Forrest. Something like fourteen

hundred dollars was found on him .

The remainder was never found.
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" Now we come to Forrest's defense.

He admitted that he had driven to the

bank with Brand. He could not deny

it, for he was seen in the bank, he drew

money, the tellers remembered it, and

he was seen by a thousand people who

knew him or Brand on the street. He

stated, however, in his defense, that he

had gone to see Brand about returning

a loan of two thousand dollars which

Brand had advanced without security,

when he, Forrest, went away two years

or three years before.

"He swore that he had taken enough

in his pocket to pay the money, but

Brand inviting him to ride to Utica, he

thought he would go and draw some

more money, as he intended to use some

the next day in purchasing a small place

on the Clifton Road for him and Bea-

trice to make their home in. He swore,

also, that he left Brand, not where Lee

and Enland asserted , but at the road

which led to Shadelands. He said he

did not pass it, but Brand stopped the

horse at the road, he stepped from the

wagon, and went right home.
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Now, that was all the defense he

had. We made mincemeat of it with the

two eye witnesses. Another thing

against Forrest was that Jake Brand was

never known, in the whole course of his

life, to do a philanthropic act. He had

never lent anybody any money for any

purpose, except, of course, in the way of

business on good security, or as an in-

vestment on bond and mortgage. But

such an act as Forrest claimed was en-

tirely foreign to Brand's nature.

(6

Furthermore, there was nothing

found to show that Brand made the

loan. Of course, Forrest had nothing

to produce, and Brand's executors could

find no paper. If Forrest had claimed

that he had received back from Brand

his note and had destroyed it, that would

have had some weight. Had he shown

a receipt he would have proven that part

of his case, but that would not have freed

him from the murder.

"But what Forrest did claim was pre-

posterous. He claimed that when Brand

loaned him the money he had signed an

acknowledgment of the debt, which

Brand had kept. But when he paid the

money Brand had mislaid the acknowl-

edgment, and said let it go for a day

Itor two and he would look it up.

wasn't Brand's way of doing business,

and would not wash with the court. The

paper was never found.

" Forrest was convicted of murder in

the second degree and sentenced to life

imprisonment. He is serving that sen-

tence at Auburn now.'
""

So this was the story of Bob Forrest.

This explained why Beatrice hated

James Stagg.

But it did not explain a good many

other things. It did not explain how

James was the cause of her eloping. It

did not explain that terrified cry to the

man in the church window, that I was

James Stagg's cousin.

The whole thing confused me so that

I could not think clearly.

"Did Beatrice maintain her father's

innocence? "

"Stoutly. She evidently loved him,

and he did her. It was the bitterest part

to him that he was forever degrading

her."

" But if the two witnesses saw the

murder and robbery, how did Forrest

escape execution ? Why was the verdict

not murder in the first degree? "

" Because the witnesses were at such

a distance that they could not see the

blow struck. Brand was not shot or

stabbed . He was killed by a blow on the

head with a club."
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Then, as a matter of fact, he was

convicted on circumstantial evidence,

notwithstanding that your witnesses

were eye witnesses."

"Well, I suppose it amounts to that;

yes. But, you see, there were discrepan-

cies in Forrest's testimony. He claimed

that he left the wagon at the road to

Shadelands, while Lee and Enland

swore that he went a quarter of a mile

past it."

" Who was this Enland ? "

"A young man from Syracuse, stay-

ing with James Lee.”
""

"Then, the money was never found?

"No. Forrest had a snug sum in the

bank, which he had deposited on the day

of his arrival. I suppose it is there yet.

John Lee was made guardian of Bea-

trice, and, as he is rich, I dare say he

will take care of it for her."

"Not now," I said, " he is so enraged

with her."
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Still, she has legal rights. If he

does not do the right thing she can ap-

ply for an accounting and have a new

guardian appointed.”

Somehow that beautiful, white, tear

stained face, so full of anguish, came up

before me.

"James," I asked, " could a married

woman apply for a guardian?

""

" Why- I suppose so ; but, as a rule,

a married woman, whether a minor or

not, is supposed to have a husband who

will protect her interest."

"Just so," I said, puffing harder on

my cigar.

" But she will not be a married

woman tomorrow. I will have the mar-

riage annulled."

A wave of unrest swept over me. I

pictured that shrinking, delicate girl,

left alone to buffet this cold, unfeeling

world. If the rich John Lee turned

against her, to whom could she apply for

a guardian who would protect her in-

terest ?

She would, I knew, marry that other

man as soon as I set her free. But was

it not the money that was serving as a

bait to him ?

AS THE

I did not know howmuch money Bea-

trice had. I did not care. But the girl

had seemed so helpless, so absolutely at

the mercy of the more powerful, that I

shuddered when I thought what would

probably be her end.

We had talked all night. The early

dawn was coming in through the library

windows. James stretched himself,

yawned, and rose to his feet.

Well," he said, " we have had a most

exciting night. I wonder what Thorn-

ton would say to your rest. But go to

bed now. We'll get a little sleep, and

tomorrow I will present your case before

Judge Morgan and have the marriage

annulled."

He was about to step from the room

when there came a peal at the bell .

None of the servants was up. James

stepped to the door himself. I, full of

curiosity, followed him.

I saw him take a telegram from a mes-

senger. He stepped back to the library,

opened and read the despatch . Then

his face turned the color of chalk. He

looked at me with a vacant stare, as if

his senses had taken permanent leave of

absence.

(To be continued .)

THE SOLDIERS PASSED .

BY MAUD HOWARD PETERSON .

The lives of men and how they are looked upon from varying viewpoints. A conversation

carried on blindly upon the one side until it is punctuated by an unexpected revelation ,

brought to light by the passing regiment.

HEY met on the steps of the Army

-
and Navy building the young civ-

ilian in his modest citizen's dress, and

the young officer in the uniform of the

regulars. He had the swinging stride

and the square carriage that told of

years of West Point training.

The young civilian, bent on sightsee-

ing, was going up the broad steps; the

young West Pointer was coming down.

Somewhere in the distance a military

band was approaching, and there was a

glimmer of a flag. The West Pointer

instinctively quickened his steps and the

civilian turned to see what the excite-

ment was about.

Undoubtedly the fault of the collis on

was the civilian's, for what West Point-

er, only a year out of the Academy, could

be expected to heed any such obstacle in

his path when a military band and the

banner of the Union hove in sight ? Had

they not both been his daily diet for

four years ? Were they not both part.

and parcel of himself?

"I beg your pardon," said the West

Pointer stiffly.

" I beg yours," said the young civilian

humbly, evidently impressed by the reg-

ular's uniform and shoulder straps.

Below them a crowd began to gather

on the curbstone. Teams and carriages
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drew to one side. Small boys with

sturdy legs that kept creditable time to

the nearing patriotic strains marched

up the cleared street-the inevitable

vanguard to a procession .

The two men on the steps of the De-

partment building paused curiously.

" It's some kind of a parade," said the

young civilian.

His eyes were flashing. Involuntarily

his hand went to his hat brim, but he

withdrew it quickly with a flush as he

noted his companion's amused look.

"So it seems," said the young West

Pointer a bit patronizingly; " I hadn't

heard of anything of the kind taking

place today. Ah, they're volunteers-

that's why."

A line of men swung into sight. They

kept step with a certain precision that

was the result of long drills in camp.

during the hot summer, but their tread

lacked the firm defiance of men who had

been seasoned with the hardships of en-

forced marches or a long campaign.

They also lacked the symmetry of move-

ment that makes the West Pointers pe-

culiarly distinctive. Their uniforms,

too, showed no harder service than that

entailed by men who had spent months

in the monotony of camp life. The flag

the standard bearer carried was not

marred by any deeper stain than its own

red stripes-it showed no fringed edges

where the whirlwind of battle had swept

over it. It was quite whole, and only a

little faded by the exposure to a sun not

even tropical in its heat.

Nevertheless, the crowd enjoyed the

sight tremendously, and the small boys

with the sturdy legs cheered vociferous-

ly as column after column swung in

place. The young civilian and the young

officer stood watching from their high

vantage ground.

It was probably only the young officer

who analyzed the whole so closely and

with that mathematical nicety that had

long ago become second nature to him.

When a man on the end of a column got

out of step which he vainly tried to re-

cover before it should become discern-

ible, the West Pointer smiled in a

superior way.

"One would almost suppose they were

regulars returning after years of serv-

ice," he remarked, " instead of volun-

teers fresh from camp about to be mus-

tered out without having even put foot

in Cuba."

66

I imagine it is not because they did

not want to," said the civilian slowly.

"Heaven knows every man who enlisted

tried to get into a fighting regiment."

The West Pointer carefully flicked a

speck of dust from his immaculate cuff.

' True, but wasn't it rather foolish of

so many to expect it? " he asked.

"I don't catch your point."

"Probably not," remarked the young

officer. " Still, can't you see that the

government wouldn't be likely to send

men to the front who couldn't possibly

know anything about military tactics-

half of whom spent their lives poring

over commercial ledgers and have had

only a few weeks of camp training? "

The young fellow paused an instant

and then went on hurriedly, as he

warmed to his subject, " Do you sup-

pose the government is going to place

an important position in the hands of a

lot of volunteers, rather than with the

regulars, who have been educated on

military niceties ? "

The civilian smiled faintly.

"Certainly not. The government

knows its business in employing officers

and men trained to the work. I was

only defending those who lacked your

opportunity. I never said anything

against the regulars. I have the pro-

foundest respect for them.”

He made a grave little bow to the

West Pointer. The latter laughed.

" I was a bit hot, wasn't I? But it's

a point on which all regulars have pretty

decided notions. The volunteers imag-

ine they know it all ; and-well-what's

the use of talking ? Opportunities, yes.

But we've had to work to utilize them."

He glanced significantly at his uniform,

" There isn't a man in the Union who

hasn't the chance of a West Point train-

ing.'

""

" Not quite," said the civilian slowly.

" I know one man who passed all the

oral and written examinations and failed

on the physical . He lacked one inch in

height.

<6 You can't blame that on the govern-

ment," retorted the West Pointer.

The civilian laughed.

"Nor on the man himself, eh?"
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They were silent a moment, then the

civilian went on :

66

" Of course, it was all right-there's

got to be a rigid line drawn somewhere."

He glanced almost wistfully at the

other's uniform . But, you see, the vol-

unteer examiners are not quite so strict.

Now, don't you really think there may

be some pretty clever fellows in the vol-

unteers?
ود

"Of course, but "-the young officer

hesitated and laughed " but they're

not West Pointers ! "

" No," assented the civilian, " they're

not West Pointers-but they're brave

men."

"Y-e-s, but sometimes very foolish

ones. Do you suppose there was any such

sickness in the regular camps last sum-

mer as that which made the volunteer

ones such a horror ? The men had them-

selves to blame for a good deal. Take,

for instance, their flagrant disobedience

about drinking water not boiled ! You

could go all over the country before

you'd find a regular disobeying such a

command."

The civilian did not answer. He was

looking down on the last column as it

passed and vanished along the street.

He noticed that many of the faces of the

men were emaciated as though by fever ;

that it was not entirely lack of train-

ing in active service that caused them to

falter in their tread. The West Pointer

continued :

"Of course, they all wanted to go to

the front, and if the war had been lon-

ger, a good many more would have got

there ; but the regulars had the first

chance. Gee ! and didn't they make the

most of it ?

"You were in Cuba? You were in

action ? "

The young officer laughed as he

looked down at a great scar on his hand

which the other had not noticed before.

He held it out in front of him and eyed

it admiringly.

"Yes," he said, " and brought this

away as a credential."

There was a touch of reverence in the

look the young civilian gave him.
66

A good many men," he said slowly,

"would have given half their lives to

have that. You were-
وو

"Ninth United States Infantry. We

were at San Juan," replied the other

briefly.

ly.

The civilian drew in his breath quick-

"Ah! Weren't there some volunteers

there ?
""

The regular nodded.
66
Yes ; some of them did credit to

their country . Others —————”

Yes?" eagerly.
66

66
Acted like the devil."

" Thanks."

Something in the civilian's voice made

the West Pointer turn quickly.

“ You are a volunteer ? "

"Oh, no," said the civilian quietly.

And the officer drew a great sigh of re-

lief.

The crowd below them, that had be-

gun to disperse, suddenly swayed for-

ward and began to cheer. Almost on the

heels of the regiment they had been

watching came a detachment of cavalry.

"It isn't often even in Washington

one sees two shows in a day," remarked

the West Pointer, leaning forward.

Then he drew back. " It's some more

volunteers," he said in a slightly bored

tone.

The flag of the troop swung into sight.

The breeze caught the banner and flung

it wide. The mounted men rounded

the corner, handling their horses with

an assurance that told of an intimate ac-

quaintance with hardship and long

marches. Some of the men's feet dan-

gled painfully free of the stirrups ;

others wore sleeveless coats. The flag

of the Union hung limp and frayed and

bullet riddled on its staff.

" It's part of the First United States

Volunteer Cavalry ! " cried out the ci-

vilian . " It's part of the First United

States Volunteer Cavalry! Hur- "

The cheer died suddenly in his throat

and the young West Pointer turned .

His eyes, in which had dawned a newer

and a greater patriotism, rested inquir-

ingly on the young civilian.

"You knew some one in it ? " he

asked.

The other met his look.

"My brother," he answered.

"He he is not here today? " The

West Pointer felt a strange contraction,

as if his collar hurt.

The young civilian turned his eyes



70 THE ARGOSY.

towards the portion of that mounted

cavalcade that was triumphantly riding

homeward, its riddled flag, its broken

ranks, a token of its service to its coun-

try. He held his hat in his hand as the

banner passed.

" No; he fell at San Juan," he said

simply.

FOR THE HONOR OF HIS HOUSE.

BY JOHN P. RITTER.

A story of the St. Bartholomew massacre. The deadly peril of two men, one the object of

Guise's hatred, the other a martyr to what he adjudges to be the honor of his name.

THEC

CHAPTER I.

A WARNING.

HE third week in August, in the

year 1572, was an eventful one in

Paris.

The flower of the French nobility had

congregated in the capital to witness the

nuptials of Henry of Navarre to Mar-

guerite of Valois, the king's sister, and

the wedding had been followed by a

series of entertainments more magnifi-

cent than any that had hitherto been

given in the Louvre.

The festivities began on Sunday, the

seventeenth of the month, with the for-

mal betrothal of the contracting parties,

and the marriage had been celebrated on

Monday, with a splendor extraordinary

even for that age of reckless extrava-

gance..

A succession of pageants and mock

combats had pursued their uninterrupt-

ed course through Tuesday, Wednesday,

and Thursday; and, as Catholic and

Huguenot had participated in the mer-

rymaking with every evidence of mutual

good will, it seemed as ifthe union of the

Catholic princess to the Huguenot

prince had been the means of effecting

a happy reconciliation between the two

factions that had so long disturbed the

peace of France.

The Huguenots especially had excel-

lent reasons for rejoicing ; for Charles

IX seemed disposed to add many privi-

leges to the edict of pacification he had

recently accorded them; their great

leader, the Admiral Gaspard de Coligny,

stood high in the monarch's favor; while

the Duke of Guise, their arch enemy,

was supposed to have lost much of his

former influence at court.

Little did they know that the real

sovereign of France was not the king,

but the cruel and treacherous queen

mother, Catharine de Medici, who

swayed their sovereign's weak and pas-

sionate nature with diabolical art.

Their hearts, therefore, were filled

with confidence, but, on Friday, an

event had occurred which rudely dis-

pelled their hopes.

That morning Coligny was returning

home on foot from the Louvre, when a

shot, fired from the window of a house

in the cloister of St. Germain l'Auxer-

rois, smashed two fingers of his right

hand and shattered his left arm. He

raised his eyes, pointed out with his in-

jured hand the house whence the shot

had come, and hastened to his quarters.

The news of the attempted assassina-

tion spread with marvelous rapidity. At

first, the Huguenots were greatly

alarmed ; but on learning, later in the

day, that Charles IX had called upon

their wounded chief, expressed the most

genuine sorrow at his misfortune, and

swore, with his accustomed profanity, to

visit upon those implicated in the crime

a swift and signal punishment, their

confidence was in a measure restored.

Nevertheless, there were some among

them who saw in the event of that day

the first act of a tragedy whose catas-

trophe could not be long deferred.

In a conference of the great nobles of

the reformed faith held in the admiral's

house that evening, the Vidame de

Chartres urgently advocated the instant

departure of the Protestants from Paris.

Eight hundred Huguenot gentlemen

had accompanied Henry of Navarre to

the city, and a still greater number had

arrived before him to be present at his
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marriage. Paris was crowded with

Huguenots, attracted hither by the

promise of a love feast with their former

enemies.

The Vidame represented to them that

they had thrust their heads into the very

jaws of the lion. He pictured their de-

fenseless situation; the temptation that

it offered their enemies to plot their

ruin, and implored them to leave the

capital while there was yet time.

But his arguments were overruled .

Teligny, in particular, the gallant and

accomplished son in law of Coligny, op-

posed a course which not only might en-

danger the admiral's life, but would

certainly displease the king, by betray-

ing distrust of his ability or inclination

to defend his Protestant subjects.

And so they remained in Paris, una-

ware that Catharine de Medici and her

friends had already planned their de-

struction.

* % * *

It was St. Bartholomew's eve.

The bell of the Louvre chapel was

ringing for vespers as Count Raimond

d'Evreux-a gallant and accomplished

young noble of the Catholic party-rode

into the courtyard of the palace of Duke

Henry of Guise, and dismounted at the

grand entrance.

Giving his horse into the charge of a

groom in waiting, he ran nimbly up the

steps and, finding the door open, passed

through into the hall. A number of

gorgeously attired lackeys were standing

about, one of whom approached him

with a respectful bow, saying:

" Your pardon, count! Mlle. d'Yver-

ny bade me tell you that she will receive

you in the card room.'

""

The count inclined his head conde-

scendingly to the menial, continued on

to the great staircase, ascended to the

spacious gallery on the second floor, and

proceeded to the apartment where the

young lady was awaiting him. As he

crossed the threshold, she arose from a

seat near a window and advanced to

greet him with the words:

So you received my message and

have come. Thank God! "

He kissed her fondly.

"Yes, Gabrielle, I have come," he

said. " But what ails you, sweetheart?

Why do you tremble so? "

SO"Oh, Raimond, I have been

alarmed on your account," she mur-

mured, winding her arms lovingly

around his neck. Ifyou had not come

to me I would have died."

66

Laughing lightly at her fears, he gen-

tly disengaged himself from her em-

brace, and led her to a cushioned seat in

the embrasure of a window, where he sat

down beside her, saying :

"You are nervous, Gabrielle. Some-

thing has happened to upset you. Come,

tell me what it is ! "

These words were uttered in a gentle,

reassuring tone, such as he might have

employed in consoling a child. And, in

truth, so far as ignorance of the world

and purity of heart were concerned, the

beautiful young girl beside him was a

child, indeed ; yet one endowed with all

the ripe perfections of a woman.

Gabrielle d'Yverny was in her twenti-

eth year; and although she had been a

maid of honor in attendance on the

Duchess of Guise for a twelvemonth, she

had not as yet been brought within the

contaminating influence of the French

court, as the Guises were out of favor

with the king.

Innocence showed in the serene ex-

pression of her large brown eyes, and

sensibility in the exquisite curves of her

perfect mouth. Her delicately formed

nose indicated refinement, and there

was a softness in the contour of her

rounded chin that betrayed an inborn

gentleness.

" Ah, I know you will think me fool-

ish," she said ; " but wait until you have

heard me through. Perhaps then you

you will think, dear Raimond, that I had

good reason to be anxious about you."

Then, you are not anxious now?" he

asked playfully.

66

"No;you are safe in my keeping now,

and I intend to make you promise to

remain in this house overnight."

" And leave M. Saint André alone ? "

he said. " No, no, little one ; I must re-

turn home to look after my guest."

At this her face clouded again.

"What! You must return home? '

she asked anxiously. "Home to look

after that Huguenot ? Oh, Raimond, it

is because of him that I fear for you."

"Now, what a foolish child you are ! " .

he said with an amused laugh. 66 What
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possible harm could befall me through patiently, like bloodhounds chafing to

Gaspard Saint André?"

"He is a Huguenot.'
66
Well, what of it? "

"

" Can it be possible you have forgot

ten that Coligny, the Huguenot chief,

was fired upon yesterday by an assas-

sin? "

66

No," he answered coolly, " I remem-

ber the circumstance well." And he

added with a flash of indignation,
" It

was a most cowardly and treacherous

assault."

" Hush! " she whispered, casting

frightened glances round and beginning

again to tremble. " You must not speak

that way here."

He took her in his arms and caressed

her tenderly.

"My poor, timid little Gabrielle ! "

he said. " Come, tell me all your troub-

les like a dear, good child."

She looked up from her resting place

on his bosom, and answered in a voice

barely above a whisper :

66

Oh, Raimond, Duke Henry has been

acting strangely during the past two

days. He has been so violent and mo-

rose, and I have heard such dreadful

threats, that I scarce know what to

think. And I have observed that mes-

sengers have been coming and going be-

tween the Louvre and this palace all the

week. The king's mother has been in

constant communication with Duke

Henry, and so has her brother, the Duke

of Anjou. And I have seen men arming

in the palace, as if for some bloody deed.

Look! " she cried, turning in his arms

and pointing out of the window, " you

can see them standing in the rear court-

yard below us now."

""

Thinking it best to humor her, Count

Raimond glanced out of the window, ex-

pecting to note no more than the "sual

number ofarmed retainers that the duke

always kept about his person.

He was greatly astonished, therefore,

when he observed that the courtyard was

crowded with armed men-some wear-

ing the black, green, and white striped

trunk hose of the Guise livery, it is true,

but the majority having the unmistak-

able appearance of hired ruffians.

They stood in groups, conversing in

eager whispers, sat on benches, grim and

expectant, or swaggered to and fro im-

be unleashed. There was an air of mys-

tery about them that boded no good.

Count Raimond turned anxiously to

the girl.

"Where did these fellows come

from ? he asked .

"That I cannot answer," she replied.

" All I know is that they have been ar-

riving by twos and threes all day. Weap-

ons have been given to them, and they

have been sent to this courtyard to await

orders."

66
Do you know what the orders are to

be ? " he inquired gravely.
66

Only that the men are to be em-

ployed against the Huguenots," she an-

swered. I learned that much from the

Duchess of Nemours, the duke's mother.

And then I remembered that my Rai-

mond was entertaining a Huguenot in

his house, and sent for him to come to

me at once. And now," she pleaded coax-

ingly, " you must promise to remain

here overnight."

Although it grieved him deeply to

deny her, the count realized that as the

Huguenots were mysteriously threat-

ened, he must return home to protect

his guest. The laws of hospitality de-

manded it.

66

Come, Gabrielle," he said, " I must

be going."

""

And gently but firmly releasing her

from his arms, he rose to take his de-

parture.

"No, no! " she cried, clinging to him

desperately. " You must not go, Rai-

mond. I will not let you. You are safe

here, and here you must remain. Saint

André is a man ; let him shift for him-

self ! Oh, I implore you not to leave

me ! "

And then she brought to her aid an

argument against which even the great-

est heroes are not proof-a woman's

tears.

At this Count Raimond's resolution

began to waver, and there is no knowing

what he might have done had not a

third person appeared upon the scene to

decide him.

Footsteps sounded in the gallery, and

a moment afterwards a tall, powerfully

built young man of superb presence en-

tered the apartment.

He was, perhaps, twenty or twenty
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one years of age, but looked much older.

Over a gray satin doublet he wore a

corselet of woven mail, a red silk riding

cloak hung from his broad shoulders,

and a richly jeweled bonnet rested

jauntily on his head.

He was booted and spurred, as if for a

journey, and was armed with a rapier

and a brace of pistols.

"What, in tears ? " he cried, looking

inquiringly at Mlle. d'Yverny and then

at Count Raimond. " I trust, my dears,

you have not been quarreling?" Then,

dismissing the matter as of no impor-

tance, he turned to the count with the

words:

66
You are the very man I have been

looking for, D'Evreux. Come with me

into this chamber, where we can talk un-

disturbed ."

Saying which, he crossed the card

room towards the door of an adjoining

apartment.

Mlle. d'Yverny looked pleadingly into

the face of her lover.

<<

Duke Henry wants you, and you

must go," she whispered. " But you will

return to me, dearest, before leaving the

palace, will you not?"

"Yes, I will return," he answered.

And, kissing the tears from her eyes,

he hurried off to confer with the duke.

CHAPTER II.

AN ALARMING REVELATION.

WHEN Count Raimond had entered

the chamber, the Duke of Guise closed

and fastened the door. Then he strode

over to a window that commanded a

view of the courtyard, and stood, silent

and motionless, for several moments,

gazing down upon the armed men below

him.

Suddenly he wheeled towards the

count, and it could be seen that his eyes

glittered wildly and that his face was

clouded with gloom.

Have you heard any rumors, D'Ev-

reux?" he inquired.

"Rumors ofwhat, your grace ?" asked

the count.

" Of the great enterprise that's on for

tomorrow?

"No."

99

The duke heaved a sigh of relief.

66

Then, our secret has been kept bet-

ter than I thought," he said.

A period of silence followed, during

which Guise studied his friend's face

with a puzzled, doubtful look, debating

with himself whether it were safe to

trust him. Having made up his mind

that it was, he spoke again :

" I referred just now to a great en-

terprise, thinking you might have heard

of it ; but I see you have not. It is a

close secret ; but I would have let you

into it before if I could have found you.

In fact, I called at your house twice dur-

ing the day, but both times you were

away from home."

"I am sorry to have inconvenienced

your grace," said Raimond.

"You need not apologize," protested

the duke ; " I have no cause of com-

plaint against you . You had no means

of knowing that I was looking for you,

and had a perfect right to go where you

chose. Nevertheless, it is fortunate that

I found you here ; otherwise you might

not have learned of the enterprise, and

I might have been disappointed in ob-

taining a favor that I am about to ask

of you. But first let me explain."

He clasped his hands behind his back,.

and paced the chamber nervously as he

proceeded :

66 You have doubtless heard," he be-

gan, "that Coligny is on the road to

recovery. The varlet intrusted with his

removal made a sad botch of it "-here

the duke uttered a frightful oath-

"and merely wounded him when he

should have killed him.

" Now, if the admiral had been re-

moved, as was intended, we might possi-

bly have spared his followers ; for, with

their chief out of the way, they would

not have been very formidable as ene-

mies. But with Coligny alive, and in

the highest favor with the king, they

have enormous power to do evil ; there-

fore, it is necessary that every Huguenot

leader in France should die."

"Mon Dieu! " exclaimed the count in

alarm . 66 Are you mad?

66

""

Aye, mad, if you will! " cried the

duke. " Mad to wreak vengeance on

Coligny for planning the murder of my

father! Mad to destroy all the Hugue-

nots for the evils they have brought up-

on France ! Mad to see justice done; to
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release the king from evil advisers ; to

restore peace, prosperity, and happiness

to my beloved country ! If these desires

constitute madness, then mad indeed I

am ! "

While giving utterance to these vio-

lent expressions, the duke increased the

rapidity of his stride ; his face grew scar-

let, and his massive chest rose and fell

convulsively. When he had finished , he

paused a moment to recover his

breath ; then, turning to the count with

a crafty smile :

" Do you recognize the expediency of

the alternative ?" he asked calmly.

Although horrified at what he had al-

ready heard, the count determined to

lead the duke on to a full revelation of

the frightful plot at which he had hint-

ed. So, controlling his emotions, he

answered with assumed indifference :

" I don't quite understand you."

"Then you are duller of comprehen-

sion than I thought," returned the duke.

" I was referring to the expediency of

getting rid of the Huguenot leaders."

66 وو
True ; but how can that be done? "

"Oh, ho ! " laughed Guise ; "the

means have been arranged already. But

I forget that I have not yet let you into

our secret. Listen, Catharine de Medi-

ci, the Duke of Anjou, myself, and a

few other true lovers of France have

decided that it is time the king was re-

leased from the baleful influence of Co-

ligny. This can be accomplished only

by putting the admiral out of the way.

An attempt was made at his remov-

al yesterday. It failed. Tomorrow

morning before daybreak another at

tempt will be made, only this time it will

not be Coligny alone, but all the Hugue-

not leaders, who will be removed. For

it is expedient that none should be left

to avenge the death of their chieftain."

"What! Dare you conspire against

friends of the king? " cried Count Rai-

mond.

"It will be by the king's orders," was

the reply.

"Impossible! He would not be guil-

ty of such treachery."

Guise responded to this outbreak with

a low, cynical laugh.

"It is apparent that you do not know

King Charles," he said. " Let him once

suspect that these friends, as you call

them, are conspiring against him, and

there will be no bounds to his fury and

resentment."

" But what proof have you that such

a conspiracy exists ? " asked the count.

" The king's mother will attend to

that," replied the duke ; and he added,

with a smile full of meaning, “ She is an

Italian, you know, and, therefore, apt

at unraveling conspiracies."
66

Do you mean that she has discov-

ered a plot of the Huguenots against her

son ?
""

Guise laughed outright at his sim-

plicity.

"Oh, yes," he replied ironically, " she

has discovered a most diabolical plot,

you may be sure—a plot that will arouse

fear, rage, revenge, and every other evil

passion in the king. It is probable," he

continued, "that she has already re-

vealed it to him. So we may expect the

king's permission to carry out our de-

signs at any moment."

" But supposing he refuses to grant

it?"

" He will not refuse," was the em-

phatic answer.

That Guise thoroughly understood

the character of his royal master, and

could, therefore, prophesy with certain-

ty on how he would act, is borne out

by the facts of history.

Even before the king had been ap-

proached on the subject of the massacre

of the Huguenot leaders, the projectors

of the outrage had carefully prepared

for its execution. They had armed all

their retainers, apportioned out among

themselves and agents the different

quarters of the city, and artfully aroused

the evil passions of the rabble.

They had even agreed upon a signal

for the commencement of the bloody

work-the ringing of the tocsin by the

bell of the Palace of Justice an hour

before daybreak.

The mine was in readiness ; it needed

but the king's consent to fire it.

How his permission was finally ob-

tained by the entreaties and cunning

misrepresentations of his mother, Cath-

arine de Medici, constitutes one of the

most shameful episodes in French an-

nals.

For hour after hour the king with-

stood her arguments ; but at last her evil
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counsels prevailed. Towards midnight,

on St. Bartholomew's eve, after a vio-

lent mental struggle, he gave in to her

will, crying:

" Sdeath ! Since you think proper to

kill the admiral, I consent ; but all the

Huguenots in Paris as well, in order that

there remain not one to reproach me

afterwards. Give the orders at once.'

And so the design to kill a few nobles

became a general massacre.

Having revealed the " great enter-

prise " to his friend, Guise now proceed-

ed to ask the favor he wished to obtain

of him.

"My dear D'Evreux," he began in

mild, insinuating tones, "you have a

guest sojourning with you, have you

not?
ود

"Yes," replied Raimond.

"One M. Saint André, I am told ? "

"The same."

"A friend of Coligny, and quite an

important personage among Huguenots,

I understand."

66 True."

On a sudden the duke's tone and man-

ner changed.
66
Are you aware that this M. Saint

André is my mortal enemy?" he cried.

fiercely.

With a premonition of what was com-

ing, the count looked him straight in the

eyes and answered coolly:

<<

"No. Why do you ask? "

"Because I want you to deliver him

over to my vengeance," cried the duke.

I want you to see that no harm be-

falls him until the appointed hour. If

you have any enemies among the Hugue-

nots yourself, upon whom you would be

revenged, seek them out when the prop-

er time arrives and kill them ; but re-

serve M. Saint André for me. Make

sure that he does not escape. For, when

I have finished with Coligny, I shall call

at your house to settle accounts with

him-do you understand? That is the

favor I had to ask of you. Will you

grant it?"

"No."

"But, consider, my dear D'Evreux,

this man has done me a terrible injury.

He was equally guilty with Coligny in

planning the murder of my father.

Knowing this, will you still refuse my

request?"

"Ask justice of the king," said Rai-

mond, turning to leave the room.

The duke's face paled with chagrin.

"Where are you going? " he asked

angrily.
“

66

Home," said the count.

To keep Saint André for my ven-

geance?"
66
' No, to save him," was the calm

reply.

CHAPTER III.

BY ORDER OF THE KING.

As Count Raimond passed out into

the card room, Mlle. d'Yverny ran up to

him, crying:
66

Why, Raimond, how pale and agi-

tated you look! What has happened?

66

""

Nothing, dear, nothing," he an-

swered huskily. " His grace and I have

had a little disagreement-that is all."

"What! You have quarreled with

Duke Henry ? "

"You could hardly call it a quarrel.

It was rather a misunderstanding. I

will explain at some other time."

"But why not explain now? "

"Because"-and his voice trembled

as he spoke " because I have only a

few moments at my disposal, and I want

to give them to you, Gabrielle."

And clasping her in his arms, he

kissed her again and again.

66
" Oh, my love ! My Raimond ! " she

cried in tones of dread. Why do you

kiss me so ? Tell me, can it be that you

never expect to see me again after you

leave me? "

He did not answer.

"Yes, I know it is that," she con-

tinued. " You are going away from me

to risk your life for a stranger. Ah, how

can you be so cruel to your poor Gabri-

elle? "

She threw her arms around his neck,

and clung to him, weeping.

"My darling! My life! " he said

hoarsely. "I implore you to be calm !

Do you wish to unman me? Consider,

Saint André is my guest. He has placed

himself in my keeping, at my invita-

tion. Shall I betray his trust in me with

treachery? No, a thousand times no !

Hospitality is a thing to be held sacred

and inviolate among men. Is it not so ? '

"Yes," she murmured faintly.

""
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66 Then, which shall it be-shall I de-

sert my guest, or defend him? Shall I

be cowardly, or brave?"

She buried her face in his bosom, and

whispered :

Be brave."

Then, with an effort , she checked her

sobs, and looked up into his face, smil-

ing. And there shone a light, half fear,

half joy, through her tears ; for she now

realized more than ever before that the

man she loved was true and honorable.

" Kiss me, Raimond ! " she said very

gently. " There, once again !-and

again! Now go, dear, while I still have

courage to part from you! "

She smiled sweetly as she uttered the

words, and the same smile followed him

as he passed out into the gallery. He

gave one backward glance on reaching

the door, waved a last adieu, and then

hurried off to the courtyard, where he

had left his horse.

On leaving the duke's palace, he rode

straight to the house of Admiral Co-

ligny, on the Rue St. Bethisy, to inform

him of the murderous plot that had just

been revealed to him, so that he might

take precautions to protect himself and

the Huguenot nobles.

He found the dwelling strongly gar-

risoned by a company of Swiss arque-

busiers, fifty in number, under the com-

mand of M. Cosseins, a trusted captain

in the royal service. This officer in-

formed Raimond that the king had sent

him to look after the safety of the ad-

miral and his friends. So, satisfied that

Coligny was secure under the monarch's

protection, Raimond went his way with-

out delivering his warning.

When he arrived home, he hastened to

the chamber of his guest, and found him

in the act of dressing for the street.

"Where are you going, Saint An-

dré?" he asked abruptly.

"To the admiral's, to inquire about

his wound," was the reply.

"Pardon me for contradicting you,"

said the count; " but you are not. You

are going with me."

"Indeed ?" said Saint André, elevat-

ing his eyebrows and regarding his host

with an amused smile. " Why, how per-

emptory you are, my dear count ! "

"When the occasion demands it,

yes."

" And is the present such an occa-

sion ? "

"It is."

"Then," said Saint André, " as your

guest, I must place myself at your serv-

ice, and postpone the visit to my friend

Coligny until tomorrow."

"By that time," returned the count

gravely, " I trust you will be many miles

from Paris."

66 ""
What do you mean?

" That you and I must leave the city

this evening."

"Impossible! "

"Very well, then, remain where yon

are and perish."

Saint André looked at him in alarm.

Perish?" he echoed.

66

66

Yes, before daybreak tomorrow.

Assassins are seeking your life."

The Huguenot's face paled percepti-

bly; he knew that Count Raimond was

not the man to deceive him.

" When shall we start ?

after a pause.

""
he asked

The count turned to leave the room.

"Immediately," he answered. "I

will have horses made ready at once."

It was after ten o'clock when they set

out on their journey.

The town was quiet and very dark,

save where, at intervals, smoky oil lamps

swung from pulleys over the middle of

the street.

On account of the gloom and the un-

even character of the way-for this was

before the period of paving stones-they

were obliged to keep their horses at a

walk. They rode side by side, in silence,

and unattended.

Passing between rows of tall houses

with high pitched roofs, quaint turrets,

and toppling chimneys, they emerged

presently into a broader thoroughfare

that led to one of the great gates of the

city. Here they turned to the right and

somewhat quickened their pace.

It was evident that in this busier part

of Paris the citizens had not yet retired

to rest. For, more than once, they en-

countered bands of men hurrying along

with links and arms.

Lights gleamed in the windows of the

houses ; the glare of torches and the

murmur of voices could be seen and

heard in the fore courts of the larger

dwellings, while shadowy groups could
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be descried standing motionless in the

dark mouths of narrow alleys.

There was an air of mystery abroad,

a sense of fear, expectancy, and prepara-

tion, and the night was full of phantoms.

The fugitives had proceeded along

this wider street for about half a mile,

when the count suddenly reined in his

horse, and pointed into the darkness

ahead. Looking in the direction indi-

cated, Saint André beheld an arched

gateway flanked by huge round towers,

from which a massive wall extended to

the right and left.

""Tis the city gate," he muttered with

a sigh of relief, " and beyond it lies free-

dom and safety." And, turning to his

companion, he added aloud, " Come, let

us hasten thither ! "

But the count still halted in the road.

"Why do you stop? " asked Saint

'André.

cc

not see? "
cc Can you

""
What?

"The gate."
66
Well?'

ود

"It is closed."

For several moments neither spoke ;

but remained stock still in the middle of

the street, regarding each other through

the darkness with frightened, question-

ing looks. Then the count broke the

silence with the words :

"This gate is never shut until mid-

night, and it is not yet half past ten. I

fear something unusual has happened ;

I may be wrong. At least we can ride

forward and ascertain."

A few steps of their horses brought

them to the gate, which they found

closely guarded by a troop of halber-

diers. The captain of the band stepped

forth from the shadows of the archway

and challenged them.

"Gentlemen, what errand brings ye

here ? "

"We wish to leave the city," said

Count Raimond. "Pray open, and let

us through! "

"I am sorry to refuse you," returned

the officer politely; "but I am under

special instructions to permit no one to

pass this gateway tonight."

The count could hardly disguise his

annoyance.

"Whogave you such an extraordinary

command?" he inquired.

Doffing his bonnet, and bowing almost

to the ground, the other answered :

"It is by order of the king."

The count uttered an exclamation of

dismay. The officer's answer bore a

striking resemblance to certain words

spoken by the Duke of Guise while in-

forming him of the plot against the

Huguenots.
66

It will be by the king's orders," he

had said, referring to the execution of

the design; and the shutting up of the

Huguenots in Paris, by the monarch's

express command, seemed to confirm

this statement.

As all the other gates of the city were

invariably closed at ten, the count real-

ized that it would be useless to apply at

them. Still, as it might be possible to

escape by crossing to the other side of

the Seine, he turned in the direction of

the river, and motioned Saint André to

follow.

"Where are you going? " asked the

latter, when they were beyond hearing of

the soldiers.

"To the ferry."

"For what purpose? "

"To cross over to the Faubourg St.

Germain, where there are no gates to

hinder our flight."

" Good."

Accordingly, they walked their horses

in silence back over the way they had

come, and then through a narrow street

that led to the river. They reached it

without adventure, and made their way

to a boat landing a few yards to their

right. But, as they were about to de-

scend to the platform where the boats

were moored, a dozen soldiers left the

shadows of the houses on the river bank

and surrounded them.

"Not so fast, gentlemen ! " cried their

officer, stepping forward and seizing

Count Raimond's horse rudely by the

bridle. " What brings ye here at this

hour?"

"We have business across the river,

and have come to be ferried over."

The officer shrugged his shoulders.

"Your business will have to wait," he

said ; 66 no boats cross the Seine this

night."

By whose order ?" demanded the

count.

" The king's," was the curt reply.
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Thus, for the second time, was their

flight frustrated by the royal mandate.

Could it be possible that the king was

acting in concert with the enemies of

the Huguenots?

It is recorded in history that Charles

IX ordered the gates of Paris closed and

the ferries stopped on that memorable

night, in order to prevent the escape of

the assassins who had wounded Coligny ;

but certainly Count Raimond was justi-

fied in suspecting him of treachery, in

view of what he had heard.

It was with a feeling of utter hope-

lessness, therefore, that he turned to

Saint André and whispered :

""Tis useless to try further ; it ap-

pears that even the king is against us.

Let us return to my house, where I can

at least protect you with all the re-

sources at my command."

So leaving the ferry, they rode back

to the count's dwelling in silence.

CHAPTER IV.

ONE WAY OF SERVING A FRIEND.

BEFORE proceeding with the narrative

it will here be necessary to briefly review

the antecedents of the two men whom

destiny had thrown together in such a

strange relationship.

Count Raimond d'Evreux was de-

scended from one of the oldest and most

honorable families in France. It was

a matter of no little pride to him that

he came of a house without a blemish on

its escutcheon.

His ancestors had all been patterns of

chivalrous Christian knighthood, and

from his earliest days, he had been

trained emulate their example.

Hence his exalted idea of knightly

honor.

When he was in his seventeenth year

he had succeeded to the title of Count

d'Evreux, and the estates that went with

it, through the untimely death of his

elder brother, who had been killed in a

duel with an unknown Huguenot. It

was hinted that his brother had been

treacherously dealt with by his adver-

sary, and this had aroused in the young

count's heart a passionate desire for ven-

geance the one fierce instinct in his

otherwise gentle nature.

It has been said that his brother's slay-

er was unknown. Yet he bore upon his

person an indelible, telltale mark by

which the count hoped some day to iden-

tify him.

One of the dead man's seconds had in-

formed him that when the stranger

stripped for the duel it could be seen

that a device of a peculiar character was

tattooed upon his right forearm. It was

the representation of a heart, a stirrup,

and a cup executed in a bright red color .

At the period of this narrative, the

count had been searching for his enemy

for five years, so that he was in the twen-

ty third year of his age.

M. Gaspard Saint André, the man

whom he was called upon to defend, was

fully ten years older. Grave, taciturn ,

and mysterious, he laid no claims to an

honorable ancestry. Indeed, even his

closest friends knew nothing of his ante-

cedents. It was sufficient for them that

his education and manners proclaimed

him to be a gentleman.

Possessed of undoubted talents, he

had recently attracted the attention of

Coligny by his display of religious zeal ;

he was now deep in the confidence of the

admiral, and it was prophesied that he

was destined to attain a high position

amongthe Huguenots.

The two men had been strangers until

the occasion of the royal marriage, when,

at the urgent request of Teligny, the

admiral's son in law, the count had in-

vited Saint André to be his guest.

While the two were endeavoring to

escape from Paris, there came to Count

Raimond's house an emissary of the

Duke of Guise . He was no less a per-

sonage than the duke's secretary, an un-

scrupulous Italian, who had been chosen

for the mission on account of his in-

timacy with certain of the count's serv-

ants .

On reaching the dwelling, and finding

the master and his guest gone, he called

two of these intimates aside into a cham-

ber, where they could confer unheard,

and broached the purpose of his visit

with rare cunning.

"Truchon-Valette," said he, " do

you wish to serve your master ? "

" I would lose an eye for him," an-

swered Truchon.

" And I an arm," replied Valette.
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"Good!" exclaimed the secretary,

with an approving nod. " I like your

moderation. Now, if you had said that

you stood ready to sacrifice your lives

for your master, there would have been

an end to all negotiations between us,

and I would have been obliged to seek

assistance elsewhere. But, as your fidel-

ity is tempered with reason, I feel

confident that we can come to terms,

especially as the reward I am authorized

to offer for your services is very large."

66 Have you come here to corrupt us ? "

cried Truchon.

"Do you think we can be bought ?"

exclaimed Valette.

The thin lips of the Italian parted in

an ironical smile.

"Oh, no, my friends," he said ; " I

know you too well to imagine that you

could be either corrupted or bought.

But," he continued suavely, " if I can

show you how you can enrich yourselves

in an honest, honorable way, I am sure

that neither of you will let the oppor-

tunity go by."

"Oh, well, if the affair is honorable,"

said Truchon with assumed virtue.

66

Aye, if it is honest," added Valette

hypocritically.

" It is more," said the Italian. “ It is

highly meritorious, as you will see when

I explain it."

He motioned his companions to chairs,

and, taking a seat opposite them, con-

tinued :

"Your master, the Count d'Evreux,

is extending his hospitality to a very

wicked and designing Huguenot, Saint

André by name. This man is a mortal

enemy of the Duke of Guise, who has

sworn to have his life. The count knows

this, and in his heart approves the

duke's purpose ; but, because M. Saint

André is his guest, he is determined to

protect him with his life. On the other

hand, the duke is equally bent on killing

him. Do you understand ?

Truchon and Valette nodded a dubi-

ous yes.

The Italian resumed:

"Now, the duke loves Count Raimond

as a brother, and does not wish to sacri-

fice him to his vengeance-that is, if he

can possibly avoid it. And so he has sent

me here to conspire with you to save

him."

"What would he have us do ? " said

Truchon .

The Italian bent towards him, and

whispered fiercely :

" Kill the Huguenot ! "

""
"'Sdeath! exclaimed Truchon in

alarm, " do you take us for rogues? "
66
Or assassins ? " chimed in Valette.

" On the contrary," returned the sec-

retary, " I take you for true, brave men,

devoted to the service of your master.

Surely," he added, with an unctuous

smile, you could not find better em-

ployment than in saving the good count

from harm."

" But why should the duke harm

him ?" inquired Truchon. " Why does

he not delay his vengeance until the

Huguenot has departed from his

house? "
66

Aye, the count would not stand in

his way then," said Valette.

The secretary smote his knee with

his clenched fist and answered with

emphasis :
66
The duke is resolved to have Saint

André's life now-do you understand?—

now! At present he has him completely

in his power and on no account will he

give him a chance to escape. Whatever

is done must be done quickly. Come,

do you wish to save your master, and

earn the duke's reward ? "

Truchon knit his brows, scratched his

head, and pondered. Valette did like-

wise. It was apparent that they were

sorely perplexed how to decide.

Noticing their hesitancy, the wily

Italian remarked in a casual manner :

" I forgot to mention that you will

receive a thousand crowns each for the

job.".

Truchon looked inquiringly at Va-

lette.

"What say you, comrade ? " he asked .

" That I like the reward, but not the

risk," was the answer. " I hardly think

we could come through the affair with

our lives."

"The duke will protect you," said the

Italian reassuringly. " You can find an

asylum in his palace when the deed is

done."

" In that case," returned Valette, " if

Truchon agrees to the undertaking, so

will I."

" I agree to it," said Truchon ; then,

6 A
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turning to the secretary, " Monsieur,"

said he, " how long a time will you give

us to accomplish our task ? '

" It must be finished before daybreak

tomorrow," replied the Italian. " Ifthe

Huguenot is alive when the tocsin

sounds from the belfry of the Palace of

Justice, the duke will come here to kill

him with his own hand, and you will lose.

your reward. Moreover, your master,

the count, will be placed in grave peril

of his life ; for he will undoubtedly at-

tempt to defend his guest to the last."

"Rest assured, we will save him from

such a folly," said Truchon.

" Aye, we will choose a time to kill the

Huguenot when he is alone," added

Valette.

The Italian rubbed his palms together

and chuckled with satisfaction.

" Good ! " he exclaimed. " I see that

we understand one another perfectly. I

wish you all possible good luck."

Saying which, he arose from his chair,

waved an adieu to the two faithless serv-

ants, and started to leave the house. But

ere he reached the door leading into the

street, an evil smile flitted across his sal-

low face, and he stopped in his tracks to

ponder.

" Yes," he muttered, after several

minutes of silent reflection, " it is possi-

ble that Truchon and Valette may fail

in their attempt after all. In that case,

Count Raimond is likely to thwart the

duke in his revenge, for he has an army

of retainers to help him. It is expedi-

ent, therefore, for me to go among these

people, and see what a little Italian

policy can accomplish."

And with that he turned quickly

about, and made his way to the hall of

the servants.

CHAPTER V.

PREPARING FOR DEFENSE.

WHEN Raimond and his guest reached

home, they retired into the library to

consult upon a course of future action.

Having closed and locked the doors,

the count placed two chairs at opposite

sides of a table, and they both sat down.

For several moments they remained

silent and motionless, their hands sup-

porting their chins and their elbows

66 ""

resting upon the table, staring at one

another in blank despair. Finally, the

count broke the silence with the words:

Well, what's to be done now?

"Before discussing that question,"

said Saint André, " I would like to know

the nature of the peril that threatens

me."

66

" I have already told you that assas-

sins seek your life," returned Raimond.

Aye; but you have not told me why.

If assassins are lying in wait for me, it

must be that some enemy has employed

them. Who is this enemy?"

"The Duke of Guise."

Saint André turned pale, and trem-

bled.

"Mon Dieu!" he exclaimed, " it is as

I feared. Guise believes that the admiral

and I were concerned in the murder of

his father; but I swear that it is not so.

The admiral is too high minded to con-

sent to an assassination, and as for my-

self, I can prove that I am not-

checked himself suddenly, and reddened

to the roots of his hair. Then he cried

out vehemently, " Oh, say that you do

not believe it of me!

" He

99
" I amloath to think evil of any man,"

answered the count, beginning to dis-

trust the other ; " but even if I knewthat

you were guilty of the crime you deny,

I would still remember that you are my

guest and would protect you . Especial-

ly," he added, " as it is not the Duke of

Guise alone whom we have to deal with

now, but a host of other enemies."

"You speak in enigmas! " cried Saint

André, with increased alarm . " Pray

explain your meaning."

At this the count told him of the plot

against the Huguenots that Guise had

revealed to him, and of his fears that

the king had been prevailed on to coun-

tenance the intended massacre. And he

added :

" But, whatever happens, the king

will protect the admiral ; for he has sent

a company of arquebusiers to guard his

house."

A moment afterwards he struck the

table with his fist, and cried joyously:

"I have it! Coligny is your friend,

and he is under the king's protection.

You will be safe with him. Come, let

us hasten to his dwelling while there is

time ! "
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Saint André reddened, turned pale,

reddened again, and answered faintly :

"No."

The count regarded him with amaze-

ment.

"What!" he exclaimed. " You refuse

to go to a place where you will be safe

from your enemies ? "

But Saint André only repeated :

" No."

It was in vain that Count Raimond

pressed him to heed his advice . He was

obdurate, exhibiting such an embarrass-

ment in his refusal that his host grew

more distrustful of him than before. At

last, having exhausted every argument,

the count said with a shrug of his

shoulders :

"Well, since you will not go to Co-

ligny's, I must provide for your safety

here. Come, let us place the house in a

condition of defense."

With that he rose from the table, and

going over to the door, opened it and led

the way out into the hall.

The two men then proceeded to make

a critical examination of the premises,

going from room to room, and noting

the positions most suitable for fortifica-

tion. When they had finished their

rounds, they returned to the library,

where they compared their observations

and discussed various plans of defense .

It was finally decided to establish a

series of barricades, one within the

other, after the manner of a military

camp. The courtyard gate was to be the

first, or outer, of these defenses, as an

attacking party would be obliged to pass

through it in order to gain access to the

house.

It was a massive affair of oak and iron,

and when closed was held in place by

heavy crossbars which rendered it well

nigh impregnable.

The second barricade was to be erect-

ed inside and across the great door of

the dwelling, with a similar fortification

across the servants' door in the rear. At

the head of the main stairway, on the

second floor, the third barricade was to

be established.

A fourth was to be constructed at the

head of the flight leading up to the third

story, and a fifth at the top of the ladder

communicating with the attic.

Thus the defenders would be enabled

to oppose their assailants step by step to

the roof, where, if the worst should hap-

pen, they could resort to flight over the

neighboring housetops.

The count supervised the work, while

his servants performed it. Saint André

stood by, grave and thoughtful, watch-

ing its progress and offering an occa-

sional suggestion.

The material used in the construction

of the barricades was the costly furni-

ture of the establishment-chairs, sofas,

bedsteads, tables, cabinets. In obedience

to their master's instructions, the serv-

ants ransacked every chamber ; the beau-

tiful house was completely despoiled in

the process of converting it into a for-

tress.

The most assiduous of the workers

were Truchon and Valette. They vied

with each other in activity and zeal, lift-

ing, carrying, pushing, hauling, as if

their lives depended upon their exer-

tions.

And, moreover, it was edifying to be-

hold the alacrity with which they re-

sponded to the suggestions of Saint

André. They ran hither and thither to

do his least bidding, devoting them-

selves especially to his service.

Their fellow servants, on the con-

trary, put but little heart into their

labor. They did what they were told to

do, no more.

They went about their work with

sour, lowering faces, and more than once

the count was obliged to reprimand

them. A critical observer might have

read mutiny in their looks, but he saw

nothing more serious than sullenness.

When the barricades were completed,

the count drew Saint André aside into

the alcove of a window, to confer with

him concerning the disposition of the

garrison.

" I have six arquebusiers in my em-

ploy," he said, "to protect me when

traveling on the road. They are brave,

resolute fellows, accustomed to danger,

and, therefore, I will station them in the

courtyard to guard the gate. Does that

meet with your approval ? "

"Yes," answered the Huguenot. " Six

trained men at arms should be able to

hold that position against thrice their

number."

"I have, besides," continued the
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count, " twenty servants in my establish-

ment. That is a sufficient number to

render the house impregnable, provided

I had arms to distribute among them.

But, unfortunately, I have not. I have

five or six rapiers, and perhaps half a

dozen pistols-that is all."

66 Arm them with bricks from the

chimneys," suggested Saint André,

" and station them at the windows and

behind the barricades. A brick is a dan-

gerous missle when thrown with swift-

ness and precision."

The count grasped at the idea with

enthusiasm .

" Good! It shall be done," he ex-

claimed. " I will call the men together

now and give them their instructions
.

Bide here until I rejoin you."

Saying which, he hurried away to call

a meeting of his retainers in the hall of

servants, leaving alone the man in whose

defense he was staking so much.

CHAPTER VI.

A QUESTION OF DUTY.

THE servants' hall was situated in the

basement of the great house, and had a

door opening into the courtyard.

It was across this entrance that one

of the barricades had been erected.

The apartment was spacious, in keep-

ing with the dignity of the establish-

ment, and served two purposes : the re-

tainers of the household ate their meals

there, and there they met to gossip and

amuse themselves when off duty.

As the count entered this room, he ob-

served that many of his servants had al-

ready gathered there, and were standing

about in little groups, whispering and

gesticulating excitedly. But on seeing

him they instantly relapsed into silence.

He noticed that there was an expression

of discontent on their faces, and that

they regarded him uneasily; but he was

too much occupied with other things to

give heed to this at the time.

Having summoned the absentees to

his presence, he took a position opposite

the barricaded door, and began to speak

as follows:

" My men, you have doubtless won-

dered why I have called upon you to

place this house in a condition of de-

fense. I will tell you the reason now.

The life of M. Saint André is threatened,

not by an ordinary enemy, but by one

who can command the services of a

hundred devoted followers to help him

carry out his designs. I am informed

that this enemy will attempt M. Saint

André's life before daybreak ; that he

will come here, to my house, to kill him.

But I have resolved not to allow my

home to be so dishonored.

" M. Saint André is my guest, and the

laws of hospitality require that I permit

no harm to befall him so long as he re-

mains under the shelter of my roof. If

it is necessary that I should die in his

defense, so be it. The sacredness of my.

home shall be preserved at all hazards.

You nowknow the reason for these war-

like preparations. All that remains,

therefore, is for me to provide you with

weapons, and instruct you in the duties

that you will be expected to perform.'

He paused and cast a look around, as

if awaiting some expressions of approval

from his servants ; but not a single man

responded. The drop of a pin might

have been heard in the profound silence

that reigned.

With a vague feeling of alarm , Rai-

mond turned to the captain of his arque-

busiers.

" M. Gaillard," he cried, " stand forth

and receive your orders ! "

The man addressed stepped forward,

saluted respectfully, and stood before

his master with eyes cast upon the floor.

"Captain," began the count, " are all

your men at hand ? "

"Yes, master."

99

" Are their weapons in good order ?

" So far as I know, your excellency."

" Are you well provided with slugs

and powder?
66
' My lord, we have sufficient for a

siege."

" Very well, then, place your men

under arms at once, and take your stand

within the courtyard gate."

But Gaillard never stirred from his

tracks. Instead, he raised his eyes to

his master's face, and inquired with the

utmost presumption :
66
Are weordered there to defend your

guest, my lord ? ”

The count stared at him in amaze-

ment.
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" Is it the part of a soldier to question

his superiors? " he cried . "Yes, you

are ordered there to protect M. Saint

André."

Gaillard smiled disdainfully.

"My lord," said he, " however will-

ingly we would die in your service, we

must, nevertheless, decline to fight the

battles of this Huguenot."

And, before Count Raimond could re-

cover from his surprise, the captain

turned towards the barricade, clambered

over it, and passed out by the door into

the courtyard, his five comrades follow-

ing at his heels.

Truchon and Valette-who were

standing among the servants-took ad-

vantage of this diversion to glide quickly

and stealthily from the room.

" Cowards! " cried the count fiercely,

shaking his fist at the departing arque-

busiers. " Scoundrels, to draw my pay

only to abandon me at the first menace

of danger ! '

Then, turning to the steward of his

establishment, he said in calmer tones :

" It is apparent, Mandelot, that we

must depend upon our grooms and lack-

eys in this affair. What say you ? "

There was no reply.

The count continued :

"I have twenty true men in my house-

hold-a sufficient number to man all the

defenses, with some to spare. I have ra-

piers and pistols for half a dozen, and

for the rest we can find other weapons.

Come, my good Mandelot, call forth six

of my lustiest varlets to man the court-

yard gate ! "

The steward remained motionless.

"Whyare you silent ? " demanded the

'count. " Did you not hear my com-

mand?"

At that Mandelot stepped forward,

and replied very gravely:

"Yes, my lord, I heard it."

" Then, why do you not respect it?"

"Because it would be useless for me

to do so, my lord."

Count Raimond looked from the

steward to his servants, and read in their

faces a sullen defiance of his authority.

Then, with a foreknowledge of what was

coming:

" Do you mean that you would not be

obeyed ? " he inquired.

"I do, my lord," replied Mandelot.

The count was dumfounded.

Could it be possible that his retainers

were about to desert him in a body?

"Mon Dieu!" he exclaimed, with a

terrible sinking of the heart, " have the

rascals forgotten whose livery they

wear? Are they lost to all sense of

duty?"

66
" No, my lord," replied Mandelot

firmly, we are well aware of our duty.

We wear your livery, it is true, and,

therefore, owe you service ; but in this

case our duty binds us to one far higher

than our master ."

66
To whom do you refer? "

" To the king of France, who has com-

manded his subjects to extend no pro-

tection to the Huguenots."
66

Who told you such a falsehood ? '

cried the count.

""

" The secretary of my Lord of Guise,"

replied Mandelot.

Count Raimond's eyes flashed fire ; for

he now knew that, to serve his own base

ends, Guise had been tampering with his

retainers. Already they were deserting

him-creeping quietly and stealthily

across the barricade and out through the

door into the courtyard. There was but

one chance left to recall them to their

allegiance, and he grasped at it like a

drowning man at a straw.

" Hold! " he cried imperiously. "You

claim that duty binds you to one far

higher than your master-the king.

True ; but I say that your first obedience

is due to One compared with Whom the

king, with all his majesty, is as nothing

-the great King of Kings, who com-

mands you to love your enemies."

"Aye; but not to die for them," said

Mandelot, adding, " Since your excel-

lency expects us to risk our lives for a

Huguenot, we must beg to retire from

your service."

With these words he made a low

obeisance to his master, and, calling

upon the servants to follow him, passed

out through the courtyard door.

Scarcely had the last varlet disap-

peared, when the noise of a scuffle was

heard overhead, and a voice cried out in

tones that echoed through the silent

house :

" Help, D'Evreux ! Help ! "

(To be continued.)



IN THE SHADOW OF THE SAILS .

BY HATTIE LUMMIS.

An episode on a yachting party, which proves that while it always takes two to make a

quarrel, cleverness on the part of one is quite sufficient to make it up again.

THA

'HAT Miss Delamore's yachting

party would prove a success was a

foregone conclusion. Miss Delamore

was herself a success, and all her under-

takings bore the imprint of her con-

quering personality. Those honored by

her invitations were in the habit of ac-

cepting promptly, while those not so

fortunate were properly envious and

cast down.

Accordingly, when for this particular

occasion she received regrets, and those,

too, from Kitty Crawford, on whom she

had principally relied for the entertain-

ment of her guests, Miss Delamore sim-

ply set her lips together with Napo-

leonic firmness and drove at once to

Kitty's home to inquire into the matter.

She found the young lady in the gar-

den, languidly occupying a hammock,

and attired in a negligee gown which

the male observer would have thought

enchanting, but which Miss Delamore

was too absorbed to notice.

" As for your not going, my dear,"

she said, plunging into the conversation

with her usual impetuosity, " that's all

nonsense, you know. It's got to be ar-

ranged somehow. I've depended on

having you sing, and, besides, the yacht

is a perfect dream now that it has been

refitted. What's the matter, any way,

Kitty? "

As she hurled this question at her

friend she bent upon her a controlling

gaze such as the hypnotist fixes on his

prospective victim."

But the other girl was as shrewd as

she and as self possessed.

66

' Oh, I don't know, Lou," she an-

swered, with a carelessness that was al-

most too elaborate. " I'm rather used

up, and, besides, the sea breeze burns

one to a crisp, especially the nose. And

considering the tilt of mine, you know,

I can't be too careful about giving it

undue prominence."

" What absurdity-from Kitty Craw-

ford ! " thought Miss Delamore ; but she

only said : " Nonsense! Wear a veil.

I'm going to have the jolliest sort of a

crowd, Kitty. I want you to meet Miss

Huntington, of Baltimore ; she's really

distractingly pretty. And Mr. Jack

Walford- let's see. Do you know

him? "

Miss Crawford, lowering her inscru-

table lids, admitted having met the gen-

tleman in question at her uncle's sea-

side residence. She neglected to add,

however, that they had immediately and

mutually fallen in love, a state of affairs

culminating in an engagement after six

weeks' acquaintance, and that just a

month before this very morning they

had quarreled irretrievably and parted

forever.

Nor did she mention that in breaking

this brief engagement she had come as

near to breaking her heart as a well con-

ducted nineteenth century girl ever

comes to so ill advised a proceeding.

Not being given to indiscriminate

confidences, Kitty referred to none of

these things, but their recollection may

account for her saying, in a very lan-

guid voice, just as her friend rose to go,

" Don't expect me tomorrow, Lou ; but

if the day is lovely, and I happen to feel

just like it, I may come."

Whereupon Miss Delamore, interpret-

ing the remark as an unconditional sur-

render, kissed her enthusiastically, and

went away in triumph.

But when Kitty came on board the

yacht next morning there was not in her

manner the faintest trace of listlessness

or languor. In her blue yachting suit,

with a jaunty sailor, hat perched care-

fully on one side, she was the very em-

bodiment of girlish animation.

Her advent was hailed with an enthu-

siasm universal, except in the case of

one young man, who exclaimed under his
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breath, "The devil! She here? " and

walked to the other side of the yacht to

recover his composure.

For Jack Walford was still young

enough to believe that love is eternal,

and though he had no intention of mak-

ing any unmanly fuss over the matter,

he knew very well that his heart had

been irremediably broken by the cruelty

of this coquette in blue, now lavishing

her dangerous smiles on all comers.

Jack looked out over the calm water

and thought of the evening just a month

before when he and she had walked to-

gether under the sighing branches of

the pines, and the sea breeze had ruf-

fled the bewitching little curls around.

her forehead.

The poor boy choked to remember

the trifle " light as air " which had been

the cause of their quarrel, and vainly

tried to console himself with the reflec-

tion that if Kitty had ever really loved

him she could not have made those sav-

age speeches which had cut him to the

heart.

One recollection, however, gave Jack

a melancholy comfort. When Miss

Crawford had drawn from her finger the

ring which he had placed there with so

much love and pride a few short weeks

before, Jack had received the little.

token without a word, and turning on

his heel, had hurled it into the dancing

waves. Then, without a single backward

glance, he had walked away, and by this

course of conduct, Jack thought, per-

haps not unreasonably, that he had

properly sustained the dignity of a

much injured man.

And now, though he had been taken

by surprise and compelled to beat a tem-

porary retreat, Jack, who was grit to his

finger ends, had no intention of sur-

rendering without a blow. After fifteen

minutes of reflection, he found himself

able to approach Kitty and greet her

with a careless cordiality ; and then im-

mediately devoted himself to making

the acquaintance of Miss Huntington,

who was almost as pretty as her enthu-

siastic hostess had declared .

And so the morning passed unevent-

fully, and the afternoon was well ad-

vanced, when Miss Delamore called

upon Kitty to sing.

which was one of her charms. She

brought her guitar from the cabin, took

her seat conveniently near the spot

where Jack was carrying on a very fair

imitation of a flirtation with Miss Hunt-

ington, and without preface or apology

began one of the favorite ballads of the

day.

Kitty's voice was like herself, piquant

and sweet and full of charming sur-

prises. She sang snatches of operas,

rollicking college songs, and now and

then one of those tender, plaintive little

airs that compel neither smiles nor

tears, but in some unaccountable way

reach the heart.

And her audience applauded hungrily,

and would not be satisfied, till at last

she said, with a pretty air of determina-

tion, " This is positively the last." As

she spoke, she looked full at Jack, and

for the first time that day their eyes

met.

She turned away her head, and a beau-

tiful color burned in her cheeks as she

struck a vibrating chord on the guitar.

There was in her voice, too, a tremu-

lousness which caught the attention of

the listeners almost from the first word.

We wandered in the shadow of the pines, my love

and I.

In spite of himself, Jack writhed on

his chair. The memories of one event-

ful night grew vivid at those words.

Again he seemed to hear the weird

music of the rustling pines, and the face

ofthe singer grew misty before his blur-

ring eyes. It would have been more.

delicate in Kitty, the poor fellow re-

flected savagely, to select a song without

such allusions. But like all else in this

day of torture, it must be endured, and

Jack braced himself to listen.

We wandered in the shadow of the pines, my love

and I,

As the wind was blowing freshly from the sea ;

But a sudden, fitful darkness stole across the sum-

mer sky,

And a shadow came between my love and me.

Some hasty words were spoken, and then almost

unawares

Hasty answers to unthinking anger led,

And our heartsick, bitter longing and our weeping

and our prayers

Ne'er can make those false and cruel words un-

said. ་

The young man wiped the drops of

perspiration from his forehead. He was

Kitty responded with the readiness pale to the lips, and the girl from Balti-
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more noticed it and asked him confi-

dentially if he were seasick.

Jack did not answer. In fact, he did

not even hear. For now into Kitty's

voice there had come a poignant note

of longing and entreaty, and her guitar,

as if responsive to her mood, sobbed out

its rippling accompaniment :

He took the ring I gave him, nor cast a glance at

me,

As he held the jeweled trinket in his hand,

And then he turned and tossed it in the waters of

the sea,

Where the waves were splashing idly on the sand;

He went his way unheeding the hot tears I could

not hide,

He went his way and not a word was said,

But my stubborn heart was breaking underneath its

mask of pride,

And the pine trees sobbed in pity overhead.

The words were crude, the melody

simple; yet, as the girl sang from her

heart, she somehow touched those di-

vinest of life's harmonies, which are the

inspiration of all the arts.

And more than one of the listeners

found their eyes suspiciously moist,

though perhaps they themselves would

have been puzzled to tell why.

I wake from bitter dreaming but to call aloud your

name ;

I sleep again to dream of you once more ;

And my stubborn pride has left me-I admit I was

to blame ;

Forgive me, dear, and love me as before.

For the future is o'ershadowed with the darkness of

despair,

In the sky of life love's sun no longer shines,

And I'd give the whole world gladly, once again to

meet you there,

Reunited in the shadow of the pines.

The song closed abruptly, and Kitty,

leaving her seat somewhat hurriedly,

turned her back upon her still clamor-

ous audience.

Jack followed, and as they stood in a

sheltered nook together, his shoulder

close pressed to hers, he saw that her

delicate lips were quivering.
<<

"Kitty," said the young man, his

voice thick with love's sublime intoxica-

tion, " can you ever forgive me? "

She turned her brimming eyes upon

him. " If I hadn't wanted forgiveness

myself," she said, " I should never have

written that song."
"9

Then, with that indifference for ap-

pearances characteristic of great souls

in moments of exaltation, Jack kissed

herinthe shadow of the sails, and as the

relenting angel sheathed his flaming

sword, the lovers, hand in hand, re-

entered paradise.

THE ADIRONDACKS AND LAKE CHAMPLAIN.

CRIMSON and green and golden

Against a sky of blue,

Mellowed by autumn sunlight,

God's glory shining through,

Dainty as cheek of woman,

Grand as the boundless main,

The beautiful Adirondacks

Stoop down to kiss Champlain.

Burnished like precious silver,

Restful as love divine,

Fresh as the breath of morning,

Peaceful as day's decline,

Bathing the rugged ledges

With gentle, sweet refrain,

The beautiful Adirondacks

Are kissed by Lake Champlain.

Sarah Knowles Bolton.
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THE AMAZONIAN CONSPIRACY.*

BY W. BERT FOSTER.

Awonder of the deep and the plot and counterplot that carried her into alien ownership . The

strange combination of circumstances which put a newspaper man into position to dictate

terms to a nation.

SYNOPSIS OF CHAPTERS PREVIOUSLY PUBLISHED.

GARRETT VOSE, deprived at one blow of fortune and the opportunity of marrying the girl he loves,

takes up newspaper work as reporter on the Leader. He is sent to interviewMathias Burbank, the father

of his sweetheart, in regard to a submarine craft Burbank has invented. In a restaurant he overhears a

conversation that leads him to suppose there is some crooked work going on between one Rivas and

Carlos de Casa regarding the payment of his price for the boat to Burbank, who is negotiating for her

sale to a South American junta. He tries to warn Burbank, but the inventor thinks him jealous of De la

Casa, who is paying attention to Helen, and will not listen. Vose writes a letter to Helen, briefly inform-

ing her of the facts, and then departs by the steamer Good Fortune, on an assignment for his paper.

The Good Fortune is ostensibly bound for the Klondike, but the Leader has reason to suppose she is to

carry stores and arms for a revolution in Amazonia. One reporter has already had his ticket canceled,

and Vose takes passage as a private individual.

Sure enough, the steamer lays to off Montauk and proceeds to take on another cargo from lighters

under cover of darkness. A fisherman from Block Island hails the steamer, and to keep him from blab-

bing news before the vessel is beyond reach, he is detained on board until she is ready to continue her

voyage. Vose conceives the scheme of sending a despatch for the Leader ashore by this fisherman, who

unfortunately gives the matter away just as he is about to sail off on his smack. Thereupon Señor Rivas,

who has come aboard during the night, draws a revolver and commands that the fisherman be brought

back and Vose seized.

CHAPTER IX.

AN IMPROMPTU COURT MARTIAL.

IT

T was still too dark to see clearly, but

the double ender had scarcely

sheered off from the Good Fortune's

side. The squat figure of its skipper

loomed plainly against the background

of gray sail and was an excellent mark

for the Amazonian leader.

" Stop that, Rivas! " shouted Captain

Randallfrom the bridge. " Put up that

gun."

But the fisherman saw the shining

barrel of the weapon, too.

" Tarnation ! " he yelled. 66 What be

yeou adoin'-yeou long legged dago ?

Ef yeou fire that thing at me I'll see

th' hull b'ilin' of ye shut up in Newport

jail. I'll spile yer piratin' v'y'age, naow,

I tell ye ! "

"Don't fire that thing here," com-

manded Purcell, reaching Rivas' side.

"Den, let him bring back de tele-

gram," cried the Spaniard. " We mus'

have eet."

But Purcell calmly disarmed the ex-

cited man and put the weapon in his

own pocket. " You're not in Amazonia

yet," he said, in reply to Rivas' sputter-

ings. " Let the boat go. Those fellows

can do us no harm with a hundred tele-

grams. We shall get out of here in an

hour."

" But ze man who haf' sent eet-

where is he? " cried Rivas .

Nobody had laid hands upon Vose,

but the Spaniards had surrounded him

so that he could not easily have escaped .

He stood with impassive face, but

cursing himself mentally for a fool in

trusting the drunken boatman. He

might have known a man so well plied

with liquor would have no discretion.

It would be lucky if the double ender

got into port in safety, let alone his

telegram be attended to.

Rivas approached the reporter with

wrathful face, his hands trembling from

excitement.

"You, señor, are a spy ! " he cried .

" You shall go ashore wit' the tug. You

cannot go wit' the steamer."

" Aren't you taking too much for

* This story began in the July issue of THE ARGOSY, which will be mailed to any address on receipt

of 10 cents.



88 THE ARGOSY.

""

granted, Mr. Rivas? " responded Vose

calmly. " Why do you call me a spy?

And what is there to be spied upon?

"Caramba!" ejaculated the Span-

iard. " You t'ink to pull the wool over

my eyes, as you dam' Yankees say, eh?

But you s'all not-no, señor ! You go

back on de tug."

"Not for your say so," declared Vose.

" I paid my passage to Alaska, and if I

like I shall go there. Where you fellows

go is your own business. I don't ask

questions, nor shall I answer them."

There was much chattering among

the Amazonians, but Rivas' was the

master mind.

66 Whoever you are, you s'all go

ashore," he reiterated. " I will pay

back your passage money myself."

"2
" Thanks-but I beg to be excused."

"Do not tempt me too far! cried

Rivas, striding towards him with hands

clenched .

66 And don't you double your fists at

me, or I'll fling you over the rail, old as

you are! "

" Caramba!" snarled the revolution-

ist. " You threaten me? "

" That's it exactly," replied Vose.

" I'm tired of all this, and I'm going

below. I've nothing more to say."

"You will not go below, young

señor," declared Rivas, controlling him-

self with difficulty.

" I wouldn't try to stop me if I were

you," said Vose.

66

You s'all go aboard that tug."

"You are mistaken."

"I command you, señor ! "
66

Happily you are not skipper here.

I refuse, sir."

"Then, I will call upon Captain Ran-

dall to send you."

"And if he tries it I'll appeal to the

other passengers."

Rivas turned and said something in a

low voice to his henchmen.

"Do you understand Spanish, Mr.

Purcell?" asked Vose quickly.

"Mighty little," replied the mate.

"Well, these gentlemen are going to

try to 'rush ' me. Shall I appeal to you

for protection, or shall I protect my-

self?" and he suddenly drew a shining

object from his pocket.

The crowd got away from him in the

liveliest manner imaginable.

K
"Hold on! None o' that! " cried the

mate. "Put up your gun, sir. I'll see

fair play." Then to Rivas : " Don't lay

your hand on him, señor. You'd better

all go forward to the old man and let

him decide the matter. It's out of my

province."

They moved on the bridge, the crowd

of Amazonians still keeping Vose well

surrounded ; but it was noticeable that

they refrained from hustling the re-

porter.

Randall came down upon the deck at

once. He was chewing on an unlighted

cigar and looked anything but pleased at

the situation.

"Now, see here, Rivas," he demanded,

" what is this all about? Don't you

know I've got enough to do without

being bothered by every mare's nest

you've a mind to stir up?

"The man is a spy,' cried Rivas.

He has sent a telegram ashore by

those drunken sailors."

66

وو

ود

Humph! " growled the captain. He

"What dolooked Vose over carefully.

you say to that? "

66

Nothing."

"Eh? You admit it? "

" I say nothing, sir. I believe Señor

Rivas has to prove his assertion, as he

makes the accusation."

Vose made a mistake there, however.

Like most seafaring men, Randall had a

hearty contempt for courts and lawyers.

" Don't you play none o' your dam'

sea lawyer tricks aboard my ship ! " he

exclaimed. "Who are you? "

"You'll find my name on your purs-

er's list-and I've paid my passage to

the Klondike," Vose responded shortly.

"See here, my hearty, you were evi-

dently never aboard ship before," said

Randall, stifling his wrath. " I'm mas-

ter here."

" And I am a passenger. There are

also other passengers on board. I don't

propose to submit to imposition- not

even from the captain of the ship-nor

will the other passengers, I feel sure."

Randall looked for a moment as

though he was about to give way to his

temper; but he was really a gentleman,

and after a moment's thought said more

calmly:

"You're right. I beg your pardon.

But what is this row about? "
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" Señor Rivas accuses me of being a

spy (whatever I am spying about, I don't

know) and of sending a telegram ashore

by that fishing smack."

ود
66 Well, did you? "

" Did I what?

" Send a telegram ? "

"Yes, sir, I did."

"Aha ! " gasped Rivas, starting for-

ward. " He admits eet ! "

"And I had a perfect right to do so,"

pursued Vose. "Why should I not tele-

graph my friends when I see an oppor-

tunity of doing so? "

Randall gazed at him sullenly.

"You talk mighty smooth," he said ;

"but I don't like your looks. What did

you have to telegraph about? "
66

That's entirely a private matter,"

replied the reporter.
66

Why didn't you speak to Purcell or

me about it? "

66
Because I did not see the necessity

of doing so. I considered that I was a

free moral agent even though I might

be at sea.
""

"Oh, you did, eh? " snarled Randall.

He was a choleric man, and Vose's

replies were not calculated to appease

his wrath.

" The success of our expedition de-

mands that the fellow be put . ashore,

capitan," interposed Rivas, insinuating-

ly. "We cannot afford to have a spy go

wit' us now."

66
You're talking too much, Rivas,"

returned Randall bluntly. " You keep

on and you'll tell all you know. I don't

see any proof yet that the man isn't

what he pretends."

" The

"But you would take no risks, capi-

tan ! " cried the Spaniard .

cause demands-
""

" I'm

Randall damned the cause heartily.

"What have I got to do with your

private rows? " he demanded.

not running this steamer for you. I've

got my employers to consider. We've

already turned down one man for you-

that newspaper fellow. We can't throw

all our passengers overboard to please

you."

"Caramba! ees eet de money dat

makes you hesitate, senor capitan? "

demanded Rivas. " Then I, myself, will

reimburse you for the man's fare if he

be put aboard that tug yonder."

"Well, now you're talking sense," ex-

claimed Randall, apparently vastly re-

lieved.lieved. " If you're ready to pony up the

price, why it's another matter. I'll give

you an order on the steamship company,

young man," he said to Vose. Mr.

Purcell, tell the steward to bundle the

fellow's dunnage on deck."

This cool proposition well nigh took

away the reporter's breath. But he did

not propose to stand meekly by and sub-

mit to any such high handed proceeding.

"One moment, Captain Randall," he

said. "What has Señor Rivas proven

against me that I should be so sum-

marily put off your steamer? "

""Tain't a matter of proof," replied

Randall shortly. " But he's willing to

go bail for your passage money, so you

can get ashore.'

66

"And you really suppose I'll let you

do it?" Vose cried, with sudden heat.

Do you think I am a fool? You can-

not legally put me off your steamer-for

any cause until we reach some port

where the matter can have the atten-

tion of a consul. And as for your using

force in putting me over the side, I don't

advise you to tryit ! "

<<

" Don't crow too loud, my bantam,"

said Randall good humoredly. " I've

half a hundred men to do my bidding."

And every man of them will stand .

in a prisoners' dock so sure as they reach

New York again if they touch me,"

declared Vose. You're going a good

deal too far, Captain Randall, and you

know it. Before we left port you might

have refused me passage had you so de-

sired; but you can't put me ashore now

on any such flimsy pretext as this."
66

66

""

And how will you help yourself?

demanded the captain, lighting his

cigar.

66 I shall call on my fellow passengers

for help first, and request them to de-

mand the return of the Good Fortune to

port till the matter can be settled . We

are less than six hours from our dock.

It will not delay the voyage for long."

"Great Peter! " exclaimed Randall.

" Do you hear that, Rivas? "

The Spaniard showed his teeth.

"Will you allow the man to insult

you? " he demanded.

But Randall looked serious. " I don't

want him stirring up the other passen-
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gers, Rivas. That will be bad for you.

and bad for me.

66

""

"Put him aboard de tug now," said

the other. Then he cannot get at de

others to disturb them, eh ? ”

"If you try that," declared Vose

sternly, " there'll sure be trouble."

He stepped quickly aside and placed

his back against the deck house. His

hand was thrust into his coat pocket.

"I propose to stay aboard the Good

Fortune either dead or alive-and if

you try to put me off, I'll not be the only

one hurt. There have already been

threats of shooting here_tonight. I'm

not threatening you, but I warn all con-

cerned that I am armed."

CHAPTER X.

WHEELS WITHIN WHEELS.

Ar this instant of strained attention

one of the mates came running aft.

Last package aboard, sir!" he re-

ported.

Randall wheeled about instantly.

"No time for fooling now, boys," he

said. " Look lively there ! Cast off

those hawsers and clap on the hatches.

Mr. Stevens, your watch to the anchor.

Mr. Despenard, how's her steam? "

“ We can start the moment the

anchor is tripped, sir," replied the engi-

neer.

" Good! We'll get out of this at

once.

66

""

senor capitan!" exclaimed

Rivas, trotting along by the doughty

little commander's side as he strode the

deck. This man-this
spy-

66 وو

"Don't bother me now, Rivas. Can't

you see I am busy? " cried Randall .

Besides, you're too late. The tug's

cast off a'ready."

The crowd of insurgents had followed

their leader. Purcell touched Vose

lightly on the arm.

"Just you get below, sir," he advised.

"It'll blow over now."

" Think so?" queried the reporter,

with some anxiety.

"Yes. Couldn't you see the old man

was just killing time for you? He's got

to keep these fellows satisfied, you know,

that's all. But, by Jove, you came near

getting him mad."

" I didn't like the joke," remarked

Vose ruefully.

"Humph! I s'pose not. But what

the devil did you want to send a tele-

graph despatch ashore for, I'd like to

ask?"

'Yes? Well, there's several ques-

tions I'd like to ask you ; but I know you

wouldn't answer them."

Purcell laughed. " All right," he

said. " Just you keep out of the way

of these dagoes for a day or two till it

blows over. They'll watch you like cats

at a mouse hole, I expect."

At that Vose went below and turned

in. Before he lay down, the Good For-

tune was in motion, and, leaving the tug

and her tow behind, steamed rapidly

away into the south.

The reporter did not rise until noon,

and by that hour every vestige of land

had disappeared, and the steamship was

cutting through the gray Atlantic roll-

ers without let or hindrance, the only

live object, save the gulls, on the bosom

of the sea.

None of the other passengers had

been apprised of the trouble he had had

with the foreigners ; and as the latter

ate at a table by themselves and bunked

in the second cabin, Vose was not dis-

turbed by their proximity below.

He found much entertainment dur-

ing the first few days in getting ac-

quainted with his fellow passengers.

They were not altogether an ordinary

group for an ocean steamship. There

were few " tourists," so called ; all were

bound to Alaska for business of some

kind—even Mrs. General Serviss and

her daughter. They were going to re-

lieve the tedium of the general's exile,

and the young lady, at least, was eager

to spend a winter as well as the summer

months on the verge of the arctic circle.

Captain Randall, who was evidently

no society man, delegated his first mate

to do the honors of the table, and Pur-

cell made himself particularly agreeable

to the ladies. There were three besides

the Servisses-miners' wives on their

way to join their prosperous husbands.

at Cape Nome. To them all Purcell

was most obliging.

But Vose noticed with amusement

that the good looking first officer was

always at Agnes Serviss' beck and call.
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On deck he arranged her steamer chair,

brought rugs and wraps, walked the

deck with her for " exercise " (after(after

having paced his own watch of four

long hours, perhaps), and otherwise

played the gallant ; while below he lent

her books, sang in a good baritone all

sorts of sea ditties to her accompani-

ment on the little chapel organ, and

made himself indispensable to her com-

fort and amusement.

A blind man would soon have real-

ized that Mr. Purcell was " hard hit ";

and Vose, to help the fellow along, de-

voted himself to the general's wife, and

kept her so fully occupied that she

hadn't half a chance to see the growing

intimacy between her daughter and the

mate of the Good Fortune.

Vose saw little of Señor Rivas, but

he had good reason to know that the

Spaniard had not forgotten him . Wher-

ever he went about the ship, and whom-

soever he talked with, there was some

black browed fellow sure to be near at

hand, listening and watching. This es-

pionage was aggravating, but the re-

porter bore it good naturedly.

But finally it ceased to be amusing.

One night, upon going to his stateroom,

he found that the door had been forced,

and his trunk and bags thoroughly over-

hauled.

He was angry at the outrage ; but it

worried him, too, for memoranda con-

taining his instructions from Mr. Bru-

nelle (fortunately, mostly in shorthand)

and some Leader letter heads were miss-

ing.

At first he intended complaining to

Captain Randall. Afterwards, however,

he thought better of that, for if he did

so he would open the fight and unmask

his own batteries. He decided it would

be safest to let the enemy show his hand

first. Then he would better know how

to meet the attack.

Besides, he believed Rivas and his

friends could scarcely make much of a

case out of the material of which they

had gained possession. It would be

quite impossible for them to translate

his stenographic notes, for, as is the case

with most reporters, long practice had

given him a distinctive stenographic sys-

tem of his own, which nobody else could

understand.

So he kept his own counsel and waited

for Rivas to make the first move. How-

ever, forewarned by this happening, he

deposited his wallet with the purser and

took a receipt for it. The day following

this disturbing incident passed without

anything happening out of the usual

routine of affairs ; but the second day,

just after luncheon, word came to Vose

that the captain wished to see him in

the chart room.

The reporter found Señor Rivas there

before him, as he expected . The little

captain, puffing furiously at a very black

cigar, sat at the chart table and looked

-as he felt-ill at ease.

Vose bowed to both as he entered,

which salutation Rivas returned reluc-

tantly, but Randall did not notice it.

"See here, mister," began the steam-

ship captain, in his snappiest tone,

"Señor Rivas tells me you are not what

you pretend to be-er-he seems to

think, in fact, that you are aboard the

Good Fortune to spy on us. Now, if it

hadn't been for what occurred the other

night off Montauk, I wouldn't listen to

him for a minute. But you have made

no satisfactory explanation of that tele-

gram-and-and-well, we're all into

this business up to our necks, owners

and all, and we can't afford to be med-

dled with."

" I beg your pardon, captain," inter-

posed Vose, with a smile; " but did it

ever occur to you that you might be

talking in riddles to me? I purchased

my ticket for Alaska. My reason for

doing so is my own personal business

and nobody else's. I ask no questions

about any side issues you or your

friend, Señor Rivas-may have."

" That's just it, Rivas," cried the cap-

tain, petulantly.tain, petulantly. " As I said before,

he's shown no curiosity, and minds his

own business. I can't haul my passen-

gers in here and examine them all to

please you. I'll get myself into no end

of trouble, with passengers and owners.

alike."

"Let him tell who he is and what his

business aboard the Good Fortune is,

then," demanded Rivas, with vexation.

" I utterly refuse to make any state-

ment," said Vose quickly. " I am not

even beholden to Captain Randall for

my presence here. I purchased my
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ticket of his employers. As long as I

break none of the recognized rules of

the steamship, even he has no jurisdic-

tion over me.
""

" Hold on, hold on ! " exclaimed Ran-

dall. " That's all very well ashore ; but

you must understand, young man, that

at sea it's a coat of another color. Might

is right sometimes."

Vose laughed good naturedly.
(6

Well, captain," he said, " I'm will-

ing to admit that you can hang me to

the yard arm, if you wish. Only you

know, and I know, that somebody will

have to suffer for it when you put in at

any civilized port. I don't know what

you expect to make out of this voyage

aside from your regular pay ; but if my

liberty is curtailed, or I am otherwise

treated unlawfully, it may cost you in

the end far more than you will care to

lose for the sake of obliging your good

friend, Señor Rivas."

" You're a bold talking lad," growled

Randall, and he drummed on the table.

Then, after a moment, he added, " But

what's this you say about having found

out something more regarding the gen-

tleman? "

Rivas looked doubtful, and Vose

turned to the Spaniard also.

"Yes, Señor Rivas, trot out your

proof of my infamy, if there is any. I

shall make no explanation, or admit

anything, until your evidence is in. I'm

on the defensive ; you're the prosecutor ;

you must state your evidence to back up

your accusation first. That's good law

the world over."

"Damn your law! " growled Randall

again. " I'd like you a deal better,

young fellow, if you weren't so sharp on

your law twaddle."

The reporter laughed once more.

All right, sir. But come, señor, trot

out your evidence. I challenge you to

produce any to prove-by the way, what

are you trying to prove? That isn't

quite clear in my mind yet."
(6 ""
That you are a spy, or-

"A spy?" cried Vose. " What are

you and your friends doing that you

should fear spies? " Then he turned

swiftly to the little captain and said

gravely: " I hope, sir, you are not tak-

ing any chances in this voyage that

might jeopardize the safety of your pas-

sengers? There are ladies aboard, and

certainly they, if not we men, deserve

some consideration."

Randall looked uneasy and shuffled

his feet.

" I believe you to be one dam' news-

paper reporter ! " exclaimed Rivas

sharply. " You are here for no good."

" And is it a crime to be a newspaper

man?" queried Vose easily.

"Well," said the captain, " we don't

want no reporters on this ship . If I'm

convinced you're one, I've told Señor

Rivas I shall ship you back by the first

inward bound steamer we hail, law or no

law. We ain't goin' to have the v'y'ge

sp'iled by no quill driver."

"You're willing to take great chances

for Mr. Rivas," sighed Vose. "Well,

señor, bring on your evidence. This is

growing interesting."

The Amazonian leader shot him a

malevolent glance and went out.

" This is a bad business, sir," Randall

remarked, half apologetically. " If

you'd only be reasonable and give some

account of yourself-
66

""

" Why should I? ” cried Vose. "" You

don't ask your other passengers to come

into this inquisition and be catechized,

do you?

وو

" But no suspicion has fallen on

them."

"Suspicion of what? "

The captain turned aside and made no

reply.

"Besides," the reporter continued,

"I might tell you anything I pleased.

You could not disprove it, nor could I

prove my story. And you and I both

know that Rivas would not accept any

statement I might make."

"Damn Rivas ! " ejaculated Randall.

"With all my heart," responded Vose,

grinning.

'If you tell me a satisfactory story, I

don't give a hang whether he is pleased

or not. But I must assure myself.

There is too much depending on this

v'y'ge for us to make a mistake."

Just here Señor Rivas returned, with

one of his swarthy faced followers in

tow.

- Vose's eyes twinkled at sight of this

individual. He was a man whom he had

noticed frequently spying upon him.

Rivas carried several letters and papers,
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and these he placed on the table in front

of Captain Randall.

Before he could speak, Vose started

' forward in apparent excitement, ex-

claiming: " Those are mine, captain !

My personal papers."

Rivas showed his teeth in a grim

smile.

" So, so, señor ! " he cried . You ad-

mit they are yours, do you? " Then,

turning to the Good Fortune's com-

mander, he added : " See, my capitan, it

iss as I haf tol' you. The man iss a spy,

or reporter, or somet'ing-

" I'm glad I'm something," mur-

mured Vose, wondrously calm again.

Rivas paid no attention to him, but

continued eagerly: " See you, here is sta-

tionery from the office of a New York

paper. And look at these-these papers

are written in cipher. Nobody can read

them."

Vose laughed aloud at this, and even

Randall looked puzzled.

" That's shorthand, isn't it?" he

asked.

" It's the devil's own language," re-

turned Rivas testily, having evidently

puzzled over Vose's pothooks to little

purpose.

By the way," remarked the reporter,

"where did you get these papers, any

way?"

Aha, señor ! " cried the revolution-

ary leader, shaking his long finger atthe

American. "You are int'rested, eh?

I will tell eet you. Had you not already

admitted them to be yours, I was pre-

pared to prove eet. This señor," he

intimated the man by his side, took

them from your stateroom. He found

them in your personal effects. Is more

proof needed to show the man a spy, my

capitan?"

66

Vose stepped quietly to the table and

gathered up his property. Then he

said:

"Further proof is scarcely necessary

to show that your friend here is a com-

mon sneak thief, Señor Rivas. I have

been waiting two days to discover who

burglarized my room. I thank you for

telling me."

Then, turning swiftly to Captain

Randall, he continued, .with some heat:

"Sir, I demand that this fellow be ap-

prehended for robbing my cabin.
I

shall prosecute him in the courts of the

first port at which we touch."

Rivas began to laugh ; but his levity

was stifled when he saw Captain Ran-

dall's face. It was black with anger.

The little commander pounded the bell

on the table and a steward presented

himself at the door.

"Send Mr. Purcell here," he ordered.

Almost immediately his first officer

appeared.
66
Mr. Purcell," said Randall, still

strongly agitated, " take this fellow,"

pointing to the astounded Amazonian,

clap him into a stateroom, and set an

armed guard at the door. I'll have no

thieves at large on my ship. And as for

you, Señor Rivas, I have half a mind to

serve you the same shift. I believe you

egged the fellow on to do his work. No,

sir, not a word. I won't listen to you.

I'll prosecute the man myself, so sure as

we reach a United States court."

Purcell gravely laid his hand on the

prisoner's arm and wheeled him towards

the door, and Rivas, sputtering oaths in

Spanish and broken English, followed .

Swiftly, then, Randall turned upon

Vose.

"See here, you! " he said. " I guess

I know you at last. And, by God! I

know what to do with you, too. You're

a correspondent for the Leader. We got

rid of one of 'em at New York, but I

might ha' known another would come

sneaking aboard. Now, sir, the first in-

ward bound ship we hail you'll go aboard

ber-bag and baggage ! " and the wrath-

ful commander brought his clenched fist

down with emphasis on the table.

CHAPTER XI.

WITH THE GLASS AT 28.60.

VOSE, feeling much more troubled

than he looked, drew out his cigar case

and carefully selected a weed before

speaking. He was about to offer one to

the little captain, but there was a glare

in Randall's eye which seemed to forbid

any such familiarity.

"Don't you think," he said finally,

" that you are taking a good many

chances, captain?'

""

"That's what I'm here for," snapped

Randall. The company wouldn't have
،،
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sent Adoniram Randall to sea on this

v'y'ge if there hadn't been chances in

it-I can tell you that."

" Well, sir, supposing I am a news-

paper correspondent (which, by the way,

I fail to see that Señor Rivas has

proved), what possible harm could I do

either you or these dagoes if I am al-

lowed to continue the voyage? In fact,

what will you gain by putting me

ashore? "

" I'll be dam' well rid of ye ! " de-

clared the captain. " I don't like bein'

played upon; you ain't no better'n a

stowaway, for ye come aboard under

false pretenses."

"I beg to differ, captain," returned

Vose quickly. " I made no pretenses

whatsoever when I came aboard-nor

do I make any now. I do not even plead

guilty to the heinous crime of being a

journalist," and he smiled.

Randall only grunted and scowled

more darkly.

" But suppose I am one," pursued

Vose, " what harm will I do you, any

way?"
66

Young man, you know well enough

that this isn't a business which we care

to have talked about in the newspapers.

I don't know howmuch you know, an' I

ain't fool enough to tell you what I

know; but there's a deuced lot depend-

ing on the despatch of this cruise.

" We've got certain stuff to deliver,

at a certain place, by a certain time. If

you go along you'll be snoopin' around

and writing to the papers all about it-

give the snap dead away. We may want

to repeat the voyage, and if the news-

papers get hold of all the particulars,

it'll put a bad spoke in our wheel. I'll

send you back to get rid o' your blamed

prying. You fellows pretty nigh drove

me crazy all through the Cuban war."

" And you'll send me to New York,

where I can write and publish at once

an account of the Good Fortune's move-

ments since leaving her dock? "

"That won't bother me much. You

don't know where we're bound ; and if

you do, it's no killing matter. But if

you learned just the spot where we land

our goods, that would injure us."

"Well, captain, I think you are mak-

ing a mistake even from your point of

view. And as for Rivas and his men,

whatever their business may be, they'd

better try to make the newspapers their

friends instead of warring with them

too."

" I guess you're a newspaper man all

right," said Randall. "You talk like

one. I ain't got no love for the whole

kit an' b'lin' of ' em! They sp'iled a

good business for me. 'Twas the news-

papers brought on the war with Spain,

an' that killed filibustering."

66

By Jove," exclaimed Vose, " you'd

have been a blockade runner in the Civil

War, I s'pose! "

"And so I was, young man," snapped

Randall ; " and if I'd been master in-

stead of quartermaster's mate, I'd not

be running up and down the earth now.

There was heaps of money made in

blockade running."

The reporter could not help feeling a

little contempt for this fellow who,

though Yankee born and bred, seemed
66

a man without a country," and whose

patriotism was to be weighed but lightly

against gold.
<<
Now," said the commander, in con-

clusion, " you can go. But you'd better

pack your dunnage. We'll likely speak

some vessel inward bound before the

day's over, and aboard of her you shall

be put-you take my word for it ! "

But no vessel, inward bound or other-

wise, was passed that day. Thus far the

weather had been extremely pleasant ;

the barometer began to fall towards

night, and when darkness came, a brisk

gale was whining through the Good For-

tune's steel cables, and she was begin-

ning to plunge a bit, like a restive horse.

The women passengers grew pale and

sought their berths soon after dinner,

and the single stewardess had her hands

full with her patients before midnight.

Vose found a strange delight in pa-

cingthe deck with Purcell, for the pitch-

ing of the steamer made no difference

to him. He was a good sailor, and the

gathering storm exhilarated rather than

depressed him.

" I shall be sorry to have you go, sir,"

said the mate, who had already received

instructions regarding the hailing of the

first inward bound ship sighted and the

disposition to be made of the Leader

correspondent. " I shall be sorry to

have you go ; but you'd never ought to
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have tried coming aboard a craft com-

manded by Adoniram Randall. He

hates newspaper men like poison."

"He doesn't like publicity," replied

Vose, laughing. " But there's little dan-

ger of my being sent back in the pres-

ent state of the weather, eh? "

66

66 Well, we could scarcely get a craft

to lay to for us just now-nor could we

very easily get a boat out," replied Pur-

cell, with a companionable grin. So

you're safe for the night. But don't

build any hopes because of that. As

soon as we get out into the Gulf Stream

we'll find plenty of incoming craft."

"Bythe look of things now it will be

several days. This is no squall."

"The glass is dancing some, I admit.

But we don't often have very long gales

this month in this latitude."

However, by daybreak there was no

let up in sight. The Good Fortune was

fairly in the grip of the elements and

her iron beams and great steel girders

groaned beneath the strain. The waves

had grown to fearsome proportions and

pounded the hull viciously. At the im-

pact of some of the huge billows she

shook from end to end like the trem-

bling of a frightened creature.

The passengers for the most part kept

below decks, and the ladies to their

rooms. Meals became a farce, and the

sight of a colored steward shooting

across the saloon floor, with the contents

of a soup tureen or of a coffee pot trail-

ing behind him like the tail of a comet,

became too frequent to be even amusing.

The gale, however, was only such as

is commonly met in the North Atlantic ;

yet the officers of the Good Fortune

were worried, and their faces began to

show it.

Purcell took Vose into his confidence

when he found the reporter standing

before the storm glass at the foot of the

cabin stairs.

"What does that look like to you? "

he asked grimly.

"What-the glass? "

"Yes."

"Well, isn't it pretty low?" queried

the passenger doubtfully. "Though

I'm not much used to the instrument.”

""
"Either that glass has gone crazy,

responded Purcell solemnly, " or it's

the lowest glass I ever saw-and the

YA

other mates say the same. Why, do you

know, sir, the proper mark for the mer-

cury to touch in an orthodox North At-

lantic storm is around 30 or 31. I never

saw it lower than 29 before."

" And this says 28.60 ! " exclaimed

Vose, peering at the instrument.

" That's what it does-and it's stood

there for an hour."

"What do you think it portends? "
66

Almost anything, from a hurricane

to a cloudburst and waterspouts," re-

turned the mate with a grim laugh.

Even the old man's worried."
66

66

Well, if the gale continues, I reckon

I shall be retained as a passenger for

some time to come."

66

Humph! We might all leave to-

gether-stranger things have hap-

pened," responded Purcell. "We're

likely to get all that's coming to us."

Short but fierce hurricanes developed

during the day. The wind blew terrific-

ally from one quarter for two or three

hours, and then suddenly died out ; to

be followed shortly by quite as heavy a

blow from an entirely different point of

the compass.

These alternate gales and calms

whipped the swell of the ocean down to

a series of short, choppy waves and

wreaths of surf, like nothing so much.

as a kettle's boiling. In this seething,

foam streaked flood the Good Fortune

staggered on her course, and the grav-

ity of the officers ' faces grew.

The ship was sailing in a veritable

storm center, and the barometer seemed

stuck at its low mark.

In the cabins there was much wailing

and woe. The ladies soon recovered

from their illness ; but it was dangerous

for them to try to leave their berths.

The men themselves sported as many

black eyes and bruises as though they

had all been in the prize ring. The smell

of arnica overpowered that of soup, even

at meal time.

There was no regular motion to the

boat; in fact, it was particularly irregu-

lar. A man might balance himself with

the greatest care in crossing the saloon,

and, before he knewwhat had happened,

would find himself doubled up under

one of the wall settees.

The Amazonians in the second cabin

seemed to get on worse than the other
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passengers. Most of them were poor

sailors, and added to their other discom-

forts was incessant seasickness. It took

the pluck out of all of them-all except

Rivas—and had a gunboat of the Ama-

zonian republic been able to lay the

Good Fortune to, the capture of the

whole crowd of insurgents would have

been the simplest thing in the world.

Rivas, however, had grit, and was

vicious enough as well to keep a lookout

for Vose now and then. He seemed to

suspect all kinds of trouble from the re-

porter, and hated him to be out of his

sight, alow and aloft.

For four days this state of affairs con-

tinued. The Good Fortune seemed to

have this stretch of storm cursed ocean

to herself. Despite her heavy engines,

she had been driven off her course and

was far to the east of the Gulf Stream

now.

It was just at dark on this fourth

evening. Purcell had the deck, Captain

Randall having turned in for his first

bit of sleep for forty eight hours.

Vose had crept out and had lashed

himself to a pin rack just under the

break of the quarter, or bridge. Occa-

sionally the mate shouted a remark to

him and he replied ; but the wind almost

smothered them whenever they opened

their mouths.

Vose had come up for a breath of

fresh air, and had about made up his

mind that he had got enough to last him

for the rest of the voyage, when sud-

denly there was a shout from the men

on lookout forward.

What had happened Vose could not

see; he only knew that the mate started

for the pilot house on the instant. But

the warning came too late. The steam-

ship rose to the top of a wave of more

than ordinary height, and slid into the

trough rapidly. There was an awful

shock to her keel somewhere near the

stern .

She had struck !

It was no collision. There was no

other craft in sight. And a reef in that

part of the ocean was an impossibility.

The vessel had slid down upon the ob-

struction from the high wave, and fol-

lowing the first shock was another.

Then the Good Fortune bounded over

the object and lay shivering in the

trough of the sea, while a deafening

sound of escaping steam came from the

engine room.

CHAPTER XII .

THE GOOD FORTUNE BECOMES THE PLAY-

THING OF FATE.

BEFORE the second shock, Captain

Randall bounded out of the companion-

way. He grabbed his trumpet and

bawled to Purcell, who was hanging far

over the lee rail.

" What's she hit? "

"A derelict, sir," replied the mate.

" Is she clear? ”

<<

66
Aye, aye, sir."

What's the matter in the engine

room? "

Before Purcell could make reply, Des-

penard, the chief engineer, ran aft, his

face white with terror.

" The dam' screw
won't

work,

cap'n
! " he gasped

. " The shaft's

broke
! "

" Here," cried Randall, " you get a

brace on you, my man ! I don't want

the passengers to see a face like yours.

We'd have a panic on our hands."

Then he turned to Stevens, the third

officer, who had come from the wheel

house.

"Go below, sir, and keep the passen-

gers down-every man of ' em. Tell 'em

there's no danger-that the ship's

scratched the paint off her bottom,

that's all. Git ! "

Stevens hurried away, and Purcell

came up the tottering deck.

"That propeller shaft has torn doz-

ens of plates off her," he reported.

"Why didn't you stop her before, Des-

penard?

""

" I couldn't. I was asleep before the

flywheel . First I knew, the engine was

racing like mad, with the steam spurt-

ing out of every valve. I didn't hear the

first shock at all .”

"You must ha' been asleep," growled

Randall. " Well, Purcell, close the com-

partment doors. We'll try to keep the

bilge out of the fire room."

"Gurney's gone down to 'tend to it."

"That's right. Couple on your

pumps, then. Is the damage all in the

stern? "
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"Seems to be, sir."
66

Well, we know what we're up

against, that's one comfort," said Ran-

dall, and Vose smiled at the old sea-

man's remark.

"Comfort !" he muttered. “ This

bally old ship is going to the bottom.

There's lots of comfort in that."

But if his opinion was shared by the

officers, none of them (saving Despen-

ard) showed it. All were cool, and spoke

more quietly than on ordinary occasions,

it seemed.

66

"Go back and ' tend to your engines,

Mr. Despenard," commanded the cap-

tain. And straighten your face out,

man! You're not killed yet. Don't let

Jimmy see you looking like a white liv-

ered herring."

Jimmy was the assistant engineer,

and subsequent proceedings proved him

to be better than his chief in an emer-

gency.

" That man ought to be running a

donkey engine in a coal shaft," growled

Purcell under his breath, as the engineer

disappeared.

"Now I'm going below to have a look

at the trouble, Randall declared .

66 Whatthe devil's that riot ? "

Shouts and curses arose from the for-

ward cabin, and a moment later Stevens'

whistle rang out sharply.

" It's those damned dagoes ! " cried

Purcell. "Like enough they'll act

worse than the Italians in the stoke

hole."

"Who's with them?" demanded

Randall.

Jimmywas holding them down with

a gun when I looked into the engine

room," responded the mate carelessly.

"Jimmy's all right."

"You bet he is ! " returned the cap-

tain, preparing to go below.

The uproar continued in the second

cabin, however, and the third mate's

whistle sounded again. Stevens' watch

came forward on the trot-for the most

part brawny and bare armed Irishment.

They disappeared into the second

cabin and for several moments the up-

roar of voices increased . But the sail-

ors cowed the excited Spaniards, who

had been clamoring for the boats to be

lowered, and Rivas and Stevens ob-

tained the whip hand of them again.

In the first cabin everybody was

quiet, the men whispering together in

low tones ; the women, including the

stewardess, sitting in one group. Per-

haps a few tears were shed, but in the

main they all behaved admirably. Ste-

vens'quiet voice had stilled their excite-

ment at once.

66

But I do wish Mr. Purcell would

come down, mamma," whispered Agnes

Serviss. He could tell us so much

more about it. I wonder what has hap-

pened? I shouldn't be so frightened if

I only really knew what it was."

"But Mr. Purcell wouldn't tell us

any more than Mr. Stevens," said her

mother.

" He'd tell me," declared Agnes, with

conviction, and her mother glanced at

her with sudden, sharp surprise.

Agnes was such a little, fair girl that

she seemed childish, and even to her

mother she was hardly 66 grown up."

Vose's kind offices had so blinded the

eyes of the general's wife that the woo-

ing of the handsome mate and her little

daughter had gone on unnoticed. She

suddenly became very grave-graver

than the collision had made her.

Meanwhile, on deck, Purcell had set

his watch to coupling the pumps, and

soon two streams of water were spurt-

ing across the deck. Everybody seemed.

busy, so he made Vose an officer for the

nonce, and left him in charge of the

pump crew while he went below himself.

The first mate's appearance was

hailed with thankfulness by Agnes and

the other ladies (saving, perhaps, Mrs.

Serviss, who was scarcely in a state of

mind to welcome him in any way just

then), and they plied him with ques-

tions.

Purcell admitted the seriousness of

the affair, but assured them that the

pumps could take care of all the water

that could possibly enter the stern com-

partment for a long time to come. The

panic in the second cabin had subsided,

and, after a glance in upon the Ama-

zonians, the officer returned to the deck.

Captain Randall and Gurney, the sec-

ond officer, were just coming up from

below.

" How bad is it, cap? " queried Pur-

cell .

In this hour of difficulty something of
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D

ordinary quarter deck etiquette was dis-

pensed with.

" She struck a derelict all right,"

growled the commander of the Good

Fortune, " and between you an' me an'

the bowsprit, she's got her never get

over."

66 Oh, not so bad as that ! " cried Pur-

cell, aghast.

"Yes, sir, quite as bad as that," said

Gurney. " The water's flooding in enor-

mously. We can't keep it out of the

fire room for long. Jimmy has had toJimmy has had to

let the Italians up and called for volun-

teers from my watch to keep the boilers

hot."

""

Randall cursed all " dagoes," as he

called the Latin races, with fluency.

" And the old ship's got to go?

" She has, unless the sea calms down

and we get a swift tow-and a dam'

swift one, too ! " added the captain

gloomily. " That first collision tore a

great hole in her bottom directly under-

neath the propeller shaft . Damn these

submerged derelicts, any way ! " he

added fiercely. " The second crack

smashed shaft and propeller both, and

while the engines ran wild there for

some seconds, the broken shaft ham-

mered the cheese out of her bottom

plates. Oh, it's a nice mess ! "

"And a brand new craft! " groaned

Purcell.

"An' look at the cargo we got," add-

ed Gurney.

"No insurance on that," said Ran-

dall. " But that's on the dagoes-don't

touch neither us nor the company."

" But away goes our extra pay," ob-

served Purcell. " Well, what can't be' Well, what can't be

cured must be put up with. How are

you getting on with the pumps ? " he

asked Vose, as the latter approached.

" All right," said the reporter. " The

pipes are full and the water's clear. I

guess we are just pumping the ocean.

through her."

" So you've set him to work, have

you? " remarked Randall with rather a

friendly grin. "Well, it's the first time

I ever see a newspaper feller doing any-

thing worth while."

"What are you going to do, cap-

tain? " queried Purcell thoughtfully.

Shall we stick it out or prepare the

boats?"

" Stick it out, by thunder! " cried

Randall sharply. " Let them that's

afraid get out of the way of them that

ain't, that's all. But no boat shall be

lowered till I give the word. We'll keep

her afloat as long as the Almighty'll let

us ; then it will be time enough to think

of going on a boating excursion.

"You see that the boats are all prop-

erly provisioned, Mr. Gurney. I'll leave

that business entirely in your charge.

And you'll be sure that none of them

dagoes gets to monkeying with the

boats, either. You can place armed

guards at each boat you prepare."

"Aye, aye, sir ! "
66
This is no sort of weather to lower

boats in, any way," added the little com-

mander, chewing on an unlighted cigar,

as he often did when excited. We can

keep the Good Fortune afloat for hours

yet. We'd be foolish to leave her."

66

"I think the wind has moderated,"

ventured Vose.

"You're right it has. And there's a

break in the clouds yonder. It may

clear before midnight.'

66

"

" I hope it does," said Purcell.

There should be a good moon about

now. I'd like to see something of our

surroundings ."

"Well, we know they're wet," ob-

served Randall with a grim smile.

66 She's sinking a good deal by the

stern," said Vose suddenly.

" Don't you fret, young man," re-

turned the captain ; " she won't go down

yet a while. Her compartment parti-

tions will keep a deal of the water from

flooding the rest of the ship. If the sea

gets calm we might float this way for

days and days."

"Excuse me! " returned the reporter.

" It's likely we'll all be excused," re-

turned the captain. " We shan't take

any foolish risks . If the sea goes down

and I can find out just where we are,

and how far off the track of steamers

and sailing craft we be, it may be best

for us to get the boats out by morning.

But stick to her as long as the gale's.

blowing, say I ! "

Vose went back to the pumps, which

vomited the water across the decks

amidships.

" She's gaining a bit on us, sir,” said

one of the seamen respectfully.
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He had been examining the measur-

ing rod.

The truth was the water in that stern

compartment was gaining very rapidly.

It was like trying to pump the Atlantic

through the pipes, as Vose had said.

The rent in the steamship's hull was a

fearful menace to the life of the Good

Fortune and her company.

The dragging hours of the night

passed in dreary procession. A settled

apathy held in its grip all those below

deck.

The first cabin passengers clustered

about the cabin table and listened to a

young man who was going out to the

Moravian mission station beyond Cape

Fairweather. He led them in a service

which was appreciated by the women

perhaps more than by the men.

Vose was the only passenger allowed

upon deck, and he worked as hard as

any officer or man, and had no time to be

fearful.

In the other cabin the Amazonians

were crouched, listening in horror to

the clank of the pumps sounding the

death knell of the ship. Forward a

guard was set on the stokers' quarters.

The miserable Italians had become

panic stricken, and seamen had taken

their places at the furnaces. The water

was making into the other compart-

ments now, and it was only a question of

time before the fire boxes would be

flooded.

“" But we'll keep ' er goin', sir," de-

clared Jimmy, when Randall looked in

at the engine room door.
" I've 'ad

some o' the boys bring hup some lard

firkins an' 'ams from the 'old, an' we'll

knock to bits some o' the wooden bulk-

'eads han' keep the coppers 'ot with

that, if the grates get flooded ."

Despenard had quite given up, and

his young assistant had taken full

charge of the machines. The elder en-

gineer had lost his nerve and was only

anxious to obey the directions of his

former assistant. He at least had sense

enough to realize his own unfitness for

responsibility, and did all he could to

help Jimmy.

The captain went from one part of

the ship to another. With the men he

was jocular ; with the passengers hope-

ful; but on the bridge, with nobody but

Purcell and Vose to hear, he was pro-

fane and despondent.

" It's a dam' shame ! " he declared.

" Look at th' filibust'ring trips I've run

in my time, an' never a mishap to speak

of until now. An' this would ha' made

us all wealthy-demmet ! "

" No use crying over spilled milk,”

said the mate sententiously.

66

Ah, you go to blazes-you an' your

spilled milk! " snarled Randall . " I

guess I'd never oughter started out on

this v'y'ge. I might ha' knowed some-

thin' would ha' happened at last . An' I

told my wife two years ago that I'd

never make another trip of this kind.

Serves ye darned well right, ' Doniram

Randall ! " And then he cursed him-

self for several kinds of a fool in a most

emphatic voice.
66

This'll kinder make them fellers

below crow small when they get

home, eh? " suggested Purcell, nodding

towards the second cabin.

" I don't give a hooter for them-

Rivas nor none of them," growled Ran-

dall . "What th' blazes d'ye s'pose I

care who bosses Amazonia? They won't

get much good out o' all this truck we

got aboard, that's all ."

"Guess the revolution'll be a fizzle,"

suggested the mate.

" No; they mean business all right,"

said his superior. " Rivas says they'll

open hostilities whether we land there

or not. But they placed a deal of de-

pendence on this cargo of ourn-an' on

another scheme they're working."

66 What was that? " asked Purcell cu-

riously.

Those two talked as calmly as though

the sidling deck beneath their feet was

not sure to go to the bottom of the sea

within a very few hours.
66

وو

Why, I heard that the junta'd got

its eye on that submarine death trap of

old Burbank's. Remember it ?

"I've heard of it," returned the mate.

"Reckon it'll work?"

" Dunno. They say it will , an' that

the junta's bought it at a fancy price.

If it does go to St. Luke it'll make old

Marnelli's fleet of war tubs and iron

pots look like thirty cents in little less

than the shake of a sheep's tail, eh?"

Vose, who listened silently, could

have told them something about that
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submarine boat ; but he kept his own

counsel.

However, he would have been greatly

astonished himself had he known the

whereabouts of the Neptune at that

identical moment and the strange net

of circumstances which enmeshed the

inventor, his daughter, and several

other characters vitally connected with

the working out of this narrative.

CHAPTER XIII.

THE MIND FEMININE.

Ir is an almost unpardonable act of

idiocy for a merely masculine plummet

to seek to fathom the mind feminine. I

wish to say right here that, as the au-

thor, I do not know exactly in what re-

gard Helen Burbank held Vose, and I

have some doubt if the young lady knew

herself!

Helen had not fallen in love with the

same impetuosity which characterized

Vose's devotion. His importunity had

perhaps urged her into an engagement

before she was quite sure of the depth of

her own feeling.

But, having taken this step, woman-

like, she burned her bridges behind her

and gave her heart and happiness into

his keeping without reservation .

There was one other passion in Helen

Burbank's life, however, and while the

sky was cloudless these two passions did

not conflict. She loved her father deep-

ly-with an affection amounting almost

to veneration. His will was law to her,

his deeds and words always right, and

his ability of mind she never doubted.

She believed him the greatest genius

in the world, and possessed the same ab-

solute faith in his invention that Bur-

bank had himself.

When the fortune of Harold Vose was

swept away, Burbank began, by every

means, to undermine the hold the un-

fortunate banker's son had upon his

daughter. Upon the receipt of Garrett's

letter releasing the girl from her en-

gagement, Mathias had put the matter

so cunningly before Helen that she

really thought she was doing the kind-

est thing possible in taking her lover at

his word.

out his hazard of new fortunes untram-

meled by anything she might do.

When she had returned from her long

trip West, however, she expected to hear.

from or to see Vose. But the months

passed in silence, and when they had

come so suddenly face to face in the hall

the night of Vose's visit to Beach Haven

for the Leader, it was the first sight of

him she had had in all the three years

and more of their separation.

Whether she would or not the joy at

seeing him once again overpowered

every other thought and emotion, and

on the impulse she showed him her

heart. And Vose, poor fool, had been

too blind to grasp his opportunity!

The next day it was too late. She

knew he was to be one of the party on

the Neptune during its trial trip, and

she steeled herself for the occasion. Be-

sides, De la Casa was present, and she

found the Spaniard vastly amusing.

De la Casa was of noble birth, coming

of a good Castilian family, which had

migrated to South America only one

generation back. The captain was an

important man in his own country-or

would be if the Amazonian revolution

proved victorious-and, to tell the

truth, Helen's head was just a bit turned

by his gallant speeches.

Besides, she wished to punish Vose

for his blunder of the previous evening

and she punished him sorely. When

the reporter had called again to warn

Burbank of the treachery which he be-

lieved De la Casa to be plotting, Helen

had refused to meet her old lover.

Nevertheless, she watched him slyly

through the window of her own boudoir

during his interview with her father.

When Vose had gone away, in much

apparent indignation, Helen appeared

once more and found her father tramp-

ing up and down the front walk, flushed

and angry.

" The puppy, the insufferable pup-

py ! " sputtered Burbank.
<<
What is the matter, father? "

" That fellow Vose-if I'd been a

younger man, I'd have caned him ! " and

the inventor swung his stick viciously.

" By gad, sir, that I would ! "

"What has Mr. Vose done?

<<

She went away at her

father's request, leaving Vose to work

,,

Why, the rascal came here and had

the impudence to try to poison my mind
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against Captain de la Casa-a most pre-

sumptuous and unwarranted proceed-

ing, and I told him so."

((
Against Captain de la Casa? "

"Yes. By gad, sir ! " continued the

inventor, quite beside himself with ex-

citement. Usually calm and impassive,

he became really riotous. " I'll teach

him to defame the character of my

friends."

"But, father, what did he say about

the captain? " and Helen flushed a little.

" Said he was untrustworthy-dis-

honest ; intimated that he would bear

watching, in fact. And all because of

some vaporings he heard-or imagined

he heard in a down town café. It's

abominable ! "

"Tell me what he said, father," com-

manded Helen.

"Oh, it doesn't matter," returned

Burbank, a little troubled. " There's

no need of your mind being poisoned by

doubt, too."

66

"I wish to know what he said," she

declared . Then she added : Remem-

ber, nothing Mr. Vose could say would

influence my opinion of Captain de la

Casa."

"I'm glad to hear you say that, my

dear," cried Burbank, and he repeated

Vose's story. " Now, whether the fel-"Now, whether the fel-

low was lying or not, I don't know. But

I wonder what could make him come

here with such a tale
""

" It was jealousy," declared Helen,

flushing more deeply.

"Do you think so? " said her father.

" Jealous of my success, is he? The

impudent puppy ! "

Helen bit her lips, but did not ex-

plain.

"You don't suppose there is anything

in it, do you? ” asked the inventor, after

a moment. " It was just that Vose's

vaporing, hey? " The old man was nat-

urally suspicious.
66

Captain de la Casa is a gentleman,

father," declared Helen quickly.

" I know-I know. But-
""

" He comes of a great family. And

why should he wish to deprive you of

your just earnings? " she demanded.

"He admits the Neptune is worth the

price, does he not?
""

"Indeed he does ! " cried Burbank

eagerly. " Why, my daughter, he is en-

thusiastic enthusiastic ! 'All day yes-

terday and part of today he has been

aboard of her with Morse, learning every

part of the machine. He has a great

head for mechanics, has De la Casa-a

great head. He'll know the Neptune

from A to Izzard before he's done with

her. And he begs me to hurry the guns

aboard. He says he is confident his re-

port will be accepted by the junta, and

instead of intimating any delay regard-

ing the money, told me in confidence

only this morning he might bring me a

certified check for my two hundred

thousand on any day now.

"Think of it! murmured the in-

ventor, rubbing his hands together

while his eyes sparkled . " Two hundred

thousand dollars ! Ah, it is riches."

""
" And you will go on, dear father, and

invent even more wonderful things !

cried Helen, quite as enthusiastic.

"Indeed, yes! But my Neptune-

ah, my child, it will make your father's

name famous. And it will blow the

'Amazonian fleet out of the sea ! " and he

chuckled . " De la Casa says so himself."

But why is Captain de la Casa so

anxious to learn all about the boat? "

asked Helen doubtfully.

"6

" Ah, I'll tell you," replied the in-

ventor, lowering his voice as though he

feared to be overheard . " He will take

the boat south himself when the junta

buys it. Of course, Morse will go, too ;

but there must be another man to spell

Morse you see that the responsibility

would be too much for one."
“

" I-I-why don't you be sure of

your money first, before you let him

learn about the mechanism ? queried

Helen.

""

" Oh, I'm sure of the money all

right," declared Burbank. Then he

stopped, scowling darkly. " You've let

what that fool Vose said poison your

mind already."

" No, no ! " cried Helen eagerly. " I

haven't given it a thought. I tell you

nothing Garrett Vose could say would

change my opinion regarding the cap-

tain."

"I hope not," growled Burbank.

Yet disquieting thoughts possessed

Helen for the rest of the day. She was

unable to drive the story Vose had told

her father out of her thoughts.
-

Do
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what she would, her mind was ever re-

verting to the warning.

Why had Vose come to him with the

story? What object could he have in

view?

Bitterly as she felt towards the re-

porter, she could not really make her-

self believe him the ignoble scoundrel

her father painted him. Nay, she hadNay, she had

reason to believe him different from

that. Jealousy (which she had certainly

intentionally fed in his breast) would

not cause a man like Vose to stoop to

petty meanness. She felt it—she knew

it !

She lay awake hour after hour that

night worrying over the matter. Al-

most was she tempted to seek Vose out

and demand a repetition of the tale

from his ownlips.

And then, the next forenoon, came

the reporter's letter to her. There was

the ring of truth and honesty in it, de-

spite the coldness which she thought it

betrayed.

He was going away-perhaps never to

return. Where was he going? And

what was his mission? Helen had heard

that sometimes journalists are assigned

to work to face which might make the

bravest shrink. The thought shookThe thought shook

her.

She feared for the safety of the man

whom she told herself and her father she

did not love.

The words Vose had written regard-

ing De la Casa shook her confidence in

that smooth tongued individual, though

she had declared nothing the reporter

could say would influence her upon that

point . She felt as though a danger men-

aced them-a subtle danger which she

knew not how to combat.

And thus, in such state of indecision ,

passed many anxious hours .

CHAPTER XIV.

CAPTAIN DE LA CASA IS DISPLEASED

WITH AN IMPORTANT AMERICAN

INSTITUTION.

THERE was a show of languid inter-

est about the office staff of the Leader

that morning, and while waiting for

their daily assignments the young men

who were the bone and sinew of the

great daily commented freely on the

column article which, double leaded,

was made the feature of the first page

of the morning edition.

The story had come in on Sunday

from the East over the wires, and

Murchison had pounced upon it eagerly.

The " flimsy" man had privately pro-

nounced it a fake ; but Murchison's evi-

dent belief in the genuineness of the

story rather shook the sub editor's be-

lief in his own judgment. Murchison's

"nose for news" was phenomenal . As

the humorous man of the Leader said :

" Murchison's olfactory nerves are

so acute that he can detect the odor

of real tobacco in a Pittsburg stogy "-

and then he at once put the joke in the

Sunday supplement for a " filler " and

collected a dollar on it at the cashier's

desk.

But whether they believed it or not,

everybody about the office read Vose's

narrative of the movements of the Klon-

dike bound steamship Good Fortune on

her first night out from New York. Of

course his name was not signed to the

article as it came off the wire, but Mur-

chison was in no doubt.

He took advice with Mr. Brunelle,

and that gentleman, seeing that the

story did not tell too much, but just

enough to whet the public appetite, " O.

K.d " it. Thus it was that the room was

in quite a buzz of comment when the

door opened and a young lady timidly

approached the single headed Cerberus

who guarded the gateway to the edi-

torial desks .

" I wish to see Mr. Vose," she said.

The man-or boy-glanced up. It

was really hard to classify the guardian.

He was a boy's size and received a boy's

pay all right ; but his face betrayed an-

tiquity and was wrinkled like a

mummy's.

Perhaps this appearance of extreme

age was due to the fact that the sins of

the entire office rested on the guardian's

shoulders these sins including even

the knowledge of the long list of cred-

itors who hounded the steps of the fes-

tive young men of the Leader's staff.

-

"I wish to see Mr. Vose," repeated

Helen.

" No dun," thought the guardian ;

and then, when he heard the name he
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1

was sure of it, for Vose was one of the

fewwho never asked him to stave off "
66

Vose has gone-er-out of town. Yes,

out of town. We could scarcely say

the ubiquitous collector. So he lifted just where he is at the present moment,

his voice and shouted : I'm afraid."

""
" Vose! "

There was no answer, and again the

up

boy shouted.

"Yell
Jimmy,"little louder,

growled somebody near him. " Maybe

he'll hear you. But he isn't in sight,

and blessed if I've seen him for three or

four days."

وو

Vose had actually got away without a

single member of the reportorial staff

being the wiser. There was no " leak

in the Leader office . Its manager did

not live in Europe and try to govern his

paper by cable.

"Where's Vose? " asked the boy of

another reporter.

" Dunno. Got fired, maybe." Then

that
they suddenly became aware

Jimmy was inquiring in behalf of a very

pretty girl, who still stood timidly at

the gate.

At once two or three rushed forward

to offer her a chair inside the rail , and

Jimmy was (figuratively speaking) trod

underfoot.

Helen recovered her self possession

at once; no number of young men could

trouble her when they tried to make

themselves agreeable, at least. Jimmy

went off to Murchison and inquired for

Vose.

By and by he came back and asked

Helen to go into the city editor's office.

Little Murchison looked up absently

from his assignment book and motioned

his visitor to a seat.

" Mr. Vose is-er-is not here to-

day," he said.

"Will he return-that is-when may

I find him here?" queried Helen, with

some little confusion.

"6

Well, that I can't exactly say. Was

it very important? "

"Was what important, sir?" she

asked, raising her eyebrows .

" Your business ."22

" Ye-es." She was hardly sure her-

self what she wished to see Vose for.

The Sunday had been a day of anxiety

for her, and she had been fairly im-

pelled against her will to make this visit

to the newspaper office .

" You see," Murchison went on, " Mr.

" Will a letter reach him? "

" I really couldn't say," the city edi-

tor declared. " I don't know his ad-

dress myself," and he said it with per-

fect gravity.

Then Helen remembered what she

had heard in the outer room. "He is

still working for the Leader? " she

queried.
66

Oh, yes ! He has been assigned to

-er-to special duty."

" How long do you think he will be

out of town? "

" That I couldn't tell you."

" But doesn't anybody know where he

is and when he will be back? " she cried

desperately.
""

" Is your business very pressing?

asked Murchison, with some show of

interest.

By this time Helen had concluded it

was, and she said so.

" Then, you had best see Mr. Bru-

nelle."

" Mr. Brunelle ? "

" The managing editor. Wait! I

will take you to his office," and the re-

porters were astounded to see the little

city editor escorting the young lady

down the long corridor towards the

managing editor's door.

Mr. Brunelle listened to her request

patiently.

" It would be utterly impossible for

me to give you Garrett Vose's address,"

he said. " He is at sea."

" At sea !" exclaimed Helen.

66
Yes. He is bound on a long voyage

for the paper.
99

" And a dangerous voyage ! " mur-

mured Helen.

" Humph ! What do you know about

it?" demanded Brunelle, looking over

his glasses at her shrewdly.
66

-

Oh, nothing-nothing, sir ! "

66 Are ahem!you a relative? "

queried the managing editor. " I un-

derstood him to say there would be no-

body to inquire for him while he was

away."

"He he did not expect me to inquire

for him," she said, hanging her head.

" He wrote me a letter before he left and
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I wished to ask him a question regard-

ing-regarding a private matter."

"Humph ! " grunted Brunelle. " I

really don't see how I can help you. I

really don't. It will be impossible for

anybody to communicate with Vose for

several months."

So Helen went away, at first much

cast down at her fruitless search. Then

she grew angry with herself for ever

going to the Leader office.

What would those men think of her?

What was Garrett Vose to her? Noth-

ing, and she wouldn't have him for any-

thing in the world-so there! And

then she hurried home and cried a lit-

tle in her own room, and was angry and

miserable by turns for the rest of the

day.

In the evening Señor de la Casa pre-

sented himself at the inventor's house,

as was his frequent custom. He was in

a great rage over an article in the morn-

ing paper-an article purporting to be

written by a passenger aboard the

steamship Good Fortune relating how

she had been laden off Montauk with a

contraband cargo for some mysterious

port.

-

" Caramba! " ejaculated the Amazo-

nian leader. "These papers these

cursed papers ! Ze American press is a

disgrace a disgrace ! Why do they spy

an' spy upon everyt'ing? It is abom-

inable! "

The inventor and his daughter, who

had heard privately of the great filibus-

tering expedition, and knew a great deal

about the plans of the revolutionary

party of Amazonia, were quite as indig-

nant as the captain could have wished.

"Well, the expedition is off, of

course ; that ees one satisfaction," said

the captain. " We shall hear from it

before many weeks."

66 But will you remain in New York

long, captain? " asked Helen.

"Perhaps perhaps not," responded

De la Casa, smiling at her enigmatically.

" I may leave this week if," and here he

turned to Burbank himself, " ifthe mat-

ter of the Neptune is settled as it looks

to be settled now."

The inventor flushed eagerly.

"What is the outlook, captain? " he

demanded.

"My dear friend," cried the captain,

with his hand upon his heart, " I can

almost promise that you shall see that

certified check in acertified check in a day or two at the

farthest."

"No! "

66
Indeed, yes. It is So, I assure you.

May I congratulate you in advance, sir?

The money has already been deposited,

and the committee only ask one thing

further."

(6
And what is that? " asked Helen

eagerly, for her father for the moment

was unable to speak.

"Are the guns aboard? " inquired De

la Casa, without replying directly.

" Yes, yes ! Everything is all ready,"

declared Burbank.

" Then, the committee instruct me to

descend in the Neptune once more ; to

govern the boat myself that I may feel

confidence when we set out upon our

long voyage ; and to try the guns. The

boat must be all prepared . I may start

south with her the very hour the com-

mittee settles with you, Señor Burbank.

Time is precious, now that the Good

Fortune has gone."

" And war will be declared when? ""

asked Helen, who had gained a rather

enlarged idea of the forthcoming rebel-

lion.

" Ah, that I cannot tell. Those who

have the fate of the party in their care

are better able to decide than I. Per-

haps fighting will begin as soon as the

Good Fortune arrives ; or perhaps they

will wait until the Neptune is on the

ground."
""

There'll be need of little fighting

when the Neptune gets there," declared

Burbank with confidence. " If you man-

age the boat right, Captain de la Casa,

the government of Amazonia must sue

for peace in short order."

Captain de la Casa smiled quietly.

" We shall see," was his comment.

" And when shall you wish to make

your final test of the boat, sir ? " asked

the inventor.

" Tomorrow, if I may."
66

""

Tomorrow it shall be. I'll have

Morse get everything ready by noon.'

"You are kind, señor. The time suits

me well."

"And you really think your friends

will agree to my terms ? "

' Surely-surely! Have no fear re-



THE AMAZONIAN CONSPIRACY. 105

garding that, my friend," said Captain

de la Casa.

CHAPTER XV.

THE NEPTUNE PUTS TO SEA.

THE covered dock in which lay the

submarine boat was a scene of great ac-

tivity on Tuesday forenoon. The Nep-

tune had her heavy guns and all her

other paraphernalia aboard, and the

workmen were now polishing and var-

nishing every piece of " shiny " metal

in her interior. Morse about worshiped

the craft and tended and watched over

her as though she were a baby.

When the deal was finally made with

the Amazonian junta, Morse expected

to go south with her. That had been

the understanding, and he had even

gone so far as to bring his trunk aboard.

The Neptune might start for the South

American republic any day.

Burbank, with Helen, came down to

the yard about noon; but De la Casa did

not arrive until some time later. The

submarine boat had her steam up and

the workmen were waiting to open the

great doors and give her passage into

the bay.

" Ah, my friend ! " exclaimed the

Spaniard effusively. " Is it I who have

kept you waiting?
66
Not for long, captain."

66 It is well. I was delayed, Señor

Burbank, but I bring you the best of

news."

The inventor's eyes sparkled. " And

it is-

" That my confrères have agreed to

your terms indeed, yes !"

The inventor was in ecstasies at this

statement.

66 At once? " he cried.

" This very day. Before the banks

close. If you will meet the committee

the papers will be passed. Yes, señor,

they await your coming now."

"But you-how about your trip to-

day? "

"" Oh, I shall make eet-one little

short trip. But it will be all right. They

have accepted my report as final. You

will let your assistant go out with me

this afternoon, will you not ? ”

"Yes, yes."

"Bueno! We will start at once, while

you, señor, shall go to this address "—he

handed the inventor a card—“ and meet

my friends. I wish to run the Neptune

myself about the bay; I expect to leave

for the south with her tomorrow or the

day to follow."

Burbank hesitated just a moment.

"Would it not be possible for me to

meet the gentlemen a little later-after

your return with the boat? " he asked.

Then I could go with you and see that

all was right about the Neptune."

66

" Now, do not trouble yourself,

señor," De la Casa exclaimed. " Señor

Morse will do very well. Besides, my

friends await you. You will be able to

deposit your check today."

That overcame Burbank's hesitancy.

The thought of the two hundred thou-

sand dollars a fortune !-awaiting him

in the city convinced him that he need

not remain to watch his precious inven-

tion. But Helen now added to his inde-

cision.

""

"Why not wait until tomorrow,

father ? " she asked him. " If you will,

we can go with Captain de la Casa now.'

" I-I- The inventor was trou-

bled again.

""

"I beg of you not to do that, sir,"

said De la Casa hastily. " Some of the

gentlemen have come to New York at

great personal inconvenience and will

return to their homes as soon as the

business is transacted. Besides, they

await you even now, señor. If Mees

Burbank is so desirous of a last voyage

in the Neptune," and the Spaniard

bowed to her with a smile, " I will post-

pone my trip till your return . Or, bet-

ter still," he added, as an afterthought,

" if Mees Burbank will trust herself to

Meester Morse and myself, she shall go

now."

" That's it, Helen, you go with them,"

cried her father hastily. "Morse has

steam up already," and he bustled away.

Now, Helen did not wish to go in the

submarine boat without Mathias Bur-

bank ; yet she could not refuse. If for

no other reason, the doubt instilled into

her mind by Vose's letter forced her to

go.

Surely, if Captain de la Casa proposed

treachery he could not steal the boat

while she and Morse and the other men
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were aboard. So she accepted the Span-

iard's hand and was helped below.

A little later the turret hatch was

screwed down and the water roared into

the ballast tanks of the Neptune until

she had sunk to her normal level. Then

she shot out of the dock with Captain

de la Casa at her lever.

The Amazonian headed the craft di-

rectly out of the bay, and those in the

bowels of the ship scarcely knew where

they were being carried. Helen felt

nervous, and, for the sake of company,

remained in the engine room, where

Morse and his assistant watched the pow-

erful gasoline engine. Besides the three

and De la Casa, there were only two

others aboard this trip.

The other two men had been trained

to handle the guns, and had come for

the purpose of assisting De la Casa in

his experiments.

The Spaniard did not submerge the

Neptune, but kept her at a high rate of

speed even after leaving the bay.

" She's just traveling, miss," said

Morse proudly, as he noted the speed

clock. " Twelve and a half knots ! It's

great."

" But where is he going? "

" I don't know, miss. Straight out to

sea a way where the guns can't do any

harm, I reckon. He's got the chart be-

fore him, and he's a good pilot."

But Helen could not stifle her anx-

iety. By and by she left the engine

room and sought the cabin which had

been hers whenever she descended in the

boat. She lay down in the berth to try

to compose herself. Almost instantly

her ear caught the sound of a stealthy

rattling at the latch of the door.

She sprang up in a sudden fright.

The sound was not repeated, nor did she

hear anything from without. With

beating heart she crept to the door and

softly turned the steel knob. The door

had been fastened from without. She

was a prisoner !

In an ecstasy of terror she tried to

shake the door, and cried out at the top

of her voice. But she soon stopped.

There was a peculiarity about the Nep-

tune's staterooms which she had often

noticed. They were sealed from every

sound in the ship-almost like water

and air tight compartments.

When the door was closed it was well

nigh impossible to hear voices even in

the cabin . Now she was sealed in one

of these tomb-like iron boxes, and she

knew not how to summon help.

Meanwhile, the man who had so cun-

ningly fastened Helen's door, and who

was one of the gunners, went to the door

of the tower in which the governor of

the submarine craft stood, and rapped

sharply. The panel slid back instantly,

and De la Casa peered out.

"Well?"

" The girl is locked into her room."

"Bueno! I wondered what to do with

her."

" She is safe ! But she may pound on

the door and summon help."

"Wewon't give her time. Tell Morse

I want him. Quick ! " commanded the

captain .

" Is it now? " asked the man mean-

ingly.

"Yes, yes ! I haf just sighted the

sail. We might as well settle it at once.

Leave your mate to guard the other en-

gineer."
""

Sure," returned the other, and has-

tened away.

In a few moments Morse appeared .

"Why, I thought Miss Helen was

with you," he said. " Have you seen.

her?

99

" The señora is in her stateroom," re-

sponded De la Casa. "Come up here,

Señor Morse. I would speak with you.'

Morse stepped unsuspectingly into

the turret. The Neptune was still skim-

ming the surface of the sea swiftly ;

there was scarcely any swell.

"Do you see yonder, Señor Morse? "

asked the Spaniard, pointing out to sea.

" Do I see what? "

"The sail ? "

"The schooner? Yes, I see her. What

of it ? "

"On board of that vessel, señor," said

the captain eagerly, " there are certain

friends of mine. They are waiting for

us."
""

" They are waiting for us? "" re-

peated Morse, looking blankly upon the

smiling Amazonian.

" That is it, señor."

But-but-
66

" Some of them will come aboard

here, señor," said De la Casa easily.
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They also have stores for the Neptune

-sufficient to supply a crew for a long

voyage. We shall not return to Senor

Burbank's shipyard.”

"My God!" gasped Morse, turning

white.

66
"You are astonished, señor? " sug-

gested De la Casa. Be not so-eet ees

a very simple matter. Two hundred

thousand American dollars is much too

large a sum to pay for an invention that

is not yet proven a success. After the

Neptune has shown what she can do in

battering President Marnelli's navy to

pieces, then the republic of Amazonia

may think about paying for her, eh? "

You fool ! " cried Morse, " do you

think you can steal a thing like this and

get out of the country with it ? "

"Why, señor, I already have got away

with her," and De la Casa laughed im-

moderately.

Morse, who was coming to his senses,

reached out suddenly and touched a but-

ton on the wall. It was the signal to the

engineer to stop . The captain laughed

coolly.

"Your assistant," he said quietly, " is

under the eye of one of the gunners.

They are both my men. You see, Señor

Morse, it was easier to buy men than to

buy the ship, eh? ”

You confounded rascal ! " growled

the engineer.

" Ver' likely, señor. If hard names

relieve your feelings, why " and he

shrugged his shoulders. " Now," he

added, " I called you here that you

might be informed of the situation. You

will please be prepared to go aboard

yonder vessel ."

" What!"

"Si, señor ! I could not think of

keeping you here. You would not be

trustworthy, I fear. You will be landed

on the Irish coast from the schooner."

"But why-why- "

get into those dam' papers too quick,"

interrupted De la Casa.

" But Mr. Burbank will be crazed,"

cried the engineer.

66 ""

He is not far from that now, eh? "

and the Spaniard laughed cheerfully.

' For God's sake show some feeling !

" He will be heart break over the loss

of his loved boat, think you? "
66

" His boat ! " cried Morse. Man

alive, what is his boat to his daughter ?

It is of Burbank as a father I am think-

ing. And it will be a terrible experi-

ence for Miss Helen," and the good fel-

low's eyes filled with tears.
"Think of

the long voyage across the ocean in a

sailing vessel, and the unpleasant situ-

ation in which we may be placed even

after being landed in Ireland ."

At that De la Casa threw back his

head and laughed long and loudly.

" Ho, ho! You take too much for

granted, Señor Morse," he said.

The engineer looked questioningly

upon him, puzzled by his speech.

" I haf not said I should cause Mees

Burbank the discomfort of a voyage to

Ireland."

66

66

What will you do with her? "

I
am sorry that she felt it necessary

to come wit' us," De la Casa said slowly ;

but now that she is here-
((

"Well, sir? "

66

""

I think I can make her comfortable

aboard the Neptune," and he smiled.

Damn you!"

66

The words rasped out of the engi-

neer's throat like the roar of a wild

beast. He flung himself at the Span-

iard, and the attack was so sudden that

the latter was borne to the floor of the

turret. De la Casa, cursing and gasp-

ing, tried to wrench his hand free to

draw his knife ; but Morse was the heav-

ier and he fought with desperation.

Meanwhile, the Neptune was rushing

out to sea with no hand to guide her

and no eye on the lookout for danger.

(To be continued.)

" Because Ido not propose letting this

MUSIC. •

LONG eons ere the earth began,

A child more radiant than the morn

In far celestial realms was born,

And lives as Music now in man.

Helen W. Grove.



REVENGE IS SWEET .

BY MATTHEW WHITE, JR.

The tale of a fellow summer boarder which shapes itself into an account of how certain long

suffering listeners finally evened things up with the literary " feller."

I ALWAYS looked forwardtomysun

mers at Great Beach Bay with the

keenest delight . My office in town is an

inner one on the sixth floor of a musty

old building, with windows opening on

the air shaft, so that my vista consists

of Muggins Minks' bookkeeper, in his

duster, pegging away on the other side

of the shaft, with occasional glimpses of

Johnson & Hurley's typewriter, who

wears short hair and spectacles.

Thus, when I get out to Great Beach

Bay, with its generous expanse of sea

and sky and sand, I feel just like the

mule when it is released from harness-

inclined to lie down and roll. But I

only do this when I am in the water, and

then, more frequently than not, it is

done for me.

Great Beach is very close to town, so

I can go and come every day, and Mrs.

Cederby, where I have put up for the

past six seasons, keeps a most desirable

house. She never takes children, pre-

fers bachelors, and always has her after

dinner coffee iced, so that I feel quite as

much at home there as I do in my win-

ter quarters at Mrs. Bateman's, in town.

But this summer a fearful visitation

was made upon us dwellers at Cederby

Cottage. This blight made its appear-

ance in most innocent form, in the shape

of a young man with a pink in his but-

tonhole, a curl on either end of his small

blond mustache, a fresh appearing dress

suit case in his hand, and a letter of in-

troduction to Mrs. Cederby in his pock-

et that at once procured him admission

to the household. He was assigned a

small room adjoining mine, and none of

us thought he was any worse than a

harmless dude. Little recked we then

of the fearful truth .

It came out two nights after his ar-

rival, when, the evening being rainy, I

had taken my room, a novel, and pipe in

preference to the piazza. There was a

knock at the door, and then, without

waiting for my response, Mr. Percival

Prince the newcomer-walked in with

an illustrated paper in his hand.

" I thought you might like to see an

advance copy of Funlet," he said, seating

himself on the bed. " I'm on the staff,

you know, so get early pickings. Rather

a good center cartoon this week, I

think."

I took the paper he handed me, which

I had frequently seen on the news

stands, and agreed with him that the

double page cartoon was rather neat.

Prince meantime had lighted a ciga-

rette, and as I turned over the pages of

the paper, sat there smoking and nurs-

ing his knee, narrowly watching me.

While I was looking at the pictures at

the bottom of one of the pages, this ob-

servation of his became so intense that

he lost his balance on the bed and would

have fallen off had I not caught him.

"Beg your pardon ! " he exclaimed,

" but I thought I noticed a misspelled

word in that skit of mine on yachting.

Those proof readers are so careless."

I glanced at the article and saw the

words " Percival Prince " at the bottom

of it. I made some remark expressing

my surprise to learn that we had an

author in the house, and then turned

the leaf to look at the pictures on the

other side of it.

Prince wriggled about uneasily for a

minute or two, and then as I started to

hand the paper back, came out with :

"Oh, bythe way, I wish you'd read that

little thing of mine and let me know

what you think of a description of a girl

I've got there."

•Ah! If I had not been weak then, I

might have spared myself the evil hours

the future held in store for me. But I

ran the article through hastily, allowed

my smile to broaden more than the

humor of the thing justified, and when I
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had finished, handed the paper back

with the comment: " Quite dainty. It

must be a great pleasure to you to be

able to write so fluently, Mr. Prince."

This opened the flood gates, and for

the next half hour I was forced to listen

to a faithful account of the manner in

which the muse had first wooed this par-

ticular Prince. He went back into his

own room to get another of his produc-

tions to show me, when I at once seized

the opportunity to hurry off down stairs

and out on the piazza, where I stayed

until I thought my literary friend must

have got tired waiting for me. Then I

sneaked up to my room like a burglar,

and slipped into bed.

I hoped that my failure to reappear

would be taken as a slight, and that Mr.

Prince would treat me thereafter with

studied coldness, but no such good luck

awaited me.

At dinner the next night the fellow

was extra cordial, and when we strolled

out on the piazza afterwards he slipped a

bundle of cuttings into my hand, saying

that as I had enjoyed his yachting skit

so much he thought I would like to read

some of his other sketches.

""

This, I say, was but the beginning.

Before the week was out he had bored

everybody in the house with his " shop

talk, and a copy of Funlet was to be seen

in every room.

We were all afraid to start any sub-

ject at table, for it was sure to remind

Prince either of something he had once

written about or would suggest a theme

for him to treat at once.

And this was not the worst. We all

stood in dire terror of being introduced

bodily into Mr. Prince's tales, and each

made a desperate effort to have his per-

sonality as colorless as possible.

As may be imagined, all this was not

conducive to the serene enjoyment of

the delights of Great Beach Bay. We all

went about with a hunted look in our

eyes, and dreaded what the morrow

might bring forth.

But Prince himself thrived and flour-

ished like the traditional green bay tree.

The wretch positively grew fat, and had

evidently never had such a good time in

his life before.

Finally I could stand it no longer.

"It takes two to play any decent

game," I said to myself. " This Prince

has had his own way, in solitaire long

enough."

Then I devoted all the time I could

snatch from business, sleep, and the

Prince persecutions to thinking, and at

last I hit upon a plan I thought would

work.

To carry it out properly I was obliged

to take all my fellow boarders into my

confidence and request their aid. But

this, when they learned the end I had in

view, they were more than ready to give,

and we determined to carry the scheme

into effect the very next night at dinner.

" Oh, Mr. Prince," I began on that

occasion, even before I sat down, so that

he should not get ahead of me, you

must come in some day with me and go

through the works. You knowthe cloth

is first taken- " And I went on to give

a detailed account of the process em-

ployed in getting our print goods ready

for market.

66

When I felt myself nearing the limit

of my powers, I glanced meaningly

across the table at Dodkins, who is in

the hardware trade, and as soon as

I paused he broke in with : " Don't

you need a new razor, Mr. Prince? I

wish you would step in our store and let

me showyou a new line we have just re-

ceived from Sweden. Many people pre-

fer Sheffield steel, but the Swedish

article- And then he took his turn

at giving an exhaustive account of new

fads in the cutlery business .

""

As soon as he showed signs of weak-

ening, Mr. Tripper was ready to step in

with reminiscences of the building

trade, dating back to the fifties, and

after him came Mr. Severance, the

brewer, with an account of his experi-

ence with Canadian versus American

hops.

Each and all of these directed his.con-

versation pointedly to Mr. Prince, men-

tioning his name at frequent intervals,

so as not to permit his attention to

wander.

This carried us to the end of dessert,

and then, as soon as we adjourned to the

piazza, old Dr. Cuttle was ready to

thrust his arm through Prince's and

walk him off to listen to a description of

the most interesting post mortem he

ever conducted.

·
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I noticed that the " literary feller's "

legs tottered under him as he moved

away, and when the two came back an

hour later he looked positively ghastly

in the moonlight.

My plan was succeeding beyond my

hopes. He went straight to bed, dodg-

ing past the rest of us as though we had

some contagious disease. He did not ap-

pear the next morning at breakfast, and

that night at dinner he scarcely raised

his eyes from his plate.

Nor have we had any cause to com-

plain of him since. One dose of his own

medicine had been sufficient to rid us

of the annoyance.

DEATH OR DISHONOR.*

BY SEWARD W. HOPKINS.

A business trip that involved not only deadly peril, but torture as well. The harrowing

experiences of two men from New York who were considered inimical to the welfare

of Brazilian laborers.

SYNOPSIS OF CHAPTERS PREVIOUSLY PUBLISHED.

BOB EVENS and Walter Howard are sent by the North and South American Trading Company to buy

rubber lands in the forests of Brazil. The nativės, fearing the introduction of labor saving devices, im-

ported from the United States, will deprive them of the means of livelihood , organize themselves into

resistance. At their head is one Silva, who, journeying to Para on the same steamer with Evens and

Howard, at first pretends to be their friend, but after they have entered the forest on their quest, causes

them to be set upon by his men and brought to his plantation. Here he holds them in captivity until they

shall consent to write him an order on the Bank of Para for two million milreis-about one million dollars.

This they refuse to do, whereupon Silva begins the attempt to starve them into submission. But, antici-

pating some such move on his part, they have concealed portions of the food passed in to them from time

to time, and meanwhile having worked away at removing the adobes forming one of the walls of their

prison house, finally make their escape into the forest, where they nearly starve to death.

They are found by Silva's head overseer, who returns themto his master, and they are imprisoned again.

This time they are put in a room whose only window overlooks the river hundreds of feet below. They

bribe a servant to bring them a little water, and Silva-discovering this comes the next day and shoots

the man at their very feet.

CHAPTER XI.

WITH HOPE AT ITS LAST GASP.

ON

N an evening made dark by clouds,

two haggard men stood leaning

out of that open window above the

water. Their best and most familiar

friend would have difficulty in recogniz-

ing them as the two well dressed, pros-

perous looking Americans who had, but

a short time before, set gaily out upon a

matter of business for a wealthy firm.

The gaunt and hungry faces were

lighted by no ray of hope. The

malevolence of Silva had now reached

its highest point. They were being

starved to death .

gest to weaken those determined wills,

yet to save enough life to enable the

hands to sign a draft on the Para Bank,

had not accomplished its object.

Weak and miserable as they were,

these two men had resisted every temp-

tation for the few days that had fol-

lowed the murder of Pedro Lobano .

When thirst and hunger seemed about

to end their agony in madness, a seem-

ing kindness produced sufficient food

and water to stay the ravages. But with

the reviving energy the strong wills be-

came more determined not to yield to

the unjust demand of Silva.

Even were they sure of saving their

lives by signing away the money of the

company, they would not do it. They

were convinced that to yield would

simply be to hasten the cruel end .

All efforts to break the proud spirits

had failed. All torture of mind and

body that the wicked mind could sug-

*This story began in the June issue of THE ARGOSY. The two back numbers will be mailed to

any address on receipt of 20 cents.
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Finding himself beaten by the deter-

mination of the Americans, Silva had

forbidden his men to offer them any

more food. He would, he thought,

make one more effort just as starvation

had brought them almost to the point

of death. Then, with the draft, bear-

ing their united signatures, he could

send Alvelos to Para to draw the money,

and could easily end their lives and dis-

pose of their bodies so that no trace of

his crime would ever be discovered.

Silva reckoned with men. He knew

he had two brave Americans as captives.

He knew he had a strong, if slow, enemy

in Governor Fonseca. He knew he had

a constantly increasing army. TheseThese

were the only elements with which he

reckoned. He forgot, if indeed he had

ever thought, that a just God was over

all, and His watchful eye saw the island

of San Antonio as well as the prosper-

ous churches and cities of the world.

The ways of Providence are some-

times mysterious. They are always sub-

lime.

The two famishing men, with staring

eyes, looked down upon the dark stream

that swirled around the base of the rock.

Often during that hour had Evens

thought that Howard's plan to leap to

the river below and end it all, or fight

the waters to the shore, was best.

But each moment, as he almost

reached the determination to yield to

Howard's beseeching, some subtle in-

fluence held him back. Some spark of

something almost like hope would spring

to life within him.

"Wait," he whispered. " Wait a little

while. We can stand it for a few hours,

I guess.

وو

Far up the river a great black object

was meanwhile swinging with the cur-

rent, traveling constantly in the direc-

tion of the island. It was not a boat,

for it seemed to have arms that reached

from the water up towards the clouded

sky. It was not a man, for it was far too

large for human shape.

It was not a thing of life, for no mo-

tion was perceptible, save a slight sway-

ing as the current caught it first on one

side and then another.

It was a tree.

There is in South America a species of

palm called bythe natives, " Barrigona,"

or " big belly." It has a scientific name

much longer and less easy of compre-

hension. It grows to a considerable

height, its tall trunk surmounted by

spreading branches.

The peculiarity of this tree is that it

reaches its greatest girth, not at the base

of the trunk, but up near the lowest

branches. It swells here to the circum-

ference of fifteen or twenty feet, accord-

ing to the age of the tree and the con-

ditions under which it has grown.

These trees are used by the Indians

to form canoes. When the tree is old,

the interior of the distended trunk is

soft and pithy. It can easily be dug

out, the limbs trimmed, and a service-

able boat formed by nature ready to the

hand of man is there.

This great barrigona tree had been cut

by some Indians, and had been allowed

to escape in the tide, or had been blown

down by some heavy storm, or had been

in some other manner torn loose from its

native spot. It was now gliding towards

the Para River, where it would eventu-

ally meet with a current that would

bear it to the ocean and be lost in the

vast waste of water, where no man could

ever utilize it for any purpose.

But now a current was bearing it

steadily towards the island of San An-

tonio. The sentries on the southern

shore saw its dark, shadowy outline as it

swept down upon them, but having once

ascertained its nature, gave it no fur-

ther heed.

It seemed at one time as if the great

barrigona was going to cling to the

southern shore of the island . But the

current was running strong, and it

swung out again and rounded the eastern

end.

The two men looking down upon the

swirling waters saw the thing, and their

hearts for a moment almost stopped

beating. They thought it was a boat.

If so, did it contain enemies or friends ?

But they soon made out from the un-

certain motions that it was not a boat.

One of its longest branches caught on

the southern edge of the rocky promon-

tory and swung its great trunk in to-

wards the wall of rock. An eddy held it

fast, and it lay there, a great black ob-

ject, squarely under the prison window.

"What is that thing? " whispered

8 A
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Howard. "Can it be that Fonseca has

sent a gunboat to blow up the island?"

"No, it is not a boat," said Evens.

" It may be a mine they have let float

down. If it is, it will blow this rock to

pieces and us with it."

" Just as well," muttered Howard.

At that moment a rift in the clouds

appearing only for a moment-enabled

the keen eyes of Evens to see the object

clearly.

""
" It is a barrigona ! he cried.

"Don't you remember the Indians of

the Orinoco that used to ride over the

rapids on the trunks of those trees ?"

Howard's breath came fast. He

seemed to divine some of the inspiration

that had seized upon Evens.

" If we could only reach it ! " he whis-

pered.

The sky clouded again. The dark

object lay almost motionless under

the window-two hundred feet below.

Evens was trying to recall the shape of

the rocks that seemed so steep.

It did not take much effort. He had

studied that rocky wall for hours at a

time. He knew every inch of it that

could be seen from the window.

He knew that for twenty feet down,

the side was almost as smooth as the

wall of the room he was in. Then the

surface became jagged and broken. He

remembered crevices and jutting points,

to look at which, as the water swirled

beneath them, had made him dizzy.

"If we only had a rope ! " whispered

Howard.

For another moment Evens stood mo-

tionless, with his gaze riveted in a fas-

cinated way upon that silent tree.

66
Listen!" he said, turning abruptly

to Howard. Are you convinced that

it is Silva's purpose to kill us?"

"Great God! Is there any doubt?:

66

""

Since we have been in this prison

you have frequently wanted to leap from

the window to the river."

" Yes! Yes ! " said Howard fever-

ishly. " I want to now!

"I am ready."

ود

In the darkness Howard's eyes seemed

like some weird, unearthly lights as he

looked at his stronger and calmer com-

panion.

(6

What do you mean?"

"Listen. Calm yourself. You will

have need of all the nerve Silva's cruelty

has left us. Below there lies a craft

that will bear us away from this terrible

place. It is safer even than a boat, for

if it is seen by Silva's men no notice will

be taken of it. The thing is to reach it."

" It is a long leap from here. To

strike on the jutting rocks would be to

drop stunned into the water and drown.

It is even possible that the fall itself

would be too much for us."

" Bah! Suppose it is! Is it not bet-

ter to die making an attempt for liberty

than to go mad here and afford sport

for that monster ? "

" But wait. Below us the rock is not

so smooth. I believe if we could get

down about thirty or forty feet we would

find footholds and crevices to which our

fingers could cling. If we can get down

hundred feet the jump to the river

will be less hazardous."

Howard was panting. Suppose, after

all, this last attempt should end in fail-

ure. His already overtried nerves could

never stand it. He would go raving

mad.

"Take off your clothes."

They sat down, two feverish, trem-

bling men, and took off their shoes and

stockings. Their coats, vests, and trou-

sers soon lay in a heap on the floor.

Evens took up his own coat.

" What are you going to do ? " asked

Howard.

"Make a rope."

He picked at the seams with his teeth.

With a strength imparted by hope and

excitement, he tore the coat into its

original pieces.

Howard's followed . Then the trou-

sers. Howard's shirt was next. Evens.

had no linen shirt, his having gone to

make a light in Silva's subterranean

dungeon.

With nervous fingers Evens now tore

each piece into strips.

He tied these together, testing the

strength of every knot. With them all

he had a strong rope about twenty feet.

in length.

The next question was how to fasten.

one end in the window.

The long, hollow club which had saved.

them once from maddening thirst, and

had brought a cruel and sudden death

upon Pedro Lobano, was still in the
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room, perhaps as a mocking reminder

of their near approach to having some

one to assist them.

Evens picked it up. It was longer

by a foot than the window was wide.

He tied one end of the long rope to

this in the middle, and let the other end

down along the rocky wall.
66
Wait,"" he said. " If we have a

minute of light we will go."

The minute of light did not come for

an hour. But it came at last. There

was no fear of their being observed. No

eye could see them from the other por-

tions of the island.

"Who first ? " asked Evens.

" You," said Howard.

66

I'll try it. When you see me on the

tree come. If you fall I will get you."

With a prayer the desperate man

climbed out of the window. He seized

the rope. For a moment he swung per-

ilously over the water. Then hand

over hand he began to go down.

Howard watched him. He reached

the end of the smooth portion of wall,

twenty feet below. He hung there for a

while, groping for a foothold in the

rocks. To his relief they were not as

hopeless as they looked from above.

They were rough, jagged, and creviced

in a thousand places . Evens managed to

get a good hold and released the rope.

With bated breath Howard now saw

him continue his downward course.

Evens breathed scarcely at all. Inch by

inch, carefully, slowly, clinging like a

salamander to the rocks, he kept on,

never looking up.

It seemed an age-almost the whole

night-to Howard. Suddenly Evens

was lost to sight. Howard believed he

had fallen. But no, he came into view

again much farther down.

He had found an incut on the wall

that took him out of view from above,

and where the descent was easier.

At about fifteen feet above the river

he could climb down no more. The

rock was again smooth, affording no

hold. His hands were bleeding. The

flesh of his fingers was cut almost to the

bone.

His feet were in worse condition from

scraping on the rocks to find a place to

rest his toes.

But his heart was strong. He looked

down, measured the distance, and sprang

into the branches of the great bar-

rigona tree.

The impact gave an impulse to the

tree and it slowly left the rock. Evens

looked up. He already saw Howard

hanging in midair on the rope. If the

tree swept out into the strong current

it would be some distance off when How-

ard reached the water. But Evens was

powerless to stay its progress.

Howard, weaker than Evens, was

slower in his descent. He reached the

end of the rope. His heart misgave him.

He had scarcely strength to hold with

one hand while he felt for a crevice with

the other. He made the mistake of look-

ing down. He grew dizzy, relaxed his

hold, and fell.

"My God ! " breathed Evens, as he

sawthe form of his comrade come plung-

ing down.

Howard struck the water not far

from the tree. For two or three min-

utes after the splash there was no sign

of him. But then he rose face upward,

and Evens saw that he was unconscious.

It did not takeamoment for the brave

fellowto decide what to do. He plunged

in, grasped the unconscious form with

his bleeding hands, and swam back with

his burden to the tree.

It was only by an almost superhuman

effort that he drew the senseless form up

into the branches. But, once there,

there was a secure resting place.

The tree was now fifty feet from the

island and was in the current. Evens

found that Howard still breathed, and

felt sure that he would recover.

He crouched in the branches and re-

mained motionless, lest some keen and

prying eye on the island detect the mov-

ing form on the tree.

It was a terribly perilous ride. But

they were free ! Free!

After an hour, the shape of the island

was but dimly made out in the darkness.

Evens knew that the tree could not be

seen by Silva. Thank Heaven, the army

of the insurgents had not yet acquired

possession of a searchlight.

Evens could see lights on the western

portion of the island moving among the

trees. Fires burned in the forests. As

was usual among these people, they were

holding their revelries at night.
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Evens, watching Howard, saw him

move. A slight moan came from him.

Evens reached out, touched his face,

and spoke.

66 Do know
you

me, Walt?"

"Yes," came a whisper. " I-can't-

get hold of anything.'

""

" You're all right," said Evens sooth-

ingly. " You are on the barrigona."

But Howard made no response. His

feeble system could not do more than

catch at consciousness, and he relapsed.

But to have heard his voice was en-

couraging to Evens, and a prayer of

thanks again ascended to that Omnipo-

tent Power to Whom he felt they owed

so much.

CHAPTER XII.

A RESPITE.

SOME mention has been made in these

pages of Don Rafo Barboso, a wealthy

planter of the Tocantins valley. His

hacienda was one of the finest private

residences in Brazil.

The plantation extended some ten

miles along the Tocantins, and twice

as far back to the great pampas beyond.

The natural products of this great

estate were of the most diversified na-

ture. Thousands of acres of the caout-

chouc forests stretched along the south-

ern boundary of the estate. Tropical

fruits in abundance grew in several

places.

But these were not what had made

Don Rafo famous. In fact, he was de-

sirous of disposing of these forests to

the American Company in order to rid

himself of hundreds of negro laborers

who were completely under the influ-

ence of the avaidores, and a menace to

Barbosa's peace.

The real business of Don Rafo was

modern farming. He had conceived the

idea that the rich lands of the Tocantins

valley could be made to yield the various

cereals that were now brought from a

distance, and also that the raising of

sheep, domestic fowl, and cattle could

be managed successfully and made re-

munerative.

Great stables, barns, sheep sheds, all

the necessary farm buildings, stood in

convenient spots. Vast herds of horses

and cattle roamed on the pampas. Great

quantities of products not native to

Brazil were beginning to find their way

from Barbosa's well tilled farm to Bra-

zilian ports.

The most remarkable thing about

Barbosa's place was his house. What

he loved best were his wife, Donna

Terese, and his daughter, Señorita

Mencia.

The donna was superb, Mencia beau-

tiful ; the mansion grand. In fact, the

common name for the house in Para was

the" Casa Grande."

It was about three hundred feet in

width, and as deep from front to rear.

It inclosed a magnificent patio.

The front portion of the Casa Grande

was two stories in height. Its great

stretch of frontage was relieved by many

architectural tricks, such as hanging bal-

conies, projecting windows, and carved

stone set in relief.

The rest of the house was one story,

and contained bedrooms, baths, serv-

ants' quarters, and kitchens. Water

was supplied by windmills and a private

system on the estate.

It was a peculiarity of Don Rafo that

he never trusted a negro or half breed

near his family. His servants and

guards were the few original Tocantins

Indians now remaining.

These copper hued thoroughbreds

were brave, cleanly, easily taught, and

faithful. All the servants of the house-

hold were male. A dozen had been

trained as soldiers, and these were ever

on guard, armed with modern rifles.

Don Rafo felt perfectly safe in mak-

ing journeys to distant cities, knowing

that his wife and daughter were under

the protection of men who would die in

their service.

As the Casa Grande was the most re-

markable thing about this great planta-

tion, so the tower was the most striking

thing about the Casa Grande.

This tower, which the far seeing Bar-

bosa had erected even before his great

house was completed, stood a short dis-

tance from the southern corner of the

front portion of the mansion. It was

higher even than the second story, and

was connected with the building only by

a bridge to the roof.

And on that bridge there stood day
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and night two of the faithful Tocantins,

armed with rifles.

The lower part of this tower was

merely solid masonry. Above this there

was a room containing a bed and a store

of such necessities as a besieged family

might want. Above this again, reached

by a winding staircase, was a room in

which rifles, ammunition, and the other

munitions of war were kept.

From this room small loopholes com-

manded the roof of the house and the

surrounding land. Then, above all, was

the parapet of the roof.

The bridge was controlled by a lever

in the gun room, and could be raised

from the roof or lowered at will.

The Casa Grande was splendidly fur-

nished, Barbosa's wealth being at the

disposal of two ladies of taste, his wife

and daughter. In their magnificent

home they found much comfort, but

often longed for the society of others of

their own rank in life.

It was to return to this home, in

which he invariably found sweet wel-

come, that Don Rafo Barbosa set his

face and turned the prow of his new

steamer when it had come from the ship-

yard at Para, and had been laden with

the new agricultural implements Bar-

bosa had imported.

The steamer looked smart in her

fresh coat of paint. She had been re-

christened the Mencia, after the

planter's daughter. As a matter of fact,

the boiler and other machinery of the

steamer were about as old as they could

be and still perform service.

The craft carried but five men as

crew, was a side wheeler, and was pur-

chased for the purpose of rendering Bar-

bosa independent of the unreliable river

service, so that he might get his produce

to Para at any time he wished.

From that city it could be shipped to

distant ports.

The captain and pilot of the steamer

was a swarthy half breed named Fran-

cisco Disterro. The engineer was José

Goyaz. Besides these there were two

deck hands and a cook.

Barbosa regretted the necessity for

placing his steamer in the hands of men

he knew nothing of, but there was no

help for it. Among the twelve hundred

workmen on his plantation, there were

no engineers and pilots, and had there.

been, Barbosa would have liked them

no better, unless they were Tocantins.

And these were scarce and were all

needed at the Casa Grande.

The Mencia, on her first trip to the

plantation, was plowing along up the

river, having been out from Para since

long before daylight. In the far dis-

tance the gleam of a white building on

the island of San Antonio could be seen.

Señor Barbosawas sitting in the cabin

of his new possession , placidly smoking

a black cigar, and planning further im-

provements in methods that would in-

sure increased returns .

His repose was rudely broken by a

deck hand who burst into the cabin

without ceremony.

" Señor," he exclaimed, " there are

two men in a tree ! "

Barbosa looked at him very much as

if he had announced the important fact

that there was a man in the moon. He

knew the steamer was a mile from shore.

What had he to do with men in trees ?

" One is dead, señor, and the other is

waving his hand. I think they are

Americanos."

Barbosa went out of the cabin as

though propelled by electricity.

Where?" he demanded.
66

Right in the path of the steamer was

a great barrigona tree, with one half

naked man lying as if dead in the

spreading branches, and another, with

even less clothing, astride the swollen

trunk.

The ghastly and emaciated appear-

ance of the man on the trunk filled Bar-

bosa with a feeling of horror.

66

" Help! " cried the suffering man .

We are Americans."

Barbosa gave orders like
whirlwind.

A boat was lowered and two men got

into it. It sped to the tree . Right in

among the branches the powerful rowers

sent its prow, and poor Howard was

taken from his perch.

He still breathed, but whether he

could be revived or not was a question.

The boat now went to the aid of

Evens, who sank shivering in the bot-

tom.

Howard was first handed up to Bar-

bosa, who placed him upon a sofa in the

cabin, and went back to help Evens.
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The latter, brave, strong, resourceful as

he had been, had reached his limit of

endurance, as Howard had reached his

the night before.

His bruised feet stepped on the hot

deck, his eyes swept round him, and a

look of hope seemed to be striving with

despair for the mastery in his face.
""

Who are you? he asked, as he saw

the kind face of the rich planter.

66

" I," said Barbosa, as his eye took in

the bleeding fingers, the hungry face,

the torn feet, am Don Rafo Barbosa.

You are the friends of the United States

consul. Whatever has befallen you, I

know not. But you are now in the

hands of a friend."

Evens put one hand to his head, drew

the worn fingers across his brow, and

sank down at Barbosa's feet unconscious.

He was placed by the side of Howard,

and some liquor, which Barbosa had also

imported along with plows and harrows,

was opened. A quantity was forced

down the throat of each of the men.

The steamer went on. The barrigona,

having performed its duty, swept on

with the current to the sea.

CHAPTER XIII.

A SNAKE IN THE GRASS.

IT must not be understood that the

gathering of Silva's army had altered,

to any great extent, the usual placid

course of events on most of the planta-

tions in the Tocantins valley.

In Brazil, as in several other coun-

tries of South America, men sleep right

alongside a rebellion , and do not show

the least interest until the ultimate suc-

cess of one side or the other seems as-

sured. Then these faltering ones rush

to form an alliance with the stronger.

It was so, to a great extent, with this

revolution of Silva's. The man had,

undoubtedly, the sympathy of the ma-

jority of those in the valley who worked

for hire.

Their indolent masters had allowed

the business of their estates to fall so

completely into the hands of their over-

seers, and these overseers had grown so

insolent in their advantages, that many

of the plantations, like that of Señor

Hernandez, were under the control of

an overseer and avaidore in one and the

same man.

But though Silva had his sympathi-

zers, it was no easy task to get them to

take up arms.

Governor Fonseca was known as a

hard fighter. He had put down more

than one uprising within the province

over which he was the executive.

Further, he had the strong backing

of the federal government. Thus, men

waited to see how the thing was going

to look after a battle or two had taken

place before they forfeited what they

now certainly possessed for the chance

of gaining more, with the prospect of

failure.

Alvelos, as we have already seen, was

the overseer of one of the two largest

plantations in the valley. By virtue of

his additional business as an avaidore he

controlled the majority of the men on

Don Rafo's magnificent estate.

Up and down the valley rode Alvelos,

fomenting with all his arts the bitter

feeling that was becoming so prevalent

against foreigners, and the administra-

tion that favored them.

But even this exacting duty did not

wholly absorb the mind of the overseer.

He had a good many fish to fry, one way

and another, two certain purposes being,

however, always most prominent in his

thoughts.

One was the acquisition of a vast for-

tune through the methods he had em-

ployed so long, and the other was the

acquisition of Señorita Mencia Barbosa

for a wife.

This project carried with it a portion

ofthe other, for Mencia would undoubt-

edly inherit the great fields and fortune

of her father.

So, among all his manifold duties as

overseer, avaidore, chief of staff to Silva,

and what not, he still found time to

visit the hacienda often enough to keep

himself prominently before the young

lady whose fortune was his idol.

We find him one day riding slowly

along a road that extended southerly

along the west bank of the lagoon, smok-

ing placidly, and thinking, perhaps, of

the time when Silva would take Fon-

seca's place, and he, Alvelos, was the ad-

mired commander of the army of Para.

Not that Alvelos knew anything
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about soldiering. But to wear a fine

uniform, live in great style, and have

a pretty wife- not a bad ambition for

an overseer.

As he drew near the great house of

Señor Barbosa, his eyes lighted up as he

swept them over the broad, well tilled,

and fertile acres. Some day they would

be his.

At the present time it was largely to

his advantage it was absolutely essen-

tial to the growth of his fortune-for

him to sympathize with the negroes and

rail against the importation of ma-

chinery that enabled two men to do

the work of ten. But, after all , he had

a sneaking admiration for Barbosa's

methods. And when he was rich, the

husband of Mencia, and the owner of

the Casa Grande, he could drop the

mask and continue in the successful

steps of Barbosa.

Alvelos, as an avaidore, was getting

rich. When he was rich enough, he

could throw off the assumed love he had

for the blacks.

He rode straight to the broad piazza

of the Casa Grande, where Señora Bar-

bosa and Mencia were sitting in their

accustomed shady nook. Two or three

of the faithful Tocantins were to be seen

near, and the two on the bridge stood

like statues.

"Buenas dias, Donna Terese," said

Alvelos, dismounting and letting his

horse browse. "Señorita Mencia, I

greet you. Is Don Rafo not at home?
""

"No," said Mencia's mother, speak-

ing in a friendly way. “ He has not yet

returned from Para. We cannot im-

agine what detains him for so long a

time. I sincerely trust no harm has be-

fallen him."

" Oh, no harm, surely," rejoined Al-

velos. Then, at an invitation from Don-

na Terese, he took a seat on the piazza.

It must be remembered that the

ladies and the Tocantins in Barbosa's

household had as yet learned nothing of

the insurrection.

Alvelos lighted cigarette and

smoked as he chatted. He strove to

bring smiles to the lips of Mencia with

jokes and Alvelos had a ready wit.

" I am greatly disappointed in not

meeting Don Rafo," he said. "Yes,

greatly disappointed."

"Had you important business with

Don Rafo? " asked the señora.

Alvelos cast a meaning look at Men-

cia, causing that girl's heart to beat with

painful swiftness.

" Important ! The most important

business that a man ever had," he re-

plied. " I wish to ask of him the privi-

lege of
""

A shrill whistle sounded from the

lagoon. Both ladies rose hastily to their

feet. Alvelos, too, wondering what

steamer this could be, stood craning his

neck towards the farthest point at which

a boat ascending the igaripe could come

into view.

"A new steamer ! " he exclaimed, as

the white bow of Barbosa's boat shot be-

fore the clearing .

Barbosa, standing in the bow, waved

his hand. Overjoyed at the safe return

of the husband and father, the ladies

walked towards the wharf, at which Bar-

bosa's flatboats, his former means of

transporting goods, had always been

loaded.

Alvelos walked with them, getting his

false lips in shape to give the returning

planter a greeting.

The dark eyes of Barbosa rested upon

him for a moment, and Alvelos was con-

scious of an uneasy feeling.

"Good day, Don Rafo," he said.

" This is quite a surprise you have pre-

pared for your friends. A fine steamer,

and the nameis Mencia. Did you notice

that, señorita ?

Barbosa, without answering, attended

to the work of bringing the boat to the

wharf. Then he kissed his wife and

daughter, and refused the hand Alvelos

held out to him.

Both ladies turned pale, for this was

a shooting matter with men of the Al-

velos stamp.

"You insult me, Alvelos, by your

presence here," said Barbosa. "I wish

to tell you that I am fully aware of your

evil work."

Alvelos' face twitched spasmodically.

" Don Rafo, you have met with

crooked tongues," he said. " What evil

tale have you heard?tale have you heard ? Who has dared

calumniate me?
""

Barbosa uttered a short, harsh laugh,

and then gave a low whistle. The door

of the cabin opened and a man came out.
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Alvelos' countenance now became a

study in chagrin, astonishment, and

baffled rage. Evens stood before him—

Evens, thin, but calm, with his fingers

bandaged, a suit of neat white linen from

Barbosa's stock he was bringing home

for his own use, and a mocking smile on

his hungry face.

" You see, Alvelos, it is of no use to

deny anything," said Barbosa. " Let me

tell you that the story of your work

shall be given to Governor Fonseca at

once. The imprisonment of these two

Americans, and the assembling of the

insurgent army, will be punished severe-

ly."

At the mention of an insurgent army,

the señora and Mencia gasped and

looked terrified.

"You need not fear," went on Bar-

bosa, turning to them. " No sooner had

I heard the story of these unfortunate

young men than my mind was made up

at once. As soon as I can get the

steamer unloaded, she shall return to

Para, carrying you, my wife, and you,

my daughter, and these young Ameri-

cans. They came to see me on business,

but have fallen into the hands of a band

of cutthroats and robbers. They will

return to Para with you, and after Fon-

seca has put down this uprising against

his authority, they will come hither and

make us a visit."

As Barbosa finished speaking they

heard the hoof beats of a horse. Alvelos,

for the moment neglected, had seized

the opportunity to get away.
66

I'll settle with him some other

time," said Evens.

Don Rafo now proceeded to give the

ladies a brief sketch of what had befal-

len the two Americans, and Mencia, in

particular, seemed much interested in

the handsome fellow whose rugged

strength and wonderful nerve had

brought him and his companion to

safety.

But it was really Howard, white and

weak, to whom her generous sympathies

went out. He looked so ill, lying there

on the cabin sofa, and so feeble com-

pared with Evens, that a wave of feeling

rushed over both ladies as they greeted

him.

He was not yet able to walk, but was

fully conscious, having had the best of

care since Barbosa had found them on

the barrigona. He, like Evens, was

dressed in a white suit.

With the assistance of two Tocantins

they got Howard 'to the house, where he

was placed in a comfortable bed in a

luxurious room, and one of the Indians

detailed to wait on him.

Bob," he said, looking up with a

smile, as the Tocantin began waving a

fan to cool the air in the room,
" the

change from the direst distress to the

lap of luxury in the twinkling of an eye

is too great. I think I am delirious."

" Oh, señor, you are beginning to im-

prove already," observed Mencia with a

smile.
66
Do you really think it is necessary

for us to go to Para? " asked the señora

when she had Barbosa alone for a mo-

ment.

" Indeed, yes. I feel it very urgent.

On no other account would I be sep-

arated from you."

"But we have the Indians, and the

tower."

" Truly, as you say, we have. But

this valley-this very spot-may be the

theater of a bloody war. That rascal

Silva and Alvelos are gathering men on

the island of San Antonio. And as we

came up through the lagoon I saw signs

that were unmistakable. I believe

camps are forming in other places."

Donna Barbosa sighed. She did not

wish to go to Para. She did not wish to

leave her beautiful home. But she had

always obeyed Don Rafo, and had never

had reason to find fault with his judg-

ment.

She had two of her servants begin

preparations to depart.

Leaving the señora thus employed,

and Howard in the care of Mencia and

the Indian, Don Rafo at once began the

unloading of his cargo. Evens walked

to the wharf to watch the operation.

In some mysterious manner the news

of the steamer, her cargo, and her Amer-

ican passengers, had spread all over the

estate. Negroes and half breeds came

from every industry on the place, and

looked with frowns and forbidding faces

at the new farming implements that

were being placed on the wharf.

Overseers came, too, inspected , flat-

tered Don Rafo, and then had horses
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drag the machines to the places where

they belonged.

One huge negro, who seemed to be a

person of some influence among his fel-

lows, stood sullenly watching the men

take the things out of the steamer. His

small black eyes would furtively search

Evens' face.

Having become weary of watching, he

walked to Evens, giving Barbosa a wide

berth.

" Is it true, señor," he asked, " that

these are machines made in your coun-

try?

""

" Yes," said Evens.

" And is it true that with these ma-

chines a few men can do the work of

many?

""

"Yes, I believe so.'

66

ود

And you have come to work the ma-

chines for Don Rafo ? "

" I?

ness.
""

Oh, no ! I came on other busi-

"To buy the rubber forests ? "

"Yes."

A peculiar look passed over the face

of the big negro and he strode away.

CHAPTER XIV.

THE STORM BREAKS.

UNDER the care of such hospitable

nurses as the señora and Mencia, even

Howard's weakness gave way and he

gained rapidly. Evens, of course, was

still suffering the effects of his imprison-

ment and long abstinence from food.

But he could now eat a good meal, and

his bruised fingers bothered him more

than anything else.

That evening they sat on the piazza

talking seriously of past events. Evens

had informed Barbosa of the conversa-

tion which had taken place between the

negro and himself on the wharf.

Barbosa was decidedly uneasy. It was

clear to him that mischief was brewing

on his own estate. The hatred that his

men had towards improved machinery

was no secret.

He had not expected any outbreak.

But now the atmosphere seemed charged

with some ominous warning. Men

could be seen in the moonlight talking

in groups.

Frequently Barbosa would glance up

at his tower as if contemplating the pos-

sibility of taking up quarters there for

the night.

Suddenly a form was seen skulking

along in the shadows . of a row of low

bushes left to form a hedge. Barbosa

instinctively put his hand on his revolv-

er. He withdrew it, however, when

he saw that the man was one of his most

trusted overseers.

" Señor," said this man, coming by

shadowy ways to the piazza, " I have

come here at the risk of my life to warn

you."

"To warn me? Is there anything

wrong, Rocco? "

"Yes. Everything is wrong. Alvelos

has been among the men and turned

them all against you."
""

"What seems to be the trouble?

asked Barbosa calmly. " Is it the new

lot of machines?
""

Rocco waved his hand as if in despair.

"The machines, yes, señor. The men

do not like them. But that is not all.

There is a revolution."

"Do you mean that started by Silva

and Alvelos ? "

66 Yes, señor."

But that is a very small one, as yet.

I do not think we need greatly fear hav-

ing Silva and Alvelos for our masters,

Rocco."

We are very near it now.
It seems

that you told Alvelos that the señora

and the señorita were to go to Para to-

morrow, and the two Americanos."

66

"Yes," said Barbosa, fidgeting . " I

said it in his hearing.

" Alvelos is determined that neither

the ladies nor the two Americanos shall

go . He has been among the men and

told them that the Americanos have

come with the machines, and more

would follow. That they were to take

the places of your field hands. He also

told them the Americanos were going to

buy all the rubber forests, and so no

native Brazilian would have any more

work."

"Well?" questioned Barbosa, as Roc-

co stopped.

"The men are inflamed. They are

mad. They swear that the two Amer-

icanos shall be killed. They will smash

the machines. The new steamboat also

is not liked. It took many flatboats and
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men, señor, to get the stuff to Para.

Now one steamer will do it, and the men

are not of our place."

" But we have no pilots or engineers

here."

" The men do not reason that way.

They declare they will not submit to any

change that robs them of work. They

demand that the old way of working be

restored and that the machinery be sent

away.

""

"Then, they are undoubtedly con-

templating an attack."

" Yes. I came to tell you that it

would be best for you and the ladies and

the two Americanos
to go on board the

boat now and get away as soon as you

can. If you wait longer
, it may be too

late."

"Did Alvelos say any
""

more?

"Your daughter is not to be allowed

to go to Para. When the men have had

their way and the attack is made, and

the Americanos killed, he will come and

end it-making it conditional that he

receives your promise that the señorita

shall be his wife."

Barbosa shuddered, but set his teeth

hard.

66

" Come! " he said to his wife and

daughter, who had not heard the con-

versation. You must go at once.

Things are very black. Alvelos has been

making mischief among the men. Roc-

co says an attack is likely to be made on

the casa tonight. We must get you

and the Americans away before this

happens."

They all stood for a few minutes,

scarcely knowing what to do first. That

there was some cause for anxiety, all

admitted. But it seemed absurd to

think that that great establishment was

to be disrupted, and men were to be

killed, merely because a few American

machines had been imported to improve

the work.

But Evens, who had had considerable

experience among the ignorant laborers

of Brazil and other countries, knew that

this bitter feeling against improvements

that worked against the useless and in-

dolent among them was universal.

Even while they pondered, a hoarse

roar was heard from some farm build-

ings in the rear. They ran beyond the

corner of the casa to look.

A great red tongue of flame was shoot-

ing upward.ing upward. The glare showed hun-

dreds of men, an armed mob, dragging

from the burning building the new

agricultural implements, and destroy-

ing them.

Barbosa and his family looked for a

moment with sinking hearts at this real

evidence that the men had revolted.
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" My heavens ! " cried Barbosa sud-

denly. We are too late ! To the tower,

friends ! To the tower! The mob is

coming! "

And, between them and the burning

building, there was a hustling mob of a

hundred blacks surging like a troubled

sea, making for the Casa Grande, filling

the air with mad cries of:

" Kill the Americanos ! Kill them!

We will have no foreigners to take our

places ! Kill the two that are here, so

no more will come! "
ود

With pale face Barbosa gave his

orders. The Tocantins assembled.

Taking Howard, and leading the way

for the others, they rushed to the roof

and across the bridge.

The rumble of the lifting machinery

had not died away before the forms of

a dozen mad blacks were seen on the

roof.

"The steamboat! The steamboat! "

came a cry from below, and another por-

tion of the crazed mob made for the

wharf.

In another instant there came the

sound of rifles, and the steamer glided

out on the calm lagoon.

And then from the roof of the Casa

Grande came a voice, recognized as that

of the big negro who had accosted

Evens.

<<
Señor Don Rafo Barbosa ! " he

shouted, " we give you one chance.

Turn over the Americanos to us, or we

will destroy your house, all that is in it,

and your family. What answer do you

give, señor ? "

The great form stood out in bold re-

lief in the moonlight. A rifle gleamed

in the tower. The quick eye of the

planter glanced along its barrel . There

came a sharp report, then a wild

scream.

The big negro fell from the roof to

the ground with Don Rafo's answer in

his heart.

(To be continued.)



A STUMBLE INTO LUCK .

BY HORACE G. SMITH.

A tale of ranchmen and the victim of their spite, being a case of circumstantial evidence that

came within one of sending the wrong man into another world with a noose about his

neck.

JACK BRAYTON told me this story treatment of the other herders couldwhen he came East last winter to

visit his old friends, see something of

New York, and ultimately to carry off

the prettiest girl in our set to grace his

"Wild Western " home.

When Jack first went West "to look

about him," and before he had fully de-

cided to make that wild and woolly

country his future home, he went to

work on Fred Everleigh's ranch (Fred

was an old friend of his father's) with

the purpose of learning the business of

stock raising.

After a couple of years spent with

Everleigh, he bought the Silver Bullet

Ranch ; but that has nothing whatever

to do with this story, for the occurrences

he related to me, and which I now here

repeat, took place some time before

that, during his cow punching experi-

ence at Everleigh's .

The boys who worked for Everleigh

were about the average sort of chaps

that one meets on a stock ranch-some

well educated Eastern fellows , who had

come West like Jack "to look about

them "; a few who had been born and

brought up in the country, or emigrated

there early, and a few more who were

doubtless renegades from other States-

for one mustn't be too particular whom

he hires for herders in the West.

But altogether, Everleigh's crowd

were rather above the average in point

of respectability.

Besides these several classes of indi-

viduals, whom Jack laughingly referred

to as " the happy family," there was a

young Mexican-hardly more than a

boy, in fact-called Miguel.

Being the only " greaser " on the

ranch, Miguel naturally had rather a

hard time of it ; but he was devoted to

Everleigh (or seemed to be), and the

not drive him away.

Miguel was a dark skinned youth,

with jet black eyes, straight hair like

an Indian (in fact, there may have been

some Indian blood in him; many of

those Mexicans are mixed up in like

manner), who, when he mounted a horse,

seemed part of the animal itself, so nat-

urally and easily did he ride.

He took care of the horses which

Everleigh himself rode, did the errands

of the ranch, and otherwise made him-

self useful.

(6
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To the average ranchman's mind,

greaser " is a term synonymous with

thief," for the American of the West

has had such ample experience in the

matter of Mexican honesty that all are

looked upon alike.

Everleigh, however, regarded Miguel

as a faithful assistant, and would listen

to nothing against the boy, although

some of the herders seemed very desir-

ous of getting the youngster into

trouble.

If a pipe was lost or a jack knife mis-

laid, some one would be sure to suggest

Miguel as the cause of the disappearance

of the article ; and if any of the rougher

fellows on the ranch became angry with

him, the boy would have to listen to the

vilest kind of abuse.

Everleigh wouldn't allow it if he was

about, but the boy wouldn't play the

sneak and tell him when he wasn't there

to hear, and so suffered these indignities

in silence.

A time came, however, when there

was a case brought against the young

Mexican which Everleigh had to listen

to, and it came about in this way :

The overseer, Bill Smollet, went down

to Tombstone one day and drew three

hundred dollars from the bank for
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Everleigh. Coming home about supper

time, he forgot all about the money for

the moment, and tossing his coat (in

the pocket of which he had placed the

money in an old wallet) on a bench in

the wash room, he went in to supper.

A few minutes later Miguel came in

and, after remaining some time in the

wash room (presumably to wash up), sat

down to supper. Later, when Bill went

into the office to give Everleigh the

money, greatly to his surprise, the wal-

let had disappeared .

At first Bill was scared over the loss

of the money, and then he gave way to a

choice string of profanity, which, upon

investigation by Everleigh and Jack,

who happened to be present, was caused

by the certainty in Bill's mind that

Miguel was the thief.

Smollet, although filling the position

of overseer of the ranch, had always

been one of the boy's fiercest enemies,

and at first Everleigh thought the accu-

sation the result of mere spite.

Bill's story was so circumstantial,so circumstantial,

however, and the evidence pointed so

strongly to Miguel, that Everleigh called

him in and examined him.

The Mexican denied all knowledge of

the money, and despite Smollet's loud

accusations, both Everleigh and Jack

were strongly inclined to believe the

boy. But nobody else had been in the

wash room after Bill came in except

Miguel, and there the case stood.

" We'll wait to see what turns up,"

Everleigh said at last. " I'm not going

to accuse the boy on such flimsy evidence

as this."

" Flimsy evidence ! " cried Smollet

angrily; " I call it a clear case. If I had

command here I'd string the little rascal

up until he squealed and told us where

he'd hid it."

" That will do," said Everleigh sharp-

ly, and Bill slammed out of the office

just about bursting with rage.

He was an ugly fellow when he was

roused, especially when in liquor, and it

was quite evident to both Jack and the

ranch owner that he had been drinking

while in town.

Everleigh did nothing about the loss

of the money that night, and very early

the next morning, as previously ar-

ranged, Jack and Miguel started for the

range, Smollet accompanying them to

take orders to the herders already there.

Bill treated Miguel as meanly as he

dared all the way, but the boy bore his

taunts in silence, although it made

Jack's blood boil to hear the fellow.

Finally he told Bill to drop the subject,

as he had heard the boy badgered all he

proposed to, and the overseer, who

rather feared young Brayton, both be-

cause ofhis physical proportions and his

influence with the owner, sullenly

obeyed.

The route to that part of the range

on which the cattle were grazing took

the trio along the Tombstone road for

four or five miles, and then the trail

branched off into the low hills on the

south.

Near this spot Bill Smollet rode into

a thicket at one side and at once reap-

peared bearing a jug of liquor. Evi-

dently he had hidden it there the day

before, and that was his reason for being

so anxious to go out to the range upon

this occasion .

Fred Everleigh was very strict about

the use of liquor by the men, and had he

known of this flagrant disobedience on

Smollet's part, would have discharged

the overseer at once.

Jack knew what would be the imme-

diate result of the introduction of this

liquor supply among the rough fellows

on the range. He had been present at

several such orgies already, and was

more than half convinced that it was his

duty to inform Everleigh of the matter.

Miguel always had a harder time

when the men were drunk, and upon this

occasion, at sight of the jug, the boy

actually paled with fear . He knew the

lawless natures of the fellows far better

than did Jack.

Three miles or so from the Tomb-

stone trail theyfound the herders' camp ;

and to increase Jack's uneasiness, the

men gathered there proved to be the

roughest and hardest of, the crowd.

They came eagerly to meet the over-

seer, and it was quite evident that the

jug had been expected .

Jack tried to persuade two or three

of the best natured fellows to let the

stuff alone and go back to the herd, but

he might just as well have sought to

turn a pack of coyotes from their feast.



A STUMBLE INTO LUCK. 123

They were fairly crazy for the liquor,

and it looked like a race to see who

could get drunk the quickest.

Miguel, of course, came in for his

share of abuse, and when the crowd was

in that delightful state known as

"about half shot," Smollet bethought

himself of the trouble over the money

on the evening before, and loudly de-

clared his suspicions of the poor little

Mexican.

"Burn me ef that hain't jest what I

been ' spectin'," cried Tom Murray, the

biggest and one of the ugliest in the

crowd. " That comes o' havin' a dirty

greaser erbout hyar with respectable

men.
""

" 'D oughter string 'em up-ev'ry last

one of 'em," another added.

Miguel looked at Jack in sudden fear.

The men were drinking heavily, and all

of them had their eyes bent upon him

most ferociously.

Jack Brayton was his only friend, and

he did not realize the gravity of the

situation .

" String him up-that's what! "

yelled Bill, staggering towards where

the Mexican boy was at work among the

pots and kettles.

" No, no," cried a young fellow who

up to this time had been undemonstra-

tive. " Le's give him a fair trial 'n'

then string him up."

"Bully for you," said ' Najah, falling

in with the plan. " I'll be sheriff," he

added, making a grab for the boy and

catching him by the shoulder. " I'll be

sheriff, an' you fellers kin bring on yer

court."

Jack here began to interfere.

" Let the boy alone, Tom," he said

sharply. " You fellows have got alto-

gether too much drink down to know

what you're about. Come, drop him, I

say."

""

" I'll drop you ! " Murray exclaimed,

with a fierce oath .

"We won't have no interference with

such a white livered chap as you," added

the fellow called ' Najah, threateningly.

"A man ' at feels himself too good ter

drink with us had better clear out."

"You scamp, you ! " exclaimed Jack,

who has a temper of his own and could

never be accused of a lack of bravery ;

get out of my way or I'll give you
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something that will lay you by longer

than this spree's liable to .'

He tried to force his way into the

circle to rescue the boy, but two or three

of the half tipsy fellows pulled him

back. Quick as lightning Jack wound

the lash of his " bull whip " around his

waist and struck out with the short,

thick handle of the weapon.

'Najah went down before the first

blow like a log, and another fell back

howling and rubbing his arm, but they

were too many for him, and tearing

himself away, he ran over to the horses,

and, leaping upon his own, sped away

down the trail.

A volley of curses and even a pistol

shot or two followed him, but they only

served to urge him on faster.

He was thoroughly alive to Miguel's

danger now. The anger of the drunken

crowd would be vented upon the de-

fenseless boy, and what might they not

do ere he could reach the ranch and

arouse Everleigh and the other men?

He spurred his horse more and more

swiftly until, just as he rounded the

clump of bushes at the junction of

the trail where Smollet had hidden the

jug of whisky, the animal stumbled,

plunged forward, and threw Jack clear

over her head.

" Kate ! I declare I wouldn't have

thought that of you ! " Jack exclaimed,

leaping up little the worse for his tum-

ble, and gazing seriously at the mare,

who had recovered herself and now

stood quietly by. "You never-by all

that's lucky, what's this?

""

He fairly shouted out in delight, and,

dropping upon his knees, seized an ob-

ject which lay half hidden beneath a

stone. It was a brown leather wallet,

filled to bursting with bank notes. The

wallet Bill Smollet had lost !

He was in the saddle again in an in-

stant and tore back over the trail

towards the herders' camp.

He was not a moment too soon, for

the whisky crazed crowd, having fin-

ished their mockery of a trial, had al-

ready placed Miguel, crying and pray-

ing for mercy, beneath a tree with a

lariat around his neck.

" Here's Brayton ! What does he

want now? " shouted somebody.

"Would you murder the boy? " Jack
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cried, waving the wallet over his head.

" The money's found. I found it just

where Bill dropped it in the trail when

he hid that jug yesterday. He never

took it to the ranch at all!
""

"It's found? That settles it, I

reckon," "Najah declared . " That clears

the greaser, boys."

" But it don't clear Bill," growled

Tom Murray. " What'd he wanter say

he kerried the money up ter the ranch

for, ef he didn't ? "
""

" Guess we'd better have a lynchin'

arter all," some one suggested pleas-

antly.

In spite ofthe whisky he had imbibed,

Smollet's face fairly turned pale.

" We'll have nothing of the kind,"

.
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said Jack sharply, leaping from his

horse, but we will have some fun of

another kind. Bill Smollet," he added,

stepping towards the overseer, and roll-

ing back his cuffs, " you did your pret-

tiest to get Miguel into trouble. Now

I'm going to give you a little the worst

thrashing you ever had."

And knowing Jack's temper and

Jack's muscle, I think, very likely, that

he was as good as his word.

But he did not allow the matter to

drop there. He went to Everleigh at

once and related the whole story, and

the overseer, Tom Murray, ' Najah, and

two others were told to get out of the

State at once.

They went.

A BOAT SONG.

Row ! row ! with a steady stroke,

That's sending my bark to sea ;

The air is soft, the ocean calm

And my love is along with me.

Pull ! pull ! we go with the tide

On the dimpling water's breast ;

We rise and sink, but steadily on

To the radiant, amber west.

Down, down, goes the sinking sun

Through clouds of flaming yellow,

The waters change, with changing lights,

To tints that are warm and mellow.

So, so, does my love's sweet face

Change with her feelings ever.

She tries to hide what I know well,

But ah ! with a vain endeavor.

Red, red, she has caught the glow

Of the red sun on her lips,

A golden light is in her hair

As the sun in the water dips.

White, white, oh ! the snowy clouds

Are touched with brightest pink ;

But pink and white, her velvet cheeks

More beautiful are, I think.

Blue, blue is the sky between

Where floating clouds they sever,

And deepest blue, her eyes that speak

Of faith that is true forever.

Swing, swing, now around, my boat,

For the evening star is bright,

Drift with the tide that bears us home

By the waning moon's soft light.

F. L. Ward.



The Fault in the Lone Hand Mine.*

BY JOHN E. BENNETT,

A story of peculiar conditions in Montana. The sturdy perseverance of the one man who

pinned faith to the Jackpot claim, the one friend he made in an important crisis, and the

many enemies he had to fight.

SYNOPSIS OF CHAPTERS PREVIOUSLY PUBLISHED.

MIKE CASEY, from Ireland, maintains faith in the Jackpot claim after all his associates at the camp,

giving up hope of ever reaching pay dirt, have moved on and out. Barney Drake, deputy sheriff, is finally

sent to take possession in the name of the law on account of certain unpaid bills in Helena, but Casey

prevails on Barney to help him work the claim overnight before Sheriff Plummer himself arrives in the

morning, and the result of their combined toil is a big find. But the sheriff pounces on them, arrests

Casey, and discharges Drake. The latter reaches town ahead of Plummer, and as the sheriff appears to

have no notion of paying him the four hundred and sixty dollars owing him, Drake utilizes the discovery

of Plummer's lost memorandum book containing the safe combination, to go to the office and help himself

to the sum. On reaching his office, Sheriff Plummer discovers the receipt Drake has left him for the

money appropriated, and issues a warrant for his arrest. Meanwhile the sheriff and his pals plan to run

Casey for governor in order that they may have the reservation opened and so secure first option on the

good mines there, and because they think Casey will be a pliable tool in their unscrupulous hands. Casey

is elected, and one of his first acts is to pardon Drake, who had been sent to the penitentiary. As the two

friends are returning to Helena the train is held up by masked men, one of whom Drake recognizes as

Plummer. Casey threatens to expose them all and is fired upon as the men get away. The bullet passes

through his arm and severely wounds a young woman sitting behind him, but both recover and Casey is

able to return to his office in a week.

He hears from several sources that Plummer and his men are working mines on the reservation,

which is not yet open, and there has been trouble there. While the governor is still considering the

signing of the reservation bill, Plummer and his associates call and make Casey a large offer to sign the

bill at once; Casey reserves his decision, which infuriates the men, though they leave the office without

demonstration.

CHAPTER XIII.

LASSOING A VICTIM.

WHATEVER burnings for venge-

WHATEVER

ance Sheriff Plummer may have

felt against the governor, they must

have ceased to distract him shortly after

the above interview already recorded.

'About an hour following his exit from

the executive chamber he was seen walk-

ing down Broadway in a laughing

and rollicking conversation with Lord

Humphry Rochester.

sons in its service, to sell ore, to receive

all moneys, to sell even the minepay
and

itself.

Indeed, his lordship was said to have

been nearly or quite the largest stock-

holder in the enterprise, and the holders

of the remainder of the stock were un-

questionably his friends.

Lord Humphry was for the most part

a quiet, comfortable man, and soon grew

to be well liked by a large body of ac-

quaintances. He attended closely to his

business, and was much at the mine. He

seldom ventured into society, of which

Helena boasted that it possessed the

richest, most distingué in the Rocky

Mountain region ; but he had a few male

friends, and with these he occasionally

held forth with closed doors in his suite

at the Royal Gorge. Here he shuffled

cards and fired off champagne corks in

Lord Rochester must have enjoyed

implicitly the confidence of his London

associates, for there was upon record a

power of attorney duly executed by the

Transatlantic and , Western Develop-

ment Company authorizing him to take

entire charge of the Lone Hand prop-

erty, to employ and discharge all per-

*This story began in the May issue of THE ARGOSY. The three back numbers will be mailed

to any address on receipt of 30 cents.
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a mist of cigar smoke until very late in

the mornings.

" Intermittent eruptions through the

old craters of his youth's dissipations,"

was the opinion which the sober folk of

the town held of these periodical and

closely guarded excesses. It was true,

perhaps, that the wild streams did not

burst forth with the violence which had

characterized their pristine flow, and

some ofthe vents had become choked up

with old scoria and were extinct ; but

the activities were sufficient to indicate

what must have been the impulsive well-

ings of those founts in those old-or

young-days.

A relic of these past indulgences was

Lord Humphry himself. Following

each of these sprees, as he tersely char-

acterized them, his lordship would suc-

cumb to a deep and heavy languor, a

sort of nervous exhaustion, in which he

would remain for two days.

His recovery would be hastened by

numerous counter potations of the vari-

ous forms of bromide and soda. Having

safely evolved from his chrysalis state,

his lordship would issue forth looking

relaxed and passé, his facial tints mel-

lowed to a pale pink, but smelling fresh

and redolent of steam baths and bar-

bers' ointments. Then he would pro-

ceed to attend to his affairs, and for

weeks, or possibly months, the midnight

welkin of his apartments would be un-

stirred by the resonance of his guffaws,

or by the explosion of corks from the

bottles of his effervescing wine.

On the day in question Lord Roch-

ester was feeling particularly happy.

Though he had not been at the mine for

two weeks, yet he had meanwhile been

busy, nevertheless, and on that day he

had received the most recent clean up

at the mill, amounting to over two hun-

dred thousand dollars.

This sum completed the amount of

one million of dollars deposited in bank

to the credit of himself and the com-

pany. In the period of five months his.

lordship had taken out of this phenom-

enal mine a net sum of one million dol-

lars, the full amount that had been paid

for the property.

This sum he turned over to an express

company in the purchase of exchange

upon London. With the original bill

and its duplicate in his pocket, he now

proposed to write letters, the bills to be

inclosed in separate missives and for-

warded to London by different mails.

He was on his way towards his hotel

when he met Sheriff Henry Plummer.

Plummer was aware of his lordship's

periodical " sprees," and had been for

some time by devious ways seeking to

become one of the chosen company

which, upon such occasions, assembled

as his lordship's guests.

The sheriff was an insinuating, insid-

ious man in social intercourse, of strong

personality, and he readily impressed

himself upon strangers. Now, by his

vivacious spirit and apt talk he soon had

his lordship in such a pleasant humor

that he yielded to an invitation to sup-

per, and the two passed into Main Street

and entered the restaurant called the

Bon Ton, where they occupied a closed

box.

Sheriff Plummer early assumed the

jaunty air of a plunger at this repast,

and insisted upon calling for the most

expensive dishes which the menu listed,

listening to no expostulations of his

guest when it came to the ordering of

wine. For though his lordship indulged

too freely on these unpardonable occa-

sions to which I have referred, yet at

other times he refused to touch intoxi-

cants and stoutly resisted all overtures

to force them upon him.

But the manner of Sheriff Plummer

had in it so much of dash, so much of

joviality, that Lord Humphry was car-

ried irresistibly back to his college days.

Thus he drank, and as he drank, the

moon in his face arose, and it came up

red, the light Burnside whiskers setting

against it like patches of fog.

He grew garrulous, then lofty and

swollen with pride. Artfully, with the

most polished words, did Plummer feed

his vanity, while he filled his stomach

with that fluid which men put into

their mouths to steal away their brains."

"C

For as Lord Humphry extolled his

performances, he revealed the inner

business of the mine. He told the size

of the vein, how much ore they were

taking out, how much it milled to the

ton, the large amounts which the owners

were realizing from it ; all this he told,

and how, too, he had just expressed a
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"round million to London " and had

"bills of exchange in his pocket right

now for that amount."

(6
Lastly he boasted of the power he had

over the mine, and how right now

there's a document on record in your

blawsted court house here, giving me

authority to sell the mine whenever I

see fit."

Sheriff Plummer did not leave his

lordship at the conclusion of the supper,

though it was after nine o'clock when

they arose from the table at the Bon

Ton. Half an hour later, his lordship,

accompanied by the official, came sway-

ing, partially staggering, into the Monte

Carlo, his big face livid, looking in-

flamed, like a huge blister.

The Monte Carlo was a big one story

frame shed which breasted the street for

about fifty feet and ran back a hundred

or more in depth. You ascended three

steps to reach its double half glass front

doors, an entrance which was mounted

on both sides by pyramidal ornaments

of beer kegs.

Within, a long, polished light wood

bar extended half the length of the

building. Half a dozen waiters, jack-

eted and aproned in starched white,

completed the attractions on the right

of the hall.

At the farther end, a stage about four

feet from the floor shelved back to in-

clude the balance of the right side, and

this was flanked upon the left by a door-

way in the rear wall, through which the

scents of cookery and the sizzle of fry-

ing meats told of the cheap restaurant

which was conducted there. In front of

the stage was a dingy square piano with

a nasal twang, operated by a pale, bony

faced man in his shirt sleeves, who beat

rhythmical time to his pawings by the

swaying of his greased and glossy black

head. Beside him a fiddler pushed and

pulled, and to this music a pair of cork

blacked " artists " rattled their feet

upon the stage and gyrated in ungrace-

ful antics.

Stationed up and down along all wall

spaces everywhere else in the room, save

in the left hand corner, were tables,

counters, stands, at and upon which

were the operators and devices of the

sure thing"games. Some of these ap-

pliances were mechanical, consisting of

boxes, wheels, balls, and cards, and de-

pended for the certainty of their effects

upon hidden and secretly moved cogs,

straps, and levers.

Others were mere packs of cards, and

the results were attained through the

digital dexterity of their manipulators.

All of the schemes were under perfect

control of their conductors, and the ele-

ment of chance in any of the so called

games was wholly obliterated and out of

the question.

In brief, it was an elaborate and im-

pudently planned system to rob, and the

brazen manner in which it was main-

tained must forever be a blight upon the

reputation of Montana. Such a citadel

of fraud, as every early resident of the

mountainous region of Western Amer-

ica will recognize, could not have con-

tinued in the most primitive mining

camp.

No sooner would its arrangement

have become understood by the more in-

telligent members of the community,

than it would have received a notice to

quit, signed by the authority of the Vig-

ilance Committee ; a notice which no

recipient in the entire history of such

judicature has ever been known to dis-

regard.

But in this modern day, when the

functions of Judge Lynch had given

way to legally constituted authority,

the Monte Carlo was not only permitted

to flourish, but its existence was licensed

by law. It had received from the legis-

lature a sort of letters of marque and re-

prisal, under which it was empowered

to sail forth and pillage the community;

the only reservation being that the

methods by which its fraud was perpe-

trated should remain concealed from the

eyes of its victims. To every wail of one

of these, comatose and indifferent so-

ciety returned but one reply : " Well,

you knew it was that kind of a place,

what did you go in there for ? Didn't

know it ! Well, then, you were a fool if

you didn't."

It was not until 1889 or '90 that these

institutions were closed by a law defin-

ing the character of gambling games

which should be licensed, and which ex-

cluded all games other than round table

poker and faro ; though, as is well

known, even this latter game is sus-

9 A
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ceptible of manipulation to the certain

defeat of the player.

It was upon this scene that Lord

Humphry Rochester, rubicund and

blear eyed, plunged and floundered . His

lordship evidently felt himself a Gulli-

ver among the Lilliputs, for he ordered

every one to the bar, and, when he

moved across the hall, quarreled with a

Mexican range rider for not deferring

to him in the matter of passage.

He began to play at every game inthe

place, Plummer becoming at once his

guide and booster. He was robbed with

a facility and precision which satisfac-

torily displayed to the attending partner

in the enterprise the adeptness of his

imps at their several instruments, while

that gentleman himself as readily and

repeatedly won.

His lordship's pocket coin faded away

as a breath ; Plummer, noting this , of-

fered him a loan. He refused it, how-

ever, with lofty scorn, and, in a frowzy,

muzzy way, turned to exploring the in-

terior reservoirs of his coat for his check

book.

Some one suggested that perhaps he

had left the thing at his office, whereat

his lordship blinked at the floor with un-

steady head, as though the floor was

oscillating and he was following its mo-

tions. Then he drawled, " Blawst me

heyes, I believe that is so," and with his

left hand filled with letters and papers,

he fished out an envelope containing the

two foreign bills of exchange. These he

turned over to Plummer, with the

words:

"I refuse to accept any of your

blawsted money, saw, as a gratuitous

loan, but if you wish to make an ad-

vawnce upon this collateral, saw, I will

take that."

Plummer moved to the bar, his check

book in hand, drew a check for ten thou-

sand dollars, had it cashed there, and

turned the notes over to Lord Hum-

phry.

"If you want any more, sir," he said,

" I can let you have all you want. I have

plenty in bank. So don't hesitate about

asking for it."

"By Geawge ! " exclaimed the noble

person, as he took the proffered hand-

ful of bills, most of them of denomina-

tions of one thousand dollars ; " you

fellows are blooded in here, upon me

sowl."

The truth was that what had been

given his lordship was not money,

though the things resembled ordinary

bank notes. They were dummies, and

such was specifically stated in fine let-

ters printed on the back of each, in

which it was made plain that they were

issued for use in playing at the games,

where they would be received as money,

and that they would be redeemed in gold

coin upon presentation at the bar.

The inscription also stated that the

holder agreed that the bill was not to be

taken from the house. This precaution-

ary proviso was designed to shield the

issuers from conflict with the United

States counterfeit laws.

His lordship took the bills without

the least thought as to their genuine-

ness as money, and straightway invested

them in chips at a faro table.

This table was not in the open, but

was a private affair within a stall or in-

closure arranged in the rear of the hall

and on the side opposite the stage . His

lordship, having an aristocratic pen-

chant for reserved places and private

apartments, was readily enticed into

this Dantean cave.

Four other players-who were in fact

four boosters-were selected from the

crowd by Plummer to lend " esprit " to

the game, as he said, but in reality to

keep up his lordship's spirits during the

rack proceeding to which it was pro-

posed to subject him. Thus, with a man

stationed outside the door to deny access

to others, it was essentially a select party.

As such there was no limit at the top of

the game, and counters for the sum of

the lowest limit, usually fifty cents or

"four bits " each, were rated at five dol-

lars apiece.

This standard did not continue long

before there was a complete readjust-

ment of the values represented by the

variously colored disks, raising them all

to a still higher rating.

As his lordship played he was atten-

tively plied with wine, and, egged on in

the headlong recklessness which he rap-

idly developed, and in which he was

fairly paced by Plummer, he was soon

heard to complain of the size of the

stacks of chips made necessary to repre-



THE FAULT IN THE LONE HAND MINE. 129

me

sent his bets upon the board. Thereat

it was assumed that the signal had been

given for a raise of chip values, so that

there was chalked upon the blackboard

behind the dealer the following :

White chips, each

Red chips, each

Blue chips, each

Yellow chips, each .

Gray chips, each

•

• ·

$1,000

$5,000

$25,000• •

0 $50,000

$100,000

The above schedule was made in order

to avoid possible dispute in the sale of

chips, or in their cashing in at the close

of the game.

CHAPTER XIV.

THE PLUCKING OF THE GAME.

LORD HUMPHRY'S big, blousy face

glowed like a red hot cannon ball, from

which the two wisps of beard might

have been sizzles of smoke or steam.

His eyes were swollen and watery, and,

as he repeatedly called upon Plummer

for more money, his articulation was

clogged and scarcely intelligible.

Quite evidently, this noble person was

in a sadly befuddled state ; palpably, too,

he had fallen mercilessly among thieves,

and they were fleecing him with an au-

dacity and vigor which grew more re-

laxed, though not less rapacious, as their

subject became more and more advanced

in the stage of helplessness.

Quite in contrast with the maudlin

and brawling figure of his lordship were

the flushed face and gleaming black eyes

of Plummer, watching like a serpent the

moves of Lord Humphry upon the

board, his ears alert to sense through the

modulations of his victim's voice the

progress of his intellectual murk. The

rough copper spots on Plummer's face

had burned to a redder hue, but his

visage was full of action and interest-

full, too, of daring deviltry and endless

greed.

"Your collateral is exhausted," he

finally said in response to Lord Hum-

phry's oft repeated call for more funds.
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I have loaned you up to the full limit

of your stake."

"W-h-a-t! A million dollars gone ! "

gasped his lordship, raising his head and

rolling his eyes upward to the ceiling,

while his face lost color.

" No, not gone," responded Plummer

cheerily, alert that reason should not be

shocked back into its wine usurped

throne for the present at least. " No,”

he said, " I've got plenty of money yet;

all I want is more collateral, that's all.

Go on with the game, boys ; I'll lend his

lordship all the money he wants. Here,

take some of my chips ; you'd won that

time if you'd had the ace coppered, as

you had it before, see ? "

Lord Humphry took the chips and

placed them on the ace, whereupon

Plummer leaned over to him and whis-

pered : " I'll tell you what I'll do. You

put up a deed to that mine, and I'll loan

you another million . The chips are

rated high, and you may win that all

back on a few turns of the deck. You've

won a good deal here to-night; but

you've lost more than you've won. Two

or three times you've been ahead of the

game, but luck fluctuates ; now, the next

time you get ahead, quit. Then we'll

go out here and get lunch ; I've got a

fine spread out there ready for us when

we get up. Here, boy, bring us another

small bottle and some more good strong

cigars."

Lord Humphry's will seemed by this

time to be as effectually beneath Plum-

mer's control as though the sheriff had

employed hypnotic suggestion. The

chill which had palsied him at the

thought of his lost million had given

way to a fever of anxiety, and a desire to

recoup his losses by future winnings.

If reason had stirred him he might

have turned to Plummer with the stern

inquiry : " Where did you get so much

money, sir, that you are able in this

off hand manner to loan me two mil-

lions?"

Such a demand would probably have

precipitated a row-the method of a

thief in evading a question which he

cannot answer-and it would have

ended by ejecting his lordship from the

premises and saving him from the act

which he was about to commit.

Plummer had evidently, earlier dur-

ing the evening, conceived the idea of

this possible property transfer, for when

Lord Humphry consented to make the

deed, it was discovered that there was a

notary in the body of the hall and that

he had a deed blank in his breast, an ink
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bottle in his coat, a pen in his vest, and

the official seal of his office in his hand.

He was brought into the alcove ; the in-

strument was drawn by a few strokes of

the pen, Plummer and wife being made

the grantees.

A description of the property con-

veyed, which would have required con-

siderable writing, was obviated by refer-

ence to the preceding deed upon record ;

the date, parties, book or folio of enroll-

ment not being remembered by his lord-

ship, were left blank to be carefully sup-

plied by reference to the records on the

following day, this detail being attended

to by Plummer himself.

And so the deed was signed and

acknowledged ; the notary supplied his

subscription and affixed his seal. One

hundred thousand dummy dollars were

paid at once, the entire million not be-

ing handed over at that time, for, as

Plummer sagely remarked, " We may

possibly have to tear this thing up in

a few minutes."

It may be imagined that this act was

absurd throughout, so far as it might be

expected to furnish tenable ground

upon which to base a claim of title to

the property in question, and that the

deed would not withstand an action to

set it aside in a court of law.

But Plummer, previous to the trans-

action, had carefully canvassed this very

idea. The consideration named in the

deed was one hundred thousand dollars,

and though the property was reputed as

being worth a million, yet he knew

courts would not higgle upon the matter

of consideration.

Plummer had about sixty thousand

dollars in money, and was reputed to

possess much more. He had frequently

deposited large sums in the courts as

bail or bond money in affairs of him-

self or his friends. It was his pur-

pose to conceal the million dollar

phase of the transaction, and to rep-

resent that he had bought the prop-

erty for one hundred thousand dollars,

and that the money was paid in

bills ; so that when he should testify

in a legal contest arising over the

title that he had bought the property

and had paid one hundred thousand dol-

lars for it, he was well equipped to an-

swer the question of " Where did you

99
get that money?" Plummer was sur-

rounded by seven witnesses who would

swear upon the stand to the bona fide

nature of the transaction . These were

the dealer, the watcher at the game, the

four booster players, and the notary, the

latter being one of his protégés. Lastly,

he expected to be able to get a jury that

would be favorable to his side of the

case, for the contest would have to be

waged in Helena ; it could not be carried

abroad.

Nor did Plummer contemplate that

the service of the gaming table as the

desk upon which the deed was signed

would operate to establish a presump-

tion against the value of the considera-

tion of the instrument. In a center of

Europe or the East a title so strongly

savoring of the gambling hell would

find slight favor in the eyes of a jury;

but in Montana the savor of gambling

was not a taint to the tastes of juries,

and Plummer sincerely believed that

he could establish an apparently good

case and swear his adversaries out of

court.

He believed he could thus hold his

booty, for it was notorious that great

properties had passed title in Montana

through no more colorable transactions

than this, and never had there been an

instance known in Montana of such pol-

troonery as one seeking restoration at

the bar of law of what he had lost at

the tables of the gambling house. Pop-

ular sentiment did not look upon such

transfers with disfavor, and the gainer

was commonly regarded as profiting by

his luck after having taken a risk ade-

quate to his reward. And in all coun-

tries the security of property rests as

much upon the acquiescence and regard

of society as upon the strict letter of

law.

As to the foreign bills of exchange,

Plummer had no doubt about his ability

to maintain his appropriation of them

and to profit by them, for he had

only to negotiate them to an inno-

cent holder without notice to make

them unassailable at law. He could

easily do this by going down into

southern California somewhere, buy-

ing real estate with them, then mort-

gaging his purchase, and so realiz-

ing on them; or he could readily
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find some dishonest bond broker whom

he could satisfy of their genuineness and

who would collude with him in securing

the money which they represented .

won

The robbers did not tarry long at the

table with his lordship after the passing

of the deed. His chips were

nearly as rapidly as they were put down,

and as fast as one batch of money was

exhausted, Plummer was ready with an-

other, which his lordship passed over to

the dealer for further supplies of chips.

At last, surfeited with liquor and

physically exhausted, his lordship fell

asleep. The game was thereupon closed,

and he was left to sit upon his chair, his

head resting on his arms upon the table,

while all other persons left the room. It

was then two o'clock, and he was permit-

ted to sleep there until four, when he

was roused by some big, rough stranger

who demanded that he get up and go

home, as they were about to close the

place for the night.

His lordship, partially awake, stag-

gered to his feet, rubbed his eyes, and

looked around him.

The small room was deserted . He

passed into the hall ; that also was in a

state of quietus. All the games were

closed, the game keepers had vanished,

and wooden chairs were piled upon the

tops of their respective tables.

The floor was wet in splotches, and

had the smooth, dustless appearance of

having been lately swept. The place

was abandoned by the swarm of its vis-

itors, and only a single fat, milk faced

barkeeper stood behind the counter,

polishing glasses with a towel.

Down near the front door, with their

sides at respective poker tables and their

heads on their breasts, sat two sottish

persons, sour in somnolence, from which

a second big, rough man was vainly try-

ing to awake them.

His lordship observed this in his

stupor and heaviness, drew on his ulster,

which fortunately had escaped a thief,

and made his way in muddled cautious-

ness down the icy steps to the pavement

below.

The snow was packed solidly every-

where, and the cold was keen. The sky

was moonless and clear, set with its

many stars. His lordship slipped and

halted as he moved, but nevertheless

progressed, and safely reached the

Royal Gorge, where he repaired to his

rooms and to bed.

CHAPTER XV.

THE TURNING OF THE WORM.

WETand weary, nursing their rifles in

their arms, three men scrambled down

the side of a mountain and made their

way to Hope Station, on the Northern

Pacific Railroad . One of the men led a

pony by the bridle, lashed, Mazeppa-

like, upon the back of which was the

stark body of a young man, a hole in his

right breast, from which the blood.

oozed, revealing the manner in which

his life had gone out.

There was no coat upon it, and the

shirt sleeve of the left arm had been

torn away, baring the flesh . Along the

entire under side of the forearm were

exposed the numerous fresh, healed, or

suppurating incisions of those poor

wretches so common among the gam-

bling element of Montana, the victims

of the morphine habit.

As an onlooker scrutinized the re-

mains, the right leg, shown by a lifting

of the bottom of the trousers, displayed

a repetition of the condition of the

arms. The spots were punctures of the

epidermis into which had been inserted

the long, needle-like tube of the inject-

ing syringe charged with its solution of

the sulphate of morphia, that terrible

drug which such irritated and profound-

ly disordered systems so painfully

crave.

About this object with its pitted cuti-

cle and its blanched and hollow cheeks

there gathered a curious and excited

crowd, which increased in numbers as

the body was untied from the pony and

laid upon the platform .

"A dead dope fiend ! " exclaimed

some one of the onlookers ; " where did

you git him ? "
66

It's one of the Mullen hold ups,"

explained the close cropped leader of the

trio, through whose bristly black beard

one might have discerned the features

of Barney Blake. " These gents here,"

he said, " is two of the miners from the

Ivanpah, over by the Pipestone Pass ;

the mine what the gold belonged to what
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was stoled. The mining company give

us the outfit, an' we've been trailin' the

rascals fer two weeks. We caught up

with 'em last night an' give 'em a brush ;

resultin', we got this feller an' the rest

got away.

" There was four of 'em in the gang,

and we know who the other three air.

This feller is named C. P. Vickery,

' Hit the Pipe Pete,' they call him

about town ; he's been a tin horn gam-

bler about Helena for two year now, an'

never struck an honest lick in his life,

I suppose. The governor's offered a

thousand dollars apiece for ' em, so we

brought this feller down with us an'

we're going to take him to town on the

train."

" Where did you meet up with the

gang? " asked an inquisitive bystander.

"Up here on the slope of the range,"

was the reply. " They were makin'

along the divide, and were fer gettin'

across the line over into British Colum-

bia. There was only three in the party

we overhauled ; the other one had left

before we tuck up with the trail."

" That feller's purty well used up

with dope," remarked another bystand-

er. " I wouldn't a thot he'd had sand

enough in him to help hold up a train.

Howdid you come up with him ?
66

""

Well, we come onto ' em just about

dusk," answered Drake. "They had

gone into camp. We called to 'em to

throw up their hands, but they dropped

behind rocks an' opened fire on us, an'

two of our ponies was killed . We re-

turned the fire and got this man ; we

think we winged another ; but he got

away in the dark with his pard. We

couldn't foller, 'cause we had no ani-

mals, so we loaded the body onto the

only pony we had left an' packed it

along.

""

No, he didn't die right off. He lived

about half an hour, an' we didn't move

him till next mornin' ; we camped there

all night. He told us ' fore he died who

the other man was what was not with

the party, give us some evidence agin

him, give us the address of his mother-

she lives back in Injianny-told us to

write to her an' say he was dead, but

not tell her how he come to cash in his

chips.

robbers, ' cause we never missed the trail

after we tuck it up ; why, every now an'

then we'd pick up a piece o' paper or

sunthin' what the rascals had dropped

-most likely lost-an' what we could

see had come out o' the robbery. No,

we didn't git no money ; there warn't no

money got, ' cept what was taken from

the passengers.

" There was a hundred thousand dol-

lars in gold bars in the safe, an' the safe

was thrown off of the car ; after

Fletcher, the superintendent, was shot,

the train people asked the robbers fer a

truce in order to git the man aboard the

car an' see whether he was dead or no ;

they give it to 'em, an' the brakeman an'

the expressman went out an' got the

body an' put it in the express car.

While they war doin' that, I was goin'

through the cars, gittin' all the pistols I

could find, gittin' ready to sneak off an'

give ' em a tussle. Ther war two other

fellers on the train what wanted to go

with me, so I let 'em come.

"After the train pulled out an' while

it war movin' very slow up the hill, me'n

these two gents sneaks off an' takes to

the timber. We goes back down the

slope, an' when we gits down a bit we

sees these ducks with a light, monkeyin',

we figgers, about the safe. We could've

picked off no less'n three of 'em if we'd

gone about it right, but these two short-

horns as I had with me, when they sees

the robbers down ahead, they loses ther

nut an' sets up a yell ; consequence was,

the robbers, what we'd got O. K. if it

hadn't been fer this, makes a stampede

an' gits off. That was how them rob-

bers got away ; but we stayed by the safe,

separatin' an' layin' low, so not one uv

them fellers dared to come up. By an'

by down comes a reinforcement from

the station, an', if the robbers war

around there anywhere then, they tuck

off.

"We put the safe on the next train,

an' them gents as war with me, they

said they thot they'd p'fer to go back to

town, but I went over to the mine after

some men, an' got these two gents here ;

then we went back an' picked up the

trail."

Just as this interesting narrative was

closed the east bound train was heard to

Shore ! We know'd they was the whistle, which cut off further discus-
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sion. The body, now incased in a box

which had been furnished by the town,

was put in the baggage car ; the man

hunters got aboard, and were

whirling away from the curious, gaping

company which had clustered around

them.

soon

Helena was tremulous with excite-

ment when the party arrived there.

People were scurrying in various direc-

tions upon the streets as though under

the stimulus of some extraordinary im-

pulse ; and as Drake and his friends

moved from the station up towards the

town, one man called out to another

from across the way:

"They've got him! "

"They have?" returned the other.

"Where did they find him?

ود

"At his house, down in a vault in his

cellar where he kept his money," was the

reply.

"And where is he now? " asked the

other.

66
Well, they've got him down as far as

the gambling house, an' the crowd's

holding him there."

66 Who ye talkin' about ? " asked

Drake of the informant who stood near-

est him .

""
"Plummer, the sheriff," was the re-

ply. " Haven't you heard about it?

"No," rejoined the astonished Bar-

"What about him? "ney.
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Oh, he robbed this English lord out

here at the Lone Hand out of his mine

and a million dollars ."

Whew!" whistled Drake, while the

two miners gazed in mute surprise.

"How did he come to do that? " he

asked,

"Oh, he got him up in the Monte

Carlo, made him drunk, and then went

through him," was the reply.

" Is that so? " exclaimed Drake.

"When was it?
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"It happened night before last. The

Englishman was in bed all day yester-

day, didn't get out at all. Today he's

been flying around town like he was

crazy, wringing his hands and pulling

his hair in the street, asking everybody

to help him, and the whole town's

worked up over it. You'd better get up

there ; they're raising Cain yet."

Drake left the man and hurried on.

But suddenly a thought seized him, and,

turning to one of his companions, he

said :
66

' Bill, you go git a wagon an' git the

body in it an' bring it up town. Meet

me on the corner of Bridge an' Main

Streets. I'll be there. Come on, Jack."

Bill turned back, and Jack and Drake

quickened their paces and moved on to-

gether. When they reached First

Street a crowd was observed upon the

corner ; in the middle of it, white plug

hat on the back of his head, bony hands

flinging in the air to give largeness to

the emphasis of his speech, was Banker

Klein.

" It's a rascally outrage ! " he de-

clared. " It's a vile shame that such a

place as that Monte Carlo should be al-

lowed to run. And this man Plummer,

it's notorious that he's at the head of it.

He ought to be in the penitentiary this

very minute." (A voice : " He'll go

there, too.")
66

Of course he'll go there," asserted

the excited Klein. " I'll see that he goes

there. He robbed that poor man cold

blooded as ever a hold up robbed a train .

That Monte Carlo place ought to be torn

down! That kind of a gambling house

must be shut up. I'm 'not saying any-

thing against a regular gambling house ;

but that's not a regular gambling house;

that's simply a den of thieves, and

everybody gets robbed who goes in there.

Ain't I right? "

" Course you're right," yelled the

crowd. " Go on! Go on! "

66
Git up on the steps ! " hallooed an-

other voice.

There was a movement of the press

towards the speaker, who was thereby

pushed backward towards the brown-

stone steps of the bank building.

There, in full view of the increasing

gathering, he continued :

" That place is a standing outrage in

any community. It's injuring the repu-

tation of our city abroad. People out-

side and in the East hear reports about

this place, and think we're all a pack of

robbers and ruffians out here. We've

got to choke it off, for the sakes of our

families and our business." (Cries of

" Course we have ! " You bet we

have!")

66

" I'll start a petition today to the leg-

islature to pass a law forthwith to close
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that Monte Carlo up. And I know the

governor will stand by me." (Cries of

Of course he will!" "What's the

matter with Casey?" " Keep your eye

on Casey!" followed by a general out-

burst of laughter and yells. )

Drake paused but for a moment here.

He moved on, leaving the irate banker

still expostulating, vehemently declaim-

ing on the brownstone step, and ad-

dressing this most spontaneous of

indignation meetings, expressive of an

explosion of pent up public feeling,

smoldering long in silence, now volcan-

ically gushing forth.

But farther along, the fever of the

populace was at a yet higher pitch. A

great crowd had assembled on Bridge

Street, and had stopped the cross town

movement of another crowd en route to

the jail from Plummer's house, where

they had effected the arrest of that

worthy.

Plummer's arms were pinioned, and

he was guarded bymen with revolvers in

hand, who demanded of the others that

their passage be not impeded.

A demonstration had been made by

the assemblage upon Monte Carlo, the

attacking party breaking down the front

doors and forcing its way into the build-

ing, demolishing glasses on the bar

counter, smashing game devices and

tables.

The few police were powerless to re-

sist the onslaught, and a contingent

from the sheriff's office, which appeared

during the mêlée to aid in the defense

of the premises, was threatened with

suspension to the cross bar of a tele-

graph pole should it interfere. The as-

sault, however, was repulsed by the at-

tachés of the house, who drove the as-

sailants forth into the street.

While Drake looked on, a detachment

was seen to be rushing a reel of hose

across the street from the direction of

the engine house. When it reached the

street corner, the hose was quickly

rolled off and coupled to a fire plug, the

nozzle attached, and almost instantly

terrific head of water was squirting and

spluttering into the Monte Carlo

through the barred doorway, crashing

the window panes and mirrors, cracking

into broken sticks what furniture it did

not split, and tearing away and drench-

ing the inmates, who, shivering, and

wounded by the force of the water, fled

to the rear of the building, seeking ref-

uge where they might.

This Augean stable action of the hose

party was attended with yells, jeers, and

groans from the crowd in vent of its

fury. The captain of the police force

hurried to the governor with a request

that he call out the militia to quell the

mob.

"Let thim foight it out," replied

Casey grimly; and the crushed official

took himself away.

CHAPTER XVI.

VENGEANCE OVERTAKES THE SHERIFF.

DOWN among the crowd the rumor

was spreading that the bills of exchange

and the deed taken from Lord Humphry

were inthe possession of Plummer upon

an agreement between him and his two

partners at the Monte Carlo . It was

also said that Plummer had brought

sixty thousand dollars in coin from his

house and had given it to his associates

at the gambling place in exchange for

their respective interests in the spoils.

The report further ran that one of

these men was seen to move away from

the wrecked and wet interior of the

building, himself wet yet smiling ; that

he was then heard to observe that " the

old Monte Carlo was busted up, but he

didn't care, any way; he had cleaned up

thirty thousand dollars out of that Eng-

lishman business, and he was ready to

quit.
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By this time the wagon containing

Bill, the miner, sitting beside the driver,

moved up to the curb at the junction of

the two streets and stopped. Drake

mounted it and addressed the multitude.

Gents," he said, " hold onto that

man Plummer there, for what I've got

to say is fer his ears as well as fer the

rest of ye. Jack, jump up here. You

an' Bill lift up the box so the people kin

seethe body."

They did so, and there was exposed

the face and full form of the dead rob-

ber. A murmur of astonishment swept

over the great throng as this shocking

spectacle was thus suddenly presented.
66

Drive the wagon up here so we can
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sec! " demanded voices from the direc-

tion of the cross street.

The vehicle was moved to the middle

of Bridge Street, where it again halted .

The street inclines steeply against a hill

and reaches a level at its meeting with

Main-the place where the wagon stood.

Packing close about the conveyance,

and rising head above head up this hill,

was the great concourse of people, every

one withdrawn from the vicinity of the

Monte Carlo, all now directing their at-

tention to Drake and his ghastly ex-

hibit.

Gents," said the stubble haired man,

his face black from his short beard,

"gents, me an' these two gents here,

what's miners from the Ivanpah, we's

been out in the Coeur d'Alene country

huntin' train robbers. We met purty

good success, fer we bagged one, an' we

brot him along. This is, as you kin see,

' Hit the Pipe Pete.' His right name is

C. P. Vickery, an' he's one of the best

known gamblers an' all around dope

users in town, an' you'll be quick to

recognize him.
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Well, gents, this man was one of the

gang what robbed the overland on the

night of the twelfth of January. There

was four in that gang, as you may re-

member hearin' talk of at the time. We

tuck up the trail of three of 'em, an' we

got this one; the other two got away, an'

I expect by this time they're across the

line. This man lived half an hour after

he was shot, an' durin' that time we got

a deal of valuable information out'n

him.

"We found out the names of the

other three men who was into the rob-

bery. You'll 'scuse me from givin' ' way

ther names at this time, as I got de-

signs on ' em yit an' hope to capture

them, but the other robber, gents, was

Sheriff Plummer, an' he stands right

there agin the side of that house."
"C

You lie, you scoundrel ! " shrieked

Plummer. " You're a discharged em-

ployee from my office and an escaped

convict from the penitentiary ; I'm after

you now to take you back."

" I

" That's jest about as true as any-

thing else he's capable of sayin', gents,"

declared the imperturbed Drake.

was convicted on a technicality of takin'

out'n his safe money what belonged to

me an' what I couldn't ' ve got no other

way. He was never known to pay a debt

that he could git out of ; an' one of the

first official acts of the governor, as soon

as he heard the facts, was to pardon me

out. Everybody knows that; it's been

in the newspapers ; an' you kin see how

quick he's givin' to lyin' when he flings

out a statement like that.

"An' now, gents, I will p'ceed to the

business of this Plummer. But before I

do, I give notice that I claim his arrest

on a charge of murder an' train robbery,

an' all the rewards offered fer his arrest .

An' I don't make this charge without'n

proof enough to make it stick.

" In the fust place, we've got the dyin'

statement out of this man Vickery,

made to myself in the presence of these

two gents here. It was tuck down in

writin' an' is in my p'session an' will be

produced at the proper time in court.

It says that Plummer was one of the

robbers, an' gives the names of the other

two. Then I happen to have Plummer's

pocket knife with his name on it—

taken off the body of Vickery, showin'

he was in close communication with

Plummer."

"That knife I lost-it was stolen

from me," cried Plummer; " you got it

from the thief."

" An' as if ther was somethin' needed

to locate him on th' ground," continued

Drake, " here's Plummer's gold ring

with his name on the inside of it ; that

was picked up on the site of the robbery.

I
suppose some of youse gents may have

seen it on his finger ; I know I have,

many a time. See if he's got a ring like

that on his finger now. Hasn't got any;

well, there it is. I suppose he lost it,

dropped out'n his pocket maybe, fer he

must've tuck it off'n his finger so's it

wouldn't give him away."

""T's a lie! " snarled Plummer ; " the

thing is not mine.'

C

" His initials, H. P.,' is on the inside

of it, gents," continued Drake, still

holding the gold band with its dark

stone setting up to his audience.

Plummer attempted to reply to this,

but his speech was shut off by a hand

pressed over his mouth. He tried to

bite the hand which thus suppressed

him, but was so roughly used in return

that he desisted .
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"An' here is a piece of sack," went on

Drake, " found on the trail of the rob-

ber who set out fer town after he left

the other two. You see it's partly

burnt ; an attempt was made to burn it,

but it happened to be wet, an' it burnt

only in places. We found that hid away

among the rocks.

" You can see there's been two holes

cut out'n it, an' it was probably one of

the sacks used by the robber to cover his

head with while he was robbin' the train.

You kin see on the back of it there's

the word ' Sheriff ' in dim letterin', an'

the rest is worn out. Somethin' has

likely been sent in it to the sheriff's of-

fice, an' it's likely the robber got it

there.

" But what I consider the best proof

of all," he continued, " is yet to be

tested. Will some o' youse gents over

there please pull off the boots of that

man Plummer an' pass'm up here? "

This was speedily done, notwithstand-

ing the resistance of Plummer. Drake

meanwhile continued his speech, his

memory refreshed by a note book which

he had taken from his pocket.
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' Now," he said, " the tracks of that

robber was boot or shoe tracks-it was

not moccasin tracks. The print was

eleven an' a half inches long, three an'

three quarters inches across the ball of

the sole, two an' a half inches across the

heel, an' the heel was three an' a third

inches long. There was little plates on

the lower outside edge of the heels.

Now, this man might not now be shod

with the same set o' gearin' that he wore

then, but we'll see how what he has on

stands with these dimensions, any way."
""

Thereupon Drake drew forth a small

pocket rule, and, taking up one of the

boots which had been passed to him,

called the attention of his audience to

the fact that there was a plate upon the

lower surface of its heel. Then he meas-

ured the parts of the boot he had named

and called out the figures as they were

taken.

A man in the crowd to whom he had

passed the book followed him by read-

ing off the writing thereon. The dimen-

sions of the bottom of the boot were

found to compare throughout with the

enumerations of the book.

" There you are, gents," declared

Drake; "there's yer proof, an' I de-

nounce that man Plummer as bein' one

of them highwaymen what robbed the

overland on the night of the twelfth of

January last an' killed Superintendent ·

Fletcher."

This arraignment closed Drake's

speech, and the assemblage, which had

been hushed into silence by the scene

of death and the startling intelligence

which the speaker was enunciating, now

began to manifest its reaction.

The first motions of this change came

as a slight stirring following a long,

deep pause at the close of this remark-

able address. Then it seemed that this

strained and exasperated camel of Pub-

lic Tolerance of Plummer's conduct and

presence had received the straw which

had snapped its back.

A wave of uneasiness, of restlessness

as of desperation held in check and

under pressure, passed over the crush.

Suddenly some strong, firm voice cried,

" Hang the villain!
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""

String him up ! " yelled another.

Then the cry " Hang him! Hang

him! " seemed to ascend simultaneously

from all quarters of the vast mass of the

mountaineers.

It came as though from the ground,

rising and swelling and rolling on. The

human unit may be individual when

alone; but when thus compacted with

his fellows he is but a fiber of the whole,

like a floret in a thistle; together they

comprise the complexion of the flower ;

and a thought possessing a gathering of

men pervades it like a body of color ; the

whole bunch or aggregate stands for an

expression of that hue. And so as an

afflatus or efflorescence did this color

thought broaden and obtain, the great

assemblage demanding as one man that

Plummer be hanged.

With the energy of demons, a dozen

hands seized the crouching, palsied cow-

ard and thrust him into the wagon.

Some one had already brought a rope

from a neighboring grocery; the crowd

broke out with a cry: 66 To the big cot-

tonwood ! To the big cottonwood ! "

His hands were lashed to his sides,

and a handkerchief drawn through his

mouth and tied behind his head to stifle

his cries. The horses were whipped up,

and the wagon dashed on across Dry
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Gulch towards the west side of town,

the great throng rushing after like an

army on a charge.

Presently the team halted under the

outstretched limb of a gnarled old cot-

tonwood which lifted its leafy head high

in air. Here a noose was quickly made

of an end of the rope; the other end was

flung over the branch, caught on the

other side, and spread to a hundred

hands.

The handkerchief was removed, the

limbs securely tied.

Plummer protested that he was inno-

cent, that the act of the mob would be

murder, and that they would later re-

pent of it. He denounced Drake as a

scoundrel who would be a murderer, and

declared he had never wilfully done a

wrong action in his life.

Finding that resistance was of no

avail, he broke down, cried, and asked

that his wife be sent for. A messenger

hurried off to summon her, and shortly

returned with the statement that he had

told his business to the person who had

come to the door, who had conveyed the

request to the woman, but that she had

refused to respond or to come to the

scene.

This intelligence seemed to melt the

last vestige of stiffness which yet re-

mained in Plummer's conduct.

" Yes," he blurted, " she forsakes me

now she's got all out of me she wants.

She's got that Englishman's papers, and

she has profited by everything else I

ever did. She put me up to all my bad

jobs, for she wanted money-money to

hoard up, for what purpose I could

never understand .

railroad, all to get money. When that

Englishman came here she went crazy.

She put me up to trying to get him into

trouble. She wanted his mine, wanted

everything he had.everything he had. I did it, did it all

for her, for I loved that woman, loved

her like a fool ; " and he dissolved again

in blubber.

"Gentlemen," he went on, " I was

born in Tarrytown, Virginia, in 1842 ;

educated at the old Alexandria military

school, and emigrated with my parents

to Missouri in 1860. I came to Montana

in the following year, and since then I

have been hoeing my own row as best I

could. I declare before God, I was hon-

est before I met that woman, and she

has brought me where I am today."

This concluded the valedictory of the

doomed man, whereupon some one

called out, " Men, do your duty! " The

driver sounded " k-k" at his horses,

gave them a cut with his whip, and the

wagon moved off.

Simultaneously those on the rope ran

down the hill with it, and the human

form at the other end rose swiftly in

the air.

""

As it was drawn up there was a great

yelling and cheering from the canaille,

with cries of " Hang him! " " That's

right! " Serves him right ! " but

though pistols were present in plenty,

no one attempted to fire a shot at the

suspended creature, and the mass was

singularly orderly and of one accord.

If Plummer had any friends in the

assemblage they fringed but an edge of

it, and they did not declare themselves

nor attempt to interfere. The dying

man hung there in grim silence and

horror, the red blotches on his face

growing black, his frame contracting

with its muscular spasms.

(To be continued.)

" She put me up to getting into the

Monte Carlo to get money, more money ;

she put me up to doing that job on the

THE TRUEST CONQUEROR.

WHO quells a nation's wayward will

May lord it on a throne ;

But he's a mightier monarch still

Who vanquishes his own.

No power of fortune lays him low ;

No treacherous smile allures ;

King of himself, through weal or woe-

He conquers who endures.



A RUN WITH THE PAY CAR.

BY WILLIAM MURRAY GRAYDON.

The ruse of the express company and its checkmating by the train robbers, with an account of

the outcome that waited on a particularly bold attempt at a " hold up."

we closed the door and fastened it on the

inside.

"GENTLEMEN, I sent for you to into the car, and, slipping in after him,
night for a special purpose. We

have in the office a chest of money con-

signed to Gunnison. It is to pay off

men at several of the mines, I believe,

and instead of sending it with the regu-

lar express messenger, I propose to put

it on board the freight which leaves here

at midnight.

"I have special reasons for doing this

-in fact, I am afraid to trust it on the

regular train-and I wish you to take

charge ofthe money. You will say noth-

ing about the matter, of course, but

quietly report for duty at eleven o'clock

tonight."

In these words the superintendent of

the express company at Montrose, Col-

orado, assigned to Fred Harlan and my-

self a run that was destined to be one

of the most memorable events of our

lives.

We did not think so at the time. In-

deed, there was nothing very remarkable

about the circumstance, for there was

always a risk in sending large sums of

money over that road, and it was very

natural for the superintendent to at-

tempt a little ruse of this kind to thwart

any possible scheme of robbery that

might be under way.

The midnight freight was made up at

Montrose, and when Fred and I reached

the yards the money chest was already

stowed away in an empty car, which, for

obvious reasons, was securely fastened

up and marked " perishable."

""

I shudder now to think how near that

car and all its contents came to perish-

ing, too.

At the last moment Fred discovered

that his dog Ponto had followed him

from home unperceived. It would be

dangerous to abandon the animal there,

with all the shifting that was constantly

going on ; and as there was no time to

take him back, Fred hastily thrust him

None of the employees had seen us

enter, and I don't suppose any of them

knew what valuable freight that car

held-with the exception of the engi-

neer and conductor.

In a few minutes the train started.

Fred rigged up a couch against the end

of the car, with a plank that was lying

on the floor, and I sat on the chest be-

side him.

Then we lit our pipes and smoked and

chatted for an hour or more, while the

train rushed on and on through the

night, whistling shrilly at intervals.

Fred had dropped off into a sort of

a doze and I was just wondering whether

it was my duty to wake him or not, when

Ponto lifted his head and uttered a

short, peculiar bark.

A moment later the cars began to

rattle and bump violently, and soon the

train came to an abrupt halt. We were

both on our feet instantly. I seized my

rifle, which was standing close by.

There was no reason that we could think

of for the stoppage, but before we could

make up our minds what to do, the train

had started again.

It went only a few yards,however, and

then moved slowly back towards Mont-

rose, going faster and faster each mo-

ment.

" Great heavens," cried Fred sud-

denly, " our car is detached ! "

My companion was right. The car

with the money had been near the center

of the train when we started, nowit was

speeding away by itself-where, we had

not the slightest idea.

Our sense of hearing, sharpened by

long service at railroading, told us all ⚫

this.

Our first impulse was to make certain

that the fastenings of the door were se-
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cure, and by that time our speed had

perceptibly diminished .
A moment

later we came to a full stop.

"We've been run off on a siding," ex-

claimed Fred in an excited whisper, but

before I could reply Ponto barked

gruffly, and we heard voices just outside

the car.

Then a heavy blow was dealt against

one of the doors—with an axe, probably.

All doubt was gone now. We were

in the hands of some desperate band of

robbers, and the chance of saving either

our lives or the money was slim.

We resolved to make a fight for it,

though, and carefully inspected our

weapons. Mine was the only rifle, but

Fred had a revolver that he knew well

how to use.

Half a dozen more blows followed in

quick succession, and then Fred placed

his mouth to a crack in the door, and

shouted:

" The first one that breaks into this

car is a dead man."

The blows ceased for a moment or two.

The desperadoes were evidently sur-

prised to learn that any person was in

the car. Then a gruff voice called

loudly:

" Open that door, young feller, an'

you shan't be harmed."

We made no reply to this modest re-

quest, and after a few low muttered im-

precations, the blows were repeated

faster and harder than ever.

"We must hold out, Ned," said Fred

sturdily. " The trainmen will come to

our assistance before long. The robbers

expected to get the car open in a hurry

and make off with the chest. Any delay

will be fatal to their plans.'

""

Fred was plainly right on this point,

for an attack was begun almost imme-

diately on the opposite door, and the

blows were so loud and numerous that

we could not hear ourselves speak.

Ponto meanwhile kept up an inces-

sant and furious barking. At last one

of the heavy oaken beams went to

splinters, and through the crevice we

caught a glimpse of torches burning out-

side.

Another blow made a hole as large as

a dinner plate, and, quick as a flash , Fred

blazed away with his revolver, four times

in succession.

The discharge was greeted with hoarse

yells of rage, and more than one cry of

pain, for the robbers had been grouped

thickly around the door.
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Down, Ned, quick ! " shouted Fred,

and as we both dropped into a corner

of the car, a perfect fusillade of rifle and

revolver shots was fired.

The bullets sputtered thickly over our

heads, but neither of us sustained the

slightest injury.

Then we crept past the broken door

to the farther end of the car. The light

outside showed, of course, where the hole

had been broken in, and we trained our

weapons on the spot, ready for the first

man that would make his appearance.

Meanwhile the other door was being

slowly battered in, and soon a gaping

hole was chopped through. We in-

stantly fired at the spot, and not without

effect, to judge by the fierce yells that

responded.

The situation was becoming more

critical, for two or three rifle barrels

were thrust in from both sides of the

car, and the bullets whistled uncomfort-

ably close to our heads. The rascals

dared not expose themselves sufficiently

to take aim, and our return fire did them

no damage.

Then a long arm reached in and at-

tempted to snatch the big bar which of-

fered the main obstacle to the breaking

down of the door. Before either Fred or

I could fire, Ponto sprang forward and

seized the ruffian's hand in his sharp

white teeth .

We heard a quick report, a yelp of

pain, and then poor Ponto dropped back

on the floor, to allon the floor, to all appearances lifeless.

Enraged at the death of the dog, Fred

emptied his revolver at the hole, to what

purpose we could not tell.

After that, hostilities ceased for a

little while, though the axes still tore

away at the door and the gaping holes

grew larger and larger.

66

" I smell smoke," said Fred suddenly.

Do you? "

"Yes," I replied, " I detect it plain-

ly ; " and as we looked at each other in

sudden alarm, we heard a sharp crack-

ling underfoot, and red flashes of light

were visible through the flooring.

The miscreants had set fire to the end

of the car, with the intention of driving
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us forward within range of their mur-

derous weapons.

We lost hope then and there. We

could take our choice-death by fire or

by bullet. There was no other alterna-

tive.

The flames enveloped the end of the

car with amazing rapidity, until their

red tongues were licking the inside tim-

bers and the boards were hot to the

touch.

Our skin seemed to be blistering, and

the smoke poured round us in suffocat-

ing whirls, but we still held our ground,

knowing that to advance meant certain

and speedy death.

Outside, the axes were still going rap-

idly, and through the smoke we saw

one of the doors tumble with a crash into

the car. A moment later the second one

dropped.

The robbers could almost place their

hands upon the chest now, but still they

hesitated to enter.

Then a burst of flame came hissing

from the bottom of the car, and with a

loud cry Fred fell over.

Hardly conscious of what I was doing,

I grasped him by the shoulders and

dragged him foot by foot towards the

open door, expecting every moment to

be riddled with bullets.

I heard a wild yell from outside, and

then a rattling fusillade of rifle shots. I

thought I was shot, and wondered

vaguely why I did not fall, and the next

thing I saw was a familiar face sur-

mounted by a blue railroad cap peering

into the open doors.

" The money is safe," said the man

to some one behind him, " but I don't

see either of the poor fellows. I'm

afraid they're done for."

I tried to cry out, but the sound

choked in my throat, and then I must

have fainted dead away.

* * * *

I came back to life in the caboose of

the freight train. Fred was a few feet

away, and we were both soon able to lis-

ten to the strange story of the stolen

car.

The train had been stopped at both

ends by a gang of masked desperadoes,

three of whom took possession of the

engine and gave orders to suit them-

selves .

The train was broken in two, and the

forward part, with our car attached, was

run a few yards beyond the switch that

operated a two mile siding which ran

back into a lonely spot among the

mountains.

Then the train was backed with suf-

ficient speed to send our car-which

had meanwhile been uncoupled-far out

on the siding. The train was then

joined together and the engineer or-

dered to go ahead at full speed.

This command he obeyed to the letter

until he reached a small wayside station,

where plenty of volunteers were found

to come back to the rescue and their

arrival was well timed indeed.

Two of the robbers were dead, and

from one who was wounded information

was received that led to the capture of

many of the gang.

How they ever discovered that the

money was in the freight car was never

ascertained, though it was probably

through the treachery of some railroad

employees, for the robbers did not hesi-

tate in picking out the car that con-

tained the booty.

Fred and I were all right in a day or

two, and a week later we received a sub-

stantial recognition of our bravery, as

the superintendent was pleased to call it,

that went far to make amends for our

terrible experience.

Ponto, I almost forgot to say, was

rescued from the burning car. The bul-

let had glanced from his skull, only

stunning him, and he was as lively as

ever the next day.

SPECULATIONS.

LOVE is a god of fancies ; a glance, a whisper low

May wake to life that idol which we hold.

And I have thought sometimes, in certain hearts I know,

That Love. was wakened by the chink of gold.

Flavel Scott Mines.



THE GRAY FOX OF GIBRALTAR.'

BY E. W. MAYO.

Astory of plot and counterplot in the days when Spanish dominion over the gateway to the

Mediterranean was tottering to its fall ; also involving an incursion into the domains of

Cupid and Mars.

CHAPTER XXVIII.

MERTREZ ANSWERS THE CRY.

THE

HE shouts of the frightened serv-

ants, echoing along the darkened

street, reached the ears of the single

pedestrian who was at that moment

within its confines. With the instinct

of his kind, Mertrez, for it was he,

grasped the hilt of his blade and ran

quickly forward towards the scene of the

disturbance.

It was not altogether by accident that

the Spanish lieutenant had come to be

on the lonely street at this hour of the

night. For many days and nights he

had wandered back and forth along

these thoroughfares near the harbor

front, gazing eagerly at the dimly

lighted windows of the houses, and peer-

ing at the passers by in anxious search

for a face which he had thus far failed

to see.

The injuries he had sustained in the

course of the battle upon the heights,

while they had left him unconscious for

the time being, had not been of a se-

rious nature. The careful dressing

which the British surgeon had given his

slight wounds, and a few days of rough

nursing within the fortress, had set him

on his feet again.

He had a dim recollection of having

seen Anita bending above him as he lay

upon the ledge directly after the battle,

and of having heard her voice.

He waited anxiously for her coming,

believing that she would seek him out

among the Spanish prisoners who shared

the fortress hospital with their late

opponents. But she had not appeared,

and he had believed that perhaps

his earlier impression was only the pass-

ing fancy of his disordered brain."

Then had come the signing of peace

and his liberation. After that he had

been free to leave the Rock whenever

he chose to do so, but he preferred to re-

main, in the hope of seeing Anita, for

whose disappearance and complete si-

lence he was at a loss to account.

He had waited upon the Rock, in the

little arbor of locust trees, where he had

used to come to meet her in the old

happy days before the recent troubles.

He had wandered up and down the

streets of the town, hoping for a chance

encounter with her, but his vigils had

all remained unrewarded.

He did not know the exact situation

of Courtney's residence, beyond the fact

that it was near the water front. Lat-

terly he had taken to haunting these

streets, believing that if the girl were

here he should certainly see her or learn

some news of her in the course of time.

It was thus that he had been near at

hand when the outcry arose. He had no

idea that the call for assistance came

from the house of Courtney himself, but

he obeyed the summons promptly as he

would that of any person in distress.

Reaching the house, within the open

doorway of which stood the shouting

and terror stricken women, he paused

only to learn the direction of the diffi-

culty, and then dashed through the hall

towards the inner room, drawing his

sword from its sheath as he ran.

So quickly had all this occurred that

the outlaw was still bending above the

old man with his hand upon the latter's

throat when Mertrez entered the room.

The lieutenant took in the situation

at a glance and darted towards the as-

sailant, but the outlaw had heard his

heavy steps approaching along the hall,

and, divining that the sounds indicated

* This story began in the March issue of THE ARGOSY. The five back numbers will be mailed to

any address on receipt of 50 cents.
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the approach of a fresh antagonist, he

sprang to his feet and faced about.

Mertrez recognized the man before

him in an instant. A fierce light leaped

to his eyes and a feeling of savage joy

filled his heart. Before him was the op-

portunity for which he had often wished.

Now he would settle the unfinished

score, which had stood against the ban-

dit since the day of their encounter in

the forest. Perhaps, too, he would settle

a deeper score.

Like Courtney himself, he had heard

the vague rumor that Anita had de-

parted from the Rock in company with

the old witch woman. If so, Brulo had

doubtless had a hand in the matter.

Mertrez had guessed upon the instant

of seeing him that he was now within

the walls of Anita's home.

The two men faced each other in si-

lence for a moment. Brulo was like an

animal at bay, savage, defiant, and des-

perate. The officer, on the other hand,

was cool and self possessed. There was

almost a glad ring in his voice as he said:
66

So, sirrah ; at last we meet again !

On guard, and let us see if Fortune will

favor you as well as she has done in the

past! "

Without reply the bandit drew his

short sword and fell into position. At

once Mertrez began the attack, making

his sword play with lightning rapidity

before his antagonist's face, and giving

the latter no opportunity for the tactics

which he had employed in their pre-

vious meeting.

The conditions of this struggle were

very different from that former one.

Instead of the cool shade of forest trees

above them, there was the lofty ceiling

of the room. Instead of the soft mold

beneath their feet there was the polished

surface of the floor, on which they were

compelled to move cautiously lest a false

step might send them sprawling.

The clash of their weapons echoed

through the long hall and mingled with

the startled exclamations of the women,

who watched the conflict from the door-

way.

From the first Mertrez felt confident

of the victory. He pressed his attack

vigorously, giving not a moment's pause

between the rapid movements of his

weapon.

The steel gleamed in the light of the

many lamps that hung about the room.

It flashed back and forth like a beam

of silvery light, and in spite of Brulo's

efforts, it approached nearer and nearer

to his own body.

'Slowly the outlaw began to give back,

yielding the way inch by inch, and feel-

ing each step with cautious feet lest

some unforeseen obstruction should

catch his heels and send him suddenly

backward.

There was no disadvantage in this

movement. In fact, could he but reach

the wall of the room and place his back

against it, his position would be more

secure than that of his adversary.

So he kept on, fighting stubbornly, but

gradually moving further and further

backward, and waiting for the slightest

relaxation in the play of the flashing

blade before his eyes.

Suddenly, as he pressed forward more

vigorously than before, the lieutenant

seemed to slip upon the polished floor.

He went down upon his right knee and

the movement withdrew his weapon a

little from its close proximity to his ad-

versary's breast.

A savage light flashed into the gi-

tano's eyes. Here was the opportunity

for which he had been waiting.

He straightened up, raising his short

weapon in a stroke that was intended

to cleave his opponent's skull.

But the lieutenant's movement had

been a carefully planned feint. As the

outlaw's blade descended, it met a quick

upward guard, and the unexpected en-

counter with the opposing weapon,

backed by the iron wrist of the lieuten-

ant, sent Brulo's weapon whirling from

his hand.

There was a sharp, sudden movement

of Mertrez' arm. His blade descended

swiftly, its point against the bandit's

breast.

Then he rose quickly to his feet, and

at the movement a crimson stream

spurted from the gitano's side where the

officer's sword had gone home, piercing

him entirely through the body between

the lower ribs.

The outlaw stood for a moment with

arms upraised, tottering like the trunk

of a tree that is severed from its stock,

but yet pauses an instant before its fall.
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His eyes rolled upward until only the

whites were visible ; a fleck of blood ap-

peared upon his lips. Then, with a hor-

rible, gurgling cry, he toppled back-

ward, striking against one of the great

mirrors of the room in his fall and shiv-

ering it to fragments.

Mertrez gave no further heed to his

vanquished antagonist. He knew that

stroke too well to fear that it had failed.

His chief concern now was for the man

from whom he had diverted Brulo's at-

tention, and whom he believed to be

Courtney, Anita's foster father.

The man had lain upon the floor,

where the gitano's first attack had sent

him, throughout the progress of the

duel. He still lay there unmoving, his

face of a purplish hue, and his breath

coming and going in long, heavy gasps.

Summoning the servants, who were

still too frightened by what they had

seen to volunteer their assistance, Mer-

trez directed the removal of the stricken

man to one of the couches in the adjoin-

ing room. Then he sent one of them

post haste for a surgeon, while he him-

self loosened Courtney's clothing and

applied such simple restoratives as he

thought might prove of benefit.

As he worked over the inert figure he

learned by questioning the servants who

hovered about to execute his orders

that Courtney had been alone in the

house at the time of Brulo's attack, and

that they did not know the whereabouts

of their young mistress, who had been

absent for many days.

The surgeon's examination developed

the fact that Andrew Courtney had

been stricken with apoplexy in the ex-

citement of his interview with Brulo,

and that its effect had been aggravated

by his subsequent rough treatment at

the outlaw's hands. The surgeon shook

his head as he concluded the examina-

tion, noting the symptoms of the case

and the old man's feeble and labored

breathing.

"He may recover," he said, " but it

seems more than doubtful. He will re-

quire constant attendance and careful

nursing. You, I presume, will remain

in charge? "

"I will," answered the lieutenant un-

hesitatingly.

During the days that followed , Court-

ney lingered on uncertainly. He had

regained consciousness, but it was im-

possible for him to speak, and he could

only indicate his wishes by the move-

ments of his eyes.

However, he made it clear in this

manner that he desired Mertrez to re-

main continually with him, and showed

such evident signs of distress whenever

the lieutenant moved away from his

couch that Mertrez seldom left the room,

but remained on guard beside the sick

man, snatching a few moments of rest

now and then as he sat in his chair while

his patient slumbered upon the couch.

CHAPTER XXIX.

COURTNEY BESTOWS A BLESSING.

Ir was late in the afternoon of the

fourth day of Courtney's illness that

the equipage of Don Emilio Cassava

toiled along the road that led from the

northern side of Gibraltar to the town

itself. From either side of the coach

two anxious young faces peered out as

the carriage moved slowly forward.

Like many another who had passed

along that way of late, Paula and Anita

were seeking for familiar forms and

faces, and like those others, they had

sought thus far in vain.

The consuming anxiety of each of the

young women was to gain some informa-

tion regarding her lover. Don Emilio

himself was chiefly concerned with the

prospect of finding a good inn and com-

fortable lodging at the end of his jour-

However, in obedience to the urging

of the young women, he halted his cav-

alcade before the main gate of the for-

tress, and sent his equerry to inquire

after the two men anxiety for whom

had brought his party hither .

No satisfaction was afforded by the

result of these inquiries. At the head-

quarters nothing was known of Captain

Silvela. All the Spanish prisoners had

departed, being liberated at the conclu-

sion of the peace, but he had not been

among them.

Lieutenant Mertrez had been there

immediately after the repulse of the

Spanish attack upon the heights. He

was among the wounded, but had de-

10 A
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parted with the others, so that his in-

juries, apparently, had not been serious.

With this report they were forced to

satisfy themselves for the time being.

As to their next movement, there was

some discussion .

Don Emilio and his daughter wished

to proceed to some place of public enter-

tainment, but Anita insisted that unless

they accompanied her to her own home,

she herself would not go thither.

Therefore, the extensive cavalcade

wound its way through the narrow

streets of the town, some of which were

scarcely wide enough to permit the pass-

age of the great coach. The unusual

nature of its appearance, for there were

none but the most primitive carriages

in Gibraltar, aroused much curiosity

among the loiterers along the streets

and led to the opinion that some high

and mighty personage, such as the gov-

ernor of a province at the very least, was

the occupant of the coach.

After much jolting over the uneven

roadways, and frequent haltings in the

more restricted passages, the party

at length drew up before Courtney's

residence.

Anita descended from the carriage,

and with mingled feelings in which hope

and fear were both conjoined, rapped

upon the panel as she had done so many

times before. The door was quickly

opened by the old servant woman, who

uttered a cry of joy at seeing her young

mistress before her.

The girl paused a moment and then

inquired with awkward constraint :

(6 Is my father within ? "

Tears rose to the faithful woman's

eyes as she replied :
66
Aye. He is within, and very, very

ill. Methinks he will be glad to see you,

although he cannot tell you so . "
""

Without further delay Anita sum-

moned her companions and conducted

them within the house.

As the trio entered the great room,

they caught sight of Courtney and his

faithful attendant at its further side.

The patient had been restless through-

out the day and the preceding night,

now and then mumbling incoherent

words and showing a desire to impart

something to Mertrez, which the latter

had done his best to comprehend .

At length he had dropped off into

sleep, and the lieutenant, worn out with

his long vigil, slumbered also.

At first Anita had supposed the figure

sitting beside the old man's couch to be

one of the ordinary attendants, but as

she came nearer and observed his face,

she sprang forward with a glad cry that

brought him, startled, to his feet.

66

The two gazed into each other's eyes

for a brief instant. Then the words,

Carlo," " Anita," sprang at the same

moment to their lips, and they were

clasped in each other's arms.

The unusual commotion aroused

Courtney from his slumber. He opened

his eyes and gazed about vacantly for

a moment. Then, as his gaze lighted

upon the girl's figure, he recognized her,

and with a supreme effort, uttered a

low call.

She turned quickly towards him, and,

kneeling by his side, smoothed back the

thin gray hair from his brow and kissed

him upon the forehead.

The sick man smiled contentedly,

with a look that showed his happiness

in spite of the pain it cost him. It was

the first kiss he had ever had from the

girl.

The group remained thus for a few

moments, Anita kneeling beside Court-

ney's couch, Mertrez standing by her.

Not a word was spoken, but the cyes

of all were moist, and Anita's tears

rained fast upon the coverlet.

At length the old man roused himself

once more. A change came across his

face. The tense, drawn look disap-

peared. His lips moved, dumbly at first,

andthen more easily.

Finally he spoke in the broad north-

ern dialect which he had not used for

many a year :

"Where hast been, lass ?" he asked,

turning his eyes towards the girl who

knelt beside him.

Anita was weeping, so that she could.

not reply, but Paula came quickly for-

ward, and, bending above him, said :

" She has been with me, sir. I have

taken good care of her."

Courtney smiled again. A little later

he indicated to Mertrez that he wished

him to kneel beside Anita.

The lieutenant sank upon his knees.

Tears were rolling down his own cheeks
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now. It was evident to all that Court-

ney's end was approaching rapidly. The

momentary recovery of his speech was

but the last effort of his flagging facul-

ties to assert themselves.

Now his eyes began to assume a glazed

look. The tense muscles which had held

his body rigid since the moment when

he was stricken relaxed more and more.

His breath came more and more slowly.

With a last effort he half raised him-

self upon the pillow. Paula, understand-

ing his desire, moved quickly to his side

and tenderly supported him.

Slowly the dying man lifted his

wasted hands until they rested upon the

head of the weeping pair kneeling by

his couch. Then, with a labored utter-

ance that became each moment fainter,

he bestowed his blessing upon the

twain .

At the last he was the father.

As his voice, almost inaudible now,

reached the last word of the simple

form, his frame suddenly relaxed . He

sank back upon the pillow.

It was the end.

* * * *

It is easy to guess the remainder of

the story, so far as Carlo and Anita are

concerned. Not many weeks after the

death of Courtney they were married

quietly in the little chapel at Gibraltar.

After the many troubles and difficulties

of their courtship they at length found

perfect peace and happiness.

They lived to a good old age and

throughout their lives both held in lov-

ing memory the man who had once been

known as the Gray Fox of Gibraltar,

but who to them was always " father."

Those who are versed in Spanish his-

tory may be interested in knowing that

this same Carlo was the famous General

Mertrez who afterwards distinguished

himself so greatly in the African wars.

It was mainly through his efforts that

Spain won from the Sultan of Morocco

the strip of land along the African shore

which she still holds.

Of this territory Mertrez was for

many years the governor, and so it came

about that Anita at length came to rule

over at least a part of the Moors, as her

birth entitled her to do. She was a

famous woman in her later year, and

many of the shrewd observers of the

time declared that no small part of her

husband's remarkable success in life was

due to her efforts.

Paula's life was not so happy. It was

found that Captain Silvela had been

killed in the attack upon the cliff. True

to her promise, Señorita Cassava entered

the convent, and there at length she

found peace for her unhappy heart in

a life filled with good deeds.

If you go to Cordova today you may

see the weather beaten but still hand-

some building erected as a hospital for

the sick poor by the good Sister Paula.

And if you talk with some gray haired

old pensioner of the great wars, he will

tell you of the beautiful, sad faced

woman who moved about on all their

bloody battle fields, attending the

wounded, consoling the dying, and ap-

pearing like a very vision from heaven

to the eyes ofmany apoor, fever stricken

soldier in the hospitals. " Saint Paula,

she was in truth," the pensioner says,

and calls a blessing upon her name.

THE END.

FANCIES.

FANCIES are but streams

Of vain pleasure.

They who by their dreams

True joys measure,

Feasting, starve ; laughing, weep;

Playing, smart ; whilst in sleep

Fools, with shadows smiling,

Wake and find

Hopes like wind,

Idle hopes, beguiling.

Thoughts fly away ; Time hath passed them.

Wake now, awake ! see and taste them ! John Ford.



THE MATE'S BLUNDER.

BY MARCUS D. RICHTER.

A whaling adventure with far reaching consequences. Smashed by a whale's tail, adrift in

the fog, swept by a tempest, and tantalized by more than one glimpse of safety.

SPEAKINGof occurrence , sut tinat

PEAKING of occurrences, seeming-

afterwards lead to many of more im-

portance, until at times the chain seems

endless, reminds me of an experience,

or rather a series of experiences of my

own, which occurred quite thirty years

ago.

The blunder of one man, and that a

buil headed Frenchman, affected me for

two years afterwards, or, at least, that

is the way I look at it.

I'll spin the yarn, and you tell me if I

am not about right in my belief.

It was when I was on my second whal-

ing voyage in the ship Emma Duncan.

I was not more than twenty five, but I

came of a seafaring race, knew how to

steer and make sail an' splice before I

was out of dresses a'most, and was rated

as an able seaman on the Emma's books .

Old Cap'n Joshway Joy was our skip-

per-a better man never lived-and the

mate was this same thick headed little

Frenchman, Louie by name-a good

seaman, and not hard on the men, but

with as dull a wit in a time of emer-

gency as any man I ever saw.

A man ought to be pretty sharp

witted, not dull as an old case knife, to

be mate of a whaler, for he has to take

the lead in a chase, and there is always

the danger of running against an old

bull with fight in him from the word go.

Then, look out for a gale, say I.

I steered Louie in the first boat, and I

don't know how many times I saved him

from smashing the craft by running in

too close to a struck whale. He'd

get excited and lose every bit of judg-

ment he ever possessed.

"C ""

The time he made the biggest fool of

himself was when we'd been out a little

over two years and were working down

the coast of South America on our way

round the Cape and home.

We'd done well, remarkably well, in

fact, and when we ran into a little school

of sperms off the Chilian coast, Cap'n

Joy said one of ' em would fill all the re-

maining casks we had aboard . I tell

you, with that declaration ringing in

our ears we put off fromthe old Emma's

side with a will.

Our boat was ahead, and we over-

hauled the first whale, as vicious a lit-

tle bull as I'd ever seen. I stood up in

the bow with the iron, and when we

were almost atop of him I sank it deep

into his back.

I never made a prettier cast in my

life, and by the way the bull sounded I

knew that we had no weakling to deal

with.

While the line was still whistling over

the bows, I changed to the stern and

Louie took my place with the lance.

We didn't have bomb lances in those

days, nor bomb guns, such as they use

now in whaling. We were content to

pull up on the whale and prod him with

the lance until he spouted blood, and

then back water and wait till the death

flurry.

Well, this bull went down as deep as

ever I saw a whale go, and as soon as he

came up he started off, towing the boat

with the speed of a railroad train . But

we'd gathered in some slack, and know-

ing that he'd soon tire of playing horse,

and the sea being calm, we just laid back

and let him run.

By and by he stopped, and we crept

up to him. He let us get right onto

him, and soon Louie was churning him

with a lance.

" Blood ! " I yelled, after a minute ;

"back water! "

A great spout of blood rose from his

blow holes and dyed the sea all around,

while we backed out of harm's way.

The mate was nervous and excited, I

could see, afeared that the whale would

get away from us.
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He did die hard, that's a fact, but I'd

seen ' em die harder an' knew that when

the " flurry" did come it would come

sudden.

Louie chewed his mustache and

stamped his feet on the bottom boards

of the boat till I thought sure he'd

pound a hole in her. And still that bull

lay as quiet as a lamb, without a sign

of " flurry."

"Pull, men, pull ! "he finally shouted.

"Let me geef him another von ! "

Before I could open my mouth, the

fools had done it-pulled right onto the

dying whale. Louie began to prod him

again, and just then the whale " up

flukes" and slammed the whole after

part of his body down upon the stern of

the boat.

Just by reason of good luck, rather

than by good management, I sprang

forward over the stroke oar and so saved

myself, but the whole stern was carried

away.

The whale started off with a rush,

and somebody knew enough to cut the

line, but I'll be bound it wasn't that

Frenchman.

Of course, it wasn't exactly a new ex-

perience for us to be smashed, and the

third mate's boat was near by, but it

was such an utterly useless accident

that it made me mad.

Any one with a grain of common

sense would have known that the whale

couldn't last long after spouting so

much blood, and have been content to

wait.

We hailed the third mate's boat, and

he came over to us. Of course our

smashed craft couldn't sink, although

she was full of water, and we were all

sitting in it up to our waists, so Louie

decided to go in the third officer's boat

after the wounded whale.

"You stay here with the men, Pot-

ter," he says to me, " an' I geet that

whale yet.
ود

So they put after the old fellow and

left us in the smashed boat, feeling any-

thing but pleasant. It was the spring

of the year, and the water was cold.

They hadn't been gone ten minutes

before I saw that we were going to have

trouble. One of the sudden fogs pecu-

liar to that latitude was coming up and

had already hidden the ship from us.

.

It might last only a few moments,

going as quickly as it came, or it might

remain for hours.

If the other boat kept on after the

whale, they'd be sure to lose us ; but I

don't think they noticed the fog bank.

Any way, they kept right on.

"We're in for it," said old Bill Rog-

ers, and I tell you we were.

The fog came down so thick that you

could almost cut it with a knife, and

although there was no danger of our

sinking, still the prospect of sitting

there in the boat, with the water lapping

around our waists, was not an enviable

one.

Then, along with the fog we began

to see the sharks cuttin' through the

waves all about us-great ugly fellows,

twelve or fourteen feet long. There's

nothing that swims in the sea that's

worse to look at, or worse to fall in with,

than those " sea lawyers."

They'd swim right up to the side of

the smashed boat and roll over on their

sides and look at us out of their wicked

eyes-Bill Rogers declared they winked

at him and tell us as plainly as dumb

looks could that they were only waiting

for us to thrust an arm or a leg over the

side so that they could snap it up. They

couldn't turn the boat over, or they'd

have had us all at once.

Well, we lay there in that fog five

hours, once being so near the Emma

Duncan that we could see her upper rig-

ging, and finally the fog began to lift.

But with the lifting of the fog a nasty

wind sprang up that quickly rose to a

gale.

I tell you, we wished then the fog had

stayed by us a bit longer.

Night was upon us now, and there was

little hope of our being taken off until

morning; but the sharks had left the

surface. Fish, mostly, are not fond of

storms, and go below when the gales

begin to whistle.

That was a dreadful night. Nothing

but a buoyant quality of the material

of which the boat was made kept her

afloat, and with every wave beating di-

rectly upon us, I doubted very much if

any of us could retain our hold until

morning.

And my fears came very near being

realized. At daylight, when the blow
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eased up, only three of us were left. All

the others had been washed away during

the night.

There wasn't a sail in sight when the

sun came up-just a bare, heaving waste

of sea; all of us lost heart, for what with

the hunger and thirst, and the bruises.

we had received from the pounding of

the waves, our situation was enough to

discourage any one.

The sun beat down on us all day, and

as the only protection from its heat we

had was obtained by wetting our heads

with the sea water, it is a wonder we

didn't all get flighty.

Bill Rogers did go completely crazy

before night, and declared that the

sharks (who had gathered about us

again) were painted red, white, and

blue, and were winking at him, and

beckoning him with their fins to jump

overboard.

The other man, a Kanaka, and myself

dared not try to hold him, for the least

roll of the boat might pitch us all out.

So we had to sit there and see poor Bill

leap to his death and watch those ter-

rible tigers of the sea fight each other

for his dismembered body.

After Bill went, the Kanaka began to

droop a good deal, I noticed, and I

couldn't get a word out of him.

Finally I fell into a doze myself which

lasted pretty much all night, and when

morning came I wasn't greatly surprised

to find the poor black boy gone.

We must have drifted a great way

from where we had struck the sperm

whale, or the Emma Duncan would have

found us before ; but I certainly hoped

to see her that day.

About noon I did sight a ship, but

'twas the dismantled hull of a smaller

vessel than the Emma.

I tore out a seat and paddled with all

my strength for the wreck. Anything

was better than that smashed whale

boat.

In myweakened condition I was until

nearly dark getting near enough to the

ship to swim for it. Fortunately, there

was a rope hanging over the side, and I

pulled myself aboard.

I could tell by the roll of the vessel

that she was pretty well waterlogged,

and the best thing I could do would be

to put off again as soon as possible.

Lashed to the deck, I saw a hatch

that had been made into a raft, with a

mast stepped and a sail already bent to

a spar. It was pretty evident that the

crew had started to escape in this way,

and had either all been washed over-

board or rescued by some passing ship.

I went into the cabin, which was

under two feet of water, and after light-

ing the lamp, I found the mate's private

log book open on the table.

The last entry was dated that very

morning, and stated-would you believe

it? that after being wrecked by a great

wave the night before, which wave had

smashed and carried away all the boats,

she had been sighted and her crew res-

cued by the Emma Duncan.

But before this, you can easily believe

that I had been to the water butt, and

even as I read the entry in the log book

I was munching some food.

Knowing pretty well thatthe old

hulk would not hold together much

longer, I provisioned the raft as best I

could, and by the aid of a block and

tackle and a lot of rollers, I got the un-

wieldything over the side.

I lost a good deal of my provisions in

the plunge overboard, but there was no

time to return for more, so I set sail at

once for the Easter Islands, which I

figured were the nearest to me.

I had fortunately obtained a boat

compass from the wreck, so I was not

entirely helpless.

It was gray morning when I left the

wreck, and with a fresh and favorable

breeze, I bore away to the westward.

Not a sail did I spy all day long until

just as the sun, a great, round, red orb,

was sinking below the sea line. Then,

right across the glowing disk, there ap-

peared a ship under full sail.

It was a long way off, but I knew

those spars and the rigging. It was the

Emma Duncan !

But she was too far away for them to

see me, and she appeared to my vision

only while passing the sun. Then she

disappeared, and hers was the last sail

I saw for six months.

Not that I remained on the raft all

that time. I reached an island less than

two weeks later, more than half dead

from lack of food and drink, and on that

island I stayed for over seven months.
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When six months of the time had

passed, a native craft came to the island ;

but I hid myself, for they had every ap-

pearance of being pirates of the worst

kind. Some of those Malay proas get

even as far east as that longitude at cer-

tain seasons.

Shipwreck stories are too common

for me to tell you how I lived on that

island. It sounds well to read about,

but I never like to think of it, so, with

the reader's permission, I'll skip it.

Sometimes, even now, I awake in the

night trembling and crying because of

my dreams of that lonely isle. I never

liked solitude, and I certainly did not

care for it then.

The San Francisco whaler Aden took

me off the. island at length, and I was

landed in that city, without a cent, about

a month later. Of course I had to ship

as best I could ; so, instead of going

towards home, I went to China, and from

there to India and back again . Then,

however, I made for home on the bark

Josephus, landing in New York just

about two years after leaving the Emma

Duncan.

I was in Jerry Smith's, who used to

keep a respectable sailors' boarding

house in North Street in those days,

talking with some men I knew (they

had given me up for dead long before),

when who should walk in but Louie, the

old mate of the Emma Duncan?

He'd been on a short trip on a Medi-

terranean fruiter since leaving the old

whaler at New Bedford, and had just

got back.

I walked right up to him, and says I,

"Louie, do you knowme?"

Quarter deck etiquette is kind of

dropped ashore, you know. He stopped

and gasped as though he'd seen a ghost.

Potter," says he, " I t'ought you vas
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dead."

"Not yet, Louie, as you'll soon find

out," says I. " Through your bull head

blunder, I've lost my lay in as good a

whaling voyage as ever was seen ; I've

been knocked about in a Chinese packet

for nigh a year, been alone on an island

for six months an' more, and besides

that, have lost six mates, all good an'

true men, which you ain't," says I,

"being as you're nothing but a French-

man.'
""

Well, you'll excuse me for talking

kind of rough like that when I get ex-

cited, won't you? The men made a ring

for us, and then and there I gave Louie

a little the biggest licking one man ever

gave another ; at least so the men called

it, and they talked about it at Jerry's

long after I'd become captain and part

owner of a good ship myself.

Louie never laid it up against me,

however, for he sailed under me as sec-

ond mate more than one voyage years

afterwards, and a better officer I

wouldn't want, barring his natural dull-

ness.

But I could never really forgive him

for that blunder.

RIPPLES.

BESIDE a shady pool she stood,

Just where the meadow meets the wood ;

I know the place full well.

And lightly on the surface clear

She cast a pebble lying near,

And round it, as it fell,

The little ripples, every one,

All laughed and sparkled in the sun.

Once on a sleeping heart, by chance,

There fell a careless word, a glance,

Upon a summer's day.

The word, the look, the summer, too,

Have fled, as all sweet things must do,

But, though they've passed away,

In one heart, that will not forget,

The happy ripples sparkle yet.
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CHAPTER XXIX.

HANGING IN THE BALANCE.

an ace of upsetting the cab as he veered

to one side to pass another vehicle.

More than once policemen rushed out

THE pace, however, was more than and yelled at him, but he paid not the

flesh and blood could stand. Bron-

son and the Texan soon realized that

they could never keep it up until they

reached the office of Henderson & Mur-

ray. The former caught sight of a pass-

ing cab, and he called to the driver; the

cowboy echoed the cry with a whoop

which caused the man to turn around

on his seat in alarm .

In a few seconds the two were in the

cab and flying up the street.

" Fifty cents extra if you bring me

there in ten minutes ! " shouted Bron-

son.

" I'll make it all right, if I don't get

arrested," was the cabby's reply, and he

fell to lashing his horse.

The two young men sank back and

gasped for breath, and presently Bron-

son told his companion what he had

learned over the telephone about the

change back in the route of the parade.

"There is no doubt about it now,'

he cried, " and our fortune is made if

we can only succeed in the stroke . The

thing is, will we get there before Thomp-

son notifies his agents, or before the

agents find it out themselves ? There

is a paper up town which will probably

issue an extra a short while after the

information is out, so you see it all hangs

by a thread."
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"Doggone yo' boots ! Git up thar ! "

the Texan began to call out, leaning

from the window. Do you call thet

goin'? You ought to git out on the

ranch once 'n' see some drivin' ! "

least attention.

" There's the building now, right

ahead-that tall one,” Bronson cried

suddenly.

It was a matter of seconds now; in or-

der that none of these might be lost,

Bronson had taken out his money, and

the cowboy likewise produced his ; they

counted out the one hundred and fifty

dollars, and Bronson shoved the amount

into his pocket.

" If I don't make that real estate

agent sign the lease in a hurry it won't

be because I don't try! " he exclaimed .

"Don't let him git suspicious, fo'

Heaven's sake ! " was Saunders' warning.

" He may hev heerd somethin' about

the change."

" I'll do my best," Bronson replied.

" I'll manage it if it can possibly be

done. Just think what a reward it will

mean," he added excitedly, " if we suc-

ceed in renting that store for three or

four hundred dollars ! And even that

may not be all, for we may be able to

lease it permanently soon afterwards."

At that instant the cab stopped be-

cause of a momentary blockade ; without

a moment's hesitation Bronson made a

flying leap out of the door.

"You stay and pay the driver," he

Icalled back to the Texan.

With that he dashed off up the street,

and a minute later was in front of the

office of Henderson & Murray.

A more sudden change in demeanor

could not have been imagined. Bron-

son stopped, wiped off his collar, mopped

the perspiration from his brow, and then

strolled leisurely into the office.

It was a thrilling race, for the Texan's

protests were not without their effect,

and several times the driver came within

*This story began in the February issue ofTHE ARGOSY. The six back numbers will be mailed to any

address on receipt of 60 cents.
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Ayoung clerk came forward, of whom

Bronson immediately inquired for Mr.

Henderson.

" I am not sure if he is in," the clerk

replied.

Bronson choked as he thought of that

appalling possibility of his not being

there, a contingency on which he had

not counted. But to his relief he saw

the senior partner just entering.

" So you are back," was the other's

greeting.

" Yes, and I have news which will

interest you," rejoined Bronson, making

the effort of his life to appear perfectly

calm and collected.

"Ah! " said the other, rubbing his

hands. " What is it ? "

"I have talked the matter over with

the parties interested," Bronson went

on, and we have decided that the of-

fice will suit our purposes ; I have come

to arrange the matter."

"I shall be pleased to arrange it as

quickly as you like," said Mr. Hender-

son.

" Well, you cannot arrange it any too

quickly to suit me, as I have not a little

to attend to this afternoon," and Bron-

son hoped he was not appearing too pre-

cipitate.

"We think we do business pretty fast

in this office," was Mr. Henderson's

smiling rejoinder, and he turned towards

a desk at one side. " Just step over here,

please.'

""

He produced a paper with a big red

seal at the bottom, and in large, en-

graved letters at the top the word

Lease."
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It will not take me very long to

write out this," he said, " though we

don't often have occasion to settle a

matter so quickly."

Then for a minute or two there was

silence in the room, except for the

scratching of Mr. Henderson's pen as he

filled out the terms of the agreement.

Bronson meanwhile gave no outward

sign of his anxiety, but the fingers be-

hind his back were twitching at a furi-

ous rate.

Mr. Henderson looked up suddenly as

the door opened, and Bronson whirled

about, his heart in his throat; but it was

only Saunders who strolled in uncon-

cernedly.

"Good afternoon," he said, and then

added, " Don't mindadded, " Don't mind me, for my friend.

is in a hurry."

After which the scratching continued

again. The two gazed at each other, and

Bronson took out his handkerchief to

wipe away the perspiration, which stood

in beads on his forehead. Yet every

second which passed brought them

nearer to victory.

It seemed impossible that anything

could block them; but there was no be-

ing certain. They found that out to

their alarm a few seconds later.

Mr. Henderson had filled out one

after another of the blanks in the lease ;

then he blotted it, and at last looked

up.

"I think you will find this all right,"

he said, as he held it towards Bronson.

The latter glanced through the agree-

ment quickly.

<<
" It is the usual form," he said. One

hundred and fifty dollars per month-

payments strictly in advance."

Mr. Henderson had already signed his

name as " Agent for Henry G. Thomp-

son, owner.
""

" And now there is little more to be

done," said Mr. Henderson. " I suppose

your friend will be your witness ?

Glad to oblige," was the Texan's

response.
66

Then there is nothing else but for

us to sign this lease? " inquired Bron-

son.

" Oh, you forget," interposed Mr.

Henderson ; " there is the matter of ref-

erences-

"Oh, I guess there isn't very much to

be looked up in that line," was Bron-

son's reply, as he drew from his pocket

the one hundred and fifty dollars, and

counted the sum out on the desk in front

of them ; " I don't suppose you will need

any other references than this?

Mr. Henderson counted the money

over, laughing.

""

"No," he said ; " I guess that will be

sufficient, under the circumstances.

But of course you know that I shall have

to make out a second copy of the lease.'

Poor Bronson's heart sank, and his

dismay showed itself in his face.

" It won't take very long," said Mr.

Henderson, as he seized his pen and be-

gan writing again .
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But the time, short as it was, proved

to be a period of agonized suspense for

the anxious pair. They stood gazing

around them nervously, straining their

ears for the fanciful sounds of danger,

while Mr. Henderson's pen fairly flew

over the paper. They were just begin-

ning to be convinced that all danger was

over, when suddenly Bronson gave a

start of dismay.

Through the open window of the of-

fice had come a sound-a sound which

he had been dreading most of all :
66

" Extra, extra ! "

The cry was already close, and com-

ing rapidly nearer. Trembling with

anxiety, Bronson silently moved over to

where his friend was standing, and whis-

pered breathlessly to him.

A look of determination crossed the

other's face ; he started for the door.

" I'm afraid I can't wait," he said.

"I've really got to go ! "

"It won't be but just a moment,"

cried Mr. Henderson, looking up from

his writing.

" Cain't stop," called back the Texan,

as he vanished, " but I'll step in ag'in ;

I've got somethin' to 'tend to up the

street."

Again came the dreadful cry, " Extra,

extra ! " now louder than ever. There

were evidently two or three voices shout-

ing at once, and Bronson began drum-

ming loudly on the desk to keep the

sounds away from the other man's ears.

Meanwhile the Texan, as soon as he

was fairly clear of the building, had

turned and dashed up the street like a

madman. A few seconds later he reach-

ed the foremost of the four men, who

were running down the street, each with

a big bundle of papers in his arms.

"Extra, extra ! " was the cry.

"Change of the route of the great pa-

rade ! Fifth Avenue counted in ! Extra,

extra ! "

It was fortunate that the cowboy was

by this time somewhat accustomed to

city ways, so he did not draw his gun. He

grasped the first of the men by the arm.

"Look a' hyar ! " he cried, " do you

want to make some money?

" Makin' it just as fast as I can ! " was

the reply.

وو

" I've got a friend down the street

who is very sick an' nervous," said the

Texan (not without some truth), " an' it

makes him worse to hear this hollerin'."

"The deuce with him! " growled the

man, as he started on again.

But the Texan took a fresh grip on

his arm.

" Here's fifty cents," said he, "if

you'll go over on Broadway an' not come

back till you git three blocks down the

street."

The man hesitated but an instant; he

then took the money.

"A bargain," he said, and off he

rushed down the side street.

Wild with delight, Saunders dashed

on to the next man. This time he

caught two together, and met with equal

success. It cost him a dollar, but he had

achieved his purpose.

There was only one more man left.

" I reckon he won't be no harder'n

the rest," chuckled Saunders as he

reached him.

He repeated the same formula as be-

fore, and as he did so he plunged his

hand into his pocket.
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" Half a dollar," he said.

" I'm willin','," answered the man.

Only shell out quick!"

And then began the trouble, for in-

stead of " shelling out," the Texan

stood still for an instant, a blank ex-

pression on his face.

"What's de matter wit' you? " the

man demanded. "Ain't it a go ? "

"My-my money's all gone! " gasped

the other in horror.

With an expression of disgust, the

man sprang forward again, and started

off down Fifth Avenue. Once more he

raised that cry of " Extra, extra!

>>

Poor Saunders was about as desperate

as a man could be, searching wildly

about in one pocket after another of his

clothing, but not a cent could he find.

He had paid the cabby's charges, and

the other dollar and a half had taken

the last cent which he owned on earth,

besides the hundred dollars which Bron-

son was paying over to Mr. Henderson.

And in the mean time, that fellow

was hurrying on down the street, with

his dreadful cry. With a wild " Durna-

tion! " the Texan leaped forward.

"Thet air hez got to be stopped ! " he

gasped.

And there was only one way which
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occurred to him of accomplishing this

purpose; he seized the paper man by the

shoulder and dragged him roughly back.

"Look a' byar," he shouted, " I tell

you-

""

He did not get time to tell any more,

however; the man saluted him with a

furious oath.

"What do you want?" he yelled.

" Let go of me, I say ! "

And as the cowboy still continued to

haul away, an instant later the man

raised his arm and knocked his hand

free. Just how things went after that,

it would not be possible to tell, but suf-

fice it to say that a few seconds later

theman had dropped his papers, and the

two were at it, hammer and tongs.

CHAPTER XXX.

A NARROW ESCAPE .

Of course a fight on Fifth Avenue in

broad daylight could not get very far

without drawing a crowd. The two

struggling contestants were in a few

seconds completely surrounded by a yell-

ing group of errand boys, to say noth-

ing of dignified business men, who ought

to have known better.

The fight itself would be beyond

description, for the blows exchanged

were wild and promiscuous, the two

swinging their arms like windmills, and

the affair was ended with the suddenness

with which it had begun.

There was a roar from some one on

the edge of the rapidly thickening crowd

of " Cheese it, the cop!" However ig-

norant the cowboy may have been of the

meaning of those words, his opponent

was not slow to comprehend them.

He turned and plunged into the crowd

at the top of his speed, apparently hav-

ing no further thought of revenge upon

his assailant or of his newspapers, which

he left scattered about on the sidewalk.

And Saunders, who had at first turned

to chase him, suddenly caught sight of

the policeman. He darted back into the

crowd, where a little gamin, who had

been eagerly watching the affray, whis-

pered to him, " Stop runnin' an' he

won't know yer! "

And, taking the hint, the Texan ad-

justed his collar and strolled calmly off.

The spectators were all so bent on

getting away themselves that no one no-

ticed him, and when the puffing officer

finally succeeded in pushing his way

through the crowd he had not the slight-

est clue to guide him to the combatants.

Meanwhile the Texan, as he hurried

off, could not help chuckling to himself

that his purpose. was accomplished.

There were no more cries of Extra!

on Fifth Avenue.

"

"An' I reckon Bronson's gone an'

done it by this time ! " he told himself.

He lost no time in returning to the

office of Henderson & Murray. As he

opened the door he saw his friend in

the very act of bending over the table to

sign the leases, while Mr. Henderson was

again counting over the money, prepara-

tory to putting it in the safe.
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Oh, here you are," he said, as he

caught sight of Saunders. " We were

just waiting for you."

The Texan stepped over to the desk ;

Bronson had signed both documents,

and they only awaited his witnessing of

them.

Probably never in his life had the

Texan felt his lack of education more

than he did at that moment ; instead of

being able to rattle off his name in a

few seconds as Bronson did, he had la-

boriously to spell out letter after letter.

And indeed he had reason to believe

that his slowness very nearly cost them

the success of their plan. He had just

made the last little curlicue with which

he finished his crude signature ; then,

half dazed with the magnitude of the

triumph, he turned towards his friend,

and at that very instant the climax

came.

The door of the office opened, and a

man rushed in. As Bronson caught

sight of him, he instinctively made a

grab for one of the copies of the lease.

For the man was Thompson, the

editor of the Globe.

He was evidently in a hurry. He

stopped abruptly as he saw who was in

the office, for there was probably no one

in the whole city whom he had less ex-

pectation of seeing, or whom he was less

pleased to meet.

But his business was so urgent that he

hesitated only for an instant.

" I just stopped in to tell you the
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news," he said, as he hurried up to Mr.

Henderson. " I suppose you have heard panted,have heard

it ? "

"What's that?" replied the agent.

"Why, about the change."

"What change do you mean ? " asked

the other.

"The change in the route of the

parade."

Henderson gave a start.

" What in the world are you talking

about?" he gasped.

"What I stopped in for," continued

Thompson calmly, " was to tell you that

in case you should have an application

you will, of course, not think of renting

the store."

The whole truth flashed over the real

estate agent in an instant. Apparently

too much astounded to utter a word, he

stared with open mouth, first at Thomp-

son and then at Bronson and his friend.

It was all the latter could do to keep

from giving audible vent to their de-

light, for it was truly comical to see the

behavior of Thompson.

At first he gazed at Bronson with a

puzzled expression. Then as the facts of

the case dawned on him it gave place to

a look of wild alarm. He whirled about

to Mr. Henderson.

"You don't mean," he panted-"you

can't possibly mean-

ود

He stopped, as if unable to utter the

terrible words.

" I do mean just that! " groaned the

agent.
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You have rented it ? " Thompson al-

most screamed.

" Yes," was the breathless response,

" I have rented it to this gentleman."

Thompson was fairly foaming at the

mouth by now; he clenched his fists and

leaped towards Bronson as if to attack

him. But fortunately for himself he re-

strained that impulse in time. The

mere motion almost got him into

trouble, for the cowboy, who had been

crouching and glaring at the man as

savagely as a panther, was just about to

spring at him when Bronson seized him

and dragged him back.

Thompson, meanwhile, in his helpless

wrath, had turned upon his agent.
<<
Do you mean," he cried, " that it is

done that the papers are signed?
"C

""

They are," said Mr. Henderson.

"But, you fool, you," Thompson

panted, " these boys have no money-

they are beggars !

The agent shrugged his shoulders .
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They paid me one hundred and fifty

dollars," he said, " and it is good money;

that is all I know about it."

As the enraged man realized definitely

how he had been baffled, and by whom,

he lost all control of himself, and

stormed up and down the room, swear-

ing alternately at Bronson and at Mr.

Henderson . The former closed the inci-

dent, however, as far as he was con-

cerned, by putting the lease in his pocket

and walking out of the store.

In fact, he dared not remain, for he

knew not how long he might be able to

restrain his excitable friend, who was

struggling and protesting vehemently,

wild for a chance to " git at him," as he

phrased it.

But when he was once more out in the

open air the Texan's wrath soon evap-

orated, giving place to the wildest joy;

indeed, it was almost impossible for the

two to realize that they were actually

in possession of that store.

Doggone yo' boots, old man! " Saun-

ders exclaimed, "we'll make about a

hundred dollars apiece ! "

" By Jove, though, it was a narrow

escape," laughed Bronson ; " just to

think, if we had been but a few seconds

later, we would have lost the chance."

But ways and means of utilizing the

advantage they had gained must now

be discussed .

" Of course we'll hev to advertise

her," chuckled the Texan, " an p'r'aps

we'll put up a big stand inside."

" But where are we to get the money

to do this ? " Bronson wanted to know.

The thought seemed to strike the

Texan for the first time. He put his

hand to his pocket, while a blank ex-

pression crossed his face.
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""

Durnation ! " he cried. " Thet's so ;

do you know I hain't got a cent left?

Then it was Bronson's turn to look

astonished.

" Not a cent? he cried in alarm.

"Not a picayune ! " was the reply; " I

paid it all to them newspaper fellers an'

that air cab driver."

""
" Great Scott ! exclaimed Bronson.

How much did you pay that man?

""
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"A steep price," answered Saunders ;

"but I reckoned them things wuz ex-

pensive."

"But howmuch?" Bronson persisted .

" He said fo' dollars, an' then thar

wuz the extry fifty cents ”

Bronson staggered back to lean

against a lamp post for support.

"Four dollars and a half! " he

groaned.

"Warn't thet right ? " persisted the

other in alarm. " Why, how wuz I goin'

to know? I couldn't tell-
""

It was some time before Bronson re-

covered from the shock.

"I know it," he said at last ; " I should

have told you ; as a matter of fact, a dol-

lar and a half would have been liberal

pay. Four dollars and a half ! "

Bronson looked so disheartened that

Saunders felt for his gun and whirled

about as if to start on a hunt for that

cabby; but the other at last succeeded in

persuading him of the futility of that

course of action, and they set out for

home once more.

CHAPTER XXXI.

LOOKING AHEAD.

BRONSON in the mean time was ex-

amining his own financial condition.

" Marner gave me two dollars," he

said, " but I have spent some of that

already; we won't even have enough

to pay for our room ; what in the world

are we going to do? "
66
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was the cow-Doggoned ef I know!

boy's glum response. Why in durna-

tion didn't we think of these hyar things

afo'? "

After their triumph it was naturally

to be expected, however, that the two

would not remain cast down for a very

long time.

"When we rent that store we can hire

all the cabs in the city," Bronson

laughed suddenly.

And then the Texan related his ex-

periences with the newspaper venders,

which had the effect of restoring them

both to good humor very speedily. Nor

was it very long before there were other

prospects disclosed to them.

"We were doing all that worrying

about paying for our room," Bronson

suggested suddenly, " and we entirely

forgot that we needn't pay for it."
66
Not pay for it?" the Texan asked.

"What do you mean ? "
66
Why, we can doubtless settle with

the landlady by paying her for the time

we have been there," was Bronson's re-

ply.

" But what good'll thet do ?" pro-

tested the Texan. " We cain't sleep on

the street, kin we ? Ef it war down on

the ranch, now, it'd be all right, but up

hyar-
66
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Where in the world is your mem-

ory?" put in Bronson with a merry

laugh. Sleep on the street! What in

the world are you talking about?

Haven't we got a palatial residence for

which we are paying five dollars a day ? "

It was some time before the Texan

was able to comprehend the fact that

Bronson was proposing to occupy the

loft as their dwelling place.

"There is no reason why we

shouldn't
," he said-" until we succeed

in renting it, at any rate. Of course we

won't have beds there, but I fancy I can

get along without that. Can't you? "
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" I kin try," replied the Texan with

a grin; I never slept in a bed till I

come to this hyar town."

The two were very speedily convinced

of the practicability of that new scheme,

and lost no time in carrying it out.

" It may be that Thompson would

make a kick if he knew anything about

it," said Bronson ; " because, you see, he

might claim that he simply rented it to

us for business purposes. But we can

lock ourselves in, and then no one can

find out what we are doing-that is, un-

less they break down the door."

Arrived at the lodging house, Bron-

son found no difficulty in making peace

with the landlady. Bronson had no be-

longings, and Saunders only a small

bundle, so it did not take them very long

to clear out of the place and hurry back

to their new possession.

It must be remembered that so far

they had not even entered the place ;

and they were not a little anxious to

find out what it looked like.

"We will have to get the key over at

the real estate agent's," said Bronson .

So the two once more entered the fa-

miliar office.
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Mr. Henderson came forward to meet

them, looking, of course, exceedingly

glum and surly. However, he gave up

the key, and the two were soon in their

new home.

The size of it made them start in sur-

prise, for though it was a very small

office, it was enormous compared to the

tiny hall room to which they had been

accustomed.

"Durnation ! How'll we ever git used

to it?"gasped the Texan.

But Bronson's chief thought was of

the windows. He found to his delight

that there were two of them, both un-

usually broad.

"We can get a dozen people in here

to see the parade," he laughed, as he

turned and clapped his companion on

the back. Saunders, our fortune is

made! "

66

The two delighted young fellows could

not but smile as they realized the

strange contrast which was presented be-

tween their aristocratic dwelling place

and their financial condition. Bronson

had but one dollar and twenty five cents

in his pocket, and this was the sum total

of their possessions.

" But you say we kin live fer a few

cents a day," remarked Saunders, " so

I guess we kin git along."

"We can live cheaper than ever now,"

Bronson declared. " Yesterday, as I was

passing a bakeshop, I happened to no-

tice a sign in the window which an-

nounced that they sold ' yesterday's

bread for half price .' If I had known

that a few weeks ago, I would have been

wealthy by this tim !"

Every little helps," said the other.

"We'll tackle thet air place."

Bronson was reminded of old times as

he made his way around to the nearest

grocery store. He returned with a fa-

miliar loaf of bread and a can of milk,

which offered quite a contrast to the

meals he had lately been enjoying.

" But it won't take us two hours to

eat it, doggone its boots ! " observed the

Texan, as he quaffed his share of the

liquid at a single gulp.

"We have no occasion to hurry,"

laughed Bronson. "We have nothing to

do, you know."

In spite of the size of their bedcham-

ber, the two were not very comfortable

that night, for they had nothing to do

but to stretch themselves out on the

floor ; however, except for a slight stiff-

ness, they were none the worse next

morning, and both of them woke up with

ravenous appetites, to satisfy which an-

other raid was made on the grocery

store.

" I don't think this way of livin'll be

any cheaper'n the other," said the Tex-

an, as he again devoured his share. " I

kin eat about twenty meals a day of this

hyar kind."

"You won't get them," chuckled

Bronson, " for I have got hold of the

cash, and you must economize whether

you like it or not."

" I'll git a squar meal fo' lunch, any

way," declared the other.

They had been invited by Judge

Fuller to repeat their yesterday's visit,

for the latter understood, of course, how

anxious the two young men were to keep

informed as to Owen's progress.

In the mean time they sought out a

public library, where they could consult

the morning papers, and from these they

took down a list of several persons who

vere advertising for places from which

to view the parade.

"We don't want to lose any time

about it," Bronson announced. It

would be a fearful calamity if we were

stuck with the loft on our hands."

The very thought made them shud-

der. They resolved to start out the very

first thing in the afternoon and hunt

up the advertisers.

They arrived at the judge's in due

course, and were again invited up stairs,

where they were greeted by Miss Fuller.

It was only a few minutes afterwards

that Judge Fuller also put in an appear-

ance.

""

He gazed at the two young men

with not a little curiosity as he entered.

" I know what you are going to ask,'

said Bronson, laughing. " You are won-

dering about that telephone incident."

" To be sure I am," said the judge.

What in the world-
<<

<<

""

Oh, it is a long story," replied the

other. Are you equal to it?"

"Go ahead," said the judge.
<c

' Well, in the first place," Bronson

began, " I want to ask you if you know

of anybody who wants to rent a place to

see the parade? "

>>
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"What sort of a place? " asked the

judge.

Bronson answered the question, and

the other eyed him in some surprise.

"As a matter of fact," he said, " I

am looking for such a place myself."

The two young men gazed at each

other in amazement.

"You see," continued the judge, " my

family and myself will have to see the

parade, and I don't know how many

friends who are coming on. I haven't

made any arrangements yet, but I was

thinking of putting up a stand of my

own .

66

""

But have you got a place? " asked

Bronson.

66

No," was the response ;
I should

have to hire it, and that would be very

expensive. Besides, I should rather be

indoors, as it may be cold, or a storm

may come up in the course of the day.

Who is this person who has the place to

rent of which you speak?"

And then the two proceeded to tell

the story between them, both out of

breath with excitement, and interrupt-

ing each other promiscuously. The rest

listened with evident delight, and as for

Judge Fuller, he was completely aghast.

"I never heard of a greater piece of

enterprise in my life," he exclaimed.

"You young men certainly deserve your

success. I congratulate you."

""
"It is a little premature," said Bron-

son. "We haven't sublet our place yet."

"I don't think there will be much dif-

ficulty about that," was the answer.

"How much do you want for the loft? "

The two looked at each other in un-

certainty.

" I am sure I don't know," said Bron-

son, acting as spokesman. " I don't"I don't

know howmuch it is worth ; we wouldn't

want to overcharge you."

""

"Nonsense," said the judge. "If I

should take it, it would be purely a mat-

ter of business. But lunch is ready.

We will continue the subject down

stairs."

The two did not like to discuss prices

with their friend, but Judge Fuller

speedily settled that matter.

"I have been negotiating for a place

up on Riverside Drive on which to put

a few seats," he said. "I was to pay

three hundred dollars for it. The

·

trouble and so on would probably cost

me another hundred dollars, so I will

agree to pay you four hundred dollars

for the loft. Does that seem fair ? "

As it chanced, four hundred dollars

was the maximum sum which the two

had hoped to get for the rent of the

place. They were perfectly satisfied,

and announced the fact eagerly.
66
Perhaps it will be just as well to

settle this matter now, and get it off my

mind," said the judge when the party

adjourned up stairs again. "Generally,

I don't transact business at home, but

will excuse me this time."
you

He went to a desk and put his hand

on a small tin box. From this he took

out a number of bills.

" There you are," he said, passing

them over. "My mind is easy now."

"And our fortune is made," gasped

Bronson, almost speechless with delight.

It was a long time before the two were

able to realize their good luck, to com-

prehend that their trials were over at

last.

" I don't knowhow we can ever thank

you," said Bronson to the judge.

"I don't want you to try," was the

other's response.
" But what are you

going to do with your property after the

parade is over ?

Neither Bronson nor the Texan had

gone so far as this in their planning,

and said so frankly.

66

"Why don't you start a literary

agency?" suggested the judge, turning

to Bronson. You will have head-

quarters centrally located ; our friend

Saunders here will see to it that you are

not imposed upon by any frauds, and

keep office, while you and Owen can pass

upon and place the various manuscripts

submitted. You have already some liter-

ary and artistic acquaintances ; I can put

you in the way of making several more.

There are surely enough aspiring ge-

niuses in the country to pay you a living

commission for what you do for them,

and you have a small capital to pay for

your preliminary advertising."

The idea dazzled Bronson and dazed

Saunders, but after the latter had been

made to understand that he would not be

required to do anything more distinct-

ively literary than to receive callers and

investigate doubtful customers, he be-
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came enthusiastic over the scheme,

which was duly carried out after Dewey

Day had gone into history. And as the

young firm prospered, we need no longer

concern ourselves with their adventures,

the latter being no longer admissible

under the title " A Battle with Misfor-

tune."

THE END.

IN CUPID'S SERVICE .

BY WALTER BEVERLY CRANE.

A romance of Little Italy, setting forth the faithfulness of poor Gigi, true to his master's

behests, whether these took him on missions of love or hate.

DOWN
""

OWN in "the Bend," in Little It-

aly, she was called " La Picciola

by the swarthy denizens of the quartier;

the flaneurs of Broadway knew her as

Thérèse, the little flower girl ; but to

young Antonio Cappiani, the organ

grinder, she was " cara mia Teresina."

Next to his monkey, Gigi, the dearest

and sweetest thing in the world to An-

tonio, was his Teresina.

Basta! Giovanni Tassilo, the girl's

father, was a Sicilian, with blood like

lava and a temper-inferno! He was a

harsh, capricious, insanely jealous pa-

drone of a parent.

In the daytime he presided over a

push cart laden with the fruits of the

season; at night he followed and watched

his little daughter as she sold her bou-

tonnières in the uptown cafés and out-

side of the theaters in the Tenderloin .

Left motherless at the tender age of

five, Teresina had grown up under blows

and endearments, oaths and caresses, a

struggling little sunbeam in a shady

spot.

As it was, she lightened the hearts of

her countrymen with a laugh that was

a tune; she cheered the old and sick of

the quartier with a voice as sweet and

welcome as vesper bells ; and her eyes

held for Antonio Cappiani, the maestro

of modern organ grinders, an inspira-

tion heavenly-so gladsome, in fact,

that he had already worn out two cylin-

ders of " Sweet Marie " playing her

praises about town.

She was only fifteen, yet a woman.

Her cheek had the blush of the ripen-

ing grape, her eye was brown as the

hazel nut, her hair black as midnight,

and her figure-corpo di Bacco!-di-

•

vine !-her bosom " half globed, like

folded lilies in the stream."
""

Many were the boutonnières she sold

along Broadway, and when, after an un-

usually good night's work, she returned

to the Bend with Giovanni, her pockets

jingling with coin, the old man would

forget his jealous fears and murmur ad-

miringly in patois :66

Non pezzo piccolo, Teresa, non pez-

zo piccolo carissima!zo piccolo carissima ! " as he gloated over

the shining silver.

It would never do to lose Teresa, his

precious little mint, his pure white

dove.

Diavolo! But he must guard her care-

fully, for had she not many suitors,

young and old, rich and poor? Had

he not seen the fine American signors

in the up town cafés try to kiss her when

flushed with wine?

Inferno! He would run his stiletto

through them, one and all, should they

attempt to steal his daughter from him.

Of but one man was he really fearful

-young Antonio, the organ grinder,

who lived in the rear tenement of the

court, the window of whose room looked

into the abode of his little one, and to

the sill of whose window was attached

the end of the Tassilo clothes line.

SOOf all Teresa's admirers, none

strong and handsome as Antonio Cap-

piani ; none so well known and influen-

tial socially.

He was the leader of all functions,

and both the president and treasurer of

the organ grinders' association. It was

common report that Antonio and his

monkey were great money makers, and

that he had money in more than one

savings bank.
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In the daytime Teresa had to work

under Maria Santuzzi, the old woman

who lived on the top floor of the Mul-

berry street " double decker " and made

wax flowers for a French firm in South

Fifth Avenue.

It was a distasteful task to the child

of nature, molding flowers of wax and

forming the fantastic creations the old

woman designed.

At night she really lived-forgot for

the time her dreary existence for it

was then that Giovanni brought her the

flowers she loved, flowers that she kissed

and caressed with delight as she sallied

forth to breathe for a few short hours

in the artificial glare of Broadway.

Antonio was truly a man about town,

"East side, west side, all around the town,"

as his organ played and Gigi climbed.

Only on Sundays and late at night

was he permitted to see his beloved

Teresina, and then their meetings were

stolen.

He used to stand in the doorway of

the tenement and watch for her return,

to be greeted with a smile from the girl

and a fierce scowl from the father, who

always tagged at her heels.

That she loved him he knew by the

smile and the many tender missives that

found their way across the clothes line

running from the windows of their re-

spective rooms, messages carried by Gigi

in the dead of night.

Poor little Gigi ! How often Antonio

aroused him out of his hard earned rest,

and compelled him to stretch his tired.

little limbs traveling across the swaying

line between the sighing lovers !

Thus did Antonio foil the dragons of

his heart's Hesperides.

Gigi, stripped of his red zouave suit

and cap, those gorgeous regimentals of

his workaday life, would carry their mis-

erably spelled notes and Antonio's gifts

of sweets-sweets carefully wrapped in

paper and tied with string, for Gigi was

not an infallible " monk.'

And how Teresina would welcome the

little fellow with a kiss, and how An-

tonio would take that kiss from his

furry cheek when he had safely made

his return trip in the ghostly moonlight

only the laughing stars can tell-and

they never tell tales.

Gigi was the connecting "link" be-

tween the two, never missing, but al-

ways ready to prove the Darwinian

theory that the man and woman owed

their existence to him-as indeed the

lovers did.

Gigi was a macaque, and a perfect

gentleman in all his actions.

Unlike most of his kind, his deport-

ment was excellent, and his gestures

never inappropriate to the occasion.

He was neither mischievous nor thiev-

ish, and was always mild and tractable,

taking life seriously-not the joke his

audiences seemed to consider it.

His education had not been neg-

lected : there was not a cleverer per-

former in the profession.

Antonio had even taught him to test

bad money with his teeth, a proceeding

which so shamed the guilty giver that a

good dime was generally thrown after

him.

Whatever meetings the young lovers

planned had to be held when Giovanni

was in a neighboring wine shop, their

trysting place a corner of the dark and

grimy court below.

One night Giovanni Tassilo came

home shrieking curses loud and deep ;

he was frantic with rage, grief, and de-

spair-he had lost Teresa !

She had disappeared around a Broad-

way corner in company with a tall, well

dressed man, an American, he thought.

A policeman had seen them enter a

cab and drive hastily away. Giovanni

had been unable to trace or follow them.

Maledizione! Curses on the day he

let her speak to the fine gentlemen of

the cafés.

The wise ones of the colony winked

the eye and said the police would never

find her.

"Poppotetta !" La Picciola had her

price, like the rest of the girls ; she

wanted a higher bidder than Cappiani ;

she had run off with some rich American

signor who would buy her fine gowns

and put diamonds in her ears.

Giovanni swore that she had been kid-

naped, that she never would have left

him willingly--at which Piero Santuzzi

and the rest of the cabaret's habitués

roared with laughter.

The hot blood of Giovanni could not

brook the insinuation ; Piero Santuzzi

11 A
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was carried home with a bad knife

thrust between the shoulders.

Antonio said nothing after his first

furious outburst of grief and rage ; he

did nothing but preserved an ominous

silence that boded ill to any jester that

dared speak her name in his presence ;

he was as quick and ready with the knife

as Giovanni.

He kept silent and drank more ver-

muth and absinthe than was good for

him. The " Sweet Marie " cylinder was

taken out of the organ and ground un-

der foot; he would never play the

melody again.

To console himself he replaced the re-

jected cylinder with the intermezzo

from " Cavalleria Rusticana," and the

music of Mascagni soothed him at times.

Gigi and he had long talks regarding

the missing girl, at which conversazioni

Gigi, in answer to Antonio's many fran-

tic inquiries as to her whereabouts,

would take off his little red cap and

scratch his head in utter bewilderment.

Corpo di Christi ! He would search

for her and her lover if he had to travel

the world over.

With this determination he and Gigi

left the colony one day and became wan-

derers on the face of the earth. It was

summer now, and the Mecca of his pro-

fession the seaside resorts.

First they visited Coney Island.

There on the Bowery, along Surf Ave-

nue, was a field of gold. Gigi's new drill

and pole climbing proved a great card,

and Antonio rolled in wealth.

But he was far from happy ; there was

a malignant devil in his heart, the lust

to kill in his fierce nature, that could not

be stifled. He had sworn a solemn vow

to find the faithless one and the mis-

creant that had stolen her from him; he

must kill them both!

Patience, though-the Order of the

Mafia had taught him to be cautious and

deliberate in his movements when seek-

ing revenge.

The summer was waning ; it was the

tag end of the season when he and Gigi

found themselves at Atlantic City.

There Lorenzo Riccadonna, with his wife

and piano organ, were the first they met

with .

The information he thirsted for was

his at last.

Lorenzo had seen Teresa in Philadel-

phia. She was living there, he said, but

the man she was with was not Ameri-

cano; he was Italiano, a rich restaurant

keeper who kept a pensione in New York

as well as Philadelphia. He did not

know the number of the house, but he

gave Antonio the name of the street.

Trovato!

Despatch, lest they escape him!

In three hours' time he and Gigi were

in Philadelphia. At last they found

the street. The music of his organ

would bring her to the window, he

hoped.

He rattled off his repertoire block

after block, but the faces he and Gigi

saw were all strange and unfamiliar.

He had pulled his hat well down over

his eyes to avoid recognition ; and as for

Gigi, he was disguised in an entirely new

uniform.

He was in the midst of the intermezzo

from the " Cavalleria" when a familiar

form appeared at the second story win-

dow of a small red brick house.

Presto! The face was turned towards

him. In the gathering twilight the

features were indistinct ; he strained his

eyes ; his hat brim bothered him, but-

yes, it was she ! Trovato ! It was Teresa !

Ah, but what a change from the girl

of the Bend! She was no longer the

simple, laughing little flower girl, but

a heavy, dull eyed, painted creature,

adorned with cheap and flashy jewelry,

and clad in a silk gown of startling red.

She leaned indolently out of the win-

dow and whistled to the monkey.

Antonio was now playing in galop

time, his excitement was so intense. Gi-

gi had begun to climb the water spout

of the quaint little house, and was near-

ing the woman at the window. Would

she recognize the monkey, and thus

warned, escape him?

Gigi had reached the window sill and

was gravely saluting his former mistress.

Antonio did not dare look up at the

two, but ground away with his eyes fixed

on the cobble stones, mechanically jerk-

ing at Gigi's rope.

Diavolo! He glanced up in surprise ;

the cord had suddenly grown very slack.

Both the woman and the monkey,

were gone from the window.

He pulled hard on the rope ; it came
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tumbling to the ground with no mon-.

key attached to it. What had become

ofthe two ?

Was she going to steal his " monk,"

his beloved Gigi ?

Had she recognized ? Inferno ! Per-

haps she had recognized him; she was

going to escape with him and cheat his

master of his revenge.

The " monk " was off the string ! Dio

mio! But he must recover Gigi at any

cost.

He propped his organ against the area

railing and rushed madly through the

open basement door.

A huge negress tried to bar his way,

but he cast her aside with an oath, and

plunged on through the dark hallway

in search of the stairs.

He reached the first landing. There

was a door, wide open, leading into a

court in the rear; from the court ran a

narrow alley connecting with the ad-

joining avenue. The house had both an

entrance and exit leading into different

streets.

Santa Maria, she has escaped him!

Antonio dashed on up stairs and

threw his weight against the door of the

front room. It swung open to the vig-

orous push of his shoulder, and he went

sprawling on the floor .

See,

The room was deserted !

Slowly the door swung back.

Ah! What was that-there?

transfixed to the inside panel of the door

a long, keen, shining stiletto driven

through it, its little arms and legs ex-

tended in a last agonized convulsion-

what was it ?

Look again, Antonio, at the thing

nailed to the door as if crucified, with

the life blood slowly ebbing from it and

forming a dark pool on the carpet below.

Mother of Mercy ! " he shrieked in

Italian, staggering towards it.

66

Pinned to the breast by the blade was

a scrap of paper on which had been has-

tily scrawled in Italian : " If you dare

to follow me I will treat you as I have

treated your monkey."

When the policeman who had been

summoned to arrest the crazy organ

grinder opened the door of the little

second story front room, he found a

dead man and a dead monkey. But the

stiletto was no longer in the monkey's

body, it was up to the hilt in the man's

heart, and the writing on the paper was

quite illegible.

THAT TRUE TO LIFE STORY.

BYJAMES BURTON REYNOLDS.

How a certain young man conceived the idea of writing a piece of fiction that should be alto-

gether different from the usual brand of the article, and the fantastic plan he made use of

in carrying out his scheme-with the sequel thereto.

""

ITT was an unusual gala night at the

Cosmos Club, a club, too, that was

noted for its gala occasions ; and in the

lexicon of the Cosmos, gala was

synonymous with " noise"-so much so,

in fact, that people who were not mem-

bers of the club took pains to call this

institution the Chaos Club ; but, then,

that may have been because they were

jealous of the good times that went on

inside the big stone building looking out

on the well groomed park which was

the Sunday parade ground of the city.

The Cosmos, however, had one thing,

at least, in its favor : it was no hypo-

crite. It sailed under no false colors.

Itmade no pretensions to athletics, to

literature, or to science. It spent none

of its time in keeping up a display art

gallery, nor its energy in furnishing

constituents for a swimming bath or

athletic apparatus.

Its library had long since been turned

into a grill room, where each member

kept in a rack his own long pipe and big

carved mug, and card tables occupied

the space that on the plans of the archi-

tect bore the title of " Reading Room.'

""

The club boasted but one object, one

ambition : that of enjoyment. It was

distinctly a young men's club, popular

on account of the spirit, life, and good

natured unconventionality that reigned

all over the building from the billiard
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tables down in the basement to the

sleeping apartments up under the roof.

So there was really some basis for the

nickname of the Chaos which it had re-

ceived, and tonight was one of the occa-

sions that furnished it.

There had been a chafing dish contest

in the big grill room, and a culinary

battle royal it had been. A score and

more of contestants had sat each at a

little table in front of his own chafing

dish and manufactured a Welsh rabbit,

while a scoffingly appreciative audience

sat around and made suggestions and

trouble.

The committee had made their

rounds some little time before, had

given their decision, and the prizes had

just been awarded.

There was a silver chafing dish for

the best tasting concoction, a traveling

clock for the rabbit that had been made

in the quickest time, and a dainty dress-

ing mirror for the best looking one.

There was also a booby prize for the

worst one of all, a huge volume entitled

Hints to Young Housekeepers," all

aglow with pictures of vegetables and

roasts, and filled with rudimentary in-

structions in cooking.

The contest over, there was a grand

reunion of victors, vanquished, and

spectators. The parlors were filled, and

the constant pressing of the bells kept

the blue coated waiters on the jump,

for every one was thirsty and impatient.

Over in a corner by the window

lounged a little group of four, among

them Lawrence Dana, who had distin-

guished himself by winning the first

prize.

He was a young fellow, only a couple

of years out of college, who had studied

the mysteries of the chafing dish much

more zealously than the mysteries of

mathematics, while at Harvard ; happy

go lucky, popular, handsome, and lazy;

whose present occupation consisted in

waiting to be admitted into his father's

money making firm and in taking fre-

quent pleasure trips to Europe in order

to increase his patience.

One of his companions was of the

same sort. J. Arlington Henderson, as

his card read, or " Jack," as everybody

but his mother called him, was older,

but not more mature.

He was a broker; that is, he called

himself one in conversation and at a

dollar a line in the advertising columns

of the newspapers, and sat in his uncle's

office and whittled away pencils and

used up huge blocks of paper in figuring

out a short cut to fortune.

The others were older. George Gray

was an artist, full of talent and Bohe-

mianism, but not a painter for revenue

only.

His allowance from his mother's es-

tate was more than sufficient to keep

the wolf some blocks away from the

door of his studio, and he used his

brush simply for pastime, in the same

way that his companions used a golf

stick or billiard cue.

Fred Carroll, the fourth one of the

group, was a mystery that the club was

trying to solve. No one understood

him, no one knew anything about him.

He had not been in the city long, but

the most of the time that he had been

there he had spent inside the club. In

fact, as a general thing he and the

lights went out together at about the

same time every night.

He was cynical always, and was con-

sidered artificial. He was young, un-

doubtedly, but looked old, and he varied

between two moods: he was either ex-

uberantly gay and careless, or gloomy

and uncommunicative ; there was no

middle ground. Tonight it was the

former mood that was in evidence.

The conversation over in this corner

drifted promiscuously along. They had

settled the important fact of whether

the new dancer at the Gaiety Theater

could really dance, and how she com-

pared with Mlle. Guyere, whom all four

had seen in Paris the previous winter ;

they had discussed the chances in the

club yacht race that was to be held in a

few days ; they had speculated as to

what the sudden rise in Western Union

meant; they had touched on the elope-

ment of the week before, and finally

they drifted around to recent attempts

at homely literature in handsome bind-

ings.

Gray dilated enthusiastically upon

the absurdity of the fiction of the day.

He declared that authors did not be-

lieve what they wrote, could not pos-

sibly believe it if they tried, and that
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they pictured impossible events know-

ingly and with deliberate intent to de-

ceive.

Carroll smiled quietly and shook his

head.

" I cannot agree with you there,

Gray," he said. " I think that writers

really believe in their situations when

they think them out and write about

them. The authors may be mistaken-

of course, many times are; but they err

through ignorance.'

""

He hesitated a moment, then went

on : " A friend of mine was telling me

about a case of this kind the other day,

a case that came under his own observa-

tion. An interesting story it was, too,

and I will tell it to you if you will prom-

ise that it goes no further, for true

stories ought never to be repeated."

The promise was quickly nodded, and

Carroll continued :

66
The story was about a young fellow

named-well, Russell will do as well as

anything. He was a clever sort of a

chap, good natured and good company.

He was a good student, and left college

with the pockets of his commencement

gown full of honors.

66 He had one great aspiration-that

for literature. Even in college he used

to have the pictures of authors on the

walls of his room instead of those of

actresses. He was an omnivorous reader.

He haunted libraries and was a financial

godsend to booksellers. He read every-

thing that came in his way, without re-

gard to age, color, or previous condition

of servitude.

" He dabbled in writing himself, and,

on the whole, successfully. It is true

that the shelves of his desk contained a

large number of notices such as : ' We

regret to inform you that the inclosed

manuscript, which you kindly submit-

ted, has to be returned. We thank you

for your courtesy in submitting it, and

remain,' etc.

"But occasionally he had a story or a

sketch accepted and printed to the

pleasing accompaniment of his full

name, and this was enough to arouse

the enthusiasm of his circle of friends

and inspire him with new ambition.

"These friends, in their lavish appre-

ciation, predicted that some day he

would write a great novel. The idea

thus planted grew with tremendous ra-

pidity in Russell's mind.

He determined that he would not.

only write a novel, a real flesh and blood

story, but he would do it at once. What

was more, the novel that he would write

should be something out of the ordi-

nary, something that would compel the

world to pause for a moment in its mad

rush and talk about it and him.

"When he thought of the multitude

of sickly, weak, trifling novels that not

only filled up the book stands, but were

actually sold by the thousands, he felt

certain of his ability to become a novel-

ist. If such mosquitoes of literature

could sell, certainly he could bring forth

a story that would win quantities of

fame.

"He knew better, so he told himself,

than to follow out the stereotyped lines

of thought. He would avoid the pitfalls

and the ruts into which the novelist was

almost certain to fall. He knew them

and could avoid them. His would not

be the conventional love tale that he

had read and yawned over so often.
66

He would have nothing to do with

that old, old story, that tale in which

the course of true love never ran smooth

until the last chapter, and perhaps not

then if the author was of a melancholy

disposition or happened at the time to

be troubled with indigestion ; and the

course of false love flowed placid as the

surface of a hermit mill pond.

" His should be a novel from which

the end could not be seen from the be-

ginning. Furthermore, it should be

modern . He was tired of the idea of

going back to the middle ages, simply

because when the tale was placed amid

such surroundings no one dared to dis-

pute inconsistencies of costume, geog-

raphy, actions, or morals.

In his story he would get along

without monks and castles and troops

of mounted horsemen, and cities with

gates that closed at sundown, and lan-

guishing ladies in upper chamber win-

dows, and knots of velvet lying about

the streets, and penniless gentlemen of

France going about on meddlesome and

impossible errands and marrying heir-

esses to millions and thrones. In his

novel there should be the union of the

true and the strange.
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"His novel became his one thought.

During his business hours he was plan-

ning it out, at his leisure he was invent-

ing situations. As he swung along the

street or was jostled in the crowded car,

he studied the faces of the people about

him for characters.

" At last he decided upon his two

leading personages. They should be a

man, young and handsome, and a wom-

an, old and unattractive. The lover he

would make a person whom all society

welcomed and for whom haughty dowa-

gers angled; rich, accomplished, aristo-

cratic.

66

The lady in the case should be one

well along in years, with a disposition

soured by a loveless life, petulant, mor-

bid, ignored and ignoring. Yet he

would have this petted young man be-

come fascinated by this woman and

leave his own circle to seek her com-

pany.

66 He would have him fall in love with

her and finally marry her. And then

the woman whom all had ignored, ex-

cept this young hero, should recover her

spirits and her grace and make him so

good a wife that he could truthfully

conclude in the language of the old

fairy tale, ' And they lived happily to-

gether ever afterwards until they died.'

" This was the story he mapped out.

No one, he told himself with satisfac-

tion, had ever written a novel like it.

The characters were certainly new in

their arrangement.
66

The public might say that. his tale

was improbable, but what of that? He

believed in his own mind that such a

thing could happen. What if people did

call his story overdrawn and ridiculous-

ly impossible?

"It would make talk, and every con-

versation upon the subject would add

fame to his book. The possibilities

would be discussed by the critics in the

papers, and by the people over the din-

ner table and under the evening lamps.
66

It would be a new puzzle for the

world to solve, a world so fond of puz-

zles. He would bring together society's

idol and society's butt; Othello and Des-

demona would be reversed and outdone ;

he would out Shakspere Shakspere.

"The more his mind dwelt upon this

idea the more impressed with it he be-

came. He enlarged upon it to himself,

he gave it color, he reveled in picturing

the sensation the novel would make

when it came out.

" In a short time he had the story all

drawn out on mental diagrams and the

first few chapters down on paper. Then

came his departure from the city to es-

cape the summer's heat.

" He was to spend his vacation sea-

son at Lake George. In fact, the sum-

mer would not have seemed complete

for him had he gone elsewhere.

" For years he had been an annual

visitor to the big, blue, treacherous lake,

from the time of his college days when

he had camped there with classmates

and made their island ring with college

songs and shouts. He knew every part

of the lake and nearly everybody along

its shores, and when he stepped off the

steamer at his hotel down along the

island studded narrows he was greeted

with shouts of welcome that assured a

month of enjoyment before him.

" There was a wealth of young ladies,

comely and fair to look upon, most of

them old friends, and the usual dearth

ofyoung men ; there was his fishing pole

hanging high up on the piazza where he

had left it a year ago ; his canoe floated

in the little sheltered bay, and his sail-

boat stood ready for flight, only waiting

for a breeze and his hand upon the

tiller.

" A few days after his arrival he

chanced to be introduced to a woman

whom before that time he had not no-

ticed. In some way she at once singu-

larly reminded him of the heroine of

his unwritten tale.

" She was well along in years, she was

unattractive certainly as compared with

the ones about her, and in her face were

the indications that she was equally

without a past or a future.
66

He inquired about her, and secretly

he was delighted with the information

that he received . She was a disagree-

able person, so the young ladies told

him, peevish, sarcastic, and distinctly

inclined to be meddlesome.
66

She was unpopular with everybody,

young and old. She took no part in any

of the hotel gaiety, but sat like a silent

Cassandra, looking the things she did

not say.
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"The more they talked in this strain

the more interested Russell became. He

was convinced that here he had found

the very person who was to figure in his

great novel.

"He had imagined the character, and

now found to his great delight that

there was really such a person. Before

him was an opportunity for character

study such as few novelists had ever

had.

"His coming to Lake George at just

this time, he told himself in his enthu-

siasm, was a direct act of Providence,

and clearly signified that he was to write

the great novel- well, of the day.

66
All

Everything was now plain.

that he had to do was to become thor-

oughly acquainted with Miss Easton, we

will call her ; study her as he would a

book of philosophy at college, and then

write down the result of his discoveries .

"And study her he did. He spent

most of his time in her company. He

talked to her, he read to her, he rowed

her about the lake in the morning, at

noontime, and by moonlight.
66

Together they climbed frowning

Black Mountain, getting lost in the nar-

row bridle path that leads to the top ;

they investigated dried up rivers where

snakes with mighty rattles were sup-

posed to dwell ; when launch parties

were formed to go up or down the lake,

he saw to it she received an invitation

among the first.

"People began to laugh, then to

whisper, then to talk, and then to shake

their heads knowingly. Days and weeks

went by, and still Russell kept up the

intimacy.

" His friends could not understand it.

He deserted them basely and clung to

the side of the lady of years.

"They rallied him about it, but he

only smiled and gave no explanation.

As a matter of fact, he did not realize

the amount of attention that he was

paying Miss Easton.

" He looked at it from a different

standpoint. With him she was a prob-

lem, upon the successful solving of

which depended the success of his book.

He was interested as he had never been

before in the study of a question.

"When with her he was not himself,

he was the hero of his novel. In his own

mind he laid aside his own personality

entirely.

He forgot himself and his friends

alike. He saw only the opportunity of

perfecting his novel and the fame be-

yond that.

"He put himself in his imaginative

hero's place . He said to her the things

that his hero was hereafter to say. He

studied out these sentiments at night

and spoke them to her the next day.

66

He noted her surprise at hearing

themand remembered her replies. Then

he would write down the sentiments and

the answers she made to them, and the

little touches of nature she had shown.

" His book was apparently making it-

self, the dialogue was being manufac-

tured as he went along, the lights and

shades were being adjusted with perfect

nicety. It seemed to him like a play in

which he stood behind the scenes with

the prompter's book in hand and

watched the characters moving and

talking.
66

He had long before determined

that one of the great scenes of his novel

should be that of the proposal . With

such an unusual blending of characters

as the ones who were to take part in it

the scene itself must be unusual.

" Nothing commonplace would do.

It should be a masterpiece, natural, ef-

fective, convincing, dramatic. He would

make it realistic. Miss Easton should

tell him how to write it.

"By this time he was well enough

acquainted with her, he thought, to ask

her to do this favor for him. He would

explain to her about the book, not too

much, however, and she should compose

the lady's reply to the young man.
66

It was getting near the time of his

departure from Lake George when he

explained this to her and asked her as-

sistance.

"He must have blundered, he must

have forgotten to say anything about

the book in his eagerness to gather ma-

terial for it. At any rate, he found him-

self one afternoon accepted by Miss

Easton as her future husband.

" So suddenly did this new position

come upon him that for a time he was

dazed. Gradually the light came, but it

brought with it no relief.

" His blindness disappeared, he came
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out of the character of the imaginary

hero and became himself. Now that the

scales of overenthusiasm had dropped

from his eyes, he wondered how he could

possibly have blundered so.

" To him the whole affair had been

idealistic, savoring of the stage, of the

mimic world, not of the every day one.

To his mind it was the hero of his work

of fiction proposing to the heroine of

the same address.

" In his delight over the success that

was crowning his fantastic plan he had

forgotten entirely to think that there

was any other interpretation to be put

upon the matter.

" It was a ridiculous position for him

to be placed in, so he told himself after

the first shock had passed.

"It was a very interesting story that

he would have to tell, how he, Charles

Russell, who prided himself upon being

a man of the world, who had mocked at

love and scoffed at sentiment, had actu-

ally proposed to an old maid whom he

had known but a few weeks.

" How his friends would laugh over

it when he told them, what sport they

would make of him ! What a charming

story it would make to tell to his coterie

at the club in some cozy, confidential

midnight symposium, and how the

glasses would tinkle over it and him!

66

He could hear their chaff already

and see them shake their heads and

hold their sides.

" Of course, there was only one thing

to do. He must go to Miss Easton and

make a confession. It might be hard

for him, but as a man of honor it was

necessary.

"It would be rather embarrassing,

perhaps, to tell the story so that she

would understand it properly and see

that he was at heart blameless. Yes, it

might require a great deal of diplomacy

and ingenuity to weave the facts to-

gether so as to make a satisfactory ap-

pearance.

"But he would tell the whole truth,

how an author's enthusiasm in his sub-

ject had carried him too far, how ambi-

tion was the real culprit, how it was all

a joke on his part, a literary Blunder.

" But when he pictured himself tell-

ing these things to the calm faced lady,

somehow he did not seem to make a

very splendid appearance. His story

did not seem so humorous after all, and

he began to doubt whether he would

tell it at the club.

66
There was, it is true, the course left

to him of running away and allowing

time to settle the whole thing in its own

fashion; but that was unmanly, and

Russell hated cowardice in any form.

His sense of honor was highly devel-

oped, too highly, his friends often

thought, when it seemed to slip across

the boundary line into the land of the

whimsical.

" As he thought the matter over,

there came to him suddenly the fact

that she had a position, too.

" Thus far he had considered the

matter only in the light in which it af-

fected him. It was embarrassing, ridic-

ulous, and awkward. But what of her?

" She had taken it all in earnest. In

her eyes all his devotion had been sin-

cere; she had no suspicion of anything

unreal behind it.

" It had been a new experience for

her. She had read of such things in

books, her friends had sometimes con-

fidingly whispered of similar incidents,

but she had given up hope that the story

of her life was ever to contain such a

chapter.
66

His memory persisted in thrusting

torturing thoughts before him. He re-

membered that his manner had been

that of the lover, not of the acquaint-

ance and friend. It is true that he was

only impersonating another character,

but she knew nothing of that.
66
He remembered how she had

changed in the time he had known her

-at least to him. There had been a

different look in her eyes, a different

manner. His devotion to her was so

unexpected, so surprising, and, above

all, so grateful, that its effectiveness

was trebled.

" It had melted the ice that had

formed about her heart, and she found

herself human after all, yearning for

sympathy and for that something more

than friendship.

" She had confided in him without

reserve. She had told him about her-

self, of a life that had been sad after

once promising so much of happiness,

of family money swallowed up in hun-
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gry Wall Street, of an unanticipated

struggle for existence, of weary days

and weeks and years of the drudgery of

the schoolroom, that treadmill life

where it is ever the same threadbare

story, and where one sits by and watches

the human tide sweep along.

66

In his company she threw off her

gloom and lost her petulance. He

found that she was well educated, inter-

esting, and animated.

" She had wandered about in foreign

lands, and had used her eyes instead of

her guide book, and had seen things

that were not put down between the red

covers. Her sarcasm changed to spark-

ling conversation .

66

As Russell thought of her position,

his own gradually disappeared. She

became the central figure, the one to

be regarded ; he was only the side light.

His sense of honor began to assert

itself in a most startling way. It boldly

declared that his path of duty was plain,

that he should marry her. He had won

her affection ; it would be cowardly as

well as cruel to hand it back to her

with the announcement that it had only

been taken as a joke and was not

wanted.

" If it were only one of the young

ladies, the case would be altogether dif-

ferent. She would forget it in her next

burst of romance.

" But with Miss Easton this could not

be. To tell her the truth now would be

to send her back to her old sadness and

morbid state, all the darker for the ray

of false sunshine that had been hers.

" His sense of honor, oversensitive

as it was, demanded that he marry Miss

Easton, telling him plainly that he was

pledged to her, bound by his own words,

his own acts.

" Then the practical side of his na-

ture would take him to task for the idea,

and tell him that he had no right to

marry her, tell him that he did not love

her, and that marriage under such cir-

cumstances would be torture and too

great a punishment for a fault that was

merely that of carelessness .

" Then his conscience would take up

the fight again, saying that his plan had

all been quixotic, that he had no right

to place her in such a position, that even

in the best light he had acted like a

bully rather than as a gentleman, that

he had been worse than foolish, but for

that reason should not shrink from pay-

ing the price of his folly.

"There was,. too, another phase of

the matter.

" He had contended in his unwritten

novel that such a marriage as that which

now confronted him would end happily.

His whole idea had been that the lady

whom all seemed to ignore was in reality

the one to be chosen above all others ,

that the people in general had mis-

judged her. This had been the founda-

tion of his story.

66
He had been certain that such a

union would result splendidly; he had

thought it all over and had the argu-

ments all nicely stored away in his mind

ready to put on paper.

"Yet here he was shrinking from the

very experience for which he predicted

such glorious things. Somehow, when

brought face to face with facts and con-

ditions, his confidence in his enthusias-

tic predictions was considerably shaken.

The medicine that he had so cor-

dially prescribed for others did not seem

to taste the same when prescribed by his

conscience for himself.

66

" Still, everything had gone along as

he had argued that it would. The lady

had shown to him a side of her disposi-

tion and character which the others had

not seen.

" She had become fond of him , there

was no doubt of that, and under that

spell had been a splendid friend and

confidential companion.

" There was no mistakingthe light

that shone in her eyes on that unfortu-

nate afternoon when he made his awk-

ward and misunderstood proposal.

Neither was there any mistaking the

expression upon her face at that time.

"It persisted in coming up before

him now, every time that he thought of

telling her what a horrible mistake it

all was, and warned him of the expres-

sion that would take its place if such an

explanation was attempted .

"Well, I am stringing this story out

longer than I intended, but to me it is

a very interesting one. The upshot of

it all was that his sense of honor got the

better of his common sense, and he mar-

ried her.
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66

He carried out his mistaken pro-

posal manfully. Not by word or sign

did he let her know that there was any

error, that his devotion had been any-

thing of the sham.

You will say, of course, that he was

foolish, that he did wrong. Perhaps

he did ; but he was young at the time,

with boyish notions about the beauty of

self sacrifice, and the dreams about his

novel had taken him out of himself.

66

As I have told you, his sense of

honor was overcultivated, and the word

'duty ' seemed very strong to him," and

there was a tremendous earnestness in

the speaker's tones.

" Come here, Carroll," came a voice

from across the room just then.
"You

are wanted to decide a bet."

It

" All right," he rejoined, and started

to leave, saying to his group of audi-

tors : " I'll be back in a moment.

cannot be anything very important or

they would have settled it themselves.

It is only the minor matters that those

fellows leave to others for decision."

66 But you
did not finish your story,"

insisted Henderson. "How did the

marriage that you told us about really

result? Was it a happy one?"

"Well," said Carroll, as he moved

away, and there was a curious smile

upon his lips, "that novel was never

finished."

For a few moments there was silence.

Then Gray leaned forward and said in a

low tone :

" Boys, that was a remarkable experi-

ence. Now that I think of it, I have

heard that Carroll has a wife much older

than himself. I knowthat he never in-

vites anybody to his house and is seldom

there himself. He certainly looks like

a man whose home life is not happy, and

in Philadelphia, where he used to live

before he came here, there were rumors

of a separation soon to take place.

"No wonder he was in earnest while

telling that tale. It was his own story."

There was another silence.
66

That's so," finally came from Hen-

derson ; " and what is more, remember

that we promised him that the story

should go no further."

RUN TOTO EARTH .

BY JARED L. FULLER .

The mystery at the Howards' and the manner in which the new reporter set about converting

it into professional capital- and incidentally into a stroke of luck for its victim.

I.

" I'M glad to see you, my boy," said

Mr. Oscar Coppleton, editor of the

Camden Daily News, whirling about

in his chair and offering young Travers

his hand. " Your father is my oldest

friend, and although I haven't seen him

for fifteen years, I am only too delighted

to welcome his son. You are much like

him personally, Eugene.'

ود

"Thank you, sir," responded the

young man, taking the chair to which

Mr. Coppleton motioned him.

<<

" Ha!" exclaimed the newspaper man.

So you are proud of your father's good

looks, eh? He is a handsome man, ' Gene,

and in this case, at least, handsome is

that handsome does,' for I know no truer

friend than Bob Travers. Now, by this

note Bob writes me, I understand that

you wish to go into newspaper work-

enter upon a journalistic career,' ast

they usually call it."

The other laughed as he replied :

" I've already made my début in the

newspaper world, Mr. Coppleton. I've

had a year's experience on the Char-

lotteville Advance. That's a weekly, you

know, and there's not much opportunity

for a man to get ahead on a country

paper. I thought that if I could get on

the News it might be a stepping stone

to a city daily some time."

"That's a very laudable ambition, but

let me tell you, your experience on a

country paper is not to be laughed at.

It brightens up a young fellow's wits

amazingly. I'm glad you have some

knowledge of all round work, for in that

case I think I can find something for you

to do on the News.
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66

66

Mr. Coppleton was silent a few mo-

ments, and his caller waited expectantly.

Now, see here, ' Gene," he continued,

tapping the desk thoughtfully with his

pencil. There is something which I

was about to put into the hands of Mr.

Murphy, my oldest man, but if you will

undertake it, you can accomplish the

object a great deal better, because you

are a stranger here. It is a bit of news-

paper detective work-something which

the News seldom has-and may prove

a very interesting assignment indeed. If

you make anything out of it, it will be

a fine feather in your cap, too, let me

tell you, and I will see that you get all

the credit that is due you."

" That sounds promising, but what is

it?" Travers asked with a smile.

" I'll tell you what it is and then you

may take it or not, just as you wish,"

said the editor, becoming grave. "A

farmer just out of town has been

charged with something, which, if it is

true, is a disgrace to our civilization and

ought to gain the fellow a term in the

penitentiary. It was brought to my at-

tention by old Judge Burgess he is part

owner of the News-and he begged me

to investigate the matter.
66

It seems that this man (his name is

Howard-Dan Howard-by the way)

has a bound boy out on his farm whom

they say he treats with terrible cruelty.

Now, how much we are to believe of

what they say I leave you to judge.
66

Judge Burgess has taken more than

ordinary interest in the boy-John An-

drews is his name and although I never

saw him but once I thought him a very

nice, well behaved little fellow. But

old Howard would never let him off the

farm if he could help it, and as the boy

was a slight, delicate lad, I judge that

he must have had a hard time of it with

Howard and his son. They are both

bullies and as cruel as an Apache In-

dian.

66

Howard has never been able to keep

decent men working for him, because of

his temper, and has to depend for extra

help upon the three or four Indians who

live over in the Hollow, about two miles

beyond the Howard farm. They are

pretty poor workmen, as I know to my

cost, but they are the best Howard can

do, I reckon.

" The judge tells me that young An-

drews was afraid of his life among them

all, and especially was he fearful of the

old man and his son, Hank. The boy

will land in the penitentiary, if his

father doesn't ; you see what I tell you.

" The judge rather blames himself for

not investigating the matter before, for

about a month ago he sawthe Andrews

boy and knew by what he said that the

Howards were treating him worse than

ever. The next thing that we heard-

and by ' we ' I mean the outside public—

was from the Howards themselves.

"Old Dan appeared in town one morn-

ing and declared that John Andrews had

run away in the night, after half killing

his boy Hank, and he hurried the doctor

right out to patch him up.

"The doctor told me that Hank

wasn't hurt very seriously, despite the

great noise old Dan made about it. He

had a scalp wound and was bruised a

little about the shoulders and head, as

though beaten with a club.

" The doctor had no particular love

for Hank, and thought that he had prob-

ably got no more than he deserved, but

he expressed to me his doubts that such a

slight fellow as Johnnie Andrews was

able to deal such blows.
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There was no sign of the boy, how-

ever, nor has he been seen by any of the

neighbors since ; but the judge believes

that the boy is confined in the Howard

house and is still more cruelly treated

than before.

" His reason for this is that his gar-

dener's boy refused to go by the Howard

house on an errand after dark the other

evening, because, as he declared, the

place is haunted by Johnnie Andrews'

ghost.

"Upon inquiry the judge learned that

three or four nights after the bound

boy was supposed to have disappeared,

the gardener's son was near the Howard

house and heard (as he avers) John beg-

ging and pleading for mercy with old

man Howard, just as he used to do when

the farmer was beating him.

"Now, if that poor boy is confined

over there and is being treated inhu-

manly, as these accounts would suggest.

the people want to know and stop it,

and the News wants to know it first.

Several of the neighbors have made in-
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quiries of old Howard about it, but he

has such a temper that none of them

has tackled him but once.

"Now, if I should send any ofmy men

up there, the Howards would be onto

them ' at once ; but you're a stranger,

'Gene, and will not be suspected . What

do you say to playing the detective in a

good cause? "

" I'll do it gladly," replied young

Travers at once. "The story interests

me, and if those Howards are maltreat-

ing that boy, I'd like to be the one to

run them down."

" All right. I'm glad you are inter-

ested in the case ; you'll do better work.

Take your time about it, and be sure you

are right. Don't go into anything im-

petuously and make the News a laugh-

ing stock."

"Never fear, sir. I'll use discretion.

Now, I've got to find a boarding place,

and I might as well get one out near the

Howard farm as elsewhere. In which

direction is it ? "

Mr. Coppleton gave him the necessary

directions, and Travers started off at

once with his valise.

II.

CAMDEN was not a large town, al-

though it supported a daily paper, but

being the center of a large farming

country, it was the place of shipment to

the more distant cities, and its trades-

men thrived prosperously upon the in-

habitants of the outlying districts as

well as upon those in the town proper.

The News had the field to itself, and

although strictly partisan in politics, the

paper had few enemies throughout the

region.

By the aid of Mr. Coppleton's direc-

tions young Travers easily discovered

the road leading past the Howard farm,

and it being a cool day, he briskly trav-

ersed the two miles lying between the

outskirts of the town and the farm

house.

There was enough romance about his

first assignment on the News to make

him thoroughly in sympathy with his

task, and as he strode along he rapidly

sketched a plan of action.

When he reached the Howard place

he saw, by a swift glance up and down

the road, that there were only two

houses in sight-one a large, handsome

mansion, surrounded by well kept

grounds, and the other a tiny brown.

cottage in the opposite direction and on

the other side of the road from the farm

house.

With but little hesitation he opened.

the gate and walked quickly up to the

side door of the house.

His rap brought a woman to answer

it almost instantly.

She was a tall, muscular, and hard

featured woman, dressed in a scant, fig-

ured dress. She glanced at the caller in

anything but a friendly manner.

"We don't want to buy nothin' today,

young man, so you kin go right along,"

she said, in a high, sharp voice.

" Excuse me, madam," returned

young Travers. " I have nothing to sell.

I stopped to inquire if you could refer

me to any house near here where sum-

mer boarders are taken ? Or perhaps

you could take me yourself? This is a

pleasant country and I expect to spend

my vacation here.”

The woman opened the door a little

wider, and before she spoke the news-

paper man knew by the expression of

her face that avariciousness was her rul-

ing characteristic.

Her eyes took in in one comprehensive

glance Travers' handsome outfit, as

though she was deciding in her own

mind how much the young man would

be willing or able to pay.

"I dunno," she said slowly. " Board-

ers don't pay very well, an' so I haven't

taken any this summer, though I've had

'em every season for eight years before.

But-well , you step in an' I'll see what

my husband says."

""

Travers endeavored to be outwardly

unconscious of her sharp scrutiny, and

followed her into the house.

Instead of leading him into the sit-

ting room, Mrs. Howard gave him a seat

in the kitchen, and threw on her sun-

bonnet, preparatory to running out to

find her husband.

Before she left the room, however,

she hesitated before a door which ' Gene

was certain led to the cellar, and after

darting a penetrating glance at her

visitor, she locked the door and, remov-

ing the key, left the kitchen by the back

way.



RUN TO EARTH. 171

Her actions, coupled with what Mr.

Coppleton had told him, were signifi-

cant ; but remembering that he might

be even then watched by some member

of the family, Travers did not seek to

discover what was beyond that door.

From the window he could see into

the back yard, and a few moments after

Mrs. Howard crossed it on her way to

the barn, he saw her returning in com-

pany with the farmer himself.

Howard was a tall, heavily built,

smooth faced man, with a brutal expres-

sion of countenance. Travers could

hear the man's rough words before he

got to the house.

" I sh'd have thought you'd known

better, Mirandy," he was saying. " You

know very well that there can't be no

boarders in this house now, any way.

Like's not he has been sent here by some

of those blasted busybodies to find out

what he could about us. I know their

ways, dern 'em!
An' you've gone an'

left him alone in there."

The kitchen window was open, but it

was evident that neither Howard nor

his wife knew it, for they took no pains

to lower their tones.

"I locked the door, so ye needn't be

none scared," the woman said sharply.

"But if anybody's a fool it's you, Dan

Howard. Acuttin' of your own nose off

out of spite-that's what you're doin',

you an' Hank. That young fellow could

stand eight dollars a week jest as well's

not."

" I can't help it ; he can't come and

that's all there is to it."

" You certainly be a fool, Dan How-

ard! " his better half exclaimed wrath-

fully.
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Mebbe I be, but it can't be helped

now. I didn't know you wanted to take

boarders this summer. Now, you go er-

long in an' send that chap off ' fore he

gets to snoopin' around that cellar door."

Howard turned back to the barn and

the woman came into the house, her

hard face flushed and angry.

"I can't take ye, mister, an' that's all

there is to it," she said, throwing off

her sunbonnet. " I'd like to well

enough, but my husban' don't-don't

think it best."

" I'm very sorry, madam," Travers re-

plied, rising and picking up his valise.

<<
You seem to have so much room here

that Ithought surely I could get board."

" I'd like to hev ye the best kind," the

woman declared, " but I just can't, and

that's all there is to it, I s'pose."

" Do you know any one about here

who would be likely to take me in ? "

her caller inquired, as he stepped

through the doorway.

"I s'pose Widder Jones would be only

too glad ter git ye," Mrs. Howard re-

turned, in anything but a neighborly

spirit. " But I can't say much for her

table an' beds."

"Well, I suppose I must try her, al-

though I'd much rather stay with you,

of course. Where does she live ? "

" In that brown cottage down the

road. Good day," and the door was

hastily slammed.
66

There's a pair of 'em," Travers

soliloquized , as he left the place and re-

traced his steps towards the brown cot-

tage. " If the son combines all the char-

acteristics of his parents he must have

a sweet disposition ! Both the old man.

and his wife are capable of worse things

than ill treating a bound boy, and I

wouldn't trust myself in their clutches

overnight .”

III.

66
YOUNG Travers found Widder

Jones " a quiet, pleasant voiced old lady,

evidently in the poorest circumstances,

but her house was as neat and orderly

as possible. He liked her at once, and

she, on her part, was glad to have him

as a boarder for five dollars a week.

Usually what few people come here

go to Howard's house up the road," said

the widow, as she bustled about the

wide, cool kitchen, getting dinner.

" Yes, I was er-directed there,"

'Gene returned ; " but they're not taking

boarders this summer."

"Not taking boarders ! " cried the old

lady, in evident surprise.
" I never

knew Miranda Howard to refuse to

make a dollar before. Are you sure?"

"Quite sure, Mrs. Jones. I did my

best to get her to take me, but her hus-

band objects to her taking boarders this

year, I believe."

Mrs. Jones looked at her guest

thoughtfully a moment, and then shook

her head slowly.

w
w
w
w
w
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" I don't understand it at all," she because his boy-a half witted little lad

said. -heard voices there one night."

"What is there about it you don't

understand ? " Travers asked with a

smile.

66

'Why, not more than a month ago

she was getting ready for boarders, I

know, for she told me so," responded

the good lady. " But then," she added,

it's none of my business, and I

shouldn't be wondering about what

doesn't concern me."

66

" Perhaps it does concern you—at

least, to a certain extent," her new

boarder remarked quietly.

"How do you mean, young man? "

" I can guess what is in your mind,

Mrs. Jones. You are thinking of what

the neighbors are saying about the way

the Howards have treated a boy in their

employ, and, as some suggest, are still

treating him."

Mrs. Jones forgot her dinner and sat

down.

"Seems to me, young man,"she said

rather severely, " that you know more

about what is going on about here than

a total stranger. Are you one of these

detective fellows ? "

"Not a bit of it," returned the young

man, laughing. " I am a stranger, as I

told you, but I have heard what people

are saying about the Howards and that

poor boy. I am very much interested

in the case, and if, as some suspect, the

boy is still in the Howards' custody,

there must be some reason for their not

wanting the fact known."

" I think you have been listening to

gossip, Mr. Travers," said the old lady,

evidently relieved to find that her vis-

itor was not a police officer. " Johnnie

Andrews is not in Dan Howard's power

any longer, I am sure. You may well

call him a poor boy,' for if any one

needed sympathy and love that boy did.

"The Howards treated him cruel

enough, it's true, ever since he came

here last spring, but many's the time

he's told me he'd run away, and at last

he's done it. I don't stand up for Dan

or Miranda Howard, but I do think that

folks is wronging 'em by supposin' such

dreadful things about ' em. Why, old

Mr. Donnelly, as is gardener up to Judge

Burgess', told me he believed they had

poor Johnnie locked up in their cellar

Then, if all these stories which are

being circulated about the Howards are

wrong, we should do all in our power to

right them," Travers suggested, when

his hostess had finished.

" That is true, sir ; but Dan and his

wife act so when they are spoken to on

the subject that people think they are

guilty of some awful crime."

" I hear that the Howards claim that

their son was attacked by Andrews the

night he ran away and handled pretty

roughly," said young Travers.
"Was

John the sort of a fellow to do such a

thing? "

This evidently staggered the good

lady.

" I don't know what to think of that,"

she admitted slowly. " I think that

that is a lie, but why the Howards tell it

I don't know."

"Why do you think it is a false-

hood ? "
(6

Because," Mrs. Jones replied, sink-

ing her voice to a whisper, "Johnnie

was so ill treated and poorly fed that I

don't believe he would have had strength

to beat Hank the way they claim he did.

That's why. Johnnie used to run in

here just on the edge of the evening

sometimes-Dan would swear at him

and beat him cruelly if he knew he

talked to the neighbors and I used to

feed the poor lad, for I pitied him so.

He was a dreadful delicate boy, and

looked like my poor Jamie before he

died."

The old lady's voice broke a little and

she wiped her kind old eyes on her apron

before continuing.

"I knowJohnnie wanted to run away,

an' though I knew he was legally bound.

to the Howards, I couldn't blame him

none. If he had come here, as I told

him to, the night he ran away, I should

have given him a little money I had

saved for him, and food enough to have

lasted him a day or two."

"Did you expect him, then, on that

night ?" Travers asked quickly.

The old lady blushed as rosy as a

girl.

"I didn't mean to tell you that," she

said, half laughing through her tears,

" but I did expect the poor boy to come
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here, and I was dreadfully worried when

he didn't come."

"And yet you don't believe he is be-

ing kept a captive in the Howard

house?

66

""
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Not a bit of it," she declared de-

cisively. They have advertised for the

runaway, and Mirandy Howard would

never have agreed to that expense had

poor Johnnie been in their possession."

"Not even to disarm suspicion? "

'Gene inquired.

" I see you are determined to believe

the boy is there," said the widow, with

a smile.

" I intend to find out whether he is or

not," young Travers returned firmly.

IV.

TRAVERS left the little brown cottage

directly after dinner, and with the ap-

parent intention of exploring the neigh-

borhood, wandered up the road past the

Howard house, and entered the farmer's

fields opposite Judge Burgess' handsome

mansion.

Evidently the Howard farm was a

large one, for as far as he could see down

the valley the white painted boundary

fence ran, inclosing at least two hun-

dred acres.

Far down in the swale, where a nar-

fow ribbon of brook ran through the

farm, several of the hands were at work

raking up the long windrows of hay, and

towards this spot Travers directed his

steps.

As he drew near the field , he discov-

ered that there were but two men at

work raking the coarse interval hay into

great heaps, while a third individual was

lazily reclining between two heaps,

watching the others rake.

This was a young fellow of eighteen

or twenty, awkwardly built, and with

features drawn so nearly on the coarse

and brutal lines of old Dan Howard that

'Gene had no trouble in recognizing the

son, and as a further identification, if

he needed any, his head was bound up

with a white cloth.

The two men who were working were

half breed Indians, of whom a few fam-

ilies dwelt in the neighborhood, and

whom Mr. Coppleton intimated were the

only help the Howards could hire.

They were dull looking, heavy fea-

tured men, their black, coarse hair

sweeping their shoulders as they worked

with the slow precision of convicts.

Travers, to all appearances, carelessly

approached the workman furthest from

where Hank lay, and spoke to him.

"Where does this brook lead, my

man?" he inquired in a tone quite loud.

enough for Hank to hear ; then, before

the man could reply, he added in a lower

voice : " Where is the boy who used to

work here Johnnie Andrews ? "

The man worked stolidly on without

replying for a moment, and if ' Gene's

question or manner had startled him he

gave no sign .

"Dat brook lead to Con'way Ribber,"

he said, at length.
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Coneway River is the stream that

passes through the town, isn't it?"

Gene went on, and then sotto voce : "But

what about the boy?"

" He run away," declared the man,

casting a glance from his beady eyes at

his questioner's face. " Johnnie kind to

me, I help him."

""

"You helped him run away, eh? re-

peated ' Gene eagerly, though striving

to hide his anxiety. " You know where

he is, then? "

"No," the Indian shook his head de-

cidedly. " I no see him. Molly, she

my wife, she no see him. I fasten rope

to de shed window so he got out, but no

see him again."

"Then,you expected to see him again,

eh?" said ' Gene, shrewdly. " There is

an old lady-Widow Jones-who lives

just down the road a piece, and she ex-

pected to see him, too, but he didn't go

there. Where do you suppose he is? "

The Indian shook his head and went

to raking harder than ever ; but Travers

did not intend to give up so quickly.

He had evidently stumbled upon a clue

and he proposed by no means to relin-

quish it.

" They say that he beat Howard's son

and that his head is all cut open," said

young Travers. " Do you believe that ?"

A shadowy grin for an instant crossed

the Indian's face.

" He's no strong enough to beat a

rat," he said. "He very sick-most

dead."

66
" But where is he now? ”

The man shrugged his shoulders, but
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did not reply. At that moment Travers

heard the rough voice of the senior How-

ard across the meadow.

"Do you suppose he knows?" he

asked, indicating the approaching farm-

er with his thumb.

But the Indian refused to be pumped

any further.

(6
You ask him," he said, looking at

Travers suspiciously.

The old farmer came nearer and

saw his son reclining on the haycocks.

"You Hank! how do you expect we're

goin' ter git this fodder in if you laze

round that way?" he bawled, freely in-

terspersing his remarks with oaths .

You git ter work or I'll tan your hide

for ye."
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" You'll have a nice job trying it,"

was Hank's filial reply, but he slowly

arose, nevertheless, and grasped his rake.

" I ain't agoin' ter slave for ye the way

Jack does."

"You git ter work as I tell yer, or I'll

bat ye over the head," declared the old

man, who seemed particularly savage

over something.

" No, ye won't-you've batted me

over the head enough-

""

He stopped suddenly and looked at

Travers, who had halted near by to listen

to the quarrel. The old man's attention

was thus drawn to the stranger also.

Can't you ever l'arn to keep a close

tongue, Hank? " he demanded in a

lower tone ; then to Travers : " Well,

what do you want, mister? "

" I was inquiring if this stream would

lead me back to town."

Wal, I kin tell you that it would, but

it ain't goin' ter," returned the farmer

rudely. " I don't want no city fellers

sneakin' round my farm abothering of

my men, an' cuttin' up didos ginerally.

So you'd better git back to the road."

All right," returned Travers with a

smile, and he turned about at once and

went back to the fence.

He could afford to smile, for unwit-

tingly Hank Howard had settled one

point in the mystery of John Andrews'

disappearance. It was not the bound

boy who had inflicted the injuries on

the junior Howard. It was the work of

the old man himself, whether inten-

tional or not Travers neither knew nor

cared.

As soon as it was dark enough for his

purpose that night, Travers excused him-

self to his kind though voluble hostess,

and leaving the cottage, bent his steps.

towards the Howard place. He leaped

the fence some distance from the farm

house and approached under cover of

the grove just east of the building.

During the afternoon he had taken a

careful though unobtrusive survey of

the premises and had the situation of

every shed and stump about the house

mapped out in his mind. He was sure

that the bound boy had not run away,

and if he was still at the Howard house,

then the cellar was the place of his cap-

tivity.

Silently he crept nearer to the build-

ing, but it was not until he had circled

nearly around it that he discovered any-

thing out of the ordinary about the cel-

lar. Then a beam of light flashed out

of an opening just before him , and

crawling swiftly forward, Travers

peered into the cellar.

The small, square window was open,

but a heavy screen was screwed to the

frame. The room itself, into which

Travers looked, was a small, square

apartment, evidently a potato cellar,

with one narrow door leading out of it.

At one side was a heap of old sacks

and rags, and upon this was stretched

the figure of a youth, with wrists and

ankles tied, and face turned to the wall.

A cry of pity rose to Travers' lips at

the white, drawn face of the boy, but he

stifled it, and turned his attention to

the other figures in the cellar. They

were the Howards, father and son, and

they stood directly beneath the window

conversing.

"What under the sun shall we do

with him, dad? " Hank demanded, al-

most whimpering. " He looks awful."

" I dunno, son," responded the senior

Howard, who was quite as frightened as

his son, for his hand, which held the

smoky oil lamp, trembled visibly. " I

wisht we'd let him run away ef he

wanted to 'nstead o' pitchin' on him."

"So do I, dad," responded Hank.

" Then you wouldn't hev batted me

over the head athinkin' 'twas Jack."

"You oughter hev stayed 'round be-

hin' the wood shed," snarled his father ;

"then I wouldn't hev hit ye. But the
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mis'rable little wretch does look mighty

sick. He'd oughter hev a doctor, but I

don't see how he kin."

Young Travers waited to hear no

more, but stole quickly away from the

window.

"That boy must have a doctor, that

is a fact," he muttered, as he hurried

along, " and I know just who will get

him one.'

*

""

* * *

The next afternoon's Daily News was

read with avidity. Conflicting reports

of affairs at the Howard farm had been

circulated all day, and only one thing

was absolutely known until the paper

came out, and that was that the How-

ards, both father and son, were lodged

in jail.

The News had obtained a statement

of the affair from the bound boy, John

Andrews, himself, who had found a

comfortable refuge in the Widow Jones'

little cottage, with the good woman as

nurse.

The Howards, seeing the rope dan-

gling from the window of the old shed

where John slept, and suspecting the

bound boy's intention of running away,

lay in wait for him, the old farmer him-

self armed with a wagon stake, a weapon

of sufficient weight to fell an ox, let

alone a poor, half starved boy.

In the darkness, however, the old man

ran against Hank and attacked him,

thinking it was John, inflicting a beat-

ing which made the younger Howard

roar again.

Discovering his mistake, and seeing

the bound boy escaping in the darkness,

the irate farmer pursued him and bru-

tally knocked him down with the stake,

using more force than was necessary.

In the examination of the prisoners

some days later, Hank admitted that

the bound boy had been picked up for

dead by his father, and in great fear

they had hidden him in the cellar. Then

the old man had ridden off for a doctor

to attend to his son's wounds, and re-

ported that John Andrews had caused

them before running away.

Before his return from town with the

doctor, Hank and his mother had dis-

covered that John was still alive ; but

the mischief was already done and they

dared not reveal the truth .

The brutal nature of the act and the

subsequent cruelty of concealing the in-

jured boy in the cellar assured the elder

Howard a long term in the penitentiary ;

but the grand jury did not hold Hank,

and after selling the farm, he and his

mother left that part of the country.

John Andrews, whom the courts at

once released, found plenty of friends.

among those in Camden who knew of

his sad case, and he made his home with

good Mrs. Jones. As for Travers, his

share in the work of investigating the

mystery brought him into prominence

at once, and he received, as Mr. Copple-

ton had promised, all the credit which

was his due from the Daily News. To

that first assignment the young man

points as one of the stepping stones

which gained him his present editorial

position in the metropolis.

LIEUTENANT PLINLIMMON'S STICK .

BY E. MONTROSE.

The story of a son's sweetheart, who hears about herself what the proverb promises shall

meet the ears of listeners . But she, being an unwilling one , contrives to turn the circum-

stance to good account.

MRS. PLINLIMMON'S front door
stood wide open, and a young

lady on the doorstep was peering doubt-

fully into the hall, with her hand on the

bell handle, and with an expression of

perplexity on her pretty face.

It was a bright morning in early June,

and the street was a quiet one ; but it

was an unusual thing for Mrs. Plinlim-

mon's front door to stand open to any

chance wayfarer, and still more unusual

for no trim maid servant to answer the

bell .

Nevertheless, this young lady had

rung twice without eliciting any re-

sponse, and she now glanced up and

་།
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down the street before giving another

pull to the bell.

The only persons in sight were two

women standing at the end of the block,

looking down the cross street as if

watching for some one.

Before she could make up her mind

whether it was worth while to walk

towards them and make inquiries about

the inmates of this apparently deserted

house, a boy appeared wheeling a trunk

on a handbarrow; and as soon as he

joined the women the whole party

walked quickly down the cross street

and was soon out of sight.

The young lady pulled the bell again

impatiently, and this time the welcome

sound of footsteps and a closing door

caused her face to resume its serenity.

She waited hopefully, but only a mur-

mur of voices came through an open

window near by, and at last in despera-

tion she made a step forward and again

peered into the hall.

A card tray stood on the hall table,

and beside it reposed a stick with a curi-

ously shaped silver handle, that at-

tracted the young lady's notice.

She was advancing to see it more

clearly, when the murmur of conversa-

tion rose higher, and a plaintively queru-

lous voice said :

" I have heard that she is a dreadful

college girl. I don't know her ; but I

have been told she has no money, and

I suppose she counts upon his fortune;

but the poor fellow will just ruin his

prospects by such a step."

A low reply interrupted the speaker,

but the plaintive voice resumed impa-

tiently :

66

Oh, of course she wears bloomers

and rides a bicycle, and no doubt knows

all theologies,' but that will not make

the poor boy a comfortable home or cook

his dinner; and that is what she will

have to do, for I am sure Aunt Hetty

will alter her will as soon as she hears of

this. She is coming here the day after

tomorrow, and howI am to bear up be-

fore her I can't think. She is so sharp,

she is sure to pry things out."

A mixture of expressions that was al-

most ludicrous had chased over the

countenance of the listener in the hall ;

but she now drew back, whispering to

herself :

" The wrong house, of course."

She stepped softly outside the door,

intending to beat a noiseless retreat, but

the stick, apparently resenting the in-

trusion, slipped from the table and fell

heavily to the floor.

An exclamation from the room and

the sound of rapid footsteps convinced

the young lady that her chance of es-

caping unseen was gone. With a slight

shrug of annoyance she turned, and had

just time to smooth her countenance,

when a middle aged lady, wearing a bon-

net, entered the hall, and approached

the open door with an expression of sur-

prise in her keen brown eyes.

"I am afraid that I have mistakenthe

house," said the young visitor, with a

smile that lighted up her pretty face be-

witchingly. " Will you kindly tell me

whether Mrs. Brown lives here?
"

"No, she does not," replied the older

lady courteously, " but I think that she'

lives on the opposite side of the street.

I will ask Mrs. Plinlimmon ; " and she

quickly returned to the room from

which she had come.

The young lady bit her lips, and

muttered impatiently:
66

Why didn't I say Mrs. Zerubbabel ?

Of course there would be a Mrs. Brown

somewhere in the block."

The voices in the next room were now

clearly audible, and the plaintive tones

of the first speaker exclaimed:

The front door wide open ! Why,

where can Jane be ? Yes, there is a

Mrs. Brown ; but I am not quite sure

which is her house. I will call Jane ;

she knows all the neighbors," and at

the same moment a gentle, flurried little

lady with soft gray curls and a white

cap fluttered into the hall.

" I am so sorry that you were kept

waiting at the door. My maid knows the

house that you are looking for, I amsure.

Oh, no trouble at all," she said, with

nervous politeness, hurrying away in

the midst of the assurances of the young

lady that she would on no account give

her the trouble.

She paused a moment to pick up the

fallen stick, which she replaced with an

almost caressing touch on the table.

She was gone long enough for the

young visitor to have grown impatient

and left, but there was something in
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the gentle face of the little lady that

made the young girl linger for another

glimpse of it.

At last Mrs. Plinlimmon returned

more flurried than before, and she

paused at the parlor door to exclaim:

"Oh, my dear Mrs. Opdyke, I can't

find either Jane or Susan, and their

clothes seem to be gone, too."

"What! You don't mean to say that

they have taken French leave! " said her

companion, coming into the hall all alert

and interested.

"Oh, no ; they never could have done

such a thing with Aunt Hetty coming

the day after tomorrow," cried poor Mrs.

Plinlimmon. " Jane wanted to be mar-

ried this week, but she promised that

she would put it off till after Aunt

Hetty's visit."

"My dear Mrs. Plínlimmon, could

you expect that any girl would post-

pone her marriage to accommodate her

mistress ?" said Mrs. Opdyke. " De-

pend upon it, she has gone off quietly

to avoid any explanations or expostula-

tions."

Mrs. Plinlimmon's gentle face wore

such an expression of despairing dis-

may that the young onlooker at the

front door was touched, and she longed

to say a word of encouragement ; but at

this moment the little lady recalled the

stranger and turned with native cour-

tesy, that even her distress could not

make her forget, saying:

"I am sorry that I cannot direct you

exactly to the house ; but I am sure that

Mrs. Brown lives in the next block

above, and I think that it is on this side

of the street."

" I am very much obliged to you," re-

plied the young lady, with a bright

smile. " No doubt I can find the house.

I am sorry to give you so much trouble,"

and she ran quickly down the steps.

""

" She seems such a sweet little lady,"

she soliloquized as she walked rapidly

up the street . "But it must have been

she who made that ugly speech."

A look of resentment flashed across

her pretty face ; but it softened as she

suddenly exclaimed half aloud :

"I verily believe that those women

with the trunk were her servants slip-

ping off. What a shabby trick to play

her! Oh, well, it would do no good to

tell her about them. Poor little soul,

I wonder what she will do with that

terrible Aunt Hetty, and her equally

terrible will! "

Then she smiled to herself and looked

grave, and finally, with a little shake

of her shoulders, recalled the fact that

she was in the public street, and ought

to regulate her countenance accordingly,

instead of smiling and frowning over

the troubles of people whom she had

never seen before.

Meanwhile, distress and confusion

reigned in Mrs. Plinlimmon's neat

dwelling. Jane had beyond a doubt

taken matters into her own hands, and

had stolen off to be married ; and Susan,

who was the cook and Jane's aunt, had

probably gone with her rather than stay

and have to explain or apologize for her

niece's flight.
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Everything comes upon me at once,"

said Mrs. Plinlimmon, with a weak at-

tempt at a smile, which ended in tears.

" I was so upset at Tom being ordered to

sea again so much sooner than we ex-

pected; and then comes this letter tell-

ing me of his engagement to this dread-

ful Helen Rivers, and asking me to call

on her while she is in town; then Aunt

Hetty's letter saying that she is coming

this week ; and now both servants are

gone, and where on earth I am to look

for others I don't know."

"You can't look for them at all to-

day, for you have a wretched headache,"

said Mrs. Opdyke briskly. " Go up

stairs and lie down, and I will stop at

the intelligence office where I got my

cook, and see if I can find somebody

for you.'

99

After a feeble protest Mrs. Plinlim-

mon was glad to accept her friend's sug-

gestion, and Mrs. Opdyke, whose brisk

energy seemed to carry with it an as-

surance of success, took her departure.

Mrs. Plinlimmon was a widow, and

she had only taken the house in which

she was now living a year before, when

her son Tom came home from his last

cruise.

She wanted to make a home for him

where she could have him all to herself:

but when he unexpectedly received his

sailing orders, she looked forward with

dread to the long loneliness of his ab-

sence. Then came his letter announcing
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his engagement, and begging his mother

to call upon the young lady, who was

going to visit friends in her neighbor-

hood.

In great distress of mind Mrs. Plin-

limmon had just decided that she might

as well give up her house, as Tom would

now be lost to her, when she received

a letter from Miss Hetty Plinlimmon,

her deceased husband's only sister, in-

forming her of that lady's intention to

make her a visit. Miss Hetty had in-

herited the bulk of the Plinlimmon

property, and on this account was a

person of no small importance among

her relations, although she was dreaded

for her quick tongue.

She had also shown a liking for Tom,

even going so far as plainly to declare

to a less favored nephew her intention

of making Tom her heir. But she was

so peculiar and touchy that Mrs. Plin-

limmon felt that it would be very detri-

mental to the interests of her dear Tom

if she were to give the slightest hint

that the proffered visit was not perfectly

convenient and delightful to her.
(c

But this dreadful girl," she sighed.

" I have heard of her from Laura Clash-

wood, and I know very well the kind of

girl that Laura admires. If Aunt Hetty

sees her, she will be wild. I must call

at once and get the visits over before

Aunt Hetty arrives. Tom's letter says

that she will be in town only a few

days, so I may hope that she will be gone

before Aunt Hetty comes ; and, after all,

who knows what may happen before

Tom returns from this cruise ?
29

Nursing this secret hope, Mrs. Plin-

limmon nerved herself for the ordeal

and made her call, only to learn that

Miss Rivers had not yet arrived . The

respite that this gave her was marred

by the uncomfortable conviction that

Miss Helen's visit would now probably

exactly coincide with Miss Hetty's, and

thus a meeting between the two would

be unavoidable.

This seemed bad enough; but now

the sudden departure of her neat and

competent servants, who had been with

her ever since she took the house, proved

the last straw on her load, and she felt

utterly miserable and broken down.

Mrs. Opdyke's friendly efforts only

succeeded in procuring a string of ut-

terly impossible looking girls, who kept

Mrs. Plinlimmon running to the door,

and crushed her with their airs and their

ignorance. She hastily swallowed a cold

lunch, and in the evening took a cup

of tea and a biscuit, and crept to bed dis-

heartened and weary. Of course she

passed a bad night, waking at frequent

intervals from uneasy dozes, to think

pathetically of the possibility that the

police might have to break their way

into the house in the morning only to

find her dead in her bed.

At an early hour she rose, and, open-

ing the shutters, began to prepare for

breakfast.

In former years Mrs. Plinlimmon had

done this and had enjoyed doing it, for

she was neat and a good cook ; but now

it seemed a heavy tax on her strength.

A ring at the bell called her to the door

before she had finished getting the fire

ready.
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Surely they won't begin to send me

more girls at this hour! "she ejaculated

as she glanced at the clock, which

marked five minutes to six. She opened

the door and there stood a woman, who

greeted her with the well known for-

mula:

" I heard that you were looking for

a girl, ma'am."

The speaker was neatly dressed in

a calico gown ; she wore bluish spec-

tacles, and her hair, which was a light

sandy color, was brushed smoothly back

from her face under a very plain bonnet.

"Do you come from the intelligence .

office ?" asked Mrs. Plinlimmon.

" No, ma'am; I came to town only

the day before yesterday, and I don't

know the intelligence offices. But I

saw a lot of girls coming to your door

yesterday, and I thought I might as well

try." The woman spoke in a slightly

hesitating voice.

Mrs. Plinlimmon looked at her sus-

piciously for a moment, but noticing

the color beginning to rise in the other's

face, she said kindly:

"Come in, and tell me what you can

do."

As they passed the hall table the sil-

ver headed stick again fell to the floor,

and the woman stooped and replaced

it with a quickness and care that pleased

Mrs. Plinlimmon.
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In answer to Mrs Plinlimmon's ques-

tions she said that she could cook and

keep a house tidy, but she could not

wash or iron . Her name was Helen

Dunn, and she had never lived out be-

fore.

Mrs. Plinlimmon liked her manner,

but she thought of Mrs. Opdyke's hor-

ror if she should learn that she had

taken a servant unknown and unrecom-

mended.

cr

How soon could you come, if I

should decide to try you? " she asked.

" I could stay now, if you wish," re-

plied the woman, glancing at a brown

paper parcel that lay in her lap. " I

have clothes here that will serve me

till you see if I suit."

66
Where did you say that you came

from ? "

"My home was in Brentford, but I

have been away a good deal lately.”
66
Oh, Brentford

! said
Mrs.

Plin-

limmon

. Then
after

a slight
hesitationshe asked

: " Do you know
the Rivers

family
there

? "

" There is no Rivers family there now,

ma'am. There is a Mr. and Mrs. Martin,

and they have a niece, a Miss Rivers ;

but she has been off at college for sev-

eral years, I believe."

The woman's words agreed exactly

with what Mrs. Plinlimmon had already

learned, and there would be a chance to

ask Miss Rivers about her. Catching

at this faint substitute for a recommen-

dation, she said quickly:

"Very well, you can stay, and I will

now show you the kitchen and your

room.
""

She was feeling so weak and tired

that any help was a welcome boon, and

this woman pleased her. After she had

shown where things were to be found in

the kitchen, she was going to lead the

Mrs. Plinlimmon, and she said:

" Hadn't I better get your breakfast

first ? You look tired."

The little mark of sympathy touched

Mrs Plinlimmon, and she said:
<<

I do feel rather faint, and breakfast

will do me good. Perhaps you, too, have

not had yours? "

" I came out too early for the folks

I was staying with," replied the woman.

" I was afraid I might miss the place

if I waited."

As she spoke she opened her parcel

and took out a gingham apron and a

plain cap, which she donned as soon as

she had taken off her bonnet. Then she

set to work in a businesslike way that

carried comfort to poor Mrs. Plinlim-

mon's weary soul and body.

The breakfast was simple, and it was

soon served ; but it was perfect- noth-

ing burned, nothing slopped about, and

Mrs. Plinlimmon felt fifty per cent bet-

ter after it.

" I will take you up stairs now, Jane,"

she said, after the breakfast things were

cleared away. "Oh, but your name is

Helen. That is awkward ; for it is my

name, and I expect a visitor tomorrow

who always calls me by my name."

"You might call me Nelly," sug-

gested the woman with a slight hesita-

tion ; but Mrs. Plinlimmon shook her

head abruptly.

It had been the pet name of her only

little girl, who had died when three

years old, and she could not use it. She

looked puzzled, and the woman herself

came to the rescue.

Why not go on calling me Jane? "

she said quietly. " You have already

called me that several times, and you

are used to it. I don't mind, and I shall

soon get accustomed to it."

" Have I really? " exclaimed Mrs.

Plinlimmon, surprised. " I did not

know it. But it is true, I am used to

the name; and if you can get used to

it, I think it would be the best way."

About an hour later Mrs. Opdyke

stopped in on her way to market.

"
"I thought you might like me to

leave some marketing orders for you,'

she explained. " I am glad to see that

you have a girl. She looks neat and

respectable. Have you engaged another

one? "
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" No," replied Mrs. Plinlimmon ;

and the fact is that Jane was just

saying that she could manage very well

if I would put out the wash and engage

a woman for half a day to do scrubbing.

Indeed, she said that she would rather

take lower wages and be alone."

"I don't wonder at that," said Mrs.

Opdyke. " That is what always seemed

to me the worst part of domestic serv-

ice. A girl may get a very nice mis-

tress, and there may be a dreadfully irri-



180 THE ARGOSY.

tating temper in another servant, which

spoils it all. If she is competent, I would

let it go that way, at all events until

your visitor is gone."

Mrs. Plinlimmon cheerfully accepted

advice that coincided so well with her

own wishes, and after thankfully avail-

ing herself of Mrs. Opdyke's offer to

convey her orders to the market, she

said good by to her, well pleased that

there had been no inconvenient inquiries

into Jane's recommendations.

The correct answers about the Rivers

family, which had satisfied Mrs. Plin-

limmon, might not have seemed so sat-

isfactory to Mrs. Opdyke.

The preparations for Aunt Hetty's

arrival now went on briskly, and Jane

helped so quietly and so effectually, that

by evening all was in order, and Mrs.

Plinlimmon herself felt far less tired

than on the previous day, when she had

done nothing but interview applicants.

A good night's rest restored her to

her usual placid and kindly frame of

mind, and she was prepared to greet

Aunt Hetty cheerfully ; but, alas ! after

all her preparations a disaster occurred

which she could not possibly have fore-

seen or prevented.

The hack containing Aunt Hetty

drove up to the door. Mrs. Plinlim-

mon was on the steps to receive her, and

at a word from her Jane ran quickly to

the curb to assist her to alight.

But the independent lady, hurrying

to forestall any assistance, twisted her

foot as she sprang from the hack, and

but for Jane's strong arms she would

have fallen flat on the pavement.

Mrs. Plinlimmon, seeing what had

happened, quickly fetched out a chair,

and after she had placed Aunt Hetty in

it, Jane and the hackman carried her,

chair and all, into the house ; but the

sprained foot was swelling painfully, and

Aunt Hettygroaned and moaned for her

own trusted doctor.

"Dr. Owen, my doctor, is so good and

kind ! " exclaimed Mrs. Plinlimmon.

Oh, if I only had some one to send for

him!"
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" Just give me the address, and I

will go," replied Jane, in a brisk, cheery

voice, hardly like her own usual hesita-

ting tones.

"It is at the corner of Spring Street

and Maplewood Avenue," replied Mrs.

Plinlimmon. " It is not hard to find,

for Spring Street is the third street be-

low here, and then it is a straight road

north to Maplewood Avenue, and the

name is on the door. You could not

miss it ; but it is a long way, and no cars

run near there. It is growing late now,

and I believe it is beginning to rain.

Oh, how unlucky ! "
66
Never mind. Perhaps I can get

somebody to go for me," said Jane.

" The house where I stayed is not very

far from here. I'll run across there and

try, if you don't mind."

Mrs. Plinlimmon was only too thank-

ful, for although she could bathe and

bandage a sprained ankle, she was not

equal to managing Aunt Hetty in a

nervous fit ; and that was what the pain

and the shock would evidently culmi-

nate in.

She bade Jane wrap herself in a big

waterproof and take an umbrella, and

she was watching her hurrying down the

street before it ever occurred to her that

it was a little risky thus to trust a total

stranger after barely thirty six hours'

service.

"What a lecture Tom would give

me ! " she murmured. " But I am sure

that she is trustworthy and honest ; even

he could hardly distrust her if he saw

her."

Aunt Hetty, who was beginning to

work herself into a fever under the con-

viction that the ankle was broken, was

a good deal soothed by the assurance

that the doctor had been sent for, and

the time passed better than Mrs. Plin-

limmon had dared to hope, until Jane

returned warm and breathless.

"You got somebody to go for you! "

exclaimed Mrs. Plinlimmon ; " for you

never could have gone all that way so

soon. But I am afraid it will be hard to

keep Miss Hetty quiet till the doctor

comes, the messenger has such a long

walk."

"The messenger did not walk," re-

plied Jane.

" How did he go ? " inquired Mrs.

Plinlimmon, surprised .

"On a bicycle," replied Jane briefly.

" Oh," said Mrs. Plinlimmon, with

a sigh of relief. " I have heard that

they go very quickly."
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Jane coughed, and then asked if she

had not better get some tea ready for

Miss Hetty.

" Oh, yes! " exclaimed Mrs. Plinlim-

mon, and a few hasty directions fol-

lowed, the result of which was soon

visible when Jane returned with a

dainty tray that tempted even Aunt

Hetty's fastidious taste and caused Mrs.

Plinlimmon inwardly to call down bless-

ings on Jane's big sandy head. The ar-

rival of the doctor soon after, with his

kindly manner and cheery words, com-

pletely reassured the whole party, and

Aunt Hetty was composed for a night's

rest.

Days of tedious nursing followed this

catastrophe, but Jane proved to be an

excellent nurse, and with the assistance

of a woman who had before done days'

work for Mrs. Plinlimmon, all went as

smoothly as possible.

Aunt Hetty was confined to her room,

and was not the most patient of mortals

under this restraint, but Mrs. Plinlim-

mon was conscious of a guilty feeling

of relief, as she remembered that now

there would be no need for any meeting

between Aunt Hetty and Miss Rivers

whenever that young lady should re-

turn her call. Tom was to sail in a few

days, and even her grief over this

was a little assuaged by the thought

that absence had been known to work

wonders.

One day as Jane was dusting she re-

moved the silver headed stick from its

rather awkward position on the hall

table ; but Mrs. Plinlimmon, coming

down stairs just afterwards, noticed the

change and replaced it.
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It is my son's stick," she said to

Jane. " He forgot it, and left it there

after he said good by to me, and I like

to see it there."

Jane glanced at her with an expres-

sion that Mrs. Plinlimmon almost

thought was sympathetic, but the glasses

were a decided bar to much expression

on Jane's face.

However, the stick was always care-

fully replaced after dusting, and was

picked up without a sign of impatience,

no matter how many times it rolled off

the slippery surface or was dislodged by

an unwary elbow.

A week passed, and Aunt Hetty was

improving steadily. She had taken a

fancy to Jane, and one day she even

vouchsafed the remark :

" That maid of yours, Helen, is an

instance of the small difference that

there is between beauty and ugliness.

You know if Cleopatra's nose had been

another shape the fate of Rome would

have been different ; and if your maid's

hair was a different color and her eyes

were visible, I have no doubt but that

she would be a pretty woman."

"I don't think Jane ugly," remarked

Mrs. Plinlimmon mildly.
66

She is no beauty, at all events," re-

plied Aunt Hetty decidedly; " but she

is the most useful and sensible creature

that I ever came across."

66

""

Indeed she is," replied Mrs. Plin-

limmon warmly; " and really, she has

quite a nice complexion-very unusual

in a woman of her age, for I am sure she

is not young."

66

If some of the young society ladies

had the training that these country

women get," began Aunt Hetty, who

was now started on a hobby, they

would be good for something. When

Jane raises me I never feel the least

anxiety; but as for my nieces, Clara and

Gertrude, I should not think my life

worth a moment's purchase if they tried

to lift me."

The entrance of Jane with the two

o'clock mail put a stop to the conversa-

tion.

If you don't need me for a little

while, I'll go up stairs and tidy myself

for the afternoon," she said.

"Just listen for the door bell," said

Mrs. Plinlimmon, who was in constant,

nervous expectation of Miss Rivers' ap-

pearance.
"" But I don't think any one

will call at this hour.'

"

Jane went up stairs, and Mrs. Plinlim-

mon saying, in a disappointed tone,

" No letter from Tom! Ithought that

he would write before he sailed," began

to open her mail, when the bell sudden-

ly echoed to a sturdy pull.
66 ""
Miss Rivers rose to her mind so

quickly that she almost said the words

aloud; but she jumped up nervously to

call Jane. As she reached the door she

met Jane running down the stairs, hur-

riedly adjusting her cap on her head as

she went.

"
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Mrs. Plinlimmon slipped back into

the room, wondering how she should

meet the young lady, and feeling a dis-

tinctly cowardly desire to say, " Not at

home."

Meanwhile, Jane had reached the

front door and opened it, but instead

of a young lady a tall gentleman stood

before her.

He gave her a surprised glance, and

then asked :

" Is Mrs. Plinlimmon at home ? "
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Yes, sir," came almost inaudibly

from Jane's lips.

The young man stepped inside smil-

ing and with a sudden twinkle in his

eyes, as he said :

"Just tell her that a gentleman would

like to see her." He passed on to the

parlor door, but turned quickly to say :

Stop a moment ; she is quite well, isn't

she?

66
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Jane had by this time closed the front

door, and in the shaded light of the hall

was relieved from the embarrassment

into which his surprised scrutiny had

thrown her. She therefore answered

with a steadier tone:

" Oh, yes, sir ; perfectly well."

" By George ! " muttered the young

man suddenly, flinging open the parlor

door to let the light from within fall

more strongly on her face.

But Jane had noticed a card that had

fallen from the hall table, and she

stooped for it as she said:

"Please walk in, sir."

"Well, of all fools I amthe biggest ! "

muttered the young man, as he gave his

broad shoulders a shake and stepped for-

ward across the threshold of the room;

but his eyes were still turned upon Jane,

and as she rose, meaning to hasten up

stairs to call Mrs. Plinlimmon, and to

escape the prying gaze that so much dis-

concerted her, an extraordinary phe-

nomenon presented itself.

The curiously twisted silver handle

of the stick projected beyond the edge

of the table on which it lay, and as she

raised her head it fastened in the neat

cap, which she had pinned on too hastily

to be very secure, and slid in a style

made perfect by practice down on the

floor.

But this time it fell not alone. If it

could not take the world with it, it at

least took all that it could catch, and

that included a neat cap, a sandy wig,

and a pair of blue spectacles !

Mrs. Plinlimmon, alarmed by the

clatter, reached the head of the stairs

just in time to see a manly figure snatch

her discreet Jane into its arms, and to

hear a well known voice exclaim:

" Helen, what on earth is the meaning

of this masquerading ?

""

Tom, my dear Tom! " she cried in

utter amazement, running down so ha-

stily that she tripped over the fallen

stick, and would have fallen herself had

not Tom, with truly nautical presence

of mind and quickness, flung out his

right arm and gathered her into it, while

he held fast his other prize with the left.

"Now, this is what I call a jolly home-

coming, but I want a little explanation,"

he exclaimed, as he hurried them both

into the parlor, and placed them on the

sofa, with himself comfortably installed

between them.

Mrs. Plinlimmon gazed in great be-

wilderment from her son to the figure

beside him, of which nothing but the

dress reminded her of Jane.

Instead of the large, ill shaped head

and plain face that she knew, she saw

a small, symmetrical head, with coils of

dark hair wound tightly around it, rosy

cheeks, and bright eyes brimful of de-

votion as they gazed eagerly into Tom's

handsome face.

Even the mouth, which in Jane was

always primly compressed, had now sud-

denly become transformed, perhaps

from the kisses which the audacious

Tom had pressed upon it, into a veri-

table Cupid's bow.

Mrs. Plinlimmon's lips quivered, and

a mist of tears dimmed her sight as it

flashed upon her that she was thus

brought face to face with the woman

who had stolen her son from her.

But the dark eyes were not so ab-

sorbed in Tom that they could not see

Tom's mother, and in a moment this.

strangely transformed creature

kneeling beside her, and a sweet voice

cried :

was

"Oh, forgive me. I did not mean it

as playing a trick, but you were in such

trouble, and I thought perhaps you

would like me more if you knew me

better."
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It was now Tom's turn to stare, and

something like a frown hovered over his

brow at these last words ; but Mrs. Plin-

limmon, for all her nervousness, was not

lacking in womanly wit or womanly

kindness, and she interrupted her, say-

ing, as she stooped and kissed the girlish

face upraised to hers :

“ My dear, you certainly have helped

me out of very great trouble, and the

last week has proved to me that my son

has won a treasure. Aunt Hetty will

think the same as I do ."

Tom, whose face had beamed at his

mother's speech, now drew in his lips in

a silent whistle.

"Aunt Hetty! Is she here, and has

she had a finger in this wonderful

jumble?"he asked.

"No, indeed ; she knows nothing

about it," and Mrs. Plinlimmon low-

ered her voice cautiously; " she is laid

up with a sprained ankle, and I am

afraid she will feel cross at being left

alone so long."

But Tom declared that he would not

undertake to face Aunt Hetty until he

knew the whole business, and a hasty

explanation followed .

' Can't we hide all this affair from

her?" he asked, after he had gathered

the outline of the story. " You are so

good at acting, Helen, you can get into

your own proper rig and make believe

that you have just arrived."

" She will ask for Jane," said Helen,

smiling roguishly. " You do not realize

Jane's good qualities."

" Tell her that Jane has left with-

out warning," replied Tom, catching his

sweetheart's hand in a close grasp as his

only reply to her last saucy words.

" Aunt Hetty can't bear to be hum-

bugged-she never could; and she will

be wild if she gets to know of this."
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No, no, my boy; we can't have any

more acting," said his mother, shaking

her head decidedly while she softly

patted Helen's hand. "Aunt Hetty is

probably very much irritated already,

as she must have overheard our voices in

the hall."

<<

Then," said Tom, with sailor-like

frankness, " I say, let us go up and face

the music at once together. She can't

devour us all at one mouthful, and per-

haps numbers will dissipate her wrath."

He rose at once, and the ladies fol-

lowed meekly as he strode up stairs to

Aunt Hetty's room.

That lady, instead of displaying the

least irritation, held out her hand to

him with perfect composure as he en-

tered, and said coolly :

" How do you do, Nephew Tom? "

Then, turning her sharp eyes on Mrs.

Plinlimmon, she inquired : " Now,

Helen, pray tell me, was I right or

wrong in what I said to you less than

a half hour ago ? " and she glanced

meaningly at the pretty face of the

young girl.

"Aunt Hetty," interrupted Tom, tak-

ing Helen Rivers' hand, and speaking

with quiet dignity, " this young lady has

done me the honor to promise to be-

come. my wife. Let me present to you

Miss Helen Dunn Rivers."

At this point a gleam of surprise did

flit across Aunt Hetty's face ; but she

revenged herself upon Tom by answer-

ing sharply:

"I only hope, young man, that you

will now begin to try to deserve your

good luck." Then, satisfied with having

crushed the offender, who had been

guilty of the crime of telling her some-

thing that she had not already found

out for herself, she turned to Helen

Rivers, and holding out her hand, said

kindly: You look much nicer, my

dear, without that ugly wig. Now tell

me what induced you to put it on, for

you see that you cannot hoodwink me."
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The delay down stairs, which Mrs.

Plinlimmon had feared would exasperate

Aunt Hetty, had had just the contrary

effect, for she had seen enough with her

observant eyes to have her curiosity ex-

cited about her sister in law's new maid,

and she had gathered enough from the

exclamations that floated up to her to

piece out for herself a tolerably con-

nected idea of what had occurred.

If she had failed to divine the en-

gagement of her nephew, she had

guessed enough to justify her in assum-

ing the rôle of one who had known

everything all the time, and was only

graciously letting others explain to her

what she had already found out.

Helen Rivers was quick to perceive

this, and as she related how she had in-

advertently discovered Mrs. Plinlim-
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mon's domestic troubles, the old lady

nodded and laughed shrewdly.

" I am a college girl," said Helen in

conclusion ; "but I know how to cook,

and I like to do it, and I think that I

can keep a house tidy, too."

A faint flush tinged Mrs. Plinlim-

mon's faded cheek as she recalled her

words to Mrs. Opdyke on that woful

morning ; but Helen never betrayed that

her quick ears had caught what was not

intended for them. Her revenge had

been taken, and it was complete.

" It was all the fault of your stick,"

she afterwards averred to Tom, " for if

I had not recognized the stick I should.

have gone away. Then it fell down, and

I was discovered. You know, too, it was

that veritable stick that betrayed me

to you."

But here Tom stopped her, and

stoutly asserted that he had felt that

she was near him before ever the twisted

head of the stick had dragged off the

sandy wig and the spectacles ; and on

that point they are still of different opin-

ions.

After Aunt Hetty had been satisfied

by Helen's account, she turned to Tom

to explain his unexpected appearance,

and great were the rejoicings on learn-

ing that his orders had been changed,

and he was to have another year of shore

duty.

Of course Tom was eager to be mar-

ried, and equally, of course, Mrs. Plin-

limmon had again to look out for serv-

ants.

Mrs. Opdyke asked about " that nice

Jane," and on learning that she had

left atthe end of her week, she read

Mrs. Plinlimmon a friendly lecture on

the danger of taking a servant without

good recommendation, and congratu-

lated her that she had not lost her silver

spoons. Only the four assembled that

day in Aunt Hetty's room ever knew

that Tom Plinlimmon married his moth-

er's cook.

A dark question remained for some

time unsettled in Mrs. Plinlimmon's

mind; but one day she summoned up

courage to say to her son's wife :

" Have you ever ridden a bicycle, my

dear?
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" Yes, frequently in the country," re-

plied Mrs. Tom frankly, " but only once

in town, and that was the evening that

I went in such haste to fetch Dr. Owen

for Aunt Hetty."

Mrs. Plinlimmon gasped, but she

made no further remark, and there was

no apparent diminution in her affection

for her daughter in law.

The stick can no longer be considered

Tom's stick, for he has never been al-

lowed to carry it again.

It hangs in Helen's room, decorated

with a huge bow of ribbon, and nobody

but herself and the stick know of the

wrathful feelings with which she was

leaving Mrs. Plinlimmon's door had not

its timely fall brought her face to face

with the offender, and softened her

heart to the distressed little lady whose

unlucky words she had overheard.

A SUMMER PICTURE.

THE fields are turned to tawny green,

And down the lane on either hand

The tall mock orange thickets stand,

And blooming elder bushes screen

Shy brooding wood doves, and between

Low lacing boughs the sheep are seen

Across the pasture land.

Within the garden poppies spring,

And tangled sweet pea vines have spun

A rosy tissued web, and run

Along the orchard fence, to cling

Beneath the trees where robins sing,

While to and fro the mowers swing

Their scythes athwart the sun.

Evaleen Stein.



TWO QUEER ADVENTURES .

BY CAPTAIN HENRY F. HARRISON.

The saving of a floating menagerie by two castaways sends them inland on a hunt for their

salvage money, where they become entangled in another animal adventure. ,

IT was during my first voyage under

the English flag that Luttrel sailed

with me from London to Calcutta.

His father was a wealthy London

merchant and owned nearly half of the

very ship on whose decks we met, but

Luttrel seemed to take a great liking

to me, despite the difference in our posi-

tions, and we were together a great deal.

Between the Maldives and Lacca-

dives, about two hundred miles west of

the island of Ceylon, we caught the bad

weather attendant upon the change of

monsoons. And one night, in the mid-

watch, while the ship was lying to under

a goose wing," a sea boarded her,sea boarded her,

sweeping everything movable from

deck.
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Among the movables were the ship's

goat, Luttrel, and myself. The goat

was never heard from. Luttrel and I

were lucky enough to grasp a spare top-

gallant yard washed from thetop of the

house.

And the next morning, with the

abatement of the gale, found us drift-

ing down towards a small schooner

rigged vessel of foreign build, while the

Akbar was nowhere in sight.

The vessel was what is known as a

lorcha of the largest size-say a hundred

tons burden. Sharp at both ends, with

a broad beam and two stump bamboo

masts with lateen sails which were

furled, while between the two a rude

staysail was set, which kept the clumsy

looking craft up to the wind.

As the sea gradually subsided, being

now almost within hail, we let go the

yard by mutual consent, and struck out

for the lorcha, over whose low rail no

sign of a face could be seen.

- -66 She must be abandoned,"

gasped Luttrel, as, breathless with our

long buffeting by the seas and the ex-

ertion of swimming, we reached the side

together.

The coir cable, curving from the

hawse pipe upward to the anchor on the

bow, gave us something to clutch. Then

by convulsive effort we succeeded in

crawling up and over the bows.

"Good gracious ! " Luttrel exclaimed

and no wonder ! In my varied expe-

riences I never saw such an unusual-

and ridiculous-sight in all my born.

days.

Squatted along on the dry part of the

deck in the beams of the sun, now about

two hours high, were fully twoscore

monkeys, of every conceivable color,

shape, and size, from a tiny spider mon-

key up to a really malevolent looking

old chimpanzee with two prominent

fangs, which he displayed most threat-

eningly.

But as I was about to give vent to my

own astonishment, a roar of the most

terrific volume suddenly sounded from

below. Then followed a scrabbling

sound, and in another instant the head

and shoulders of a full grown tiger were

thrust up through the small companion-

way, which, as we afterwards knew, led

to the vessel's forecastle.

Luckily the back of the animal's head

was towards Luttrel and myself, and

the way we slipped down on that loop.

of coir cable was worth seeing.

With a simultaneous shriek the mon-

keys fled up the stays and shrouds-

scrambling over each other's heads in

their frantic hurry.

As though satisfied with his exhibi-

tion of authority, the tiger, uttering a

sort of subdued growl, retired into the

forecastle, where he had evidently found

something to eat. As we cautiously

regained our position we could hear him

crunching bones of some kind, and

snarling as though for his own special

benefit.

We had kicked off our shoes while

swimming. Before I knew what Lut-
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trel intended doing he slipped inboard

in his stocking feet and drew over the

companionway slide, which was made of

heavy teakwood.

Again that terrible roar, and with it

an upward rush. We heard the tiger's

head strike underneath the slide, but it

was evident enough that he was trapped.

Then each of us drew a long breath

and looked around in wild eyed amaze-

ment.

Well, there was no particular mystery

about it. A large cage, lashed to ring-

bolts in the deck, had one end complete-

ly smashed out-probably by shipping a

heavy sea. The tiger, thus released,

had then, without doubt, taken charge

of the deck. The boat was missing from

the rude davits, the falls of which had

been out.

Wherefore, we argued that all hands

had preferred braving the dangers of

the deep to facing a lively and presum-

ably hungry tiger, weighing in the

neighborhood of three hundred pounds.

Along the bulwarks half a dozen

cages were lashed, which had contained

the different varieties of monkeys that

over our heads were chattering furiously

and making the most outrageous gri-

maces. The bar of each cage had been

twisted to one side, from which Luttrel

and I naturally inferred that the tiger

was in search of one or more victims.

But we were chilly and hungry, so, as

the lorcha was making good weather of

it, we cautiously ventured down the

after companionway into the small,

dimly lighted, and not overclean cabin.

It was completely deserted. On a

table lashed to the wall was a well

thumbed map of the Indian Ocean, and

from the course marked out in pencil

we saw at once that the lorcha was from

Point de Galle, on the southwest coast

of Ceylon.

There was dry clothing in a berth-

woolen shirts and two trousers, with

coarse shoes and a couple of straw hats,

such as are worn by all the Malay sail-

ors of those parts. Having dressed our-

selves in these, we found some tins of

food in one of the lockers, to which we

did ample justice. Then we went on

deck.

The northeast monsoon had begun to

blow with the subsidence of the gale.

Hoisting the lateen foresail without

overmuch difficulty, we put the little

vessel before it for Point de Galle.

Later in the day we managed to get the

reefed mainsail up.

We took turns at the tiller all that

day and the following night, which was

bright and clear. The tiger roared furi-

ously at intervals, but we had got quite

well accustomed to that.

In the hold was a store of partly green

bananas and plantains, intended for the

monkeys. These we brought on deck,

but it was only when we were both aft

that their fear of man permitted them

to come down, hungry as they were.

Late that afternoon we sailed into

Point de Galle harbor, where we came to

anchor within a stone's throw of the

quay-a score or so of monkeys being

perched along on either of the two ta-

pering lateen yards.

The American consul, who came on

board with a throng of curious visitors,

listened to our story with great interest .

It seems that the lorcha had been

chartered by an agent of Wombwell's

menagerie, who was buying animals for

shipment to England.
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You have an undoubted claim for

salvage," he said, " but you would save

trouble and expense by seeing Mr.

Dewey,the agent, and accepting any

reasonable amount he might offer."

Which finally we resolved to do.

But Mr. Dewey had started the day

before for Pamar, a district about fifty

miles inland, in search of a couple of

small elephants which he purposed for-

warding to Europe.

As luck would have it, however, a

single bullock cart with native driver

was to be despatched to the same settle-

ment with some arms and ammunition

that had just arrived by steamer for Mr.

Dewey, who was planning a hunting ex-

cursion still further into the interior

after securing his elephants. And

through the good offices of the consul

we secured passage in the bullock cart.

The so called " highroad" leading

from Point de Galle to Pamar was sim-

ply a sandy track distinguished by deep

ruts, and, owing to the ignorance or stu-

pidity of our Singalese driver, we lost

even this on the forenoon of the third

day's journey.
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To add to the vexation of the affair,

he could not understand a word of Eng-

lish, nor we a word of his own dialect.

And after wildly bemoaning his fate-

as we presumed from his gestures and

groans the wretch produced a bottle of

arrack from under the seat, from which

he drank not, wisely, but too often, and,

despite our threats, stretched himself

out under the tilt and fell fast asleep .
66

Well, this is a pretty go ! " ex-

claimed Luttrel wrathfully.

" Rise up here, you copper skinned

rascal ! " But shaking failed to awaken

him. So Luttrel started in one direc-

tion and I in another, hoping to dis-

cover the lost track, or at least find

some one who might put us in the way

of finding it.

Ever since morning we had heard

from time to time distant reports of

musketry, which, had not Ceylon been

a perfectly peaceful island, would have

suggested some sort of warlike skir-

mishing.

Luttrel thought it might be in cele-

bration of some native holiday ; hence,

sooner or later, we felt sure of encoun-

tering a party or parties of natives .

Carrying a Martini rifle belonging to

Mr. Dewey, I had hardly gone twenty

paces from the bullock cart before I

came upon a neatly constructed habita-

tion. In another moment the entire

family came out to meet me.

In expressive pantomime I tried to

make known the fact that we were lost

in the jungle and wished to be directed

to the highroad. And to this day I

don't know whether the native had any

idea of what I was driving at.

But on his own part he also went in

for pantomime, which was quite as blind

to myself. And after an extravagant

display of gestures he pointed from the

bullock cart to an open space in the

jungle.

Then he shook his head gravely, and

after a low salaam, turned and entered

the hut, followed by his wife and inter-

esting progeny.

"Well, we might as well try that

track as any," said Luttrel, when I re-

ported to him a little later. So we

started up the bullock in the direction

indicated.

That afternoon we came very sud-

denly upon decided evidences of at least

semi civilization, if nothing more. On

either side, as far as we could see, was

a high, circular stockade, built in the

strongest possible manner, inclosing

several acres.

But what this vast inclosure could be

intended for passed both Luttrel's and

my own comprehension. Facing us was

the opening, and as a huge wild fig of-

fered shade and a resting place, we

drove the bullock cart inside.

"Hark," suddenly exclaimed Luttrel,

holding up his hand .

Breaking the strange silence peculiar

to tropic interiors, came a continuous

popping of muskets-now on the right

hand, now on the left, very much nearer

than we had yet heard them. And be-

tween the explosions horns were blown

and drums beaten.

Luttrel seized the drunken Singalese

by the shoulder and pulled him out of

the wagon. The sudden shock seemed

to bring him to his senses somewhat.

Rubbing his eyes vigorously, he

looked about him at the stockade in-

closure. Then, as the advancing sounds

smote upon his ear, he uttered one com-

prehensive yell and bolted for the open.

As Luttrel stared at me in bewilder-

ment, a distant crashing of bushes be-

gan to be heard. And all at once, from

a belt line of woods facing the entrance

to the stockade, appeared a big elephant.

Trumpeting with fear or rage, we did

not know which, he headed straight for

us. Following came not one more, but

twenty. And following the twenty were

at least threescore more big and little

elephants.

At the same moment a tremendous

fusillade burst from the cover. Yells

and screams followed, and a hundred

native beaters rushed into sight.

I remember that Luttrel threw his

rifle to his shoulder and fired at the

charging elephant. Involuntarily I did

the same, and the great mountain of

flesh tottered and fell within ten feet of

where we stood.

The remainder of the herd, with wild

trumpeting, broke right and left in the

very entrance of the stockade, and,

dashing through the fleeing lines of

beaters, were lost to sight in the jungle.

For a moment it seemed as though we
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had escaped death in one form to meet

it in another. For, maddened by the

escape of the mighty prey upon which

for four days they had been gradually

closing in, full fifty natives made a mad

rush towards Luttrel and myself.

Fortunately, at that moment Mr.

Dewey, a sunbrowned Englishman, came

up at full gallop, and shouted something

in the native dialect. The half naked

mob stopped on the instant as Dewey

rode forward.

He listened rather impatiently to

Luttrel's hurried explanation.

" It's a pretty expensive job for me-

now I shall have to wait a couple of

weeks for another herd to be driven in,

but I suppose it can't be helped," he said

dryly.

And I don't think he was any better

pleased when he learned our errand,

particularly as after considerable hag-

gling we settled upon three hundred

guineas as the sum we would claim for

the salvage on his " live stock."

But an amicable adjustment was

finally reached, and we returned to

Point de Galle fully satisfied- speaking

for myself-with our experience in zo-

ological pursuits.

THERE IS BEAUTY.

THERE is beauty without stature

In the perfect Grecian mold;

There is beauty without feature

In the classic dies of old;

There is beauty without fashion,

There is beauty without art,

In the pure and simple passion

Of a tender, loving heart.

Be the passion love or pity-

Crowned with honor or with shame-

For a dreamland or a city-

Still the lesson is the same;

For the spirit is immortal,

And it shineth through the clay

Like the sunlight through the portal

Of a dark and somber day.

THE PASSER.

SWEET Spring trips by my door,

I see her go;

The blossoms in her hands

Are white, like snow.

Her smile hath that warm gold

The great sun hath;

It sheds a wonder light

Along her path.

And, oh, her peerless eyes,

How blue they be!

As fathomlessly deep

As the deep sea.

"Stay!" unto her I cry;

In vain! In vain!

I keep my heart until

She comes again.

Clarence Hawkes.

Clinton Scollard.
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was 6 years ago and I

have not gained anouncein weight since. Purely
vegetableandharmless as water. Anyonecan makeit

FAT

athomeat little or no expense. No starving. No sickness. We will
maila box ofit and fullparticulars in a plain sealed package for 4
cts.forpostage, etc. Hall Chemical Co. Dept. L. K., St. Louis, Mo.

Home orTraveling

Mr. Smith, of Ind. , made $927.50 first 6months.

Albert Hill, of N. J., $238 first month. Mr.
Muncy, of Texas, $12.50 first 2 hours. Carrie
Williams, clerk, $144 in 6 weeks. Mrs. Hitch.

cox, $222, besides housekeeping.

QUAK
ER

LETUSSTARTYOU-no experi-
ence. Ouragentsmade847,000 last
month supplying enormous demand
forourfamous Quaker Bath Cabinet,
and appointing agents. Wonderful

seller. Everybody buys. No scheme,

fraud or fake methods. Writetoday
for Proposition, NewPlan, etc., free.

TheWORLDMFG. CO., 47 World Bldg, Cincinnati, O.

Calon
g

In answering any advertisement on this page it is desirable that you mention THE ARGOSY.



THE ARGOSY-ADVERTISING SECTION.

The Puritan

8
8

E

Hope–.

GRANDMOTHER'S APRON."

XPERIENCE is a great teacher.

If it were not so, THE PURITAN

would be just where it was two years

ago.
The fact is, we know better today

than ever before what PURITAN readers

want, and we shall know better still

tomorrow. There will be many to-

morrows during the coming fall and

winter, and each one will have its

careful, earnest thought, and its bright,

successful results. The results are as-

sured, for some of the best brains of the

day will have the molding of them.

Contents for August.

A CRANFORD EVENING. An entertainment

based on the famous story.

THE NOMADIC HOUSEKEEPER AND THE

SERVANT QUESTION. Some of the trials

of American housekeeping abroad.

THE STEADY LIGHT. A Short Story.

FAMILY TREE CLIMBING. How the genea-

logical fad may be turned to practical

account.

TYPES OF FAIR WOMEN.

SCENES OF FRENCH CHILD LIFE.

SUMMER RAIN. Verses.

THE WEDDING OF ANNE MILLS.

THE FOOTSTEPS OF A THRONE. A Serial

Story. Chapters XXIV-XXXIII .

THE UNFAIRNESS OF IT. A Sketch.

THE RICH MAN'S FLOWER. Orchid getting

and raising.

A NEW ART AND A NEW ARTIST . An

American Chippendale in Buffalo.

CHILDREN'S COLLECTIONS. Howthe youth-

ful zeal for gathering may be directed.

WOMAN AND THE TROLLEY. An article on

feminine blunders and thoughtlessness.

THE WELL DRESSED WOMAN. The latter

day apron.

" THE LITTLE PEOPLE IN GRAY." Thelife

of the park squirrels.

For the Children-

WANTED, A HOME.

IN THE WORKROOM. IX-The Cosmo-

politan Museum of Art.

THE VALIANT RABBIT.

THE KEEPING OF ACCOUNTS. A vexing

household problem and its solution.

ON TRUTHFULNESS TO CHILDREN.

INS AND OUTS OF HOUSEKEEPING.

FIRST AID TO THE YOUNG HOUSEKEEPER.

Entertaining and renovating.

10 cents a copy; yearly subscription, $1.

On all news stands, or from the publisher,

FRANK A. MUNSEY,

mp

8
111 Fifth Ave., New York.
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