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CHAPTER 1.

UNDER WAY.

‘ OU are not leaving again, sir?” in-
quired Loomis, who was perhaps
the leanest and most pessimistic

head bookkeeper alive.

Bill Hervey grinned cheerily at him and
buttoned his light motoring ulster.

« Yep! N

“I'or the day, Mr. Hervey?”’ Loomis
asked, with increasing wonder.

Bill’s grin faded slightly, He liked Loo-
mis, of course. Loomis was efficient and
trustworthy to the last degree, and utterly
devoted to the youthful Hervey Manufac-
turing Company. But all the same, sit-
ting up there on his high stool, frowning
chilly and perfectly obvious disapproval,
and using just that tone, one might have
fancied that l.oomis owned the company,
and that William was one of the less-cher-
ished employees.

“I shall be back this evening for a cou-
ple of hours,” Mr. Hervey explained some-
what briefly. ‘ About eight o’clock, I
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think.
course.”

The Loomis lips tightened a little.

“To finish what you have to do person-
ally on the Duncan specifications, sir, and
get things ready for the gentlemen who are
coming to-morrow morning to close the
Morton contract, of course?”

* Naturally,” said the head of the firm.

And now he glanced out of the window
at the brilliant sunshine and smiled very
absently. And he drew on his gloves and
buckled them at the wrist and sighed very
softly. And neither the smile nor the sigh
were what one might have expected from
a rushing, high-pressure young business
man just after luncheon hour on a roaring
business day.

Loomis, apparently, sensed the almost
indecent unfitness of both, for he straight-
ened up on his stool and went to undue
lengths!

“It isn’t my place to make sugges-
tions, of course, sir,” he said bluntly, “ but
wouldn’t it be better if you stayed here
and finished up those jobs—er—now, sir?”

You needn’t stay down-town, of
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“ What?” William rasped.

“ They are matters which can he Jooked
after only by yourself, Mr. Hervey,” the
head hookkeeper informed him. and re-
treated not one inch. * They are matters
that /ave to be finished hefore to-morrow
morning. It would be most unfortunate,
should anything make it impossible for you
to return this evening.”

* Nothing will,”” his employer said cold-
ly.

“ Nevertheless, it is hardly too much to
say that the fate of the firm depends on the
business we're going to do to-morrow morn-
ing, and if anything should slip—"

William’s gloved fingers snapped sud-
deniy and soundlessly at him.

“ Say, Loomis! That Il do, you know!
I’m running this husiness. You're not!”

Two seconds Loomis stared al him.
Then he offered a sigh of his own, which
was neither soft nor sentimental. It was
a sigh of pure, undisguised grief, portend-
ing the blackest and most inescapable dis-
aster; it was the gloomiest sigh of which
Loomis was capable, which is saying a
great deal. He bowed his head toward the
heedless youth who paid his salary.

“ 1 beg your pardon, of course,” he said
monotonously. “ It only occurred to me
that the office needs you more than the
plant to-day, sir. Oh, would vou mind
taking over a bundle of stock slips, Mr.
Hervey?"”

“What?” muttered William, and awoke
from a momentary dream.

“1 said, sir, since you're driving over to
Jersey to the plant, would you mind tak-
ing over a bundle of the stuck slips that
have been checked up and entered and—"

“T'm not going to the plant this after-
nooa.”

“Oh!” cried Loomis, as one exclaims at
blasphemy.

Gazing at him, William chuckled sud-
denly, despite himself. The poor uld soul!
Gray-headed and desiccated at forty, with
the stiff old legs of sixty and the stiff old
brain of eighty—a middle-aged octogen-
arian with an adding-machine for a heart
and a cuplike depression where his bump
of romance should have been. His gloomy
eyes were steady upon William again.

“ Do you mind letting me know where
you can be reached by phone, then, sir?”
ke asked. It may be necessary to get to
vou, if anvthing comes up.”

» Well, if anyvthing comes up, it 'l have
to 2o down again and wait till 1 get back,”
the head o1 the establishment said rather
airilv. " I'm going up in Westchester,
Loomis-- up to 1Blythedale.”

“Oh. Where you're to live, sir, after—"

= After I'm married next week-—yes, of
course.  And there isn't any way of tele-
phoning that 1 know. .And what's more,
there wiil not be any need of telephoning,
Loomis, and 1 sha'n’t be Kkilled in a wreck,
and the firm can’t possibly fail before I'm
back. Cheer up'  D've hear? ' Cheer
up!”

“ Yes,” Loomis said perfunctorily.

" And 1731 be back here at eight and you
needn’t stay. That's all, T think.”

Loomis nodded slowly.

1 shail insist upon Deing here, sir,” he
sighed,  bhut—"

* But what?"

* But will you be here yourself?”

This time, there being some limit to his
patience, William simply did not bother to
answer at all. He stepped out and closed
the door of the main office after him; and
for u moment he paused in the corridor of
the building and considered that door with
a thoughtful grin.

For a person under thirty it wasn’t so
bad—that glass panel with the small gilt
lettering, and all it signified. Not many
voung men of that age have progressed to
a suite of four offices in down-town New
York. with a leased factory in New Jersey
running ful! tilt. Not that he wasn't go-
ing on limited capital this year, of course;
not on a shee-string, so to speak, but—er
—-ves, limited.

But that didn’'t matter. When to-mor-
row’s Dusiness had been closed, any of the
banks would gladly loan him an extra hun-
dred thousand: and next year he would
begin buying the plant; and two years
from now, with even moderately good busi-
ness, he would have it paid for in full; and
ten vears from now—William discarded
further adventurings into the future: this
was the sort of June day when the imme-
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diate present claimed one's full capacity
for the enjoyment of life.

Why, it was a crime even to consider
working on such a day, William concluded
as he stepped out of the side door and to
the brilliant red roadster he had purchased
last week. This kind of day was made ex-
clusively for youth and happiness.

William beamed at the world in general
and started his motor; [or a little he lis-
tened appreciatively to its gentle whirring.
Then he rolled around the corner and head-
ed up-town—and so far as William’s brain
was concerned, Loomis and his glooms
thereafter were dead and distant as the
original Rameses.

In a car so perfect, a car that-seemed to
anticipate one’s thoughts and desires,
threading thick traffic was a mere pleasure.
We may safely leave William behind for a
little, with his trucks and his surface cars
to dodge, and pass up to one of the West
Seventies, where, in the window of a de-
cidedly comfortable home, a girl stood
looking out rather moodily.

She was an extremely pretty girl, dark
and slender, and with a nose and chin
which bespoke a rather positive character.
She owned hair of a wealth that caused
people to turn and stare in the theaters.
She was tailored to the minute. She was,
in fine, one of those fortunate beings, phys-
ically exquisite, to whom the high cost of
living is no more than a rather stuffy topic
of newspaper discussion.

Logically, she should have been happy.
Visibly, at any rate, she was not markedly
happy. The corners of her beautiful mouth
drooped slightly; there was a thoughtful
suggestion of doubt in her eyes.

Entered a decidedly middle-aged maid.

“ Beg pardon, Miss Helen,” she said.
“ Your mother just phoned up from your
aunt’s in Philadelphia.”

The girl turned rather listlessly.

“ Does she want to talk to me?”

“ She’s rung off, Miss Helen. It was
about the new cook we're getting to-mor-
row that Mrs. Gray was speaking. DBut
she said to tell you to make the one o’clock
train down, if possible.”

The voung woman resumed her study of
the street.
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“T’ll go down on the two o’clock, Hilda,”
she murmured.

One lovely cheek rested against the rath-
cr old-fashioned, dark hardwood paneling
of the window-casing. Miss lcien Gray
sighed and frowned, ever so faintly. Her
slim left hand came up and she considered
the diamond on the third finger.

It was really a remarkable diamond—
about the size of a hazelnut, and with blaze
enough to outfit an ordinary warehouse
fire. It was the soul-expression in engage-
ment rings of a young man who despised
less expensive, less impressive, more mod-
ern platinum-and-ruby fripperies. = His
name was William Hervey.

The frown vanished. Miss Gray sighed
shudderingly and, protected by heavy
hangings from the vulgar gaze, smiled rapt-
ly and pressed the diamond to her lips.
And then, with a delighted little squeal,
the hangings were thrust apart and Miss
Gray waved the slim hand and herself
raced to open the door. At the curb stood
a brilliant red roadster, and up the steps
was coming William Hervey himself.

It is as well, perhaps, to pass over their
greeting, there in the still, dusky corridor
of the Gray home. Enough that, some five
minutes Jater, William and Helen entered
the shadowy drawing-room, his arm tight
about her, and her head nestling against
his square shoulder. Thus they passed in-
stinctively to the little divan in the darkest
corner and a double sigh of pure content-
ment rose. Then:

I don’t want to go down there to Phila-
delphia, DBilly.”

William laughed softly.

“It’s only until to-morrow night, dear.”

“ But it’s so far away from you, Billy.”

“I1 know it. 1t's—it’s an awful dis-
tance,” William conceded rather gloomily.
“1 phonc down to you to-night and again
the very first thing in the morning,
lhou“h =

** Surely?”

* Surely, sweetheart!” breathed the head
of the Hervey Manufacturing Company,
and if Loomis couid have seen him just
then, Loomis would have dropped dead!

Followed another little period of com-
pletie silence.
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“Will vou De all right, -Billy?” Helen
asked.

Wil you he all right. soing off alone
like that?” William asked pointedly and
with some hcat.

“1 can take care of myself,” Helen
sighed. “ But vou—"

“ I won’t get into any trouble. chicken.™

“1f 1 were sure!” mused Miss Gray.

This was a very gravc matter, yvou un-
derstand, causing her deep perturbation.
William felt called upon to soothe her, and
did so quite efficiently: hut—queer as it
may seem—the doubtful element lingererd
in Helen’s eye.

“You're going up there this afternoon!™

“Yes, dear.” ’

“Up to our house!™ added Helen,

“Up to our house! ™ echoed William.

“T1 wish that 1 could e, ton.”

William lauched suddenly and myst.ri-
ously.

“ Not this time, Nellie!™ he said, with
some frmness. * This is all my private
trip to the house.”

. Wh),?)\

* Wouldn't you like to know?" chuckled
William.

Y _V’es!”

“Well, I'm not going to tell you!™

“ But--"

“Not ahout this! This is something
that 1 have to do all alone.”

* Yor—wus, Billy?”

“ Ior the sweetest little wife in the whole
world, when she goes therc to take her
place!” hreathed William.

This, Heaven knows, should have been
assurance enouph; vet it is cold fact that
Miss Gray did not seem perfectly satisfied.
she sighed and snuggled closer to William.
She sighed again.

“Well, vou he careful, anyway'™
said.

“Of what?”

“ Girls!” escaped Miss Gray.

William's astonished laughter exploded
suddenly.

“ Don’t be silly, Neflie,” he toid her.

“I'm not silly,” Miss Gray informed
him, and sat up quiie indigrantly.

“ Don’t be jealous, then.”

“I'm not jealous, either, but I--1 know

'Rt}

she

vou. and 1 know how many girls are crazy
about vou!”

= Bosh!™ said William.

“ No it isn’t, Billy!™ Helen corrected,
and pinched hoth his cheeks and looked
him squarelv in the eyes.  * You're so
hawelzaome and strong and--and gentle that
vou don't realize what an impression you
make on them, and how they—"

There was a whole world of significance
in what she left unsaid. William frowned
imnatiently and uncomfortahly.

“ That’s all tommy-rot, of course,” he
muttered.

1t wasn't with that Carteret girl,
Billy"”
* Oh, that-—baby  vamp!™  William
snorted.

=\ the same, she dazzled you for a
while, RBilly.  That night when I found
vou sitting in the moonlight with her, up
at---" ’

* 1 couldn’t shake her without choking
her, that night, and 1've never vet beaten
up a lady,” laughed William,

“ And they understand that!  And that
little cat of a Norma Bowers. too,” Miss
Gray adderl.

* She was never more than an acquain-
tance.”

*““Well, that wasn't #er fault, Billty. She
tagged around after you morning, noon,
and night last summer. ‘The only wonder
is that her eyes didn’t come siraight out of
her head, with all the og«ling she did at
vou!” statedd Helen, who rarely minced
words.

“ Oh-—Nellie!" William protested.

“It’s so, and you know it—or perhaps
voll don't know it, and that makes it worse,
because it just shows how susceptible you
are. And Martha Masters, too!”

* Oh-" .

“ Why, she was a positive disgrace,
Billvt A positive disgrace!  Everybody
noticed i, and cverybody was talking
about it, toa,  That girl simply made up
her mind to have you, willy-nilly, and it
wouldn't bave heen beyond her to-—"

“ Now, we'll stop this nonsense right

here!™ William interposed, with a little
force. I'm not holding any briet for

Martha or anybody else, but there’'s just
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one girl in the world who lives in my heart
and my head every second of every day
and night, and you're the girl!” said Wil-
liam. * And no other girl has any partic-
ular use for me, so don’t be ridiculous,
sweetheart!”

(1% Bi“y_”

Kisses smothered this last protest. An-
other period of silence settled upon the big
room. Presently William chuckled mys-
teriously again.

“I'll have to start, dear.”

“1 don't like your going up there alone.”

“ Nobody Il kidnap me, Nellie.”

“ Nevertheless, 1 want you to promise
one thing.”

“ Well?”

“Youre not to speak to a single girl
while you’re gone!”

143 But_’)

“No! I'm not going to have you get-
ting into trouble while I'm so far away,
and girls mean trouble for you, Billy Her-
_VCYI”

“ Oh, Nellie, you'’re such a dear, silly
little kid!” cried William, as his arms en-
gulfed her again.

It was not, apparently, just the reply
Miss Gray desired. She looked directly at
William again, and William just caught a
sigh: there could be no denying the glint
of actual suspicion in those lovely eyes.

“T wish you wouldn’t try to be evasive,”
said Helen. ‘ You never—never insisted
on going off alone before, Billy.”

“This time 1 can’t take you, dear!”
Billy grinned.

“ Then promise!”

“1 promise!”

“Not a single girl, Billy!”

“ Not one!”

“You won’t forget?”

“ Dearest, when have I ever forgotten a
promise to you?” William inquired softly
and with much feeling,

" It were possible, of course, to detail their
parting; it were better, however, to veil it
with the same careful consideration with
which we veiled their meeting. They were
to be separated for a long, long period—
actually more than twenty-four hours—
and more than a hundred miles was to
Btretch between them. Occasions of this

nature are very sober matters; a few glis-
tening little tears appeared in Helen’s eyes,
bringing soft laughter from William and,
two seconds later, contrition for the laugh-
ter.

But eventually he slipped into the bright~
red roadster again, brushing by the three
loitering children who had paused to bask
in its highly conspicuous glitter, and start-
ed his engine for the run to Blythedale. In
the window Miss Helen Gray, her glorious
head drooping slightly, waved the slender
hand that wore the engagement ring; and
Bill Hervey grinned happily, waved back,
started his car, and grinned even more hap-
pily over his shoulder.

Happiness was in his blood this wonder-
ful afternoon. He tingled with it, he
thrilled with it, the warmth of the pure,
unadulterated emotion glowed from his
very soul. He was that rarest of all crea+
tures: an utterly happy man!

And this—as the old reliable mid-Vic-]
torian novelist might have assured one—:
was largely because William had no pre-
monition at all of the things that were to,
come to pass before they met again.

CHAPTER 1I.
SOULS ATTUNED.

ONCE past the thicker city traffic, the

feel of his new, powerful engine pene-
trated William’s being and set his foot to
itching for a little harder pressure on the
accelerator. He sailed up long stretches,
slowing now and then to answer with his
blank, bland, benevolent stare the suspi-
cious gaze of a motor-cycle officer who had
been regarding his coming from afar. He
sailed on again, and presently he reached
the long, lonely roads where motor-cycle
officers are most infrequent, and let her
out in earnest,

Little towns whizzed up to William, were
passed at a slightly lowered pace, disap-
peared behind. He breathed deeply and
happily; he beamed again on all the world;
this was the kind of ride he and Helen
would take together in the years to come,
whenever just this kind of day appeared,
and — oh, it was wonderful! That one
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mere undeserving man should have ac-
quired all this happiness was more than
wonderful. William fell to sighing, deep-
ly, shudderingly as Helen herself sighed.
Only vaguely, since he was a really bus-
tling and practical person, did he grasp the
real underlying cause of all this emotion:
the miracle of love.

And here—too soon, considering the fun
he was getting out of the ride—here was
Blythedale itself! Here was the sunny
main street, with its handful of stores and
its big trees, with the wide bordering of
grass on either side; and beyond, some two
or three blocks, began the rezlly better
residential section. And up there on Gris-
ton Avenue—by no means the most im-
posing, but by far the prettiest and coziest
street in town—stood the future Hervey
home. William almost held his breath as
he turned into Griston Avenue; so much
happiness could not he real, and he rather
expected to find the house missing.

It was not. There it stood, with its
hedges and all the quaint,little,old-English
touches. William bowled gaily up the
driveway toward his little red-and-white
garage; and while there was no earthly
necessity for such a procedure since he
could stay no more than two or three
hours, for the mere pleasure of the thing
he found padlock key, gravely opened his
new garage, gravely ran the car inside, and
then stood away a few paces to view the
effect.

Well, it was perfect! Even that garage
was perfect! A tornado of whistled
melody came to William’s lips and burst
forth. Hat on the back of his head, hands
in his pockets, he sauntered to the front of
his new home, found another key, and en-
tered—and there he stopped and held his
breath again.

It, too, was even more perfect than he
had expected. The local caretaker had
done her part; every stick of the lovely
furniture selected by himself and Helen
Gray had been delivered and put into
place. The three wonderful rugs were al-
ready down in the living-room; the men
had draped the windows precisely accord-
ing to orders, and the effect was exquisite;
the smell of much new varnish tickled Wil-
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liam’s nostrils and broadened his grin.
Yes, and—by George! the blessed little
Swede caretaker had unpacked and washed
every dish of the new set and tucked them
all away in their closet; and the little white
kitchen, with all its funny little electrical
contrivances, fairly sparkled under Wil-
liam’s fascinated eye.

However, he hadn't come here to feast
his eyes. There was practical work to be
done up-stairs, Willlam ascended, two
steps at a time, to the big, sunny bedroom
at the front. He looked around. It was
there—the big pasteboard packing-case on
the floor in the corner.

Whistling, William cut the cords and
took off the heavy paper, to disclose and
reverently to draw forth those four superb
little aquarelles over which Helen had
clasped her hands in admiration last week
—the four she had visualized as hanging
in this very room, and from which she had
turned away resolutely. They were far
too expensive, and she and William, really,
were spending altogether too much of Wil-
liam’s money as it was on this furnishing
proposition.

There they were, nevertheless! William
laughed richly to himself as he drew them
out and removed the lighter wrappings.
There was wire in one of his pockets, and
little hooks in another, and the wire-cut-
ters he had brought in from the car tool-
box; William went to work.

This one Helen had pictured as hanging
over here—and this one over there, with
the cther two on opposite sides of the far
wall. Half an hour or more William la-
bored deftly and carefully, and then, again,
stood back for a view. Helen had been
absolutely right; had the artist himself
been commissioned to paint for this partic-
ular room he could have done nothing more
perfect. And when, returning from a nec-
essarily brief wedding tour, Helen came in
here and saw them—ah, -that would more
than repay William for the rather unwar-
ranted cost of the water-color dainties!

And now his mission had been accom-
plished and, as a business man, there was
really no further excuse for lingering
around Blythedale.  More slowly, he
would roll back to town for an early din-



EVERYTHING BUT THE TRUTH. 7

ner, and after that the office again; but
emphatically he did not wish to leave just
yet. William sighed and examined his fu-
ture home once more; not a single detail
failed to come up for his attention. He
passed out into the sunshine again and
paused to light a cigarette on the little
veranda.

Across the way, a properly uniformed
nurse was wheeling a baby-carriage.
Across the way, too, a perfectly genuine
French governess was chattering at an old-
er charge. Could one have asked more,
in the way of atmosphere? Yes, one could,
William thought suddenly. One could ask
that some really nice people would buy or
rent the vacant house next door. He
turned his gaze rather accusingly toward
the supposedly empty cottage, which was
nearly as pretty as his own and quite as
expensive—and his eyes opened wider.

Somebody kad acquired it since his visit
of last week; somebody lived there now!
He turned squarely and stared at it; and
whether we assume that William was natu-
rally observant or concede that some real,
small-town curiosity as to one’s neighbors
had already entered into him, it is the fact
that in a matter of thirty seconds he had
formed some sort of estimate as to the
family next door.

They, too, were new! Their furniture,
as evidenced in three porch chairs and di-
vers bits of gleaming varnish at the win-
dows, was brand-new. The hangings at
the windows were new—because Helen had
informed him on one of their recent shop-
ping tours that just that kind of stuff had
never been used at windows before this
year. The lawn-mower was new, and the
coil of hose beside the porch still white and
fresh; and as his gaze wandered toward
therear it found another of those electric
percolators in the kitchen window—brand-
new!

So thete was something to tell Helen
when he phoned, and, meanwhile, a little
load lifted from William’s mind. He had
been uneasy about that house, as he real-
ized for the first time; now he understood
that the last needed touch had been added
to make Blythedale ideal and—he under-
stood, too, that time was passing steadily,
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and that, with whatever reluctance, he
must depart. He strolled back toward the
garage—and paused again,. for a careful
study of the sprouting garden, planted and
tended by the caretaker’s husband.

Green and uniform, every shoot was in
its place. There was not even a weed for
William to pick. He grunted to himself
and gazed over the hedge, at the sprouting
garden next door; and as he gazed the
screen door at the rear of the cottage
opened and—she appeared and hurried
down the path!

Bill Hervey may have been engaged; he
was, in fact, and he was most tremendous-
ly in love with Helen. At the same time,
his eyesight had been affected not at all,
and as he looked at the girl over the hedge
a little, under-breath exclamation of real
appreciation escaped him inadverdently.

She was rather small; she was blond,
and, if one admired just that type, one
would have had a considerable task to find
a more perfectly beautiful example. She
was delicately rounded; she was swift of
motion; her pink-and-white features just
now were puckered in thoughts of her own
—and now with a little start she had per-
ceived the staring William, and she
stopped, just on the other side of the
hedge.

“Oh!” said she. “ You're looking for
the people who live therer”

What shall be said of Bill Hervey and
the thoughts that hurried through his brain
at that moment? He had promised, fer-
vently and earnestly enough, not to address
a single girl on this little expedition. Tac-
itly, of course, that meant young and at-
tractive girls and quite excluded middle-
aged girls with freckles and pug mnoses.
There was never a freckle on this girl, and
she could hardly have passed twenty-one.
Keeping to the strict letter of his promise,
then, William should have shut his lips and
kept them shut.

On the other hand, this young woman
was to be their neighbor—perhaps for a
term of years. In places like Blythedale,
solid friendship with one’s next-door neigh-
bor is rather essential. Could William, then,
in this crisis, refuse to utter a single word,
without making an utter ass of himself, or,
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perchance, being taken for a maniac? Was
it not, in fact, his duty to Helen and their
Blythedale future to establish at once the
best of relations with the folks in the next
cottage?

* The—the people don't live there vet,”
the young woman said, after a wondering
ten seconds. * 1f it's something you're de-
livering, you'll have to go to the little green
house, three blocks down and around the
corner—that way—and ask for Mrs. Ol-
son. She’s the caretaker.”

Again she paused, her blue eves widen-
ing and—oh, it was too infernally ridicu-
lous, of course. RBill Hervey's hat came off
and his lovable grin appeared suddenly.

“No, it's nothing I'm delivering. I'm
the people—one of them, anyway. My
name is Hervey. William Hervey!” he
said.

“Qh!” cried the girl, and swept him
again with her really wonderful eyes and
then smiled very real pleasure at the result
of her survey. “ I'ow’re Mr. Hervey?”

“1 am he!”

Three exquisite dimples appeared, all at

once. A little pink hand was extended in
charmingly frank {riendship over the
hedge.

“I'm Mrs. Elton,” she said. “ Er—An-

nabel Elton. Welcome to Blythedale.”

Well, she was all right! She was very
much all right! Given a whole world of
possible neighbors from which to pick,
William would have selected a young wo-
man just like this, who looked one directly
in the eyes and shook one's hand with a
boyish grip.

“I'm mighty glad to know you,” he said
candidly, and his grin persisted. “ You've
just moved in?”

* Monday morning. When are you com-
ing?”

* Well, we're not even married yet,”
William confessed. “ That happens next
week, Thursday, and we’ll turn up here
about ten days later, I suppose.”

“ W e've only been married three weeks,”
said Mrs. Elton.

Then they looked at each other and
smiled; and presently, for no conceivable
_reason save the sheer happiness that was
in them, they laughed together. After

which William took one short step, bring-
ing him directly against the hedge; and
they gazed at one another and smiled again
--and they were friends.

It was odd enough, to be sure, when one
copsiders that they had met for the first
time not three minutes back, but it was
very much the fact. Two souls, each ut-
terly in love with love, each living in a
world that can be understood only by the
few, and only temporarily by them, had
drawn together as naturally and as inno-
cently as magnet draws needle. It really
seemed to William that he had known this
young woman for ages, and her expression
indicated that she entertained much the
same impression as regarcded William.

“ Do you know, we were so afraid that
somebody—somebody old and stuffy was
going to live next door?” said Mrs. Elton.
‘“ Somebody all settled down and—you
know what I mean.”

“1 know exactly what you mean,” said
William. “ 1 had the same fear about your
house. But there’s nothing exactly settled
about us. I hope there won’t be for some
time to come.”

“ Well, this is the first night / haven't
been down to the city since we’'ve been
here! You’re going to stay up till eve-
ning?” the young woman asked suddenly.

“ Not quite. Why?”

‘“Oh, it's so horribly lonesome, having
the house next door empty. That’s all.”
“ But you're not all alone in there?”

Mrs. Elton nodded with a gravity that
was almost childlike.

“Yes. We haven't been able to get a
cook or a maid yet. And—and Jack’s
away on business.”

“ Your husband?”

“ Mr. Elton, of course. 1t's the very
first time he’s had to leave me since we
were married, and he isn’t coming back till
to-morrow night, either.”

Genuine concern caused William to
frown. “You're not going to stay there
alone all night?”

“No. Aunt I‘annie’s coming up from
the city on the six twenty. I hated to ask
her, but she was awfully nice about it.”

“Why should she be anything else?”
William inquired with odd warmth, and

M
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quite as if he had known Aunt Fannie all
this life.  “ You couldn’t be expected to
'put in a night alone in a place like this.”

“0h, it was just the idea of having to
lask her—mother and dad being down in
%Washington this week, and all that. .\unt
tFannie's a dear, though.”

E}' William’s little snort dared Aunt Fannie
'to be anything else.

b *“She’s rich—frightfully rich,” Mrs. El-
‘ton mused on, confidentially. ** She lives
.all by herself, in a big hotel, and every-
:body’s afraid of her. She bought me this
thouse for a wedding present!™

. “Good for her!” said Mrs.
‘peighbor heartily.

“ And she wanted to furnish it, too, but
‘Jackie wouldn’t allow that.”

“Ah?” said William blandly, although
for the moment he had forgotten that there
was a Jackie.

“ Goodness! I hope she doesn't miss
that six twentv!” the bride murmured. “1
don’t want to be alone here after dark.”

Her soft gaze roved toward the western
borizon, doubtless in the direction occupied
by the missing Mr. Elton just then. She
dimpled and, briefly, passed into a little
‘meditation of her own; and William, on
his own account, floated away for a short
trip through the land of day-dreams—
which silent communion in itself may indi-
cate something of the perfect understand-
ing they had reached in such remarkably
short order. William stirred and blinked
his way back to earth. Mrs. Elton sighed.

“Well, I must run back. I’'m awfully
glad to have met you—even in this infor-
mal way.”

"~ “And I'm glad to have met you, in any
old way,” said William cheerily, “ but—"
" “Oh, I must go now.” Mrs. Elton as-
sured him, without waiting for the rest of
the sentence. “ I have ever so many things
to attend to before Aunt Fannie arrives.”

“ Getting ready for her?”

. “Getting ready for Jackie to-morrow
night!” Mrs. Elton corrected, quite indig-
nantly. “ He likes to have things just as
he likes them, and I try to look after them.
He—he's such a dear boy!"

“Yes,” William smiled understandingly.

“Such a dear, sweet—"" Mrs, Elton be-

Llton's

zan, and suddenly blushed and grew almost
normal. * Oh, isn’t this silly!"” she ex-
claimed. “ Good-by, Mr. Hervey.”

* Good-by,” William said, rather reluc-
tantly.

*And just as soon as you move in,
vou're to bring Mrs, Hervey to call—re-
member that!”

* The very day we move in!” William
grinned, :

Mrs. Elton stepped back two paces and
dimpled mischievously again,

“ And thank you ever so much for not

being middle-aged and settled!” she
laughed. * I think we're going to have an

awfully good time out here, with all our
honevmooning and silliness and every-
thing."

* 1 know darned well we are!" cried Bill
Herveyv, and also stepped back a pace.

Not that he wanted to go, by any means.
But he had a big evening’s work ahead,
and on it much of the next year’s bill-pay-
ing possibilities depended.

And in spite of all that, because she was
so wonderfully a part of that glad mental
picture he had painted in advance of
Blythedale, he did wish that little Mrs.
Elton would pause and chat just a minute
or two longer. He looked after her some-
what wistfully, as she moved away. She
was almost at her own back door; her hand
was on the porcelain knob—but now, with
a whisk, she had turned and was hurrying
toward the hedge again.

“ Oh!” she cried. “1 meant to ask
you!”

“Do!" urged William.

“You haven't looked over the marketing
end of things yet?”

“Eh? No.”

“ Then you don’t know the milkman?”

“ That is a pleasure I still hold in antici-
pation,” William admitted. “ Why?”

““Well, he seems to be the only person
living who knows where the Dobson
chicken farm is, and I haven't been able to
catch him in the mornings! Several people
have told me about it.”

I never heard of the place.”

“Well, it's somewhere over toward
Heathervale, seven or eight miles away,
and they have the most perfectly wonderful
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cags, Wonderful eggs! Jackie’s so fond
of really fresh eggs, you know.”

“ Ah, yes,” agreed William.

“1 wanted to get some of those Dobson
egas before he comes back.”

Bill Hervey said nothing at ali for the
moment. He was busy looking at her and
reflecting that, two or three weeks hence,
Griston Avenue, Blythedale, would have
the distinction of housing America’s two
loveliest young women side by side—which
was 2 pleasant reflection, when he was to
marry one of them and, apparently, to have
the other for a friend.

“ They ’re not going to deliver our new
car till next week!” Mrs. Elton said, very
distinctly, but somewhat irrelevantly.

There was nothing irrelevant about her
raze, though. It rested, as William discov-
cred by following it, squarely upon the glit-
tering rear end of his red roadster. Nay,
it caressed that crimson expanse lovingly;
it seemed to beckon to the motionless
wheels.

‘“If the old thing was only here now,”
Mrs. Elton reflected.

William chuckled.

“You'd hop right in and hunt up that
chicken farm?”

“T would!”

“ Get your coat and hat!” said William.

Over the hedge the glorious eyes spar-
kled at him.

“ Qh, you're a dear!” rippled from Mrs.
Llton. “I won’t be two minutes—really!”

She turned and fled headlong. William
smiled after his little new friend.

Four o’clock, to be sure, was the very
last minute he had set mentally for leaving
Blythedale. It was now about ten minutes
past the hour.

But that mattered very little. Sixteen
miles is nothing to a good car, and he
could make time going home.

CHAPTER III.
CHICKENS ELUSIVE.

NLY the fool makes his decisions and
then fumes doubtfully over their wis-
dom. William was no fool. Once having
determined upon a thing, he never looked

backward and repined, whatever the out-
come. He was not regretting his impulsive
offer of a lift to Mrs. Elton.

Time, of course, was very precious that
late afternoon and evening. Really, he
never should have left the city at all—sun-
shine, romance, and everything else not-
withstanding. And he would Zgve to be in
the office by eight o’clock, even if he
skipped dinner; and, at that, he would be
working. well after midnight. And the im-
portance of having that work all ready be-
fore to-morrow morning could hardly be
overestimated, and if anything should slip
up — William shook himself together and
grinned again. Nothing would slip; he
was doing a simple and neighborly act
which would cost him, at most, an hour’s
time; that was all, and he did no¢ regret
his sudden proffer. ’

Whistling again, then, William made for
his garage, filled his new water-pail at the
new faucet, replenished his new radiator,
set the motor to whirring, and backed
down to the street, thereafter to swerve
about and then swing up before the Elton
cottage in quite impressive style.

The two minutes had passed, though.
Two more had gone, for that matter, and
another ten after them, as a glance at his
watch informed William. He frowned and
shifted in his seat; and then, despite his
impatience, he smiled suddenly and bril-
liantly, for she was coming now, and she
was a sight to soothe the eyes.

She had changed to a tight little gray-
cloth afternoon gown, a light affair with
‘“bride ” written all over it in invisible let-
ters. She wore a jaunty little hat to
match, and over her arm was thrown a
long, light-gray coat. Unhurried, Mrs.
Elton locked the door of her home—unhur-
ried she paused beside the open door of the
car to sniff the air and beam artlessly at
William.

“I wasn’t even two minutes, was Ip”
she inquired.

“You weren’t one!” stated Mr. Hervey.

“It isn’t cold riding?”

“ It was hot, coming up?”

“Then will you please slip my coat
through the rack?” asked little Mrs. Elton,
and having hummed merrily while he did



EVERYTHING BUT THE TRUTH.

it, entered the car and slammed the door.
“Thanks, ever so much. You know you're
a perfect darling, doing this, don’t you?”

“ Nonsense!’’ said William, and then,
since laughter came so easily this after-
noon, threw back his head and laughed.
And Annabel Elton, for much the same

reason, echoed the laugh—and the car.

started and they were off.

Somewhere, perhaps, in these United
States, there exists a spot where the na-
tives are acquainted with their own local
landmarks — where, inquiring for the
Brown cottage, one can be directed straight
to the Brown cottage and find it without
first making fruitless journeys to the Jen-
kins home, the Potter boarding-house, the
Methodist orphanage, and the abandoned
brewery three miles beyond town. Some-
where, perhaps; but more frequently the
motoring inquirer encounters the quaint
and pretty custom, following which the na-
tive smiles blandly, sends one up the wrong
street, around the wrong turn, out the
wrong road and, with almost mathematical
accuracy, to exactly the wrong place.

These things William knew, because it
was not his first car; but the general direc-
tion of Heathervale was safe enough. One
bad only to follow the State road to make
Heathervale and, since getting there meant
covering a full ten miles, the Dobson
chicken farm must lie this side of the town.
Very cheerily, then, William located his
State road and whizzed along.

Swift, merry chatter assailed his right ear.
Chatter as swift and as merry came from his
lips. Now — they laughed: again — they
‘laughed. Only once, when William essayed
;4 little burst of speed that precluded con-
‘versation, did he have opportunity to pause
-mentally and shudder at the thought of just
iwhat view Helen might take of this ride.

i He pushed the shudder aside as ridicu-
"lous, even unworthy. Helen would under-
-stand perfectly; Helen would be anxious, as
be himself, to do any possible little service
ke this for a neighbor; there could be no
‘earthly doubt about that. But, just the
same, William slowed down again and took
‘to talking quite rapidly and with even
‘greater merriment.

And now, at a guess, they were some-
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where necar the chicken farm. William
stowed down still further and looked around.
Ah!  The old man on the porch of yonder
little farmhouse! Ilis whiskers had passed
the two-foot mark; he had been sitting
there, apparently, since the beginning of
time; he was the true oldest inhahitant
and he would know.

‘“ Hello the house!” cried William gaily
as he stopped.

“ Wot say?” queried the elderly one, and
cupped his ear.

* Where’s Dobson’s chicken farm?y

The aged man nodded and set his corn-
cob aside carefully. He found his cane
after a little fumbling and came down to
the gate.

‘ What 'd you want?"

‘ Dobson’s chicken farm,” William said
gently.

The other nodded and considered heavily.

“ Keep right on the way you’re going.
Then take the first turn to the right and go
straight uphill.”

‘“ And then?”

“You can’t miss it,” said the oldest in-
habitant and dismissed the subject.
“What's a car like that—"

“Yes, but how do we know this farm
when we come to it?”

“ Sets 'way back from the road. As I
was saying, what’s a car like that worth,
young feller? My son’s been thinking
some—"’

** Three thousand seven hundred and fifty
dollars, f.o.b. somewhere or other in Mich-
igan. Thanks!” said William, 2 e "word,,
and although the other had settled down
for a comfortable conversation, he rolled
straight on.

Not that he was ungrateful, of course.
Quite the contrary, for the directions were
simple and the way must be short. But
inside that house, as they paused, a clock
had struck the hour of five, and William’s
skin had prickled a little. Sharp eyesight
and much care were going to be necessary
on that homeward trip now were he not
to receive a neat paper from some traffic
officer directing him which court to visit in
the morning!

It is possible that his smile may not have
been so glowing as they rushed on; if so,



12

it was doubtless due to the strain of driving.
Tive o’clock should have seen him crossing
the city line and heading down-town, and—
well, there was the road, anyway, and a
wretched one, at that! He swung into it
and started up the grade, while little Mrs.
Elton chattered on, happily as ever.

Houses here, spaced well apart, seemed
to be set on the very edge of the road. Not
one of them stood back; not one of them
owned so much as a single small chicken
coop, and they had covered certainly an-
other two miles now, too! William peered
anxiously ahead; there, in the hazy dis-
tance, was one abode which, at least, did
naot threzten to topple over on the highway.
He aimed at it, much as a racing-driver
might aim at the home stretch, and sought
to push his accelerator pedal through the
floor, while Mrs. Elton clutched her hat
and squealed quite delightedly.

And now that they were here, brakes
having creaked to a violent standstill, he
fancied that he would hurry matters a little
by getting the eggs himself. He bounced
out and smiled happily enough.

“T1l get 'em!” he stated. “ How many
dozen?”

“ Why—two dozen, I think. But you
needn’t bother, Mr. Hervey. I'd like to
see them—"

“1f they’re no good, I won’t get ’em.
I know eggs as well as I know my own
name!’’ William hurled at her. “ Sit still!”

Nobody was visible at the front. The
chicken specialists would be at the back,
then; William raced down the length of the
house and to the rear door. It was a screen
door and he peered 'n. A large lady was
bathing a very small boy in a washtub; she
squinted at William Hervey and snapped:

“1 don’t want to buy anything!”

“T do, though!” said William with equal
crispness. ‘I want to buy two dozen spick,
span, fresh eggs!”

The large lady stood erect and dried her
hands on her apron; after which, with one
hand on either hip, she looked Bill Hervey
up and down.

“ Why’n time don’t you go buy ’em,
then?” she demanded very harshly. ‘° What
do you come here and tell me your troubles
forp”
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“ Er—isn’t this Dobson's?” William
faltered.

*“ No!” said the lady, and returned to her
tub. ‘¢ This ain’'t Dobson’s!”

 Well—ah—where is Dobson’s, if you
wouldn’t mind telling me?”

Suds splashed, the lady’s shoulders
heaved up and down as she manipulated a
brush, bringing small, wet, stifled shrieks
from the unfortunate infant.

“You’re on the wrong road,” reached
William, however. “ Go back half a mile
and take the first turn to the left.”

“ And Dobson’s is there?”

“1It’s along a piece. Sets 'way back on a
knoll like.”

Onward she scrubbed, but William was
not there to see. He had caught sight of
the clock on the little shelf in that kitchen,
and he knew that the clock was approxi-
mately right! With a series of bounds,
then, he regained his red roadster, to find
Mrs. Elton wide-eyed and rather scared.

“Did a—did a dog chase you?” she
asked. )

“ No, it was just the wrong place. That'’s
all. I've found out where it is now,
though,” William announced as he whirled
the car around backward, and then whirled
into the road ahead on the return trip.

They were going in the teeth of the wind
now, and conversation was well-nigh im- .
possible. It was as well, too. Seomehow or
other, after a sight of that clock, William’s
fund of merry words seemed to have been
dammed. Doaubtless they would break loose
a little later, but for the immediate present
the dam seemed quite high.

In the wind-shield, too, a queer little
vision of Loomis bobbed up and down—
Loomis, even more mournful than usual,
with the corners of his mouth dragged fair-
ly down to his jawbone and his head shak-
ing slow accusation af his employer.

However, William smiled again presently.
They had attained that first turn to the left
without touching earth more than lLalf a
dozen times, and he was making around it
on a slightly better road. But—where on
earth were the houses that should have been
there?

William’s eyes opened. There were
wooded hills in the distance and stone walls
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along here; there were fields, some of them
cultivated, some of them otherwise; but of
even one dwelling there was never a sight.

He shut his teeth and pushed the road-
ster on—and on—and on. Grim wonder
crept into him; deserted stretches like this
one might have encountered in Idaho or
the upper portions of Canada; that whole
counties existed uninhabited within com-
muting distance of New York he had never
known.

“Isn’t it beautiful in here?” Mrs. Elton
queried dreamily.

“VYes, it’s gorgeous,”” William agreed,
“Only—hah! Thlere it is!”

There it really seemed to be, this time,
“too! Assuredly it was a farmhouse; as-
suredly there were chicken-coops a plenty;
assuredly it set far back from the road and
upon a knoll. There was only a foot-path
leading to the house itself; William stopped
at its end and set his emergency brake with
a metallic, ripping sound.

“Now, I'll—”

“No, I will, this time!” Mrs. Elton cot-
rected very positively, and she was already
out of the car. “You've done running
enough, and I want to see the eggs myself,
anyway. Jackie’s so particular about how
they look—almost as particular as he is
about how they taste. I won’t be one
minute!”’

She waved one gay little hand at him
.and sped away, and William settled back
‘with a grunt. Anger was surging within

‘him. Not anger at Mrs. Elton, by any:

means; no man living could have felt anger
toward that glittering sprite. But William,
"85 he smiled grimly after her twinkling feet,
.certainly addressed to himself several re-
‘marks of the most unflattering nature.

~ Racing and all it was nearly six o’clock
‘mow. At six he should have been dining in
'his little apartment hotel. Instead, he was
-gitting alone in his car—Heaven alone knew
how many miles from the city!—waiting
for a very charming girl to buy two dozen
‘eggs!  On another day it would have been
i 8 happy little experience; to-day it was
i close to suicide.

! Still, as has been noted, William’s whole
rshedding of tears over spilled milk would
inever have filled a fairy's thimble. He

grunted again, after that first hot five min-
utes, hunched down comfortably and lighted
a cigarette. It was entirely his own fault.
He would have to work all night, possibly
enough, and turn up for the important con-
ferences to-morrow morning looking rather
like a limp dish-cloth—and serve him per-
fectly right! He grinned sourly up at the
sky and, this being a habit, thought of love-
ly Helen. Helen had been dead right, after
all! Girls spelled trouble for William, even
if not the kind of trouble Helen feared.

Only—where in thunder was this particu-
lar girl? William stared at the house,
around which she had vanished. There was
no sign of her. He considered for a little
and tooted his horn gently. She did not
appear, and he settled down once more. She
was probably picking out the infernal eggs,
one by one, making sure that each was
esthetically fit for introduction to her Jackie.
William glanced at the house and tooted
his horn again.

And time rolled on!

Thrice, in these last ten minutes, had
William tooted his horn afresh—thrice in
vain. He wore the aspect of a man at-
tacked by fever, too; his color was rising
steadily and his eyes were queer. He
breathed with apparent difficulty and ner-
vous twitches attacked him.

He drew out his watch and gasped aloud.
He cursed, also aloud and quite deliriously,
for several seconds. He jammed his hand
on the horn button and held it there. He
removed it after many seconds and stared
again at the“house, which revealed never
one human stirring.

“ Well—hell!” said William Hervey,
which was certainly an impolite way of
addressing an invisible lady.

Overhead, in the spare tree, little birds
twittered sleepily. On the far hill the
shadows were creeping upward. Soon it
would be night; after that, if he happened
to wait here so long, morning!

William, glaring at his watch, jabbed the
horn again—waited an even minute and
jabbed it once more—waited another min-
ute and jabbed again. This he did just eight
times, and suddenly a chill came upon him.

Had something untoward happened to
her? The thought took shape for the first
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time and stood his hair upon end. Had
little Mrs. Elton been murdered in there?
Mouth open, he snapped back the door and
prepared to descend for a dash to the house
and a very prompt investigation and—she
was coming!

Yes, sweet and cool as ever, she was
hurrying down the path. He summoned a
smile of welcome; her own smile was bril-
liant as ever.

“lsn’t it wonderful how many cars go
through a lonely road like this!” she said
as she stepped in.

144 Eh?))

“ Yes, 1 heard them blowing as they went
by,” Mrs. Elton beamed. * There must
have been one every minute.”

William swallowed.

“ Where are the eggs?”

“QOh! That isn’t Dobson’s, after all!”
the girl explained sweetly.

‘It isn’t—what?”

“No, it’s just the farm of a dear old
lady named Stevenson. They used to-keep
chickens, but they don’t any more. I was
wishing so much that you’d come up to
hear her.” )

{3 But__n

“ She.had. to sell them all because 1t cost
so much to feed them. Mr. IHervey, have
you any idea how much chicken-feed costs
nowadays? She was so lonely and willing
to talk that I just had to stop and listen to
her, and—good gracious! Is your watch
right?”’

“ Yes!” said William as he thrust it back
into his pocket.

“ We'll have to hurry, then!” Mrs. Elton
informed him with real concern. * If Aunt
TI'annie makes the six twenty, she’ll be up
by quarter past seven, and—oh, 1 found
out where Dobson’s is!”’

Again William swallowed.

““ Near here?”

‘ About two miles, she thought. We're
off the road, but we can go straight down
this one till we come to a gravel road cross-
ing it, and then we turn to the left and go
that way. You—you don’t mind hurrying
a little? I simply leve to be home before
aunty gets there, you know?”

With commendable self-control William
Hervey nodded and smiled reassurance at
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her as his roadster rolled into motion again.
For aunty’s sake, he would indeed hurry.
He gripped his wheel and drove on; and in
an astonishingly short time he encountered
the gravel road, which was really excellent,
and headed off in a new direction.

Houses again were rather numecrous as
they whizzed onward; none of them stood
on a knoll, though. A mile passed. Another
mile, with the country rising on either side
and suggesting their entry into America’s
wilder, more remote scenic portions. Still
another mile, and William, sighting the
rambling white hotel ahead, slowed down.

“I’'m going to run in here and ask them
if they know where Dobson’s is,” he ex-
plained firmly. “If they can’t give us a
pretty definite idea, I'm afraid that we’ll
have to turn around and go home eggless.”

“ Yes, because aunty’s on the train, even
now!”

Into the yard of the place rolled William,
looking about. Nobody appeared just then.
He rolled onward toward the open carriage
shed that remained from the less strenuous
days of the horse; indeed, he rolled into it
and stopped.

“ The Turnstile Inn!”’ he read from the
somewhat dingy gilt sign along the side of
the hostelry itself. “ Well, I'll step into
the Turnstile Inn and see what they know
about—oh, here’s somebody!” ‘

A decidedly dense-looking boy of sixteen
or seventeen, clad in greasy overalls, had
appeared from nowhere in particular. He
lounged toward them with a languid:

“ Want gas, mister? Around on the other
side.”

“ No, I want information!” William said
very briskly indeed. “ Where’s the Dobson
place?”

“ Dobson?” echoed the lad.

“Yes, a chicken farm.”

“Dobson?” the Doy repeated, and
frowned painfuily with the effort at thought.

“Yes, it’'s a chicken farm,” William

reiterated. ‘It sets far back from the road
and it stands on a knoll. Do you know
where it ig?”

In a way the light of reason seemed to
flicker in the young man’s eye. At any
rate, he nodded quite sagely.

“ Up there, I guess,” he said simply.



S Up where?”’

.« Why, right up there!” repeated the lad,
-and pointed past the corner of the carriage
Fshed. “ That’s the place you're looking for,
! probably.”

Swiftly Bill Hervey stepped back and
s looked. At least there seemed to be a house
..in the grove up there: and if one owned a
¢ minifying imagination that young mountain
tmight have been considered a knoll; and
: emphatically the place was far back from
"the road. To the best of William’s guess-
.ing, it was all of an eighth of a mile back.

“ How do you get up there?” he snapped.

“Well, you can go out in the road again
and along till you see the gateway and then
turn up. Or you can leave your car here
and take that path cross-lots. It ain’t so
very good, but—"

“It's good enough,” said Bill Hervey.
“You'll stay here, Mrs. Elton?”

“T’ll come right along,” corrected Mrs.
Elton with her smile. ‘1 want to see ’em
first.” Lightly she hopped from the road-
-ster. Lightly she hurried along beside him
to the end of the shed and around it and
then on to the overgrown, uphill path.

It was more than overgrown, in fact; as-

.8 thoroughfare it seemed to have been obso-
*lete for a long time. In former years feet
- might have trod its steep way; latterly only
,rain and snow had surged down, washing
‘out the dirt and leaving sharp rocks ex-
fposed. One tripped over them with con-
kacientious regularity; ene slid into little
: gullies and stumbled headlong, on an aver-
i.age of once in seven steps.

; But the need of haste was behind them
'like a hot pitchfork, and they plodded on
Eirmponsibly, laughing now, now gasping.
LOf necessity one of little Mrs. Elton’s hands
E,clasped William’s tightly: he grinned
?covertly at the touch, sought to anathema-
Eﬁu her mentally as a dear infernal little
;nuisance, failed even in that and dragged
sher onward. And here, at the edge of the
fthick, shabby old grove, was the top of the
'hill—and decidedly they had come some
distance into the air!

* Why, the Turnstile Inn, off there to the
‘right, was no more than a dot in the dis-
itance! Beyond the road stretched away
tibbonlike, and—William ceased studying
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the landscape and led his lovely little
charge straight through the trees. And
then, coming to the house itseli, they paused
and stared.

Of all possible chicken farms this was
the queerest. Huge, tall and dark, in the
architectural mode of twenty years ago, the
place might have been the country mansion
of some peculiarly morose millionaire. It
was badly neglected, too. The whole house
shrieked for paint. Curtains at the few
unshuttered windows were yellow and aged.
The drive itself seemed to have gone un-
used and untended for a long, long time.

“ Js—is any one in there?” Mrs. Elton
hesitated. “ 1 don’t see any coops or—"

“ Well, there’s smoke coming out of that
chimney, so somebody lives here,” William
said hurriedly. ‘‘ Come along. This is the
egg place, fast enough, and we’ll have to
grab 'em and hustle back now.”

Here was the stately old entrance, with
its tall, weather-beaten door. A knocker
revealed itself, and William, having raised
it pounded it emphatically.

This—there was occasion for a similar re-
mark some time back—was largely because
of William’s limitless, blissful ignorance of
the things that lay beyond that tall, un-
varnished door!

CHAPTER 1V.
WHAT?

THAT grin of William’s was a very warm

and cheering and generally reassuring
expression. Annabel Elton, after a swift,
puzzled survey of the whole exterior, as re-
vealed from the wide doorstep, turned to
him with lips parted for a quick question,
but she met the grin and closed the lips
again. It was all right, of course.

On the other hand, it may as well be
confessed there was not perfect sincerity
behind this particular grin. The place was
Dobson's, certainly enough, but William
was not enamored of it as a spot to visit,
Sinister gloom seemed draped over every-
thing: even the birds were still; and the
sound of a motor horn in the highway
floated up as a sound from another world,
so faint and distant was its note. The trees
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scemed to be closing in on them, too, more
thickly with every sccond; surely an ec-
centric trick of trees that must have been
rooted. Overhead a shutter creaked almost
uncannily in the light evening breeze.
William, since Mrs. Llton was looking away
again, shut his teeth and sighed inaudibly.

And now, somewhere inside, soft steps
had come into being. They approached
the door and a chain rattled and a lock
squeaked and rasped. Then the door opened
and, with the vast, shadowy corridor as a
background, they were permitted to view
as large, as expressionless a man as either
of them had seen for a long time. Clad all
in black, with a low, {lat collar and a little
black bow-tie, his hair smoothed down, his
hands large and white, he might have been
an unusually powerful butler—and he might
have been almost anything else on earth as
well, for he owned a countenance which told
absolutely nothing of the mind behind.

Rather keenly, even expectantly, he
looked at the pair outside as William said
crisply:

*“We want two dozen fresh eggs!”

The man in black leaned forward a little,
and the slightest trace ol a frown appeared.

* Eggs?” he murmured, slowly and
heavily.
“Yes! Yes! Eggs! Hens’ eggs!” Will-

iam repeated quite violently. “ This is the
Dobson place, isn’t it?”

Very visibly, sudden, wild agitation was
upon him; it is not too much to say that
William danced up and down! 1ecause
here was another of the slow-speaking, slow-
thinking idiots who seemed so abundant this
afternoon! Here was another imbecile-con-
sumer of time—time—time/

“ Oh—er—yes, the Dobson piace, of
course,” the big man smiled readily. * Will
you step in?”

William nodded sharply and entered;
Mrs. Elton, hesitating for an instant, fol-
lowed him. And the door swung to with a
low, grinding squeak of hinges. 'The lock
grated again. The chain was put up. And
whether they liked it, exactly or not, they
were in the depths of the musty foyer, with
shadows stretching away to darkness in
every direction!

“ If you will just step this way, please,”
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the (expressionless one said quietly and
rather pleasantly.

He moved away a pace or two. William
did not immediately follow.

“ Er—ah—"" he began.

“It’s pleasanter in here, sir, while I'm
looking after the eggs,” smiled the heavy-
weight person, in mild astonishment as he
passed the great stairway and opencd the
door at the otuer side of the corridor.

William collected himself quite abruptly.
For no earthly reason the instinct of flight
had been upon him for a few seconds. Now,
however, he turned with a smile to little
Mrs. Elton, a mere dot of humanity in the
overhanging gloom, and nodded toward the
door,

And, at least, it was a little brighter in
here, William noted as they entered the big
library. Bookcases lined the walls. He
gazed speculatively at the yards of glass
doors for an instant; they gave one the
impression of having been hastily dusted
off after long disuse. The mighty leather
furniture, too, was in much the same con-
dition. And—William concluded with sud-
den impatience—if he chose to get down
on his knees and examine the rug and take
away dust samples there would dcubtless
be fifty-seven varieties of germs revealed,
each presenting its own problem.

As it happened, however, he was not
there to conduct a Sherlock Holmes ex-
amination of the premises; he had come to
buy two dozen fresh eggs for a lovely little
bride, and he turned to the large, black
person with:

‘It won’t trouble you too much to hurry
a little?”

‘ With the eggs, sir?”

“ Yes—with the eggs!” William almost
shouted, for his nerves scemed to have been
dragged out taut. “ Two dozen!”

‘“ Just so, sir,” said the other, and his
grave smile grew in suavity. “ I’ll see that
they’re hurried right along.”

“ How much are they?”

“ They’re—er—[orty cents a dozen, sir,”
responded the big man, and backed out
quickly. And with the dying of his soft foot-
fall silence seemed to settle on the high-
ceilinged apartment with an audible thud!

Far away, in the outer world, trees sighed



'mournfully. In here no tree would have
'dared even to sigh. The stillness was that
tof a tomb, not that of a house. The air,
!Zthick and moldy, was the air of a long-dead
rgeneration. Over there a strip of wall-paper
f%ad peeled away and now curled down-
,ward; and so long ago had this happened
', that the plaster behind was a brilliant yel-
tlow, with a thick, gray murk of cobweb
“pverhanging.

“Isn’t it—queer?” Mrs. Elton whis-
“pered nervously, coming closer to William.
© “It’s all of that!”

“I don’t believe this is a chicken farm
ot all!”
“The boy down there said—"

- “Never mind what he said. They're.

vpever selling fresh egms for forty cents.
Why, in Blythedale they’te asking sixty
for the fresh ones and—"

Her voice was altogether too loud for
“this room! Its echoes boomed back and
gent Mrs. Elton into sudden silence. Lips
parted, color decidedly less pronounced, she
looked at William Hervey.

“I—1I don’t Like this place!”

“I'm not at all infatuated with it my-
pelf,” confessed her neighbor. “If you
weren’t so keen about those eggs—"

“T'm not! I don’t want them nearly so
much as I thought I did!” the bride said
with remarkable readiness. * That is, I
wmant them, of course, but I don’t think
Jacky ’d like my being in a queer place
like this.”

“ And you want to get out?”

“Oh, I do!”

“Well, you’re no more anxious to leave
than I am,” said Bill Hervey with real feel-
ing. “Let’s go!”

“ Without saying anything?”

“ Without making a board squeak, if we
can help it. This is all too odd for me!”

One of a truly lovely nature’s earmarks
is its readiness to fall in with the other fel-
fow’s suggestions. Nothing, then, could
bave been more lovely than the way in
which Mrs. Elton reached for William’s
arm and, gripping it, led him toward the
door. Nor did he lag!

It was not, be it said, that William felt
‘amy particular terror on his own account,
but the idea of his responsibility for getting

2 Arcosy

EVERYTHING BUT THE TRUTH. 17

another man’s bride into this mysterious
mausoleum sent a chill through him.

His arm tightened on Mrs. Elton’s hand.
He listened. He heard nothing at all, which
was easy in here. He smiled reassurance
at the white little person beside him.

“Don’t tall out there,” he whispered.
“ Come along!”’

On tiptoe they crossed the vast room.
On tiptoe they listened again, and this time,
for an instant, it seemed to William that
somebody was walking around in the cor-
ridor. But the sound {failed to come again,
and he laid a hand, light and cautious as
the hand of any burglar, on the kncb and
twisted.

And although he had not yet put forth
the slightest effort, the knob turned just
ahead of his fingers! It was a weird phe-
nomenon, as if the thing were actuated by
some hidden, uncanny mechanism which
anticipated his touch. William gasped
soundlessly and removed his hand—and the
door swung inward and the way to the free,
outer world was blocked by another total
stranger!

Broad and tall as the first man, this one
was decidedly different otherwise. A quiet
business suit hung well enough on his big
frame; his thick brown hair, streaked with
gray, was bushy and impressive; his close-
cropped, pointed, gray-brown beard lent
him added dignity. And if the first human
mystery had lacked expression, this later
one abounded in the quality.

His sharp blue eyes twinkled, inquiry and
humor mingling, through rimless glasses;
little wrinkles played about the corners of
his eyes; tiny twitches about the corners of
his mouth betrayed a rather high-keyed
nature. He was every inch the professional
man of some sort, but—

“You were going out?” he asked in a
soothing and musical voice.

“ Well, we were—just walking around,”
William explained rather sheepishly. *‘ The
eggs_n

‘“ The eggs, of course,” agreed the other,
and stepped in, causing them to back to-
ward the center of the room once more.
He closed the door after him and smiled
faintly again. ‘' Don’t run away. Let’s
visit a little while.”
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An instant William caught the aston-
ished, warning gleam of Mrs. Elton’s eye.
He laughed rather uncomfortably.

“Well, we’d like to, awfully well, of
course, but we're pretty late now, and we’ll
have to be running along. Your man—that
was your man?”

134 Yes.))

“ Well, he said he'd hurry up the eggs.”

‘“ Doubtless he will, then,” the stranger
said smoothly. ¢ Meanwhile we'll sit and
chat comfortably. Just—be seated!”

There was something downright com-
manding about him as he indicated the pair
of big armchairs. Mrs. Elton collapsed into
one of them. William, albeit plain rage
came up within him at the further delay,
perched on the edge of the other—and the
professional gentleman took his place be-
hind the great old flat-topped desk, flicked
away some dust-particles, and then tilted
back, slim, strong finger-tips touching as he
considered them.

“You had a pleasant trip up here, 1
trust?””

“ QOh, yes. Some difficulty in finding the
place,” William explained.

“ Really? You're not tired?”

“ Not at all,” said William,

“ And you?” the mystery inquired of
Mrs. LElton.

“ Why, I--I'm not tired,” the bride said

blankly.
“ No particular headache after the
journey?”

12

“ Of—course not

‘ Huh—that’s good!” mused the man at
the desk, and stroked his beard and seemed
to search for further words.

It was nice of him, of course, to want to
make conversation and keep them enter-
tained. This William appreciated fully,
and he also understood that the unusual
chicken-farmer had no means of knowing
how very important were the minutes to
both of them just now. But that wasn't
holding back the setting sun or giving pause
to even one racing minute.

“No, we—we Dboth feel fine, thanks!”
William said feverkshly. “But if you
wouldn't mind having the man put a little
speed behind packing those eggs we’'d ap-
preciate it very much, Mr. Dobson.”

THE ARGOSY.

The other started slightly and smiled as
if to himself. He leaned forward, resting
his elbows on the dusty desk-top, and fixed
a steady smile on William.

“ Suppose we cease worrying about the
eggs for a little?” he suggested oddly
enough; and added curiously: “ Why did
you call me Dobson?”

“1It’s your name, isn’t it?”

“Not at all,” the other said quietly.
“ My name is Baiswell.”

William bounced to his feet.

“We're in the wrong place again!” he

cried. “ We beg your pardon ten thousand
times over. We’ve been doing it all after-
noon.”

“ But I'm sure—"

“Yes. We're looking for a chicken
farm,” William laughed apologetically.
“ We've used up hours doing it, and now
we’ll have to race for home. Come along,
Mrs. Elton!”

She rose with alacrity. ‘The mystery at
the desk rose with even greater alacrity and
stood between themselves and the door! He
smiled, of course, but there was.something
weirdly determined about him!

“Just a moment, please!” he urged.
“You're not in the wrong place.”

“ But we are, of course.”

* But I insist that you’re not, Mr. Otis!”’

Y Mr.—what?” said William.

“ Mr. Otis—and Mrs. Otis,” responded
the mysterious one, and indicated Mrs.
Elton with one lean hand; and then. with
the blandest of smiles, he pushed the bride
gently back into her chair and, largely be-
cause sheer amazement had turned his knees
limp for the moment, performed the same
simple service for Bill Hervey.

“ Well—wait a minute!” William stam-
mered. ¢ We—"

“ No, you wait a minute and let me ex-
plain,” smiled the other. ¢ You're both
perfectly safe and in the best possible hands.
Mr. Marlowe has made every necessary
arrangement.”’

* Who in the name of common sense is
Mr. Marlowe?” escaped William.

“The very devoted cousin who brought
vou here, Mr. Otis.”

And now, since the gentleman was so per-
fectly in earnest about it all and still so
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completely tangled about—whatever it was
—William controlled bhimself and spoke
more gently, although very firmly:

“ Hold on—please! You're mistaking us
for some other people. My name is not
Otis, and this lady isn’t my wife. 1 have
no cousin named Marlowe, and nobody
brought us here. You can take my word
for that much; and while we'd like to hear
all about the real facts and laugh over them
with you, we're in such an infernal hurry
this afternoon that we’ll ask you to cxcuse
us now and—"

“ Mr. Otis, sit down!” thundered sud-
denly from behind the desk.

More than this, the person pounded with
his fist most emphatically—and Wiiliam sat
down once more!

Even now, though, the stern frown was
fading from the stranger’s countenance;
calmly as before he placed his elbows on
the desk; calmly as before, but with just a
hint of added force, he addressed William:

“ Will you be so very good as to permit
me five minutes of uninterrupted speech?”

“ I—guess so!” William muttered.

“You are—both of you, I am convinced
—quite capable of grasping what little I
wish to say to you now.”

«! Hey?))

The other pursed his lips and nodded.

“ My methods are not the methods ex-
actly of others,” he stated slowly. * That
is to say, I draw a line between certain
types of cases—obviously hopeless and help-
less—and certain other types where, by the
most reasonable appeals to self-help, the
full cooperation of the patient is made per-
fectly feasible.”

“ What patient?”
dazedly.

“1 employ perfect frankness. I try to
reach—and so far in such cases as I have
selected for this mode of treatment, I may
say that I have not failed to reach in one
single instance—those normal mental forces,
perhaps only slightly latent, upon which,
once they have been stimulated and
strengthened, we aim to build the whole
rejuvenated structure. You follow me?”

“1 hear you, without having the slightest
idea of what you're talking about!” William
gasped.

William demanded

“Ts that really the fact?” the other said
sharply and rather annoyedly. ‘1ls that
really your own accurate estimate of your
mental condition?”

‘It certainly is, so far as this chatter of
yours is concerned—and that’s no reflection
on my mental condition, either!” William
informed him with much acerbity and rose
again. ‘“‘ Now we'll get out!”

“ Now you will remain here and listen to
me and—"

“We will not!” William cried wildly.
“ You—confound you! You made me feel
as if I was crazy!”’

“You are, Mr. Otis!” the other said
placidly.

“What?”

“ Both you and Mrs. Otis!”

A small scream came from
Elton.

“ Why, I—I'm not crazy!” she pro-
tested. “ I—he isn’t, either!”

“You are both slightly afiected men-
tally,” the mystery assured them in the
most soothing of voices. * You have both
been brought here for treatment. Under it
you will both recover—so much I guarantee
you. Now that we understand each other,
will it not be best to set aside the nonsense
and the subterfuges and all the rest and—"

It seemed to William Hervey that an in-
visible hand had clasped his throat. For
some seconds breathing was next to impos-
sible; and cold chills ran over him, too; and
then, as never before in all his life, the
burning need for utter calm came upon
William, and he even forced a ghastly smile.

‘ Pardon me, but—but who are you?” he
asked hoarsely.

“1 am Dr. Stephen Baiswell, of course,”
the other said almost chidingly. “ So much
Mr. Marlowe told you, as I happen to
know.”

“ And what is this place?”

“ The Baiswell Sanitarium, Mr. Otis.”

‘““A private lunatic asylum?” creaked
thinly from William.

“ That is one of the vulgar misnomers
for such an establishment,” the doctor said
coldly.

“ And how—long are we supposed to be
in for?” William went on doggedly.

“ Not more than six weeks, I'm sure.”

Annabel

1]
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Behind him, one dreadful, hysterical
little squeal indicated that Annabel had
comprehended the full horror of the thing.
The doctor stared at her with black dis-
approval as other little squeals followed;
but William did not pause to comfort his
fellow sufferer. Instead, he hastened to the
big man and laid a hand upon his arm.

“ Listen, doc!"” he said after one fevered
gulp. “ You've got this whole thing wrong
—d’ye hear? All wrong! We're not the
people you think we are. We're not a
couple of maniacs. We're just two su-
burbanites looking for eggs and—"

He jumped, for the doctor had gripped

him firmly by either arm and was trans-.

fixing him with a hypnotic ecye.

“My dear Mr. Otis,” he said steadily,
“can't we have done with this nonsense
now—in the beginning? It is for your own
good, remember! You understand that?”

“I understand anything you like, doc,
only let’s get out of this!™ cried William.
“ You've got the wrong people and—"

“ Nevertheless, 1 have the people I shall
cure,” the alienist smiled serenely.

His grip slid off the arms. William swal-
lowed again and then found the blood
pounding in his temples.

“ Do you mean, then, that you refuse to
let us out?”

“You could not have put it more aptly,
Mr. Otis.”

“ Well, you have one more guess coming
your way, mister!” William shouted ex-
citedly. “ You open that door and let us
out of here, or I'll keep you in court till
I've sold the darned old establishment over
your head and put a mortgage on every
cent you ever make from now to your dying
day! That's what / can promise yor!
Well, well?”

“You will both remain, Mr. Otis,”" the
doctor repeated with a slightly bored smile.

He had folded his arms now. William,
considering him, found the dilficulty with
his breathing returning. Misguided the doc-
tor might be; but in his error he was still
hard and implacable as a man of granite.

William turned to little Mrs. Elton, who
was sobbing pure terror; and suddenly guile
came to his rescue, and he hurried to her
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side and, taking her in his arms, drew her
close to him! Ostensibly he was comfort-
ing her; actually, when his warning wink
had stilled her first indignant struggle,
William was whispering somewhat as fol-
lows:

* These big ones haven’t got much steam,
as a rule. You leave him to me and make
a break for the door if I knock him out.
Don’t stick around outside. I'll get loose,
all right.” And more loudly: “There. there,
there!”

Then he turned away again. Slowly,
miserably he approached the doctor, as if
seeking further words—and like a bursting
shell Bill Hervey had risen from the floor,
right fist swinging upward! One shout and
the doctor stepped backward, having missed
by perhaps two millimeters an uppercut
that would have sent him into oblivion!

Another shout came, too, and the name
“ Peter!” but William paid small heed to
that. Red rage boiled in his bosom. In
the moment of need his pet blow had failed
of its aim for the very first time. But there
were other blows! He crouched, eyes swim-
ming. He gaged his distance — and just
then, with a swirl, something yellow-white
was whirling about William!

Powerful arms had gripped him on either
side. Powerful hands were pushing his own
down into canvas Dbags! After that he
seemed to spin for a few seconds, and then
the room steadied again; and William Her-
vey, who rarely indulged in even an odd
thought, was tight and secure in a strait-
jacket!

The big man who had admitted them,
and who seemed to be Peter, was steadying
him. Over there Annabel Elton, white,
shaking, too scared to weep now, was fast
in the grip of a middle-aged, uniformed
nurse—a massive, hard-featured lady who
would have rolled Annabel into a ball with
one hand and crushed her with the other!

Dr. Baiswell was scratching his pointed
beard reflectively.

¢ I said six weeks,” he mused. “ H-m!—
hardly. Er—DPeter—remind me to write
Mr. Marlowe this evening that they will
have to remain here three months, at the
least.”

(To be continued NEXT WEEK.)
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RIFLE-SHOT snapped on the keen,
cold Siberian night. The echo was
lost in the vast reaches of moonlit

winter country that sloped away to vaster
reaches below the town to the south.

A moment of ominous silence followed.

Then another shot split the stillness.
Two came in succession. Again quiet.

Suddenly a great Manchurian locomo-
tive, far up the frosty tracks amid a huddle
of snow-crusted freight cars, emitted a
series of excited blasts.

They stopped as suddenly as they be-
gan. Across the quiet night came long-
drawn cries, hoarse shouts, bewildered
replies.

The locomotive whistles started again;
stopped.

Then all was quiet.

From under the trucks of an idle empty
cattle-car shoved off upon a spur that ran

along a deserted warehouse wall, crawled
a human figure. The figure came from its
concealment warily and immediately flat-
tened itself against the cattle-car. It did
not move away. It waited.

It was a man’s figure, a tall, lithe,
middle-aged man dressed in a black over-
coat with silk lapels. The coat afforded
him scanty protection from the bitter tem-
perature. The collar was turned up about
his ears; a soft felt hat was pulled down
over his eyes. He wore no gloves and his
hands were beety red with the exposure.
He could not warm them, at least not both
of them at once, for in them he bore a
leather satchel. He hugged this satchel to
him as though it contained half a million
dollars—which it did!

Gaining the end of the cattle-car, treading
on the balls of his feet to soften the crunch
of his footfall on the frozen snow, he slipped
around the end. Softly he cursed the white
Siberian moon that turned the landscape
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into semiday. He forgot that the same
light also enabled him to keep track of his
pursuers. From his position he glanced
anxiously around the corner into the dis-
tance from which he had come. He could
detect no living thing.

The man with the satchel paused there
then, thinking dynamically. Only half a
mile to the northward the sky was illumined
with the reflection of the Russian-Siberian
city’s arc-lamps, which blended into the
long shafts of the aurora horéalis. The
rifle-shots, the engine whistles, the cries and
commands, had come from this direction.
To the fleeing man, pausing for a moment
in the shelter of the cattle-car, they in-
dicated that Archer had broken from cover
in order to join him and had been appre-
hended.

A great stab of remorse filled the man.

“Poor Archer!” he whispered Ditterly.
For with quiet restored up the tracks he
assumed that Archer had been felled, cap-
tured, and carried back for something worse
than death.

He was an Englishman. Archer was an
American. But they were Anglo-Saxons in
a land of Tatars and Orientals and he
knew well enough what happened to Anglo-
Saxcns who were foolhardy and gamesters
with the Terrible and attempted to remove
money out of Russia without permission
from the Soviets—and were caught in the
conspiracy.

As he stood there flattened against the
end of the car, his hands were numb with
the cold, his teeth were chattering cruelly,
his body quivered convulsively with his
shivering. But he was not excited. He
was never excited. He owed his life and
the life of his friend—thus far—to his
ability to keep a clear head and a cool
demeanor regardless of the complexity or
excitement of his predicament.

For three weeks, since the Soviet govern-
ment had been organized in the district,
he had escaped the death-sentence by keep-
ing his wits. Perhaps the fact that he
had turned the Universal Harvester Com-
pany’s effects into rubles of large denomina-
tions and buried it where the Red Guards
stood a poor chance of recovering it ii they
shot him, had also had much to do with
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the stay of that sentence. But it had
taken brains to think of that, and still
more brains it maneuver the cash out of
the ground and into the satchel and make
his getaway in the long journey toward
Vladivostok under almost incessant sur-
veillance. He had done it by a cold-blooded
display of unruffled nerve. Now what
next?

As he stood trying to decide ‘‘what
next,”” and equally trying to control his
ague, his keen eye caught sight of some-
thing moving down the tracks.

The Inglishman worked across the end
of the car to the other corner, the corner
nearest the warehouse, for the moving figure
was keeping closely to that same warehouse
wall. He was in a nightmare of a situation
indeed. To leave the car would be to out-
line his black figure against the white of
the snow.

He waited.

Closer and closer drew the figurc.

The Englishman knew he was freezing.
Yet he bore the punishment grimly. He
could not leave the car or get into motion.
He must wait until the moving figure came
close enough to disclose his identity.

Once the figure dipped into the buildings
out of sight. Later he reappeared, much
closer.

Suddenly Briggs nearly dropped the half-
million dollar bag.

““ Archer!” he cried.

He stood out in the white light then.

The other saw him, started forward,
tripped on a switch and sprawled headlong.

Briggs ran from his car and helped the
man to his feet.

“ Have you still got the money?” were
the American’s first words.

*“ I have, old man,” confirmed the Briton
grimly.

“You're a brick for keeping your head.
They shot at me four times, but 1 gave
‘em the slip. We've got to get out of this
hornets’ nest. T've fooled ’em for a minute,
but when they see they’re fooled, they’ll
be down this way!” He dodged in out
of the moonlight hehind the cattle-car
and began Deating his hands. “If we
only had an engine, like Terry and Wool-
wich captured, we could put a thousand
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verst between this burg and ourselves be-
fore sunup!”

“1T don’t know about the thousand verst,
old man, You want to do a gt of territory,
too much at one jump. Twenty or thirty
verst would do me plenty just at the minute,
thank you. And now I have an idea, old
chap.”

The American, a stocky, middle-aged
man with a derby hat, a club-mustache,
and about him indications aplenty of good
living, turned his blue-white features to
the other.

“What is your idea?”

. “We can escape without an engine.”

“You mean starting out afoot?”

“I mean by using this car. We can
loosen the brakes and let the old girl roll.
The best part will be that we’ll leave no
tracks behind.”

“ Can we do it?”

“ We can do anything, after what we’ve
done already.”

‘“ But when we abandon it—if we are
able to abandon it at all—we’'ll have to
leave it standing on the track and some of
the up-trains may crash into it.”

“We should mind what the up-trains
might do, old fellow. We’re taking the
chances of war, now, and to stay in this
burg means death. Come on!” He beat
his hands desperately for the moment and
then sought the iron rungs by which to
climb upward. “ We’ve got to knock the
pin out. Find me something to use for a
bammer. Hurry, man, hurry!”

The American hurried.

There came some sharp knocking, the
driving of the pin, the creak of chains, the
sharp pry as Archer used an old piece of
rail protruding from the snow to start the
car forward. Then he leaped aboard.

The loosened car started with agonizing
slowness at first, down the slight grade
straight southward, for miles down and
down into the distance. It gathcied in-
creasing momentum,

“ Xvery foot she goes is one foot nearer
Vladivostok!” cried the American exul-
tantly. He had to shout it over the noise
of the bowling, swerving car and the roar
of the icy wind.

‘“ And maybe, old chap, it is a case of
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‘ out of the frying pan into the fire,’ if the
car stalls somewhere down the flats and the
cold gets us. But it certainly is one way
to escape without leaving a trace. They’ll
never miss it. Let’s huddle down. The
wind will kill us!”

The wild cattle-car rocked crazily now.
It was dropping down the long incline with
a mighty, continuous growl.

Back in the town a company of Red
Guards hunted the night out for two Anglo-
Saxons who had suddenly appeared among
them and found them not. Ior verily,
with the fortunes of war, they had de-
parted!

1L

Tuose of us who have been in Siberian-
Russia, with the war as an excuse, know
that this thing is true: When there is
work to be done and no organized depart-
ment or dignitary to attend to the same
according to orders made and delivered,
the answer is easy. Call the nearest man
in khaki with a red triangle on his sleeve.

Like the proverbial George, he * does
it.”

Lieutenant-Colonel Smolchak, of the
Czech-Slovak forces, sat at his desk in the
drawing room of his private car, a mass
of reports before him. He was a big,
blond, blue-eyed viking of a man in the
olive-gray uniform of the Bohemian army,
black trousers, patent-leather boots, a smart
military cap shoved backward from a fine
forehead.

The private car was attached to Special
Troop Train 14 en route from Harbin,
Manchuria, to Omsk—if Lieutenant-
Colonel Smolchak could fight his way
through, There were reports that the Red
Guards had cut the line south of Tomsk.
There was no confirmation. The telegraph
system was useless. Colonel Smolchak, act-
ing under orders from General Gaida, would
go and see.

Outside, the brilliant Russian winter
landscape was grinding past. A wildly beau-
tiful landscape it was, if Colonel Smolchak
had been in the mood for landscapes. The
crisp morning sunshine glinted on a thou-
sand square miles of snow, across which the
Trans-Siberian railroad cut with the sharp-
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ness and directness of a draftsman’s pen.
Verst after verst the train moved onward,
seemingly making no progress across the
face of the scintillating monotony.

1t had turned slightly in a northwestern
direction and Colonel Smolchak was about
to rise from his desk with a sheaf of papers
when the brakes were applied so suddenly
that the colonel was thrown forward, strik-
ing his head on the wall and scattering
documents all over the carpeted apart-
ment.

Immediately the train stopped. Several
under officers rushed out from the private
rooms along the car hallway. There came
the shouts of soldiers running alongside the
train outside. The colonel recovered his
cap from the floor and picked up the papers
with a scoop. He thrust them hurriedly
into his private safe and reached for his
automatic. His orderlies macde way for
him.

“Is it an attack?” he demanded in the
language of his country.

“ We do not know yet, sir,” replied Cap-
tain Semnovk, a dapper little man with
gray temples and a Charlie Chaplin mus-
tache.

Before the colonel could reach the plat-
form, a private mounted the steps and
saluted.

“ An obstruction on the track, sir! Our
engineer came around the curve in the
slight hill to the right to discover dead
ahead, a cattle-car, sir.”

‘A cattle-car!”

“ Without locomotive,
tracks, sir.”

“ How did it come there?”

“We do not know, sir.”

“ Come with me.” He addressed his

dead on the

officers. “ We will see for ourselves. The
usual precautions. It may be a trap.”
“Yes, sir.”

A large number of officers were already
off the train, running up front, clutching
their swords to keep them from stumbling.
The locomotive on the troop train was
steaming furiously, the vapor mounting
high in the keen morning air, as though
impatient over the delay and highly in-
censed at the plebeian thing which had
obstructed its lordly progress.

THE ARGOSY.

As the private had said, ahead on the
tracks stood a cattle-car, It was a puzzling
circumstance, miles out in the open country,
There was no ambush near by behind which
an attacking column of Red Guards might
be waiting. The officers, assured that
trickery had nothing to do with its loca-
tion, examined it closely, looked at its
couplings, which appeared to be intact,
squinted past beneath its trucks and
wheels.

“ Undoubtedly lost from the end of the
last train, sir,” declared a captain to the
colonel.

“ Impossible,” the latter retorted. * The
last train over this track was Captain
Knaida's, composed entirely of box-cars and
chak’stny vago'n.”

The colonel was nettled, but not half so
nettled as the engineer.

“We will have to couple on and push
it to the nearest siding, sir,” declared the
latter angrily. “ It is many, many verst
and we cannot make good speed. Being
empty it might leave the rails.” And he
swore in weird Russian profanity, regardless
of the presence of a superior officer.

The car was too heavy to think of over-
turning. There was no other way—it must
be pushed ahead of the locomotive, back to
the nearest spur.

‘“ Couple on,” ordered the colonel con-
cisely.

He started back for his car and his papers
when his steps were arrested by a shout.
One of the trainmen had climbed into the
car. He was gesticulating crazily. The
colonel came back.

A Russian cattle-car resembles an Amer-
ican coal car, being roofless. Its sides
are built up four feet, with iron braces
across at intervals of seven feet, to which
the cattle to he transported are tied. High
up in the rear over the brake-crank an
iron chair is built. In this chair the care-
taker of the cattle passes his journey—
a perilous hut picturesque location. Head
to tail, four in a row for the length of the
long conveyance, the beeves are placed,
and from his high seat the caretaker
watches that none of them lie down or get
trampled.

A dozen officers barnacled the sides of
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tthe car now, looking down in over the
Eedge.
i “Yes,” declared the colonel. * And what
iis it which you have found?”

“Two men, sir!"”

“Two men? Bolsheviki?”

. “Englishmen, sir.”
© “What?”

“ Englishmen, sir.”

With the assistance of his officers, the
colonel was helped up so that he also might
Jook down onto the floor of the car.

Archer and Briggs lay there, blue men.

“ Frozen, are they?”

Two officers made examination.

“One is alive, sir. The other is dead.”

“Bring them to my car, together with
all papers or other amumss'tsyva.”

" “Ves, sir.”

The forms of the two Anglo-Saxons were
being lifted down from the high car walls
to a score of hands waiting below, when
there came a figure running alongside the
train that was not clothed as were other
officials of that military expedition.

He wore the olive-drab.

“F chom’ de’lalr (What is the matter) ?”
he demanded in his awkward Russian.

“1t iss unfortuneet, uncle from .Amer-
ica,” declared the colonel sadly. He spoke
English brokenly. ¢ We have find bodies
Engleesh very frozen with bad cold.”

“ Englishmen? Frozen?” demanded the
Y-man, using his own language. * Let me
Ee.”

They made way for him, for in the late
Siberian intervention the Red Triangle
men were honorary officers in every Czecho-
Slovak detachment.

“ Great Godfrey!” he cried a moment
later as he arose from a cursory examina-
tion of the dead man’s pockets. * This man
fn't an Englishman. He’s an American!
Americansky!  Americansky!” he cried
‘vehemently so that the others might under-
sand. He turned to Colonel Smolchak
who bent above him. “ You have no room
for these men in your private car. sir?”
‘He managed to make himself understood
by a combination of both languages to the

iCzech. “ Allow me to take them down to
'the Y-car. The life of one may vet be
hved.”

The officer so directed.
Ten minutes later the train was again in
motion.
II1.

Janes HEerriNg, popularly known in
Bagdad-on-the-Hudson as “ Jimmy *—Jap-
anese-hater, traveler, war-correspondent for
a sensational American paper whose pa-
triotism had been a thing for a great na-
tion to conjure with, now by force of cir-
cumstances, the love of a girl and the for-
tunes of war, a Red Triangle man who
was discovering himself—James Herring sat
by a cot in his “Y.” club car and with
his military cap shoved back on his head,
his elbows on his knees, watched anxiously
the features of one who had been coaxed
back from the Valley of the Shadow.

For the first time in eleven hours, the
man on the cot opened his eyes. It was
night. The train was still grinding mo-
notonously onward. The car was lighted
by weird candles and by two oil lamps
swinging from the roof.

Across from Jimmy Herring sat the com-
pany doctor, a man who had taken degrees
in two German colleges of medicine, yet
served out here as a private soldier. He
was a young man.. He looked like a movie
hero. )

The man on the cot blinked weakly,
strangely. His lips moved. He made a
faint motion with his hand. The other hand
was—missing!  The surgeon had taken it
off, at nine o’clock that morning.

Jimmy Herring bent over.

“ Jump around, old man! Keep mov-
ing or the cold will kill us. Damn it, man,
vou can’t lie down! Youcan't,Isay! Lis-
ten to me! The cold is getting you, that’s
why you want to lie down.”

The prostrate man’s eyes swam. He
closed them again. His lips moved but he
made no sound.

“Tll watch him,” Jimmy told the sur-
geon, who spoke English with a slight
Irench accent. ¢ For half the night, any-
how,” he begged. “ You can watch him the
other half.”

“As you will,” caid the surgeon.
arose, rolling down his sleeves.

It was daylight again when Briggs again

He
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opened his eyes. His face was pitiful with
agony. Slowly the pain was sapping his
strength. He looked at Jimmy blankly, be-
seechingly.

“ You’re all right, old top,” Jimmy called
out. “ You're in the hands of friends.”

“ Where?” whispered the other weakly.

‘“In the company Y.-car, aboard Lieuten-
ant-Colonel Smolchak’s train headed for

Omsk.”
“ Back to Omsk!”
“That’s it! Back to give the Bs hell.

What of that?”

“You can’t get back to Omsk. They
have blown the bridge at Blagovyeschensk
—the Red Guards. They have cut the line
—at Kgarvominsk—"

“Hold on a minute! How do you
know?”
“I—came through there—there—last

week—with—Archer. Where is Archer?”
The sick man’s eyes closed. “ Oh, I know!
They shot poor Archer—one shot—two
shots in quick succession—"

“ Do you mean—well, just who are you
talking about?”

‘ Archer was with me—"

“ Well, he wasn’t shot—if you mean the
chap we found with you in the cattle car.
He was frozen to death, and if you hadn't
been a bloomin’ Englishman, too gritty to
give up even to death, you might have
been found frozen too.”

“ Where—is—Archer—now?”

“ We buried him, when we stopped yes-
terday noon. Sorry, old fellow, but this
is war.”

Suddenly the sick man’s face took fire.
Intelligence came into his eyes. He made
as if to arise, despite his terrible condition.

“ Where is my money?” he cried.

“You mean all that boodle we found in
your valise? Say, old man, how did you
come by all that swag? There’s half a

. million rubles in there and it sort of looks
bad for you unless you can explain it
satisfactorily.”

“1 am the Universal Harvester Com-
pany’s man. I turned—the company’s ef-
fects into cash—I was trying to get it out
—to send to yeur country—to Dayton—
Ohio.”

Relief came over the Y.-man’s face.
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‘That listens good,” he said. “ There’s
some on this train didn’t know but you
might have been a plotter or a looter.
Traveling around Russia these days with
half a million dollars in your bag in great
thousand-ruble notes of perfectly good old
Czar money, is a mighty ticklish operation.”

“ My papers—will prove—what 1 say.
1 have permission—{rom the British consul
—who went out by way of Archangel—"

‘“ All right; I'm not making it an argu-
ment. All you've got to do is lie still and
see if you can pull through this scrape;
you'’re in a mighty bad fix. We found you
frozen like a log of wood, you know.”

The other did not reply at once. Jimmy
thought he had lapsed into unconsciousness.
But after several moments, with his eyes
closed, he suddenly asked:

“ Where is—the money?”

““The colonel’s got it in his private safe
up ahead.”

“ I—would like to see—the commander.”

“ Go call the doctor back,” the Y-man
ordered his Czech helper. “ And tell him
to bring the colonel. The doc will act as
interpreter because this chap has got some
military information.”

1v.

THREE great American newspapers, ens
terprising enough to have correspondents
on the Siberian battle-front during the re-
cent intervention, contained on the 23d of
October of the past year, a graphic account
of a battle near Blagovyeschensk, Siberia,
wherein six hundred Czecho-Slovak soldiers,
equipped with Allied munitions, defeated
and cut to pieces two thousand German-
led Red Guards in one of the most romantic
battles of the late war.

What the newspapers failed to record,
and what the waiting world did not learn
until several weeks later, was the maneuver-
ing of the remnants of the disorganized
Bolsheviki immediately afterward, the rapid
movement eastward of their forces and the
cutting of the Trans-Siberian line in the
vicinity of Tomsk so that for weeks the
Czecho-Slovak forces were marooned in the
heart of great Siberia with no communica-
tion or assistance from headquarters at
Vladivostok.
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On the thirtieth day of October at four
in the afternoon an American Red Triangle
‘man stalked hurriedly down a long line of
tepluska freight cars just outside the town
of Blagovyeschensk until he reached finally
one car that was different from the others—
a great Manchurian freight-car with a huge
Red Triangle painted on its side and an
American flag drooping at one corner. Out
of a chimney in the center of this mammoth
vehicle came a tiny furl of smoke that
curled up sociably through the softly fall-
ing snowflakes.

The Y.-man swung up the ladder and
opened the door.

The darkness was already falling. A
solitary candle burned on a bench along
one wall, filling the place with fantastic
shadows. It disclosed two men in that
room-on-wheels. One of them lay on an
improvised cot, his features emaciated with
suffering, his eyes closed with weakness.
The other in the gray Czech uniform,
watched by his side.

“How is he, Joe?” the Yankee de-
manded.

“ I am believe he is death,” responded the
watcher with pauses between his words, as
he sought the terms to express bis idca.
“Doctor have speech so. He is express
want to talk with you—adnglee-chal'neen.”

The American went up to the cot. As
though he had overheard, the Briton opened
his eyes. He tried to smile. His suffering
made the effort a grimace.

“T'm glad—you have come—old man,”
be said. * The doc says I’'m—going west.”

“I'm sorry,” replied the Yankee thickly,
pulling the end of a bench over, seating
himself and shoving back his military cap.
“You were pretty far gone when we found
you in the cattle-car, you know. But
there’s—there’s-—worse things than ¢ going
west,” old man.”

“Yes,” said the other in a whisper.
“But I have done the best T could. T had
hoped to die in England. I didn’t mind
living away from old England all my life;
some of us may have to live—away from
home because some of use must keep the
home factories going, don't you know. But
1 wanted to die there: I had always hoped
to die—in England.”

The American discreetly said nothing.
But his soul was touched by the declara-
tion the Englishman had made. * Some-
body must keep the home factories going.”
There was a patriotism in that statement
that birthed a lump in Jimmy Herring’s
cosmos and started it upward into his
throat. There is the patriotism of war
when, under the excitement and stress of a
great national predicament, men will leave

their homes and loved ones to go forth and

offer their bodies in the sacrifice sublime:
that the honor of the land-which gave them
birth may remain unstained. That, in-
deed, is one kind of patriotism. But what
shall be said for the brand that takes the
Englishman away from his home for a life-
time and send him into the far places to
pass his days in an existence little short
of exile, that millions in an overcrowded
little island may have the raw materials
and the business to sustain their lives?

Jimmy Herring saw the heroism in it all
and for the moment kept silent. The Eng-
lishman appeared to sense that his hours
were numbered. By force of splendid will
he fought away the growing weakness of
his exhausted flesh. He tried to converse
evenly, calmly, consistently, for there was
much that he must say beforc he bade
the other good-by.

“J am told, Herring,” he went on, dis-
regarding the pauses he should have made
for breath and strength, ““ that you are go-
ing back castward.”

* I am starting back for Vladivostok to-
morrow morning with a load of ¢ empties’

for supplies,” the American replied.
“ Headquarters at Vladivostok needs the
cars and some one must take them
through.”

“And the line? It is open—clear
through?”

“We don’t know. We believe that it
is. But if it is not, we can fight!”

The Englishman’s lack-luster eyes sought
the American’s face. There was a savage
grimness in the declaration that compelled
his attention and respect.

“ Herring,” the Briton demanded, “ you
have not always been a Red Triangle sec-
retary--or a missionary—like so many of
the hoys in the Y.” He waited a moment
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and then asked:
business at home?”

Jim Herring straightened up suddenly.
He turned his glance the other way.

“I'm a—a—newspaperman,” he said
curtly. He spoke the words as though he
were ashamed of them. The Englishman
detected that shame. With the grim stoic-
ism of his race in the face of the great
adventure, he was interested.

‘“ A press writer? And how did you come
out here at this job now, old man?”

Jim rose up“®uddenly, thrust his hands
quickly in his pockets and took a turn
down the length of the car. Twice he
seemed on the point of making a clean
breast of everything and twic: his better
judgment intervened.

Then an idea came to him. If he could
not tell the story of his shame in its en-
tifety, he could at least confide to the
other the incentive that had resulted in his
coming from Japan up into Siberia in the
uniform of an organization which Jim, as
a “live one,” had always despised at home.
The Y.-man threw himself down on the end
of the bench again. He bent over with
his elbows on his knees and examined his
finger-nails minutely.

“ There was—a girl,” he began lamely.

“1 beg your pardon, old man,” said the
Briton quickly. With fine good sense he
added: “ You do not need to tell me.”

“ But I’d just as soon tell you, now that
I've gone thus far.

‘“ Herring, what is your

to get some articles for my paper. I met
her on the steamer. I—I fell in love with
her, you know. I couldn’t help it. None

of us can, of course. But this was differ-
ent. She was coming out for the Red Cross
—out to this land of chaos, blood, and
junk. She was homesick, terribly homesick.
But she would not turn back. 1 must have
loved her for her altruism as much as I
grew to hate myself for my selfishness. It
was in Japan that we settled the question.
1 asked her to return to America with me
and give the whole crazy idea up. You
see, I had not seen the sights or known the
conditions as I have seen and learned them
since.”

“ And she refused? Some of your Amer-
ican girls are bully.”

1 came out to Japan
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“Yes, she refused. But she did more
than that. She made me feel what a cad I
was—to sit idly around Japan punching
a typewriter when the world was afire and
the greatest drama in the history of the
human race was running its course.”

%9 YCS.”

“It was partly because she was coming
up here that I followed. I wanted to be
near her and protect her. The only way
I could get passage up just then was by
joining the Red Triangle. I thought I
was casting in my lot with an organiza-
tion of mollycoddles. But,” he added con-
tritely, “ I have learned how very mistaken
I have been all along. They were not
mollycoddles.” i

“ No,” the other agreed. * They have
not been—they are not—mollycoddles.”

“1 got interested in my work. No red-
blooded white man could help it. There
was so much to be done and it seemed such
a man’s game to put over—this job of
helping Russia come back. And as I got
deeper and deeper in, so much I grew to
hate myself for the man that I had been.
I am trying to make up—now.”

“ I understand, old man,” said the other.
“I am sorry 1 am going west. 1 feel that
we should have been bully comrades. I
had an American pal--the one you say you
buried. He came out of Moscow when the
Red Guards first took hold. He picked me
up on the long journey east, just this side
of the Urals. For three months we fought
our way through together—until the winter
came. He was a sportsman, even though
all his life he had given himself to business.
Being a good sport and a pal comes natural
to the Anglo-Saxon. I suppose it’s our com-
mon heritage. But I liked Archer. I have
learned to like you Americans. We're not
so very different—after all. But tell me,
old man—what became of the girl.”

Jim Herring straightened backward sud-
denly.

“1 don’t know,” he said thickly. “I
wish that I did. She’s somewhere in this
land of junk and chaos to-night, I suppose,
doing her duty. I hope to find her some-
where when the war is ended, and as the
story-books say, ¢ live happily ever after.’”

There came a long pause. The wind
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"sang in the flue of the little sheet-iron stove
swhich warmed the place. The snow-flakes
:tapped against the panes. Iinally the
_Englishman said simply:

“When you find her, old man, give her
my regards.”

“T1 will,” the Yankee answered. * Thank
you, Briggs.”

More silence.

The Englishman made a motion, a weak
painful motion, with his one good hand be-
neath the blankets. He pulled something
bulky out from among them. The Amer-
ican was startled. It was the valise of
money.

“ Why!"” he exclaimed. ‘ Where did you
get—your baggage?”’

“Old man, the colonel turned it back to
me this afternoon. They are bricks, these
Czechs—the salt of the earth, you know
that. Think of holding a million rubles
in these chaotic times and turning them
back to the man they found with them,
just on his say-so. But the colonel did
that. He said, of course, he had no right

to them. As I had brought them out thus .

far, they  were mine to do with as I
pleased.”

“Yes."

“Old man, this money—must go back
-—to my company in your country. For
sixteen years I have represented them out
here—their British factory. But the money
—this money—must go back to their head-
quarters in Ohio.”

“T understand.”

“When the first revolution came in
Petrograd, I turned all our goods and prop-
erty into cash, for I was not sure just what
was coming. I buried the money. The
second revolution came and I was glad
that I did so. 1 was arrested for not turn-
ing the money over to the People’s Gov-
ernment. 1 was tired and sentenced to be
shot. But if they shot me they would lose
the money farever. They kept me alive,
hoping I would divulge the place where it
was hidden. 1 used to argue it with the
Russian dumb-heads by the hour. Finally
I dug it up, brained the guard they had set
to watch me, joined Archer and escaped.

“T can go no farther. The money must
reach Viadivostok and be transferred to
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America. There is nobody here that I can
trust, except the Czechs. They may never
2o back; that is, to Vladivostok. I hear
the Bolsheviki under Trotzky are reorgan-
izing, and the supplies and soldiers from
yvour country or Japan may get in here too
late to save them. There is one chance—a
big chance—of getting the money through,
As 1 have lain here 1 have thought it over.
You are going back to Vladivostok with the
trainload of empty cars for the Red Tri-
angle. You can carry it though.”

The American could not keep the sur-
prise from his features.

“ A million rubles! Half a million dol-
lars!  You are trusting me with half a
million dollars!”

It was the Englishman’s turn to be sur-
prised. His hot eyes searched the other’s
face.

“ And is there any reason why 1 should
not, old man?”’

“ You would trust me—to carry through
—half a million dollars—simply because I
happen to be in a Y. uniform?”

*“Yes.” The reply was concise, final,
given in absolute confidence.

Jimmy Herring flushed deeply.

“ No one ever trusted me in that way
belore,” he said clumsily. * You'll forgive
my confusion. It’s somewhat out of the
ordinary.”

“1 have no other alternative anyhow,”
the other went on wih visible effort. * If
I leave the money here, the Red Guards
may wipe out this detachment. Our Czech
friends may not always have the good luck
that attended them Saturday. It will then
fall into Rolsheviki hands, anyhow. By
putting it into the hands of an American,
there is the chance—more than a chance—
that he is an honest man and a gentleman.”

Again Jimmy flushed.

* Let me see the money,” he requested.

The Inglishman handed over the satchel.
Jimmy opened it, and his eyes looked upon
the wealth of Creesus in Russian currency.
(ireat, beautiful Czar bills were inside, tied
in neat bundles—bills as heavy as parch-
ment, five inches wide and ten inches long
—five-hundred, one-thousand, five-thou-
sand-ruble notes. Holding them up to the
candle the American could see the water-
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marked picturcs of ex-Czar Nicholas. DPeter
the Great, his wife, Catherine, under the
lithography.

* But man,” protested Jimmy weakly,
“ suppose 1 shouldn’t get through: suppose,
as we fear, the lines are cut between here
and Lake Baikal; suppose my train was
captured or annihilated? If the money
never turned up in Vladivostok or America,
I would always have the stigma of losing it
upon me.”

* No,” said the other, ““ because no one
but you and I and Colonel Smolchak knows
that 1 have it.”

Jim Herring was {labbergasted as he had
never been f{labbergasted in his life.

“ And you could have talken this money
and gone anywhere in the world with it,
and your company would always have be-
liecved the Red Guards got it,” whispered
the Y-man.

“I could. But I am not a rascal,” re-
plied the other with strange dignity.

“ IForgive me,” the other pleaded quickly,
“but I could not help the thought. The
temptation must have been terrible.”

“ It never occurred to me,” the other
replicd. “ It was simply my duty to salvage
what I could of my company’s money, and
get it to them. They have loct millions in
Russia already. This salvage is little
enough.”

Jim Herring considered the situation.
Finally he bliurted out:

“I've heard of such honesty in story-
books, old man, but nevei believed it could
exist in real life. You see—well, perhaps
I’ve been raised in a little different school.”

“What kind of school?”

Jimmy hesitated. Yes, what kind of
school, indeed! Jimmy had a momentary
flash across his mind of some of the ad-
ventures as a city reporter on a great
American newspaper through which he had
gone—the villaing, and thieves, and scoun-
drcls, and double-dealers he l:ad hounded
and exposed; the rotten side of life as the
employee of a great sensational paper had
come to know it.

**The school of cheap journalism,” he
sald honesily, “ where nothing has been
sacred in human life and every man was
guilty until a sharp lawyer had proved him
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innocent. But I’'m getting rather ashamed
of my—my education,” concluded the
American.

“And you will take the money cut and
send it to Dayton?”

“I will try.” Jim Herring replaced the
wealth in the leather bag, pulled out his
handkerchief and wiped his forehead. “But
I can’t guarantee, old chap, that it will be
delivered. You know Russia in the terrible
times on which this world has fallen.”

“Yes,” said the other, “1 know Russia.
But if I have put the money into the hands
of an American messenger who will carry
on, I shall go west fecling I did what I
cayld. I cannot ask for any bond. That,
of course, is impossible. 1 am simply trust-
ing—to your honor.”

“1 will try to get it through,” Jimmy
reiterated after a long time, “ but I cannot
guarantee it.”

‘“ The only guarantee I ask is your per-
sonal promise.”

The camouflaged newspaperman ardse
again and paced the car. Cold sweat came
out on his forehead. Three, four, five times
he walked up and down. :

When he finally realized that he was
making a show of himself, perhaps exciting
the Briton’s suspicion, he returned to the
bench from which he had arisen. The En-
glishman’s eyes were closed. The American
never knew what the effort to talk had cost
his fellow white man. He had done it on
sheer will-power. Now he -vas completely
exhausted. He did not respond when Jim
Herring again addressed him.

The American decided he had fallen
asleep. He picked up the satchel of money
and checked it over, his long, slender, ciga-
rette-stained fingers running through the
massive bank-notes greedily. He was thus
engaged when-the will-power of the English-
man mastered his body again. The eyes
opened, somewhat delirious eyes. He had a
short period of consciousnesg.

“You may use— whatever you think
necessary—as expenses in getting the money
home. You may take out—what you think
is right—for your trouble. The company
would expect to pay it. I trust you.”

** But what would Smolchak think of me-
lugging this money away?”
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“1 have already arranged it with him.
He understands. There will he—no ques-
tion.”

Again the Englishman drifted away to-
ward the purple. This time he did not
Tally.

He stayed in that final stupor until four
o’clock the next morning. Having confided
the money to the American, he seemed to
feel he had done what he was abic and
realized he could do no more.

At six o’clock the company doctor came
in to see his patient. But only the husk
of the man lay under the blankets.

And ne’er-do-well Jimmy Herring, whose
brilliant writing ability could be bought by
any employer with the appropriate number
of silver pieces, whose meat was th: world
and the rascals in it, who had wasted his
- substance in riotous living, and come up to
Siberia with the secret purpose in his heart
of “getting something on the Japanese”
and sowing discord back home between the
Allies, ne'er-do-well Jimmy Herring was
left in personal possession of haif a million
dollars and accountable to no one but his
conscience and a blue-eyed girl in a Red
Cross uniform somewhere back eastward
over the bloody, wintry miles.

V.

It is a seventeen-day journey from Bla-
govyeschensk, the spot where his English
acquaintance had been hitied, to Harbin,
Manchuria, where Jimmy would find his
own people. It is another week’s journey
to Vladivostok. Twenty-four days of eter-
nal riding over expanses of dazzling white,
with the wind howling over the steppes at
night and the peasants trying to board the
train and muttering threateningly as it
went by. It is a ride for strong nerves,-for
self-control.  And Jimmy Herring had
neither.

Sewed into the mattress of his cot upon
the rough berth planking was a fortune, an
added worry to fray his nerves, along with
the reports of Bolshevik activities ahead in
the country through which he was going.
Jimmy would never come into possession
of so0 much wealth again. True, the Rus-
sian ruble, which in normal times was worth
an American half-dollar, was then worth
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but eleven cents. All the same, the consul
at Irkutsk had assured him that the Russian
ruble would come back. The power of the
Leninites would be broken—some time.
Russians would be compelled to pay every
cent for the damage they had done in their
hysteria of new-found freedom. All around
him foreigners had bought up Russian
rubles to hold for an investment. He had
but to keep the money, to wait a couple of
years after the war was over, and the half-
million should be his portion.

And leng before he had reached the lower
edge of Baikal on that Golgotha, Jimmy
had laid his plans.

At Knovkal had word come that one
week after his leaving, Colonel Smolchak
had been shot by a fanatic. Briggs was
dead, and so was Archer. No human being
on earth knew that he possessed the half-
million dollars. When he finally reached
Vladivostok he could resign from the Y.
He could start for Japan, or Shanghai, or
the Malay peninsula. The baggage of a
Red Triangle man was immune from inves-
tigation, until he was far enough away from
Siberia to find that the possession of these
rubles caused him no embarrassment: he
could give it out that he had bought the
rubles as an investment—pose as a wealthy
young American who was taking advantage
of an international financial opportunity.
All about the Far East hundreds of for-

eigners would continue to do it for months.

He would travel down among the South
Seas until the conflict was ended; his pass-
port permitted him to do that, for his origi-
nal intention had been to encircle the globe
before returning. When the world fire had
been extinguished, he would return to Japan
and spend a year turning the rubles back
into spendable American money or Japanese
ven. ‘Then he would try to pick up the
trail of Madelaine.

It was all so very easy that Jim Herring
was half frightencd. Hours and hours he
passed, turning every contingency over in
his mind. There was no slip, no accident
possible anywhere. And he had small
scruples taking the money from the great
Universal Harvester Company. This half-
million would be all charged up to the loss
of war; besides, it would hardly change the
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figures in their annual statement of profits,
anyhow.

The gods were with him. The gods had
carried him to Russia to permit him to
bring a half-million for his personal use out
of the chaos. He tried to argue it into his
own heart finally that even the Universal
Harvester Company officials  themselves
would rather that he have the benefit from
it than that a company of Red Guards
should dissipate it in an orgy of Bolshevism.

And so the train moved onward over the
miles an infinitesimal amount each day, it
seemed. And Vladivostok grew ncarer and
nearer.

The train stopped suddenly. The night
was deathly quiet. Jim Herring raised him-
self on an clbow and listened. Had the
engineer stopped merely to take on water
at some lonely tower, or had the unexpected
happened? It would be decided by the
length of time the train Jay motionless.

Through the little oblong window up
close to the car ceiling, from whcre Jim
Herring lay, he could see the stars. He
had hard work to convince himself they
were the same stars which he had wandered
beneath in a very far-away and bygone New
England. Would he ever see that little
New England home town of his boyhood
again? He wondered.

And as Jim Herring lay there wondering,
thinking many sad thoughts, turning over
and over in a self-accusative way, his fugi-
tive future, he heard—a cry.

At first it was a very faint cry. For a
moment Jim thought it some prowling,
whimpering animal of the Siberian night.
Then Joe, one of the guards, heard it, too.

Jim’s room was partitioned off at one
end of the club box car with fine wire
screening, the door opening in the center.
Through this screening now the Y-man
could see a maich flare suddenly.

The guards were sleeping out on the
benches at the other end, the compartment
next to the stove. Joe had been 2 clerk
in a London mercantile house before being
called home to join the Austrian army, from
which he, with eighty thousand comrades,
had deserted to the Russians. He spoke
English well.

“ What is it, Joe?” the Y-man called.
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‘It is some person in trouble. It is near
at hand.”

It doesn’t soun:l near.”

“They are calling weakly. Wait. I

see.”

Joe felt for his boots and drew them on.
He gathered up a coat and cap. Jim was
out of bed. Ile fumbled for the flash-light
near his pillow and swung his service-auto-
matic around within casy reach. Then he
followed the Czech out of the door, and
they stood there a moment listening in the
starlit night.

And the cry came again—a cry back
down the track.

“We can’t go back!” Jim protested.
“We can’t, Joe. Come on. The train may
start and leave us behind.”

But Joe, the dependable, had suddenly
gone crazed in his wits. He had broken
into a run away from the train, an awkward
effort in the heavy boots that carried him
quickly from sight.

Jim Herring swore
turned back to the car.
guards he cried:

“Go up forward and tell the engineer
to wait until I give the word. We've either
lost somebody off the train or we've run
somebody down. Hurry! The engineer
may be starting up and leave us all behind.”

The man started forward. Feeling cer-
tain he would make the engine before the
proper amount @ water had been loaded—
if that was the reason for their stop—Jim
followed Joe swiftly.

They had stopped on the open steppes.
Only over to the northeast two low roofs,
undoubtedly of peasants’ huts, showed
against the sky-line. They were on the
outskirts of some nameless Siberian hamlet.

Far down the track Jim hastened, won-
dering with each step if he were not doing a
foolhardy thing. For the thought of the
thousands of rubles stored away in the
mattress was " cever uppermost in his mind.

The weather was milder than the night
preceding the morning when the Czechs on
his train had found Briggs and Archer. It
was cold, but the cold was not killing. A
coming momentary thaw hung in the night
air. Jim slept in his clothes, {fully prepared
for such an emergency. All the same, it

righteously. He
To another of the
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would be tragedy indeed to have the train-
crew abandon them there in the heart of the
Siberian wastes.

Long before he came upon Joe, the
American heard pitcous cries, and Joe's
answering profanity. Finally he drew near
enough to discern their figures in the star-
light. Joe was bent down over the track.
On the ground, prostrate, lay another man,
moaning.

Jim drew near fearfully, calling for Joe
to tell him the trouble.

“It is Czecho-Slovak!” cried the other.
“Please, Meester Herring, have you got
knife?” :

Jim came up.

Tied to the switch of a spur at right
angles to the track, so that his feet were
against the pédestal, lay a man. Jim cast
his flash-light down and went weak all over.
He emitted a cry of horror. Joe swore
again and hacked at the ropes which bgund
his discovery. They came free. Then the
Czech guard lifted the other without a word.

The man they had found was heavy, but
Joe heaved him over his shoulder after the
approved manner of carrying the wounded,
and with no explanation, back toward the
train he started.

They had a thousand feet to go to reach
the latter. They had made half the dis-
tance, Joe swearing, the victim moaning or
crying out piteously in pain, Jim running
along behind to keep up, when the tragedy
happened.

“Holy saints!” cried Joe hoarsely. “The
train, she start!”

The train had started, indeed.

At first Jim thought it only a feint to get
a better position, perhaps to dislodge the
brakes. Then his heart sank, sank terribly,
with 2 descent which only increased the
illness which had seized him at sight of the
man Joe carried over his shoulder. The
train was actually going on—going on with-
out them.

He shouted, shouted blasphemously at
the top of his lungs. The effort was only
silly. Joe stopped with his burden. He
lowered the man tenderly to the ground.
There were shouts up ahead, somebody—
probably the man who had been sent to
the engine and failed to deliver his message
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—was coming at a run down the snow=
packed ties.

“It is so0,” Joe declared as he recognized
the shouting. **He did not reach locomotive
engine, Meester Herring.”

Jim Herring hardly heard him. His
thoughts were more on that money fast
fleeing away eastward, now going out of
sight around a slight curve in the distance.
They were more upon the loss of that than
on his own predicament.

He suddenly slumped down and rzpressed
a foolish desire to sob. Instead, he caught
himself and groaned:

‘“ Three of us! Left behind!
now we are in for it!”

The messenger who had missed the en-
gineer now reached them. In his native
tongue he told Joe his brief story. He had
strained his leg by slipping. He had not
been able to run fast enough to gain the
locomotive.

Under the stars were four men—the
American, the two Czech guards, and the
victim.

It was to the victim that Jim turned his
attention when the first shock of his pre-
dicament had passed.

He was a young man with fine features
and wavy, golden hair. He also was clothed
in the regulation Czech uniform, gray blouse
with the heavy belt, the black trousers
stuffed into light Russian knee-boots. But
he had neither coat nor hat, and his clothes
were spattered with blood that showed
black in the starlight.

There on the cold tracks, the three bent
over him,

‘ Bolsheviki!” pronounced Joe signifi-
cantly. But it was in a voice terrible with
loathing that the Czech said it.

Between his pain and his writhing, the
man they had rescued told a voluble story
in his native tongue. And Joe, the Czech
guard, wept like a woman.

“ He have money,” he explained, the
great man-tears rolling down his face. *“ He
have money and hide so Bolsheviki could
not take away. To make him tell where
was money, they tie him with ropes to
switch, wrist over track. They run loco-
motive engine up. He not tell. They make
2o engine over wrist to tell where was

My God!
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money. See, they left him. Da/” And
the Czech lapsed into profanity—foul pro-
fanity.

Nauseated, Jim Herring turned away.

What new form of torture would these
insane Russian devils think of next?

The man’s right hand had been crushed
off at the wrist. He had fainted many,
many times before the Red Triangle train
came through. He had bled to almost a
husk of a man. But with wonderful
physical and mental stamina he had clung
to life.

There was little enough medical attention
that the three could give him. Jim reeled.
He went off a little way and sat down on
the tracks, his face in his hands. Joe left
his brother soldier in the care of the other
private for a moment and came over.

* We must be—in country Bolsheviki,”
he declared anxiously. ‘“I think so from
what Czech fellow say. Da.”

Jim looked up a bit helplessly.

* What are we going to do, Joe?” he
asked miserably.

* Get out from cold,” suggested the
other. ** You see hill. Over hill is house.
Mavbe no Bolsheviki here. If not so, we
stay here. Maybe Czech train come back
east; perhaps so. We watch.”

* Yes,” said the American, “ I think per-
haps it's the best thing to do. But if we're
in Bolsheviki country, and if there’s any of
the damned head-hunters in this hamlet,
our name's mud. All the same, we won’t
give up without a scrap—so long’s there’s
any cartridges in the little Bertha.”

They took counsel among themselves.
Aifter a long time they started from the
tracks, Joe carrying the injured man. They
crossed the gully and bore up the long hill
to where the roofs of the peasants’ shacks
were outlined against the sky.

They were half an hour making that
trip. Part of the way Jim assisted his
Bohemian comrades with their burden.
They approached the hilltop with revolvers
drawn.

But they found—nothing.

There were just two huts up there, and
they were hoth deserted, the snow piled
almost up to the northern eaves. They
broke their way in,
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The place was foul with filth, but it was
shelter. There was a long brick, Russian
stove, and clutter aplenty lying about
for firewood. The third Czech started a
blaze.

Jim went over in a far corner and sat
down with his head in his hands.

What to do he did not know. He was
up against the primal, and he was a man
of the cities. He had never been up against
the primal before. Hitherto he had used
his wits in his work. Here he must not
only use his wits but brute force as well,

Death, stark and sinister, stared them all
in the face. Death from cold when the
fuel ran out; death from starvation; death
from roving bands of Bolsheviki if they
should come that way. And that they
would come that way Jimmie’and his com-
panions never doubted. They had been in
the vicinity the day before when they com-
mitted the atrocity on the helpless Czech
lying unconscious now in the other corner.

According to the latter’s disjointed story,
as interpreted by Joe, there was a town not
far southward, off the railroad, where they
congregated to sally out in marauding
bands and terrorize the countryside or
commit terrible vengeance on any Allied
sympathizer that might fall into their
clutches.

Jim Herring tried to think, to reason.
But his head refused to work. So in the
dark, excepting for the light from the brick
oven door, excepting for the stars showing
in through the little smoky window or the
matches they lighted from time to time to
find their way about, they waited for the
long coming of morning.

And in those eternal hours, the American
thought thoughts which had never come
into his head before.

In the back of his brain lurked an accu-
sation—a self-accusation that rankled and
hurt.

This was his punishment-—his chastise-
ment for giving his word of confidence to a
dead man and deliberately planning to
hreak the promise. It seemed as though a
higher Power had taken Jim Herring in
hand, determined to teach him a lesson.

For three days he had planned out every
move of his future, for up to that time his
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lightly given, soon-to-be-broken word had
not bothered him. And because he had
determined to pursue his yellow course, not
only had the wealth been snatched from his
greedy fingers, but he had been discarded
and abandoned on the Kkilling Siberian
wastes.

The man was superstitious. His training
had made him so, for in his heart he was a
gambler and gamblers are ever supersti-
tious. And he believed sincerely that the
gods had double-crossed him for his
treachery.

He knew that he deserved it. He would
almost have taken his punishment of losing
the money if the death-threat could some-
how be omitted. But it could not. He was
hundreds of miles [rom any friendly habi-
tation, without food or water, with only a
handful of cartridges in the jacket of the
automatic. He was in for it.

And a great fear slowly grew on him—a
fear that stampeded his common sense and
led to mental panic.

“ God, what a cad I am! God—what a
cad!”’ he cried aloud, so that the two Czechs
turned toward him in bewilderment from
where they sought to ease their wounded
countryman.

Joe came over.

“ What is matter, Meester Herring?” he
demanded.

‘ Nothing—only 1 was thinking that at
heart I'm only a dirty, sneaking crook,
whose bluff has been called by a higher
Power. You wouldn’t understand, Joe,
and I can’t tell you! I’ve got to face it—
and fight it out alone!” Again he buried
his hot forehead in his hands.

The Czech discreetly said nothing. And
while they waited, over in the corner, the
wounded man began to talk. The other
Czech replied. Joe went over. Ide knew,
Jim did, that the victim had regained con-
sciousness again and was being interro-
gated as much as his strength would stand.
Why the man was not dead already was
something that the American could not
understand.

Joe called to him, and, hardly knowing
what he did, the Y. man came over. There
in the darkness—which was a mercy in
that it hid the terribly injured arm—they
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crouched about the one they had found at
the switch. And Joe interpreted.

Suddenly the latter uttered an exclama-
tion of surprisc.

‘ He has been—he has been with Y. M.
C. A.!” he cried.

“ With the Y. M. C. A.?” echoed Jim
Herring. “ Where? There’s none around
here.”

Joe held converse with the other for a
time and then translated.

“He was with Meester Tolliver in
Ukraine,” the Czech declared.

Jim came to attention then, indeed, for
he had heard from the boys far eastward in
Vladivostok of the wonderful work which
Leslie Tolliver had carried on for the Rus-
sian prison-camps in the south before the
second revolution. “ And he say Meester
Tolliver send him to Vladivostok with
much money—to bring back supply cars.”

“ With money? How much money?”

Joe put the question and then replied:

‘“He say fifteen hundred your money,
what-you-call-'em?—dollar!  Fifteen hun-
dred dollar—three thousand rublay.”

“ Where is this money now?”

Again the question; again the reply:

‘ He say he travel through all right along
with Czech fellows. Come Blagovyes-
chensk, have fight, escape castward. Come
to Bolsheviki again, and they make capture.
Use steek (bayonet).”

“You mean they stuck him with their
bayonets?”

‘* They make capture him with bayonet.
He throw money away in snow.”

“ Hereabout? Near here? Where did
he throw the money?”
“Yist. Da, da! Leetle way off from

here by town where make capture.”

“ Was that why they tortured him—Dbe-
cause he threw the money away and could
not find it for them?”

“ Net, net! Say threw moncy away so
Bolsheviki no make capture of Y. M. C. A.
money.”

“ Why didn’t he go and get it for them
and save his good right hand?”

*Say he had make promise to tzke
money Vladivostok. He make promise, he
keep it. They could torture; he would not
make information.”
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“You mean to tell me this fellow had
three thousand rubles of Y. M. C. A. money
he was carrying through for supplies at
Vladivostok and when they captured him
and invented this new form of torture, he
wouldn't tell them where the Money was,
not even for his good right hand?”

“Da, da (yes),” the Czech confirmed.

“ Why not?”

“ He had make promise; besides, money
not his money. Belong Y. M. C. A,, buy
many supply Czech soldier-fellow. Lose
hand, maybe Bolsheviki go off. Byme-by
come rescue, find money, find way to go
on deliver rublay, maybe. You understand,
Meester Herring. I forget much Eengleesh,
not four year yet I work London; talk
Czecho-Slovak all time.”

v “Yes,” said Jimmy, slowly, thickly, the
words gall and wormwood on his tongue,
% I—understand—very—well—Joe.”

Then silence. Silence broken only by the
hush of the warming winter night wind with
thaws in its treacherous heart.

“ But all the same,” added the American,
“a man can make money and get money;
but he cannot get a good right hand.”

“ Czecho-Slovak make promise to Ameri-.

cansky—he keep promise, same as white
man all over. Czecho-Slovak not Bolshe-
viki.”

More accusation.
much.

Here was a poor Czech private who had
given up his good right hand rather than
forfeit the money that had been entrusted
to his care. Joe’s inference was that only
the detested Bolsheviki broke their promises.

What if the Czechs had known that he,
an American, from a couuntry to which the
Tzechs were looking with an almost childish
confidence as the embodiment of righteous-
ness and a square deal, was planning up to
an hour before to break his word with an
Englishman and become an absconder with
a million rubles simply because thzre was
no one in existence to know of his villainy
and apprehend him before it was too late?
What if they did? And that promise of
his had been between white men—blood
brothers—an Englishman and a Yankee
whose countries were linked by the common
bond of a common enemy, facing together

Joe did not know how

THE ARGOSY.

the peril of a wavering civilization. What
a scoundrel he was; not fit to associate with
the humblest Czech private when it came
to a test of honor.

And Madelaine! What a fool he had
been to think he could ever look into the
girl’s steady blue-gray eyes again after the
war was done and won,"and be happy with
her.

Jim arose and went outside the hut.
Around him for eternal miles stretched the
barren desert of white into the vague and
treacherous distance. Above, the pass-
words of the Almighty, the twinkling stars,
looked down upon the world that man's
mischief was ruining, calling to those who
could be men, to rise in their stature and
show their divinity.

Deeply of the night air Jim Herring
breathed, and as he stood there he called
up the life which he had lived and weighed
himself and found his soul wanting. He
pulled his cap from his fevered forehead.
He turned his gaze to the stars. As a great
surge of emotion went through him, he cried
aloud with none but the night wind to hear:

“If I can't come through with clean
hands because of the things I've done—1'll
come through with a heart that Il do differ-
ent if the chance could come again!”

To the stars he made his confession. It
did not come quickly, nor easily. One
cannot throw off the habits of a lifetime in
a moment. But into the American’s soul
came a great longing to respect himself—
an overwhelming desire to feel in his own
heart that if he could be given another
chance, he would not be found wanting
again. He was facing death by starvation
or capture afar on the snow-bound Siberian
wastes populated by fiendish fanatics with-
out one shred of fellow-feeling in their souls.
But at least he would meet that death like
a2 man and not like a simpering coward who
had planned to steal half a million dollars
simply because nothing stood in his way
but his conscience.

There was a strange, quiet confidence, a
poise about Jim Herring that had not been
there the night before, when as the east
was turning into a sickly, clammy gray, he
came back into the hut where the three
Czechs waited stoically. Through the hours
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under the stars, he had fought out the fight
with himself—and won. He was prepared
for anything.

And in proof that he was prepared for
anything, he walked up to Josef, squared
his shoulders, jerked his gun around, com-
manded himself and his situation.

“Day has coxtqe Joe,” he said tersely.

“This day we've got to fight for our lives,
somehow. But we’ll do it like white men.
We’'ll make the attempt to get out of here,
not hide and rot like vermin in a hole
because we’re afraid to show ourselves
outside.”

“Yes, Meester Herring,” responded the
Czech, his admiration shining all too plain-
ly on his countenance, fitting comrade for
the one who had found himself.

“'And Joe, before we make the break—
that may hold fatal consequences. for one
or both of us, or all of us—there’s some-
thing I want to say in order to be sure I ve
got control of myself for good »

“Yes, Meester Herring.”

And with a full realization of his renun-
ciation, the American declared in a steady
voice:

“In that Y. car that left us behind
Jast night, in the mattress of my bunk,
there’s half a million dollars in my country’s
money—a million rubles in yours. That
money belongs to the Universal Harvester
Company. I'm taking it out to Vladivostok
to send to America and the corporation to
whom it belongs.”

The Czech’s eyes grew large, but he said
nothing, only another ¢ Yes, Meester Her-
ring.”

“ Josef, 1 charge you, that if anything
should happen to me, try to find that car
and that mattress, get the money out and
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see that it reaches its destination. And if
—if nothing should happen to me, and I
find it myself, please ask me if I have
sent it—to America, Josef.”

“ Why, Meester Herring?”

“ I—might—I might forget it, Josef.”

Then the American turned on his heel,
motioned the Czech to follow, and went out,

The sun was coming up.

A new day was dawning. A new day
meant a new opportunity, another lease on
life. The American breathed deeply of the
keen morning air. He was not dead yet.
There might be a chance. He had control
of himself. And that gave him confidence
—a confidence he had never known before,
a self-reliance that birthed an exhilaration
within him.

And as though the angel of the Almighty
had passed that way through the depths of
Siberian night and beheld the Golgotha and
Gethsemane through which the begus Y.
man had gone and borne off a report to
Heaven, a kindly God decided to give Jim
Herring another chance.

A wild, queer cry arose from Josef’s
throat as they came down the hill toward
the railroad.

Jim turned where the Czech was pointing
crazily and uttering inarticulate sounds.

Down there in the long valley to the left,
in plain sight, was a railroad-train, their,
train!

There is no connection on some Zepluska
Russian-trains between the cars and the
engine. When the next station had beenm
reached, the Czechs they had left in the
car had doubtless communicated with the
locomotive-cab.

The forty coaches were backing up. The
train-crew was looking for them!
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WHAT HAS ALREADY HAPPENED

N her twenty-first birthday, Janctta Gildersleeve, socicly Dbutterlly, found hersclf heiress to
trouble, hearing for the first time from the old family lawyer, Andrew Geddes, the story of
the Gildersleeve Copper Company, of which she and her brother, Oliphant, absent in France,

had been the owners after Lhe death of their father. Now, due to the machinations of the un-
scrupulous Gordon Winfield, an old e¢nemy of Gildersleeve, Sr., the company had failed, her patri-
mony was threatened, and all her bright and brilliant world suddenly plunged in a gray gloom.

A ray of light, however, was furnished by the fact that Ollie and Geddes had been able to
purchase, under another name, the new Northern Star Mining Company, near Katalak, Alaska, a
true bonanza, but sustaining the fierce and unscrupulous competition of the Unatika Mine, a rival
company. A single-track railroad to Katalak Bay was the goal of each—only one company could
have the right of way-—and Lhe company building first established the right of possession. FEither
mine was, of course, without transportation for its ores. Work on the Northern Star had been
stopped pending the completion of the railway.

So it was to develop in a race against, not only rival skill and ingenuity, hut zlso against
trickery, which would stop little short of—murder. Geddes, however, had finally found an en-
gineer whom he could trust—one Barney Hoyt—and there remained still a chance, The ownership
of the new mine was a secret Lo all but Janey, Geddes, MacLeod, Eastern office head, and Hoyt.

Janey resolved on the strictesl economy—among other retrenchments the dismissal of her paid
companion, Mrs. Everton, who, however, saved her the trouble by the astonishing announcement
Lhal she was going West in Grace Winiield's private car.  This gave Janey food for thought, and
after a near auto accident, in which she met a personable yet uncompromising stranger who in-
trigued her curiosity. she decided suddenly, since Ollie was unable to do so, to go to Katalak her-
self with Peddar, the Gildersleeve butler, passing as his daughter. There she expected to assume
the duties of assistant storekeeper, a position which was at the moment vacant, in realily to spy
out the land. They were to lcave in two weeks. In the mean lime she expected to visit her friend,
Persis Cheever.

Going over a packing case of books, Janey found in onc of them a map of Alaska, and on it,
in Mrs. Everton's unmistakable hand, was written: “ Northern Star.” So Mrs. Everton had known
all the time of the true owners of the dummy company! And in a month she was going West with
the Winfields!

CHAPTER V. had been drawn with a faint pencil stroke
o around the little star labeled “ Katalak.”
I EAR TRALL. Could it have been Ollie himself who had

AZED from the unexpected revelation, so marked it? Andrew Geddes’s remark
Janetta held the book closer to the when she had told him of Mrs. Everton’s
light and examined the map with revived friendship with the niece of the man

minute care. It had not occurred to her be- who was their enemy recurred to her: “I
tore to look up the little town to which her would not put it past her to accept a com-
mission was taking her, yet she would have mission from Winfield to try to find out if
had no difficulty in locating it, for a circle there is anything in the wind.”
This story began in The Argosy for August 30.
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He had said, too, that he would have sent
her packing long before if he had known
that she was a friend of theirs, and he was
no alarmist. TPerhaps he should be told
now of the evening’s discovery.

Even as the thought came to her, how-
ever, Janctta negatived it. She would not
take any one into her confidence. With
Adam MacLeod's reluctant backing and
Peddar’s moral support she would see her
self-appointed task through alone.

Persis and William Cheever welcomed her
whole-heartedly the next day, but before
the week was out her hostess was conscious
of 2 change in the girl, subtle but unmis-
takable. She was no longer the flippant,
frivolous Janey of the past two seasons;
there was a glow of serious purpose in her
eyes, a new dignity which seemed to forbid
an intrusion upon her unwonted reticence.

“ The infant has something on her mind,”
Billy remarked one evening to his wife.
“I'm hanged if I don’t think there is some-
thing queer about the whole business, her
closing up the house like this, and shaking
that Everton woman and coming to you.
Has she told you anything, Sis?”

“Not a word!” Mrs. Cheever exclaimed.
T cannot understand her these days at all.
She won’t play about with us any more, but
keeps going off every day on private ex-
peditions of her own and claims that it is
business, What in the world has Jane to do
with business? Old Mr. Geddes takes care
of all their affairs. She used to tell me
everything, and now I can scarcely get a
word out of her. 1 mean to try to-morrow,
though. This mysterious air of hers is
getting on my nerves.”

Yet when the opportunity came while
they were having tea alone together on the
following afterncon, Mrs. Cheever did not
find it easy to approach the subject. Janet-
ta, with that new and maddening preoccu-
pation of hers, was staring straight before
her, and roused only when her hostess
leaned forward and laid an impulsive hand
upon her arm.

“ Janey dear, what is it that is troubling
you?”

“ Nothing, Persis;
be?))

“Well, T didn’t know, but you have

what should there
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seemed so changed since you came to us, I
was afraid that perhaps I had offended you
that day when you told me you wanted to
do something really practical to help, and I
discouraged you.”

Janetta laughed lightly.

“You didn’t. If you only knew it, you
gave me just the right advice.” She paused
and added: “If I seem rather quiet and
absent-minded, please don’t mind me. It
is because I am trying to plan something
out, and there are difficulties in the way.”

‘“ Couldn’t T help, dear?” Mrs. Cheever
asked meekly.

‘ Perhaps, but the trouble is that I can’t
tell you the whole truth. You see, it isn’t
my own secret. 1f you did help me you
would have to act rather in the dark.”

“1 don’t mind that, Janey. You can be
trusted not to do anything foolish. Of
course, I am simply dying with curiosity,
but perhaps you can tell me everything
some time. What is it that you want me
to do?”

“You are going to open your camp up
in Maine on the 1st of June, aren’t you? I

-wonder if you will mail some letters for me

from there.”

‘¢ Mail letters for you!” You mean—"
Mrs. Cheever sat very straight in her chair,
and eyed the girl before her in growing
wonder.

“Yes. You are going to be there all
summer, aren’t you?” At her hostess’s
nod Janetta continued hurriedly: I would
like to have sent to you once a month from
New York a plain manila envelope with
your address typed upon it. Inside you
will find a batch of letters from me ad-
dressed to Ollie and to Mr. Geddes. There
will be a little date written very faintly in
pencil on the corner of each. Will you
erase that and mail them on the dates
named? And for goodness’ sake, don’t get
them mixed!”

“You mean, of course, that you want
them to think you are with me all summer?
But Janey, child, where are you going?
What are you going to do? Surely you
can tell me that.”

Janetta shook her head.

“That js just what I cannot tell you,
Persis. Only you may be sure I am not
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going to do anything very dreadful. It is
just something which Mr. Geddes with his
old-fashioned ideas would not approve of,
and he would be sure to stir up Ollie and
make him unhappy over there, when there
is really no occasion for it. 1 am of age,
and have a perfect right to do as I please,
you know, but 1 simply don't want any fuss
made about it.”

“ Janey, I—of course, 1 am willing to do
anything I can for you, but I do want to
be sure that you are acting wisely.” Mrs,
Cheever was plainly disturbed. ‘“ Couldn't
you just give me an inkling of the sort of
thing you are contemplating? You know,
I shall have to fix Billy, too, for he is bound
to come to town and run into Mr. Geddes,
and he will have to pretend that you are in
camp with me. Billy isn't very good at
pretending.”

“T can tell you this much: I have found
some real practical work for myself in spite
of, or rather hecause of, what vou said to
me that day. in a way. It is something that
will really help, Persis, and you will Dhe
helping, too, if you will mail those letters
for me, and coach Rilly."”

“ But where is this work?
York?”

“No, but you mustn’t worry about me.
I shall have the very best of chaperons.™
Janetta sighed, and added in a monotonous
tone as though she were repeating a lesson:
“Some one years and years older than I
am, and eminently respectable, some one
whom Ollie loves and trusts implicitly.
Does that assurance satisfy you, Persis?”

“It will have to, Janey.”” Mrs. Cheever
smiled. “1I am doing a perfectly mad thing
in consenting to this, and if Mr. Geddes
ever finds it out 1 suppose he will all but
eat me, but I will do it.”

A week later, in the hright sunshine of
an early May morning, Janetta took leave
of her friend. At the curb a taxi burdened
with two battered trunks and an ancient
bag stood chugging impatiently.

As Mrs. Cheever’s arms folded about the
girl in her strangely shabby suit, she felt
her trembling.

“Oh, Janey, can't you tell me what it is
all about, dear?” she implored for the
last time. “1 am o worried and anxious

Here in New

about you! I feel that there is something
underneath all this which 1 should under-
stand. Won't you, at least, write to me?”

“Yes, I will slip a little note for you in °
one of those manila envelopes now and then.
Buck up, Persis; I'll come back with flying
colors, you'll see! Good-by.”

Yet it was a suddenly miserable Janetta
who huddied in a corner of the taxi and
fought back the tears behind her neat,
dark-blue veil. Through all the time of
waiting and planning she had heen filled
with confidence, but now with the moment
actually at hand a feeling of utter dismay
swept over her. What possible qualification
had she for the task which she had set her-
sel[? Dared she face the immediate fu-
ture?

Then in a swift revulsion of feeling she
straightened herself with a little shake.
Ollie was doing his share; she would do
hers. As to qualifications, well, she could
at least *“ sell gonds over a counter.”

She carefully smoothed down the blue
suit of two scasons ago, wriggling her fin-
gers at the unaccustomed touch of the silk
gloves which incascd them, and when the
station was reached it was Jane Peddar who
descended from the taxi and started upon
the far trail.

CHAPTER VL
KATALAK,

“STEAMER in sight yet?” Jud Pittinger
came to the door of the company
storc as a tall, lanky figure paused for a
moment in the slanting drizzle of rain out-
side. ‘ She's late again, by cracky! Well,
I don’t care if she never comes this time!”
“ What's catin’ you, Jud?” The tall fig-
ure looked down on the shorter, rotund one
with slowly dawning amusement. “ You're
always a lookin’ for the old boat as if your
best girl was comin’ on it.”

Jud's ruddy countenance flushed a deep
crimson.

‘I been naturally anxious about my new
stock, with you hoys whoopin’ around for
stulf that 'd run out a month before she
opened up,” he asserted with dignity.
* Wish T had your job now, Harve, in spité
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o' that jolt you got the other night. Yind
out yet who it was you almost caught try-
ing to bore holes in your pile driver?”

“No, but the --—-— left his ship's auger
behind him, and it don’t belong to any i
our outfit.” Harve Dugdale swore with
picturesque fluency as he glanced down-at
his bandaged hand and arm. > I'd have
dropped him, too, orders.or no orders, if he
hadn’t been close cnough to bring that ——-
auger down on my wrist!”

“What does the new chief say about
it?” the storekeeper asked curiously.

“Not much of anything. He's layvin’
low, I reckon, till they show their hand a
leetle mite more.” Harve shrugged. * Rut
what’s the matter with your job here that
you're so anxious to change? You act like
bad news was comin’ in on this here
steamer.”

“Bad news is right!” responded the
storekeeper with unwonted bitterness, 1
ain't said anything about it until the Jast
minute, hecause 1 knew gosh blamed well
how you boys would give me the laugh, hut
my new assistant ix gettin’ in on her to-day
so I might’s well let it out. Harve, what o
you think the big boss has wished on me?”

“Dunno.” The superintendent of dock
construction shifted his cud impartially
from one leathery cheek to the other, and
gazed out over the swarming horde of work-
men at the water-front.

“It's a girl! A lady assistant!™ Un-
mitigated shame and disgust sounded in the
little man’s tones.

Harve Dugdale nearly swallowed his
cud, but by a mighty gulp retrieved it.

“A what?” he demanded incredulously.

“ A female!™ Jud Pittinger ampliried, for
the benefit of his astounded listener. ** Hell,
ain't jt?”

The last observation would have heen
staggering under other circumstances, for
the storekeeper was known throughout the
outfit for his religious avoidance of any but
the most innocuous of expletives, but it
passed unnoticed under the spell of hix
cataclysmic disclosure.

“A woman!" Harve gasped. * You—
you feeling all right this morning, Jud.
Ain't been hittin’ up the rved-eve over at
the Full Blast, have you®"
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= Wizh T had!” Jud retorted recklessly.
* What in time I'm going to do with a girl
in here on Saturday nights, when all the
wops and Chinks and Polacks pile in to get
ricl of z:ome of their dough hefore the Full
Blast gets it, is more than I know! Re-
member the night they tried to rush me?
That would have been a fine time to have
a hysterical female hidin’ behind the coun-
ter, wouldn't it?”

* Therc's plenty of ’em hanging around
the T'ull Blast and the Happy Days that
wouldn’t lmve batted an eye—"'

= Not this kind,” declared Jud firmly.
* She's a lady: leastwise that's what the
hig hoss say=.”

* The hell he does!” Harve remarked
soberly.  What the gencral superintendent
said usually carried weight. ** What the
hlazes put the notion in his head of gettin’
a woman up here for, anyway?”

»Well, he says it's on account of the
zhortage of men, and you know yourself
what a time we've had gettin’ an outfit to-
aether, but 1 guess maybe it's a poor rela-
tion of somehody higher up. I've got to
teach her the husiness, too!” Jud added
indignantly. * Bet I won't know where half
of the stock is inside of a week!"”

.\ lady!” repeated Harve, adding in
some alarm: “ How old is she, Jud? What
will we do with her? She'll have to go to
Ma Heaneyv's; T can't take a single man off
the job to knock up a shack for her.”

» she's young, 1 guess,” Jud hazarded
adoomily.  Young enough to have a father
living, anyway. He's comin’ up with her.”

* Has the big hoss got a job lined up for
him?” demanded Harve, with sudden inter-
est of quite another sort. “ T can use him,
it he’s out of a wheel-chair! I'm as short-
handed as—"

* Den't know nothin’ about that,” the
storekeeper interrupted sourly. “ T got my
own troubles! Tkeep this place neat as 1 can
with the gang tromping in an’ out, but what
it she’s one of these here death-on-dirt
females? This ain’t any dod-gasted depart-
ment-store: "

~ We've got to turn out and give her a
reception, anyways,” Harve remarked.
“ Got anyv open-faced shirts in stock, Jud?
Well have to—"
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He broke off as running feet sounded
upon the plank sidewalk, and both men
turned to see a snapper hastoning toward
them.

“ What is it, Bert?”

“ Loam in the concrete sand again!” the
snapper announced. “ Joe Zurak swears
it was all right when they knocked off at
seven last night, and he’s about ready to
knife somebody! Ivan Mirko, on the night

shift, don’t know anything about it. Says
it’s the third time this week.”
“T’ll have to sce the new chief.” Harve

hurried off, his assistant foreman at his
heels, and his curses died away in the sud-
den clatter of the pile-driver.

Jud stood still where they had left him,
staring out through the rain upon the fa-
miliar ecene at the water-front, where the
bustling activity never ceased even for the
short two hours of semitwilight which sepa-
rated one long day from another during the
summer season which was just upon them.

At the end of Main Street, where {or-
merly it had meandered down to the bay,
the land had been filled in to meet the new
dock for which the last of the piles were
being driven, and across the way, almost at
the water’s edge, the Northern Star storage
vard was stacked high with kegs and boxes,
lumber, girders, and all the raw material
which would go into the building of the
single-track road.

In its midst the full swing crane reared
its head, the creak of the long boom as it
sorted the material with mechanical preci-
sion breaking in upon the incessant rattle
and clamor of the pile-driver.

And everywhere there were men. On the
string-piece near the government break-
water, where the company barges were
moored, in the storage yard, swarming over
the half-planked dock; Russians and
Chinese, Italians and Hungarians, with here
and there the leathery, Jantern-jawed face
of the Yankee. Low above them all through
the misty drizzle hung the smoke from the
salmon cannery just beyond.

It was a scene for the master hand of a
Pennell, but to Jud Pittinger’s accustomed
cyes it meant merely the dreary monotony
of everyday existence, and he gazed once
more seaward.

THE ARGOSY.

There was still no sign of the belated
steamer, and Jud turned and reentered the
store preparatory for the three o’clock shift,
which would bring fresh trade. He was pil-
ing pouches of tobacco on the shelf behind
him, when a heavy step sounded on the
door sill and a deep, hearty voice hailed
him.

“ Hello, Jud! Steamer’s late again?”

Jud turned and greeted the general sup-
perintendent with an air of reproachful
resignation.

“Yes. I ain’t particular 'bout this boat,
Mr. Bowers; we got up the supplies we
needed most by the other two that came in
since the season opened,” he replied.

“ Well, you're getting some new brands
up with this cargo; class of goods you never
saw in a company store before, Jud. Regu-
lar white man’s cigars, and high:grade
candy and razors with honest-to-God steel
blades.”

Jim Bowers was the biggest man in the
Northern Star outfit: standing six feet six,
his breadth of shoulder and depth of chest
would have been worthy of a Hercules, and
now as he leaned over the counter and
stared down at the astonished little store-
keeper, his deep-throated laugh boomed out
above the vibrating roar and rattle of the
machinery outside.

“What for?” Jud demanded. ‘ The
boys are satisfied now, and only the other
day a feller sneaked in that 1 hadn’t seen
before and tried to get some flannel shirts.
I had a hunch that he belonged to the
Unatika outfit, and I sidetracked him.”

The general superintendent’s heavy,
good-natured face grew serious.

“1I guess that’s what for, between you
and me,” he said confidentially. “ You hit
the nail on the head, Jud. When I got
notice from the New York office in the last
mail that the goods were coming up, to-
gether with the inventory and the fixed
prices we were to sell them for, I saw that
it was a little below cost, even back home.
There was a quiet tip handed me to pass
on to you, too, that if any of the other
outfit should get wind of the new stock
and try to edge in, you were to sell to
them, letting on you thought they belonged
to our crowd.”
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“Well, may I be eternally hanged!” Jud
ejaculated. ““ Is that bunch crazy back at
the head office? What in time do they
want to sell to that rotten gang for, and
below cost at that?”

“Search me!™ Jim Bowers shrugged.
“Orders are orders; that's all T know.
You're to keep this under your hat, you
know, Jud, and be kind of sparing with
the new lot at first, if you don’t want the
store stampeded.”

“Tll be sparing of it!™ Jud promised
grimly, adding: “ I s’pose the flossy candy
is for my new assistant! Say, Mr. Bowers,
what did you hang her on me for, anyway?
Ain’t T got enough on my hands as it is?"

“Don’t kick until you see how she turns
out,” the superintendent advised. * Here's
your list of the new stuff that is coming
in'))

Jud glanced hastily over it and groaned.

“Only a while ago I said to Harve that
we weren’t runnin’ a department-store, and
now look at this! What do they think this
place is—Paris? Neckties, silk handker-
chiefs, tea! Tea/" he repeated bitterly.
“I'd like to know who the lunatics are that
we're working for, anyway!”

“The Northern Star is all I know.”
Jim Bowers straightened as the whistle
blew. ‘ See you when the Queen comes
up the hay.”

For the next half-hour Jud was kept
busily employed by his patrons, but soon
the slouching crowd of weary workmen dis-
appeared to seek their bhunks, and the
clatter of the pile-driver and creak of the
long-boomed whirley, which had momentar-
ily ceased, shattered the stillness once more.
Jud set his counters and shelves to rights;
and then, with an eye to the arrival of his
new assistant, he swept the freshly accu-
mulated mud scrapings carefully from the
floor before taking up his post again at the
door.

As he did so a young man emerged from
the main office of the company, which was
situated between the store and the water-
front, and nodded pleasantly to him.

“The Queen is just in sight.” he said.
4 She'll warp in before supper.”

. Jud shaded his eyes with one leathery
‘hand, and, descrying a small dark object
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trailing a plume of smoke behind it far out
on the sullen, gray waters, he nodded in his
turn, hut gloomily.

* Reckoned she’d get in to-day. Mr.
Hoyt,” he assented. “ You’ve heard ahout
my new assistant who's comin’ in on
her?”

The chief engineer smiled, showing a
flash of white teeth in his brown face.

“ Yes, you are going to have a saleslady,
I hear. I wish I could remedy the de-
ficiencies in my organization as easily,
Jud.”

“ Looka here, Mr. Hoyt,” the storekeeper
observed eagerly, “ if there’s any place in
any of your crews that a woman could fill,
you can take her and welcome. I don’t
need her no more ’n a cat needs two tails,
It was just an idee of the general superin-
tendent.”

* No, thank you,” Barney Hoyt laughed.
“I've got enough trouble right now in the
outfit without introducing any new ele-
ments.”

“1T heard you had.” Jud’s face sobered.
“ Bert said Joe Zurak found loam in the
concrete sand this morning that wasn’t there
last night, and, Mr. Hoyt, Zurak’s a pretty
steady man. Before you come--”

*1 know.” The chief engineer spoke
shortly, and the hoyishness died out of- his
face, leaving a look of grim tenacity.
“ We'll get that road built, though, Jud—
make no mistake about that.”

As he turned with a brisk gesture and
crossed the street for a word with the boss
of the bull gang in the storage vard, the
storekeeper watched him with an expres-
sion half admiring, half commiserating.
The new engineer was there, all right. He
had nerve and undaunted courage, and he
had sailed into his job with an assurance
of conscious efficiency which many an older,
more experienced executive might well have
lacked. But he was little more than a boy,
and the influences at work against him were
strong and ruthless.

Jud DPittinger was not by nature a tim-
orous man, but he had seen enough of the
machinations of the Unatika outfit since he
had been storekeeper for the Northern Star
to realize that trouble lay ahead.

Would the boy be equal to th
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emergency? Brief as had been the time
since his arrival to take charge of the out-
fit, he seemed already to have attained a
definite degree of popularity amid the
horde of mixed races and nationalities.
But would they follow his leadership in a
moment of possible stress and violence if
it came to a show-down between the two
factions at war for that single-track road to
the mines?

The traildof smoke upon the horizon grew
steadily nearer, the dark object resolved
itself into the outlines of the sturdy little
Queen of Alaska, and just as the seven
o’clock whistle sounded from the cannery
the steamer drew in and anchored as near
as she dared to the breakwater. The men
from bunk-house and mess crowded down
with one accord to the water-front, joined
by the employees of the canning factory,
and Jud Pittinger locked the door of the
company store and followed.

The hatches were open and the crane
was already bringing the cargo from the
hold to pile it upon the decks of the steam-
er, but as Jud reached the filled-in ground
behind the dock space a horse-cage swung
out from the side of the Queen to the string-
piece, and a shout rang out from many
brawny throats.

Harve Dugdale clutched his arm.

‘“ Here she comes!” he shouted in Jud’s
ear. ‘“ Here’s your assistant. DBy X
it’s only a girl!”

Willing hands moored the cage close to
the end of the string-piece, and there
emerged first an elderly man of dignified
appearance and a decided paunch, who
stepped gingerly out and looked about him
with Dewildered, chocked gaze. A little
impatient push made him step quickly aside
and extend his arm, but the trim, slender
figure in blue spurned his aid and, with a
gay little gesture for him to follow, tripped
down the string-piece to the shore.

The men drew back, eying her curiously,
but from among them one stepped forward
with outstretched hand.

“Ts this Miss Peddar? Glad to meet
you, miss. I'm Jim Bowers, the general
superintendent.” .

The girl laid her hand in his powerful
grip and favored him with a smile which
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brought a deep, crimson flush to his broad
face before she turned and beckoned to the
reluctantly approaching elderly man.

“This is my father, Mr. Bowers.
he’s a little upset from the trip.
rather rough.” A little unmistakable gig-
gle escaped her. * But he will be all right
by to-morrow. Will I—will it be neces-
sary for me to start work to-might?”

“ No, indeed.” Could it be the big boss
speaking in such dulcet tomes? ‘‘ Take
your time and get rested up, miss. You've
come a long way. You can start with the
seven o'clock shift to-morrow morning, if
you like. Glad to know you, tco, Mr.
Peddar. You'll like it here. Katalak's
small, but it’s wide open, and if you’d like a
job yourself later on I can fix you up.”

Peddar surreptitiously wriggled his fin-
gers as they emerged from that crushing
grasp, and regarded the smiling giant before
him with eyes of honest horror.

“This is Katalak?” he asked feebly.
“ This—all of it?”

“You said it,” Jim acquiesced with par-
donable pride. “ You can’t see it all from
here, but up Main Street there we’ve got
two saloons with as stiff a game going as
any north of the line, and a restaurant
and general store besides the cannery you
see over there. There’s nothing slow about.
us, and when the railroad goes through—"
He broke off and added: ¢ But youwll
want to be getting on up to your lodgings.
Sorry there’s no shack ready for you, but
I've been short-handed ever since Mr.
MacLeod’s letter came. You’ll be all right
at Ma Heaney’s, though. She’ll take quite
good care of your daughter and make it
comfortable for you till you can get
quarters of your own.”

“You are very kind, Mr. Bowers.” The
girl spoke with an air of finality. “ But
you mustn’t take any extra trouble on our
account. I've come up to work for you
just like any other employee of the outiit,

He—
It was

and I—we—we’ll get along all right.
Where is this Mrs. Heaney’s? Is it a
boarding-house?”

“ Lodging-house,” the superintendent

corrected her. “ It’s just up Main Street;
T'll show you. Your baggage will come off
in the next trip of the cage.”
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The men who had crowded about again.
drinking in every word, {ell back silently
and made a path between the storage yard
and the shore-line as big Jim Bowers
turned and led the way.

“ Peddar—-father!™
elderly man’s arm a little shake.
along, and don’t look so shocked!"

“Yes, miss, but I'd have a few words to
say to Mr. Macl.eod if he was here! To
send you to a heathen place like this! Oh,
miss, we shall never be able---”

“¢Jane’!” the girl whispered fiercely.
“How often have I told you not to call me
‘miss '? Play up; you know how much de-
pends on you-—father.”

A hollow groan was her only answer as
Peddar followed her to the planked side-
walk of Main Street, where the mud oozed
up between the boards upon hiz immaculate
shoes; and strange. rough-looking charac-
ters, in nondescript costumes of toil. eved
him with what he took to Dhe haleful an-
tagonism on every hand.

The Iull Blast was living up to itz name
as they passed. Through the swinging door
the rattle of chips and odor of stale liquor
drifted out 1o them, and above the clink of
glasses and shuffle of feet a raucous voice
was already raised in unmelodious and de-
cidedly ribald song.

Peddar’s gait quickened until he reached
the side of his self-elected daughter and her
companion. Neither had noticed the figure
which stood outside the main office of the
company across the way and gazed after
them with a speculative look in the deep-
brown eyes.

“ Where in thunder have I seen that girl
before?” murmured the construction engi-
neer, Barney Hoyt.

The girl gave the
“ Come

CHAPTER VII.

THE ‘“ WORKING MAN ' AGAIN,

HE huge, square, two-storied, unpaint-

ed shack Dbefor: which their guide
paused reminded the girl of a forlorn
country orphanage which she had once seen,
and involuntarily she gave a little shudder:
but a dolorous groan from Peddar warned
ber not to betray her own sinking spirits
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lest he collapse altogether from the accu-
mulated shock of their journey's end. With
a reassuring pat upon his arm, she started
up the shallow steps, when the door flew
open and its space was veritably filled by a
wide, uncorseted figure which promptly ex-
tended two fat arms in greeting,.

* Come right in, deary! This your pa?
We've heen expectin’ you all day, hut the
Queen's allug late. T'm mighty glad you
2ot here safe and sound.”

* Jane Peddar” suddenly found herself
clasped in a warm and none too clean em-
brace, from which a short month ago she
would have recoiled in amazed resentment;
but now a little inaudible soh welled in her
throat. and for an instant her head drooped
against the capacious bosom. The coars-
ened voice held a motherly note which
struck a treacherously responsive chord in
the girl's lonely, dismayed heart, and for
the first and last time she was perilously
near a breakdown.

The next moment she had set her little
teeth resolutely and drew herself with gen-
tleness from Ma Heaney’s friendly arms.

* Thank you, Mrs. Heaney; I'm glad to
be here.” A backward glance at Peddar’s
scandalized face brought a hysterical giggle
almost to her lips, but she fought it down,
* Come in, father.”

*You. too, Jim,” Ma Heaney supple-
mented hospitably. “ There’s a little some-
thing behind the desk that you know you’re
allus welcome to; and T guess a couple of
fingers wouldn't go bad for your pa, either,
Misz Yeddar. He looks sort o’ done up.”
She led the way into a dingy office walled
with thin, unpainted pine bhoards and fur-
nished with a few uncertain-looking chairs,
a long counter which evidently served as a
desk, and a huge stove from which a roaring
fire sent out cheering waves of heat.

“ Take a drink if she offers it, Peddar;
you've gof to!” Jane whispered in a
peremptory aside, and, crossing to the stove,
warmed herself while she watched the cere-
monial with amused eyes.

Ma Heaney produced a bottle and two
glasses from Dbeneath the counter, poured
a copious drink into each, and offered one
to the miserable Peddar. Big Jim Bowers
lifted the other.
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“ Here goes!" he said, including the girl
in a sweeping wave of his arm. “ Hope
you'll like it here with us in Katalak.”

She nodded smilingly, while Ma Heaney
beamed, and Peddar, concealing a grimace,
heroically drank the contents of his glass
in one dcsperate gulp. Instantly a rich
purple hue mounted to his brow, and as a
strangled gasp emanated from his outraged
throat their hostess turned to Janc.

“ Come on up and U’ll show you the room
I got fixed fox you,” she invited. ‘It ain’t
much, but it’s clean, if I do say it. Your
pa’ll have to bunk in with the boys to-night,
but he looks plum wore out, and I guess
he won’t care so long as he gets some sleep.
I've warned ’em not to start no rough-
house with him.”

The room to which Ma Heancy conduct-
ed the girl was a narrow, cell-like space
thinly partitioned off from the others in
the long row after the manner of a dormi-
tory.

Jane looked about at the iron cot, rickety
wash-stand, and single chair which the room
contained, and her fastidious soul rose in
anguished protest.

How could she ever endure it? The
whole episode of their arrival seemed to her
like some horrible nightmare from which
she must soon awaken to find herself back
amid her own familiar, luxurious surround-
ings once more.

But Ma Heaney’s hoarse, good-natured
voice brought her back swiftly to the grim
reality.

“You ain’t never been round a mining
town before, have you?”

Jane shook her head.

* Well, if you hear a kind of a racket up
here round about cleven, when the last shift
goes off and the first goes on of the North-
ern Star outfit that you're goin’ to work
for, don’t grt scairt or nothin’. 1 got a
few of the foremen lodgin’ here with me,
and they're bound to skylark a little,
though I warned ’em. There ain’t a mite
of harm in ’em, and they’ll treat you
right.”

Ma MHeaney broke off, and added:

“You don’t look like the kind of a girl
that would pick out Katalak to work in
when there’s so many stores back home,
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but they tell me there’s no limit to what
our seck is doing in place of the men folks
now they’re all gone off to war.”

Jane braced herself warily.
the first note of suspicion.

“ Well, you sec my father has been
dreaming of getting up into this country
ever since the first Klondike rush, and the
Northern Star people offered me such good
wages that we thought we would come and
he could look over the ground a little.”
Jane lied glibly. ‘ Then when my brother
comes back from the war, maybe we could
stake out a claim somewhere.” .

“ Good land! Your pa got that notion,
too, at his time o’ life?” Ma Heaney
sighed. “ If you knowed how many of ’em
I'd seen come and go—I've grubstaked
more ’'n one of ’em, too, when 1 was a
newcomer—yvou’d get that idee out of his
head! This part o’ the country is staked
out already like a buryin’-ground; and a
buryin’-ground it’s been for most o’ the
poor suckers.”

“Yet a new copper-mine was discovered
up here only recently, right near the North-
ern Star, wasn’t it?”’ Jane glanced covert-
ly at her landlady as she spoke. *‘The
‘ Una '—something it is called, isn’t it?”

Ma Heaney thrust back a wisp of hair
in which gray battled with the glint of
peroxid, and a certain grimness made itself
manifest about her generous mouth.

‘“ Unatika,” she supplied the name short-
ly. “ Can'’t tell how good it 'll be yet—the
ground ain’t hardly scratched. 1’1l go show
vour pa where to wash up, and when you’te
ready the eatin’-house is right across the
street.”

Left alone, Jane approached the bed and
turned it down with two shrinking fingers
to inspect the thin red blankets and coarse,
gray-looking sheets, and then shudderingly
perched herself on the edge of the chair.
Never, never had she supposed that it
would be as dreadful as this!

The impressions of the last hour had
been so vividly, deeply stamped upon her
consciousness that they had quite obliter-
ated her vague preconception of what had
laid before her,

She had taken it for granted that there
would be many workmen about—workmen

This was
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!mpectful. The sea of faces which had
pressed about her at the landing-stage—
Jatin, Slavic, and Mongolian, but alike un-
.shaved and lowering—had struck the first
‘dismay to her heart; and now this bare,
hideous place, and the common creature
who presided over it, filled her with unut-
terable disgust and loathing. Could she
bring herself to live the life of these awful
people for the weeks and months which lay
ahead?

But it was for Ollie! It was to do his
work that she had come! The thought
made her straighten in her chair, and her
small chin thrust itself out dominantly.
What did dirt and squalor and loneliness
and a horde of savages matter when it
meant taking up the task which he had
relinquished for a greater, higher one? She
could not fail now; she had come far to
keep watch and ward over what was Ollie’s
and her own, and she would not turn back
like a coward at the first glimpse of the
field of her future work.

The thought of her brother reminded her
that she must hasten to apprise Peddar of
the new addition to his recently acquired
family, and after rearranging her hair she
descended to the office. Peddar, still slight-
ly flushed from the effects of his unusual
libation, awaited her in a stoical silence.

“ Come along. father; we had better go
and have dinner—er, supper,” Jane an-
nounced cheerfully. ‘ The restaurant is
just across the street, Mrs. Heaney says.”

As he allowed himself to be drawn to-
ward the door, Peddar vouchsafed with the
calmness born of desperation: * I've never
gone against you, miss, but if your grand-
father was to see you now he would turn in
his grave!”

“Oh, bother my grandfather!” Jane
snapped. ‘‘ You've had all my ancestors
turning in their graves ever since we left
New York! They must be a restless lot!”

“ Miss Janey!” Peddar halted, shocked
at the sacrilege, but she dragged him re-
morselessly on. ¢ When I saw that impos-
sible person put her arms about you, I
made up my mind to one thing: I shall
write to Mr. Geddes to-morrow. I know
my dooty, miss—"’
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“You'll do no such thing!”’ retorted his
self-styled daughter. * You're not thinking
of me at all, Peddar, or of Ollie’s interests
that are at stake; you're just thinking of
your own comfort. You want to go back
to New York, and you don't care what
happens—"

“ Miss Janey — Jane, 1 mean =~ — his
tone was filled with honest reproach— I'm
thinking ¢f what’s due to a Gil—"

“ If you are, you will stay right here and
write nothing to any one,” Jane interrupted
firmly. ** By the way, Ollie’s your son, too;
I had to invent a brother who was going
to come up here and stake gut a claim after
the war, to account to Mrs. Heaney for our
presence here now.”

Peddar’s only answer was a faint groan
as they entered the Elite Restaurant and
seated themselves at one end of a long,
linoleum-covered table,

Jane looked about her with frank in-
terest. The place was sparsely filled at that
hour, but scattered about at the other tables
she found many types wholly new and
strange to her. Near the door two heavily
bearded men, with the rain dripping from
their rubber coats and turned-back hat-
brims, lounged over the remains of their
meal, smoking villainous pipes and staring
at her with a wondering, compelling gaze.

She moved her eyes hastily, to encounter
the curious, half-resentful glances of a girl
seated alone at the next table—a girl
dressed in tawdry, cheap finery, who
shrugged her thin shoulders beneath the
sleazy sitk gown in a gesture of utter weari-
ness as she turned sullenly away. There
was an indefinable sense of pitiful youth
about her—yet her eyes were as old as the
world.

Jane wondered if this could be one of the
dance-hall denizens of whom she had
spoken so airily to Adam Macleod. If
it were, then the movies had revealed but a
travesty of the truth.

Through a swinging door she could see
two impassive-faced Chinamen moving with
intredible swiftness from stove to pantry-
shelvez, and a solitary waiter in a grimy
apron limped about the table at the rear,
where a group of brawny young men were
eating with audible gusto. Their collarless
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shirts, rolled up at the elbows and turned
in at the throat, revealed powerful brown
arms and thick necks upon which the mus-
cles stood out like cords.

Jane wondered if they could be her work-
men, hers and Ollie’s, and with the thought
she felt a queer, democratic impulse of
friendliness steal over her. They looked
so young and strong, as if they could be
good workers and gocd fighters, too, if the
need arosc.

The waiter came to them, and she or-
dered a simiple meal from the choice he
submitted to lier in a nasal monotone; then
turned to her companion: *‘Isn't this fun,
father!”

“Tfun!” repeated Peddar sepulchrally.
“It’s a disgrace for you to be in such a
place! I don’t know what’s come over you,
miss—Jane. I don’t, indeed! You aren’t
the same young lady as you were; your
brother would never know you in the world!
To see you cating with steel forks, from
china that wouldn’t be allowed in your
grandfather's kitchen, and food that’s
enough to poison you—"

“ Nonsense!” returned Jane briskly.
“ This salmon is good, and as long as we
don’t know what the potatoes are fried
in_”

She paused as a newcomer entered and,
after a cool survey of the room, advanced
deliberately to their table and pulled out a
chair. He was tall and dark. with pale,
glinting eyes, and the bluish tinge about
his heavy jaw showed that he was freshly
shaved.

He favored Jane with an insolently ap-
praising stare, and as the blood rushed
indignantly to her cheeks she became aware
that the mingled clatter of voices and knives
at the rear table had ceased.

* Evenin’, ol’-timer.” The man nodded
casually to Peddar, who bowed frigidly in
response. ‘‘ Good trip up on the Queen?”

Peddar cleared his throat.

“Very fair.”

“You and the lady aimin’ to stay here
in Katalak, or hit the trail for the north?”
The stranger leered at Jane.  Not much
around here to amuse a lady—"

Peddar rose to the occasion and his feet
with unexpected aplomb.
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* My daughter has come here to work,
sir.” e beckoned to the waiter. ** Come,
Jane.”

** Peddar, you old dear!” Jane squeezed
his arm affectionately as they emerged once
more into the strange, eery daylight. “ You
sat on him beautifully! What a dreadful
maa!”

“It’'s only to be expected,” Peddar re-
sponded mournfully. “If we've got to
stay in this wretched hole, miss, you are
not to go outside the door without me.
One step, and I shall write to Mr. Geddes,
1 shall, indeed!”

*“ Don’t you worry about me; I can take
care of myself,” she asserted, but her tone
was a shade less confident than before.

The insolent stare of the man with the
curiously light eyes had shaken her more
than she would have admitted, and long
after she had carefully peeled the covering
from her bed and laid herself upon it be-
neath her steamer rugs, his leering face
rose before her.

The task which she had assumed grew
more and more stupendous, more and more
unlikely of achievement. How could she,
a mere girl, hope to discover and frustrate
the power behind the men who were work-
ing to delay the road and finally wrest it
and the Northern Star with it from Ollie
and herself?

This was a strange country, the people
alien and horrible! Even Ma Heaney,
who meant to be kind, and that bluff,
hearty superintendent, were impossible, as
Peddar had said. She had never come into
contact in all her sheltered existence with
individuals of such a.class, she did not
know how to touch them, reach them;
there was no common ground upon which
they could meet, and she shrank from the
thought of such a meeting.

The daylight which still flooded her
room made sleep impossible to her unac-
customed eves, and she waited in terror
for the eleven o’clock whistle which would
mean the change of shift. The partitions
were so thin that she could hear above the
subdued but ncver ceasing clatter of the
pile-driver a chorus of snores in innumer-
able keys all about her.

Ma Heaney had

told her of the
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“racket ” that would ensue, but was that
all she had to fear? Suppose some blun-
dering giant, drunk, perhaps, should come
crashing through her flimsy door? Where
was Peddar?

With the first screech of the whistle she
started up in bed and then fell back, bury-
ing her face and head in the thin pillow,
but no pandemonium such as her appre-
hensive fancy had painted came to her.
There was a stir of movement and sound
down the length of the hall; boots scrap-
ing cautiously upon the floor, noisy yawns
as quickly suppressed, hoarse, grumbling
monotones that were meant to be whispers,
and at last a tread of heavy feet tiptoeing
clumsily down the stairs. Ma Heaney had
warned them, she said: could it be that
they were keeping quiet because of her
pearness?

Even as the thought came some one
stumbled, and a rumbling voice reached her
ears.

“ Can that, you! Remember the lady

And they were the foremen of the North-
ern Star, her foremen! Again that warm,
comforting glow stole up in her heart.
Why, they were friends already! Surely
her task would not be impossible with such
men to back her up.

She did not realize the change which cir-
cumstance had wrought, the miracle which
was taking place within her. The Janetta
Gildersleeve of a month before would have
taken it for granted that all things must be
subjugated to her will, all people subser-
vient to her comfort, but Jane Peddar was
grateful for the rough chivalry of road-
builders, nor did thought of caste disturb
the slumber into which she fell even before
the weary feet of the men of the last shift
plodded up the stairs.

With the morning, although the dreary
drizzle of rain still fell uninterruptedly,
Jane felt a reaction from the despondency
of the night before in a sweeping tide of
renewed courage, and she descended the
stairs in high spirits to find Peddar waiting
doggedly below.

“ Good morning, father.” She patted
his head roguishly, and he submitted to the
mutual indignity with the meekness of
resignation. ‘“ Did you have a nice sleep?”
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*“ Not a wink,” he assured her gloomily.
“ What with no night-time at all, and the
men all crowding in—but were you quite
all right, miss—Jane?”

‘“ Absolutely, and I think you are an old
fraud! You look as if you had slept for a
month!  Nevertheless, I think you had
better look about to-day for a little shack
where we can keep house. If you don’t
know how to cook, I can learn, and I don'’t
like that restaurant.”

‘“ I'll have some sort of a place by night-
fall—I mean the time that would be night-
fall in a Christian country—if I have to
turn out the people that are in it!” Ped-
dar promised darkly. ¢ That restaurant is
no place, and peither is this tramps’ lodg-
ing-house! If they only knew who you
were, miss—"

They were crossing the street, and no
one was in ear-shot, but Jane pressed his
arm warningly.

“You must be careful and try to re-
member not to call me that,” she said.
“ And Ma Heaney’s is no tramps’ lodging-
house; those men are as self-respecting as
you or I, and of quite as much use in the
world. I'm beginning to see a lot of things
that 1’ve been blind to before.”

Peddar gasped at such rank heresy to
the caste at whose shrine he had worshiped
all his conventional life, but he made no
direct comment. Instead he coughed dep-
recatingly and remarked:

*“I've not seen the young man that’s in
charge of it all up here, yet; the new engi-
neer you were mentioning to me, m—
Jane.”

“Why, that’s so! 1 hadn’t thought
about him—everything has been so new
and strange.” Jane paused; then added
with a little laugh: “ We'll see him later,
but we’re not important enough to meet
him right away, you know; we are only—
at least I am—among the minor workers,
and quite beneath his notice.”

Yet when they emerged from the eating-
house after a hasty breakfast amid a noisy
crowd of laborers and returning miners
from up-country hurrying to catch the
‘“Queen,” they found Jim Bowers waiting
before the door, and he was not alone.

A tall, young man, slight in comparison
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with the superintendent’s massive frame,
but with a lithe springiness about his easy
poise which bespoke the athlete, stood
talking carnestly with him.

“ Good morning, miss.” Jim Bowers
swept off his drenched rubber hat. * This
is Mr. Hoyt, the construction engineer, and
boss of the whole Northern Star works.”

Jane placed her hand in the outstretched
one and glanced up with a smile to meet a
pair of quizzical brown eyes bent upon
hers. One startled flash of memory, and
the smile froze upon her lips.

There was no mistaking those hrown
eves nor the carriage of the head with its
slightly curling chestnut hair and clean-
cut f{eatures.

It was the insufferably rude young man
of that chance encounter which might have
Deen so tragic on that Westchester road at
midnight weeks before! The-* working-
man ' again!

CHAPTER VILL
TIE

UD PITTINGER took one look at the

vision in the rubberized mackinaw with
the red-gold hair shimmering from be-
neath her waterproof hat, and dodged pre-
cipitately behind the counter as big Jim
Bowers led her forward.

* Mr. Dittinger,” the superintendent be-
gan with due ceremony, “ this is yvour new
assistant, Miss Peddar. 1 told her vou
would take charge of her and show her the
ropes.”’

* Howdy, miss.” Jud drew a deep
breath as he carefully wiped his hand on
his trousers before extending it to meet the
little one held out to him. * Glad you
g-got here; I've been terrible short-handed.”

* Where shall 1 put my hat and coat?
On that peg up there?” Jane asked in a
businesslike way, nodding toward a row
behind the counter. * Now, 1 am ready to
start right in.”

“Gosh!”  Jud was still staring at her
as if hypnotized, and his tone was filled
with wondering admiration. Here was a
female that didn’t make a f{uss, hut got
down to brass tacks just like a man. She

LIGHT-EYED MAN.
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was a lady, too; a regular lady, if he was
any judge. What in tarnation was she do-
ing up here in a mining company’s store?

The deep-thtoated voice of Jim Bowers
awoke him from his reverie.

“Well, 1 got to get on down to the
docks. That new stock of yours that I
told you ahout yesterday is all unloaded,
and as soon as it’s sorted out from the rest
I'll send it on up. So long, Miss Peddar;
if there’s anything T can do for you, just
vou let me know."”

She smiled her thanks and then turned
to the storekeeper.

“ How shall I begin?” she asked simply.

“Oh, I guess 1 better show you where
things is and give you the list of prices.”
Jud added in a careful tone: * Ain’t you
ever worked in a store before?"

Jane started to shake her head, and
then a swdden memory made her dimple.

“1--I've sold things over a counter,”
she admitted.

* What sort of things?” Jud Dblinked at
the glimpse of that dimple, but pressed
home his question,

* All kinds, but it wasn’t at all like this.
I'm afraid you will find me very stupid at
first, Mr. Pittinger, but if you'll just have
patience with me 1’1l learn, 1 know."

“ Say!” ohserved Mr. Pittinger in ut-
most sincerity. * You could he stupid,
miss, and it wouldn’t make a mite o’ differ-
ence!”

Realizing that cryptic as his speech was
he had paid a hald compliment to this
amazing young woman, Jud colored to the
roots of his hair and covered his embarrass-
ment by plunging into the business at hand.

Jane listened to his directions, following
him docilely about the store, and apparent-
ly examining the stock with the greatest
interest, but in reality her thoughts were
still busied with that encounter of a half-
hour Dhefore. That Barnev Hoyt. the
young engineer on whom Andrew Geddes
had staked evervthing, should prove to
have Dheen the same man upon whom she
had, in a moment of resentment, bestowed
the most opprobrious epithet which came to
her mind, was a coincidence which in her
wildest dreams she could not have imag-
ined. Her cheeks burned at the memory
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of it, and it seemed to her that she could
hear again the good-humored, unruffled
tones in which he had assured her that he
was just a working man.

Had he recognized her? Nothing in his
manner, or smile, or the simple words with
which he had greeted her showed that he
had, yet she felt that in any event his
bearing under the circumstances would
have been the same. She must find out.
She must know!

“That’s about all.” Jud's voice broke
in upon her meditations. ‘ Only we’ve got
to make room some’ercs here for a lot of
fool stuff that the big boss is sending in;
neckties and silk handkerchiefs and good
cigars and such. Never heard nothing to
beat it in my life.”

Jane suppressed a smile.

“Why, don’t the men want some finery
and a better grade of tobacco and things
now and then?” she asked.

“’Tain’t what they want, it’s what they
can get up here,” Jud responded. *“ There’s
never been any kick from them unless the
stock ran out. You don't know anything
about prices, do you?”

“ Not on—on men’s things.” Jane was
busied with a box of cheap razors, and she
did not look up. ¢ They make good money,
don’t they? They could afford to pay for
almost anything they wanted?”

“ They can afford to pay the prices we're
asking, that’s sure,” Jud broke off, and
grumbling half inaudibly, he moved to the
back of the store.

Jane wondered how much of her little
scheme had been guessed by the rotund,
easy-going shopkeeper. Evidently it did
not meet with his approval, whether he di-
vined its real purpose or not. She had
seen the letter which Adam MacLeod had
written to the superintendent, merely issu-
ing the new orders without explanation in
the name of the company, but the genial,
clear-sighted Jim Bowers was by no means
a fool, and she suspected that Jud Pittinger
himself was more astute than appeared on
the surface. She must pretend ignorance,
of course, but meanwhile she could feel her
way.

“ Mr. Pittinger, this store is only run
for the men employed by the company,

isn’t it? Do you sell to the miners passing
through, and the townspeople, also?”

“Not if I know it.” Jud wheeled a
heavy barrel across the floor, and deposited
it with a resounding thump. ‘I have hard
enough work keeping enough in stock for
our own boys, the way the steamers are
runnin’ now.”

‘“ But there are so many of them!” Jane
expostulated. “ When you’re away, how
am I going to tell, if a man comes in for
something, whether he belongs to the
Northern Star outfit or not? Have they
cards or anything?”

“They have; but I've got so that I
know them all.” Mr. Pittinger seemed to
remember something, and continued hur-
riedly: ““ Don’t you worry your head about
that, miss. It’s a long time since any out-
sider tried to put it over on me. If any-
body comes in, they’ve got a right to buy
here.”

Mr. Pittinger had evidently received his
instructions, and meant to obey them de-
spite his personal disapproval. Would the
scheme work? Would it serve to win the
confidence of any of the rival outfit and
wean them from their allegiance to the
Unatika Company?

Unaccountably her thoughts drifted
back to the man who had tried to engage
Peddar in conversation at the restaurant
the night before, and on an impulse she
turned again to her superior.

“ Mr. Pittinger, you say that you know
all the men in the Northern Star outfit?”

‘““ By sight, anyway.” His voice came
to her, muffled from behind a huge crate.

“1Is there one among them very tall and
dark, with bluish-looking bristles on his
chin, and queer, light eyes? He speaks
like an American—a Westerner, and he
has a way of staring—"

Jud’s face popped up suddenly from be-
hind the crate and his sleepy eyes flashed.

“I know him all right, but he don’t be-
long to our outfit. He’s Hugh Malison,
general superintendent for the Unatika
people, and if I was you, miss, I—ahem—
1 wouldn’t hold no truck with him. He
ain’t just fit for a lady to speak to. Ex-
cuse me for not minding my own busi-
ness—"’
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“ But 1 want you to advise me, Mr. Pit-
tinger.” Jane smiled upon him. “ You
see, we don’t know anything ahout any-
body up here, my father and I. He tried
to talk to us in the restaurant last night,
but [-—somehow I didn't like him.”

“ They'’re no good, any of them—that
Unatika crowd.” Jud waved a pudgy hand
expansively. * There’s bad blood hetween
them and us, miss, as you would De finding
out soon enough.”

“ (Oh!” Jane caught her breath effec-
tively.

“ 1 don’t want Lo scare you none, miss,
hut— you see that gat under the counter?”’

Jane looked where the fat finger pointed,
and shrank back.

“ A pistol!”

“ Reg'lar gun.” Jud spoke with evident

pride. * I'm heeled—-that’s only for emer-
gencies. Now, if 1 shouldn’t be here, and

anybody comes in and tries to start some-
thing with you, just you reach under and
bring that up level with the counter as if
you meant business, and you'll see ’em fade
away. Ain't afraid of it, are you?”

“ N-no.” As if to rcassure herself, Janc
took up the ugly looking weapon gingerly,
and Jud promptly effaced himself bhehind
the crate. ‘“1t’s all right; vou needn’t
bother about it now,” he assured her hur-
riedly. “ You'll never have to fire it, any-
way. Just let ’em think you're going to
blow ’em to—to kingdom come. Did you
put it back?” °

Jane replaced it and the storekeeper rose.

“Tain’t safe to get foolin® round with
it; it might go off,” he warned. * Here
comes the new stock now.”

In single file a row of Chinese coolies
were crossing Main Street, each hent al-
most double beneath a heavily weighted
crate or box or barrel.

- Jane viewed them with satisfaction.
Here was the concrete result of the long
mornings during her stay with Persis Chee-
ver when she had ventured alone into
strange, foreign quarters of the city which
she had not known existed hefore.  There
she had found the peculiar scented hair-
oil dear to all masculine Italian hearts;
tins of salty Russian food: lichi nuts and
bamboo shoots for the Chinese, and the

weird-looking instruments which alone can
bring out the true spirit of the czardas.

Jud Pittinger had decried the better
grade of American goods; what would he
think of these importations? When the
coolies had departed, Jane watched him
going from crate to box, from box to bar-
rel, with Dewilderment written large upon
his countenance, and waited for his com-
ment, but none came.

Instead he knocked the top off a crate
of cigars, placed a box or two prominently
on the counter, and then struggled into his
rubher coat.

*“1 got to go sce the big boss a minute,”
he announced. * The price of them cigars
is a nickel apiece, six for two bits, and no
more m six to a man. One or two of the
hoys from the night shift may come ram-
blin’ in for a smoke, but there ’ll be no rush
until the three o’clock whistle. Think you
can keep store for a while?”

“Yes—sir.” Jane added the last word
as an afterthought, and Jud reddened. *1
have the price-list here if they want any-
thing else, and 1 can find whatever it is.”

When he had departed into the warm
rain, Jane emerged from behind the coun-
ter and made a round of inspection on her
own account, bringing up at the cases of
new stock at the rear.

Mr. MacLeod had executed her order
faithfully; every item that she had chosen
was before her, and she longed not to sell,
but to give of this bounty to the men who
had come so far from civilization to work
for what seemed to her to be so-pitifully
small a wage that she and her brother
might retain possession of the mine.

That they might have resented such
charity did not enter her heca:l. Sympathy
had been born within her, but not under-
standing, and her mental attitude was still
that of Janetta Gildersleeve. The role
that she was playing pleased her by its
sheer novelty despite the loneliness which
tugged at her heart, but it was only a role;
she was not yet awakened to the forces
allied here against all her former theories
of life, blissfully unconscious of the fire
through which she must pass before she
could enter wholly into the spirit of that
world into which she was newly come.
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As she turned back to the counter she
saw a man striding rapidly along the plank-
walk, pause—then suddenly wheel and en-
ter. He was huddled in his coat with up-
turned collar and down-drawn hat, and not
until he swept off the latter in a slightly
ironic bow did she see his face. He was
the man of the restaurant, Hugh Malison,
the superintendent of the Unatika!

“ Good morning, miss.” He spoke civ-
illy enough, and Jane fancied there was a
subtle change from the night before not
only in his manner, but in his mode of
speech. * This is what your father meant
when he said you had come here to work!”

“ My father?” Jane asked the question
with her eyebrows.

“In the Elite last night; you haven’t
forgotten,” he replied with easy confidence,
resting one elbow on the counter so that
his pale, oddly bright eyes were on a level
with her own. “ I've been scouting around
for you all the morning, but I didn’t think
I would find you here.”

“ Why not?” Jane tossed her head and
drew slightly away from him.

“Well, it’s pretty far for a little girl to
come just to tend store.” There was an
underlying significance in his laugh which
repelled her still more. ‘ Youre some-
thing of an innovation, you know.”

“There have to be pioneers every-
where.” She tried to speak lightly, but
the words seemed to stick in her throat.
“Did you want to buy something?”

“ Perhaps.” He glanced down the coun-
ter, and a box of the freshly opened cigars
met his eye. “ Hello, ¢ Reina Dolores,” eh?
Say, we're getting some class up here.”

“ Nickel apiece, six for two bits,” Jane
announced promptly, wondering at the
same time what mysterious coin the latter
might be.

Malison whistled.

‘“That what old Pittinger told you, is
it?” His shoulders shook with amusement.
“TI'll take a dollar’s worth.”

‘““No, you won’t; only six at a time,”
she retorted. “ Are you one of the North-
ern Star outfit? I'm not supposed to sell
to any one else.”

A swift, keen glance shot from the man’s
pale eyes, but her face was blandly inquir-
ing, and he shrugged.

“ Sure. I'm one of the outfit that is go-
ing to put the single-track road through.”

If the girl sensed the ambiguity of his
answer she gave no sign, but calmly took
possession of the quarter he spun upon the
counter.

“ Only six!"” she cautioned, as he helped
himself from the box. Then upon a swift
impulse she leaned slightly toward him.
“ How long do you think the job will last
up here; the road-building, I mean?”

Again that glance swpet her face.

‘““ Ask the chief; he can tell you better
than I can. You mean to stay till it's
done?”

“ That depends.” Jane drew a deep
breath and plunged: “I hear there have
been so many accidents, and nobody seems
to understand. It is almost as if there
were a jinx on the work, isn’t it?”

“ Maybe there is!” Malison leered and
then leaned suddenly over the counter,
bringing his face close to hers. “ Say, lit-
tle lady, don’t something else go with these
cigars?”

“ Coupons?’” Jane parried, retreating a
step or two until unseen her hand could
reach to the narrow shelf below.

“No. A kiss!” The man spoke in a
low, hoarse tone, and he followed her swift-
ly, the counter between. “ Come, now, will
you give it to me, or shall I take it?”

(To be continued NEXT WEEK.)
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J. E.Grinstead

OLD it, podner! Matches is shore
gettin’ too high to waste ‘em.
Thanks!

As | was saying, when it comes to in-
venting things, the United States has got
'em all skinned, and the hides tacked to
the end of the cabin. When any other
country thinks they have invented some-
thing. if they'll look real clost they can
sce the marks of an cagle’s claws on the
model.

Now, take this herc camerflooge thing.
When [ first hear about that 1 think the
I'rench has discovered a new hooger. Then
when 1 find out what the word means, 1

know it has Deen used in America years
ago at least one time. I reckm I'm the

only livin’ party that sees the first genuine
success at camertloogery.

Who, me? My name’s Dink Orr. 1
rides the ranges of the West [rom the time
they are huilt ontel --ontel right recent.
Gimme a match!

This here first case of camertloogistery
is probly the greatest the world ever
knowed. She comes up thisaway:

Along in the go’s the part of Texas where
I'm livin’ at gets a wave of moral rectitude,
and wants me to go before the grand jury
and tell something. Well, the gents ix all
friends of mine, both the grand jury and
the other parties. T knows il [ stick around
and don’t tell, the grand jury is goin’ to
do comething to me. 1T also knows, if I
sticks around and do tell, the other parties

54

1yl

Is goin’ to take that case out of court and
turn it over to the undertaker. Them bein’
the horns, 1 nacherly decides she’s a dilem-
my, and rather than to have any hard feel-
ings among friends, T goes across into the
Injun country.

I settles, temporary like, in a hamlet
close to Red River. Safe from the grand
jury, who wants me, and my friends who
don’t want me, hut in hailin’ distance of a
hooch house. Net that 1 drinks regular,
but snakes was bad in the West in them
times. The name of this village is Alex-

andria. She's got two general stores, a cot-
ton gin, hlacksmith shop, a graveyard and

the accessories.

Right across the river is another right
thrivin' place called Springer. Thix Sprin-
ger town consists of one general store, more
ot less shot up in front by general hilarity,
who hypothecates around Springer frequent
and sundry. The only other house in the
town is one good-sized shoat that is more
or less blind. and dispenses hooch about
eight thou-and seven hundred and sixty-
six heurs in the year, and is blamed nigh
an all-night house. They used to be a
plain train between the two towns, but I
reck'n it's growed up with button willows
and swamp grass since the big drought in
Texas,

I get: o job in Bill Riley’s general store
at _\le_\an(lna, removes the evidence of my
former profession and puts it in the desk
drawer,
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Now, Alexandria bein’ the metrupulus
of the Sandy Land section, naturally she
gets a newspaper. The Alexandria Argus
don’t rivail the New York Suz much, but
she’s a newspaper—occasionally.

The Argus don’t prosper much for some
time. Three, four editors forsakes the
journalistic ship before she goes on the
rocks. Some of ’em leaves town because
yhey wants to, some Dbecause they has to,
and some both. Then John Fiddler, he
comes along, and sticks, plumb, good, and
permanent.

When the first issue of the paper comes
out under this new management, it’s plumb
plain that Fiddler is the brains of .the
burg. He makes the town look so good that
folks that has already hitched up they wag-
gins to leave, and is trying the chickens,
onloads, and swears it’s the best town in
the whole I. T. country.

Mis’” Wheeler, up on the hill, that runs
a little store where they sell ladies’, misses’,
and children’s hats, hairpins, ribbon, and
pencils, has got a girl. This Effie Wheeler
comes grown about that time, quits chawin’
licorice, smokin’ grape-vine, and rough
rompin’. She puts on long clothes, does
up her hair like maw, and is plumb pleasin’
and pretty as a collie pup with its ears
trimmed.

Fiddler ain’t runnin’ the Argus a month
ontel Mrs. Wheeler’s got a advertisement
in its valuable columns that looks like she’s
runnin’ a wholesale house, and buying the
factory output. John, he has to go up
to the widow’s house about three nights in
the week to discuss this publicity cam-
paign, but he does most of his talkin’, to
Effie.

Now, you might have noticed that wo-
men are queer. The biggest fool 1 ever
heard forget to shut his mouth before he
said it, was a fellow talking about women
“acting natural.” Why, dang it! they
don’t none of 'em act natural! Each one
of ’em makes her own precedents, and busts
'em whenever she wants to. Effie Wheeler
was that way a heap.

Miss Effie Wheeler can read some in
the Second Reader, and goes about as far
as three short syllables in spellin’, maybe.
But inside of a month after John Fiddler
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gets to discussing publicity and the printed
word with her, she’s a plumb ravin’ literary
nut. She stacks all her chips, white, blue,
and any, and shoves ’em plumb reckless
over onto the little square marked ** brains,”
in life’s game of chance.

If Effie is goin’ to tie in with John, this
is the first evidence of sanity she shows.
The only bet she can make on John is
brains. He shore draws a blank in the
beauty deal. He’s a little more than middle-
sized, hump-shouldered, and has got what
folks call a strong face, when they are
afraid to tell the truth about the matter.

They’s something else in his face that
most folks don’t notice. It looks like the
tide has went out and left hooch stains on
the shingle. He don’t drink none, but
they is evidence that they has been times
when.

I'iddler is a regular fellow, and becomes
a naturalized citizen from the jump off,
borryin’ most anything he wants—if the
other fellow’s got it. When he goes with
LEffie about a month, he trades a year’s
advertisin’ for a quit-claim deed to a lot.
Soon as John turns this real estate deal, the
populace tries to figger that old two-and-.
two business, and make a wedding out
of it.

Some of the citizenry offers to bet me
some that they marry, but I don’t take
none of it. Iooks to me like they want
to take the south side of a cold \clinch—
if nothin’ don’t happen to break the clinch.

Time slips by, and summer comes on.
The first peaches is ripe. A little watery,
and not fit for preservin’, but right good
for cobbler, as the old woman says. All
the farmers in the country is running a race
to see who can find the first cotton blos-
som in the field. Promise is good for a
fine crop, and this is one time that old
Mis’ Nature just nacherly makes plumb
good on her promises.

When fall comes, corn is so cheap the
hawgs won’t eat it. Cotton makes a bale
to the acre, and every boy in the country
I 2s got money in his pocket. But I don't
want to get ahead of the story. 1 just
mentions this as showing that Alexandria
is a good place to come to just then, and
somebody comes.
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I'm settin’ out in front of the store
long to’ds night, just waiting for supper-
time. A fellow drives up in front of the
store and stops. The outfit ain’t nothin’
to swell up about, bein’ a old one-hawse,
side-bar trap, but, podner, that fellow has
got him some hawse!

He’s the whitest hawse [ ever see, his
hair is fine as silk, and his mane looks like
silver fiddle strings in the moonlight. He's
built like the pictures of Washington’s war
hawse in the hist'ry books, and his nose
is as pink as Effie Wheeler's cheeks.

1 sizes up that braunk, and 1 knows in
a minit that nobody that ever owns that
cayuse ever would sell him; so naturally
I wonders where this hombre steals him,
and how he manages to dodge the sheriff so
long. Just then the fellow speaks.

“ Good awfteh neune,” he says. ‘ Can
you direct me to the hotel in this village?”

“No, seh, I cawn’t,” I says. “ They
ain't no hotel in this village. They's a
kind of an intermittent ho'din’ house here.
Lafe Derkins is runnin’ it rigcht now. It's
right at the top of the hill. Right across
the road from it is the O. K. waggin vard.
You can take yo' choice. 1'm givin’ you
this information, but whichever place you
goes, you take yo’ lile in yo' own hands,
without recourse on me.”

He just kinder humps his eyebrows and
says: ' Indeed, really.”

I reaches for my gun. but 1 ain’t got it.
It ain't natural for no real human to see
a growned up man hump his evebrows
and say ‘Indeed, really,” and not want
to shoot him.

Just then Mr. Indeed Really takes his
hat off to wipe his moist brow, and T sees
that his hair is curly, and parted in the
middle. . Then he goes and drives on up the
hill.

Old Doc Ellis is sitting in front of his
office with a bottle of chill tonic in his hand,
waiting for somebody to come get it, so
he can go to supper. 1 turns to him, as
the fellow drives off, and says: ** What's
yo' bet, doc?”

“ Singin’ teacher,” says doc. ‘thout ever
takin’ his cigar out’n his mouth.

Doc wins. When the Argus comes out
the next evening, she carries the message

ARGOSY.

to Garcia. On the front page is a adver-
tisement as Dig as a spring millinery an-
nouncement, when they’s two milliners in-
town. She reads:

Professor Clvde Walter Sprague will open

a class in vocal music at the Alexandria

Schoolhouse Saturday evening.,  DPrivale les-

sons in voice. Rooms two and three, Per-

kins's Hotel.

Business begins to pick up right away.
Seems like everybody-in the settlement has
got a girl or two that just needs a lttle
trainin’ to make Jenny Lind sound like
a crow tryin' to play mockin’ hird. Sprague
sees Lftie Wheeler, and she looks as good
to him as the promised land did to them
folks Moses led out'n the wilderness.

Clyde Walter is a good looker, and Effie
slips a Dbiue chip, kinder cautious like, off'n
her stack, and puts it on the square marked
“ beauty.”

The game goes on, and by the time
cotton pickin’ comes, she’s got her stack
split. Half on beauty and hall on brains,
John gets three night a week, Professor
Sprague gets three, and they draws high
card for Sunday.

Up to now the /Loi polloi has just sweated
the game and said nothin’, but when she
begins to get close thataway they all goes
to placin’ side Dets, plumb natural and
human like. The odds is all on Sprague,
but T don’t take none of it. 1I'm John
Fiddler’s friend, strong, but I know it don’t
pay to bet on sentiment.

I lost four dollars and a hat once, on a
sheriff's race, hettin’ on a friend. He only
gets nine votes, He was captain of the
baseball team.

They's another thing that keeps me out
of the game. 1 don’t never put up nothin’
on no game where there is two men playin’
and one woman dealin’. Not me. As I
says, 2 woman niakes her own precedents
and rules, and busts 'em ad libbytum, as
the lawyer says. She’s apt to rule that a
bobtail beats a royal flush.

Things rocks along this way ontel folks
kinder loses intrust again. Everybody is
busy, the gin's runnin’ nights, money’s
plumb plentiful, and the hackimo's off.
While folks has got they minds on other
matters, Effie, she raises her stack on
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ty, and lowers her stack on brain — just
little. It ain’t much, but it’s enough to
t John on the slide.

" Who blames him, dang it'! He's fil a
fight, but it ain’t in nature for a
ow to keep on sluggin’ after he's heen
a sockdolager helow the belt, and they
pin't as much wind left in him as they are
the bottom of a well.

John he takes the count, collects eight
Jars on subscription and goes to Springer.
e buys two gallons of personal liberty,
krings it home and caches it in an old box
mcexchanges in the back of the . Argus

e.

* About the time John leaves that morning
%or Springer, two fellows comes in and goes
;io putting up posters, announcing the

eatest show on earth. They gives me a

I, and I learns therefrom that she’s a

Aippydrome, menagerie, circus, side show,
mnd concert, with trapeze performers, pink
ights, peanuts and printed programs, all
feglar and natural. They don’t send out
o advance man. The show comes at the
same time the hill posters do, and they all
gamps together and waits for the crowd to
father.
i They’s two elephants, a old, moth-caten
hmel, a giraft, and a zebry that takes it
aloot. Then they's some cages of coons,
badgers, bohcats, and other monsters, some
gilded chariots and the rest of the normal
squipment.

The greatest show on earth drives in and

amps in the flat just below the gin. They
fake it easy, and don't ’low to give no show
mtel the next day. They plays a few tunes
m the band, and bheats the drum some, and
tverybody that can make it to town in a
day knows about the circus hefore night,
and gets up early the next morning to go
wee it.
- When I comes back for supper that night
I see John Fiddler sitting in the door of
?.he Argus office, lookin' kinder sad. T don’t
know then that he’s heen to Springer, and
I don’t know nothin’ about his belief in
personal liberty. T'l1 tell a grand jury
fhat.

I goes over to the Arygus aiter a while,

st because 1 know what John's up against,

I feel sorry for him. When I gets there,

Or
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Jobn he gets up. and we go in and lock
the door.

John is cold sober, onless the bartender
at Springer gives him a road bottle, 'cause
them two gallon jugs is both plumb full
and the corks driv in tight. John, he strikes
a attitude, like one of them orators, and
says:

“ Brother Orr,” he says, I welcomes you
to my midst. I'm goin’ down the steep
and stony ways right rapid, and I needs
a friend. I was just gettin’ ready to erect
a neat little altar to Gambrinus, and pour
out a small lihation to temporarily strangle,
if not drown, some of my troubles. As I
says, 1 need a friend. I know you are
my friend, ’causc you ain’t heen Detting
agin me, as some has. Therefore 1 wel-
come you."

Then he pulls the cork out’n one of the
jugs, and hands it to me—the jug, not the
cork —and I says, “ How.”

Well, we drinks some. John he cusses
Sprague right smart at first, and seems real
cross, Then he gets sad and soulful, and
tells me his troubles.

“ Dink,” he says, “1 hope you ain’t
never sufiered cnough to be able to sym-
pathize with me in this sad hour. T loved
FEffie with a great passion. 1 laid my Dbrains,
my two strong arms, my quit-claim deed
to the lot, my aspirations for life, and my
hope for the future, my all, at the toes of
her number four side-button, cloth tops,
and she spurns them like they was a ban-
anny peel on a wet day. She had about
macde up her mind to become Mrs. Fiddler,
1 dreamed of a cottage on my lot, a hower,
with Effic for its goddess, In my mind
1 could sec the purple morning glories
hlooming by the door, could hear the cluck-
ing of an industrious hen in the door-yard,
and could smell the delicious aroma of hot
biscuits, fried chicken, and cream gravy,
in my own home. Think of it, man! Then
this Sprague husts into the game, gums the
deck, and takes the stack. It is too much,
vastly too much,” and John weeps some.

Then, under the spell of environment, 1
gets poetic. T ketches the jug handle with
two fingers, swings her over the back of
my hand and gives a representation of a
section hand drinkin’ water on the four-
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teenth day of August. When I quits
stranglin’, I says: ¢ Cheer up, my friend
and boon companion. The sea is full of
fish. You are not the first one that ever
got the hook.”

We drinks some more, after that, and
then I reck’n we falls silent. Anyway, we
falls—several times. Then John he takes
me over to the store, and when he gets me
all fixed for the night, 1 takes him back
to the Argus office and puts him to bed.

The next forenoon 1 gocs to the front
to see if the peerade have started, and John
is standin’ in the door of the Argus. He
motions me and 1 go over, thinkin’ maybe
he wants something. We takes one, and
then he says something about a bird with
one wing, but I tells him no, I got to get
back to the store.

‘ Farewell, friend of my bosom,” he says,
‘“ but meet me here at this portal this after-
noon. The head and shoulders of this great
tented attraction gave me two tickets, for a
press notice to be printed next week. Arm
in arm we’ll join the giddy throng, and for-
get our cares while watching the glittering
pageant.”

Everybody closed up at noon. I goes
by and gets John, and we attends the circus
in a body. Before we starts we pours one
last libation on the altar of friendship,
and it makes John happy.

He enjoys that circus from ticket waggin
to tarpaulin. They got a clown that’s about
as funny as chippin’ in two dollars to bury
a fellow that owes you a grocery bill, but
every time John sees that clown he howls
with joy.

Sprague and Effie is at the circus, with
bells on they bonnets. They got reserve
seats, peanuts, little walking canes with
striped ribbons on ’em, and the whole
works. I see ’em, but John don’t. They’s
just one individual that stands out from the
crowd, for him, and that’s the clown. The
rest is just a mess of people. He can’t
tell whether they’s two hundred or two
million,

We stays to the after-show and the con-
cert, and then goes back to the Argus to
keep Gambrinus-from getting lonesome. At
a late hour I puts John to bed, and then
seeks my own humble couch, more or less
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weary with the day’s revelry, and things
thataway.

The next day is Saturday. The circus
is gone, and the town is lonesome. It re-
minds me of what Mr. Tom Moore said
about broken bottles, beer stains, and blush
roses gone to wilt, the next morning after
the night before, and I almost weeps.

"Pears like the only bright spot in all the
world is the heart of Professor Clyde Walter
Sprague. He has collected some, and has
bought a new buggy, with a two-foot seat,
new harness with shiny buckles, and the
next day being Sunday he is going to take
Effie out riding, and perhaps ask the one
great question.

Sprague hitches that white hawse up to
the new buggy, adjusts the harness, and
pats the hawse on the neck. Dang his
sorry soul, the only streak of human he
ever shows is when he admires that hawse,

When Fiddler gets up, pretty late, he
comes over to the store, and says to me:

“ Dink,” he says, ““ somebody has robbed
me of my personal liberty, and both jugs is
empty. I got a awful head. Ain’t you got
nothin’ a tall?”

I tells him I ain’t got nothin’ but some
lemon extract. My own head ain’t on
plumb straight that mawnin’. 1 takes some,
of it, and it helps. 1 slips him the bottle, he
gets behind a stack of flour and kills it,
then goes on back to his office. I don’t see
him no more ontel about night,

Now, here’s where the camerfloogery
comes in. I want it distinctly understood
that I don’t conspire at homicidin’, may-
hem, or man-slaughter. What happens
later is the results of the discovery of camer-
flooge, and it’s first application, which leads
to war, riot, and general bolshevikness.

Late in the afternoon 1 goes out to the
well, at the back of the store, to get a fresh
drink. Water’s been tastin’ oncommon
good to me all day. While I'm drinking
the third dipperful, I casts my eye down
the hill to where a freight waggin is stand-
ing, and witnesses the origin of camerflooge,
in all its primitive and pristine glory.

Two little boys had got a white bull
pup, with a pink nose. One of the boys is
holding the pup, which seems more or less
displeased with the performance. The
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other boy is scraping tar out'n a waggin
hub, and painting stripes on the dow. to
make him look like the zebry they seces in
the circus. When they gets through. that
pup don’t look much like a zebry, hut he
don’t look like no dog, at all.

I goes hack into the store, walks to the
front, and sees John Fiddler. I'm shore
sorry for John, him heing on the slide that-
away, and nothing to scotch with. 1 cails
him, and he comes over.

“Don’t you want a good drink of water?
I just drawed some,” | says.

We walks back, he goes to the well, and
I stands in the door. 'Bout the fourth
dipperful, when <he kinder quits sizzlin’ as
she goes down, John cuts his eve down
the hill and sees them originators of camer-
flooge, and the resuit of their work. John
looks up at me and grins. Then he throws
out the water, 'cause he can’t hold no more,
but still wants it, and we goes back into
the store.

“ Dink,"” he says, © some danged garroter
from Spain has heen stealin’ my wood.
Ain’t you got ary gun you could let me
have?”

1 tells him plumb frank and honest that
I ain't got nothin’ but a old lorty-tive that
I brings in off the range when [ reforms
from the cow business. I'm usin’ it mostly
for a door prop, and things like that. I
gives him the old gat, and cautions him
special not to point it at anything he don’t
want to kill plumbh dead.

He buys about a quart of ca'tridges, and
starts out. When he gets to the door he
turns around and comes back. He huys
a couple of candles and a dime’s worth of
beeswax. Then he gocs out, and 1 don't
see him no more that night.

Courts and lawyers iz always talking
about accessories hefore the fact, paticeps
criminis, and contributory negligence, and
things like that, hut 1'll tell any old Writ of
Sasharary judge in the world that T don't
Dave no idea of aidin’ and abettin® when
I loans John that Dblunderbuss. 1 don't
ithink about nobody gettin® shot, onfess it's
1@ wood thiel, and they ought to he shotten
wme. | loans John that gun because he's
my friend, and wants it. [ sells him two

dles and some bheeswax, as a matter of
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husiness for the firm that feeds me. That’s
as far as 1 go.

[ don't give a single petrified damn what
J.afe I’erkins’s wife, old Mis’ Chestnut, and
a lot more says, 1 don’t have a thing to do
with what transpires, takes place, and
evenluates, later and subsequent. But,
they’s mostly women, aad too old to fight,
by this time.

As | =ays, the next day is Sunday, and
Professor Clyde Walter Sprague is going
to take Iillie Wheeler out riding in his
new bugev.  Lie gets up early, goes over
to the ©). K. waggin vard, where he keeps
his horse in a box stall, and pokes some
corn through into the feed-hox, without
opening the deoi.

Tong about nine o'clock he decides to
hitch up and drive around some. He ain't
going to take Lilic out ontel after dinner,
but he wants to see that things Is in good
shape, and then he’s prob’ly heard that
about nine-tenths of the [un in this world
is the pleasure of anticipation.

The professor is feeling right gay and
festive when he rolls his new buggy out of
the shed in the waggin vard, and props up
the shafts. He's thinking, as he looks at
that narrer seat, that he is going to ride
about as close to Effie as the skin is to a
shin-hone.

Red Patterson keeps his freight outfit
in the O. K., and he's hitched up a team
of mules to take a little jag of cottonseed
down to a pen in the hottom, where Bill
Riley’s got some vearlin’s.  Red, he just
drops the lines on the ground and goes into
a shed after a scoop shovel.

Now, this horse of Sprague’s has got
more sen=ze in a minute than Clyde Walter
woull Tiave hy the resurrection, if it was
put ol a week. Sprague calls the hawse
Silver Boyv, and talks to him like he was a
human. ['rofessor Sprague opens the door
of the hox stall and says, in kinder soft
tones, like a man does when he's talking
to his sweetheart, or like he'd talk to a sick
baby:

* Come out, Silveh Bov.”

Silver Boy comes out, and the professor
suffers an immediate attack of brainstorm
and mental St. Vitus dance.  That once
lovely white hawse is the first attempt at
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improving the original effort at camer-
flooge, and she’s a success.

Silver Boy has got a black ring around
cach eye about the size of a waggin hub,
Black ribs about two inches wide, sets in
at his ears and follows in orderly procession
to the root of his tail. Black rings is taste-
{ully painted around his legs. They ain’t
no use in trying to tell what Silver Boy
looks like, because he don’t. He’s camer-
flooged, and he shore don’t look like no
horse.

Patterson’s old Roman-nosed off mule
gets one good eyeful of Silver Boy, and says
to his mate, *“ Look what’s comin’, let’s go
somewhere.” Them mules starts sudden for
the open gate. As they passes they scoops
up Clyde Walter’s new buggy. That buggy
is wrecked ontel it would be a mean de-
ficiency expert that wouldn’t give the mules
a diploma.

Red comes up just then, and Sprague
jumps onto him about the mules tearing
his buggy up. Red he cusses some, and
then he looks at Silver Boy and laughs.

“ Them mules ain’t never been worked to

no chariot in a circus,” he says, “ and they *

ain’t used to wild animals, and things that-
away.”

Silver Boy don’t know how he looks, so
he ain’t even ashamed of himself. Sprague
looks at the stripes and says, ‘“ Tar.”

“Tar, hell,” says Red. ‘ They ain’t that
much tar in the whole I. T. country. It
don’t smell like tar, nohow.”

The O. K. feller that runs the yard,
comes up and takes a look and a sniff, and
says: “ She shore looks and smells a heap
like that sticky mess that John Fiddler
uses to print the Argus newspaper with,”
he lows.

“That’s what it is!” howls Sprague.
“I’ll make him take it off!” and he starts
on the run, out the gate and down the
hill toward the Argus office. He don’t look
back, so he don’t know that Silver Boy
is following him.

P'm sitting on a washing machine, out
in front of the store, trying to figger out
what makes my watch stop. I looks up
and sees the procession, and danged if 1
don’t think for a minute that the circus
has come back to town. Then I sees Red
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and the O. K. {feller kinder inchin’ down
that way. John Iiddler comes out in front
just about the time Clyde Walter arrives,

* Whuh—what do you mean by painting
my horse with that nasty ink,” splutters
Sprague.

‘“1 ain’t seen no paint hawse,” drawls
John. ¢ Oh, is that him? Danged good
job, I calls that.”

Then Sprague loses his head and goes to
calling John names. He don’t get started
good to show how rough he can talk, when
the old gat bellows. Clyde Walter and
Silver Boy starts back up the hill in a
right smart hurry. John follers, and shoots
as he runs.

I can’t tell what prevents casualties,
Maybe John’s eyes ain’t got back in focus
good, or maybe he ain’t used to a runnin’
target. John stops to reload, and Sprague
beats him into the Perkins House, stil
alive, and goin’ strong and active. }

John he hangs around in the offing, and
pretty soon Lafe Perkins comes out under
a flag of truce, and asks for terms. He
says Sprague prays for a cessation of hos-
tilities, and agrees to hitch Silver Boy to
his old buggy and get out of town in six-
teen minutes. John signs up with him, but
holds his lines intact, thataway. The
professor uses twelve minutes of his time,
and he’s got four minutes of life in Alex--
andria coming to him, if he ever wants to
come back and use them.

Outside of one of Red’s mules throwin’
a shoe, and the other bustin’ a belly-band,
they ain’t no personal damage, except the
breaking of the Sabbath calm in a few
places. John comes over and hands me
the old cannon, and says:

“ Here, Dink. I don’t need this no more,
I found my wood. Better put some differ-
ent ca’tridges in it if you want to kil
anybody.’”* -

I breaks it open and pulls a ca’tridge, and
blamed if the bullet ain’t been drawed and
the hole all dobbed up with beeswax a.nd'
taller.

Them’s the origin and early staga
of camerflooge. That's all I— Who?!
John and Effie? Oh, they marries subse-:
quent, and when 1 leaves them parts, the
I'iddler family is a string-band. i



jf\e S\n\ 15

\ur

[)f H.A.Lanb

Author of “ The Red Ytring.” ““ Yellow Elephamts,” ate

COMPLETY IN

CHAPTER 1.

WIIEN I[EALTIL FATLED.

T was a motor-car that took me to India.
Not that 1 crossed the Pacific in one;
but I was sent there to sell motor-cars---

the Robles roadster. And it was the Robles
}oadster that brought me to John Coyvle, at
the Koh-i-Darhand house—the house out-
side the back door of India. T didn’t know
it was there until I saw it, sliding arcund
the base of a gray clifl. But then there
were a good many things I didn’t know.

The Robles sale went through  several

dozen roadsters and trucks—at the Cal-
«cutta agency, and when the signatures were
blotted on the contract forms and the
‘specifications agreed on, I cabled the good
‘news to Dayton, Ohio, and thought pretiy
'well of myself.

. The trip to India with the handsome
idemonstrating machine had tickled my van-
fty. It was my first big sale—although the
Calcutta agency had sent Dayton a pretty
cific and urgent inquiry for our cars.
ter it developed there wax a matter of
inimum tariff my Calcutta friends had
t mentioned, and the contract wasn’t such
a splendid thing as 1'd pictured it. Naot
wing this, 1 was congratulating myselt
gver again when 1 heard of another prospect
the Robles truck. One of our consular
e reports mentioned a reclamation en-
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terprise near Lahore that needed trucks.
That was what sent me to upper India—
that and the heat. 1t was midsummer then,
and midsummer in Calcutta is a sizzling
proposition.  Likewise, that city is a trade
seaport without much in the way of sight-
seeing. 1 never learned whether the Lahore
tip was straight or not: because | never got
there.

As Tor the sightzeeing - before 1 hadd fin-
ished with Tndia I'd seen more than any
of the geuide-hooks mention; mwore than
Baedeker ever dreamed of. 1'd  gone
througn the back door of India and lived
in the valley under the Roof of the World.
Yes, that'’s what the natives call the Hima-
lavas.

Mind you, at the time 1 cabled Dayton
1 was going to hunt up a prospect, Detween
steamers, and asked the company to put
more funds to my credit at the Calcutta
bank. T knew as much about the inside ot
India as the average native of that country
knew about the inside of my Robles, At
that. 1 wasn't in the ignoramus class, he-
cause ['d read more than the average yvoung
fellow of twenty-four, trying to acquire a
self-starter in the way of an education.

But, outside a vague idea of temples and
a battle or two, I'd only the memory of
some Indian movies to go by: a snake-
charmer gazing into a crystal, and a Hindu
vogi doing a sword-dance—-or maybe the
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other way around. No, the movies gave
me a bad idea of India.

I saw that as soon as the Punjab Mail
pulled out of the narrow Calcutta streets.
The roadster had been shipped ahead to a
station called Julundur. This was where
I’d been told to hop off for the reclamation
plant.

The car was waiting for me—the
Calcutta-Peshawur Railway is efficient—at
the freight warehouse; so also was a crowd
of about half a thousand natives. The
sight of a motor-car was no novelty in
Julundur, since some thousand maghines are
registered at Lahore, near by; but in one
way or another the rumor had got around
that a young American sakib with money
was the owner of the roadster. It wasn’t
my car, and it wasn’t my money; they
didn’t know that.

About half the beggars in town were
there; also every coolie irom a day’s run;
also self-appointed guides, money-changers,
porters, interpreters, and what not. The
sight of a tall man in moderately clean duck
and sun-helmet—I'm a trifle under six feet
and weighed in at one hundred and seventy
before the heat got to work on me—started
the whole gang to jabbering and grabbing
for my bag.

It was a modest valise, bearing the ini-
tials F. B. W.—Frank Brownley Weston.
But it took all the strength left me after
that heat-blessed train ride to keep the bag
in my hand.

I'd thought, back in Dayton, that all
natives were about the same; they weren’t
and aren’t. At least in India there are
two dozen races—from swaggering Sikhs
who won't touch baggage, to dwarf Swati
who’ll steal the nails from your boots—and
two dozen religions, and twice that many
kinds of graft.

Julundur was pretty well up into the
northern hills, and cooler than Calcutta;
but by the time I'd redeemed my car from
a bored station-agent, stocked it with a
triple supply of gas, gulped down a hasty
lunch of rice curry, and shaken off most of
the native pack, the sweat was dripping off

my coat.
And still the home volunteers carried on
their offensive. 1 started the Robles
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through the mob, and turned out into a
highway that I thought would lead to the
reclamation field.

Even then a fat robber, with a turban
askew over one ear and one slipper missing,
jumped onto the running-board and shoved
a letter in my face.

“ Sahib,” he mouthed from bulbous lips,
“sahib, 1 offer you my services! I am,
indeed, priceless. I have waited long for
your coming. Sakib, I have guide Ameri-
cans who came to see the wonders of our
hills. I am a cook without merit. I am
competent syce for automobile.” Ac-
cording to his statement, there wasn’t much
my fat friend couldn’t do.

He hung to the running-board, grunting.
when we hit a stone, and informed me that
the letter was from the local babu—a kind
of superrobber. Being busy in avoiding the
native children and buffalo-carts—no easy
task in that interminable curtain of dust—
I didn’t catch more than one line of the
letter: “ An excellent, honest man. His
honesty is unbleachable.”

I had to laught at that, and my tor-
mentor interpreted this as a favorable omen,
and slid his greasy bulk into the seat beside
me with a grin. I questioned him as to
the reclamation area. He said he had been
there only the other day, and his brother
was servant-in-chief to the sakib engineer.
He directed me along a road running nearly
due east.

That letter was part right, anyway. My
fat friend’s honesty was of the unbleach-
able variety. As a matter of fact, he didn’t
know the first thing about the engineering
field—had never been there—and had no
brother.

Late in the afternoon, when the road
petered out into a dirty mud village, he
admitted as much, under close questioning,
Naturally I was mad.

I stopped the Robles in a nest of half-
naked unchins and told the turbaned liar
to get out and count the extra tires clamped
behind the luggage. He did so, grinning all
over.

Then I started the Robles on high. The
machine left the village in a cloud of dust,
through which I dimly perceived my former
guide running after me and wailing. It
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turned out to be a mistake, leaving him like
that.

At the worst, he could speak lLinglish,
and 1 couldn’t speak anvthing else. So 1
had no means of asking my way.

The cart-trail up which 1 headed led tu
a highroad of sorts, thick with red clay
dust, that wound into a line of foot-hills,
Of course, I should have gone hack to
Julundur; but the return route was un-
certain, and I’'d have made a hundred-mile
circuit rather than run into my unbleach-
able pirate. Likewise, the red clay road
must lead somewhere, and—I was sick. 1t
was a combination of heat. change of foud,
and dysentery. My head was throbbing,
and my pulse was 'way ahead of the Robles
speedometer.

By that time it was near evening. The
sun dipped out of sight somewhere without
relieving the heat haze that seemed to be
wrapped around my temples. The road
stretched ahead, with fewer mud villages
and more forest. I switched on the lights,
rumbted across a bridge which creaked dan-
gerously under the weight ot the car—and
shut off the gas.

A road-house, or what looked like ¢ne,
came into view. 1t was one of those dck
bungalows—wayside resting-places which
provide a cot, kitchen, and cook for the
traveler. It looked good to me, with itx
whitewashed walls, nestling under a grove
of poplars.

That was how 1 met up with John Coyle.
He came out of the bungalow and watched
me walk up with my bag. feeling dizzy.

“Sick, aren’t vou?” he asked, adding:
“You're not Linglish.”

“ American,” 1 ioformed him,
enough to set eyes on a white man.
I sleep here?”

He took my bag, befted it, and went in-
side. In one room stood two cots.  John
Coyle tossed the bag down on one.

“ Right here, American.” he said short-
ly. “It’s nearer the window. T bunk in
the other one. My name's John Covle. [
Tlive hereahouts.”

“ American?” T inquired, sitting down,
[because T was weak.

“You can say so:
live out here, though,

aiad
= Can

T've my papers. |
most  generally.

SUNWISE

TURN. 63
Travel’'s my weakness. You're new to the
country, and due for a spell—or I'm a liar.
Kallick!”

He clapped his hands, and a short,
swarthy servant appeared in the doorway.

 Bath-water for the sa/tib, Kallick,” he
ordered carelessly, “and my medicine-
kit.”

So far as T know or have leen able to
find out. John Coyle spoke the truth when
he said he was \American. He had Dheen
to my cuuntry, but had stayed only long
enough to take out his papers. He might
have heen born anywhere in Iurope;
spoke Turki, Persian, and Hindustani flu-
entlv: had plainly lived for some time in
England, Egypt, and South Africa; and
understood many of the secrets and all
the knavery of the Eastern corners of the
earth.

He was taller than 1, with the build of
a man who had been an athlete; a broad
brow, gray eyes usually bloodshot; a well-
trimmed vellow bheard, and blond-brown
hair---the kind of man newspapers descrihe
as leonine. Also, he was taciturn, quick-
tempered, gifted with excellent manners
when he chose to use them, and a domincer-
ing personality that showed itsell in a hard,
thin-lipped mouth.

His clothes were good-—far Detter than
mine. He seemed quite at home in the dak
bungalow. and played the part of a host.

In fact, John Coyle took mighty good
care of me. I was pretty sick for some

hours. He said T must not think of trav-
eling the next day.
The rest-house looked good to me, aiter

the train and the heat of Julundur. So
did John Covle. We sat outside the next
day under the poplars in our shirt-:leeves
and talked. Kailick and the bungalow
caretaker waited on us.

CHAPTER 1L

AT INDIA'S BACK DOOR.

J’(,)H.\' COYLE asked a lot of questions.
He wanted to know the speed and gen-
eral qualities of the Roblex: also what 1
was doing in the Punjab, and if I had
friends expecting me,
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“ How d’ye figure to get new gasoline,
‘Weston?” he observed quizzically, puffing
at a foul pipe. ““ Ain’t any of the stuff east
of Julundur or north of Simla.”

“ I'm pretty well stocked up,” I told him.
“The Robles is an economical user of the
juice. That’s one of the reasons I made
the big Calcutta sale. I’ve gas enough to
10 near three hundred miles, perhaps more
with the spare cans. And the people I want
1o see aren’t far.”

“No, not far.” He seemed to turn this
over in his mind. He was the older man,
and had seen much of the world. 1 was
green. 1 talked a lot about my success in
Calcutta, and how little I knew of the
country.

“ You'd best steer clear of Julundur and
the heat for a while, Weston,” he informed
me judicially. “ You came within a hell’s
breath of a stroke yesterday.”

“ Oh, I'll be fit to-morrow.”

But I wasn’t. Dysentery takes some
time to shake off. Coyle dosed me with
whisky and quinin, and examined the Ro-
bles closely.

“Tell you what, Weston,” he decided.
“You'll take quite a bit of doctoring ’fore
you're in decent shape again. No use try-

in’ to do business while you're a sick man. .

My bungalow is just beyond here, up in
the hills. Come along with me for a spell.
When you’re in shape again I’ll lend you
a trustworthy fellow for a guide.”

“1 don’t want to bother you,” I hesi-
tated, because 1 did want to do just that.
John Coyle was a mine of information about
the country, and I thought he could give
me a valuable tip on the market for motor-
cars in the Punjab. Likewise, I was still
rocky.

“No trouble,” he said curtly, and
ordered Kallick to pack our bags. He
settled with the dek bungalow fellow and
superintended stowing his luggage on the
rumble while I was putting on my coat.

““1t’s the cool of the afternoon, Weston,”
he said, ““ and we have four hours to travel
in.”

Still talking, he helped me into the front
seat, instructed Kallick to follow with the
horses, and slipped under the wheel him-
self.
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“ Oh, I've handled autos,” he laughed as
1 protested. “ You can tell me about the
controls, you know. Road’s rutted, and
you haven't strength in your wrist to steer
out for a pebble, young un. Besides, I
know the way.”

He did know how to handle a car. He
pushed up the winding road at a sharp pace,
turning into a trail through a pine forest,
and from there back into a mountain-path
that tested the Robles’s springs.

The character of the country changed.
We left the mud villages and the jungle
mesh, and struck into forests where we met
few natives. These, too, were different,
being shorter. They wore no turbans.

We came out along a river which we fol-
lowed under rising mountain-peaks. In
the distance the setting sun behind us shone
on summits that blazed a curious crimson,
1t was grand scenery, but 1 wasn’t enjoying
it overmuch.

IFor one thing, the car was being pushed
along miserable roads that tore the tires.
And we seemed to be leaving the populated
part of India.

‘““Don’t let that worry you, youngster,”
he said indifferently. “ The thing to do is
to get rested and well.”

It was cooler that night, and I slept bet-
ter than for some time, but still with a
slight fever. No, we had not reached Coyle’s
bungalow. We stopped at another dek
joint.

“Look here, Coyle,” I objected at
breakfast next morning, when we’d had our
coffee, ‘‘aren’t we getting farther away
from the people 1 want to visit?”

“ Oh, they’re within reach.” He grinned
at me amiably. “ Don’t worry yourself,
Weston. Stick to me, and you won’t come
to any harm. 1 want to show you my
hungalow, my summer bungalow. You can
trot back again when you’re in better
shape.”

He had his way, as he generally did with
me. Coyle always had a good reason why
people should do what he wanted. And
what else was I to do? Insist on going back
alone? 1 didn't know the way. Besides,
I was sick.

Stay at the dak bungalow? Coyle man-
aged to give me the idea—like that first
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afternoon—that his house was a short dis-
tance ahead. If I'd known it, the care-
takers of the bungalows all spoke English,
and could have given me intelligent direc-
tions; but Coyle took pains that 1 shouldn’t
know this.

The Robles car had a worse test the
second day out than the first. It was a
real endurance run, winding among the
rocks of the river-bank, fording mountain
streams, climbing hill trails that seemed
built for donkeys or goats—as, most likely,
was the case.

The hills soared and closed In on us.
The oaks and pines crowded in on the road,
their trunks laden with climbing wild rose-
vines and junipers. The air was heavy
with the scent of them. The snow-peaks
stood out against the clear blue of the sky.

We’d crawl along the base of a sheer
cliff, and the next hour wind along what
Coyle called a khad—a cliff road—with
not a yard’s clearance between our lires and
a drop of a thousand feet. Coyle certainly
handled the car with nerve.

I was wondering what would happen if
we met bullock-carts going the other way.
But we didn’t—only groups of gray-clad
hillmen with peculiar, peaked caps. Coyle
made them jump as he swept past, and they
eyed us savagely.

It was evening when we followed a 2kad
to a cleared space on a mountainside—a
kind of flowery terrace set in the rock-slope,
with the river winding below and a clear
view of the finest of the peaks.

On the terrace stood a white stone house.

“The Koh-i-Darband, Weston,” Coyle
grinned. ‘ The Mountain Gate. My bun-
galow. Some house, ain’t it?”

It was a sizable, square edifice, with a
peaked roof of cedar slabs, a garden of
sorts in [ront, and some outhouses behind.
Over it the forest side of the mountain rose
steeply.

“Yes, it is,” 1 admitted, feeling rather
out of humor because of the long jaunt he’d
taken my car. *“ I haven’t seen one like it
before in India.”

“Tor a good reason, my young Ameri-
can,” he admitted coldly as he clamped
home the brake. “ You aren’t in India now;
you're in Kashmir.”
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‘- Kashmir!” 1t didn’t mean much to
me. ‘“ But we didn’t pass any customs
station.”

*“ Again, for good cause. We came by
my back door, outside the usual caravan
routes. Some trip, young un. Use your
eyes! See those peaks over there?” He
pointed out the distant snow - range.
* That’s China—Tibet, rather. You’re at
the back door of India. Natives call it the
dawan pass.”

He climbed down and yelled for a ser-
vant. One came running, staring at the
car.

I guessed it was the first one that had
come to the Koh-i-Darband.

Stiffly I stepped down and walked to the
edg. of the terrace. In the valley below
the evening shadows darkened the river.
Across from me the level glow of the sunset
was red on a great stone cliff. There was
nothing moving on the cliff or in the
valley.

I watched a pair of big-winged birds
circle overhead. I must have swayed a
little toward the slope, for Coyle’s iron
grasp closed on my arm.

*“ Those are vultures, Weston. Be care-
ful. If you ain't, you might fall, and they’d
see it. Come in and make yourself at
home.”

That was my welcome to the Koh-i-Dar-
band.

And that was how I came to what the
political reports call the no man’s land of
India, the hinterland of India, at the
dawan pass. And to Yi IFen Huan, and
Yussuf, the legend-teller.

With these two 1 could gladly have omit-
ted the introduction. But Coyle willed
otherwise, and I soon learned his will was
law in the dawan pass. .

CHAPTER III.
MYSTERIES.

HE Mountain Gate House was quite a
wonder in its way. 1 slept badly,
turned out early the next morning, and
went for a stroll around the premises. My
room was one of four sleeping-chambers
that faced up the valley, to the east. A
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strong flood of light was swelling into the
bungalow from over the mountain-peaks;
the living-room, dining-room, and Coyle’s
study in the front of the building were so
chilly that a native boy was kindling fires
in the granite hearths.

The furnishings were first rate, being a
kind of painted bamboo, with ebeny and
lacquered settees and tables that must have
come from China. Latticework screcns and
silk hanging-lamps also looked as if they
were brought from that country.

Rugs, of very dark and fine coloring,
were on the floors. I know little about sach
things, but they appeared to be costly.
Trophies and tiger-skins were in evidence,
the former being mostly sheep head:, -:ith
an ibex or two and several fine antelupe.

The door of the study was open, and 1
glanced in. John Coyle had not appeared
as yet. I saw a modern desk, closed, with
a stand of businesslike rifles beside it.
Rifles always interest me, and these were
excellent, being Winchesters, with an En-
field sporting model, several Mausers,
small-calibered but powerful, and a brace
of English big-game types.

Over the desk a large scale map of the
Himalayas was pinned. I studied it care-
fully, hoping to get the lay of the land—
where the Koh-i-Darband was located. No
use. Julundur didn’t come into the scope
of the map—which, as I learned later, was
the fine compilation hy Lord Curzon—ner
was I able to trace the turnings of the roads
we'd come by. But, by following out some
of the river courses, I guessed that Coyle’s
house couldn’t be far from the Chinese
border,

Just then T looked up from the map.
I'd heard music of a familiar sort. It
tfloated in from the living-room.

There was no one in that chamber, but
the door to the porch was open. ‘lThe tune
went ahead briskly, a woman singing the
words.

Squatting in front of a de luxe edition,
mahogany phonograph was a stout China-
man. His head was up against the open
door of the machine, his slant eyes were
tight shut, and two fingers of his left hand
were heating time to the melodious strains
of the “ Blue Danube.”
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He was a handsome, soft kind of a fel-
low, wide around the chest and waist-line.
All the Chinks I'd seen in the movies had
pig-tails and extension finger-nails. Not so
this one. He wore a black, quiltlike coat
and blue-silk trousers, tucked into high,
velvet slippers.

And he looked happy, though he wasn’t
smiling. HMis hroad, brown, Mongolian face
was lit up by a sort of inward grin, like
the world looked mighty good to him. All
he seemed to be thinking ahout was the old
waltz.

“ Good moruning, Mr. Weston,” he said
in good English. “I am Yi Fen Huan.
Will vou pardon me for not rising until
this auspicious music is ended?”

It gave me something of a start, his
speaking like that hefore 1 thought he'd
realized I was there. Later I came to know
that Fen Huan had an uncanny knack of
keeping track of what went on near him
without seeming to do so.

So 1 stood, shifting from one foot to the
other, until the ‘‘ Blue Danube ” petered
out, and the Chinaman rose, shutting off
the record.

“What can I do for you, Mr. Weston?”
he asked, giving me one sharp look.

“ I was—taking a look at the scenery.”

Without a word fat Fen Huan waddled
off the porch, and I followed. The morn-
ing mist still hung around the bottom of
the valley. The other slope, though, was
clear. It was maybe a half-mile off, and
seemed to be a long wall of cliff with the
faint line of a path running across it.

Up the vallgy the sunlight glinted on a
shallow river and showed a nest of dark
openings in the opposite cliff wall like some
of the Aztec cliff-dwelling-places I'd seen
in the movies.

And farther up the valley— Well, I'd
traveled a bit in the old U. S. A. and
toured the Rockies once or twice, selling
Robleses, but that vista made all the home
mountains look mighty small. First. there
were the round bases of the mountains,
with their forest dress; then a hare, tow-
cring peak that ended in a snow summit
looking like it could see abhove the clouds.
I guess some of the peaks were above the
cloud level.
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And the whole thing was deathly quiet.
There wasn’t another village or shack to
be seen.

1t was like looking up into space.

“The Roof of the World,” said Fen
Huan, who'd been watching me.

“ Looks as if it was,” I admitted.
people live hereabouts?”

“ A few Paharis and hillmen, Mr. Wes-
ton. The Tibetan villages are not far away.
But they are not on the mountains. In
this part of the world the higher places
are celestially sacred. Temples and tombs
—vyes; but not villages.”

“ What temples?”

“ The Hindus have a saying that the
rivers fall from the feet of the gods; that
a man may find happiness or death in the
hills. But in the place you are looking
are only the lamaseries of Tibet—the mon-
asteries of the lamas.”

He spoke with the smooth, quick elo-
quence of his race, choosing his words with
care. I felt as if he was smiling at me and
studying me at the same time. It wasn’t
altogether pleasant.

“ Anything of the kind across the way?”
I asked, looking at the cliff-dwelling spot.

For half a second Fen Huan did not
answer.

“No one is there, Mr. Weston,” He
caught sight of a native boy on the porch
and turned to me politely. * Breakfast is
ready. We will not wait for Mr. Coyle.”

It was a good breakfast, but I hadn’t
much appetite as yet. I'en Huan had. He
didn’t use chop-sticks, either, as 1 ex-
pected. Only, he drank several little bowls
of strong tea instead of coffee.

IHe had excellent table manners, and was
neat in everything he did. The table-boy,
who was a Chink, waited on him as if he
was a lord. He puzzled me. A big, catlike,
lazy Chinaman, who wore a mandarin’s
button—and seemed to be part boss in
Coyle’s shack.

What was he doing here?
Coyle told me about him?

It was really none of my business, and
I was beginning to learn to think twice
before I spoke. Besides, I expected to be
off down the valley the next day.

“It’s funny to find an American spending
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the summer in this corner of India,” I said
once.

Fen Huan didn’t show any surprise at
the word *‘ American.” He was too shrewd
a customer to catch off-guard.

“ Mr. Coyle rented the bungalow for the
big-game shooting,” he responded smoothly.
‘“ He is quite a sportsman.”

It seemed reasonable enough. The oniy
thing was that Fen Huan didn’t size up as
a mountain sheep-stalker—or a hunter of
any kind.

When breakfast was finished he came
over to me and put his fat hand on my
pulse. His skin was as smooth as that of
a woman. He shook his head gravely.

“ You have fever still, Mr. Weston. You
should rest during the day. It will be some
time before you recover irom the heat.”

That was just what Coyle had been tell-
ing me. True, I felt far from fit, but some-
how it set my back up. I have a contrary
streak in me and considerable obstinacy
inherited from New England ancestors.

“T'll be well enough to leave to-morrow,
Mr. Huan.”

He shook his head again.
think so.”

Well, so far 1 hadn’t had anything from
the people of the Koh-i-Darband but de-
cent hospitality. Of course, Coyle had
taken me miles from where 1 wanted to
go; still, he treated me fairly enough. I
didn’t see him that morning. Not until
late in the afternoon. Then I was smoking
a pipe on the porch and playing some of
I'en Huan’s records to kill time—and he
had a high-class assortment of modern opera
tunes,

Down in the valley 1 sighted some figures
moving out across the river-bed. They
were a good quarter-mile from the house,
passing among the boulders and splashing
the shallow water.

There had been a pair of field-glasses in
Coyle’s study that morning, and I thought
of getting them. Beside the desk sat Kal-
lick, scowling, a rifle over his knee.

It brought me up on the emergency
clutch, before I realized that he was merely
cleaning the guns. Fen Huan had said
Kallick was a shikari—a game-keeper or
gun-bearer.

“I do not
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“ Where has Mr. Coyle gone, Kallick?"
I asked, reaching for the glasses.

“ Him hunt, sakib.”

“ Where?”

“ Dawan.”

The man spoke sulkily. lle was a close-
knit, dark-faced rascal, with cheek-bones
that near covered his eyes, and a trick of
avoiding my glance. He seemed to resent
my taking the glasses.

Out on the porch 1 trained the glasses
on the figures in the river. Sure enough,
the tall one with the sun-helmet was Coyle.
And after him waddled Fen Huan. Both
were carrying what looked like long sticks
on their shoulders.

Something about these sticks was mighty
familiar. The sunlight glinted on metal-—
what looked at that distance like a minia-
ture gun, at the end of the stick Coyle
carried. Huan’s pole was colored in white
and red checks, like a mottled harber-pole.

A sound behind caused me to turn
sharply. Kallick was watching, his scowl
deepened. Ile held out his dirty paw for
the glasses, signing that he wished to clean
them. Now, those binoculars had been in
a case; they were spotless. It struck me
that Kallick was more anxious to get the
glasses in his own hands than to clean
them. 1 handed them over without an
argument, Dbecause just then I'd remem-
bered where I'd seen those poles before.

Part of the education of a mechanical
engineer is surveying. Back in the good
old days at Dayton I'd lugged a theo-
dolite and its companion-piece, a graduated
sighting-pole, colored red and white.

There was no mistaking a surveyor's
outfit. I put a fresh match to my cold
pipe and considered the matter, while
Kallick retired somewhere inside the
bungalow. .

When a man’s sick, or just getting over
it, little things have a way of taking on
importance. It was only a detail that
Kallick had said Coyle had gone shooting
when the master of the Kobh-i-Darband was
actually surveying land. The servant might
easily have been mistaken.

And it was a small thing that F'en Huan
should have gone along. But the idea of
the overweight mandarin lugging his pole

through the ford didn’t seem altogether nat-
ural. Why hadn’t Coyle taken along a
servant to do the dirty work—XKallick, for
instance? '

It was just possible that the skikari had
been left hehind to keep an eye on me.
Then, again, why in the name of common
sense were the two making a survey of these
God - forsaken mountain slopes? Coyle
might want to check up his boundary posts
—but Kallick had said he rented the bun-
galow.

Of course, for some wild reason or other,
Coyle might want to buy land in the
vicinity. They had gone, however, far up
the valley. I could see them, under the
opposite cliff, climbing upward: then they
were lost to view.

Where they had gone there was hardly
a level foot of ground to be seen. Any
surveying Coyle might do would be on a
vertical, not a horizontal, basis.

One point 1 was determined to put to the
question. I walked down from the porch
and around to the outhouse in the rear of
the bungalow. In onc of these—a log hut
—the Robles had been left.

Sure enough, in a minute Kallick’s black
head appeared in one of the kitchen win-
dows which commanded the shack. I bent
over the car, as if I'd come to give it the
once-over, and lifted the hood. Then I
forgot all about Kallick and being watched.
The spark-plugs from every cylinder were
missing.

CHAPTER 1V.
TIHE WHY OF TIINGS.

HEY had been unscrewed and the elec-

trical connections detached. They were
not to be found under the hood or else-
where in the car. Without those spark-
plugs there was as much chance of starting
the Robles as of driving it up the cliff
where Coyle had gone.

I sat down on the running-board and
swore. It looked very much as if some
one had made sure that I wouldn't take the
car away from the Koh-i-Darband. FEx-
cept for the missing plugs, it was just as
I'd left it.
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Then I remembered that there was an
extra set in the box under the seat. I jerked
off the cushion and dived into the kit-box.
The spare plugs were missing also.

Whoever had monkeyed with the car had
done his job well. And Coyle had shcwn
a lot of curiosity about the Robles. Back
in the dak bungalow he had quizzed me
about whether I carried spare parts. He
might easily have learned of the extra
spark-plugs then.

Well, it was in no pleasant frame of mind
I went back to the porch. But I'd made
sure of one thing before doing so.

I’d screwed off a length of the feed-pipe,
and hidden it in a ball of cotton waste
under one of the gasoline-cans; I'd taken
the carbureter apart, fitted a wood plug in
the filter, and put the carbureter together
again; then I'd dissembled the battery
connections so that nobody else could make
them good—-since several of the vital parts
were in my coat-pocket.

If I couldn’t start the Robles, I was rea-
sonably sure no one else could do so without
my consent.

When Coyle came back, followed by I'en
Huan, who looked as if he’d done a good
day’s work, I brought up the matter of the
spark-plugs at dinngr. :

“ That’s rotten luck,” Weston,” respond-
ed Covle coolly. ‘ Some native's taken
a fancy to the copper in the plugs, I ex-
pect.”

‘““Those plugs happen to be made of
tempered steel, Coyle,” I pointed out,
keeping my temper in check. “ And no
native knew of the spare set in the tool-kit.
You did.”

His brows went up.
damage the car?”’

“That’s what I want to know. And an-
other thing, I'm going back the way I came
to-morrow.”

“ Without the plugs?”

“ No; with them. 1'll thank you to hand
over my property.” My temper was rising,
under the irritation of sickness and anger at
Coyle. * You took me near a hundred miles
out of the course I wanted to go. I came
here relying on a white man’s hospitality—
not to be robbed.”

“ You're too ill to start back—”

“ Why should I
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“Ill be damned! T'm sick of this place
and of being watched.”

Oh, I didn’t make any noble figure along-
side Coyle and the impassive Chinaman.
They looked at cach other. To my sur-
prise, Coyle answered mildly. 1 didwn’t
realize then that he was sure of his posi-
tion—certain that I was helpless. It took
me some time to size up the men I was
dealing with. Yes, T was green as they
make ’em, stacked up against Coyle’s breed.

“ Steady, youngster,” he purred, pulling
at his yellow mustache. “ Your freckles
have made you bad-tempered. Just sit in
your shirt and listen to what I'm saying.
You don’t know why vou’re here. I do.”

“1'll thank you for the information,”
1 said, trying to be cold and dignified.

“You'll get it. I presume you under-
stand by now that I need the loan of your
machine. Tact is, I was on my way to
Lahore to try to buy one when Providence
left you in my path. Knew you wouldn’t
part with your car, so—here you are. Now
I ain’t here for my health exactly.”

“Or for the hunting.”

He threw me a quizzical glance.

“ Maybe not. I can offer you some-
thing.” He looked at ¥Fen Huan. * Mr.
Huan here is a merchant, and a successful
one. He operates along the northern cara-
van routes, from Kashmir into China, by
way of Khotan and Kashgar. I'm his part-
ner, in a way. If you'll give us some of
your time, you’ll not be the worse for it.”

“ No, thanks.”

Fen Huan leaned forward, tapping the
table gently with his stout hands.

“We are going to trade in something,
Mr. Weston,” he murmured, “ that has a
happy market in China. No one knows
that more than I. It will be profitable for
you to stay here.”

1 looked from one to the other. They
were dealing with me as they would with a
half-grown boy. The knowledge didn’t im-
prove my spirits any.

“T tell you,” I insisted, *“ I've got to sell
Robles, at Lahore. 1 can’t stay in Kash-
mir, and Chinese trade profits don’t interest
me.”

“ A thousand pounds might, Weston.”

‘“ A thousand what?”
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“Tounds. TFive thousand dollars.”
Coyle's seamed eyes narrowed. ** Look
here, young un, you ain’t sized up the way
the cards lie. I've got vou at the Koh-i-
Darband. No one else knows you're at
my house. What's to prevent my calling
Kallick to push you off this cliff? ‘Then
the vultures ’ll dine offl your eve-sockets
and the devil will keep vou company.”

“I'm an American, not a Kashmiri, and
1 have a darned good right to go where 1
choose.”

Coyle laughed, rubbing his heard.

“You’re a rum un, Weston. When you
grow up—if you have that good luck--
you’ll know it ain’t wise to butt in some
places. How far d’ye think the nearest
American consul is—hey? Or the British
Resident of Kashmir, even. Three hundred
miles. A hundred miles to any white man.
You’d best he civil to me and think over
what we offer.”

The innate common streak of the man
showed up, broad as a service stripe. I
swallowed hard, and changed my tone,

“You don’t want me, Coyle,” 1 told
him. “You want my car. Al right. 1
can’t kick—as long as you've got my spark-
plugs.” He was silent, as good as admit-
ting he had them. “Well, for how long?
What's this trade venture?”

He poured himself a stiff measure of gin.
Bofh men drank with their meals, although
neither was affected much hy it.

“You're comin’ round, young un.” He
rolled the neat gin around his tongue with
relish. © Right! Tt’'s the car we need.
For how long? Well, I'd say about eight
days. The trade venture? Well, I'll be
frank. Ien Huan and 1 think we've spot-
ted a direct caravan route through from
northern India, by way of Simla, into
Kashmir and to China, that "1l beat hell
out of the old way by the Karakoram Pass.
You don’t know how much rich trade passes
by caravan over the central Asia routes.
Ain’t no railroads, y’ know.”

“Sitks, jewels, ivories, ginseng, my
friend,” purred Fen Huan, “ to the value
of millions of rupees annually. 1 know the
caravan routes well and the customs. Since
the days of my ancestors, for two hundred
generations—and more—they bave heen
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the same. The trade of Asia is fahulously
rich.”

“ All right.”” I nodded and rose from the
table. “ 11l expect my car and five thou-
sand dollars commission for my time,
Coyle. You'r: sure of that eight-day limit?”

““Oh, maybe ten.” He answered care-
lessly, watching me keenly.

“1 haven't much choice,” 1 reminded
him. “ And I'm sick. But how do you
know I won't complain to the British
authorities when I get back?”

“We'll trust you for that, Weston. And
—you'll have a thousand pounds.”

With that, T left them.

1 didn't believe Coyle’s last remark. But
I felt that they really needed the car and
wanted nothing of me. Which proved to
be a mistake, partly. Still, as Coyle had
said, I was new to this kind of game.,

What 1 decided to do was this. By pre-
tending to join them, I might induce Coyle
to replace the spark-plugs—or root them
out for mysell. That offered the chance
of a getaway. Tf I'd balked flatly, as I
wanted to do, they would have taken the
car and dealt with me as they aw tit. You
see, I still reasoned that the only thing
they were alter was the use of the Robles.

CHAPTER V.

FINDING TIIE WOMAN.

HE next day I tested out Covle a bit

by walking away from the hungalow,
up the valley, in the direction they'd taken.
It was late afternoon, and hoth Covle and
TFen IMuan had heen missing. Kallick was
not to be seen.

As nearly as T could judge, dodging
down among the rocks, [ was not followed;
so I struck out quickly as I could in my
weakened state for the river. 1 wanted
to think out what had passed the evening
hefore.

It was a mixed proposition.  Coyle’s
statement seemed to lend color to the theo-
dolite. And to his renting the Koh-i-Dar-
band. \lso, to FFen Huan's presence here.

So far, =0 good. Granted also that the
matter of a more direct route by caravan
into China was a valuable discovery. This
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would explain the large scale map in the
study.

But I'd seen that map. I might be
green and young; still there was nothing
the matter with my brain. All the cara-
van routes had been outlined in red ink in
the Curzon map. Any new route passing
near the XKoh-i-Darband would have to
cross central Tibet. ' According to the map,
that was a stiff proposition, leading over
mountain wastes where were only the tem-
ples of the lamas and the felt tents of the
hillmen.

There were other objections. No motor-
car could make the trail into Tibet. In
fact, so far as I could judge, even the fine
Robles couldn’t negotiate farther than the
Koh-i-Darband—farther east.

“It N be a first-class advertisement for
vour machine, Weston,” Coyle had assured
me.

Looking up at the steep cliff across the
river, I smiled. No car could do it. It
had been some feat to get as far as we had.
Likewise, how did Coyle expect to map out
his route and use the Robles, all in eight or
ten days? And how were great profits to
be squeezed from such a game?

If they had promised me five thousand,
it must mean ten times that for each of
them. Of coursc they might not give me
the five thousand. Still, the thing had a
queer Jook.

It was farther across to the other cliff
than appeared from the house. I wanted
to get there, to see if there was any evi-
dence of what Coyle and his partner were
surveying. The river was rapid, but shal-
low; on the other bank great poplars
clustercd up the slope, and 1 threaded a
tangle of sweet junipers. It was the season
of the yvear when vegetation dies, and the
forest is—as some poet once said—a many-
pillared tomb.

Above the poplars were more rocks, and
the pines—dcodars, Coyle had called them.
It was a stiff climb to the cliff-path where
I'd seen my two friends the other day, and,
being still convalescent, 1 sat down pres-
ently for a rest. And for another reason.
I felt that others were moving through the
deodars, keeping pace with me. 1 thought
other eyes watched me.
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Apparently T was alone in that pine for-
est. Unlike the woods at home, no birds
were to be heard; the sun hardly reached
through the branches; in fact, it was al-
ready shut off by the cliff overhead.

There was something mighty big and
stirring in the giant, lonely vista of the
dawan and the distant Himalayas; but it
wasn’t a cheery spot, and my spirits weren’t
exactly rising when I heard the cry.

It came from somewhere—and nowhere.
A high, drawn-out call that quavered in
the air. My nerves were not in good shape,
and the thing sent a tingle down the skin
of my back, because it came from above
and behind me.

The call was answered by another,
shriller but more melodious. The first had
been a man’s voice; this last was certainly
a woman’s. I waited for an encore. None
came.

On account of the infernal echoes of the
place, there was no telling how near those
voices had been. Just the same, when I
resumed my climb, I kept one ear and eye
out for signs of human beings in the rocks.
I was no longer alone on the cliff. Neither
of the voices resembled that of Coyle or
Fen Huan.

1 came out on the kkad, and now th:
going was easier. The path was wide
enough for horses to pass, and led up at a
gentle slope. By and by I could see the
other side of the valley, over the pine tops,
and the Koh-i-Darband house, back down
the valley.

I've called the thing a path. It was
more of a ledge of rock, with the granite
cliff -nearly sheer overhead and below; it
wasn’t straight, but curved gently inward,
that is, the cliff swelled away from the
river. Instead of walking due east, T was
now headed gradually southeast.

And I had company—of a sort. On the
cliffi. beside me were a line of man-size
letters, carved in the granite, that looked
like a continuous row of shorthand notes
and scrolls.

The inscription was green with age-rust.
It was no language 1'd ever heard of; in
fact, it looked like no language at all, ex-
cept that portions of the scrollwork seemed
to be repeated. Somebody had worked
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mighty hard to leave an advertisement like
that on the cliff.

1 was so interested in the scrollwork that
I came near falling scveral hundred fect to
the rocks. The path ended where a cleft
hroke the rock wall. Tt was maybe a hun-
dred feet across the cleft. and the only way
to get over, apparently, was hy a decayed
rope.

This rope was fastened at each end to a
stout beam which was wedged into the
cracks along the face of the cliff. On my
side of the apparatus a heavy loop was at-
tached to the rope. A tight cord ran from
the loop to either side of the ravine.

The idea was simple. All T had to do
was to sit in the loop and pull myself and it
across by the rope. Naturally, I hesitated,
not knowing the condition of this form of
rapid transit.

On the other side, however, [ could see
quite a wide sweep of the precipice. And
it was no ordinary cliff, but a series of ter-
races hewn in the granite, with rising tiers
of walls and small cmbrasures for win-
dows.

This was the cliff-dwelling site T'd seen
through the glasses yesterday. 1 tested the
rope, guessed that it was sound, and sat
down gingerly in the loop. Down below a
small waterfall hoiled. It certainly beat
any scenic railway ['d ever tried.

It wasn't altogether a pleasant sensation;
still, I'd made up my mind to get across
and see the clifi-dwellings. They were
worth a little aerial ferrving.

Standing on one terrace, T could look up
and see three or four tiers overhead. The
stone was crumbling in many places and
littered the ledge. Lichens and moss grew
around the embrasures. 1 was wondering
how to get to the upper tiers when | no-
ticed a narrow gate.

This gave into the wall. FEntering, 1 saw
a long, pillared cavern which was dimly
lighted by the small openings. Clearly it
bhad heen built by men. for crusde stone
images ran along the wall facing me, half
obliterated by age.

We're all pretty much like children when
it comes to curiosity. I wandered through
those rock chambers, over piles of débris,
up and down half-crumbled steps, into pas-
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sages that were almost dark and others
where the sunlight came in directly—the
ceiling having fallen in.

1t was a regular burrow of passages, with
doors at odd angles, and those stifl images
running everywhere. Moreover, it looked
as old as the hills themselves, except where
some ol the rock piles had been displaced
and turred over.

And then 1 heard a woman laugh.

There was nothing spooky ahout it—not
counting the fact that no woman was visi-
ble. It was a bright, rippling laugh, and
the cchoes took it up and fondled it as if
they hated to let it go. The rumble of a
man’s voice joined the echoes; then the
woman’s laugh again.

The sound seemed to come from in front
of me, and [ pushed ahead cautiously, won-
dering what kind of natives would Dbe
around such a place. [ came to a dnorway
between two carved stone pillars and
stopped dead.

Five yards away a whitc woman was
drinking tea. A clean tablecoth was on the
floor, with a plate of chupatties and some
kind of thermos hottle, and a wicker basket
beside it.

She wore a natty flannel riding-habit,
She sat very straight. nibbling at the re-
freshments and chattering to the lean,
hawk-faced Indian servant in a spotless tur-
ban who stood by her shoulder.

CHAPTER VI.
AN UNSATISPACTORY INTERVIEW,

I DON'T know how old she was. Rut I

do know she was a girl to look at twice,
dressed with the quict taste of a person who
doesn’t have to worry about what kind of
clothes to wear -— her dark, chestnut hair
brightened by a tiny wild rose over one
ear-- her profile as delicate and dainty as
that of a child.

She had quiet gray eyes that didn’t match
her hair, and a nose that turned up more
than a little—especially when she noticed
me. The servant scowled at me and took a
long stride forward.

“ Go away!” he cried blackly.

Now I hadn’t meant to butt in. And I
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certainly didn’t look like a dangerous char-
acter. But both the girl and servant eyed
me as if I had been one of the snakes that
crawled around the ruins.

The man was thin, with bones showing
through his brown skin; he was as tall as 1,
and wore a light, curved sword slung to his
sash.

“You cannot stay,” he ordered. * (Gio!™

“Why should I?” 1 answered. ILeft
alone, I would prohably have taken ofl my
hat and apologized for the intrusion, but
the man’s manner grated. ‘1 was looking
through the ruins. Is this your property?”

His scowl deepencd, and he gnawed at
his mustache, fingering the hilt of his
weapon. -

I don’t know what would have happened
if the white weman had not spoken. I was
in no shape for a fight; yet I had no mind
to crawl before an Indian.

“ Now that the Feringee is here, Yussuf,”
she said quickly, “ he can remain—if he
likes. I thought you told me he had turned
back.”

Her voice was musical and controlled:
she spoke like one who is accustomed to
giving commands and being waited on.
After that first glance from her cool gray
eyes, she paid no further attention to me.
Yussuf retreated, with a glare that showed
his discontent at the situation.

I'd have been spared a bad half-hour if
I had left at this point. However, 1 did
not. I wanted to know why 1 was treated
like 2 mongrel dog on sight, and why a
decidedly pretty girl in a riding-hahit was
taking tea in the clifi ruins, after John
Coyle had told me there wasn't another
white man or woman within a hundred
miles.

This particular white woman was regally
unconcerned at my scrutiny. Most girls
show that they know when they're being
stared at—for various recasons on which I'm
not an authority, being afilicted with shy-
ness.

But the girl of the ruins finished her tea
and chupatties as coolly as if I'd heen the
stone pillar at her back. And Yussuf eyved
me with the aimiability of a chained watch-
dog sizing up a tramp.

Now, in the movies, the hero always pulls
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off some engaging stunt that opens the way
to conversation when he meets a pretty
woman. I couldn’t think of anything to do
except fill my pipe—-force of hahit. I was
going to light it, hut reflected that this
might be construed as bad manners. So I
took off my sun helmet instead.

* My name’s Weston,” 1 observed, ** and
I'm an American.”

I think Yussuf grinned under his heard
at that, but the girl stared at the roof over
my head. She was humming gently to her-
self.

“ I'm a stranger in this part of the coun-
try,” I added aggrievedly. “1 was curious
to see the rock dwellings. But if I'd known
I was trespassing, I would not have in-
truded on your hospitality.”

Yes, 1 accented the last word a bit.
You see there were a dozen things I wanted
to ask the girl—Dbadly. Surely there must
he white men in her party, and I saw a
chance of getting out of the pickle John
Coyle had got me in. Under the circum-
stances, though, my pride wouldn’t ask any
favor of the girl of the ruins.

She looked at me then steadily, her chin
cupped in her hands.

* I rode over to visit the ruins, too,” she
responded. “ Since you are sight-seeing,
you will doubtless he glad to know some
of the history of the tomhs.”

Now that was polite, on the face of it.
But she seemed to be making fun of me—
hinting at something I didn’t understand.

“They are the tombs of the ancient
kings of Ladakh, Mr. Weston. In the
medieval ages the Himalavas formed the
citadel of one of the great empires —-that of
Kashmir, ILadakh, and Sindi. Thix structure
is helieved to have heen a palace, and was
once embellished with handsome stone, of
the semiprecious variety; much of that has
been plundered, and you can sce how the
place has decayed.”

She glanced about whimsically at the
carved pillar behind her which rested on a
single iron support.

*In the rock-passages is the tomb of the
Ladakh kings. Now, of course, the place is
the property of the Maharaja of Kashmir
and the British government. Yet the hill-
tribes are interested in it, and hold it in
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reverence; they dislike strangers coming
here.”

‘“ Aren’t you taking a chance coming here
alone, Miss—"

But she would not take my lead.

“ Oh, really, no! You see the hillmen
know me. Is there anything else you would
like to know, Mr. Weston?”

“ What is the meaning of the inscription
on the clifis?”’ I asked, for no other reason
than to prolong the talk.

“Om Mani Padme Houm.” She studied
me from under sheltering lashes. “ A phrase
of the Ladakh priests found on tombs. It
means something about ‘ the holiest lotus
flower,” and is some manner of charm in
the Ladakh hills. They believe a man is
blessed by repeating it nine times; every
native hopes to live to say it or turn it a
hundred and nine thousand times.”

“ Turn it?”

.She looked up impatiently at the servant,

“Tell the tourist Feringec the meaning of
the prayer-wheel, Yussuf.”

Yussuf didn’t seem to relish the idea.

*“ Here is one, Feringee,” he said shortly.
“ Behold, on the stone cylinder are carved
nine prayers.” He pushed the ponderous
pillar contemptuously, and it revolved with
a rusty creak. ‘ Thus it is possible for the
people of these hills to pray nine times with
hut one motion of the hand.”

“And the legend of the nine prayers,
Yussuf,” persisted the girl maliciously.
“ Mr. Weston will be glad to repeat that to
his friends.”

‘It is said,”’ the man assented, ** this is
a sacred spot, and that the prayer on the
cliff wall wilrpoint the way to the wealth
of kings. I have heard old men of the vil-
lages in the valleys say that this is true,
also, of the prayer-pillar which will afford
forgiveness to a sinner. I know not. They
are not followers of the Prophet.” '

1 paid little attention to his explanation—
which was far from clear. For some reason
the woman seemed to be enjoying my dis-
comfort. Yet we had not met before, and
my conduct of itself could hardly have of-
fended her. 1t was plain that she was a
resident of this country. If so, she must
know how I could reach some one in
authority.

Moreover, I did not think that John
Coyle and Fen Huan were desirable neigh-
bors for the girl of the ruins,

“May 1 ask if you are staying here—or
near here?”’ 1 observed with this in mind.

She smiled cheerfully.

‘“ Oh, that is my secret, Mr. Weston, you
know. Do you really think I would tell
you?”

The gray eyes mocked me tantalizingly.

I was going to say that it might not be
safe because—"

‘“ Because of your armed retainer, Mr.
Weston?”

o NO,”
alone—”

“ Really?” Her brows went up coldly.
“ Yussuf, you said—"

*“ The Feringee lies, mem-sahib,” Yussuf
growled. ‘ When 1 called to vou the warn-
ing, 1 confronted one who came after him.
It was a low-born Kashmiri with an excel-
lent rifle. I tumbled him backward, down
the rocks, and he was not seen again. But
in doing this thing 1 lost sight of the
Feringee who came here.”

So Kallick had followed me, after all!
I had to smile when 1 thought of his mishap
at the hand of Yussuf.

‘“ That man was sent to watch me—" 1
protested.

The girl rose lithely to her feet, shaking
out her long skirt.

‘ Really, Mr. Weston!” Her nose seemed
to turn up even more than nature had or-
dained. ‘ You are too stupid, even, to be
amusing—with your clumsy threats and ex-
planations. I am surprised that Fan Huan
should engage such a man. Please give Mr.
Fen Huan my compliments, and say that I
trust the stay at the Koh-i-Darband is
proving enjoyable.”

She turned a well-trained back squarely,

“ Yussuf, will you take Mr. Weston to
the jula?”

That was my dismissal. The ju/a turned
out to be the rope bridge. That infernal
servant escorted me there by a short cut,
and gripped me by the shoulder as I felt for
the loop.

“It will not be well,” he whispered
angrily, “to come spying a second time.
If you do—"

I blundered. “I came here
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He stooped, picked up a pehble, tossed it
down the cliff, and watched it sardonically
as it vanished into the tops of the pines
below.

CHADPTER VIL
TILE BRUTAL COYLL.

AT the river, Kallick pounced upon me

and strode home at my side, scowling
at me darkly. Neither of us spoke. What
I wanted to say Kallick would probably not
have understood, and there's no satisfaction
in swearing without its carrying home. It
caused me no small satisfaction, though, to
note that his uniform was soiled and one
cheek bore evidence of a rapid passase
through thorn bushes.

John Coyle and Fen lluan were through
supper, and at their after-dinner cordials.

‘“ Here’s the lost lamb, Fen Huan,” Coyle
glanced up and chuckled. “ Trying to
escape, and, by the horn of Satan, bashing
up Kallick into the bargain! Ain’t you
ashamed to act like that, youngster? Speak
when you're spoken to!”

“I'll eat first,” L said.

Coyle refused to order fresh dishes for
me, and I was forced to make the best of
what was on the table. | had a good ap-
petite after my walk for the first time in
several days. As T ate I watched the two.

Coyle was plainly out of humor, and con-
soling himself with gin. IFen Huan was in-
scrutable as usual. He lit a lonz pipc
of odorous Turkish tobacco, and drew it
into his lungs silently. I'ew men could have
inhaled that stulff.

“ Well, what vou goin’ to say for vour-
self?”” Coyle noticed me presently. * You
don't know what you’re doin’, Weston.
That cliff over there ain’t safe hecause of
the hillmen. They knife any one who wan-
ders there, specially after dark.”

“You didn’t tell me, Coyle, that 1 was a
prisoner.”

“ Well, youre bloomin’ well told now,”
he snarled—a small-minded man taking out
his spite on one in his power. ¢ Hereafter,
Weston, this house is your limit. A step
outside and Kallick and the other boys have
orders to tie you and-— "
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Fen Huan lifted a fat hand calmly, and
Coyle broke off. It was curious to see the
ascendency of the Chinaman over the other.

‘“ Are you a technically trained engineer,
Mr. Weston?” he asked placidly.

I nodded, wishing for a chance to show
Coyle what I thought of him.

“Then you understand trigonometry?”

“Yes, some.”

He fanned himself, considering this.

“Then you can solve a problem for us.”
He drew some papers from his sleeve and
laid them on the table, sweeping away the
dirty dishes with a /Ziss of disapproval. Fen
Huan was a most fastidious man, even in
his sins.

Several of the sheets of rice-paper were
covered with figures, written with the ut-
most neatness. On one was the diagram
shown helow.

/N
|

EAST A ¥ B

The problem l'en lHuan wanted solved
was dithcult. On his map “ A" was the
casterly circle of the cliff where the prayer-
writing was, and * B " the westerly. The
dots were the rope bridge across the ravine
to the ruins.  He was trying to trace the
prolongation of the sector ** A into the
ruins.

It was no casy matter, as 1 saw at a
glance.  IFor some reason Fen Huan said
the compass-bearings of the cords of A and
B could not be learned. 1le had estimated
the general bearing of the sectors.

Now. I'd forgotten most all the trig-
onometry I'd learned. Still, I saw no reason
to tell the other two as much. I mulled
over the sheets and looked wise, hy pointing
out to I'en Huan where he’d made his mis-
takes - something he knew alrcady. That
man was no fool.

Meanwhile Coyle, who couldn’t concen-
trate on anything. called for more gin. The
boy who brought it spilled some on his
wrist in filling his master’s glass.

“Put down that Dbottle!” said Coyle
quietly.
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The native did so, cringlng. At once
Coyle slid from his chair and struck the
boy heavily over the mouth, felling him 1o
the floor.

“ Now, get out!” he growled. The native
went.

“What're ye mooning about, Weston?”
he cried at me, a dangerous flush under his
bleared eyes. “ You heard what Mr. Huan
wants. Do it, or—"

I pushed away the sheets of paper and
faced him squarely. Quick anger made me
heedless.

“T'm damned if I'll do that or anything
else for you, Coyle!” I told him. “ You've
got no right to my services. You’ve treated
me like a dog.”

He smiled at that, unpleasantly, and fell
to twisting his beard. He was plainly glad
that I'd rebelled. Ten Huan continued to
fan himself gently.

“ So you're complainin’, Weston?” he
grinned. “ Think you ain’t bein’ treated
like a white man should? God Almighty,
vou're a fool! Ain’t I taken you in and
cared for you when you were sick—"

*That's not true. You brought me here
against my will. You damaged my car.
And set a black to watch me. Also, you
lied to me—"

“ Really?”

“Yes,” I cried hotly, * you did! Told
me there wasn’t a white person within three
hundred miles, when I just saw a white
woman across—’’

I broke off, cursing my thoughtlessness.
I had not intended to mention my meeting
with the girl of the ruina Not that she
had any claim on my silence. But instinct
warned me that it would not be well to
admit to Coyle that 1'd talked with a
stranger.

*“ A white woman!"” He stared at me ap-
praisingly. ‘‘ A young, over-dressed chit,
brown hair, and a temper like the devil's
own?”

1 was silent, not knowing what to say.
He turned to Fen IHuan.

““ Hear that, my friend? Remember
Kallick said that scion of Pluto, Yussuf,
had tumbled him down the rocks? Well,
Yussuf’s with his mistress, as usual. Wes-
ton’s seen Helen Bryce.”
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Fen Huan bent his head without a flicker
of expression in the slant eyes that went
from me to Coyle.

“ What did she say to you, young
whelp?” Coyle asked me aimably.

“ She said to give Fen Huan her compli-
ments, and she hoped he was enjoying his
stay at the Koh-i-Darband.”

The Chinaman waved his hand politely,
as if I'd given him high praise.

*“ Was Miss Bryce alone?” he inquired,

‘“ Alone!” Coyle wheeled on him angrily,
“ Of course she is. Doesn’t she ride from
Simla to Srinagar without other attendant
than that Mohammedan, Yussuf? Ain’t
that her favorite trick—pretendin’ she’s out
looking at the country? Being own cousin
to the Resident himself, she can do it un-
hurt; likewise she's curried good-will among
the hill-tribes.”

“Were any others with her, Mr. Wes-
ton?” Fen Huan ignored Coyle's irritable
outburst.

“I don’t know.”

I regretted my slip, because it was clear
that the two attached importance to the
presence of the girl. Why, 1 did not know.
But if I'd understood what my carclessness
was to mean to Helen Bryce, I'd have been
utterly miserable.

Coyle and Fen Huan fell to talking rap-
idly together in some language that was
strange to me—Turki, perhaps. Covle was
plainly angry, and secmed to be objecting
to something that I'en Huan wanted done.
It was curious to see the way the Chinaman
overruled his companion without raising his
voice or showing even the least sign of
temper.

Iinally Coyle subsided in his wicker chair
with a shrug.

* Oh, have it that way, if you must!” he
grunted in English. ™ But you’re a soft-
livered fool! I tell you starvation would
bring him to do anything we want.”

It was pleasant to hear the way they dis-
cussed me, like some animal already marked
for quartering.

* But not this, my friend.” Fen Huan
tapped the papers on the table with his fan
gently. “ We could not be sure he was not
deceiving us. And he has talked with Miss
Bryce.”
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“Go ahead, then!” Coyle reached for
his bottle. “ 1 wash my hands of it.”

CHAPTER VIIL
THE REAL FACTS.

T was a surprising thing Fen Huan had
to say to me, or rather to offer. .And not
the least surprising thing was his earnest-
ness. Either the man was a most excellent
actor, or he was telling the truth. I.ater, it
proved that it was a mixture of both

To begin with, I'en Huan admitted that
Coyle was not here for the big-game hunt-
ing.

“As you have alrcady guessed, my
friend,” he pointed out suavely.

Then he confessed that the tale of the
caravan route was false. He said that they
hada’'t wanted to deceive me, but circum-
stances had compelled it. I didnt quite
swallow that—remembering how Coyle had
practically forced me to come here when I
was sick. But by now 1'd learned the wis-
dom of silence, and I didn’t interrupt that
arch-liar. ‘

He said it was really a business venture
brought them there: that he was Coyle’s
partner, all right-—had tinanced the trip,
and stood to gain two-thirds of the profits.
Added that he was a merchant, as he had
said, in good standing in China.

They had chosen the Koh-i-Darhand be-
cause of something on the other side of the
valley. Coyle looked up resentfully at this,
but Fen Huan glanced at him, and he didn't
say anything. What they werc after was
jade.

“In the temples of China, Mr. Weston,
jade is @ most valued article. You of the
west do not understand how highly jewels
and the semiprecious stones are esteemed in
my happy country. Jewels are the wealth
of Asia. Our money, as such, is worthless.
It is but a medium of exchange. Rare
stones are hoarded Dby every native from
Persia, where thev take blue topazes from
the hill mines to Badakshan. with its rubies.
and China with its --jade.”

He felt again in his capacious sleeve and
drew out what looked like a square of duli-
freen stone-—something like what we call
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soap-stone. It was veined with tiny red
streaks. Little enough, to all appearances,
but Fen Huan fondled it. and even Coyle
glanced at it covetously.

““A piece taken from the tombh of the
Ladakh kings, Mr. Weston,” he said softly.
“ From the Gumbaz—the domed tomb---in
the cliff across the valley from the Koh-i-
Darband.”

This jade, he continued, was a kind not
obtained now in the Chinese quarries. It
had come originally from the bed of a dried
watercourse near Khotan, at the edge of
the GGobi desert. Quantities of the jade had
heen carried during the medieval empire of
the Ladakh kings to the palace on the op-
posite cliff. This piece had been bought
fram a native who had picked it up in the
rock caverns.

*The man did not know the location
of the tomb itself,” explained Fen Huan,
“ because he did not confess after his finger-
nails and toe-nails had heen pulled up from
the skin and molten silver poured under
them.”

The baser jade of the outer palace cor-
ridors had been stolen at various times in
spite of the vigilance of the hill-trihes. The
tomb had not heen entered. Fen Huan was
sure of this. The British government had
warned off all despoilers of the ruins, and
the hillmen had seen to it that the warning
was enforced,

“ How can you De so sure that there is a
tomb in the ruins, and that there is this
jade in the tomDh?” I asked, to test his
story.,

TFen Huan smiled.

“In the monastery of the Holy Lotus, in
Tibet, are stored the annals of the Ladakh
priesthood, Mr. Weston. Scroll-writing—
each manuscript bound with a red-silk
tassel. It was not difficult for an e¢minent
scholar to visit the monastery and interpret”
the annals. By rcading a year and a half,
this scholar—1 will not mention his name—
came upon a detailed description of the
building and ornamenting of the tomb. No
location is given except to say that the tomb
was closed and sealed and inaccessible ex-
cept by the sunwise turn.”

He resumed his methodical motion of the
fan, lighting his pipe, after stufling its howl
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with some pungent stuff that smelled strong-
ly as if it had opium in it.

“ That is not an absurdity, Mr. Weston.
There is a saying in the book of the great
Confucius ‘that the slight words of our
ancient ancestors are more precious than
the finest gold-leaf. The ritual of the sun-
wise turn still exists in these hills. It is a
relic, perhaps, of the very old sun-worship.”

Fen Huan moved a finger slowly in a
circle through the smoke from his pipe.

“Thus,” he resumed gravely, * begin-
ning from the east the shepherds of the
Himalayas sometimes assemble their flocks
and lead them slowly about the village.
Again, when a man is dying, or very ill,
they lead a goat or sheep about his tent in
the sunwise turn before slaughtering it, as a
sacrifice to the gods.”

“In the time of the Ladakh kings the
sunwise turn formed part of the religious
ceremonial. That is revealed in the annals.”

“ How does that help you to find the
tomb?” I asked.

“In this manner. You no doubt saw
the inscriptions on the cliff. They begin at
the eastern end. It is not unreasonable to
believe that by following the eastern in-
scription in its circuit, the tomb can be
found. Since the inscription ends before
the ruins are reached, it is necessary to fol-
low the sweep of the cliffi—which makes a
perfect segment of a circle at this point—
into the ruins. That is what we have been
trying to do. So far, our mathematics have
failed us.”

1 raised a last ohjection.

*1f it’s too much for you to find, Fen
Huan, how could the designers of the tomb
locate it at the correct point—"

He saw my reasoning and smiled that
slow, bland smile that just touched the
edges of his lips under the scant mustache.

 Have you forgotten, Mr. Weston, that
astronomy was first understood in Asia?
Who were the makers of the zodiac?
Whence came the first astrolabe? Who
were the readers of the stars before the birth
of your apostles?”

Something flashed back into my mind:
*“ The prayer on the cliff will point the way
to the wealth of kings,” Yussuf had re-
peated.
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The thought stirred me quite 2 bit. But
it all looked pretty thin to me. The ruims
across the valley were only broken heaps of
stones and tumble-down rock-passages. The
legend of the tomb wasn’t much to go on.
And that broken piece of jade looked far
from valuable.

“ Just fix your mind on this, Weston,”
observed Coyle suddenly. ¢ The account
of that tomb gives the walls as more ’n ten
feet square. Jade of that quality fetches
about a hundred pounds a square foot in
China, and the buyers ain’t curious where
it comes from. The customs officials won’t
need to know anything about it—Fen Huan
will cz2 to that.”

He hefted the fragment of stone in his
fist.

“Tive hundred dollars a foot, your
money, Weston, and more 'n four hundred
square feet of the stuff tucked away insthe
ruins, Figure it out for yourself. Some
profit!”

If what he said was true, they stood te
clear some two hundred thousand dollars if
they carried the jade safely into China—
granting that they found it.

“Why haven’t the hillmen got at it?”
I asked, wishing to appear skeptical—which
wasn’t hard, for 1 was just that.

* Oh, they won’t tear down their own
tomb,” he explained carelessly. ‘‘ Takes a
Chinaman to plunder a thing like this.”

For once Fen Huan was touched. His
dark eyes widened in their slits.

*“ The tombs of our fathers are sacred,”
he hissed, “ to all but white men, who are
wanderers on the face of the earth without
traditions or faith!”

Coyle scowled; then carried it off with a
lavgh.

“ No offense; these ain’t your ancestors,
nor mine, either.”” He vented his resent-
ment on me. “ Now your job is to trace
out that circuit through the ruins for wus,
Weston. Do that and we'll blast the place
open. And if you make a mistake, or try
underhand work on us, your carcass Il jolly
well go up in the blast.”

I leaned back in my chair comfortably.

“What do I have as rake-off if the ven-
ture succeeds?” I asked.

“ The five thousand we promised you, &
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whole skin, and a tight mouth—’specially
that, Weston. Despoiling a hloomin’ tomb
is a penal offense in Kashmir.”

He grinned at me sardonically, enjoying
my silence.

“ Likewise, Weston, the Rritish author-
ities know you've come up here by your
lonesome; that you met me in a dak
bungalow; Helen Bryce saw you searchin’
the ruins, and what she knows the Resi-
dent knows.”

I thought of my conversation with the
girl; and it wasn’t reassuring.

“Likewise,” continued Coyle, accenting
his points with the gin bottle, * I'en Huan
and myself can prove you worked out the
way to the tomb, and we'll admit, it we're
questioned—which won't De likely, as we’ll
be safe over the border with a caravan load
of good jade—that vou were the leading
gpirit in the little enterprise. If you have
the luck of Satan and keep your mouth
‘shut, you may get hack through India safe.
Idon’t know.”

With that he got up and shoved the rice-
paper sheets toward me. Fen Huan nodded
slowly, to show his satisfaction with what
. bad been said.

Aiter I'd gone to my room to think things
over, taking the papers with me—I‘cn Huan
"had a copy of the main diagram --Coyle
poked his yellow head through the door.

“ Forgot to tell you. voung un, Kallick
-and the boys have orders to shoot you if
you should stroll ofi the porch, or away
from the house. Kallick’'s a dead shot.
Think it over—iive thousand dollars an’ a
That’s generous treatment,

“Suppose I don't do it?”

. “Oh, you will——one way or another.”

It was some time before 1 understood how
nfident he was. But then it was clear
ough. He vanished, but presently hohbed
i again.

-“ Forgot to wish you pleasant creams,
eston.”

, He went off snickering at his own wit
stumbling down the passage. But not
ore he’d turned the key in the door.

I went to the window and looked out.
n screening was screwed across the open-
Some bushes were just opposite the
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window. While T watched a shadow moved
in the bushes, and the light from the living-
room ftlickered on metal very much like a
gun-barrel. Then I heard a sound, swelling
and melodious.

I'en Huan was playing his phonograph
before going to bed.

CHAPTER IX.
BRINGING IN A CAPTIVE.

HIS next day I had the shack to myself.

It was raining —onc of those driving

storms that drift down the mountains with

a sharp wind that tosses the pine-tips like a
choppy sea in a squal.

Why Coyle and Fen Huan weren’t in
evidence, I didn't know. 1 was grateful
for the chance to think things over. Since
it was permitted to go out on the porch I
did so, to find Kallick squatted on the steps
with a high-power rifle across his knees.

No, I didn’t have any ambition to rush
the shikari. He seemed careless, but he
watched me closely. John Coyle was a
master whose commands were worth obey-
ing. I fancied, too, that some of the house-
boys had an eve on me. And if I should,
by some chance, win free of the hungalow,
I'd be afoot without knowing the way, and
it would be easy for mounted men to hunt
me down.

I puzzled aver the diagram len Huan
had drawn. Perhaps an expert mathema-
tician could plot the curve of the prayer-
cliff. It was too much for me—at least with
my limited knowledge of mathematics.

Above ground the thing wouldn’t have
been so hard; but to figure out where the
circle of the prayer-cliff would continue into
the heart of those ruins wasn’t possible,
Once in the stone chambers you couldn’t
see twenty feet ahead.

Maybe the builders had worked out the
spot before they put up the walls. But they
hadn’t put their secret on record.

That didn’t bother me, for two reasons.

-I had no particular faith in the jade being

where Fen Huan thought—or anywhere at
all. Fen Huan believed it was there, and
so did Coyle. The master of the Koh-i-
Darband had probably taken his friend's
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word for it, and lust for profit had done the
rest. And I'en Huan set a lot of store by
the old annals he’d mentioned.

I lit my pipe and considered the mat-
ter. It was beginning to be clear now why
Coyle had taken the pains he did to get me
there. First, he wanted the car. He ad-
mitted, after a while, that he thought it
would be useful in case they had to make
_a quick getaway. You see they didn’t know
when the hilimen would get ugly, and in
gpite of their rifles, both men had a healthy
respect for the tribes around the toinb. So
far they’d been unmolested, for the reason
they hadn’t taken anything out of the ruins.

John Coyle had quizzed me dry, down in
the dek bunaglow. He realized 1 knew
enough mathematics to help them locate the
tomb. The offer of the five thousand I
didn’t take seriously. I never expected to
see the color of their money.

I didn’t feel altogether happy over the
prospect. 1 was losing valuable time that
the Robles company was paying for; grant-
ing that 1 finally got back to India with a
whole skin and the car, my story wouldn't
be credited, most likely, and if it was, Coyle
and I'en Huan would be out of reach of the
British law — Fen Huan had a caravan
camped over the border in Tibet, waiting
his orders.

Human nature’s a curious thing. Here I
was, caplive at gun-point in the Koh-i-
Darband, with a black watching me who'd
orders to drill me if I stepped off the porch,
and who looked like he'd he tickled to death
to do it—and all I was thinking of was
some way to get back at Coyle for the way
he’d treated me.

No, 1 wasn’t trembling in my bhoots.
Back home we don’t have many of Coyle’s
breed, and men aren’t shot out-of-hand be-
cause a bully orders it. Back in the U. S. A,
we have law that is a law, and it hadn’t
penetrated even yet to me that Coyle or
his men would risk murder. I looked on
his threats and thg fool schemes of Fen
Huan as some stagy kind of a game that
they wouldn't dare put across.

Before the next day I'd changed my
mind.

But at that time I wasn’t worrying much.
I even got to thinking of Helen Bryce. She

, out.
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was a thoroughbred, a clean strain of girl,
with a temper and beauty to match it. The
more 1 thought of her, the more I wanted to
set myself right in her eyes.

If I’d known where she camped 1'd have
risked a reckoning with Kallick to visit her
and Yussuf.

Kallick had company now. The houge
boys came around to the front of the bunm-
galow. One of them was carrying a small
package. I watched them, having nothing
better to do. The rain—which came in
sudden squalls—had let up for a while.

One of the natives dug what seemed a
tunnel in the gravel by the steps. Then he
hollowed out a hole in one end of the tun
nel. He poured some stulf from the pack-
age into the hole, and patted the wet grave
into a kind of roof over the tunnel, leaving
an opening at the other end.

Another native stuck a lighted match ta
the stuff in the hole, and covered it with a
roof of wet clay. Then boy No. 1 lay dows,
with his face pressed to the opening, and
drew two or three deep breaths. Boy No. 2
kicked him away and took his place.

1t mystified me until I got a whiff of what
was smoldering in the hole. The house;
‘boys were having a smoke. They had bor-i
rowed a little of Fen Huan’s doped tobacco;
and made a pipe to order.

After inhaling the stuff they’d go and
lie down, keeping it in their lungs as long:
as they could. Even Kallick took his tum,]
leaving two of the others to watch me with;
the gun while he did so.

It gave me a line on the servants. Ther§
were four house-boys, one Chinese cooky
and the shikari. Total six, and evil-looking}
voung devils into the bargain. !

Fen Huan's
tobacco must have been strong, for they
reeled as they walked back into the housed
I began to suspect now why Coyle and
the mandarin had such a hold on the sen
vants. Natives of that breed would w
fifty miles, I’d heard, for a pinch of dopé
By the time they’d finished their smokin§
1 had a rough plan of campaign though
Since Coyle and IFFen Huan count
on me to do their calculations for ther, Iy
take my time about arriving at any res
—bluff up some kind of figuring that woul
interest them.
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Meanwhile I'd search the bungalow
quictly for the spark-plugs Coyle had taken.
It wasn’t likely he’d carry the things with
him, and the chances were that one set at
least would be in the house. Then I'd wait
until the house-boys were giddy with their
daily dope, when Coyle and his partner were
over in the ruins, and jump Kallick when
he was off guard.

Once [ had his rifle T could herd the
house-boys into one of the outbuildings,
lock them in, and take my time to repair
the car.

1 thought it was a good plan. It may
have been. But it was never carried out.

The first part of it was easy. In fact it
was more than that. I studied the diagram
Fen Huan had given 1me. And I thought
over all his dope about the sunwise turn.

“Follow ihe prayer-fingers by the sun-
wise turn—"’

That was what the monastery annals
had said. On the face of it, the words
didn’t make much sense. I put my finger
on the eastern end of the diagram, at the
beginning of the arc “ A.” Somewhere
along the circle of which that arc was part,
Fen Huan believed the tomb to he.

“The prayer on the clill will point the
way to the wealth of kings,” Yussuf had
repeated.

I ran the two sentences together.

“Tollow the prayer fingers on the cliff
by the sunwise turn to the wealth of kings.”

Nothing much in that. There hadn’t
been any finger sign-posts on the cliffs.
Nothing but the carved lettering. And that
- couldn’t be followed, for the reason it didn’t
continue into the ruins.

But I had to think up something plausible
“to work out—to keep Coyle in a good
‘humor, and gain time for my own purpose.
* 1 ransacked my mind for forgotten
‘mathematics. All that 1 hit on was the
saxiom—or whatever it is—that a point must
fbe located by two lines.

} And then the idea hit me.

i" Two lines. T had iwo lines in the dia-
gram. Two arcs of two circles,

| “Kallick!” T called. “ Get me a com-
pass—dividers!”

i He didn't understand. But by dint of
Bgns I made him realize what I wanted.
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He called another boy, gave him the rifle
and went to Coyle’s study. It was locked,
because of the rifles inside, but Kallick

had a key.
He brought out a set of draftsman’s
drawing implements. He was shrewd

enough to guess I was doing work for Coyle,
and he’d best assist me. In a moment, with
the dividers, and a simple geometric process,
I'd drawn the two complete circles, “ A"
and “ B.”
The point where they met I labeled “ X.”
“ That’s the unknown spot,” I thought.
I now had the diagram shown below.

i

7

v

EAST

Both Fen Huan
We'd both fig-
ured that the sunwise turn—beginning at
the east—could only mean the prayer-circle

You see the idea now.
and 1 had overlooked it.

on the cliff that began at the east.
was “ A

The circle “ BB 7 followed sunwise, seemed
to lead away from the ruins. But when
the complete circle was drawn it led through
the ruins.

For just an instant I had a thrill at my
own idea. Here was a point in the ruins
located by following the sunwise turn of
the * prayer-fingers.” The ancient builders
of the tomb had known geometry and as-
tronomy.

Had T arrived at the solution of the prob-
lem? Was the tomb of the Ladakh kings
at the point “ X 7'?

The thing was not impossible, But 1
smiled at my own excitement. Kallick,
who was watching closely, scowled. Where-
upon ¥ tucked the paper in my coat pocket.

Then the shots began. They came from
across the valley. First a rapid burst of
four or five; then scattered reports.

Kallick pricked up his ears, and T scanned
the valley. The rain had set in again, ob-
scuring the opposite cliff. The shots, how-
ever, had come from the direction of the
ruins.

That
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I knew Coyle was wary of the hillmen,
and I wondered ii he had been attacked.
The interval between report: lengthened.
Apparently two rifles had bheen heard at
first. Now, only one was firing.

Silence settled down upon the dazcun.

The rain pattered lightly on the cedar
slabs of the roof. Beside my chair Fen
Huan's phonograph leered at me with a
familiar air. Impatient of the shikari’s
scrutiny, I fell to pacing the porch, wishing
earnestly that the rain would let up and
give me a sight of the valley.

It was late in the afternoon before Coyle
returned. Fen Huan accompanijed him. 1
heard Kallick shout and turned in time to
see the two men coming up the path to
the bungalow.

They were carrying a stout hamboo pole.
Slung to the pole was a light cotton ham-
mock. In it was Helen Bryce.

The girl’s flannel clothes were wel, and
her hair had come partly unbound. It
fell to one shoulder in a chestnut ilood.
And I saw that her wrists were tied in
front of her by Coyle’s silk neckerchief.
Ry the stains on her cheeks I suspected she
had been crying.

Covle helped her from the hammock to
the porch.

“ Welcome to the Koh-i-Darband, Miss
Bryce,” he sail, and howed. Then he no-
ticed me.

¢ Hear that shooting. Weston? That
was me. I was settling Yussuf's hash. The

damned infidel shot first. It took quite
some time hefore 1 scored a hit-—-tumbled
him over the rocks with a bullet between
his gullet and gizzard. Then [ wasted some
more rounds, making sure of him.”

He handed his rifle to Kallick.

“1'm not a bad shot, Weston. Remem-
ber that. Now we'll have some supper.”

CHAPTER X
KNOWN BY ONT'S COMPANY.

I THOUGHT at first he was joking. But
one look at the pale and angry girl
showed me he wasn't. When Coyle and
Fen Huan had changed to dry clothes, they
made her come to the table with them.
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Then | learned the reason for her pres-
cnce here.

“1 will not sit at table with a renegade.”
She looked steadily at Coyle, who moved
uneasily under the light in her gray eyes.
He stroked his heard and smiled.

“ Oh, come now, Miss Bryce,” he said
loudly. * Yussuf shot at me. What was
1 to do?”

“He saw you sneaking up toward our
tent.  You had vour rifle leveled. If 1 had
had a revolver I would have done what he
did.”

“1 am honored.” Coyle tried to appear
at his ease, and failed, heing what he was.
“You can hardly hlame me, though, for
defending mysell.™ He looked at the ser-
vants, finding the girl’s hot scrutiny un-
hearable. “ Yussuf got his deserts. He
shot to kill, only his sights were set for
five hundred yards. A mnative doesn’t un-
derstand the fine points of a rifle. Eh,
Weston?”

Coyle scemed to bhe trying to make me
out his friend.

“ It was unfortunate, Miss Bryce,” put
in Fen Huan, who had heen watching her
silently. * But it has brought us the celes-
tial happiness of your company in our un-
worthy house.”

“Why did you bring me here?” She
tossed her dark head and clagped her hands.
I she had been crying, it was from anger,
not fear. Helen Bryce was no weakling;
and her pride was a thing that put Coyle
to shame. She sat erect in her chair, with-
out touching the food they offered her, or
paving any heed to her wet clothes.

“ You came to the duwan to spy on us,”
Coyle responded. ** Ain’t you pleased to he
here? No fault of mine if your cousin,
the Resident, sends vou about his dirty
work.”

“1 came hecause my people of the hill
tribes sent a runner to me at Srinagar. A
certain smuggler of hashish, who has been
long sought by the British authorities, was
seen in this valley. I came to see if it was
really I'en Huan. The Resident does not
know I came. He would not have allowed
it—"

I saw a quick look pass from the China-
man to John Coyle. The girl’s frankness
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was working her harm. Yet, in her splendid
pride, she would stoop 1o no precautions
against the two.

It was characteristic of her race and up-
bringing that Helen Bryce was fearless of
the two scoundrels who had laid hands on
Rer.

“I knew Fen Huan when I saw him,”
she said hitterly. ‘ He has brought thou-
sands of pounds of hashish from China,
hy way of Tibet, and he is one of the rich-
est men of Khotan. If the troops at Srina-
par knew he was here, he would not leave
Kashmir without being tried for his crimes.
Not if he turned a great prayer-wheel a
hundred and nine thousand times, to purify
his sin.”

“ Then,” smiled Fen Huan, waving his
fan gently, ‘it is well that your troops are
engaged in patrolling the northern passes
where there is trouble among the natives.”

She bit her lip. T think she was begin-,
ning to understand that she must deal with
these two as they deserved—something it
had taken me long to see.

“ Give me a horse at once,” she cried.
“Or you will answer to the Resident!”

“On such a night?” John Coyle shook
his head. “ We would be inhospitable.
Mr. Weston can attest our hospitality. By
the way, he is the one who told us you
were in the valley—”

The girl glanced at me swiftly, scornfully.

“J did not mean to,” I said lamely.
Stupidity is hard to excuse.

“ Mr, Weston is—working for us,” put in
Fen Huan with a warning frown.

Several things had become clear to me.
So Fen Huan was a drug merchant, and
smuggler to boot. I knew that the importa-
tion of hashish into India was under a ban.
The Koh-i-Darband was a ride of only a
day and a half from a telegraph-office on the
Indian border. If the girl and her servant
had ridden there, I'en Huan’s stay would
have been briecf—and he and Coyle were
half-maddened by the treasure lust.

They had gone out to find and capture
the girl befcre she could send news of
their presence here. No wonder she had
treated me coolly the day before when I'd
stumbled into her and Yussuf among the
ruins!

”
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She sat back, with an ironical smile, and
looked from one of us to the other. Fen
Huan had lit his pipe and was puffing at
the drug. Coyle sprawled in his chair, fin-
gering his glass uneasy, yet triumphant.

‘“ How much money do you want?” she
demanded scornfully.

“Money?” Fen Huan waved a depre-
cating hand. “ Am I a hill-thief?”

“Worse. I have heard much of you,
Fen Huan. Tales travel in the hill tribes,
vou know.” Again her anger swept over
her, and she gave full rein to it. ‘“ There
were women taken from the Bhotias and
Kashmir villages. Young women, who
were not recovered. You will answer for
every one of them.”

For an instant IFen Huan’s broad face
hardened; then he closed his eyes as if
blandly meditating on a pleasant thought.

“ How much will you take?” She tried
Coyle this time. ‘““To give me a horse at
once?”

“ My dear Miss Bryce,” the master of
the Koh-i-Darband said bluntly. “ We are
not to be bought. We only desire to be
unmolested while we complete our work
here. Then I promise you Mr. Weston
will take you back to Simla in his machine.”

‘“ How long will that be?”

“A week. DPerhaps more. It depends
on Mr. Weston’s acumen. He is our—con-
sulting engineer.”

“You don’t dare keep me by force.”

“ Unfortunately we must. You inter-
rupted our work.”

I was waiting my chance to speak. The
sight of the girl sitting helplessly before
the two was like a lash. Especially it an-
gered me to see I'en Huan’s intent stare,
which seemed to drink in the girl’s beauty.
I knew the two were watching for any move
on my part, and the thought rendered me
cautious, for the girl’s sake as well as my
own. For I was the only one in the bun-
galow who would take her part.

So I sat well back from the table, waiting.

Helen Bryce rose and went to the fire.
Standing near it, she fell to twisting her hair
back into place, as a woman will. She took
no further notice of us, but IFen Huan fol-
lowed her every movement, his black eyes
mellow with the drug,
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Covle began singing to himself, a raucous
murmur that repeated the refrain of some
mugzic-hall catch. 1 waited, staring at the
flicker of the fire in the hearth and won-
dering what 1 was going to do without com-
ing to any conclusion,

To attempt to clear myself before Helen
Bryce would only Dring denials from the
other two, and probahly insure my being
locked in my quarters -something 1 was in
no mood for, because of an uneasiness that
was growing on me.

“Which is my room?" asked Helen
Bryce of Coyle.

She was tired out and hungry; but she
spoke as mistress to servant, with a lift of
the firm chin.

IFen Huan arose and bowed.

“ You will occupy my room to-night,” he
said politely.

Coyle stretched himself lazily in his chair.

“Then vou’ll have to bunk in the study,
I'en Huan,” he muttered. “ 1've only a
cot, you know.”

The mandarin care:sed the embroidered
sleeve of his silk blouse.

“T shall he in my room,” he said.

CHAPTER XI.
T START TTIINGS.

THINK I was the first to grasp his

meaning; because I'd heen looking for
something of the kind. Coyle frowned,
then his jaw dropped and he stared at his
companion.

“ Miss Bryce will spend the night with
me.” Fen Huan laid his pipe aside, and
the glance he cast at the girl made my
teeth grit. Hashish, beyond heating his
brain and stirring his passions, had little ap-
parent efiect on the Chinaman. * She is a
delightful person.”

“ satan's beldame!” swore Coyle. “I'm
damned if she'll do that. Do yvou want to
De shot on sight by the first Englizh trooper
that comes along?”

Fen Huan made no response. but his
bland smile did not change. 1 heard the
girl catch her breath softlv. Coyle pounded
bn the table angrily.

“ Ain't we taking risks enough as it is,
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Yen Huan?" he growled. “ You're a China-
man, ain't you? You know what that
means® Love of God, man, don’t put your
hand on the girl! It's that dope, Ien
Huan, that's workin’ on you—"

His tone changed from threatening to
pleading. Helen Bryce had drawn herself
up, a white-faced statue of pride.

“T bid you good night, Mr. Coyle, and
you, too, Mr. Weston,” said Fen Huan.

It was too much for Coyle, renegade
though he was,

“You can't do that, I'en Huan,” he pro-
tested. “ You can't do that. Why, you'll
never get out of India alive.”

“T go where 1 please in this country, and
my own-—and the white men do not know."

I'en Huan's coft voice had grown shriller.
Into his face crept his racial intolerance
of foreigners, linked with indifference to
the fate of a woman, whether white or
vellow,

“ If this gets known—"

Coyle was pleading, but not for Helen
Bryce. He was hegging Fen Huan not
to endanger their own safety.

“ Why should there he talk?” Fen Huan’s
slant eyes were vicious. “ Will she speak?
Will we?”

He stepped in front of Helen Bryce, re-
garding her as he would one of his own
slave girls. She met his gaze fairly, with
a scorn that would have shamed another
man, vet did not touch the drug-twisted
soul of the mandarin. He swung angrily
on Coyle, who was cursing under his heard.

“ Did you think Fen Huan feared this
woman?” he demanded shrilly, “Am I
one to take notice of her, except to have
her for myself? You are a weakling.
Coyle, you are hut a fool fumbling after
riches! You are no more than a finger of
one of my hands. If I do not help you out
of Kashmir into China, where will you go?
Into an English prison, unless you join my
caravan. The servants in this house are
mine, except Kallick. Ask Kallick if he
will disobey Fen Huan, the merchant!”

Coyle's unsteady glance wavered from
the impassive skikari to the mandarin. He
did not look at the girl.

He shrugged his shoulders and poured
himself a glassiul of gin with a quivering
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hand. Tt was plain to me who was the
real master in the Koh-i-Darband!

The girl, too, had instinctively perceived
as much. I saw her glance about the room
pitifully.

“T will make a bargain with you, Fen
Huan,” I said.

They all looked at me. The Chinaman,
sure of his power, had once more mastered
his temper.

“ Perhaps I've found the location of the
tomb, Fen Huan,” I observed slowly. “ The
odds are that I have. If you will allow
Miss Bryce to have my room, and let me
remain outside the door, as long as she is
kept in the Koh-i-Darband, I will show you
what I have discovered.”

He smiled and drew his fan from his
sleeve. 1 don’t know whether I could have
made good my point or not; but just then
Kallick spoke to Coyle, who sprang to his
feet.

“ By the saints of hell, Fen Huan!” he
cried. ‘““ Kallick says Weston used my
drawing-instruments and wrote down his
calculations on your map. It’s in his coat
pocket.”

1 cursed my stupidity in leaving what
I'd done on paper. If I'd kept it in my
head, my case would have been stronger.
Coyle was aroused by the prospect of find-
jing the jade. My idea of bargaining had
been foolish and what I did now was more
s0.

The chair I was sitting on was heavy

ebony. As I stood up I heaved it at Fen
Huan's head, Mandarin and chair crashed
to the floor.

1 sidestepped, to avoid a possible shot
from Kallick and to put Coyle betwceen the
native and myseif. Coyle was prompt to
act. His arm circled my neck from be-
hind, jerking back my chin.

Now I'm not exactly weak, and I'd had
one or two free-for-all fights before, Lean-
ing back, I got my hands together hehind
Coyle’s neck and swung forward from the
hips, sending him over my head.

When Covle struck the floor, my knees
hit him in the ribs, driving the breath out
of his lungs for a moment. I rolled him
over while his arms reached for me feebly,
and felt his pockets. He had no revolver.
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Whang! The blast of a discharge filled
the room. XKallick had missed me with his
first shot, thanks to my rolling tactics.

“ Do not shoot him!”” I heard Fen Huan’s
voice from somewhere.  Call the ser-
vants.”

“Run to the door, Miss Bryce,” I
panted, warding off Coyle’s grip.

Then I saw she couldn’t. She was
gripped fast by two hundred pounds of -
Chinese bone and fat. My chair had
ripped I'en Huan’s cheek, but he was on
his feet.

The girl twisted and wrenched vainly in
his arms. T kicked Coyle loose—it being
no time for niceties of conduct. Kallick
had vanished, and I jumped for the open
door of the study and the rifles inside.

A flood of hrown natives swept from the
rear of the house and closed around me as
I reached the door. The first two went
down under short-arm jabs. There never
was an Oriental who could fight with his
fists.

Kallick swung the gun-butt at my head,
and missed. One of the boys had me by
the legs and it took a precious half-minute
to pry him away with my knees.

The light native boys could not have
availed much against my weight, but Coyle
was afoot now and enraged. He charged

‘me with a bellow, and took two good swings

to the jaw that straightened him, without
hurting him seriously.

By that time I'd lost hope of getting
clear of my enemies. It’s easy to say that
a sizable, two-fisted white man can hold
his own with a half-dozen natives. But,
with one on the back of my neck, two
clinging to my waist and Kallick jamming
his gun-butt in my face, my wind and
strength were going quickly.

I saw Coyle snatch the rifle from Kallick.
And my groping hand closed over the bot-
tle on the table. It served to free me
from the two boys at my hips, and it broke
over the head of the second one. Coyle’s
first blow with the gun went amiss and
crumpled the native on my back to the
floor.

Ducking under his rifle, T closed with
Coyle, pushing him back apainst the wall.
I gripped the gun-barrel and hung my
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weight on it. We were both gasping in
the light for the weapon.

Then came a dull pain in the back of
my head, and a feeling as if all Niagara
I'alls were rushing through the base of my
skull. The room swayed around, and a
haze veiled everything.

CHAPTER XII.
A BARGAIN.

HAT Kallick hit me with 1 don't

know. Perhaps another gun from the
study. Anyway, it ended my share of the
fight. Tt was a poor sort of fight, a lot of
mess that got me nowhere. T'd hetter have
waited until there was a real opening.

But the sight of the girl confronting those
two had been too much for me, 1 felt
hands fumbling at my coat. When the
haze cleared so I could see a hit, Fen Huan
and Coyle were scanning my drawing under
the lamp, while the three boys who could
stand were holding me against the wall,

The mandarin’s face was inscrutable, hut
Coyyle plainly elated.

“I'm damned if Weston ain’t found the
spot!”” he cried.

“Yes, perhaps on paper.” I'en Huan
shrugged his shoulders.  “ But how can
we come to it in the ruins?™

“We'll search. We'll pull that part of
the place apart, if it takes a week.”

¢ Meanwhile —"

“ Weston needs a lesson.”

Covle stepped over to me. 1 could see
the girl watching him, her dark eves framed
in a drawn face. The hoys zripped me
tighter, but there was no need. [ couldn't
have lifted one arm to my shoulder.

Coyle raised his fist and hegan striking
me heavily on the jaw and cheek-hone.
Kallick grinned. My senses were so
numbed that 1 felt little, except when my
injured head struck the wall.

“You're a hound, Coyle, a mongrel dog!"”
I told him, grinning through a split lip.

I called him all the hard names 1 could
think of. It made him more angry and he
substituted the gun-hutt for his fist, trying
1o strike my eyes.

The gun-butt was too big for that. My
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head was swimming, and it was hard to
see the others. 1 heard the girl say some-
thing sharply to Coyle, and I heard him
laugh. Evidently what she’d said was not
flattering to him.

I'd been thinking about her, in the in-
tervals when Coyle got tired, and my brains
weren't jarred loose. About Helen Bryce
and I'en Huan, and praying there was some-
thing I could do even now to help her.

Then an idea came to me.

“You want to break into the tomb—
don’t you?” I mumbled. T had to say it
three times hefore he heard.

“You're jolly well right, Weston,” he
responded, grinning.

“Well, I'Il show you the place, Coyle.
I'll take you there to-morrow.”

“The hell you will,” he assented ami-
ably.

“Ican.” I looked him full in the face—
what T could see of it. “ You see that dia-
gram I drew. Well, how did I guess that?”

He was silent at that, looking at me
thought{ully,

“ Because 1 knew where the place was
hefore T drew it,” T told him.

It was bluif, pure and simple—the last
card of a desperate man.

“ Remember when I met Miss Bryce over
there?” T had to spit out some blood to
frame the words, “ Well, she was sitting by
the door of the tomb. If she’s allowed to
stay safe in my room to-night, I'll take
you to the place to-morrow. I can find it
again.”

Fen Huan came and stood by Covle
and stared at me intently. 1t was harder
to face down the Chinaman; hut I think I
did it. I made the bluff good.

“ Miss Bryce is a friend of the hillmen,”
I added, trying to think connectedly in
spite of a splitting headache. * They've
shown her the tomb—knew she wouldn’t
injure it. Yussuf wanted to kick me off
the clifi, but she wouldn’t let him.”

Fen Huan stroked his injured cheek.

“If vou are lving—"" he hegan.

“You'll know to-morrow. 1 didn’t aim
to tell you this, but you've forced my
hand.”

The mandarin turned swiftly on the girl.

“Ts this true?” he asked harshly.
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I saw her start. I don't think hefore
then she’d had a chance to realize what
the two were after.

“ She won'’t tell yvou,” 1 said, before she
could reply. ‘*She won't see the tomb of
her friends plundered. Tt doesn’t matter to
me.”

I'or the space of a moment Fen Huan
and his partner stared at me. Then Coyle
lowered his gun.

“ By God! We'll see if it's s0.”

“You'll see,” I assured him.

No, I had no idea where the tomb was.
But T knew my calculations on the map
bad interested them, and that they were
wild for a sight of the jade. What would
happen on the morrow, I didn’t know, but
it was a little time gained.

“You're right in guessing that drawing
won’t get you there,” I told them. *‘ Even
with its help, it "Il be days before you strike
the entrance to the tomb—unless vou’re
shown.”

Coyle nodded.
naind.

* Early to-morrow you'll go over to the
ruins with us, Weston,” he said slowly.
“ And you’ll be sorry for the day vou got
inside your own <kin if you can’t show us
what we want.”

He and Fen Huan spoke together in
whispers. I think TFen Huan wanted to
torture me to learn the secret they thought
I knew. But I heard Coyvle say that I'd
only lie.

They could afford to wait a day. They'd
still have me and Helen Bryce. And the
chance of laying hand on the jade appealed
to both of them.

I don’t think Fen Huan gave up his de-
sire for possession of the girl. But a delay
of a few hours would not alter the situation
as far as he was concerned. Nor, I thought
grimly, would it to me,

He had made up his

CHAPTER XIII.
TRUE FAITHFULNESS.

O they let Helen Brvce go with me to

my room. Or, rather, she followed as
the natives carried me in and dumped me
on the floor.
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She asked Coyle for water and clean
bandages. When he shrugged his shoulders
she went herself to the kitchen and re-
turned with some napkins and a jar of
water. She made Kallick fetch a blanket
and put it under me,

Coyle said good night, grinning, and
locked the door after him. Helen Bryce
worked away over my bruised face. I hate
to think what I looked like, after Coyle’s
massage.

It was some time before she was satisfied.
Then she propped a fold of the blanket
under my head and sat on the cot. I could
barely scc her, because they had not seen
fit to leave us a candle.

The back of my head felt as if it had been
turned inside out, and my throat tasted
full of sand. I lay there and wondered
how long it would he before the room began
to look a natural black, and not crimson,

“I'm sorry, Miss Bryce,” I said, trying
to speak clearly in spite of a swollen lip.
*I never meant those two to know you
were in the valley—"'

“I think Fen Huan knew it,” she re-
turned quietly. “ That was why VYussuf
was watching for intruders on the cliff yes-
terday. 1 am the one who should apologize
—for the way I welcomed you at tiffin.”

She leaned over and felt the bandage
gently,

“You are a brave man, Mr. Weston, and
you have been—good to me.”

It was the first praise I'd had frem her,
and—ill-deserved though it was—it stirred
me. As I said, Helen Bryce was a thor-
oughbred. Most girls would have been cry-
ing their cyes out, or nagging at me to do
something for them,

“What's that?” she whispered suddenly.

I listened, and laughed without being
much amused.

“Ten Huan playing his phonograph,
Miss Bryce. He never seems to sleep.”

Through the remaining hours to dawn
the mandarin kept the machine going, play-
ing high-pitched violin fantasies that
sounded like the wail of unrestful demons.
I lay back, watching the girl hungrily as
she sat on the foot.of the cot, her head
resting against the wall. The starlight was
clear, and there was a crescent moon some-
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where, so I could make out her profile and
the sight consoled me for the hammer and
tongs that contested in the hack of my
head.

“What made you offer to show them
the tomb, Mr. Weston?" she asked once,
turning toward me. * Did vou know—-"

“ Nothing,” T assured her. “ 1t was a
stall—a bluff. T doubt, cven, if there is a
tomb.”

She was silent, looking at me in the half
light.

“ Have you any plan for---to-morrow?"

“To-morrow,” T said as cheerfully as
possible, “is another day. Or rather it’s
to-morrow now. Something will turn up.
Fen Huan may fall off the cliff. T hope he
does.”

“ They would be hard on yvou,” she medi-
tated.

“Oh, it takes a good deal to hurt me,
I'm accident-proof. Besides -1 hesitated,
because there was so much [ wanted to say,
and the girl’s nearness miule me tongue-
tied—*“ I'm happy to be of service to you.”

She sighed, and I wondered if she was
offended. The fact that she was with me
those hours was heartening. Tt was proof
she trusted me. I could catch the scent of
dried roses or something she had in her
hair, or maybe it was the hair itself. Tt
was restful, and-——mighty nice.

Then came the voice outside the window.
I heard it, above the wail of Fen Huan’s
infernal machine, and she did, too, for she
lifted her head quickly.

“Chota Missvy,” it whispered,
Missy.”

‘“Stay where you are.,” I told her softly.
“Tll investigate.”

I crawled from my blanket to the win-
dow and stood up. Nothing was to he
seen. Not even the sentry with the gun
was visible in his bushes, although there
was a hazy light over the whole place.

“ Chota Missy Bryce,” came the whisper
again. I looked down. A hunched-up
shadow was directly helow the window.

“ Yussuf!” cried the girl softly, and stood
beside me.

1t was the Mohammedan. And he was
wounded. Coyle hadn’t put him out of
action, but had hurt him bhadly. There

“Chotu
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was a hullet somewhere in his back, and
the bone of one arm was broken,

That was enough to settle most men.
Yussuf, though, watched them carry his
mistress across to the Koh-i-Darband from
the bushes into which he’d fallen, down the
slope. It had taken him six hours to get
here, crawling most of the way.

He had no rifle. Coyle had smashed the
one Yussuf had heen fighting with,

“Look out, Yussuf,” I warned him,
“ there's a native with a rifle somewhere
in the bushes.”

“ He had no rille,” se/i;b.”  The servant
was more respectful to me than he had been
-—-after talking with his mistress. ¢ He had
a long knife, such as the Chinese coolies
carry. I have it now. The man will not
see the day come.” .

It was hardly believable that Yussuf had
killed the watcher without a sound that we
should have heard. Yet such was the case.
He spoke in a low hiss that I could barely
understand. Vor some moments he and the
girl conferred together, Yussuf's hiss be-
came like that of an angry snake.

“ May the curse of Allah be upon I'en
Huan, his fathers, and their fathers. And
upon the children he begets. May his spirit
seek hell and wither as dried dung, heneath
a Dlaze. O chota Missy, that this thing
should come to pass, through the fault of
Yussuf! T am dishonored, and the day that
I was horn was an evil day, for T have failed
in my duty.”

Yussuf had not even had his wounds
dressed.  Nor had he eaten for twenty
hours. He had crawled nearly two miles, to
find his mistress. And he considered him-
self little short of a criminal hecause of the
misfortune that had been the lot of Helen
Bryce.

It made my hurts seem mighty small, by
comparizon. And I wondered how the soul
of Coyle - who was a Christian by breed—
would stack up heside that of Mohammedan
Yussuf.

His coming hadn’t cased our troubles.
He was almost helpless, and unarmed ex-
cept for the knife which he had taken from
the native.

“T shall stalk the fat pig who sits by
the squealing machine,” he hissed, ¢ and if
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it is my fate that it should came to pass,
I shall slay him.”

“No, Yussuf,” the girl whispered. “I1
heard I'en Huan order a boy to watch with
him.”

“Fen Huan is in the shadow of the
porch,” I agreed, reluctantly, “and he
would see you approach. He has the eyes
of a cat.”

Yussuf felt of the iron lattice that ran
across the window space and groaned. kEx-
cept for that lattice both Helen Bryce and
I would have hbeen away from the bungalosw
before now. But Coyle had chosen my
room with care.

“ There'll be anothér boy to relieve the
one you killed soon,” I warned himn.

At that he and the girl fell to whispering
together. 1 strained my ears for sound of
movement on the porch. But the whimper
of the phonograph kept up. Presently I
saw Yussuf press his forehead against the
grating where the hand of the girl rested.
Then he crawled away into the hushes.

We sat down on the cot, Helen Bryce
and I, and- she lit my pipe for me while 1
watched the sky change from purple to
gray, and from gray to pink, It was early
dawn, with the chill of that hour, and the
mist hanging close about the Koh-i-Dar-
band.

I could see her face now.
‘hut the eyes were bright.

“ Yussuf has said that he will go for
aid, Mr. Weston,” she said, and 1 saw
that she had taken hope from the fact.

1t didn’t impress me much. Yussuf could
not go far. He must he too weak to ride
a horse, admitting he could steal one from
the stables.

“ He says it is the will of Allah that Fen
Huan shall be punished to-day.”

“ Amen!” I responded heartily.

*“ And there is another thing yvou should
know.” Her head was so close to mine I
could feel the soft touch of a brown curl.
“This morning you will show John Coyle
the tomb in the ruins.”

I stared at her, not understanding.

¥ Don’t you see?” she whispered. Tt is
the truth that I know the location of the
tomb. The hillmen showed it to me when

It was pale,
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1 was a child. I'en Huan knew that.” She
shivered involuntarily. * And he hoped to
make me tell him, 1 think, when we were
alone to-night—without Coyle’s knowing.”

The news made my pulses leap.

“You prevented him,” she said, and this
time she did not look at me. * And T have
two hrave men to help me. I thank God
for them.”

It was good of her to say that.

“Then we'll score on Fen Huan & Co.,”
I promised. “If you are willing to lead
them to the tomb. Is the jade there?”

“’The inner walls are huilt of it. The
tomb is precious to the hillmen, and so far
as [ know, I am the only Feringee they have
taken there.”

On the face of it, that was zood news.
But I saw that it would not help us much.
IF'en Huan could not afford to release us
until he had plundered the tomb. And
after that I did not expect mercy from him.
Fen Huan would take Helen Bryce with his
caravan into China.

Knowing the mandarin as I did by now,
1 didn’t expect he would leave me behind—-
or take me along. I'd most likely remain
in the ruins, perhaps in the tomb. And
John Coyle would keep me company -—after
Fen Huan had ceased to need his services.
And neither of us would be very much alive.

I'en Huan was not the one to leave wit-
nesses to his crimes,

“Lie down on the cot, Miss Bryce,” 1
said suddenly, “ and get some rest.”

The growing light had just shown me
what was outside the window, s 1 had
told Yussuf, the second native had come to
relieve the first,  And Yussuf had stayed
until then.

Two Chinese servants, with their throats
cut, stretched on the grass, made a spectacle
1 didn’t want the girl to sce.

CHAPTER XIV.
THE TOMB OF KINGS.
HE rain had ceased and the sun was
fairly over the mountain peaks when

we started across the vallev to the ruins.
Fen Huan, Coyle, Kallick, and the two re-
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maining boys accompanied the girl and my-
self. The temper of our hosts had not been
improved by the discovery of the dead na-
tives.

“ Those devilish hillmen,” Coyle snarled,
fingering his rifle. ‘“ We'll take damn good
care they don’t pay us another visit. Fen
Huan warned me he saw a brace of the
murdering beggars sneaking off into the
bush!”

Coyle had not guessed that Yussuf had
been the offender. But his suspicions had
a result bad for us. He armed his party
heavily. He and Fen Huan and Kallick
had automatics in addition to their repeat-
ing rifles. The servants had rifles. And
by the way they handled them, I judged
they could use the weapons.

You see, I'd had a sneaking hope some
of Miss Bryce’s friends of the hill tribes
might show up and make trouble. But we
forded the river and passed through the
poplars without any opposition.. I stumbled
along, feeling utterly miserable. Even the
plucky girl was silent as we climbed the
slope to the ruins.

The valley was empty and desolate be-
hind us. From the peaks that towered over
us to the stones of the river-bed, we were
the only human beings afoot that morning.

Fen Huan urged us ahead callously, forc-
ing the girl through thorns that tore at her
skirt and rocks that wore through her high-
heeled riding-boots. She did not complain,
but kept close to me, and I tried to help
her as best I could.

Both men were inflamed with lust of the
wealth they expected to lay hand on in the
tomb. And they jerked the girl cruelly
across the rope bridge. At the further side
of it Coyle posted one of the natives as a
guard. Another he sent ahead at a trot to
the further end of the cliff path. With
two men walching the narrow trail, no one
could approach the ruins.

And he took good care to keep me ahead
of his party, where I couldn’t put up any
ficht. The girl was behind me and her
instructions guided me into the ruins. 1
hated to show Coyle and his mate what they
wanted, But what else was there to do?
They held the cards.

We pushed on through the echoing pas-

sages, climbing over the rock débris. Helen
Bryce led the way now, and IFen Huan and
Coyle followed with drawn weapons. It
was cool in the ruins, but sweat stood out
on Coyle’s forehead, and the mandarin’s
hands quivered from excitement and the
great overdoses of hashish that he’d con-
sumed in the past few hours. It was the
first time I'd seen him show any feeling.

One thing caused me to smile after a
fashion. The girl was taking us far from
the point I’d plotted on the map. I could
guess approximately where that point
should have been, and she conducted us
to the far end ef the ruins.

So I'd been wrong, and Fen Huan’s cal-
culations had been wreng. And the monas-
tery annals—well, their meaning was un-
fathomable, The secrets of ancient Asia
are not easily read. As for Fen Huan, per-
haps he meant to deceive Coyle. I don't
know. Fen Huan, also, was inscrutable.

When we came to the prayer-pillar, Helen
Bryce stopped.

*“ This is the place,” she said.

Funny that neither Fen Huan nor I had
thought that the tomb might lie near the
giant stone pillar of the Ladakh priests.
Coyle swore under his breath as the girl
stepped to the wall. Here was the rem-
nant of an altar, of granite blocks.

“ Move this away,” she said coldly.

The two sprang at the altar and examined
it carefully.

“ By God!"” muttered Coyle. “TIt ain't
fixed to the wall.” ’

Fen Huan clawed at the stone block,
hanging his weight to it. Coyle aided him,
One side of the altar moved out. From
behind it came a breath of cold air. And
I saw a square opening in the wall, to the
height of a man’s shoulders. The mandarin
panted in his eagerness, tearing his smooth
fingers as he drew the granite block further
from its position.

Somewhere within the aperture was a
light. T could see two giant candles at the
end of a short flight of stone steps, leading
down. Thrusting Coyle back, Fen Huan
scrambled down the steps. His companion
was but a pace behind.

Bending down, I looked into the tomb
of the Ladakh kings. The two candles, gut-
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tering in thc wind, showed smooth, dark
walls that reflected the faint light; and
around the walls an array of grotesque im-
ages of a hundred sizes, some as large as
men, some miniatures. All were of jade.

On the floor stone slabs marked the rest-
ing place of the dead.

The girl had drawn back to my side,
watched by the vigilant Kallick. Her hand
felt for mine and gripped it tightly, even
feverishly.

“ Fen Huan has found what he sought,”
she said.

I heard Coyle's triumphant shout echo
in the cavern. The flickering candles made
the shadows move weirdly.

Then out of the shadows hehind the
images and from the corners came half-
naked bodies that chattered fiercely and
flung themselves on the two in the tomb.

CHAPTER XV,
TIOE TABLEAU AT THE RAVINE,

CAUGHT the gleam of knives in their

hands. T heard Coyle yell in sudden fear,
and one report from his revolver thundered
in the cavern.

One candlc fell to the floor under the
rush of men that filled the tomh. 'The
shot was echoed by screams of anger. Then
out from the stairway shot the fat man-
darin, his cap and button gone, and his
robe torn, and his eyes wide with dread.

After him several slender, brown-faced
men in gray woolen garments ran silently.
They looked for all the world like earnest
terriers alter a great bear.

“ The hillmen,” cried Helen Bryce, draw-
ing me back beside the prayer-pillar. She
spoke quietly, and, looking at her, T knew
she had expected this. Kallick lifted his
rifle, saw the flying I'en Huan and his
pursuers and fled after the mandarin.
Sounds of a struggle came from the tomh.

Between two natives, Yussuf limped from
the stairway and fell on his knees hy the
girl. His lean face was twisted, and his
eyes bloodshot.

“Eh, chota Missy,” he murmured, “ as
Allah willed and as you ordered, this thing
has come to pass. T was very weak, but
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they carried me from the Koh-i-Darband
to the gumbaz, and my longing for atone-
ment gave me strength to tell to these low-
born what must be done. Eh, my sorrow
is as the sorrow of one who has been defiled,
because of what was done to you—"

Some of the wolflike forms stopped to
stare at us, and T stepped in front of the
girl, fearing danger. But she touched my
shoulder,

“These men are of the hill tribes, Mr.
Weston,” she whispered. “ They will not
touch me, or those who are with me—"

“ Sahib,” implored Yussuf, “ go after the
fat serpent of China, where he flees. Aie,
it is my fate that I cannot see what is done
to him. But you can see, and tell me how
he dies—"

I left the chamber of the prayer-wheel
and sought the path along the cliff, By
running I was able to come upon the tableau
at the ravine. .

The surprise planned by Yussuf and his
friends had been complete. Even the vigil-
ance of Coyle and the mandarin had been
forgotten momentarily when they forced
their way into the tomb. And now Fen
Huan and Kallick, fleeing down the cliff
path with the natives at their heels, pre-
vented the guard at the rope bridge from
using his rifle. Kallick had had no chance
to use his until now,

The shikari was a cool beggar, though.
He whirled and knelt in his tracks by the
rope bridge, and shot twice, dropping two
hillmen to the path. The others hesitated.

The guard had seen what was happening
and had swarmed across the rope, by his
hands and vanijshed up the further path.
Fen Huan, with a glance over his shoulder,
seized the loop attached to the rope, and
started to haul his bulk to safety. But the
hard-pressed Kallick was after him in-
stantly. The rope bent ominously under
their weight, and I'en Huan gave a squeal
of fear,

I don’t know if, in his panic, he thought
Kallick was attacking him, or if he feared
the rotting rope would not bear the two
of them. Fen Huan whipped a knife from
his sleeve, and, with teeth bared in a snarl,
struck at Kallick.

The hillmen had remained perforce at



92 THE
the rope's end. They had no weapons but
knives. Kallick’s rifle he had tossed down
into the torrent that hoiled through the
ravine. And the rope would not bear an-
other man.

I'en Huan'’s first thrust ripped across the
shikar’s tunic, as nearly as 1 could see.
Then Kallick released one hand from the
rope and plucked a curved dagger from his
girdle.

Fen Huan had the advantage of posi-
tion, with two arms free. But Kallick had
the agility of a striking snake. 1 saw
the mandarin lean forward and strike at
the hand by which Kallick clung to the
rope. He overreached, and the shikari's
teeth gripped his sleeve.

I could see the wild dismay that over-
spread the oval face of Fen Huan—saw
his eyes widen, and his cheeks twist in
pain as the knife of the skikari thrust into
his silk robe, just above the girdle.

The mandarin swayed in the loop, with
idiotic dismay mirrored in his face. The
hillmen chattered excitedly as he toppled
forward, overbalanced, and shot down into
the torrent several hundred feet below.

I saw a dark splotch, made by his wet
robe, as the body swept down the stream
and passed from view.

Kallick had disappeared down the fur-
ther cliff path with the hillmen, who
swarmed across the rope after him. I don’t
know if they caught him, Probably they
did. But then Kallick was a shrewd cus-
tomer and he may have escaped.

By noon that day Helen Bryce and I
had been carried, with Yussuf, back to
the Koh-i-Darband, in native hammocks.
Within three hours we’d broken into Coyle’s
desk, found the purloined spark-plugs, re-
paired the Robles, and were driving down
the valley roads toward civilization.

ARGOSY.

We were anxious to get a doctor for the
Mohammedan. But what I told Yussuf
of the death of I'en Huan seemed to help
that cold-blooded - individual more than
drugs. He pondered on it, paying no heed
to the jouncing of the car that made my
head ache.

‘It is written in the Koran, sakib,” he
ohserved thoughtfully, “ that what the evil
store up for themselves they shall taste.
Tushallah!”

Which made the end of my trip to the
Koh-i-Darband.

Back in the U, S. A. I’'m working hard
and pulling the strings to get the Indian
agency for the Robles car, I told the com-
pany India was a great field for motor-
cars. It is. But I didn’t say anything
about Helen Bryce heing there. Nor about
a quarter-million dollars’ worth of rare jade
that’s in a certain tomb in the hills. After
what happened to IYen Huan I think treas-
ure-hunters will be shy of that tomb.

Coyle? Well, I had a letter from Helen
Bryce, and among other things that I will
not mention, it said something about Coyle
in the postscript. You see, she had felt it
her duty to report that natives had attacked
him, as he was a white man,

She said that Yussuf heard a rumor from
the hills. 1t was that a white man was
held prisoner by the natives of the Kashmir
horder.

And this white man was compelled to sit
cach day and turn a large stone prayer-
pillar in onc of the shrines.

When he has turned that prayer-pillar
a hundred and nine thousand times he will
be freed.

1 don’t know how true this is. But if it’s
so, there’s no denying that some Oriental
heathens have a sense of humor—if not
justice.

(The End.)
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HIS is a story of a research chemist.
That sounds to most people like a
tale of a megotheritm giganticus, no

doubt, but that is the fault of most people
and not mine.

Like Gaul, chemists are divisible into
three parts; not each chemist, but the
whole tribe. These three parts are the two
extremes and the middle. At one extreme
are the men who proudly announce that
thev make their heads do the work of their
hands. Confronted with a chemical prob-
lem they study the literature, work out the
thermodynamics to seventeen places of
decimals, determine the vapor pressures,
and triumphantly announce the result
without coming near enough to a lahora-
tory to get the odor thereof. They do not
get very far, because no head can stand the
strain.

At the other extreme is the man who is
too lazy to work out the theory of his prob-
lem in advance, but who prefers to go into
the laboratory and blunder along on the
cut-and-dry method, hoping to strike some-
thing. Once in about three hundred and
forty-five years he may hit the mark if his
luck is good.

In the middle is the man who digs at
the theory of his problem till he arrives at
a working hypothesis, and then proceeds to
the laboratory and puts that working hy-
pothesis through its paces to make sure it
is not blind or spavined or affected with
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tire heaves. It is the man in the middle
who puts things across, and wakes us all
up with the information that he has found
a way to see through a board, or make a
genuine ruby out of clay and a pinch of
chrome, or to take some of this thin stuff
called ~air and make a Ducketful of fixed
nitrogen that you can pick up and sift
through your fingers like sand and sell for
so much a pound.

Bill was one of the men in thc middle,
but his situation was this;: He was em-
ploved by Millard, Jenkins & Co., a big
concern, the responsible head of which was
old man Millard, who had not had a fresh
idea fur seventeen years, and was case-
hardened against the possibility of admit-
ting one. Rill and his laboratory occupied
a corner of the top floor of the mill, and in
the estimation of old man Millard were
just about as important as the mill cat.
The cat caught an occasional rat, and Bill
caught an occasional mistake in mill prac-
tise. DBut as far as expecting any assist-
ance in improving the operations or point-
ing out additional possibilities in the hand-
ling of their raw material, old man Mil-
lard would have called on the cat quite as
quicklv as on Bill. In other words, Bill
was a check on the operations, and was
paid accordingly.

Of course he ought to have got out and
hunted up another and a Dbetter position.
But ten years earlier, on the strength of
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the Millard, Jenkins & Co. job, he had ac-
quired a wife, and between them he and
Maggie had acquired William, Jr., and
Margaret and James Henry and small
Helen, and whenever Bill thought of quit-
ting the sure pay-check in hand for the
imaginary one in the bush, he had a faint
feeling in the pit of his stomach.

When the children were in bed at night,
he and Maggie would sit down together
and figure on the bills to see whether they
could squeeze out a pair of shoes for James
Henry this month, or whether it would be
necessary to pray that the warm weather
continue so that he could run barefoot for
another thirty days. Maggie was getting
little wrinkles round her eyes from trying
to see Bill’s pay as it flashed past and was
gone each month, and Bill’s hair was grow-
ing thin on top from meditatively scratch-
ing his head over the incomprehensible in-
tricacies of the game of income and outgo.

Then one day Bill had a great idea.
When it flashed on him out of the blue
void it was so obvious to his chemically
trained mind that at first he did not recog-
nize its greatness.

The truth was that Millard, Jenkins &
Co. were one of the great army of Ameri-
can manufacturers who still practise the
rule of thumb methods. Old Millard, away
back about the time of the discovery of
printing, had devised a process, largely by
blind luck, for producing a staple article,
and had put up a small plant. Thanks to
unlimited raw material, and a growing and
prosperous population, the business had in-
creased to its present large proportions.

But did growth bring improvements or
refinements in the process? Not so. To
old Millard his process in its integrity was
holy. To alter it in any particular would
be sacrilege, to suggest that an alteration
might improve it was blasphemous hetero-
doxy. Part of Bill’s job was to see that
there was no deviation or shadow of turn-
ing from the path laid down by the Millard
patent.

And now came Bill with his bald head
gently seething with the dead-sure certain-
ty that he had a method, so obvious as to
be ridiculous; that would not only turn
the Millard process wrong side out, but
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would make two dollars grow in the mill
where only one had grown before.

Thirty minutes after the great idea slid
out of the unknown into his consciousness,
he had figured out the theory of it on pa-
per, and two hours later had run the pro-
cess through on a laboratory scale. It
worked, just as he had known it must, and
instead of one valuable end product he had
two, the second of which the Millard pro-
cess was passing daily down the sewer of
the plant to kill the fish in the river,

Bill’s foot was on the sill of the general
manager’s office, and on his tongue was an
invitation to ascend to the laboratory and
witness a demonstration, when he had a
second great idea.

Having been married ten years, Bill
knew the value of feminine counsel. It
would be well to consult Maggie before go-
ing further. He reversed and returned to
his top floor corner and spent the rest of
the day planning how his process could be
fitted into the plant with the least possible
scrapping of valuable machinery and the
smallest expenditure for new.

That night he ate his dinner with the
preoccupation normal to a scientist, but
quite foreign to his usual mood. He went
through the accustomed romp with the
children and helped get them to bed, but
Maggie saw that his mind was elsewhere.

“ Anything gone wrong to-day?” she
asked when they were alone.

“ Not a thing,” he answered; ‘ but, girl,
listen. I’ve tumbled on something big, and
I don’t know just what to do with it.” He
explained the matter to her in an untech-
nical way and looked at her expectantly.

“ Well?” she said. /

“ Seems to me we ought to get some-
thing out of it,” he went on, “ and if I ex-
plain it to Bailey, the manager, we won't
get a thing.”

The fine lines around Maggie's eyes grew
a little deeper. “ Why not?” she asked.

“ Because they know I'm married and
have a family and can’t afford to act inde-
pendent.”

“ Suppose you should offer it to them
provided they would raise your salary,”
suggested Maggie.

“To offer it I'd have to explain it, and
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it is such an obvious thing, once you sec it.
they could simply go ahead and use it and
give me the laugh.”

“ But they wouldn’t, would they?™

“Yes,” said Bill, 1 think that’s just
exactly what they would do.”

‘“Arc there any other firms who could
use it?”

“Yes. They're little fellows, though.”

“Why don’t you talk to John Stone
about it?”

“That’s a good idea.
see him to-morrow.™

John Stone, attorney at law and class-
mate of Bill's at the university, sat com-
fortably in a mahogany chair hehind a ma-
hogany desk and greeted the somewhat
seedy chemist with the cheerful conde-
scension of the successful toward the less
successful. Bill explained, and John Stone
leaned forward on the polished desk with
an interest that seemed to grow.

“You're dead sure the thing will work,
Bill?” he asked finally.

“ Oh, absolutely,” said Bill.

“Then you do as I tell vou and we'll
make that old bluegill Millard yell for
mercy before we're done with him. I’'ve
been laying for him for ten years, and now
the Lord hath delivered him into my hand.
Blessed is the patient waiter, for he shall
receive his tip. ‘That’s me, Bill. Millard
skinned me out of a five-hundred-dollar
fee when I had just begun to practise and
needed every dollar to put food in my
stomach. Lact. Actual food, by thun-
der! Cheated me out of it and laughed
in my face. It's really dangerous to laugh
at a starving man. [If it hadn’t heen for
the personal inconvenience of it I'd have
killed him.

“Now if this thing of yours is within
gunshot of what you claim, we can make
him squeal, and we'll do that same little
thing. You leave it to me. We'll have to
patent it first. Suppose I supply the
money and the legal services and we divide
fifty-ffty?”

“All right, John, that's mighty good of
you,” said Bill gratefully.

John Stone hesitated a moment.

“Bill,” he went on then, “ you need a
guardian. | can’t rob you the way T ought

' run in and
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to. We'll make it seventy-five to you and
twentv-five to me. T’ll draw the papers,
and you get back to the laboratory and
dismantle that apparatus and destroy your
notes. We don’t want those buzzards get-
ting wise to this hefore we get it covered
up.”

Bill obeved orders, and several months
passed.  Maggie built air castles composed
largelv of clothes for Bill and the children,
while Bill’s castles ran to furs and jewelry
for Maggie, and perhaps—oh, wild extrav-
agance--a cheap car into which he could
pack the family on Sunday afternoons and
jovride over the landscape. Ultimately
the wheels of ofiicialdom at Washington,
revolving witn the slow certainty of pon-
dervus machinery, ground out the patent.

“ Now,” said John Stone, as he placed
the signed and sealed document in Bill’s
hands: “now the holy inquisition gets
busy with old man Millard. Have you
any suggestions?” .

“ T suppose the thing to do is to offer it
to them and see what they’ll give for it.”

“No, son,” said John Stone. “ This is
a thumb-screw and joint-rack proposition.
They will give for it what we decide it is
worth. They will have nothing to do about
it till it comes to signing the check. Ever
hear of Conrad Jones & Co.?”

“Yes, they’re our competitors in a small
way. ‘They started up when Millard’s
hasic patents ran out, but they never have
ieen able to get much of the business.”

“ How about Hallway & Thomas?”

“ Very much the same is true of them.”

“ Quite so0,” said John Stone. “1 guess
it would Dhe rather worth while for Millard
to keep this invention out of their hands,
no?”’

“That’s what Maggie suggested,” said
Bill.  “1 hadn't thought much about it
myself.”

“No, Bill, you wouldn’t,” said John
Stone. “ Would it be worth one hundred
thousand dollars cash down and a royalty
of fifteen per cent of thq net profits for
Millard to own exclusive rights to this in-
vention?"”

Rill looked at him in silent, stupefied
amazement.

“T think it would,” went on John Stone.

1"
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“ Millard does a million dollar gross husi-
ness. 1 said we’d make him squeal, didn’t
I?”

“ But the thing isn’t worth that much,
is it?”” asked Rill in a bewildered tone. “1
had thought of a raise in salary, perhaps,
or something like that, you know.”

“You say you thought,” said John
Stone. “ Don’t dignify your mental pro-
cesses, outside the domain of chemistry, by
any such term, Bill. Now, leave this to
me. If Millard takes our offer he can put
Conrad Jones and Hallway & Thomas out
of husiness in six months. If he doesn’t
take it maybe one of the others will. If
none of them will, we'll organize a com-
pany and put all of them in the ash-can.
You go on with your chemistry and leave
this to me. But first here’s a contract to
sign so I can’t cheat you out of your share
when it’s paid over. You haven’t even ne-
ticed that the patent’s in my name. But
it's all right. ‘The contract covers that,
too.”

Two days later, Bailey, general manager
of Millard, Jenkins & Co., walked into
Bill’s laboratory and slapped a letter down
on the table.

“Read that,” he said.

Bill caught sight of John Stone’s letter-
head and read eagerly. The letter stated
that Mr. Stone owned a patent which
might possibly be of interest to Millard,
Jenkins & Co. A concise description of
the new process followed. If they wish~d
to consider a proposal for the exclusive use
of the process, Mr. Stone would be glad to
-(liscuss the matter further. A reply within
three days was requested, and if he did not
hear from them within that time he would
open negotiations with other firms.

“ What do you think of that?” demand-
ed Bailey.

“ 1t ought to work,” said BIill

“Work!” spat out Bailey. “ Of course
it I work. DBut what do you think we pay
you for? You call yourself a chemist, and
vou work around here for ten years and
then let some outsider discover a thing like
that and spring it on us. 1 guess we've
wasted enough good money on you. You're
fired, right now. You're the worst excuse
for a chemist T cver met. Vou'’re fired.”
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“You mean I'm to go,” said Bill intq
dazed whisper.

“ Clear out inside of thirty minutes of
T’ll have you thrown out, see?” said Bai«
ey, and slammed the door behind him.

“ I'ine, finer, finest,” commented J
Stone when Bill pantingly told him the lat
est development. * Got their goat the
first crack. Also, we'll sue ’em for breachy
of contract. Had a contract with e
didn’t you?”

“No,” said Bill.

13

“That is, nothing in;

writing.
‘“All right, we’ll just hold it against
them. Tt Il mean one more twist of

screw when we're wringing the squeals

of them. Millard has entered into Bailey;
and he’s running down a steep place into]
the sea. Get that? Pretty neJt eh? Bdﬁ
I hear from them to-morrow.’

The first mail brought a letter suggestmg
a conference at Millard, Jenkins & Co.'s!
office. John Stone rephed by stating that.
he would meet their representatives in his!
own office at two that afternoon, or failing
this, he would take immediate steps to in-:
terest others in the patent. He had this
reply delivered by messenger, and at two;
Mr. Millard, Mr. Jenkins, and Mr. Bailey:
appeared and were affably received.

John Stone seated them in his inner
office and smiled the smile of the spider’
who has caught three flies with one puff
of wind.

“1T think we need no preliminaries,” he
began., *“ We can get down to business at'
once. I gather that you are interested in:
my proposal or you would not be here.
Mr. Millard and 1 have had some previous:
dealings and have not—er—eaten out of
the same dish, so to speak, for some years.?:

“What are your terms?” inquired Ml.l
lard hastily.

“1 was coming to them,” said ]ohn-.
Stone. ‘“Let me state the matter clearly.:
The firm having exclusive control of this
patent can put its competitors out of busi-j
ness. It means a saving of from thirty-five,
to forty per cent. You have already done:
vour own figuring, no doubt. Am I cor-i
rect?” i

Bailey glanced sidewise at Jenkins. Jen-!
kins passed, with a glance at Millard, |
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“ Substantially,” said Millard.

* Exactly. Then you sce where you get
off,” said John Stone. * You either take it
or you leave it. Lf vou take it you have
everybody on the hip. i you leave it—"
He waved his hands, palms up, and raised
his cyebrows. ** Assignment for benefit of
creditors.  Six months at the outside.”

* We came Lo talk business, Mr. Stone,”
said Millard testily. * What are your
terms?”

*“ So you see,” went on John Stune even-
ly, ** this is rather a valuable proposition.
In fact, a vital proposition. I realize the
situation fully, and owning the patent, 1
might hold you up, so to speak. But,” he
looked Millard straight in the eye, 1 am
bonest. | take advantage of no man, big
or littic. [ never yet squeezed a poor man
because he had not the means to fight
me--

“This is really quite beside the point,”
cut i Milard.,  “ Come to your terme.
That is &l we are interested in.”

*And B oam interested in having you
understand my pesition very thoroughly,”
said Juhr Stone. 1 once did some legal
work for o client. [t was a difticult job,
andl 1 soited hard at it. 1 was pretty
areeqa gl the time, and 1 trusted the fellow's
Lenesty.  Vvhen it came time to collect my
fee, Lie Luizhed in my face, and as a matter
of fact, tire fee is vet unpaid. Now 1
wouldn’t do o thing like that. T am too
confoundediy honest to get rich that way.
Do you wer my point?”

i you coulda’t collect,” said Millard,
“ it geom Lkely the fee had not heen lezal-
Iy eainad.”

*That bs precisely what he told me.  He
said, in [act, to go ahead and collect it,
and i told kim 1 certainly would if we both
lived lung enough.  The terms for the ex-
clusive rights to use this patent are Si102,-
250.05. ¢ash in hand, and a royaity of
twenily per ocent of the net profits of the
busiivus.”

Tue three stured for perhaps ten seconds
and ten Milarnd rose as though something
had viunz him.

Dvsimply ridiculous,” he stormed.
" Preposterous! I owon't listen to any
ri.oe. This is blackmail! ™
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“Did vou say Dlaclorail>” hieke in
John Stone. * That statement iz slander.,
A penalty attaches to slander.  Well as-
sess it right now ot one thousand dollars,
and tuck it on the price eof the patent.”

“ Keep your patent,” shouted Millard.
* T'll show you you can’t hold me up, you
half-baked little shyster.”

“ Take it or leave it,” said Jchn Stone.
I must have your answer by three to-
morrow afternoon.”

The angry three filed out and Stone
picked up his telephone and made an en-
wagement to meet Mr. Conrad Jones with-
in thirty minutes. He then called Mr., Ar-
thur Thomas, president of Hallway &
Themas, and arranged to see him in an
foaur and a hall, Closeted with Mr. Jones,
he explained the patent, and pointed out
bow effectually it would close out the Jones
company if a competitor secured it.

* You're not doing a heavy business as
it is. You won’t do any at all if Millard,
Jenkins & Co. sccure exclusive rights to
this thing,” he said.

* What are vour terms for the exclusive
rights?” asked Jones.

1 am not ready to talk terms,” said
John Stone. ¢ 1 came e ogive vou the facts
and let vou think it over. There is no
hurry. Tl see vou again.”

He had a similar interview with Thomas,
and with a satisiied smile called it a day
and went home.  [le arrived at his oliice
next morning to ind that both Jones and
Thoias had alrcady telephoned requesting
interviews. Insteadd  of  communicoting
with them, he nutified his clerk that he
was not to he disturbed, and spent the
moning drawing the papers for the incor-
poration of the International  Products
Cempany, the list of incorporators com-
prising the names of himself, Bill. Joncs,
Thomas, and Aiillard.

At noon he called Mr. Jones, expressed
regret al not heing able to communicate
sconer, and found that gentleman exceed-
ingly eager to know his terms. e told
Mr. Jones that matters had movea very
rapidly since the day befure, and that it
now seemed the hetter arrangement to
form a new company, to huild a piani, and
exploit the patent.  Possiblyv he hinted they
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might come to terms by which the Jones
interests would be included in the new con-
cern, and at that point he rang off and left
Jones with a new set of ideas to think over.
He then called Thomas and gave him a
similar line of talk.

At twenty minutes to three Mr. Jenkins
called him, and in a very conciliatory tone
asked if he might have an immediate in-
terview in behalf of his firm. He arrived
a few minutes later.

* Mr. Stone,” he said, “ I have come ex-
pressly to correct the impression 1 fear we
left with you yesterday. Mr. Millard is—-

well—of rather a—er-——peppery  disposi-
tion. He—that is—flies off the handle
with very little provocation. Personally T

see much justice in your proposal. 'The
figures rather staggered us at first, but, for
myself, T may say that 1 think we can
come to terms. In fact, if you can extend
the time, say for a week, 1 think we can
bring Mr. Millard to see the advisability
of closing with you.”

““ Sorry, Mr. Jenkins,” said John Stone,
“but my proposal expires definitely at
three. 1f I do not have your unqualified
acceptance in the next seven minutes I
have already taken the necessary steps to
proceed at once in another direction.”

“ But that is impossible.” declared Jen-
kins earnestly. “ To tell vou thc truth,
I've spent all day arguing with Mr. Mil-
lard, and the utmost concession 1 could
get was to come around here and see what
1 could do.”

“ All right,” said John Stone smoothly.
“1'd prefer to include you people in my
plans. It seems a pity to close out such a
business, hut I cannot he hampered by Mr.
Millard's caprices. The option will expire
in three minutes.”

“Then there is nothing I can do?” al-
most wept Mr. Jenkins.

“Oh, ves,” said John Stone.
one minute more and 1l'll explain.”

He pulled out his watch and held it
while the halting second hand made its
revolution. As it completed the round the
clock in the outer office sounded the hour,
and through the open window came the
solemn three strokes from the tower of the
Merchants and Bankers Security Building

)

* Wait

across the square. John Stone slipped his
watch into his pocket.

“ The option has now expired,” he an-
nounced, *“ and we take a fresh start. We
shall incorporate the International Prod-
ucts Company at once to take over and
operate the Conrad Jones & Co. and the
Hallway & Thomas plants, using our pat-
ents. 1f you people want to be included,
it will be comparatively easy.

“ First, Millard pays me one thousand
dollars on account of an old debt with in-
terest to date. Second, he pays me one
thousand dollars on account of slanderous
statements made yesterday in your hear-
ing. Third, the firm of Millard, Jenkins &
Co. pays to William Cromwell, whom you
discharged some days ago, and who hap-
pens to be a friend of mine, $1,250.03, be-
ing his salary for the remainder of the year.
These amounts must be paid in advance
of any further negotiations.

“ Once these accounts are definitely set-
tled, Millard, Jenkins & Co. will be admit-
ted to the International on the following
terms; they to turn over their plant and
sufficient cash to effect the necessary al-
terations in the equipment to enable the
new company to operate the plant by the
new process, and in return they to receive
International Products Company shares to
the extent of thirty-five per cent of the to-
tal stock of the new company. How does
that strike you?”

‘“ Did I understand you to say that Hall-
way & Thomas and Conrad Jones & Co.
have accepted similar terms,” asked Jen-
kins meekly.

“ What else could they do? All the
papers will be signed to-morrow morn-
ing.”

“ May I ask what interest they will have
in the new concern?™

* T'ifteen per cent to Conrad Jones &
Co., and ten per cent to Hallway &
Thomas on the same terms 1 have offered
to you. The remaining forty per cent goes
to me as the owner of the patent.  Again
Mr. Jenkins, 1 say to vou as I said vester-
day, take it or leave it. This thing is big-
ger than Millard, Jenkins & Co. ever
thought of being, and it is going through
whether Millard, Jenkins & Co. comes in
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out of the wet er stays out to be drowned.
1 can give vou Gll eleven to-morrow morn-
ing to reach a decision.  1f at that hour 1
have your check lor $3,250.03, to cover the
three itenis first mentioned, we will con-
sider the deal closed.”

i vas peeparing dinner when Bill
burst in.  William, Jr., and James Henry
were Boldingg a private and perfectly good-
natuied riot under the dining-room table,
Marcarct was cuiting paper dolls, and the
baby was huinging to Maggie's skirt and
bewailine the fact that dinper-time had
not arrived.  Upon this scene of domestic
felicity burst Bill, waving a slip of pink
paper.

The hoys suspended hostilities, and cach
encirciedd a parental leg and staried up-
ward as though he bad been a double-
trunked tree.  Margaret seized hLis free
hand, Helen forscok her mother and tod-
dled toward him with upraised arms, and
Mageie twrned from her cooking to smile
at the =ight. Bill was faiily popular at
home.

But for ence B himself failed to play
his part. e narrowly imissed stepping on
the unnoticed baby, Le shook ol Marga-

WHEN
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ret’s clotch, amd he  admonished  the
“voung piates U swarming up his trouger
leps Lo desist vader penalty of dire catas-
trephe.  Preed) ke rashed o Managice,

* Louk here.” he shouted.  * THow ahout
that?”

It was a clieck for S1,250.02.

“That's my salary from Millard for the
rest of the vear.  John Stone got it out of
them. T don’t know hev.  And Uston, we
own thirty per cent of the stock in a com-
pany to use my patent, and everybods's in
it, and John Stene says it Il mean twenty-
five thousand dollars a vear easy.”

The potatoes burned, and the colfee
botled over, and the baby wailed while he
explamed and explained and  explained.
And the end of the whole matter found
Mareie's head on DIs shoulder while she
wept and laughed and finally said:

“1 knew wou ceuld do it, Billy boy.
I always knew yeu'd do samething big and
wonderful some day, and now ycu've done
it.”

And since it is alwavs Dhest to aceept a
woman’s decisions  without comment, I
have called (his the story of a reacarch
mist and left out the vengeance-secking
attorney at law.

COME IN

1\‘a QW drom the gray and snarling scas

1'o the Budicted ships sail in

They have known the taste of the briny lees,

And il woltish tempest’s din,

In the Larbor. anchored, they drift and swing,

And their sadls are reat and sotled;;

And the velvity runes of breezes sing

Of the terrors faced and foiled.

Thourh the hulls are scirred with wounds of storm,

* hobis are Luden decp

1 wokd that is heavy and tawny warm,

The treasure that victors reap.

And the sailors, home from the restless tide,

Dronzed brown Ly the winds 1hat hlew,

Treaad lund- - while their wistiul (yes turn wide

To the wastes where petrels Qew.

Olin. Lyman.
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JACQUELINE

Author of “ The Hummer,”"
XXV

WAITS.

the hand of her father, crying:

‘“ Are you going to finish the work of
McGurk before he has a chance to start it?
He hunted the rest down one by one. Dad,
if you put out Pierre what is left? Can you
face that devil alone?”

And the old man groaned: * But it’s his
luck that’s ruined me. It’s his damned luck
which has broken up the finest fellowship
that ever mocked at law on the ranges. Oh,
Jack, the heart in me’s broken. 1 wish to
God that I lay where Gandil lies. What's
the use of fighting any longer? No man
can stand up against McGurk!"”

And the cold which had come in the
blood of Pierre agreed with him. He was
a slaver of men, but McGurk was a devil
incarnate. His father had died at the hand
of this lone rider; it was fitting, it was fale
that he himself should die in the same way.
The girl looked from face to [ace, anil
sensed their despondency. It seemed thal
their fcar gave her the greater courage. Her
face flushed as she stood glaring her scorn.

“ The yellow streak took a long time in
showin’, but it’s in you, all right, Pierre le
Rouge.”

*“You've hated me ever since the dance,
Jack. Why?"

* Because I knew you were ycllow-—like
this!”

He shrugged his shoulders like one who
gives up the hght against a woman, and
seeing it, she changed suddenly and made a
gesture with Dboth hands toward him, a
sudden gesture filled with grace and a queer
tenderness.

JACQUELINE ran between and caught

" The Higher Strain,” etc.

She said: ** Pierre, have you forgotten
that when you were only a boy vou stood
up to McGurk and drew blood [rom him?
Are you afraid of him now?"

“1'N take my chance with any
but McGurk—"

*“ He has no cross to bring him luck.”

“ Aye, and he has no friends for that luck
to ruin. Look at Gandil. Jack, and then
speak to me of the cross.”

“ Dierre, that first time you met you al-
most heat him to the draw. Oh, i[ 1 were
a man, I'd-— DPicrre, it was to get McGurk
that you rode out to the range. You've
been here six years, and McGurk is still
alive, and now you’re ready to run from his
shadow.”

“ Run?” he said hotly. * I swear to God
that as I stand here I've no fear of death
and no hope for the life ahead.”

She sneered: “ You're white while you
say it. Your will may be brave, hut your
blood’s a coward, Picrre. 1t descrts you.”

“ Jack, you devil incarnate- -7

“ Aye, you can threaten me safely.
if McGurk were here -

“ ILet him come.”

“ Plerre!”

*“1 mean it.”

“Then give me one¢ promise.”

* A thousand of 'em.”

* Let me hunt him with you.”

He stared at her with a mute wonder.
She had never been so beautiful.

* Jack, what a heart you have! If you
were @ man we could rule the mountains,
vou and 1.

“ Iiven as
Pierre?”

And looking at her he forgot the sorrow
which had been his ever since he looked up

man --

But

I am, what prevents us,

This story began in The Argosy for August 9.
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to the face framed with red-gold hair and
the dark tree behind and the cold stars
steady above it. It would come to him
again, but now it was gone, and Le mur-
mured, smiling: I wonder?”

They macle their plans that night, sitting
all three together. It was better to go out
and hunt the hunter than to wait there antl
be tracked down. Jack, for she insisted
on it, would ride out with DPierre the next
morning and hunt through the hills for the
hiding-place of McGurk.

Some covert he must have. so as to be
near his victims. Nothing else could ex-
plain the ease with which he kept on their
traces. They would take the trail, and Jim
Boone, no longer agile enough to he effec-
tive on the trail, would guard the house and
the hody of Gandil in it.

There was little danger that even Mc-
Gurk would try to rush a hostile house, but
they took no chances. The guns of Jim
Boone were given a thorough overhauling,
and he wore as usual at his belt the heavy-
handled hunting knife, a deadly weapon in
a hand-to-hand fight. Thus equipped, they
left him and took the trail.

They had not ridden a hundred yards
when a whistle followed them, the familiar
whistle of the gang. They reinedd short
and saw Dbig Dick Wilbur riding his bay
after them, but at some distance he halted
and shouted: * Pierre!”

“ He’s come hack to us!” cried Jack.

“No. It’s only some message.”

“Do you know?"”

“Yes. Stay here. This is for me alone.”

And he rode back to Wilbur, who swung
his horse close alongside. However hard
he had followed in the pursuit of happiness
and the golden hair of Mary Brown, his
face was drawn with lines of age and his
eyes circled with shadows.

He said: “ I've kept close on her trail,
Pierre, and the necarest she has come to
kindness has been to send me with a mes-
sage hack to you.”

He laughed without mirth, and the sound
stopped abruptly.

“ This is the message in her own words:
‘T love him, Dick, and there's nothing in
the world for me without him. Bring him
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hack to me. T don’t care how; hut bring
him back.” So tell Jack to ride the trail
alone to-day and go back with me. 1 give
her up, not [reely, but because T know
there’s no hope fer me.™

But Pierre answered: * Wherever I've
gone there's beep luck for me and hell for
every one around me. I lived with a priest,
Dick, and left him when 1 was nearly old
enough to hegin repaying his care. 1 camc
South and found a father and lost him the
same day. 1 gambled for money with
which to bury him, and a man died that
night and another was hurt. | escaped
from the town by riding a horse to death.
1 was nearly killed in a landslide, and now
the men who saved me from that are done
for.

“ It’s all one story, the same over and
over. Can 1 carry a fortune like that back
to her? Dick, it would haunt me by day
and Dy night. She would be the next. T
know it as I know that I'm sitting in the
saddle here. That’s my answer. Carry it
back to her.”

“1 won't lie and tell vou I'm =orry, bhe-
cause I'm a fool and still have-a ghost of a
hope, but this will bhe hard news to tell her,
and I'd rather give five vears of life than
face the look that will come in her eves.”

“1 know it, Dick.”

* But this is {inal??”

“tis”

*“Then good-hy again, and—God bless
vou, Pierre.”

“ And you, old fellow.”

They swerved their horses in opposite
directions and galloped apart.

It was nothing,” said Pierre to Jack.
when he came up with her and drew his
horse down to a trot. But he knew that
she had read his mind, and for an hour
they could not look each other in the face.

But all day through the mazes of canon
and hill and rolling ground they searche
patiently. There was no cranny in the
rocks too small for them to reconnoiter
with caution. There was no group of trees
they did not examine.

Yet it was not strange that they failed.
In the space of every square mile there were
a hundred hiding-places which might have
served McGurk. It would have taken a
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month to comb the country. They had
only a day, and left the result to chance,
but chance failed them. When the shadows
commenced to swing across the gullies they
turned back and rode with downward heads,
silent.

One hill lay between them and the old
ranch-house which had been the headquar-
ters for their gang so many days, when
they saw a faint drift of smoke across the
sky-——not a thin column of smoke such as
rises from a chimney, but a hroad stream
of pale mist, as if a dozen chimneys were
spouting wood-smoke at once.

They exchanged glances and spurred
their horses up the last slope. As always
in a short spurt, the long-legged black of
Jacqueline outdistanced the cream-colored
mare, and it was she who first topped the
rise of land. The girl whirled in her saddle
with raised arm, screamed Dback at Dierre,
and rode on at a still more furious pace.

What he saw when he reached a corre-
sponding position was the ranch-house
wrcathed in smoke, and through all the
lower window was the red dance of flames.
Before him fled Jacqueline with all the
speed of the black. He loosened the reins,
spoke to the mare, and she responded with
a mighty rush. Even that tearing pace
could not quite take him up to the girl, but
he flung himself from the saddle and was
at her side when she ran across the smoking
veranda and wrenched at the front door.

The whole frame gave back at her, and
as Pierre snatched her to one side the door-
way [ell crashing on the porch, while a
mighty volume of smoke burst out at them
like a puff from the pit.

They stood sputtering. coughing, and
choking, and when they could look again
they saw a solid wall of red flame, thick,
impenetrable, shuddering with the breath
of the wind.

While they stared a stronger breath of
that wind tore the wall of flames apart,
driving it back in a raging tide to either
side. The fire had circled the walls of the
entire room, but it had scarcely encroached
on the center, and there, seated at the table.
was Boone.

He had scarcely changed from the posi-
tion in which they last saw him, save that
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he was fallen somewhat deeper in the chair,
his head resting against the top of the back.
He greeted them, through that infernal fur-
nace, with laughter, and wide, steady eyes.
At least it seemed laughter, for the mouth
was agape and the lips grinned back, but
there was no sound from the lips and no
light in the fixed eyes.

Laughter indeed it was, but it was the
laughter of death, as if the sou! of the man,
in dying, recognized its natural wild element
and had burst into convulsive mirth. So he
sat there, untouched as yet by the wide
river of fire, chuckling at his destiny. The
wall of fire closed across the doorway again
and the work of red ruin went on with a
crashing of timbers from the upper part of
the huilding.

As that living wall shut solidly, Jacque-
line leaped forward, shouting, like a man,
words of hope and rescue; Pierre caught
her barely in time--—a precarious grasp on
the wrist from which she nearly wrenched
herself free and gained the entrance to the
fire. But the jerk threw her off balance for
the least fraction of an instant, and the
next moment she was safe in his arms.

Safe? He might as well have held a wild-
cat, or captured with his hare hands a wild
eagle, strong of talon and beak. She tore
and raged in a wild fury.

“ Pierre, coward, devil!"”

“ Steady, Jack!™

“ Are you going to let him die?”

“ Don’t you see? He’s already dead.”

“You lie. You only fear the fire!”

“T tell you, McGurk has bheen here be-
fore us.”

Her arm was freed by a twisting effort
and she heat him furiously across the face.
One blow cut his lip and a steady trickle of
hot blood lelt a taste of salt in his mouth.

*You wvoung fiend!” he cried, and
grasped hoth her wrists with a crushing
force.

She leaned and gnashed at his hands, but
he whirled her ahout and held her from
behind, impotent, raging still.

“ A hundred McGurks -could never have
killed him'™

There was a sharp explosion from the
midst of the fire,

“ See! He’s fighting against his death!”
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“ Nou! No!

timber!”’

Yet with a panic at his heart he knew
that it was the sharp crack of a fircarm.

* Liar again! Dicrre, for God's sake, do
something for him. Jather! He’s fighting
for his life!”

Another and another explosion frem the
midst of the fire. 1le understood then.

*“The f{lames have reached his guns.
That’s all, Jack. Don’t you see? We'd be
throwing ourselves away to run into those
flames.”

Realization came to her at last. A heavy
weight slumped down suddenly over his
arms. e held her easily, lightly. Iier
head had tilted back, and the red flare of
the fire beat across her face and throat.
The roar of the {lames shut out all other
thought of the world and cast a wide in-
ferno of light around them.

Higher and higher rose the fires, and the
wind cut off great fragments and hurried
them off into the night, hlowing them, it
seemed, straight up against the piled thun-
ger of the clouds. ‘Then the roof sagged,
swayed, and fell crashing, while a vast cloud
of sparks and hvid fires shot up a hundred
fcet into the air. It was as if the soul of
¢ld Boone had departed in that final flare.

it staried the girl into sudden life, sur-
prising Dierre, so that she managed to
wrench herself free and ran from kim.  Tle
sprang after her with a <hout, fearing that
in her hysteria she might fling hersclf into
the fire, but that was not her purpose,
Straight to the Black horse she ran. swung
into the saddle with the case of a man, and
rode furiously off through the falling of the
night.

Ile watched her with a curious closing of
loneliness like a hand about his heart. He
had failed, and hecause of that failure even
Jacqueline was leaving him. It was strange,
for since the loss of the girl of the vellow
hair and those deep blue ecyes, he had
never dreamed that another thing in life
could pain him.

So at length he mounted the mare again
and rode slowly down the hill and out to-
ward the distant ranges, trotting mile after
mile with downward head, not caring even
if McGurk should cross him, for surely this

[t's only the falling of a
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was the final end of the world to Pierre le
Rouge.

About midnight he halted at last, for the
uneasy sway of the mare showed that she
was nearly dead on her {eet with weariness.
He found a convenient place for a camp,
built his fire. and wrapped his blanket
about him without thinking of food.

Ile never knew how long he sat there,
for his thoughts circled the world and back
azain and [ound ali a prospect of desert
before him and hehind, until a sound, a
vague sound out of the night starticd him
into alertness.  He slipped from heside the
fire and into the shadow of a steep rock,
watching with eves that almost pierced the
dark on all sides.

And there he saw her creeping up on the
outskirts of the firelight, prone on her hands
and knees, dragging herself up like a young
wildcat hunting prey; it was the glimmer of
her eyes that he caught first through the
gloom. A cold thought came to him that
she had returned with her gun ready.

Inch by inch she came closer, and now
he was aware of her restless glances probing
on all sides of the camp-fire. Silence—-
only the crackiing of a pitchy stick.  Ard
then he heard a muffled sound, soft, soft as
the heating of a heart in (he night, and
regularly pulsing. 1t Lurt him infinitely,
and he calied gentlv: * Jack, why are you
weceping?”

She started up with her fingers twisted
at the butt of her gun.

“It’s a lie,” called a tremulous voice.
* Why should T weep?”

And then she ran to him,

¢ Oh, Pierre, 1 thought vou were gone!”

That silence which came between them
was thick with understanding greater than
speech.  He said at last:

“ I've macde my plan. I am going straight
for the higher mountains and try to shake
McGurk off my trail. There’s one chance
in ten T may succecd, and if T do then Tl
wait for my chance and come down on him,
for sooner or later we have to fight this out
to the end.”

“T know a place he could rever find,”
sald Jacqueline. ** The old cahin in the
eullev hetween the Twin Bears. We'l
start for it to-night.”
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“ Not we,” he answered. * Jack, here’s
the end of our riding together.”

She frowned with puzzled wonder.

He cxplained: * One man is stronger
than a dozen. ‘That’s the strength of Mec-
(iurk -that he rides alone. He's finished
vour [ather’s men. There's only Wilbur
lelt, and Wilbur will #o next—then me!"

She stretched her hands to him.  She
seemed to he pleading Tor her very life.

“ But if he finds us and has o lght us
hoth— 1 shoot as straight as a man, Pierre!”

 Straighter than most.  And you're a
better pal than any l've ever ridden with.
But I must go alone. 1t’s only a lone wolf
that will ever bring down McGurk. Think
how he’s rounded us up like a herd of cattle
and brought us down one by one.”

* By getting each man alone and killing
him from behind.”

“ From the front, Jack. No, he’s fought
square with each one. The wounds of
Black Gandil were all in front, and when
McGurk and T meel it's going to be face
to face.”

Her tone changed, softened:
of me, Dierre?”

“You bhave to leave this life. Go down
to the city, Jack. Live like a woman:
marry some lucky fellow: be happy.”

* Can you lcave me so easily? ™

* No. it’s hard, devilish hard to part with
a pal like you, Jack; but all the rest of my
life I've got hard things to face, partner.”

© Partner!” she repeated with an indc-
scribable emphasis. * Pierre, I can’t leave
vou.”

* Why?”

* ’'m afraid to go.

He said gloomily:
of it.”

* T'll never trouble you--never!"”

* No. the had luck comes on the people
who are with me, but never on me. It's
struck them all down, one by one; vour
turn is next, Jack. 1f 1 could leave the
cross hehind -

He covered his face, and groaned: * But
I don’t dare: I don’t dare! 1 have to face
McGurk. Jack, I hate myself for it, but
I can’t help it. TI'm afraid of McGurk.
afraid of that damned white face, that
lowersd, fluttering  evelid, that sneering

* And what

Let me stay!”
*“ No good will come
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mouth. Without the cross to bring me luck,
how could I meet him? But while 1 keep
the cross there's ruin and hell without end
for every one with me.”

She was white and shaking. She said:
“I'm not afraid. [I've one friend left:
there’s nothing else to care for.”

“ So it's 1o he this way, Jack?”

* This way, and no other.”

“ Partner, I'm glad. My God, Jack,
what a man you would have made!™”

Their hands met and clung together, and
her head had drooped, perhaps in acquies-
cence.

CHAPTER XXVI.
A GAME OF SUPPOSE.

ICK WILBUR, telling Mary how
Pierre had cut himself adrift. did not
even pretend to sorrow, and she listened to
him with her eyes fixed steadily on his own.
As a matter of fact, she had shown neither
hope nor excitement from the moment he
came back to her and started to tell his
message. But if she showed neither hope
nor excitement for herself, surely she gave
Dick still fewer grounds for any optimistic
foresights.

So he finished gloomily: ‘ And as far
as I can make out, Pierre is right. There's
some rotten bad luck that follows him. It
may not he the cross—I don’t suppose you
helieve in superstition like that, Miss
Brown?”

She said: *‘ 1t saved my life.”

“The cross?”

“Yes.”

“ Then Pierre——you mean--you met be-
fore the dance-—you mean—-"

He was stammering so that he couldn’t
finish his thoughts, and she broke in: “1f
he will not come to me, then 1 must go to
him.”

* Follow Pierre le Rouge?” queried
Wilbur. “ Miss Brown, vou’re an optimist.
But that’s because you've never seen him
ride. T consider it a good day's work to
start out with him and keep within sight
till night, but as for following him and
overtaking—ha, ha, ha, ha'!”

He laughed heartily at the thought.
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" And she smiled a little sadly, answering:
-“But 1 have the most boundless patience
Eﬁin the world. He may gallop all the way.
sbut I will walk, and keep on walking, and
‘ reach- him in the end. 1 am not very strong,
- but—-"

Her hands moved out as though testing
their power, gripping at the air.

“Where will you go to hunt for him?”

“Tdon’t know. But every evening, when
I'look out at the sunset hills, with the pur-
ple along the valleys, I think that he must
be out there somewhere, going toward the
highest ranges. If I were up in that coun-
try I know that I could find him.”

‘“ Never in a thousand years.”

“Why?”

“ Because he's on the trail—"

“On the trail?”

“Of McGurk.”

She started.

“What is this man McGurk? I hear of
him on all sides. If one of the men rides a
bucking horse successfully, some one is sure
to say: ‘ Who taught you what you know,
Bud—DMlcGurk?’ And then the rest laugh.
The other day a man was pointed out to
me as an expert shot. ¢ Not as fast as Mc-
Gurk,” it was <said, ‘ but he shoots just as
straight.” Tinally I asked some one abhout
McGurk. The only answer T received was:
‘T hope you never find out what he is.’
Tell me, what is McGurk?"”

Wilbur considered the question gravely.

He said at Jast: ‘ McGurk is—hell!”

He expanded his statement: ‘ Think of
aman who can ride anything that walks on
four feet, who never misses with either a
rifle or a revolver, who doesn’t know the
meaning of fear, and then imagine that man
living by himself and fighting the rest of
the world like a lone wolf. That’s Mc-
Gurk. He's never had a companion: he’s
never trusted any man. Perhaps that’s why
they say ahout him the same thing that
they say ahout me.”

“ What’s that?"

“You will smile when vou hear. They
say that McGurk will lose out in the end on
account of some woman.”

“ And they say that of you?”

“ They say right of me. I know it my-
self. T.ook at me now? What right have [
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here? If I'm [ound I'm the meat of the
first man who sights me, but here I stay,
and wait and watch [or your smiles—like
a love-sick hoy. By Jove, you must de-
spise me, Mary!"”

*“1 don’t try to understand you Western-
ers,” she answered, “ and that’s why 1 have
never questioned you hefore. Tell me, why
is it that you come so stealthily to see me
and run away as soon as any one else ap-
pears?”’

He said with wonder:
guessed?”

“1 don't dare guess.”

“But you have, and your guess was
right. There’s a price on my head. By
right, T should be out there on the ranges
with Pierre le Rouge and McGurk. There’s
the only safe place; but I saw you and T
came down out of the wilds and can’t go
back. TI'll stay, T suppose, till T run my
head into a halter.”

She was too much moved to speak for a
moment, and then: “ You come to me in
spite of that? Dick, whatever you have
done, T know that it’s only chance which
made you go wrong, just as it made Pierre.
T wish—”

The dimness of her eves encouraged him
with a great hope. He stole closer to her.

He repeated: “ You wish—"

“ That you could be satisfied with a mere
friendship. T could give vou that, Dick,
with all my heart.”

He stepped back and smiled somewhat
grimly on her.

She went on: ** And this McGurk—what
do you mean when you say that Pierre is
on his trail?”

“ Hunting him with a gun.”

She grew paler and trembled, but her
voice remained steady. Tt was always that
way: at the very moment when he expected
her to quail, some inner strength hore her
up and hallled him.

“TBut in all those miles of mountains
they may ncver meet?”

“ They can’t stay apart any more than
iron can stay away from a magnet. Listen:
half a dozen years ago McGurk had the
reputation of bearing a charmed life. He
had been in a hundred fights and he was
never touched with either a knife or a

“ Haven’t you
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bulict.  Then he crossed Pierre le Rauge
when Picrre was only a youngsier just come
snto the range. e put two bullets thirough
Pierre, but the hoy shot him [rom the floor
and wounded him for the first time. The
charm of McGurl was broken.

“For hall a dozen years McGurk was
wone: there was never a whisper about him.
Then he came back and went on the trail
of Picrre. e has Killed the (ricnds of
Picrre one by one; Tierre himself js the
next in order --Pierre or myself.  And when
these two meet there will he the greaiest
fizht that was cver staged in the mountain-
desert.” ¢

She stood straight, staring past Wilbur
with hunary eyes.

* T knew e nceded me. I have to save
him, Dick. You see that? T have to bring
him down from the mountains and keep him
safe from McCGurk. McGurk! somchow the
sound means what * devil > used to mean to
me.”

“You've nevir traveled alone, and vet
vou'd go up there and hrave cverything
that comes for the sake of Pierre?  What
has he done to deserve it, Mary?”

“What have T done, Dick, to deserve
the care you have for me?”

Ile stared ¢'oomily on her.

“ Wihen do you start?”

* To-nicht.”

*Yeur friends won't let you ge.”

S steal away and leave a note be-
hind me.™

* And you'll go alone?™”

sShe caught at a hope.

“ Unless you'll go with me, Dick?”

17 Take you - to Pierre?”

She did not speak to urge him, but in
the silence her beauty pleaded for ber.

He said: “ Alary, how lovely you are.
16 1 ¢ 1 will have you for a few days---
Tor & week at most, all to myself.”

She shook her head. From the window
behind her the sunset licht flared in her
hatr, looding it with red-gold against which
her skin was marvelously delicate and white,
and the cves of the deepest blue.

“ All the time that we are gone, you will
never say things like this, Dick?”

*1 suppose nnt. 1 should be near you,
but terribly far away from your thoughts all
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the while. Sdll, vou will be near. You!
will be very beautiful, Mary, riding up the!
trasl threugh the pines, with all the scents]
of the evergreens blowing about you, and]
1--well, ¥ must ¢o back to a second child-;
hood and play a game of suppose—" ;

“ A game of what?” ’

* Ol supposing that vou arce really mine,
Mary, and riding out into the wilderness
for my sake.”

She stepped a little closer. peering into
his {ace.

* No matter what you suppose, I'm sure
vou'll leave that part of it merely a game,
Dick!"”

He laughed suddenly. though the sound
breke off as short and sharp as it began,

“ Haven't 1 played a game all my life
with the fair ladies? And have T anything
to show Jor it except laughter? TNl go with
vou, Mary, if you'll let me.”

“ Dick. voure a heart of gold!
shall T take?”

* I'll make the pack up. and 171 be hack
here an hour after dark and whistle. Like
this—"

And he gave the call of Boone's gang.

“ T understand. 1"l be reasly.  Hurry,
Dick. for we've very litte time.”

He hesitated, then: ¢ All the time we're
on the trail you must he far irom me, and
at the end of it will be Pierre le Rouge—
and happiness for you. Befare we start,
Mary. P'd like to—"

It seemed that she reacd his mind, for she
slipped suddenly inside his arms, kissed
him, and was gone from the room. He stood
a moment with a hand raised to his face.

* After all.” he muttered, ** that’s enough
to dic for, and--" He threw up his long
arms in a gesture of infinite resignation.

* The will of God be done! ™ said Wilbur,
and laughed again.

What

CHATPTER XXVII.
TIIE TRAIL.

HE was ready, crouched close to the
window of her room. when the signd
came, hut first she was not sure, because
the sound was as faint as a memory. More-
over, it might have been a freakish
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whistling in the wind, which rose stronger
and stronger. It had piled the thunder-
clouds high and higher. and now and again
a heavy drop of rain tapped at her window
like a thrown pehble.

So she waited, and at last heard the
whistle a second time, unmistakably clear.
In a moment she was hurrying down to the
stable, climbed into the saddle, and rode
at a cautious trot out among the sand-hills.

For a time she saw no one, and com-
menced to fear that the whole thing had
been a gruesomely real, practical jest. So
she stopped her horse and imitated the sig-
nal whistle as well as she could. Tt was
repeated immediately behind her-—almost
in her ear, and she turned to make out the
dark form of a tall horseman.

“ A bad night for the start,” called Wil-
bur. “ Do you want to wait till to-morrow?”

She could not answer for a moment, the
wind whipping against her face. while a
big drop stung her lips.

She said at length: “ Would a night like
this stop Pierre—or McGurk?”

For answer she heard his laughter.

“Then I'll start. I must never stop for
weather.”

He rode up beside her.

“This is the start of the finish.”

‘“ What do you mean?”

“ Nothing. But somewhere on this ride,
I've an idea a question will be answered for
me.”

“ What question?”’

Instead of replying he said:
got a slicker on?”

“VYes.”

“ Then follow me. We’ll gallop into the
wind a while and get the horses warmed up.
Afterward we’ll take the valley of the Old
Crow and follow it up to the crest of the
range.”

His horse lunged out ahead of hers, and
she followed, leaning far forward against a
wind that kept her almost breathless. For
several minutes they cantered steadily, and
before the end of the gallop she was sitting
straight up, her heart beating fast, a faint
smile on her lips, and the blood running
hot in her veins. For the battle was begun,
she knew, by that first sharp gallop, and
here at the start she felt confident of her

*“You've -
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strength. When she met Pierre she could
force him to turn back with her.

Wilbur checked his horse to a trot; they
climbed a hill, and just as the rain broke
on them with a rattling gust they swung
into the valley of the Old Crow. Above
them in the sky the thunder rode; the
rain whipped against the rocks like the
rattle of a thousand flying hoofs; and now
and again the lightning whipped across the
sky.

Through that vast accompaniment they
moved on in the night straight toward the
heart of the mountains which sprang into
sight with every flash of the lightning and
seemed toppling almost right above them,
yet they were weary miles away, as she
knew.

By those same flashes she caught glimpses
of the face of Wilbur. She hardly knew
him. She had seen him always big, gentle,
handsome, good-natured; now he was
grown harder, with a stern set of the jaw,
and a certain square outline of the face.
It had seemed impossible. Now she began
to guess how the law could have placed a
price upon his head. For he belonged out
here with the night and the crash of the
storm, with free, strong, lawless things
about him.

An awe grew up in her, and she was filled
half with dread and half with curiosity at
the thought of facing him, as she must
many a time, across the camp-fire. In a
way, he was the ladder by which she
climbed to an understanding of Pierre le
Rouge, Red Pierre. For that Pierre, she
knew, was to big Wilbur what Dick himself
was to the great mass of law-abiding men.
Accident had cut Wilbur adrift, but it was
more than accident which started Pierre on
the road to outlawry: it was the sheer love
of dangerous chance, the glory in fighting

other men. This was Pierre.
What was the man for whom Pierre
hunted? What was McGurk? Not even

the description of Wilbur had proved very
enlightening. Her thought of him was
vague, nebulous, and taking many forms.
Sometimes he was tall and dark and stern.
Again he was short and heavy and some-
what deformed of body. But always he
was everywhere in the night about her.
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She guessed at his voice rumbling through
an echo of the thunder; she heard the
cound of his pursuing horse in the rattle
«f the following rain. IHer work was to
keep this relentless lone rider away from
Pierre; it was as if she strove to keep the
ocean tide away from the shore. They
secmed coomed to meet and shock.

All this she pondered as they began the
ride up the valley, but as the long journey
continued, and the hours and the miles
rolled past them, a racking weariness pos-
sessed her and numbed her mind. She
began to wish desperately for morning, but
even mornmg might not bring an end to
the ride. That would be at the will of the
outlaw beside her. [Finally, only une pic-
turc remained to her. It stabbed across the
darkness of her mind—the red hair and the
keen eyes of Picrre.

The storm decreased as they went up the
vallev. Finally the wind fell off to a pleas-
ant breeze, and the clouds of the rain broke
in the center of the heavens and toppled
west in great tumbling masses. 1n half an
hour’s time the sky was clear, and a cold
moon looked down on the blue-hlack ever-
greens, shining faintly with the wet, and
on the dead black of the mountains.

I'or the first time in all that ride her
companicn spoke: *‘In an hour the gray
will begin in the ecasl.  Suppose we camp
here, cat, get a bit of sleep, and then start
again?”’

As if she had waited for permission, fight-
ing against her weariness, she now let down
the bars of her will, and a tingling stupor
swept over her body and broke in hot,
numhing waves on her brain.

* Whatever you say. I'm afraid I couldn’t
ride much further to-night.”

“ Look up at me.”

She raised her head.

“ No: you're all in. But you’ve made a
game ride. I never dreamed there was so
much iron in you. We’'ll make our fire just
inside the trees and carry water up from
the river, ch?”

For a scanty growth of the evergreens
walked over the hills and skirted along the
valley, leaving a broad, sandy waste in the
center where the river at times swelled with
melted snow or sudden rains and rushed
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over the lower valley in a broad, muddy
flood.

At the edge of the forest he picketed the
horses in a little open space carpeted with
wet, dead grass. . It took him some time to
find dry wood. So he wrapped her in
hlankets and left her sitting on a saddle.
As the chill left her body she began to
grow delightfully drowsy, and vaguely she
heard the crack of his hatchet. For he had
found a rotten stump and was tearing off
the wet outer bark to get at the dry wood
within.

After that it was only a moment before
a fire sputtered feebly and smoked at her
feet. She watched it, only half conscious,
in her utter weariness, and seeing dimly the
hollow-eyed face of the man who stooped
above the blaze. Now it grew quickly, and
increased to a sharp-pointed pyramid of
red flame. The bright sparks showered up,
crackling and snapping, and when che fol-
lowed, their flight she saw the darkly nod-
ding tops of the evergreens above her.

With the fire well under way, he took
the collee-pot to get water from the river,
and left her to fry the bacon. The fumes
of the frying meat wakened her at once,
and brushed even the thought of her ex-
haustion from her mind. She was hungry
-—ravenously hungry.

So she tended the bacon slices with care
until they grew brown and crisped and
curled at the edges. After that she removed
the pan from the fire, and it was not until
then that she began to wonder why Wilbur
was so long in returning with the water.
The bacon grew cold: she hcated it again
and was mightily tempted to taste one piece
of it, but restrained herself to wait for Dick.

Still he did not come. She stood up and
called, her high voice rising sharp and small
through the trces. It seemed that some
sound answered, so she smiled and sat
down. Ten minutes passed and he was still
gone. A cold alarm swept over her at that.:
She dropped the pan and ran out from the
trees.

LEverywhere was the bright moonlight—
over the wet rocks, and sand, and glimmer-'
ing on the slow tide of the river, but no-
where could she see Wilbur, or a form that
looked like a man. Then the moonlight
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glinted on something at the edge of the
river. She ran to it and found the coffee-
can half in the water and partially filled
with sand.

A wild temptation to scream came over
her, but the tight muscles of her throat let
out no sound. But if Wilbur were not here,
where had he gone? He could not have
vanished into thin air. The ripple of the
water washing on the sand replied. Yes,
that current might have rolled his hody
away.

To shut out the grim sight of the river
she turned. Stretched across the ground
at her feet she saw clearly the impression
of a body in the moist sand.

CHAPTER XXVIII.
A HINT OF WHITE.

THE heels had left two deeply defined

gouges in the ground; there was a
sharp hollow where the head had lain, and
a broad depression for the shoulders. It
was the impression of the body of a man—
a large man like Wilbur. Any hope, any
doubt she might have had, slipped from her
mind, and despair rolled into it with an
even, sullen current, like the motior of the
river.

It is strange what we do with our big
moments of fear and sorrow and even of
joy. Now Mary stooped and carefully
washed out the coffee-pot, and filled it again
with water higher up the bank; and turned
back toward the edge of the trees.

It was all subconscious, this completing
of the task which Wilbur had begun, and
subconscious still was her careful rebuilding
of the fire till it flamed high, as though she
were.setting a signal to recall the wanderer.
But the flame, throwing warmth and red
light across her eyes, recalled her sharply
to reality, and she looked up and saw the
dull dawn brightening beyond tho dark
evergreens.

Guilt, too, swept over her, for she remem-
bered what big, handsome Dick Wilbur had
said: He would meet his end through a
woman. Now it had come to him, and
through her.

She cringed at the thought, for what was
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she that a man should die in her service?
She raised her hands with a moan to the
nodding tops of the trees, to the vast, black
sky above them, and the full knowledge of
Wilbur’s strength came to her, for had he
not ridden calmly, defiantly, into the heart
of this wilderness, confident in his power to
care both for himself and for her? But she!
What could she do wandering by herself?
The image of Pierre le Rouge grew dim
indeed and sad and distant.

She looked about her at the pack, which
had been distributed expertly, and dis-
posed on the ground by Wilbur. She could
not even lash it in place behind the saddle.
So she drew the blanket once more around
her shoulders and sat down to think.

She might return to the house—doubtless

_she could find her way back. And leave

Pierre in the heart of the mountains, surely
lost to her forever. She made a determi-
nation, sullen, like a child, to ride on and
on into the wilderness, and let fate take
care of her. The pack she could bundle
together as best she might; she would live
as she might; and for a guide there would
be the hunger for Pierre.

So she ended her thoughts with a hope;
her head nodded lower, and she slept the
deep, deep sleep of the exhausted mind and
the lifeless body. She woke hours later
with a start, instantly alert, quivering with
fear and life and energy, for she lelt like
one who has gone to sleep with voices in
his ear.

While she slept some one had been near
her; she could have sworn it before her
startled eyes glanced around.

And though she kept whispering, with
white lips, * No, no; it is impossible!” yet
there was evidence which proved it. The
fire should have burned out, but instead it
flamed more brightly than ever, and there
was a little heap of fuel laid conveniently
close. Moreover, both horses were saddled,
and the pack lashed on the saddle of her
own mount.

Whatever man or demon had done this
work evidently intended that she should
ride Wilbur's beautiful bay. Yes, for when
she went closer, drawn by her wonder, she
found that the stirrups had been much
shortened. :
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Nothing was forgotten by this invisible
caretaker; he had even left out the cooking-
lins, and she found a little batter of flap-
Jack, flour mixed.

The riddle was too great for solving.
Perhaps Wilhur had disappeared merely to
play a practical jest en her; but that sup-
position was too childish to be retained an
instant.  Perhaps—perhaps DPierre himself
had discovered her, hut having vowed never
to see her again, he cared for her like the
invisible hards in the old Greck fable.

This, again, an instinctive Fknowledge
made her dismiss. If he were so close, lov-
ing her, he could not stay away; shc read
in her own heart, and knew. Then it must
be something else: evil, because it feared
to be seen; not whoily evil, because it sur-
rounded her with care. )

At least this ncw emotion ohscured some-
what the terror and the sorrow of Wilbur’s
disappearance. She cooked her breakfast
as if obeying the order of the unseen,
climbed into the saddle of Wilbur’s horse,
and started off up the valley, leading her
o vn mount.

Iivery moment or so she turned in the
saddle suddenly in the hope of getting a
glimpse of the follower, hut even when she
surveyed the entire stretch of country frem
the crest of a low hill, she saw nothing—not
the least sign of life.

She rode slowly, this day, for she was
suff and sore frem the violent journey of
the night Defore, but though she went
slowly, she kept steadily at the trail. It
was a broad and pleasant one, being the
beaten sand of the river-hottom; and the
horse she rode was the finest that ever
pranced hencath her.

His trot was as smooth and springy as
the gallop of most horses, and when she let
him run over a few level stretches, it was
as if she had suddenly been taken up from
the earth ¢n wings. There was something
ahout the animal, too, which reminded her
of its varished owner; for it had strength
and pride and gentleness at once. Unques-
tionably it took kindly to its new rider; for
once when she dismounted the big horse
walked up behind and nuzzled her shoulder.

The mountains were much plainer before
the end of the day. They rose sheer up in

THE ARGOSY.

wave upon frozen wave like water piled
ragged by some terrific gale, with the tops
of the watlers torn and tossed an¢ then
frozen forever in that position, like a fan-
tastic and gargantuan mask of (reaming
terror. 1t overawed the licart ¢f Mary
Brown to lock up to them, but ihere was
¢rowing in her a new impulse of friendly
unerstanding with all this scalped, bald
region of rocks, as if in entering the valley
she had passed through the gate which
closes out the gentler world, and now she
was admitted as a denizen of the mountain
desert, that scarred and ugly asylum for
crime and fear and grandeur.

Feeling this new emotion, the old hori
zons of her mind gave way and widened;
lier gentle nature, which had known nsthing
but smiles, admitted the meaning of a
frown. Did she not ride under the very
shadow of that frown with her two horses?:
Was she not armed? She touched the

. holster at her hip, and smiled. To be sure,

she could never hit a mark with that
ponderous weapon, but at least the pistol
gave the seeming of a dangerous lone rider,
familiar with the wilds. - .

It was about dark, and she was on the
verge of looking about for a suitable camp-,
ing-place, when the bay halted sharply,
tessed up his head, and whinnied. From,
the far distance she thought she heard the:
beginning of a whinny in reply. She could;
not be sure, but the possibility made heri
pulse quicken. In this region, she knew,!
no stranger could be a friend.

So she started the bay at a gallop and]
put a couple of swift miles between her and
the point at which she had heard
sound; no living creature, she was s
could have followed the pace the bay hel¢
during that distance. So, secure in he
loncliness, she trotted the horse araund §
bend of the rocks and came on the sudded
light of a camp-fire,

It was too late to wheel and gallop away;
so she remained with her hand fumbling
the butt of the revolver, and her wid
blue eyes fixed on the flicker of the
Not a voice accosted her. As far as ¢
could peer among the lithe trunks cf thi
saplings, not a sign of living thing was n

Yet whoever built that fire must be
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for it was obviously newly laid. Perhapa
some fleeing outlaw had pitched his camp
here and had been startled by her coming.
In that case he lurked somewhere in the
woods at that moment, his keen eyes fixed

on her, and his gun gripped hard in his®

hand. Perhaps--and the thought thrilled
he—this little camp had been prepared by
the same power, human or unearthly, which
had watched over her early that morning.

All reason and sane caution warned her
to ride on and leave that camp unmolested,
but an overwhelming, tingling curiosity be-
sieged her. The thin column of smoke rose
past the dark trees like a ghost, and reach-
ing the unsheltered space ahove the trees,
was smitten by a light wind and jerked
away at a sharp angle.

She looked closer and saw a bed made
of a great heap of the tips of limbs of
spruce, a bed softer than down and more
fragrant than any manufactured perfume,
however costly.

Possibly it was the sight of this bed
which tempted her down from the saddle,
at last. With the reins over her arm, she
stood close to the fire and warmed her
hands, peering all the while on every side,
like some wild and beautiful creature
tempted by the bait of the trap, but shrink-
ing from the scent of man.

As she stood there a broad, yellow moon
edged its way above the hills and rolled
up through the black trees and then floated
through the sky. Beneath such a mcon no
harm could come to her. It was while she
stared at it, letting her tensed alertness

relax little by little, that she saw, or thought -

she saw, a hint of moving white pass over
the top of the rise of ground and disappear
among the trees.

She could not be sure, but her first im-
pulse was to gather the reins with a jerk
and place her foot in the stirrup; but then
-she looked back and saw the fire, burning
low now and asking like a human voice to
be replenished from the heap of small,
|broken fuel near by; and she saw also the
‘softly piled bed of evergreens.

She removed her foot from the stirrup.
:What mattered that imaginary figure of
imovmg white? She felt a strong power of
Fprotection lying all about her, breathing out
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to her with the keen scent of the pines, fan-
ning her face with the chill of the night
breeze. She was alone, but she was secure
in the wilderness.

CHAPTER XXIX.

JACK.

FOR many a minute she waited by that

camp-fire, but there was never a sign
of the builder of it, though she centered all
her will in making her eyes and cars sharper
to pierce through the darkness and to
gather from the thousand obscure whispers
of the forest any sounds of human origin.
So she grew bold at length to take off the
pack and the saddles; the camp was hers,
built for her coming by the invisible power
which surrounded her, which read her mind,
it seemed, and chose beforehand the certain
route which she must follow.

She resigned herself to that force without
question, and the worry of her search dis-
appeared. It seemed certain that this
omnipotence, whatever it might be, was
reacding her wishes and acting with all its
power to fulfil them, so that in the end it
was merely a question of time before she
should accomplish her mission — before
she should meet Pierre le Rouge face to
face.

That night her sleep was deep, indeed,
and she only wakened when the slant light
of the sun struck across her eyes. It was
a bright day, crisp and chill, and through
the clear air the mountains seemed leaning
directly above her, and chief of all two
peaks, almost exactly similar, black mon-
sters which ruled the range. Toward the
gorge between them the valley of the Old
Crow aimed its course, and straight up that
diminishing cafion she rode all day.

The broad, sandy bottom changed and
contracted until the channel was scarcely
wide enough for the meager stream of water,
and beside it she picked her way along a
narrow bridle-path with banks on either
side, which became with every mile more
like cliffs, walling her in and dooming her
to a single destination.

It was evening before she came to the
headwaters of the Old Crow, and rode out
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into the gorge bhetween the two mountains.
The trail failed her here. There was no
scmblance of a ravine to follow, except the
mighty worge between the two peaks, and
into the dark throat of this pass she ven-

(ured, like scme maiden of medieval ro-"

mance riding through a solemn gate with
1 guarding towers tall and black en cither
i,

The moment sh2 was well started in it
and the steep shadow of the evening fell
across her almost lilie night from the west,
her heart grew cold as the air of that lofty
regicn. A sense of coming danger filled
her, like a little child when it passes frem a
lighted room into one dark and still. Yet
she kept on, holding a tight rain, throwing
many a fearful glance at the vast rocks
which might have concealed an entire army
in cvery mile of their extent.

When she found the cabin she mistook
it at fArst for merely another rock of sin-
gular shape. It was at this shape that she
stared, and checked her horse, and net il
then cidd she note the faint {licker of a lizht
no brighter or more distinct than the phos-
phorescent glew of the eyes of a hunted
Deast.

All her impulse was to drive her spurs
home and pass that place at a racing gallop,
bhut she checked the impulse sharply and
Iepan to reason.  In the first place, it was
doubtless only the cabin of some prospector,
such as she had often heard of. 1In the
sccund place, night was almost upon her,
an:l she saw no desirable camping-place, or
at least any with the necessary water at
Landl.

VW hat harm could come to her? Among
Western men, she well knew a woman is
salor than all the law and the police of the
settled Jiast can make her, so she nerved
hir couragze and advanced toward the faint,
changing light.

‘The cabin was hidden very cunningly.
Crouched among the mighty boulders which
carthquakes and storms of some wilder,

arlier epoch had torn away from the side
of the crags above, the house was like an-
uther stoae, lcaning its back to the moun-
tamn for suppoert.

When she drew very close she knew that
the light which glimmered at the window

THE ARGOSY.

must come from an open fire, and the
thought of a fire warmed her very heart.
She hallooed, and receiving no answer, fas-
tened the horses and entered the house. The
door swung to behind her, as if of its own,
volition it wished to make her close prisoner.

The place consisted of one reom, and not
a spacicus ore at that, but arranged as a
shelter, not a home. The cooking, appar-
ent!ly, vas dore over the cpen hezrth, for
there wis no siga of any stove, and, more-
over, on the wall near the fireplace hung
several soot-blackened pans and the in-
cvitable coffee-pot.

There were two bunks built on apposite
sides of the room, and in the middle a table
vas made of a long section split from the
heart of a log by wedges, apparently, and
still rude and undressed, cxcept for the
preliminary smoothing off which had been
done with a broad-ax. ‘

The great plank was supported at either
end by a roughly constructed saw-bhuck. It
was very low, and for this rcason two fairly;
square boulders cf comfortable proportions
were sulficiently high to serve as chairs,

Ior the rest, the furniture was almost.
oo meager to suggest human hz‘-.bitation,’
but from nai's on the wail there dependsd’
a few shirts and a pair of chaps, as well as{
a muoch-batterc:d gulste But a Dbucket of§
water in a corner sugeested cleanliness, andy
wnall, round, highly polished steel plate,;
hanging on the wall in licu of a mirror,;
furtiier fortitied her decision that the owner
of this place must be a man somcwha
particular as to his zppearance.

Ilore she interrupted her observations
build up the fire, which was [lickering down§
and apparently on the verze of going o
She worked busily for a few minutes, and
roaring biaze rewarded her; she took off
her slicker to enjey the warmth, and i
doing so, turned, and saw the owner of thé
place standing with folded arms just insidg
the door.

* Making yourself to home?" asked
host, in a low, strangely pleasant voice.

Do yeu mind?” asked Mary Brown
“1 couldn’t find a place that would do fe
camping.” [

And she summoned her most wi
smile. 1t was wasted,.she knew at once,
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the stranger hardened perceptibly, and his
' curled slightly in scorn or anger. In all
lier life Mary had never met a man so
cbdurate, and, moreover, she felt that he
could not be wooed into a good humor.

“TIf you'd gone farther up the gorge.’
said the other, * you'd of found the best
sort of a campin’ place—water and every-
thing.”

“Then T'll go,” said Mary, shrinking at
the thought of the stramge, cold outdoors
compared with this cheery fire. Rut she
put on the slicker and started for the door.

At the last moment the host was touched
with compunction. Ile called: * Wait a
minute. There ain’t no call to hurry. If
you can get along here just stick around.”

I'or a moment Mary hesitated, knowing

3

that only the unwritten law of Western -

hospitality compelled that speech: it was
the crackle and flare of the bright fire
which overcame her pride.

She laid off the slicker again, saying, with
another smile: “ For just a few minutes, if
you don’t mind.”

‘“ Sure,” said the other gracelessiy, and
tossed his own slicker onto a bunk.

Covertly, but very earnestly, Mary was
studying him. He was hardly more than a
boy—handsome, slender.

Now that handsome face was under a
cloud of gloom, a frown on the forehead
and a sneer on the lips, but it was something
more than the expression which repelled
Mary. For she felt that no matter how she
wooed him, she could never win the sym-
pathy of this darkly handsome, crue! youth;
he was aloof from her, and the distance
between them could never be crossed. She
knew at once that the mysterious hridges
which link men with women broke down in
this case, and she was strongly tempted to
leave the cabin to the sole possession of
her surly host.

It was the warmth of the fire which once
more decided against her reason, so she laid
hands on onc of the- blocks ol stone to roll
it nearer to the hearth. She could not
budge it. Then she caught the sneering
laughter of the man, and strove again in a
fury. 1t was of no use; for the stone merely
rocked a little and settled back in its place
with a bump.

8 Arcosy
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‘“ Here,” said the boy, “ I’ll move it for
vou.” '

It was a hard lift for him, but he set his
teeth, raised the stone in his slender hands,
and set it down again at a comfortable
distance from the fire.

“ Thank you,” smiled Mary, but the boy
stood panting against the wall, and for
answer mercly Dbestowed on her a rather
malicious glance of triumph, as though he
gloried in his superior strength and despised
her weakness.

Some conversation was absolutely neces-
sary, for the silence began to weigh on her.
She said: “ My name is Mary Brown.”

“1s it?”’ said the boy, quite without
interest. ** You can call me Jack.”

He sat down on the other stone, his dark
face swept by the shadows of the flames,
and rolled a cigarette, not deftly, but like
one who is learning the mastery of the art.
1t surprised Mary, watching his fumbling
fingers. She decided that Jack must be
even younger than he looked.

She noticed also that the boy cast, from
time to time, a sharp, rather worried glance
of expectation toward the door, as if he
feared it would open and disclose some
Maportant arrival. Furthermore, those old
worn shirts hanging on the wall were much
too large for the throat and shoulders of
Jack.

Apparently, he lived there with some
companion, and a companion of such a
nature that he did not wish him to be seen
by visitors. This explained the lad’s cold-
ness in receiving a guest; it also stimulated
Mary to linger out a few more minutes.

CHAPTER XXX.
THE WIHISPER OF

NOT that she stayed there without a
growing fear, but she still felt about

her, like the protection of some invisible
cloak, the presence of the strange guide who
had followed her up the valley of the Old
Crow.

It scemed as if the boy were reading her
mind.

*“ See you got two hosses,
alone?”

THE KNIFE.

Come up
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“Most of the way,” said Mary, and
tingled with a rather feline pleasure to see
that her curtness merely sharpened the
interest of Jack.

The boy puffed on his cigarette, not with
long, slow breaths of inhalation like a prac-
tised smoker, but with a puckered face as
though he feared that the fumes might drift
into his eyes.

“ Why,” thought Mary, “he’s only a
child!”

Her heart warmed a little as she adopted
this view-point of her surly host. Being
warmed, and having much to say, words
came of themselves. Surely it would do no
harm to tell the story to this queer urchin,
who might be able to throw some light on
the nature of the invisible protector.

“T started with a man for guide.” She
fixed a searching gaze on the boy. ‘ His
name was Dick Wilbur.”

She could not tell whether it was a trem-
ble of the boy’s hand or a short motion to
knock off the cigarette ash.

“ Did you say ‘was’ Dick Wilbur?”

“Yes. Did you know him?”

“ Heard of him, I think. Kind of a hard
one, wasn’t he?”

“ No, no! A fine, brave, gentle fellow—
poor Dick!”

She stopped, her eyes filling with tears
at many a memory.

“ H-m!”" coughed the boy. ‘I thought
he was one of old Boone’s gang? If he'’s
dead, that made the last of 'em—except
Red Pierre.”

1t was like the sound of a trumpet call at
her ear. Mary sat up with a start.

“ What do you know of Red Pierre?”

The boy flushed a little, and could not
quite meet her eye.

“ Nothin’.”

“ At least you know that he’s still alive?”

“ Sure. Any one does. When he dies the
whole range will know about it—damn

quick. I know that much about Red
Pierre; but who doesn’t?”

“1, for one.”

“You!”

Strangely enough, there was more of ac-
cusation than of surprise in the word.

“ Certainly,” repeated Mary. “ I've only
been in this part of the country for a short
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time. I really know almost nothing abouﬁ
the—the legends.”

“ Legends?” said the boy, and laughed«
with a voice of such rich, light music that}
it took the breath from Mary “ Leg,end?i
Say, lady, if Red Pierre is just a legend the:
Civil War ain’t no more ’n a fable. Legend?
You go anywhere on the range an’ get ’em;
talking about that legend, and they’ll make;
you think it’s an honest-to-goodness fact,!
and no mistake.” ;

Mary queried earnestly: “ Tell me about!
Red Pierre. It’s almost as hard to learn’
anything of him as it is to find out anythmg
about McGurk.”

“ What you doing?” asked the boy, keen;
with suspicion. “ Making a study of them;
two for a book?”

He wiped a damp forehead.

“ Take it from me, lady, it ain’t bea.lthy
to join up them two even in talk!”

“Is there any harm in words?”

The boy was so upset for some unknown
reason that he rose and paced up and
down the room in a nervous tremor.

“ Lots of harm in fool words.”

He sat down again, and seemed a llttle
anxious to explain his unusual conduct.

“ Ma'am, suppose you had a well plumb
full of nitroglycerin in your back yard;
suppose there was a forest fire comin’ your
way from all sides; would you like to have
people talk about the nitroglycerin and
that forest fire meeting? Even the talk
would give you chills. That’s the way it i§
with Pierre and McGurk. When they meet
there’s going to be a fight that Il stop the
hearts of the people that have to look on.”

Mary smiled to cover her excitement.

“ But are they coming your way?”

The question seemed to infuriate young
Jack, who cried: “ Ain’t that a fool way
of talkin’? Lady, they're coming every
one’s way. You never know where theyll
start from or where they’ll land. If there's
a thunder-cloud all over the sky, do you
know where the lightning’s going to strike?”

“ Excuse me,” said Mary, but she was
still eager with curiosity, “but I should
think that a youngster like you wouldn't
have anything to fcar from even thost
desperadoes.”

“ Youngster, eh?”’ snarled the boy, whost
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wrath seemed implacable. “ I can make my
draw and start my gun as fast as any man
-—except them two, maybe "—-he lowered
his voice somewhat even to name them—
“ Pierre—McGurk!”

*“ It seems hopeless to find out anything
~about McGurk,” said Mary, * but at least
you can tell me safely about Red DPierre.”

* Interested in him, eh?” said the boy
dryly.

“ Well, he’s a rather romantic
don't you think?”

“ Romantic? Lady, about a month ago
I was talking with a lady that was a
widower because of Red Dierre. She didn’t
think him none too romantic.”

* Red Pierre had killed the woman'’s hus-
band?” repeated Mary, with pale lips.

“Yep. He was one of the gang that took
a chance with Pierre and got bumped off.
Had three bullets in him and dropped with-
out getting his gun out of the leather. Dierre
surc does a nice, artistic joh. He serves
you a murder with all the trimmings. If
I wanted to die nice and polite without
making a mess, I don't know who T rather
go to than Red DPierre.”

* A murderer!” mused Mary, with bowed
head.

The boy opened his lips to speak, but
changed his mind and sat regarding the girl
with a somewhat sinister smile.

“ But ‘'might it not be,” said Mary, ¢ that
he killed one man in self-defense and then
his destiny drove him, and had luck forced
him into one bad position after another?
There have been histories as strange as that,
you know.”

figure,

Jack laughed again, but most of the
music was ‘gone fyom the sound, and it

was simply a low, ominous purr.

“ Sure,” he said. “ You can take a bear-
cub and keep him tame till he gets the taste
of blood, but after that you got !¢ keep
him muzzled, you know. Dierre needs a
muzzle, but there ain’t enough gun-fighters
on the range to put one on him.”

Something like pride crept into the boy's
voice while he spoke, and he ended with a
ringing tone. Then, feeling the curious,
judicial eyes of Mary upon him, he abruptly
changed the subject.

“ You say Dick Wilbur is dead?”

“1don’t know. 1 thirk he is.”

** But he started out with you. You ought
to know.”

* It was like this:
the edge of the trees coming
Crow Valley, and Dick went off with the
can to get water at the viver., liec was
cone a long time, and whe 1 Went out to
look for him 1 foun(l the can at the maigin
of the river half filled with sand, and hcside
it there was the impression of the hody of
a big man. That was all T found, and Dick
never came back.”

They wcre both silent for a moment.

** Could he have fallen into the river?”

* Sure.  lie was probably helped in. Did
vou look for the [ootprints?”

“I didn’t think of that.”

Jack was specchless with scorn.

‘““ Sat down and cried, ch?”

“1 was dazed; I couldn’t think. But he
couldn’t have been killed by some other
man. There was no shot fired; I should
have heard it.”

Jack moistened his lips.

* Lady, a knife don’t make much sound
either going or coming out—not much more
sound than a whisper, hut that whisper
means a lot. [ got an idea that Dick heard
it. Then the river covered him up.”

Ie stopped short and stared at Mary
with squinted eyes.

* D’you mean to tell me that vou had
the nerve to come all the way up the Old
Crow hy yourself?”

* Every inch of the way.”

Jack lcaned forward, sneering, savage.

* Then 1 suppose you put the hitch that’s
on that pack outside?”

“ No.”

Jack was dumfounded.

*Then vou admit—"

*“ That first night when I went to sleep I
felt as if there were something near me.
When T woke up there was a Dbright fire
burning in front of me and the pack had
been lashed and placed on one of the horses.
At first T thought that it was Dick, who had
ceme back.  But Dick didn’t appear all
day. The next night—7"

* Wait! " said Jack. “ This is gettin’ sort
of creepy. If you was the drinking kind I'd
say you’d been hitting up the red-eye.”

We had camped on
up the Old
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“The next evening,” continued Mary
steadily, “I came about dark on a camp-
fire with a bed of twigs necar it. I stayed
by the fire, but no one appeared. Once I
thought I heard a horse whinny far away,
and once T thought that I saw a streak of
white disappear over the top of a hill.”

The boy $prang up, shuddering with panic.

“You saw what?”

“ Nothing. I thought for a minute that
it was a hit of something white, hut it was
gone all at once.”

* White—vanished at once—went into
the dark as fast as a hoss can gallop?”

“ Something like that. Do you think it
was some one?”

For answer the boy whipped out his
revolver, examined it, and spun the cylinder
with shaking hands. Then he said through
set teeth: “ So you come up here trailin’
liim after you, eh?”

* Trailing whom?"”

And Mary rose in turn and shrank back
toward the wall, for there was murder in
the lighted black eyes which stared after
her.

“You fool---you fool! Damn your pretty
pink-and-white face—you’ve done for us
all! Get out!”

Mary moved readily enough toward the
door, her teeth chattering with terror in the
face of this fury.

Jack continued wildly: ** Done for us
all; got us all as good as under the sod. I
wish you was in— Get out quick, or I'll for-
get—you're a woman'!"”

He broke into a shrill, hysterical laughter,
which stopped short and finished in u heart-
broken whisper: ¢ Pierre!”

CHAPTER XXXI.
LAUGHTER,

T that Mary, who stood with her hand
on the latch, whirled and stood wide-
eyed, her astonishment greater than her
fear. for that whisper told her a thousand
things.

Through her mind all the time that she
stayed in the cabin there had passed a
curious surmise that this very place might
be the covert of Pierre le Rouge-—he of the
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dark red hair and the keen blue eyes. There
was a fatality about it, for the invisible
Power which had led her up the valley of
the Old Crow surely would not make
mistakes.

In her search for DPierre, Providence
brought her to this place, and Providence
could not be wrong. This, a vague emotion
stirring in her somewhere between reason
and the heart, grew to an almost certain
knowledge as she heard the whisper, the
faint, hearthbroken whisper: * Pierre!”

And when she turned to the bov again,
noting the shirts and the chaps hanging at
the wall, she knew they belonged to Pierre
as surely as if she had seen him hang them
there.

The fingers of Jack were twisted around
the butt of his revolver, white with the in-
tensity of the pressure.

Now he cried: “ Get out!
your work; get out!”

But Mary stepped straight toward the
murderous, pale face.

“TI stay,” she said, * and wait for
Pierre.”

The boy blanched.

‘“ Stay?” he echoed.

The heart of Mary went out to this trusty
companion who feared for his friend.

She said gently: ‘ Listen; I've come all
this way looking for Pierre, but not to harm
him, or to betray him. I'm his friend. Can't
vou trust me, Jack?”

“Trust you? No more than T'll trust
what came with you!”

And the fierce black eyes lingered on
Mary and then fled past her toward the
door, as if the bhoy debated hotiy and
silently whether or not it would be better
to put an end to this intruder, but stayed
his hand, fearing that Power which had
followed her up the valley of'the Old Crow.

It was that same invisible guardian who
made Mary strong now; it was like the
hand of a friend on her shoulder, like the
voice of a friend whispering reassuring
words at her ear. She faced those blazing,
black eves steadily. It would be better
to be frank, wholly frank.

‘““ The is the house of Dierre. I know it
as surely as if 1 saw him sitting here now.
You can’t deceive me. And I'll stay. Ill

You’ve done
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even tell you why. Once he said that he
loved me, Jack, but he left me because of a
strange superstition; and so I've followed
him, you sec, to tell him that I want to he
with him, no matter what fate hangs over
him.”

And the boy, whiter still, and whiter,
looked at her with clearing, narrowing,
eyes.

“So you’re one of them,” said the boy
softly; ‘ you’re one of the fools who listen
to Red Pierre. Well, I know you; T've
known you from the minute 1T seen you
crouched there at the fire. You’re the one
Pierre met at the dance at the Crittenden
schoolhouse. Tell me!”

“Yes,” said Mary, marveling greatly.

‘“ And he told you he loved you?”

“Yes.”

It was a fainter voice now, and the color
was going up her chceks.

The lad fixed her with his cold scorn and
then turned on his heel and slipped into an
easy position on the hunk.

“ Then wait for him to come.
here before morning.”

But Mary followed across the room and
touched the shoulder of Jack. It wus as if
she touched a wild wolf, for the lad whirled
and struck her hand away in an outhurst of
silent fury.

“ Why shouldn’t T stay?
he hasn’t changed— Jack?”

The insolent black eyes looked up and
scanned her slowly from head to foot. Then
he laughed in the same deliberate manner.
It was to Mary as if her clothes had heen
torn from her body and she were exposed
to the bold eyes of a crowd, like a slave
put up for sale.

“ No, 1 guess he thinks as much of you
now as he ever did.”

“You are lying to me,” said the girl
faintly, but the tervor in her eyes said an-
other thing.

“ He thinks as much of you as he ever
did. e thinks as much of you as he does
of the rest of the soft-handed, pretty-faced
fools who listen to him and believe him. T
suppose—-""'

e broke off to laugh heartily again,
with a jarring, forcéd note which escaped
Mary.

)

11e’ll be

He hasn’t—
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“T suppose that he made love to you
one minute and the next told you that bad
luck--something about a cross—kept him
away from you?”

Each slow word, like a blow of a fist,
drove the girl quivering back. She closed
her eyes to shut out the scorn of that hand-
some, hoyish face; closed her eyes to sum-
raon out from the dark of her mind the
picture of Pierre le Rouge as he had knelt
hefore her and told her of his love; of
Pierre le Rouge as he had lain Dbeside her
with the small, shining cross held high ahove
his head, and waited for dcath to come over
them both. She saw all this, and then she
heard the voice of Pierre renouncing her.

She opened her cyes again. She cried:
“Tt is all a lie! If he is not true, there's
no truth in the world.”

“If you come down to that,” sai the
hoy coldly, “ there ain’t much wasted this
side of the Rockies. It's about as scarce
as rain.”

He continued in an almost kindly tone:
*“ What would you do with a wild man lik4
Red Pierre? Run along; git out of here;
grab your hoss, and beat it back to civili-
zation; there ain’t no place for you up
here in the wilderness.”

* What would 1 do with him?” cried the
girl. “ Love him!” '

It seemed as though her words, like
whips, lashed the boy back to his murderous
anger. He lay with blazing cyes, waiching
her for a moment, too moved to speak. At
last he propped himself on one elbow, shook
a small, white-knuckled fist under the nose
of Mary, and cried: “ Then what would he
do with you?”

He went on: “ Would he wear you around
his reck like a watch-charm?”

* I’d bring him back with me—back into
the [ast, and he would be lost among the
crowds and never suspected of his past.”

“Tou'd bring Pierre anywhere? Say,
lady, that’s like hearing the sheep talk
about leading the wolf around by the nosc.
I{ all the men in the ranges can’t catch hi,
or make him budge an inch out of the vy
he’s picked, do vou think you could «ir
him?”

Jeering laughter shook him: it seemed
that he would never be done with his
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laughter, yet there was a hint of the hysteri-
cally mirthless in it. It came to a jarring
stop.

He said: * D’you think he’s just bein’
driven around by chance? Lady, d’you
think he even wants to get out of this life
of his? No, he loves it! He loves the
danger. D’vou think a man that’s used to
breathing in a whirlwind can get used to
living in calm air? It can’t be done!”

And the girl answered steadily: “ For
every man there is one woman, and for that
woman the man will do strange things.”

“You poor, white-faced, whimpering
fool,” snarled the boy, gripping at his gun
again, “ d'you dream that you're the one

that’s picked out for Pierre? No, there’s
another!”
* Another? A woman who—"

“Who loves Pierre—a woman that’s fit
for him. She can ride like a man; she can
shoot almost as straight and as fast as
Pierre; she can handle a knife; and she’s
been through hell for Pierre, and she’ll go
through it again. She can ride the trail all
day with him and finish it less fagged than
he is. She can chop down a tree as well as
he can, and build a fire better. She can
hold up a train with him or rob a bank
and slip through a town in the middle of
night and laugh with him about it after-
ward around a camp-fire. I ask you, is
that the sort of a woman that’s meant for
Pierre?”

And the girl
head: * She is.”

She cried instantly afterward, cutting
short the look of wild triumph on the face
of the boy: “ But there’s no such woman;
there’s no one who could do these things!
I know it!”

The boy sprang to his feet, flushing as
red as the girl was white.

“You fool, if you’re blind and got to
have your eyes open to see, look at the
girl!”

And he tore the wide-brimmed sombrero
from his head. Down past the shoulders
flooded a mass of blue-black hair. The
firelight flickered and danced across the
silken shimmer of it. It swept wildly past
the waist, a glorious, night-dark tide in

answered, with bowed
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which the heart of a strong man could be
tangled and lost. With quivering lips
Jacqueline cried: “ Look at me! Am I
worthy of him?”

Short step by step Mary went back,
staring with fascinated eyes as one who sees
some devilish, midnight revelry, and shrinks
away from it lest the sight should blast her.
She covered her eyes with her hands, but
instantly strong grips fell on her wrists and
her hands were jerked down from her face.
She looked up into the eyes of a beautiful
tigress.

‘“ Answer me—your yellow hair against
mine—your child fingers against my grip—
are you equal with me?”

But the strength of Jacqueline faded and
grew small; her arms fell to her sides; she
stepped back, with a rising pallor taking
the place of the red. For Mary, brushing
her hands, one gloved and one bare, before
her eyes, returned the stare of the mountain
girl with a calm and equal scorn. Her heart
was breaking, but a mighty loathing filled
up her veins in place of strength.

“Tell me,” she said, * was — was this
man living with you when he came to me
and—and made speeches—about love?”

“ Bah! He was living with me. T tell
you, he came back and laughed with me
about it, and told me about your baby-blue
eyes when they filled with tears; laughed
and laughed and laughed, I tell you, as I
could laugh now.”

The other twisted her hands together,
moaning: “ And I have followed him, even
to the place where he keeps his—woman?
Ah, how I hate myself; how I despise my-
self. I'm unclean—unclean in my own
eyes!”

“ Wait!"” called Jacqueline. “ You are
leaving too soon. The night is cold.”

“T am going. There is no need to gibe
at me.” '

“ But wait—he will want to see you! I
will tell him that you have been here—that
you came clear up the valley of the Old
Crow to see him and beg him on your knees
to love you—he’ll be angry to have missed
the scene!”

But the door closed on Mary as she fled
with her hands pressed against her ears.

(To be concluded NEXT WEEK.,)
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HERE South Street opens wide—

like an unclean mouth—to swallow

Roosevelt and Water Streets that

debouch into it, stands a row of dilapidated

structures across the fagade of which might

be scrawled appropriately the single word:
“ Waste.”

Warehouses for paper waste, for cotton
and woollen rags, and—set in the middle—
a Spanish sailors’ and longshoremen’s hotel,
La Casa Blanca. Dirt and grime have ren-
dered this term, ** The White House,”
somewhat of a misnomer. And consider-
tng the heavily hoarded window--sugges-
tive of a barricade against assaults from
without, and the dctective agency’s placard
requesting information regarding any viola-
tion of the law within— the ** white ™ would
seem unduly stressed as a symbol of purity.

As though scorning to associate with this
mean-looking row, a Brooklyn ferry and
a line of railroad sheds and docks have
established themselves on the far opposite
side of the wide reach of cobbled thorough-
fare, where they appear to devote them-
selves exclusively to the East River. A
dividing line hetween the unsociable neigh-
hors is marked by an ahject strcet foun-
tain-- which struggles up from the mud-
bemired cobbles, and has at its base a
stone drinking-trough resembling a rough-

box, in which urchins delight to play
‘“ dead "—to the disgust of thirsty truek-
horses and vehement drivers,

Not everywhere is the row scorned, how-
ever. Directly to its right, near James Slip,
the window of the Gospel Mission proclaims
that “ Jesus Saves "—hinting of a salvage
that may be had from human as well as
material waste.

Miss Betty Clark Delieved in getting
about this woerk early. A kindergarten
class at the mission was her especial pride
and often her joy. She had recruited it
courageously and indiscriminately from the
Sicilian, Spanish, Greek, Jewish, and Irish
colonies in the neighboring slums.

it may De assumed, therefore, that Betty
possessed something over and above her
wealth of hair that gleamed golden, a
saucily uptilted little nose, and eyes as blue
as delft. 1Indced, her fun of patience
seemed inexhausttble, and she owned a win-
ning smile to match. She had need of
them this morning.

Miss Genia Thealossios, out of the wis-
dom of her five years and a {resh-air-fund
vacation, was positive that cows chewed
gum. Sclly Meyer, equally sage at six, and
the best “ trader " in the class, couldn’t see
how that could be. The high cost of chew-
ing-gum would take all the profit out of
the ‘cows! :

When Miss Betty had stiiled --if not al-
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together settled—the cow controversy, she
closed the picture-book and the disturbing
lesson in natural history. Consigning the
voungest children to the care of the elder
ones, she administered her usual cautions
and injunctions and dismissed the class.

She was writing out a report at her desk
in the reading room, when Nick Riahl
came in.

As he rather diffidently strode forward,
it could be seen that it was his six feet
several inches that made the man appear
so lean. His perpetual, dry smile seemed—
on his tanned, brine-cured countenance—-
as though it were carved in old ivory. Betty
was amused, as always, to see his shock of
hair—bleached by winds and salt spray
to the color of hemp—standing up rebel-
liously at the crown, like a small boy’s
mop that defied the comb.

“ Jes' stepped in, Miss Clark, to see if
mebbe you got in that State commissioner’s
report and survey o’ the oyster grounds,
you kindly sent for "—his working clothes
of khaki jumpers, high boots, and disrepu-
table slouch hat bearing out the assertion.

“ Glad to see you, Mr. Riahl,” Betty
cordially welcomed, as they shook hands.
*“T've received the pamphlets-— also some
special government reports on oyster plant-
ing and culture.”

She took from a pigeonhole a little
bundle of printed matter, hesitated, then
hinted with kindly tact: “ If there’s any-
thing not quite clear—government reports
are so confusing, you know—perhaps I
could help you read them over.”

“ Tt ’d help me lots!” eagerly averred Mr.
Riahl, who—Darring the use of abstruse sci-
entific terms—could have written an au-
thoritative treatise on the oyster and its
habits; out of his own head plotted a
survey of all the present oyster beds, and
likely new locations, in Long Island Sound:
and given points to fish commissioners,
besides.

He, therefore, was able to disregard Miss
Clark’s interpretation of the pamphlets,
and to concentrate upon pleasing specula-
tions as to how the sunbeams had become
enmeshed in Miss Betty’s hair and why
the pearliest luster he ever had beheld
inside an oyster shell could not compare

THE ARGOSY.

with the delicate pink of the young lady’s
adjacent ear.

This uplifting occupation was rudely in-
terrupted.

Nick Riahl still smiled as he glanced to-
ward the intruder, however. His drawl
remained courteous and soft.

“T guess I better look over these reports
at my shack, an’ come in another time when
you ain't so busy.”

“ Oh, do stay! I’ve nothing urgent.”

Notwithstanding Miss Betty’s insistence,
Nick Riahl breathed thanks and a cheerful
apology, and departed. Whereupon, Mr.
Bob Brampton took the floor.

“ Gospel-girl, if I were you I wouldn't
get quite so chummy with that chap. He's
as safe as dynamite.” Underlying Bob’s
grinning banter was a note of seriousness.

“ Man-at-the-pumps ” — Betty’s  eyes
twinkled the laughter her lips repressed—
“why is it you object to so many of my
visitors, especially the—"

‘“ The males,” he finished for her. *“ Sure,
I'm jealous! —coolly taking up her chal-
lenge. Bob made no secret of his reason
for sticking to the humdrum job of assis-
tant superintendent at the South Street
pumping station—where the high pressure
system supplies velocity streams of water
at the fire fighters' call. If it weren’t for
Betty he’d probably be doing engineering
now at some remote outpost of the world.

“And I've no more sportsmanship than
to slam my rival. You know, I suppose,
that all South Street calls him the
¢ Pirate.””

“ The Pirate?” she exclaimed.

“T will say, in justice, that nobody has
been able to get anything on him,” Bob
continued.

‘““ He leases an oyster bed in the deep-
water grounds, offshore, 'way out some-
where in the Sound. They say he sows
seed oysters and also breeds direct from
‘ mother ’ oysters. But he never works his’
bed—to clear off the choking debris; never
dredges out the destructive starfish and
drills; never transplants his oysters to less
salty harbor waters to prime ’em up. Vet
he always comes in with a full crop of the
finest—sells ’em to best hotels at top
prices.”
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Betty voiced her indignation. ¢ Just
rumors!  And you pass them along like a
wicked old gossip. I'm surprised, Mr.
Robert Brampton!”

“There’s a surprising variation in the
appearance, character and flavor of his
oysters,” Bob observed, unmoved. ‘ During
that bad year in the Sound, he even showed
up with mammoth oysters such as are
grown in Jamaica Bay, all the way around
to the south of the island. Just as though
he were a poacher and ‘ culled ’ the choicest
oysters off beds here and there! TFunny:
isn’t it2"”

“T don’t think it’s funny at all!” the
young lady retorted. “If he’s an oyster
pirate, why can’t they convict him—uwith
all this evidence you seem to have?”

“ An eel is mucilage alongside this slip-
pery pirate,” Bob countered. “ He goes it
on his own—doesn’t belong to the associ-
ation. Has a fast boat, with a daredevil
crew of half-breeds from Shinnecock Neck.
The oyster fleet can’t keep close tabs on
him, although they spot him anywhere
from Orient Point to Glen Cove. Never-
theless, Nick Riahl gets weird results from
his ¢ planting "-—results that no honest man
could obtain.”

“T don't believe a word of it. He looks
too honest. Why—he’s always smiling'”

Bob replied more earnestly:

“You might believe me if you'd heard
some of the stories—from responsible
.sources, too—of the drinking bouts held
in his shack on the oyster pier. It’s said
the planking that runs from his shack to
the steamship pier is a regular ‘pirate’s
plank ’; naturally, the bodies found floating
beneath it weren’t able to tell exactly how
they had walked off.

“ And say, don’t you fool yourself about
that smile! 1It’s as much a part of him
as the expression on a wooden Indian’s face
—and means as much. His reputation as
a bad customer is built largely on the horror
the ’longshoremen, dock rats, and toughs
have of that very grin. He'll break a man
—kill a man—and calmly smile during the
process.”

Betty shook her head stubbornly. * All
hearsay! Positively malicious!” she main-
tained—yet involuntarly shuddering.
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The maligner seemed about to say some-
thing impatient. A lively sense of humor
came to his rescue, and he laughed good-
naturedly. -

‘ Personally, 1've nothing against the fel-
low,” he disowned. “ Every odd fish in-
terests me. I'd like to cultivate his ac-
quaintance. Still, in my travels I've met
honest-smiling chaps like that before. Look
out for them!”

Miss Betty smiled confidently, after Bob
had gone. Even if this interesting Nick
Riahl had a bad character, she had met the
most villianous-looking men during the very
cold weather—when the cosy reading-room
suddenly Dbecame attractive to shivering
roustabouts and derelicts — and she never
yet had been afraid.

But could the amiable Mr. Riahl really
be a pirate, she wondered, as she climbed
the precipitous stairway that went up side-
wise outside the brick mission—and which
led to the second-floor living quarters of
the mission superintendent and his wife and
the class-room of the girl students in * do-
mestic science.”

Why, also—she asked herself—should
the delightfully impudent Mr. Brampton be
so concerned about Riahl’s politeness to
her?

When, after luncheon, she had gone to
her attic room under the steeply pitched
roof with the rounded red tile, she pooh-
hooed the whole matter and observed that
in some things men were like little boys—
boys who never would grow up.

She had helped Mr. Riahl in small ways;
that was her duty there on South Street.
In gratitude, he had presented her with an
occasional “ mess " of delicious oysters, in
season—oysters which he hoasted were
never “ plumped ” in fresh water to an
artificial bigness which meant loss in flavor
and nutriment.

And that was all!

Betty absently pinched off the dead
leaves from her geraniums, pausing to gaze
out the dormer window at the coal barges,
lighters, scows, ferry-boats, tugs with pile-
drivers in tow—moving to and fro on the
East River. While she watched, a swift-
moving yacht went careening and clipping
among the stodgy craft; and, on the mo-
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ment, her imagination transformed it into
a rakish sloop, with the Jolly Roger at the
masthead, and Nick, the Oyster DPirate,
standing with cutlas and dirk and smok-
ing pistol, at the bow.

* Nick, the Oyster DPirate!” she mur-
mured, and actually giggled.

Iler merriment might have been less
spontaneous could she have followed Nick
Riahl from the time he had left the mission.

The oysterman stopped irresolutely next
door to the mission, and looked in for a
moment at Jim’s billiard parlor, where the
“boys” were shooting pool at two and
one-half cents the cue—* payable strictly
in advance.” )

Not receiving there the information he
sought--—nor from the truckman, who did
business beneath the ‘ apastments—with a
bathtub ” that were to let, he smilingly
strolled north to Slaughter House Point, a
favorite haunt of the Cherry Hillers gang.

“T’ink yub’ll fin’ Rickie Dunn at de
Swamp Stables,” a tough, loafing about the
tumble-down junk-shop, informed him.

Riahl found Dunn, the gang’s leader, and
they returned together to the rooms of the
Oakview Social Club, “ one flight up,” over
the comner saloon.

“ Rickie, I want a job done,” drawled the
oysterman. “ Can’t mix in it m’self, for
pers'nal reasons.

“Yuh know that guy Brampton from
th’ pumping station, who hangs around the-
mission a lot. He drops in to beef with
Miss Clark every evenin’. Well, when he
comes out to-night, trail 'im and do him up
50 he’ll be a hospital case for some weeks.
I've got to have him outa my way to work
out my plans.

“No croakin’, yuh understand—and no
permanent cripplin’.  Jes’ rumple ‘im up
with yer knucks and billy, an” mebbe run
yer carving-knife across 'is face to spoil ’is
manly Dheauty a trifle.”

“Wot’s in it?” Rickie cautiously in-
quired.

“ A hundred and fifty, cash.”

The gangster shook his head. I know
that guy Brampton, all right, and I'll need
help—--consider’ble. It’s a masked job, too.
Mean taffy wot de boys ain’t strong for.
I’d hafta sweeten ’em up.”
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“ Two hundred beang, then—fifty down;
though it’s a cinch. And yuh gotta put it
through right, or not another cent.” With-.
out waiting for reply, Riahl counted out
the fifty, and they sealed the pact with a
“ bhall.”

Rickie did quite a little thinking—and
drinking—after the other had gone on his
smiling way. The scheme he finally evolved
would have surprised Nick Riahl, who,
while admitting the gang’s respect for
Rickie, had cause to believe in his own -
prestigze among the Cherry Hillers.

1I.

Parre lights barely had begun to wink
along the river front, when streams of
sweaty, gasping humanity flowed down the .
East Side byways toward Seuth Street.

From as far north as Madison they came;
from Monroe, from Oak, from Dickensy :
little Batavia Street; stolidly plodding men :
and women, almost too exhausted by the
heat to chatter, shrug, gesticulate; crying-
babes in arms; shrill-tongued children dart-
ing among the groups— )

Down Roosevelt Street, past the Greek |
confectioner’s and the ltalian panetteria, 1
the Spanish barber’s anc! the Spanish book- |
and-tobacco shop, and the several Roosevelt |
cafés; down James Street, by the “ Della
Amici,” and the spaghetti house, and the
vivid blue-and-yellow Greek restaurant; :
from as far east as Pike Street— ;

Al]l bound expectantly for the breeze that |
was to be found on the recreation pier neat
the foot of Market Slip.

There, while the band played melodies
that soothed away cares and painted:
memory-pictures of far-off shores, the mes
would doze over pipes; their wives exchange:
intimate family gossip; youths and maidens:
holdly spaon; children dance and play ti
lesslv about. But, best of all, a cooli
wind would steal up from the hay; over
the slaty, grayish-green river waters slowl
deepening to the black of chsidian; ai
fan away the clinging, smothering heat
humidity.

Betty Clark came often to the pies
chiefly because she could meet there
parents of many of her kinder
charges, and, by artful hints, urge
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needed improvements in hygiene, sanitation,
and diet.

To-night she seemed extraordinarily for-
getful of her self-imposed duty. For the
most part, she gazed idly at the scows laden
with freight-cars being pushed up-river to-
ward Mott Haven, or the varicolored lights
—yellow, red, green, blue, lilac—now twin-
kling from boats and shining from docks
and pier heads.

She sat the concert through; then helped
herd some of the sleepy children across
South Street on their way home, before she
turned in at the reading room of the mission
to enter records and make a few notes—a
task she invariably reserved for her last
duty of the day. '

It may have been merely a coincidence
that Mr. Bob RBrampton always managed
to snatch a litthe time off, at about this
hour, and drop in for a casual chat.

“ Acts on me like a jolly night-cap. in-
ducing pleasant slumber and sweet dreams,”
he had confided solemnly.

‘“ But you say you don’t go to bed for
hours yet,” Betty had reminded him. And
when Bob had asserted that the potent
effect of her conversation lasted more than
hours with him, she had rejoined indig-
nantly that it was no compliment to say she
talked people to sleep! Still, "Bob ap-
peared never to have worn out his welcome.

Neither of them alluded to the Pirate,
in their chat this evening: yet Bob had
plenty to talk about, his theme inspiring
him to a lofty eloquence that brought seem-
ing confusion to Betty.

She looked almost relieved when a taxi-
cab drew up before the mission, and the
driver entered, inquiring for Mr. Brampton.

Bob’s experienced eve took in the lowered
visor of the chauffeur’s cap and the flapping
collar of his duster, which partly concealed
his face. The young engincer did not like
the fellow’s appearance. ** Who wants me?”
he demanded suspiciously.

“ Yer boss is up in th’ fire chief's office
at the Municipal Buildin'. and ‘e sends me
to get yuh. Wants tuh chin wit' yuh, I
guess.”

“May I use your phone, Miss Clark?”
asked Bob. “ Stay there.”” he sharply
ordered the chauffeur.

123

The fellow coughed loudly behind his
hand. Instantly, three masked toughs.
sprang from the outside darkness, darted
into the room, and, with the chauffeur,
threw themselves upon Brampton.

Betty tried to dodge the struggling mass
and run for assistance, but—the engineer
now having been neatly sandbagged—one
of the toughs forced her backward toward
the desk, where he switched off the one
light burning.

“ Keep yer trap shut an’ yuh won’t git
hoit,” he warned. “ We’re gentlemen, an’
know how tuh treat a lady.”

The girl was familiar with this type of
‘ gentleman,” who called himself a ¢ specu-
lator,” and “won” your money at the
point of a revolver. She opened her mouth
to scream; thereupon the tough' adroitly
shoved a handkerchief between her jaws
and secured the gag. Hastily roping her
to a chair, they left, bearing the uncon-
scious Brampton in the center of the group.

As the cab rattled off, Betty tried desper-
ately to free herself. Every moment lost
in failing to raise the alarm greatly lessened
the chances of rescuing Bob. It was not
unusual for a taxicab to stop at the mission.
Every so often, Aunt Helen, would despatch
her private motor or a cab, with a message
commanding her eccentric but favorite
niece, Betty, to return to “ civilization ”—
referring, of course, to Aunt Helen’s sump-
tuous home on West End Avenue—if only
for a day’s wvisit.

Indeed, the arrival and departure of the
cab probably occasioned not a single com-
ment. And if anybody remarked its pas-
sage east on South Street now, it very
likely was to observe carelessly that some
one was in a hurry to reach the district
dockmaster’s office, or one of the railroad
shipping piers, or warehouse or factory.

The first inkling Bob Brampton had of
his destination came.when he found himself
being hauled roughly up a flight of narrow
stairs. later, when he was seated on the
floor, with his back propped against a wall,
he succeeded in diverting his attention from
his buzzing, aching head long enough to
satisfy himself that at least a part of the
building was untenanted.

When his nausea had left him, he sized
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up his guard, a young tough—still masked
~—who crouched close by, holding a flash-
light.

From the adjoining room came the mur-
mur of voices. By straining his cars, Bob
caught snatches of the conversation.

‘“ Are yous gonna welsh now?”’ he heard
some one say eangrily, in a voice that
sounded vagucly familiar.

An instant later, the name,  Rickie,”
came to him--and he identified the first
speaker as the leader of the Cherry Hillers.

The *“guys” addressed scemed to be
muttering excuses. Presently Rickie said:

I tell yuh, dere’s no chanst tub flivver!
Ain't we got dis bird safe cocped up, where
no one’d ever t'ink o’ lookin’? And if
Nick Riahl was willin’ to pay a pikin’
hundred to have Brampton outa de way
fr a mont’, I guess we can squeeze a
coupla more centuries outa him now.”

“ Nick Riahl! Why should Riahl want
to get rid of me?” Bob puzzled. There
flashed the thought of Riahl’s attentions to
Betty Clark. A muffled growl of rage
escaped him; he tugged fiercely at the cords
binding his wrists.

* Cut it out!” whispered the guard, who
seemed divided between a disinclination to
bring himself to Rickie’s notice at present
and a fear lest the prisoner learn too much
from the talk in the next room. His foot
gave Bob a savage prod.

The gangsters’ argument grew hot;
Rickie was fast losing what little patience
he owned.

* The Pirate ain’t so much! He's jus’
got ver number — got yous guys scared
pink!”" he accused. *“ I’d brace ’im m’self,
onlv dat t’rce of us makes it more sure.

* All we gotta do is, put de dope to 'im
straight-—shake ’im down f'r de coin. If
'e gets funny, we got ’im covered. He
don’t pack no gun in ’is clothes.”

Finally, after further argument, there
were sullen mutterings of assent, and Rickie
and two companions trooped down the
stairs. A remaining pair of gangsters came
in to join Bob’s guard.

“ Rather dem th’n me!” said one of
the trio, while the others gave a short laugh
of approval. "¢ De Dirate did up six guys
one night. He woiks like lightnin’!”
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Some one produeed a flask, another a
pack of cards, and they settled down philo-
sophically for a quiet little game.

In the mean time, Betty Clark—by dint
of persistent, ingenious twisting and fum-
bling—had released her hands. She tore
the offensive gag from her mouth and
snatched up the telephone, but saw that
the cord kad been cut.

She flew to the door. As she had sur-
mised, there was no cab in sight. Then,
never thinking of the telephone up-stairs,
she ran along the street.

The pumping station, in the next block,
was her goal. About to enter the door, it
occurred to her that these people—or even
the police whom they would summon—
did not know all of the holes in which the
gangsters hid, and to one of which they
probably had carried Bob Brampton, pro-
vided he were still alive. But who did
know?

“Nick Riahl!” she exclaimed.
might!” If she could find Riahl!

Turning from the door, she ran swiftly
westward. As she flew by George’s, with its
separate wedges of pie and its sirup jugs
lined up in the windows, Murtha’s, and
other water-front dives, and the big yellow
warehouse, the thought did not enter
Betty’s mind that perhaps Mr. Riahl could
not be trusted.

Soon she had left behind her, in suc-
cession, the poultry market, the ship stores
building, the ice-loading dock, and the
wagon-builder’s, and now arrived breath-
lessly at Pike Slip.

Her cyes anxiously sought the oyster-
men’s pier. One light was visible there—
and that shone from the Pirate’s shack.

111.

MaNHATTAN BRIDGE passes obliquely
above Pike Slip, which is littered with heaps
of crushied stone, bricks, gravel, sand, bags
of cement, and other useful but inartistic
impediments treasured by the department
of public works and sometimes employed
handi’lly by the warring neighborhood
toughs.

Refore swinging its nearly two miles of
length gracefully and elasticallv over the
East River to its Brooklyn anchorage of

“ He
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granite and concrete, the bridge cuts across
the little pier utilized exclusively by oyster
planters and shippers.

This pier is isolated from the South Street
dock by several oars’ lengths of water.
To its west are moored the boats of the
oyster fleet; to its east lies a narrow slip
bridged by plank inclines extending from
the oyster shacks to the pier of the
seaboard and gulf steamship line, and the
line of freighters plying locally between
New York and Keyport.

The wooden, two-story shacks are built
closely side by side, along the pier, virtually
covering it. I‘rom the rear, each presents
the quaint appearance of a Noah’s ark.
But their front—opposite the steamship
pier--has all the aspect of an * operation ”
of run-down suburban dwellings tenanted
by, say, unskilled factory workmen and
their families. Many of the shacks are fur-
nished with a pretentious ** porch,” and a
French window opening above the porch
roof. .

A raised skylight embellished the Pirate’s
shack, which, having sloughed off most of
its paint, appeared a muddy gray. Solid,
cumbersome little shutters, rounded on the
top, protected the rear windows.

It was through one of these, with its
shutter swung back, that streamed the ray
of light greeted with joy by Betty Clark.

She recalled now that Nick Riahl once
had said hc was the only oysterman who
used his shack for a home as well as for
a place of business.

Betty scurried across to the steamship
pier and then through the shed, without be-
ing accosted. I'inally she reached the in-
cline that led to the Pirate’s shack.

Nick Riahl opened the door at Miss
Betty’s knock.

“ Come in!” he said smilingly, and then
looked doubtfully ahout him. ¢ This is
where 1 cull my oysters durin’ the season,
get ’em ready to ship, and have my little
office,” he explained. *“ My livin’-place is
up-stairs; I like to be handy to my work.”

“ This is all right,” said Betty, glancing
hurriedly about the room which, while not
altogether pleasing to sensitive nostrils,
seemed clean as beeswax.

“ Mr. Riahl, T need your help.”
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She went on, with scarcely a pause, to
tell what had happened at the mission.

When Betty spoke of the taxicab, the
Pirate fully understood that these elaborate
preparations by Rickie and his helpers
pointed to an attempt to double-cross him
in some way. Yet his smile was fixed, his
expression unaltered.

But when she described how the toughs
had handled her, something menacing crept
into his soft drawl as he commented:

“ So they laid hands on you; did they?”

*“I’'m not thinking about that, Mr. Riahl.
What worries me is that they may do some-
thing terrible to Mr. Brampton.”

* Ill see that nothin’ serious happens to
Mr. Brampton,” said the Pirate carelessly.
“Don’t let that bother you.”

Impulsively the girl clasped his hand in
both of hers as she looked up into his face
and cried gladly: “1I knew I could de-
pend upon you! You were the first one
I thought of!” Then her hands quickly
loosened and her eyelids dropped before the
man'’s steadfast gaze.

The Pirate was speaking in a tone so
low as to be hardly audible. “ Th’ mos’
natural thing in the world you should bring
your troubles to me.”

The girl found herself crushed in his
arms; his passionate kisses raining upon her
mouth, her cheeks, her hair.

“1 love you, little girl! An’ you love
me. What’s th’ use of us hidin’ it!”

With a frantic effort she broke from his
embrace and put the table between them.
Trembling with anger and disgust, she
panted: )

* And 1 thought you were a gentleman!”

The man stood as immobile as the
wooden Indian to which Brampton had
compared him. His dry, quizzical smile
secmed graven curiously upon a face that
was white under its tan.

“ No: I don’t claim to be no gentleman,”
breathed the soft voice. Still more delib-
erately: “ But roughneck as I am, I never
pertended to care f'r a person and lead that
person on an’ on, jes' to amuse m’self. If
I did, I'd expect to pay.”

He swung with startling swiftness round
the table—and stopped, arrested by what
he saw in the girl’s face.
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“ Oh, m so sorry,” came softly to his
ears. “1 didn’t understand.” DBetty’s
voice was tender with pity, almost tearful
with self-accusation.

“ I didn’t really mean to—"" She now was
pleading haltingly. “1 liked you--just as
I like old Tom McGrue, the sailmaker,
and kindly Mr. Winch, the shipsmith. And
1 wanted to show my friendship. Won't
you forgive me? Can’t we be friends, Nick
Riakl?”

Riahl had dropped lo a chair. Elbow
on knee, his chin rested in his cupped hand.
He raised his head.

“TIt's for you to forgive "—dully—* an’
you wouldn’t, if you knew everything.”
He paused, then asked abruptly:

* Brampton wants to marry you; don’t
he? An’ you love him.”

The girl’s countenance, and her silence,
told him what he desired to know.

Rising quickly, the Dirate took a re-
volver and cartridge clips from the table
drawer. e slipped them into his pockets.

“I'm goin’ to find Brampton for you.”

Hand on the door-knob, he pauscd.

“You'd better stay here tiill 1 get back—
or for a while, anyway. It's apt to be
dangerous outside, any minute now.”

The Pirate gently closed the door be-
hind him, stepped out upon the incline—or
“ gangplank,” as he termed it—and in a
{few moments was passing from the stcam-
ship pier-shed to the opposite side of South
Street.

On the chance of picking up a clue, he
dropped into Ross’s popular saloon. I'or
a drink, the hangers-on were willing to ad-
mit they /fad scen a taxicab---or a dozen
cabs. if that would better please  de guy
wot set ’em up.” But Bill McGee, the har-
tender, was genuinely obscrving; that he-
ing part of his joh.

“ "Bout an hour ago, th’ doors was swing-
in’ open, as usooal, and 1 seen one taxi
rip east along South-—hell bent for elec-
tion,” he volunteered.

“ Thanks, Billy,” said the Dirate, taking
his leave.

The tip sounded good. He would work
cast—as far as the ook, if necessary—
and try to discover where a taxicab had
stopped.  Once that information were ob-

i3}
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tained, he could strike for the nearest haunt
of the gangsters and give it the ‘ once-
over.”

He had gone but a rod or so, when he
was certain that he saw a form slink inte
the coal-yard—or it may have Deen the
junk-yard — near Rutgers Slip. Treading
warily, the Pirate shortly entered the coal-
yard and went carcfully through the wagon-
sheds,

His search was fruitless. .\s he was about
1o leave, however, he noted scmething sus-
picious about the vacant storc and dwell-
ing on the corner of Rutgers Slip and South
Street. Light had flashed f{ur an instant
through chinks in a shutter on an upper-
story window. This would Dhear investi-
gation.

If the Cherry Hillers were in the build-
ing, the Pirate knew ke cculd not hope to
get in by the front door without giving
the alarm. Therefore, he passed through
the coal-yard; thence, by a twisting run-
way, reached the yard that---surrcunded by
a fence—lay between Gample’s bakery and
the vacant building. Crossing the yard,
he came to where the fence and the building
met.

The Pirate examined his revclver. Then,
swinging to the top of the fence, he jumped
lightly to the high stoop at the side en-
trance. Here he was in shadow, and barely
visible to any gangster who might be on
watch in Rutgers Park.

Without pause, hc applied his shoulder
steadily to the door; finally, the rusted
latch yielded with scarcely a sound.

The store on the ground floor might be
his proper destination, but a back stairway
that led upward looked promising. He de-
cided to try this first.

Keeping close to the wall, where his
weight would impese the least strain on the
decrepit stairs, he moved so stealthily, so
deliberately, as not to make a creak, at’
last gaining the landing ahove.

His suspicions were verificd. Soon he
was gazing with smiling satisfaction into
the room occupied by the threc gangsters :
and their prisoner. The Pirate’s fist slowly
clenched. :

A moment he crouched; then launched :
himzell into the room. One startled glance
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—and the gangsters, forgetting cards,
flasks, prisoner, seemed moved by a single,
fixed idea; which was to escape the Pirate’s
vengeance. As swiftly as he came, they
dived desperately along the floor. Their
flashlight was kicked into a corner, throw-
ing most of the room into darkness.

The Pirate’s only desire at present was
to free Brampton. The rest he could attend
to, any time later. But one of the gangsters,
confused by the suddenly dimmed light, ran
into Riahl; and, finding himself cornered,
whipped out a knife. The grinning Pirate’s
hammerlike fist swung out—drove down—
and the gangster drgpped where he stood.
His comrades long since had passcd out of
the door.

While the Pirate bent over to release
Brampton, however, there came the scuffle
of feet on the stairs. Reinforced, no doubt,
the toughs were coming back—probably
with a little gun-play in mind.

Although the Pirate might have relished
a little ““ scrap,” he had no desire to rouse
the police. Pressing his revolver into
Brampton’s hand, he threw himself against
the rotten shutters of the window nearest
him and burst them open.

“Qut with you!” he whispered, swing-
ing Brampton out of the window and upon
the iron awning; himself closely following.

He flung a leg over the awning edge;
groped for and found a post. Then, with
the Pirate helping Brampton—who was
still weak and faltering—they slid down to
the pavement.

Hugging the walls of buildings, they now
hurried west along South Street. The
Pirate’s alert eyes detected several other
Cherry Hillers skulking about in the neigh-
borhood, but the toughs also had recog-
nized the Pirate and showed no inclina-
tion toward following.

‘“ Rickie must have his whole gang out,”
he drawled. “ Queer 1 don’t spot Rickie
himself. 1'm special anxious to meet ’im.”

Bob Brampton darted a quizzical look
at this smiling individual who played the
strange double réle of enemy and rescuer.

“T think you’ll find Rickie and several
of his pals trying to spot you. They went
over to your place to soak you for more
money,” said Bob boldly.
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The Pirate stared piercingly at Bob—
then broke into a run.

As Brampton pelted after him, the Pirate
half turned and said over his shoulder:

¢ Iaster! 1 left Miss Clark at my shack
-—waitin’ for you.”

*The devil you say'!"” gasped the dis-
mayed Bob Brampton.

Iv.

WinLe Nick Riahl sought his clue in
Ross’s saloon, Rickie Dunn and two sup-
porters were quietly entering the steamship
pier-shed, on their way to the DPirate’s
shack.

Shortly, Rickie was knocking at the
door. .

His jaw dropped when, after repeated
pounding, the door opened a crack and
Betty Clark’s face timidly appeared.

“Is Nick Riahl in?” at last he inquired.

“ Mr. Riahl has gone out,” was the short
reply.

Rickie poked his head in and satisfied
himself that the Pirate was not on the hot-
tom floor at least.

“We're frien’s o' his—gotta see ’im
and, to Betty’s indignation, the tough coolly
pushed open the door, motioned to his
pals, and the three walked in.

The gang leader ran softly to the ladder;
sprang up it like a cat. After a swift ex-
amination of the room above, he returned,
to stare wonderingly at the girl.

The Pirate must have snooped around
the mission, found her, and brought her
here, was his first thought. Yet she ap-
peared a willing captive—the door had not
even been locked.

“1 came to see Mr. Riahl upon urgent
business,” Betty said stiffly; flushing un-
der his scrutiny. She knew Rickie Dunn
by sight, and had heard he instigated most
of the deviltry in the neighborhood. It
wouldn’t surprise her to learn that Bob
had been assaulted by Rickie’s gang. The
impression persisted that she had heard
this tough’s voice earlier in the evening. In
imagination she covered his face with a
mask, and studied him again.

The gang leader himself now was more
deeply mystified than ever. There was
something ‘‘ phony ” about the “ mission

v
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lady,” although heretofore he wouldn't have
credited the suggesticn. Yet the ore an-
swer he could find to the riddle was that
she was Nick Riahl’s * [riend,” and a party
to the DPirate’s scheme. Sure! It was as
plain as day. Brampton had something
“on " them—-or they were afraid he would
have—so they wanted him safe out of the
way. ‘The DPirate was rich, as must of
South Street knew—and Miss Clark was
“ wiser " than she looked.

Rickie leecred insclently at the girl, then
winked significantly at his pals, who

laughed in huge enjoyment at this amusing
situation.

%o this haughty * missicn worker ”
wasn’t the little tin angel she was cracked

up to he! No better, in fact, than their
girls!  Great sport it would be, to take

her down a peg.

Still, they couldn’t afford to antagonize
the Pirate further. Lucky for them that
part of his “ plan " had worked out to per-
fecticn! He would be more amenable to
their demands for a more satisfactory bar-
gain,

Betty had seated herself, and scemingly
was oblivious to their prescnce.  Actually,
she was rallying all her courage. She felt
that she must cry out—shriek—rush from
the place—do anything hut sit passive.

The toughs lounged about, nunchalantly
rummaging in this corner and that. Iinally
— when Betty felt that she could nct main-
tain her apparent composure a 1muinent
longer— Rickie beckoned to his fullowers
and the trio went outside. Ile 2%zo was
growing mnervous, although for -a diilerent
reason.

“T’ink we'd better wait on de other
pier.” ‘he whispered. * He'll git sore if she
tells 'im_we been hangin’ round aii night.”

“ Besides,” fidgeted a pal, fumblicg in
his pocket for a bottle, “ if anyl"r-' should
happen, an’ we gotta dig, nix on dis oyster
pier, wot's a rat-trap—’less we dived iater
de ewim, quick cnough.”

I\eep yer noive—wot ceir happen, any-
how?™ scoffed Rickie.  Tle accepted a
drauzht from the ilask, nevertheless, and
ceemed as greatly pleased as his comrades
when they all were stowed comfloriably
belhind the hales and hoxes on the steam-
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ship pier. Rickie could fight- -as his record
attested-- but a scrzp with the Pirate was
something to think twice about.

Their wait was short. .\s Rickie craned
his neck from behind a packing-case, the
rays frum an arc-licht near the end of the
pier fell upon the faces of two men who
were approaching at a run,

“ De DPirate has found Brampton an’
dey've made it up!” he exclaimed with
an oath. * Now dey'll be hell to pay!

“ see here, pals,” he whispered, a note
of determination coming into his shaking
voce. ** We gotta croak dese guys now
-—¢r de I’irate "Il never let up till he gets us.

** Shoot just as dey're about to step on de
plank. We can’t miss! An' I bet dey
ain’t got a gat hetween ‘'em. 1t 7 be
soft!”

‘he chances favored his scheme. For,
while the Pirate and Boly naturally were
watching for Rickie’s lock-outs, this was
no time for hesitation—when Betty Clark’s
safety was perhaps at stake.

But the Pirate's wary glance caught the
visor tip of Rickie's cap protruding. He
softly sprinted ahead of the enginecr, and
hurled himself around the corner of the
packing-box.

Springing after him, Bob heard a sharp
report and saw the i’irate tumble over the
crouching Rickie. The suddenness of the
attack, however, had disconcerted the
gangsters.  Their shots went wild, and
seized with terror at sight of the Pirate
lunzing among them, two of the toughs
turned and ran. Rickic got away last, be-
fore the Pirate could regain his feet or come
to grips with him.

Bal sent several builets after the gang
sters, but without cffect, as they scuttled
Iehind a pile of casks.

Handing the engineer a remaining clip:
of cartridges, the Pirate said: * I'm goin’
to the shack for a gun. Stay here an’ try
to cover me while 1 make a run for lt.
Then wait, unless 1 call.”

On the instant he was gone. A shower of !
bullets followed his withdrawal from shelter, ;
despite Bob's efforts to draw a bead onj
the gangsters.  Still suffering from the;
knock-out blow he had received. and ex-]
hausted by his run to the pier, the e



ineer’s hand was unsteady and his aim

certain.

* Midway in the crossing, the Dirate

bled for a moment—but soon covered

the remaining distance and entered the
ack.

" He gave a gasp of relicf when he saw

'Betty standing near a window.

7 ¢ All right?” he asked.

. “Yes; but—"

. “ Mr. Brampton’s safe,” he said briefly.

% He'll be here soon.”

Smiling encouragingly, he found an auto-
imatic and cartridges, then cautiously let
himself out the door.
 “Now I c¢'n take a hand in the game
‘Fmself 7 he drawled, a few seconds later,

vs he rejoined the anxiously waiting
: Brampton.
[ “No harm’s come to Miss Clark,”
ihe added.
E “They caught you!” exclaimed Bob, no-

;tlcmg the Dirate’s limply swinging arm.
F “Jes’ a little nip I got goin’ over,” the
{other responded llghtly

“Now I'm goin’ out to settle my score.
I yuh see a head showin’, pot it—-while
I sneak up on ’em. That ’ll be surer than
fboth of us makin’ a rush together,” he
‘explamed when Bob demurred.
. No sooner did the Pirate emerge, than
'a gangster’s face appeared. Bob’s revolver
‘spoke, and the tough jerked back under
‘cover. But he had seen the oncoming
Pirate, and the courage oozed from him.
With a wild yell he dashed from the casks
and, followed by his pal, dodged from one
pile of freight to another, until he came
4o the edge of the pier. From it, the two
plunged into the river.

That left only Rickie.

The Pirate now threw aside all pretense
of stalking the gang leader. Ie charged
boldly on Rickie’s hiding-place.
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The gangster’s head popped from cover;
he cowered for an instant, panic-stricken,
and then—Ilosing discretion—bolted along
the pier.

Bob withheld his fire, while the fugitive
—running like a scared jack-rabbit—and
his pursuer, rushed toward the crowd that
bad gathered at the end of the pier and
which now hastily scattered.

Maddened by fear, the gangster whirled
and fired. The Pirate was hurled back
against an iron pillar; regained his balance;
and went on smilingly as though nothing
had touched him.

Rickie gaped in hideous fascination.
His gun dropped from his nerveless fingers.
He turned, screaming frantically, and
stumbled forward.

The grinning Pirate drew nearer, still
nearer, in his inexorable man-hunt. Seem-
ingly having no use for his revolver, he
tossed it aside.

He leaped—hearing down the shrieking
gangster as a wolf drags down its quarry.

“How any man with a bullet in his
shoulder and a shattered arm could put
a tough out of business—with one hand—
is beyond me!”’ ejaculated the surgeon who
had arrived with the ambulance from the
Bellevue Accident Ward at Gouverneur’s
Slip.

He glanced toward the leader of the
¢ Slaughter House " gang of Cherry Hillers;
who, covered with hurlap, lay awaiting the
dead wagon.

Kneeling
Pirate, the surgeon asked:
he’s saying?”

‘ Sounds like Miss Clark’s name to me,”
responded the orderly; “an’ he says—
¢ Here’s Mr. Brampton.” Then somethin’
about his keepin’ his word even though he
ain’t no gentleman.”

lower Dbeside the muttering
“ What's that

It sounds good; it “reads good”; it is good!
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CHAPTER XXIII.
RANDOLPIL READS.

NTO what arcanum of incendiarism and
battle he might be flinging himself.
Griggs knew not, but he charged val-

iantlv on. The unscen revolver spoke
again, and a neat chip of glass flew from
the lamp he carried. Then he was through
the smoke.

Dashing a hand across watering eyes, he
saw that he had come out into a large.
brick-paved room, luridly illuminated by
flames that sprang, apparently. from the
very bricks themselves.  One whole por-
tion of the tlvor secmed ablaze, sending up
thick. black clouds that were beaten back
by the strong draft from an open window.

On the very edge of the flaming space,
two men lay locked in a struggle which
threatened every moment to end in the
fire.

Pausing only to set his lamp on the floor.
Griggs flung himself upon the combatants,
but more with the humane idea of drag-
ging them away from the [lames than at-
tacking either one of them. Then Brant
and his employer came charging out of the
smoke. Secing the commodore apparently
embroiled, they promptly added themselves
to the excited heap on the floor.

A moment after that again, the whole
five of them heaved upward, practically as
one mass. Brant had pot hold of some-
body’s collar and stood up. Then he sat
down again with considerable force. Out
of the thick of it, one short, hroad figure
had writhed with astonishing ease, tripping
Brant en route, dashed across the room
and leaped to the sill of the open window.

Again the group, now reduced to four,
heaved and writhed frantically. Brant,

however, had his feet Deneath him again,
and his arms had closed around the second
of the original . combatants. who seemed
bent on following the first,

“Let go of me, you fools!™ choked a
voice hoarse with wrath and smoke.
*That's Delgado! He'll get clean away!”

Griggs  detached himself and Rung
around toward the window,

* Stop there or 1 fire! ™ he bellowed, but
already the window was empty.

Rushing to the opening, he leaned far
out and louvsed two incliectual shots after
a dimly seen and rapidly receding black
bulk. running sure-footedly along the wall-
top. A red-orange flash leaped back to-
ward him. Griggs ducked as a bullet
zipped past, and when he leaned forth
agamn there wasn't even a dim black bulk
to <hoot at.

** Missed him!™ snapped the commodore
disgustedly, and turned back.

Behind him the struggle had resolved
into single combat between Brant and Del-
gado’s former antagonist, with Randolph
dancing excitedly around the outside edge.
Another crash and the pair were down
across an overturned chair. Brant was
above, and his weight knocked the other
man’s wind out pretty effectually, but the
latter seemed inclined to hight on, till there
came a sudden pressure of steel against
his temple.

“ Quiet!” ordered Griggs. ** Don't force
us to kill you, Avalon. Lie quiet'”

“ For Heaven’s sake, Danny, leave him
to Brant and help me put out this fire!”

Wondering how Randolph could expect
even their united efforts to avail against
the fierce conflagration raging in that
kitchen, Griggs nevertheless thrust his pis-
tol into the secretary’s ready hand and

This story began in The Argosy for August 16.
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rose, choking and coughing as his head
came nto the upper smoke-strata. ‘the
lurid elfcet of flames, however, scemed
strangely diminished.

“Over here!™ shouted Randolph, who
was beating with his coat at the wall. A
scattered biaze was licking the woodwoerk
there, Dbut had not really taken hold.
Griges heard showts, running feet, and then
a sreat splash of water conquered the last
of the flames in a hissing steam-cloud.

To Griggs the Kitchen scemed suddenly
alive with thronging forms,

e had a confused iden that the house
had been rushed at last, Uil clearing smoke
revealed  familiar faces, and he reniized

that (he baltle of the kilchen had drawn
none save (hose members of his own
party.

There stood  Bobby, the sieward, an
emply bucket n his hand, staring at a

Macker than his own f{right-
which marked where the

wide swath,
ened countenance,
ofl of a Iwoken lamp Lad spread blazing.
It had beenn the crashing fall of that lamp,
knocked from table to ecr by the orizinal
combatants, which hroueht Gricgs aned his
friends dovmn-stairs,  The oil nding o

additional  fuel in ihe hrick oor, bd
burned cut of iself, and thanks to Ran-

dolph’s efforts, and Bebhy's wuter-puil, no
damage had resulted save a hit of scorched
woodvork.

The smeke and racket. however, had
brought cvery scul in the house, saving
Ralph, 1o investigate. Griggs had
heea the onlv one with courage really to
0 10 bed in the old-fachioned way.  Con-
sequently, she was also the only one to
appear artistically  draped in a owered
silk quilt over a nightgown.,  But aside
from the gencrally complete costunes pres-
ent, the scene for several minutes resem-
bled any other where a mideisht fire has
reused the houschold.  Question, auswer,
ainl  excited  explanation ran riot, il
Brant’s voice cut through the medley with
a lewd: * No, vou don’t!”

Then for an agitated two minutes battle
raged once more in their midst. The united
force of vachtsmen, however, formed an
overwhelming peace league, and the dis-
turber ended as he had begun, flat on the

Mrs,

floor, with Brant's knees grinding into his
chest.
I oplayed Feol and started o Jet him

Thought he

t another of his
out of
the win-

up.” panted the seerctary.
was all in, but it was just
tricks.  He lIneered the pisicl
my hand and tried to hoit for
dow.”

“Siton him all the
he can’t trick you,”
satirically.

*\Who is it yveu have there?”

time, Brant. 'Then
advised  Randelph

Dovis had pushed her way nto the
grotp, driven by a very keen anxiety. The
cuptured  one was inevitably cithc lron

IF¢iipe or her lirother, and she hardly knew
which would be werse for her. They beth
knew too much for her security, and under
this kind of treatment she was not sure of
the silence of either.

“Hlurry! The exclamztion held  a
tinge of reilet.  Of the two, perhaps her

Iroiher was sidier,

ot asik your friends to
e panted. 'i'h-.'_\' e
I'my through!”

Doris aceept-

YVou michic
gt off me, Deris,”
b0 many for e,

Conciliation seeming wise,
ed the sugcestion and Avalen was allowed
o rise.  With three men hoiding him, and
the treasured automatic in Griges's hands
aoain, there scemed small danger of his
attempting another dash for liberty.

He Jooked past his sister, and there was
Navarre Ainge, silent and pale in the back-
around. Tler eyes met his, straight und
full.

“You don't need to be so—so reugh
with him.” pleaded Doris, rather fechly.
“ e perhaps  there’s heen  a  mistake,
I'm not sure - -Don [Felipe may he the only
auilty one -7

Her voice trailed into silence, as Lhree
amazed faces were turned upon her.

“ Not sure!”  Then Griges grasped the
situation alertly.  Gf course, the fellow was
her brother, whatever he'd done, and this
helated attempt at his cdefense was natural
“We won't be any rouzher with

needs he” he assured.  1'd
sugaest, Mhss Avalon, that you withdraw.
This must be very painful for yvou. And
the rest of us had bette adjourn to the
front of the house for a consultation. Per-

enough.
him than
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haps Mr. Avalon will be willing to explain
why Delgado was here, and cxactly what
we are to expect. Brant, just make sure,
will you, that our friend hasn’t acquired
any weapons since he left us?”

Doris threw her brother one desperate
glance. Would he take Griggs at his word
and explain?  But he was looking past
her---and then she saw that Brant, carry-
ing out Griggs’s request, had drawn from
the captive’s pocket, not a weapon, but—

Now she knew why I'lurry’s mouth was
set in that rigid line of endurance. The
end was coming. Delgado’s letter, the one
reckless indiscretion of a scoundrel who
prided himself on subtle caution—the let-
ter which damned her and him together in
a single blot of vileness—that letter was in
IFielding's hands, and he was turning it
over to his keen-minded employer with a

casual: “Want to read this, Mr. Ran-
dolph?  Might tell us something., It was

in the fellow's pocket.”

And Ilurry’s mouth was a stern line of
endurance—only, why did that queer. sud-
den relief come into his eyes: a kind of in-
ward Drightening, as he still looked away
and past her?

He was glad! That was it. In his heart
he was glad that it was all ended, and since
disgrace must be known, that it fell on her,
clearing him!

Breathless, chalk-white, hating him,
Doris waited for the blow. And now Ran-
dolph had whistled softly, and turned the
letter over to Giriggs.

“ Irom Delrado. Read it aloud, Danny.
No harm in all of us knowing what we're
up against.”

Doris felt a wild impulse to turn and
run.  But they would catch her—hold her
roughly, perhaps, as the three who didn’t
yet know still held her brother. Though
in one way she had recently dared a great
deal, physically Doris was an arrant
coward.

Now Griges had begun to read, stupidly
halting over difficulties in the script. Why
couldn’t he read it off and be done?

There was no salutation. Don Felipe
had spared putting her name to it, but the
matter was sufficient. As legal evidence,
of course, the letter was not valid against
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its recipient. The explanation it offered
was another matter. That, for any clear-
headed person, must unravel all the tangled
mystery she had built up. exposing to the
hone the cheap, vicious greed that lay back
of it.

Griggs's voice went on:

“Are you mad to stay imprison in that
house, when the all depend on your action?
These, your stupid putanes, they will neither
obey me not act for themselves. They turn
withoul aim from one plan to another. They
are like the caltle when they g0 to make
estumpido, threatening everywhere with the
lowered  horns.  Diven me they  threaten.
Shall you sce your Ielipe gored and tramped,
because you have not Doldness to speak with
your own niouth the command these cattle
obey?

“1 will remind you. You have desire
that your brother shall be no more. I plan
the way that he shall be no more, and that
yet no man say, your brother's blood on
vour head. Yes, I do that. 1 plan, and some-
what [ do. Although to now the attempt
fail and yet he lives, there will be apgainst me
at least the conspiracy charge.  But who
win great gain by destruction, T or vou?
ITow you think to draw Dback? That your
Telipe, perhaps, take punishment, and lel
you walk free? No. In the courls he would
show how he gain nothing--not one pesito
—by the destruction of your brolher, unless
your hand give it to him. Then you think
Felipe alone be punish?  No.

“The light-keepers, the Barclays, they go
to make Lhe trouble for us. Dios! They are
no more. The misfortune come that there-
fore a vessel wreek itsell, and six perish with-
oul need. You think your Felipe take all
on himself? e can show in the courts how
you fear to be betray by these Barclays. Is
it not in your service that they become no
more?

“Perhaps you say: ‘TFelipe kill the sailor
in my house. I'or that, because it is known
to many, he may run far away, and I may
say that all was donce by my Ielipe, who is
a great maker of troubles.” No. Ielipe will
not run far away. He slay (o make more
trouble for you, should you try {o make the
great fool of him.

“But we speak no more of this now for
two reason. First, you will not draw back.
Second, we may yet gain all, and be not
punish the least.

“¥For why are you now afraid? Because
the stupid people who are wreck they hehold
too much? Butl to play the innocent longer
with them will bring you no gain. I tell you,
Felipe will not be your scapegoat. Choose,
instead, the bold, brave way. Come oul and
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speak with your ewn moutlh the words to
command. an:d these many guns thalt are in
hands fearing (o use them, they will he use.

“Now they shoot, shoot, shoot.  All fool-
ishness.  ‘Uhey are not aim to kill, but only
frichten.  In the Nirst it seems Lo me we do
noL neetd vou. [ (think you slay at the house,
and 1, vour Felipe, will do all for you, and
then you thank me. But then it was not
that many should die, but only your brother.
Now it is that not one stngle of the wreck
people must live to go away lrom here. I
is your [elipe’s life that he loves, not theirs.

“And be sure! o oyour Felipe win only
destruction by all ne do for you, then he
will not destroy alome.  Ue is not foolish.
No.

“H O have quile judge wrong, and vour
thouzht have not been of betraval, then for-
give these words.  And if there be some
strong reason why vou do not come out now
—immediate then let me know at what
hour, and where, 1 may salely meet and talk
with you. New plans must be made. Per-
haps vou signal me when all is safe that 1

come? Send me word by the hoy who
brings this. Tuve —tuye paia—-"
“CPuva para siempre jemds, " linished

*That is, * yours forever and
Our Spanish friend seems to he
Well, what do you think

. Randelph.
always.’
a sarcastic devil.
of it, Daony 2"

“1-U'm afraid 1 don't quite under-
stand,” multered Griggs, rather pale be-
neath his coat of sca-tan. The fellow
certainly secms (o be urging a--a general
massacre.”

“Of course, but there's mere in it than
that.”  Randolph cast a glance of pure
contempt toward the master of the isles.
“Can’t vou see it? This cur Avalon had
found out somchow that we knew too much
for his health. In his first terror he or-
dered a general massacre--a repetition on
a smaller scale, in fact, of that ghastly Ca-
tania business.  But whoever plianned that,
the nerve for it was evidently supplied by
the Sanjil’s captain. Trying to repeat on
his own, our gentle host acquired cold feet,
and has attempted o get out of it by
throwing all the responsibility on his little
Spanish chum!”

Randolph’s period was marked by a sim-
utaneous  gasp from  the two Avalons
present.

Till Randolph gpoke, the interpretation
the yachtsmen might put on Delgado’s en-

¢
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lightening missive had not occurred cven
to Doris as possible.  Yet, to them. the
* brother ™ whose attempted removal had
failed was inevitably Ralph, and the man
on whom the letter had been found, its in-
tended recipient.

Randolph hurricd on:

* He must have reccived this sometime
during the day. It speaks of ‘the boy
who Drings this.” Iine watch we've kept!
lle was prebably in communication right
along, till we locked him up. ‘Then he al-
ready had this appointment with Delgado
for td-night, and waited meek as a lamb
till he was ready to keep it. Then he sand-
hageed Brant and quarreled in earnest with
Delgado, who was growing unruly.

“We broke in on their little téte-a-téte,
and [, for one. believe we made a Detter
win in recapturing our feudal lord here
than il we'd got three of Delgado.
Whether they like him or not, it's clear
that the men outside do take his orders.
Their shooting at him was pure Hlufl.
They haven’t been shocting at him or any
one clse.  They've been peppering the sky,
while he has stuck in here with us trying
to make up his mind what he really wants
them to do, and poor plaintive little elipe
has grown increasingly diswzusted with a
pirate’s life outside.  1le’s put his own neck
in the noose for a cur too cowardly to back
him up. My sympathy goes to Ielipe.”
Randolph laughed angrily.

Avalon had been listening with a kind
of dazed amazement. The dreaded exposé
of Doris had hackfired with a venceance,
but bhere was a thing he could certainly
not take on himself. It was too menstrous

and futile.  Soovner or later, the facts
were bound to he known now.  And there
was Navarre.

* Mr. Randolph,” he began, “ for me to
attempt deceiving you would be madness.
That letter- 7

= It is the fmal straw!™  Doris's voice
was high and shrill, like that of 2 woman
driven to the verge of hysteria.  Oh,
Flurry, how could yeu- how could yvou---
he—-s0 -wicked!"

And turning away, she buried her face
in her hands and fled sobbing from his
presence,
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A moment later Navarre Ainge turned
and followed her from the room.

CHAPTER XXIV.
WIIEN TRUTIL FALLS,

ND now Mr. Flurry Avalon should

doubtless have persisted in his effort
to right himself in the yachtsmen’s esteem.
By the mighty power of truth alone, he
should have rent to shreds the netted
meshes of falsehood, and stood forth the
innocent and really much abused gentle-
man he had been throughcut. He should
have done it.

Only, as he looked from face to face, all
desire to atltempt that herculean feat passecd
from him.

T'hey wouldn’t belicve him. e knew it
with a sickening certainty that had hegun
when he saw the girl who for him had been
the bright emblem of trusting faith, turn
and Jeave him—unheard.

A minute followed in which the too-hu-
man soul of him plumbed depths below any
pain it had ever found before.

He met the hard anger and contempt in
the faces of those about him.

And then suddenly the pain merged into
numbnuess, and there returncd that satirical,
desperate amusement which had gripped
him after first reading Declgado’s letter.

He had heen cast for the star role in a
tragedy, but the tragedy had degenerated
into farce. A grim drama, with the scarlct
thread of death woven through it, but
farce comedy, none the less. The deadly
seriousness of its actors was the funniest
thing about it.

What use to go down on his knees and
once more abase and humble himself and
entreat them to take his word, and transfer
their high-minded condemnation to sister
Doris and little brother Ralph, because he
himself was really a quite harmless sort of
fool, whose largest fault was that he had

been too Dblindly easy-going?  They
wouldn’t believe him. As pirate and

would-be fratricide, he was real to them.
In his actual character he wasn't even a
fantom, so far as they were concerned. He
simply didn’t exist.
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* What are you laughing at?” demanded
Griggs.

* Only myself. 1f I am a criminal, you
must admit that I haven’t made a very
good thing out of it.”

Randolph smiled contemptuously.

*“ As a criminal, you are the most com-
plicated and amazing bungler I have ever
heard of or encountered.”

* Oh, not quite that, surely. You've met
I'elipe. But what du you intend doing?”

" Leave these damn--heg pardon, Betty,
didn’t know you were still in the room—
these devilish islands of vours before an-
other sunrise,” retorted Griggs. * Betty,
you go and get something on besides that
silk quilt, and tell Miss Doris we're leav-
ing.  She and Ralph must come with us,
of course. The boy's practically well from
his poisoning, and we certainly can't leave
either of them herc. Avalon, you under-
stand your part in this midnight flitting?" .

“You— you think I will give you safe
escort on board some vessel in which you
may leave?”

* 1 don’t just think it. You will. Jerry,
the quicker we clear out the betler, eh?”

* Before something new breaks? You're
probably right, Danny. Wpe might have
cleared earlier, if we'd guessed what a real-
ly valuable little hostage was in our midst.”

Avalon smiled pleasantly.

“Glad to be of value to somebody in
some way. But wouldn't it be nicer still
if we could start for the harbor with Del-
gado as hostage number two? A sort of
relief hostage, in case I should be—well,
damaged on the way? T'll help catch him,
if you like.”

“You will? How?”

*Oh, casily.” Truth having proved a
stony road, perhaps a few lies of his own
would pass muster. ‘I can signal him to
return here,” he continued. * There is 2
small door in the wall by the stables where
his messenger passed in and out this morn-
ing, and where Delgado himself entered to-
night. One can reach it from the kitchen,
passing all the wayv under cover of out-
buildings. That's wh' your watch in the
courtyard failed to prevent our communi-
cating. Take mec there now, light one of
the stable lanterns, and I'll signal.”
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Griggs cyed their prisoner suspiciously.
Why was it that no matter what this man
said, one felt that he was acting a part?
First, he had acted innocence, and now -
but no, this could not Dbe acting. This was
the real Avalon, the trcacherous creature
who, being trapped himsclf, could not cn-
dure that his unlucky accomplice should
escape. The Dblack-silk scarf with which
he kad replaced Ilanders’s handage aided
the sinister impression of pantherish cyes
and sardonically smilinz lips helow it.

*Then,” continued the sinister one,
“my men out there will hunt up Ielipe,
wherever he is, and tell him he's wanted.
He will come o that door.”

“He will not!” contradicted Randolph
increduleusly. What!  After vour row
with him to-night?”

* Oh, certainly. A little disagreement
like the one you broke in on is nothing.
Why, one time down in Rio, Felipe did bis
level best to knife me, and 1 laid him out
so that he was in the hospital Tor three
weeks afterward. And yet you can see
what pals we've been ever since.  If | sig-
nal, he'll believe that 've come 1o reason
and wish to tell him so.”

Practise, Avalon decided, was not requi-
site in this new art.  You took a few slim
little splinters ol truth, and simply used
them as spreaders for the gauzy net of
fancy. It was much casier than telling the
truth particularly to some peeple  and
also considerably more amusing.

He paused, sighed effectively, and add-
ed:

* My willingness to lure Felipe into your
hands is less base than it may appear.  Ie-
lipe Delgado has heen the curse of my ca-
reer. lle first led me into crime hy induc-
ing me to compound a felony-- or try to.
Now he would-

*That will do,”
YOu can save your
the courts, | bhave

snapped Griges. - If
skin at his expense in
no doubt vou'll do it;
but don’t attempt anything more of the
kind with us. And now, sir, perhaps vou’ll
explain why we should bother at all with
Delgado?™

“Well, if vou don't 1 can’t guarantee
safe passage to the harbor, The- " For
a moment the prisoner hesitated. Then he
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brizhtened.  * lelipe may whine that he
can’t handle my joyal pirate band, but be-
lieve me, there are a Jot of them whe will
turn on me like wolves, if he so much as
hints that 1 am betraying them.  And help-
ing you to leave is hetrayal, vou know.

“ Even here in the isles, we can’t carry
on « really successful Dusiness in the piracy
and wrecking line, once Governor llaines
has been forced to notice us. 1 have al-
ways been on geod terms with the Gover-
nors of both the Carolinas, but 1 fear
Haines won’t like the newspaper publicity
vou may be tempted to give us, and for
that reason, too. the Iederal government
ofticials will he driven to give us an annoy-
ing investigation---"

With o furious and
Griggs interrupted him.

* Silence, you— Can you imagine for
one instani, «ir, that we will helieve vour
operations have been countenanced by---
by any State administration, or Iederal of-
ficials, corrupl or net?  Or, if whit yeu
are saving is merely the cursed {lippuncy
it sounds like, can you think that lippancy

in vour situation  will —will Ad vou?”

The other looked mildiy surprised] at
Griggs's almost apoplectic vehemence.

=~ But if I didn't have State prowection,
or Ifederal proiection. or some kind ¢f pro-
tection, how do vou think I could have--
er  zot away with it?  Piracy in these
days, you know, is not the happy, graft-
free profession it once was. There are. as
I believe it is called, the police 1o be
squared.  However, 1 hadn’t meant to
drag in politics. 1 was merely pointing out
that valuable though I am as a hastaze,
capturing Felipe would make our trip har-
horward safer.”

For a full minute he mct brazenly
hard, suspicious query in their eves.

* Besides,” he added, * why become sc
painfully excited for the honor of the Caro-
linas? You are men of the world. You
easily believe evil of other men.  Governor
Haines is, 1 do assure you, a personal friend
of mine, as he was of my father's. and like
myself he is, ] presume, known to yeu
only by reputation. If 1 could plan and
carry out the Catania affair, why shoeuldn’t
a Carolina Governor condone the act for a

regiettable  oath,

the
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share in the loot? You credit the one. so
I can’t for the life of me see why vou doubt
the other.” Again there was silence.

Randolph drew a quick, deep breath.
“1 give you up, Avalon! 1 don't know
what you're driving at, and you've lied too
much. You've brought us to a point where
evervthing you say secms a lie. just be-
cause you say it. That Catania horror
was fact, but you make it seem like a myth
just by referring to it. Now, for Heaven’s
sake, shut up a while! We're not interest-
ed in the Governors of North and South
Carolina. How they ever came to be
dragged into this discussion—yvou-—shut-—
up! Let us figure things out for ourselves.
Danny, what do you think? Shall we let
him signal?”

What Griggs thought, and what Brant
Fielding thought, and what Randolph
thought occupied a half-hour of heated
discussion, throughout which the prisoner
sat in the silence desired, and with an in-
creasingly bored expression.  Lying was all
very well, but hearing the pros and cons of
innumerable lies—his and other people’s
seriously discussed by that trio, might, he
thought, have cured even Doris of prevari-
cation, had she been present. At the end,
however, his patience was rewarded. They
had agreed to the signal.

“ .\ signal was mentioned in Delgado’s
letter,” argued Griggs, “ and if we do catch
the Spaniard, we'll have both leaders, and
our danger will be practically over. Dut
you, Avalon—remember!  Attempt to trick
us, and you're a dead man!”

“ Good old pirate yourself!™ muttered
Avalon. “What? Oh, I didn’t say any-
thing. You told me not to. Are you ready?
Then we may as well go straight across the
vard to the stables. The route Delgado
entered by is rather winding.”

‘“ Nevertheless, that is the route we'll
take.”

The prisoner eyed Griggs reproachfully.

“You are the most suspicious people I
ever knew. 1 merely meant to spare you
needless walking.”

Escorted by the yachtsman’s full force,
he proceeded to prove at least one of his
statements true. It was really possible, by
devious paths, to pass from the Kkitchen

through and behind various outbuildings,
and so rcach the stables without much
chance of being observed by any one post-
ed in the main courtyard. \s a secret pas-
sage, this compared unfavorably with the
old cellar tunnel, but as the vachtsmen
knew nothing of that, comparison was not
for them.

The stables were located in the extreme
northwestern angle of the wall. and enter-
ing at the side, Avalon led on past the
box-stalls and into the harness-room.
There was certainly a door, set well back
in the stable’s brick casing, and which
might well open through the outer wall
itself.

“And now.” said Awvalon. when the
stipulated lantern had been duly found and
lighted, “you will be obliged to let me
make the signal in person, unless you wish
to spoil everything. My men are posted
along there to see that none of you climb
the wall and escape under cover of dark-
ness. Using a lantern in this way, the
signaler s hound to be recognizable, If
they recognize him as one of you, they’ll
shoot.™

Griggs snorted angrily.

“Do you take us for children? Why
the devil should you have arranged a signal
at all, when you have merely to call one of
your men and speak to him?”

“It was Ielipe's idea,” explained the
captive imperturbably. * He's so subtle
that he never likes to do anything in the
plain, straightforward way. That is one
reason why 1 am so tired of I'elipe.”

“1[ you brought us here with any idea
that we're going to let you walk out that
door alone—"

“ Mr. Griggs,” broke in the prisoner
with sudden impatience, 1 brought you
here because if we don’t check Delgado in
some way, we may all be dead before morn-
That’s the stark truth, if you must
know it. I tried to kill him to-night. He'll
spread word of it broadcast. Those men
of mine are swinging in the wind as it is.
Let Delgado swing them a bit further, and
I won’t survive the night any more than
you. He may answer this signal or he may
not. 1 don’t know. But for God's sake,
give me a chance to try it!”

ing!
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There was a sincerity in Avalon’s last
remarks, which had scemed lacking in the
tone of his previous statements.

“Let him try, Danny,” advised Ran-
dolph. ** He doesn’t need to go outside.
Hold your pistol on him and keep him well
within the doorway.”

“ With your men out of sight on either
side of it, please,” stipulated the prisoner.
“If Delgado comes, I'll make an effort to
draw him clear inside, and if he won't be
drawn—well, you can choose between his
life and your own. Now free my hands
and give me that lantern.”

Rather reluctantly, Griggs signed one of
his seamen to remove the ropes by which
the prisoner’s arms had been secured. Then
he laid a heavy hand on Avalon’s shoulder,
and pressing the automatic's ready muzzle
against the wmiddle of his spine. said
grimly:

“ Attempt to pass outside and I'll kill
you without a moment's hesitation. DBe
sure of that!”

Lantern in hand, Avalon pushed at the
door. It stuck, then opened outward with
a startling little shrick of unoiled hinges.

Standing within the doorway, his own
taller ligure obscuring the commodore from
any one who might approach. he raised
the lantern and moved it thrice across his
chest, then once vertically.

Minutes passed and nothing happened.
Outside thcre was no light anywhere, save
a distant, blinking ball of fire that was the
Venice beacon. The captive spoke again.

“T fear that standing inside this way
the signal can’t be scen, Mr. Griggs. If
we might move just a step or so forward—"

“ Absolutely not! Call one of your men
here. This signal business is all fool non-
sense, anyway'”

“You think so?”

“1'm sure of it!”

The jerk with which Avalon whirled had
the suddenness of a silent explosion. Griggs’s
grip on his shoulder gave way to it. That
pistol at his back was not fired till too late
—was never fired.

In the same instant that Avalon flung
himself recklessly -backward into the open,
a rifle cracked from fifty feet away, and by
pure luck the bullet tore through between
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half-raised arm and body, and struck the
automatic from Griggs's hand.

Avalon dropped the lantern, rolled side-
wise, gathered himself with muscles like
spring-steel, and dived headlong into the
gloom beyond the radius of its light.

CHAPTER XXV.
ANOTIIER VALUABLE TIOSTAGE.

ARGE-MINDED nobility is in the best
of us a tluctuating quality, and an in-
nocent Ishmael, against whom the hand of
every man is raised in misunderstanding,
may lose his perspeetive and share the
view-point of any guilt-dyed fugitive.

As a long, staccato rattle of rifle-fire fol-
Jowed that first lucky shot, Avalon found
a moment of purely vindictive delight.
He had flung himself down again, flat to
the ground and tight against the wall.
Some of those bullets were probably meant
for himself. He didn’t care. * By the di-
rection of the flashes, most of them were
flying toward the stable-door, and primi-
tive instinct rejoiced in the danger of his
enemies Lhere.

Through the uproar of guns, however,
shouts and a quivering bang announced
that the yachtsmen had found “ outside ”
too hot for them. They had retreated,
closing the door very hastily behind them.

Then he recalled that the yachtsmen
were his enemies by error only.

“1 hope,” he thought dutifully, * that
none of them were hurt—the darn fools!
When those hinges creaked, I was afraid
for sure they’'d suspect that door hadn’t
been opened in weeks. Suspect? They
never suspect anything, as long as it’s a
lie. At least, they know now what my
value as a hostage amounted to. Or do
they? No, they’ll probably figure out
some reason why a pirate chief should be
grected with Dbullets by his loyal gang.
That Randolph has the most ingenious
mind-—" Bing! “ There’s one fellow has
his sights down. Believe I'll move on!”

A steel-jacketed bullet had struck the
wall just above, spraying him with tiny
splinters of stone. Ile had flung himself
prostrate more with an idea of evading the
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yacntsmen’s fire than the islanders’. The
latter's practise of high-shooting, however,
seemed to have been discontinued to-nizht.
He more carnestlv hoped that no casual-
ties had Deen sustained by his guests be-
fore their retreat, and getting to his fect,
made a quick run of it down the length of
wall and dodged around the corner,

Behind him, the rifle-fire suddenly fell in
volume, then ceased  altogether.  Some
other cort of commotion scemed to have
broken out in the islanders’ invisible rank.
Shouts, a confused noise of rough, excited
voices all talking together and raised in
anzer, or so \valon thought at the time.
He could have sworn, too, that his
brother's name was being tossed Dack and
forth among them. Why they should
choouse this moment«~to invoke *° Maister
Ralnh,” he neither knew nor paused to
find out.  LEvery moment he expected some
of them to be in pursuit of himself.

Yet he halted sudidenly in his noiseless

forward  dash. This southward lawn
caught a faint ghost of illumination from
Avalon lighthouse, hall a mile away.

Though the latter’s focal planc was well
above CHIT House roofs, and the diffusion
of its beam very slizht, man-size objects a
dozen feet distant across that lawn were
barely discernible.  The [fugitive had per-
ceived that several such objects were in
motion there, and coming toward him on
the run.

Turning quickly, he fattened himself
with his [ace against the wall, The black
scarf{ hid his fair hair, and he prayed that
with that and his dark clothing he might
be sulliciently unobtrusive to pass as part
of the wall itsclf. Apparently his scheme
of proteclive coloring was ellicient.

At least several pairs of heavily hooted
feet thudded past without stopping across
the turf bchind him. ‘The owners of the
feel hadn’t seen him, or-—

Oh, no. They had.  One pair of feet,
at least, was coming back. Not on the
gun, but slowlv- -doubtfully.  ‘The soft
crunch of boots on turf scemed to express
question and dceubt in every stride.

Avalon waited. 1 only the fellow would
come ncar enough hefore he should he en-
tirely sure—
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The feet stood still, and something hard
and heavy prodded quervingly at Avalon’s
shoulder.  Desperate, he wheeled to spring.

“1lowd hard, thar!™ muttered a deep
voice. ** This gun be main light on trigger-
pull. Who be ve?”

With a rille muzzle nosing in oxer his
belt, Avalen decided that to spring would
be inexpedient.

* 1 surrender,” he sighed. * But you
once bragzed to me, Lowecroft, that you
were a list-man, not a gun-shooter!”

* Maister!”?

O course.  Who else did you think
would Dbe hiding and slinking about the
isles, afraid to show his face for fear of a
bullet?> Why don’t you shoot, Lowecroft?
I'm quite harmless and unarmed—as
usual.”

But instead of using his ritle, the smith
abruptly lowered it and stepped in closer.

*“ Maister,” he whispered hurriedly, “1
be main glad to find ve outa thet house,
and gladder "twas me thet found ve. When
I thowt I'd killed ye my ownsel’, | larned
whut a dread, girt burden t' hlood-sin be.
Traitor or no, I'd not hev t’ sin o’ ver
blood on 1’ isles—ner vet on poor young
Maister Ralph, Gawd ’elp un!™

As the smith paused a [resh burst of
shouting roared up-wind from bevond the
western  wall. Lowecroft’s  mates  had
reached  whatever cause of excitement
reigned there. They had added their voice
to the tumult, and now Avalon was very
sure that it was his brother's name which
was Dbeing tossed to the gale, and not in
anger, but savage exultation.

* l’oor Maister Ralph!"” repeated the
smith sadly. ** Ye must leave the isles this
night, maister. Ill git ve down secret t'
harhor, and git ve a boat someways. I
wull not hev it thet t' brand o’ Cain be
sct on thet poor young lad!™”

A sudden and fearful comprehension
seized Ralph’s brother.

*“ Lowecro(t,” he gasped, *is the boy
out there now? Has he come out 10 lead
them? Is that what they’re yelling over?”

1t he,” assented the smith grimly. As
rapidly as pessible, he explained the situa-
tion as he knew it.  Delgado, it seemed,
had returned {rom his unlucky appoint-
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ment with Doris in a raging temper. After
a brief, [utile effort to rouse the still slug-
gish riflemen to action, he had gone on
down to the village.

Rather prematurely, the Spaniard had
asked Jim Selden to call a general meeting
in Exmoor market square that night, and
assured him that Miss Doris herself would
be present.  Not half the isles’ actual man-
power was needed for holding the dead-
line around Cliff House. The meeting,
therefore, was well attended and a pro-
nounced  success—till  Delgado  appeared
alonc. Then the latter had his work cut
out to explain why he had pledged Miss
Doris’s presence and then not produced the
lady.

-1 were thar,” said the smith. =T
Spanisher and our Jim wuz both talkin’ to
wunst, and t’ other chaps all thet mad
they'd hear ' neither on ‘em.  Rector Hep-
burn, he says to me: * Bob, let’s yvou an’
me gwan oop U CHff llouse. Usn wull
tell t' chaps on guard thar how t' Spanish-
er hev lied about Miss Doris. Maybe usn
can turn 'em. Now's our chanst to defeat
t’ Satan thet's clamorin’ In usn’s midst,
Bob.” So Rector and me coom on oop-—"

“Isn’t Hepburn in favor of gunning,
then?”

* Fer sure not,” retorted the smith in-
dignantly. “ Him an’ me be down on ye,
maister.  Don’t ye think fer one minute
were not. DBut usn never thowt t' isles
wud run mad like they done. T gunnin’
be Spanisher’s work and Jim Sclden’s.
Last coople days, Rector and me has to
give oonder to they chaps.”

Bent on their peace mission, therefore,
the two had climbed the winding clif{ road.
On reaching the [iring line. they were met
with the astonishing news that a few min-
utes earlier Miss Doris had unbarred the
front gate, called across that she was send-
ing Ralph out to them, and herself retired
again.

Several of the hesiegers ran forward, and
found Avalon’s popular young brother ac-
tually standing there, alive and in the flesh.
As they had beliecved him dead, their joy
was immeasurable, but ere much could be
said a racket of firing exploded on the wes-
tern linc. Ralph and one of the men with

him started over to investigate. The others
had returned to their posts. Hepburn
promptly suggested that they all follow,
and be told by Master Ralph's own lips
if he and his sister were really backing
Declgado in his would-be bloody campaign.

“ But,” added Lowecroft simply, *“L he
main afcard for poor Maister Ralph. He
do love t’ isles, thet boy. T pray God may
punish ye, maister, if this night’s work ends
in killin.”

Avalon might have retorted that Deing
the killing’s victim would seem almost pun-
ishment enough for an innocent man.  To
stand arguing with Lowecroft, however,
was too unprofitable. ‘The smith was al-
ready on his side in practise il not belief.

“You go and tell Ralph,” said he slern-
ly, “that 1, his brother, and because 1 am
his brother, have gonc down to settle with
Delgado for his attempt on Ralph’s life
yesterday.  Never mind what that means.
Ralph will understand.  Tell him that
either alive or dead, he'll find me in Jox-
moor, if he cares to follow. What? Lowe-
croft, you must let me take my own way
in this— Oh, you would, would you?”

The smith, his stubborn mind set on the
master’s leaving the isles, by force, if needs
be, had attempted to fling his great arms
about Avalon.

In his next conscious moment, Lowe-
croft sal up and rubbed the point of his
chin dazedly. He was alone by the wall.

* Knocked oonder,” he muttered rueful-
ly. “ Clean knocked oonder! Bob Lowe-
croft, t’ man thet cud put ye to slecp thatta
way be some man. ‘Traitor or not—I dun-
no, but 1 reckon ye'd best take uns mes-
sage fer un, Bob. Some-—man!”

And stageering up, the smith made off
across the lawn in search of Ralph.

Meantime, Avalon had proceeded on his
own stealthy and slinking way. He was
still unarmed. Lowecroft's rifle he had dis-
covered with deep disgust to be without a
shell in its magazine. Though the smith
bore a gun, perhaps for the fashionable
effect, he had been more consistent in fact
than appearance, and had carried an empty
one.

However, there was a hopeful proba-
bility that the road to Exmoor was now en-
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tirely unguarded. By Lowecroft’s account,
the men posted along the front had gone
over practically as a body to join the wel-
coming jubilee over the fervid voung pa-
triot, Ralph. Such a force as theirs, undis-
ciplined and untrained, could not he ex-
pected to sit tizht on sentry dutv. The in-
stant a stronger interest called, they had
forgotten all about their resolve thit no
one should come out of Cliff Heuse un-
challenged—

" Howd hard, thar!” Like Lowecroft’s,
the challenge was nonmilitary but ellec-
tive.  \eain Avalon halted in his tracks,
cursing his own carelessness.  Disciplined
or not, the islanders had by no means left
their dead-line entircly unguarded. Sev-
cral of them now were hailing each other
bhack and forth, though in such a roughly
joking spirit that Avalon soon realized the
original challenge had not heen addressed
to himself. One man had crowded or
stumbled over ansther, and now they were
all Jaughing over the trivial incident like
the grown-up children thev were.  Only,
they were such grim grown clildren!

Glad to retreat undiscovered, \valon re-
tired as far as the wali of CHIL House.
Though the road was hlocked, there re-
mained one other route open,  Perilous and
possibly impracticable, it Lud nevertheless
been the wav he planned loilowing when
the Venice radio-station had leen his ob-
jective, and he first cscaped Brant Field-
ing’s jailership.

Delgado, Teaping [rom kitchen window
to wall, had run along the latter’s vard-
wide tep, dropped off at the end, and found
Limsell on the level frent sward, with
frivids, not enemics, to pass on his way to
Exmoor.

That had heen Avalen’s own intended
road, so far as the wall's angle.  "There it
joined with a solid siz-foot high wooden
barrier, erected all along the sheer, curv-
ing drop to DPeace Harbor, and broken at
one point only, where the Larbor stairs
came up. Thosce stairs were some distance
from the house. Lf he could reach them.
followine the ontside of the wooden bar-
rier and conccaled by it, he might then re-
tura to safer footing, for he would he well
beyvond the hesiegers’ sentry-line.
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Without hesitation, and moving quickly
lest he be glimpsed against the sky, he
swurg himsell o the larrier's top, astride
of it and over.

On the harbor side, as he remembered
it, the fence lacked several inches of being
fiush with the cliff. Hanging by his hands,
with the black emptiness of space behind,
his stockinged toes felt for the foothold
that should be there. Memory, it seemed,
was mistaken. Not only was the expected
rock-ledge missing, but the clilf seemed to
positively recede a trifle under the barrier.
Moreover, the fence itsell hegan to bend
outward under his weight, with an ominous
creaking,

‘Then he knew what had happened. The
rock here had crumbled away somewhat,
leaving this portion of the fence supported
only by its next post some half dozen feet
distant.

Avalon hastily edged alung, hand over
hand, expecting every instant that the
fence woeuld go. e did fnd footheld at
last, however, and as his toes gripped the
narrow ledze he was glad to pause a mo-
meat and breathe.

* Crazy wooden fence! ™ he reflected an-
erily.  *“Why--oh, why, just Dbecause
there’s always been a wooden fence along
here, do 1 have to put up with one? By
Heaven, if 1 live through this night the-
isles are going to part with some of their
sacredest traditions, and this fence is one
of ’em. Ugly, ramshackle old thing!”

Scowling, hc edged on along the de
spised barricr, which at least hid him from
his foes.  Of course, should one of the
euard be leaning fairly against it, he was
lost.  Silgnt though his movements were,
the quiver imparted to the fence would give
lim away. '

Not many minutes later, however, he
had sidled past the most dangerous point—
he could hear them still laughing and talk-
ing therc—-and after edging on down a
hundred yards of steep slope, decided that
there Was no need of continuing this mode
of progress clear to the harbor stairs.
Quietly, he raised himself to the fence-top -
again,

From there, far away and down between
the trees, he glimpsed a red glowing of
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fire, and though the wind was blowing
thither, a vague noise of shouting reached
his ears. LEvidently the meeting was still
in tempestuous progress.

He smiled. Miss Doris had failed them,
but another and uninvited member of the
Avalon family was about to attend that
meeting.

Just before swinging from the barrier's
top on the landward side, he glanced
straight downward. Then he stiffened
breathlessly.

There was—there certainly was a deep-
er shadow crouching in the blackness by
the fence. A man? Avalon listened. 1t
seemed to him that he caught a faint hiss
of breathing. I‘arther up-hill, another
burst of laughter rang out. They were
well engaged up there, and if this were a
solitary guard—

With the soft, deadly certainty of a pan-
ther, descending on its prey from the forest
bough, Avalon dropped.

The shadow was indeed a man, though
it squeaked like a rabbit. But that was
the result of a startled human yell being
stifled in its throat by steely fingers.

“Be still!” muttered Avalon fiercely.
“I'm going to let you breathe. If vou
breathe above a whisper, I'll choke you in
earnest. Who are you?”

“Who are you? Get off me!” The
gaspingly valiant retort was accompanied
by a struggle. Swiftly the steely fingers
shifted from the throathold and pounced
on another hand.

“Ah! Revolver, eh!” The exclama-
tion was of distinct pleasure, as the re-
volver in question changed possessors ab-
ruplly. “ Now who are you? But I've al-
ready guessed. By your fatness, your im-
pudence, and your voice, you are Jerome
T. Randolph—aren’t you? Answer me!”

The revolver muzzle and the throathold
together were too much.

“Y-yes!” gasped the shipbuilder.

“Well, I don’t know how you came to
be skulking along the fence of my private
barbor in the dark, Mr. Randolph, but
personally | think you’re a very suspicious
character. And bearing concealed weap-
ons! Disgraceful! Come on. Stand up!”

“I know who you are, too,” muttered
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not shoot and be done with it?”

Avalon shook his prey very gently to and
fro, still keeping the throathold.

* Because | don’t chouse.” he said soft-
ly. * That's reason enough for vou. I'm
not giving any explanations. Mr. Ran-
dolph, before vou were stranded here. I
had heard of you as a very brilliant man.
Now I wish to tell you something about
vourself. You're not brilliant. Nor clever.
You're stupid. 1 could have forgiven
Griges and the others, but not you. You
were supposcd to have brains, Now, Mr.
Randolph, you are sure that I'm a very
dangerous criminal—aren’t you?”

“ I think-—Degin to think you're a iuna-
tic!” )

“ Splendid!  Another hrand-new charge.
when 1 thought all the possible ones had
been used up. All right. 1 I'm a lunatic,
you believe I'm a dangerous lunatic—don’c
vou? Yes? Then don’t forget it. And
when you see the commodore again. if you
ever do, tell him that he should grasp a
man's wrist like this—and twist it behind
him—-Iike this—and hold it—so—unless he
is willing that the man should wrench
away easily. ILven you can understand—
can’t vou-—that 1 could never have tum-
bled backward out of that stable doorway if
the commodore had held me as T am hold-
ing you.”

“ Damn you, yves! But he'd have killed
vou, only a rifle-hullet knocked the pistol
out of his hand!™

“Was that the reason? | wondered.
Too bad I had that one little bit of luck,
wasn't it? Now, Mr. Randolph, 1 don't
know whether you're the only member of
vour—er—gang who is straying about
loose or not. You and I, however, are go-
ing down this road together to Exmoor,
and if we do meet any more prowling
yachtsmen, just remember what a valuable
little hostage you are, Mr. Randolph, and
that my regard for human life is notorious-
ly deficient. 1In other words, don’t try to
ring in any help for yoursclf. If we meet
any of my own gang—-"

He paused. “ Well>” queried the other
rather anxiously.

“ In that case you won't need to remem=
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ber anything. What? Oh, you’ll finc out
why not.  Don't he too curious ahout what
may not happen.  And when we reach Iix-
moor vou shall se¢ me commit one of my
well-advertised crimes--if 1 can get away
with it. Isn’t that a pleasing prospect?
Forward, Mr. Randolph--and not a word
nor whisper of sound more, if you value
your life!”

CHAPTER XXVL
OUT OF PARIS QUARRY.

ONSIDERING Exmoor’s previous rep-
utation for somnolent quiet, and also
that the hour was nearer morning than mid-
night, the market square of that island vil-
Jage presented an extraordinary aspect.  In
the cenler a large Dhonfire of driftwood
Hlaunted many colored lames. roaving to the
draft of the strong cast wind. It lighted the
rough, harsh faces of those who thronged
the square; men all, Tor wives and daughters
preferred to remain behind shut deors this
nicht,  Drunkenness was alvot, roveh hale,
and loud dissension.

And yet, for several minutes past. dis-
avrecment  among  themselves  had  been
hushed as they listened to the words of an
orator who gpoke {rem the elevation of a
platform at the market’s inland side.

Jim Selden had given up the meeting in
disgust and retived up-hill, seeking the rifle-
men who, at least, half-acknowledeed his
Teaddership.  IFelipe Delgado, however, more
persistent or more desperate, had stuck to
his task, and it seemed had really won
their attention at last.  Tie was making the
most of it. Al bis cold calm banished, the
Spaniard grew iimpassioned, vehement.

* 1t is the hour! ™ he shouted.  The hour
1o strike!  Your serorita is not here—no!
But for why? ['or because your traitor
master he will not permit.  For hecause he
have learn how she is true to you. lor
hecause he mzke her the prisoner! What
vou think? 'Thal she would net come out
if she might?  But that is madness. -
ves, even 1, Ielipe Delgado, who am the
hig fool enough to try he libcrator for such
cowards -1 am not the fool to doubt your
senorita. So beautiful — so generous -— so
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true to these islands she love! Tngratas alll
she have suiler the traitor's anger for you
—-and you hang hack!™

Just here the meeting he addressed was
invaded from’ two directions, and in two
manners. though hoth were as yet unper-
ceived by the Spaniard.

On the harbor side an old man entered
the squarc— an old, feeble man, weak with
suffering.  And on the inland side a much
vounger man leaped to the platform itself
Irom the rear and walked deliberatelv across
till he was within a yard or so of Delgado’s
unconscious back.

“ Al ingratas!” repeated the orator pas-
sionately. * The coward shame to vou all!
Are you women, crying for the woman to»
lead you? Dios, let it not be say so! Play,
men! He who is vour enemy sirike him
down! Ile who betrays you, his blopd be
upon his head!”

“ That is first-rate advice, Delzado,”
drawled a voice hehind him. Tl take it!”

Speech died on the Spaniard’s lips. With
a shuddering start he whivled.

‘There stood the Bzure of a man in black,
with a strained. somber face and eves that
gleamed daneerous as any untameil jungle-
cat’s,  How he had ¢ot here, Delsado did
not pausce to inquire.  Neither did he ask
the man’s purpose in coming, nor call upon
the islanders to assume responsibility for his
removal.

What gleamed in the master’s eyes had
one meaning with the thing that glittered in
his hand, and Delgado was not quite stupid
cnough tu attempt a subtle reply to that.

His own hand darted hack and came up
with true srake-swiltness.

Avalon had waited that fraction of a sec-
ond.  Two reports hlended ringingly.

Avalon staggered, then stood still and
crect.

The Spaniard’s smoking pistol wavered—
dropped.  His large, pale face tilted back,
mouth open 1o a queerly squarish shape,
like the mouth of one of thase old Greek
masks of tragedy. 1le did net so much
fall as crumple slowly till he squatted in a
clumsy heap on the platform. still with face
tipped back, mouth open. Then his limbs
lung out in a grotesquerie of shuddering
protest. So he sprawled there—and died.
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The entire incident had occupied less
than a quarter of a minute’s time.

Unable to grasp so abrupt a tragedy the
crowd swayed and yelled, baying as hounds
bay, when the harried stag turns at last.

And Avalon stood immobile, staring down
at the ugly thing he had killed. He felt
suddenly sick and faint, as if something had
broken in him. Now was a bad moment for
inertia. He knew it—and yet it was as if
the very mainspring of action had broken in
him. What was it he had meant to say Lo
these people, when Decigado’s perilous lies
should be silenced?

Another moment and the platform would
be rushed. Already a surging f{orward
movement had begun, but luckily for Ava-
lon the meecting's second invader was as
surprising to it as he had been himself.

Lean, wiry, gaunt, that old man came
stumbling on the scene, held up partly hy
the arms of two young cattle-herders from
Paris Island, hut more actually supported
by the spirit of vengeance which, for near
four days, had kept life in his rheumatic
old body. His cyes, sunken and red, peered
out of deep hollows. His straggling gray
hair and beard were tangled with bits of
grass and weed. He resembled the specter
of some old fisherman drowned long ago.

Yet all I’xmoor knew him well, and as
he came, half stumbling, half carried into
the circle of firelight, his name replaced
mere inarticulate yelling on the lips of those
among whom he passed.

“ Jem Barclay!”

“Owd Jem, an’ lookin’ like a sperrit, by
Gawd!”

““Whar yc been, Jem?
hidin’?”

“T ain't been hidin’!” His voice creaked
with hoarseness like a rust-caked hinge. “ I
been down P’aris quarry, thet’s whar 1 been,
and I coom back to git the dawg thet put
me thar and killed my boy!”

His red eyes, wandering here and there,
rose to the platform and blazed with a
spectral and awful delight.

“Thar ye¢ be!” he croaked. “ Owd Jem
be main glad to set eyes on ye, maister.
Now usn wull hev jestice on t’ dawg thet
murdered my lad!”

By an elfort Avalon wrenched his gaze

Whar ye been
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from the sprawling thing at his feet and
looked out across the market-square. A
strange, shadowy unreality was seizing all
his surroundings. Flames and shadows
leaped alike with a roaring tumult. But he
had caught the import of Jem Barclay's
words, and to question that the “ dawg ™
meant was himself seemed absurd. All
crimes done or thought of in the jsles were
referred back to him as a matter ol course.
It seemed not worth arguing about.

“ More of maister’s work, eh?”

A dozen voices took up the cry till the
old lightkeeper silenced them again with
furious gesticulations and croakings.

* Maister had nowt to do with it'” He
could be heard at last. *“ Ye let me tell 't,
and then ye’ll know why I thank Gawd t’
see maister standin’ alive thar, He hbes a
true maister and a good, and owd Jem luks
to un right trustful fer jestice!”

This seemed a pleasant variation on the
usual theme. Quite deliberately Avalon
walked to the platform’s extreme edge, let
himself down on it with the same odd, care-
ful deliberation, and sat there, dangling the
pistol between his knees.  ‘The men nearest
stared and cdged ofl. Guns were still a
novelty in the isles, and that particular one
had not been used for mere threatening. 1t
had just killed a man.

“Ye all knows,”” continued Jem Barclay’s
creaking voice, * thet my boy and young
Tim Coleman, they was like twin-butties.
Whut one was inter, t'other was onter. One
day, whiles back, Tim, he goes oop t’ see
maister at CHfi House. DBein’ jest a lad
and hopeful-like, he thinks meble by plead-
in’ with un maister wud change and let usn
buy t’ Jands fer our ownsel’s.

“ Maister Des out, they tell 't un, but
they give Tim leave to wait. So he waited
in t’” big hall, a thinkin’ of maister’s wicked-
ness. And, whiles waitin’ thar, he over-
hears strange talk atween thet murderin’
dawg, Miss Doris’s Spanisher, and—"

‘“ Don’t say it, Barclay!”

The maister had cut in sharply on the
old man’s speech. A low mutter ran through
the crowd, but old Jem nodded.

“So be it. In thet thing ’tis fer you ter
jedge yer own. But Tim heerd t’ furriner
a plottin’ and plannin’ how to git rid of ye,
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maister, and to do it in sech ways as t” Owil
Nick alone cud of shewed un,  And at the
end of all he and this other shud hev no
Bload on their heads, but usn of t' isles
shud do 17 work and glorify them as by
Lies and falscheods druv us to't.

Ve all know how word had heen spread
thet maister war no good IMive lsler, 1
thowt "twas true my ownsel’) but Tim, he
tells my Jem whut he's heerd, and Jem tells
me. and the three on us thowt t' make
known to ve all how ye was hein’ druv to
murder by--hby a siinkin® furriner, fer 'l
not name t'other Gl maister choose.

* Luckless fer us, Vim, he let uns hot
hened lretray un, e tell 't the furriner a
thing or two, meetin’ un by chaast and
alone.  And ye know poor Tim, he gits
keme thet night with uns head stove in.
1 never larned thet tweil an hour sence, but
I he main sure t' rock thet drapped on Tim
Coleman, ofl Avalon Cliff, drapped to the
push ol thet furrin® Spanisher’s hand.

“Wull, same day, 1 cop and goes Ter to
talic with maisier, which $im hed failed to
do: and as T socs oul my own door | meets
Maisier Ralph coomm’ in. Tim had said
nowt to make me wary o’ Maister Ralph.
1 thowt O 1ad hed been deceived like usn,

*He wir kind o' tired and
strange like. * Coom alung o’ me, Jem.” soys
he. 1 pot summut to show ve ower
Paris. I'li be gettin® ye back in time fer
hehtin® ver lamps” savs he. "T'was then
nigh three, and my lamps not trimmwed ner
tended, and so 1 tell 't un. But he jest
saizl agin them words he'd said afore, and
he looks so queer andd troubled like thet 1
thinks to humor un.  So we goes along, and
he takes me down t' long harbor stairs,
and thar was my young Jem awanitin’ jn
the hit engine boat.  Maister Ralph, he says
nowt bui: * Cast off, Jem.” and Jem starts
the bit engine with Maister Ralph 7 the
wheel.

= Maister  Ralph,” says 1. ‘a main,
wicked deed bes hrewin’ oop t” Cliff House.’

lookin’

And | relates whut Tim hed overheerd.
And Muaister Ralph, he says: *Aye. A
Dack cloud Jies ower t’ isles. A bhlack,

wicked cloud. But 1 have summut to show
ye. and 1l git ye back in time to “tend yer
famps.’
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“ Usn cooms run’ Lunnon to Paris, and
into the it cove ahint the herders' sheds.
Maister Ralph, he leads aleng, and not one
soul do we meet. Usn be headin® oop fer
1" owd quarry. * Maister Ralph,” says I,
*bes takin usn to the quarry?” 1 have
summut t’ show ve.” he says. ¢ Pl git ye
back in time to 'tend yer lamps.’

“ S0 we coom t’ the edge of the quarry,
and a man steps out from Dbehind t bulk
of a big block thet lays thar. And the man
was thet furrin Spanisher whut Miss Doris
brung t’ the isles fer usn’s sorrow.

**Whut be this?’ says 1, but Spanisher
says nowt. e oop 'noshot my boy -my
own lad, standin’ thar innercent heside me.,
My Jem, he put oop uns hands at the flashr
and teppled over, easy like  and 1 heerd
uns body crunch way down in the dark of
U quarry.  And me--he’s liftin® ung gun at
me, but | never waits fer thet.

*“ I leaped atter my hoy, but 1 did not
reach beftom on thet lep. "Way down t’
wall T hits on one of t’ owd ladders, all
rotted wi' rain, and thet hruk beneath my
weight. Below it 1 coom down in a girt
bramble-bush thet growed to a rock-shelf,
and thar T lays twell Dlack night fell. and
agin twell Treak o day, and Gawd, Te gi’s
me strength to clamber down, ’way down,
and [nd my hoy. He’s thar yit, frien’s. I
covered un hest 1 cud with bits o’ rock and
t’ like.

* They tells me thet ye coom t* s'arch t’
quarry whiles I laid thar. But thet’s a lie—
or, if it’s not, then none of ye never coom
nigh the hottom on ’t.  And mcbhhe ye coom
whiles T was sleepin’, and 1 did not hear ye
call. I'm an owd, owd man, lads. It’s
mchbhe so thet not all the whiles 1 laid thar
did 1 hev sense nor hearin’.  It’s mebhe so.”

* Sim and me,” voluntecred onc of the
young men heside him, “ thowt poor ol’
Pop Barclay war dead fer sure. Usn clam-
bered down 7 quarry wi’ ropes, lukin’ fer
Sim’s black heifer.  Usn thowt black heifer
hed mebbe straved through a break in t’
fence and ower U edge.  Sted of heifer, usn
found Pop Barclay. Thet war nigh sun-
down. Sim and me worked main hard get-
tin’ Pop Barclay out t' quarry and bringin’
of un to. He war like a man dead, fer truth,
but uns life coom back amazin’ wi’ food
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and liquor, so @im and me. usn bhrowt un
to Exmoor.™

The voung man spoke with quiet pride
in their achievement. I was many hours
since sundown, but the leisureliness of the
herders’ proceedings did not surprise the
master. lle was aware that one idca at a
time was about all many of his simple-
hearted islers could accommaodate.

“You sav,” he hegan slowly, ™ vou dare
say, Jem Barclay, that you went to the
quarry with my hrother?”

“1 say 't, Gawd help un! And when
my Jem died, Maister Ralph stud by, say-
in’ nowt, and- -"

“That is a lie!™

“ It isn't a lie- it is true, Flurry. 1 saw
young Jem die and old Jem leap after him
down into the old Paris quarry!”

CHAVTER NXXVIL
CONFESSION,

lF the crowd had thoucht itself past
& amazement. that new voice proved its
mistake.

In the frst place. they had helieved
Ralph dead. The house-servants had seen
him — stiff, cold, unquestionzbly lifeless.
That Miss Doris. who was well-known to
be a worler of unicwiul magic, chose with
the aid of the  furrin-born ™ old doctor to
cherish his hody ansd try to bring life back
to it, was merely @ horrid mystery, spoken
of in whispers, and not encouraged hy al-
lowing Ilanders to enter CLIT House again.

Ralph.was ¢2ad.  Yet here Ralph stood,
very pale and confirming a story against
himsell to which they had listened between
horrer and dizbelict.  Such rumors were told
of the dead.  liow they returned, pale and
spectral, Lo confess the sins of their life-
time.

To Avalon, however. the matter appealed
differently. Ralph was no ghost, and the
tangle was at last vnraveling itsell, hut in
the very unraveling it hecame every moment
more wearving and hopeless.  Tf Ralph
wished to confess, why couldn’t he have
done it carlier, when there would have been
at least some grace of courage attached to
the act?

10 Arcosy
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Now-- Barclay had already given every-
thing away. iz own protest that the story
was a lie had Ireen made without heart and
almost mechanically. The worst was known,
and Ralph, who had probably iollowed him
down here with anvthing hut friendly in-
tent, was about to take the coward’s natu-
ral path.  He would throw himself on the
mercy of his victims-- confess!

Not moving from his indifferent attitude
on the platform edge, Avalon glanced over
his shoulder.

Ralph, it seemed, had not come onto the
platform alone.

Lowecroft was there; Rector Iephurn,
his harsh, fanatical {eatures twisted with
grief;  Jerome T. Randolph, méxplicahly
reaching over to shake hands with him,
Avalon; Jim Selden, sullen and mean-faced,
a prisoner between two of his own awkward
riflemen: Dr. Flanders, anxious-eyed and
with an arm about Ralph: all very real. and
at the same time dreamily unreal people.

Getting rid of Randolph’s hand seme-
how, Avalon scowled and turned back to
the market, where shadows Jeaped Dlack
and red.

Across it Ralph was speaking again in a
high, clear voice, that must carry to even
those farthest away in the crowd.

S 1oam going to tell vou,” he Dbegan,
*evervthing that has happened, just as 1
remember it. For a long time I have been
feeling it is hard 1o describe how - almost
as though T were another person, not my-
sell.”

* T can understand that, at least.” thought
Avalon.  Like a shadow with shadows
around him.”

" And in some days there have heen Jong,

blank spaces. Hours that | couldi’t re-
member at all. 1 believed 1 was goine mad.
There were terrible hcadaches, and an

awful, sickening unhappiness.  \s il one
should recall commitiing a erane in one's
sleep, and not he sure if the thing were a
dream or the truth.  Thea my broth:r came
home. 1 meant o tell him how | felt, bt
seeing him it scemed as though he had
changed. 1 couldn’t hear to be near him.
The touch of his hand made me cold all
over. 1--1 loathed him.

“ And then oine morning—it was after
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the Ulysses was wrecked and all those
people were at Cliff Fouse—-Doris told me
to go out in the launch with --Don Iclipe.
And while we were out he—he told me--
things [ had done. And as he talked 1 re-
membered——cverything.—just as he said it.
Wild speeches T had made to you, my poor
friends, mad lies about my brother.  And
then --Tim Coleman—and the Barclays.

* No, it wasn’t my hand did those kill-
ings, though he said it was 1 who lighted
the lamps that night alter the Barclays
were gone.  Tle said that he and Doris sent
me over to Avalon Light to do it, so that
there wouldn't be any wrecks, and (hat it
was my fault about the Ulysses because |
lighted them without filling the reservair,

* So the death of those six drowned men
was on me, just the same as it I had pur
posely killed them.  And since 1 was a mur
derer already, why shouid 1 stand by any
longer and leave the real work to others?
With Ilurry out of the way --dcad, he
meant —Iive Isles and a great deal more
would be mine.

“ And then he gave me— it was a little
arrow that was poisoned.  IFlurry brought i
home from Brazil. He must have taken it
from Ilurry’s room some time when he was
oul. He said: < Use it!” Just that. * Use
it.” He stared at me with awful, cold eyes,
and | couldn't say anything at all. ‘ Use
it.” 1 knew what he meant. 1 was afraid
1 would do it. Wce went back to DPeace
Harbor, and there was I'lurry on the pier.
He—he sent me up to the house with Dr.
Flanders. 1 had to leave my brother there
with that devil of the cold, awful eves. |
couldn’t say anything.

“ The—dart was in the breast-pocket of
my coat. 1 went in the house, and they
were all at luncheon.  While 1 was eating--
pretending to eat—1 leaned forward and
felt a sharp pain in my arm. 1 know now
that the little arrow struck throuzh my
coat and went into my arm. I felt tired
and shut my eyes, and when 1 opened them
I was in bed. I had been unconscious {or
nearly twenty-f{our hours.

* Doris told me what had happencd, only
she thought Don IFelipe had thrust the dart
in my arm, because he was sure now that
the people would kill Iurry, and he wanted
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me out of the way, too, so that she and he
could have everything themselves.

‘“ She said that she would be even with
Don Felipe for what he had done to me,
but that Idurry was worse than he and
hated us all.  That he hated me. too, and
would kill me if he coukl and if she did
not protect me from him.

“ 1 had a queer feeling that I had heard
all that belore—that 1 had helieved it once.
But my head was clear now. 1 knew it
wasn't true. 1 daren’t tell her that Don
FFelipe had not tried to hurt me, because I
was afraid she would turn back to him. I
asked her to let me sce Illurry, but she
wouldin't call him. T was too weak to move
at first.  I've always liked Doris—she has
een good to me. But now 1 was alraid of
her. | was so afraid that [ daren’t tell her
I kaew she was lying.  All those people
were in the house.  They came in some-
times, and 1 wanted to ask their help—but
she was there. 1 kept growing stronger,
and then night came.

* Doris went out of the room and was
away so long that 1 saw a chance. T got
up and dressed.  As | was putting on my
shoes she came hurrying in.  Instead of
being angry she seemed pleased.  She made
me go with her down-stairs. We went in
her blue room, where the lizht makes your
head ache so, and she told me to Jook in
the crystal hall she keeps there, and tell her
what [ saw. I remembered then having
looked in it before, and every time there
was one of those queer, blank spaces after-
ward.

** 1 said no, hut that angered her. So [—
I pretended to look. My eyes were shut,
hut she seemed too excited to notice. After
a minute she asked if 1 were asleep yet. 1
said yes, but T wasn’t asleep.  Then she told
me a lot of things to do. Things T was to
come down here and say to you people. I
won’t tell you what they were. They were
bad—wrong. Then she took me out of the
house.

“ We walked through the empty courts
vard to the gate.  She opened it and called,
and three men came running out of the
dark. They had rifles. and scemed frighé
ened to find me there. They said afterward
they thought I had died.  Doris went back
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in the house. Then there was a lot of
shooting around au the side. The fellows 1
was talking with ran around there, and 1
went with them.

“After a while - when they had stopped
checring and shouting over me-—1 told them
- they were doing a ierrible thing in shooting
at the poor people who had been wrecked.
They only laughed. and said T'd talked dii-
ferently before 1 was sick. ‘That was true.
All these frightful mistakes have been most-
ly my doing.

“But Mr. Hepburn came up, and then
Bob Towecroft, and they made the men
listen to me. 1 told them the truth.  They
were very angry. But | said they musin’'t
punish me till 1 had confessed before every
one—-and l.owecralt said my brother had
come down here and might be in terrible
danger.

* S0 some of the fellows went to explain
about Doris and me ta the Ulysses people
at Cliff House, and the rest of us came on
down. TPart way we met Jim Selden. The
fellows are angry with Jim, too, but it isn’t
really fair to blame any one but Doris and
Don Felipe and me.

“That is cverything 1 can remember. 1
did those things. 1 lied and stirred up
hatred and looked on silent at murders in
cold blood. Do what you like with me for
it. 1sha'’n’t mind. It is—over!”

They had loved Ralph always, these
islanders, but the glances cast upward to
him now were anything but adoring.  What
he claimed of having no knowledge of his
deeds al the time made little impression.
In their simple code he had sinned, repent-
ed, and now confessed.

Dr. Flanders caught the mutterings of
fresh storm, and raised his hand hastily for
silence.

“ Men,” he cried, ** suppose vou give me
a chance to speak now! I've tried to make
you listen to me before, and you wouldn’t,
and now you sec what has come of it. You
hear me now, or all the rest of your lives
—TI warn you---vou'll go in mourning and
regrets.

“This hoy who has just told you of his
‘crimes ' is absolutely innocent.  Along-
side of you, my friends, who have all along
had as much sense as the l.ord ever gave
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vou--little cenough—-he shines out
snow white!

“ Do you know the meaning of hypnotic
influence? 1 see by your intelligent faces
that vou don’t.  All right - fo the deuce
with science.  Rut you know what black
art is, don’t vou?r Of course. And you
surely know who in these islands has prac-
tised iL.

Do you remember last winter, when
little Guy Parsons looked in the big, bright,
magic hall Miss Doris keeps in her room
of the blue lamp?  And he saw a pictlure,
small and hright, of the schooner Lucy Bell
driving through storm under bare poles- -
and he was the last to ever see the Lucy
Bell?  But aflterward Guy’s eyes hurt him
for days, and he acted so strangely that you
would let no more of vour children go up
to Cliff House and be used in Miss Doris’s
magic.

“ Well, your young Master Ralph here
has looked in that glohe many times.  Too
many. 1 don’'t know what pictures he saw,
but after he had looked, there was a spell
upon him, and whatever the glohe’s mis-
tress commanded, that thing he had to do.
Till the spell wore out he was like a man
walking in a dream.

“ But on that sort of magic a strange
limitation has been set—hy Go:d, perhaps,
Who won’t give too great a power to any
soul over another. What they told him of
his brother, he helieved.  The words that
thev hade him speak, he uttered. The acts
they commanded, he performed—to a cer-
tain point. That point was the actual com-
mizsion of crime.

* Though Ralph brought his victims o
him, I‘elipe Delgado must do his own kill-
ings.  And when, in the launch, he gave
Ralph the poisoned dart, told him what he
had alrcady done and called it * crime,
even that powerful suggestion did not
suffice to raise Ralph’s hand in murder
against his Imother. Instead, the very
shock of it somewhat roused him.

“ When question rises in a dream, the
drcamer wakens. 1 don't know if he would
have entirelv roused. By accident, how-
ever the dart picrced his own arm, and in
the period of unconsciousness following, the
hypnotic—er---the magic influence passed,

white,
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and he was clever cnough to prevent her
bewitching him again.”

The doctor drew a long Dbreath and
mopped his perspiring brow.
* [Heavens,” he murmured, * that it

should come to this!  But how can 1 ex-
plain the laws of hypnotic phenomena to
these-—idiots?”’

“You've done  wonders,”
Randolph. ¢ Keep it up.”

“ Nothing much more to say, or 1
wonder if | dare? By Jove, | will, though!
My friends ”---he raised his voice again--
*“while I am talking, T shall say some other
things I've kept Dbottled up for years. to
please a man who’s too blamed generous
for his own good, or yours. Whose money
was it that has heen letting you loafers loaf,
and vou drunkards drink, and given every
man jack ol you the luxuries most of vou
are too lazy to work for? Do vou know?
You don’t! You think -

“ That will do, IFlanders. Hush!"

The somber figure on the platform edge
turned with a motion half menacing, as if
to rise and suppress the doctor by force.
Then he sank back again, and was still,
indifferent, dangling the pistol with which
he had killed a man. The red and black
shadows lecaped.

But IFlanders was done with silence, and,
physician though he was, the peculiarity of
his friend’s hehavior did not impress him.
He was far too excited.

“No, T won’t hush! T've hushed for
years, and I'm sick of it. You"—he
turnedd on his audience again, white eye-
brows abristle, his very glasses (lashing red
defiance--** you good-for-nothing, lazy, ob-
stinate louts, you've heen living for ycars
on this man’s generosity and giving all the
credit to-—— He wishes me to stop. Shall
I stop or shall 1 go on?”

“Goon! Goon!” The shout was taken
up by scores of voices. The crowd was
well-meaning  enough now, . and ashamed
with a shame that took the form of a curi-
ous kind of high spirits, They laughed,
thumped one another on the back. as if
some enormous joke had been perpetrated,
and encouraged the doctor by wild applause
for every point made, though most of them
were aimed at and hit themsclves.

encouragedd

¥
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‘“ Shadows,” thought Avalon. * Shout-
ing shadows. l'unny. Never was in a
place quite like this before.”

And at the same time, in some high, far-
away part of his brain, he heard and vague-
ly disapproved of Dr. I'landers.

*“ You want to hear,” cried the doctor,
*and you shall! You deserve worse than
that! (Laughter.) You've all heen asleep
a long while. but vou're to wake up now.
You have abused this wicked, indifferent
master of yours. You've called him traitor;
said he was no true live Isler. I'm no
IFive Tsler myself, and 1 thank God for it!
(Laughter, and shouts of: * Give it to us!”
“ Lay it on, man. Usn be down!”)

* But what has that unpatriotic master
ol yours Dbeen doing all these years he has
been away? Il tell you. Ile has been
working hard to make money for a certain
other person to throw away, partly on her-
sclf, hut a great deal on you.

* He went from here [irst as a mere boy,
and you.resented that. IBut he went be-
cause, on reaching his majority, he learned
that nearly every cent of his own money,
and his brother’'s moncy. and that other

person’s money, had Dbeen  squandered,
sambled away in New York, Iondon,

Monte Carlo—how do 1 know where?—by
that wonderful person wec won’t name. So
not because he wished, but because he must,
he left his inherited, so-called duty of run-
ning the isles to suit your majesties.
Passed through some hard times of his own,
too, till he got hold of the New York end
of a practically defunct coffee-importing
concern,

“To-day he owns— I beg your pardon,
he’s your humble property, eh? You own,
then, most of the shares in one of the finest
coffee plantations in Minas. Besides being
president of the company, he’s a very active
general manager. Oh, ves, I know you're
aware of that in a general way; but I wish
vou to understand that down in Minas he
has twice as many men under him as there
are souls, all told, in these islands: and the
funny part of it is, they like him!

* He only pays them wages, you see, and
gives them a fair, square decal. e doesn't
support 'em for nothing. And a lot of ’em
are blacks or half-blacks, anyway. They
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dont know any hetter than to think that
this worthless Avaten of vours, this dis-
grace (o the uld namc, is one of the whitest,
finest men the lord ever made and was
proud of.

“How do 1 know?  Recause 1 went
down there mysell. that time I dared take
a vacation, and vou made life so miserable
jor the substitute I got from Baltimore that
I never dared take another one. 1f 1 had
time, 1 could tell vou some stories 1 heard
about him down there that might make
even vou a bit less ashamed of him.

* And aflter he had made his, or, rather,
your fortune, why didn’t he come home and
stav?  Why, because vour patriotic Miss
Doris refused to remain here if the master
did, and he considered the isles a safer place
for ane of her temperament than Paris or
Monte Carlo.”

* Frighitfully had taste.” thought that
high. far-away consciousness in Avalon's
brain. * The fellow whose sister that man
is talking about cught to get up and punch
his head.”

= she love the cried Ilanders.
“ Believe me. vour revered Miss Doris has
hardiyv that vespect for tradition which
would have led vour master to sell his soul,
I honestly helieve. hefore he would let these
lands pass inte the ownership of strangers.
But T tell you this - -and here the doctor’s
voice rose trivmphant again--* if you he-
longed 10 me --if I were the master here |
woukin't wait to scll out or give vou away
—I'd pay somehody to take vou off my
hands! ™

And Dr. Flanderg ¢tood back with a sigh
of one whose mind is blissfully relieved
after vears of repression.

)

isles?™

CHAPTER XXV

NAVARRD ITURGES,

ATER on. in many divers discussions of
the aliair. it was disclosed that not an
individual present in Exmoor Market hut
had obscrved the singular lassitude and in-
difference of Avalen’'s manner, particularly
toward the last. Al had noted the strange-
ness of hi¢ remaining as if fixed where he
sat on the platicrm edee, and had been im-
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pressed by the white, strained solemnity of
his countenance.  Liverybody, it also ap-
peared, had suspectedd that somewhat more
than grief or weariness ailed the master in
that hour.

And yet the cold fact remained that
Ilanders, having put the last touch of re-
habilitation on his friend’s character, left
his friend's material heing to take care of
itself while lie hurried Ralph off to a hed in
his own house, with solicitous attention,
and had old man Burclay also brought
there to bhe cared for alter his terrible ex-
perience.

‘That at least half the population of Ex-
moor crowded in to shake Avalon’s hand,
ask his forgiveness, and make it under-
stood that his summary disposal of Del-
rado was cordially approved.

That toward the end of this amiable
siege, Jerry Randolph not only perched on
the platform heside him, but started and
carried on a considerable conversation with
him.

And that nobody, in all that while, was
sulliciently concerned over him as a person
o inquire of his physical well-heing, or sug-
gest that he reallv did look like a man
slowly dving as he sat.

Perhaps it was just that he had heen the
focus of thought and action until they saw
him less as a person than a kind of human
pivot about which had reveolved events of
ahsorhing excitement.  And his remaining
quict in one spot gave them all a chance to
circle around and he excited over him some
more in a Dhrand-new way, and enjov the
pleasant thrill ol knowing that he was a
true master, after all, and would see to it
that none of them suffer more than need
be for their share in the recent violence.

But meanwhile their center of interest
sat on the edge of a Dhlack abyss, where
that upper, far-away part of his brain in-
sisted that he remain and shake hands
gravely with a long array of shadows, who
came and went, shoutling, fantastic, ap-
parently endless in number. It tock cog-
nizance of remarks, too, replied hriefly hut
suitably, and Alled him with admiration
for its handling of a sitnation passed hope-
lessly hevond his own command.

Presently it was listening to a fantomlike
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being called Randolph, who, it learned, had
once crawled out of a kitchen window,
crawled along a wall, and sneaked along a
fence.

*“ 1 didn’t dare let Danny or the others
know,” chuckled Randolph. = They’d
have stopped me. 1 wanted to get vou,
Avalon—you can’t have any idea how much
I wanted it. And instead of that, you got
me!”

“Did I?" inquired the upper self
politely.

“ Oh, very much so. But I deserved it
and plenty more. 1f you can’t forgive us,
remember that we won't ever quite f{orgive
ourselves, either.”

* Iorgiveness is—is--’

The upper self was beginning 1o waver a
bit. There was such a lot of diiferent
words to chose from. 1 saw them written
in little, cold, bright letters—casy, necd-
less, magnanimons, joyous. Iinally, it
picked out immaterial, and finished the sen-
tence rather doubtfully witl that.

* Immaterial, c¢h?” ecchoed Randolph.
“ Well, maybe. Look here, man; you've
been hard hit. 1 know it. Youre not

worrying over us, or what we feel or think
about you, and yet--- Isn’t there onc of
us—" Randolph seemed to be tlounder-
ing desperately among his own words, hut
suddenly he checked himself and said
grimly: “ I'm exactly -the clumsy, stupid
fool you said I was, and maybe I'm about
to put my foot in it worse than ever. But
can you guess the really burning motive
that led me out of that kitchen window to
camp on your trail?”’ ,

“To kill me---you said.”

* Iixactly. Can’t blame you for looking
bored. So many people secem to have
shared the ambition. Still, 1 lay claim to
a certain originality, because 1 meant to do
it for the sake of a man in his grave live
years ago. That strikes you as strange?”

* Perhaps.”

“He was my friend—and Navarre
Ainge’s father. Now do you understand?”

1 am--trying to.”

Navarre. Navarre Ainge. Surely there
had once been a bright, heautiful being of
that name, who had trusted—Dbclieved---
been a miracle of faith. Then changed and

THE ARGOSY.

was lost; snatched away on the black wings
of nightmare.

But Randolph was still talking, relating
an involved affair in which the girl,
Navarre, had * seen through ™ a certain
letter from the first minute it was read.

“ She followed your sister out of that
kitchen, meaning to make her confess
whom Delgado had really been writing to.
All that day Navarre had been arguing and
all but quarreling with the lot of us over
you. We wouldn't let her go near you,
and, of course, she had no evidence.
Nothing but faith! [Lord, and her faith
50 much saner than our so-called intellects!
But she unuckily lost Miss Doris in some
of those mazy passages of vour ancestral
home, and finally located her again just as
she must have bheen coming back, after let-
ting Ralph out of the gate.

* When we intelligent males returned
from assisting your own escape, Navarre
greeted us pointblank with what we were
too muddle-headed to recognize as the
truth. I will say, Avalon, that sister of
vours is a wonder. She put it all over us
azain,  Insinuated that Navarre was a silly
girl, prejudiced by romantic interest. In
other words. that vou had been making
love to her. And by the way—hit me if
you like—but that's true, too, isn't it?"

“Yes,” said the upper self after some
painful thought.

“ None of my Dbusiness. eh? But, you
see, I love her myself—oh. in a fatherly
kind of way, but enough to send me out on
the idiotic, do-or-die errand I've men-
tioned.

* Navarre didn't admit it in words—sup-
pose she, too, thought it was none of our
business--but her manner showed.  And
then she came back at us all for what we
were —fools -~ fools—fools!  Wicked fools,
she said, who had driven an innocent man
to his death. Well, vou'd put it over us so
nicely with vour perfectly transparent lan-
tern-trick that we knew we were [ools, all
right. Only that hadn’t increased our re-
gard for you.

*“And when we realized where we stood
with Navarre, we were wild—plain wild.
Navarre proposed to go out by herself and
save you, and the rest of us all wanted to -
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go out and murder vou. Well, we sup-
pressed the only sane member of our party.
And while the other fellows were conlabu-
lating on vengeance, 1 sncaked out the
back way alone.

“That's all, except that, bad family
troubles aside, isn't it aimost worth the hell
you've walked through to know that a girl
like Navarre Ainge is—is— But say,
Avalon, have 1 made a fool of myself all
over again? Don’t vou care? By George,
if vou weren’t serious in your love-making
—with Navarre-- 7

The shipbuilder, as angry suddenly as he
had been oo loquacious, glared indignantly
at the somber, indiiferent figure beside him.
Randolph posscssed one romantic spot in
his heart. [I7at, middle-aged little man that
he was, to him the favor of Navarre Ainge
would have repaid being plagued with a
hundred wicked sisters or condemned by a
universe of his fclow men. Could it be
that he had once more misjudged this—
strancer, and had bheen practically hurling
Navarre at an indifferent head?

As  Aavalon remained stolidly silent,
Randolph rose from the platform edge with
a jerk. Whatever furious reproach had
come (o his lips. however, was left un-
uttered.

“Look there!” he gasped instead.
“There comes Danny across the square,
and he's brought the girl down with him.
Why ’d lLe do that?> Why didn't he-—
Avalon, at least you can drop that darn
pistol and hclp me steer Navarre away
from this platform. Don’t vou realize that
she mustn’t sce Delgado--and you with
that pistol?> Don’t vou realize it won’t do?
She'd dream of it--never forget it. Come
on! Damn vou, don’t you even care
enough for that?”

And then at last, with Randolph tug-
ging at his arm, Avalon rose from the plat-
form edee. e did it, however, very care-
fully and deliheratelv. and once up made
no further effort to meet the airl who was
hurrying toward him.

Not though the shadows cleared with her
coming, and for one minute the world and
himsel{ were real again.

Gray dawn had broken. He saw the
familiar old market square. where the fire
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had died to emhers filmed with ash-lace,
and enly a few of the repentant Exmoorites
remained to mutter interested comments as
the ** Turriners 7 passed among them.

Ite saw her face - bright- —heautiiul—
with the clear courageous cyes of a trusting
young saint.

And then in onc wide flash of compre-
hension, the whole situation was remem-
bered — was hefore him — and he suiren-
dered hope of Navarre Ainge ever hecoming
his wife.

Her bright clearness must not be sullied
Iy union with a man like him. His sister,
the known accomplice of a murderer. His
brother tv stand trial heside her, and be
cleared or not, as that story of hypnotic
influence might pass muster in the courts,
His people riotous, lawless. and brutal.
Himself a man of impulses proved degraded
as the worst. e had killed, and enjoyed
doing it. Would have enjoyed killing
scveral other people. Had felt an impulse
to kill his own sister. Iinc fellow. Fine
family. ITailed to save any one else from
disgrace—could save Navarre, anyway.

Ie could say to her—  Say, this was one
of those great moments when a man must
be careful what he says.

She was-very near now.
ed his hand.

* Miss Ainge!” he murmured, with a
somewhat strained but politely formal
smile. - Charmed to meet you! Sorry.
Ilave to excuse me- " .

And then even her face was crased by the
shadows returning.

1 can’t help it!” Randolph was pro-
testing wildly a few minutes later. Tt was
this darn Dlack sweater of his, Navarre.
The huilet-hole hardly showed. T don't
helieve he knew himself he was hit—and
bleeding inwardly. My God, isn't that
doctor here yer?”

“You have killed him between you.”
Navarre's voice was very cold and even,
which seemed strange to her. Tt should,
she thought, have been cither a shiriek or a

Avalon extend-

whisper. ** There were too many of vou,
and one man can't light so many. You
wouldn’t let me come to him in time. You

are very wicked people. You—lct—him—

die!”
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Which was not quite just, perhaps; but
if Navarre had Dheen just in that moment.
surely she would not have been worth

loving.

CHAPTER XXIX.

A MATTER OF FORGIVENLESS,

OR a long while he had known that all

was not well with him.

There were periods of chaotic dreams.
wherein he must bear a fiery weight of
pain clasped tight to his body through ad-
ventures of incredible weariness:  times
when monstrous night yvawned to engulf
him: times when he lay on a Ded of torture
in a room where strangers moved, soft-
footed. stealthy, and inimical.

The worst, though, was that a certain
claim he had was too often denied.  She
belonged to him. Back somewhere in the
lost reaches of chaos through which he had
come, she had been given to him for his
own. Ier hand couid case him gently
down into those emply chasms ol night,
robbing their negation ol its terror.  In the
agony ol titanic dream-struggle, her voice
would reach him, ending the need of strug-
gle with the dream.  When the room filled
with a visible haze of pain, and he panted
for breath. and the air had no life in it,
then might he fix his eyes on her face—
courage passed to him from her. She was
life an( the will to endure.

And vet she was at times deniced to him!

It was a cruel wrong, and to be rebeiled
against with steadfast persistence. At all
times, when she was withheld from him, he
demanded her.

Two fiendish female presences. clothed
in white, who worked over and tormented
and annoyed him in every conceivable way,
were the chief perpetrators of this wrong.
though a waveringly familiar person with
glasses, white evebrows, and a Dhristling
mustache seemed secondarily responsible.

Frequently. did he accuse any of these
three with sulficient bitterness, she would
be produced and returned to him. At
other times malicious smiles would distort
their mouths, and he would be told that she
was “ asleep " or - out for a breath of air ™
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or ** at dinner.” Lies, of course. They had
hidden her to torment him.

She, al least, never disputed his owner-
ship. L'rom her he could always be sure
of a fair, just response to his complaints.

* Yes, I do helong to vou, dear. Yes, I'll
be right here when you wake up. Try to
fall asleep. darling. Yes, I belong to you—
nobody can take me away. 1 shall stay
here, close beside you. Nobody has any
right to take me away. Go to sleep, darling,
Poor dear, is the pain so had? Nurse, isn’t
he to have that hypodermic soon? Not till
three>  Don’t mind. heloved. Give me
both your hands. There. Now try to
sleep.  Yes, I shall be here when vou wake
up -’

And so on: for as long as he cared to
demand her allegiance. which was, as a rule,
till one of the white-costumed fiends thrust
a needle in his arm and the chasms of night
opened under him.

And vet, too often, when he rose from
them she had been stolen again!

They were friends. those two in the
white, prim dresses.

Till one day he came up from the
chasms into his own seaward-facing bed-
room at Clil House, and he was Flurry
Avalon, a very sick man, too weak to lift a
hand in his own behali. and with a couple
of pleasant-faced. capable. trained nurses
in attendance.

Also with Navarre Ainge,

That was all wrong, of course; but many
more days followed in which he was hoth
too selfish and too weak to send her away
from him. The utmost sacrifice he could
accomplish was meek acceptance of her
occasional ahsence from his side, Recollec-
tion of the enslavement to which his deliri-
ous craving for her presence had subjected
the girl, filled him with shame; and yet on
the rare occasions when she was out of the
room in his waking hours, he was continu-
ally on the verge ol demanding her again.
Fortunately he slept a great deal.  After
weeks ol hovering on the lantastic border-
land hetween two worlds, 2 man comes back
slowly, and is given to much sleep.

He hawdly talked to any one. This si-
lence of his scemed to he accepted as
natural and commendable at first. Flan-
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ders, in fact, approved verbally, standing
over him with beneficence heaming through
the thick-lensed spectacles.

“ Quictly is right, lad. Quietly. Mustn’t
call those surgeons back from New York,
you know. Too expensive.” He chuckled.
“ My stars, that pair of birds should live
like kings on one job a year, with the rate
we paid 'em. But worth it! Ith, Navarre?
Worth a few thousand, you think, to keep
this fellow with us? No need to call 'em
back, though, so— quiet.”

But from day to day, quict of the Kind
he kept grew more difficult.  Not hard with
the two professional nurses, of  course.
They had their orders.  Stecled to reped
questions, they might covertly regard the
patient who asked none as a rara avis: bhut
their opinion scarcely mattered.

Navarre was different.  Fven [Manders
was different, after a time. 'The silence
that had pleased both in the heginning was
troubling them now. He could see the
question in their eyes, hecause none came
from his lips. After that, pretense of sleep
helped for a while longer. To know thai
Navarre was scated there, or to hear her
voice in murmured converse with one of the
nurses, was almost the same as seeing her.

But though Navarre was easy to deceive
in this way, I'landers couldn’t be fooled for-
ever. A morning came when the brusk old
doctor turned from taking his piise, and
curtly requested the day nurser to leave
them. Aavalon heard the faint swish of
her skirts receding. And Navarre hadn’t
come in with the doctor, as she always did.
A bad sign. No use to feign sleep. I'lan-
ders knew he was blufling. lere was an
end to the respite he had clung to, and he
might as well meet the [act squarcly. With
a reluctant sigh he opened his eyes and met
the doctor’s kindly, quizzical gazc.

“ A quiet sick-room,” observed the latter
judicially, * is an idcal sick-room: but the
ghastly silence ol this one is beginning to
get on my nerves.  You're such a golden
example that nobody dares speak in here.
Won’t do, Avalon. Are you aware that
you're actually slipping back down the long
hill we've dragged you up, and that the
slipping could be cured by the sound of
your own voice—and of one or two others?”

Avalon scowled sullenly.

“ All right,” he muttered. © I'm a cow-
ard. Tell me. if you must, and he done
with it.  Where's Ralph?”

“ [ thought so.” Flanders leaned back
with an air of relief. ** I‘rankly, vou had
me worried, lad.  Only struck me to-day
that maybe your mind nceds a clean-cut,
major operation as hadly as your body did
two months ago.”

“Two months,” repeated the patient.
* That’s the first slash done. A lot could
happen in two months--while 've lain here

useless.  Go on with it, Flanders. Don’t
fiddle about, now you've started. What
have they done with Doris?  here's
Ralph?”

* Outside the door, waiting to he allowed
in here,” assured [Flanders hastily.  * You
lic back and caim down, or not another
word will you get out of any one to-day.

That's better.  Haven't lost your trick of
Maring off like gunpowder when least ex-

pected, have vou?  There, lad.  Nothing's
hall so bad as you think. Listen, and per-
haps we can banish some of the hogies that
have been scaring you.”

[lalf an hour later, however, IFlanders
cmerged from the sick-room to bestow a
slightly puzzled frown on the anxious pair
waiting outside.

*“ o in, Ralph,” he permitted; © hut
don’t stay over three minutes. ['ve tired
him enough for one day. Better take
Navarre with you. Try if the pair of yvou
can cheer him up a bit."”

“ Queer fellow,” he added to himsell, as
he walked on alone down the passage.
“ Known him from the minute he was born,
and still keeps me guessing.  Here it all has
been cleaned up and finished for him while
he lay there. The only decent thing Doris
ever accomplished was the ending of her
own life, and leaving the written confession
that cleared Ralph. The boy wasn't even
indicted. All the investigations and gen-
eral messing around by the State authori-
ties over. Newspapers have forgotten again
that Live Isles exist. Fe has that girl-~
that gleaming jewel of a girl, who's pretty
nearly worn out her own life to keep the life
in him. He has her--and love—or has he?

“ By Jove. have we all made a last ter-
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rible mistake, and didn't he care?  Is that
his trouble?  He was always such a polite
voung misanthrope about women. hecause
of Doris, | suppose.  Was caring lor this
one just a sick man’s whim?  But, under
the circumstances, that would he a tragedy
beside which a few mere murders That
would he  a  tragedy- -7

Frowning and tight-lipped,
passed on cut of the house, leaving
must-- the @ gleaming jewel of a girl 7 to
cope as heet she might with whatever mys-
terious burden remained on their patient’s
mind.

Fortunately, having once faced the in-
evitable, Avalon  himsel[ solved  the
problem. l'rom Navarre’s view-point, that
was a strange, almost laughably pathetic
confession to which she listened when,
Ralph's three minutes ended and the nurse
not returned, they were alone together,
But to the man who made it, every word
was of terrible import.  He was sending
Navarre away.

= All cleared up, Flanders says.  Mavhe.
Or maybe disgrace like that can't be
cleared.  Seems so to me; but anyway, it
isn't only the disgrace. Tt's 1- myscll.
I'm not worthy --not of you. 1 always
knew - there was that side to me. Savage -
merciless. - Wild Dbeast, ready to claw and
tear and hate.  TFought it under— always- -
1)l that night. 1t wasn’t so much what 1
did.  Flanders says 1 was exoncerated for
that, and | suppose they were right.  Del-
gado was dangerous. 1t was—the way 1
felt. Showed me—-not worthy--of you

He turned his head, and tried weakly to
draw his hand from hers, but she would not
release it.  She didn't appear to understand
that he was sending her away.

Alter a minute she said quietly:

* Now, Ilurry, I'm not going to tell you
that you're sick and exaggerate things that
don’t matter. In fact, 1 haven't the least
bit of doubt that in that bad time vou
found the worst of yoursell. 1 understand
better than any one else would, prebably,
because 1 found my own werst, too - alter-
ward!”

Jis eyes flashed open indignantly.

*Yours! You have none!”

* Ok, ves. And a very bad worst, 1 as-

Flanders
as he
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sure vou. T can be cold, hard, uniorziving
- -cruel, to put it plainly. You don’t know
all the story ol these past weeks.”

Tt is you who are exaggerating some
trifle -7 ;

“I've heen mean!” she announced with
gloomy triumph. 1 wouldn’t forgive any-
hody.  Not my uncle, nor Mr. Randolph,
nor Brant, nor anvhody. Not your people.
T've told them in the village that vou, too,
will never forgive them. That whatever
vou said that night, when they all shook
hands with you, didn’t count, bhecause you
were not more than half conscious at the
time. I've made them do everything I
could think of that they didn’t like—"

* You've made them—what?”

“ Do the things that you wanted and
they didn't.  Like the Tence arcund Peace
Harbor. Ralph told me you hated that.
1t’s puliecd down now, and a nice, decora-
tive, low, granite parapet is being raised
there.  Then 1 made them cut the sumach
and junipers that spoil the view from Cliff
House.”

* But there have always heen sumach
and junipers on that slope—"

* They are doing these things so that
vou will forgive them: hut 1 don't offer
them much hope. 1'm hard -mean. Ralph
helps me by telling me things you wished
changedgy He'’s a dear, and of course he
didn't need any forgiving, poor boy; so I
can be ffiends with him. But he and Dr.
IFlanders are the only ones. The rest are
learning that forgivencss is something that
must be earned, and earmed hard.

“ I've made them draw up a petition,
asking for a power-house in Ixmoor, so
that there can be clectric lights on all the
islands, and a lot of work done by ma-
chinery instead of hy hand. They are lay-
ing the foundations for a larger schoolhouse,
too, and will ask vou to bring in some
dreadfal,  educated, furrin  teachers for
their children.  1've made them -7

* Navarre, you are a miralc--though I
wouldn’t have believed even a miracle could
persuade our islers to some of these things.
They are all splendid- -improvements I've
longed for vears to put in. But what in the
world did you mean about the worst of
yourself?”
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“ You’ll understand presently. It wasn’t
only your people 1 wouldn’t forgive. There
were my own. Uncle Dan, and Aunt Betty,
and Mr. Randolph, and Brant. They felt
—oh, I can realize now that 1 was very un-
kind, and hurt them cruelly by sending
them away as I did—"

“ Sending — them---away! "

“Yes. | made them all go away, as
soon as the investigations were over.  Aunt
Betty felt the least bad, probably, becuause
she said when 1 was over it to wircless or
write, and she enjoyed coming hack for a
visit through the spring months. But Uncle
Dan and Mr. Randolph and Brant had no
such hopes. They knew | was in carnest
when [ said 1 never wished to see them
again.”

* Navarre-- please! Can vou  actually
mean that your relatives went away and
left yvou- -alone here - -with- with me

He checked himsellf, and a hurl, he
wildered look crept into his eves.  For her
to make game of him, and in such a man-
ner, was indeed outside his knowledge of
Navarcre.

She would not look at him, however, and
he noticed suddenly how the color was
heightening in the exquisite, sinooth cheek
nearest him.

* Ilurry Avalon,” she said solemnly, 1
believe that you don’t---remember!”

Several minutes ol silence followed.

* Wasn’t that a dream?” he whispered
then. * Was Mr. Hepburn really in here,
and Ralph, and Ilanders, and your aunt,
and- -were yvou and I--married-—hers in
this room?”’

Her color heightened much further, and
when she answered, it was in a small, cold,
faraway voice:

“ It is rather embarrassing - to find that
one has married a -a person --who-—didn't
know what he was doing--and-—and is
sorry he did it!”

* Navarre!”

There was that in the cry which did
make hier look at him very suddenly, and
then she was down on her knees by the hed,
and a lovely, flushed cheek was pressed
close to his on the pillow,

* My poor, poor darling!™ she murmured

(The
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over and over again, and: * 1 did think you
remembered. 1 did!  Up until the last few
days you've seemed to take so much help
from knowing I belonged to you; but that
doesn’t matter.  All 1 care for is that you
shall he happy. And if you don’t want
me, Ull go away; or, if vou do want me,
I'll stay. Anything!  Anything at all, do
vou understand, just so it shall he the thing
that will make vou happy.”

* Me! When a man has been trying to
tear out his very heart to save a wonderful
girl from throwing herself away on him,
and then finds-

*That the wonderful girl has gone and
married hinr without his knowledge or con-
sent! Well!”

The head on the pillow turned slightly.
Inough so that blue-green eves Jooked into
clear, dark ones, bright with laughter and
Lears,

* F'm not -worthy! ™
nicer  than |
Navarre cheerfully.

1o didn’t wish
arace.”

“Were you disgraced?
tioned it o me.”

* Irightful temper.”

1 know. Cold, haughty, and unfor-
giving is mine.”

“You mean it doesn't matter---any of
it?”

*“ Dear heart, no!”

“And I--am to have you—always?”

* Iorever and for always, dear heart.”

* Then I believe T can just forget the
rest.”

The swilt, casy sleep ol the very weak
was taking him. Before quite drifting off
on its tide his eves opened again.

“You'll be here when 1 wake up?”

* Here, cluse heside vou.”

“And 1 am to have vou always.
belong 1o me, 0

= Much am,”  assured

vou 1o share the dis-

Nobody men-

You
Navarre!
= Darling, what is it?”

“ Nothing, only 1 didn't ever imagine
that happiness-- that even happiness could
be so- beautiful! "

She cried over him a lite as he slept
there, that gleaming jewel of a girl who
belonged to him.

End.)



ETE paused in his work of brushing off
the rickety table that stood in the

center of the Railroad Saloon, prin-
cipal rendezvous of the black population of
Tela, Tonduras. The day was warm, and
beads of perspiration stood on the old
negro’s forehead, but the expression of deep
concern on his face was not due to climatic
conditions.

For a moment he gazed at the slender,
well-dressed  young  negro, leaningy idly
against the long har, a cigarette in the cor-
ner of his mouth, his PPanama hat tilted
rakishly to onc side.

Pete’s trouble was real. His lower lip
tremhled. A remark of the dandified one
had dealt a cruel blow. His voice denoted
something of his feclings when he spoke.

“ But Mistah Goodtimes, Mistah Kspute
done said dat 1's de bestest man he evah
is had to he'p 'roun’ dis salume, an’ you
knows dat jes' hefo’ he stahted foh San
Pedro wid Mistah Duncan whut usta own
dis place, he tol” you dat I'd heen ’ployed
steady, an'--"

With a sharp gesture, Goodtimes Harris
indicated that he desired silence.  He got it.

* 1's heerd 'nough o’ dat. Mistah LEspute
wouldn’t o’ sont way to Mobile to hire me
to come down heah an’ run dis place foh
him, ‘ceptin’ he had cornfidence in mah
‘bility. He wouldn’t gone to San DPedro
an’ lef” me in charge widout he know’d 1’d
tend to hus’ness. He ain’ nevah gone off

Answer me
you

is he?
knows hefo’

an’ lef” you m charge,
dat?  No, he ain’. 1
opens yo' trap.”’

Goodtimes took a match from his pocket
and relighted his cigarette.  Then he
pointed a finger straight at Pete.

“ T finds dat vou's heen triflin® ‘roun
heah, an’ so vou’s fiahed. Dat’s all dey is
to it.”

He walked cround behind the bar.

Pete looked over at a corner tahle where
a card-game was in progress. All of the
negroes seemed interested solely in their
own affairs, <o he turned his attention hack
to Goodtimes.

* But, Mistah
money comin’ to me.
me.”

Geodtimes hesitated for just a moment,
Then he looked over at the card players.
One of the negroes had put dewn his cards
and was looking straight at the saloon man.
The man was Kid Scoot, prize-fighter and
friend to Tete. Goodtimes stopped hesi-
tating.

* Heah's yo' two dollahs.
out’n heah.”

“ Yassuh, suh, thanky, suh.’

Goodtimes watched the oid man depart.
Then he chuckled to himeelf.

* Got rid o' dat ol’ niggah, all right, an’
I'll run dis place to suit mahse’f, an” dey
won’t be nobody to run to Espute wid tales
when he gits back heah.”

y

soodtimes, 1's got a little
Two dollahs is jue

Take vo'se’f
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Pete had gone only a short distance from
the saloon when he was overtaken by Kid
Scoot.

“ Dat's too bad foh you to be treated
lak’n to dat, Pete: I's mighty sorry,” his
friend consoled.

“ Thanky. Kid. Dat'’s onc o’ dese new
kind o’ niggahs lak'n 1 ain’ got no use foh
at ¢/, No suh, not me. Jes' 'cause he’s
been ’ployed as head hartender by Mistah
Espute, and Mistah Espute is gone away,
he thinks he's a big man. Huh!”

Kid Scoot was practical.

“ But he wuz big 'nough to git vou out’n
yo' job.”

“ Dat he wuz.”

Pete was lost in thought for a few sec-
onds.

“ An’ dat’s de hestest job 1 evah is had.
Could git a little bit o’ gin ’casionally;
tawk to de lodge membahs when dey come
in, an' ¢’licit new membalis. [ lak’d dat
joh. Sho’ did.”

“ Mebbe so you kin git it again when
Mistah Espute gits back.”

“No.” DPete’s tone was doleful. “ Dat
niggah ’ll tell him some big lie, an’ he'll be
so mad dat he won't lemme go roun’' dah
no mo’.”

“ How’s de s’licitin® o’ new membahs
foh de Knights an’ Ladies o’ de Guidin’
Light comin’ on?"

“ Putty good. You see, one thing dat
hu'ts us is dat we ain' got so many 'Meri-
can niggahs heah; jes’ a few dat wuks foh
de United Fruit Company, but dey’s a good
many West Indian niggahs wukin’ foh de
company, too, an' dey laks lodge business
same as 'Merican niggahs. Can’t 'pen’ much
on de natives. Dem whut we would have
we can’t git, an’ dem whut we could git we
wouldn’t have. Dat is. in mos’ cases.”

* Some good natives heah, Pete.”

“ Not native niggahs. Dese native nig-
gahs is bad fo’ks. Some good sho’ 'nough
Spanish fo'ks heah, but vou knows dem
ain’ de kind we’s consider’'n’. We jes’ takes
in consideration sho’ 'nough. honest-to-
goodness niggahs, which leaves de 'Meri-
can niggahs an’ dem whut calls deyse'ves
British objects.”

Pete scratched his head, which, with the
exception of a little patch of gray, kinky
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hair at the back and on the sides, was en-
tirely bald.

“T’s in de toughts, Kid.”

“You sho’ is playin’ in hard luck.”

“You's done spit out a mou’ful, Kid. I
ain’t only playin’ in hard luck, I's hard
luck he'se'f.”

- Well, so-long. I gotta be gwine.”

Pete stood for a short while where Kid
Scoot left him; then turned his steps home-
ward. He walked slowly down the narrow,
dusty street until he reached the bridge
which spanned Tela River. The river was
the dividing line between new and old Tela.
New Tela contained the offices and homes
of the United Fruit Company employees.
Old Tela, with a few exceptions, housed the
natives and others not employed by the
¥ruit Company.

At the bridge the old negro stopped for
a few minutes, gazing at a crocodile that
lay hall out of the muddy water below, ap-
parently as lifeless as a water-soaked log
resting against the bridge’s supporting tim-
bers a few feet away.

It would have been impossible to guess
Pete’s thoughts as he leaned against the
bridge railing, his eyes fastened on the
ugly creature below, an expression of ut-
most despair in his face. Not for many a
day had anything occurred so to disturb
Pcte’s peace of mind as the losing of his job
at the Railroad Saloon.

There was a reason.

GoldAly Churn, the young American
negress who cooked for the United Truit
Company manager’s family, looked mighty
good to Pete, and of late he had almost
arrived at the conclusion that the young
negress had more than a passing interest in
him.

Goldily, according to Pete’s definition,
was sosize vallah gal.  That he was in the
neighborhood of three times the girl’s age
did not worry him in the slightest degree.
She Jooked just as good to Pete as she
would have when he was only twenty. And
age ripens the judgment, it is claimed.

One of the things that had made Pete
strong with the object of his desire was his
position with the Railroad Saloon. An
abundance of ready cash to spend hurts no
man’s standing in a community. And there
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had been many and divers ways of picking
up small change in the place of hiqguid re-
freshments, and D'ete. rever a theifty ccul
had been a good spender. Now,
all over,  Ne oh nuant ne mency: no
money no spending. and ne spenaing---per-
haps no girl, The future certainiy codd
nave looked brighter.

And then he looked up and saw Goldily,

The old negre bad s ber off in a s
and was howing like a cavalier of old. His
forchead almost teuched the greund, and
his back suffered. but of thiz }ete jor v
moment was not aware. or Peint aware,
did not care. Love laughs at triftes. For
the time heing this was net Pete the job-
less, Pete the downcast. but Pete the for-
tunate. P’ete the optirnstic -and above all.
Tete the fover.

“An’ how vou i,
vou heen?”

Goldfly tossed her heacl

“ Huh! Heah vou's heen log” va' job.”

Cruel world!  Cruel  woman., whose
tongue can soothe like a mother’s touch, or
pierce the heart Like a poisoned dagecr!

“ How dat?”  The pair that l'cte felt
showed in his veice. which was scarcely
above a whisper.

“You done heerd mc: Dat Mistah
Goodtimes Harris low dat he don” stan” foh
no foolishness ‘roun” no salume whuh he's
¢'e boss at, an’ fol such reasens he's done
tuk an’ fiahed vou. IDat’s whut.”

Utmost despair was now the let of Pete.

* How come vou knows o much “hout all
dis?”

¢ Jes® met Miss Tambewrine Finch. and
she done tol’ me.”

“ Huh! Dat's jes” lak dat Tambourine
gal.  Ratdin® roun” tak @ e’ nough tam-
nourine,  Dat’s alt she veod fch, to tote
niggah news.”

“ "Tain't no nigrah news. ! cene knowed
all ‘bout how dis gwine happer.”

‘Count ¢ how?”

Goldlty smiled. showing twe r6ws of per-
iect teeth that Pcte in the past had likened
unto pearls. At ihis meoment he was re-
minded of the fanes of a rattiesnzle that
has just struck s wvictim.

* Mistah Geodtimes 1077
night.”

this was

Mise Goiliv? How

me Teut it oias’

THE ARGOSY.

* Las’ night? You done tol’ me dat you
didn’t feel good las’ night wuz de reason
vou weuldn't lemme take you to de ice-
cream festerville.”

“ Liable to tell vou anything. Mistah
Goodtimes is de kin’ o’ man whut makes
appealations to mah fancy.”

*“Say he do?”

* He do dat. e tol’ me las’ night he
ewine fiah vou. Well, I gotta be gwine on.
Addie owe us, as de Spanish gals say.”

Galdfly flounced away. her green dress
¢listening in the morning sunlight in a man-
ner almost blinding to the eve, a baby-pink
ribbon adorned the Dblack, crinkly hair,
while the not overly long skirt allowed a
liberal portion of some well-filled, cream-
colored, near-silk hosiery to be visible.

Pete muttered something that would have
«tartled some of the members of the Knights
and Ladies of the Guiding Light, had they
heard it, and again continued his homeward
journey.

When Pete reached his home, which was
a little hut that stood in a clearing just at
the outer edge of Tela, he paused for a mo-
ment and looked about him. A few ba
nana plants, avocado, mango, and other
fruit trees were scattered about the place,
A dozen or more ckickens were industrious-
Iv scratching up the earth, and a dog of
uncertain pedigree gave a bark of welcome
as Pete took off his hat, took from his
pocket a handkerchief that showed signs of
much usage, and removed some of the
perspiration from his wrinkled brow.

Ordinarily Pete would have found much
10 interest him in his surroundings, or this
failing to appeal to him, the welcome given
by Bones, as he continued barking and
wagging his tail, would have elicited some
response, hut the old man’s spirits were at
low ebb. Satan must have chortled with
clee could he hut have read his thoughts.

With steps that were slow and uncertain,
he entered the house, and seating himself
in a rickety chair that threatened to de-
rosit him on the floor, sat there, his head
howed, hands resting on his knees, old hat
pulled down on his forehead, his eyes half
closed.  Bones came to the door and looked
in, but sensing that something was amiss
Leyond his understanding.
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Noontime came and passed. DPete stirred
not. Bones, however, had no weighty affairs
on his mind. The time had not arrived
when he could forget food, so finally he ap-
proached the door again. This time he
stood there for several minutes as motion-
less as the figure in the chair. Then he
whined. This brought no response. A mo-
ment later he stepped noiselessly to the 2ld
negro’s side and lightly touched his hand
with his nose.

For the first time since entering the
house, Pete showed signs of consciousness.
He raised his hand and rubbed the dog on
the head as tenderly and caressingly as a
mother would have fondled her baby. Bones
nestled his head close to his master’s knee.
Then the old man remembered something.

“ "Clah to goodness, Bones, I done fohgot,

ain’ 1?7 1 ain’ give you no dinnah yit, is I,
boy? De ol’ man is gittin’ on’sponsible,

ain’ he? Sho’ is, foh a fac’. Jes’ you wait
onc minute, ol” fellah, an’ we'll fix dat up
all right.”

The dog whined as if he understood.
Half a minute later he was lying under the
edge of the house, gnawing a bone which
contained a generous covering of meat, all
the time keeping half an eye on some of the
more venturesome chickens that displayed
more than a passing interest in the feast.

Pete now took his stand in the door,
seemingly trying to make up his mind on
some subject. This was a hard job. He
removed his hat and scratched his head.
Apparently this had the desired effect.

“ Dah now! I'd plum’ 'mos’ fohgot. De
Suriname will be gwine in a little while, and
Mistah Ed Mason is gwine to de States on
it. 1 sho’ do hate to see dat white man
leave fum heah. I's got to go out an’ tell
him good-by. He sho’ is he’p'd me out a
heap in figger'n my lodge bus'ness foh me.”

Muttering to himeself, Pete left the house
and macde his way to the dock. The ship
just about ready to sail when he shuffled
alongside.

He heard some one on deck shout to him,
and looking up, saw Mason.

* Come down this way, Pete, T want to
talk to you.”

“ Pete,” said Mason, 2 moment later as
he handed a small roll of bills over the
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ship’s railing, “ give that money to Mr.
Farley for me. [t's some money that I owe
him, and he’s out on one of the plantations.
I intended leaving it at the oftice for him,
but in the rush, forgot it. There's forty
dollars there. Be careful you don’t lose it.”

1 ain’ gwine lose dis money, Mistah
Mason. I's skeerd o' Mistah Iarley. He
don’ stan’ no foolishness fum nobody.”

* All right, Pete. Mr. Rozier will help
you out in looking after your lodge affairs
the same as | have been doing. Good-by.”

* Sho’ hates to see you go, Mistah Ma-
son.  Good-by.”

Mr. larley was still out of town next
morning, for which reason Pete could not
deliver the money.

Late that afternoon the old negro strolled
over to town and down by the Railroad
Saloon. Goodtimes Harris was standing out -
in front. talking to some of his friends.

Goodtimes made a wonderful picture as
he stood before the dingy looking little
shack. FHe was arrayed in a suit of spot-
less white ducks, bright tan shoes, Panama
hat, red tie, in which sparkled a wonderful
near-diamond, while on the little finger of
his right hand sparkled another, which, if
real, would have heen worth at the least a
thousand dollars.

Pete attempted to slip by without at-
tracting any undue attention, but Good-
times intércepted him.

“ Huh! Ol' niggah, who tol’ you to
come loafin’ 'roun’ disheah salume?”

“1 ain’ doin’ no loafin’, Mistah Good-
times. I's jes’ passin’.”

* Dat’s whut you 'blongs to do. Jes’
pass. Don’ want no wuthless, triflin’ nig-
eahs 'roun’ heah.”

*“ I ain’ no triftin’, wuthless niggah. 1’s
a man o' ‘pawtance. I's president an’ trea-
surer o' de Knights an’ Ladies o’ de Guid-
in" Light---1's-—"

*Yeh! I koows all 'bout dat. Dese
niggahs she' must ‘a’ been crazy when dey
lected vou to dem positions—I[—”

* Huh!™

Pete’s voice was rising. Moreover, his
opinion of himself was again on the in-
crease.

* Widout me, dey wouldn't o’ been dem
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nositions—1I

heah town.
Goodtimes snorfed his contempt.
“You's a ol’ foul. Dat’s whut vou is.

“f'n you comes roun’ heah any moakh, Il

a man ‘mongst men n dis-

)
Q-
J‘\—"'

ie yo' yeahs back, grea~e vo' head. and
~waller you whole. T's a had nigezh. an’

‘on’ stan’ no foolishments. You dor” know
how ‘pawtant I is in Mobhile. T a mian o
«tandin’ dah. You tawks ‘hout vo  paw-
iance! Huh! Don’ nobody pay ne ‘tention

10 you. ’Pawtant! Whut does vou do
dat’s so 'pawtant?” s
This was somewhat of a poser.  Pete.

however, could on occasion turn his head
to other uscs than that of a hat-rack. Some-
times he would find an idea jammed back
there somewhcre. Sometimes these ideas
were dangerous things to fool with. He dug
up an idea now.

* Pshaw! You don’ knew nothin. How
‘pawtant is 1?7 Why, niggah. when | wants
to, I kin have a ban’ plavin’ an” a scort «
soldiers ev’y time 1 goes down de street.
an’ dat’s a fac.”

Goodtimes was not the only cne that
Taughed at this remark. The others joined
in.  But Pete, once started, could not he
stopped in this manner.

“Ych. Tf'n 1 want to I kin have a han’
playin’ music, an’ soldiers marchin’ -~
means a sho’ 'nough brass ban’. de military
han’ heah. 1 kin have a real procession— I
kin have —”

Goodtimes interrupted.

* Aw shet up, vou lvin’ ol’--"

“’Tair’t no lyin>~ 1—7

“ Well, 1 gwine sce.”

Goodtimes ran his hand in his pocket
and hrought forth three, bright. crispr ten-
Jdollar hills.  Ile held these ahove his head.
ilis voice grew louder =0 that all in the
ilock might hear. .

‘“ Heah’s thutty doliahs dar 1 hets you
can’t have no ban’ plavin® music when you
comes down de street, neither no soldiers
marchin’ ’long hehime.  Put up yo' money
wid Doctah Percy Shade. heah.”

Pete realized that he had been doing
zome rather unnecessary talking.

i '[__I__”

1e was interrupted by the leud lTaughter
of the other negroes.

THE ARGOSY.

Dr. Perey Shade, the suggested stake-
helder, was a heavy-set, vellow negro from
KNingston, Jamaica. [ie had only recently
hung out his shingle in Tela. He had quite
a practise among the negroes there, many
of whom wouid not call the United Fruit
Company's physician or go to the hospital
“unless forced to do so.

Pete had never liked Dr. P’ercy Shade. He
liked him less at this moment as his coarse
laughter threatened to drown even that of
Goodtimes Harris,

Pete ran his hand in a trouser-pocket.
His fingers closed on a roll of bills—Far-
ley's money.  He hesitated—with the usual
result. He brought forth the money.

* Heah vou is. Heah’s thutty dollahs.
‘Cose 1 ain’ skeered to het. Put up yo’
money wid de doctah, Goodtimes, an’ de
cnderstandin’ is dat if'n I don’ come march-
in” down de street wid de han’ o’ music
playvin’, and de soldiers marchin’ on behime,
vou gits all de money. I 1 does have de
ban™ an’ de soldiers, den 1 gits de money,
an’ T's got three days to do it in.”

“ Three days? Huh! 1 thought you
could do it jes” any time. Reckon I wants
to het lak dat?”

“ Pshaw, Goodtimes, give him all the
time he wants.” suggested Dr. Shade. * He
couldn’t win the bet in a vear, so what
difference does it make?”

Goodtimes was reassured.

“ All right.  T's a spoht, 1 is. But three
dayvs is onneccssary. 1 makes it fawty-
¢ight hours fum now. It's five o’clock now,
an’ time is up at five o'clock day aftah to-
morrow evenin’' at dis time.”

* Does that cuit you, Pete?” Dr. Shade
wanted to know.

It had to. There was no way out of it.
br. Shade pocketed the monev ard walked
into the saloon.

Half an hour later Pete met Kid Scoot.
Kid had heard of the het. He was indig-
nant.

" You sho' is plaved de wild,” he de-
clared to the older negro. ** 1 knows whut
vou's done.  You's mude a het dat you
knowes you's houn” to lose. Whu 'd you git
dat money to het. nol:ow? 1 know you
didn’t had no money day o’ so ago.”

I'ete told him.



IT TAKES

< Dah now! Yuu is played de wild.
Mistah J<arley is ore i:ad man when he gits
displeased, and daiv ain’ wothin’ displeases
him lak losin® money.”

“1 knows it, kid, but dat niggah jes
runned me crazy.”

“ Mistah Farley awine run you to deatli.
Dat’s whut he owine do. Mistah Mason
gwine be sho’ to write him dat he lel” de
money wid you.”

Kid was not a cheerful companion, <o
Pete left him.

He slept but liitle that night.  Next
morning he went down 1o see ’hil Rozier,
a clerk in the United Fruit Company's
olfices.

* Mistah Rozier, since you's hepn me
out in mah hus’ness, sich as keepin' de
lodge bhusness straight foh me an’ sich
lak as dat, place’'n Mistah Mason, T thought
mehbe so you could he’p me out’n a little
tight place I's in.™

“ All right, Pete, tell me about it. Der-
haps 1 can help you.”
Pete explained fully, freely, and at

length.

Rozier whistled.

“ Certainly did get yourself in a jam,
Pete, no mistake about that. 1 don’t sce
how I can help you out.”

Just then his eyes rested on a picture
tacked on the wall just above his desk.

“ By George!™ he exclaimed. * Dete,
you sce that?  You know—"

Pete interrupted him.

“ Dat’s a fac’, Mistah Rozier. Why can’t
us_))

“ We can.
think.”

Wait a minute, P'cte- et me

Goodtimes Harris stood in the door of
the Railroad Salcon.  The hour was three-
thirty o'clock. At five o'clack he would
he thirty dollars richer.

From up the strect came the sound of a
band. Soon it came in sight. A bunch of
ragged, barciooted natives, most of them
boys not over [ifteen years old.  This was
the Tela military band. They were play-
ing as if their lives depended on it. Just
hehind them marched Pete, a bright, red
sash around his waist. And bchind Pete
marched thirty harefooted soldiers.
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Goodtimes’s mouth {lew open, and he
staied, pop-eyedl.  Dr. Shade yelled at him
frimn thie next corner.

“You lost your bet, Goodtimes. 11
Liave to pay the money to 'ete.”
Goodtimes  said  something.  He said

many things-—he said some wild things.

Pete did rot know it.  Dr. Shade did
not Lknow it, but Goodtimes had het the
saloon’s money!  Tle was overdrawn in his
account - and Lispute was due back that
night!

Three-quarters oi an hour later JPete
appeared before Phil Rozier again.

A bread grin overspread his face.

* Mistah Rozier, heah’s fawty dollahs T
wants you to give Mistah Iarley.  Dat’s de
‘zac” amount Mistah Mason gimme foh him,
an’ I's tired o" de¢ ’sponsibility. De ten I
had Tef" aftah hettin’ an’ dat 1 Det is all
dah. An’ I's got thutty dollahs foh spend-
in’” pupposes.”

* All right, Dete.
Goodtimes, didn't we?"

* Yassuh, an’ 1 sho’ wants to thank you
foh gittin® down to p’lecce headquatahs so
quick an’ withdrawin’ dat chawge ag'inst
me foh stealin’ yo’ sash befo’ any o’ dese
niggahs got on to de fac’ dat ole Pete wuz
rested.”

“ That's all right.”

Rozicr laughed.

* Goodtimes didn’t know that the law
here is that when any one steals anything
he is to be marched around town with the
band and soldiers, and then hrought back
to commence seiving his sentence. 1
wouldn’t have thought of that if I hadn’t
had that kodak picture above my desk that
I took, the day 1 arrived here, of just such
an occurrence.”

ITe Taughed again.
he continued:

* My hitting on the plan ifor vou to steal
that sash ané then have vou arrested was
good.  Goodtimes thought the sash was
some kind ol an honorable decoration.”

Pete chuckled.

“ In which case it’s yvou dat deserves de
decoration, boss, same as me. ‘cause dis wuz
one time whuh Dbrains wuz needed—lak us
is got; an’ used, lak us did.”

We certainly fixed

Lighting a cigarette,
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OR three years Billy Dawson bhad
played in hard luck. Month in and
month out, he prospected over the

burning fAoor of the desert, or high up on
the sterile flanks of the IFuneral range, hut
the ledge of pure gold he felt in his Dones
he would some day happen upon ever lay
just beyond.

Usually he gathered cnough of the elu-
sive metal to pay Ryan, Sweetwater’s gen-
eral storckeeper, for his grubstakes. (Occa-
sionally he even had enough over to per-
mit himself a mildly exciting evening at
Sweetwater’s Palace Saloon and Dance-
Hall. But enough he never had to allow
him to leave Swectwater’s bitter dust be-
hind.

Three years of Sweetwater and its wide
environs is an arid eternity to a cheer-lov-
ing soul, Billy’s descrt-reddened eyes ached
for the soothing sight of green, growing
things, a meadow, a blooming rose-bush,
or any of the verdured scenes of a kindlier
country.

In the heat of the day his throat lusted
for a long glass in which ice tinkled; in
the cold of night he thought regretfully
of the hot toddies he had so carclessly
sipped in long, past days of affluence. When
he tossed his flapjacks, or clamped his teeth
into a soggy biscuit, he would think of a
gleaming table set with roast chicken, or be-
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hold upon the sand a mirage of ham and
eggs.

Gradually a longing grew in his heart;
as keen a longing as the sailor’s, who dreams
of the day he will step ashore on the home
dock. Billy’s longing was to get on the
stage at Sweetwater, his pocket filled with
money, and journey out of the desert for a
fine, soul-satisfying, spending jag in a Civil-
ized community. He yearncd fer a © bust.”

But never for a moment dicd Billy con-
sider leaving the desert without a stake.
He was a true son of chance. Ilope ever
beckoned.  Each trip from Sweetwater into
the desert would he the last.

“We'll find her sure this time, m’son,”
he would always say to Pancake, his burro,
“ And, Lord, Lord, what a bust we’ll have!”

One morning, in the hills, four days’ hike
from Swectwater, he turned into a little
canon, and followed it up because of a
perverse humor, for his experienced eyes
judeed it barren territory. At the cafion’s
head he found a water-soak, and in the sur-
rounding ground he found  color.”

Billy was not a demonstrative man. Had
he unexpectedly stumbled upon El Dorado,
he would not have given way to those pe-
culiar transports which are supposed to
possess the miner in his lucky moments.
In this case he neither wept nor sang. No,

fe took his fry-pan and experimented with
the ground about the soak. Then he
cooked himself a meal, and afterward
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emoked a reflective pipe. YVinally he ad-
dressed the browsing Pancake:

“Well, old scout, I guess we'll stick
around a while,  Fretty soft for you.”

At the end of his first day's work he fur-
ther unbosomed himself 1o his companion.

“Well, vou dozzoned belly on legs, we
ot it!  She ain't no bonaaza, for sure, but
she will give us our hust all right!”

IFour wecks later Billy and Pancake came
back down the canon. Biily was somewhat
gaunt from a bout with half rations, hut
neither the well-cinched belt nor the knowl-
edoe of the four days of heart-hreaking
hiking ahead, had power to oppress his
spirits.  There was an unwonted spvarkle
in his pale, sun-washed eyes, and his lips
puckered areund a zay whistle.

IFor at last he had his stake! In the
billy-can that made part of Pancake's load,
was a small flour-sack, and in the hottom
of this sack was a lump composed of heavy,
golden gruins. There was, Billy judged,
between (ifteen and sixteen pounds of gold
in that four-sack. Good reason to whistle.

As he marched across the desert that
day his mood hourly grew more exultant.
“ Giddap, you onery, four-legged flea
heaven!” he chanted at Pancake. “ We're
on out way, vou sabe? We're on our way
to God’s country!”

He spent hours at a fascinating mental
arithmetic, computing his dust into dollars.
His stake would amount to five thousand
dollars or more. Oh, what a hust!

Not a penny of his roll would the Sweet-
water tin-horns get. e would go direct
cet the hest of them.  He would go direct
to Ryan, and Ryvan, in his capacity as ex-
press agent, would exchange his dust for a
draft pavable in God's country. Ile would
hold out just cneiigh cash to pay stage and
railroad fare.

He would ¢o to San Bardue for his time,
Now, there was a fine town, a regular town,”
with pavements, and real ice!

He brightened the long afternoon by an-
ticipating the delights of San Bardue. He
took them one by one, held them up before
his minid’s eye, and gloated upon them. Ile
put them in his mouth, rolled them on his
tongue, and smacked his lips. When, at
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nightfall, he pitched camp, and dined off
his fast can of beans, he explained to Pan-
cake the many charms ¢f San Bardue.

“Therell he real trees growin’, m'son.
And rveal, honest-to-God grass in front of
the houses, and rcol flowers to look at.
And there’s a saloon with a marble floor,
adl they give the ice away. And vou can
eet a drink of real stuff, Pancake, no Sweet-
water rotgut, but the real goods, two bits
a shot---not too much for us this trip.

*“ And there's real beds to sleep in.  And
a Dbathtub, with ail the water vou want,
And you can get a real feed, with a napkin,
Oh, Lord, a veal feed! The kind a woman
cooks!”

Pancake listened with becoming solemn-
ity. He had jorsaken the sagze for the label
of the hean-can, and upon this delectable
morsel he ruminated, one eve closed, one
long ear cocked forward, to his master’s
words,

“1'd sure like to take you with me, old
scout,” Billy continued. ** But, Lord, you
ain’t got no soul! You wouldn't enjoy
heaven. If you seen a rose-hush you'd
want to scoff it, vou doggoned cannibal!
You don’t care if you never get between
two clean sheets.  No, I'll have to leave you
with Ryan. Tl tell him to give you all the
cats you'll eat, and you won't have to work.
That 'll he heaven for you, hey? That
he your hust.”

Pancake appeared satisfied.

But Billy could not remain satisfied.
When, next morning, he continucd the
march, his stirred imagination had over-
leaped San Bardue.

Why tarry at San DBardue?
thousand dolars to spend.
Beyond San Bardue.

He had five
Los Angeles lay
Now, there was a

town! San Barduec--a mere overgrown
Sweetwater.  But Los Angeles! Why, in

Los he would he at the ocean side. e
would be in a real city.

That morning the heat waves, dancing
over the desert floor, formed themselves
into wonderful pictures for Rilly, He saw
the cool, green sea vacing into the beach,
and heard the roar of the surf He scaw
wide, crowded streets, pretty women, sleck
city men in white collars.  He saw a great
café, spacious, cool, hright with service, and
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filled with people who sucked cold drinks
through straws. Los Angeles!

But by noon his vaulting mind had left
cven the City of Angals behind.  During
his noonday rest he dehnitely decided where
he was eoing for his hust. San [Francisco!
sure, Didn’t he have five thousand dollars
or more in the flour-sack#

Trisco! Now that was the town where
a guy could get action for his money. Los
Angeles—a country burg in comparison,
I'risco was the place for him. In Frisco
a guy could get anything, do anything, sce
everything. I‘risco was the place to spend
a roll.

II.

Durine the alternoon Billy stopped his
march for a moment to kill an insolent rat-

tler. Pancake, disliking the company,
scampered on ahead. When Billy caught
up with the burro, he found Pancake

stopped, pensively eying a man’s body,
which was lying, face downward, on the
sand.

“Thirst!" said Billy. But when he
rcached Pancake’s side, his desert-wise cyes
told him otherwise.

For one thing, the hody was fullv clad,
and- Billy knew the thirst-crazed man al-
ways discards his covering. And then, a
moment’s investigation showed that water
was in the canteen that lay beside the body.

Billy turned the body over. It was the
corpse of a young man, tall, and incredibly
thin. The face was emaciated, skin drawn
tight over the bones, the eyes deep-sunken.
On the sand, where the face had pressed,
was a telltale discoloration. Dried blood
and caked sand was upon the lips.

“ Lunger,” said Billy. “Toor guy.
Something busted inside and knocked him
over.”

The body was cold, but Billy judged
the man had not heen dead more than a
day. He climbed an adjacent sand-hill and
looked about for the felow’s burro, with-
out success. ‘“ Must have beat it.” decided
Billy. “Well, T got to plant the poor
stiff.”

He proceeded methodically. This was
not the first time Billy had happened upon
a dead man in the desert, and buried him.
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Some day, perhaps, somebody would stum-
ble upon his dead body lying face down-
ward on the sand. That day, Billy hoped,
the finder would tarry long enough to dig
a hole.  Until that day he would decently
inter his own findings,

Since day was far gone, he first pitched
camp i the lec of the sand-hill. Then
he dug a shallow grave Dheside the body,
an< carried stones to the hole, to make a
cairn,

The grave rcady, he turned to the body,
and searched it, in an effort to establish
identity. The pockets yielded nothing of
moment, nor did they contain a cent of
money. There was no jewc!ry on the man.
jut against the concave chest, suspended
from the neck by a picce of ribbon, Billy
found a pouch made from a silk handker-
chief, and in it were papers. Billy laid
the pouch aside, and procecded with the
burial.

After supper he inspected the contents of
the handkerchief: A small photograph and a
letter.

He looked at the photograph first. It
was the likeness of an old woman, a white-
haired, sweet-faced old lady, with lips half
parted in a smile. The age-scamed features
seemed careworn and sorrowful.

There was something about that sweet
old face that went straight to Billy's heart.
He held the picture close to the fire, the
better to see, and the flame shadows seemed
to invest the likeness with life. Almost,
Billy thought, she might speak to him.
The patient eyes and tender mouth seemed
to have a message for him. On the face
of the photograph was an inscription,
scrawled in an uncertain hand:

With my love to Arthur. MoTHER.

“Yoor guy,” said Billy. Then, after
thought: © Poor old lady.”

He put the picture aside, and gave his
attention to the letter. There was no en-
velope, and the letter itself bore no date or
place heading. Billy knew from the hand-
writing it was from the old woman of the

picture:
MY DEAR, DEAR DOY : S

1 received your letter that said you were
going Lo the desert, to the place with the
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;;rclly name.  Dr. Pettiec was pleased.  1le
«aid the desert air would help you.  But, oh,
my hoy, be careful of yoursel!  You are so-
far avay from me. Now, Arthur, remember
vour health. You know over-exertion might
cause one of thoze terrible hemorrhages.  1f
I conld only send you money, my boy, so
vou could rest completely, and get well and
strong!  Dat you know T cannot. Now, my
dear, you must nol warry about mnie. ]
promise vou 1 shall not deceive vou about
my alfairs.  But do not worry, Arthur, I
am an old woman; my life is lived, and 1
need nothing. Do notl think of mie, dear hoy.
You must put your mind upon vour body
and eet well. Oh, that my prayers may help
vou! You must get well and come back to
me. Oh, my son, come back to me!
Maoriien,

Billy's eves were watery, and his throat
tight by the time he finished reading. Ile
coughed, and kicked the fire, and cursed it
for smoking. Then he picked up the photo-
graph, and fell to studying the old mother’s
facc.

“ Poor old lady,” he said. ** Poor mother.
And here T've planted him under the stars,
and he won't never come hack to you.”

At dawn, Billy resumed his march toward
Swectwater. As belore, he endeavored to
lighten the way with a mental motion-pic-
ture of the joys =0 soon to be his. Dut
though his hust was a day nearer, though
the fleshpots of I'risco were as enticing as
cver, the zest was somehow gone from the
game.

The picture and the letter carcfully
bestowed in the hreast-pocket of his shirt,
pressad upon his gpirits.  As he walked
along, he gradually surrendered to an un-
arcustomed, critical mood. Tle began to
think ahbout life.

This game of life didn't seem quite on
the square to Billy. That poor stifl he had
planted -now, he had been a game guy, and
his nced had bheen bitter. With death’s
finger alrcady upon him, he had gone into
the desert to play the strong man’s game.
He had tried, and against what odds? He
had come out to what he must have known
would he his death.
Tady!

And here was he, Billy Dawson, geing
out of the desert with slathers cf gold.
e had no kind-faced old lady to write to
him, and pray for him, and accept his help.
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All he could do with his stake was blow
it in. He was going out on a bust, and
somewhere that poor cld lady was waiting
for them to come and turn her out of her
home.  And she would patiently wait, with
growing anguish and despair, for the son
who would not return.

If he could only give her the poor con-
selation of a letter saying her boy had gone
cut. But there was no address, no name
save “ Arthur,” in the letter he carried in
his shirt-pocket.  Poor old lady. Somehow,
it did not seem fair to Billy.

1.

Tur next afternoon Billy plodded into
sSweetwater. As he had promised himself,
he went direct to Ryan's, not even glancing
into the yawning, inviting mouth of the
PPalace Saloon.

“ Well, I struck it pretty good this trip,”
he said to Ryan after the latter’s hearty
areeting.  “ Going out to God’s country
for a Dbust this time.”

* Sure, I’'m glad to hear it,” respended
the storelieeper. ‘Il any one deserves a
hit o luck ’tis you, Billy.”

“ Will you weigh me in?” added Rilly,
handing the [our-sack to the other.

Ryan balanced the sack in his hand, and
ventured to admonish the younger man.

“Tis a tidy lump, Billy.  Will you take
a bit o' advice? Leave this in my safe
till stage time to-morrow. For if cver them
sharks across the way in the TValace get
their hooks on it, 'tis devil a cent you’ll take
outside.” .

* Them I’alace tin-horns den’t get none of
this,” stated Billv. “ YWhen you’ve weighed
it, just put on yeur express agent’s cap, and
make me out a draft on old I'risco town.
Leave out a couple of hundred to get me
there.”

tyan weighed the gold, and laboriously
fieured upon the top of a cracker-harrel,
* Tifty-two hundred dollars,” he told Billy.

“ Hocray— now give me that draft,” re-
sponded Billy.

Ryan put the dust in the safe, and led
the way to the corner of the store reserved
for his labors as postmaster and express
agent. He sat down at a small, littered
desk, and prepared to draw the draft Billy
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requested. As he drew the blank forms
out of a pigeonhole, an envclope was dis-
lodged, and fell upon the blotter before
him.

“ Huh—what’s this?” he murmured ab-
sently, picking up the envelope, and read-
ing the inscription.  “ Oh, yes---that sick
felly.” He looked up at Billy and casually
inquired:

“Say, Billy, you didn’t meet up with a
young lunger out there, did you? A felly
without any meat on him?”

“Yes. Bumped into him on the trail
two days ago, and planted him,” replied
Billy. “ Poor guy —something had husted
inside of him, and he was stiff. 1 planted
him good; won't no coyote hother him.”

He drew out the photograph and letter,
and handed them to Ryan.

‘“All the poor guy had on him.”

Ryan read the letter and studied the pic-
ture for a long moment. When he liflted
his face, there was real distress in it, and
in his voice.

“ Ain’t that the devil of a go?” he said.
“ The poor felly. And this is the old mother
he was talking about.”

“Did you know him?” asked Billy.

“ He came in on the stage a couple of
weeks ago,” said Ryan. “ He walked into
the store here and, sure, the minute that
I seen the felly I knew I was looking at a
dead man. ’'Twas in his face. Bad sick,
he was, and like a drunken man on his feet.
And devil a cent in his pockets nor baggage
in his hand. And he talked of going pros-
pecting.”

“ e went,” said Billy.

“ Aye, he went,” echoed Ryan. “And 1
misdoubt not the poor lad’s death is at
my door. He was bad, as T said, and T
put him to bed in the back room there.
Glory be, 'twas a bean-pole he was when
T got the clothes off him. And there he lay
for a few days, too weak entirely to stand,
and talked all the time about goinz out
prospecting.

“ ¢ Prospecting!” says I. ¢ Young felly.
"tis the hospital, not the desert, you should
be thinking about.’

“There came a letter for him—-1 mis-
doubt not this very one—and there was no
holding him. On his bare nerve he got out
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of bed. ‘ Would you have me old mother
in the poorhouse?’ says he to me.

" And so, thinks I, he might as well die
outdoors as in, and [ grubstaked him. 1
give him my Jinny burro, and off he goes,
a week ago. Yesterday, Jinny came home
alone. Ah, well, the lad’s gone. 1 misdoubt
not he was a [ine lad in his day, Billy.”

“Yes—he had guts to hit the desert
when he was sick,” agreed Billy, “ And
that letter there—for him?™

“Yes.  Came yesterday,” answered
Ryan. He handed Billy the envelope that
had first brought the subject to mind.

It was an official-looking envelope, with
a typewritten address to “ Mr. Arthur
Rolfe.”

“1'd better open this, Ryan,” said Billy.
“ Maybe it "1l give his home address.  Some-
body ought to drop that poor old lady a
line."

* Aw, now, ’tis against the law--" hesi-
tated Ryan.

“ Curse the law,” responded Billy, and
tore the envelope open. He unfolded the
sheet of paper it contained, and read aloud
the message it hore:

“Fairmont, Towa,
* September 15, 1917,
“ MR. ARTHUR ROLFE.

“DEeAr Sik: The home of your mother,
Mary Rolfe, will be forfeited by mortgage
foreclosure upon Oclober 1, we are informed.
We understand Mary Rolfe is doestitute, and
will, upon this dale, hecome a public charge
unless funds are provided for her support.
We have investigated the case, and while it is
true we have found Mary Rolfe worthy of
admittance to the County Almshouse, yet
we trust you will endcavor o prevent this
additional burden Deing placed upon the tax-
payers of the county.

“Yours sincerely,
* Jonas Stunns,
“ Director of Public Charities for
“Brown County.”

Billy tossed the brutal note upon the
desk and swore soulfully. “ A fine thing
to send to sick guy!” he exclaimed. ‘ The
poor old lady—in the poorhouse!”

“ Aye, ’tis a hard world,” agreed Ryan,
“1'll write her a bit about her hoy—though
'tis a job T don’t like. And this draft, now,
Billy—make it out to plain William Daw-
son?” '
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Billy conghed, and dvew a deep breath.
“ Make it eut to Mary Rolle,” he said
distinctly,

* What?” exclaimed Ryan,

* Sure,” confirmed Billv.  He hesitated
and reddencd, md began  stammeningly:
“T—T1 got a confession to make, Ryan.
[ T—wwell, 1 picked that dust off that paor
stifi. It ain’t mine. 1 didn’t know who he
was, and -well, vou kuow how 1 heen play-
inz in hard uck for a tong time. 1 thought
I'd take it and sey 1 struck it lucky this
trip, and 2o on a bust.  But now—well,
you sec- this old lady--"

C
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“Y T was purely an economic condition that

caused the cessation of hostilitics,”
Bumbam, the banker, said sagely.

“ The Allied money-hags were a reenforce-
ment against which no hullet cauld compete
—so-—"" e shruggzed his shoulders, care-
fully straightening the points of his checked
wakkicont.

* Economic, yes,” Kingsley agreed quick-
ly: = but it was the people awakening that
bronght ahout the internal sitnation.”  The
two men at the table stirred uncasily.
Kingstey was professor of bistory at the
local college, and his views were bordering
on the revalutionary.

“You may both he right,” the third man
said quickly, and then, after a pause: * Tt
was 2 woman who stoppcd the war.”
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* Huh!” snorted Ryan, turning back to
the drait.  “ Mary Rolfe, you say. And
for how uch, Billy?™

A of it promptly responded Billy.
“1 ain’t a piker.  And, Dbesides, it ain’t
mine, 1 ie!h yvou. 1 lifted the dust ofi that
sufi- -V

Ryan looked ap. His usually bright eves
were misiy, and his voice was uncommonly
arufl,

* Billy Dawson, you're a damn poor liar,”
said he. *“ Rut, hy me soul, vou can have

anvthing vou want in my store, any time
you want it!”

.
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" A woman? ™ they seemed to echo his as-
sertion, and Kingsley laughed. * What is
it?" he asked. = A joke?” for the third
man, Gilder, was a comedian. Ile had been
writing, praducing, and acting plavs since
his days at Tarvard, and the burlesque
stage was his mcedium.  As he sat there he
was as sirange a eontradiction as ever lived,
for Gilder might have heen either the col-
lege professor or the banker—vet he was
billed as ' King of the Comedians.”

“Yes--a woman stopped the war,” he
salld sagely, or, at leasi, you can’t make
anv member of the  Gay Whirl for 1918’
helicve differently.”

Laura Smith gave up her position one
Saturday evening and announced lo her
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mother that she had decided to become an
actress.

“ Actress?  Get them notions out of your

head---and quick. Playing the piano at the
Ten-Cent Store is near enough the stage for
you.”

“ I'm never going to the Ten-Cent Store
again,” she said in a quict, determined tone.
“1 can do society-dancing, and 1 can sing,
and ['ve got the looks, and 1 might as well
make use of it all.”

*“ Society-dancing?” Mrs. Smith straight-
ened up. ** All this tango and one-step and
hesitaiion-waltz business has gone to your
head.  You're crazy.”

“Well —anyway—I'm going to try
the girl persisted. “ Me and Joe can dance,
and we can sing. We've both got talent.”

“Qh—you and Joe,” Mrs. Smith grunted.
“ Well, Joe Levy had better hang on to his
job.” Then, after a minute of serious
thought: * Joe Levy’s a good boy, but he’s
got crazy ideas. Acting!” and she laughed.

Laura said nothing. She was city-bred
and used to doing as she pleased. The fol-
lowing Monday morning she dressed care-
fully and lelt the house at the usual time,
relieved that her mother had made no re-
marks over the fact that she was wearing
her best dress.

At half past four that afternoon she
startled her mother by arriving hume and
demanding food.

“ We rchearsed right through lunch-hour,
but I was so sort of scared and happy that
I never noticed the difference.”

“ What?”" asked Mrs. Smith. “ What are
you talking ahout? Are you sick or fired?”
these being the only two reasons that any
one would rcturn home from work at four
thirty.

“ Neither—didn’t 1 tell you 1 was going
to be an actress?  Well, we fell into real
luck. Joc¢ got us an engacement right off,
and ma—my end of the salary is sixty-two
fifty a week.”

Mrs. Smith's head rang with the sum.
When one has always lived in a small {lat
in a congested section of the city, sixty-two
dollars and ity cents a week is the key to
more than ordinary happiness.

‘¢ Say—you’re being honest, aren’t you?"

* Sure.”

b2l
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‘““And they pay money like that to
actresses?”

“ Yep—and ‘ The Gay Whirl ’ is one of
the classiest shows on the hurlesque circuit.”

“ Burlesque?”  Mrs.  Smith  shrieked.
“ Say—you don’t mean to say that you—"
and then she thought of the sixty-two fifty
a week and stopped.

Such was the beginning of the dance-
team of “ The Le Vays,” that being the
stage pseudonym coined by the ingenuous
Joe Levy.

Joe Levy was a typical second-generation
Jew. His parents had been refugees from
some depressing town in Russia, but he had
gone to grammar school, sold papers after
the hours of education, graduated, and
started his work of helping to support the
family. Joe had never been a Dbusiness
success, although he was not lacking in am-
bition. He found it impossible to be in-
terested in work; it meant for him only
money for his mother and the theater. Joe
went {o the theater for more than recrea-
tion—it was a study.

Mrs. Smith had called Joe a * good boy.”
He was certainly that. Tall, with a shock
of dark hair, his kindly eyes were his best
feature. Both Jew and Gentile of his
neighborhood had a kind word for Joe Levy.

Then came the dancing craze that swept
the country. For the first time Joe had
stepped from a humble position ameng his
friends to one of envy. He was a perfect
dancer, and he eventually found Laura
Smith his best partner. She and Joe Levy
would dance with a grace that made others
stop dancing to watch them. One day Joe
summoned the courage to ask the girl if she
would be willing to go on the stage. She
was more than willing—she was anxious.
Joe started to work at once.

That scason every musical production
had its team of “ socicty dancers,” and
Joe Levy, with true racial assurance, had
marched the round of the theatrical pro-
ducers asking for a chance to demonstrate
their ability. At one office, that of Austin
Gilder, he applied at a critical moment, and,
being the first on the scene, had the luck to
win a hearing. After they had danced once
the contract was offered them. It was not
large, but it was enviable for beginners.



THE WOMAN

The dancing Le Vays wire a success.

When their first scason ended they each had’

more money than they Lad cver helieved
possible for them to acquire: -and Joe Levy
had a contract for the following season.
“The Gay Whirl " was an annual instito-
tion.

There was no idleness for cither of them
that summer. Joe was a hard taskmaster
—and he had decided that they must really
learn to sing and to dance. The socicty
dancing was losing its novelty—so they
hired a * professor 7 and started to learn
acrobatic steps.

IFrom that timc on the Le Vays were
probably the most popular song-and-dance
people on the burlesque circuit.  Many
managers cast longing eyes in their direc-
tion and made tempting offers, hut Joe was
wise beyond his ycars of experience. “ The
Gay Whirl 7 was the best burlesque show
in the business. Austin Gilder, the come-
dian, was a college man; he wrate the pro-
ductions, he could always bring his laughs,
he made moncy, and invested it each year
in costly productions that made him more
money. Joe Levy knew that the future of
the Le Vays was sale with “ The Gay
Whirl.”

“ There ain’t nothing better than a sure
thing,” was the way Joe expressed it to one
manager, and, finding that he was satisfied
with the phrase, continued to use it.

And in everything Laura le Vay—she
had almost forgotten the Smith of other
days—echoed the words of her partner. It
was always a wonder to those who worked
with them that TLaura and Joe had never
married. Joe was frankly adoring—and his
love seemed sincere.

There was a cleanness about their affec-
tion for onc another that was delightful.
No breath of scandal ever came near the
girl.  She had no male friends save Joe,
unless one counted Austin Gilder, who was
a friend to every one, and Joe scemed as a
guard before her—as if to shut out any
taint that might find its way into the garden
of her life.

That she cared for him seemed evident.
That she valued his word higher than the
word of any other man on earth was posi-
tive. She had called him her partner. He

WHO STOPPED

THT. WAR. 169

was morc; he was the being who seemed
to control her every action—her thought,
her words, what she wore, her failure, suc-
cess, the wnermost detail of hor life.

And yet they never married. No one
knew why.

The scasons went swiftly on—with the
Le Vays growing in fame and fatness of
pockethook—and then one day as they
went (o the theater Joe read that the Presi-
dent of the United States had declared war
on Germany.

“ Good thing,” he had commented.
hate them Heinies.”

“It's a good thing,” Laura told the wo-
men of the company. I‘or she was Joe's
ccho.

Only a few weeks later, however, she was
to listen dry-eyed, but with {luttering heart,
to the plans for the first draft, and Joe was
only twenty-nine. Even then they did not
marry, a fact which won them the deep
respect of their fellow workers, Slacker was
becoming a common word.

Joe Levy was one of the first men called
in the selective draft of September, 1917.
The current edition of “ The Gay Whirl ”
had opened its season in Ihiladelphia, but
Joe was not there. Instead, he had marched
with a flag on his shoulder to the Pennsyl-
vania Railroad Terminal—and so to Camp
Upton. The next Sunday, Laura went to
see him—and after that the show went
West. She was singing and dancing alone
—and was frankly lonesome.

The winter passed with leaden feet.
Laura Le Vay played her part, traveled,
wrote her daily letter to Joe — sent him
candy, cigarettes, and learned to knit. She
was living through hours of dull, ever-pres-
ent heartache.

The strange part to Laura was that she
lived at all. Lifc was an empty thing—yet
she went on, and people laughed at her
songs and applauded her dancing. She
lived the daily life that Joe had taught her
—and yet he was not there to make it com-
plete. There had heen a f{riendly, devoted,
affection between them before—now into
the girl’s heart crept longing—love—hoth
awakened by the miles of shining steel track
that Jay Detween her and Private Joe Levy.

Then, suddenly, Joe's letters stopped.

(l.I
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Laura knew the answer. Fven as
danced and sang, she couid picture the itie
of khaki-clad men as they boartded ihe
transport, which would go sncakivi: out
through the mists of the lTower Layv--and
s0, huddied in the arms of a convoy, to
France.

Two weeks later she got his card - Ar-
rived safely,” and nearly a month after that
his first long letter.

By that time the scason was hinished, and
Laura was * resting.”  She had a contract
for the next year, she could well afford to
rest, hut alter a [ew days the emptiness of
the city hurt, Some one told her ahout the
soldiers’ and sailors’ canteens — and she
found her services much appreciated. Qc-
casionally shie sang for the hoys in the
camps near New York—or in the hospitals.
Her whole life, however, lay in Joc's wel-
come letters.

They were strange epistles.  Joe had heen
such a material fcllow before the war: now
he 1alked about his soul, and richt and
wrong. He developed the gift of letter-
writing, of heing able to suggest with quick,
ungrammatical sentences the scenes about
him. I'rench villages leaped into life and
color—and the men and women he met he-
side the road.

“ Gee, you ought to had been with me
Sunday,” hie wrote in one passage that she
would never forget. ** T was kind of Dblue,
and thinking of how the season would be
opening in New York—and me not there.
T walked out in the country, and come to a
small house with the roof knocked off of
one corner. There was a bunch of bushes
all in flower hefore thie place, and a woman
standing there by the doer. She sort of
smiled at me—not the kind of a smile that
the dames round Times Square give you: -
but a kind of * Thank vou, bov!™ smile.
You know —like an old lady gives yvou when
you let her have your seat. 1 stoppe:] short
and give her a few words of my Prench.
She laughed and answered me in English.
She used to be a nursemaid in New York
and knew our languace hefore she got
married.  And then, right away. he went
to war.

“ Her fcllow's been in for four years and
only wounded once, she tells me, and soon

she

o
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it will all be over. God is good, and He
ain't going to let wrong triumph much
longer. ‘That’s why He sent the Americans.

“Ain't that some idea?  And she’s dead
rieht, too.”

Laura guessed that Joe must be right,
hut she could not help but wonder. God
had never meant anything in her lile—but
if Joe thought He was good -Joe was al-
ways right.

Another letter from Joe added to her be-
wildered state of mind. e had heen hurt
by the premature explosion of a hand-
grcnade that one of the other boys was
throwing. His wound was not serious, yet
he was in a hospital in a camp back of the
firing-line.

“1t’s a great place here,” he wrote, * and
what makes it great is the old Salvation
Army. Say—remember how we had a
chorus ¢ressed like Salvation Army lassies
two seasons ago, and how they used to all
<uy one another when they was dressed that
way about how good they was getting.
I'unny, ain’t it, how it takes a war cr some-
thing to wake a fellow up. Now the old
S. A. ain’t never meant nothing to me but
a crowd of nuts standing on a torner and
giving a bum imitation of playing a band.
We used to laugh at them, and if some kid
got fresh and tried to bust up the meeting,
we thought it a rcgular joke.

* Never no mere, Laura—they can have
my cash any time. You ought to sce them
S. A. girls round here, singing and playing
for the icllows — working like men - with
never a complaint. T seen one of the girls
writing on the hack of some pictures she
was going to put in a letter. 1 asked her
if they was her pictures that she was send-
ing to her fellow, Nothing doing—but
whenever she has an afternoon off that
dame waiks (wo miles to where there was
a hattle not so very long ago, and she
spends her time  taking pictures of the
eraves of the American Dhovs what was
liled.

1 seen them graves, sovt of sad-look-
ing places, hut for the pictures she'd covered
them over with all kinds of flowers, and she
was sending them pictures home to the
mothers of the fellows. Can vou heat that
for heing a regular woman? ‘It ’11 make
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her feel better to know that seme one cares
for her boy's grave,’ she tells me.

“And the way they treat all the fellows
alike. Me-—a Jew---and it don’t make no
more difference.  They said that they was
going to have a meeting last Sunday after-
noon, and e¢verybody was welcome that
cared to come. [ never thought they meant
me— but one of the girls says: * Some one
told me you used to be on the stage. Were
you a singer, we'd like to have you sit up
front and help with the singing. if you'd
care to.” And me a2 Jew. Ain't that some
regular way to treat a guy?”

Laura thought it was.

The 1919 edition of “ The Gay Whirl
started its scason by a week of one-night
stands- and then swung onto the regular
circuit. The route for the year led up
through New Lingland and then West. New
England was rather a depressing place to
play, for the 76th Division, composed of
fellows trom the six States, had been in
heavy action, and everywhere gold stars
rivaled the blue of the service stars.

Laura Le Vay found it hard to be cheer-
ful, even when she was on the stage.

“Say- I'll be glad to swing West,” she
confidedd to Austin Gilder as they left the
theater after a Saturday matinée. * Did
you notice how none of your jokes in the
first act got over?”

“ New England boys have seen hard
service,” Gilder said sagely, “ and when one
loses something that is very dear—it’s hard
to laugh. You ought to know that.”

“Me? Yes—I'm wise to how it feels.
You know, Joc always wanted to marry me
—bhut [ didn’t really love him before. We
was good Dbusiness partners, and 1 thought
a lot of Joe—but I was afraid that mar-
riage would break us up.”

“Oh —-that’s why you never married,
isit?”

“ Yep—and now—it wouldn’t be half so
bad if we were married. At least I'd know
that he was all mine, dead or alive, he was
all mine.”

“ Dead or alive—all mine,” the man re-
peated her words. ** That must be what
makes the women one sces so truly brave.
That thought-—and hope and prayer.”

The girl looked at him quickly.
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Do you believe there is anything in
that praver business?” she asked quickly—
and then beiore he could answer: * Joc
writes me that he'’s stuck on the way the
Salvation Mrmy has treated him, Te soys
they're regular people-—and they Delieve in
prayer. What do you think?”

Gilder did not answer at once.

* [ used not to believe—but [ think I do
now,” he said simply.

When Laura had finished her dinner that
evening she saw that there was over a half-
hour before she need report to the theater.
She put on her hat and coat and started for
a short walk. She had not gone more than
half a dozen blocks when she hcard singing
and the boom of a drum.

* They say that the Salvation Army is
doing good work in I‘rance,” a man said
as he passed her—and, remembering Joe’s
letter, she elbowed her way through the
little crowd until she was near enough to
hear and see the little band of devoted
worshipers.

The singing stopped, and a buirly man
offered an extemporaneous prayer. Laura
did not understand it, and she was about
to move on when the prayer ended and a
girl with a high-pitched voice started to
sing. Then a man stepped forward with an
open book and began to read.

There was something haunting in the
man’s voice that carried her rapt attention.
She did not know it, but he was reading
the fourteenth chapter of St. John—and
when he had finished he closed the book and
started to speak. His words were simple,
and one of his small audience stood in be-
wildered enrapturement as he told them
that if they would only ask, and believe
that their prayers would be answered, that
their petitions would be granted. As he
was speaking, a girl, the one with the so-
prano voice, came around with a tambourine
soliciting funds.

“ Say—Ilisten,” she stopped the girl as
she put a bill on the tambourine. “ What
he said just now—about asking for things,
and if you believed they’d come truc?”

*Yes, that’s God’s word!” the girl
smiled.

“And—and 1 could get anything I
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wanted? 1 could—1 could even stop the
war and get Joe back?™

= (God tells us that by laith we can move
. mountain.  You can de anything if vou
will believe in Ged.”

The man was finishing his address by
Siviting all those who wishied 1o come into
the near-by hall for the regular mecting.
rhe girl with the tambourine moved to go.

* Anything?” Laura started (o ask, but
stopped.  Suddenly she remembered that
she was an actress and had a night-perform-
ance to play. When the girl with the tam-
Lourine went back to inviie her to the regu-
jiar meeting she was gonc.

There was something Lorn in the dancing
airl’s brain that night that was not to go
iichtly out of her life—something that grew
with each moment of thought—a heautiful
:omcthing that a poet might call the birth
of a soul. For several days she thought of
it all. Her keen memory brought hack the
words of the man and the girl--and as if
0 substantiate them there was Joe’s letter.
le had said that these Salvation Ammy
people were the real thing-—and yet they
told her that if she would only pray and
nelieve that she could stop the war. It
seemed like what Joe had always termed
“bunk "-—and yet!

Finally she spoke to Austin Gilder on
the subject.

“ 1 think it’s true,” he told her heartily.
T think that if one would only truly be-
iteve-—anything wight happen.”

That nigkt when he returned to the thea-
ter he carried a 13:Dle, and he had marked
the chapter thai Lieura had heard.  While
ihe orchestra jazzed the overture they read
‘t torether, andd Lie gave the Bibie to the
sirl Lo Leep.

©Thanks,™ she said simply. * And you
anow - Air. Gilder, I've just made up my
siind Ty going to stop this war.”

“ 1 hooe g0, Gilder said earnestly.

*leve unt 1o stop it. Do you think 1 can
o oon without my Joe? lle's mine—I'm
coing to marry him.  And the rest of the
somen ~1 got to step it for them.” She
walked to the door.  Tlow lone do you
‘hink it ought to take? Do vou suppose
:hat T could do it in a month or six
weeks?”

ARGOSY.

Gilder did not answer. Irom the stage
they could hear the singing of the opening
chorus.

That was in Scptember.  In the north of
I'rance men weie fighting and dving as they
pushed the Hun line steadilv back. The
optimistic said that the war might he over
hefore Christmas, if Germany  collapsed.
Others thought that spring would surely
bring viciory.

Laura l.e Vay, however, thought differ-
ently, and there were many about her who
found it in their hearts to feel as she. The
¢irl’s faith was as a radiating light.

Laura T.e Vay seemed to change phys-
ically and mentally during those September
days: there was a softness about Ler eyes
and mouth — a gentieness abhout her man-
ner.
When the influenza closed all of the
theaters, no one in the company was sur-
prised to know that she was spending her
days in the Red (ross emergency work-
room.

* Queer—-ain’t it?"” one of the women of
the company remarked the night of the re-
opening. ** But Laura Le Vay seems a dif-
ferent woman.” :

The man she addressed nodded thought-
fully.

“ Yes,” he agreed finally —* and the odd
part of it is that she’s got me feeling dif-
ferently. Why, you know 1 got to thinking
about Laura and her praying to end the war
—-and one day I went to church.”

* You never—" the woman said quickly.

“1 did, too; and since then, every once
in a while, 1 kind of fec! myself helieving
that this thing is going to end soon.”

The woman laughed.

The man shrugged his shoulders.
not a matter for arcument.

No matter what they thought, however,
the whole company <tood by and waited
anxiously. Would the war end soon? Was
there such a thing as really helicving in
prayer? Was Laura just a little crazy?
Though they arguad among themselves and
among the members of other troupes that
they met in their travels, none of them
ridiculed, or argued, with Laura Le Vay.

I<ach day, crashing out of the air, came
the wireless news of victory. The Belgian

It was
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coast was free. Allenby was victorious in
Palestine, the Italians were defeating the
Austrians on the ’iave. The world gasped
when Bulgaria was counted out of the bat-
tle, and pAustria followed. ‘ In the spring
will come the end,” they said, hut in less
than a week the world went wild with the
false news of peace. Iour days later the
world went hilariously, happily, mad again
—only this time it was true.

The members of “ The Gay Whirl ™ com-
pany celehrated with the rest—but in their
hearts was awe.

“ Do you think that Laura stopped the
war?" one of the women asked Gilder.

e shrugged his shoulders, but he did
not answcer.

The woman saw that a solt, kindly light
had come into his eyes.

“ Well, what does Laura think?” she per-
sisted. “ I tried to talk with her, but she
was so darn happy 1 couldn’t tell if she was
stuck on herself or not.”

“ Laura will never be stuck on herself,”
Gilder said quickly. “ And all that she
thinks is that Joe will be hack soon and
that they will get married. Also, she thinks
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that Joe was right about the Salvation
Army. As for what clse she thinks—why.
I don’t know.”

When Gilder stopped the three men sat
in silence. A smiled played around the lips
of Kingsley, the professor of history; but
Burnham, the banker, was lost in stolid
thought.

“It's a nice little story,” Kingsley said
suddenly.  “ Just shows how things work
out. 1'm only surprised that the girl does
not think that she is a great {aith-healer, or
the founder of a new religion.”

‘* No-~she only wants Joc Levy.”

* Say-—Ilook here,” Burnham said sud-
denly. “ Do you believe that that girl
stopped the war by her praying?”

“ I don’t know,” Gilder said quietly. “I
only know that the war is over, that it
stopped as abruptly as it began—and I've
read my Bible. Who dares to say that her
faith did not stop the war—who knows that
it didn’t stop the war?”

Burnham shook his head. Even Kings-
ley was suddenly sobered. After all—who
could say?

PRl

MY DESERT GARDEN

OBODY knows of my desert garden—

This is one spot that is all my own;
Never a hoof-print the sand shall harden,
Crush onc blossom, disturb one stone.

Long cre the sun o’cr the desert’s rim rose,
Here 1 found it, one rosc-red morn;

Kissed the dew on the desert primrose,
Pricked my check on a guarding thorn.

Flame of cactus, and yuccas creamy,
Golden cup of the prickly pear,

Agave Dlossoms in clusters dreamy,
Wove their witchery round me there.

Yea, 1 have walked by your lilied waters;
Yea, [ have marveled your daisied sod;
But these are the desert’s dearest daughters,
Twilight-Oung from the hands of God!

Rimmed round with rocks that the ages harden;

Girdled, guarded, by thorn and stone:

Nobody knows of my desert garden—
Here I may revel in dreams alone.

Lydia M. D. O'Neil.
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T now appears that Eagland held the secret of a device {or annihilation that the
Anglo-Saxon mind decided was too terrille cven for war, hence it was not em-
ployed in the great conflict recently ended.  The scheme involved the concentra-

tion of the sun’s rays on enormous burning-giasses which, directed on the enemy at
more than a mile distant, would shrivel up everything in their path.

These .burning glasses, it seems, were the elaboration of a contrivance employed
in ancient times by Aichimedes; and had the Germans stumbled on the idea, one may
rcadily imagine the swiltness with which they would have utilized it.  But, after all,
the havoc wrought would have heen considerably minimized by the infrequency with
which the thing could have heen hitched up to old Sol. Recalling what the dough-
boys told us, it rained practically cvery day in France during the war.

. 2 ]

It was hut a step. little more than a handbreadth, spanning the sheer, sickening
plunge into unthinkable depths, and yet, suddenly, strangely, he shrank from it
in a swilt, unreasoring panic---he, the strong man--the apotheosis of daring, the hard-

bitten and tremendously vital god ol the girders, seized suddenly, made weak and impo-

tent by—-what?
“CROSSES OF STEEL”
BY REX PARSON

Author of * Easy Garvin,” “ Southwest of the Law,”

efc.

begins as a five-part serial in Tt Arcosvy for September 13, and this is hutl one of the

situations, tense and gripping, which are a part of this splendid drama of steel and iron

——and, yes—of softness and heauty.  And beginning with the picture of the ¢ abysmal

brute,” crucified upon the dizzy eminence ol the girder, even as he had heen transfixed

by a leve unworthy, the story moves ta a conclusion which for sheer, gripping drama

has seiddom heen surpassed.
2 &

You would wcarcely imagine that consuliing a reference voiume in the New York
Public Library an Filth Avenue weuld precipiiate a series of adventures not in-
accuratciv described by the term blood curdling.  Yet that is preciscly what happened
to Bricce Tarton, of whom vou will read in

“THE YELLCOW EMERALD”
BY FRANCIS JAMES

Author of “DPrey,” “Cold Sunburn,” cle.

This is our complete novelette for next week, a splenaid specimen of the type
that, starting off in quict waters, speedily {lings its hero into a splurging torrent of
174
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events that threatens his very life. And none of it would have happened had not a
vagrant breeze blowing in at the library window ehanced to snatch up the slip of paper
containing the name of the book T'arfon was meaning to consult, and wafted it straight
into the hands of a pretty girl he had already noticed more than once, and longed to
get acquainted with.  Imagine, however, what Tarter thought when, after glancing
at the name on the «lip, she warned him gravely that he must not think of ordering
that book. " " o

Next week will give you the final story in that remarkable series, * A ROMANCE
IN Renemerion,” by William Dudiey Pelley. “ THE MAN FROM CHAOS ” it is
called, and takes one right into the heart of the opcerations of the Bolsheviki in their
native Siberia. Jim Herring is indeed in dire straits, and what befalls him and the
faithful Joe will not only prove absorbing while you are reading it, but will likely
stay by you in memory for days alterward. In * PETE'S POLTTE—PERHAPS,)”
Charles Wesley Sanders’s tale of road-building in Ohio not only provides rather a nove!
hackground for fiction, hut sets forth a combination of love-making and fisticuffs which
seldom meet under the same head-line.  “ BLACKSTONE SHINGLES,” by FEdward
Walton, is another feature of the next Arcosy you can’t afford to miss, telling you
what happened to the voung law student who took for a motto, “ Lean until you can

stand.” "

REACHING A POSITIVE
DECISION

Dawson, Pcnnsylvania.
Enclosed is my subscription. I have positively
decided that Tue Arcosy is a need to me. I
cerlainly scem lost without it. My subscription is
late, but better late than never. ThE Arcosy
certainly has some At storics.  Loring Brent,
Captain Dingle, Seltzer, and so many too numer-
ous to mention, put oul some mighty fine storivs.
Of course, the novelettes are liked hest, and some
stories are liked better than others.  Anyway,
your magazine puts out such fine material, and
such a varicty, that 1 have no kick coming. So

1 close with a boost for the good old Arcosy.
FraNK McGirL..

NOT KEEN FOR SEA STORIES

Panhandle, Texas.

I write you this to tell you how well 1 like
the weekly Arcosy. L especially like Western or
ranch stories, such as * Forbidden Trails,” * The
Duke of Chimney Butte,” and “ Beau Rand.” 1
alsn like Samuel G. Camp's storics.  Please don't
cul them out. I don't care il there is a * now ™
every other word. 1 did not like * Green Spicders
extra well, but read it. I do not care for any
stotics of the sea very much. * Alone in Boston ™
is rood; also “ Playing (he System ™ starts line.
I hope to be able always to read Tnr Arcosy.
I did not care for ** Texas Fever ™ very much, or

“Bully Bess™ or “Sword and Anvil” or
“ Fathoms Deep.” Hoping to see this in the Log-
Book,

Mrs. Mak PENDERGRASS.

TRIED AND FOUND WANTING

Niles, Ohio.
L have just finished reading the June 14 Arcosy
from cover to cover, skipping only one serial, and
as I came (o Lthe Loz-Book and saw no lcticrs from

"me THe Arcosy for June 14.

5 ]

castern Ohio, I thought I'd let you know that
castern Buckeyes like good reading as well as
any onc. I have been a steady reader of T
Arcosy for the last five years. 1 have tried
several other magazines, but none can give mc
such pleasure as dear old Arcosy. 1 believe,
of all the authors, 1 think Charles Alden Seltzer
is my favorite; of course, I like the others, too;
but I think it scerns as though Mr. Scitzer is my
idea of what an author oughl to be. And I also
agree with Edwin 1. Miller, of Jamestown, New
York, that more space ought to e given Lo poems.
Please put in good, clean love storics, too.
OLIvE WILITSTONE.

PREFERS THE PRAIRIE TO THE
STAGE

New York City.

I am only a recent convert to your splendid
magazine, but I feel as though I must tell you
how much I like it. And please don’t stop those
serial stories, especially such ones as * Riddle
Gawne” and “Beau Rand.” I love them. I
spend quite a bit of my lifc on a homestead in
Colorado, and down among the copper mines in
Arizona. At present 'm just 2 mere chorus-girl
in New York, but no one knows how lonesome
I am for God’s country and the good old prairie.
I'd like to read a rcal true-to-life chorus-girl
story. Is it impossible? Il I don’t find a real onc
soon, I'll be tempted to write one mysclf. And.,
oh, boy! I've sure collected ecnough material. T'd
like to see this printed, so go ahead.

ANTOINETTE RAYMONDE.

TWICE A WEEK NOT TOO OFTEN

Vienna, Maryland.
Enclosed find ten cents, for which please send
T am anxious to
finish “ Blue Flames.” It's some story, helieve
me. My favorite authors are: Loring Brent,
Ethel and James Dorrance, George W. Ogden,
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YPatharine Epgleston. and Charles Alden Seltzer.

“The Duke of Chimney Butte ™ was i gocd ene:
“Bully Bess ™ pronn o he omd one also:
Sword and Anvil ™ fene. Alza the
hort glnrh 2oare dana iled Sage Hone v
The 3 VollU U Wateh  ihe  Yankee,”
The Strain,” and Doy Vesiemn

orics are my Lavorites. T Arcosy is e hest
et. W, L. Pond will have to take a «ominionthly
waazine, <o then e will be abhie to read slow
wuaeh, mavbe; they cannot come fast cnough
r me. I they cane twice i weds T be sadis-
ed: but as they come now 1 om catinled, dere
longe Efe to Tk Arcosy and the piembers of
L& ostall

J. YAy

JRENT WAS A WIRELESS
OPERATOR ON THE PACIFIC
Maupin. Orcgon.
I think Tur Arcosy the hogl ing gazine on the

LASSETT.

saarkei, and, to my notion, the i |
qas o reader of the Railread 2an's zine,
.ad T was reading the serial l.o Darcs?™ and

<hen it changed in cemhination \..|l|1 T
i hought three of the first Arcosvs to
~tory. Then T kept buyving thema rig!
The Dbest story 1 cver read in arat
“Clash of Identitics,” hy Keeler. It
“ave heen twice as long, though. & V.ooowas
*oring Brenl ever a sailor? Me seems to know a
Iat aboul an occan steamer.  The story. * The
“hip that Crumbled.” by him. makes me think
vhat he was a sadlor. Well, wishing 1w Arcosy
the best of luck, Ry Cor.

P. S.—T don't sce what wnyvhodiy wants to con-
ceal his mame for. If vou publish lh'~ use my
;all name il you like.

IFRED JACKSON NOW
PLAYS GNLY

lrontan, (ihio,
Trir Avcesy for o preat

WRITING

I have heein a reader of

Vhile, though not a subseriher, and have always
cajoyed veur maguzine. 1 have o staidag (lrv"(‘l'
for it at the local heok-store, ro 1 e

But it is only recently that | beea

s mials,  For several vears 1 made it
o read a serinl i oany nu
method of saving v the v

vhele story, but 1 lost the st dmenis
of v Square Deal Sanderson,” so i the
ey and Taid ofl entirely vrddd bojust hap-
sened (o read the st part of @ Bean Raned ™ hy
saistake, thinking it v o chort ctory. After that

then lh( aight 1 would try
Now T hove the
Iu ut Tved Jockeon?
nol give us 2 story

v had to read on, and
The Maoting of the
rial habit for sure.
bnow he dsn’t deadd.

srom him?

10 \\"h_\

Faeck Sanen

FRANK OFINIONS WELC
Mew Yoik Cily.

vou'll mind, Mr, Ba il T urole
shis Jetter in penal, and perhaps sc al your
" or-Dook devotees may be abie to tnd a pey-
Solozmical repzon for my heing nrore ot heme vvith
“aper and peacil than penoand vk Tt e a
sact that, when using a pen. my words hecome
ciilted, and my w ritten opinions. samehow, don't

T wonder if »

ARGOSY.

But what really
me sit down and write to-day was what I
the  altepeiher nnaeserved  criticism
to l:e Liaped upon Mr. Ilarris, of

carrespond with my thoushts.
mrde
concidered
lh'tl ey

. Gus McColloch, if a person

ar less (and 1n this case
moie) of a fo tarie i reading matter,
and fas i this saind is pecfectly frank in
procuining his Lles asd a.slikes, then that person
should * publish @ masazine of Lin own.” Not

statement  oxeeedingly  bigoted in
hut also exe sedingly unfair to the

1 woukl Jove to know whether
Mrs, ) ’Ic( ofloch think- the Loy Book is only for
the lm sting of avthors and slories. T, persorally,
hope the p_'(nl]u‘ un from Pasadena continues his
criticisms, adverre and otlierwise, if only for the
sake of hraring an honest-to-goodiness opinion.

‘There's just ane more * knocker of knockers™
I'd like to draw attention to—namely, “ Mobile,
alias the Parrot,” of Elmira, New York, Who-
cver gave him his alias must certainly have been
a most astute ohacrver of human nature.  This
gzentleman cn:-uzlll;,- \:i:s;crvcs that * his aim is to
avoid vegiztering a knock inst 111.110'5,‘ and
farther on he virtually conts ul ¢ts himw!f in say-
ing that the “editor is paid to krow \\'h.".l the
public wants"™  Will *“ Alizs the Parrot © kindly
explain how he expeels the editor to Lnow what
the public wants if rot through the said pablic’s
stated opinions?

Just as a hil ef aside—dont you think it
souncls rather foolish 1o address endearing terms
1o the editor? 1 don't know how the cditor feels
about it, but 1 «till have too much of my school-
airl's awe of the biz man to address him as
“Here's to the dear ed.”

Do vou know, Mr. Editor. T was =o worked up
over to-day’s Loz-Dook that T haven't as yet told
vou how much I enjoy Tre Axcosy. 1l've just
finished readinz * Prey.” and I'm still tingling
and shuddering.  Isn’t it queer (hat one can feel
hoth f{ascination and horror at the sanic time?
Good Lord! 1Us about time 1 finished, isn’t it?
at just one werd more. Don’t for a moment
think that hecause T have defended the * knock-
ers " that T'm a kicker, Decause 1t's just because
T realize that I'm not a very discrinanating reader

aaly st
peint of vie
satl Mr. Harns,

that 1 like to see other people catalogue their
reading matter in ¢ither good, had, or medium
psiles, GrurTrUpE 1. (GOTTCSFELD.

LOG-BOOK JOTTINGS

1. M. Byren, Sierra Madre, California, requests
permissien to hutl in apain to ask if C. P
Broom and Mrs. E. R. Buck will mentally shake
hands with another Southerner, and aceept thanks
for ca ahly (\pw\\m" what he wanted to say,
but didn’t quite know how.” Gladys Grossett,
Diiworth, Okithoma, deest't like war slories, not
the silly, mushy ones: hut cnjoys Western tales,
and the nice, clean, wholesome ones (hat are not®
too sad.  Burl Thomas, Prospect, Ohio, can get 8
copy of the January 18, 1019, Arcosy by sending
ten cenis to this onice. I should be glad to print
the letter from . N. Welles, Dinsmore, Florida,
i I hade’t elosed 1he discussion of the topic, as
per notice in Log of August 16. Glad to hen.l'j
that he fikes * Thumbs Down™ and “Beau Rand”{
Scott Dornham, Midwayv, Arkansas, begs that noi
niore magazines be sent 1o him or his mother, _ 4




	000-argosy_19190906
	Arg190906p000-toc
	Arg190906p001
	Arg190906p002
	Arg190906p003
	Arg190906p004
	Arg190906p005
	Arg190906p006
	Arg190906p007
	Arg190906p008
	Arg190906p009
	Arg190906p010
	Arg190906p011
	Arg190906p012
	Arg190906p013
	Arg190906p014
	Arg190906p015
	Arg190906p016
	Arg190906p017
	Arg190906p018
	Arg190906p019
	Arg190906p020
	Arg190906p021
	Arg190906p022
	Arg190906p023
	Arg190906p024
	Arg190906p025
	Arg190906p026
	Arg190906p027
	Arg190906p028
	Arg190906p029
	Arg190906p030
	Arg190906p031
	Arg190906p032
	Arg190906p033
	Arg190906p034
	Arg190906p035
	Arg190906p036
	Arg190906p037
	Arg190906p038
	Arg190906p039
	Arg190906p040
	Arg190906p041
	Arg190906p042
	Arg190906p043
	Arg190906p044
	Arg190906p045
	Arg190906p046
	Arg190906p047
	Arg190906p048
	Arg190906p049
	Arg190906p050
	Arg190906p051
	Arg190906p052
	Arg190906p053
	Arg190906p054
	Arg190906p055
	Arg190906p056
	Arg190906p057
	Arg190906p058
	Arg190906p059
	Arg190906p060
	Arg190906p061
	Arg190906p062
	Arg190906p063
	Arg190906p064
	Arg190906p065
	Arg190906p066
	Arg190906p067
	Arg190906p068
	Arg190906p069
	Arg190906p070
	Arg190906p071
	Arg190906p072
	Arg190906p073
	Arg190906p074
	Arg190906p075
	Arg190906p076
	Arg190906p077
	Arg190906p078
	Arg190906p079
	Arg190906p080
	Arg190906p081
	Arg190906p082
	Arg190906p083
	Arg190906p084
	Arg190906p085
	Arg190906p086
	Arg190906p087
	Arg190906p088
	Arg190906p089
	Arg190906p090
	Arg190906p091
	Arg190906p092
	Arg190906p093
	Arg190906p094
	Arg190906p095
	Arg190906p096
	Arg190906p097
	Arg190906p098
	Arg190906p099
	Arg190906p100
	Arg190906p101
	Arg190906p102
	Arg190906p103
	Arg190906p104
	Arg190906p105
	Arg190906p106
	Arg190906p107
	Arg190906p108
	Arg190906p109
	Arg190906p110
	Arg190906p111
	Arg190906p112
	Arg190906p113
	Arg190906p114
	Arg190906p115
	Arg190906p116
	Arg190906p117
	Arg190906p118
	Arg190906p119
	Arg190906p120
	Arg190906p121
	Arg190906p122
	Arg190906p123
	Arg190906p124
	Arg190906p125
	Arg190906p126
	Arg190906p127
	Arg190906p128
	Arg190906p129
	Arg190906p130
	Arg190906p131
	Arg190906p132
	Arg190906p133
	Arg190906p134
	Arg190906p135
	Arg190906p136
	Arg190906p137
	Arg190906p138
	Arg190906p139
	Arg190906p140
	Arg190906p141
	Arg190906p142
	Arg190906p143
	Arg190906p144
	Arg190906p145
	Arg190906p146
	Arg190906p147
	Arg190906p148
	Arg190906p149
	Arg190906p150
	Arg190906p151
	Arg190906p152
	Arg190906p153
	Arg190906p154
	Arg190906p155
	Arg190906p156
	Arg190906p157
	Arg190906p158
	Arg190906p159
	Arg190906p160
	Arg190906p161
	Arg190906p162
	Arg190906p163
	Arg190906p164
	Arg190906p165
	Arg190906p166
	Arg190906p167
	Arg190906p168
	Arg190906p169
	Arg190906p170
	Arg190906p171
	Arg190906p172
	Arg190906p173
	Arg190906p174
	Arg190906p175
	Arg190906p176

