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$6500 A WEEK AND YOUR SUIT FREE—f you
take advantage of our startling offer. Write us at once.

and we 1 send you a full line of samples and everything
necessary to start at once. absolutely free. postage prepaid.
Spencer Mead Company, Dept. 1195. Chicago.

" Extraordinary Onnortunity is oﬂered ‘ambitious men to become
distributors for new product now being marketed. No competi-
tion; demand everywhere. Exclusive sales rights given. Complete
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seller. coat Co., 1607 North S(.. Dayton, Ohio.

US? We will establish you in bul!nm manufacture
demand everywhere, retailing  $1.50,  under your
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of our customers marde $1000 one nmnm Write for prouf
Scientific Lab., 17 Court Street, Brooklyn. N. Y.
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Landnekan. Good hnd npmrlu.nltks In Ant and knll\nska
Countles, Michigan., Big vields of grains, fruit, ck. No swamps
or stones. $15 to $35 per acre. Easy terms. 10 to 1GU acre tracts.
Railroad, markets, schools, churches. Good fishing, hupting; fine
climate. We help settlers. Largest company; 20 Y
\)’tllu for free booklet. Be independent. Swigasty
Y1245 First ] National Bank Building, Chicago,
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30x3 non-skid $11.75.
Guaranteed 6.000 miles
Big commissions paid weekly.
Auto Tire Clearing House,

SELL TIRES DIRECT to car owner.
'ubes $£2.25; other sizes in proportion.
on liberal adjustment basis.
Experience or capital unnecessary.
1531 West 15th, Chicago.
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WE START YOU lN BUSINESS 1umlslunx everything. -
Men and women, $30.00 to $100.00 weekly operating our ‘‘New
System Speclalty Candy Factories’” anywhere. Opportunity life-
tlme booklev. rree nusdnle Co., I)uwer 03 East Ornnge. N. &

PATENT ATTORNEYS

PATENTS. If you have an invention write for our Guide
Book. ‘‘How To Get A Patent. Send model or sketch and
description, and we will give our opinion as to its patentable
nature, Randolph_& Co., 630 F. Washington, D. C.
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BEST RESULTS. Promptness assured. Send drawing or
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g[llccs,o £30.00. S8pecial price,

CIVIL ENGINEERING

Nine volumes, 3900 pages and
3000 illusigations, plates and
diagrams. ares for Civil
or Structural Engineer, Tran-
altmnan, Estimator, Designer
or Chief Draftsman. Regular
g;ﬁo $54.00. Bpecial price,

TELEPHONY AND TELEGRAPHY

Four volumes, 1728 pages
and 2000 illustrations, plates
and diagrams. Prepares for
Telephone Engineer, Wire
Chief, Exchange Manager,
Trouble Man or 'l‘elesranher.
Regular price, $24.00. Spe-
cial price, $16.80.

MECHANICAL AND ARCHI-

TECTURAL DRAWING

Four volumes, 1578 pages
and more than one thousand
illustrations. Prepares for
Architectural or Mechanical
Draftsman. Regular price,
24.00. Special price. only

ana ztuu lilustrations, plates
and diagrams. Prepares for
Electrical Engineer, Power
Plant Superintendent, Sub-
station_ Operator or Electri-
clan. Regular price, $48.00.
8pecial price, $29.80.

FIRE PREVENTION & INSURANCE

Four volumes, 1500 pages
and 600 illustrations, dia-
rams. forms, etc. Prepares
or Counterman, Rate Clerk,
Inspector or Agent. Regular

?:Ice. $24.00. Special price,
6.

AUTOMOBILE ENGINEERING

8ix volumes. 2400 pages and
2000 illustrations. Prepares
for Garage Foreman, Auto-
mobile Mechanic or Chauf-
feur. Invaluable to car own-
ers. Regular price, $36.00.

Al
Special price, $24.80.

MACHINE SHOP PRACTICE

8ix volumes. 2300 pages and
2500 illustrations. Prepares
for Machine Shop Superin-
tendent or Foreman, Foun-
dryman, Pattern Maker,
Tool Designer or Tool Maker.
Regular price, $36.00. Spe
cial price ”

Foul sviumes,  a1uL pagcs
and more than 1400 illus-
tratlons, etc. Prepares for

Sanitary Engineer, Heating
and Ventilating Engineer,
Magier Plumber or Plumber.
Regular price, $24.00. Spe-
cial price, $16.80.

STEAM - AND GAS ENGINEERING

Seven volumes, 3300 pages
and 2500 illustrations, plates,
diagrams, etc. Prepares for
Stationary, Marine or Loco-
motive Engineer or Fireman.
Regular price. $42.00. Spe-
ciul price, $24.80.
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Dept. X-16a, Chicago, U. S.

| Please send me set of.....
for 7 days' examination, ship

examine the books thoroughly and, if satisfied. will send
$2.80 within 7 davs and $2,00 each month. (Law
until T have paid the special price of $..............
1 decide not to keep the books, 1 will return them hy
express at your expense. Title not to pass to me until
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I the set is fully paid for.
I NAME...

l ADDRESS .
" REVERENCE. ......
-

bound pamphlets). Thirteen
volumes, 6000 pages and 24
illustratlons. Prepares for all
Bar Examinations. A won-
derful ald to business men.
Regular price, $78.00. Spe-
cial price, $49.80.

ACCOUNTANCY AND BUSI-

NESS MANAGEMENT

Seven volumes, 2700 pages
and 2000 illustrations, forms,
etc. Prepares for Certifled
Public _Accountant, Auditor,
OmMce Manager, Accountant,
Credit Man or Bookkeener.
Regular price, $42.00. Spe-
cial price, $29.80.
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John Bogd Clarke

‘Aufhor-of A Challenge te Romance,” * Broadname Whispers,” ste.

‘CHAPTER 1.
HARRY VALE IS PUZZLED.

ARRY VALE was about to slam his
locust -on the -curb in greeting to the
man on next post when he marked

a jumbled shadow beside a tree-box half-
way ‘through the bleck on Treverth Street.
There was somebedy standing close beside
the tree.

Fle was ‘due to walk through Trevorth
‘Street, anyway. It was lined on either side
with the residences of wealthy people.
Fresh from the rookie school, Vale had im-
pregsed upon his mind above most things
the importance of investigating the char-
acter of any lurker near such dwellings.

e allowed the stick to swing idly from
his hand instead of rapping it on the
granite, and started for that tree-box. A
‘cop ‘@ees not have to ‘wear snedkers to tread
<quietly. 'That was another 'thing he had
Yearned at school.

He glanced shrewdly frem side to side
at the brownstone and brick -dweltmgs. The
fronts of most-of thern ‘were dark,-or showed
‘but dim flummation through the fanlights

1 Arcosy

over the front doors. Almost epposite to
the tree-box where dre had spied the moving
figure, one house was brilliantly lighted.

He had moted this, as well as the motors
arriving and discharging their passengers,
on the first round of his tour. There werqg
no cars parked in the street mow; but the
party was at its height.

As Vale quietly .approached the spot in-
dicated, he heard the famt sewnd of iron
acraping on iron. He quickened his step,
glancing sharply at the dark front of the
Maywell house on his right. There was mo
hght visible there—nota- ghmmer even shin-
ing through the fanlight,

Golonel Hardy Maywell had died the
day before. He would be buried on the
morrow. The treesbox with the wueer
shadow beside it was directly :before nhe
Maywell ffromt deer.

As he ‘gtapped briskly t6 the spet be saw
that :a slight figure in a long rain-coat and.a
voluminous cap leaned a shoulder against
the tree-box. This person was watching the
$ront of the lighted house across the street.

“ Whmt's the idea, fella?” Vale askeed.
“ Gt to keap the tree from falling dowa?”’
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The stranger turned swiftly. It was too
dark for Vale to see his face clearly. But
he knew that he was young and that he
smiled. Vale saw the flash of white teeth
and heard merriment in the voice that re-
plied to his query: :

“ Good evening, officer. I'm waiting for
a little jane to show at the area gate across
there. -1 had a date with her for the eve-
ning, but her folks are giving a party and
she’ll only have a minute or so by and by
to give me.”

The explanation came naturally enough,
and the young fellow chuckled as he com-
pleted it. He had been fumbling in a ciga-
rette case, and mow he produced a tag and
scratched a lucifer. Vale got a good view
of his face as he cupped his hands to hold
the light. _

It was an oval face, very pale, but not
with the pallor of ill health. The eyes were
black, the nose well formed, the chin full
and rather delicately turned, the policeman
thought, for a man’s. But it was no crook’s
face, that was sure. :

Vale knew his Lombroso, and he was
positive that this young fellow displayed
none of the marked and characteristic fea-
tures of the criminal, first catalogued by
that famous Italian student of criminology.

“ All right,” the policeman observed,
turning cheerfully to walk on. “ But you
are due to get wet standing here, fella. It’s
going to shower.”

“Oh! I'm neither sugar nor salt,”
laughed the Romeo.

. Harry Vale walked on. He thought the
fellow in the shadow of the tree-box stepped
aside. Again he heard the clang of iron on
iron. But at that moment Vale was not at
all puzzled by these incidents. A chap
waiting for a housemaid to run out to the
area gate for a moment’s confab was too
common an occurrence to disturb the placid
pool of his thought.

" Had he been able just then to see into
the interior ‘of the Maywell house, it would
have been with an entirely different eye
that he viewed the matter. -

Colonel Hardy Maywell lay in his crape-
draped coffin in the middle of the front
parlor» In the rear parlor, furnished as a
library, burned a green-shaded reading-
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lamp on the baize-covered table, which il-
lumined the room but poorly.

It gave sufficient-light, however, to re-
veal the faces if not the figures of two men
who sat there. One lay back in an easy
chair. The other sat forward in his seat,
his hands on his knees, his pale blue eyes
fixed upon the countenance of the man
speaking.

“That is why I have brought you here,
Pelley. I know well enough what your
trade was before you squared things ard
set up that cormer cigar-stand. A crook
doesn’t pass that way even now, after all
these years, without giving you the office.
And remember, / know that you have not
kept straight in every particular since you
did your last stretch.”

“ You would not care to tell ’em at head-
quarters about tkat,” muttered the other,
his predatory face viciously clouding.

“ But I would tell if it came to a point
of necessity,” the man in the lounging-chair
said quietly. “ You confessed to me as a
client, you know. My hands are clean.”

The other muttered an oath. “ They al-
ways have been clean of everything you
ever got a piece of coin out of.”

His vis-d-vis nodded complacently. 1
have told you before,” he said, quite un-
moved, “ that had you begun as I did, you
could have made your living by crime with-
out fear of arrest. The criminal lawyer
who must naturally fatten on the proceeds
of the brains and fingers of you crooks is
immune from punishment.”

The speaker was a well-groomed, keen-
faced man not far above forty, but with
hair whitening at the temples. He was
smoothly shaven, pink-cheeked, well-
dressed. Indeed, Andrew Maywell, nephew
of the dead man lying in the casket in the
next room, might be called handsome by
those who did not look deeper than the tex-
ture of the skin and the facial angle.

“Now,” he said, utterly without' emo-
tion, “I have planned everything for this
‘break.’” And when / lay plans, as you
very well know, they do not fail. The nec-
essary tools are here.”

He motioned to a clumsy bundle repos-
ing on the rug at' their feet.

“Your getaway is a simple matter—
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through that window.” He gestured again.
“ Even your alibi is arranged for, if by any
possibility the pelice should wish to check
you up.”

“ Uhuh!” grunted the other. “I don’t
need a whole machine-shop such as yeu
seem to bave here for to open that tin box,”
and his eyes twinkled,

He licked his lips, too. Andrew May-
well laughed shortly. “1I <ee the old am-
bition stirs in you, Pelley,” he said.

“ Uhuh! ”

“I saw.from fifteen hundred to two
thousand dollars locked into that wall-safe
not an hour before the old man died. That
shall be yours—all the cash, in fact, that
you find in the safe. You may rumple
things up as much as you like and leave
the tools here to make it appear you were
frightened away before completing the job.

“ But only one paper are you to remave
from the safe. Understand? Just one.
Deuble-cross me in this, and I'll find a way
to get you,” said the lawyer, in a suddenly
rasping tone that went ill with his placid
manner, and was all the more impressive
therefore. “ The document I speak of is in
the upper left-hand pigeonhole of the upper
compartment of the safe.”

“ How'll I know what paper you mean?”’
questioned Pelley hoarsely.

“ It is docketed across the end of the
énvelope containing it. The envelope has
old George Wilmot’s card printed in the
corper. I saw Wilmot put the envelope in
the safe myself, The docketing reads like
this.”

He drew from an inner pocket a long en-
velope and thrust it inta Pelley’s hand,
pointing to the lines written across one end
of its face.

“Hey!” muttered Pelley.
got Wilmot’s card on it, t00.”
. “Exactly. And that is George Wilmot’s
handwriting on the end. He would not
deny it,” Andrew Maywell chuckled. “In
all appearances it is the same envelope he
put into that safe after our conversation
with the old colonel an hour befere he died.
All you are to do, Pelley, is ta exchange this
envelope for the one yoy will find in that
pigeenhole. Understand?”

“ What am I to do with the one I take

“ This bas
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from the safe, Mr. Maywell?"” Pelley asked
softly.

“ Keep it until I call for it. Keep it
safe. That is all. I am going to leave you
now to your job. See that yeu make no
bungle of it-—iwhat’s that?”

He came to his feet with the exclamation,
pointing across the table at the heavy cur-
tains between the two rooms. One of them
had stirred—rippling as though a meving
body had touched it.

Pelley was even quicker to apprehend
danger. He glided off his chair and in a
stooping posture swung around the end of
the table and darted to the archway in
which the curtains hung. Something shene
dully in his right hand and was thrust for-
ward menacingly,

As Pelley jerked the curtain aside May-
well reached and turned the white-lined por-
celain lamp-shade so that the light was re-
flected into that fromt parlor where the
dead man lay.

For fully a minute they both stood mo-
tionless, devouring with their suspicieus
gaze the grim room. The light was strong
enough to reveal all—the chairs arranged
against the side walls, with the draped coffin

‘in the middle.

There was naught there but the corpse,
composed in the casket. Surely #hat had
not come to stir the curtain and listen to
the plot here hatching to thwart that which
in life it had determined! _

Perbaps, for an instant, Andrew May-
well’s mind was barbed by such theught.
Then he denied the gruesome imagining.
He was an eminently practical man, was the
criminal lawyer.

Pelley looked back at him, his own nar-
row face working viciously. Then he
emitted a sigh and pointed with his gun at
the open window hehind Maywell, where ’
the shade moved slightly.

“ Draft,” he said. ‘“Helll How you
scared me. I got the jumps to-night, I
guess. I ain’t been doing anything like
this for some years, Mr. Maywell—honest.”

The latter chuckled and replaced the
lamp-shade. But he did not sit dewn again.
Instead he pxcked his hat and gloves from
the end of the table.

“It is beginning to rain, isn’t it? I've
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only to walk to the corner for a car.” He
pointed to the envelope lying under the re-
flection of the lamp. “ Make no mistake
about that whatever else you do, Pelley.”

He walked out of the house, clanging the
heavy front door behind him, making sure
that it locked. It was raining—a sudden
summer downpour.

Three blocks away Harry Vale shrugged
into his rubber-coat just in time to shed the
hard shower. He had met his boss and was
returning to the other end of his beat,
through Trevorth Street.

The rain stopped as suddenly as it had
begun, as Vale came within sight of the
Maywell house. There was that Romeo
still standing in the shadow of the tree-
box.

“You have a heart for a better fate,”
chuckled the policeman when he came to
the spot again. “ You may not be sugar
nor salt, but she is trying you sorely.”

“Tll wait if she can’t get out till the
party is over. She’ll come then,” the other
said with seeming cheerfulness.

Harry Vale moved on, chuckling. He
wasn’t much for the janes himself, as he
expressed it. But this fellow evidently had
a bad case. ) ‘

He laughed again when he considered the
patient waiter, as he turned at the head of

his beat once more, for it again began to

shower.

“ And I bet he don’t feel none too good
about it, down in his soul,” murmured the
patrolman. “ He’s a real pretty boy—he
is that. And why should he be waiting
there to talk sweet nothings to a house-
maid? Uncle Dan McKane says it’s the
little things count. That’s how he got to
be inspector and head of the Detective
Bureau—counting little things. .Yet why
should that Willy-boy’s love affairs mean
anything in my young life?

“ Sure,” he added, “a lad of his breed
ought not to be chasing houstmaids in the
first place. And him standing there in the
rain—" .

Puzzled—growing half suspicious after
all — Vale quickened his step until he
reached the front of the darkened Maywell
house. But the stranger was gone. The
music of violins was still wafted from the
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lighted house across the street. Either the
“ Willy-boy ” had accomplished the objeet
of his waiting, or the rain bad finally driven
him to cover.

“ Now, I wonder what Uncle Dan would
do under the circumstances?” muttered
Harry Vale. “ Keep his mouth shut, ’tis
likely, and mind his own concerns. I’ll do
just that, myself!” and he marched on.

CHAPTER IL
THE CRACK ON TREVORTH STREET.

THE next forenoon when Harry Vale

came on duty he discovered that he had
overlooked a bet. Uncle Dan McKane was
perfectly right—it was the little things that
counted. Perhaps certain small incidents
of his previous eight-to-twelve tour should
have loomed more importantly in the rookie
cop’s mind at the moment.

The skipper called Vale into his room.
The skipper was a raspy voiced, harsh-
faced, steely eyed man who always had the
appearance of believing that every flatty

- who came béfore him was trying to lie. And

most of them did try to in all probability,
for Buffalo Griggs (he was called that more
often' than he was called Captain Micah
Griggs) had most of his men scared.

Perhaps Vale was too young in the busi-
ness to be frightened by any bullying tac-
tics. .

At least he was only thirty days or so
at the Tenth Precinct Station and the skip-
per had nothing on him. In addition, it

_would take more than a miner’s pick and

pan to find a streak of yellow in the rookie
cop.

He came to attention before old Buffalo’s
desk. If he quailed at all inwardly he did
not display this emotion on the surface.

“ Officer Vale, your beat is along Trev-
orth Street, the block between Woodworth
Avenue and Barrows Place. Is that so?”
barked the skipper.

“ 1t is, sir.” ’

“ Number ninety-seven is in that block?”

“I1t is, sir. The Maywell house,” said
Harry, with a sudden spasm in his memory
which he was glad the skipper could not
observe. ‘
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. * A safe was cracked in that house some-
time last night. It was reperted. two hours
ago by Mr. George Wilmot, who was Calo-
»nel Bdaywell’s lawyer amd has charge of the
estate now that the colonel is dead.

“ The servants sleep on the top fleer.
There was nobady down-stairs—not even
te wateh beside the coffin—after ten fifteen.
Yow muat have passed tke heuse four times
during your tour. Did you see anything?”

“1 did not see anything wrong abeut the

“howse. Nobedy was going im or out when 1
was hy. Number ninety-seven was dark
a8 a pocket, sir.”

“ It ain’t likely that the safe-cracker went
io and out by the frent deor,” scoffed the
skipper. “ In fact, ke pried hars apasrt at a
back window and got into the library by
that means.”

“ 1 wouldn’t have seen him, then,” Vale
said cheerfully. ‘ There’s am alley bhack
there that runs into Hubbard Street.”

“ And Ginness has the beat en Hubbard
Street at that heur, eh? Trying to pass
the buck, are you?” barked old Buffale.

“I've no reason to, sir,” said Hasry.
“ There was nothing deing en that block
excepting a party at number bundred-and-

“ The street was full of cars and chauf-
feurs, then?’’ suggested the skipper.

“ No, sir. The ears came and went away,
instead of parking en the block. The party
had not broken up when I came off tour,
sie.”’

But he was thmkmg-—he was- hesitating.
There was something gnawing at his meme-
ry. The keen-eyed skipper saw this.

“ What do you kmwow? Out with it, O4-
ficer Vale,” he commanded.

“¥ I knew, it would be different, sir.
But I don't redly knew a thiag. Give me
time to think—" '

“ You're not umposed to think, " inter-
yupted the skipper roughly. “ Yeou're a cap
—not a detective.”

. “IsA’t a cop the egg a detective breaks
ol of?” demanded the young man, yet

gnnning.

“ They don’t break out of amy rookie
egg,” harked the skipper. “ You dom’t seem
to really buois amything, Vale 1 didn't
s’pose you would. Put they want a cep
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over there at ninety-seven Trevorth to stand
around while the funeral is gaing en. That’s
about your kind of a job,” smecred ald Buf- -
fale. “ Yeou can spend your relief tour that
way, . Be off with yeu!”

That was punishment for being ¢ fresh.”
Harry Vale realized that well enough., But
he thought he had easily got out of a rather
tight eerner.

He went, back into the reserve xoom. The
bumch op reserve was gassing about this
crack on Trevorth Street.

“ What did Buffalo give youw, Harry?”
asked ome cwrious mam.

“ Not much. He was mild with me—
eonsiderative of my youth.” .

“Ne? But he gave Maddoek, who had
tke tour after you, particular hell. They
think the crack was made after midnight.
Mir. Andrew Maywell was in the library
where that wall-pecket is untd ‘ten fifteen.

“ What kind of a lookin’ lad is ke?” Vale
asked with sudden interest. '

“ Don’t you knew who Andrew Maywell
is? Criminal lawyer—ane of the miftiest.
1 bate to take the stand with him for the
prisoner. He pounds a witness— specxally
a cop—to a jelly.”

“Hal Thel's not the ane, * eom-
mented Harry  Vale, and got his white
gloves and put the varnished stick in his
belt socket befere marching aut.

He did net much mind this extra detail.
In fact as he walked toward Treverth
Street he began te wonder if he did net
want very much to look at the house that
had been robbed. )

There was something odd about tke hap-
pemings of the previous evening in the
street before the Maywell house. That fel-
low who stood there by the tree-box watch-
ing the lighted windows of number one-
hundred-and-two—was there something
wrong with him, after all? ,

Vale recalled carefully now the appear-
ance of the stranger. Oval, pale face and
black eyes; aquiline nose and rather femi-
nine chin; long lashes, and well marked
black brows. A sort of transpareney to the
skin which, come to think of it, seemed
sather girlish.

“ And i looked like it would be a long
time befere he needed a shave,” muttered
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Harry, rubbing his own smoothly shaven
chin thoughtfully with his gloved hand.
% A pretty boy—"

He came in sight of the Maywell house.
Already a dozen cars were parked on the
block. Before the door stood the great
motor catafalque upon which Colonel Hardy
Maywell would be borne to the cemetery.
A heavy black carpet was laid down the
brownstone steps and across the sidewalk to
the curb. A curious crowd was beginning
to gather.

Vale reached the spot. Here was the
tree-box beside which the young fellow had
stood.
® ¢ Sure,” muttered the police officer, “a
fellow like him might have twenty girls
after him, instead of his hanging around
here waiting for a housemaid. I wonder
where my wits were straying last night?”

He caught sight of a trim figure at the
area gate of number one hundred and two.
Her back was toward Vale. He crossed
the street diagonally and strolled along to
the gate. The girl flashed around when she
heard his step, displaying an ebon face, the
whites of shining eyes, and a perfect set of
teeth!

“ Your folks here are Southerners, aren’t
“they?” he asked the girl casually.

«“ Yes, sah!”

_ “ All colored help, I suppose?” .

“Yes, sah,” declared the waitress, with
a toss of her white-capped head. “ Misssus
wouldn’t have no othah.”

Vale walked on to the corner of Barrows
Place. He wanted to kick himself!

“It’s the little things that count, as my
Uncle Dan says,” he muttered. “I ought
to have known that there were only colored
help in that house. I'd caught that fellow
faking. Now! What the divil, I wonder,
did he have to do with that crack?”

Thus grumbling, he returned to the May-
well house. Beside the tree-box where the
black-eyed young fellow had stood — not
two feet from it, in fact—was a manhole.
Undoubtedly a coal-chute leading to the
subcellar.

Vale regretfully remembered now the
noise of iron scraping on iron that he had
twice heard here the previous evening.
“Little things” again! He disgustedly

THE ARGOSY.

stooped, removing his glove as he did so,
and tried to raise the lid of -the chute. It
was weil secured. He could not shift it a
fraction of an inch. Be sure, it had been
loosened when he passed on his tour the
night before.

While he thus stooped three men came
out of the open door of the Maywell house
and descended the steps. Harry got up
swiftly, dusted off his hand, and drew on
the glove. He stood at attention as the men
came down to the sidewalk. One was in
police uniform—a gray man with close-
trimmed mustache and weather-beaten face,
His eyes twinkled behind glasses.

“You would think the fellow who
cracked that box knew just what to take
and what to let alone,” this man was saying.
“ You say he got every scrap of coin?”

“ It looks so, inspector. I cannot tell just
how much was in the safe until I look over
Colonel Maywell’s household accounts. But
there is no money in the cash drawer, while
the papers in the upper part of the safe
seem to be intact—most of them still in
their pigeonholes.”

“ Looks as though he .was scared off,” the
gray inspector said. ‘ Doesn’t it seem so
to you, Mr. Maywell?” he asked the second
and younger man.

1t would seem so, McKane.”

“ And yet he took his time in making his
way into the house,” ruminated Inspector
McKane.

“ How are you so sure of that?” asked
the elder man, whose bushy hair and white
mustache distinguished him.

“ Because those bars outside the library
window were forced apart by a screw-jack.
You saw it there among the tools he left.
And old-fashioned tool that. Few of those
tools are up to date, by the way. - Looks
like .the trick was pulled by an old-timer.
Maybe he has just finished a stretch and
had these tools cached. Well look into
that.

“ However, it took much time to use that
screw-jack instead of tapping an electric
cable to melt the bars, as an up-to-date
cracksman would do. Then, he only half-
cleaned the box, as you point out, Mr. Wil-
mot, and lammed it out of here. The ser-
vants seem to have heard nothing.”
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“ Not a thing,” sighed the bushy haired

man.
. *] should be grilled, not the servants,”
put in Lawyer Maywell. “I was bere late,
as I tell you. Until ten fifteen. The place
was as quiet as the grave then.”

“ If the fellow waited for you to get out
before beginning on those bars he must have
been unti® one o’clock or so before making
his entrance—let alone cracking the box,”
reflected Inspector McKane. ““ The showers
would have drowned what little noise he
made—even the snapping of the window
Jock. The box was opened by wedges.
That, too,.is old-fashioned. We've got to
- Jook for an old-tmmer, I guess. Hello,

‘"

Vale saluted. He had been drinking in
this brief conversation.

“ Good day to you, Uncle Dan,” the
young patrolman said.

“ Reserve tour, eh?” said the inspector.
Then he flashed his nephew a humorous
glance. “ I didn’t know but your skipper
had sent you over here to give us the bene-
fit of your expayrience in sleuthing.”

“Not yet, sir. But maybe soon. Who
knows?” rejoined Vale steadily, but with an
answering twinkle in his own gray eyes.

The three others laughed. Lawyer May-
well stared at Vale with good-humored
cynicism.

“Who is the bright young rookie, in-
spector?” he asked.

“ My own sister’s boy. And fresh he sure
is—right out of the rook’s nest. Now, this
here break, gentleman: I reckon we can
find the fellow who pulled it, all right. It
was too easy,” shaking his head. “ Omly
two servants in the house—the old woman
and the girl; and the old womatt as deaf as
an adder while the ypung one slept like a
post. He could have cracked that box with
a dose of soup without rousing either of

- them, belike.”

He waved his hand in salute and strode
away. The two lawyers returned, side by
_ side, up the steps. Other people began to
arrive. The street became rather crowded
with cars, for Colonel Hardy Maywell had
been a well-liked citizen despite his marked
eccentricities, and many came to show re-
spect to his memory.
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Vale had something te do in parking the
cars and keeping traffic open through the
block. He heard enough from Uncle Dan
and the two lawyers to set his wits to
working.

He firmly believed now that the slim

- young fellow who had stood besiderthe tree-

box in front of the house the night before
had had something to do with cracking the
safe in the Maywell library. But, what had

" he to do with it?

Had he been a principal, or merely the
lookout?  Inspector McKane spoke as
though he thought it was a “lone wolf ”
trick that had been pulled off here. Vale,
however, believed more than one man fnust
have been interested in the burglary. He
had hold of the tail, so he thought, of the
mystery. Could he drag the varmint out
of its hole? 4 _

And again, was he ‘ holding out ” on in-
formation that he should confide to his
skipper? Duty was just as big a2 word to
Harry Vale as to any other man on the
force. But the rookie cop, like any other,
hated to make a fool of himself.

He had been advised to eschew thinking.
That, the skipper had told him, was not
part of his job. When he had faced old
Buffalo Griggs just now, Vale had really
developed small suspicion in his mind re-
garding this crack on Trevorth Street. And
that Willy-boy who had stood out fromt
here—

Inspector McKane seemed to consider

it settled beyond peradventure that the
break was made from the rear, by the
library window. Then what had Harry
Vale's suspicions to do with it? Surely
there could not have been two sets of bur-
glars at work here the night before—one in
front and the other in the rear of the
house? .
He tried to put these puzzling thoughts
aside. There was a bustle at last at the
top of the steps. The undertaker’s men and
the pallbearers were bringing out the heavy
casket. After the hearse had rolled on for
a few,yards, the limousines devoted to the
members of the family and close friends
would come one by one to the curb before
the. door.

The patrolman waved the curious aside.
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He saw-to it that there was left free a space
the width of the black carpet to the curb.
The first group to descend were the two
lawyers—Andrew Maywell, the nephew of
the dead man, and George Wilmot, the

family attorney—and between them a slim .

figure in black to which Vale’s gaze was
immediately attracted.

She wore a close-fitting toque of crape
from under the edge of which her black hair
curled. Her lashes were long and her eye-
brows well defined. And the eyes them-
selves!

She flashed Harry Vale a glance that all
but stunned the policeman. Nor was it an
idle glance. There was something as good
to look upon in Vale’s countenance and
figure, in its way, as there was in her own.
The rookie cop thought he apprehended in
her look an interest in him personally that
equalled his concern for her. And never
had such a charming creature entered his
vision before!

She crossed the carpet daintily, a faint
tinge of color flooding into her throat and
face. She stepped into the limousine. Her
two escorts followed. The car moved on
to give place to another.

“What a girl!” murmured Harry Vale.
“ And—and she looked at me as though
she knew me. Did I ever see her before, 1
wonder? Somehow there’s something fa-
miliar about her. Something in"her face—
well! It’s a beauty she is, and no mistake!”

CHAPTER IIL.°
THE WILLS OF COLONEL HARDY MAYWELL.

“ lT is too bad that your brother has not
arrived in time for the funeral, Allaine,”
George Wilmot said as they settled them-
selvestin the first car behind the hearse.
“I feared Allan would not be here in
season,” the girl sighed regretfully. “I
telegraphed him as soon as I heard from
Mrs. Callahan that Uncle Hardy was dead.
But Hallingham is a tedious railroad jour-
ney from here, you know.” .
“1 know,” agreed the attorney. “ And
a more tedious and devious route by auto-
mobile. T suffered it once. And you say
Allan has been doing well at Hallingham?”
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¢ Dun and Bradstreet.rate his firm A-1,”
put in Andrew Maywell, chuckling.

It was noticeable that Allaine sat beside
Mr. Wilmot and even cuddled up to him
as though she trusted and liked the elderly
attorney. But she looked askance at her .
father’s cousin, Andrew Maywell, and kept
away from him.

‘“ Allan will not feel as peeved as he did
when Uncle Hardy declared he would cut
him off with a small legacy,” the criminal
lawyer continued, with a smile that never
reached his eyes. A smile to Andrew May-
well was merely a facial grimace. “ Allan
was pretty hard hit at the time.”

“1 presume any young man would feel
‘hard hit,” as you call it, Andrew, having
been brought up to believe himself heir to
half a million, finally to be denied any
proper share in such estate,” George Wil-
mot- said with gravity. “I cannot say
that my client, Colonel Maywell, was either
a wise or a kindly man. But he did the
right thing at last—as I am sure even you,
Andrew, must confess.” '

“ Undoubtedly! Undoubtedly!” agreed
the criminal lawyer, smiling again foxily at
Allaine. _

“ As we three are here alone, I need make
no mystery of your great-uncle’s final will,
Allaine. I had worked with him for a long
time to make him see his duty to you two
children. At least, to you. If his original
will leaving the bulk of the estate to Allan
had stood, all well and good. We know
your brother would have been generous
with you, Allaine.”

“Oh! What was Allan’s was always
mine,” the girl agreed. ‘ :

“In his dnger at Allan,” pursued Mr.
Wilmot, “he made me write an entirely .
new instrument making Andrew, here, the
principal legatee.”

The girl glanced sharply again at the
still smiling criminal lawyer. Nothing could

_be more bland than Andrew Maywell’s full

and rosy countenance. But she drew her
skirt away from contact with his knee. Mr.
Wilmot failed to note Allaine’s dislike for
her cousin whether the latter saw it or not.

“ Now,” continued the family attorney
in his precise way, “ Andrew does not need
the Hardy Maywell fortune. He has plenty
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of money of his own, and his profession
makes him a very prosperous man.
not think that Andrew—with his assured
place in society—would feel at all angry
with me because I begged the old colonel
to write a new will.”

“ Most certainly not! Most certainly
not!” said the other lawyer.

The girl stared at him in something like
wonder. She did not consider Mr. Wilmot’s
statement at all out of character. She knew
the old man, astute as he might be in legal
affairs, was a most simple individual with
an unshaken belief in his fellowmen.

“ At last, Allaine, I managed to make an

impression on the old man’s obstinate mind.
He really seemed pleased to learn that
Allan was doing so well for himself. ‘I
never thought it was in him,” he said to me
the last day of his life. ¢ That is what he
needed—to find out that he could not live
like a hermit crab all his life, in somebody
else’s shell.”

“ Those were the colonel’s own words,
Allaine. You will pardon them,” said
George Wilmot, noting the girl’s sudden
flush.

“ But Allan had to give up his career—
all his hopes,” murmured Allaine. ‘ Oh!
Uncle Hardy might have been kinder.”

“ Yes. Perhaps,” the old attorney agreed.
“But it is not too late now. If Allan is
still desirous of painting pictures instead of
selling hardware, it lies with you, my dear.”

“ With me?” in wonder.

The old man cleared his throat before he
spoke with a certain satisfaction and pride:

“In his third and last will—the docu-
ment now in that safe which was robbed
. so strangely last night — that will which
Mrs. Callahan, the housekeeper, and your
Cousin Andrew, here, witnessed only an
hour or so before your Uncle Hardy died,
he made you, Allaine, his chief legatee,
leaving five hundred dollars to Allan for a
memory ring. Your brother’s future is in
your hands.” ‘

The girl fell back against the cushions,
her eyes widening. Indeed, she seemed to
shrink from the old attorney, and the emo-
tion which prompted this neither of her
companions understood. It could not be
horror; why should it be? Yet—

I did-
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“ Gad, Andrew! She’s going to faint!”
gasped the elderly attorney.

But Allaine Maywell had recovered a
great measure of her ¢composure before the
funeral procession reached the cemetery.
She did not get out of the car, however,
but sat close to the door looking out at the

. group around the opengrave. Her veil was

thrown back from a face as pale as ivory,
and she kept her little, blaek-bordered
handkerchief pressed to her lips all through
the service. '

The clods fell on the coffin of the old
man who for ten years had treated her twin
brother and herself with a free-handed if
eccentric generosity. For more than two
years, now, Colonel Hardy Maywell had
been estranged from his great-nephew and
niece. But, in the end, he had done the
surprising thing—the amazing thing!

They rode back to ninety-seven Trevorth
Street almost in silence. The cheerful-look-
ing young policeman who had -attracted
Allaine’s keen attention as she had come out
of the house was np longer in sight.

In fact, the block as well as the house-
front, had recovered from the appearance
of respect due the memory of the man who
had lived here for more than forty years.
Already Mrs. Callahan, or the housemaid,
had raised the shades at the front windows.
The undertaker’s men had removed the
chairs, the carpet; and the crape and lilies
from the door-bell.

Allaine got out of the car after Mr. Wil-

-mot and Andrew. She ignored the offered

assistance of the latter’s hand. But she
rested one gloved hand upon the old attor-
ney’s arm as she mounted the broad steps
to the house—to ker house, Mr. Wilmot had
assured her. A half million of her own in
money and securities, and this fine house!
She breathed more deeply as she crossed
the threshold of the Maywell residence.

She and her brother had lived here after
their parents died. From their tenth year
until Uncle Hardy’s harshness had driven
Allan away at twenty, they had considered
this their rightful home.

Allaine had seen and read the colonel’s
first will, which gave the bulk of his prop-
erty to Allan, the consideration of her own

_ financial affairs being left to her brother’s

-
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, generosity. She had quite concurred in this
direction, for Allan and she were the very
closest of kin, and devoted to each other.

Indeed, when Colonel Maywell had found
fault with the way Allan spent his time
(egged on, she still believed, by this sleek
and foxily smiling Cousin Andrew) and
had finally quarreled with her brother and
cast him out, All.aine had left the Maywell
bouse, toa.

She could not remain under the roof of
the man who had so cruelly treated Allan.
She had a small annuity from her mother’s
estate. Allaine bad lived independently
since the hreak with Colonel Maywell.

She knew that the old man, at the time
of his fiercest anger at Allan, had made a
second will leaving the property to this
same Andrew. No matter what Mr. Wil-
mot might say, or however much Andrew
might appear to agree with the colonel’s
final testament, Allaine was confident that
the criminal lawyer had not s)en up with-
out bitterness all hope” of obtaining that
half million dollar estate that the colonel
had accumulated. |

That the chaunce of gettmg ‘Colonel Hardy
Maywell’s fortune never should have been
Andrew’s—that his evil tongue had brought
Allan into ill-repute with the old man—
were tenets:of Allaine’s belief that nothmg
could shake.

With the information that Colonel May-
well had died sq.suddenly had likewise come
to Allaine the knowledge that the old man
bad made a third will the very day he died.
Its contents Mrs. Callahan, who had been
a witness to it, did not know.

But as the colonel had died all alone in
his library only an hour after signing this
‘new will, it might be presumed that it was
the last testament of the crotchetty old
man, and would stand in law.

Until Mr. Wilmot had assured her of the
fact that she was the principal legatee under
this new instrument, Allaine Maywell had
not imagined such a thing. She had not
even dared hope that the colonel had done
justice to Allan and herself. Little wonder
that she now entered the house which was
to be hers, feeling that she walked in a
dream. Mrs. Callahan met and kissed her.

“ My deary dear! Mr. Wilmot says you

-
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are to live here, You don’t know how giad
I am your uncle did right by you at last,”
the old woman whispered.

Allaine smiled at her, and at Maggy, who
stood in the background bobbing little
courtesies like an automaton.

“ I've scarce been out of this room, Mr.
Wilmot,” Mrs. Callaban said to the family
lawyer as they all entered the library,
“ sinoce the police left. Everything is un-
touched,” and she pointed to the wall-safe,
the forced door of which hung an inch or
SO ajar. )

“ The police took away the tools,” Mr.
Wilmot said, going at once fo the safe.
‘ Inspector McKane thinks something may
be learned from them. Finger-prints, per-
haps. Sit down, folks.”

Andrew Maywell chuckled as he spread
the tails of his frock coat and took a chair
by the table—by chance the very chair he
had sat in the previous evening while he
interviewed Grif Pelley.

“Trust a modern safe-breaker to use
gloves when he is at work. McKane will
find no finger-prints on those tools.”

“ Well, perhaps not. The estate may
easily lose two thousand dollars, or so,” Mr.
Wilmot observed carelessly. “ As long as
the fellow did not carry off anything of
greater importance. There are sixty-thou-
sand dollars’ worth of securities in these
pigeonboles that the old colonel expected to
use in an investment shortly.”

“ Of course the burglar did not get any-
thing but the money?”’ said Andrew, drawl-
ingly. “ The will Uncle Hardy made the
day before yesterday is safe?”

“I bad the envelope in my hand this
morning,” Mr. Wilmot replied. “ Here it
is, all right.”

He reached into the upper compartment
of the safe and drew forth the indicated
document-envelope from the upper left-
hand pigeonbole. He read aloud from the
docketing:

“‘Last will and testament of Colonel
Hardy Maywell, dictamen.” Yes. Here we
have it.”

He drew the document from the unsealed
envelope, returning to the table. Allaine
bad sunk into a chair across from him. As
the old attorney unfolded the stiff paper a
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little, puzzled frown appeared between his
grizzled eyebrows.

“ Why—h-m!— This is odd. Very
odd,” he slowly muttered. ¢ This—this
does not seem to be the instrument the colo-
nel subscribed to in our presence the other
day,” and he glanced from the placid An-
drew to the flushed Mrs. Callahan, who sat
forward in her chair with her hand behind
her ear to listen.

The attorney glanced hastily through the
stiff pages. “ Why!” he next cried aloud.
“T shut that will—in this envelope—into
that safe, myself! You saw me, Andrew.
I put away the cash I had brought Colonel
Maywell, too, at the same time. You wit-
nessed it, Andrew.”

“1 remember, perfectly,” said the other
lawyer, quite unruffled. * What seems to
be the matter, Brother Wilmot?”

Wilmot turned a puzzled visage toward
him. “ The old colonel remained here alone
after we both left the house,” he said
hoarsely, the document shaking in his hand.
“ He might have done it within that hour
before his death. God knows what was in
his mind. He was eccentric if 2ver a man
was. But to make a third will, have it
sealed and witnessed, and then—"

“ What is the matter?” gasped Allaine,
her handkerchief again to her lips.

“Tell us what it is, Brother Wilmot,”
demanded Andrew, rising from his chair.

“ The—the last will is not here. This is
not the one you and Mrs. Callahan wit-
nessed so short a time before Colonel May-
well died.”

“Oh!” The smothered shriek came from
Allaine’s lips. She sank against the back
of her chair. )

“What do you mean?” exclaimed An-
drew. “Isn’t that in your hand Uncle
Hardy'’s last will and testament?”

“It may be. Unless another is found,
it is.”

“ What’s that?” barked Andrew, and he
now stood up. “ If that is not the new will
in your hand, what is it?”

 This—this,” said the old attorney, “ is
the first will I ever drew for him, and which
the colonel signed and sealed more than
five years ago. It is the instrument leaving
the bulk of his property to Allan.”
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“ Look out for Miss Allaine, Maggy!”

The housemaid caught the girl as she
toppled from her chair. Cousin Andrew
appeared to need somebody, too, to ease
him into his seat. He fell back into it as
though his limbs were suddenly become
powerles§,

CHAPTER 1V.
ENTER ALLAN.

THE mental shock Allaine Maywell sus-

tained must have been no light one;
yet she was too healthy and normal a
young creature really to give way to it for
more than a moment. '

The old attorney’s remembrance of
young women of the mid-Victorian era (he
was of that generation himself) had not
prepared him for the girl’s almost immedi-
ate self-control. She put the startled
Maggy aside.

“Do—do I understand, Mr. Wilmot,
that a will has been substituted-for the ane
expressmg Uncle Hardy’s last wnsha? Has
a crime been committed?”’

“¢Crime’? Why, child, how can that
be?’”’ was the attorney’s response. * This is
truly the colonel’s will. I drew it for him.
He signed and sealed it before two wit-
nesses.”

Y { 4 Then__”

“ The wonder of it is that this document,
giving most of the property to your brother,
was preserved. I presumed the colonel had
long since destroyed it.”

4 Oh! ”n

“ It may be,” went on George Wilmot,
though hesitatingly, “ that Colonel May-
well had intended doing just this thing all
the time. Why, otherwise, should he have
kept this first will? The second intrument
I wrote for him precluded Allan’s enjoying
any part of the estate at the colonel’s death.
The third one, made only day before yes-
terday, left the bulk of the fortune to you.

“T do not understand this substitution,”
admitted the old attorney.  He may have
had this, and even the second will, among
his private papers here. I never saw either
after they were sealed until this moment,”
and he shook the paper in his hand dramat-
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ically as he spoke. “ All ¥ koow is that I
placed She new and last will—the third in-
strument—in that pigeonbole. Andrew saw
me de it.”

Andrew Maywell nodded his head. Ordi-
nasily the criminal lawyer’s self-conirol was
ample. Andrew, however, wa® quite as
stricken by the older attorney’s discovery
as was Allaine herself.

“ It is unneeessary for me to point out,”
pursued Wilmot, “that Colonel Maywell
was eccentric. He was of sound mind and
perfectly sane in all that he said or did; bat
he had his whimsies—he had his whimsies.”

“ ¢ Whimsies ’!” blurted out Andrew, in
a hali-stifled sheut.

“T would call them that—yes,” said the
oldar attorney gently. “ He often led one
to believe that he was determined on a
course when, the point of action arising, he
would de exactly the oppesite from what
he bad led one to expect. Nor was it a
spur-of-the-moment decision he made.
Merely, be had kept his real intention secret

all the time.” .

*  “But in this case?” breathed Allaine.

Suddenly Andrew came to his feet. His
vaice was harsh and his face had become
an impenetrable mask. Here was the man
who. forced respect from juries and shiver-
ing witnesses alike, and even browbeat the
judge on the bench!

“ There is something queer here, Wilmot
—something crooked,” he exploded, “ and
you know it as well as I do.”

The -bushy-haired attorney grew pink
with sudden anger.

“ Do you mean to intimate, sir—"

‘I am neither intimating or insinuating,”
broke in Andrew Maywell in bis overriding
way. ‘I am merely making a statement of
the obvious. I say, the substitution of this
old will, that should long since have been
destroyed, foxr the new one, smacks of
crookedness. I de net suggest for a mo-
ment that you, Brother Wilmet, are a party
to the outrage, or have knowledge of bow it
was done or who did it. But I can smell
crime bere! There is something queer—”
" “Just what do you mean, Andrew?”
asked Wilmot, while Allaine looked at the
criminal lawyer fearfully and Mrs. Callahan
and Maggy gazed with open wonder.
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For a moment Andrew Maywell hesi-
tated, and he was not ordinarily of a besi-
tating nature. He flashed a glance at the
twa serving women and made them a ges-
ture of dismissal.

“1 suggest that you postpone the reas-
ing of any will at the moment, Brother
Wilmot,” he said. “ Mmhﬂe § would
ask Mzrs Callahan and the maid te- retize.
I have something to say that sheuld net be
said—for the present at least—outside the
family.”

Allaine flushed and pated. The clder at-
{orney looked a good deal maystified. Rut
he asked the housekeeper and Maggy to
withdraw.

“ We will, as Andrew suggests, postpome
the reading of the colonel’s testament,” Wil-
mot said. “But I can tell you, Maggy,
that whichever will finally preves #o be
valid, you are generously remembered by
your old master. As fer Mrs. Callahan, the

- colonel long since provided for her comfest,

and she has no actual interest in either
doeuinent.”

The two women went out and closed the
door. Wilmot turned te Andrew with a
question on his lips. The other forestalled
it by bursting into energetic speech:

“1 tell you I smell erime here. As you
say yourself, Brather Wilmot, Uncle Hardy
was perfectly sane. With all his cretchets
and whimsies, he Was one of the sanest men
I ever knew.

“1f he deliberately caused that last will
to be made for the purpose of foeling us, I
should deny his sanity. Such an act would
savor of monkeylike misehievousness.

“ No! That was not at all like Uncle
Hardy. Somebody else substituted this eld
will for the new one.”

“ To whom do yeu refer?” cried Wilmet.
“ To the man who opened that safe in the
night?”’

“Yes,” said Andrew boldly.

“ A burglar! And for what reasen, pray?
Why should a burglar make such substitu-
tion? And where would such a persen gb-
tain this will? Preposterous!”

Allaine had cried out again at Andrew’s
declaration and huddled back inte her chair.
She had continwed all this time to gaze
upon her cousin with apprehensien. The

L]
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latter now flashed her a glance, but made
a wide gesture with his open hands as he
spoke to Wilmot:

“ I might easily put a name to the robber.
I will not do so. But I ask you who would
be benefited most if this old will stands?”

“ As far as Allaine’s rights are concerned
—and she was the principal beneficiary of
the final will—I fancy they will be quite
conserved under this first instrument,” and
Wilmot rattled the paper in his hand.

Allaine bowed her head as though in
agreement; but she did not speak.

“ Under this will, Andrew, the brother is

left to care for the sister’s rights. Under
the will which we saw sealed the other day,
-the sister was to care for the brother’s
rights. That is all the dlfference between
the two testaments—"

13 But,”
¢ there is a third will.”

“Oh! Well—now— You mean the one
making you the chief beneficiary?”

“1 do,” said the younger lawyer, calmly.
“ That document is dated later than the
one you hold in your hand, Brother Wil-
mot. If it comes to a matter of pre-
cedence—"

“ But—but,” murmured the older man,
wasn’t that will destroyed?”

“ It seems this one was not. Why should
the second one, the will favoring me, have
been done away with? It seems that Uncle
Hardy had a habit of making ¢ last wills
and testaments,’” and Andrew laughed
harshly.

“Y do not understand it,” said Wilmot
-rather weakly. “If, as I suggest, the colo-
nel was intending to hoodwink us all the
time—if he kept this old will favoring Allan
because he could not bear, after all, to dis-
own the boy—”

“Ha! T prefer,” interrupted Andrew,
“not to consider Uncle Hardy so weak—
so close to senility, indeed. In such case
his acts might show him to be, after all, in
no mental state to make a legal disposal of
his property.”

“ Andrew!” shouted the older man, his
face ablaze. .

“1 am speaking as one on the outside,
looking in,” the other said_coolly.

But George Wilmot was no fool. “ You

interrupted Andrew sternly, -
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are speaking like a shrewd and unscrupu-
lous man, willing to take advantage of the
colonel’s idiosyncrasies. I do not believe
Hardy Maywell kept the will favoring you,
Andrew, when he proposed having his last
will drawn.”

‘1 do not say that he did,” Andrew calm-
ly rejoined. “In fact I know he did not
keep it.”

- “ Then you know that second will to be
destroyed? This old will, then, can be
probated if the final intrument does not
come to light.”

“ Not so fast, Brother Wilmot,” sneered
Andrew. “I am confident that Uncle
Hardy did not destroy the will I speak of,
for he handed it to me soon after he had
you draw it. Oh, yes! As I was the per-
son most interested in the document,  he
said, I would better keep it.”

“ Do—do you mean to say that second
will is in existence now?”’ gasped the family
attorney. .

Andrew nodded, pursing his lips. The
old attorney turned slowly to the girl and
wagged his bushy head as he said:

“ Then, Allaine, unless the colonel’s third
will comes to light, neither you nor Allan
have much interest in your great-uncle’s
estate. If he intended at the last to make
all as he originally planned and wished to
restore Allan to full heirship, he overlooked
the existence of the second will of which
your Cousin Andrew speaks. That is all
there is to it.”

Allaine made no rejoinder. Her great
black eyes seemed filmed, either with fear
or by some other emotion that the others
did not understand. However, Andrew con-
tinued in the cold tone he had finally as-
sumed:

“ T deny the possibility, Brother Wilmot,
of such a ridiculous suggestion as you have
made. I think I know my uncle’s char-
acter quite as well as any of you. He was
peculiar, I grant; but he was a good busi-
ness man and eminently sane in everything
he did or said. No! I deny that he would
play such a silly trick. It would not be
like him.

“ Had he intended to substitute that will
in your hand for the one leaving his prop-
erty to my cousin Allaine,” and he bowed
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to the girl with his usual smirk, “ he most
certainly would have asked me for the docu-
ment he gavé me to keep in my safe, two
years ago. 1 deny such intent upon Uncle
Hardy’s part—I deny it in toto!

“But I do repeat that I clearly see a

crime has been committed here—a crime

more than the mere burglarizing of that
safe. The burglar—whoever he was—had
another reason for opening the box beside
getting what money there was in it. The
robbery was a blind.”

“ Andrew!”

" “I mean just that. You say yourself
there were sixty thousand dollars’ worth of
securities there, and they are untouched.
If the burglary was an ordinary break, why
did the thief not take those documents?”

“ He was frightened away before finigh-
ing the job. So Inspector McKane as-
sumes.”

‘ Perhaps. - Perhaps not. One thing 1
am sure of: He was not here solely to get
the cash., Whoever opened that wall-safe
exchanged that will in your hand for the
one sealed day before yesterday.”

“ Andrew!” cried Wilmot again.

. Allaine stood up. It was an effort for
her to speak and her voice sounded hoarse
and dry.

“1t is plain that your accusation is aimed
at my brother. You are a coward to say
such a thing when Allan is in Hallingham
and not here to defend himself.”

A tap upon the door punctuated the girl’s
speech. Mrs. Callahan turned the knob
and looked in.

“ I beg your pardon, Mr. Wilmot,” the
housekeeper said. “ Mr. Allan has come
home. Shall I send him in?”

CHAPTER V.
ALLAN’S ALIBI.
NDREW MAYWELL flashed the girl

another keen and suspicious glance.

But the intermittent pallor and fire in her
cheeks should have convinced him that her
brother’s arrival at this particular juncture
was quite as ungxpected by her as by him-
self. :

George Wilmot turned to face the door
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that was pushed open as he nodded to Mrs.
Callahan. It was the old attorney’s out-
stretched hand that met Allaine’s twin as
he entered, and his cordial voice that first
greeted the young man:

“My boy! I am glad to see you. You
have come at an unfortunate hour—there
is a weight of loss on all our hearts. Never-
theless, whatever cause brings you back to
us, you are welcome.”

“ Thank you, My. Wilmot!” The boy-
ish-looking Allan—he scemed the replica of
his sister in man’s dress—met the attorney’s
hand with a grip quite as cordial.

He dropped his bag and swept the room
with a quick glance. He merely nodded
to Andrew Maywell. His lips curved in a
half-doubtful smile when his gaze reached
his sister. Allaine was holding to the back
of the chair she had been sitting-in as
though unable to stand without support.
She was visibly trembling. She seemed
unable—or she did not desire—to appreach
her brother.

Andrew’s suspicious eyes noted all. But
his face remained a mask. Allan immedi-
ately degpped George Wilmot's hand and
took a step toward his sister. Andrew’s
haggh voice put a question:

“ You have just arrived Allan?”’

The young fellow halted, threw up his
head like a spurred horse, and glared at the
criminal lawyer.

[ ch.” i .

“ You have just come here from the rail-
road station?”

“ I arrived from Hallingham on the train
that gets in at twelve forty-three.”

“ Which leaves Hallingham at what
hour?”

[{3 Four
Why?”

“ It may be necessary for you to establish
that fact,” sneered the criminal lawyer.

‘“ Indeed? By chance I can prove it to
your entire satisfaction,” rejoined Allan.
“1 presume you would accept Mr., Jim
Dunbar’s word, 'Drew?”’

“In an} material matter—yes,” was the
sour reply.

“ Mr. Dunbar was on the train when I
boarded it at Hallingham,” said Allan,
‘“ and I sat beside him all the way.”

twenty-eight this morning.




FINDINGS IS KEEPINGS.

“Gad! That's your answer, Andrew,”"
ejaculated George Wilmot, with high satis-
faction. “ It takes the train more than
eight hours between the two towns. This
safe, you say yourself, was broken into after
ten o’clock last night. The police say it
was probably not opened until after mid-
night. Allan could certainly have nothing
to do with it. His alibi is perfect.”

“ What is all this?” asked Allan, eying
Andrew with an expression of wrathful
satisfaction. - “ What is 'Drew trying to’
hang on me? He was tale-bearer enough
. before I left home. Is he still past master
in that ¢ indoor sport '?”

‘“ Something more despicable than tale-
bearing, even,” George Wilmot said, like-
wise looking with disfavor on the other
lawyer. “ He has hinted very strongly- that
you were party participo in this crime. But
you have answered him, unwittingly and
completely, before he could put the accu-
sation into words.”

“1 do not know that,” snapped Andrew,
for the moment spurred by his vexation to
say more than he otherwise might. “ He
would not have to be on the ground to have
had guilty knowledge of this robbery.”

“ What do you mean?” demanded Allan,
taking a single stride toward Andrew.

“Let me explain,” exclaimed the older
lawyer, stepping between the belligerents.
“ We-must not disgrace ourselves. And re-
member, Allaine is present. Be quiet, Allan
—and you, too, Andrew.”

He swiftly put into words the mystery of
the forced wall-safe and the apparent fact
that Colonel Maywell had changed his mind
during the last hour of his life and substi-
tuted the first will he had made for his last
one, or somebody interested had deliberately
committed the crime of substitution.

“ The last will and testament, Allan, left
practically everything to your sister,” con-
cluded Wilmot. ‘

“ To Allaine?” repeated the young man,
flashing the girl ‘a glance that was almost
fearful.

“Yes. It seems to me that your uncle
must have thought over the matter and
.decided that, after all, he was doing you a
grave wrong, in the eyes of the world at
least. So he put this will—"
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‘“ What will is that?” demanded Allan
sharply.

‘ His first one. The one making you his
heir, Allan. He put it into the safe in
place of the new one and—presumably—
destroyed that giving the estate to your
sister.”

‘“ Bah!” shouted Andrew.
did anything of the kind.”

Allan looked at his cousin with something
akin to triumph in his glance. His satis-
faction at the criminal lawyer’s discomfiture
was not in the least disguised.

“This is the only will you have found,
Mr. Wilmot? And it gives the property
to me? It will stand in law?”

Andrew burst into a shout of coarse
laughter; but his .face blazed. Allaine
looked from him to her brother. He coun-
tenance betrayed unhappiness and—yes—
doubt of both her relatives. She seemed as
unable to understand Allan’s confidence as
Andrew’s sneering enmity.

George Wilmot answered slowly: * It—
it might be valid, Allan, if it were not for
the fact that the colonel wrote a second
will—one in between this one and the in-
strument giving the estate to your sister.
That second will made Andrew the principal
legatee. And Andrew tells us he has that
will in his office safe.”

“So you have possession of that will,
have you?” Allan demanded of his cousin.
“ And it invalidates this old will, does it?
Then produce it!”’

His defiance was too positive. His lips
were twisted into a grim smile that gave an
entirely new and unpleasant cast to his
countenance. Wilmot interrupted:

“ Wait, now. This thing must be done
properly. I shall keep this will and make
a thorough search for the last testament of
your uncle. If Andrew offers his will for
probate before I have made an exhaustive
search of Colonel Maywell’s papers, I shall
be obliged to go to the surrogate, explain
the matter, and ask for a stay. And, really,
we do not want family matters such as
these aired in court, do we?”

“It is immaterial to me,” said Allan
lightly. “ That is the will.”

“ Oh, Allan!” murmured his sister, for

‘“ He never

the first time directly addressing him.
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But he -did mot reply .to her. He glared
hatefully at the criminal lawyer. The latter
\picked up chis hat and stick and :moved
‘toward .the \deor.

“.FHave a.care, Brother Wilmot,” ke -said
doarsely. “I know yeu ave honest; there-
fore you can be the more easily bamboozled.
d will .give you -a certain length . of time to
make your search for -the last will. But I
.am-getermined now to put that young.cock-
Jof-theswalk .in his place. 'It.dees:not matter
«what Uncle Hardy intended. It loaksto:me
as though he had left a pretty mess forthe
\eaurts to clean yp.”

Ake \passed out, receiving .no reply -from
the others.
:man who often publicly displayed -his- inner
deelings in his face. His eeuntenance -had
Jhecome perfectly .composed ahen .he -de-
seended ‘the steps of the house.

Strolling toward him from the direction
-of Barrows Rlace was atrim figure in blue.
Expectant gray -eyes .flashed into Andrew
Maywell’s own as the policeman touched his
-ea,

l‘)‘Ah——Hm’ry, is it?” -said ‘the criminal
lawyer, un;:tuously “I did _not get your
Jast name.’

“Vale, sir.

«“ Ah! Officer Vale. You have sharp eyes,
I see. Did you happen by chance to be
on this beat last night?”

“T had the eight to twelve tour, sir.”

“ Did you see anything suspicicus.around
here? -Queer—how that safe was robbed.
I only left ‘the house myself at a quarter
after ten.”

“J was along here just before that time
and just after,” Vale said'promptly.

“ Indeed? -Of course the inspector says
:the break was frem the sear. But did you
observe -anything suspicious -out front
‘here?”

“ Nothing -that I thought suspicioue at
‘the ‘time, -sir,Y Vale declaved .carnestly.
“And I don’t know #ow whether it was
anything really queer, or .not. But I'm
jpuzzled-like, Mr. Maywell.”

‘“ Puzzled about what?”

"“ Why, sir, -there was ‘a fellow standing
out in front here both those ‘times I spgak
«f when I.passed. A slim young fellow he
_Was—a ‘geod-looking ‘lad.”

Andrew Maywell was -not a

“ Yes,” 'murmured Andrew, his-eyes be-
ginning 'to glow.

‘“ And just now, sir,.as I came alogg—
maybe fifteen .or twenty minutes ago—1I
saw semebody that leolked .a deal -like *him,
back to, going up the:steps-of -the Mayweell
:hause.”

“ Ah!” murmured Andrew.

“ He carried 2 .bag. ‘He rang the bell
and was admitted,” said Vale, lnenly eying
the lawyer s:devme

“ Allan!” <burst forth ‘the Jatter wwith
uncontrellable satisfaction. ‘-Damn -him!
I knew that -alibi was pheny.”

—

«CHAPTER VI.
‘““LITTLE THINGS.”

j‘UST .at ‘this particular moment Hawry
Vale was not missing.a thing. - Although
‘he had said mothing to .his skipper abaut
the young man he had seen lingering before
the Maywell house, he had reasaen to believe
-even -before ‘the criminal lawyer spoke :so
.excitedly, .that the incident of the .previaus
evening bad some .connection -with the safe
burglary. Vale :knew .nothing at :this ttime,
.of course, about ‘the.dead man’s three wills.

¢ Little things,” he determined, werenot,
in the future, to.get away from him. When
Mr. Andrew Maywell uttered his bitter
-6jaculation the policeman caught the fleet-

"ing expression of hatred on this -face .and

the ugly note of satisfaction in his voice:

“Damn him! .I knew that alibi was
phony.”

He demanded .of Harry Vale with .more
calmness:

‘“ At what -time ‘last night .did you see
this young fellow you speak.of? The .one
you just now saw enter .the house, I mean?”

‘“Hold -on!” urged Vale, smiling, but
with narrow.gaze. ‘I .didn’t say .this swas
the fellow I saw last night. You’re:a sharp
cross-examiner, ithey -tell me, Mr. Maywell.
I've .got to watch.out for yyou. T only said
this fellow just now looked like :the .lad
hanging .around kere last night.”

“ Well, .can’t you.be suze:of.it?”’

“No, sir. I .did ‘not -see -his face just
xnow. -And last night he wore .a long .rain-
coat, There is, ;just .the same, a -swing .to
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his shoulders and a tilt to the head of him
that seemed familiar to me.”

“Tell me all about it,” said Andrew
Maywell, quite in control of himself again.

Vale repeated—and in detail—his con-
versation with the fellow who claimed to be
waiting to see the honsemaid at No. 102.

“ You see,” he concluded, hooking his
gloved thumbs intd his ‘belt as he stood
before Maywell, “ I wasn’t really puzzled
in my mind about it at all until I heard of
the * break ’ this morning when I came on
duty.”

“T see,” the lawyer said thoughtfully.

“ And then I got wise to the fact that
the folks at No. 102 hire only negro help.
So that, of course, queered the story the
lad told me last night.”

“ You would know the fellow if you saw
bim again?”

“1 think 1 would ? replied Vale with
some confidence.

“1 may give you a chance to look at a
suspect,” Andrew Maywell observed, eying
Vale narrowly as he drew a folded bank-
note from his pocket. He slipped it through
his fingers lengthwise so that the policeman
saw the ‘‘V” in the corner. “ You won’t
forget what that fellow looked like?”

“T think not, sir,” Vale repeated more

The lawyer advanced the bill tentatively.
The other kept his thumbs in his belt. He
did not even flush as he said:

“ You'll be able to change that bill, sir,
at the corner yonder.. A good cigar costs
only fifteen cents.”

“Hal” exploded the lawyer, but with-a
certain appreciation of the policeman’s wis-
dom. He put away the bank-note and
drew out his cigar-case. “ Try one of these,”
he said with cordiality. “ You seem to be a
very sensible young chap. And you are
treading in your uncle’s footsteps.”

“ At any rate,”’ said Harry Vale, select--

ing a cigar and tucking it carefully away,
‘1 believe in an old saying of Uncle Dan’s:
‘It's the little things that count.’” Thank
you, sir.”

He watched the rather stately back of
the criminal lawyer as he\marched down
the avenue.

“ He's a smart man—and a wicked one

2 Arcosy
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to have on your trail, I don’t doubt. Now,
what’s he got on this ‘ Allan’ he spit out
about? And is Allan the Willy-boy I saw
holding up the tree-box last night? And
was it him I just saw going into the May-
well house? Huh! ‘Little things,’ too;
but I wonder—”

Andrew Maywell stopped at the cigar-
store on the next corner, but not to change
the five-dollar bill that he had been almost
unwise enough to offer the policeman.
Cynical as the criminal lawyer was, he knew
there were only a few patrolmen on the
force who accepted petty graft. But the
one rotten apple on the top of the barrel
spoils the sale.

There was a girl behind the counter re-
markable for the way she had pulled her
blond hair into two * buns ” over her ears,
and for the size of the wad of gum she
manipulated in her mouth while she talked.
She was alone.

“ How-do!” she said, giving the lawyer
her best business smile.

“ Pelley in, my dear?”

“ Oh, no. Am’t you heard?” said the girl
at once animated. “And you a reglar

customer, too?”

“ What has happened?”

“ They took him away last night.”

“ ¢ Took him away '?”

“ Yes, sir. Amb’lance. Private hospital.
"Pendicitis. TheyH cut into him to-day if
he’s all right. Didn’t you hear nothin’
about it?”

“ Not a thing,” said Andrew Maywell
“T did not know that he was ill.”

“ He'd been grouching for a day or two.
Then he called in a pew doc yesterday.
One of these snap-judgment guys, you
know. Said Mr Pelley ’d hafter be op’rated
on right away.”

€« I see. ”

“ Gee!” said the girl with a shudder, and
shifting her gum. “ That sawbones would
think it a pleasure to cut into his grand-
mother. Take it from me! Amb’lance
came at six, an’ they carried him out. I
was busy here and couldn’t even say good-
by to him. Doc says Mr. Pelley wouldn’t
be back for three weeks—if he got back
at all.”
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She took out a handful of the cigars
Maywell pointed to.

“ Can you tell me to what hospital he was
taken?” he asked.

“Doc Skeen’s on Eighth Street. And
won’t they soak him, though!” said the
girl. “ First of all they operate on your
‘pocketbook at that place. Mr. Pelley ain’t
any too lib’ral with money, and it ’ll hurt -
him worse to pay the bill than it does to
lose his appendix, believe me! Thank you,
sir.”

Andrew Maywell went out. He knew no
more than he did when he entered the
corner cigar-store. Grif Pelley had fol-
lowed his directions to the letter, and made
his alibi sure. There was no flaw in that.

There was, however, one point that had
been overlooked. Indeed, until the astound-
ing mystery of the appearance of Colonel
Maywell’s first will had arisen, it had never
crossed the shrewd lawyer’s mind that he
should want to see Grif Pelley at all until
it was time for that individual to return
from the hospital.

That was a “ little thing ” that Andrew

Maywell had not considered.

i

In the Maywell library, where the criminal
lawyer had left the brother and sister with
the family attorney, there was a strained
silence following Andrew’s departure. The
twins did not look at cach other. Mr. Wil-
mot seated himself slowly at the table.

“1 would never have thought it of your
Uncle Hardy,” he sighed. * He really was
such a good business man that it never for
a moment entered my mind that he had
not destroyed both his old wills.

“Under ordinary circumstances, it is true,
it would seem that he need not fear either
this will, or Andrew’s, bobbing up to make
trouble. The third instrument which he so
recently signed made invalid both of these.
I wish very much that I had advised his
giving me the last will to take care of.
Nothing like this could have happened then.

- But you know he always liked to have his
business and legal papers right at hand.
He considered that wall-safe ample pro- .
tection from both fire and burglars.”

‘“ But suppose you cannot find the third
will at all?” said Allan tentatively.

.in both face and gesture.
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“Then Andrew’s will—the second one
I drew for your uncle—will stand in'law,”
said Mr. Wilmot, wagging his head.

“ But suppose ’Drew cannot produce
that?” urged Allan.

“ Oh, but my boy! Of course he will.
I know he will, if he can. After all, Andrew
is that kind,” admitted Wilmot sadly. “I
hoped he would consider your rights and
Allaine’s when the third instrument was
made. But—"

“Yes. He’s that kind,” sneered Allan.
“ He’s the kind to do anything mean to
benefit himself. I’'ve seen a lot of his kind
since I went to Hallingham. The world is
full of such.”

“ Oh, Allan,” murmured his sister.

Allan’s black brows were drawn into a
deeper scowl. He paid the girl no attention.

“I know my Cousin 'Drew now, all
right,” he pursued, speaking to Wilmot.
“ See how quick he is to try to connect me
with this safe robbery.”

“ But he cannot do that,” Wilmot said
soothingly. :

“ Only by good luck he can’t,” the young
man said bitterly. “ He’d queer me if he
could. But I'll fix him—"

“ Oh, Allan,” begged his sister, for the
second time.

He wheeled on her then with passion
“ Now, don't
you take that tone with me, Allaine,” he
cried. “I am not the same meek fellow
who went out of this house two years ago
like a beaten cur. I've learned a lot. One
thing, I've learned to fight fire with fire.”

¢ Just what do you mean by that?” Mr.
Wilmot intervened with cold curiosity.
“ And don’t forget that you are speaking
to your sister.”

“1 mean,” Allan rejoined, flushing at the
merited rebuke, ¢ that if that slimy serpent,
‘Drew Maywell, tries to put anything over
on me I'll give him as good as he sends.”

“ Just what do you think he is trying
to put over?” asked the attorney with
suavity.

“You can see he tried to fix the crime
of burglary on me,” cried Allan. * Throws
doubt upon my having been in Hallingham
at the time this safe was robbed. The fact
is, I was not in Hallingham at ten o’clock
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» last night. But no train could have got me
from here to Hallingham after that time in
season te take the four twenty-eight from
that burg this morning.”

“ Most certainly not,” agreed the attor-
ney.
~“T was out of town when Allaine’s wire
reacked my boarding-place. I did not get
her message that Uncle Hardy was dead,
therefore, until 1 reached home late last
night. The four twenty-eight, as I say, was
the first train I could get down here,” ex-
plained the youmg mam, as though he
thought he must convince his hearers.

“Lucky Mr. Jim Dunbar was on that
train. I "Drew ever cast any reflection on
Dunbar’s testimeny in court, Dunbar would
kil him.”

“ Hush!” warned Wilmot. ‘ That is no
way to talk. Yeu are excited.”

“ Why shouldn’t I be excited?” still com-
plained Allan. ‘“Leok at this 'Drew has
tri;d’ to put on me! If anybody had a
chance to break into that safe and substi-
tute one will for another, it was 'Drew him-
self. He admits he was alone_here last
evening after all the servants had gone to
m.,l -

“ Foolish, Allan! Foolish!” advised
George Wilmot. “ One atcusation does not
sound any more reasonable than the other.
Remember that Andrew would have no
reason for putting tkis will, giving you the
estate, in the place of Colonel Maywell’s
third will, which benefited your sister.”
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“ Why not?”” demanded the younges man, .
leaning both fists upen the table and look-
ing down at the old attorney. “ You fail
to take inta consideration 'Drew’s foxy
nature, do you not? Would it mot occur to
kim to do that very thing?”

“ How's that?” was Wilmot's startied
question.

“ Knowing that he had the second will
safely eached—the one bemefiting himself
—why shouldn’t he destroy the final will
and substitute that ome in your hand, which
he may have found among Uncle Hardy’s
papers, Anowing all the time that the will
ke claims to possess would imvalidate this
m?l’

“ Oh, Allan,” gasped his sister again.

“ You accuse your Cousinn Andrew of a
most sinister design,” satd Wilmot.

“I would not put anything past him,”
declared Allan boldly. * If he knew baoth
old wills were in existence, why wouldo’t
just what I propose occur to his mind?”

“ Wait!” said the attorney thoughtfully.
“ It would not be necessary for him to make
any substitutioh at all. If we are to con-
sider Andrew a criminal, then why, upon
opening the safe, did he not destroy Colonel
Maywell’s last testament, and so calmly
wait till the proper time to produce his own
document leaving the estate to him?”

Allan hesitated. His blazing countenance
paled slowly. - '

“Yes,” he muttered. “ That is a little
thing that I overlooked, it is true.”

(Te be continued NEXT WEEK.)

GRAY DAYS AND GOLD

N gray days come and clouds (and doubts) hang low,
-My spirit, like a plaintive wood-dove grieves,
Restless I count the leaden hours go.
The swallow, prisoned ‘neath the dripping eaves,
The lily, drooping under beating rain,
But echo, like my heast, the sobbing leaves.

When smiles the conquering sun (and faith) again,
Filled are the skies with song and fluttering wings!
Lifted the Hdy's head—and mine!—and then
Filled is my heast with cheer, and fluttering, sings
, Of love trimmphant, hope revived, and faith!—
Flung to the winds all thoughts of troublous things!

Pawuda Reuere.



NNE NICHOLS was, and always had
been, a woman to love. Many men
had loved her; but not one of these

men, good and evil as men are, had stirred

" her heart or had the sweetness of her lips
for his own until' Jim Nichols sought her
with a combined worship and mastery that
made her his wife. With this belief fixed
like-a star in his mind, he kissed her with
the same feeling he would have had in
prayer, if he had been a praying man; and
never did his hand touch her without rev-
erence. ‘

Perhaps Anne and Jim had drawn some-
thing from the nobility of the mountains
that lifted heavenward on all sides of the
rather rocky farm. There were many peo-

. ple in the scattered farms and villages who
did that, and there were others who never
had looked upon the mountains with see-
ing eyes. Certainly to neighbors the Nich-
ols marriage was perfect; so also it was per-
fect to Jim, and he believed that to Anne
it was the same.

Nichols still held this belief five years
after his marriage; and yet there was grow-
ing in the back of his mind, unacknowl-
edged by him, the first shadow of a black
thought. It had to do with Emery Smith,
who lived in Sussex, the nearest village,
and hunted or fished when he was not fid-
dling for dances.

Emery Smith had never been known to
do any evil or much good; if he had any
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distinction at all it was that he was a fa-
vorite with women and welcome in every
kitchen in the township. He could sing,
and run errands, and was not above help-
ing to wash dishes. Of late he had been
going often to the Nichols’s home, and Jim
had tolegated him as an amusing and harm-

‘less diversion.

But the frequency of these visits had
cast lately a little shadow in the mind of
Nichols. He was hardly conscious of it,
and yet it was there—a mild irritation that
the man should hang around so much.
However, there was no thought of this in-
significant matter as Jim walked home
through the north meadow one bright Sep-
tember day. ‘

If he could have expressed himself flu-
ently he would have said that all the world
sang with happiness. He had been out all
that morning shooting woodchucks, and
now his steps were eager and his eyes fond
as he looked at the weathered old house
that held his world: always his steps were
more eager when he went toward that house
where Anne, fresh and sweet, waited to give
him the kiss of greeting that had not failed
once in five years.

As he went up the path toward the back
door, in his old and noiseless shoes, he
swung the rifle down from his shoulder—
swung it down that he might set it against
the door-casing and have his arms free for
the greeting. Then he stopped, with one
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foot lifted for the steps, and stood as mo-
tionless as one of the woodchucks he had
been hunting.

Through the little, seven-by-nine panes
of the window he saw his wife. He saw
also Emery Smith, and Smith was standing
very mear to her, with his long nose and his
waving hair bent close. His face was
earnest with pleading—wrung by some
strong emotion. Ann shook her head re-

‘gretfully—she sighed—and her voice came ~

out distinctly through the open door.

“ Emery! I can’t!”

He seized one of her hands between both
of his and whispered some words so low
that Nichols could not bear them.

“ Even if 2 woman loves a man she’s got
t0 do what’s right—what she thinks is
right!” Anne replied.

“ Give him up?”
hoarsely.

“ Yeg!” .
it was very plain that she was suffering.

“ And he ought to give her up—not try
to see her?”

“If "—she looked at the floor, fighting
some inward battle—“ if she asks him to!”

Emery Smith swallowed hard; tried to
speak and gave it up.

“ But,” continued Anne, suddenly spar-

_kling with a smile, “ she might not ask him
w! ”

‘“ Say!” Smith straightened up with new
life. “ You gomg to be home this after-
noon?”

“1 guess so0,” replied Anne. She set a
kettle back on the stove and beth of them
walked out of the area commanded by the
vision of Nichols. Rage had set him trem-
bling and had dimmed his eyes, but he
thought he saw a movement of Smith to-
ward her. Certainly their shadows became
one on the floor.

- ¢ Jim going to be here?” asked Emery.

“I don’t know, but—" The rest of it
was lost as they moved farther away.

Nichols brought his rifle butt down with
a thump and cleared the threshold with one
stride. But they were standing at least a
yard apart. With a great effort he held in
his anger — searching Smith’s eyes, where

' befanc:edhesawasuddenfea.t Anne ran
to him as always.

demanded Smith

She drew her hand away; and
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“Oh, Jim!” she cried. “I'm so glad
you've come! I saw a rattlesnake in the
yard this morning—he went under the steps
and I've felt uneasy ever since!”

‘ Rattlesnake?” he repeated, rubbing a
hand over his forehead. For the first time
in his life he kissed her coldly, and with a
little movement put her away from him.
“You look out you don’t let any snakes
get into the house!”

There was the flicker of a question in her
glance for an instant, and then she went
about the business of putting dinner on the
table. Nichols remained where he stood.
He was looking at the stovepxpe, because
that happened to be directly in front of
him, but he saw a picture of the face of
Emery Smith crushed under his fists. He
saw that; and then put it out of his mind,
for after all, he did not have solid ground
for an immediate attack on the man.

“ Want to stay to dinner, Emery?”’ asked
Anne as she placed the chairs. Smith cast.
an uneasy look at Nichols and shook his
head.

“Got to be getting along.
feed my dogs this morning.”

He went out, whistling. "'Anne was tak-
ing the tea from the stove. Nichols moved
over to her side and touched her arm with
his forefinger.

“1T don’t want that cur around here!” he
said in a too-loud, strangled voice.

“ Why, Jim!” Then her surprise turned
to caution. ‘“Don’t talk so loud. Lize
Phelps is sitting in the other room—it’s one
of her bad days when she cries and talks
about her husband, but she might hear.”
- At that instant Eliza Phelps appeared in
the doorway that led to the sitting-room.\
She was of a generation that had for the
most part gone; and from ber strength of
mind and boedy had departed until she was
a husk of a woman. Lately she had begun
to mourn aloud for old Bill Phelps, her hus-
band, who had been dead fifteen odd years.

“ Lize!” called Anne. “ Don’t you want
some dinner?”’

“Nope.” The old woman turned her
bright black eyes toward Mrs. Nichols. “I
ain’t hungry, but I'm much obliged. I'll
bring them herbs I promised sooner or later

I forgot to

" —mebbe sooner.”
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Jim Nichols, twisting around in his chair,
waited until she had disappeared down the
path. Then, with his brows drawn to a
black welt across his forehead, he spoke:

“ Anne,” he said, “ do you care anything
about Emery Smith?”

“ You must be crazy!” she cried.

“ 1 saw you and him just as I came in to
dinner—couldn’t help it—and ”—he hesi-
tated; struggling against desire to hurl at
her the words he had overheard—*‘ and you
looked too friendly to suit me!”

Was it relief that he saw in her face?

- Did her laugh have the ring of guilt as she
reblied with an attempt at lightness:

“All the women are friendly with
Emery! He—”

“ Not my woman!” roared Nichols, un-
able longer to hold himself. His food
choked him, and he pushed back from the
table. “I won’t have him here!”

Anne’s mouth grew firm, although there
was no anger in face or voice as she replied.

‘“ He’s nothing to me—but why won’t
you have him here?”

“It’s enough that I won’t! And the
next time he puts his nose in the door I’ll
tell him to get out—or I'll kick him out!”

“Jim! Stop and think a minute! You
must be crazy jealous! You know better
than to think there’s any reason why you
should be jealous of Emery Smith!”

No reason? After what he had heard
and her defense of the hound? Jim
Nichols was now a person unpleasant to
look upon. Blood suffused the little veins
of his eyes, and his big hands trembled to
the verge of action—against whom he him-
self could not have told. Through his be-
ing went wave after wave of sudden heat.
He knew that a killing rage filled him to
suffocation—knew it both because of his
own feelings and because of the look that
he saw in Anne’s eyes,

‘They changed. ‘A vision of distance
came into them, so that while she still sat
at the table she seemed to be far away, like
the stars. He had seen that look before,
although rarely; and he now felt that be-
hind it some danger to both of them threat-
ened. But he had let his wrath settle its
‘hold upon him, and even while his heart
protested he yielded to it utterly.

THE ARGOSY.

“ How do I know what’s going on here
while I'm away at work?”
“1 can’t explain to you,” she said slow-

ly, ¢ because—because—"

“ You're trying to lie yourself out!”

Anne Nichols rose to her feet. Her face
grew scarlet and then became whiter and
whiter until it seemed that there was no
blood left in it. He interpreted this as
guilt, or fear, or both.

“I've seen you like this a dozen times,”
she said. “ You killed your dog in a fit of
rage the first year we were married; and I
know what you suffered afterward. There
have been other things, but the worst was
when you knocked old man Persons down
because he cheated you in a trade. You
struck me that time, because I ran between
you. You felt sorry, but the harm to you
had been done—you’d gone a little bit
farther. Jim, you’ve got to pull up short
or you'll go straight to hell, and I don’t
mean to swear, either. You've got to cure
whatever is the matter with you. You can
lick other men, and you made one woman
love you, but you can’t handle yourself!”

It is probable that anything she might
have said would have fed the flame at this
time, but certainly what she did say sent a
red mist before his eyes and swept away all
thought of a.nythmg but his sense of out-
rage. Literally he did not care what he
said or did.

“Love me!” he snarled. “ And-love a
shiftless hound when I ain’t here!”

He took a step forward, and lifted his
fist as though he would drive her to the
floor. She did not move. For a few sec-
onds he stood thus, seeing her hazily, and
then his arm dropped; but it was no return
of sanity that changed his intention. It
was the beginning of a plan for a more
satisfying revenge. For the poison in his
mind had worked fast, and he felt sure
now that his suspicion about Emery Smith
had been correct. As he stepped away
from her she spoke.

“ You wanted to strike me, Jim, and I
can tell, somehow, that you didn’t stop be-
cause you wanted to stop. I wouldn’t care
so much about that, but you said something
to me a woman can’t very well stand. I
guess I better go to Brother Frank for a
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while, anyway. I don’t feel like staying
with you just now.”

Her words were mild enough, but there
was a coldness in her tone that he had never
bheard before. He didn’t care about that,
and in the moment while he hesitated as to
how most bitterly to answer another step
in his plan outlined itself to him.

“You stay here to-day!”’ he command-
ed thickly. “TI'll take you to Frank’s to-
night. I'm going over the mountain to
Granville this afternoon and find out some-:
thing about the law!”

He saw the surprise in her face. It was

not like Jim Nichols to appeal to the law,.

and both of them knew it. Then she
smiled—a twisted smile. |

“You want to take the meanest kind of
-revenge, Jim?” she asked. ‘ You want to
ruin my reputation?”

I don’t give 8 damn what I do!”

“ All right.” And there was a hint of a
sob=in her voice. “ But I pray God Jim
Nichols will come back into you before
it’s too late!”

“ Trying to play baby?” He turned in
the doorway.and sneered at her.  That
won’t do you any good!”

He went, then; eager to be able to do
the thing he had in mind—a thing which
had nothing whatever to do with Granville,
the county seat. But it did have to do with
the law, for he intended to kill.

That was it! Kill! He wanted to see
the blood of both of them, and then send
himself into the. same unknown country to
which they had gone. Yes, he wanted to
follow them there and, if any power of the
devil could help him, make them suﬁ’er
more.

This was by far the worst of -his rages.
They had been growing a little more vio-
lent, a little more protracted and harder to
get over, but never before had he settled
into a cold anger that drove him with
steady determination to the end. -Always

the flare had passed, with the darkness of -

remorse after it. No doubt this was so tre-
mendously more powerful because it
touched Anne. That fact had tapped the
deepest reservoir of his passion, and there
was no material of restraint in him with
which to stop the flow.
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His furious energy had driven him half-
way to Granville before he had the details
of his plan worked out. At last they be-
came clear in his mind—a complete outline
of the means by which he could get satis-
faction to the utmost. When this hap-
pened he turned at once and walked with
the same tense haste until he came to his
own farm. From that point it was neces-
sary to proceed cautiously.

He worked along through a ravine,
among the trees of a wood lot, until he
came within a few hundred yards of the
house. There he knelt and crawled through
the tall grass and brush until he reached
the dooryard fence.

He had arrived at a point where a thick
growth of lilacs ran down from the house.
They had not been trimmed for a long
time, and he was able to hide himself com-
pletely in the young shoots.

Progress here was slow and painful, but
it brought him at length under a bedroom
window—a bedroom on the ground floor,
opening into the sitting-room. There was
a stovepipe hole in the wall of that room
which would enable him to see and hear
all that went on when Emery S!mth ar-
rived.

Nichols raised up and peered over the
sill. The door into the sitting-room was
closed, according to custom. He pushed
up the sash noiselessly and climbed into..
the room, drawing his rifle in after him.
He took off his shoes. Then he placed a
chair under the stovepipe hole. A piece of
wall-paper had been pasted over it for the
summer, but with his knife, and slow,
steady care, he cut out a small section.

With his first glimpse into the room he
very nearly swore aloud. He had known
that Anne would probably be there at this
hour of the day, whether or not Smith had
come; but he had not thought of the pos-
sible presence of any one else. Lize Phelps
had come to pay another call.

Anne sat darning a pair of his socks with
fingers that were now and then uncertain
in their movements. Lize rocked opposite
her in a characteristic attitude, bent for-
ward with her ‘elbows on her knees, ber
hands clasped and her gaze directed at the
floor. There was a paper bag beside her
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chair, and Nichols understood—she had re-
membered the herbs and had come back
with them.

At first he was baffled. But he could
wait—they would manage to get rid of her.
Anyway, what did he care for a helpless
old woman? She could do nothing—be-
fore she could get to the house of the near-
est neighbor he would have done what he
had come to do. Thus he waited grimly,
still completely the creature of that which
he had permitted to grow within him, for
Emery Smith to appear. His one fear had
been that Anne would go to meet Emery,
and yet that was baseless inasmuch as she
believed her husband to be in Granville.

Several minutes passed in a silence
broken only by the rustle of Anne’s gar-
ments as she reached for another sock. At
iength Lize raised her time-battered face.
Nichols saw the gleam of a tear.

“ Mis’ Nichols,” she snuffled, ¢ my man
Bill was a mighty good feller!”

Anne looked up at her and smiled—a
smile of sympathy and sadness.

“ Yes, Lize, he was.”

“ We allus had a barrel of flour in the
pantry and pertaters down cellar when he
was “alive.”

“ He worked hard,” assented Anne.

“ He was a good pervider, Bill was.”

‘“ And a good hunter, wasn’t he?”

The old woman did not answer, for her
attention was suddenly caught by the sound
of a step on the front porch. Anne’s head
lifted, and her breath drew in quickly. Jim
Nichols, waiting on his chair, shut his fists
with a sudden excess of fury that nearly
made him sway to a fall.

Emery Smith came in the instant after he
had knocked, with all the assurance of a
privileged visitor. He capered in, as he al-
was did, a rocking-herse kind of man.

““ Hello!” he said, looking down at Anne.
¢ Hello, Lize! How’re you these days?
You look younger every time I see you!”

A slow grin spread her toothless mouth.

“You get out, Emery Smith! You're
allus saying them things to women!”

“Sit down, Emery,” invited Anne; and
he chose a chair near enough to hers to
make the hand of Jim Nichdls reach down
for his rifle.

-
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Why wait for them to get rid of old Lize?
Damn them! He brought the weapon up
and realized that he could not shoot from
his present position; so he got silently down
from the chair, moved it back a short dis-
tance from the wall, and remounted. That
was it. Now he could rest the muzzle of
the rifle in the stovepipe hole, with the butt
against his shoulder.

He took the gun down as soon as he
found that he could draw a bead on either
Smith or Anne, for he did not want to make
his hand unsteady by maintaining a tire-
some position. He was not quite ready for
the end.

In its completeness his intention was this
—to kill first the man whom he believed
to be the lover of his wife. Nichols hoped
that he would pitch out of his chair and lie
at her feet so that she would be touched
by the tragedy of death before it overtook
her. After that her had determined to walk
into the room and stand in front of her—
doubted that the courage and pride of his
wife would permit her to run or scream or
beg—and look at her. He wanted to look
at the beauty of her tall and slender body
before he destroyed it, to see the agony in
her wide eyes, to watch the beauty of the
lips he had kissed with such reverence grow
pale. That was his mind during the few
seconds through which he made his arrange-
ments for the end. After it was over he
would, of course, send himself to join them.

Meanwhile Emery Smith had compla-
cently lighted one of the village store’s best
five-cent cigars. His long legs thrust them-
selves out across the floor and he appeared
content—much too content. Lize Phelps
sank back for the moment into her impene-
trable welter of thought. The needle of
Anne went up and down, up and down.

“ Jim ain’t around, is he?” asked Smith.

“ No,” from Anne.

“ Out working somewhere near?”

“ He went to Granville right after din-
ner.”

*“ Gosh!” And Nichols thought he dis-
tinguished pleasure in that exclamation.

. “That’s a long tramp—he can’t get back

till late.”
“ Not before supper.”
So they were planning just how long
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they would have togetherialthough natur-
ally with restraint before Lize Phelps’ for
there was no way of telling what her mind
would or would not retain. Jim knew that

Anne pitied the old woman and would hesi-

tate to tell her to go.

“ Bill allus had the best hound dog .in
these parts,” said Lize, suddenly lifting her
head and swinging that peculiar bright gaze
of hers from Anne to Smith.

“ You bet!” agreed Emery, listlessly.

Nichol chafed at this sort of thing. As
a matter of fact his mind had shifted and
he was holding back a little in the hope
that the old woman would go and that
some word or movement of the others would
set his finger against the trigger of his rifle.
He was sick of her everlasting talk of Bill
Phelps. She never had talked like that be-
fore her mind began to yield up its secrets.
No one had supposed there was any love
lost between them. They lived together, it
was -true, but there had been hectic inci-
dents in connection with other men and
women. At least so people said.

“He was an awful smart man.” Lize
rubbéd a leathery hand against her eyes.
“ Him and another feller picked a barrel of
blueberries once from daylight to dark.”

No one said anything to that. Nichols
sighted his rifle between the eyes of Smith,
hesitated, and decided to wait a few min-
utes longer. The might of his wrath made
him as firm as a rock physically, but ac-
cordingly as it was like fire or ice he felt
moved to strike or to wait and gloat a lit-
tle longer. Lize began to talk again.

“ The night Bill died I had a feeling he
wa'n’t going to last, and it didn’t seem as
though I could stand it!” She stared at
the wall, wisps of hair drabbled about her
face; an unlovely thing to talk of love. “I
went into his room and I says ‘ Bill, be you
dying?’ He nodded. And he was.” She
paused a moment, as though to conquer
something that threatened her from within.
“ After that I used to lay awake nights a-
thinking abeut him, and sometimes it was
jest as if he was right there in the room
with me!” Her face hid itself and she
wept noisily.

The patience of Nichols gave way again.
With a hand made sure by the tension of
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his black anger he lifted the gun and took
aim.  Then Emery Smith turned his head:
carelessly to look at Anne; and Nichols,
inwardly raging, had to wait.

“Don’t let it make you feel so badly,
Lize!” Anne’s face was drawn with the
suffering of sympathy as she leaned for-
ward. ‘ Perhaps he’s waiting for you—"

“ Him and me had fights,” sobbed Lize,
“but folks that love each other don’t stay
mad!” ,

Anne Nichols leaned back with the lines
about her mouth grown suddenly firm. The
long legs of Emery Smith wriggled uneasily
and he tried to hide himsel from the emo-
tional strain of Lize Phelps’s presence in
a cloud of smoke. Not to the nature of
Emery were serious things agreeable.

Up on the chair in the bedroom Jim
Nichols cocked his weapon, with the faint-
est possible click. He had been ‘waiting
only for the head of Smith to turn, for
Anne to lean back out of the line of fire.
His trigger finger drew in with that prelimi-
nary pull that good marksmen use.

A little sound, something like the whirl
of a child’s rattle, stayed his finger. His
quick, hunter’s ear knew and located that
sound instantly—his eye caught a smoothly-
rolling length, dark and sinister, under the
chair of Anne—a rattlesnake! It stopped
in its wandering, with lifted head. ' If the
chair moved, one of the rockers would graze
the snake. It was frightened and suspi-
cious now; it coiled silently, ready to meet
danger in that unfamiliar environment.

Of the three persons in the sitting-room
only one had recognized the presence of
death. That was Smith. He sat goggle-
eyed now, his hands closed upon the arms
of his chair so that the knuckles were white.
If he moved the snake might strike Anne:
if he spoke to her and she moved a¢ the
sound of his voice the effect would be the
same. At the moment she was motionless,
gazing at the sewing idle in her lap and
apparently thinking deeply. Lize Phelps,
buried in her own misery, had heard and
seen nothing as yet.

Jim Nichols understood the situation per-
fectly. He saw how a much more terrible
revenge than that which he had planned
was his for the taking. If he were to shoot
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Emery the snake would undoubtedly strike
Anne, and she would die not too swiftly.
Without prompt and efficient aid she would
surely die.

A familiar thought, certainly. Didn’t he
intend to torture her and then kill her with
the bullet from his own rifle? Of course!
And yet the picture of what would happen
to Anne after that rattlesnake struck
brought no satisfaction to his mind. He
saw her sudden look of horror, the hands
clasped about the ankle, the grotesquely
horrible swelling as the poison mounted.

He sickened, as from a blow in the stom-
ach. Good Heaven! it was. Anne that was
going to die! His wife! For the instant
he forgot Emery Smith. His red anger left
him as air goes from a toy balloon for, once
shocked into the path toward sanity, his
thoughts leaped with great bounds. His
life and happiness must be saved. It was
Anne Nichols, whom he loved, who sat out
there with death a few inches away.

He shifted a little, called upon the power
within him to steady hands that threatened
to fail, and drew a deep breath. The tip
of the sight covered an eye in the lifted
head of the snake; thenm the sitting-room
roared with sound and 3 haze of smoke
hung in front of the stove-pipe hole.
Nichols found himself tearing at the knob
of the bedroom door.

When Nichols flung himself through the
doorway the ethers remained still in the
positions they had taken at the shot. Anne
was standing, her hands put up uncertainly
as though to shield her eyes from the sight
of the headless, writhing snake. Emery
was leaning forward, agape. Only the eyes
of old Lize Phelps sparkled with the tri-
umph of the killing. '

“ Bill Phelps his own self couldn’t made
a neater shot!” she exulted, as she got
creakingly to her feet. * If you don’t want
the critter, Mis’ Nichols, I'll take it home
and skin it?”

With a gesture Anne bade her take the
snake; and she went with what haste she
could make, according to her custom of

never allowing a giver to change his mind.-

Anne Nichols sank into the big chair
Lize had left and her body relaxed utterly,
as though each fiber of it were tired. Smith
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straightened up and drew 2 long breath,
He pulled out a red-and-yellow handker-
chief and wiped his face.

“ By Godfrey!” he whispered.
was a dummed close call!”

“I was just a coming back for—for
something I forget,” began Jim, suddenly
struck with the necessity for explaining how
it was that he had been in the bedroom,
and at the stove-pipe hole.  Something I
forgot—and I saw the rattler crawling—"

¢ Just a2 minute, Jim!” His wife stopped
him with a look of such earnestness that he
grew apprehensive. “ Emery, I want to
have you tell Jim what it was you came
to see me about!”’ ’

“ Well—well—"” He took out the hand-
kerchief again and blew his nose. “ You
see, Jim, I didn’t do—right by her brother
Frank’s girl. 1 want to marry her, and we
think a lot of each other, but the family’s
been—kind of holding out against me.
That’s all.”

Jim Nichols struggled to speak but before
he could master himself Anne’s calm voice
came through the conflict of his emeotions.

“ Lize Phe€lps said ¢ Folks that love each
other don’t stay mad.” I don’t know how
that fits your case, Emery, but it somehow
made me feel different—different about a
lot of things. You rum right along to
Frank’s and tell him I said everything was
all right, and you and Bess can get married
to-day if you want to!”

Emery Smith got up, with a face trans-
figured by his joy. Then he was gone, on
winged feet.

Folks that love each other dow't stay
mad. The words ran in letters of fire in -
the mind of Jim. What was love? He
had loved Anne because she had made him
happy, but what had he done to make her
happy? What of his black, groundless
rage—and the death in his heart? He
seized her hands and knelt, as before a
shrine, and looked through a blur in her
face.

“ Anne!” he cried.
going to kill you!”

She'drew his head down to her lap.

“It’s all right now, Jim. I love you!”

“ And I love you,” he said, through sobs,
“ for the first timel”

“ That

“ My wife! 1 was
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COMPLETE IN THIS ISSUE,

. PROLOGUE

- J FIRST noticed him in the chair car. The girl who snuggled against him was so
very pretty, so obviously a bride, and so obviously delighted with her state, that
she drew all idle eyes first to herself and then to the object of her adoration.

He was not pretty—at least to the unprejudiced eye—but he was obviously happy;
and he positively shone by contrast with the fresh-faced lass who shared with him

O

the red-plush seat.

He was undeniably a “ hard graft ”” man. His square-featured face was burned
red with the sun, and its whole surface was thickly pocked with blue powder-marks.
Half an eyebrow was missing. His nose had been broken, and had grown together
crooked. He was not exceptionally big-bodied, but one got from him the impression
of physical bigness. His white collar made a raw-looking ring upon the flesh of his

neck, and from time to time he plucked at it with a thick, petulant forefinger.

I catalogued him—correctly, as I was to discover—as a miner and a honeymooner.

Later, as I sat in the smoker, watching the fruitful acres of the Sacramento
Valley slip by the window, he came in and sat beside me. He-unbuttoned his collar,
and, leaning back with the white wings of starched linen tickling his ears, filled and
lighted a well-seasoned pipe. Presently he drew a newspaper from his pocket and
fell to studying its front page. I heard him mutter distinctly: ¢ Another one.”

I had been looking at his big, capable, calloused hands, but at the words I gignced
to the paper they held. It was the semiweekly sheet of the last town at which the
train had stopped, and its first page was embellished with a portrait of a young army
officer in full oversea regalia. Beneath the picture was the caption: “ Hero Returns
from Active Service Overseas.”

N “ Ain’t the hero crop the limit?” said my neighbor. ‘ Here’s just one of fifty

thousand heroes coming home to little burgs all over the country—and every last
mother’s son of them is a looey. Ain’t it fine the way the shavetails and looeys won'
the war? They wasn’t no buck private heroes, according to the papers!”

I shifted my gaze from the newspaper to his face, and in doing so noticed for the
first time the service button in his coat-lapel. Naturally, I jumped to a conclusion.
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“ You’re coming home from France, too, aren’t you?”

“ Uhuh,”, he said, without enthusiasm.

“ See active service?”
“ Argonne,” was the succinct reply.
“ Exciting?”

“ Well, you might call it that.

T'll say it was mud and misery.”

“ Wounded weren’t you?” I demanded admiringly. I thought I had solved the
powder-marks. The chap was undoubtedly a real and neglected hero just itching

to be honored and sung.

“ Only wounds I got was seven corns on m
preted my gaze, and his ﬁngers lightly brushed
beauty specks of mine, ain’t you?" he inquired.

toes,” he informed me. He inter-
cheek. * You'’re referring to these
“ Nope, I didn’t get them in active

service; I got them nght here in the U. S. A. when 1 was doing what 1 guess you'd

call ¢ inactive service.’

. It was pretty hard graft, too.. And I got a closer shave when

this powder blew into my mug than any I got during the fighting.”  ~

“Yes?” I said encouragingly.

He regarded me quizzically out of the corner of his eye.
“ That lady is Addie, my—my wife.”

us in the other car,” he said suddenly.

“1T seen you watching
He

spoke the mystic words diffidently, lingeringly; I think it was the first time he had

used them in conversation.

“ We got spliced yesterday. She came down to the city

to meet the troop-train, and then, as soon as 1 got my discharge, we had it over with.

We’d been engaged since I got these powder-scars.”
“ She’s helping the lady in there what has twins,” he added.

moment.
“Is that so?’* I commented.

He puffed at his pipe for a

He took the pipe out of his mouth, and turned squa.rely toward me, “ If I dom’t

tell somebody I’ll bust!” he said.

“1'd like to hear about it,” I responded. .

Id '

CHAPTER 1.
AT FIRST SIGHT.

ELL, it’s this way: Addie and me
are from Grass Valley, and we’re
going back there man and wife,

which is more surprising than it sounds,
because every one in Grass Valley, in-
cluding Addie’s father, who keeps the
hay and feed store, figured that Addie
was all cut out to be spliced to Harold,
who is the only boy, and the pride and
hope of old man Beebe, whg owns con-
trolliil interest in the Consolidated, and
about éverything else in Grass Valley that
isn’t nailed down tight. And everybody
figured that Jim McNeil (that’s me) was a
no-account hoodlum who’d never come to
no good, and a decent girl had better fight
shy of him, and it was a blessing the war
come along and took him out of town.

I was born and flourished in Grass Val-
ley, and left school and went to work in
the mines at a tender age, as the books say;

and a mine ain’t ho place in which to learn
nice manners and how to always be a per-
fect gentleman. Besides, I’ll admit I liked
a bit of a time, along with the other fel-
lows, on pay-day night.

But all this and more, didn’t make me
solid with the best people in town, with the
Prices, who are Addie’s folks, or with old
man Beebe, who wouldn’t let me work for
him any more after the time I got the Dry
lecturer from Sacramento drunk on apricot
brandy, which he thought was a soft drink.
I didn’t care a hang, untijl I fell in love with
Addie.

You know, that was a funny thing for
me to do. Y’d known Addie all her life;
she was a little girl when 1 was a big boy,
and after I went to work and grew hair
on my chest she was still a little girl, I
never thought of ber in any other way. A
friendly, pretty little kid.

One night 1 went to a dance the Feed the
Belgian Babies ladies was giving, because
they’d stuck me for a ticket, and I thought



I might as well drop in and waltz a couple
for my money. Addie and her chum, Aggie
Post, were there. I asked Addie for a
dance, not because I wanted especially to
step with her, but because I liked to see
Addie’s Aunt May bristle up and look down
her nose when I spoke to the girl. I
wouldn’t have been surprised or put out
much if Addie had turned me down, but she
liked to get a raise out of Aunt May, too.

Well, it happened just like that. As soon
as I got out on the floor with my arm
around Addie I found out she wasn'’t a little
girl any more, but a grown-up woman, and
the prettiest, sweetest woman—oh, well, I
guess you know how it is yourself. Ain’t
it a strange thing to suddenly see a differ-
ent persen in some one you've known a
long time? Why, I couldn’t keep my eyes
off her! We had five dances together, and
just the feel and smell of her made me
drunker than the bottle ever had. Before
Addie went home, I had her dated up to go
to the movies with me next evening.

The next night, when I dropped around
to her house to get her, I found her Aunt
May ivas ready to go out too. Aunt Maygive
me a look about as pleasant as a swig of
vinegar, and she says to me: “ I've decided
to go to the movies with you.” I said:
“ Sure, I'm delighted,” but I was wishing
all the time she’d break a leg, or have one
of her sudden asthma attacks. Addie didn’t
say anything, just smiled, and I guessed
right away from her subdued air that the
old girl had been climbing her about being
friendly with me.

Before we got out of the house, Aggie
Post and Harold Beebe dropped in. Har-
old flopped himself down on the sofa beside
Addie, just as if he belonged there; and
then he gave me one of those top-lofty
once over’s that sets a fellow’s teeth on
edge. I felt like chucking him out of the
window.

“ We were just going to the movies with
Mr. McNeil,” said Aunt May.

“ Fine—we’ll go along with you,” said
Harold. .

Aunt May smiled all over. She was just
like honey to Harold. Addie cheered up,
too, and Aggie clapped her hands. So I
said: “ Sure, I'm delighted.”

AN IDYLL OF GRASS VALLEY.

461

Well, I didn’t intend to be euchred out
of the whole evening, so, when we got
down to the Picture Palace, and found out
we couldn’t all get seats together, I said:
“TI'm delighted,” again, and rushed Addie
down the aisle, and we flopped into the only
two empty seats in that side of the house.

-Aggie and Harold faded away somewhere

behind us, and Aunt May, mad as a wet
hen, had to squeeze into a single, two rows
ahead of us. It made Addie and me giggle
just to look at her back.

I don’t know to this day what was the
name of that picture, or what it was all
about, except that the end of it had a nice,
long kissing scene. A big fat man had the
seat just in front of Addie, and she had to
lean a little sidewise to see the screen; and
that made her head touch my shoulder, and
every now and then her hairwould brush
my cheek.

It made me dippy. It was nice and dark
in the theater, and I got her hand, and she
let me hold it. We didn’t say a word to
each other—but say, I was interested!

When the lights went on, she tried to
draw her hand away. I held on to it for a
moment and said: “ Will you let me take
you out again, Addie?”

She smiled and kind of nodded. )

“ Alone,” I said. “ No Aunt May—no
Harold.”

She smiled again, but she said: “I don’t
know if I can, Jim.. Father and Aunt May
would be awful mad, and Harold—”

But she didn’t have a chance to tell me
where Harold came in, because just then
Aunt May stopped in the aisle beside the

‘row we were in and said in a sugar-and-

tabasco voice that made every ome look
around: “ Are you two children going to sit’
there all night?”

Harold and Aggie were waiting for us
outside, and on the way home Harold cut
me out and walked ahead with Addie. I
trailed along behind, walking between Aunt
May and Aggie Post, and wishing that as-
sault and battery and kidnaping was still
fashionable. Aunt May didn’t lose no time;
just as soon as Addie was out of earshot,
she began to tell me just where to get
off—not talking to me directly, but across

my face, to Aggie.



‘Pon’t they look nice together?” she
says, referring to the two ahead.

“They make a darling couple,” said
Aggie.

“Yes; they just seem cut out for each
other,” went on Aunt May. ‘ So congenial,

you know, and that means so much when.

young people set up for good together.
And it’s such a blessing they are so crazy
about each other, because nothing could
really come between them now. It’s such
a fortunate affair—Harold’s father and her
father being such good friends and members
of the same church and everything—seems
like it was arranged by Providence, den’t
you think?”

“Oh,. yes, it's just perfectly lovely,” said
Aggie. “ Have you decided to announce
it?” .

“ Well—not just yet,” said Aunt May.
“If it was me alone, I'd announce it and
have it over with right away. But Addie,

you know, is giddy, and thinks of nothing

but a good time, and her father incdulges her.
I dom’t approve of long engagements, or of
this eontinual gadding about to picture
shows and dances. But Addie is so head-
strBng, even though she is a good girl. And
Harold isn’t finished with college yet, you
know; he sgill has his last term. When he
gets his diploma and comes home and takes
over the mine, as his father has promised he
shall, it will be announced, and take place
right away, I dare say.

“ Any way, there’s no real need to an-
nounce it, because every ome in our set
knows. Such a fortunate affair! Don’t you
thing so, Mr. McNeil?”

‘“ Oh, yes; they make a darling couple,”
said I,

= CHAPTERIL .
ROUGH WATER.

lWENThomewithaﬂeainmy&.rwhich
Aunt May had put there. I knew just
where I stoed with the Price family, all
right, and not even the memory of that
little extra squeeze Addie gave my hand
when she said good night could help me
get that flea out. Harold was holding her
other hand when she said good night!
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1 was beginning to feel sart of jealous of
Harold. Funny feeling that—1X lay awake
imagining Harold sitting on the sofa with
her, holding her hand, after I left; and, say
—if thoughts could have done anythmg d
have been jailed for murder next merning.
Crazy? - I was sure. There wasn’t no rea-
son to it. Here Aunt May had gone to the
trouble to let me know how things was be-
tween Harold and Addie; and here was I,
who had just butted in and taken ker out
once in my life, already looking upon Hax-
old as a guy who was trying to stea my
girl. My girk—get it? I couldn’t think of
Addie any other way.

It wasn’t very cheerful thinking. I
wasn’t so crazy I couldn’t see just how lit-
tle a common roughneck like Jim McNeil
was likely to stack up against Harold Beebe
in Addie’s eyes. As for Aunt May amd
Addie’s dad—well, I knew they didn’t think
I lived in the same world as Harold.

For that matter, I dida’t. I was just a
comman mine hand, working underground
in the Imperial for four and a half a day,
and spendin,g it all the same night. Some
day,lflmendedmyways,lmxghtbea
foreman.

But Harold—why, he was the luckiest
stiff in Californial . His old man had more
rocks than he could count, and Harold,
after they finished showing him how to be
a mining engineer down at Berkeley, was
going to be superintendent of the Censeoli- -
dated and learn how not to do the thimgs
they told him to do in school.

Besides, Harold was a nice Christian bay
who had never done nething in his life that
would make his ma feel bad; while I—well,
one Monday morning old Judge Proud fined
me ten and costs and told me it was a mercy
my folks died young, or I'd have broke their
bearts. I couldn’t blame Aunt May for
shying some hints as soft as brickbats in
my direction.

It didn’t help me any to realize how fine
and worth while Harold was and how bad
and no-account I was. I was hit hard, and
I knew it. There wasn’t much sense to it,
I knew, but still, Addie was my girl, and
I wanted her. I made up my mind I
mustn’t bother Addie no more. And then,
before I went to work next morning, I
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hocked my motor bike, and ordered a new
suit and a silk shirt at Jake Rauer’s Em-
porium.

‘That night was Wednesday, and Addie
and Harold and Aggie went to meeting and
choir practise. I dressed up and met them
accidental-like when they started home. It
worked fine. Aggie didn’t like me much
and she froze onto Harold and he had to see
her home. I walked with Addie, and
cracked some jokes, and she laughed, and
we had a fine time.

When we got to her house we stood out-
side and talked until Aunt May stuck her
head out of the door and wanted to know
for pity’s sake what was we acting like
Comanche Indians for? Then when she
saw me she said in a different voice: “ It’s
time you came in, Addie! Good night, Mr.
McNeil!”

Thursday night I dressed up and went
down to the Prices’ after supper. Addie
came out and sat on the porch with me.
Pretty soon Harold came over, and then
Aggie. Aunt May took a seat in the front
window behind me, and I could feel her
eyes burning a hole in my back.

Harold began to talk about college and
San Francisco, and nobody could get a word
in edgewise. I didn’t stay very late. When
I left, Addie shook hands and said: “ Be
sure and come again, Jim,” and I heatd
Aun May snort like a steam engine.

Friday night I dressed up and went down
to the Prices’. Addie’s old man met me on
the corner, and he said: “ Look here, young
feller, I want you to cut it out!
stand! You quit hanging around my Ad-
die, and you needn’t visit my house quite so
frequent! '~ It wouldn’t be a bad idea if
you turned around and went home now!”

Well, there didn’t seem anything else to

do except turn around and beat it like the

old man said, and that’s what I done. But
I didn’t go home; I was too blamed sore
for that. I drifted into Gus Martin’s pool
hall, feeling just about as. friendly toward
the world as a rattlesnake in August.

Soon as I got inside Gus’s place I found
out my luck had turned for fair. The
whole place lit on me with both feet. It
seemed that Tony Pastori, who drove the
wagon for old man Price, had been in there

.would remember.

Under-
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ahead of me, and he had told the gang
everything about me that Addie’s dad had
told him. It was plenty; it seemed that
old man Price had been relieving his mind
all day about the infernal impudence of me
thinking I was good enough to keep com-
pany with his Addie. It was all just pie to
that gang in the pool hall, and they ragged
me hard.

I didn’t mind the ragging much, but
when a big cousin-Jack I didn't like very
well anyhow, said something nasty about
Addie, I waded into him without notice.
I just couldn’t help it. It would have been
all right, because I had him on the run, if
his friends hadn’t taken a hand. When
they jumped me, my friends backed me up,
and before the shindy ended we had moved
Gus’s place out in the middle of Mill
Street, and the marshal and three deputies
was trying to read the riot act.

The next morning when the Weekly
News came out it had a long story of the
fight. It mentioned me by name, and said
I had been in trouble before, as the town
It said I should have
been pinched for starting the row, and
panned the marshal for not locking me up.

And it said that the worst thing about
me, perhaps, was the fact I was a cad and
a skunk and a coward, because I had
brought into a public fracas the name of
a young lady who belonged to one of Grass
Valley’s most prominent and respected
families, and that said young lady’s father
had given out the statement that I had
pestered his daughter with unwelcome at-
tentions, and if I showed up around his
house any more I would be welcomed with
a sawed-off shotgun, and I had better
hereby take notice.

Well, I took notice, all right. I wasn't
blind, or deaf either. I was so bunged
up that day I couldn’t go to work, so I
hung around Padden’s drug-store until
Addie came by. '

I tried to talk to her, and explain how it
all was. I could see she was mad, because
she came down the street with her head up,
looking over my head, and plunking her
feet down hard and fast. I called to her,
and when she didn’t stop, I stepped in front
of her. Then-she had o stop.
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“ Mr. McNeil,” she said, ¢ you have dis-
graced me, and I hate you, and I don’t
‘never want to see you, or talk to you, no
more!”

With that she shoved past me, and
flounced into the store; and I went home
and laid on the bed and swore at myself
for the rest of the day. I said that if
Addie Price thought she could bawl me
out that way in front of people and get
away with it she was mistaken. I said,
who does she think she is, anyway? The
Prices ain’t a 1it better than the McNeils,
and why should I worry about a little snob
who thought she was so much better than
her neighbors? I said there were plenty of
girls besides Addie Price in the world!

But there weren’t. Not for me. And
way down in my heart I knew it. But I
didn’t let on. I went to work Monday
morning, and laughed and carried on with
the crowd just as if I was happy. Nearly
every day 1 passed Addie on the street—
I just couldn’t help going the way I knew
I'd be likely to see her—but she never rec-
ognized me, and I never let on I seen her.
It was just like we were strangers. Bat it
hurt to see her going into the picture show
with Harold and Aggie, her hanging on
Harold’s arm, and like as not laughing up
into his face. I felt so miserable that I
wanted to fight all the time.

Then, to make matters worse, Harold be-
gan to be friendly to me. He’d see me on
the street, and he’d come up and shake my
hand, and ask how was things, and offer me
his fancy cigarettes. It made me wild. I
didn’t want anybody’s pity, least of all his.
That's what I felt his friendliness was; he'd
won out with Addie and felt sorry for
me. :

The only reason I didn’t tear loose and
muss him up was because I couldn’t bear
to hurt Addie. Oh, I could have done it
easy enough! Hareld wasn’t what you’d
call a “he-man ” in looks—he was a little,
reedy, girly sort of fellow. Well, imagine!
His ma made him wear long cur$ uatil he
was nearly ten years old, and he hadn’t
never played with no rough boys in his
life. When we were kids' we all called him
{3 'wer.”

One morning—it was a Sunday morning
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—a couple of weeks after the fight, Harold
called on me at my boarding-house. I
said to myself: “ Well, he’s got his old
man’s gall all right!” and I didan’t meet him
exactly cordial-like. But my manner didn’t
feaze him any; he was just bubbling over,
and he plumped himself down in a chair
and began to lay out my future life for
me.
“I'm going back to the unijversity to-
morrow, Jim,” says he, “ but that won’t
make any difference because I got it ail
fixed. I won my father over, and he’s
willing.” On the first of the month you go
back to work in the Consolidated as shift
boss, taking Aggie’s father’s job, who has
been promoted to be assistant to the super-
intendent. You'll get along fine, and make
good, I know, only youd better cut out
running with the drinking gang.”

“Will yeu please tell me, Mr. Beebe,”
says I, speaking oold and calm, “ who in
hell give you permission to tell me what I
was to do and what I wasn’t?”

“ Gh, that’s all right, Jim,” he says,

aking quick and pleasant. ‘I know you
don’t like nfe, but that’s all a mistake. I
like you, and Addie likes you, too—only, of
course, they’ve made it pretty hard for her
at home ever since that unfortunate occur-
rence. And Aggie likes you, really she does,
only your ways are so—so sort of rough.
But we all want you to get ahead, and so,
as I said, I got the job all lined up for you,
and I kaew you’ll get along fine. When 1
take over the mine, maybe there Il be
ancther step up the ladder for you.”

“ Mr. Beebe, if the Consolidated was the -
last mine in the world,” I told him, “ I'd go
digging ditches or making hay for a living!
Thank you for your kind offer, but I don’t
need your help to get along. Good morn-
‘ing! ”»

But, do you know, I couldn’t get that
guy’s goat. He went away smiling, and the
last thing he said was: ¢ Well, Jim, if you
change your'mind just let me know. Its
all a mistake, your not liking me.” :

All a mistake! And me with my fingers
just itching to fasten upen the shrimp’s
neck! You know, it hurt as much as any-
thing else just to think that Addie could
prefer such a sawed-off, pale little runt
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above me. Of course, he was pretty, and
had schooling, and rocks, but I could break
bim in twe with one hand. Well, women
are queer! ’ ]

Well, Harold went awsy, and I didn’t
wish him any werse luck than he’d break
hia neck on the trip down to Berkeley. I
didn’t go to work in the Consolidated on the
firat of the meonth, and I didn’t cyt ou: the
drinking gang. In fact, J helled around
more than ever. 1 had a sneaking hope that
with Harold out of the way Addie would
kind of loosen up and be friendly with me
aga.in. -

But the very day after he left, she left,
teo, for Sacramento, to pay a long visit
to her Aunt Edith, Aggie told me this,
coming up to me on the street, and talking
* yea) mice. She gave me Addie’s address in
$acramento, and suggested I might write
a line to her if I felt Like it.

I was very much surprised at Aggie’s
kindness, and I couldn’t help noticing she
was prettier than I had thought, and not
ngarly so stuck-up. But she wasn’t Addie.
1 went home and wrote that very hour, and
tald Addie haw sorry I was, apd just how
the fight in the pool-hall started, and would
she please fargive me gnd be friends again?

The very next day I got an answer. It
was a pest-card, and all it said was: “1I

"think you treated Harold shamefully|”
Juet that. No signature, no “ Write again,”
no nothing.

Well, skipping ever much what hap-
pened, the ‘weeks went by, and 1 stayed
with my old job at the Imperial, and chased
with the gang, and tried to forget and
couldn’t. Addie stayed in Sacramento, and
she didn’t write no more, and I wouldn’t.
¥ said: “Let her have her Harold; I
wouldn’t bust it up between them for the
world!”

Then, just because I was so mad and
so miserable I started to flirt with a kid
from the bex-factory who the whole town
knew was a live-wire. I took her around
to shewa and dances, and all the nice peo-
ple wrinkled up their noses and looked
eross-eyed at us. A lot I caved! Then, ane
day, Aggie Post stopped me on the street.
Say, she was mad!

“ Jim McNeil, you're no good, you're a
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bad egg!” she says. “I wash my hands of
}’O\I!” ,;a

“1 never knew- you had your hands on
me,” 1 says, mean and sarcastic. . But if
you had, you’d better use lye, or you won'’t
get ‘em clean!”

“QOh, you big, stupid fool!” she says.
“ You haven’t written to Addie, and now
she’ll hear about that—that creature, and
it "Il be too late!”

“Too late for what?” I asked. -“ Addie
Price don’t want me to write to her. She
ain’t worrying any about me; she’s werry-
ing about Harold.”

I fished Addie’s post-card out ¢f my
pocket and handed it to Aggie. took
a look at it, and then at me, and ded
it back. And then what do you suppose she
done? She started to bawl, right there on
the street. Busted right out crying, and
put an arm across her face, and beat it
down the street as fast as her legs would
carry her. It got my goat. I couldn’t un-
derstand it. I stood there for half an hour
trying to figure it out, and then I says
to myself: “ Women are sure queer,” and
went home ta supper,

But Aggie had started me to thinking,
and it made me feel rotten to think what
Addie was probably hearing about me. 1
took a tumble to myself, and when the box-
factory dame rang me up and wanted me
to go ta a road-house dance, I says: “ Noth-
ing daing, kid; I’m off that stuff for good!”

Abaout a half-hour later I saw her climb-
ing into the stage with the steam-shavel
fireman who was her heavy man before I
cuyt him out, so I knew I had ended that
affair all right. I went home and wrote a
post-card to Addie. I szid: “ How are you,
Addie? I hope you are well, and I am the
same. Would like to hear from you.”

CHAPTER IIL
“ coop-BY, JIM!”

l WAITED two weeks, and didn’t get no
answer,

Then the war happened, and things in
Grass Valley was changed overnight, so to
speak. The war always seemed a long way
off, like it was in another world, and here,
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all at once, it was right on our door-step.
Things began to hum, I want to tell you!

The very first week there was six peti-
tions ‘before the Superior Court to
change names to something that sound-
ed American, and the organizer who
come up from San Francisco to or-
ganize the box-factory was run out of town
because old man Beebe said he was a pro-
German, and Gus Schoeffler started the
Home Guard for married men who couldn’t
get away, and the News came out and said
it had reliable information that the Hun
secret service was planning to use the hills
back- of the town for a signal base, and
wouldfeverybody please watch out for stran-
gers who didn’t have round heads? Nearly
everybody in town camped at the depot
every day until the train came in with the
Sacramento and San Francisco papers, and
we found out how the war was going.

Then recruiting began. I was watching
for it. I made up my mind to go the day
war was declared, and before I ever heard
of the draft. When the newspapers said

-the government was raising some regiments

of engineers who would be first in France,
I says to myself: “ That’s your chance.
You’'ll get over there before it’s ended, and
you’ll show the Prices and the Beebes and
this town that you ain’t such a bum after
all!” .
- The papers said the ranks was rapidly
filling up, and any one who wanted to be
one of these engineers would have to act
quickly, so I decided I wouldn’t lose no
time about it. Especially since Addie had
come home, and passed me on the street
and never said hello or nothing. I wanted
to get out of town. .

So I sounded some of the fellows at th
mine, and found out how they felt, and
then I went down and had a talk with
Mayor Schultz. - He shook my hand and
said: “ My boy, Grass Valley is proud of
you!” and dictated a call to mass meeting
for all the citizens in the big hall over
the postoffice for that very night. Then
he phoned to Lou Parton, of the News, and
Parton come up to my house and borrowed
a picture of me which was took when I
was seventeen, and said he was going to
get out a special edition.

ke
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That night everybody in town was at
the meeting, and Mayor Schultz made a
sizzling speech and called on the youth of
America to go and help bleeding France
drive the beast of a Hun back beyond Ber-
lin, because the Hun was a leopard which
never washed his spots and the world must
be saved for democracy, and who was there
to say Grass Valley would not do her share
in the mighty task, and, in conclusion, this
meeting was called at the instance of one
of our bravest youths, whose noble and
sterling qualities are known to all of us, and
who is to-night emulating himself on the
altar of his country and invites others to
do the same, so that his native heath will
be ably represented in the vanguard of the
mighty hosts which will rescue the tortured
world from the hydrant-headed monster of
militarism, and Major Marshall, from Sac-
ramento, had made a special trip to be pres-
ent and assist in the ceremony, and again
in conclusion he called upon the brave
youth of Grass Valley to follow the example
of our esteemed fellow-townsman, - Mr.
James Aloysius McNeil, and volunteer for
the enginegring forces which would be first -
in France!

Well, twenty-seven of us put our John
Henrys on the roster, and held up our hands
before the major. The crowd was wild, and
nearly mobbed us, and the Methodist min-
ister wife, who had said I was a contami-
nating influence upon the youth of the
town, put her arms around my neck and
kissed me, and said I was her hero. But
Addie wasn’t there, on account of Aunt:
May’s asthma, and I couldn’t help feeling
the fuss wasn’t worth while. I don’t like
this hero stuff, aniyway.

Next morning the depot was, as the News
had it, the scene of indescribable enthusi-
asm. Grass Valley was bidding its noble
youth good-by. There was the Moose band,
and the Eagles drum corps, and some bawl-
ing from the women and girls, and hand-
shaking all around, and lots of singing and
cheering. We had a special car to take us
down to Sacramento, and I sneaked away
from the mob and boarded the train and
sat down by myself. Every fellow in the
bunch save me had a girl to say good-by
to. Say—I did feel lonely! Addie was
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there, with Aggie, but she stayed at the
other end of the platform, and after what
had happened I wouldn’t go seeking her
out.
Just as the train was pulling out, I heard
my name called out above the noise—and
there, running beside the car, was Addie!

“ Jim, Jim, good-by, Jim!” she called out.
({3 Gomi_by! »

The train went on, with me hanging half
out the window to get her words. The last
I saw of her she was standing on the edge
of the platform—and she blew me a kiss!

CHAPTER 1V.
NO WORD,

WELL, when we got to the Qakland

Mole, on our way to Berlin, they
berded us all on a government tug, and
started us in the direction of Japan. But
we didn’t quite get there. We stopped off
at a big island in San Francjsco Bay called
Angel Island, where the army had a casual

. 1 don’t know why they call that
place “ Angel Island,” unless itg because it’s
the last place on earth an angel would pick
out to visit, but the “ casual ” part of it is
all right. They sure treat 2 guy in a
casual sort of way. They give him a num-
ber, and then forget it. Why, I was lost
on that island for months.

First thing they did, next morning, was
to line us up and enlist us all over again;
and they tagged, and measured, and mugged
us, and took our family histories from the
year one. That’s how they shanghaied me;
because I told them the truth. Because
- a couple of mornings later, and before I'd
finished trying on all my new clothes, the
top sergeant come in and bawled out:
Who’s McNeil, J. A., around here? Well,
detailed for garrison—report to Captain
Steele!”” 1 didn’t know what he meant, and
reported with @ wheop, thinking .maybe I'd
be starting for the front that afternoon.

This Captain Steele was sitting in his
office with my pedigree spread out in front
of him. He looked like a good scout.

“ Humph—McNeil—oh, yes!” says he,
giving me the once-over. “ Miner—eh?”

“ Yes, sir,” gays L
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“ Familiar with explosives?”

“I had a stick of dynamite for a baby-
rattie]” I tells him, -~

“Now, young feller, den’t wax face-
tious,” says he, *“ and stand at attention, or
I'll know the reason why!” .

“Yes, sir, beg pardon,” says I, “amd
please when do I leave?”

“ You don’t leave,” he remarked. “ You
are detailed for special duty on the island.”

“ Look here, I joined to fight the beast
of @ Hun,” says L

“Listen to me, young man, and let me
give you some military advice,” sajs he.
And be did. Oh, he did! When ke got
threugh I was feeling about as big-as one
of the fifty million fleas on the igland. And
then he says: “ And now, Private McNeil,
you are about to salute me, which yeu didn’t
do when you came in, and then the orderly
will escort you down to the blacksmith-
shop, where you will meet four men, and
you will take these four men and report tqQ
Lieutenant Beebe, and do as he tells you.
And remember, I've got my eye on you!
Now, then, sir!”

I got out of that room in a sort of a daze.
The orderly had me by the elbow, but he
wasn’t rubbing it in at all. “ Newer mind,
fellow, the skipper ain’t such a bad ome,”
says he. * His bark is worse than his bite,
and you dide’t know the difference.” But
it wasn’t Captain Steele I was worrying
about!

At the blacksmith-shop there were the
four men, in dungarees, sitting in the shade,
with a pile of sharpened steels and some
single jacks by their. side. The orderly
marched me up to them, and he says:
“ Here’s your new boss, fellows] Where’s
the looey?”

“ Inside,” answered one nran.

We peeked in the deor, and there was an
officer talking to a man at the forge.
“That’s him,” says the orderly. ‘ Now,
don’t spill the beans again. You go up to
him and salute, see? And then you say:
¢ Sir, Private Whateveryournameis, and de-
tail of four men, report for duty to Lieuten-
ant Beebe.” Go to it!”

Well, I had been hoping it was some other
Beebe, but it wasn’t, It was Harold all
right, all rigged out in a first loot’s uniform..
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Mad? Say, I was so mad I couldn’t see
straight! As if it wasn’t hard luck enough
being put to work on the island, here I had
to work under Harold!

I was leery about pulling any rough
stuff, though; that Captain Steele had me
bluffed. So I marched up to Harold. I
was right behind him before he turned and
saw me; and he was so surprised he just
gaped. I did just what the orderly told
me to do.

“ Why, Jim!” says Harold, shovmg out
his hand. “ I'm certainly glad to see you!”

I never batted an eye—just saluted again,
and went through the same rigamarole. He
looked' at me hard, and then he caught on.
He saw he couldn’t soft-soap me that way.
So he stiffened, and returned my salute, and
says: “ Very good, Private McNeil. Get
your men and follow me.”

Well, he led us up on top of a big, brown
hill in back of the camp, we carrying the
tools, and him strutting on ahead and kick-
ing up the dust like we was beasts of bur-
den—which we was—which he didn’t have
to take no account of. Oh, but I'd have
liked to have bounced one of the single-
jacks on his knob! Just to take the stiffness
out of him!

There was a hole in the ground on top
of the hill, a shaft six by eight feet and
about fifteen feet down in the solid rock.
At the shaft edge was a dolly, or hand,
windlass—and all the layout for well-dig-
ging. Harold turned to me, and, pointing
to the hole, said:

¢ There’s your job, and I know you know
how to do it. You are in charge, and re-
sponsible for the progress of the work. The
powder-magazine will honor your requisi-
tions. Find water.”

With that he turned and beat it down
the hill, and T had to get the details from
the fellows who were on the job with me.

They told me they had been on the job
for three weeks already, doing everything
by hand, after the fashion of the first well-
diggers mentioned in the Bible; and yester-
day ‘their powder-monkey had his foot
crushed by a bucket which fell back into
the hole, and that’s how I happened to get
the job.

They told me that Lieutenant Beebe was
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a pretty good scout who didn’t bother us
much so long as we did a little work; and
Captain Steele was all right, and didn’t
bother us at all; and the job was a fluke
which was wished on our officers by some of
the high-rank fatheads at the Presidio, and
that our officers didn’t really think we'd
strike water—which I could believe, for a
less likely place to sink a well I never saw
in my life.

They told me the island was without
water, and the army had to keep two water-
boats on the job supplying the garrison,
which was the reason we were up on the
hill. They said it was a damn shame to
join the army to go overseas, and then he
put to work on Angel Island, and we was
as lost to the world as if we was shot dead
in France, because we’d be digging this
damn well when we was old and gray-head-
ed, and it was all enough to make a guy
go over the hill even if it was war time.

And they said it wasn’t worth while start-
ing in this morning, because the looey
wouldn’t be back until afternoon, and any,
way the mess call was going to blow pretty
soon. I agpeed with, them.

But after dinner I started to drill a set
of holes, for I knew I had to make a show-
ing. I didn’t care what Harold thought,
you know—but that Captain Steele was a
bad man to monkey with, I knew from his
face. 'Anyway, I don’t like loafing much.

Well, about the middle of the afternoon
Harold showed up. I was down in the shaft
myself, alone, and he swung hlmself down
beside me.

“Hello, and what are indications?” he
says, cheenly

“ Sir, Private McNeil reports he thinks
he’ll hit water, or China, in this hole about
the 4th of July, 1998,” says I, in a loud
voice, so the boys on top would hear me.

“Well, I don’t think you’re far off the
date at that,” says Harold. “ But orders is
orders in the army, and we’ll have to keep
on.” Then he lowered his voice and stepped
closer, and I could see he was trying to soft-
soap me: “I’'m sorry you were unlucky
enough to be detailed for this work, Jim.
It’s a shame, when I know you are just as
eager as I am to get away from this place.
I got my commission through the university

-
-
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in Aptil, and I've been here ever since, Ex-
pect I'l have to stay here. But perbaps
you will get away. How did you leave the
folks in Grasg Valley, Jim?”

1 thought I had the little runt. I straight-
ened up and looked right at him so I could
enjoy it to the full. “ Left the whole town
at the depot,” I said. “ Addie was there,
to say good-by-—she threw me a kiss!”

Well, he stiffened, all right, and got kind
of red in the face, and gave me a peculiar
sort of eye, Then he says, rather short and
sharp: “ Yes, she wrote me all about it. I
hear from her rather often, you know!”
And with that he beat it.

He left me so mead 1 worked like a slave
the whole afternoon, just to work off steam.
So he heard from her often, and she wrote
him all about it! It set my teeth on edge
to think about it! To think I'd been such
a rummy as to give him such a chance at
me! Of course, she wrote to him often—
"wasn’t he her Harold? But she had blown
that kiss to me—or was it my kiss?

I started to think about it that way, and
I had to admit it might not have been my
kiss at all. Very likely it was a kiss for
the whole car—she knew us all. Anyway,
I had been a big fathead for thinking it
showed she had changed her feelings toward

me very much, and had come to care for me..

Blow me a kiss! Why, come to think of it,
she very likely did more than blow Harold
a kiss; she very likely smacked him right
on the lips, as often as he wanted! Say,
that thought made me wild!

I had sent Addie a post-card from Oak-
land Mole saying we had arrived that far
and expected to go to France next day, and
winding up with: “I am thinking of you,
your soldier boy, Jim.” So far I hadn’t
got no answer, and that kind of convinced
me I had been banking too much on that
kiss. Harold was getting answers!

That night after supper I sat down and
wrote a long, warm letter to Addie, and
told her just how I felt. It was some love-
letter, believe me! I said to myself: ¢ Now,
you put your pride in your pocket, and get
it all off your chest!” And I did. Why,
in that letter I just crawled before her.

When it was done I asked a corporal
where to mail it. :
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“ Just take it over to the looey’s tent, un-
sealed, and leave it there,” says he. “It’s
got to be censored, you know.”

“ You mean—Beebe?” 1 asked.

“ Sure—he’s first loot of this outfit. He
has to read everything that goes out of this

”

“ Well, he don’t read this!” says I, and
I tore it up then and there. Was I sore?
I sure was! But I'd sooner never have got
a word from home than to have it go under
his eyes—the grinning little beast! And
after I went to bed, and thought it over,
I was kind of glad I hadn’t sent such a beg-
ging letter. After all, it was up to Addie
to write; she knew where I was, and she had
the post-card. It was her turn.

But she didn’t write. Not a word. They
had a post-office in a little shack down near
the wharf, and for a while I went down
there twice a day, when the mail tug came
in. That was at noon and sunset, and it
didn’t interfere with well-digging in any
way; and after I got acquainted with the
guys in the office I helped them sort the let-
ters. I was that eager! There was mail
from Grass Valley, all right, plenty of it,

-but it wasn’t addressed to me.

Nearly every day Harold got & nice fat
letter, with the stamp upside down, and
I knew it was from Addie, because the re-
turn address was Box 105, Grass Valley,
which was the Prices’ box. But no letter
ever came from Box 10§ to Jim McNeil!

Was I sore? Say-—one of the. chief rea-
sons I was so eager to lick the beast of a
Hun was to get away some place where I.
could forget Addie and Hatold, and here
was their love affair right under my eyes
again, and I was thinking of the girl and
wishing for her more than ever.

Harold tried to rub it in, but he didn’t
succeed very well. One day he says to me:
“Don’t you ever write home, Jim? Both
Addie and Aggie are asking after you, and
they send you their best wishes.” He
grinned one of his superior, patronizing
grins, and I nearly forgot he was an officer,
and almost swung on him where he stood.

I gave him one of those one-hundred-per-
cent salutes, that tells an officer you are in-
viting him to go to hell, and I says: “ Sir,
Private McNeil thanks Lieutenant Beebe
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kindly, but Private McNeil didn’t know
that the army required him to write back to
his home town unless he wanted to!”

That got him. He turned red, and looked
mad, and snapped out: “ Jim McNeil, you
are the most impossible person I know!”
He beat it, and from that day on he never
tried to get too familiar again; in fact, he
never spoke to me except very formal like
about the work.

CHAPTER V.
THE MISFIRE.

ALL this while the work was going on

steadily. I soon saw that the only way
I'd ever get out of the well detail and into
one of the drafts that left every day or so
for the Presidio and France, was to finish
the well, or else get the shaft down so deep

that even headquarters would see it wasn’t-

no use going deeper. So I plugged away
like a good fellow, and got kind of unpopu-
lar with my helpers, because I kept them
so well exercised.

It was slow work at the best. The rock
was hard, and everything had to be done
by hand. Uncle Sam was too poor to afford
a donkey-engine for the hoist, and after
a shot the muck had to be hauled up by
hand, and this was a day’s work, pretty
near, by itself. . Uncle was too poor even
to afford a battery, by means of which I
could shoot my holes from the top;.I had
to go down and light the fuses with matches,

and rely on the man-power hoist to get me.

out before the rock began to fly.

When I had been on the job two months,
I was down to sixty-five feet below the
ground, with no water or indications of it.
Some staff officers come over from the Presi-
dio and looked down the hole—they had
nice new uniforms on, so they didn’t leave
the ground—and said: “ Keep on, by all
means, keep on!” and Captain Steele grunt-
ed kind of sour, and said: “ Yes, sir,” and
Lieutenant Beebe grunted kind of sour and
said: “ Yes, sir,” and when the bunch had
- got a little way down the hill, me and my
helpers give them all a piece of our minds
which I wender didn’t burn them up as they
walked.
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Well, I went down to the sixty-five-foot
level and drilled eight holes, and loaded each
hole with two sticks of fifty-per-cent giant.
Then I touched off my fuses, and was
hauled to the top by my helpers, and sat
on the ground by the shaft and counted the
shots ‘as they went off. There were only
seven explosions.

“ Misfire,” said the boys.

1 waited a little while and decided I did
have a mishole. So I had the boys collect
all the used steels, and sent them down to
the blacksmith-shop to sharpen them. I
planned to stay alone at the shaft, and have
a quiet smoke, until they got back; then
I would go down and see what was wrong at
the bottom.

But pretty soon I saw Harold coming
hot-foot up the hill. It made me swear.
I knew he must have been in the black-
smith-shop when the boys got there, and
now the nosey little runt was coming up
to spoil my smoke and give me advice on
how to proceed—me, who had handled pow-
der since I was in knee-pants!

Well, I determined not to wait for his
advice. L-<ouldn’t talk to him two minutes
without wanting to land on him, anyway.
So I quickly lowered a sharp steel, and sin-
gle-jack, and spoon to the bottom, and was
leaning over the edge, ready to slide down

- the bucket-rope when he came over the

brow of the hill.

“ What’s the matter?” says he.

“ Mishole, sir,” I answered.

“ Where you going?”

“ Down to clear it away,” says I.

“ But—alone? It’s dangerous,” says he.
“ Hadn’t you better wait until your men get
back, so they will be standing by at the
windlass?”

“ Sir, Private McNeil ain’t afraid of a
mishole,” says I, “ because, not having been
to college, his experience with them is prac-
tical!” '

He stood there biting his lips, and before
he found words, I slid down the rope. I was
feeling pretty good. Wasn’t often I got -as
good a shot as that at the sissified stiff.

The bottom of the shaft was a litter of
big and little boulders and smashed rock
from the blast. But after looking around a
while I found the hole that hadn’t gone off.
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Fhe fuse and packing had blown out, and
the bole was filled with dirt. 1 natupally
concluded the pewder had blown out, teo.
I bad bad experience with desems of mis-

. shets like this, and always when the fuse

amd packing was gome the powder was also

gone. .

So 1 sat down comiortably upem a boul-
<der amd began to single-jack and spoon the
dirt out of the hole, intending to get it
clear and reload aad shoet it. Of course, I
worked carefully because I knew there was
2 slim chance the dymamite was still in the
hole; but it was such a slim chamce I wasn’t
worrying abeut it. .

- Well, ¥ should dave been worrying abeut
it, because this was the one time when ap-
pearances were .deceiving. The first thiag
I knew, all at once all the air went out of
the world for an imstant—then me and my
boulder were in the middle of a pillar ef
flame, going up. We went up a lomg, long
way, pretty near the top of the shaft it
seemed to me, and came down a little faster.
Rocks and tools went up ard eame dewn,
too, and preity nearly buried me. I remem-
ber wondering: “Is this the hgspital, or a
coffin?”

I got out from underneatk the pile and
sat down again on another boulder and tried
to think. I didn’t seem to be dead, or even
much hurt. I couldn’t see at first, and
thought my eyes had got ity but after I
wiped the blood off my face, I saw it was
the smoke and dust and not my eyesight
that kept me from seeing.

Gosh, that was a relief! ¥ felt mayself
all ever, and I felt all right—my bones were
safe, and the bruises hadn’t had time to
get sore. There was a great buzzing in my
ears, but after a while I heard a voice com-
ing through the buzz.

¢ Jim, are you dead?”’ Harold was crying.

I spit a dozen pebbles and a bunch of
dust out of my mouth and hollered up:
“ Net on your life, I ain’t!”

“ Can you hold oe? F’ll haul you up!”
be sang out. ,

k looked around. The bucket was gone,
bat the rope huag with the noose into which
the bucket hooked just by my knee. I
stepped into the noose, and give a signal

- jerk on the line; but I thought to myself:
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“ Like fwm you'l haul nee up! You ain’t
got backbone eneugh!” Hauling me up
frem the bottem was a job that made tweo
of my buskies grunt hard. I yelled” “ You
had best go for help; ¥ toe heavy!”

Just then I started to go up, by jerks.
If I hadn’t been so daged and shaken, I'd
have jumped off, for I was sure Harold
coukdm’t get me to the top. But before it
got inte my mind to jurp I was a couple of
dozen feet in the air, and I was afraid of
a broken leg or two upon the ragged bottom.
So I held on, and swabbed my face with
my sleeve.

That was an awful trip. It was worse
than a dozen explosions because it never
seemed to end. If I hadn’t been so stupid
from being blown up 1 think I’d bave
jumped and ehanced it, because I knew it
was a physical impessibility foz that little
skinay runt to hoist me sixty-five feet with
that old hand-windlass. And 1 knew that
when he got tired and let go ¥'d ceme back
with a sun, for there were no pawls te check
a drep on the windlass.

What I dide’t savvy was that a physi-
<al impossibility might be a nerveus possi--
bility. Because I tell you that gy hoisted
me with his nerve, and nething else, after
his bedy gave out. And it gave out when
I was about half-way to the top. I stopped
going up by jerks then and just crawled up-
ward by inches. It was a pice goofy feel-
ing, believe me; I could imagine Harold
playing, out altogether the very next second
and me busting the wind apart on my way
to the bottom. :

_When my head got within a few feet
of the top we could see each other. I saw
him first, and he sure looked like ‘he was
at bis very last netch. He was bending over
the handle shoving it around, with his eyes
shut and his_mouth open, and his face red

" as fire, and big, knotted cords sticking out

on his forehead. I was already reaching
out for the edge, to grab it as soon as it
_came within reach, and lift the terrible
strain from him.

When it was just a few inches from my
finger-tips he opened his eyes and looked at
me. Well, his face went from red to a dead-
white, and his eyes seemed te pop out. He
stopped hoisting. I thought: “ It’s all off
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now!” ‘I had a picture in my mind of some-
thing that happened when we were kids—a
horse had run away and impaled itself on a
hitching-post in front of the Argonaut
House, and the blood ran all over the street,
and little Harold got sick and had a fit and
had to be carried home.

That was what was the matter now, I
knew. He was staring at my face, and my
face, I guess, looked like I had been taking
a bath in a slaughter-house. The blood
made him sick.

Well, it was near sixty-five feet to that
jagged bottom, and I yelled out: “ For
God’s sake, don’t drop me! Just another
foot!” ,

But he couldn’t do it. The windlass han-
dle began to creep back, although he was
leaning against it, and I began to sink down
in the hole. I couldn’t do a thing—the
sides were slick rock. I sank down out of
sight, and the last thing I saw was his star-
ing, sick, white face. I thought: * Here
goes nothing!”’

Then I dropped toward that death be-
neath me—dropped fast for ten feet or so,
and brought up with a squashy jolt that
nearly jerked me from my grip and foot-
hold. Same instant I heard Harold’s voice
give a sharp, unearthly scream overhead.

CHAPTER VL
ALL A MISTAKE.

HUNG there. The rope was fast. I

yelled: “ Harold, Harold!” but there
wasn’t no answer. I tried the rope, and it
held. So I lifted my foot from the noose,
and began to swarm up the fifteen feet or
so to the top. Say, that was some climb—
my bruises were hurting then! But I
made it.

I reached out and caught the edge of the
shaft, and pulled myself out of the hole.
First thing I saw was Harold collapsed over
the windlass crank. But his body was
turned around so it faced the other way.

At first I couldn’t see what had saved
me; but when I got to Harold’s side I saw.
His leg was holding up the windlass, his
flesh and bone. There was a big block of
wood spiked down to the windlass platform,
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which the boys used to set the buckets on
when they unhooked them. The windlass
crank cleared it by four or five inches.
Well, when Harold knew he was going to
keel over, he let go the crank, and I
dropped. Then he shoved his leg against
the block, and the crank came around and
hit it, and I stopped dropping, and he
screamed. Good Lord, he had a right to

- scream!

I lifted him out of there, and laid him
down and took a look at him. He had a
broken leg, I saw plain, and he was un-
conscious and didn’t show any signs of
coming around. I couldn’t see anything
else wrong with him—but then I couldn’t
see very well, because I was bleeding so
freely myself. So I hoisted him on my
shoulder, and started down the hill.

About half-way down I met my gang
coming up. They took charge, and had us
down to the hospital in jig time. There
they carried Harold away through one door,
and led me away through another one, and
that was the last I saw of him that day.

They took me into an operating-room,
and two doctors and a hospital steward
had the times of their lives digging the
rocks and dirt and powder out of my head
and face. Barring the loss of my winkers
my eyes were all right, which was a bless-
ing. But the rest of my mug, as the tall
doctor saide “was in a shocking state.”
Well, they did the best they could—I'll say
that for them—but you can see for yourself
their best wasn’t a whole lot. That blast

.tattooed me for life. .

They wouldn’t let me get out of bed for
a couple of days, though I was fit as a
fiddle, so I didn’t see Harold. But the
nurse told me, whenever I asked, that he
was getting on as well as could be expected
—which didn’t cheer me much, because 1
didn’t know what their expectations were.
It sounded serious.

The second night I found out from an
orderly where his room was, and when
everything was quiet for the night I slipped
out into the hall in my pajamas. A light
was burning outside of Harold’s room, and
while I stood there trying to screw up nerve
to open the door and peek in, the door
opened from the inside and the tall doctor

o4
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who had messed with my face stood looking
at me.

“ Hello, what’s this?” he says.

“ Please, sir, tell me how he is,” says I.

“ Oh—you’re the chap whose life he
saved,” he says. “ Well, well—he’s all right.
Go back to bed. You are breaking rules.”

“ Yes, sir—but it ain’t just that he saved
my life,” I told him. * Lieutenant Beebe
and me are from the same town, and we
been bosom friends all our lives.”

“ That so?” said he. “I didn’t know
that. Same town, eh? Come in.”

Harold was lying in a little white bed,

with a nurse bending over him. The doc-
tor and I walked to his side, and I took a
good look at him, Say—I wanted to cry!
The poor devil sure looked like a sick man.
His eyes were closed, and I thought he was
asleep. _
“ Not his leg,” says the doctor. “ It will
be all right. His heart—overexertion. But
he will be all right. Nervy youngster.
You'll be able to thank him in a day or
two.” .

Harold opened his eyes, and looked right
at me, and through me. He bepan to talk
in a low voice. I heard the words.

“ He is talking about the girl again, sir,”
says the nurse.

“Yes. Touch of fever. All right in the
morning,” says the doctor. “ Now, young

man—back to bed with you. You are dis-

obeying orders—mind to report you. Back
to your ward you go. Run along!”

I saluted and beat it, and got back to
my bed without any one seeing me. Then
I lay awake for a long time trying to figure
things out. '

Next morning, early, I squared the ward
orderly by slipping him a bag of makings,
and he smuggled me down-stairs to the tele-
phone-booth. I rang up the Western Union
in San Francisco and dictated a telegram
to Grass Valley. I says: “ Harold in hospi-
tal, hurt. Telegraph him love. Jim.”
Then I went back to bed feeling a little
better. I wanted to show the two of them
that I wasn’t such a bad loser.

When the doctor came through on his
morning round he let me get up and dress.
Said if I took care not to excite myself I
might sit out on the porch in the sun dur-
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ing the afternoon. That was pie to me.
As soon as I got out on the porch I beat
it down the road to the wharf and sat down
there and waited for the mail tug. I was
sure there would be a message for Harold,
and I wanted to carry it to him.

The mail tug was due at four o’clock, and
about a half-hour before that time the pas-
senger launch came in from Oakland Mole.
I didn’t pay any attention to it until it was
tying up to the dock just beneath where I
was sitting. Then—say, I nearly keeled
over in a faint—for there was Addie herself
just climbing out of it. Aggie Post was
with her. It knocked me all in a heap. I
hadn’t supposed she’d rush down to Har-
old’s bedside in that way.

I was by her side by the time she got on
the wharf. ‘ Hello, Addie—he’s all right!”
says I. :

She looked at me kind of blank and star-
tied. Then I realized that maybe she
couldn’t know me. I was in uniform, and
all of my face that showed through the
bandages was my eyes and mouth. Guess
I looked pretty horrible.

“It’s me—Jim. I sent you the telegram,
Addie,” T says.

« Jim!” she cried. And she just looked
at me for a minute, her eyes getting bigger

-and bigger. Then she grabbed me by both-

arms, and said: “ Jim, are you hurt, too?”

“ Oh, nothing serious,” says 1. “ I'll be
all right in a day or two.”

Well, sir, she just put her arms around
me and hugged me, and put her head on
my shirt and bawled. Yes, she did! I
thought she was just overwrought, and I
patted her on the shoulder like I would any
frightened kid, and I says: “ Now, now,
don’t carry on like that, Addie. Harold’s
all right.” Then I bowed to Aggie, who was
standing there quiet,” and saying nothing,
and twisting a little handkerchief in her
hands. “ Aggie’s a brick to have come
down with you,” I says.

‘ She didn’t come down with me—I came
down with her!” said Addie.

I didn’t get it at all. I looked at Aggie
again. She spoke up, stuttering her words
like I'd never heard her do before:

“Js—is—is he hurt—hurt bad?” she
asked.
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“ Just a busted leg,” I told her. “ He'll
dance a jig on it just as soon as he sees
Addie.”

Addie broke away from me, and stamped
" her foot, and said: “ Oh, you big stupid—
won’t you understand?”

“ Understand what?” I asked.

‘“It isn’t me Harold wants to see. It's
Aggie!”

I just wiggled my hands. I couldn’t
talk.

“ They’ve been in love and engaged for
three years,” went on Addie. “I just
helped them. It had to be that way because
of Harold’s father. Now, don’t you under-
stand?”

I shook my head, hopelesslike.
too much for me.

Then Addie softened all 4t once, and
hugged me again, and looked up in my face,
and says: “ Oh, Jim, did it change your
face very much?”

Well, what could a guy do? I was just
dizzy with the feel of her, and the sight of

- her. And I couldn’t mistake that look on
her face. It was meant for me. Say—
talk about glory! There were fellows stand-
ing all round looking at us, and a sentry
standing three feet away, grinning like a
Chinatown idol—I just turned my back on
the sentry, and kissed Addie as well as I

- could through the bandages.

We all went up to the hospital, and I
went in alone and braced the tall doctor
in his office,

“Sir, Lieutenant Beebe’s girl is here,”
says I, “ and would like awfully well to see
him.”

He looked at me most severe.
she get here?” he asked.

“ Train from Grass Valley, boat from the
Mole, sir,”” I said. “ She’s most anxious,
sir.”

“ Seems to me,” says he, “ that some men

It was

“ How did
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around here think that rules are made to be
broken.”

‘“ Then she can see him, sir?” says I.

“Yes, yes — temperature down — great
improvement,” he remarked. “ Where is
she?”

He followed me outside, and bowed to
the girls. “ Which lady is it?” be asked.

Well, I hadn’t caught my breath yet, and
I couldn’t answer for the life of me. But
Addie nodded to Aggie, who stood there
very pale, saying nothing, and twisting her
handkerchief. The doctor shook hands with
her, and told her in that way of his that
made you believe him that Harold was all
right, and that she mustn’t excite him-

Then Addie said to him: “ And Jim—er
—Mr. McNeil—bhe'll be all right?”

The doctor looked at us and laughed,
and said: “ Miss, I am of the opinion that
the only thing that will ever seriously dis-
turb Private McNeil is discipline—or mar-
riage. Dynamite can’t do it. We'll leave
you to talk it over.” With that he took
Aggie up-stairs with him, chuckling like
he’d pulled a good joke.

By and-by a nurse came out on the porch
where Addie and me were sitting in an ingle-
nook and says that-we were wanted in Lieu-
tenant Beebe’s room. So we went up there,
hand-in-band. :

Aggie was sitting beside the bed, and
Harold was propped up on the pillows. Ad-
die ran to him, and kissed him, just like a
sister might. “ Oh, Harold, I’m so happy!”
she says. “ Jim understands. Oh, Aggie,
aren’t you happy?” And she kissed Aggie,
and came over and snuggled up against me.

Harold 1ooked sort of hard at me for an
instant; then he smiled, and put out his
hand, and covered Aggie’s hand, which was
on the bed-spread.

“T told Jim his not hkmg me was all a
mistake,” says he.

(The End.)

———
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WHAT HAS ALREADY HAPPENED

PENNILESS and starving, Jerry Moffat, after an encounter with two beautiful girls, apparently
of foreign birth, came to the assistance of Louis Gaillard, who had been the victim of a

mysterious attack.

In a pocket of one of the assailants, however, whom Jerry had knocked

out, they found a note informing the man where he would find Gaillard, and signed: “E.”
Thereafter, accepting Gaillard’s offer of assistance, and attired in one of the latter's suits,
Jerry dined with his benefactor at the Giltmore, observing there a meeting between Gaillard and

the same two girls, whom he heard his new employer address as “ Zorrilla.”

Jerry gathered that

there was some sort of a feud between the families, and later he was certain of it when, over-
hearing a conversation between the girls and a man known as Emilio Barbanera.

Set to watch and trail this individual by Gaillard, Jerry, while at the hotel, saw Gaillard
leave with a blond woman whom he had previously seen in intimate talk with Barbanera. And
when the woman, Anita Carley by name, had decoyed Gaillard to a noisome tenement, where

he was bound to a chair and

&rugged, Jerry, trailing Barbanera, rescued his new-found friend,

aarrying him, chair and all, into the first doorway that offered. .
There he found a small girl, who, at Jerry’s promise of a dollar, suggested his escape through
the window. Borrowing a knife from the girl, Jerry cut Gaillard’s bonds, carried him to the

window and the fire-escape.
the door.

Sounds of a commotion arose from without.

A fist hammered on

erry raised his burden and pushed it through the window. Then he crawled after it.

J .
“ Hurry!” the child whispered.

CHAPTER VL
A MESSAGE FROM THE SOUTH.

HOARSE voice, as well as the bang-
A ing fist, was demanding entrance.
“You’re a game kid. Here’s an-
other dollar; you've earned it,” were Jerry’s
parting words, spoken from without.

The girl snatched the money and began
to pull at the sash, which came down with
a screech. Next Jerry heard her shrilly
asking who knocked.

He slung Gaillard across his shoulder,
grasped the iron rail with his free hand,
went down, step by step, in the darkness.
At length his groping foot found no rest.
Thereupdn he lowered his friend by the
wrist and let him drop, for the distance to
earth could not be far. Afterward he swung
down himself, exercising what care he could
to avoid the unconscious man.

As he again shouldered his friend, the

window above was flung up and a head

thrust out. Jerry stood unmoving. Then
the head was withdrawn, but a voice came
down to him clearly: *

“Don’t lie and tell me you've seen
nobody.”

The response was quick, given in an
angry, piping treble:

“ Get outa here, you big stiff, or my ma
will beat you up with a mop till you won’t
know yourself.”

Jerry chuckled in the darkness. And he
continued to chuckle as he stumbled along
the alley, until that shrill child’s voice,
keeping up an incessant fire of threats, no
longer reached him. When he arrived near
the street he halted for a precautionary
scrutiny.

But here all was quiet.

“ This is twice in one evening that supper
is squared, Mr. Gaillard,” he said aloud
to himself with satisfaction.

Then he strode forth and up to the dark
shape of the taxicab reposing by the corner.

This story began in The Argosy for May 29.
: 475
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Opening its door, ke deposited his charge
in a corner of the semt, after which ke stood
back to search for his package of cigarettes.
When he bad one geing, be shook the fur-
muffled chauffeur awake.

“ All right; I'm back,” he said. “Up-
town again.” And’ Jerry emtered the car.

“ Where—where the devil am 1?” came
from Gaillard im a thick mutter as the taxi-
cab moved away.

“ With your friend Jerry. = Just sit tight
if you feel sick; we’ll be home soon.”

“Jerry? What Jer—oh, Jeremiah. I'm
begimning to recall things. A flittle hazy
yet. We were dining—and—"

“J] went to learn something of & man
named Emilio.”

1 Ys‘”

“Well, I learned it,” said Jerry in a

pleased tone.

‘He had net acquired all the knowledge
concerning the Tittle, mustache-twirling gen-
tleman, Emilio Barbanera, that he could
have wished, but he had dome very well,
very well indeed, considering everything.
And, besides, he had “ gummed ” the little
devil’s game.

During the rest of the ride Gaillard spoke
no more. He reclined agaimst the cushions
with every evidence of suffering the ill after-
effects to be expected from a severe subjec-
tian of his nervous system to the stupefying
drug. Doubtless it was the purpose of the
conspirators to keep him in a comatose
condition until Barbanera had returned and
got him aboard the vessel engaged to carry
- him away.

As to the main circumstances of the hos-
tility between Gaillard and the Zorrillas,
Jerry Moffat was yet pretty much in the
dark. The two attempts against Leuis
Gaillard shewed only that the existing ani-
mosity was real, that his enemies were in
motion, that his life was in danger. Beyond
that Jerry’s mind came full against a dark
- mystery. Who were the Zorrillas? Who,
indeed, was this new friend, Gaillard?

That all of the chief actors in the strange
affair were from the South, he already had
decided. The soft and liquid speech of
those whose utterances he had heard—of
Gaillard, of Emilio Barbanera, of the two
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girls, Isabel and Yelipa Zorrilla—with a
characteristic slurring of r's and a breaden-
ing of vewels, veadily supported that in-
ference.

It was “ down South” emmnciation, as
Jerry would bave put it. But from what
particular part of the South these extraor-
dinary peeple had come he could not for
the tife of him determine. -

‘While the taxicab was rapidly speeding
northward he busied himself with these
speculations. The region in which French
and Spanish blood, and especially from
colonial times, predominated, was not great.
1t embraced the stretch of Gulf Ceast from
Florida to Texas. Sornewhere here, Hkely,
the Gaillards and Zorrillas~Were rooted.
Well, doubtless he would kaow in time.

He was to know soonmer than he had
anticipated. On reaching their destination
e assisted Gaillard into the elevator and
up to his apartment.

“ A caller has heen here twice to see you,
Mr. Gaiflard,” the elevator-bey stated be-
fore closing his door, “ He said he would
return again.”

“ Very. well, let him telephone st when
he comes.” And to Jerry he added: “I
scarcely feel up to entertaining visitors
to-night.” N\

His face retained a grayish tinge, as his
companion noted; his eyes had lost their
luster; his movements were languid. - But
at the end of half an hour, when he had
had a cold shower and a glass of brandy,
he manifested a revived interest im his
adventure. ,

He came forth from his bedroom, wearing
a dressing-gown and smokidg a cigarette,
while his hearing revealed its former
alertness.

¢ This chloroform spree is about over,
except a slight queasiness in the pit of my
stomach,” he remarked. “ Now, my boy,
I didn’t blunder into that place alome.
There was a young lady with mes Did you
see anything of her?”

“ Yes,” said Jerry in an odd tone. “ No
harm came to her; I imagine she’s at her
home now.” .

“ Good news. I half fancied it would be
necessary to return there and look for her.
On the ride here my brain was too dizzy

-
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from the fumes of that miserable anesthetic
to recall anything clearly. I should have
been broken-hearted if those scoundrels had
misused her.” He sat down at the table.
“ 1M see if I can get her on the phone.”

In this he was successful, as his pleased
utterance presently indicated. While a con-
versation consisting of mutual inquiries and
answers ensued, Jerry rose and thoughtfully
paced to and fro at the end of the room.
His fists were thrust into his trouser pockets,
his chin was pressed down hard upon his
collar. This angle was the most difficult
of all.

Gaillard was strongly taken with, if not
actually in love with the blue-eyed, inno-
cent-faced -girl, Anita Carley, who had de-
coyed him by some means or other into the
hands of Emilio Barbanera. Probably he
would disbelieve any word spoken against
her. Jerry’s problem was whether or not to
reveal her duplicity at all.

“ They released her after they had chloro-
formed me,” Gaillard said, after hanging up
the receiver. * Their plan, apparently, was
to remove me to some other place and keep
me prisoner until. I had paid*what they
demanded, by what she gathered from the
men’s scraps of talk. And they wanted to
be rid of her. So she was released, with
. threats to kill her if she informed my friends

or the police.”

“ Ah,” said Jerry, as if impressed.

Gaillard crossed over to where the youth
stood to place his hand on Jerry’s shoulder.

“ Now that my mind’s relieved in respect
to her, it’s time I expressed my gratitude to
you,” he said, fixing his eyes on the other’s.
“1 don’t know how you happened to show
up, but you did, and my debt to you is very
heavy. You've already proved your value
to me, and your friendship. This evening
you said you wanted a job. Do you still
want one?”

143 Yes ”

“ After your experiences in my company
so far, how do you like them?”

(4 Fmel ”

“ Association with me will probably grow
more dangerous rather than less as time
goes on.”

“ That doesn’t scare me.”

“1 don’t believe it does,” said Gaillard
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smiling. “ Are you foot-loose? Does it
make any difference where you go?”

“ Not a particle,” said Jerry airily.

“ Then consider yourself engaged. We'll
arrange the emolument later.” Gaillard
dropped his hand from Jerry’s shoulder,
turned and walked back to the table.

“ Engaged to do what?”

“ That will be arranged according to cir-
cumstances,” was the reply. “ But you’re
on salary from this date.”

Jerry’s lips puckered as if he were giving
a silent whistle, then he grinned. That
queer, off-hand way of settling the matter
was quite what he might have expected
from Gaillard. To be employed at some-
t.hing of which neither of them yet knew was
in line with all the rest of the occurrences
of the evening.

Gaillard was lighting a fresh cigarette.

“Tell me about getting me away from
that gang,” he said, throwing himself upon
a divan.

Jerry thereupon briefly related the suc-*
cessive stages of the rescue, all exact except
that portion dealing with Anita Carley. She
was altogether omitted from the recital.
When he had finished, Gaillard smoked and
meditated for several minutes.

* Then those in the room were this Emilio -
Barbanera’s men,” he stated. “ And I was
to have been taken to sea and scuttled, as
it were. My dear Jerry, you've either told
me too much or too little.”

The youth felt his face  turning red.
Evidently his narrative had not been as
cunningly composed as he had imagined it
to be, for the other found in it flaws.

-“ What do you mean?” he asked.

‘ Just this. Miss Carley said that it was
about eleven o’clock when she was released,
and by your calculations it was scarcely
that hour when you followed Barbanera
into the house. I believe, when I asked
before telephoning, that you replied you
had seen her, though you made no expla-
nations as to the circumstances under which
you did see the young lady. Nor in your
account did you clear up that point. That’s
an obscurity I'll be pleased to have you
remove.”

Jerry was in quandary. He decided to
give the truth, whatever its effect.
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“ What are your relations with this girle”
he demanded bluntly.

‘“ She’s a very good friend.” ,

« What do you know of her?”

“ Not a great deal, and all of that’s to
her credit.”

Jerry hunted for his cigarettes and began
- to smoke, too.

“ Wen, I know perhaps less and perhaps
more of her than you do,” he stated, ‘“ and
all to her discredit. Heow did you happen
to be with het down in that part of town
and in that old, ramshackle building, if
you'll pardon the quemonP”

Gaillard smiled at this interrogation.

“Miss Carley has a scapegrate of a
bmther, who was there ill, and a note from
‘him apprised her of the fact. She besought
my company in making a visit to him.”

“ And you didn’t find him,” said jerry
with a nod.

“ Neo, we didn’t get that far.”

“ You went as far as it had been planned
for you to go, Mr. Gaillard. The men in
the room were waiting for you. When the
attack on the street failed, my opinion is
that Barbanera’s pair of scoundrels in-
foermed him of the fact at once, and he
immediately concocted a new scheme to
bring you inte bis power. You will re-
member that while we were bere earlier in

the evening you had a telephone call frem

this girl asking for an appointment? Well,
there you are. Two and two make fowr.”

.No response came from the other.” He
sat weighing Jerry’s words with every ap-
pearance of the gravity they deserved.
From his expression, however, the youth

was unable to determine whether or not he .

was displeased. Jerry plunged ahead,
with a rising tide of feeling:

“ You’re right; I didn’t tell you all that
I saw. I hesitated because I feared—well,
I thought you might be very fond of her.”

The smile that Gaillard now showed was
amused.

“ My feeling doesn’t go quite that far,”
be remarked. “1I have it well in hand.
We are friends, but no more than that—yy

“ She’s no friend of yours; 1 overheard
enough spoken to learn that.
of the room where I afterward found you,
and talked with this Barbanera; I was

She came out -

N
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hiding on the staircase just above them.
She’s 2 ¢ plant,’ thet’s all. The man hired
ber to trick you; set ber up in the roems
where she’s living, and gives her orders;
he’'s been laying the groundwork -of his
- plans for some time, I'd say; and to-day’s
happenings are the culmination of his
schemes. When they left the house, they
went together in a cab to her reoms, where
she was to receive the balance of the money

-due her.

“You were led inte a trap by this girl,
and that’s the plain fact of the case. Sick
brother! I tell you, Mr. Gaillard, any
person who would accept money and agree
to do what she did is a croek at heart.
She’s just starting, but she’ll follow a bad
trail before she’s dome, or 1 miss my guess.
Though she was scared, and hates Bar-

, yet she went home and teok the
rest of the money owing her—er at least
I think so. And she lied to you just now.”

Then he added: “I would bave no
object in distorting the truth of this, weuld
I? You've known me but a few hours;
still, you ought to be able, from what I've
done, to judge of my yeracity.”

“To be swre,” said Gaillard. “I re-
member one of the four men in the roem

was the felow you knocked insensible on

the step. That puzaled me.”

“ So he was there.”

“Yes; but I didnt conmect Kim with
Miss Carley Several miner points con-
firm your words. For one, she insisted
on our trying the room we entered, instead
of another fartber along tbe hall, which I
imagined to be the place we sought. And
ber manrner, both during our ride thither °
and when we were on the stair, was
peculiar.”

“ She’s as pretly and smooth a decoy
as Barbanera could have found in all New
York. I have not told you, moreover, that
she met the man for a moment in the hotel
vestibule neat where I sat while you were
writing your letter. When your appoiat-
ment after dinner turned out to be with
ber, my wonder was aroused, and my
suspicion also, since you had set me to
watch Barbanera.”

‘“She’s a very plausible young person,
with an excellent ability for acting, it ap-
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pears,” said Gaillard. “ But what I should
like to know above all else—”

He did not conclude his sentence, for the
telephone, rang and he turned to answer.
He listened, gave a start. ‘ Pacheteau!”
he cried. “ Come up, come up instantly.”

As he paced to and fro, his hands in
the pockets of his dressing-gown, while
awaiting his visitor, he seemed to have
forgotten Jerry Moffat. His face was more
perturbed, more anxious, more a play-
ground for flickering emotions than the
youth had yet seen it. Indeed, Gaillard
was vastly more moved for some reason
than he had been by either the attack on
the street or his imprisonment in the old
tenement.

At last he strode out of the room into
the passageway leading to the elevator. A
moment passed. Jerry heard the steel
door of the car open and again close. Ex-
cited voices came to his ear. Then Gail-
lard returned, leading a little, round-
shouldered. old man, exceedingly brown of
face, with a white mustache and goatee,
whose head was covered with a wide-
brimmed hat and who carried a small, worn
valise. _

The newcomer was talking and gesticula-

- ting in great agitation—talking in French,
which Jerry could not understand, while
Gaillard continually patted him on the back
and uttered assuring expressions.

But at sight of the youth the stranger
stopped both his voluble outpouring of
words and his gestures.

“ My good Pacheteau, allow me to pre-
sent to you my friend, Mr. Jerry Moffat;
and to you, Jerry, an old friend and confi-
dant of my family,” Gaillard said.

The little old man removed his wide-
brimmed hat with his left hand, while
still grasping his valise with his right, and

bowed with a certain ancient punctilio, a

dignified decorum. Then, in English
marked by a strong French accent, he
addressed Moffat with two or three graceful

and polite phrases, to which Jerry did his

best to respond in kind.

“You will remove your hat and coat,
and give me your bag, and say not another
- word of this matter until you have a glass
of wine,” Gaillard declared, politely.
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When he was finally well settled and
had swallowed a portion of his glass of
Burgundy, he resumed, with a word of
apology to the youth, his rapid, impas-
sioned recital in French to which Gaillard
listened with keen attention, an occasional
question, and a face growing ever darker.

At last he made an end of his story—
an end punctuated by a fierce uplift of his
white mustache, a shaking of both clenched
hands in the air, and hissed words like
imprecations.

Gaillard faced Moffat.

“You may as well know this,” he ex-
claimed. “ My old and trusted plantation
superintendent has vanished, my workmen
are being frightened away, and a property
belonging to me, but whose title has long
been disputed by the Zorrillas, has been
seized.” .

He got suddenly to his feet and cried in
a bitter voice: “ They would destroy the
last Gaillard; they would wipe out my
race. May the curse of hell fall on each
and every Zorrilla, that family of Spanish
vipers, those living and those dead.”

Jerry’s face became sober. He was be-
ginning only now to realize the depth of
hatred lying betw;en these two ancient
families, the full measure of it, as if it
were the only reason for existence. And
the prospect of a job with “ the last Gail-
lard ” looked at the moment rather more
lurid than alluring. -

“ Well, he might not last long, but he
would have good meals and plenty of ex-
citement while he did last, at any rate.
Then a thought occurred to him. :

“ Does that benediction of yours include
the two young ladies we saw this evening
at the hotel, Miss Isabel and Miss Felipa?”
he inquired.

Gaillard’s eyes flashed.

“ They are Zorrillas,” he said.

CHAPTER VII. -
BLACK WATER.

EIGHTEEN hours later Gaillard, Jerry

Moffat, and Pacheteau were flying
southward from New York on a fast New
Orleans train. The news brought by the

-
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litle man with the white imperial had set
Gajllard stirring. He had secuxed Pullman
space, hastily arranged bis New York busi-
mess affairs against his absence, and the
. three men had departed.

During that journey Jerry Mofiat be-
came conscious of a chamge in his new
friend, as they drew farther and farther
off from the metsopolis and nearer the
sceng of the Gaillard and Zorrilla strife.
He wss like 3 mapn revealing a new and
different character. His smile took om a
sharper edge; his eyes showed dark and
enigmatical gleams; and at times he fell
into a reserve of manner at once cold,
absorbed, impenetrable.

And, indeed, in the very lines of his face
itself there appeared -an alteration; they
were deeper, firmer, more striking, as if
the blood of his race, the spirjt of all Gail-
lards before him, asserted their pawer.

Under the suddenly revived attacks of
the Zorrillas he was becoming a Gajllard,
proud, fierce, self-gontained; doubtless,
with the passing of time he would disclose
himself as bold, as reckless, as crafty, and
as handsome an ememy as his family had
produced, or the Zorrillas ever met.

At New Orleans the party immediately
went aboard amother ®rain, frem which,
after a shert ride, they alighted. The vil-
lage was but a collection of weather-beaten,
dingy houses and negro cabins in a heavy
pine timber. The hour was late in the
afternoon, with the quick dusk of the
south just beginning.

To Jerry there was in the spot an air
of isolation, of abandonment, of being
leagues away from civilization, which even
the iren railread-tragk failed to banish, and
which the long beards of moss hanging
from an Gtcasional live-oak tree increased.
It was as if they were buried in a trackless
region.

When he expressed this feeling to Gail-
lard, the latter gave a quiet laugh, saying:
“You think so? Just wait until"you're at
the end of the journey.”

“ Then this isn’t the end?”

“ By no means, my dear Jerry. Yonder,
behind that dense mass of vegetation you
see in the twilight, is a bayou, and by it
we praceed by boat for some hours.”

|
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“Tornight? In the darkness?”

‘“The boatmen know their way as well
as they know the palms of their black
hapds,” said Louis Gaillard. “ We stapt
at once. Pacheteau has gone to find the
man. Ab, there he comes pew, I think.
Fhe boys with him are from my plantation,
and have been awaiting owr asrival.”

JThe beys, so-called, were two stalwast,
muscular negroes, who grinned a welcome
at Gaillard, and removing -their shabby
hats, made scrapes and obsequious bows.
Gajllard smiled, patted them on the
shoulder, and addressed them in French,
at which their white teeth gleamed de-
lightedly.

“ Come, Jerry,” he said at length, turn-
ing about. “ They will bring our treps.
Pacheteau is already impatient. Put op
your overcoat before entering the heat, for
the nights are chill at this season of the
year. Because we're near the Gulf, don’t
imagine that the air is balmy in wintes,
for it’s not. You can be very cold here at
times.” And he set off along a path leadipg
past the village into the wood.

Presently they penetrated a heavy
growth of underbrush and came out on the
bank of a stream, where was moored a
small motor-boat. Into this they stepped,
the bags were stowed away, and the
negroes untied the rope. Then the water
journey was begun.

Of that long and devious passage Jerry
retained but confused recollections. Night

- fell almost immediately after their stast,

sothata.llhesawwasgamedbya,ndof
the search-hght in the bow of the boat—
limited views of the dark, almost currentless
stream, glimpses of overhanging trees
heavy with moss, and gleams from tribu-
tary creeks that were repellent in aspect
and mysterious in origin..

He never before had been in a region
of the kind. It both astonisked and op-
pressed him, as if he sensed in it some-
thing infernal as well as solitary. No
wonder men who lived in such surroumd-
ings held strange ideas apd pursued primi-
tive hates, thought Jerry. He had not a
doubt but that there were sections of this
wilderness. where no hwman foot had
stepped, for immense expamses of it he



VIALS OF HATE.

”
saw were no better than marsh, with the
water-courses the only possible ways of
passage. ~

Bred as he had been in a northern btate
with all of a Northerner’s habits and preju-
dices; educated in an Ohio college; accus-
tomed to a fertile country and thriving
towns; he found hirmiself here in an envi-
ronment that had never been conjured up
even in his wildest dreams.

Now and again the gaunt, gray specter
of a fallen tree thrust itself into the water,
or the wriggle of a water-snake stirred the
stream, or from the mugd-banks at seme
bend came a glint of basilisklike orbs above
a long snout. Yet over all reigned a pro-
.found silence so heavy that the low pulsa-
tions of the motor seemed to move it only
in slow, viscous waves. It was the silence
of stagnant air, of wet, miasmatic woods,
of inert life.

Once they glided by an immense cane-
brake, the tall, slender, jointed canes glis-
tening in the rays cast by the beat’s light.
The thought of a man lost in such a place

sent a shiver along Jerry’s spine; he would

never have a chance. He would struggle
hopelessly, sink in the morass, vanish. To
him it seemed even that the men who first
had followed the waterways through this
region had an intrepidity of spirit far be-
yond common. Imegine it! And of such
had been the early Gaillards.

Thus, hour after hour, along streams,
along bayous, across wide pools, through
swamps, the boat pursued its course, stead-
ily, surely, winding and twisting and
threading its way under the steering hand
of one of the negroes. Except that he knew
the general direction to be soytherly, Jerry
was wholly lost as to the points of the
compass taken.

“If it entered your head to keep me in
here for life,” he said to Gaillard, “ you
could easily do so. For I myself could
never find the way out.” ,

““ Oh, it’s not as bad as that. We finish
not far from the sea; you can smell its
brine now.”

Jerry sniffed.

“ All T can smell is mud,” said he. “ How
do you walk around your plantation? On
stilts? Or are you all web-footed?”
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“You'll discover yourself on solid
ground when we land,” Gaillard assured
him.

Such proved to be the case. When
toward midnight the boat, all at once, and
at a small pier, he saw that the latter
extended from a bank of firm earth lying
some feet above the water.

“ What is this, an island?” he asked.

“One can call it that—an island in a
marsh, and not exactly a. small island,
either,” was the reply. “ By day you’ll
be able to gain a good notion of its nature
and extent. Well, here are the steps; let
us go up.”

“ But you're miles and miles from any
one.”

“If it were only that, all would be well,
Jerry. But, unfortunately, I'm not alone;
you forget the Zorrillas.”

* Then they are here also.” .

“Very much so. We divide the ¢ island ’
between us, and fight very prettily over it,
as grom the first day a Gaillard and a Zor-
rilla pressed foot on the soil.”

A servant with a lantern came toward
the pier, and after giving his master greet-
ing conducted the two men forward under
some enormous live-oaks. They walked
on a path of crushed shell, gleaming whitely
in front of them. On either side was a row
of young plants.

After a five-minute advance they came
into an open space where loomed a large
structure which Gaillard announced to be
the house. Except for white columns in
front, and a door of noble proportions,

Jerry Moffat saw little of it, but when he

had passed into the wide hall he realized
that the building must be of good size.

They came into a long room paneled in
some dark wood, with a lofty ceiling and
lighted by candles burning in a candle-
stick of three branches,- which stood on a
table. On the table, too, an old, withered
Frenchwoman was placing a plate of sand-
wiches and a decanter of wine, who ran to
Louis Gaillard and embraced him and
kissed him on both cheeks.

“ See, she doesn’t forget me,” Gaillard
exclaimed to his companion.

“ Forget you! Ah, M. Louis, is it likely,
I, who nursed you when an infant?” she
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cried. “ And you've not yet brought home
a bride?” ‘

“ She won’t be happy until she sees me
handing a bride into this room, Jerry.”

“ But you wait and wait and wait, my
lazy Louis.” The old woman spread her
hands in a gesture of despair. ‘ Long ago
the house should have had a mistress.
Were your parents alive, you would have
had a thousand scoldings; and were your
grandfather sitting yonder—e-euh, how
fiercely he would frown.”

Louis Gaillard laughed and kissed her
on the brow, and with a signal to Jerry
seated himself at the table.

“ The first glass I drink shall be to you,
maman—to you, the only woman I love,”
said he. And when presently she had with-
drawn, he remarked to his companion:
“ My old nurse. A heart of gold.”

He finished the sandwich he was eating
and swallowed the rest of his wine and
rose. “ Are you weary? Will you retire
now? Or do you prefer to smoke and wait
for my return? I must consult one or two
persons without delay to learn if anything
harmful to my interests has happened since
Pacheteau departed to bring me warning.”

“T’ll wait,” said Jerry.

_“Very well. There are cigars, cigarettes,

pipes in that cabinet, and here is the
decanter. Make yourself comfortable. Or
if you wish, there’s a stretch of turf before
the door where you can take the stiffness
out of your legs.”

“ The latter will suit me.”

“ Let us go out, then,” said Gaillard.

Outside the house, when his host had
gone off, Jerry began to pace up and down
on the grass. Betimes a waning moon
arose in the east, which gave the youth his
bearings and a view of the place where he
stood.

Gaillard’s dwelling was a handsome
white structure, he perceived, doubtless of
great age, but, being built of some enduring
wood, possibly live-oak, was in an excellent
_state of preservation and well kept. Six
columns, widely spaced, and supporting the
projection of the room, as well as a second-
story “ gallery,” marked the front. On
one side, toward the rear, there extended
a considerable wing. And behind the
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house itself, at some distance, glimmering
among trees, he could see small, white
dwellings that were servants’ quarters.

In front the ground had evidently long
ago been cleared and planted to turf,
flowers, and ornamental palms that now
had grown to huge, spreading masses of
fronds sixty or seventy feet high. This
open space was perhaps a hundred yards
wide, with dense growths of trees on either
side, and rdn eastward for perhaps three
hundred paces to a body of water.

Jerry noted that the air was milder here
than when he had left the train, and he
could smell the sea. He began to stroll
forward. The calm, the moonlit beauty
of the grounds, the night peace, charmed
him. This was Gaillard’s domain, and a
splendid one, though buried in marshes.

He found himself at length upon the
edge of the water he had seen from the
house. He looked southward where at a
distance it seemed to expand, and he fan-
cied that he could behold there a shimmer
like that of the Gulf. Then he gazed across
the bayou.at the opposite bank, where
trees, grounds, and another great white
house showed themselves. Thus but fifty

‘yards of water separated the two places.

Jerry stared at that other house.. For
he knew who dwelt " there, knew without
being told. And all at once it appeared
to take on a sinister aspect, as if at its
windows fierce, malevolent eyes were
‘posted. It was the house of the Zorrillas.

This narrow bayou of black water
divided the island, if it could be called
that, and formed the boundary line between
the properties of the two families. It
seemed a clear boundary, a natural boun-
dary.

Jerry was perplexed why two houses, two
lines, each with several thousand rich acres
in cultivation, by. what his friend had re-
vealed, should not have lived in peace at
this spot. That portion of ground owned
by Gaillard lay to the westward, while
Zorrilla’s spread east of the bayou. No
cause for dispute there.

He gazed at the water, as if perhaps it
might afford an answer to his question.
Under the moon it stretched like a black
mirror, apparently bottomless, at the mo-
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ment without a ripple. By it the boat in
which he had come had made the final
part of the jourmey, and on its bank some
distance northward he had landed. Its
water possessed an inky quality, or thus it
seemed ta the youth; a blackness that
eminently fitted the hatred lying ‘between
the two houses. It was as if that hatred
had poured out here and filled the channel.

He shivered slightly in the humid air.
Then he pulled himself together with a
start, for he found himself staring at that
black water in a sort of fascimation, am
unpleasant self-hyprosis. Next instant he
stood as if congealed to ice,unable to move,
unable to utter a sound. . For rising in that
water before his eyes was a face, pale,
ghastly ~fixel in a borrible grimace—the
face of a dead man.

Slowly it arose, as if to leer at Jerry
Moffat, and as slowly sang again. With a
shudder he continued to stare for a time
at the place where it had vanished. .After
that he gulped, breathed hard for a minute
or so, then wheeling, he ran for the house-
as if all the Zorrillas were at his heels.

CHAPTER VIIL
" THE BONE OF CONTENTION.

N this state of alarm Moffat arrived at

the dwelling and came into the room
where burned the candles. Stand(ing there
by the table, he harkened for a titne with
the strained expectation something more
would happen, pale, nerves on edge, ready
to start at the sound. But the house was
stift.

At last he poured himself a glass of wine
from the decanter; swallowing it avidly,
and sank into a cane chair. \He should
have the devil’s own dreams this night when
he got to bed, what with the Stygian beat
ride hither, and now what with that dead
man in the black water—that is, if he stept
at all, which he deubted.

. Gaillard, on his return half an hour later,
marked the youth’s changed manner.

“What’s wrong, Moffat?” he questioned.

With what calm he could command Jerry
narrated his shocking .experience, to which
the other listened with close attention.
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“ That would make one’s flesh crawl, I
confess,” said he.

‘ Mine did, at any rate.”

‘ The movement of the body was caused
by the current,” said Gaillard,  or rather
tide, which reaches up into the bayou: and
the dead man would be going out with its
ebh")

“ Which saves you and the Zorrillas the
trouble of dispesing of corpses,” Jerry re-
marked, dryly.

“ It might be considered a convmlcnce,”
Gaillard stated, with a shadowy smile. * It
was reported to me, further, that a spy
from over yonder was discovered landipg
and was knocked into the water by one of
my men, shortly before we arrived. What
his fate was remained unknown; but your
discovery clears it up. The blow he re-
ceived evidently killed him outright or ren-
dered him unconscious so that he drowned.
One of the laws of this place is that a2 mar’s
life is forfeit on hostile ground, except when
the visit is open, arranged beforehand, and,
as it were, official.”

“ Then you do observe laws here?” said
Jerty, ironically.

‘“ A number of unwritten laws, yes—and
they’re observed very punctitiously.”

“¥t’s a wonder you trust each other a
particle.”

“ In matters of honer as they mterpret
them, no ome is more fastidious than Gail-
lards and Zorillas. These laws of which I
speak are, I may say, rather understandings
running back to the beginning of the quar-
rel. I can see how they would strike you
as old. And they are few; you could write
them all down on a single sheet of paper.

.There are certain mutual advantages to

both sides in such an arramgement, which
it’s not necessary to go into now.”

“ And what are some of these under-
standings besides the one you mention?”

“ Well, the bayou is neutral water, for
instance,” Gaillard stated. ‘ Women are
never molested, for another thing. 1l enu-
merate them all for your benefit some time
soon, so that you will not ignorantly rm
your neck into danger.”

“It’s a wonder,” said Jerry,  that in aH
the time the two families have lived here
some soms amd daughters of the Gaillards
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and Zorrillas haven't thickened the plot by
falling in love with each other.”

His host laughed. ,

“ Oh, that has occurred about every al-
ternate generation,” said he. “ One pair
eloped to Havana, another to New Orleans,
and others elsewhere, so that there are col-
lateral lines of Gaillards and Zorrillas.

They were not always successful in their-

flights, for the girl’s family, in each par-
ticular instance, went in pursuit and some-
times overtook the pair, ending the affair
abruptly by a sword-thrust or a bullet in
the body of the youth responsible for the
elopement. I think the score is about even
between our two houses, in the number of
daughters thus gained, in the gallants slain,
and in the count of escapes. But these epi-
sodes haven’t lessened the feeling between
us; indeed, only given it a keener edge.”

“ And does this feeling extend to your
people?”’

““Not entirely. Among the negroes
there’s always more or less secret visiting
back and forth, which we shut our ‘eyes to
on both sides of the bayou. No harm
comes of it; on occasion it is wuseful.
Usually, you should know, we live in a state
of armed neutrality, as it were; and it’s
only at some overt act or fancied grievance
that our hatred flames forth. ’

“ For five years past there has been
quiet, while we each grew our sugar and
cotton and rice. Why the Zorrillas have
suddenly taken up the sword is unknown to
me, unless that old scoundrel of a Her-
nando, the head of the house, has been
peaceful as long as it is possible for one
of his nature to be.” .

“In New York Pacheteau spoke of his
having seized a part of your property.”

“ Yes, I'll show it to you to-morrow.”

“ Well, who is Barbanera, and where does
he come into the game?” Jerry inquired.

“ That I've yet to learn.”

“ And the two young ladies? What were
they doing there?”

“ The Zorrillas go traveling at times, as
do I.” Then he added: “ They weren’t
there alone, of course.” Some aunt or other
accompanied them.” He remained in
thought for a little, pursing his lips. ¢ That
Isabel, now! She had the face and violet

-
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eyes of a true Zorrilla. They come down
in the line as straight as a die.

‘“ She wasn’t wanting in spirit, either.”

“ That accompanies the face and eyes,”
said Gaillard, with his tight-lipped smile.
“ But come, my boy, we should be abed.
Take one of these candles and follow me; .
I'll show you your chamber.” And he like-
wise lifted alJight from its socket.

In the room to which his host led him
on the floor above Jerry found his bags,
containing the clothes with which he had
outfitted himself before leaving New York.
The room was large, lofty, furnished with
huge old mahogany pieces that undoubtedly
had been in the house from the beginning.

His windows gave upon the gallery, af-
fording a view of the grounds down to the
bayou; and when Gaillard had left him
he took a long look thither before blowing
out his candle, climbing into the great bed,
and pulling the mosquito netting shut after
him. And quite as he expected, his dreams
were a medley of horrible marshes, dead
men, and desperate struggles.

When he awoke next morning, break-
fasted with Gaillard, and went forth from
the house in his company, it seemed that
all which had happened could be but the
figments of a disordered imagination. The
sun shone brightly, mocking birds were
singing in the trees, a balmy breeze was
blowing from the south, whith Louis Gail-
lard announced as the forerunner of spring,
and the world wore an aspect altogether
fair and harmonious.

In their walk they came, after traversing
the wood at the rear of the house—a thick
growth of live-oaks, magnolias and cypress
trees, attesting by their great trunks their
extreme age— to a street of small, white-
painted houses in gardens where flowers
were already beginning to bloom. The
neatness and the somewhat foreign char-
acter of the dwellings caught Moffat’s
fancy. -

‘‘ Here are where the white families live,”
said Gaillard. “ The men are my planta-
tion and mill overseers; I've a cotton-gin,
a sugar-mill, and a machine-shop. They
direct the blacks, who do the manual
labor.” :

‘“ And these white people are French?”
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«Of French descent, that is, Some of
the families have been here from the first;
take Pachetean, for example. There's been
a Pacheteau in this eplace since the first
Gaillard. Other of the families came later,
from New Orleans or its neighborhood.
We’re all Creole people, you see, We all
speak” English, to be sure, but French is the
common tongue west of the bayou, as is
Spanish east of it.”

“ And the negroes?”’

“ French, too. Like the whites, they’ve
been here pretty much from the beginning,
being originally from New Orleans and a
few even from Martinique. Came as slaves,
of course. Most of them have never been
away from the spot, and will live and die
here. They’re satisfied, they’re happy,
they receive good wages and good care;
why shouldn’t they be? Their village is a
quarter of a mile off behind that clump of
trees. Counting the women and chﬂdrent
there are some two hundred of them.”

“The Zorrilla plantztxon is similar, I
sappose.”

—O&Y'es.” ~

“ How do you market your stuff?”

-“ Easily, my boy. I've a fair-sized
schooner, which carries my bales of cotton
and bags of rice and hogsheads of sugar,
and such other stuff as I have to sell—moss,
pigs, yams, and so on, around to the Miss-
issippi and up to New Orleans. It’s usually
sailing back and forth most of the time.”

“ The Zorrillas have a vessel, too, then.”

“ Naturally.”

Jerry regarded the other with somewhat
deepened respect. In all essentials his host
was a feudal lord, despite the age in which
he lived—wealthy, independent, and in his
own particular realm powerful. Isolation,
tradition, and a fierce conflict of interests
with a haughty neighbor tended to keep
him so. .

Little wonder, thought the young fellow,
that GaiHard’s character had seemed to
change during the ride hither, as he came
nearer and nearer the spot, as it more and
more asserted its influence and J?oused his
spirit of pride.

“ Do your vassals address you as Sieur
Gaillard?” Jerry asked, with a trace of

irony.
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“I could claim the title,” was the an-
swer. “ The first of my race were so called.
But pshaw, I'm an American; this is the
twentieth century!”

“ Except in your fight with your neigh-
bors.”

Gaillard’s smile returned, and his eyes
was a sort of sour amusement.

“True. In respect to that we're not ex-

- actly modern. T suppose we’ll continue to

quarrel in the fashion we have until some
day the state takes notice and charge of us
both, putting us under bond to keep the
peace. Fortunately for our row, we're in
a great parish where no one pays attention
to us politically; we never have visitors, ex-
eept relations who grow curious to know
what’s going on here and come to see me
or old Hernando, as the case may be; and
as he and I are magistrates for our respec-
tive plantations, and ho news or accounts
of our lawless proceedings go forth to the

. world, the courts don’t know we exist; and

there you are!

1 fear it would be damnably dull if any-
one or anything should abolish this quarrel,
We’ve lived on it for centuries, and it suss
tains us like food. The thought of yawn-«
ing through the months every year without
the knowledge of it would drive me to cut
my own throat, really.”

“ You said nothing had occurred during
the past five years.”

“ Ah, but there was always the possi«
bility, which is next to the fact.”

“ Excuse me from that sort of a life,”
said Jerry.

“ Why, you’re in it now up to your
neck,” Gaillard cried. “ And after we've
walked round the fields, so you’ll have an
idea of the plantation, we’ll see where you
best fit into things.”

The youth who hstened to these words
had a growing doubt as to his adequacy in
any direction in the life of the place. Of
raising rice, cotton, and sugar-cane he knew
nothing, nor of the processes by which they
were prepared for market. The fixed and
alien habits of the people, too, would be
strange. But of this he kept silent; he
would await Gaillard’s suggestions and
advice.

In the course of the morning they sur-
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veyed field after field, some flooded and
diked for rice, others with young cane send-
ing forth its green shoots, yet others being
planted to cotton, sweet potatoes, and even
grain.

They visited the sugar-mill and cotton-
gin, both idle at this season. They in-
spected the gangs of negroes, who labored
under the superintendence of white fore-
men. And Jerry Moffat began to gain a
fair idea of the extent of Gaillard’s prop-
erty, in area something over five thousand
acres, and of its richness, the black soil be-
ing an “island ” deposit such as are built
by the Mississippi from sediment in its
waters.

At last when they had nearly made a cir-
cuit of the plantation, and the hour of noon
was well passed, they came out upon the
bayou a half a mile south of the point,
Gaillard stated, where the dwelling stood,
which however could not be seen for the
intervening trees.

Here, as Moffat discovered, the bayou
divided to form an island of some hundred
acres or less, after which its branches re-
united, and the channel ran through a great
tract of marsh, where grew only a thick,
coarse grass, toward dim blue sea at the
horizon, the Gulf of Mexico.

Over that marsh gulls and other water-
birds where wheeling and whirling, making
in the sunlight flashes of light, while their
piping came to the ears of the men in a
continual, distant sound. In contrast .to
the dark foliage of the trees nearby that
marsh appeared brown, flat, featureless;
but the young fellow knew it was as deadly
as a quicksand and surrounded Gaillard
and the Zorrillas, and all their lands with
a Tophet of mud and water.

“ Yonder,” said Gaillard, pointing with a
stick he carried, * is where the first Gaillard
and the first Zorrilla landed after sailing up
the bayou. They were friends; they were
exploring the coast together; and both were
captivated by the spot, with its great trees
and rich earth. Indeed, it was the trees,
which one can behold from the sea, that
drew them in. Yonder on that little island
in the bayou -they first trod ground and
built them a heuse—it still stands—and
brought servants and settled down to live.
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“ Both were youthful, but unmarried,
both high-gpirited. On one of their jour-
neys to New Orleans they met the daughter
of a gentleman living there, fell in love with
her, and quarreled. My ancestor won the
lady, and Zorrilla went to Spain and
brought him thence a wife.

“ Then they built the two houses you've
seen confronting each other across the
bayou, because they could no longer live
together, and neither would surrender the
house over theré. That was the beginning
of the quarrel, which has descended from
generation to generation; and sometimes
Gaillards have held the little island there
and sometimes Zorrillas. But it rightfully
belongs to me and mme ” ‘

[{3 W}.l )"

“ Because the first Gaillard took and held
it against the first Zorrilla, though the house
continued to stand empty.”

“That is scarcely a sound title. Why

.Qon’t you and the Zorillas divide it equally,

and you have the rest of the land, and then
bury your quarrel? That would seem the
easiest ways’

Gaillard beat his leg impatiently with
his stick.

“ What, make a division with the Zor-
rillas! T’d cut off my hand before I would.
My dead ancestors would rise from their
graves to hunt me down if I proposed such
a thing to Hernando, the vaurien, the old
Lazarillo de Tormes!” _

“ But it would be the wise course,” said
Jerry.

Gaillard cast his stick carelessly away.

“ Neither the folk on that side of the
bayou nor those on this ever let wisdom

_give counsel to their hate, and never will,”

he announced.

“ Well, you’re holding the island, then?”

" Gaillard frowned.

“ No,” said he. “ Until just lately, yes;
but they have seized it while I was absent.
To that I referred when I stated they had
grasped a property of mine.”

“ It doesn’t appear to be cultivated or
used.”

“ Nor is an acre of it.”

‘ After all, then, it’s merely a matter of
sentiment, holding it.”

“ Exactly,” Gaillard replied with a nod.
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“ And men have been cutting each other’s
hearts out for a sentiment ever since they
quit flints and took to steel. And mark my
word, youll be shouting for the Gafllards
and trying to murder Zorrillas as heartily
as any of us, and for that reason alone, be-
fore you’ve been here a month.”

“Like as not, if it’s the fashlon,” said
Jerry, grinning. 4

CHAPTER IX.

A SECRET CONFERENCE. -4

MOFFAT had displayed qualities of

alertness and courage that highly
pleased Louis Gaillard; if he correspond-
ingly had intelligence and industry, he
should prove with training a man of great
usefulness to the planter. For the latter
had need of an assistant who could bring
modern energy and skill into the busi-
ness. The methods of his overseers, and,
for that matter, perhaps of himself, as he
was ready to admit, were somewhat anti-
quated and outworn, at once too rigid and
too easy. He had been giving the subject
consideration for some time.

The interest which Jerry showed from
the first when Gaillard had explained what
he had in mind more than counterbalanced
his lack of knowledge along the lines of

cotton and sugar culture. His college edu-

cation, and a year’s experience in the ac-
counting department of a large mercantile
establishment in the city of Detroit before
his unlucky venture into New York City,
gave him a good groundwork on which. to
buitd.

And in consequence of this, Gaillard set
him to work on the p]antatlon account-
books for a definite occupation while he
was learning French and Spanish under the
tutelage of Jean Pacheteau, and gaining an
understanding of crop. culture in company
of freld overseers.

Thus a month passed without event.
Jerry had moved into ome of the houses in
the village, with an aged Frenchwoman for
housekeeper, but on two or three evenings
a week went to dine with Gaillard. On
one of these occasions the latter remarked,
as they smoked cigars after the rgeal:

"¢ She’s adroit.

487

" “ The young ladies you saw in New York
have returned. I perceived them walking
on the lawn across the bayou. And they
have guests, which fact should interest
you.”

‘ That depends upon the guests.”

“ Truly. But judge for yourself. One is
no other than our friend Barbanera, who,
by the way, has a brother here also, a tall,

- gaunt, unsmiling gentleman, utterly unlike

little Emilio. And the other guest, can you
imagine? Why, the lady of our comedy in
the tenement.”

“ That Carley girl!”

“In the very flesh. I shouldn’t be sur-
prised if we might expect something to oc-
cur now.”

“ Being with the Zorrillas,” said Jerry,
‘“ gives her dead away. Surely shell not
have the nerve to seek you out on the old
footing.”

“Don’t be too sure of that. She’s not
aware I know her connection with Barba-
rera,” Gaillard replied, extending his legs
and blowing a cloud of smoke upward.
Barbanera and old Hernan-
do, in connivance, probably will force her
to do their bidding. Her mistake is in com-
ing to this spot.”

‘“ Barbanera dragged her here,” Jerry
stated with conviction. “ But the other
pair of girls must think it queer.”

“ Not if they believe her presence to the
advantage of the Zorrillas.”

“ What can they hope to accomplish?”

‘ Something is brewing—and that is
what I must learn, Moffat. I haven’t a
clue to my superintendent, who disap-
peared, a trusted and valuable man; and
even the negroes on the other side are in
ignorance concerning him, as I've discov-
ered by having my own questioned. It’s
over a month now since Prerre Careval, the
superintendent, vanished.

" Though I've quietly made every effort
to trace him, he might have evaporated in
thin air, for all that I can find; and I’'m ne
wiser to-day as to his whereabouts than I
was the night of my arrival. The only con-
clusion left is that he was murdered, his
body secretly disposed of, and the fact
sealed from general knowledge of either
Zorrilla’s people or my own.”
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“ Where was he last seen?”

“ Near one of the warehouses at dusk.”

Jerry digested the circumstances in si-
lence, then remarked:

“ When a man doesn’t show up after a
month in a place like this, he surely must
be dead. He wouldn’t have crossed the
bayou and fallen into Zorrilla’s hands?”

“ Careval was too prudent to take such
a risk.”

They rose from the table to go and stroll
before the house and enjoy the evening air.
If Jerry had needed confirmation of Gail-
lard’s news, he could not more directly have
obtained it than when they strolled near the
bayou, for a small sailboat was just depart-
ing from the opposite side, headed south-
ward, in which sat Isabel and Felipa Zor-
rilla in the bow. '

A negro in the stern manned the rudder
and handled the sail. And one other occu-
pant there was, perching on the prow—a
gaudily " colored, huge-billed bird, which
Jerry immediately recognized for the tou-
can of the New York bird-shop.

He related for Gaillard’s entertainment
his encounter with the two girls before the
shop window.

“ Then the toucan is really responsible
for your introduction to the Zorrillas,” his
employer jested. “ But I wonder where the
fair Anita is? She’s not with them.” -~

“ Perhaps conspiring with Barbanera,”

said Jerry.

And presently he went off to the pier for

a skiff in which to fish, leaving Gaillard to
sit on a bench and smoke another cigar.
Jerry had been some time upon the ba-
you when- he perceived his friend enter the
motor-boat and set off alone in the direc-
tion the sailing craft had taken. The lat-
ter was not in sight, having disappeared to-
ward the Gulf. As Gaillard passed him, he
directed a hand toward the sky, pale in the
twilight; there in the south a black cloud
was rolling up with the rapidity that
marked equinoctial storms along the coast.
Jerry watched the motor-boat grow
smaller and smaller as it sped southward,
until at length it was lost in the marshes.
His attention was restored to his own busi-
.ness when a jerking of his line announced
a hooked fish; and when he had released
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his catch and cast it in the bottom of the
skiff with the others he had taken, he be-
came aware that in his absorption his craft
had drifted up the bayou on the flooding
tide and near to the Zorrilla bank.

It was very nearly under the overhanging
bows of the bordering trees, in fact. But
the dusk had grown thicker and, besides,
the bayou was neutral from bank to bank.
Then all at once a white figure appeared,
not ten paces off, standing by a tree-trunk
and beckoning to him—Anita Carley!

“ Come nearer,” she said in a low voice,
which nevertheless carried clearly.

“ This is near enough,” said Jerry.

“ You're the friend staying with Gail-
lard?”

(43 Y’es.”

“I've information of importance that

.should reach him.”

- “Tell it to me; I’ll deliver it.”

He saw her glance anxiously along the
bank.

“1I can’t stand here shouting it at you,”
she exclaimed in an impatient dne. ¢ Take
me into your boat.”

For a moment Jerry hesitated, but the
desire to learn if possible the réle played by
the girl in this new scene allured him. He
brought the skiff by the stern to the edge
of the sloping bank, holding his oars ready
for a speedy departure if he discovered
treachery. Llftmg her skirts daintily, Anita
Carley stepped in.

“ Pull out upon the water a little way,”
said she, when seated. But Jerry had al-
ready begun to row.

“ What is it you wish to say?” he asked

“ Speak low,” she warned. * Sound
travels far on this water, and if any one in
the house should discover me talking with

_ you it might prove serious.”

“ You're a guest there?” Jerry whispered.

“Yes. I made the acquaintance of Miss
Isabel and Miss Felipa Zorrilla in New
York, and they invited me to come south
with them. To my astonishment I find that
Mr. Gaillard, a very good friend, resides
here also. But he and my host are ene-
mies. Can you imagine a more painful sit-
uation for me?”

“ Gaillard will find it difficult to call
upon you, if that’s what you mean.”
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“I do mean that, for he was one of my
kindest acquaintances. And I find it very
strange, too, in the house where I’'m stay-
ing, so strange I should never have come if
I had known. It’s gloomy in many ways.

-And 1 begin to feel that I'm in danger, just
what I can’t define, for it's vague, but
nevertheless in peril.”

“Shall I carry you off?” Jerry ques-
tioned lightly.

¢ Please be serious, Mr.—Mr.—”

13 Jerry.”

“ Well, Mr. Jerry, then. I’'m really in
earnest in what I say.” She paused sud-
denly, and strained to observe his face
through the increasing darkness. * Would
you actually aid me if the need arose?” she
asked.

“ Of course—if the need were real.” And
Jerry felt that by such a reservation he
eliminated any possibility of having to
make good his word.

She leaned -toward him.

“ 1 may want you and your boat sooner
than you guess; yes, sooner than you guess.
There’s a man—indeed, two men—in that
house who’re annoying me with undesired
attentions, and if the thing goes on it will
become unbearable.” A

“ Can’t you prevail upon your host, the
excellent Hernando Zorrilla, to keep them
within the bounds of civility?”

The girl made a disconsolate gesture.

“ He’s old and indifferent, while they’re
crafty, so that I can’t accuse them of any-
thing directly.” ’

“ What are the names of these admirers?
And, by the way, you might tell me yours,
also,” Jerry stated, with pretended igno-
rance.

“T’'m Anita Carley. The men are, one,
Emilio Barbanera, and the other, José Bar-
banera, his brother. I dislike them, yes;
I hate them both—and I fear them both.”

“ A very interesting «triangle, Miss Car-

ley. And are the two brothers jealous of

each other? Perhaps they’ll solve your
difficulty by killing each other.”

“1 wish they would, Mr. Jerry,” came
in a voice of repressed feeling, so natural
that the youth stared in surprise.

Then he remembered what he had over-
‘heard between the girl and Emilio Barba-
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nera in the old tenement in New York,
when her loathing of the man was only too
plainly manifest. Very likely in this utter-
ance now she was absolutely sincere.

He could not see her face distinctly, and,
indeed, in the darkness descending like a
pall with the northward-rushing tempest
her dress was the only thing he could see.
It made a whiteness in the gloom.

Of all that she had spoken what most in-
terested him was her talk of rivalry between
the two Barbaneras, the little one, and the
tall, gaunt creature with the stalking stride.
Evidently the latter, on learning exactly
how she stood in Zorilla affairs, had, as tvell
as Emilio, resolved to make her his prey.

- With her honor corrupted in one direc-
tion, why should it not be corrupted in an-
other? Her beauty, Jerry concluded, of a
blond type, would be the very kind to ex-
cite and drive to extremes the passions of
hot-blooded Spaniards.

But the storm, imminent as it was, cut
short the youth’s reflections.

“ Where do these Barbaneras come from?
Who are they?” he asked, getting down to
business.

“ From Cuba, I think. They’re relations
of Miss Isabel’s grandfather, though not
near relations. They seem, however, to
have won his confidence.” ‘

“ Well, so much for them. Now, Miss.
Carley, what’s the information you wish me
to convey to Mr. Gaillard?”

. “Lean closer.” And when her lips were
near his ear, she continued: “I've learned
one of Mr. Gaillard’s valued employees is
held a prisoner in a building on the Zorrilla
estate. I overheard the Barbaneras dis-
cussing him between them, and whether or
not they should kill the man. That would .
be horrible! I feel, whatever the two girls
here are, that I’'m in a house of brigands
and cutthroats.”

“ What building is the man kept in?”
Jerry asked eagerly.

“ That I didn’t learn, but I'll try to do
so, though it will be difficult. And now
promise me again that if I must escape, you
will help me. Oh, my Heavens, some one
must help me—and there’s only you and
Louis Gaillard!”

. Jerry smiled to himself. With such a
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consummate actress, however honest she
might be in her dislike of the Barbaneras,
he intended to take no chances,

“T1l help, but you'll have to get across
the bayou yourself,” said he grimly.

“ And will Mr. Gaillard receive and pro-

tect me?”
" “I can’t say as to that.”

Her silence was prolonged, as if she were
debating what she should do did she flee
and find herself unwelcome.

- *I'll come to you, then, Mr. Jerry.”

“ Fine!” he exclaimed. From his hearty
tone she would never have guessed at his
amusement and disbelief in her words.

“T must go back now,” said she.

With a vigorous pull at the ears he sent
the skiff toward—the bank, and when it
struck he sprang out and helped her forth.

“T can’t see my hand before my face
among these trees,” she said, dismayed.

Jerry groaned.

“ Can’t you find your way to the house
grounds? It’s not more than a hundred
yards there. And there are all those shouts
to guide you; I'd not be surprised if the
noise is an alarm over the failure of the
young ladies to get home before the storm.”
* “Maybe it is. But it won’t help. me.
‘You'll have to take me through these trees,
Mr. Jerry.”

The young fellow hesitated.

“ And if I'm caught I'll be killed on the
spot, in all probability,” he protested.
“Pooh! Not if you're with me.

sides, who would see you?”

That was true; and it may be that the
temptation of treading Zorrilla ground was
too great for him. He tied the painter of
the boat to a sapling, grasped Anita Car-
ley’s hand, and enjoining silence, began to
grope a way forward. ‘

After several minutes they reached the
edge of the wood, where she murmured a
word of thanks and gave his fingers a gen-
tle pressure, then was gone toward the
lights of the house.

“ Well, well, walking like lovers in the
dark,” Jerry thought, grinning to himself.

He found his way back to where he had
left the skiff, located its rope, and was
about to return across the bayou when he
took new thought. The night promised to

Be-

THE ARGOSY.

be very dark and stormy. Doubtless, too,
Gatillard had magnified the danger to be
risked in invading the Zorriltas’ lands.

Se far as Jerry could see, it was a very
simple matter, attended on an evening like
this by no hazard whatever. His wak with
the girl across the wood, and back agam,
filled his breast with confidence, darmg,
and an exukant desire to penetrate farther
into the enemy’s mysterious domain—mys-
terious for him, at any rate.

And there was the information given him
concerning the superintendent, who was
not dead, but a captive. If Jerry could
fimd the man’s prison, release him, and
carry him off to safety, what a feather in
his cap! It might be searching for a nee-
dle in a haystack to seek the man in rain
and darkness and on unfamiliar ground,
but should he fail to find, no harm would
be demne beyond a wetting.

He bent over and retied the painter of
the boat. Overhead the first clouds were
beginning to blot out the stars, while from
the south came a sound like the distant
rushing of* wind. But the trees above
Jerry’s head were motionless, with heavy
leaves, without the lightest sough or sigh,
with a perfect calm that was a little un-
canny in the presence of the streaks of
lightning in the south stabbing at the
marsh.’ ~

CHAPTER X.
GAILLARD ENTERTAINS ENEMIES,

WHEN observing the storm rising in
the south, Gaillard had realized the
danger threatening the sailboat which had
gone toward the Gulf. He-glanced toward
the Zorrilla house; either it was not known
there that the two girls had gone down the
bayou or the approach of the storm had
passed unnoticed. The little sailing craft
itself was becalmed somewhere “along the
channel, for the wind had dropped before
the advancing hurricane.
In his breast there was not the heart of
a monster, however much he might hate
the race that opposed him; and as he con-
ceived of the two young ladies at the mercy
of the storm, with only the wide reaches
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of the marsh about them, his uneasiness in-
creased, until at length he betook himself
to the motor-boat. Had those in danger
been men, he would have left them with a
shrug of his shoulders to make the best of
the fight alone. But the distress of women
had always made a strong bid for Gaillard’s
sympathy.

While he raced southward in the late eve-
ning light he measured the mass of dark,
copper-colored clouds, piling ever higher to-
ward the zenith, with an anxious eye. The
. speed with which storms at this season of
the year burst from the Gulf was only too
well known to him, as well as the destruc-
tion they sometimes left in their track. The
barometer had been low for some days, the
air sultry, and the actions of the sea-birds
restless. It was hurricane weather.

Presently he perceived the tip of the
boat’s sail far before him sticking up above
the marsh, for a bend of the bayou hid the
boat itself. What folly that they should

go forth on the water when such weather .

conditions prevailed! Surely they had de-
parted on a whim, and without-the knowl-
edge of old Hernando, who, though a white-
bearded old pirate, yet was weather-wise.

By the time he had come in sight of the
craft itself the light was vanishing, to be
replaced by the thick and oppressive dark-
ness ushering forward the tempest. In the
distance one could see the incessant play
of lightning and the gray haze that was a
torrent of rain.. Wind was there, too; a
queer,. sighing noise for which one could
not account was rising from the marsh.
Like a black blanket the night shut down,
hiding the sailboat, the marsh, the bayou
itself.

He snapped on the search-light in the
bow and picked up with its beam the fig-
ures of the two girls, the negro, and the
toucan, of which Jerry Moffat had spoken.
A glad cry came across the water at the ap-
pearance of the light. Sweeping round in
a broad cicle, he raced up to the becalmed
craft, where he slackened speed until at
rest alongside. Gaillard himself sat in
darkness.

“ Make haste and get on board at once,”
he said in Spanish.

The words were scarcely necessary, for
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Isabel Zorrilla, clasping the huge-billed tou-
can to her breast, and her cousin, were
climbing into the motor-boat witly all agil-
ity, the bow of which the negro gripped
with a steadying hand. When they had
dropped upon a seat, exclaiming their re-
lief, the servant himself stepped in. And
Gaillard set off on his race for home.

“ Who is it?” Isabel Zorrilla inquired.
“ Who is it grandfather sent?”

“ Unfortunately I hadn’t the honor of
being despatched by your worthy grand-
father,” was the answer. “It’s I, Gail-
lard.”

“You!” came in a shriek.

“Yes, 1.” ’

“ This is infamous!”

¢ Infamous, perhaps, but timely, I'd say,
my dear sesorita of the violet eyes. I
guessed your predicament, and was pre-
sumptuous enough to act upon my guess.
We shall do well if we escape with only a
drenching.” '

“ Better to have drowned than to be
saved by a Gaillard!” she cried fiercely.

- Alas, alas!” said her savior.

“ If my grandfather were here you would
not mock me with an ¢ Alas!’”

“ He isn’t with us, happily. Bow your
heads, ladies, for wind is coming.” And as
he spoke a gust smote the marsh that drove
the boat forward at double speed.

It was rather a precursor than the first
of the hurricane as a lull of some minutes’
duration followed; but the forces in the
sky were gathering themselves above the
fleeing party. Lightning quivered .in lurid
flames over the surface of the black elouds
or struck the marsh with deafening reports.

The little boat raced onward with its
search-light marking the dark path of the
bayou when for an instant the gloom shut
down. All talk between Gaillard and his
companion ceased, since on the one hand
steering the craft required all of his atten-
tion, and on the other the terrifying gran-
deur of the threatening tempest held the
two girls spelibound.

At the moment the boat reached the
small island in the bayou the roar of the
full storm coming behind struck the ears’
of all. Gaillard cast a rapid glance over
his shoulder, then turned the rudder so as



492

to strike the bank of the bayou on the west\
side the beat taking an oblique course.
As it touehed land he sheuted to the negro
to leap out and hold the bow, which the
fellow obediently did; he followed, crying
to the two girls to spring forth; and catch-
ing them as they jumped, one after the
other, he helped them to mount the sloping
bank ‘

Nor was he an instant too soon. He had
no more than ordered the servant to let the
boat go and to seek safety than the tempest
burst with a mad turmeil of wind and thusme
der that seemed to drown their senses.
Gaillard had grasped an arm of each girl;
and the three of them were blown forward
like dry leaves.

They were at the edge of a seeded cotton
field, as he knew, with no obstruction in
front for half a mile, and with smooth foot-
ing; and by aid of lightning flashes he was
able to mark their wild advance, until
breathless, beaten by the terrific blasts,
half-stunned by noise, they staggered into
the woods, south of the house.

Here the roar in the tree-tops was, if
possible, even more savage and furious, but
the timber brpke the force of the hurricane.
Struggling through the woods, dragging his
exhausted charges with him with no shew
of pity, he came at last into the open
grounds and succeeded in reaching his
house before the cataracts of rain which
always followed the first rush of wind
should be loosed from the heavens.

In the long room he found his house-
keeper and servants gathered apprehen-
sively, but on his entrance they at once
withdrew. He conducted Isabel Zorilla,
still clasping the toucan, and her cousin
Felipa to seats by the table, trimmed the
wicks of the candles, and glanced at the
girls’ blown hair and pale faces. Then he
went out, presently to return with a tray
bearing wine and glasses.

Outside the wind now blew in a steady
force like the pressure of a moving moun-
tain. The house shook, groaned, and a
hundred times seemed about to'fly away,
but, as in previous hurricanes, withstoot
the gale, thanks to its sound timbers and
solid construction.

The roar was persistent, terrifying. Gusts
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eddied through the reom and started the
candle-flames. And the floods began to
fall, adding a deeper note to the tumuit.

Gaillard poured the wine and with a
courteous bow presented the glasses. The
young ladies drank, and sorely they need-
ed the stimulant, while their hest stood,
glass in hand. Then when they had fin-
ished, he drank alone. Even in the midst
of a hurricane it could not be forgotten
that a Zorrilla and a Gaillard never lifted
glasses together. )

Afterward he crossed to the wall and
pulled the silken bell cord. When the oid
Frenchwoman answered, he said: ,

“ Maman, lead these ladies to an wpper
chamber where they may have water if they
wish. You will assist them in dressing their’
hair and in such other respects as they de-
sire, until they are ready to return.” He
again bowed to his guests. “I make free
to give this order, as I imagine it to be
your wish. You, sefiorita, can leave your
pet here in my charge if it be your
pleasure.” ,

Isabel Zorilla placed the bird upon the
back of a cane chair, then she and her
cousin bowed ceremoniously, received an-
other polite bow from Gaillard in retum,
and accompanied the old woman from the
room.

Gaillard lighted a cigarette, drank an-
other glass of wine, flung himself upon a
seat. He and the toucan eyed each other,
the one with an amused face, the other
with the pomposity its great beak supplied;
and from the expression of either one would
have gained no notion that without the
house' the elements raged like demons of
destruction.

Once the man elevated his eyebrews and
directed a whimsical smile at the fowl.

“ Well, what do you think of this bit of
comedy, my Mardi Gras buffoon?” he
questioned. But the toucan mmaintained
its air of vain solemnity and its silence.

At the end of half an hour the two young
ladies reappeared, their disarray of hair
and of dress corrected, and the color once
more in their cheeks. In the eyes of both,
too, was the fire of the Zorrilla spirit.

“ Permit me to offer you thanks for our
rescu2,” said Isabel, with head high.



VIALS OF HATE.

Gaillard smiled.

“ The service was too slight to notice or
to remember,” he rejoined, inviting them to
seats.

Never, so far as he could remember, had
a Gaillard entertained thus ladies of the
Zorrilla household as guests. The situa-
tion was novel, unprecedented, diverting.
For a moment he and the two girls regard-
ed each other with interest; for though
they were neighbors, though being mem-
bers of opposing parties, they were natu-
rally in each other’s thoughts, no persons
could have been more widely separated or
greater strangers. The occasion afforded
Gaillard and Isabel Zorrilla a chance for a
mutual scrutiny both had secretly desired
for long.

“ Are we to consider ourselves your pris-
oners?” the girl demanded at last.

In the candle-light Gaillard’s black eyes
grew luminous and his face more hand-
some than ever, while his brilliant smile

. flashed back at her.

“ T might consider that if it’s your wish,”
he replied. “ This old house needs bright-
ening up. I had even thought it would be
better for a mistress, and I for a wife. The
Gaillards, some of them, have taken wives
with the famous Zorrilla blue eyes before
this day.”

“ They will never take another!” she
cried out. And her own blue eyes flamed
hotly.

“ But it was never against their will,”
said he.

«“] think they had no will, those who
went.”

“ What of the Zorrilla men who eloped
with Gaillard daughters?” he asked with a
laugh.

“The Zorrillas take what they want,”
she said.

“ Aye, when they can. And so do the
Gaillards. So if it entered my mind to fall
in love with you, my sweet Isabel, and win
your heart and run off with you—

. “ Never, never!”

“ Which as yet, let me assure you, hasn’t
happened,” he continued calmly, “ why, I
should very likely do it.”

A sudden color rose in her cheeks.

“ You've never seen me except in New
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* York since I was fifteen, so you can’t tell

whether you might love me or not,” was
her spirited response.

From Gaillard came a mocking smile and
a headshake. A

‘1 never particularly fancied violet eyes
myself. Now, Sefiorita Felipa’s dark ones,
for example—"

Isabel bit her lip, while she gazed at him
darkly.

“ My eyes are Zorrilla eyes, and there are
no better. But if Felipa—"

“I prefer brown eyes for mine,” said
Felipa demurely, lowering her long lashes.
She was finding the situation amusing if
extraordinary; she usually found amuse-
ment in everything she beheld or in the
people she met, even though the person
might be an enemy like this.

“Ah me!” Gaillard murmured. * Not
having brown eyes, I fail to please you,
Sefiorita Felipa. I'm finding this a sad eve-
ning for my self-esteem.”

He rose to set one of the candles straight
that burned imperfectly in the candelabra.
As his fingers put it aright, he cast a side-
wise glance at Isabel Zorrilla. Their looks
met. In her face the color leaped up anew
unaccountably, while his expression be-
came enigmatical.

“ Who knows!” he ejaculated.

“ Knows what, sir?”’ she asked in a dis-
pleased tone.

“ What might happen if I should change
my opinion of eyes.”

Her bosom rose and fell more quxckly to
her breathing. But her look never wav-
ered.

“ No Zorrilla girl would ever enter this
house as its mistress,” she declared.

“ A Gaillard takes what he wants,” said
he carelessly.

At least such appeared to be his tone as
he spoke, and his manner as he took his
hand from the candle. That was what
amused Felipa, that demeanor of easy as-
surance; and that was what on the con-

. trary secretly set Isabel on fire, that and

his handsome face, so that she wished him
to die dreadfully somehow.

“ Violet isn’t an inelegant color, after .
all,” he granted magnanimously, with a lift
of brows and a mild look at Isabel Zorrilla.
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“ And I detest black eyes—in Gaillards,”
she broke forth passionately.

‘The man bent his slender figure in a
bow.

“ That’s all that’s needed to make me
adore yours. So to-morrow I'll sharpen a
sword for a visit to your revered grand-
sire,” he said.

“ There’s a man in our house whe’ll
stretch you on the floor in an instant if
you do come—José Barbanera.”

“Is that the fellow I've seen stalking
about over yonder like an undertaker?”

“ He’ll undertake to dispose of you at
swords,” said she.

“ Is that the reason for his presence, my.

dear Isabel?” Gaillard inquired, regarding
her steadily.

She dropped her eyes.

“ The man’s not a bravo, if you mean
that, sir.”

“Well, whether he is or not, he may
find the ’opportunity ke seeks to cross

blades with me,” was the calm statement.

Suddenty the expression of her face ua-
derwent a change, as if momentarily soft-
ened, as if moved by a hidden current of
feeling. She rose to her feet, gazing at the
speaker carnestly.

“You saved my cousin’s life and mine
this evening,” said she, “ and on that ac-
count, Mr. Gaillard, a return is owing.
Therefore 1 tell you, beware—beware, how
you're led into a duel with José Barbanera,
beware lest you cross blades with him!
The Gaillards, like the Zorrillas, have ever
been swordsmen, priding themselves upon

.
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their <kxll as I know; but I say—beware,
beware of José Barbanera'"

The smile had not left Gaillard’s lips
while she spoke, though his eyes had nar-
rowed a trifte.

“ You homor me with your conﬁdence
said he; “ but now, in all surety, I must
find occasion to meet the fellow.”

A flame of red leaped into her face.

“ What I might have expected! What
I might have expected for trying te do you
a kindness!” she cried. ““ And I hepe he
runs you through for your arrogance!”
Tears of anger shone in her eyes.

‘ Fie, my adorable Isabel, the thing isn’t
possible,” said he. ‘1 challenge the devit
himself to do it.”

She dropped into her chair again. His
eyes were dancing with a gay light. His
dark, thin, handsome face was as confident
as ever any gallant’s. And this look of
him, with his words, made her angrier than
ever, so angry, indeed, that further speech
choked in her white threat.

At that moment she would have been
quite happy to see the tall and sember
swordsman of Cuba, José Barbanera,
stretch this bhateful boaster dead at her
feet.

+ “1 always did like a bit of temper in a

woman,” Gaillard remarked, as if speaking

at large, eyes fixed on the ceiling.

That, truly, added the final drop to her
rage. Now she did not wish him killed by
a sword; she wanted him to die slowly over
a fire, or in a vat of boiling oil, or on a
rack.

(To be continned NEXT WEEK.)

WOULD YOU?

F you were a zephyr and I were a rose
Beside some cottage-door,
Would you know me while in thick hedgerows
Grew a thousand roses more?

If T were a daiéy and you were the sun,

Unfurling the dawn’s sweet light,
Would you kiss me, and me alone,
When my sisters were all in sight?

If T were a clover and you were a bee,
Out see¢king for honey-dew,

Would you seek me when over the lea
Myriads beckoned to you?

J- W. Walsh.
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T was at the crossroads just below Liang-
. chowfu, sometimes called the Western

Gate, that Alired McKinnon met the
camel-man. ‘

He was standing in the full glare of the
mldday sun, staring along the sandy track
that is the caravan route leading to the
plain of the Gobi. McKinnon was and is
near-sighted; but he could hear the rusty
tink-tank of camel bells sounding from the
cloud of dust that moved away from him on
the trail and he knew that one of the great
trade caravans was departing for Urumtsi
in the Celestial Mountains across the desert,
or perhaps Khotan.

“ Are you sick?” he asked the man,
speaking in the Tangut dialect of the west-
ern frontier of China.

The camel-man understood. A brief flash
of his black eyes showed that. He wore the
garb of a Tangut desert-man—sheepskin
coat, bandaged legs, brown yak-hide boots
and the conical black cap of his race. But
he did not wish to answer.

McKinnon had ransacked the valleys of
Kansu, the western province, in his search
for religious and flora and fauna curiosities
long enough to cease to be curious. Things
out of the usual no longer surprised him.
Still, there was something provoking in this
sight ef a maa sui—an animal follower—
as undoubtedly a cameleer as the white
‘man was a naturalist, staring after the dust
of a caravan to which he must have been at-
tached.

With a shrug he had turned to watch his
own cavalcade of pack animals laden with
heads of game, pelts, stuffed birds and pho-
tographic apparatus as it threaded down
from a ravine into the eastward track.
Then the camel-man spoke.

“ Honorable uncle,” he observed—Mc-
Kinnon being gray haired, bearded, spec-
tacled and shrunken of figure, was plainly
his elder, and so deserving of a respectful
title—* do you follow the way to Ya
Long?”

“Yes, I am going there.”

The camel-man considered this lmpas-
sively, and nodded.

“ May I walk in your shadow?”

¢ Company upon the road is always de-
sirable, my nephew.”

It was not, always. Experience of many
years had taught the white man that the
Tanguts were lawless, prone to excitement,
and, unlike the Chinese of the villages, apt
to use their weapons readily. "The camel-
man, however, was unarmed and he was
young.

He was a sinewy figure, poised on power-
ful legs. He stood with the assurance of
strength and the calm of one who knew
how to hushand that strength. His broad,
Mongol face was fearless and the eyes were
not slanted as much as in the Tatar type.

McKinnon understand the Tangut men.
They followed the paths of the long, white
mountains on their shaggy ponies, hunted or
hired themselves out as cameleers. Prob-
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ably the father and the grandfather of this
man had walked beside the caravans, to the
dry cough of the beasts and the sound of
the bells, until their eyes had narrowed to
slits under the Gobt sun and their heads had
bent forward between their bony shoulders.
They had crawled at nightfall into their
sheepskin robes while the drowsy Moham-
medan Kirghiz prayed or the gray, western
lamas rattled their hand prayer wheels.
They knew the hite of frost that dropped
from the vast summits above them, and the
never-ending toil of the road. Also the
secret of tracing the desert paths by the
bleached bones of dead beasts of burden.

“What is your name?” he asked.

The camel-man walked heside McKin-
non’s pony oblivious of the other coolies,
who betrayed alt the clanlike disgust of a
flock of sheep joined by a vagabond goat or
even a wayward jackal. He was guite re-
spectful, but life had fastened upon him a
shell of silence. :

"His name was Chagan. He had not ac-
tompanied the trade caravan because he did
-not wish to. Instead, he was going to a
village, a temple village in the Kansu hills.
Why?

Tales of the beauties and mysteries of Ya
Long, the village of the Sleeping Heron and
of the Temple of the Five Virtues had come
to. his ears. So, he was bound for Ya Long.

‘ After all, Chagan,” mused McKinon
wisely to himself, “you are just a boy
curious after new sights.” -

That night he offered Chagan the unusuat
privilege of food from his own supper. The
Tangut declined abruptly, as be did every-
thing, and made the Chinese headman give
him some mutton and rice from the coolies*
mess. McKinnon’s respect for the camel-
man rose higher. -He knew that headman.

He observed that Chagan left the fire to
make a bed of his sheepskin in the decliv-
ity of a near-by, dried watercourse.

Late the next day they came to an itin-
erant astrologer seated by a rickety bridge
over a gorge. This individual, scenting a
rare windfall, announced:

‘“Go to Ya Long, excellency, to Ya Long
the beautiful, Ya Long of good omen.
Auspicious are the hills abowt Ya Long,
boworable elder.” i

-
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McKinnon dropped a copper coin on the
mat, and the spectacled beggar kotowed ab-
jectly as he caught the chink of silver in
the white.man’s pocket, casting at the same
time a vindictive glance at Chagan, who was
watching him mildly. Since the early ages
of man the village-dwelling Chinese and the
plains-dwelling Tanguts have been enemies.

“Is there a temple?” asked Chagan.

The astrologer spat.

“ Not for such as reek of camels.”

At this Chagan turned to McKinnon.
“ Go not to Ya Long, my uncle,” he warned.

Now to McKinnon, who also had heard
tales of Ya Long, this Temple of the Five
Virtues was a matter of some professional
interest. It was not a temple of the
Buddhists of the orthodox sect; por .one
devoted to the Tsong Khapa, of Tibet,
Sometimes, it was called the place of the
Black Hats—as distinguished from the Yel-
low Hats of Lassa—and at other times, the
abode of Bon. .

The monasteries of the bonpas, the priests
of Bom, were few and still fewer had had
their interiors protographed, owing to the
animal-like treachery of the black hats.
McKinnon, after assaying the stories of
his Kansu bearers for the problematic grain
of truth, had concluded that the deity of
Ya Long with its multitudinous arms-and
spirit wives had never been photographed.
As a divinity of the devil-wershiping bonpas
it would be worth a film or twe.

The desert-man pointed to where the
road twisted around the shoulder of a hill
deep in a shadow of the ceol gorge.

“ Always, honorable uncle,” he said,
“ the road turns and never do the mountain
tum." .

“ Most true,” assented ~McKinnon.
“ Likewise, the evil spirits that live upom
hilltops can not go around corners.” Ex-
petience had taught him to mateh proverb
with proverb as well as any native wiseacre.
“ Have you no fear of the evil spirits of
Ya Long?”

Now superstition is the eoxe of a China-
man’s meatality. He will not maxry unless
the astrologers predict a faverable time; nex
will his childrem permit hiwe to be buxied
untit—sometimes after months—the omens
are right.
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Chagan did not look up. His black eyes
glowed as if at a curious inward thought,
and he glanced casually at a muscular
hand. Then he laughed."

McKinnon took out his note-book and
neatly sharpened pencil. He wrote down,
from habit: “ Some Tanguts exhibit un-
usual freedom of thought; their courage is
more active than the passivegendurance of
the Chinese; they are mot hidebound, and
in an emergency they may be expected to
act as they see fit. They are born bandits
and fighters, of course, which is probably
a result of hereditary environment and
their life on the bairen steppe.”

The soft haze of evening fell upon the
hills, and the outlines of the trees became
blurred. Presently a: curiously booming
sound reached the ears of the white man.
It was not the note of stone temple drums.
But McKinnon knew the sound of the giant
horm trumpets of the western monasteries.

He saw that the coolies stared at Chagan
vindictively.

The Tangut seemed indifferent. Nor did
he betray any interest when they rounded
the hill and saw the vague shapes of sunset
clouds etched in the purplé of the lake of
the Sleeping Heron, below the village. They
. saw the thatched roofs of the village
perched on the steep mountainside, and

above them the pagoda roof of the temple

poised in mid air like some somniferous
stone giant watching its brood.

Behind them on the bridge the astrol-
oger-beggar gathered up his mat and
laughed to himself as at something very
mirth-provoking in the vista of dust raised
" by the trotting animals. Then, folding his
mat and tossing it into the bushes, he ran
to the path that led up to the temple of
Ya Long. At.the entrance to the shrine he
paused, veiling his eyes.

“T’en Tao-ling!” he called. ‘ Great
T’ien Tao-ling—1I have news. The barbar-
ian for whom we waited, and in whose
ears my men bave whispered tales, has
come at last to Ya Long.”

1I.

McKiInnoN’s headman, being an indi-
vidual of loud and persuasive tongue, had
secured the cleanest corner of the inn for his
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patron, whom he announced as the All-Wise
Barbarian Physician and Distinguished
Official of Benevolent Aspect.

Outside, the red glow of a fire shone upon
a ring of faces. Sparks swept up against
the panoply of stars, spread over the dark
outlines of the hills. In the corners of the
inn yard animals slept, heedless of the dew.

McKinnon recognized Chagan and his
own followers among the figures that squat-
ted by the fire; also many men, sloe-eyed
and full fed who wore silk in'spite of appar-
ent poverty. Some nodded sleepily, others
looked from their neighbors’ faces back into
the glowing wood. One lounged by the
wide gateway of the courtyard that gave
upon the highroad passing through the vil-
lage of Ya Long. Dice rattled somewhere
in a bowl, and from the inn came the stri-
dent cry of a one-stringed instrument.

This after-dinner scene was quite familiar
to McKinnon. What attracted his atten-
tion was a palanquin that had halted upon
the road opposite the gate. Two barefoot
bearers, each with a paper lantern, had
chosen this spot to rest their load on the
earth. Their gray robes and hair knotted
in a curious fashion identified them as tem-
ple attendants; also their pinched, sullen
faces were those of the bestial followers of
Bon.

So McKinnon strolled out, to ask ques-

‘tions. He knew that every pair of eyes in

the group by the fire followed him. He
was a trifle surprised that a crowd did not
collect wherever he went. A barbarian vis-
itor in Ya Long must be an epoch-making
event. But the men of Ya Long had
garbed themselves in an indefinable air of
secrecy.

Some one rose from the fire and followed
him. Seeing that it was Chagan, McKin-
non went on. He knew that only officials,
and certain of the higher priesthood, were
entitled to own sedans. So he asked the
bearers the title of the person in the palan-
quin. They did not answer.

But at his voice the curtain of the lac-
quered box was drawn back slightly. He

“could make out a delicate head and dark

eyes peering at him. \
Surprised that it should be a woman,
McKinnon stepped back. But Chagan’s
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curiosity had been aroused. Taking the
‘lantern from one shaft, he held it to the
palanquin shutters and drew the curtain.
Whereupon the two attendants muttered
angrily.

Chagan stood as if turned to stone, the

- muscles of his powerful body tense.

McKinnon surveyed the face that looked

out at them—ifragile, startlingly white with
crimson cheeks and tiny mouth. The lat-
ter was like a cherry blossom. The brows
over the slant eyes were sharply black.
The naturalist reflected that charcoal had
traced the outline of the brows, and that
alabaster paint overlaid with red had tinged
the cheeks.
. It was the eyes, however that held his
gaze, mild as dark flowers, vagrant as a
spring breeze. Their long lashes fluttered
and fell. Chagan drew a deep breath.

Experience whispered to the naturalist
that it would not be wise—such is the
Chinese fear of the evil eye—for him to ad-
dress a child of Ya Long. And the woman

<in the sedan was no more than a child;
frightened, at that. Interest prompted him
to inquire why she rode in the palanquin of
‘an official. He compromised by taking off
his spectacles before speaking.

“ This is the chair of T’ien Tao-ling, the
abbot of the temple,” a low voice answered
him. “I am his servant, Min Tsi.”

“ Hardly that,” thought the white man,
“or you wouldn’t be in the ceremonial
chair. But that’s none of my affair.”

Chagan was staring at the vision of the
woman’s face. Probably he had never seen
a fair woman before—certainly not one
made up with all the arts of charcoal pen-

" cil and brush. .

“You are from the Temple of the Five
Virtues,” observed McKinnon, blinking
near-sighted eyes. “ Will you bear to the
abbot of venerated sanctity this message:
a traveling physician begs the privilege of
a visit to the temple?”

Min Tsi looked up with childlike interest.

‘ Are you truly the Distinguished Demon
of Benevolent Aspect?”

McKinnon grinned under his mustache,
thankful, however, that the spellbinding
work of his headman had at least cleared
him of the suspicion of the evil eye. The

- eyes met those of the boy.

-palanquin,
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word ‘ demon,” he reflected, had been used
as naturally as he himself would have said
“ doctor ” or “ clergyman.”

“ Say to the abbot, your master,” he in-
structed, “that I have a memorandum
written by the thrice-happy governor of
Kansu, to show to him.” -

Min Tsi ducked her dark head in em-
barrassed acknowledgment. Then her
They held for
a long second, and the eyes of the girl
glowed—so thought McKinnon—Ilike flecks
of amber.

She began to speak quickly, anxiously,
like a youthful student repeating a nearly
forgotten lesson. Her voice, to Chagan,
was like the murmur of fallen leaves moving
over the sand. The spell of it fastened
upon the keen senses of the Tangut and his
pulses throbbed.

A faint odor of jasmine and—-—perhaps—
of poppies emanated from the palanquin.
McKinnon listened curiously, fancying that
he caught a light hiss that accompanied the
girl’s voice.

“ O kha rakcha, barbarian devil, wander-
er in the western plain, you have come to
Ya Long and its shrine. With your slave,
the ki-li-ti-ki the tent dweller and desert-
man, you have come to the Five Virtues
which is the abode of Bon—of Bon the
destroyer who has breathed upon blood and

‘who is worshiped—”

As if to make certain of her words or to
listen to something else, Min Tsi broke off,
continuing with more assurance but in the
same parrotlike tone:

“—who is worshiped by death. Come to
the shrine of Bon and you will see the god.
Through my mouth the chutuktu, the ab-
bot of the lamasery bids you come. He
alone has the right to enter the shrine;
_only accompamed by h1m may others
enter.”

McKinnon gnawed at his mustache.
Chagan’s eyes probed the interior of the
and narrowed. Other eyes
watched the two, sidewise from the fire
in the courtyard.

“Ya Long, in the hills is sacred Here
sits Bon. It is a place of mystery.”

Chagan reached out a scarred hand
slowly, as if to touch the white hand of Min
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Tsi. At this she drew back and the curtain
fell into place. The bearers caught up the
poles and trudged forward.

“Very nicely done,” meditated Mc-
Kinnon. ‘“ She had her lesson by heart.
But why did she try out the rigmarole on
me, of her own accord?”

He glanced at Chagan, putting on his
spectacles. The Tangut was staring after

" the palanquin intently, his dark eyes flick-

ering in the fading light of the lanterns.
He touched the naturalist on the arm.

“ Who was the man in the chair, hanor-
able uncle? You, who are all-wise, should
know. There was“a man sitting in the
shadow beside Min Tsi.”

McKinnon rubbed his stubby chin re-
flectively.

“1 saw no one, nephew.”

“ My eyes are quick in the dark. I saw.”

“ H-m.” The white man meditated, re-
membering the hissing sound that had ac-
companied the girl’s voice. ¢ Perhaps the
abbot, T’ien Tao-ling, was.in his chair.”

Returning to his corner of the inn, he
left Chagan seated by the fire. The desert-
man squatted on his quilt, gazing into the
embers. .The image of Min Tsi stayed in
tbemmdsvisionoftheboy,andtbe
thought of her was like scented wine in his
body.

Behind his screemng wall of canvas that
divided him from the other occupants of the
inn McKinnon sat in his camp chair beside
a candle lantern and meditated, stroking his
bald forehead, for the night—in midsummer
—was warm.

Outside the canvas, voices shrilled and a
dog yelped mournfully. The rattle of dice
ran on. Footsteps padded from courtyard
to inn and occasionally a pony or donkey
moved restlessly. Long familiar with such
sounds and with the habit of the Chinese
of going without sleep, McKinon glanced
over his note-book and his treasured heap
of specimen boxes carefully assembled near
his ¢ot. These boxes with their accom-
panying notes and photographs represented
the labors of six or seven years, now nearly
complete.

The pencil of the naturalist hovered over
a blank page.

“ Just why did Tien Tao-ling want to
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look me over?” he wondered. “ Of course
that was why the ckutuktu came here with
the girl. It seems that Ya Long hides its
curiosity under a bushel basket. Chagan
was certainly taken with Min Tsi’s get-up,
which looked to me much like a cour-
tezan’s—"’

He frowned momentanly over this, and
then smiled, reflecting that one thing the
girl said, at least, had been true. T’ien
Tao-ling had welcomed him to Ya Long
through the mouth of the child.

So McKinnon, the unimaginative natur-
alist, instead of writing down details of
skull measurement, or tribal characteristics
or Latin names of ferns, grag flowers or
curious, stunted trees, jotted on the blank
page the following idle thought in very neat
haadwriting:

“ Time? What is time but the passage
of events? And by this measure, there is
not time in Ya Long. Kansu itself is only
the ancient kingdom of Shule, and before
that, when. Babylon had not yet built its
walls, Kansu was the kingdom of Pa. When
you enter Ya Long, you step into the abyss
of the past. Yes, it’s a funny sensation.”

III..

It was noon next day when McKinnon
left off measuring the dimensions of a fine
ovis poli head, took up his camera and went
to the lamasery. Chagan fell in behind him
as the naturalist climbed the winding road
to the meuntain shrine. They passed many
gylongs—disciples—in gray woolen robes
on the way and also some women.

Their coming was expected, for T’ien
Tao-ling himself met them at the portal of
the covered way that ran from lamasery
to the stone shrine built into the cliff. The
abbot was a very tall. man, with pocked
face and beadlike eyes deep-sunk in his
head under the black hat. Although his
name was Chinese, his thin features were
Tibetan. He received McKinnon’s visiting
card—presented in accordance with the
best official etiquette—indifferently.

The memorandum, which was really an
elaborate passport, T’ien Tao-ling accepted
with gravity and scanned, holding it care-
fully upside down the while. His sharp
eyes did not lose the opportunity of scru-
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tinizing McKinnqn, when the naturalist was
not looking at him.

To McKinnon's suggestion that they visit
the shrine, he offered no objection. Only
he hinted at a present. The naturalist was
prepared, and tendered several ounces of
silver. These the abbot of the Five Virtues
readily thrust into the wide sleeves of his
robe, while his black eyes snapped ava-
riciously. ,

Contrary to general belief among Euro-
peans and readers of fiction who have not
entered the borders of the Celestial King-
dom, it is not difficult to enter any Buddhist
shrine—as long as no local superstition is
violated, and the barbarian visitor has a
sufficient fee in hand.

McKinnon scrutinized with- near-sighted
eyes the stone figure of Bon, hideous and
black with age. It stood under a round
opening in the roof, against the wall of the
cliff, and the light was bad. The god itself
was grotesque in aspect, with several pairs
of arms clasped about a miniature woman
—a symbol of erotic worship, soulless and
cruel as the mind of an evil man. And
this was the symbol that had shaped the
mind of the priests. Tawdry curtains that
might once have been cloth-of-gold hung
behind it, and various figures of lesser
demons occupied niches in the cliff wall—
each grinning and ugly as their parent, Bon.

When McKinnon unshipped his camera,
however, T’ien Tao-ling became restless.
And to the request of the zealous scientist
that he stand beside the image of the god,
he returned a surly negative.

McKinnon’s precise mind desired a hu-
man figure in the photograph, to establish
the relative size of Bon, the Destroyer.
He preferred the abbot, in his robe, of
course, to Chagan who was not in char-
acter with the setting. But when he rec-
onciled himself to the Tangut and looked
around for him, Chagan had disappeared.
Only a moment before he had stood behind
McKinnon.

“ Where is the desertman?” he asked.

“I do not know.” T'ien Tao-ling
seemed ill-pleased. McKinnon had no
means of knowing whether he lied or not.

“ You need not be afraid to stand beside
the shrine,” he pointed out, fingering his
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camera reluctantly. He had journeyed a
week to take the photograph.

“ There is an eye in the box,” evaded
T’ien Tao-ling.

McKinnon sighed, realizing that he was
confronted with an old superstition. He
would -have attempted a time exposure of
the god alone, but here T’ien Tao-ling in-
tervened.

“ O One of Benevolent Aspect,” he ob-
jected, “ you have seen the shrine.
enough.”

“I want to make a picture of it.”

The abbot gnawed his thin lip, glancing
sidewise at his visitor. -

“ Then come to-morrow,” he announced,
apparently anxious all at once to end the
interview. McKinnon wondered whether
greed for more silver, or mere superstition
connected with the eye in the box belonging
to the barbarian had impelled this sugges-
tion. Hoping for better light and better
results on the morrow, he left the abode of
Bon.

At once T’ien Tao-ling hurried into the
passage leading to the lamasery, his slip-
pered feet moving silently over the stone
floor. Through the portal leading into the
main hall where the massive stone prayer-
wheel stood he passed and up the steps that
ran into the labyrinth corridors of the mon-
astery. He entered his own cell, which was
empty. '

Scarcely pausing, the master of the
lamasery drew back the curtains dividing
this cell from another chamber, more richly
furnished in teakwood and ebony, where in-
cense made the air pungent. Here Min Tsi
lay passively on a wall settee, watching him.

Satisfied, T’ien Tao-ling let the curtain
fall, at a voice from the outer corridor.
Two temple attendants ushered a reluctant
Chinaman into the cell of the abbot.

T’ien Tao-ling shook his sleeve, dismiss-
ing the two.

“ See that the Tangut dog is not within
the lamasery,” he ordered. * He has wan-
dered from the shrine.”

Then he seated himself on an ebony stool,
eying his visitor in silence for a long
time. “ You are the headman of the bar-
barian,” he observed, in his sibilant voice.
“ And you will answer a few questions it is

It is -
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my wish to ask. Is your master a friend
of the governor of Kansu?”’

Now the headman was an individual of
quick wits—wits confused, however, by ex-
citement. He knew that if harm had been
meant, he would not have been brought
openly to the lamasery. The bonpas were
only furtive in their cruelty and oppression.

“ He is honored by the governar, worthy
chuinkin.”

“That is well. Is not a wise man de-
serving of honor? But the barbarian physi-
cian is old. Soon, because of ripe years, he
must die. What will then become of his
wisdom?”’ )

The headman pondered this, and al-
though he suspected a meaning behind the
words of the abbot, he found it not.

“ The one of Benevolent Aspect has pro-
vided for that,” he answered. “If he
should die the wisdom that he has stored
in boxes and written upon paper will be
carried by me and the coolies to the gov-
ernor, who will send it across the great
ocean—"

“ Doubtless such an eminent man must
carry much wealth.”

“That is true, worthy chutuktu.” The
headman saw a chance to boast and thereby
. increase his own importance. “ He has

whole boxes of silver sycees and pounds of
taels that weigh down two or three bearers.”

Now in saying this the headman lied
greatly, after his kind. For McKinnon had
most of his funds in drafts on local officials.
But the eye of the abbot glistened.

“ Did the barbarian order this wealth to
be carried to his excellency, the governor?”

“ Not so. In his mind the boxes of bugs

and dried flowers are a greater wealth. He
did not speak of the silver and the fqels.”
"~ The abbot of the benpas stroked his
" shaven forehead with a clawlike hand. The
brains in that forehead were crafty beyond
telling, and they were a prey to the demon
of lust—for gold. .
“1 have heard,” he muttered, “ that i
is the custom of these barbarians to carry
always a short gun in their pockets—one

with many bullets.”
“ No, my master is a man of peace. He

has only the long guns, to shoot game.”
The abbot modded after the manner. of a

N\
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man who has satisfied himself concerning
many douhtful points. He shook his sleeve,
dismissing the coolie with the remark that
silence is a virtue in a servant, especially
silence as to conversation in the lamasery.,
He did not fear that the headman would
repeat what he had heard, so long as he was
within the limits of Ya Long, where the
bonpas were absolute masters.

When the man had gone, he called in a
low voice, “ Min Tsi—Min Tsi!”

The girl appeared between the curtains
and T’ien Tao-ling scanned her shrewdly,
his pale eyes emotionless as those of a
basilisk. Those eyes could read the face of
the child like a page from an open book.

“ So,” he murmured, “ you have seen the
desertman who came to your chamber not
long ago. You talked to him gently in your
soft voice that is like the sound of moving
water. And you asked him to come to-
night in the second hour after nightfall, to
meet you at the water gate of Ya Long.”

Min Tsi waited passively, her tiny hands
tucked into the long sleeves. All the les~
sons of her life had been summed up in the
word—obedience. First to her father, then
to the master of the lamasery.

“ Because one of my men, the beggar wha
is an astrologer, said to the fool who is
Chagan that you desired to speak with him,
the desertman followed, to your room,” con-
tinued T’ien Tao-ling. ‘“ And because I
had orderéd it—as I did your werds from
the palaquin—you repeated the message,
I know,” he nodded sagely, “ because the
astrologer listened. He would not dare to
lie to me.” ‘ '

The brown eyes of the girl looked up af
him. Somehow, T’ien Tao-ling did net care
to meet the glance. It was like looking into

‘a clear pool of water, he thought, upon

which the sunlight fiickered vagrantly. Into
his sharp features as he surveyed Min Tsi
there crept a lust that was not of gold.

“You will go to the water gate,” he ob-
served, watching her without seeming to
do so.

“If you wish it.”” Min Tsi spoke mildly.

“1 do wish it.” He nodded. “ And
since you have asked Chagan to bring the
barbarian with him, that also will be done,
For you said—as I bade you—that the
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stone of grief was heavy on your heart
and you would like to consult the Physician
of Benevolent Aspect. O Min Tsi, you
are a child and you do not know. But I
have seen. The desertman desires you. He
thinks of you, and cannot sleep. He will
come to the water gate.”

At this the girl cast down her eyes. Per-
haps her intuition was not as dull as the ab-
bot suspected. But the thought of being
loved by a man troubled her strangely.

T'ien Tao-ling sent her to her room and
stepped out into the corridor, closing the
heavy door of the cell carefully behind
him. He did not want. the girl to hear
what he said to the three men, one of them
the astrologer, who squatted in the gloom
near by.

He spoke to them in his sibilant voice
and they listened intently until the long
moaning of the horn trumpets sounded from
without, calling the bonpas to their prayers.

“ So you see,” concluded T’ien Tao-ling,
“ the barbarian is no longer a man of
Benevolent Aspect. He has tried to place a
charm upon Bon, of the shrine, by means
of the eye in the box he carries. Il fate
may come upon him because of this.
Should he walk upon the rocks by the lake,
he may fall and die.”” The abbot paused.
“You,” he observed to the astrologer,
“ will go to the bridge and wait, while these
two will come with me and watch the bar-
barian fall into the lake.”

The astrologer peered up at his master,
from bleared eyes, and waited expectantly.

“In that case,” murmured T’ien Tao-
ling, “ some of the boxes at the inn belong-
ing to the barbarian must be taken, to pay
for his burial and the search for his body.”

“ That is true—most true,” nodded the
astrologer. ‘ And the desertman?”’

“ He has an evil thought. I have.seen.
He would seize Min Tsi, who belongs to me.
The barbarian physician will not approve
of this evil thought. If harm should come
to the barbarian, at the lake, who but the
desertman would be to blame?”

“ Who?” echoed the astrologer.

And
laughed. :

“The eyes of the barbarian are dim;~

they see only the things that are near, in
daylight. He cannot see where to walk,
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after nightfall. And the man who is called
Chagan will not dare to carry a lantern, nor
is he armed with a weapon.”

“That is well,” nodded the astrologer.
“ For he is a strong man.”

“ Aye, a strong mas can be sent to the
governor as the slayer of the barbarian.”

Whereupon T’ien Tao-ling departed to
turn the great stone prayer wheel in the
ball where his disciples were already gath-
ered and waiting for him to lead them to
the shrine.

Iv.

“1 po not know.”

The voice of Min Tsi was soft, as mild
as the murmur of the black water of the
lake that lapped against the rocks several
feet below her. The surface of the Lake of
the Sleeping Heron was tranquil and dark -
under the stars, and against those stars rose
the cedar arch that was the water-gate of
Ya Long.

“You do not know?” Chagan’s deep
voice was resonant with repressed feeling.
“ But you told me to come, Min Tsi, and
to bring my’ reverend uncle, who is all-
wise. We are here.”

The child, her face half visible in the’
gloom, hung her head. Although neither
McKinnon nor Chagan were tall, they tow-
ered over her slight figure.

“ Why did you send for us, Min Tsi?”
asked McKinnon gently. “ Are you sick?”

She answered in the same parrotlike
voice: “ The demon of sickness has not en-
tered me, O One of Benevolent Aspect.”

Chagan tried to peer into her averted
face. )

“You are sad.” The desertman touched
the silk robe on her shoulder. She had
drawn back from the arch toward the thick-
ets that lined the rocky shore. A mild,
summer wind stirred the bushes, bringing
with it the scent of jasmine and aloes.

‘ Because you are going from Ya Long,”
said the girl. “ T will grieve when you go
to the desert.”

At this Chagan was silent, seeking for
words to express what was in his mind.
McKinnon blinked at him in the darkness,
not altogether easy in his mind. He had
accompanied the Tangut for two reasonms;
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Chagan had asked it, on behalf of Min Tsi,
and McKinnon feared that the young na-
._tive might get into trouble. It was not
advisable to talk to any woman of the
temple. And he did not want to lose his

photograph of Bon, through any chance
quarrel.

He stepped forward to speak, but Chagan
straightened suddenly and folded his arms.

“Min Tsi,” he said, “ you have put a
spell upon me. It is a strange magic.
No woman of my people could weave such
a spell. I do not understand. But I can-
not sleep, and your face is like a flower in
my thoughts.”

McKinnon chewed at his mustache, more
than a little surprised by the rush of words
that came to the native’s lips.

“ You are a lotus flower, Min Tsi. I shall
take you. I shall take your hand and you
will come with me, away from Ya Long.
We will go along the path that leads to
the open plain. I will bring you a horse,
and you will ride as swiftly as the young
wind.” ,

Min Tsi gave a faint cry. A rustle in the
bushes answered it, as if the breeze had
freshened. But Chagan heeded only the
bent head of the girl, shadowed by its coils
of dark hair.

“ You are beautiful, Min Tsi,” he cried.
“ Your face shines like the evening star.
Your body is slender as a young tree. Come
with me and you will ride in the caravans
and see the sun rise over the plains. I will
guard you from the sun, like a flower. I
will bow my head at your knees. I have no
wife. Yom will become my wife—"

He laughed deeply and his muscular
hands bent her head back.

“ Beside the caravan track I have a yurt,
a tent. I have three horses and a goat. But
I will get more for you. You will be
Chagan’s wife.”

Min Tsi touched his hands with her own,
which were trembling.

“1 am afraid.”

“You must not fear_me.
lay a spell upon me?”

“1It is forbidden to leave the temple.”

Chagan laughed again and his hands
slipped to her throat, the fingers tightening
slowly. The girl gave a sigh of distress,

Did you not
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but her eyes clung to his. Her heart was
laboring. Her thoughts fluttered vainly,
like the pinions of a captive wild bird. No
man had ever spoken to her of love before.

“ Min Tsi!” whispered Chagan harshly.
“ You are mine. I have not loved a woman
before. Bmt this is not only a spell. Nay
—it is a cord that binds and hurts. T hold
you in my hands—thus—and your life is
mine. Do not fear the evil one who is
T’ien Tao-ling.”

Startled, the girl placed her hand on his
lips. But he tossed his head.

“Ya Long, Min Tsi,” he said, “is un-
clean—unclean. Instead of hands, the
bonpas have claws that clutch for silver.
Their eyes are jewels of evil omen that lust
for women. Oh, I have heard the tales
of the caravans. The voice of the bonpa
is like the hiss of a snake, crawling over
the sand. Thus”—he stamped angrily— -
“I will set my foot on the snake if it
strikes. Because of the tales that were told
me by the camel-men, who said there were
women of surpassing beauty in Ya Long,
I came hither to see. And you have
caught me in your spell.”

McKinnon reflected that the Fangut na-
ture was deeper than surface sight. He felt
mechanically for his note-book; then
checked himself, ashamed. The strained
voice of Chagan had broken boyishly.

“Yet your aspect is mild as a bright
star, Min Tsi. You are not like the bonpas
and their women. How came you to Ya
Long?”

McKinnon felt it was time to intervene.

* Chagan,” he remarked, “ you should
not try to take this woman. She is no
more than a child and she belongs to T’ien
Tao-ling.”

“ T hear the sage words of my venerated
uncle,” replied the boy. “ Yet I must also
hear the words of the beautiful Min Tsi.”

McKinnen tried another tack, seeking to
turn the Tangut away from what he felt
was real danger. N\ ,

“ Remember, my nephew,” he urged,
“ that T must make the picture of the god
Bon in the morning, at the shrine. If you
stir up the anger of the bonpas, it will fall
upon my head. Recall the proverb: ¢ Tie
not the knot of hatred.’”
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But now the girl spoke, swiftly, anx-
iously. And as she did so she drew farther
away from the thicket. She felt impelled to
speak to the Tangut, who had stirred the

“ Harken, desert-man,” she whispered.
depths of her spirit with his words.

“ Hapless Min Tsi is unworthy. I have no
honored father. Because I was a girl-child

-my family in the Kansu village did not wish

" me to worship at the ancestral tablets. My
father brought me to the temple of Ya Long
where the priests have great wealth and
sold me to T’ien Tao-ling, who paid the
price of a good cow in silver because I was
fair of face.”

“ Hai!” grunted Chagan.

“ The women of the temple put red and
white on my cheeks and bound up my hair,

- when I would have let it fall over my face,
sorrowing. Yet I am the slave of T’ien
Tao-ling, who is waiting until the next moon
when I shall be a woman in age and not a
child. He has other women, but he gives
me the most presents.”

McKinnon turned on his heel and strode
away, to lean against the post of the water-
gate from which steep steps led down to the
lake, a dozen feet below. He was no longer
willing to oppose Chagan, because he fan-
cied he had read a message in the words
of the girl. As lonely men sometimes do,
he cherished certain ideals and was far from
convinced that romance was dead.

Meanwhile Min Tsi hurried on, breath-
less with suspense and a growing fear for
Chagan: ) 4

“ T’ien Tao-ling said that he was the true
god of Ya Long because only he could tend
the shrine, except when he admitted the dis-
ciples to worship Bon. I do not know.
I am sad. Sometimes I have come to the
Lake of the Sleeping Heron, to climb down
into the water, so I could sleep. But I
was afraid. I do not want to be a water-
ghost. Once the spy who wears the dress
of an astrologer at the bridge saw me—”

“ Hai! So he is a spy? This is verily
an evil place. Say on, Min Tsi!”

But the girl tried to peer up into his face.
She lowered her voice so that he had to
bend close to catch the faint whisper.

“Is it true that you love me, Chagan?”

“ Aye.”
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“ Never has a man asked me for wife.
And T’ien Tao-ling will not sell me.”

Chagan laughed.

“ You are very strong, desert-man,” she
sighed. I would like to ride on a horse
and sit in a tent. I would not be afraid,
then. It is joyful—when you tell me to
come with you—"

“ Come, then.”

“ Nay, how can it be? But now, when
my heart is trembling with joy, I must tell
you what you should know.”

She glanced behind her, at the shadows,
her quick ears aware of sounds in the
thicket. A struggle had torn her breast.
Now she had decided that she would warn
Chagan, who loved. her, of the peril from
T’ien Tao-ling.

“T’ien Tao-ling plots,” she whispered,
quivering as she did so. ‘ He sent the
man who brought you to me at the lam-
asery. He sent me here. I think he fol-
lowed, with two men. I can read evil in
his face, yet what he plots I know not.
Several times he has taken the money of the
travelers by his tricks. And he has been
talking to the spy and his two men who car-
ried me and T’ien Tao-ling to the inn—"

“ T’ien Tao-ling sent you here?”

She hung her head, still keeping his hand
in hers. Then, all at once, she fell on her
knees, weeping. Chagan stood as if turned
to stone. But in moments of danger the
mind of a Tangut, who rides with peril
behind his saddle, works quickly. He knew
the trickery of the bonpas.

“ He does not seek me,” mused Chagan
readily. “ It must be my venerated uncle,
who is a barbarian of great wealth.”

“ Evil was in the eyes of T’ien Tao-ling.”

Chagan, his senses now alert, caught the

- murmur of a voice in the darkness near by.

Slippered feet moved somewhere over.the
stones. The breeze, sweeping the willows
fitfully, veiled the sounds. And a cloud-
bank rising against the stars had made the
night very dark. Chagan regretted that
the benevolent barbarian who had adopted
him as a friend on Lﬁe road had not carried
his gun.

He pressed Min Tsi down to the ground,
leaning close to her.

“ Crawl to the posts of the water-gate,
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and wait,” he whispered; ““ do not rise from
the ground, or they will see you, against the
lake. Men "have truly followed you. I
must warn my uncle, who is a righteous man
and has offered me shelter and food.”
Chagan understood that he might have
escaped from the men in the thicket, with
Min Tsi to guide him away from Ya Long.
Better than McKinnon he knew the covert

hostility of the bonpas. But he would not ,

leave McKinnon. He darted to the water-
gate. The naturalist peered at him uncer-
tainly in_the gloom. '

“ Sit down, honored uncle,” whispered the
boy, ‘ against the great post. Enemies
have followed you from the village. Do not
move until I call you—"

“ Nonsense!” McKinnon was not easily

disturbed. But Chagan had stepped toward
the willows. That naturalist would have
followed, except that he heard the rush of
hurrying feet and an angry exclamation.

Sqgee halted, realizing that if the Tangut
were involved in a fight, it would be better
to remain where he was. Besides, his bad
sight confused him. Vaguely he could make
out dark forms moving over the rocks.

- Out of the darkness came a snarling
grunt of pain. A heavy body thumped on
the stones. McKinnon started forward, but
this time a hand caught his ankle, startling
him.,

“Do not move from the water-gate, O
very wise barbarian,” pleaded the voice of
Min Tsi from the earth. “ Two men are
fighting with Chagan and I am very fright-
ened. He said we must remain here.”

“If he is attacked—"’ McKinnon began,
wondering what had caused the affray.

“In this matter, his wisdom is greater
even than yours, venerated uncle,” rejoined
Min Tsi, clinging fast to his foot. Per-
force, the white man remained passive, try-
ing to make out what was happening.

He saw a black bulkgmoved into the
water-gate. There was a grunt, as of a
strong man exerting his full strength. This
was followed by a heavy splash from below.

Silence fell, to be broken by a sibilant
voice not far away in the direction of the
willows,

“ Throw rocks upon the head of the bar-
barian, fools! He must not swim to shore.
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Destroy the evil physician and it will be
a deed grateful to Bon. I, T’ien Tao-ling,
promise it—"

The voice broke off, at a second splash
resembling, to McKinnon’s ears, a man’s
body falling into the lake. He drew a quick
breath, peering for T’ien Tao-ling, who
must still be near the willows, but who no
longer spoke.

He fancied he heard Chagan laugh, near
by, and breathe deeply as if tired. Min Tsi
did not stir, nor did she release his foot.
Chagan was moving back, away from the
lake. ’ )

“ Fools!” The cry of T’ien Tao-ling was
uncertain, almost frightened. * Have you
slain the Tangut, or—"

Abruptly he squealed.. Then came a
scurrying of feet, followed by a moan,
Then silence again. Min Tsi relaxed her
hold on the foot of the naturalist and stood
up. : ,

McKinnon was more than a little per-
plexed. He knew that Chagan had been at-
tacked, unsuccessfully. Quite evidently two
men had been thrown into the lake. He
stepped to the brink of the stone stairs.

There was no sound or movement in the
water below. McKinnon sighed, and shook
his head. He greatly feared that two
bodies lay under the surface of the Lake of
the Sleeping Heron and that Chagan had
cast them there. But what of T’ien Tao-

ling?

‘“Chagan,” he called, “ what have you
done?”

After an’ interval, the Tangut spoke from
the darkness.

“ Venerated uncle, I have untied the knot
of hatred.”

Min Tsi whispered something, and
Chagan added. “ O, One of Benevolent
Aspect, it would be wise to depart from Ya
Long. The bonpas meditated evil, and
T’ien Tao-ling set a trap for you. Come.”

Guided by Min Tsi, McKinnon walked
up the path that l¢d, where it crossed the
village highway, to the temple, and—by the
highway—to the inn. He heard Chagan
moving heavily ahead, as if the Tangut
carried a burden. But it was not Min Tsi,
for the girl had McKinnon by the hand.
At the crossroads he paused.



“ Chagan,” he observed, “ I don’t believe
the bonpas would attack me. I came to
Ya Long for the picture of the shrime. I
amgomgtomake the picture the first thing
in the ‘morming.”

The Tangut did not anmswer for a space.

“ So be it, my uncle,” be said. “ Yet,
when you make the picture you will believe
there is danger.” .

Strack by his tome, McKinnen ap-
proached the boy and stretched out his
hand. On the Tangut’s cheek he felt the
sticky moisture of drying bloed.

-“You are hurt, my nephew,” he ex-
claimed. “ Came to the mn and I will
bind your wounds—"

“ Nay, Benevolent One, it is only the
slashes from the knives of the evil.”

“X will tend the wounds,” cried Min Fsi
softly. “ That will be my task, for I am
going with Chagan te his tent before dawn
when the astrologer sits on the bridge.
Wken you go to the temple, go early before
the assembly of the priests and carry your
long gun. Neow, I hannbly say farewell to
the Benevolent Oune.”

“And I, too,” echoed Chagan’s deep
veice, ¢ to n¥y venerated mncle.”

“ Farewell, my nephew,” said McKianon.

He watched the two forms move away up
the dark path to the temple, and neticed
that Chagan seemed to be carrying a burden.
As he walked along the road to the imm, he
muttered.

“ Good Muck to the lover and his lass.
Well, I don’t quite know what to make of
it all—"

V.

McKinNoN decided, after a brief steep,
that, all things considered, it might be best
to [enve Ya Long; and so he instructed his
bheadman, folowmg a daybreak breakfast.
While the pack animals were being loaded
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McKinmen slung a rifle on his back, picked
up his camera and sought the shrive. -

Around the temple some gray forms of
benpas were stirring. But the entrance to
the shrine was deserted, and he thought the
shrine itself was empty uvnt?? he came face
to face with Tien Tao-ling, poised beside
the nmage of Bon.

Another man would have reached for his
rifie. McKinnen raised his camera. A
strong ray of sunlight pierced the opening
overhead and the light was good emougir for
a brief time-exposure. The aspect of the
abbat was vaguely disturbing to the matur-
alist, but he was not easily alarmed and
knew that composure was always his best
weapon.

“ Stay still, T'ien Tao-ling,” he said
evenly, “ untd ¥ make the picture.”

Quickly he focused the camera, opened
the shutter, timed the exposure and snapped
the catch with an exclamation of satisfac-
tion, He had an exceflent photograph of
Ben and the priest of the god. Then he
stepped closer, to peer from near-sighted
eyes, surprised by the rigid silence of T'jen
Tae-ling.

Thus it was that McKmnnon made out
for the first time that T’ien Tao-ling was
pot standing. - The dangling bare feet of
the benpa scarcely touched the stone floor
of the shrine; he hung suspended by the
silk girdle about his neck, which was tied
to an arm of Ben.

McKinnen sighed, reflecting on the curi-
ous contrast between the natures of Tanget
and benpa. Then, before departing for the
inn and his men, he wrote carefully in his
note-book the following detail:

“ Photograph of Bon, tzken at Ya Long
shrine, Kansu. Figure of priest at side”
Reading this over, moved by his painstaking
accuracy ‘he jotted down before the
“ priest 7 the word ¢ dead.”

&
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" There was an old woman who lived in a
shoe— .

She had so many children she didn't know
what to do!

RS. MARTHA NELKINS manufac-

tured the patent Nelkins shoe. She

was an old woman who lived on a

shoe; she hadn’t any children and still she

didn’t know what to do—for her pet parrot

had been stolen, and how to find him was

the serious thing she didn’t know. Besides,
her time on earth was short.

Not so very old—Mrs. Martha Nelkins
was only fifty-four. Yet she was going
to die. Widow Nelkins every one called
her, purely by habit, since any remem-
brance of the husband had grown as thin
ag she herself and the wedding-ring she
constantly wore, and she never spoke of
the deceased. She was due to pass away
in three days now, next Friday, the fif-
teenth; she would have been fifty-five on
that day, and the fortune-teller had read
it that she could not live past her fifty-fifth

~ birthday.

There wasn'’t a bit of doubt in the matter.
Everything else the local soothsayer had
predicted always came out perfectly true.
Widow Nelkins had foreseen her own death,
long ago, as occurring at or around fifty-
five; countless warnings had persistently
established this time limit, and now the
loss of her parrot was a broad hint that
mundane affairs were winding up. ’

She missed Pat terribly, busy as she was

with planning her funeral and burial; of
her actual demise she thought but little.
Widow Nelkins needed no solace in the
incident of dying. Hard as nails herself,
Ishe was no stubborner than the place where
she built her shoe to live on.

Dent was its name, a town of about five
thousand, and situated in a northern middle
State. To see Dent for the first time was
to be introduced to the widow, for no two
substantialities were ever more alike. Mar-
tha’s three-sided countenance resembled
nothing so much as that triangular open
space in Dent’s business section, geometri-
cally exaggerated with the title of square,
and unalterable for ages. The austere
display in a store-window made one think
of her scant, straight-combed, center-parted
iron-gray hair—* Mustn’t ‘touch!” both’
seemed to say, and her style of dress was
just as old-fashioned as the groceries’ fronts
and as rigidly clean.

So it wasn’t hard to die in Dent after
hovering long on the brink—not mentally
difficult, at least. Physically, nobody
seemed ever to die in Dent; they merely
prolonged it. You could go down-town for
an hour and come back three hours older,
but you lived to try it again. The people
were so healthy themselves that they started
doctoring trees.

With half a dozen railroads running
through the town, some with depots and
stopping, Dent got- along with only two
or three small factories. Further industry

’
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was discouraged by the monument, an im-
mense six-story plant on the river-shore,
built in Civil War years, and empty fifty-
nine of the sixty since. Occasionally an
ambitious enterprise would lease the monu-
ment and move in, and sometimes get to
running for a whole week before the town
council could get around to making some
new rules for it that would mave it out.
Politics were supposed to be hereditary in
Dent, yet this same council had held its
job all of the present century; its soms had
been walking out of town to stay as soon
as they’d learned how.

This particular old widow wouldn’t have
been possible in any other town; but in
Dent, as she herself sagely considered, her
coming death was sure to arrive a matter
of vast importance.

Now, had she lived in the rival town ef
Rowenna next door, her decease would be
merely a daily casualty. People died most
every week in Rowenna; they even had a
large hearse factory conveniently located
there—not even an undertaker in Dent. And
much jealous hatred existed between the
two towns, Rowenna being the county-seat
with farm trade and all trains stopping.

Rowenna and Dent lying six miles apart,
their balancing medium was a sylvan spot
called Shady Lake, three miles from either,
and where nature mingled with civic enmity
and appeased it, temporarily.

One of the small factories in Dent made
shoes, the “ Nelkins Patent Sole-Curer,”
the shoe which Martha werked over, and
fussed about sleeping or waking, and lived
on.

When a young woman, Martha’s feet had
insisted on callousing in very painful places;
her husband, an erratic shoemaker, had
contrived a special insole for his wife’s
footwear so successfully that his widow had
been building shoes to order for similarly
afflicted sisters ever since.

Several cobblers were employed in the
long, low shed adjoining her dwelling at the
back, the number of workmen .varying with
the amount of weary women who came in
uncomfortably and went out en air, so to
speak. Widow Nelkins charged a healthy
price, and she had amassed meney. But
her interest began and ended with her fel-
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low women’s feet—the female intellect was
to her a hopeless quantity; men she noticed
not at all—most of ’em had hard-beiled
brains, ske said. And if, perhaps, not justly
entitled to her frequemt caustic opiniens,
she nevertheless saw that everybody re-
spected them, and her.

Indurate as a shoe-peg, not known to
have ever shed a tear, bating children to
the extent of refusing to wait on a hobbling
woman who might bring her kiddie into
the shop, declining flatly to make a pair
of sole-curers for the feet of any crippled
child, this old widow had lived grimly on
her shoe. She did happen to have an
adopted daughter, Naomi, whom she ap-
peared merely to tolerate. But she loved
her parrot, Pat.

Mrs. Martha had taken Naomi, a seven-
year-old then, under her legal protection;
nobody knew why. She had raised the girl
properly and had given her a good educa-
tion, just terminated with graduation from
the Dent High Schoal. The town was to
have a nonnal schoal in the near future,
but the old lady bad declared against that
for Naomi; the girl was already mermal,
she said. So, beginning with commence-
ment the past May, little Naomi had been
the patient all-day victim of Widow Nel-
kins’s outpourings of small wrath—and yet
the widow didn’t talk very many wards at
that; having every acerbity at her tongne’s
end left no room there for needless com-
versation.

Sometimes it got too hat, and Naomi
wauld have to escape. For an hour’s rest
from the only mather she had ever known,
she would board the trolley-car and visit
Shady Lake. It was there she had first met
Clay Wallace. She’d not have dared even
to recognize his smile had Clay offered it
in town, for he lived in Rowenna. A menth
of occasional meeting and increasing interest
in each other, and the young man rebelled
one day.

“ This laoks like sneaking,” he said.

On her return home Naomi put the case
very honestly up‘ta her adopted mother.

“ No good can come out of Rowemna,”
said the mother.

“ He is,” the girl insisted. “ Clay’s eyés
are good and hlue, his hair is the color of
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brown you’ve always liked, and doesn’t curl,
and he’s tall—six feet—not one of the kind
you call shrimps.”

“ How old are you?” the widow asked.

“ Nearly twenty-one.”

“ For goodness sake! How time beats us.
Um—you’re sure you're not fixing up a
big disappointment for yourself, young
lady? Eh? Yes, I shook my head like
that once, and I had the disappointment
afterward just the same; couple of sad dis-
appointments.”’

“ Then I may keep on meeting him at
Shady?”

({3 NO.N

[13 Oh_"

“Tell him to come over some evening.
I'll see if I can make him fit.”

Naomi was positively staggered. In her
remembrance, no one had ever been invited
to their scrupulously guarded home.

“ When?” she managed to ask.

“ Right off. Get it over with,” her
adopted mother replied, moving away to
feed a titbit to the parrot on his perch,
then to brush an imaginary fleck of dust
from the window-ledge.

Pat was a South American green parrot,
splashed with a vivid red, high-crested and
bobtailed, and of a species noted for volu-
bility and longevity. -

Pat and the widow had honored their
Rowenna caller by receiving him in the
best room, Mrs. Nelkins’s thin hand indi-
cating that Clay Wallace might sit down,
and probably spoon a bit later, on the
davenport by day that was also her couch
at night. And near which bed the parrot
was customarily 'chained.

Fastened always to his perch when his

mistress was absent, at times when she was
in the room Pat was often given liberty to
fly about at sweet bird-will. His wings had
never been clipped; such an act was cruel
in the widow’s mind. But the windows
were kept cJosed in winter and the screens
in summer.

Naomi’s adopted mother had wasted
fewer words than usual in approving of
young Clay Wallace.

“ Looks honest enough,” she said.

“ Damn fine boy,” Pat added, and every
one pretended they hadn’t heard.
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“Now I'll go,” Widow Nelkins con-
tinued, “ but I'll leave Pat here in my place
—to hold you both down.”

“ Oh!” said Naomi and Clay togsther.

“You can’t fool him, either. He’s too
wide-awake.”

“T never sleep,” declared Pat, blinking
his eyes rapidly.

His blinking was a habit the parrot had
acquired with age; also by compulsion. In
the memory of the oldest inhabitant Widow
Nelkins had burned lights brightly all night
long in her best room. Afraid of the dark,
some said; guilty high-price conscience, said
others. Dislike of darkness was her strong-
est peculiarity.

“ But, mother — your parrot for a
chaperon?” Naomi had objected on this
auspicious occasion.

“ Why not?”

“ He knows too much, Pat does. And
he’s such a liar!”

“ For goodness sake!” exclaimed the
widow. ‘ Well, then, I'll listen only to what
truth he tells me afterwards. Pat stays
here when I go; and I'm boss, am 1 not?”

Naomi tried to face Mrs. Nelkins with
due bravery.

“ Ye-es, mother,”
the boss.”

Not so subdued was the lad from Ro-
wenna.

“Oh, Mrs. Nelkins—a parrot! That
looks—he, the bird, I mean—looks queer
to me, and—"

“1 was taught when a girl that if any-
thing looked queer I mustn’t look at it,”
said the widow. )

“ But—" remonstrated Clay.

“1 have passed up your being from Ro-
wenna, sir,” the widow told him severely;
“ also the fact that you are only twenty-
two, so long as you keep on keeping your
neck clean. I've passed up my distrust of
young people generally. Still, I - was young
once myself, even if it’s back pretty dim;
that’s why Pat stays.”

It was conslderable of a speech for
Martha Nelkins.

“I’ve had football coaches over me,” said
Clay, “ and a floor walker once. But that
parrot is—" '
. “Is a bird that ’Il do his duty.”

she wilted.. “ You are
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“I'm a wonderful bir-r-rd!” stated Pat.

« Is there any—any one else’s consent to
ask?” Clay inquired fearfully.

“Naomi hasg’t had father or mother
since she was seven.”

“1 thought I might be expected to get
the parrot’s sanction next,” Clay explained,
he hoped, sarcastically. !

% You might do worse,” said the widow.
“Pat is over twenty-five years old, and he
knows a heap more than most pecple from
Rowenpa.” She moved to the door, hum-
ming:

“By the side of a grave, that was newly

made—"

Then she punctuated her favorite “ Old
Sexton ” with a final admonition: “ Aad
you are not to marry for a year after I
am dead. It wouldn’t be respectful.”

- %A year—” began Naomi,

“QOh, T think youll last till the smow
flies, Mrs. Nelkins,” said Clay, in ill-con-
cealed impatience.

“It M have to snow between now and
the 15th of August, next week, then,” an-
swered the widow, smiling hopelessly as she
picked up her humming:

“Leaned a sexton old, on his earth-worn
spade '

A relic of by-gowe days am I!”

" Pat sang harshly, in perfect tune with
his egotistical version of the classic. .

“ Therefore Il arrange to have Pat
watch over you for the first year after I am
departed.”

And Widow Neikins left the room, same-
thing suspiciously like a twinkle in the
corners of her old eyes.

The door closed and Clay Wallace heaved

a mighty sighh Naomi looked at himn.

“ The widow’s a powerful old lady,” he
hastened to remark.

“ There isa’t another woman like ber
in all the world,” said Naomi earnestly.

“ That’s true,” he assented. ‘ Heaven
made only ome mother frdm that pattern,
and you got her.”

“1 adopted her.”

“ Damn good woman,” said Pat.

“ You think a lot of her, Naomir”

“ Everything—and she of me, if

she

doesn’t always show it. But she thinks
even 2 little bit more of the parrot.”
“ Wonderful bir-r-rd!”

II.

Younc Clay Wallace, excessively mod-
em, bright and alert and assertive of a
lover’s rights, stood for Pat three successive
nights. On the fourth, just as he was about
to emabrace his sweetheart, he was asked:

“ What'’s yoeur hurry?”

On his attempt to kiss her:

“ Watch your instep.”

- With which wise caution Pat, free 'of
chain this eyening, half hopped and- half
flew to the wide window-ledge and blinked
out at the bla&ness and Clay glared at
the parrot.

A moment iater, the widew baving called
Naomi out of the roam, young Wallaoe,
still starmg at Patrick, was hmgubricusly

meditating:

“Now, if the old Iady skowd die this
week "—for Widow Nelkins had made ber
superstition impressive—‘ if she shonld, is
that confounded bird to be bmng over me
as my guardian for the next year to come?”

“ See you next year,” agreed the parrot.

“Dara you!” Clay whispered fervently.

“ Dasmn you!” responded Pat cordially.

Then Clay tiptoed to the window and
slid back the screen, just an inch or two or
three. Then be turned his back, so ke
couldn’t paossibly see the parrot go. Then
he closed the screen again.
byes short and teok her with him to the
street deor. So much in love, she failed ®
miss the bird.

A green spot on top of the gate-post
gave the young man an unholy joy in pass-
ing by. He laughed 2s he shook his fist
at it. Pat replied in langoage (lay isnored.

Of course young Wailace wouldn'’t have
been cruel enongh to wilfully steal the bird,
although it wasn't any terrible grime o steal
from people living in Dent. He had sserely
shid back the screen for air; be bad dene it
premeditatedly, however, being from Re-
wenna.

Besides, the parrot :nreiy must haye
cmvedfmed:m Also, 1t was wrang that
an old woman should be permitted to love

THE ARGOSY.
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measly bird more than her own adopted
daughter. Oh, there were countless excuses
handy as Clay Wallace tramped along.

Since being accepted and approved as
Naomi Nelkins’s future husband, he had
always walked home to Rowenna nights.
Clay was a husky youth and liked the exer-
cise that kept him so. He usually did the
lonely six miles in ninety minutes flat, and
in the clouds most of the way.

But on this particular night, in the moon-
light, he was not so completely alone. Be-
hind. him trailed a spot of green, flitting
from tree to tree, hopping at intervals, but
in unerring pursuit, timing its arrival finally
to the exact minute with Clay’s gt the
Wallace front door.

“ Well, what do you know about that?”’
Clay asked softly.

“I'm a wonderful bir-r-rd,” said Pat,
"blinking up at him under the moon.

“You sure are.”

Pat had evidently accepted him as one of
the Nelkins family. And so the lover’s
crime had followed him to his own home.

Clay decided to smuggle the bird into his
room for the present, until he could make
further disposal of it. If he left it now the
wise parrot would undoubtedly freeze to
the front porch to stamp him as a thief
in the morning. He gathered it up.

“ What’s your hurry?” Pat complained.

And all the way up-stairs, buried under

Clay’s coat, that infernal feathered demon
indulged in personal remarks, partly unin-
telligible, but plainly those of no gentleman.

Which puts Clay and the self-purloincd
parrot in the young lover’s bedroom, he
thinking blissfully of his sweetheart, six
miles distant, and shivering at occasional
thoughts of ‘the old woman who lived on a
shoe. B
III.

“ For goodness sake!” observed Widow

Nelkins when she missed her parrot, less

than half an hour after Clay’s departure.
Old Martha immediately stepped to the

windows, to find one of the screens left un-

snapped. A new hardness was in the angu-

lar face she turned to her adopted daughter.

“I knew it; trusting a sprout of his age
in my house!”
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“ Oh, mother, you don’t mean—"

“T mean he’s let Pat out or stolen him:
and nobody’d do such a thing but a—a
Rowenna heel!”

The two women looked for the parrot
in vain. Widow Nelkins would have
searched outside, but that the darkness
seemed to hold peculiar terrors for her. She
called and Naomi whistled, with no result.
. “ Such a hullaballoo,” the old lady grum-
bled, “ only three days before my death!”

She went grimly to the long table she
used for a business desk, sat and wrote out
a bank-check. Rising and still silently, she
held the check up to girlish eyes that grew
rounder.

“Now go to bed,” the widow ordered,
“and think it over.”

Naomi obeyed, and cried herself to sleep,
but not a single one of her tears was shed
because of the bank-check. Her adopted
mother lay awake all night long, staring now
at the empty perch and now at the electric-
light blazing over her head, listening always
for the scratch of a parrot’s claw on the
wire-screen.

At breakfast deow Nelkins delivered
her ultimatum.

“You’ll have no more to- do thh that
fellow in Rowenna!”

“ Oh, mother! You've never let me do
the things I've wanted to do—"

“If I had, you wouldn’t have wanted
to do ’em,” interrupted the widow crisply.
“This is settled. Don’t talk.”

“T will talk!”

Martha Nelkins caught the daughter side-
wise, in the corners of her eyes, but could
not hold her the old way any more, it
seemed.

Naomi rose, her childish face flushing
with anger.

“ You accused my Clay of an awful deed
last night, and I see you think the same
this morning. My answer is that I'm going
to marry him right off!”

The widow was shocked into attempting
parley; new tactics for her.

“ You—you promised to wait a year.”

“You told us we had to wait, but we
didn’t promise to. I'mi going to marry
Clay Wallace to prove I don’t think him a
thief. I’ll marry him this week yet—or next
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Monday!
days.” .
“ That is to be the day of my funeral,”
said the widow gravely. * Monday, the
eighteenth.”

“ Oh—foolishness!”

“ Then I—I am no longer boss in my own
house, eh?”

Naomi Nelkins shook her head.

The old woman gazed somberly at the
girl, at the one living being who had ever
dared to oppose her, even with tiny bits of
challenges, and that very seldom in the past
fifteen years. Came a memory of a cloth-
covered school-book dashed to the floor,
only to be picked up again and borne away
to durance in company with a chastened
spirit. She could see the picture plainly—
the sobbing little figure in an apron of
that same gingham as the book-cover, made
by the same hands. And to-day this ong
child she had tolerated in all these years
again stood defiant before her; and now
she was too old to whip.

Then the old eyes turned. on that empty
parrot-perch and its dangling <hain, and
straightway she proved a hardness of spirit
not to be shaken by sentimental feeling.
She pointed to the open door.

Naomi paled a trifle in understanding.
But her head went high instead of drooping
as she moved to obey.

[{3 wait.”

Widow Nelkins sat and scratched a line
on her note-paper; she placed it in an
envelope with the bank-check drawn the
night before, sealed and addressed it, and
handed it without rising.

“ Drop that in the post-office as you go
past.”

Tired eyes followed the girl through the
door and down the short walk.

Monday’s one of the lucky

“ Nearly fifty-five and only two disap--

pointments,” the widow muttered. “ It’s
good I'm to die before the third one can
sink in very deep.”

And the old and sleep-weary eyes nar-
rowed and tightened, as if to lock even the
gates of recollection.

1v.

Naom1 went direct to Rowennia and her
promised husband. .

e
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Clay Wallace had foreseen just this possi-
bility, and he had already taken strategic
care of Pat. During the night the green
parrot had taken care of him in his room,
making the hours sleepless and the dark-
ness lurid. Now Patrick had been smug- .
gled into an old and unused garage, and
deposited under an overtarned m
can. Clay had snapped the padiock ti
on thegaragedoors,andtheoxﬂyk.cy
buried in his pocket; and he was blandly
awaiting Naomi ‘on the pm'ch when
girl arrived.

She recited her troubles briefly, showed
her lover the unmailed and unopened en-
velope, and told him its contents.

“ A check for all her thousands to the
city of Dent for new sidewalks, dated the
day after her funeral’s to be; so theyT
respect her by not cashing it till she’s in
her grave. Oh, I know mother!”

“ Well?”

“ I don’t care about the miserable money
myself; it’s for her. What will she do?
She’s old and can’t work much longer, and
the city of Dent 1l never give that money
back once it gets the check cashed. I
know Dent, too. Mother ’ll be broke!”

(4 Sm.c! ”

“And her Pat disappeared.” Clay
winced. “ It ’Il kill her in reality, coming
all at once. What can be done about it?”

“ Darned if I know,” said the lover.

“ I'm a wonderful bir-r-rd!” declared Pat
to the inside of his garbage-can, far away
in the locked garage.

“ The money, you see—she wouldn’t even
ask it back when she doesn't die. She’d be
too pr

(%3 Sm.e‘”

“ And I helped to make things worse,”
wailed Naomi. “1I told her we were going
to be married right away!”

“ What’s your hurry?” asked a wise par-
rot in fetters.

V.

THE Widow Nelkins had just got her
breath after some scathing talk over her

_telephone to the Dent newspaper that had

accepted her cash shoe-advertisements for

years, and now had no room, they regretted,
for the prior announcement of her death
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and funeral—Friday, fifteenth, and Mon-

- day, eighteenth. Besides, they ’d- been

fooled before, they said; and she had
started drawing up a card to be done in a
black border by a rival printer not so
squeamish, when Clay Wallace called at
the little leathery house.

Brave in his guilt, the young lover had
intruded his six feet of manhood into the
ogre’s very.den of protest. Going to try and
do something; probably an unhappy job.

“ Well, sir,” said the-widow first, “ you've
got my girl, and my parrot is gone. Leok
around and—” ~ Her suggested tone left
the sentence better unfinished.

[T \

“ Needn’t deny it.

“ Mrs. Nelkins, I’'m not a—"

“1 didn’t say what. Put on any shoe
that fits you.”

“I'm here to ask you to take Naomi
back.)}

“ Bring Pat back.”

“ Yes?” eagerly. . “ And then, assuming
that I might find him for you, then—”

“ Then you go to jail.”

Not. a little confused, Clay tried his
utmost to keep a balance.

“See here, Mrs. Nelkins,” he began
soberly, “ let me take care of all this worry
for you. Now, I'll move in here, and rm
your business for you—Ilearning it first,
naturally—and that will let you retire.
Why, Naomi and I will live right here with
you, her mother—”

“ Yes, that’s what most young husbands
count on doing.”

Still more difficult to get her meaning,
Clay meditated, particularly as the elder
Mr. Wallace owned about two hundred
thousand dollars’ worth of Rowenna houses
and real estate.

“Oh, I don’t mean the money part so
much, Mrs. Nelkins,” he tried next. *‘ That
big check of yours, for instance. Give all
you've got to Dent for all we care. Actual
money is only dross.” *

“ Fourth Reader, eleventh page.”

Clay had no answer convenient; she’d
been darned right as to where his quotation
had come from, too.

“1 have no confidence whatever in the

6 ArGOsY

1 wouldn’t believe
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younger generation,” the widow told him
acidly. “ I semt one out once with a twenty-
doflar bill to get changed, and be never
came back.”

“ Ah! Rather unfortunate, wasn’t it?”

“So you go ahead. Get married to
Naomi on my funeral day, and see which
of us gets the crowd.”

“Oh, yes; I know just how you feel
about that dying thing, Mrs. Nelkins,” said
the visitor, deciding now to humor her. “1
used to make my father sick that way when
he wasn’t, by telling him what might be
down in our well.”

Clay’s reward was a stony stare.

“Of course, for any one else to die in
this town wouldn’t make much difference,”
he persevered riskily. “ But you've always
been known as the widest-awake person in
all Dent.”

“ Every town needs one,” she answered.
“T’'ve even thought of moving to Rowenna,
if T had lived.”

Which tried Rowenna patience sorely.

“ Do you—ah—look for a violent death
next Friday, Mrs. Nelkins?”’ he asked, with
youthful irony pardonable under the cir-
cumstances.

“ A peaceful ending has been foretold for
me.”

“Yes, sure—for yourself; but with what
ailment? You're not going to be the starter
of any epidemic, I hope?”

“ Leave my house!”

Clay went precipitately, to report to
Naomi a call in Dent markedly unsuc-
cessful. .

VI.

DuriNnG the three days following Widow
Nelkins utilized every means of search for
her parrot, except going out herself. For
many years she had not left her shop and
her workmen in daylight, and old rules may
not easily be broken; and it was impossible
for her, it seemed, to go anywhere at night.
When she returned the factory might be
gone, too, since everything else was disap-
pearing.

But she sprinkled crushed crackers and
sunflower seeds outside on all the window-
ledges, even while hoping against hope, with
August so green and edible. She sent her
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gossipy old foreman out to hunt and to
spread the news, at his regular wage and
double overtime—pie for him. She sug-
gested his going to Shady Lake for one
place; she had heard of escaped parrots
making for the forest, and all the trees
in town had been so doctored that no intel-
ligent bird would recognize them.

After the foreman’s first day of publicity
work, a bright-eyed urchin came to the
Nelkins window.

“ Wot 'l yuh gimme if I find yer parrit
fur yuh?” The widow drove the boy away
with a sharp command. The chance to
recover her lost bird was not enough, it
seemed, to overcome her hatred for children.
It was her strongest peculiarity.

Those three days were hard days, and
Martha Nelkins became harder with each
day. Not a tear did she shed in her loneli-
ness, as she set about putting her shoe in
order.

The end was to occur some time between
midnight of Thursday and midnight of
Friday, according to that especial sooth-
sayer, who had never said it wrong; and
while death itself remained only a detail
to the widow, even after-death-what? being
regarded as inconsequential, the immediate
before death was giving her plenty to do.

One solitary hope lay in another promise
of the fortune-teller, that some great bless-
ing was to come to Martha just prior to the
passing out. Naomi might return, contrite;
it was a possibility; but the old woman
preferred to think it meant she was to see
her loved parrot once again. Two thoughts
of the missing bird to one of her banished
girl.

The funeral invitation had been prmted
promptly and mailed to Dentites exclu-
sively. The black-bordered card mentioned
the dates, fifteenth and eighteenth, and
named the Nelkins cemetery lot as the
place of interment, adding a line about
death putting the family back together.
Very pretty, too; yet it was the first time
- the widow had been known to refer to her
husband, at least in print.

Her ebony-hued last home had been se-
lected, by bargaining over the phone, and
an order given to the hearse firm—it was
a shame for all that money to go to the
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rival town of Rowenna. Her minister, after
attempting good-humoredly to talk her out
of such morbid ideas, finally agreed with
some hesitation to preach the sermon. He’d
often needed her in the past. One stipula-
tion she made: there were to be no children
allowed at her funeral. Since life for the
widow had been a perpetual rainy day, she
proposed to do without sunshine clear to
the finish, and for several days afterward.

She” hummed . “ Old Sexton” as she
phoned him, her deep sincerity seeing noth-
ing incongruous in this, or in whatever else
she was doing. She was obliged to make all
these necessary arrangements; there was
nobody left to do things but herself. Others
in Dent, however, had waited long for just
a chance like this to get back at the testy
widow. The old foreman had spread a
little gossip on his own hook, and the tele-
phone soon became busy.

“ An embalmy afternoon, widow,” said
one. ‘“I hear you've caught the churchyard
cough,” consoled another. The town-clown
called up to ask if she could use his patent
compressed death-rattle.

““ For goodness’ sake!” the widow com-
plained. “ This isn’t the peaceful passing
away I was promised!”

And from that on she refused to answer
her telephone. The people of Dent had
respected her through life—she had made
them—and she would enforce silent respect
now at the end.

No news of the parrot coming on the
second day, she grimly mailed a black-
bordered card to Clay Wallace—the last
card that was left, and the only one sent
to Rowenna.

No Pat materializing on the third day,
she telephoned the traffic-cop, he being the
sole member of Dent’s police force she
knew through intimate dealings.

Mail matter often delays itself purposely
between rival towns. Clay Wallace did not
receive his black-bordered card until the
evening of Friday, the fifteenth. It came
to bring a new gloom to a spirit already
downcast, made weary by keeping a hidden
parrot secret from a sweetheart—for even
Naomi wouldn’t believe that a parrot could
follow like a dog. And Clay was sincerely
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sorry for that deluded old Dent woman, too,
which fact depressed him some more.

He thought matters over. Then he deter-
mined to smuggle Pat to Shady Lake on the
evening train, one that stopped at Rowenna
and Shady, and snubbed Dent, as usual.
He would contrive to lose the parrot in
one of those trees bordering the lake,
hoping that the park’s genial proprietor
would discover the bird in the morning and
restore it to its rightful owner. If not,
well, life would be happier for Pat out
there, much happier than in Dent or under
a garbage-can.

Clay conceived his idea just before train-
time. He unlocked the garage, seized the
parrot, and departed on a run.

“ What’s your hurry?”
blinking industriously.

Not a soul did Clay meet on the streets,
. eight-o’clock curfew having sounded; but
a small crowd was to be seen on the plat-
form when he neared the station.

“1 never sleep,” reminded the green bird
as he was impatiently shoved beneath the
young man’s coat.

Conversation with anybody was success-
fully avoided at the depot; Clay imagined
once that a fat stranger was eying him
with a penetrative look, but he was too
busy holding a medley of invective behind
a tightly closed beak to pay much attention.
The train pulled in, an inconspicuous seat
was found in the smoker, and they were on
their way.

Then the platform stranger came along,
and sat down beside him, when there were
plenty of other seats. Clay couldn’t be
expected to recognize the man, all Dent
being stranger to Rowenna; but he did
notice that the fat intruder’s air was un-
mistakably Dentian authority, the fresh
kind.

“It’s a nice evening,” said the fat man
blandly. “ What are you hiding there under
your coat?”

“1 have nothing to conceal, sir,” an-
swered Clay, in the. heat of revived con-
fuston and wishing he had an extra hand
to hit the fellow with.

“ Liar-liar-liar!” said the nothing under
the coat. Also said various additional
things.

scolded Pat,
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The stranger grinned.

“ Where you bound for?” he inquired.

“ Shady Lake.”

“ No, youre not.
Dent—"

“Well, Il be—"

“ And see what the judge may have to
say to-morrow concerning the capture of
wild birds.”

“It’s a tame bird—and this train doesn’t
stop.”

“No bird who talks like that 1l ever
be tame. And the train will stop for me.”

“ Who—who’re you?”
- “S. P. C. A—showing Clay a tiny gold
badge.

We’ll go through to

VII.

No visitors had made appearance at the
Widow Nelkins’s in these three days, merely
a customer limping in now and then. And
finally dawned the moming of fatal Friday,
the fifteenth.

Early in the forenoon Martha had got
phone connection with the florist out near
Shady Lake, the only one convenient to
the rival towns: Surprising information
resulted—that nothing but foliagz was pur-
chasable for the next Monday, every flower
in the greenhouse and gardens havicg been
already bought up for the Wallace-Nelkins
wedding which was scheduled to occur on
the same day.

The widow gasped but once before she’
dispatched a workman down-town to get a
Rowenna newspaper of the previous eve-
ning—no easy task, since the paper of each
town was poison to the other The
man was fortunate in finding a Yrolitary
copy; on its second page was the &afortu-
nate news. Naomi had made good her
threat; not alone the same day, but the
identical hour of 3 p.M. had been set for
the wedding. And in the editorial column
her black-bordered card was reproduced,
the Rowenna paper’s proprietor not being
so particular—she had heard that paper
printed some awful things sometimes—to-
gether with ironical comment on the double
announcements, and a joyous suggestion
that the two ceremonies be combined into
one and held at Shady, the half-way point.

For a moment the widow was furious,
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righteously so; not at what the newspaper
said, but because these counter wedding-
preparations had been going on for three
days, while she was making ready to meet
death. But soon she calmed down; her
final hours on earth must be spent quietly,
in a satisfaction few may enjoy, the state
of knowing those hours to be the very
last.

Yet dusk approached—the dusk of her
dying day, she thought—and not even the
minister had come to sit by her side. Well,
she could manage to do without the
preacher, if only she had her parrot.

With the darkness grew the old woman'’s
fear of it, and she quickly lighted the elec-
trics. Her bony fingers dropped wistfully
over the deserted perch and followed the
hanging chain. Then she sat herself in
the old rocker, to watch the clock on the
mantel and wait for the end; but the clock-
hands moved so slowly, and in the night
the old shoe of a house was so very still.
This waiting was hardest of all.

Her weary eyes, roaming for an instant,
fell on the Rowenna paper on the floor, on
a back-page head-line. It told of a crippled
baby in the rival town. In self-penance
for the many mean things she remembered
saying to many children, she forced herself
to read of a pair of year-old little feet pro-
nounced hopelessly deformed—a local doc-
tor had said it, the sort of physician to
whom so much suffering is hopeless.

Widow Martha Nelkins studied while the
clock was chiming nine. In the stillness
that followed she rose and brought {rom an
adjoining room a square pasteboard box—
the kind large millinery-shapes by the dozen
come in—its top yellow and dust-covered,
its corded knots tight with age. She placed
the box on her davenport and slowly, labo-
riously opened it.

‘And with the lifting of its lid her hatred
for children fell from her as a cloak.

The box was packed full of folded cloth-
ing, on the top a wreath of dried flowers,
wild roses and daisies all twigged together,
brittle and rattly with time. She took out
the wreath and laid it tenderly aside, a relic
of another life’s disappointment. Lying
flatly next was a kiddie’s jumper, then a
pair of overalls, both garments worn pale

‘
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in spots and mended at elboys and knees—
both of a smallish ten-year-old size, or
maybe an overgrown eight.

“ Oh, why did he have to go the way
he did?” she whispered, and then she set
her teeth against whispering more.

Baby clothes in a sequence of diminish-
ing ages were grimly gone through, clear
to the bottom of the pasteboard box—a
yearling’s blue denim romper was the last
—and Martha wasn’t humming “ Old Sex-
ton” now. She found herself crying in-
stead—crying a little harshly, perhaps, for
she wasn’t used to it—her first tears in
twenty years, since she had packed that
box away.

She gravely replaced all the clothes ex-
actly as they’d been, and retied the box.
She penned a message, to put with a bill
of large denomination from her wallet, both
in an envelope, and addressed to the crip-
pled baby in Rowenna, while she despised
every letter she wrote into that rival town’s
name. The envelope was slipped under the
cord of the box; she didn’t know why
she was doing all this, only maybe for good-
ness’ sake. Hungry for love, though she
would not have admitted it, the poor old
soul crept further back into her shoe and
watched the clock climb to eleven.

Once she rose and felt of the parrot’s
perch, unbelievingly, once again. But as
she sank back into her rocker, she still
knew her pet would be with her before
twelve; for the soothsayer had said—

“ May we come in”—Naomi’s brown
head intruded itself inquisitively with the
words—* just for the last farewell, you
know, -mother?”’

“ Sure, mother,” added Clay Wallace, the
whole six-foot length of him appearing be-
hind the girl. “ We’ve just sort of come to
your death-bed, you know.”

And with the young man was the great
Patrick Nelkins, riding serenely in a brand-
new gilt cage.

“1 knew you stole him,” was what Clay
expected the old lady to say.

But she didn’t. Instead, she said, very
low and in a voice that hurt her withered
hands stretching toward the bird:

“T knew it! I knew I'd get him back
before 1 died.”
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“Oh, but youre not going to die,
mother,” Naomi declared.

“u Three-quarters of an hour,” answered
her adopted mether, one eye on the clock,
t'other on the cage. “ My fortune-tdler
Sald-—”

“Sit down, mother dear,” ordered the
gil gently. .

“ And I'll plank Pat down here right in
front of you,” continued Clay, doing it.

The widow obeyed, sitting so she could
still see the mantel.

“ Now, how old are you, mother, any-
way?”’ A

“ Fifty-four,” replied Widow Nelkins
promptly.

“ In what year were you born?”

“Born? Me?” With a look of blank
amazement. “ I—I don’t know.”

“ You mean you’ve forgotten; but never
mind counting back. But wasn’t there some
way your husband used to tell without
counting,” Naomi was asking eagerly,
“since there weren’t any records of births
or deaths kept in those old days?”

€« Eh?n

“ Think—some old song, twenty-five

years ago; or a piece of poetry, maybe,”

suggested Clay, somewhat blunt and help-
ful.

“ Why, yes!” cried the widow suddenly.
“Poetry! He—Abner, my husband—he
taught Pat there a piece to speak; our
births and ing were written in the
big Bible, but then the Bible was always
contradicting itself, Abner used to say.
And ”—the old face lighted up beautifully
as memory struggled back—*and then,
after he taught it to Pat, Pat got stubbern
sometimes and wouldn’t spea.k it, and then
Abner used to cover his cage up with a
cloth—"

“ Like this?” Naomi mtermpted excited-
ly, snatching off the white table-cover.

“ Careful, now, and keep that clean; the
minister may be here yet, and—" .

“Ob, don’t bother with the clock,
mother!” The girl was fairly dancing,
table-cloth in hand. “ Go on; what did
your husband do?”

‘“ He kept Pat covered up in the dark
till he’d say his lesson,” replied Martha
Nelkins, “ But I haven’t heard that poetry
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now in so many years The parrot has
forgot there is such a thing as darkness; 1
guess that must be it; for he got so, Pat did,
I recollect, that he wouldn’t ever speak
his piece in the light—only swear awful
when you asked him to.”

“ But what was the poetry—how did it
gO?"

“ Seems I ought to remember it, though
I wasn’t ever any hand for such truck, and
then the old Bible went in the fire soon
after; it was the same year my little
boy—” but the hard voice choked and could
do no more of that. * Talk fast! I got
less ’n twenty minutes now,” said Martha,
sternly abrupt.

“ Was the poem anything like this?” as+
sisted Clay. v

_ “Martha Williams, born in—"

“ That’s the way it started,” the widow
exclaimed. “ ‘Martha Williams,” —iny name _
before'1 married— born in—born in—’ Ob,
I can’t remember!™”

‘“ Listen,” commanded Naemi solemnly,
dropping the ta.ble-cloth over the new
cage. J

They listerfed, in a portentous hush.

“ Polly wants a cracker!” said Pat dis-~
tinctly.

“Oh, I've forgot to feed it—him—fon
three days now,” confessed Clay Wallace
abjectly. |

The widow troubled with no reproaches,
She whisked off the cloth, flicked open the
cage door, and presented crushed crackers
and sunflower seeds to a voracious beak
and an empty maw. One bit of cracker
the hungry but irrepressible bird picked
daintily from out of the thin lips of hlS
mistress.

Every one waited while the clock tlcked
till at last Pat hopped obligingly back inside
his new home, climbed up into his swing
and hung a moment head downward, then
righted, rocked himself madly, blinked a
few times, preened himself once, and re-
marked: '

“I'm a wonderful bir-r-rd!”

“Now, Pat,” ordered Naomi, again
dropping the cloth completely over the
cage.

“ What’s your hurry?” came first in a
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best parrot voice, even if mufled. A
br-r-rh or two, and finally:

“ Martha Williams, born in sixty-three—
One year later she than he.

Abner Nelkins, wed in eighty-seven—
So was she! She and he!”

“ He was fine on poetry—Abner,” mused
the widow. “’Twas all he ever could do
steady.”

“ Now lemme out!” desired Pat.

“ So you see, mother, you're fifty-six to-

morrow, instead of only fifty-five,” said
Naomi. .
- “Or else you've been dead a year, Mrs.
Nelkins,” added Clay, “if that fortune-
teller was right about your not living past
your fifty-fifth birthday.”

“ Fifty-six years old?” quavered the
widow.

“ To-day,” said Naomi, pointing.

“ Seems longer 'n that even,” muttered
the old lady. Then she listened heroically
to ‘the midnight chime of the clock, her
whole attitude fearsomely expectant at first;
but gradually her body straightened, and
by the twelfth stroke she seemed to be
again looking ahead at life. She almost
smiled.

“1 can watch over you two the next
year myself,” she said grimly.

“ For_many, many years, mother dear,”
replied Naomi with a caress.

“ Sure,” agreed Clay, “ we’re in no rush
to get married—not till you'say so. Naomi

and I put that notice in the newspaper just -

to help you catch up to nineteen-nineteen.”
“ Damn dark in here,” observed Pat.
The widow, full of silent emotion because™
of her renewed life, took up the table-cover;
yet once more she dropped it to hear:
“Br-r-rh! ‘Martha Williams, born in—
"¢ ¢ Sixty-three,” ” she was taking up the
rime. “‘One year later she than he—'"
But she paused short in the middle of the
room in deep thought. The young folks
respected her silence—every one had always
respected the widow.” Noiselessly they took
Pat from the cage and restored him to his
perch; again they waited patiently, until at
last old Martha began to speak, haltingly:
“ There was only one soul ”—she was
whispering it for fear the rest might hear

'y
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—*“only one soul in all this world who
knew—"

The fat stranger came in the door; came
in with that masterful air common only to
Dentites born and bred.

‘ For goodness sa— Oh—oh my little—
my little boy!”

Nor was there anything ludicrous in it—
the heart-call of thin and angular fifty-six
to a grown fat man of thirty. People in
small towns like Dent have all got human
feelings buried somewhere. Nor did son
and mother rush into each other’s arms.
They simply stood, and looked.

‘“ Same old room as when I dressed up
and skipped out—eh, ma?” remarked the
stranger in a funny tone.

“ Why—why did you go, Jimmie?”

“Too many lickin’s,” said James Nel-
kins, and a fat man can look the sheepish-
est. Then he remembered deserving some
of them, and he grinned—the grin Clay had
seen on the train. “ Why, I couldn’t pass
a house they were building when T was a
kid, ma, without stopping to count the
lickin’s in every bunch of shingles.”

The prodigal started toward his mother,
as if wanting to get hold of her, but a bit
afraid of her yet. The widow’s gaunt hand,
uplifted, caused him to pause him in his
tracks.

“ Why did you steal it, then, Jimmie?”

“ Steal—it?”

“ The twenty-dollar bill I sent you down
street with to get changed when you never
came back?” said his mother, tinges of
hardness domg their best to stay out of her
cracked old voice.

“ Steal, ma? Me? Why, guess folks are
telling me right—you’ve gone plumb—”
No, he couldn’t say that. James removed
his hat—had forgotten to take it off up to
now—and plowed one fat hand through
hair already thinning. That’s how he dug
out the explanation.

‘“Oh, you poor, dear old mother,” he
said softly. “ Why, listen, ma, I left it in
my old clothes, the change; 1 folded ’em
up like you made me do at night, and put
’em on top of my baby duds in my paste-
board box. And then, just to tell you I
was going away from the lickin’s for good,
I made a wreath out in the woods and

oy
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sneaked it in on top of ’em—like father’'d
had on him when they took him away to
stay. I—I was too little then to realize,
like I do this minute,” gulping out the
words, “how cruel it must have been to
you when you found— Hell! There’s my
box now!”

Clay’s pocket-knife leaped out.

‘“ Don’t you waste that good cord,” the
widow cautioned. “I've had that same
piece of cord since—” But she had to
stop talking, for her son was grinningly
offering the loose money he had just dug
out of those old mended kiddie overalls.

¢ Pat there—the parrot—he told me you
took it,” said the mother feebly.

“ Pat’s a liar,” said James.

¢ Liar-Har-liar!” coincided Patsy cheer-

fully.
“ And I'd paid so much for Abner, your
father, like that; and I couldn’t find you,
and I seemed to know you had it born in
you—" )

“ All I took, ma, was a dollar that I'd
saved myself. I walked to the big city and
started myself selling papers, and—and
now I’m back, and Dent don’t seem such
a worse place after all.”

“ I—I've missed you most at night, for
Naomi couldn’t ever take your place, Jim-
mie,” the mother was wandering on broken-
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ly. “Why, I haven’t slept with the light
out once since you've b¢en away. And—
but why didn’t you come back after you’d
got too old to be spanked?”

‘I saw in the papers that you were dead,
ma, nearly twenty years ago.”

“ Oh, that was the other fortune-teller’s
fault; she never did know her business.”
A mechanical glance at the clock—she had
been watching it so faithfully all that day
—brought sad reality home to the mistaken
old lady. “ You’ve come back to be broke,
Jimmie,” she said. “ You’ll have to learn
to make my sole-curers now or starve.”

»Jimmie’s laugh was a roar.

‘I don’t need your bum old shoe factory,
ma. I'm live-stock freight-inspector now at
five thousand a year, and we’ll both stand
on my feet, you and me. Besides ”—he
pulled out a familiar envelope, its seal stll
unbroken—* this is yours. Little new sister
here gave it to new hubby; he gave it to
new brother-’n-law; runaway son gives it
back to— Say! I'm going to kiss you,
ma!”

Clay was observing, through swimming
eyes, how a fat man hugs his mother.

“Damn fine reunion, isn’t it, old fel-
low?” he asked, stroking the parrot like a
friend. .

“ Quit your swearing,” said Pat.

(The End.) : .

FORGOTTEN? NO!

ERE once a cabin in the wilderness
Stood where now brambles and the ivy grow;
Life coped with nature's chaos, conquering stress,
Dreamed, did and died, for this was long ago.

N\)w, where the log walls stood, is only green
Of tree and brush that have reclaimed their own,

And o'er the force that once subdued the scene i -
‘The sepulture of shrub and vine is grewn.

Forgotten then, and useless were thase lives

Which toiled and dwindkd on this frastier grim?—
No!—Listen to vague humming in the hives

Of new-born cities past the forest’s rim!

The river's harnessed power, thrumming rails,
The golden promise of the coming years,

Are men's to-day through grace of rusting nails
Now deep in sod won by the pioneers!

Paul Steele.
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CHAPTER XVIII.
“ D0 SOMETHING!”

IANA THAWN had been assisting at
the royal bath of King Harvey the
Second. In other words, she and

Jean Temple had spent several hours tend-
ing and coddling the heir to the house of
fraud. Finally they had tucked him into
his crib, paused for one final outburst of
admiration, and rejoined Harvey Temple
before the hearth of the living-room.

The winter afternoon was dying, and as
yet no lights had been kindled. The snow
light from outside was an intense, rich,
twilight-blue, and the fire within picked out
various objects of the room in a rose glow.
There were frost etchings on the panes and
fantastic icicles pendant from the sashes.

In such a kindly iHumination the shabby,
warping shell of a house looked its loveliest.
Its fine proportions were visible, and its
stains and blemishes obliterated. Veneered
surfaces glowed richly. "What was false
seemed real. The room was like some
noble antique, polished by use and the
hand of time to a richer glow.

Temple had retired from the conversa-
tion. His big body was stretched luxuri-
ously along the depths of a big chair, legs
extended toward the flame. He propped
his big head with a hand on either cheek
and fixed his blind gaze on the ruddy coals,
luxuriating in the warmth, the beauty of
his own imagining, and the sense of com-
panionship with the two women, chatting
industriously over their own affairs.

The group in the firelight glow. was
charming: Temple sunk in the luxury of
contemplation; Jean on a low seat close to
his chair, and near her Diana, leaning for-
ward alertly, her crisp beauty and quick,
graceful movements lost and found in the
mystery of the flickering ruddy light.

The women’s voices were pleasant music.
About the hour there was a sense of physi-

cal well-being, of rest and content—the

luxury of companionship. They were cosy
and there was a faint odor of toast and tea
in preparation.

Temple, whose hearing had become ex-
traordinarily acute since his blindness,
spoke suddenly: “I am inspired to proph-
esy,” he announced, with heavy splemnity.
“The gift of heavy sight has descended
upon me, and I see behind the veil. A
man is coming to this house, nearer, nearer.
He is a handsome stranger, tall and dark,
and he wears glasses, Diana—"

“ Not—” Diana exchanged a quick
glance with Jean.

“ Gordon Devree, yes,” Jean smiled.

“1I asked him to tea particularly on your
~account.” '

“ Thank you,” said Diana, doubtfully.
She had been avoiding Devree since the day
of the great revolt. She could not recon-
cile Devree with her policy of placating La
Salle, so she had kept-him out of her sight
and memory as far as possible.

“ Now he’s coming up the path,” Tem-
ple announced.

“TIl meet him,” Diana volunteered.
Jean Temple caught her arm. In dumb

This story began in The Argosy for May 15.
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show she asked a question to which Diana
nodded reassurance. I won’t forget,” she
murmured mysteriously.

While Devree laid aside his coat in the
entrance hall Diana counseled him in a
conspiratorial whisper: “ Gordon, listen to
what I tell, and be sure to do as I say—"

“ Of course, anything you say—"

¢ Now so loud!”

“All right,” in a hoarse whisper.
“ ’S’matter, they all asleep? Shall we steal
the royal infant and beat it till they ran-
som him?”

“ Don'’t try to be funny. This is serious,
deadly serious.’

Devree stared hard. * Shoot,” he com-
manded. ¢ Whatever it is you may count
on me.” ’

“ Well—it’s Jean’s new dress.”

- « What! ” ‘

‘¢ Jean Temple—has—a—new—dress!”

“ All right.,” ~

“1 want you to notice it.” :

“ Probably would, anyhow. I'm not
blind—" _

“ And comment on it. Tell her how
lovely it is—”
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listening? The short sleeves have bands of
self-material and are turned back and
trimmed with buttons of brilliant green
and gold. It is cut with the new round
neck, and Jean is wearing—I mean you’re
to pretend she’s wearing—new slippers of
bronze kid with cut steel buckles and
bronze silk stockings. And she has a new
hat, a hat of taupe beaver cloth with crown
of blue velvet—"

“ Diana!” Devree clutched her arm hys.
terically, his other hand pressed to his head.
“ I—I—holy cats!—have I got to say all
that?”

“You've got to remember all that "
Diana warned grimly. - i

“Oh, oh! Well, say it again, pleasel”

Hastily Diana repeated, with Devree
checking off the points” on his fingers.
“ Now,” she commanded, without mercy,
“we can’t stay out heré a second longer.
They’ll begin to wonder. Come in—"".

“ Help, help! Just a second, Diana—"

“No, sir. In you go.” Diana ushered
him, sore harassed, into the big room.
After he had been welcomed and made one
of the group beside the fire, Devree fell

“ Look here, Diana. I'm not so bw\ﬁnt. He might have been seen, in the

all that, am I? Of course, I'll compliment
her. Can’t you trust me?”

“ Oh, you don’t understand. There isn’t
any dress, really—"

Devree blinked rapidly. “ Will you say
that again—slow?”

“ Jean hasn’t a new dress—not really.
That’s clear enough, isn’t it?”

“ Oh, yes, certainly. She has a dress—
only she hasn’t! 1 must be sure td¢ notice
it—only it doesn’t exist—clear as mud,
that is!”

“ She’s pretending she has a new dress.
You must make believe—"

‘“Ah, I see! It’s a game!”

‘“ Yes—sort of a game. Listen now, and
pay attention while I tell you what this
dress looks like. Gordon, you must re-
member and say something intelligent
about it!”

~ “That’s easy; go ahead—"

“Well, it’s made of dark-blue Kkittens’
ear crépe with the sleeves and panniers
embroidered in gold. It has the new bouf-
font lines at the hips—Gordon, are you

k, anxiously counting over the fingers
of his two hands and muttering to himself.
Diana gave him a peremptory glance and
he burst out:

“Why, hello—uh—got a new dress,

Jean?”
“Do you like it?” Jean rose and re-.

volved slowly in the fire glow.
“ Huh—y-yes—I—I think it’s bully!”
“Let me turn on a light,” said Diana.
“ You must see it. It’s wonderful!”
“ Yes,” Temple chuckled, ¢ by all means

let him see it. I've heard of nothing else.

all afternoon!”

“ It's—it’s a kind of—uh—blue, isn't it,”
Devree stammered, and immediately turned
a frightened glance on Diana to see if he
had blundered. Diana smiled reassurance,
and he plucked up heart. “ Yes, kind of
blue. Funny-looking stuff—say, that must
be what they call, now, cat’s tail?”

“It’s kittens’ ear,” said Diana sevetely.

*“ Well — well, anyhow —it’s’ mighty
pretty. Of course, any kind of dress would
look pretty on you, Jean—"




“ What I always tell her,” cried Temple.

“ But then, of course, this one is—well,
it’s a gorgeous dress, Harvey.”

As he spoke Devree stared curiously at
Jean Temple. He saw plainly enough that
ber dress was not new ‘at all. It was the
swme simple, becoming, and rather shabby
little dress he had always seen on Jean.

She read his thoughts and blushed paia-
- fully, and Devree felt curiously uneasy.
Beneath this frivolous lie there was a sug-
gestion of something deadly serious. He
read a hint of tears in the grateful look
Jean Temple gave him.

“ Vanity, idle vanity,” Temple scoffed.
Then added impulsively: “ Ah no, it’s not
either, dear. Come here and let me tell
you how much I admire you in your fine
feathers.”

Jean drew back, a frightened look on her
face, and Devree guessed she was afraid
that Temple’s intelligent fingers would dis-
cover the lie.

“ What d’you think of this wife of mine, -

Gordon?” Temple burst out, proudly.
¢ She’s been deceiving me—"

“I'm astonished.”

“ Yes, sir, deceiving me. It’s not enough

that she should tire herself with the care of
this house and two infants, ene of 'em big
enough to knew better; it’s not enough that
she act as my secretary besides. No! On
the sly it seems she has been aocepting em-
ployment at typewriting, earning money of
her own, and concealing it from me!”

« Jean"’ Devree’s mock nepmach met a
warning look frem Jean.

“ Yes, sir,” Temple expounded. ‘ Been
earning money on the sly to buy herself
pretty clothes. Gordon, I think she’s plan-
ning to run away from us, the beir and me.”

“ Be careful she doesn’t, Harvey. She’
a home-wrecka' in that gown!”

“ Harvey, don't you dare say any more.”
Jean meant it. Not even in play could she
bear the accusation. Seeing her love for
the blind man written so plainly on her
face, Devree wondered all the more at the
curious deception of the mythical dress.
Not until some time later in the evening
did he come to the explanation.

In a moment when Temple was absent
from the room, Jean began bravely: “ Gor-
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doananttothmkyufor—nbou—wy'
new dress. You were very clever—and

very kind to pretend for me—"~.

“ Yes, Gordon, you lied like'a gemtie-
man,” Diana applanded.

“Who—I? Nonsense—it was notking.”

“ Yes, but it was something. It meamt
a great deal, that foolish little deception.
It was very important—and now wou de-
serve to know what it all meaat—"

“ Not necessary to tell me,” Devree pro-
tested. I'll admit I'm curious, but really
Jean, it's your own affair. Only giad I
could help along—"

“ Ah, but you deserve to know. Youwr
loyalty has earned you that much reward.
The dress, of course, is a lie. It is my ex-
cuse for doing this extra work Harvey spake
of. You see—I needed some money—"

“ Now please, Jean! This distresses
you_’7

“ No, it was something I did gladly—and
will always do gladly. It concerns Har-
vey’s happiness, and you ought to know.
Gordon, you must have wondered at this
house we live in; at this funmy, shabby,
beautiful and pat.henc house—ﬂns gro-
tesque house—"

“ That is unjust. Ithmklttheloveb&
home I ever have seen!”

“Do you think that?” Jean exclaimed
wistfully, smiling again. ‘ Sometimes I
think that, too, and I wonder if after ail,
the house that seemed to me such a tragic
lxp isn’t just a little lovelier than I thought

‘it Truly, Gordon, we have been very

happy i this house— But you under-
stand, I' know Diana has told you, of what
I have kept from Harvey, how he has never
guessed the black, shameful truth about
this man who called himself a friend/”

“Yes, yes; 1 know that you—ysu never
told Harvey—that you let him thmk, weell,
that La Salle was all right.”

“ Most people would think me a fool, I
suppose. Perhaps I have been a fool to
keep up this—lie. But, Gordon—Diana—
I don't dare tell him now—I don’t dare.”

From Jean Temple’s dark, tragic eyes
and her whole attitude of terrible indecision
they guessed something of what she had
suffered since Temple had brought her to
the sham home that La Salle built.
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‘At first,” she exclaimed eagerly, ¢ in the
first few days when Harvey was wild with
delight at the thought of a home of his

own—when he was like some crazy boy.

hugging his happiness so close, I knew I
dared not tell. Then I think the shock
would have killed him-—yes, killed him.
Later, I thought, I will speak of it. There
will come a time when he is calmer, when
the first glamour is worn off, a time when
the truth must be told.

“1 waited for that time—and while I
waited the habit of lying grew. I became
~ cowardly. I put it off, from day to day.
1 was afraid to speak; I am still afraid to
tell him. In his fancy he has built up a
delusion so fine—so lovely I haven’t the
heart to destroy it. If he were to discover
now that Frank La Salle, the friend he ad-
mires so and trusts is—what. he is, the
shock would be worse than blindness—a
hundred times worse. It would almost kill
him! It would break his heart—his spirit.
It would wreck all his life!”

“ Perhaps you are right, Jean,” Devree
admitted, half convinced.

‘It has not always been so easy, keep-
ing up this elaborate lie. Harvey’s income
is enough for us, but little better than that.
-This—this extraordinary hovel Frank .La
Salle made, has crumbled from the first.
It has leaked rain and let in the weather;
it has cracked and racked and fallen apart
as fast as I could keep it together—yes,
faster. Perhaps in my obsession—I have
become rather careless of other things, even
‘shabby—" o .

““ Jean, you are lovely.” Devree said it
well, but Diana’s shining eyes said it more
eloquently still. -

‘“ At least I've gotten something more
precious than fine clothes for my trouble.
But the last expense was that tax matter,
the claim of the Gloria Investment Com-
pany. That threatened to take our home,
pitiful as it is, away from us. That was
why I needed money, and had to earn
money, and why I had to lie to Harvey
again—"

“Oh!” Devree exclaimed, horrified as
the thing became clear to him. “ You
have slaved—slaved for that rotten, graft-
ing tax fraud—that Gloria company!”*

.
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“ What, it is a fraud?”

. ‘I don’t know that, no. I do know it
is a cruel, inhuman extortion, that trades
on the ignorance and credulity of the poor.
And I know this, that it is a peculiar thing:
the Gloria company fattens only off the un-
fortunates who deal with Frank La Salle.
That’s the rottenest thing about it—"

“La Salle? Gordon, do you mean to say
that the Gloria company is—La Salle?”

“1 could not prove that,” said Devree
gloomily.

“ But you think it!”

“ Yes, I have my suspicions. It was be-
cause of that—because I would not be a
party to that clever, crafty, sleek bit of
crookedness that I quit Barr. And I'm
glad I quit him!” ~

‘“La Salle.” Jean spoke the name as if
it were unclean. ¢ Oh, he is—Diana, if I
am giving you offense—"

“ Offend me?” Diana exclaimed. “ Not
in a thousand years. Say what you want
of my respected employer. I can easily be-
lieve it.” .

‘"He is everything that’s rotten,” Devree
agreed darkly.

_“Then why don’t you do something
about it?” ’

Jean’s exclamation made them both start.

“ Who—I?” Devree blinked.

“ You, of course! You are a lawyer—”

“1 was,” Devree nodded bitterly. At
present I'm a very indifferent salesman of
Dorgan’s writing inks—”

“But you are a lawyer, nevertheless.
Have you forgotten what you said one night
before this very fire? Have you forgotten
that, Gordon?”

“I—I'm not sure—"

_‘“ Ah, but you were sure then. You were
going out to crusade against the rottenness
you hated so. You were going to do great
things, Gordon Devree!”

“Why, Jean! Jean, what—do—you—
mean?”’

“1 mean—do something.” Jean was
afire now, glowing with an enthusiasm, a
fighting spirit that thrilled them. Her lithe
figure was drawn up tense, and her voice,
low and sweet, had the stirring note of a
bugle. “ Do something!” she repeated.
“ Fight! Fight this nastiness that robs the
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poor and ignorant, that fattens off their
misery—that trades on their love of heme.
You know it’s here. You must have seen
it all about you since you have come here
to live. Are you a lawyer, and can find no
way to stop this La Salle, to punish him,
to put an end to him and his work for all
time? If 1 were a man, and knew the
law—" i

“ Oh, oh! Well, by heaven, I see!
Jean, 1 wonder—"’

“ Don’t wonder, find out. Investigate!
There are plenty of Frank La Salle’s vic-
tims about you here. You hear talk every-
where, complaints. Do you think there is
no truth in what they say? You were am-
bitious, Gordon, you talked of decency; was
all that only talk? If you believe what
you say, there is no opportunity for you
here—and now. The man who can dewn
La Salle is no small man—and I think if
he succeeded in bringing La Salle down he
would have no need to worry about his
future.”

Now Devree had caught the fire. He
begantopaoeupanddcwnthemn beat-
ing his hands together and muttering. The
women watched him with an eager interest
—a wide-eyed hope.

“I see, I see,” he murmured. “ Yes, yes,
yes. It could be done, perhaps—and the
opportunity is there—if a man put that
over! Jean, Diana, that’s a wonderful
idea. You—you have shown me a chance
—maybe a greater chance than you think.
There are possibilities in this thing, big
possibilities.

“ J—I'm going to try. I'm going to take
my time—all the time I can spare—and
look into this. I'm going to see what kind
of 2 case there is against Frank La Salle.
And if there is a case—if there is—I—am—
going—t ”

But

Jean grasped his hand in both her own.

Her eyes were wet with unshed tears. “1I
knew you would do it!” she exclaimed
softly. “1 know you can do it. Gordon,
I'm almost—superstitious about you. You
see, I have—prayed, prayed often and hard
for a—a man big enough, brave enough,

~clever enough to bring La Salle to justice.
I almost believe you are an answer to those
prayers. Gordan, if you win—"
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“ Now, dom’'t—don’t hope too mmch,”
Devree pleaded anxiously. “I will try—
I'll try my—damnedest. And if I find one
sound peg on which to hang a crimimal
prosecution; if he has left one step uncov-
ered; if only ence he has blundered, I'll get
that crook—"

“ Who's a crook?”

Temple walked in on them, beaming
amiably.

“ Who'’s a crook?” bhe repeated. “ Net
anybody I know, I hope!”

Devree was bubbling with excitement as
he walked beside Diana toward her home.
Rasier and rosier glowed the peossibilities of
the crlisade against Frank La Salle.

“ It may lead to something—something
good,” he kept predicting. “ If only I could
down La Salle, if I could put that skunk
where he belongs—behind the bars—I'd
have done something worth while. Further-
more, it would establish me as a lawyer.
It’s the only chance I can see now. Barr
has shut me out in the cold. So far as
getting a start in another office is concerned
I might as well be peddling ice to the Eski-
mos. And only a fool or a millionaire would

. try to establish a practise of his own at

the present time in this city full of lawyers.
But this thing—"
“ It would be a wonderful thmgto do”

Diana sighed wistfully.

“ Wouldn't it! Hang the chance of mak-
ing something out of it! I'd do it amy-
way, ard gladly—" ’

“I know you would, Gordon. 1 think
you would always do what seemed decent—
without hope of reward. That’s one reason
I—like—you.”

“Look here, Diana—” He stopped
abruptly, facing her. The moonlight, pour-
ing down from above, welling up from every
plane of the mirrorlike drifts, made a cool,
splendid radiance that bathed them. It

‘showed Diana’s slender, straight figure very

black against the glistening white snow, and
the rose and cream of her face half masked
by the fur she wore.

Under her dark, close-fitting little hat,
with its fur band, her gold-colored hair
glistened like real gold. Devree, fumbling

.
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for words, had never seen her so desirable.
His confusion grew.

‘“ Suppose,” he began hurriedly, * sup-
pose I can make a go of this thing? Sup-
pose I organize a prosecution that will bring
La Salle to justice—and perhaps should also
establish myself in the law? Suppose all
that—and it might happen—if I did that,
Diana, would you—could you—oh, my
dear, you know what I want to say—"

“1 know,” she nodded earnestly, “ and,
please don’t say it!”

‘“ You—don’t want me—to say it?”
They stood very close, their eyes challeng-
ing. Devree’s hand had almost touched her
sleeve. Now he drew it back.

“ No.” She shook her head with a
mournful smile. “I would rather you
didn’t—say it. Yes, I know what you want
to say—I would be foolish to pretend I
haven’t known, or that I don’t care for
you___”

{3 Diaxla! ” .

“ You must listen! Gordon, I have no
business letting you—commit—yourself. I
have no business giving you any—en-
couragement—"’

“ Then there’s somebody else? I knew
it!” .
“ No, there is nobody else—of the sort
you think. But there are reasons, very good
reasons. For one thing, my father’s affairs;
for another, myself. You see, I know my-
self much better than you can. I like you,
yes, but I’m afraid I like Diana Thawn even
better — and the things Diana Thawn
values.”

“ You mean, I couldn’t give you the—
the sort of life you want!! But Diana, if
I do succeed—"

“ Gordon, suppose we try to be very
brave and—sensible—about this? Suppose
we wait until you've had a chance? And
meantime—"

“ Meantime,” Devree exclaimed with a
loyalty that touched her, “ we’ll say noth-
ing more about it. Good; I'm well satis-
fied.”

He kept his word strictly, but she knew
by the very touch of his gloved hand on
her sleeve what he thought<and what he
felt. She knew he left her filled with ex-
travagant hopes, and she knew she had no
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business to let him hope like that. Her
own weakness disgusted her. :

CHAPTER XIX.
THE ENTERING WEDGE.

DEVREE knew eneugh of the law to.un-

derstand that he was undertaking a
heroic task in seeking a flaw in La Salle’s
legal armor. He was pitting his theoretical
knowledge and inexperience against the
brains of Thurston Barr, admittedly one of
the shrewdest legal advisers practising.
Though he went at the work with high
hopes he was not greatly surprised that
weeks slipped by without any definite ac-
complishment.

But beside enthusiasm the young man
had a certain dogged stubbornness that
makes a splendid ally with courage. All
the time he could spare from his efforts to

earn a living he devoted to the affairs of -

La Salle.

By that winter there were a number of
homes—unpretentious homes as bleak and
pitiful as the land itself—on the Saltmarsh
tract. And La Salle continued to market
the property. Some of the lots Le sold a
half-dozen times over, taking advantage of
his time-payment contracts to regain title.

What Devree hoped to do was catch La
Salle in a criminal transaction, subject to
proof. He realized the difference between
his moral certainty of the man’s crooked-
ness and legal certainty. Even the instance
of Harvey Temple, flagrant as it was, was
legally safe. Supposing that Jean had al-
lowed it—and he knew Jane would never
risk letting her husband know the truth—
the fraud that had been practised on Tem-
ple could never be proved to the satisfac-
tion of a jury. But he felt that surely,
somewhere, La Salle’s boldness would over-
reach itself; that somewhere he would grow
careless of the criminal law. He made it his
concern to investigate as many of La Salle’s
transactions as he could discover. He inter-
viewed scores of those who had dealt with
the promoter.

Here and there, in numerous cases, were
grounds for civil suits. But civil suits cost
money, and there was no money to press
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them. La Salle and Barr understood that
thoroughly. They traded on the inability of
the poor man to purchase justice.
Following his molelike™ course, Devree
came one winter afternoon to the little

shop of Nick Wally. Nick Wally was a ~

barber. He had grown gray in that pro-
fession, passing his life amid scents of pom-
ade, bay-rum, and tar soap. His shop was
a cubby-hole not far from Hudson Street,
in the section known as Greenwich.

There was one old-fashioned walnut chair
and an old-fashioned walnut-framed mirror.
A ‘wash-stand in the corner, and beneath it
a little gas hot-water heater. Most of the
bottles arrayed on a marble slab before the
mirror, promising hair-restorers and cure-
alls, were empty; the chair was usually
empty; and except for Nick, the shop was
empty. :

Nick huddled beside the tiny oil-stove
that warmed the place, studying a sensa-
tional evening paper a day old. He wore
old-fashioned spectacles that gave him a
look of benevolent melancholy. He was a
slight, little figure of a man with a real
barber’s spotlessness, and his fluffy, gray
mane lent to his face the dignity of a sad-
dened poet or philosopher—a look that con-
cealed much of the real Nick.

Devree had little trouble getting at the
story of Nick Wally. The barber had been
one of the original clients of Frank La Salle.
He had bought one of the first Saltmarsh
lots, and the price was a thousand dollars.
More than a year it had taken him to pay
up, using the nest-egg ‘he and his wife had
accumulated, and all that he could squeeze
out of his meager living.

“Me and the old woman did it,” said
Nick. “ We got it all paid for, because we
thought maybe we could live out in the
country and raise chickens and garden
truck, and I'd keep the shop till my hand
got too bad; then we’d settle down on our
land.

“ Mister, I tell you, it was a tough job
paying up them lots! There’s just me and
the old lady. My son, he went out West
and got married, and he don’t never help
the old man any—not him. Business is
rotten, too, on account I haven’t got the
right location.
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“ So we had to dig up the coin out of our-
selves, and I tell you, mister, there was a
lot of days we lived on bread and boiled
spuds to find the money. Then what d’you
think that robber done?”

“ What did he do?”

“ He never give me no deed! 1 had a
chance to sell the land, too; I could of made
money off it—and he wouldn’t give me a_
deed, and he never will because he don’t
own it. No, sir, there’s a mortgage on it
that has been foreclosed, and he can’t give
no title. I been to him I bet as many as
a hundred times, and I don’t get no <ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>